











Pcrhaps the idea that the Australian War
Memorial should incorporate the war on our own soil
within its displays was adventurous in 1979. It may
also have been outside the terms of the War
Memorial’s governing Act, but when that Act was
changed in 1980 there could be no doubt of the wider
cov ¢ that parliament had sanctioned. Previously
limited to the wars of the 20th century, the new Act
gave much wider powers to the displays. The War
Memorial embraced the colonial wars, Sudan and South
Africa, but still steadfastly ignored the wars at home.

Geoffrey Blainey had correctly picked public
interest in the issue and, on cue, ‘within the decade’,
members of the public began to ask where were the
Australian War Mcmorial displays on Aboriginal-
European contlict. ‘There was no war on Australian
soil’, the dic-hards at first asserted—as if to use the
same word for frontier engagements and mechanised
slaughter on the Western Front was somehow to
belittle the memory of the Diggers. But, as Geoffrey
Blainey had perceived, guerrilla warfare and conven-
tional warfare might be vastly different in the telling,
yet warfare each was, nevertheless.

Blainey’s interest in museums had possibly been
stimulated by his appointment in 1975, courtesy of
Prime Minister Gough Whitlam, to the Committec
of Inquiry on Muscums and National Collections {the
Piggott inquiry} which was to be a milestone for Aus-
tralian museums. High on the list of reccommendations
from the Piggott inquiry was the idea for a National
Muscum of Australia. Embraced by Frascr, funded by
Hawke, marginalised by Keating, cmbraced again by
Howard, the Muscum finally opened its doors in Canberra
on 11 March 2001, 20 years and more in the making.

The idea of a National Muscum of Australia had
proved a godsend to staff at the Australian War
Memorial who had been given the responsibility of
replying to the increasing numbers of letters from
those arguing for some recognition of the war at home.
‘Fully recognising the importance of the issuces you
rais¢’, those replics parroted, ‘nevertheless such
matters are now properly the responsibility of the
National Muscum of Australia.’

On a preview tour of the Muscum, as an old War
Memorial hand, T was keen to sce if our expectations
for the Muscum werce justified. It is a pity, T think,
that the majority of Museum visitors will explore the
Museum backwards, as it were. They would expect
to find the Gallery of First Australians before they
study Australia after the coming of the Europeans,
but the Muscum puts European Australia first. This
is an architect’s solution that conflicts with my
historian’s interest in clear narrative and meaningful
chronology and context.

Even so, the Gallery of First Australians does not
dodge the hard, uncomfortable issucs. Its trecatment of
fronticr warfare is uncompromising and revelatory.
At the entrance to a small and temporary display on
Belsen at the Imperial War Museum in London, the

Muscum reccommended that children not be admitted
without adult supervision. It was a stark and chilling
display. There is a similar feel to the permanent
exhibition on Europcan—-Aboriginal warfare in
Canberra. Thrown on to the carpet from spotlights
above, without any comment, are some Australian
place-names: Slaughterhouse Creck, Battle Mountain,
Poison Water Creek. These place-names should say
as much to us as Lone Pine, the Kokoda Track and
Sandakan. Perhaps in time they will. Excellent museums
provoke us to want to know more and the National

Muscum is telling us that we cannot pretend

any more that these things did not happen.

¢ I came away unsatisfied still. The Australian
War Memuorial exists to commemorate Australian war
dead. It does so in a way that its founders had wanted
to be unique. Not just a muscum, not just a
memorial—they wanted their institution to tell a
story of ‘the greatness and the smallness’. But they
wanted that story in a place that in every corner, at
every turn, reminds us to pay tribute to those who
gave their lives for their country and its cause.

Study and understand what happened at Lonce
Pine or Kokoda, I used to say to school visitors, and
then go to the Roll of Honour to be reminded that real
people, maybe just a couple of years older than you,
lost their lives in that or this battle. Look at their names,
run your fingers over the bronze tablets, to understand
that they had the same hopes and aspirations for lifc
that you have, the same joys and fears. Feel their
reality. Then you will begin to comprehend the cost
of war to Australia and Australians.

If we are to incorporate into our national story
an account of the war on the Australian frontier in
the 19th and 20th centuries, we need to know not
just the details of that story, we need also to under-
stand its human content, its people and its implica-
tions for us. What the National Museum of Australia
has done is a start. But commemoration means more.
‘Here is their spirit’, Charles Bean had written of the
Australian War Memorial which he had helped to
found, ‘in the heart of the land they loved’. Others,
like Will Dyson, interpreted Bean’s words to mean
that our Australian War Memorial would, in some
sense, be a spiritual resting place for those buried so
far away. ‘Calling Them Home’ was Dyson’s inter-
pretation of Bean.

That sentiment remains central to the purpose
of the Australian War Mcmorial. ‘Calling Them
Home’ secems even more appropriate to the Aboriginal
wars now that reconciliation is so high on the national
agenda. The National Muscum of Australia has done
a fine job in telling the story of that conflict; there
remains a place, however, for its commemoration

Michael McKernan is the author of the commissioned
history of the Australian War Memorial, Here is Their
Spirit (University of Queensland Press, 1991).
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Opposite page, lett:
‘The Coming of the
Light by Kathryn
Norris, pastel on paper,
1996. Source: National
Museum of Australia.
Christianity was
brought to the Torres
Strait Islands by the
London Missionary
Societly in 1871, Some
Islanders see this as a
form of assimilation,
others embrace it and
celebrate the event.

Opposite page, right:
‘Damelapel” by
Gullavwun (Daniel
Rogue Lee), synthetic
polymer on turtle shell,
1999, Source: National
Muscum of Australia.
The Larrakia people of
Darwin lodged the
Kenbi land claim in
1979. This painted
green sea turtle shell
shows the last hearing
for this claim in 1995,
The judges” decision is
still pending.
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Panic stations

and pnlicy-free zones

ROBABLY ONLY THE grim reaper or Kim Beazley himself could
prevent Kim Beazley occupying the Lodge by the end of the
year. So embattled and discredited is the government that it is
difficult to imagine anything redeeming it.

But has Beazley yet given voters any reason to vote for him?
Does the virtual inevitability of a Labor victory mean that Labor
will present itself to the electorate even shorter on policies and
promises, or the intention to honour them, than it was when
the result seemed less certain?

Those contemplating Howard’s demise might note that the
indications of a crushing defeat have been there for some time.
About a year ago I commented that the polls were consistently
showing that the Coalition would be lucky to win more than
30 or 40 scats—that is, that Labor was looking at a majority of
up to 50. For more than a ycar, trend polls have suggested that
the margin between Labor and the Coalition was anything
between six and ten per cent, suggesting Labor’s biggest land-
slide ever. And that was before the consternation induced by
successive electoral disasters in Western Australia and Queens-
land, and—morce damning—the sheer panic manifested by John
Howard in its wake. John Howard had lost the confidence of
the electorate by the beginning of the year; his abrupt reversals
of policy and principle since, however, have raised questions of
his very fitness to govern.

Which is not necessarily to say that any of his climb-downs,
rollbacks or rollovers was intrinsically bad policy. The charge
from within the ranks of his own constitucncies—that he simply
had not been listening, indced that he had been jeering at those
warning of great peril, and making a virtue of his obstinacy—
were true enough. His GST scttled down among consumers
better than expected, but the rage in small business, and claims
of genuine anomalics, were very badly handled, both by Howard
and his Trcasurer, Peter Costello. Similarly, housing industry
lobbics were warning of a drastic slowdown in their scctor six
months ago, but were insulted and ignored.

The petrol climb-down was even more galling and
humiliating. Petrol prices, even the GST-induced component
of an ¢xtra $1 a tank, were hardly Howard’s fault, but he was
on a hiding to nothing from the time of Labor’s opportunism in
suggesting the forgoing of a routine excisce increase. Howard's
revenge, of cutting out automatic cxcise increases altogether,
will hurt Kim Beazley more than himself. Most people now
think that there is nothing John Howard would not do, no policy
he would not adopt and no taxpayer’s dollar he would not spend,
in his desperation to get the Coalition re-clected.

For a scentimentalist such as mysclf, the most touching
moment of Howard’s Gethsemance was at the opening of the
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National Muscum. The Museum is a triumph of popular culture,
but of just the sort of popular Labor culture that Howard has
not only always loathed but the destruction of which has always
been at the top of his agenda. It has been with the portrayal
of history that Howard has been most concerned. As

things stand, the place for him in the museum—his

placc in history—will probably be as a rubbery figure.

OW, EVEN WITHOUT economic uncertainty, government is
getting harder. The younger and more ambitious ministers have
alrcady given the next election away and are polishing their
curricula vitac for the election of 2006. No-one in politics for
the long term would be challenging Howard for the glory of
leading the Coalition into its most ignominious defeat. The art
will be in preventing his taking them over the cliff with him, a
fate that Peter Reith, Michacl Wooldridge and John Anderson
will find it almost impossible to avoid. The smarter political
staffers are getting rcady to depart. Most of the significant
lobbies have given up on the Coalition’s chances and are making
a beeline for the Opposition’s doors. When all discipline and
central direction disappears, it is jolly hard winning single-
handedly against the odds. Not impossible perhaps—as Paul
Keating would say of his performance in 1993—but then he
had John Hewson and the GST on his side.

Kim Beazley docs not want to be John Hewson, and may
well accurately judge that he should stay as small a target as
possible, making the government the issuce and relying on the
fact that, finally, it has been found out. Why not rely on bland
phrases about how important cducation and health are, along
with some soothing phrases for the suburbs and the
disillusioned?

The short-term advantages are obvious enough, but those
who actually want a Labor victory because they want different
outcomes should bear in mind that much of Labor’s vagueness
on policy represents not strategic reticence but actual vague-
ness and uncertainty about what to do. Those, for example,
who want more investment in our universities and education
generally should realise that the last thing that Labor wants
right now is an auction on education. Labor wants the
cducational lobbyists, all of whom it assumcs are already safely
in its pocket, to shut up. It thinks it has pitched itsclf on the
right side of the mean and ideological David Kemp and that it
deserves to be taken on trust.

Anyone who thinks that, on what has actually been offered
so far, deserves a Labor government.

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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Points at 1ssue

From Bridgeet Griffen-Foley, University of
Sydney

While [ am reluctant to respond to reviews,
I must take issue with two of Matthew
Ricketson’s points in hisreview of my book
Sir Frank Packer: The Young Master (Eurcka
Street, March 20011,

First, Mr Ricketson asserts that the
biography is divided into 15 chapters that
scem to start and end‘at random’. The book
is conventionally structured, following
chronologically c¢pisodes in Packer’s life.
Thus Chapter Once ends with R.C. Packer’s
move into Sydncey journalism, Two with
Frank Packer’s decision to try his hand as
ajackeroo, Six with his enlistment in the
AIF, Ten with the departure of the
Theodore family from the ACP empire,
Twelve with Packer’s first failed bid for the
America’s Cup, and so on. [ fail to sc¢ how
such structure could be described as
‘random’.

Scecondly, Mr Rickcetson comments that
there is far too much detail about ‘minor’
cvents. He suggests that T should have
omitted details of the itinerary for the first
Miss Australia, Beryl Mills, in the USA in
1926, and the food supplies taken on a
‘minor’ business trip by Packer to central
Australia in 1932.

As there is only one extant letrer writ-
ten by Packer during his months chaperon-
ing Mills, I was forced to rely on Australian
and Amcrican newspaper reports of the
group’s activitics. Packer was part of a
celebration of ideal Australian womanhood,
a point now being explored by historians
such as Judith Smart and Marion Brooke.

In 1932 Packer joined an expedition to
the Granites in scarch of gold. It was no
‘minor’ business trip, inspiring scores of
newspaper articles and at least two books.
Packer did not keep any letter or diarics
describing the journey, so Tusced these other
accounts as the basis of a {short) paragraph
describing the harsh weather conditions
and limited food and water provisions. My
point was simply that a hachelor-about-
town from Svdncy’s cxclusive castern
suburbhs would have found the journey a
rugged once. Before the party reached its
destination, Packer was only too happy to
follow his father’s dircetive to return to
Sydney and clinch the newspaper deal that
would make the family’s fortune.

Bridget Griffen-Foley
Sydncy, NSW
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Whodunnit

From Dr [.J. Carmodv
Edmund Campion’s memoirof hisacademic
youth [‘At the University of Sydney’, Eurcka
Street, November 2000} was evocative and
clegant but a little unreliable. He left its
temporal location rather imprecise—'Half
a century ago .../—but provided sufficient
hints that we were revisiting the early 1950s.
So anc of those little slips of memory
was fascinating, a reminder of what
psychological blindness can be. “The Uni-
versity of Sydney’, he wrote, ‘was ... [then|
the only university in New South Wales.’
Alas, that is incorrect: the NSW University
of Technology (now the University of NSW)
had begun tcaching undergraduates at the
beginning of 1948 and was constituted,
tormally and legally, early in 1949, For
many years, its academic legitimacy was
denied and sneered at—cespecially from the
University of Sydney and its barrackers—
butitis disappointing to discover that, over
50 years later, a fine historian like Fr
Campion still scems a prisoner of that
mindsct.

APRIL 2001

His other error is both morc serious and
more puzzling. In referring to the cstablish-
ment of Commonwealth Scholarships, he
gave ¢ Menzies government credit for
themand, fi - her, asserted that‘Previously,
in all of New South Walcs there had been
only 400 frec bursary places’. It is truc that
the name ‘Commonwecalth Scholarship’
originated with the Mcnzics government
(in 1951} and so did the fact that they had no
means test  ut Menzies did not establish
those scholarships: the credit belongs to
Curtin and Chifley.

In 1942 the federal government had sct
up a Universities Commission (under Pro-
fessor R.C. Mills) which, from the next
year, began to provide assistance to means-
tested students in certain ‘rescerved’ facul-
ties. Following the successful referendum
char of 1946 [onc of the few cver
approved], in the words of the Australian
Encyclopaedia, ‘the modern relationship
between the Federal government and the
univ itiesbegan todevelop’, partof which
was the expansion of that Financial Assist-
ance Scheme which supported over 1800
students across the nation in 1945, The
renamed and expanded Menzies scheme
provided for 3000 scholarships ‘entirely on
merit’ distributed pro rata amongthe states
(by this time, total undergraduatc
enrolments exceeded 23,000).

[t may well be that (in stark contrast to
the actions of his professed admircer, John
Howard) Sir Robert Menzics’ greatest
achicvement was the revivification of Aus-
tralian tertiary cducation. In making that
¢ncomium, none of us—Edmund Campion
now included—should deny the achieve-
ments of the federal and state Labor govern-
ment of those optimistic post-war times.

John Carmody
Roscville, NSW

Figuring woix

From lan Manning, Deputy Direclor,
National Econonics

In March's Fureka Street Patrick McClure
defended his report on welfare reform
against attack by Francis Castles by pointing
to the Jong-term conditionality’ of uncm-
ployment benefit. By this he presumably
means that, from its first introduction,
uncmployment benefit was subject to a
worl  staswecllasasteep means test. Both
work and means tests have remained part of
the system ever since, though modificd
sincce the end of full employment. McClure
advocates the refurbishment of the work









For party members considering their
options in the current leadership ballot,
there are weightier moral and political
concerns. The decline in the Australian
Democrats’ WA and Queensland State votes
has put the writing on the wall for Meg
Lees. But while thisisrightly interpreted as
a payout for her part in delivering the GST
to a rcluctant Australian populace, there
was more toit. When the Democrats leader-
ship switched to a policy of ‘not ruling out’
a GST afortnight before the 3 October 1998
clection, thereisevidence that they betrayed
the party processes and membership. They
argucd that the party’s June ballot on tax
policy justificed their about-turn.

But they were less than frank with their
members and voters. The ballot closed in
August, but results were not communi-
cated until the party’s November journal,
and then only by listing successtul and
unsuccessful proposals by numbers. To flesh
out the result, members would have had to
juxtaposc the November results with the
June ballot form. Most probably did not
bother.

Aformer Victorian Democrats assistant
state sccretary, Stephen Hare, arguced that
the policy shift was so late in the campaign
that many Dcmocrats voters would not
have noticed. A week before the clection,
he wrote to the editors of Australia’s daily
papers to draw readers’ attention to the
Democrats’ newly articulated support for a
GST subject to the exemption of food. This,
he said, would leave low-income carners to
paya GSTonall othernecessities including
clothing, clectricity, gas and water.

Only the Financial Review and the
Warrnambool Standard published his letter,
prompting anatcempt by the party hicrarchy
to expel him. This attempt foundered on
the party’s constitutional provision which
asserts a member’s right to speak freely on
policies. Since then he has left the Demo-
crats for the Greens.

Hartclaimedon ABC radio that the general
questions put to members did not mandate
support for the GST. Whilc a narrow major-
ity agreed with the proposal to tax scrvices
as well as goods, they had voted against any
flat tax on scrvices, opting instcad tor dif-
ferential rates. They were not asked about
a tlat tax on goods or, for that mattcer, about
a GST. He predicted that the Democrats
would not have the ‘ticker’ to stand up to
John Howard in tax package negotiations, a
prediction he now considers fulfilled.

What made the government’s tax
package, cven as amended, fundamentally
incquitable was not simply that it taxed

Intimations of immortality

ONALD BRADMAN was, as they say, an icon. Not to mention a legend, a
myth and a cult figure. His theological status may be less assured than these
epithets suggest, but he has helped mc understand what Easter is about.

Theological teachers run to well-worn examination questions. Students of
the Resurrection are often asked if Easter is the happy ending to a sad story.
Like most cunningly devised questions, it leads you into difficulty whether you
answer yes or no. The truth, both of human life and so of God’s workings, is
more complex than this simple metaphor suggests.

The trouble with happy endings is that they cancel out what has gone before.
In happy endings, everybody lives happily cever after. Before, all was trouble,
gricf, sin and absence. Now, all is joy, screnity, grace and radiant presence.
Betfore, doubt about God and Jesus Christ; now, conclusive proof both of Jesus
Christ’s divinity and so of God's existence. Before death, and now life. Before
unrelieved sin, and now dominant grace.

This large rhetoric collides with our experience of life on bhoth counts.
Endings rarcly bring unrclieved happiness, while the saddest of stories, scen in
retrospect, are rarcly without meaning for our journcy. In the grimmest of loss,
a stubborn hope rises, and where hope is totally lost, even the most extravagant
deliverance does not resurrect it. The deepest experiences of faith and grace are
often edged with hesitations and ironies. Presence and absence flow into cach
other.

At this point of tension betwceen rhetoric and life, Don Bradman contributed
to my understanding of Easter. As a child, T went to his testimonial game, my
last and only chance to sce him play. The crowd was restive while the openers
went about their task. A wicket fell, and out strode the great man, wearing, as
[ remember it, his South Australian cap. A standing ovation, as he touched his
cap a little nervously. He began batting, and the doubts began. Then word spread
that this was not Bradman, but Ron Hammenee, a tine but not legendary South
Australian player. He batted for long enough for me to be taken home betfore
the great man appeared.

Now, in straightforward factual terms, 1 did not sce Bradman, and the day
was 4 loss. But in the context of the day and the reception mistakenly given
Hammence, 1 did see¢ Bradman. There was an intimation of his presence, even if
it was played out through his absence.

This cxperience resonates with the tone of the Gospel stories of Jesus’
resurrection, in which the same dialogue between presence and abscence is
cnacted. The disciples are awoken to a presence, but once that is clusive enough
to require the imagination to fill out. It resists capture—Jesus is often not
recognised. He appears and disappears at will, and arouses fear as well as joy.

All this is morc like the happiness of a journcy than of an ending. It is a
new beginning—indeed, like the applause that comes after a century scored in
a tight game.

Andrew Hamilton s) is Eureka Street’s publisher.
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FIRST NOTICE THEM when I'm going back across the
island to where the ferry is waiting. We are the only
ones going towards the ferry. Everyone else—a
considerable crowd—is moving away from the ferry
dock and fanning out over the island. And that’s what
takes my attention with them, the fact that they are
the only ones going in the same dircction as me on
this fine summer morning on the island. They walk a
distance apart from each other and they don’t look at
cach other and they don’t speak to each other. The
distance between them varies, stretching out at its
furthest to around 15 or 20 metres and coming back
at its closest to around four or five metres. That's as
close as they get. He's the one causing the variation.
She’s staying on the crown of the road, going straight
down towards the ferry dock, keeping a stcady pace.
He strays a bit, out onto the grass verge then vecring
back onto the tar, looking about at whatever takes
his interest. She docsn’t look about. It’s early and the
sun is still low. It glints on his spectacles when he
looks around. She stays out front.

On the ferry we are the only passengers. As we
pull away from the dock he’s leaning on the aft rail
looking back at the island. His khaki rucksack on the
deck beside him. Like a little tan dog waiting with
him. Hungry. His denim jacket is dirty and frayed at
the cuffs. His jeans are stained, mayhe with paint or
some kind of chemical substance that doesn’t clean
off. He leans on the rail looking back at the island
and crosses one foot over the other. His shoes are black
and heavy and they’re dull and greasy looking. Street
shocs that he’s using as work boots. He leans there
looking back at the island, watching the in-line skaters
and the families setting up picnic spots and claiming
positions at the public barbecues, the children
throwing balls and the older people opening up stripy
canvas chairs. It's a warm Sunday in Junc and as the
ferry moves across the open water towards downtown
Toronto there’s a cool breeze on deck. Even when the
detail is lost in the distance the man still stands there,
leaning against the rail, onc foot crossed over the
other, gazing back at the pleasure island. He stays
there till the ferry docks.

When we came on board the woman went into
the cabin and I haven’t seen her. When the ferry docks
I g0 down to the front and she’s sitting in the shade
by the gates to the cxit ramp, which is as far forward
as a passenger is permitted to go. Between her feet
the plastic shopping bag. Heavy and full of stuff. Three
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crewmen stand t  :ing beyond the passenger barrier
in front of her. They don’t look at her. As I come down
the stairs from the upper deck the woman turns and
looks at me. She doesn’t acknowledge me in any way,
but her eyes stay on me all the way down. When
I reach the deck on a level with her she stands up and
faces the exit ramp, her back to me, watching the three
men getting things ready for the disembarkation. She
is wearing a cerisc hecadband made of some kind of
silky material. It is tiec ke a turban or bandcau and
makes her black hair stick up like an untidy rooster
comb. Her yellow jacket is old and frayed and made
of some light cottony material. There is a pale stain
in the shape of a heart low down on the back. Under
the yellow jacket she is wearing a cerise dress in a
matching silky material to the headband. The dress
is coming unhemmed.  r flat shocs arc hecled over
to the outside. They have the same dull greasy look

as them s
The man co1 3 down the stairs from the upper
deck and waits b nd me. The woman docesn’t look
around for him. make a queue, the threc of us,
the woman in front at the barrier, then me,

then the man.
ON THE QUAY [ hold back and let them go ahead of

me. He is looking about again, as if he could be a
tourist and has never been to the Toronto harbourfront
before and is interested to get his bearings and see
what gocs on here. She is walking straight ahead, the
heavy plastic bag hanging from her hand. They're
closer now. Two or three metres apart. And keeping
on a level with each other. They're not exactly
sauntering, they’re not aimless, they know where
they're going, but they’re not hurrying cither. They've
got time. Or maybe they’re dog tired.

I cross Queen’s Quay West behind them and stand
watching them go on up Bay towards Union Station,
sceing them go in under the elevated freeway, going
into the neutral area between where the tourists are
down at the harbourfront and where the commuters
are in the business district. They're close now. Less
than a metre sep  ting them, and I see him lean in
towards her. She doesn’t look at him but she must be
speaking to him e way he leans in towards her,
stepping close beside her, his shoulder almost touch-
ing hers, to catch what she’s saying to him.

Alex Miller won 2 1993 Miles Franklin Award.



The heart of the matt

There must be ways to take the fear and humiliation
out of being seriously ill, argues Meg Gurry.

AST YEAR | UNDERWENT open-heart surgery. It was meant to be straightforward. Mitral
valve repair, they told me, was this particular surgeon’s ‘favourite’ operation: less invasive
than it once was, 97 per cent success rate after ten years, weeks rather than months to
recover.

The operation went well; the valve was repaired successfully. But post-operatively,
things were anything but simple. One complication after another sct in. What was most
significant for me, however, was not just how quickly I deteriorated medically, but how
fast was the descent into an emotional and alienating ‘other’ state of being. I crossed an
invisible but nevertheless real boundary to become part of the undifferentiated ‘sick’ of our
socicty. It was not a pleasant place. I did, however, learn a few things along the way. The
experience gave me insight into the psychologically transforming nature of illness, and
just how emotionally complex the whole process can be.

In her book, Tiger's Eye, Melbourne historian Inga Clendinnen discusses her experi-
ences as a liver-transplant patient. One of her most interesting revelations, I felt, was her
observation that the gap between the sick and the well in our society is at lcast as great as
the other big gaps of race, gender and class. It certainly fele that way for me. One day I was
a university lecturer, co-ordinating and teaching undergraduate courses and programs; the
next I was in intensive care, weak and dependent on others for my daily needs, indeed for
my very survival. I was also depressed by my new vulnerability and confused about what it
all meant. Now, having crossed back to rcjoin the ‘healthy’ side of the divide, I'm left
wondering how unbridgeable is that gap, and how best we can reduce it to make the
cxperience of illness morc manageable. This is not, strictly speaking, a medical problem.
Rather it is a question of medical culture, and therefore it is one in which the medical
profession must be centrally implicated.

My problems began when a pre-operative procedure went wrong. It was no-one’s fault.
I developed a rare complication following a coronary angiogram and found myself back in
hospital for a week, receiving ameliorative treatment. Naively I thought that after this the
rest would be plain sailing.

I was wrong. From the moment I regained consciousness in intensive care I was over-
whelmed by pain and nausca. Morphine made me sick, and every anti-nausea drug only
made it worse. This debilitating rcaction went on for weeks and, T am sure, affected my
body’s ability to resist the number of complications which then beset me. One of the
intensive care doctors told me, rather disturbingly I thought, that no one knows exactly
what causes post-operative nausea or, for some patients, how to fix it. Thad my first glimpse
of the distance we have yet to travel.
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The night
before my
major surgery,
the anaes-
thetist visited
me and listed
all the
disasters

that could
eventuate in
the next few
days,
including a
one per cent
chance of
dying and a
two per cent
chance of

stroke.
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Other, more medically challenging, complications
were to follow. Atrial fibrillation (irregular heartbeat)
and pericarditis (inflammacion of the lining of the
heart) had set in by day five. I was in such pain that
I could only sleep or rest sitting up, propped forward,
and then only with sleeping tablets. On day cight
I went home. Within 24 hours [ was again rigid with
pain in my chest and in my right lower back. I had a
nasty hard red lump developing on my chest along
the incision line. [ still could not sit or lie, only pacce
the house. Painkillers provided brief and only partial
reliet.

[ was soon back in hospital, once again in inten-
sive care, with a right lung half full of fluid. The sur-
geon returncd—Ilate on a Sunday night—to drain all
onc-and-a-half litres of it. The experience was hide-
ously painful and frightening. [had, I thought, reached
a new low point. My husband certainly thought so;
he told me later he thought 1 would dic that night.

I'went home again the next day but continued to
get sicker. A CAT scan revealed an infection sitting
right behind the stemum; blood tests showed
alarmingly high rcadings for infection. Within hours
[ had rcturned for the fourth time to hospital, this
time back to the cardiac floor and connected to an
often paintul four-hourly intravenous antibiotic drip.
My surgeon by now was on his way to a cardiology
conference in Washington so I was introduced to a
new surgeon who dismayed me with the news that if
the infection hadn’t shown signs of clearing up
shortly, I was facing more surgery. I wondered how
my alrecady weakened and undernourished body would
cver cope with another surgical assault. Medical
probabilitics aside, T was quictly convinced T would
dic if I faced another operation.

It took two weeks for that infection to be beaten.
[ finally came home a full four weeks after the initial
operation. The pain cased. Gradually T regained free-
dom of movement in my chest and arms. The nausca
lessened and I could cat, although only a little, and
for a long time with no enthusiasm. Still weak and

anaemic, I remained on huge doses of oral
antibiotics for another six weeks.

T was burinG this slow recovery time that I began
thinking about sickness and health in ways that 1 had
never done before.

What had I learnt? My first cpiphany related to
the debilitating impace of fear in scriously ill
paticnts. Once the chest infection had set in—poised
and ready, or so it scemed, to invade my unhealed
sternum and cripple me with ostcomyelitis—I became
psychologically and emotionally paralysced by fcar.
This in turn deepened my sense of alienation from
‘normal’ life, further inhibited my digestive system,
and reduced my strength even more. T would lie awake
at night, dredging up memorics of people who had
entered hospital for minor operations, contraceed
bugs, and died.
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It scems to me that the medical process has not
yet accommodate  mmd worked out adequate respons-
¢s to patients’ fear. I can sce that this is a difficult
arca. Doctors and nurses, facing potential litigation if
they are wrong, cannot be expected to reassure their
patients if they themsclves are not sure of the out-
come. There is a serious problem, however, with the
extent to which the threat of litigation is shaping
patient—doctor relationships, and adding to patients’
fcars. The night before my major surgery, the anacs-
thetist visited me and listed all the disasters that could
cventuate in the next few days, including a once per
cent chance of dying and a two per cent chance of
stroke. Given that the carlier complication arising
from the angiogr 1 had been a one-in-a-thousand
chance, plus the fact that both my parents had died ot
strokes, those odds scemed disturbingly short.

It must be possible to find a better form of words,
a4 way to reassure patients that their situnation—and
their fear—is quite normal. But, particularly once the
problems started, this was not my experience. T was
not reassured. Ir ¢d, the most common response
from the medic:  staff was surprise: ‘Aren't you
unlucky’, was a trequent observation. Thev often
added that they hadn't ‘seen anything like this for
years’. Whilce it was comforting to know that my case
was not a daily occurrence, feeling like a freak, a
statistical anomaly, madc the future—which T so
desperately needed to imagine—scem precarious and
remote.,

It was during my regular trips from my hospital
bed down to radiology that I realised the extent to
which 1 had shed my former identity and become part
of another reality. There were no individual ditfer-
ences here. Inour dressing-gowns, with hospital
blankets over our knees, we were lined up in wheel-
chairs, our various bottles and drips on displav and
medical records on our laps. We cach silently and
obediently waited our turn, the casual social chatter
among the young medical statf around us only scrving
to underline the irreducible distance between us and
them. It was here ' felt most detenceless, vulnerable
and—for rcasons I m’t fully underscand—humiliated.

The humiliation was somchow tied up with a
sensc of failure, a terrible fear that [ had Iet down those
closest to me. As Tlay ill and miserable in hospital—
very unsuccessfu  combating my sickness, in fact
at once stage getti  sicker by the day—it distressed
me that [ was putting my family through such miscry.
Friends made many suggestions: try meditation,
kinesiology, vitar  n injections, draw on vour inner
strength to beat the infection. This might sound like
helpful advice, genuflecting as it does towards the non-
traditional sources of health and healing, but at the
time it scemed more like a variation on the ‘pull-
voursclf-together  1eme, and my failure to do so only
made me feel worse.

The problem was that T had no inner strength.
I had no strength at all, so all the advice only exacerbated
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Sticts and s :or es

te rirsT edition of Cinderella
Dressed in Yella, compiled by Ian Turner
and published in 1969, included, among
a rich array of children’s taunts and
insults, the following two chants:

Catholic dogs
Jump like frogs
In and out the water.

Protestant cats
Sit on mats
Eating maggots out of rats,

By the time I began to collect play-
ground lorc in the 1970s, these boister-
ous sectarian put-downs had died out
among the young, and no new variants
could be found to include in Cinderella’s
sccond edition in 1978. It seems as if
change in the adult culture, the decline
in fear and loathing between Christian
denominations, gradually influenced the
folklore of children. Adult racial preju-
dice, however, has declined less markedly.
Consequently there is no shortage of
racial insults in the playground.

Will the proposed Victorian Racial
and Religious Tolerance legislation do
some good? Will it, as the Premier, Steve
Bracks, declarcs in his opening to the
‘Discussion Paper and a Model Bill’,
‘reinforce the right of all Victorians to live
without fear of vilification in their public
and private lives'? Does vilification
legislation work as its exponents desire?
And is the cost to other rights justified?

Argument about the pros and cons of
racial vilification legislation is not new.
In Australia in 1983 the Human Rights
Commission was proposing amendments
to the Racial Discrimination Act which
would have made racial insult and abuse,
and words spoken or published that
might result in hatred, intolcrance or
violence, unlawful. In the 1990s both
state and fcderal governments endeav-
ourcd, sometimes successfully, to intro-
duce variants of such legislation. The
community was as divided then as it is
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now on the justice, and the cfficacy, of
laws which attempt to prevent racist
speech, writing and behaviour.
Response to the 1994 federal govern-
ment proposal for racial vilification leg-
islation is typical. It became a subject of
intense public interest. Organisations
passed resolutions for or against; there
were letters and articles in the press and
much radio talkback; conferences and
specialist publications all contributed to
an often passionate debate. Prominent
individuals who supported the legislation
included civil liberties luminaries Ron
Castan QC and Alan Goldberg QC, while
other prominent civil libertarians such
as Ron Mcrkel QC and Robert Richter
QC were opposed, as were John Button,
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Robert Manne and Peter Costello (then
Deputy Leader of the Federal Opposition}.
Newspaper editorials almost always
opposed the legislation. The Australian
(I November 1994}, under the heading
‘Prol  msin Race Law Proposal’, quoted
onc of the leading QCs associated with
the Royal Commission into Aboriginal
Deaths in Custody, Elliot Johnson: ‘con-
ciliat 1 and education are likely to be
more fective than the making of mar-
tyrs, particularly when it is words not
acts which are an issuc’. The Age the next
day declarcd it was ‘an unnccessary law’
largely because ‘the Government has pro-
vided no proof that the proposed bill is
necessary when laws against racial
violence and damage to property already
exist.” The editorial writer concluded:

. ours is a socicty where the scores of
cthnic communities live for the most part
in harmony. That being so, why muddy the
waters with a bill for which there is no
demonstrated, let alone urgent, need and
which, however carefully it is phrased, may
transgress the right of free speech? Our fear

is that this bill will create more
problems than it solves.

X uchmirsame arguments circulate
now, together with some added concerns,
since the Victorian government’s pro-
posed legislation goes further than any
other in Australia—it includes religious
as well as racial vilification as a basis for
pena , declares that ‘the person’s
motive in cngaging in any conduct is
irrelevant’, encompasses vilification in
private as well as public places, and
creates criminal vilification offences.

The government has very properly
called for public response to its Model
Bill—what it calls a ‘consultation pro-
gram’—and promises that the Bill ‘will
bere edfollowing the consultation’. As
somconce who long ago joined Milton's
party, I offer the government his 1644
declaration against ‘a cloistered virtue



unexercised and unbreathed that never
sallies out and seeks her adversary’, and
his manifesto: ‘Give me the liberty to
know, to utter and to arguc freely accord-
ing to conscience, above all liberties.” Put
more prosaically, the salve to hurt
fcelings provided by anti-vilification
legislation is always temporary—symbolic
rather than cffective—for there is no
cvidence that any legislation against
speech and writing prevents or even
diminishes racial hatred and abusc {con-
sider the rise of racist parties in Europe
and our own homec-grown Hanson ver-
sion). Existing legislation alrcady outlaws
threats, violence and incitement to
violence; and the injury to freedom of
speech and debate that is an incvitable
conscquence of such legislation (and in a
country lacking a bill of rights or other
constitutional protection of free speech)
weakens our capacity as a community to
know what others think and say, and
therefore effectively to oppose racial and
religious bigotry.

And then there are the practical prob-
lems. On a Fitzroy wall someonc has
painted: ‘Stop Kooris bashing Asians’.
How would the writer of this plea fare
under the proposed legislation? Is she or
he racist for saying that Kooris bash
Asians, or anti-racist for defending Asians
against brutality? What happens the next
time a cleric declares that only his faith
provides true salvation? And who will
judge the multitude of children who com-
ically or maliciously include racial and
religious slurs among their diverse
repertoire of rhymes, taunts and insults?
Are they protected under the exemption
for ‘the performance ... of an artistic
work’ if it can be argued that these
expressions are part of children’s oral
literature?

Better to avoid thesc minefields.
Instcad, the government should ade-
quately fund that part of its proposal
which accords with the recommen-
dations of numerous advisory commit-
tees and commonsense: an imaginative,
inclusive community education cam-
paign against racism and bigotry. That
might make a difference. After all, it was
something similar which helped banish
Catholic dogs and Protestant cats from
street and playground.

June Factor is a Senior Fellow at the Aus-
tralian Centre, University of Melbourne.

More mouse than Mickey

RCHIMEDES HAS BEEN TRULY bemused by the reaction to the unveiling of the
human genome. There was a feeling of genuine disappointment when humans
were found only to have about 30,000 instead of the predicted 100,000 genes; a
chagrin that we share about 60 per cent of our genes with fruit flics and 90 per
cent with mice, and near-outrage that we can claim only about one per cent of
our genes as unique.

Since when, in this world of miniaturisation, did sophistication have any-
thing to do with size? And arc we really that much more complex than a mouse?
In fact, what makes us different from other animals is the relative size of our
brain, and the extent of our consciousness and free will.

Viewcd from that perspective, the fact that we don’t have three times as
many genes as a mousc is grounds for great rejoicing. You see, genes provide the
plans for making the proteins which govern cvery biochemical reaction in our
bodics—from the reactions which release the energy we use, to those which
create the pigments that colour our eyes. The original gene estimates were based
on the amount of genetic material we harboured, and the fact that there scemed
to be a far greater variety of biochemical reactions, hence proteins, needed to
produce a human than a mousc.

The latter may well be true, but it doesn’t necessarily follow that you need
more genes to produce a greater range of protein-controlled reactions. It can
also be done with smarter, interactive gences and proteins.

Mapping the genome is only part of the story. What we are only just begin-
ning to find out is how widely those genes interact with cach other and their
environment.

To develop into a human being, a single ccll has to undergo a process
whereby it replicates itself into millions of cells of hundreds of different varictics.
Along the way billions of complex molecules are produced and react in just the
right ways at just the right places. And it all happens unassisted, like the instal-
lation of a software package on a computer, set in train by information contained
in the genes.

So the human embryo is a sclf-assembly system, where genes are controlled
by other genes and told when to switch off and switch on; where one gene can
produce proteins which assemble differently in different environments, be they
the liver or the brain; and where the environment can interact directly with the
genctic material to alter its function.

This is a world in which the genctic blueprint is not deterministic, where
the environment has a say, where twins can never be truly identical, where the
wholc is greater than the sum of the parts, and where 30,000 interactive, flexible,
multi-tasking genes may be able to do the job of 100,000 inflexible, single-task
genes.

It is also a world, it would seem, where the genctic blueprint allows a greater
role for nurturing, free will, learning, culture and religion. Far from being
disappointed by our ‘humble’ genome, Archimedes is intrigued, excited and
liberated.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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contribution to Labor’s successes in
Western Australia and Queensland, the
pivotal role of environmental campaign-
ing in thosc wins is now being widely rec-
ogniscd. Labor is learning, again, that if
it wants Greens preferences, it has to
deliver on policy—the price of support in
the Ryan by-clection was a commitment
to end the agricultural landclearing chat
has put Australia in the same ccological
sinbin as Brazil. We are, says Brown,
‘alone amongst wealthy nations [in] the
six worst destroyers of native vegetation
around the globe.” He added in his press
relcase that ‘the Howard Government
denied the Democrats this outcome
during the GST deal two years ago.’
The Democrats had a very strong
environmental platform in the late '80s
and early '90s. However, as the political
clout of environmentalism waned during
the ’90s in Canberra, there was a discern-
ible change in the Democrats’ parliamen-
tary performance on c¢nvironmental
issucs. Under Cheryl Kernot and Meg
Lees, the agenda became more friendly
for the two major parties, and when
Senator Leces enabled the Howard Govern-
ment to introduce the GST, there was

there was much soul-searching among
rank-and-file Democrats, and this was
the final spur to Natasha Stott Despoja’s
leadership challenge. Is Brown concerned
that under a Stott Despoja leadership the
Democrats would poach Greens voters?

‘Well look, I don’t mind! My view is
that we need a much stronger green ethic
in parliament and that if the Democrats
can help inject that into the parliamen-
tary system then good on ‘em. The
important thing is that we get green
issucs, both social and environmental, on
the agenda. I wasn’t a fly on the wall
within the Democrats—hardly!—when
these matters were being discussed. But
in the week that the GST went through,
[ can remember [the Bill] had a $3 billion
per annum subsidy to the burning of
fossil fucls by the logging, mining and
corporatc companies, just with the diesel
fuel rebate.” At the same time, says
Brown, a mere $200 million per annum
over five years—and that drawn from
part-sclling Telstra—goes to environ-
mental needs.

On 9 March, Jon Faine interviewced
Stott Despoja, on ABC Radio 774 in
Melbourne, and asked her what the

According to Brown, there are plenty of closet greenies in the

major parties. “Time and time again [ see them having to go and

vote on the other side. They’ll say, “I wish | could sit with

you on this.”’

wide disaffection, and claims that she

had let the Bill go through without
exacting enough concessions on
a range of issuces.

LaN Gray, cditor of Earth Garden
magazine, says of Bob Brown that, dur-
ing his ten-year (1983-1993) stint in the
Tasmanian House of Assembly, he saved
1.4 million heetares of Tasmanian wil-
derness from woodchippers, simply
because he is a forceful and doughty
cross-trader. ‘Democrats don’t cross-
trade,’ says Gray. He is of the opinion that
‘they’ve shametully wasted their balance
of power in the Senate for many ycars.’
When the Democrats were soundly
beaten by the Greens in the WA election,

24 EUREKA STREET o

essential difference was between her
party and the Greens. This question came
the day after The Age had published an
extraordinary appeal from Janct Powell,
former leader of the Democrats in the
early 90s. In it, Powell, who has since
campaigned for Brown, invited Stott
Despoja to join the Australian Greens,
dangling the prospect of future Greens
lcadership as bait. Don Chipp weighed in
the following Sunday with his own front-
page plea to Mcg Lees, variations on the
‘for Gad’s sake, go!’” theme. But he sedu-
lously avoided any mention of the
Greens. Being beaten by them five-nil in
Western Australia was perhaps a rcason
for hoping the whole Greens problem
would go away if Natasha would just step
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in and save the Democrats from similar
oblivi in the next federal clection. On
radio, Stott Despoja responded: “Demo-
crats ¢ o a single-issue party’ and
referr  to their raft of policies. But, she
emphasised, “The last thing [ want to do
is to split progressive politics’; she said
that she would be interested in ‘working
co-operatively with the Greens’. In the
inter w with Eureka Street, Brown
dismissed any suggestion that the Aus-
tralian Greens are a single-issue party: ‘...
the Greens are a party of the Left. Our
social policies are as important to us as
our environmental policics.’

He reminisced about the warmer
relati ship that existed between the two
partic under Powecll’s leadership: *We
went very close to forming a coalition
with Tanet Powell in 1990. We had dis-
cussiv s aboutitin Launceston with the
five Greens ... in Tasmanian Parliament
but ... Cheryl Kernot reversed that.
Cheryl was very anti-Greens, and saw us
as a t cat, not an ally, and that senti-
ment has gone right through the Demo-
crats. Ly view is that we know where
we're going; the Democrats are much
more a party of the Centre Right ... They
want to be in there as brokers with this
government.’

Whether the Western Australian
public voted in five Greens because of the
upsurge in concern about the state’s old-
growth forests or whether they voted out
the Democrats along with Richard Court
inar :tion to the GST (and perhaps as
part or a punishing mood against sitting
members), does not worry Brown over-
much: ‘I sit next to Natasha Stott Despoja
in the parliament, and I would be able,
I'm sure, to work very well with her, it
she were to assume the leadership.’

Circumstances currently favour the
Greens. With a hugely disproportionate
skewing in favour of young people voting
for them they are, Brown says, in exact
contrast to Once Nation whose voters are
largely over 50, with very few under 25.
If the Greens can keep their voters
motivated and loyal, they have longevity
built in. Globally, there 1s a quiet but
grow g resurgence in respect for
environmental issucs. The Intergovern-
ment Pancl on Climate Change
released its report on global warming in
February, with results that could only
dismay y-sayers. In Britain, the
Ministry ot Detence recently brought out



its 30-year strategy plan. There alongside
the weapons wishlists were predictions
of water wars and huge population dis-
placements as global warming renders
some countrics barely viable. Brown is
certain that under current ways of man-
aging the environment, Australians will
be among the two-thirds of the world’s
population that will be living in ‘water-
stressed’ conditions by 2025, He points
to the expected increase of 30 per cent in
the population and the predicted 30 per
cent drop in water supplics as salinity,
catchment-logging and climate change
take their toll.

‘How can we respond to the catas-
trophe? We can have the good common
sense to change what we’re doing to avoid
the catastrophe. But if it is catastrophic,
the Greens are going to be called upon to
help in that too-late scenario, the world
that deals with lost opportunities. Yes,
we are not facing a global environmental
catastrophe, we're in it. But that said,
[ am one of those who believe we have

the collective good sense to turn
it around.’

IHh Grosar Greens 2001 conference

will draw Greens politicians from more
than 60 countrics to Canberra’s Old Par-
liament House in April, where they will
discuss how to position themsclves
politically. There are over 300 Greens
clected to state and federal governments
throughout Europe; France and Finland
both have Greens in coalition with
government, with the minister for the
cnvironment in both countries a Greens
member.

This territory is familiar to Brown,
who went into the world’s first-cver
Green Accord, with the ALP in Tas-
mania. Would he work in coalition with
a major party again? Would he accept a
ministry this time?

‘Yes. But they wouldn’t want me. In
1989 we went into the Green Accord in
Tasmania. We decided we wouldn’t go for
ministries because we had three new
young parliamentarians ... we wanted to
drive that government as hard as possible,
particularly in the first six months, to get
out of it what we could. And we got FOI
and we got voting changes for the young
and we protected 25 schools from closure.
So we got a whole raft of social and
environmental benefits and a doubling of
the World Heritage arca, which we

wouldn’t have got later on. It was the
right decision to make.’

But image is always a problem, not
just the perceived tension between being
an activist (a tag that Brown, with his six
arrcsts over the years, can certainly
claim) and being a suited politician
dealing with the big end of town. The
mums and dads, the middle-ground
voters who are so desperately sought by

chipping record. And Sheryl Garbutt,
Victorian Minister for the Environment,
who had excellent relations with the
environment movement when she was
in Opposition, is now cxecrated by
cenvironmental groups for permitting
highly contentious logging in water
catchments near drought-affected arcas.

Brown says, ‘We arc not going to be
taken for granted by Labor. While the

‘Since woodchipping was introduced in 1969, 20,000 jobs have

been shed out of the industry. And the protests have been against

environmentalists who have never cost one of those jobs.”

— Bob Brown

all parties, can be put off by the fact that
they see mostly dreadlocked ferals on the
television news whenever there’s an
environmental issue being aired. Brown
is unworricd by this and is bencvolent
towards the ferals with their dreadlocks.
He adds that he is used to the distortion
of the Greens’ image by the popular press.

‘Yeah, when I'm fecling a bit frazzled
by that I go and read about the suffra-
gettes. And you see they were wanton
women, they should have been home at
the sink, they were going to destroy the
cconomy, they broke all the tenets of St
Paul in the Biblc, they copped it from the
pulpit ... and worse still, they copped it
from other women. And yet they brought
about a change in the thinking of socicty
which has benefited us all and will never
go back.’

He recently wrote to James Packer,
inviting him to walk in the Tasmanian
forest with him. ‘I think it’s very impor-
tant for us to keep open avenues of com-
munication with the ncw generation of
movers and shakers as well as the dread-
lockers at the other end of the spectrum.’

But political temperatures have been
rising in Canberra all this strange and
turbulent year, and Brown will continue
the gritty business of thrashing out
preference deals, even in the knowledge
that politicians desperate for a deal might
make promiscs that turn out to be ‘non-
core’. John Howard, when he was in
Opposition, criticised Keating's wood-
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impulse is strong for the Greens to get
rid of the Howard government, it’s not
one that says we should hand govern-
ment to the alternate cconomic ration-
alist government, which is the Labor
Party. Suddenly the Labor Party is
starting to put the environment on its
agenda ... but we are very clearly aware
that the Labor Party has a corporate
agenda way above the environmental
agenda ... However, if we direct prefer-
ences, the number of preferences that go
to Labor increases from about 65 to 85
per cent. That's enough to change cight
to ten seats. In close elections that's
cnough for Labor to win or lose office.
So we have to take that very, very
scriously.’

NSW Premier Bob Carr’s proposed 25-
year environment tax to protect that
state’s water is part of the new Labor
cenvironmental consciousness, but Brown
praises it mildly as only ‘halfway there’.
He would like to see strong eco-taxes of
the ‘polluter pays’ type. He cites Helmut
Kohl’s initiatives in 1983 when 17 Greens
were elected to the Bundestag. ‘Chancel-
lor Kohl brought in the world’s strongest
environmental laws for recycling and for
pollution control,” says Brown. ‘Business
went ape, threw up its hands and said “we
won’t be able to compete with other
countries ... this is terror legislation”.
However, Germany is now streets ahead
in environmental science technology, it's
got 500,000 jobs as a result of that legis-
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'UNHCR has not conducted inter-
views of the latest border-crossers,
because our mandate has not really been
fully engaged. They have been saying
they were sceking temporary protection
as a cautionary mecasure becausc there
had been some anticipated conflict
following that December the 1st com-
memoration of the declaration of inde-
pendence, but that has not eventuated.
[ guess the worst fears have not been
realised,” the UNHCR’s Pacific spokes-
person, Ellen Hanson, said.

‘We don’t have a formal terminology
for their status and we are referring to
them very loosely as “border-crossers”.
They have not been through a formal ref-
ugee status determination process. It has
heen premature for that,” Ms Hanson said.

Church and relief agencies are oppos-
ing any forced repatriation of West
Papuans from PNG and say that the UN
should have automatically assessed and
determined the December border-crossers’
refugee status, rather than waiting for
them to apply formally.

‘The West Papuans arc not fleeing
trom something that’s going to happen;
they're fleeing from something that's

been happening continually since 1963
when the Indonesians took over the
country,” says Bishop Hilton Deakin of
the Catholic Aid Agency, Caritas. ‘There
arc groups of people, individuals and
families, who are targeted because they
are regarded as cffective leaders in their
community or they’re more expressive of
points of view opposcd to the Indonesian
government.’

‘They put those sorts of people in jail,
or as the locals say, “they disappear
them”, or they torture them, or they put
them in prison without duc process.’

‘People who live in the jungles of West
Papua, in tribal situations, don’t know
what the refined ways of seeking refugee
status are; they just flee, so it’s up to us
to do something about it, not to expect
them to come into an office and sign a
form,” he says.

Bishop Dcakin has written to PNG
Prime Minister, Sir Mekere Morauta,
calling on PNG to recognise and protect
the December border-crossers as refugecs.

Exiled West Papuan leader, Jacob
Rumbiak, said that over 300 West
Papuans were illegally detained during
the December crack-down. He believes
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that many of the border-crossers would
be at risk if they were forced back over
the border.

‘Since December, the leaders of West
Papua’s Presidium Council have been
locked up without trial, independence
fighter Matheus Wenda has been
arrested in PNG, and many of thosc
detained, particularly young students,
have been tortured and beaten,” Mr
Rumbiak said.

The UNHCR’s Ms Hanson says that
the UN has not yet been briefed on the
outcome of mectings between Indonesia
and PNG on the closure of the refugee
camps, but has sent a protection officer
to Vai 10 to investigate recent border
agreements between Jakarta and Port
Moresbhy.

She says any Indonesian-PNG dcals
on the refugces should not affect PNG

assura  es already given to the UN, that
the r¢  gees would be allowed to stay
until 2y are able to return home in
safcty.

Tricia Fitzgerald is a reporter on Asia
Pacific, broadcast on ABC Radio National
and Radio Australia.

Chaos in Kalimar tan

URING Frsruary and March the
newspapers reported savage ‘headhunt-
ing’ in Central Kalimantan.

Some journalists have accounted for
the violence by evoking Joseph Conrad’s
Heart of Darkness, and suggesting that
the natives of Borneo have returned to
savage, atavistic practices. But anyone
familiar with the province will tell you
that the Dayaks arc usually gentle, friendly,
hospitable and not casily provoked. The
violence can more readily be understood
in other terms: the tragedy of Central
Kalimantan is the tragedy of outer-island
Indoncsia.

Central Kalimantan is rich in natural
resources yet most of the Dayaks indige-
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nous to the area live below the poverty
linc. Until recently, virgin rainforcsts
covered the province. Gold, diamonds
and other mineral deposits lay below its
surface. During the 1970s, President
Suharto’s foresters div: :d the whole
province into timber concessions and
handed them out to well-connected
cronies in Jakarta. These concessions
cncompassed the villages, traditional
lands, forest gardens and sacred sites of
the indigenous Dayaks. Dayak intellec-
tuals like to joke that these concessions
included their kitchens, and indced a
forestry map from the time showed that
a concession contained the provincial
capital of Palangkaraya.
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Over 30 ycars, industrial logging has
degraded the once-splendid forests. At the
same time, mining companics—includ-
ing some operated by Australian miners
—have exploited the province’s gold and
diamond reserves. Companies took most
of the -ofits from mining and timber
exploiwwdon to Java and further afield,
leaving behind them the poor hinterland
of Central Kalimantan.

Sampit, the eye of the recent storm of
violence, is the capit. of Kotawaringan
Timur district. This district is larger than
the province of Central wva, but, with
only 500,000 pcople, has only a fraction
of that province’s population. Over the
last 30 years Central Java has advanced






THIC K1 ATIAYN.D

R L

Broome’s other pearls

In the north-west, Susan Varga found a culture

ary Durack, for all her life-
long devotion to the church, was an
incisive and fair observer of Kimberley
life. In 1967, in her pretace to The Rock
and the Sand she said this:

that the work of
the missionaries, sometimes inspired,

It seems clear to me ..

sometimes blind, was the only evidence
the Aborigines had of anything in the
nature of consistent altruism within an
otherwise rvuthless and self-sceeking

cCconomy.

Durack’s summation of the Catholic
Church’s role in Broome and the Kim-
berley still holds some truth.

[ suspect that there is nowhere clse
in Australia where the church is so
central to the emotional and cultural life
of a town as it is in Broome. In an era
where all the mainstream religions are
struggling to maintain some sort of
spiritual mandate or even a foothold in
their communities, [ was intrigued to
discover what a deeply, vitally Catholic
town Broome 1s.

With my partner and fellow writer,
Anne Coombs, I had long thought of
writing a book about a country town. We
believed that a look below the surface of
a small rural town might well reveal
interesting things about Australia itselt
and where it might be heading as it
approached the centenary of Federation.

For years the idea lay in abeyance; we
never found quite the right town. Then
we went to Broome on a holiday. We
arrived on a Saturday. The main street
wasn’t much—an untidy jumble of one-
and two-storey corrugated iron and
weatherboard buildings that went past in
a flash. We did see an intriguing mix of
taces—Filipino-Chinese? Malay-Aborig-
inal? Japancse-Indonesian? Chinesc-
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that confounds stereotypes.

Aboriginal? Afghan-what?—faccs that
were the legacy of Broome’s exotic
pearling past and a century and more of
intermarriage.

The next morning, Sunday, we went
for a walk. Turning a corner we saw a
sca of cars. There must be a foothall
match on, we thought, but it turned out
to be the roll-up for the Catholic Church.
We went inside. My notes from chen read:

The church is packed. A young Asian man
stands at the door; Aborigines, scrious, neat
and silent, sitting towards the back. An old
dog lying quictly at the door while the
humans just walk around him. Inside, little
girls of all colours decked out in white
fincry for their confirmation. A simple
triptych behind the altar. The priest (the
Bishop I think), a burly, olive-skinned man
with a shiny pate and a certain command
about him, refers to ‘these difficult
times’—meaning Hanson times. He talks
about unemployment—how it would be 33
per cent or higher if it weren't for the work-
tor-the-dole  scheme,  which  most
Aboriginal people arc on. I think I want to

do a book on this place. I start

planning it in my head.

HEN WE RETURNED to Broome for a
ninc-month stay, I met the Bishop of
Broome, Christopher Saunders, a bluff,
sometimes abrupt man of considerable
intelligence. He had alrcady spent half a
lifetime in the Kimberley, often in the
combincd role of priest and station man-
ager. When he first arrived there were
sceveral Catholic missions dotted around
that vast area—at Lombadina and Beagle
Bay on the Dampier Peninsula, at Balgo,
Bidyadanga and Kalumburu. In most of
these placcs the church still retains an
cducational and pastoral role. 1 spent
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many hours with Chris Saunders in his
dim but comfortable living room, a room
that reminded me disconcertingly of the
only other ccclesiastical living room in
which I'd ever taken tea—in Transyl-
vania!l learned much from him, and trom
a trip we took with him in his planc—all
the Bishops of Broome have tlown their
own planes around their huge, sparsely
populated diocese—to Lombadina and
Beagle Bay. But mostly we learmnced just
from being in a town that was deeply
imbued with its own, sometimes idiosyn-
cratic version of Catholic culture and
tradition.

Two things became apparent to us
fairly quickly: that Broome and surround-
ing areas have not escaped the bigoted,
limite  destructive etfects of Christian
evangelising since the ‘settlement’ of the
Kimberley. But also that the church was
very often the bulwark against persccu-
tion and massacre, the source of a halt-
way decent education, and that many of
its former ‘charges’ regard it with
enormous affection and loyalty. As one
of Brr me’s matriarchs, Phyllis Bin
Bakar, said, “The white habits were our
mothers. They grew us up.’

There is a whole genceration of impres-
sive women aged from their 50s to their
70s, v o form the backbone of mixed-
race and Aboriginal Broome, and who
take every opportunity (often in defiance
of their more radical sons and daughters)
to defend the German Pallotines, and
even more passionatcly, the St John of
God Sisters, who they say gave them a
decent start in life. Yet these women also
have a wry perspective on just how
extraordinary was the invasion of their
own culturc. Here’s Pearl Hamaguehi,
Broome matriarch, part Aboriginal, part
Chinese, part Japanese and part Scottish,



deseribing her mother and aunt’s first
meceting with the Catholic world:

When they got to Beagle Bay—to see these
nuns in their great big white habits! They
thought they were birds. Their first intro-
duction to Christianity was the old
benediction—this is after they've been
processed and washed and dressed and
deloused. They put them in what they
called bag dresses—ijust made out of cotton
flour bags. So they're sitting in the sand
there for cheir first benedic
priest turns around and
he holds this shining,
monstrous thing up in
the air. And one of the
little boys, he shouts out
in their language ‘Hit the
dirt! This is a weapon
he's got. He's going to
shoot us!” The nuns and
priests didn’t know what
was happening  all
these little kids throw-
ing themscelves down.
And this other busi-
ness—the liturgy, where
the priest calls out and
cveryone responds ‘Saint
Catherine ... pray for us,
Mother of God ... pray
And the kids
thought, *Hey, T can

for us’.

relate to this, like a cor-

roboree, the chanting.” So they started
clapping their hands and saying, ‘Pray tor
us, pray for us.’

Pearlinsists, nonctheless, that Beagle Bay
was a good place where her mother and
her Aunty Bella were well cared for.
Take the case of Aunty Bella, arevered
tigure in Broome, who died a couple of
years ago, aged 96. Bella was the daugh-
ter of an Aboriginal mother and a white
man, a partner in the station at Ruby
Downs. She was ‘taken’ from her people
and sent to the Pallotines at Beagle Bay.
That’s one side of the story. But the
station manager, a friend of her father’s,
and a relatively enlightened man, sent her
to Beagle Bay for her protection and
cducation. Bella eventually ended up in
the Catholic ‘orphanage’ in Broome. As
with many things in Broome, this too is
a nuanced and complicated tale. On the
one hand, the ‘orphanage’ was a lic; most
of the girls who went there were not
orphans at all but were taken from their

communities and given a kind of ceduca-
tion—just cnough to then farm them out
as domestic help to the wealthicer familics
around town. So, for instance, Baamba
Albert’s mother was for a time the
domestic help to Dame Mary Durack and
her hushand Horrie Miller. Baamba
Albert, who became a Canberra bureau-
crat, then the star of Jimmy Chi's
musicals, will never bag the church; he
has too much respect for his deeply
relisions mother to do that

L i Z3ULIILY 170 0lel IR LLIALIINAL 11U CHINILG Llin

in the ‘orphanage’ and became the much-
loved surrogate mother to generations of
small girls taken from their tamilies. ‘She
never married, she never had a man,’
Phvllis Bin Bakar said. ‘She was a saint.’
During her last illness Aunty Bella
was carcd for by her nicee, Pearl
Hamaguchi, at Pearl’s home. It was there
that she had a vision of the Virgin in a
blue cloak coming through the bedroom
wall. Bishop Saunders duly relayed the
vision onc Sunday. When Aunty Bella
diced, everyone in Catholic Broome went
to her elaborately prepared and

loving funcral.

roome aND Catholicism are so
cntwined that the combination is
intrinsic to the town’s unique flavour.
There used to be a saying, still sometime
heard, that Broome was ‘90 per cent
coloured, Catholic and poor’. That is no
longer the case. The racial balance is
turning morc and more towards the white
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as business people and tourists flood the
town; some, not cnough, of the Indige-
nous population have attained middle-
class status, and other denominations,
including the fundamentalist and fringe
scets, have made serious inroads into
the religious mix. But still the over-
whelming majority of black and mixed-
race kids go to the local Catholic school,
St Mary’s, while the government high
school is predominantly white. [ know
one woman whose father was a Timorese
Muslim-turned-Ang-
lican and whose Abo-
riginal mother was a
Jehovalh'’s Witness. But
she sends her kids to St
Mary’s, not because she
likes the Catholics—
she is scornful of them
and resentful of their
hold on the town—Dbut
because all her kids’
fricnds go there and she
docsn’t want them to
feel left ouat.

Peter Yu of the Kim-
berley Land Council is
bitter about being sent
away for a Catholic
cducation in Perth. ‘“We
had to shine our hoots
till we could sce our
black faces in them.” He
coro ooy weekends being farmed out
to well-intentioned white familices, of
being scparated from the other black kids
in all-white classes. He talks of his many
classmates who did not survive the
cultural split and have succumbed to
alcoholism or suicide.

Yet he's sending his daughter 10 a
Catholic school in Perth. ‘T don’t really
know why.’

Sarah Yu, his white wife, articulates
some of the contradictions of being a
Catholic in this part of the world.
‘Church ceremonial has a unifying cttect,’
she says. ‘Beagle Bay is a wild community
but when there’s a feast day they're all
there, weaving their garlands, making it
beautiful. The church is full on those
days. 1t’s really something. They might
be bad Catholics, but they’re Catholies”

It scems to me that in Broome at least
the church takes scriously the business
of cultural give and take, as if trying to
atone for the carly days of wholesale
cultural appropriation. The current term
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is ‘enculturation’. This is, of course, a
loaded arca. For Bishop Chris and his
priests, ‘enculturation’ mcans adapting
the idcology and culture of the church to
Aboriginal culture and values in ways
that will make its teachings relevant and
appropriate. To others, and to at least one
woman who was working for the
Catholic Education Office in Broome,
what is really going on is a modern and
cynical version of the same old appropri-
ation—a surface ‘indigenisation’” which
only scrves to mask the weakening and
distortion of Aboriginality.

As an outsider, 1 can only say that it
is impressive to be in an overflowing
church on Sundays and to listen to the
bare-bones beauty of the Missa Kimbcr-
ley, a simplific version of the Mass sct
to music, sung by a choir of cvery hue.
And to hear local musicians, in church
and elsewhere, sing the deeply felt songs
of Jimmy Chi from his hit musicals, Bran
Nue Dae and Corrugation Road: ‘Lay me
in thc arms of Jesus; Heal me O Risen
Lord; I Believe, 1 Believe.’

It was also impressive to hear the
Catholic Bishop of Broome consistently
preach on the dangers of Hansonism and
take the issue of social justice for his
Aboriginal flock very seriously indeed—
to the chagrin of many conservatives
around town who see him as ‘too
political’.

Which reminds me of a very Broome
story. As a fundraising stunt for St
Mary’s, four prominent citizens, includ-
ing the bishop, were ‘arrested’ onc

morning by the police and thrown in jail.
The local radio station appcealed all
morning to the citizenry to donate the
‘hail’ money to get them out. The money
poured in: the Bishop was the first to be
rcleased, the real cstate agent was the
last. But the downside was that a number
of old ladies from the community of
Beagle Bay rang the bishop’s office in
alarm-—had the Bishop been arrested
because he had been too outspoken about
Pauline Hanson?

And another story. We visited the new
convent near Cable Beach wherce all but
one of the nuns were clderly retired
women; the one active nun is the Vice-
Chancellor of the Broome Notre Dame
campus, Sister Pat Rhatigan. The old
ladies were a little reluctant to be inter-
viewed, but also shyly eager to justify
their former roles as care-givers and edu-
cators, citing the prominent citizens of
Broome such as Baamba Albert who
would vouch for them. Our interview
broke up when someone from BRAMS,
the Broome Aboriginal Medical Service,
called to pick up the BRAMS bhirthday
cake (the organisation was cclcbrating
its 20th year) that one of the nuns had
iced for them. We all trooped off to
Sister Veronica’s flat to see the cake.
Sister Veronica allowed herself to be
gently proud of the magnificent icing
job she’d done, with accoutrements
especially flown in from Perth. Around
cach tier of the dazzling whitc cake
she’d wound a ribbon in the Aboriginal
colours.

I was a little puzzled by all this, until
I found out about the connection between
the old nuns and BRAMS. Many years
ago, v cn Broome’s indigenous people,
Baamba’s mother chief among them, first
began to agitate for their own Medical
Service, John Jobst, the then Bishop of
Broome, asked his home order, the
Pallot 2 Brothers in Germany, to find
the funds. They did, and it was only after
thatit ial German contribution that the
Australian government was shamed into
kicking in. That has never been forgot-
ten by BRAMS.

Such are the intricate cross-connce-
tions in Broome between people, religion,
culture, money and politics, that it is very
hard to ‘take sides’ for and against the
church’s role in this part of the world.
There has been both good and bad. And a
lot of  has been good.

If 1 Catholic church in this country
is to do more than just struggle to survive
in the 21st century, it might take on more
of the tivism and passion it has shown
in less ‘developed’ countries, and certainly
in the Broome diocese. It might well look
to Brc  1¢ Catholicism for clues on how
to hold on to hearts and mi  Is—through
the promotion of racial tolerance and
racial tegration, a sincere search for
social justice, and by lo for a genu-
ine sy hesis between | culturc and
official religion.

Susan Varga is a writer and (with Anne
Coombs) the author of Broometime,
published this year by Hodder.

Men of hospital ty

Living and proclaiming God’s hospitable love

As lived out by St John of
God over five centuries ago,
our vocation 1s to give of
ourselves completely and
freely; to be a brotherly
presence; a syimbol of hope
tor the world: proclaiming
God’s hospitable love to
all.

We are called to a
chartsm of hospitality and
love that promotes healing,

advocacy and reconciliation
tor those marginalised by our
soclety.

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

We are the: ‘Brothers of
St John of God.’

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

It so please contact:

Br. John Clegg O11L

Vocations Director.

PO Box BN 1053,

Burwood North. NSW 2134
Australia.

Telephone (02) 9747 1699
Facsimiile (02) 9744 3202

Emal provinctaliesgohn.com.au

Website: wwawastjohn.com.au

EUREKA STREET

° APRIL 2001



















Robert Corcoran has observed that the
daily papers ‘chose not to publish the full
facts about Sanrrmaria and the Movement
at the time of ¢ split’. Why would they?
The Movement, and later the DLD, suited
conscrvative politicians and conservative
newspaper proprictors very well. And in
fact there was not much known at the time,
except in the inner sanctums. So hysteria
prevailed over rational analysis. Both the
Movement and, for that mateer, the Com-
munist Party, whose tactics Santamaria
openly adopted, were secretive organisa-
tions. And investigative journalism of
today’s varicty was not yct in voguc.

Over the years more and more informa-
tion has becen revealed. The Santamaria
boolk, edited by Paul Ormonde, and Pauline
Armstrong’s account of the making of Power
Without Glory are part of the process of
revelation. They provide detailed insights

into the tactics adopted by the maove-
ment and the Communist Party.

oreNnto Santamaria: The Polities of Fear
with some trepidation. Did 1really want to
know morce about all that? In fact T found it
fascinating, not just because Santamaria
was a fascinating man, but because of its
rigorous critique ot his ideas, his methods
—one might say his ‘techniques’.

Each of the contributors to this book
was associated with The Catholic Worker,
characterised by Bishop Fox as a journal tor
‘so-called Catholie intellecruals’. Their
starting point is a profound difference from
Santamaria’s idecas about the values which
they tele should tlow from adherence to the
Catholic taith, adifference which they have
held tor nearly halt a centary. So there are
no reassessments in the light of new infor-
mation, no sccond thoughts, no apologics.
They have all been at it tor a long time,
which lends depth and credibility to their
argument.

Not surprisingly their views are
expressed with some vehemence. There is
not much mincing of words. More surprising
is the breadeh of detail, from a description
ot Santamaria’s university days, to the
influcnce of the strange political bedfellows
he picked up along the way, his mani-
pulative skills, his capacity to ignore an
argument or fact which didn’t suit his
particular vision, and the expansion of his
overweening ambition.

His single-mindedness and ambition
are revealed in two letters, the first of
which was published some time ago
(Edmund Campion, Rockchoppers, 1982,
Gerard Henderson, Alr Santamaria and the
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Bishops, 19521, But it is worth quoting again:

The Social Studies Movement (the Move-
ment) should, within a period of five or six
years, be able to completely transform the
leadership of the Labor Movement, and to
introduce into Federal and State spheres
large numbers of members who ... should
be able to implement a Christian social
programme ... this is the first time that
such a work has become possible in Aus-
tralia, and, as far as I can sce, in the Anglo-
since the advent of

Saxon world

Protestantism.

This is heady stutf, winding back the clock,
reeycling poor old Martin Luther,

The second letter, sent in 1967 to ‘sup-
portive Bishops’, sought to siphon off a
proportion of government funds to Catho-
lic schools to the National Civie Council,
an appeal which was mind-boggling in its
implications tor Catholic schools and the
divisive ‘State Aid’ issuc.

Considering that the contributors to
‘The Politics of Fear are abunch of ‘so-called
Catholicintcellectuals’, thisisaremarkably
well-written book. If it were otherwise,
how could somcone like myself, not versed
in ccclesiastical matters, have followed with
such interest Xavier Connor’s chapter on
church-state doctrine? Connor’s disagree-
ment with Santamaria’s views on this
matterdates back atleastuntil 1956. Connor
reveals the existence of another picce of
correspondence relating toan article written
by Santamaria {‘Religious Apostolate and
Political Action’} published in the Bombay
Examiner in 1955, in which he advanced
arguments subscquently rejected by the
Vatican. Connor wrote to Santamaria urging
him to repudiate his Bombav Examiner
thesis. The essence of Santamaria’s reply
was that he had changed his position, but
thatit would be betternot to make any public
admission of this fact as such an admission
could be used against him politically.

This 1s, for reasons which T have
indicated, a somewhat passionate book.
Because of thisTtried, asIreadit, touncarth
opinions orjudgments which scemed untair
to Santamaria, without much success. The
authors are primarily concerned with
rebutting arguments and methods, particu-
larly inrelation to the position of the church
and Communism. It's on issucs peripheral
to this main theme—such asanti-Semitism,
the position of womenin church and society,
multiculturalism, Aboriginal disadvantage
and the environment—chat Santamaria’s
views might have been cons™™ 7 i a
broader context.
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As a young man Santamaria was
undoubtedly subjected to the influence of
the right-wing anti-Scemitic conspiracy
theories emanating from ‘Action Francaisc’
and ac  ted by some Australian commen-
tators close to him. But apart from a crass
and ill-informed item, appearing in an carly
cdition of the Catholic Worker when
Santamaria was its editor (aged 21), there is
little evidence toassociate Santamaria with
anti-Semitism. He may well at that time
havenurtured anti-Semitic views, Butasan
addict  crusader this was not once of his
ONgoINg iSsUCs.

Santamaria, born in 1915, was, like all
of us, acreaturc of his times. Ican remember
my father in the carly years of World War 11
specaki  with abhorrence of anti-Semitism
and anti-Catholicism (or more particularly
anti-clericalism), which he regarded as
stupid and ignorant. Unfortunately both
were rite in Australia in the 1930s and into
the following decades. They had the covert
blessing of influential organisations like
The Melbourne Club. It Santamaria, as a
young man, harboured repugnant thoughts
about Jews, he was not alone.

Santamaria’s views on the position ot
women insocicty, Aboriginal disadvantage,
and the environment (as quoted in this
book) now scem quite primitive. They were.
Butagain it’s tair to ask which other public
intellectuals in Australia were, in the miad
20th century, robustly standing up for
women’s rights, for Aborigines, for a better
understanding of and carc for the environ-
ment. These were latter-day issues. At the
time, ignorance and indifference were ubig-
uitous. The most serious charge which can
tairly be laid against Santamaria is that, as
cvents unfolded and awareness grew, he
simply failed to adjust his thinking on
questions beyond his immediate priorities.

What of “The Politics of Fear’? Tt has
been a question which has interested me
since 1966, when Arthur Calwell, who
believed he was going to win the election of
that year on the conscription issue, took
mc aside at a campaign meceting in the Kew
Town Hall and told me, John, alwavs
remen  or that fear is the most potent
weapon 1 polities.” Tt was a remark which
made politics scem even more unattractive
than it is. It stuck in my mind. At times
I fear 1t might be true.

The tide Santamaria: The Politics of
Fear stems, I imagine, from Santamaria’s
genius as a ‘threat expert”. Like Glendower
in Henry 1V, he had a unique ability 1o
‘s on spi from
then marshal the forees to deal with them.

vasty deep’ and



From Communists in the unions, to Chinesce
involvementin the Vietnam War, the domino
theory, middle-class intellectuals and the
‘US giant with feetof clay’, he perceived the
threats. His ability to persuade others, like
politicians, bishops, newspaper proprietors,
and ordinary citizens anxious to have some-
thing to be anxious about, declined with
the years but at the height of his power his
influence was profound. Like a hobgoblin
in the rumpus room, he himself exuded an
ever-present threat, somewhat colourfully
described in an article which appeared in
the Sydney Surn on 25 September 1954

In the tense melodrama of politics there
arc mysterious figures who stand virtually
unnoticed in the wings, invisible to all but
afew of the audicence, as they cue, Svengali-
like, the actors out on the stage. Such a
figure appears to be Bartholomew Augus-
tine Michacl Santamaria, of politics but
not in them, a man dedicated to an
unrelenting crusade against communism,
reputed by his enemies (who include some
powcerful men) to exercise a majorinfluence
on the course of Australian politics, yet out
of the public eye and scemingly a casual
bystander. When his name is mentioned,
asitisfrequently by politicians, itis usually
ina guarded whisper behind a hand muffling
the mouth, for they appear to fear speaking
aloud of him, just as medieval men
feared to speak aloud of bogics.

AULINE ARMSTRONG’S Frank Hardy and
the Making of Power Without Glory was
originally written as a PhD thesis at Mcl-
bourne University. It is a book which is at
times repetitive and could have done with
morce carcful editing. Nonctheless it is me-
ticulously rescarched and the author scems
tohaveintervicwedor obtained information
from all the usual suspects across the
political spectrum. Santamaria himseclf is
quoted on the blurb as saying that Hardy'’s
Power Without Glory would become a
‘social document for history researchers’.
The only obvious non-collaborator was
Frank Hardy himsclf, who scems to have
deliberately frustrated the author's attempts
to interview him.

Armstrong fairly portrays the attractive
side of Hardy and is generous in her
references to his assistance to the Gurindii
people and his opposition to the Vietnam
War, long after his commitment to Soviet
Communism had hegun to wane.

By the time he commenced the writing
of Power Without Glory Hardy had already
had some success as a writer and some

experience of organisational work for the
Communist Party. Power Without Glory
was not, it scems, Hardy’s idea. A number
of Communist Party officials obviously
mulleditover, but the finger points strongly
at the late Ted Hill as the catalyst. Hill
wanted to ‘put a dent into the activities of
Catholic action’. He believed, erroncously,
that John Wren was financing the Move-
ment. Hill, described by his party colleague
Cedric Ralph as a ‘master of the offensive’,
was always a hard ball-playcr.

With this genesis the making of Power
Without Glory became something of a col-
lective work, with Hardy as the lead instru-
ment. Armstrong’s account of the rescarch
donce voluntarily by various Communist
Party mcembers, of the clandestine type-
sctting and printing of the book, and its
distribution is fascinating reading. So is the
account of the activities of the ‘Defence
Committee’ established after Hardy was
charged with criminal libel.

When Power Without Glory was pub-
lished T was at school supplementing
‘approved reading’ with a diet of B-grade
crime novels, mostly written by a British
writer named Roland Daniel. The publica-
tion was exciting because in the surround-
ing atmosphere of intriguc it seemed that in
Mclbourne too there was violence, black-
mail, bribery and corruption just like
London or New York. The book sold well,
blurring, as it did, fact and fiction, with
much morec fiction than fact.

Writing about the making of the book,
Armstrong points up the unattractive side
of Hardy, who in the excitement of public
notoricty showed little gratitude to all those
who helped him produce it. Gratitude, it
scems, was not one of Hardy’s virtues. A
heavy gambler, he borrowed money and
often failed to repay his debts. He was not
particularly loyal to pcople who had
befriended him. His separation from his
wife was messy, ‘humiliating and crucl’.
His partner in the carly '70s, Eva Jago,
thought he knew nothing about women,
was inscensitive and cgocentric, and highly
susceptible to flattery.

There are scveral suggestions in the
book that Hardy was anti-Semitic. Some
people, who knew him well, think this isa
misjudgment of Hardy and that any anti-
Semitic remarks should be seen in the con-
text of Hardy’s being ‘anti-cverything': the
cstablishment, the Irish, the British, the
Catholics, any group which engaged his
attention at any particular time. If this is
true, he at lcast displayed the virtue of
consistency.
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I only met Santamaria twice. The first
occasion was at a crowded function in the
Rialto Building in honour of somec visiting
international luminary. It was in the mid
1960s when the Vietnam War was hotting
up. Atonc point, caught in conflicting cddies
between drink waiters and six o’clock
quaffers, we found oursclves standing face-
to-face. We nodded politely at each other.
Then a drink waiter intervened and we
pushed away in different directions.
[ enjoyed myself with the presumptuous
analogy that we were like Voltaire and God.
We saluted hut we did not speak. But we
both understood who was who.

The second occasion was in 1996 when
1 went with Jim McLelland and his wife Gil
for a sandwich lunch in Bob Santamaria’s
office. It was a nostalgic occasion. The two
veterans rivalled cach other with modesty
as they discussed who was the brightest
student when they sat togetherat St Kevin's
all those years ago. Santamaria was a charm-
ing host and scemingly as intellectually
alert as ever. He gave us some amusing
thumbnail sketches of contemporary pub-
lic figures, which might have been drawn
by Hogarth. We sat on opposite sides of a
long table. There was a framed photo of
Archbishop Pell on the wall behind him.

[ met Hardy only once, after he had
given an entertaining talk at the Assembly
Hall in Collins Street, Melbourne. Pumped
up, like an ambassador or a politician at the
declaration of the poll, he was enjoying the
attention, dispensing charm in small and
cqual portions to his various admirers.

If Frank Hardy was ‘anti-cverything’ his
strongest and most positive commitment
was to Communism in onc form or another.
Bob Santamaria’s abiding commitment was
to his view of the Catholic Church and to
protecting it from its real and imagined
enemies. In hindsight both were wrong or,
at best, half right.

In The Passing of an Hlusion: The Idea
of Communism in the 20th Century,
Francois Furct refers to the ‘mystery’ of
idcological politics as being ‘how it came to
take root in people’s minds. In a century
divided between the theological and the
political, the greatest enigma is how this
intcllectual mishmash could have ¢voked
such strong sentiments and nourished so
many individual fantasics.’

These two books only partly answer
that question, but for the reader they are
enlightening cautionary tales.

John Button was a senator and minister in
the Hawke and Keating governments.
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rogers and then clopes with the home
renovator.,

Anyonc who has rcad any of de Sade’s
intcrminable catalogue arias will doubtless
conclude that she must have been an
accident waiting to happen. Caine has little
to do in the film but twirl imaginary mous-
taches and foreclose on the mortgage.
T ended up sympathising with him. Kate
Winslet (as Madcleine) is very beautiful and
males who remember her in Titanic will
get a brief glimpsc of her breasts again, as
long as they’re not put off by the fact that
she’s supposed to be dead at the time. It
doesn’t scem to put off the romantic lead,
but the film dber-sentimentalises it by
making her wake up and embrace him and
then of course it all turns out to be a dream.

Geoffrey Rush was brilliant in Elizabeth
and Shakespeare in Love: indecd he was the
best thing about hoth those filims. But as a
herctic who was embarrassed by Shine’s
appalling patronising of mad pcople,
musicians and music lovers, T have to
disagree with most of my fellow eritics and
say that Quills infantilises its audience
outrageously, ducking the hard issues of
what it means to be a person who enjoys
violence so much that it gets confused with
the crotic impulse. The comic-book script
makes Rush’s de Sadeinto a bitotanaughty
old cccentric who is opposcd only by hypo-
critical wowsers. If you want to sce any-
thing like a proper political contextualising
of de Sade, go back to Peter Weiss” Marat/
Sade, which, as I remember, with all its
faults jactors do love to play lunatics), at
Icast knew the meaning of the word “irony’
if only in a heavy-handed Brechtian sensc.
Next to Quills’ sheer bloody awfulness it
looks like Shakespeare now.

—Juliette Hughes

Rosetta’s tone

Rosetta, dir. Luc and Jean-Picrre Dardenne.
This film is a powerful picce. It stays with
you long after you have left your scat, long
after you arrive home. It 1s also a ditficult
film to watch, not just because what you
sce up there is uncomfortable material, but
because down here isn’t particularly safe or
stable cither.

Rosctta {left and abovel is a young
woman, deep in a poverty trap, driven by
the desire for a ‘normal’ lifc. With no sup-
port, cither financial or cmotional, Rosctta
finds her own way to survive. She follows a
strict routine, walking the same way home,
changingher shocesin the same place, check-

ing her fishing lines, washing herself and so
on. Without fricnds, responsible for an
alcoholic mother, and with unstable cmploy-
ment, this routine gives her some kind of
confirmation of her existence. The detail of
her life is exquisitely depicted, but it is in
no way picturesque. This scarch for meaning,
for dignity, with so few resources, is raw.
Thetilmisshot with ahand-held camera.
There is little dialogue. There is no musical
score. The camera is relentless inits close-
ups of Rosctta and the bleak day-to-day
grind of her life. It feels very intimate, too
intimate. Thesc aspects all work together—
the intimate camera work, the lack of
softening touches like music, the mundanc
details of her life—and had me questioning

my role as a member of the audience. I felt
a terrible voyeur, watching dwindling hope
as entertainment. While confronting and
difficult, however, this questioning also
personalised the film for me, made me
engage when it would have been more
comtfortable to detach.

Rosctta is played by Emilic Dequenne.
[t is an incredible performance. She does
not indulge in any kind of sentimentality.
She blends vulnerability with steel will;
and it is donc with such subtlety, closer to
a rhythm than a characterisation.

Don’t expect resolution or epiphany
here. You will not be uplitted, but you will
be challenged. —Annelise Balsamo

Moody clues

In the Mood for Love, dir. Wong Kar-wai.
Wives carrying the same handbags, husbands
wearing matching ties, and beaded slippers
forgotten by bedsides all work as painfully
simple markers of infidelity in Wong Kar-
wai’s new picture, In the Mood for Love.
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When Su Li-Zhen (Maggie Cheung) and
Chow Mo-Wan (Tong Leung) first become
ncighbours in a crowded Hong Kong apart-
ment block, their relationship consists of
little more than cool acknowledgment and
the odd exchange of a kung-fu novel. But it
is not long before they realise that their
respective partners are having an affair,
This gives an unexpected and painful con-
text to their relationship. Anxious for the
merest scrap of explanation, Su and Chow
cxplore the liaison of their hushand and
wifc by re-enacting ways in which it could
have begun and what might have been
discussed between them. This play-acting
is both strange and devastating—cxploring
the pain of infidelity but also the beauty

and surprise of the little-
known lover.

In the Mood for Love
isliterally and figuratively
made up of a delicate
layering of patterns. Pat-
terns of crowded domestic
life, strikingly decorated
cheongsams, the repeti-
tive movements of prepar-
ing food, the familiar
activities of work, the
high-key patterns of '60s
interior design and the
rhythmsandfearsof illicit
love. So strong is the use
of visual patterns that we
are alerted to a change of

days by little more than a different design
on Su’s checongsam or the need for another
trip to the noodle shop to buy the evening
meal.

And what a relief it is to be spoken toin
this cxquisitely subtle and moody way.
Brash obviousness has its place on a Die
Hard Christmas Eve with cvery character
carrying a present and shouting about the
holidays. It’s not until you watch a tilm
that allows you the time to contemplate
the shade of a woman’s handbag that vou
realise how much you miss when vou arc
told everything.

Maggic Cheung and Tony Leunyg are
faultless as the couple. Cheung manages to
brush past a doorframe with such crotic
charge it makes you shudder, and Leung is
similarly affecting as he walks up and down
the steep steps leading to a favourite noodle
shop.

No aspcect of the film is disappointing;
the photography, the design, the writing,
the performances—all show what this
profoundly collaborative art form canachicve,
given a chance. —Siobhan Jackson
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