











Put your money in a sock

T’s ALWAYS NEXT TO impossible to separate policy from politics,
but when pure politics is driving the policy, rather than the
other way round, it's time to get the money out of the bank and
under the bed again.

A big company goes bust. Thousands of pcople are thrown
out of work, most with less than thcir due in terms of super-
annuation and other entitlements. Suppliers and contractors
have to whistle for their money, even after rescue plans come
into operation. Shareholders do their dough. The company’s
auditors, who, only months before, certified the company as
trading well, seem to escape the blame. Company managers,
many of whom have earned massive bonuses even during
periods when their companies were insolvent, take a break from
the social scene, but do not appear to be suffering greatly, or
even expressing remorse.

In what circumstances doe¢s government intervene? And if
it does not have the mechanisms in place to detect and minimise
potential disaster, what moral responsibility does it have to
those who are affected?

The answer, it seems, depends on how many are screaming,
how loudly, who they are, and whether there’s a by-election
coming up. There’s certainly no evidence of any guiding principle.

Labor governments did not intervene in the Pyramid
disasters in Victoria, though there could hardly have been a
clearer-cut case of battlers being hurt. When a multinational
miner ‘restructures’ its ownership of a declining mine in a rural
town, then walks away leaving the operation unable to pay
workers their entitlements, nothing is done. When a textile
company with the prime minister’s brother on board is run into
the ground, the outcry is such that government helps the
employees and proposes—then progressively forgets—a national
scheme to help workers in such a situation. A major national
insurer goes spectacularly bust, with thousands of folk missing
out on their entitlements and lawyers facing a major loss of
income, and a national rescue scheme is put together.

Of course, out in the boondocks, hundreds of small
businesses go broke every day, but because they fail to make
up a critical mass of voters, nothing whatever is done. In some
cases, of course, the ventures were of their nature highly
speculative. But in other cases, people left in the lurch have
reason to feel they have been misled, not only by the owners
and managers, but by the watchdogs appointed to protect their
interests—the auditors and the regulatory agencies.

At issue are questions not only about what the watchdogs
were doing but how well they were set up or equipped to do the
job that the public seems to expect of them. Politicians and
bureaucrats on both sides might have embraced and implemented
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new ideologies, and have rearranged the machinery of govern-
ment to fit, but the Australian public have not fallen in behind
them. They still harbour expectations of state protection against
the excesses or debacles of free enterprise.

When [ was a boy I was taught that it was both part of the
social compact and statutory reserve systems that the Reserve
Bank would not rescuc a bank which went broke. T am now
told that not only is this not the present situation, but that,
strictly, it was not the system in the past either. Whatever the
legal relationship, does anyonc really believe that a government
would let a bank collapse? Actually, not a few Treasury econo-
mists would argue that it ought to, if only to link the risks that
modern banks take with their funds to the profits they now

make. But the practicalitics, for a Treasurer sceking
re-election, are something clse.

B()I)IES sUCH as THE Australian Securities and Investments
Commission and the Australian Prudential Regulation Authority
{APRA) have not believed it to be their job to regulate closcly
any of the bodies under their control. Their approach has been
soft regulation—the nudge rather than the whip. APRA, for
example, was well aware that HIH was in serious trouble, but
consciously decided not to intervene because it was afraid that
its intervention might only make things worse. All the major
regulators, and some of the politicians, knew; indeed they knew
that some other insurance and superannuation companies had,
and have, similar problems. Nor, strictly, have they lacked the
power to do something about it: their decision to do otherwise
was a judgment call, in line with a philosophy that resists mar-
ket intervention. They have done little about other aspects of
the background problem—including accounting systems which
are becoming an international joke.

There are still fairly sure guides to a business in which one
should not invest. Give points for appearances by the frontman
in the social pages, the gap between his age and that of his wifc,
the number of flash cars, aircraft, restaurants and rural retreats
he owns, the depth of the carpet in his office, and the number
of flattering references in the glossy business magazines. Add
extra points if his company has a punctuation mark in its title
orifitisinvolved inIT, communications, or promotes a concept
one cannot explain to one’s mother. Extra points for having
gone to Cranbrook or having James Packer or Lachlan Murdoch
as an acquaintance, or being prominently engaged in commer-
cial sponsorship of sport. A generous gift to a political partv
virtually clinches one’s fate—or the public’s.

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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Catch'ng ideas

T's 1 1AM ON A FRESH AUTUMN Saturday morning in Melbourne—only a little
over three hours before the bounce of the ball at the MCG. And 1000 people arc
queued up outside the Town Hall to hear three speakers spend a couple of hours
chewing over the politics of water.

You read right. Melbourne. In the footy season, and people are turning out
to listen to a lecture. Surcely the spirit of Alfred Deakin, father of federation and
believer in the occult, has come back to haunt us. His was the name under
which a series of 17 lectures was convened by Federation Festival director,
Jonathan Mills. They may well mark a sea change in Australian society.

For these were lectures about ideas, demanding of their listeners, providing
new perspectives on Australia’s past and the future, blending science,
humanitics, socicty, commerce, sport and philosophy. The spealeers came from
homc and abroad, from city and country, from many gencrations and many
cthnic and social backgrounds.

And more than 19,000 people came to hear them (over 1000 a lecture!). If
these listeners were anything like me, they went away with views challenged,
enhanced and changed. ABC Radio National is reporting unprecedented pressure
on their website’s audio-on-demand recordings of the lectures.

There have been similar outhreaks elsewhere. A few weeks previously, about
1200 people crowded a Sydney concert hall for an cvening of debate on the
global environment. In recent years Sydney has also spawned a science-in-the-
pub movement that is now, in various guises, drawing crowds all over Australia.
And writers’ festivals seem to have sprung up everywhere like mushrooms.

How docs one account for such a return of the public intellectual, a figure
scemingly anachronistic in our manic, commerce-driven world? T think it has a
great deal to do with the lack of vision displayed by Australia’s current crop of
political leaders, particularly at the federal level. People are searching for some
concept, some overview of Australia, the world and their place in it, that gocs
beyond the value of the Aussice dollar and aping of the US.

Perhaps it is also a sign of growing maturity, a demonstration that people
are concerned about the future of their nation. During the Alfred Deakin lectures,
the listeners showed they were quite prepared to sit for hours and puzzle out
quite complex information. The audience, young and old, scemed to want to
work things out for themselves at the grass roots, instcad of depending upon
their leaders to come up with solutions.

That’s just as well, for the list of serious issues confronting us is growing—
reconciliation and race, salination, global warming, the regulation of reproduc-
tion, the brain drain, the future of sport, the politics of water, global trade,
genctic screening, interaction with our Asian neighbours, the impact of the
internet, people-smuggling, drugs ... All are long-term issues without simple
answers. Their resolution may demand altruism and a sense of community.

One thing seems clear. Australians are thirsty for ideas. And any party
which attempts to go into the upcoming federal election without a far-reaching
and comprehensive vision for the future does so at its own peril.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science writer.
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Convention. Heis particularly remembered
forhisroleininserting into the Constitution
the provision forindustrial arbitration, with
which, appropriately, he was to be
associated as the trail-blazing president
of the Commonwealth Court of Con-
ciliat n and Arbitration, 1907-1921.

The Irish-born Higgins had only entered
the Legislative Assembly in 1894, and his
clection as e tenth and last Victorian
delegare to the Convention owed much to
hisb g included in the list supported by
the intlucntial Age. Asarelative newcomer
to colonial politics, Higgins was struck by
how most of his more experienced col-
leagues came to the Convention with ‘fixed
ideasas towhat federation involved’. While
Higgins regarded himself as a federalist, he
neve  1celess was fond saying that
federation was ‘a mere word’, and that
delegates should not be dictated to by the
Amecrican precedent.

From Higgins’ perspective, there wasno
idcological requirement for a federal legis-
lative structure to include a states’ house,
with cqual representation for cach statc,
small orlarge. Such ahousc offended against
the principle of one-adult-onc-vote and was
therefore undemocratic; the offence was
heightenedif this upper house had the power
to refuse supply to a government which
commandedamajority in the democratically
clected House of Representatives. The
purpose of the federal exercise was to hand
certain specific powers to the central govern-
ment, all remaining powers to continue being
cxcercised by the states. Once this division
of powers had been achieved, there was no
logical need to impose a states” house on
the federal parliamentary structure.

Most of Higgins’ collcagues thought his
opposition to the states” house unrealistic.
The ¢ avention itself had been elected jor
in the case of Western Australia appointed)
on the bhasis of ten delegates from each
colony, so the principle of equal represen-
tation was embedded in the federal process.
They felt there was little hope of luring the
smaller colonies into the federal compact
unless that principle was respected in the
Senate.

Higgins, on the other hand, arguced that
New South Wales and Victoria had con-
ceded too much too soon, and that in
accepting, without a murmur, the prinei
of cqual representation in the Scnate, had
significantly undermined their own
barga ing position. He would have been
interested to learn that when, 100 years

Zomw n was being |- it
was accepted that cqual representation of









Sher’s case was that, because the article
was on the internet and could be read by
subscribers in Victoria, his client, Mr
Gutnick, was defamed where he was best
known. ‘It is the plaintiff’s contention,” he
said, ‘that for approximately 400 years the
law has been that publication occurs when
the third party to whom the material is
published comprehends the material.

“To publish the print journal to five
people, two of whom were with National
Mutual {now known as AXA) and the AMP
Socicty, two of the largest institutions
involved in investing in Australia, is ... a
serious matter and would be actionable ...
The internet publication went to J.B. Were,
a lcading firm of stockbrokers.

Sher said the court was being invited to
make new law—law which would ignore a
line of authority that stretched back to the
16th century.

He said that the advent of radio, TV,
faxes and telexes had led to a simple
commonscnse rule of law which had helped
spread information. ‘And what the rule has
done is not to prevent the spread of infor-
mation, quite the contrary. In this day and
age information is all around us, in cvery
single possible form, but what this rulce has
donc is to prevent, or have a chilling ctfect
upon, the spread of detamation.” Mr Sher’s
and Mr Robertson’s usces of the phrase
‘chilling effect” are clearly at odds.

Beyond the court, the discussion was of
defamation in cyberspace, with lawyers
pointing out that a doctor in Canada had
threatened The Age newspaper and the ABC
over material which originated in South
Africa. Lawycrs had visions of jumbo-loads
of documents and legal cagles being trans-
ported at vast costs across the globe to
Canada. There is also an action pending by
a Russian official involved in a controversy
before the Sydney Olympics. If this goes
ahead, where will it be heard?

When Eurcka Street went to press,
Justice Hedigan’s decision had not been
given, but mostobservers were betting that,
whatcver the outcome, this would be a case
bound for a High Court appeal.

—Kevin Childs

This month's contributors: Michael McGirr,
a former publisher of Eureka Street, is the
author of Things You Get For Free; John
Rickard is an honorary professorial fellow
at Monash University and the author of
H.B. Higgins: The Rebel as Judge and Aus-
tralia: A Cultural History; Maggie Helass is
aBrisbane journalist; Kevin Childs is media
adviser to the Law Institute of Victoria.

What'’s in a name

HE GIVING OF NAMES is a playful activity. But to rcalise how serious and
effective is this play, we nced only think of the controversy about the Stolen
Generations. Or about Columbus’ voyage to the Americas. The Jesuit Ignacio
Ellacuria played with the linguistic possibilitics of ‘discovery’, remarking that
the Indians never realised that they were lost. More seriously, the arrival of the
Europcans was less significant for discovering Indians than for uncovering the
violent and covetous character of European civilisation. Morcover, the celeb-
ration of these cvents was really the covering up of what had really taken place.
Fr Ellacuria was murderced by the military in El Salvador in 1989.

The unmasking of names, now almost a cultural tic, is wearisome when
unskilfully played. But occasionally scholars, like John O’Malley, who has spent
a lifetime on his chosen historical period, review names in illuminating ways.
In his recent book of lectures, Trent and All That, he reflects on the names thatc
have been given to Catholic history in the Reformation period.

Protestant scholars first described the period as the Counter Reformation,
to suggest that Catholic energics were deployed in trying to crush reform by
cocrcion and harsh discipline. Catholic scholars, who saw the movement begun by
Luther not as reform but as destructive revolution, eventually aceepted the name.

Other Catholic scholars preferred to speak of the Catholic Reformation,
suggesting that Catholics remedied the abuses in the church which led to the
Protestant Reformation. The reform of clergy and spiritual renewal were carried
out by a renewed papacy, assisted by the Jesuits and inspired by the Council of
Trent. Protestant scholars, for whom the Catholic Church represented only
opposition to reform, were originally unenthusiastic.

More recent scholars, who have placed churches within their broader
cultural context, usce the name of Confessionalisation to describe the pressure
for inward and outward conformity found in the state and in churches alike.

O’Malley claims that, while these phrases describe some aspects of Catholice
life, if used exclusively they usc straight lines to draw a curvaccous reality.
They emphasise too much what prominent people and institutions did, and do
no justice to the uncontrollable life of the spirit. The troika of papacy, council
and Jesuits, for example, often pulled in different directions. Trent hardly
mentioned the papacy, which it wanted to reform. Popes resisted reform when
ncpotism and other interests were at stake; the Reformation was originally
marginal to Jesuits, whose missions owed little to the papacy or Trent. The
Baroquc flowering of Catholic art and spirituality was not guided from above.

O'Malley finally commends a complementary name: Early Modern
Catholicism, which sees Catholic life in its local diversity and variety.

Atissuc in any naming of history, of course, is an assessment of the present.
In showing that the Council of Trent was not as Tridentine, that the papacy
was not as reformed and that the laity were not as passive as conventional
wisdom claims, O’Malley undermines monolithic accounts and ideals of the church
today. His advocacy of many names suggests that the relationships encompassed
in the church will never be captured in a single name, in a single order.

Andrew Hamilton sy is a theologian and publisher of Eureka Street.
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station’s staff and property. For revenge, whole camps
of them were shot down. The name Skull Creek, cight
kilometres south, commemorates the conflict. T had
been warncd about possible racism at the Barrow
Creek Hotel, which makes much of its Aussic ‘char-
acter’. With the other white passengers, T used the
entrance at the side of the pub and was served at the
bar. The young Aboriginal passenger knew his place.
He presented his top half at a hatch in the front of the
building under a sign reading ‘Staff Only’. Since the
youth was not on staff, it scemed clear that he read
‘between the lines’ of this notice. Several passengers
attempted to deflect the insult by talking to him as
he smoked on the verandah. The situation recalled
the Aboriginal actor and author Leah Purcell’s play,
Box the Pony. In it, the Aboriginal heroine laughs
at trendies drinking coffee outside catés in the city.
‘“Where I come from,” she says, ‘if you're drinkin’
on the footpath it means you're not allowed inside
the pub.’

As our bus sped north through the dense scrub
{forget clich¢s about ‘the dead centre’) that lined the
road, I noticed occasional small clusters of lights
twinkling in the darkness. I later lcarned that they
were the street lamps of isolated communities of
Aboriginal people. Currently, Aborigines comprise
about a third of the Northern Territory’s population
and own 42 per cent of its land.

Tennant Creek is a thickening of houses beside
the Stuart, halfway between Darwin and Alice. Its
population is 3800, half of whom are Aboriginal—'two
communitics occupying the same space’ {Barkly News
Pictorial, December 2000). Near here in 1860 the
explorer John McDouall Stuart planted a flag at
Central Mount Sturt (now Stuart] as ‘a sign to the
natives that the dawn of liberty, civilisation and Chiris-
tianity was about to break on them’. No pun intended.
Aboriginal warriors later raided Stuart’s party at
Attack Creck, 70km further north. He was a heavy
drinker, the first of many up that way.

In 1932 an Aboriginal stockman called Frank
found gold at Tennant Creck. A rush followed and
three years later the town was declared a prohibited
area to Aborigines. During World War II they were
also barred from going within five miles of the Stuart
Highway. Today, Tennant spreads over flat land under
the green cover of the bush. Its main street is
unusually long; a few years ago the council extended
the town’s boundaries to fend off an Aboriginal land
claim. Most Aborigines live in six town camps that
house about 900 people. Beyond the town are rocky,

red, flat-topped hills rising from what was
once an inland sca.

IH()SE IN THE CITIES want to help Aborigines cam-
paign for reconciliation and a treaty. In the Centre,
you wonder about that emphasis. It seems barely
relevant to the problems facing the people today: poor
health, poverty and grog (wangangu, in the language

of the local Warumungu people). Grog War {1997),
written about Tennant Creck by Aboriginal author
Alexis Wright, spells it out.

Like any carcful white-skin, on my first day in
town [ wore my white, fibre hat bought at the Cancer
Society shop in Canberra, and sct off to explore the
main strect. Tha o curb my curiosity because I stuck
out like a bandaged toce. Black faces predominated,
Aboriginal languages [ did not understand were spoken

on all sides. T had the novel sensation of being
one of a racial minority in my own country.
Salutary. Not all the faces were friendly; some
were drunk. Many looked unhcalthy. Some
belonged to children wagging school.
Jurnkurakurr now exists mainly to cater for its
black residents, I was told, but I saw no black
shopkeepers. At least the shop windows were
not caged by the steel grilles that are so com-
mon in many western New South Wales towns;
that probably reflects a lower level of street
violence in Tennant. Walking in the bush on
the outskirts, where some people sleep, T saw
alot of grog rubbish, the scedy relics of evening
drinking parties.

The Central Land Council has an office in
town and there are numerous Aboriginal wel-
fare bodics. The Julalikari {for the people’)
Aboriginal Co-operative Council began in 1985
as a town campers’ association. It co-operated
with the Tennant Creck Town Council to
extend urban amenities to the camps. As well
as an art centre, Julalikari runs the Night
Patrol, which operates from six in the evening
till six in the morning: a van picks up drunks
in the street and takes them home to avoid a
night in the police lockup. In 1995 Julalikari
began planning the Nyinkka Nyunyu Centre.,
{Tennant Creek country is the home of the
Nyinkka, or spiky-tailed goanna, a powecrful
Wirnkarra or ancestral being.) Nyinkka
Nyunyu will be constructed as an interpreta-
tive project, on a sacred site, for its principal
custodians and for the Aboriginal communi-
tics of Tennant Creek and the Yapakalangu
(Barkly] region. It will contain an archive, an
arid zonc garden featuring bush tucker and
medicinal plants, and two traditional dance
rings. All signage will be in Warumungu and

Wangangu

In Warumungu country

the people walk barefoot,

their leather soles uncut
by thorn or flint

or broken glass.
Brown, broken glass
that winks from chip
and shard; a sharp,
unflinching glitter
on road, foot-path,
or faint bush track
that peters out

on the edge

where, at the thinning
of the dark,

plastic bags bloated
with desert wind

lean drunkenly
against a fence

or dance with blonde
Qrass to a tune

plaved by a tin can

on a cracked bottle.
They whisper hoarselv
of things unsavable:
kumunytyayi,

kumunytyayi.

English. The centre will be grog-free; it will
explain the history of the Warumungu people

from their point of view; and young pcople will be
educated and trained in its management. Artists Peggy
Napangardi Jones and Day Day Frank Jakkamarra are
creating public sculptures for it.

Another organisation in town is the Anyinginyi
(‘belonging to us’) Congress Aboriginal Corporation
|[ACAC). Anyinginyi began as a health service for the
town camps and now also scrves outlying com-
munitics. Current projects include the Alcohol
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representatives that could be rightly per-
ceived by you Indonesians as arrogance. Let
me assurc you that no-one in Australia,
including our political leaders, would
repeat the claims thac Australia is anyone
clse’s deputy sheriff or anyone else’s
policeman. Any such doctrine, no matter
what its name, would be seen in contem-
porary Australia as un-Australian. However
it is important that Indonesians understand
that the spirit of the Australian people who
have supported and stood by the people of
East Timor since September is the same
spirit that motivated the Australian people

1ational ¢
ot alone p
proceed i
lers and tf
campe 3n monopoly

to support you during thosce five long years
in your struggle for independence from the
Dutch. That spirit stands for freedom and
stands with the underdog.

Having offered such an apology 18
months ago, I now feel more confident
that Indonesian as well as Australian
readers will also appreciate my concerns.
There are, I know, many Indonesians who
share my repugnance at many of the
things donc by some of their nationals
acting in the name—and with the author-
ity—of the state. These include: the
killing of United Nations High Commis-
sioner for Refugees (UNHCR] workers in
Atambua last year and the resulting
failure of Indoncsia to provide sccurity
or justice; the release of Eurico Guterres
from detention after only 23 days under
house arrest, and the damning KPP-HAM

report leaked to the Australian
media in April.

FEERE ARF LEGITIMATE grounds for inter-
national concern about the protection of
human rights for pcople who were sub-
jected to Indonesian sovereignty without
their consent. While the primary respon-
sibility for adiministering justice to their
nationals domiciled in Indonesia lics
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with the Indoncsian government, the
international community is entitled to
pressure Indonesia to administer justice
through its national institutions in
accordance with international criteria.
The international community would be
justified in taking action to rectify these
injustices if Indonesia, after a reasonable
time, had singularly failed in the perform-
ance of its duties in accordance with the
rules of political morality.

To date, the Indonesian legal processes
have been too infected to render justice
of any sort, even allowing for differing

cultural and political perceptions about
the events that have occurred. Political
and economic considerations render the
establishment of a special international
tribunal unlikely, though in generations
to come we may see a case for the estab-
lishment of a permanent West Pacific
Tribunal to investigate and hear cascs
that arisc out of cross-border disputcs.

Eventually, many of these matters
may be put off the political agenda by
agreement between the Government of
Indonesia and the freely elected Govern-
ment of East Timor. This, however, will
not guarantee compliance with the dic-
tates of political morality any more than
will other bilateral agreements in which
governments consider their own political
and economic self-interest. Where these
matters are not resolved in accordance
with political morality, the individuals
who have continued to suffer the wrong
will be entitled to seek relief, or at least
agitation of their cause, from the inter-
national community, including UN
bodies and international NGOs.

When international responscs are
offered, they should be seen not as cul-
turally insensitive interference with the
national sovereignty of either Indonesia
or East Timor. Rather, they are a human-
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itarian attempt to m. > up the shortfall
in the exercise of national sovercignty
which is currently being subverted by a
power elite for its own interests. Such an
interr  jon:  intervention could assist
thosc angels of light in the nation state
who arc advocating greater democ-
ratisation and the rule of law.

At the moment, national institutions
are inadequate to deliver satisfactory
justice in the extreme cases arising out
of the redrawing of national boundarices.
Shifting the burden to a multinational,
culturally appropriate, geographically
proxii  te tribunal could provide a nec-
essary breathing space tor the develop-
ment  nore robust national institutions.
It could also provide an incentive and a

benchmark for those cevolving
national institutions.

H & ARE STILL tens of thousands of
East Timorese who fled across the border
to Wesr Timor in September 1999 who
arcsti - waiting in camps until they think
it safc to return to East Timor. Those of
greatest concern are people who fled from
violence and crossed the border by force
or in confusion. They are not militia.
They are not in receipt of Indonesian
government pensions or salarics. They
have been without significant inter-
national assistance since the killing of
the three UNHCR workers in September
2000. They fecl trapped in the camps,
cither  :causc they arc uncertain about
the situation back home or hecause
militia or camp leaders dominate them.

Along with militia, Timorese TNI
(Indonesian military) members and
peoplc teceipt of government payiments,
these  fugees’ went through an Indon-
¢sia registration process on 6 June 2001.

Two months before the registration,
I wrote to the head of the United Nations
Transitional Authority in East Timor
(UNTAET), Scrgio Vieira de Mello, noting
that, ‘Asking the simple question whether
people “wish to return to East Timor or
whether they wish to scttle permanently
in Indonesia” will provide little guidance
about people’s real intentions.’

For example: some of those who wish
to return wish to do so only when East
Timor is heaven on earth; others want to
wait until t y sce what happens after
the el :ion at the end of August; others,
only when assured the security of their
house and their land, and so on. Some



who wish to settle permanently in Indo-
nesian territory want to do so only if they
can stay in Indonesian West Timor;
others want to stay for as long as their
salaries are paid; others say so because
they have been intimidated or are in
receipt of militia propaganda.

International participation in the
6 Junc exercise may have rendered more
certain the count of those in the camps.
But the collation of answers to the one
question about people’s wishes was
always unlikely to distinguish their
realistic expectations or practical inten-
tions from their ideal hopes or short-term
fcars. Most East Timorese want to return
home cventually. Most of those still in
the camps want to stay in West Timor in
the foresccable future. That was common
knowledge before the registration.

The registration results will now be
uscd by the Indoncsian government,
UNHCR and UNTAET to rationalise the
abandonment of the majority of the
people left in camps on the basis that they
have exercised a choice to stay.

UNHCR described this registration as
‘a necessary first step towards identify-
ing and promoting durable solutions for
East Timor refugees now in East Nusa
Tenggara, and in particular, West Timor’.

It was nothing of the sort. It was a
further step backwards after the inter-
national community’s departure in
September 2000 and will now be used as
a step along the way of UNHCR’s with-
drawal from Timor before these people
have pursued their preferred durable
solution.

It is impossible to read any sense into
the result of such a simplistic survey con-
ducted with inadequate public education
and sccurity. It is also regrettable that
UNTAET and UNHCR gave credit to
such a registration process simply on the
basis that nothing c¢lse was achicvable.
Even though it was the best solution
proffered by Indonesia, the international
community should have pointed out the
deficiencies in such a survey ahead of
time. For Indonesia, this registration has
been a necessary first step in soliciting
US$25 million from foreign donors for
the Resettlement Project.

Any registration of intention (to
remain or return) in camps as insecure
as those in West Timor is dangerous and
imprudent unless the anonymity of the
registrants can be assured. And cven if

anonymity is assured, there is a need for
a transparent, independent public educa-
tion campaign about the process. It was
not in cvidence when I visited camps
around Atambua two weceks before the
registration.

The international community should
not have endorsed {let alone paid for) a
registration process which could proceed
in a closed environment where militia
leaders and their political masters enjoy
a campaign monopoly without independ-
ent scrutiny. In one camp, even I was seen
as an apologist for UNTAET becausc
I was giving both sides of the story.

Clearly, there was very little public
understanding in the camps about the
purposc or nature of the registration
process. And yet UNHCR covered half
the costs of the registration. UNHCR
would never have conducted such a
process itself in camps where it had open
and secure access: pragmatism dictated
the funding of a flawced process. It is
imperative that the confidentiality of the
identity of those secking to return be
maintainced so that militia members
cannot instigate turther intimidation and
reprisals. And the provision of donor
funds to Indonesia for the resettlement
program should depend upon this
confidentiality being maintained.

e legitima
boutt :r
> who . ver

suvereignty

On 28 May 2001, UNTAET agreed to
participatc in the public education phasc
of the 6 June registration. Agreement at
such short notice indicates that UNTAET
was not acting primarily in the interests
of the refugecs.

International donors should insist
that, in future, UNTAET follow appro-
priate UNHCR procedures and withhold
participation in processes that fail to meet
the usual UNHCR standards—standards
which would be applied when UNHCR has
open, secure access to refugees.

My concern here is not to express
criticism of the Indonesian government
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but rather of the international agencices
which, by dropping their standards, have
placed people under their mandate at
further risk from militia leaders—the
same leaders who were able to exclude
thosc agencics from the adequate perfor-
mance of their duties in September 2000
by the killing of international personnel.
Now the militia leaders have achieved
their long-term political objective because
international agencics have failed to
perform their mandate.

International agencies should remain
truc to their mandate whether or not
governments around them do deals.
When the intermational agencies do deals
and when the international NGOs
become too pragmatic, there is a risk that
the fundamental principles of political
morality are forfeited for political
advantage.

The Timorese leaders will be well
scerved if they have access to the insights
and wisdom of other leaders who have
had to facce the moral dilemmas that
incvitably arise when they come to make
the decisions for their people. The
Timorese people, and all of us in the West
Pacific, even the poorest and most disad-
vantaged, will be best served by inter-
national organisations that uphold their
mandates.

And finally, we will all be best served
if governments of nation states invoke
national sovereignty as a shield against
outside interference, not as a sword to be
used in wanton attack on those within
the nation state who do not enjoy self-
determination through cqual particina-
tion in the nation’s processes.

Frank Brennan sj is the Director of the
Jesuit Refugee Service in East Timor.
This is an cdited version of an address to
the University of Indonesia’s seminar,
Identifving Challenges and Oppor-
tunities in the West Pacific Region.
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Such is character

N 1879, as he and his gang prepared to
rob the Bank of New South Wales in
Jerilderie, Ned Kelly was also trying to get
an 8000-word manifesto published. The
manitesto has become known as the
Jerilderie Lecter. Init, Kelly describes not
only his gricvances against the police for
the treatment of his family, but he also
presents an account of how he sces che
trcatment of his fellow countrymen by the
English. He says that ‘there was never such
a thing as justice in the English laws” and
‘many a blooming Irishman rather than
subduc to the Saxon yoke, were flogged to
death and bravely died in servile chains but
true to the shamrock and a eredit to Paddy's
Land.’ It is on the basis of such statements
that Kelly is increasingly seen as a political
figure whose carcer outside the law was
motivated by a sense of justice.

Kelly died in 1880. Five thousand people
waited outside the jail for his execution, a
crowd described by one paper as ‘young,
well-dressed and respectable” and by another
as ‘a mob of nondescript idlers’.

In 1882, Thomas Alcxander Browne,
writing under the pscudonym of Rolt
Boldrewood, began serialising Robbery
lnder Arms in the Syvdney Mail. Tt was
published as a book in 1888 and has never
been out of pring since. Characters such as
the fallen gentleman, Starlight, and places
such as ‘Terrible Hollow’ {a natural for-
m  on which provides perfect seclusion
for a gang of bushrangers] have both found
a place in the popular Australian imagina-
tion. To take just one example, John
Marsden’s series of books, beginning with
Tomorrow When the War Began, was one
of the publishing phenomena of the ‘90s.
The books deal with a group of teenagers
who fight a gucrrilla resistance against the
occupation of their country by an unnamed
occupation force and include a natural hide-
out for the young people called Hell. It is
cerily similar to Terrible Hollow.

Two of Boldrewood’s best known bush-
rangers, Dick and Jim Marston, arc also
teenagers when they begin life on the run,
But unlike the Kellys and unlike Marsden’s
young herocs, Boldrewood’s bushrangers
arc described with strict moral censure.
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Thereis some concession that the Marstons’
father was transported for a minor crime
and may have reason to have a chip on his
shoulder, but throughout the novel the
young Marstons arc scen as both foolish
and reprehensible not to have followed the
example of their hard-working ncighbour,
George Storeficld, and hecome rich by
honest means. If they weren’t so stupid,
they would have learned from Herbert
Falkland, a squatter who employs them for
a time, that the working classes and the
moncyed classes should trust cach other
more. Even Boldrewood’s depiction of land-
scape has a moral quality: birds hoot
warnings against the life of crime. In fact,
the whole novel, narrated for the most part
as a remorscful Dick Marston awaits his
lonely execution, has a didactic purpose.

He has come to a sad end because

) of moral infirmity.

AUl DE SErvVILLE's biography of Rolf
Boldrewood sheds a great deal of light both
on this phenomenon and on the late-19th-
century Australian society which could
accommodate such divergent attitudes to
bushranging. Boldrewood wrote many
books. Robbery Under Arms comes from
about the middle of his writing career. The
author was prolific for the simple reason
that he neceded the money. He was so
pragmatic about writing that he once paida
younger novcelist, Louis Becke, for a manu-
script. Becke thought Boldrewood might
usc it as an outline for a story and was
unimpressed, to say the least, when he
discovered that two thirds of Boldrewood’s
new novel, aseafaringadventure, A Modern
Buccaneer, hadbeen ‘borrowed’. There was
no acknowledgement of Becke and the legal
services of Banjo Paterson were brought
into play. De Scrville does not sensational-
ise this fascinating incident. Here, as
throughout this biography, he is even-
handed in dealing with the failings of a man
whosc character he generally admires.
Browne did a lot besides write. His life
story could form the basis of a Bryce
Courtenay or Di Morrissey saga. He came
to Sydney as a child on board a convict
vessel. His family were at home in solid

Jury/AuGusT 2001

coloni  ouscessuchas Tempe and Enmore
which e since given their names to
suburbs. He was an carly grazicr in the
western districts of what became Victoria,
Here he witnessed first-hand some of the
carliest contact between European and
Aborig 1l populations. This was not a
happy  ry. When gold was discovered, he
did a stint as a butcher on the ficlds. He
tried his hand at farming in the Riverina.
He became a magistrate at Gulgong where
he was part of the group that hosted the
visit of Anthony Trollope. He scttled in
Albury as chairman of the Land Licensing
Board, a body sct up to adjudicate the
competing claims of squatters and selectors.
Hedied ataripe old age during World War 1.
He ha  had plenty of experience of
bushrangers.

De Scrville’s work is painstaking and
thorough. He has found, for cxample,
extensive evidence in Boldrewood’s ife and
work of the impact of his literary hero,
Walter Scott.

But De Serville’s precise scholarship is
undergirded by an argument. He sces
Boldrewood as representative of a colonial
entity known as ‘conservative Australia’,
The hallmarks of ‘conservative Australia’
are a sense of social hicrarchy, tradition,
family lentity and so on. Boldrewood’s
belief in the importance of character is
cvident in a response he wrote to Henry
Lawson's In the Days When the World
was Wide:

Thereisa genceral complaintagainst socicty
as at present constituted, the justice of
which is doubtful. So keen an observer as
the writer should concede that failure and
success are largely governed by the
individual’s own attributes, in all human
societies.

One of the cold comforts of this bio-
graphy is the reminder of just how long that
particular dcbate has been going on in
Australian socicty.

Michael McGirr, a former publisher of
Fureka  reet, is the author of Things You
Get For Free.






formed the horizon ...

while giant billows, rank on

rank, foamed ficrcely around, to mect in the wrath
and impotently rage on the loncely shore below us.

Afterwards, there awaited ‘lights and glowing
tires” and a well-appointed table ‘presided over by a
chatelaine whose soft and ever-varied converse, mirth-
ful or mournful, serious or satirical, practical or poetic,
never failed to soothe or interest.’

So Annic Baxter, the young wife and diarist,
attracted the squatter bachelors around Yambuk and
Port Fairy at her home and at the parties and balls of
the district. She once wrote of staying up until 2am
with the youthful Tom Browne ‘talking very sensibly’,

Boldrewood was a skilful horse handler and
breeder and an indefatigable rider. On one occasion,
mounted on Hope, one of his favourite horses, he rode
the 30 kilometres to Port Fairy and after dinner
decided upon a ride with friends along the beach to
Portland. He des bed the adventure: ‘The tide was
out. For leagues upon lcagues stretched the occan
shore—a milk-white beach, wide as a parade ground
and level as a tennis-court, and so hard under foot
that our horses’ hoofs rang sharp and clear.” On the
tollowing day, Hope carried him back to Squattlesca
Mere; some 140 kilometres in two days, quite an cffort
for horse and rider.

About 150 years later, ['stood on the beach at Yam-
buk looking across to Lady Julia Percy Island perched
massively in the blue. A hefty fishing boat rocked in
the considerable swell. The wide, inviting sand

stretched round the bay to Portland. No wonder
the youthful Boldrewood felt enthusiasm!

CONSIDERABLE ABORIGINAL population lived in the
Port Fairy district when Boldrewood settled at Squat-
tlesca Mere. His future writings disclosed a contra-
dictory attitude towards them. Hc cxpressed
disagreement with the widespread whitce opinions that
Aborigines were a lowly race. Nevertheless, he
remained convineed that whites were superior. In Old
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Melbourne Memo: s he maintained that many local
Aborigines were ‘grandly formed specim s of human-
ity, dignified in manner, and possessing an intelligence
by no means to be despised, comprehending a quick
sensc of humour, as well  a keenness of perception,
not always found in the superior race.” He wrote that
Aborigines had been treated harshly: ‘It was their
country, after all’ 1w a olicy of conciliation was
required.

Howecever, after small stock losses and thefts, his
white supremacist attitudes and sense of property
overcame whatever enlightenment Boldrewood
possessed. He supported punitive actions against the
Aboriginal population, although there scems to be
no evidence that he accompanied such expeditions.
He believed the black ‘v -ising’ in what he called
the ‘Eumeralla War’ should be crushed, that the
whites should not yicld to ‘savages” as it was not the
‘English’ thing to do so; they could not allow them-
selves “to be hunted out of the good land we had
occupied by a few savages.’

In his Scars 1 the Landscape: A Register of
Massacre Sites in Western Victoria, 1803-1857 (1995),
Ian Clark claims that Aboriginal clans uscd the
safety of the Eum  la River and the Stony Rises
as bases from which to launch guerrilla attacks upon
scttlers ‘'who had occupiced land that containced
traditional meceting places and sacred sites near Port
Fairy, Mount Napicr and Lake Condah, arcas ¢ssen-
tial to the political cconomy of the Aboriginal
clans.’

In his first novel, The Squatter’s Dream, serial-
ised in the Australian Town and Country Journal in
1875, Boldrewood dwells upon the widespread
pastoralist massacres of black people in both NSW
and Queensland as grazing land was ‘opened up’. In
his conscrvative colonialist way he conceded that such
trcatment provided a problem with which white
consciences had to grapple. How right he was and how
long it is taking!

The popular detective writer, Peter Corris, in his
study, Aborigines and Furopeans in Western Victoria
(1968], estimated th 158 Aborigines were killed there
by 1860. Dr Jan Critchett investigated the contlict for
some 25 years. In A ‘distant ficld of murder': Western
District Frontiers 1834-1848 (1990}, she claims a
figure of 350 would be nearer the truth.

Critchett produced some telling observations and
reports trom sources which appear to be most credible.
The Chicef Protector of Aborigines in Port Phillip,
George Augustus Robinson, in a report to Governor
La Trobe in 1842, put the ratio of black to whitce
killings in the Grampians region of Victoria at 40 to
one. William Westgarth, businessman, politician and
historian, visited + + Eumeralla-Dunmore district
near Squattlesca Mere. His Report on the Conditions.
Capabilitics and Prc  >cts of the Australian Aborigines
cs © ted 200 Aborigines were killed in the arca in
1842-1841.
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Stephen Murray-Smith wrote of three less-
familiar Boldrewood titles, the collection of reminis-
cences In Bad Company and the novels The Colonial
Reformer and The Squatter’s Dream. He claimed to
have learnt more about the 19th century in Australia
from them than from other books he had read,
particularly about squatting lifc and attitudes to
selectors and Aborigines. (Overland 99) This reading
left Murray-Smith ‘with an affection for the humani-
ty and common-sensc of Boldrewood ...’

When I was a child my father often referred to
Boldrewood’s writings. At primary school we had
picces of his The Miner’s Right sct for reading and for
years Lached to read Robbery Under Arnis. This book
is better known than the author’s name because
several film versions have been made of it.

The huge pastoral run of Squattlesea Mere was
reduced to farm size long ago. The foundation stones
of the rather crudely built three-roomed homestead
built in 1844 arve all that remains. Nearby in the
pasturcs along the Eumeralla River, long lines of fat
lambs can laze in the sun on sheltered banks of the
narrow channel-like river. Further away is the stretch
of the volcanic Rocks, the lava flow which so long
ago spewed out from rugged Mount Eccles.

Boldrewood’s daughter, Rose, in the 1930s
described the place as it had developed then:
‘A smiling homestead framed in majestic pines, and
clms, hedges and orchards, fertile pasture land,
broad paddocks, a woolshed away in the distance,
horses in the stockyard, lovely views on all sides

. the garden ablaze with asters and roses ... the
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old orchard planted by my father long years ago.’

All this, exceptfora uple of large trees, is gone.
The mew’ weatherboard white-and-green homestead
stands on a sweeping bend of the road to Bessicbelle.

Mattic Dyson bought the place, some 900 acres,
over 50 yo s ago when still in his 20s. Mattie had
lived all his lifc only a few miles from Squattlesca
Mecre but he had ni 1 heard of Rolf Boldrewood and
attached no special significance to the place. Shortly
after the purchase he encountered an old family friend.
‘1 hear you've bought § attlesea Mere,” said the
triend. “Yeah,’ replied Mattie, ‘and the first thing I'm
going to do is change that name.” ‘What?’ spluttered
his friend. ‘Don’t do that whatcever you do. That place
is history.” Mattie likes telling that story against
himsclf.

Mattie and his wife came to take shy but sturdy
pride in their histo  al site. They bought editions of
Old Melbourne Memories at sccondhand bookshops,
the only places where they could be purchased, and
gained quict pleasure when, occasionally, people
stopped to peer at their place.

The countryside has changed greatly since Boldre-
wood’s time. The t  :kly trimmed forests have been
superseded by bald farmlands liberally sprinkled with
clumps and hedges of northern hemisphere conifers.
The ‘beautiful umbrageous blackwoods’, which he
claimed with argt le justification as ‘one of the
handsomest trees in Australia’, are left only along
some roadsides. The numerous wombats are gone.

But even that2  h-century landscapc is changing,
too. A new hardwood plantation has replaced the
Dyson farm. Large t  ber companies, some with over-
seas connections, have bought up or lcased huge areas
of prime farmland extending from Bessichelle to
Penola to plant the quick-growing Tasmanian bluc
gum, Fucalyptus globulus. This development has
created local concern about the possibility of a mono-
culture endangering farming towns and communities.

Although Boldrewood started writing years after
he left the Port Fairy region, it figures importantly in
his works. His Old Melbourne Memories is devoted
to it. From here he borrowed much in landscape and
characterisation for his novel Babes in the Bush.
Squattlesea Mere provided the basis for Marshmead
in his first novel, © 2 Squatter’s Dream, which his
hero sold and then !~nged for again and finally lived
upon for the rest of s fictional life. Perhaps Boldre-
wood had such lon 1gs, too.

Squattlesea M : has considerable national and
literary significance. The site of the original home-
stead rely deserves suitable recognition and preser-
vation.

And, perhaps more importantly, further candid,
unvarnished historical work on the colonisation of
south-west Victoria and clsewhere, seems necessarv
to enlarge and suitably adjust the national record

John Sendy is a freelance writer.






by God’. In the past, not surprisingly, the
Tuarcg have preferred the title of
imashaghen—'the noble and the free’.
Perhaps to counter a romanticising of the
punishing Tuarcg lifestyle, some Tuareg
call themselves simply kel tamasheg—
people who speak the Tamasheq language.
Increasingly they have taken to calling
themselves just Tuarcg—as if to make it
casier for outsiders to understand them.

Frederick Hornemann, a German
explorer of the Sahara in the 19th cen-
tury, called them “a mighty people’. Hugh
Clapperton, a British traveller of the same
generation, called them ‘fanatical” and
warnced that they were not to be trusted.

My Tuarcg companions through the
Sahara highlighted the absurdity of all
such variants of exotic romanticisim. Our
two four-wheel-drive vehicles were
driven by Sallah and Sheikh.

Sallah is a man of the town, 20-some-
thing and larger-than-life. On first appear-
ances, he seems to have retained little of
his heritage. A chemistry teacher by
training, Sallah did his Masters degree in
Schha and he was completely at home in
the towns. Wandering with him through
the open-air market of Ghat oasis, not far
from the now-uninhabited mudbrick old
city and the sand dunes lapping at the
town’s fringe, he seemed completely in
tune with the rhythms of urban life.

1 the Jebel Acacus, Idehan Ubari and
Id  an Murzug he became suddenly
transformed, urging his vehicle onwards
through the fish-fash with shouts of
encouragement and curses, one arm
trailing out the window as if driving a
refuctant camel. Sallah was perpetually
on the verge of extravagant movement—
an cexplosive celebration or a cry of
anguish. His driving was as enthusia ¢
as it was impetuous. He would frequently
launch hceadlong upon an impossible
ascent when an casy alternative existed,
occasionally becoming airborne as he
misjudged a ridge of sand. And vyet
¢ wvays we forgave him becausce his
charisma left everyone feeling that e
excitement of going over the rim of a
sand dunc was like traversing the very
rim of the carth. He told us—without the
slightest concern for his reputation—t — t
once time, close to Kufra in south-castern
Libya, it had taken him a full two days
to cross a single sand dune. When finally
successful, he wept tears of exhaustion

and joy.
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Ilater learned that this giant of a man
played the oud, a soulful stringed instru-
ment renowned for being difficult to
master. Three days into the journey, he
confessed that, ‘In the desert, T don’t
know the day or the date. Sometimes
1 forget my name.’ His large silver watch
sat in the car, ignored until his return to
the town.

The driver of the other car was known
simply as Sheikh, a term of respect for
the elder statesman of our party. When.
ever we made camp close to sunset,
withdrew a discreet distance from  »
group. There he would remain just within
carshot and sit, uncorrupted, watching in
silence from the desert. His 50-year-old
face was chiselled and angular; T found
mysclf envious of his aloof and silent
dignity.

On the first day Sheikh suffered
tood of canmed beans and tuna. Thereafter,
he disappeared to cook for himself—a
simple meal of tagila (a damper-like bread
cooked beneath the sand) and noodles.
‘Desert food’, as he called it. In his
driving, he never scemed to accelerate,
yet always arrived before us, judiciously
choosing his path. Whereas Sallah praved
in closc proximity to the camp with little
apparent need for privacy, Sheikh would
wander off to pray on the ridge-line of a
sand dune, silhouetted against the
towering peaks of sand.

I had taken with me to the Sahara a
tape of Tuareg music. Hearing it, Sheikh
announced, with some gravity, that this
was the old, true Tuareg music. My most
enduring memory is of him listening to
the music, rocking back and forth with
hands beside his head, utterly oblivious
to our prescnce.

Other Tuareg figures inhabited the
perimeter of my experience. In Ghat we
met Abram, a Tuarcg from Niger. He was
a man scemingly plagued with aimless-
ness. He hovered on the edge of conver-
sations, sclling the handicrafts of his
people’s heritage, perhaps because they
were no longer items imbuced with
significance in his dislocated life, Where
others had adapted to the changes
wrought upon Tuarcg socicty, Abram
seemed cut off from his past, unsure how
to survive, with dignity intact, in the

present.
In Wadi Tashwinat of the Jebel
Acacus, we visited a Tuareg © 7'/, «

of the few still living outside the towns
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and villages of the oases. The crusty old
man of the family pronounced himself
weary of travellers. Such travellers
appear in search of photographs of his
bright blue robes, silver amulet jewellery
and 300-year-old spear. They never
purchase the few handicrafts he offerc
tfor sale. His public role had beecome that
of a sideshow for tourists wanting to
meet an ‘authentic’ Tuareg, a role he
regarded with unconcealed disdain. And
yet he assured us that he would not
choose to live anywhere clse in
the world.

N OUR SECOND NIGHT In the Acacus,
we camped in once of the small tributary
valleys of Wadi Tashwinat. A light soon
appearcd out of the darkness. The teen-
age son of the old Tuareg man emerged
and sat with us by the campfive. Sallah
and Hakim, our Berber guide from the
north ot Libya, began to sing, their Arabic
lyrics haunting the blufts and carriced off
by the wind. Sallah was in typic vy fine
voice. From time to time, he would add
an impromptu, gently tcasing verse
aimed at She  h, who laughed.

The young man, wrapped in his olive-
green t o ban, sat quictly beside Sheikh.
When he spoke, he did so in barcly
audible tones, with obvious shyness and
only in Tamasheq. He was deterential to
all, but reserved a certain reverence for
Sheikh, one of the respected bearers of
this young man’s Tuareg heritage.

Three gencrations of Tuareg men
together, united by language, landscape
and tradition, and by the imperatives of
modern life. This heritage, of which the
young man will one day be custodian,
will cc in stories of men like Sallah
and Sheikh,  the young man’s father,
and perhaps cven of the dislocated
Abram. They will be stories of men who
made theirown tracks in the sand, tracks
which unmistakably Tuarcg and vet
still very much their own, tracks which
will one day be crased by those who
tollow. .t by then, the Tuareg will have
moved on, adapting all the while to new
realities. They will still inhabit the
Saharan landscape which others will
continue to pass through. But the Tuareg
alone will understand it and they alone
will remain.

is a Eurcka Street cor-
respondent.












with a sy smile; putting on a few pounds
during a holiday was, until the 1960s,
regarded as quite desirable. Indeed in
Edwardian times to be seen as thin or
‘skinny’ {a word that has almost disap-
pearcd from the languagel could excite sym-
pathy—or derision. “There is one thing’,
scrawled a youth on a postcard, ‘1 eat a lot.,
1 always have a soup plate of porridge for
breakfast & then some meat or egg bender.
I cat plenty of mitk and cream.” When they
could, guest-housesboasted of having their
own cows; the fare provided would then
extend to fresh crecam on home-made scones
at afternoon tea.

At the risk of sounding like the name-
less scrawler, I reflect that few things arc
morce successful both at naming our
common condition and marking out
individuality than the topic of food. James
Trager, in The Food Chronology [1995),
discussing Neanderthal Man (¢.75,000BC)
among clephantine mammals and sabre-
toothed tigers, remarks that ‘Like all other
creatures on carth, he devotes virtually
every waking hour to his quest for the food
he needs to sustain life for himself ar  his
family.” Lamentably, there are still millions
of human beings for whom something like
this is true. But for those more fortunate, a
sifting through the names of foods from
abalonce to zabaglione can be a reminder of
the intimate association between cookery
and peregrination. Black bean, biltong,
bouillabaisse gallimaufry, gazpacho,
gefilte fish ... pavlova, pemmican, pizza
cach has a long, intricate trace of travel

behind it. Two resources commended to
the wandering English in the 18th century
were Portable Soup and Travelling Sauce:
and very likely, in his 20th-century gucest-
house, the gratificd porridge-cater would
have been offered simulations of these too.
Tosce tood as resource fora tour de horizon
of mobile humanity is not its most obvious
use, but can still take us a long way.

In the end, chough, tours are about
territory, and both Mediterranean Journevs
and Holidav Business have it steadily in
view. The first of thesc often enriches the
account with strategic quotations from
carlier authors—as for instance when, at
the prospect of ruined Troy, the Logans
quotc from The [liad:

And so their spirits soared as they took
their positions down the passageways of
battle all night long, and the watchfires
blazed among them. Hundreds strong, as
stars in the night sky gliteering round the
moon’s brilliant blaze in all their glory
when the air falls to a sudden windless
calm ... all the lookout peaks stand out and
the jutting cliffs and the steep ravines and
down from the high heavens bursts the
boundless bright air and all the stars shine
clear and the shepherd’s heart exults ..

This is of course a very specialised appre-
hension of the landscape, as the milicu of
heroism, glory, and imminent death. But
we know any territory, any scene, only as
that which bears the imprint of awareness,
of construal, and the Logans write with that
in view. The same is truc of Davidson and
Spearritt—as in this passage:

Dismissive remarks about the Australian
landscape are legendary. But as George
Sceddon has shown in relation to the arca
around Sydney, it could be dismissed—
particularly ina time of scant rain—as poor
country while, atanotherjuncture, a visitor
with an cye less focussed on cconomic
appraisal might view the same cract of land
as pictures oo It took a long time for
Australians to develop a broadly inclusive
responsce: different members of a band that
camped near Healesville, Victoria, in 1881
likened the landscape with its fern glades
to a gallery of old masters, to a muscum,
more acsthetically and fashionably to ‘a
poem as perfect as the Facerie Queen’ and,
in acknowledgement of its ‘lonely and
silent’ character, to Pentridge gaol. The
empty bush—as it was perceived—was a
place that would bounce back the visitor's
precc  eptions and preoccupations.

‘A single villa can mark a landscape’,
said Ruskin, ‘and dethrone a dynasty of hills’,
rightly cnough. But at some level we all
long to be honeed, to find the world at Jeast
alodging. The ind encamped at Healesville
made, in their several fashions, moves on
behalf of the  tellectual and imaginative
triadw  :hhaskepthumanscttlement valu-
able as wcll as feasible, and kept voluntary
travel a coherent thing: they construed what
they saw, they appropriated it to their own
cnds, and one way or another, they celebrared
it. Not so dusty, as uscd to be said.

Peter ! ele sj has a personal chair at the
University of Mclboume.
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As hived out by St John of
God over five centuries ago,
our vocation is to give ot
ourselves completely and
freelv: to be a brotherly
presence; a symbol of hope
for the world: proclaiming
God's hospitable love to

We
chartsm ot hospitality and
love that promotes healing,

Men of hospital ty

Living and proclaiming God’s hospitable love

socIety.

lives,

are called to a ministry.

St John of God.”

advocacy and reconciliation
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as well as the disappearance of our clegant
theatre foyers and indeed the very theatres
themselves). Gough Whitlam and Rupert
Murdoch (now a Chinesc citizen: ‘U've always
felt a bit Chinesc’) also appear on screen.

Then it’'s Germaine Greer’s turn on
stage; she’s arrived back in Australia at
short notice, but still refuses to begin her
latest task on Indigenous land (and it's not
to promote her latest book; she is adamant
about that!) until her Indigenous welcom-
ing committee shows up. Next up is a
shambling Bob Ellis, who’s lost his notes
but not his faith—especially in the fact that
no decision ever taken by Gough, or Bob, or
Paul (or even Chif!} was madc without his
advice and direct involvement. Ellis was
nearly the highlight of the evening.

The show-stcaler, however, simply
called ‘Bedtime’ in the program, was the
return of the PM in jarmics and gown, with
Bovril, hot-water bottle and bedside lamp.
It is Rundlc¢’s masterstroke that John
Howard is Barry Humphries’ quintessential
1950s creation Sandy Stone, complete with
a typically Sandy-like list of things that
have to be done ... tomorrow {or before the
next clection, if you want to read it that
way).

Gillies and Rundle don't get all of their
visionaries and pontificators dead right.
Whitlam’s pomp is there, for example, but
little clse. The writing for Greer is good, but
Gillies lacks her height and angularity of
physique and the razor-sharpness of her
delivery. The Murdoch vision-picceis based
on aonc-gagidea that isn’t sustainable over
the length it’s given.

But the best (Blainey, Ellis, Humphries,
Shicr and McGuinness) are cxcellent and
the PM-as-Sandy-Stone idea is a coup de
thédtre. Since the demise of the Pram
Factory and the Tilbury Hotcl—and apart
from Rod Quantock’s more complex hybrid
of political satire and stand-up comedy—

we've seen too little satirical revue

of this kind and quality.

As IF Your DrpamMING were not enough
irreverent comedy for a reverent festival,
we also got the added bonus of a remount of
last year’s Melbourne Comedy Festival hit,
Black and Tran, tightened and partly
re-written for the occasion. If Gillies’” and
Rundle’s creations are seminal Anglo-
Australian figures, Aboriginal actor Ningali
Lawford and Vietnamese/Australian comic
Hung Le give us an cntirely other view of
Australia’s national identity.

The minimally theatrical scene is set in
asuburban pub; Hung Le is watching cricket

on TV (and barracking for the West Indies)
when Lawford ambles in looking for a
partner in a game of pool. Initial jokes based
on racial and cultural misunderstandings
give way to a scrics of orthodox solo stand-
up pieces telling personal stories which
increasingly lead to greater mutual
undcrstandings between the two ‘charac-
ters’. His stories include his flight from
Vietnam in a dodgy boat and his arrival in
Australia. Hers include how she lcarnt
English—at 13—on a Fitzroy Crossingcattle
station beforc going to Perth for her second-
ary education and then to Alaska as an
cxchange student. Both arc thus ‘others’ in
Australia in ways that arc different but
surprisingly similar. Hung Lc¢ and Ningali
Lawson arc naturally gifted, skilled
performers and both arc deadly funny.

After its bricf Melbourne scason, their
show went to Fremantle for Deckchair
Theatrc in late May and is going to the
Adelaide Festival next year. I'd be sur-
prised if it doesn’t tour more widely still.
This and Your Dreaming madc for superbly
juxtaposed festival programs.

Finally, Imust mention Simon Phillips’
production of Shakespearc’s The Tempest
for the Mclbourne Theatre Company and
the Federation Festival. Brisbane readers
will recall a 1999 version of this in which
Prospero (in a compelling performance from
John Stanton) lords it over an island whose
indigenes are not a monstrous Caliban and
an aery Aricl butjust a big blackfclla and an
carthy emu-spirit dancer. Phillips’ new
production pursues the same ideas: the
shipwrecked Italian usurpers and hangers-
on of Prospero’s past are Georgian English
adventurers {would-be invaders, infact) and
the comic duo of Stephano and Trinculo are
convicts, whose provision of alcohol and
promises of advancement to their ignorant
subject Caliban lead to predictably debili-
tating consequences. This is made more
poignant in that convict and Aborigine
are equally oppressed in the play’s world-
view and in the coloniser Prospero’s
behaviour.

This might sound like a Post-Colonial
Drama 2 excrcise, but the production is so
richly imagined and so thoroughly thought
through in every detail that it plays like an
entirely fresh work. In offering such a
diversity of imaginings of an old and a
new Australia, this Festival has done a
huge amount to justify a centenarv
celebration.

Geoffrey Milne teaches theatre and drama
at La Trobe University.
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L’ARCHE AUSTRALIA
Are vou secking a way of life rather
than a job? L"Arche communities
offer you an opportunity to
discover the gift ol people with an
intellectual disability in a shared
lifestvle. For more information
contact: Regional Co-ordinator,
ph: (03) 6278 1883, email:
l.\'ulu»n(u‘il)rimus.cnm..m,
or visit our website:

www . kvric.com/1arche

OLD FINE & RARE BOOKS
bought and sold.
Louella Kerr & Lorraine Reed,
139 St Johns Rd
Glebe NSW 2037,

Tel: (02)9571 5557
Lmail: Intbooks(a-anzaab.com.au
(‘alalngucx issucd, or browse
through our entire stock on our
website: www anzaab.com.au/

~Inlhooks

PSYCHOLOGIST
Jllli(' Hounict
(B.AL Dip. App. Soc.Psvch.,
MaPs.S., Member of APS, and
clinical member of V.AEFT.)
Individual /marital/family therapy;
anxicty; depression; relationship
ditficultics; [)hnl)ia.\; compulsive
disorders; addiction.
Tel: (03) 9481 7836

EUREKA STREET CLASSIFIEDS
Got something to sell or lease?
Want to buy? Need staff? Want to
offer professional services?
Eureka Streer classifieds ads for just
$25 are your answer.

Mail your ad and cheque by the
5th of the month for display in the
following month'’s edition.

25 words for a single ad ($25) or
55 words for a double ad ($50).

Send to:
Eureka Street Classifieds
PO Box 553
Richmond VIC 3121

Next deadline: 7 August for
September 2001 edition
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