











Eddie Mabo and his QC, Ron Castan, have died.
The majority of the Mabo bench has retired. But native
title is here to stay, helping to put right what Justices
Deane and Gaudron described as our ‘national legacy
of unutterable shame’'.

The anthropologist W.E.H. Stanner once reflected
on his own contribution to the granting of Aboriginal
land rights: “All T can say is that they seemed to me

the right things to strive for. T am not foolish or wise
cnough to be certain that Aboriginal tomorrows will
really be the better for it.” But as reconciled Austral-
ians we so hope.

Frank Brennan sy is Associate Director of Uniya, the
Jesuit Social Justice Centre, Adjunct Fellow in Law
at the ANU and author of One Land One Nation.

VIVURAU TRADER

Too many laws

ICTORIA’S SENATOR Barney Cooney laid it on the
line. The federal government’s anti-terrorism bills
were flawed legislation, he declared. They would ‘steer
the law in a new and unfortunate direction and away
from the fundamental principles which underpin our
society’.

He went further: ‘They set precedents in the
criminal jurisdiction which, if followed, [would]
gricvously disturb the proper balance between the
public interest in suppressing crime and terrorism and
the public interest in maintaining a just and demo-
cratic socicty.’

Senator Cooncy’s objections to the proposed anti-
terrorism legislation have been echoed by a Senate
committee, chaired by the Liberals’ Marise Payne, and
by many individuals, lawyers and civil liberties
groups.

But in the flurry of pre-Budget leaks and leader-
ship speculation it was hard to find sustained
newspaper analysis of the bills and their implications
{radio did better). Now, with a stay of execution (the
bills have caused such a stir in the parliamentary
corridors and committees that they have, for the time
being, been taken off the Senate agenda) it might be
possible to have informed community debate. But you
have to wonder about the contrived air of urgency in
which the legislation was drawn up.

It now seems likely that some of the most alarm-
ing aspects of the bills—particularly the power to ban
bodies judged to be linked to ‘terrorist’ organisations—

will be given a thorough drubbing. As they should.
People who once supported the cause of independ-
ence for East Timor by defending Fretilin—sometimes
judged a terrorist organisation—would have contra-
vened that proposed law. So would defenders of the
ANC in South Africa. There is something anomalous
about our considering legislation that would, in
another time, have ruled out Nelson Mandela as a fit
associate. The distinction between terrorist and
freedom fighter is notoriously hard to draw. But it
would not be hard, under the legislation as proposed,
for innocent Australians to find themselves on the
wrong side of the law.

One of the most disturbing aspects of the pro-
posed legislation is its excess. It rides roughshod over
liberties and rights and the due process that we
properly take for granted in Australia. It smells of
political expediency. It de-legitimises dissent and
treats Australian citizens like fools who have to be
saved from themselves.

There is time and opportunity now, so read the
bills. Make your own judgment about what con-
straints, beyond those we already allow, are necessarv
to make Australia safe, free and decent.

—Morag Fraser
Another thing: by the time you read this you will know
whether the US experienced the dire economic downturn
predicted to follow nationwide absentceism and consequent
productivity loss generated by thc mid-week premiere of
Star Wars Episode II: Attack of the Clones. Ah, the relicf ...
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UST WHY AusTrALIA needs a massive increase in the big-brother
apparatus of the state is far from clear. But even among those
who think that the world changed after September 11, it is not
entirely obvious that what we want are new sets of SAS units
to rescue hostages from aircraft, a regiment to deal with a chem-
ical, biological or nuclear radiation attack on our cast coast, or
a substantial incrcase in the number of police SWAT squads.
Almost the only deployments of such groups over the past
decade have involved confronting hapless, unarmed asylum
scekers at sea, or rounding up criminals (and, sometimes, their
hapless neighbours) or harmless people with mental problems.

Apparently, however, the risk of a surprisc attack by small
groups of terrorists is such that the executive power of our
domestic security agencies is to be raised to levels far higher
than those believed to be necessary at the height of the Cold
War. At airports and government buildings, citizens will now
face metal detectors, biometric checks of eyes, fingerprints or
DNA and, probably, about ten extra minutes of officious
inconvenience in getting anywhere.

Mix that with new moves to build a great wall around Aus-
tralia using far morc aggressive interception and checking of
boats approaching our shore, detention facilities at Christimas
Island, and arrangements to bribe or blackmail Pacific nations
into holding asylum seckers for screening. Add massive extra
spending for formal defence, with the bulk of the money going
not into the maintenance of troops abroad, or the re-equipping
of the services, but into domestic sccurity needs. Clearly there
must be a major threat to Australia’s sccurity and safety, if not
from invasion by an aggressor then from infiltration and sabotage.

But whether lif¢ post-September 11 has so changed as to
require all this is far from clear. Do SWAT squads and SAS
units actually stop suicide bombers? Ask Isracl. Would all of
the protective security now being installed have stopped the
capture of aircraft that were then flown directly into tall build-
ings? Only if the security apparatus of the state is so extensive
that it can actually penetrate small and tightly disciplined
groups bent on terror—groups likely to possess valid passports
and visas, and from ‘respectable’ countries. Does a massive
increase in surveillance facilities allow greater capacity to
predict the acts of such groups? Not if American, British, Isracli
and German cxperience is taken into account. And are there, in
fact, such groups who are likely to make Australia a focus of
their activities? No-one has yet demonstrated that there are.

There has scldom been such a public investment in defence
and sccurity infrastructure with so little rationale. One can bet
it has more to do with the government’s domestic political needs
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The Budget front

than it has to do with any objective sccurity threat. It’s about
making Australians ‘fecl’ safer, whether they are or not. It’s
about a gamble that a new host of minor inconveniences will
scem nothing compared with the greater sensce of security we
all have. And it’s not only about protecting oursclves from
horrible and alien terrorists, but from ghastly and unwanted
refugees. The border-control measures are an integral part of
the message—and the more saleable now because they involve
not only a lot of political rhetorie, but a vast array of
men and women in khaki.

ERHAPS THERE ARL EVEN more political opportunitics in all this.
We sce it here in Canberra, for example. There is nothing like a
defence and security apparatus to burcaucratise itself, creating
fresh and unaccountable activity in every dircction. No-one can
say whether it works or not: actual incidents can be used to
demonstrate a necd for even further investment, a lack of them
to demonstrate just how cffectively everything is working. At
the same time, however, a government looking for some spare
cash can declare victory at any time, scrap a host of irritating
controls and appear as liberators. Pending that, anyone who
objects to any part of the package—ceven, say, as it applies to
immigrants or refugees—can be portrayed as soft on terrorisim,
or hopelessly naive about the nature of the modern world. And
in an environment where, as the children-overboard affair has
demonstrated, the military apparatus has scarcely a clue about
how to resist being used for purely political purposes, stunts
can be laid on at will to demonstrate the Churchillian qualitics
of our lcaders.

Or is it all a big distraction from a very ho-hum Budget
which produced inditferent numbers but which tested a few
nasties in health and welfare policies for the sick and the disa-
bled? Fancy such people, and their champions, being unwilling
to make a few tiny sacrifices when the future of the nation is at
stake. Fancy their questioning the advice of the experts, which,
unfortunately, cannot be shared because it is so sceret.

The hollow truth may be that the Budget was not a rationale
for a big-brother state or controls over a few arcas of expendi-
ture, but rather a cover for the lack of an economic and social
strategy for the next few years. And that may not so much reflect
the tensions between a relaxed and comfortable incumbent and
an increasingly anxious successor as reveal that neither of them
has much of a plan. As least this onc’s wrapped in the flag and
puts the reffos in their place.

Jack Waterford is cditor-in-chicf of The Canberra Times.
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Augustine v. Pelagius

Andrew Hamilton (Eureka Street, May
2002) suggests that the paedophilia crisis
that is convulsing the Catholic Church is,
among other things, making Augustinian
attitudes to human sinfulness seem less
outdated. Hamilton argucs that Augustine’s

psychological analysis of the twisting knots
of human motivation, and of the darkness
and lack of freedom that mark the human
condition ... shows as trivial an analysis
that sces sins simply as single cvents that
can be repented of and set right. We have
lcarned that, for the abused, an act of abuse
is not a single event, but one that roots and
metastasises in the human spirit to cause
lasting damage.

Fair enough. But Hamilton draws a further
conclusion:

.. if Augustine’s account of sin is serious
enough to articulate the hurt and despair of
those aftected by abuse, it may also offer a
better way to relate to abusers than the
simple exclusions and rejections that our
culture dictates ... we are not to demonise
abuscrs, because we share what seems

demonic in them.

It is difficult to respond to this directly,
because Hamilton avoids saying precisely
what he means by ‘simple exclusions and
rcjections’. But I find his words troubling,
given the evasiveness, blame-shifting and,
sometimes, outright deception, that con-
tinue to characterise much of the official
Catholic reaction to clerical sexual abuse.

Is Hamilton taking exception to the
demand for zero tolerance of abusers that
has been made so often in the US media, in
the wake of revelations of abuse in the
American church? ‘Zero tolerance’ is an
easy term to find objectionable because of
its association with certain controversial
American methods of policing. But in the
context of the paedophilia scandal it has a
very specific meaning: given what is known
about the propensity of those who abuse
children to re-offend, is it responsible to
allow someone who has committed such
an offence, even once, to resume active
ministry? In any profession except the
Catholic priesthood, the answer by the
relevant authorities would be a resounding
‘no’, and it would be an uncontroversial

rrTTroc

answer. It is a lamentable measure of how
far many of those who wield authority in
the church have to go in these matters,
however, that in ecclesiastical circles this
answer is controversial.

No Christian can object to being
reminded that sinfulness is part of the human
condition, and that we all require forgiveness.
But Hamilton is surecly saying more than
this. He seems to insinuate, though he does
not explicitly say, that zero-tolerance-type
calls for vigilance against the consequences
of human sinfulness arise from the ‘trivial
analysis’ of sin he is attacking. If that is
the lesson of Augustine in the present
crisis, then we would be better served by
some frankly Pelagian insistence that
individuals must acknowledge, and take
responsibility for, their own actions.

Ray Cassin
Preston, VIC

Palestinian Christians

The American Christian Right conveniently
forget tales of oppression experienced daily
by their Palestinian Christian compatriots.
Why conveniently, you may ask? And why
has the influential Christian Right never
been courageous enough to bat alongside
their Palestinian Christian brothers and
sisters—not in times of peace, not in war?

Thirty-five years ago, onc in five of the
‘Arab’ inhabitants of Palestine was Chris-
tian; now it is about one in 50. Once Beth-
lehem was 95 per cent Christian; now
Christians are a mere 15 per cent.

Christians are leaving Palestine for the
same reason that any Palestinian leaves:
they see no future. But this does not explain
why they are more inclined to leave than
their Muslim compatriots.

One reason, it seems to me—a ninth-
generation Christian born in Bethlehem—
is that Christian Palestinians are treated by
the West as non-people. Few outside the
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Middle East know they exist. Another is
the persistent denial of their plight by a
frighteningly influential American Chris-
tian Right.

Wake up, Gary Bauer, Jerry Falwell and
other setters of religious agendas. A fcw
hundred thousand of us are not made to feel
worthy of reference in your prayers, let
alone receive the support that you right-
fully gave South Africans, the East Timor-
ese and others.

Support for us is no longer considered
anti-Semitic, as you have been led to
believe. Jews have suffered as we do and
we acknowledge this. You need no longer
wait for a Palestinian holocaust to happen
before you disperse your support uncquiv-
ocally. It is enough that a million of us are
now scattered around this globe with no
right of return.

Do let us know how, when or if you plan
to address our outery. When will you start
lobbying for us in your Senate and
Congress, without being made to feel
guilty, ahead of our expiry date?

Abe W. Ata
Heidelberg, VIC

reduce, reuse, recycle,

invest ethically

£

Why bother recycling if your savings pollute?

Why conserve energy if your investments waste it?
You needn't compromise your principles to earn a
competitive return. Invest your savings with Australia's
specialist ethical fund manager.

Australian Ethical Investment

phone 1800 021 227 now for a prospectus
0r visit our website www.austethical.com.au

Applications for investment can only be made on the form cantained in the current
prospectus { lodged with ASIC ) which is available from Austrahan Ethucal

. EUREKA STREET 9






another stage in the sanitisation of Cairns.

And where will the traders go? Judy, the
bantering, generous fishmonger, has been
here for 22 years, onc less than the market
itsclf. And what of the Greek lady who
makes spanakopita, the knife-sharpener,
the vendors of tca and coffce grown on
plantations in the¢ Tablelands and the
Daintree, the Lebanesc wagon with its dips
and felafel, the Australians with the best
lettuce, salad mix and potatoes, the
Spaniards who sell Marceba bush-ripened
tomatoes, the dealers in ‘organics’, the
Filipina women with their endless arrays of
green vegetables? Where will one be able to
haveredbean paste with sticky rice wrapped
in banana lcaves for breakfast? Where will
onc buy betel nut? Or buy fruits with names
so exotic that they are mysteries to most of
those who live in the temperate regions of
Australia—rollinia, longan, black sapote?

Approach the market along Sheridan
Street. At the first stall a New Guincan
woman and a French man sell cassava,
yams, taro, sweet potatoes. In the aisle
beside them, a genial busker in a hat and
Hawaiian shirt sings songs from the 1950s—
Jim Recves, country and western, ‘That's
Amore’. Behind him familics of Hmong (a
Cambodian hill tribe) cluster within the
hollow squarcs of their stalls, cating and
sclling rice from bowls. The other sizeable
group of Hmong refugees who came to Aus-
tralia (although a few ycears ago there were
only 2000 in the country) found its way far
from North Quecensland. They went to farms
along the Derwent River, north of Hobart.
Each Saturday they secll in the Salamanca
Market, varying the serried rows of craft
stalls there.

Rusty’s, by contrast, is a cross between
amarket and a country fair. For good andill,
the vendors all know onc another, and they
know most of cach others’ customers. The
market aisles arc usually thronged, the
ground underfoot is uneven, the air is
sweaty, the fruit and human smells arc
over-ripe, but good cheer prevails. Thisis a
very cheap entertainment of the kind most
valued when it is lost. The mix is more
mediceval than multicultural. The place is
starkly indifferent to fashion. Conversa-
tion slides macaronically from language to
language. The produce of this region is as
rich and enticing as anything to be found on
the continent. Rusty’s will survive, its
stallholders believe, cven if it is pushed
into a horseshoce configuration around the
backpackers’ emporium. Judy reckons so:
“You’ll hear me, my little darling, wherever
they put us.’ —Peter Pierce

The inclusive life

IHE()LOGIANS OF A CLASSICAL BENT refer to it as ‘the drcaded P word’. Postimod-
ernism offers them all the combined scenic attractions of a jungle and a mirage,
full of pathless theory and of understandings reached that prove to be illusory.

Many truc belicvers are more robust. Without being sure what it is, they
identify postmodernism with every miasma that weakens modern culture:
relativism, disengagement, hedonism, consumerism and the rejection of tradition
and authority, just for starters.

For this reason, arecent speech to a European Bishops Synod is worth noting.
The English Cardinal, Cormac Murphy-O’Connor, spoke on the cvangelisation
of youth. He invoked postmodernism, not as an adversary but as the cultural
context in which young adults live, and so as the only context within which we
may address them. From this notoriously polyvalent word, he picked out the
emphasis on choice and personal discovery, and the consequent insistence on
the priority of personal over institutional authority.

As postmoderns, young people will ordinarily accept values and beliefs only
when they see them embodied in attractive and inspiring lives. They also must
be given space in which they can explore their commitments. Their scarch,
however, is fuelled by some of the weaknesses of the culture, and particularly
by the inadequacy of acquisition and of choice to satisfy people’s deeper needs.
Although the emphasis on individual choice erodes established forms of
community, it can arouse hunger for the experience of community. And about
community there is considerable stored Christian wisdom.

Cardinal Murphy-O’Connor, convinced that Christian faith knows some-
thing about community, concludes by offering suggestions to the bishops. He
urges them to meet openly and often with young adults, to encourage the latter
to live in small communities, and to share part of that community life with the
young adults.

Those working with young adults will find that the speech represents
common sense, and that its recommendations are modest and unexceptionable.
But the Cardinal’s image of a conversational and exploratory church contrasts
with more recent images of the church handling allegations of child abuse. On
the one side there is open conversation; on the other side, concern for appear-
ances. The desire for discovery meets a passion for concecalment. Vulnerable
bishops are juxtaposed with controlling bishops. Truth as journcy replaces truth
as possession. Of the two representations of church, that depicted by Cardinal
Murphy-O’Connor is the more attractive.

He addresses the church. But his words will resonate with anyone who
tries to commend to young adults a generous life, and hopes to enlist them in
the struggle to build social institutions around a moral centre. To rely on
inherited traditions, on a liberal tolerance, or on a prescribed way will not be
enough. Anything less than a radical vision that is embodied in a radical com-
mitment to community, and makes choices in pursuit of that vision, will trren
churches and agencies serenely into eventide homes.

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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The pressure to boost postgraduate numbers is
having some harmful effects. Onc is that some
universities arc entering into arrangements that
border on buying postgraduate students. They are
moving substantial funds into additional scholarships,
top-ups on existing scholarships, and other financial
incentives like housing subsidies and relocation
expenses, to  attract research postgraduates.
Arrangements of this kind have been around for some
time and are perfectly acceptable within limits.
However, we arc in danger of moving outside these
limits and entering into a bidding war. This is nice
for the postgraduates concerned but not so nice for
the parts of the universities that are cross-subsidising
the contest. It is widely recognised that the bidding
wars between states sceking to attract large companies
arc a net loss to Australia. I fear we may be facing a
similar situation in universities.

Another conscquence of the push for post-
graduates is that deparuments arc being pressured to
take on students who should not be doing a research
degree in the first place. Sometimes the right thing to
say to someone thinking of doing a rescarch post-
graduate degree is—don’t. The right degree for them
may be a professional doctorate or a diploma or a
courscwork Masters, or perhaps they should get a job
and maybe—or maybe not—think about doing a
rescarch degree after a period in the workforce. In this
context, it is worth emphasising that the monetary
valuc of a rescarch degree to a university under the
formulae is independent of its quality, provided that
it is completed successfully. A PhD that is praised by
c¢xternal examiners and that sccures a research
position at Imperial College London is worth the same
as one passed without enthusiasm and never read by
anyone except the student, the examiners and the
supcervisor.

Departments arc also under great pressure to hold
on to their best undergraduates. Often—not always—
itis good for a student to move to a new university to
do their PhD or Masters degree. In the US this is
standard practice. The current system punishes a
department that advises a student to move on and
cut the apron strings.

In case you arc wondering about the size of the
incentive to enrol a rescarch postgraduate student, the
return over time to a university for cach student is
calculated at betwecen $40,000 and $100,000. And
perhaps more importantly, the return is on a ‘share of
a fixed total’ basis. This means that money going to
onc university comes from another university. If your
university is not competing well, the result will not
merely be that it misses out on some cxtra dollars; it
will have money taken away from it. The situation is
quite different from that with so-called over-enrolled
undergraduates. The dollars for enrolling above one’s
undergraduate target are an extra in the system. True,
it is an extra that comes at no net cost to the govern-
ment because the extra dollars match the projected

HECS return through the tax system, but they are an
extra all the same. By contrast, the dollars for
additional rescarch postgraduates come from inside
the system.

There arc also scrious problems with the publi-
cation element in the DEST formulac. (Incidentally,
it was the Australian Vice-Chancellors’ Committee
(AVCC) and not DEST that pushed to have
publications included.) Publications are weighted at
only ten per cent in the RTS and 1GS, but because
they appear in both formulae, they move a lot of
money. A paper is worth about $3000 and a book about
$15,000. And, as with postgraduatc performance, the
funding is on a ‘sharc of a fixed total’ basis. If the
number of publications from your university drops
as a percentage of the system total, funding moves
from your university to other universitics. In conse-
quence, there is a significant financial incentive to
publish a lot. However, it is much casicr to publish
in what are known as low-impact journals—journals
whose papers on average are not cited often—than it
is to get a paper into onc of the very best journals. So
the pressure to publish encourages the publication of
run-of-the-mill papers, and recent surveys of publica-
tion practices show a clear trend towards publishing
in lower-impact journals.

The contrast with practice overseas is marked.
In the Rescarch Asscssment Exercise in the UK,
academics nominate a small selection, four or five, of
their best publications over a four-year period.

Similarly, in the best US universities the
focus is very much on quality.

So wiTH THE DEST formulac we have a once-size-
fits-all system when we should have one that
promotes diversity. We have a system that encourag-
¢s departments to give bad advice to intending
rescarch postgraduates about where they should study,
and whether they should undertake a research degree
in the first place. It is a system that encourages
universities to hid against each other for research post-
graduates with dollars taken from, for example,
undergraduate education and librarics; a system that
encourages the publishing of minor papers and books.
The obvious question to ask at this point is, how did
this happen?

There is much that could be said on this subject.
But I am surc that a major factor is the process by
which higher education policy is developed in this
country.

Higher education policies, including the formulac
we have just been discussing, are developed through
a complex interaction between public servants
{especially in DEST), politicians {especially and
obviously the Minister for Education) and universitics
[especially through the AVCC). All threc groups arc
far from ideal sources of policy input.

Many of the public servants involved in formu-
lating research-funding policy are very able, and care
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Down and Die, suggests that the health
of Elcho Islanders has declined signifi-
cantly in the last three decades. Ironically,
this dates back to the time when ‘self-
determination’ became the buzzword in
Canberra.

Hc compares two health sereenings, 35
years apart. In 1957, of 713 Yolngu pcople
examined, only one had hypertension and
one was obese. In 1992, a similar screen-
ing found 30 per cent were overweight and
50 per cent of adults had some degree of
kidney failure.

My brief snapshot of the clinic mir-
rored my past experience in Aboriginal
health elsewhere—the discases of ‘old age’
were occurring two decades carlier on
Elcho.

In my mainstrcam GP practice in
Victoria, men in their 30s are probal - the
population group I see least often. On
Elcho, 30-ycar-olds were regular attendecs,
if only to pick up their diabetes, blood
pressure and cholesterol medication. [had
to call in the Darwin Hospital plane twice
cach week to evacuate people with life-
threatening pneumonia. Alcohol was not
a significant factor, as the island was dry,
but unemployment was the rule, not the
exception. Ironic, then, that the one local

storc was incredibly expensive—

and its vegetables were limp.
DLIVING To work on my first day
I swerved off the road to let the sleeping
dogs lic, and turned left, as directed, at the
dead bat swinging from a power line. The
morning clinic mecting was held on the
wide verandah above the rustling mango
trees. The conversation, in English and
Yolngu matha, centred on a crocodile that
had been threatening dogs on the main
beach.

We got down to business. I'd read that

Elcho had an ambulance and asked who
the local officer was. ‘You are!’ they

You can be the winner in the Jesuit Publications
Ra e, with our biggest prize pool ever! But you
need to send your tickets in to have a chance. All
tickets are due in by Monday 24 June. The raffle
will be drawn on Monday 15 July 2002, and results
published in The Australian, Saturday 20 July 2002.

laughed. It took a while to get used to
using a fully functioning e¢mecrgency
vehicle to take the family shopping.

In the afternoon I met Rrapa Dhurr-
kay, the Aboriginal health worker who
would be sharing the on-call roster with
me that night.

Rrapa has spent her life on Elcho
except for a few years at secondary school
in Darwin. While working as a filing clerk
at the health centre she studied for a year
to gain a certificate as a health worker.
She describes the job as an opportunity to
help her people.

go and talk to young girls at s ool
about contraception and domestic vio-
lence. We go out bush and tell them the
story about what is good food for preg-
nancy and about coming into the clinic
for checkups. The older women talk about
bush foods because people eat too much
take-away.’

‘In the olden days,” Rrapa explains,
“Yolngu used to live in a shelter and move
to another shelter, camp to camp. Now
Yolngu live in the same house all the time,
and we are getting sicker and sicker. A lot
of young men smoke marijuana, and we
have a lot of suicide.’

Under these conditions, the clinic staff
doubly impresscd me. The coolly efficient
working style of the three nurses, all Bal-
andas, reminded me of the way Michael
Long plays football. They seem to move a
few paces slower than the surrounding
chaos, but then, suddenly, the complex job
is done. It’s a natural selection thing—the
remoteness of the clinic soon weeds out
the incompetent clinicians and the heat
penalises those who move too fast.

The job of the Aboriginal health
workers is equally demanding. They are
healers, translators, medication dispenscers
and founts of local knowledge. Rrapa cven
manages to do on-call overnight despite
not owning a phone.

The patient’s family knocks on the
door : whichever housc has the on-call
clinic car parked outside. In Rrapa’s case,
this wakes up the 15 extended-family
members sleeping inside her chree-
bedroom tin house, and she goes to the
clinic to treat the patient. If all goes well
I get a courtesy phone call from Rrapa,
who deseribes her management. I congrat-
ulate her on her me cal skills, then roll
over in bed. It really is a functional systen.

Well, maybe the system doesn’t always
run  smoothly, but it undecrscores the
rule that a local health worker is always
going to have more impact on a needy
community than a temporary doctor. I had
no illusions that I was any more than a
minor playcr on the team.

In fact, the only short-term visitor who
made his mark while I was on the island
was obese man, clothed completely
inappropriately for the climate. When
Santa landed on Elcho, courtesy of the
local air service, the reindecr were
nowherc to be scen—yperhaps they took
the day off when the humidity hit 95 per
cent. But I won't forget the sound of 400
Yolngu kids at the airport delightedly
screaming, ‘ho, ho, ho’ in unison. Some
words transcend all languages.

Just. Coleman is a general practitioner
and writer on medical issues, with a par-
ticular interest in Aboriginal health.
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Fifth Prize — $250 worth of boc
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now referred to as Meekamui Pontoku
Onoring (Meekamui means ‘sacred land’).
It has been popularly known as the Fifty
Toea Government (toea means ‘cents’)
because of its subscription fee and refusal

to acknowledge other governments, not
cven the Bougainville provincial one. Its
aim was ‘to fasten’ their land and culture
against alicn intrusion.

Educated to fourth-grade primary level,
Dameng, now aged 70, had been a
Catholic catechist but retained, syncreti-
cally, only the rules and rites that could
be blended with customary beliefs and
practice. His association ran its own
‘schools’. He saw Conzinc Riotinto of
Australia’s [CRA] prospecting from )64
as a dire threat to his culture. Although
his clan’s land was not required, he
resisted all blandishments and became the
bane of the company and the Australian
administration. On my first visit to
Bougainville in the late 1960s, his was a
namec to conjure with, but he was not on
general exhibition.

As was usual with such ‘nativistic’
movements, Dameng'’s had to be dubbed
‘cargoistic’ and ‘cultic’, as no doubt many
of his followers were. In his Black
Islanders (1991), Emeritus Professor
Douglas Oliver, doyen of Harvard and
Pacific anthropologists, seems sure of it.
However, if the basic meaning of  ose
terms is a belief in the supernatural prov-
enance of money and goods, then a couple
of lTunches and social events with this
passionatc and reflective man are as
disabusing as they would have been in the
1960s with principals of the notorious
Hahalis Welfare Socicty on Buka Island,
with which Dameng had ‘bush corre-
spondence’. Aside from his surpris¢c on
sceing that whites actually grow their own
vegetables, and some naivety as to cash
flows, he was cminently rational. So was
Cecilia, a dignificd mother of ten (grand-
mother of 49), with the carriage of one
honoured in the matrilineage system that
prevails in most of Bougainville.

Dameng had an obdurate idea of his
people’s welfare, which civil administra-
tors and their academic consultants
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thought regressive. In the 1960s and later,
they werc persuaded that ethnicity was
something that would be absorbed during
modern ‘nation-building’. So in Bougain-
ville the multiplicr cffects of a great mine

and decolonisation would eventually over-
whelm ‘Custom’ and be accepted as
beneficial—or at least inevitable. In 1968
Professor Oliver, in the CRA Gazette (16
August), told shareholders that, while the
impact of the mine might be traumatic,
the local people ‘will probably get used to
the Company’s presence’. As for scces-
sion, in the first edition of his best-selling
Bougainville: A Personal History (Mel-
bourne University Press, 1973), Oliver
would have gone to press without men-
tioning it if, at the last moment (as a sort
of ‘'STOP PRESS’), riots against the kill-
ing of two Bougainville public servants in
the PNG Highlands had not blazoned it.
Oliver was justly noted for his out-
standing pre-war ethnography of the Siwai
in Bougainville’s south-west. If expert
humanist opinion was so impercipient,
what chance did hard-hatted mining
engineers have of understanding the con-
text of their environmentally destructive,
although nationally cssential, labours?
Yet, if they, or rather Canberra, had
listened to Dameng and his like, the worst
catastrophe in the south-west Pacific
since World War II would have been
avoided. Ironically, landowners on mining
prospects in other parts of PNG welcomed
this sort of ‘development’. It was beyond
Canberra’s imagination that Bougainville
could be “a special case’, and in the late
1960s its mine seemed to be essenti  to
what it was hoped would become an
economically viable, decolonised
Papua New Guinea.

EARLY PROTESTS against the resumption
of village land from 1964 to 1974 were
controlled by police action, improved
rents, elaborate tables of compensation
and the prospect of decentralised govern-
ment. An impasse over the funding of the
region’s interim provincial government in
1975 led to its abolition. A declaration of
secession as the Republic of the North
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Solo: Hns {to emphasisc its ‘natural’
location in the Solomons archipclago)
followed on 1 September 1975, a fortnight
before PNG became formally independ-
ent. However, this was not an armed
revolt, and what seemed to be a perma-
nent tlement occurred in August 1976
when PNG adopted a national system of
provincial government. The North Solo-
mons -ovince became the most prosper-
ous anu best-governed in PNG.
Discontent smouldered over the next
decade, however. The glaring descecration
of the ancestral lands—with a four-square-
kilon re crater and millions of tonncs
of ov Hurden sludged into the Jaba river
system and Empress Augusta Bay—was
a continuous affront. The influx of ‘red-
skins’ from other provinces was irksome
when they were gainfully employed,
threatening when they were not. Com-
pensation payments werce to prove inad-
equate, particularly when they had been
onc-off and unproductively spent. Therc
was intergenerational conflict as popu-
lation growth reduced ben  ts that were,
in any case, inequitably distributed in
tradifionally egalitarian clans. Although
the n ing agreement had been renego-
tiated in 1974 with provision for seven-
year reviews, these did not occur, owing
to the negligence of the national govern-
ment. Neither it nor Bougainville Cop-
per Led (BCL) was alert to the ominous
mood developing at the mine site.
Violence, led by a former BCL surveyor,
Francis Ona, crupted in latec November
1988 after the company failed to respond
to a demand for ten billion kina of com-
pensation (cqual then to US$10 billion)
although total revenuc from the mine to
that date had been less than two billi
kina. Damage to infrastructure led to
incor :tent and brutal police action and,
when wat failed, to the call-out of the
Defence Force [PNGDF) in April 1989, By
that time, sccession, urged by Dameng or
Ona, was back on the agenda. [t was not
modified by Prime Minister Namaliu’s
gencrous offer of greater autonomy,
incrcased revenue and half the national
government’s equity in the mine, which
now ccased to function. Ethnic cleansing
began; the ‘redskins’ fled the province.
By carly 1990, th¢ NGDF had clearly
failed to defeat what had become the
Bougainville Revolutionary Army [BRA].
In March, in an attempt to minimise
bloodshed, Namaliu declared a ccasetire,



to take place under the supervision of a
tcam of international diplomats. He with-
drew the PNGDF and riot squads from
Bougainville and Buka Island but, without
instruction, the routine police also with-
drew. A farcical show of handing in arms
followed. Namaliu’s next recourse was a
sca and air blockade of supplics and
services. The rebel response was another
unilateral declaration of independence,
this time by a Republic of Meckamui,
with Ona as president and former premier,
Joseph Kabui, as vice-president.

A period of anarchy followed during
which rebels attempted to purge opposi-
tion. Educated and prosperous people were
targeted; old enmities surfaced and
payback was rife. The reaction on Buka
Island in the north was the initiation of a
Bougainville Resistance whose leaders
invited the PNGDF to return. Gradually,
in 199192, the PNGDF re-established
itself at key centres in the province
without defcating the guerrilla BRA.
Atrocities occurred on both sides. BRA
sympathisers and some journalists have
exaggerated the number of deaths caused
by violence and lack of medical supplies.
Estimates of 15,000-20,000 are¢ too high,
although now accepted by Australian
Forcign Minister, Alexander Downer,
perhaps to swell the magnitude of his
later achievement. A range of 5000-8000
would be closer to the mark. Villagers,
unlike the PNGDF, werc only occasion-
ally without adcquate nutriment and
sometimes healthier without processed
foods. Their medical situation was hard-
ly worse than that of many arcas of PNG,
deprived as they were of medicines,
particularly after revenues from Panguna
were lost.

Futile attempts to bring peace began
in mid-1990. The Honiara Declaration of
1991 called for a Multinational Super-
visory Team to oversee the destruction of
arms and the restoration of services. The
Bougainville Interim Government (BIG)/
BRA wanted UN involvement, in the hope
of gaining international recognition, but
it never eventuated. After the clections of
1992, a new government under Highlander
Prime Minister Paias Wingti, influenced
by ill-informed carpetbaggers, imagined
that aggression might cnable the mine
arca to be sanitised and reopened. Some
sensitivity was again restored with his
replacement by Sir Julius Chan, who
sponsored a peace conference at Arawa in

Bougainville in October 1994, under the
surveillance of a South Pacific Peace
Kceping Force with personnel from Fiji,
Tonga, Vanuatu and New Zealand, and
only a surreptitious Australian presence.
Although this force performed creditably,
the BIG/BRA did not attend, hoping for a
conference with a UN mandate rather than
one bound to be influenced by Australia.
This development coincided with the
cmergence of a former acting judge,
Theodore Miriung, from the obscurity of
his North Nasioi village. Although by
conviction a sccessionist, he could see the
futility of the current armed struggle.
Assuming lcadership with Chan’s approval,
he became the Acting Premier of a
Bougainville Transitional Government
(BTG) comprising representatives from
cight ‘interim authorities’ around the
province. Its aims were to unite Bou-
gainvilleans and negotiate a new political
status within PNG. Suspicious of Miriung,
following some military misadventures,
rogue army clements assassinated him.
Desperate for a decisive victory but
finally aware that the PNGDF could not
achieve it, some members of Chan’s
government looked to mercenaries. The
Sandline fiasco (in which the government

contracted the mercenary group, Sandline
International, to conduct offensive
operations on Bougainville) followed in
March 1997. This affair at least alerted
both sides to the peril of cscalating the
conflict. The reaction of the PNGDF to
Sandlinc also improved its image in
Bougainville. A New Zcaland initiative
coinciding with national ¢lections in mid-
1997 brought the Bougainville adversarics
to ncutral ground at Burnham (Ncew
Zcaland) to discuss a ceascfire. The new
PNG prime minister, Bill Skate, perhaps
because of a streak of fecklessness, had
been opposed to the PNGDF campaign.
Skate was a native Papuan and, with
Bougainville no longer subsidising Papua,
he was not burdened by intense concern
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for territorial sovereignty where Bougain-
ville was concerncd. There was also
popularity to be won in forestalling body
bags and the drain on resources.

A truce was agreed to in October; a
ceasefire at a further meeting in Lincoln
{(New Zcaland) in January 1998, Proposals
were made for a UN observer mission, a
‘phasced withdrawal’ of the PNGDF as civil
authority was restored, and a Bougainville
Reconciliation Government {BRGJ. Sup-
ple arrangements had to be made because
a BRG ran counter to Chan’s 1995
rcorganisation of the provincial govern-
ment system, which reduced autonomy.
A consultative Bougainville People’s
Congress {BPC) without a legal basis was
elected in May 1999, with Kabui as
president. It was to co-cxist with the
officially reduced and now-appointed
provincial government. Their ultimate
rapprochement reflected concern that the
province could be irremediably divided.
With the constitutional changes of

27 March this year, the problem

was resolved.
IHR()U(;H()UT THE attempted reconcili-

ation, emphasis was placed on instilling
confidence in the immediate process

rather than outcomes. An unarmed Truce
Monitoring Group (TMG) had been sct up
at Lincoln, consisting mainly of military
personnel from Australia, Fiji and
Vanuatu but necessarily commanded by
a New Zcalander until Australians estab-
lished better bona fides. By May 1998, and
having to bear the logistical costs, Aus-
tralia was able to assume leadership of the
Peace Monitoring Group (PMG]) which
replaced the TMG. The PMG consisted
of some 300 members: 242 military and
16 civilians from Australia, 29 from
New Zcaland, 10-12 from Fiji and
12-15 from Vanuatu. In mid-2000 it was
thought safe to reduce to 195, still a more
protracted and expensive venture than
Canberra had envisaged but, as A.J. Regan
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The bishops chose not to become
‘parties’ to the litigation. But that also
meant they were not able to appeal. When
Sundberg upheld McBain’s argument, the
bishops then went to the High Court,
claiming the right to invoke the ancient
prerogative writ of ‘certiorari’ instead.
They said Justice Sundberg was wrong,
and sought to argue that the rights of the
unborn child or children required that the
SDA prohibitions did not ‘cover the ficld’.

This caused an enormous stir. The
Women’s Electoral Lobby sought to be
heard on the matter, as did the Human
Rights and Equal Opportunity Commis-
sion, the Australian Family Association
and the Australian Government Solicitor.
Daryl Williams had given his fiat to the
Catholic bishops to argue their case, but
then sought to argue on his own behalf as
well. It was set to be a battle royal. It
turned out to be a skirmish. The bishops
and the Attorney were defeated.

Nobody got to argue the ‘ethical’ point
about the rights of the children, or poten-
tial children. The High Court found that
ncither the bishops nor the Attorney-
General had the right to argue the point.
The casc in the Federal Court was

N: t onal Forur

“Vatican II:
Unfinished business”

Co-sponsored by Catalyst for Renewal Inc.
and Aquinas Academy

Remembering the 40th anniversary of the
beginning of Vatican ll—an opportunity to
support and encourage each other and
prayerfully seek out the questions,
possibilities and challenges for the Catholic
Church today.

St Joseph's College
Hunters Hill, NSW,
July 12,13 & 14, 2002

Keynote Speakers:

Fr Joseph Komonchak, international
authority on the Council fram Catholic
University, Washington DC, and My John
Wilkins, Editor of The Tablet, plus more than
twenty Australian Catholic leaders.

Reservations essential.

Contact Patricia on 02 9247 4651
Email:aquinasaitpg.com.au
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betwceen private partics. They simply had
no standing. Possibly the High Court had
no jurisdiction to entertain their applica-
tion, and in any cvent the public interest
would not be served by allowing third
parties to seek to overturn an inconven-
ient view of the law that resulted from
private litigation.

Pru Goward’s matcernity leave report
is getting a reasonable reception from the
government, though hardly an enthusias-
tic one. Her personal friendship with
Primc Minister John Howard perhaps

acco ts for this, and thosc who feared
that her appointment would be a ‘disas-
ter’ should be eating their words.

But how strange it is that, once again,
the human rights of women should be
reduced to an cconomic assessment of the
worth to the nation of the fruit of their
wombs. We haven’t come such a long wav.

baby.

Moira Rayner is Acting Commissioner for
Equa pportunity for the state of Western
Australia.
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JuLIic L rnuwanen

Looking aftar

Other times, other ways.

E'LL caLL HER Mother Hildegard
because that was not her name. There
were, however, certain traits that she
shared with Hildegard of Bingen: obstina-
cy, vision, rigour, passion, obsessiveness.

Afternoon, early '60s, Australian city,
convent school. The sun was something
we weren't used to, stinging through the
freshly cleanced classroom windows
making freckles on our blue-white Pommy
skin. My sisters and I had been welcomed
into this school by an order of nuns who
seemed to be pleased to sce us: fees were
reduced, help with uniforms was off  :d,
such a big Catholic family as we were.

Mother Hildegard was the headmis-
tress who made us so welcome; a we  an
who was often described as ‘eccentric’, a
50-ish, stocky woman whose false teeth
gave her endless trouble. Whenever she
was ranting about the turpitude of females
wearing trousers, girls going out with boys
before leaving school, or anyone missing
Mass to go to the beach, little nodules of
white foam would collect at the corners
of her mouth. Her jaw was perpetually
clenched as she spoke, something I began
to sec as a caricature of Australian speech
delivery, long before it was ever parc  ed
by Strop and Shirley Purvis. My Northern
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English cars grew used to the weird diph-
thongs and eventually incorporated them
in my own accent, which became a
mongrel thing; but the mouth-foam was
ever  cky, inimitable and really special.
We soon ceased to marvel—after all,
Mother Hildegard was a nun, had to be a
bit strange. Our mother hinted darkly at
The Change’s drastic effects on middle-
aged religious when we eagerly recounted
some of the classroom invasions.
M. Hildegard would swoop into a dull
maths lesson, a black-and-white tornado
of nemesis. ‘Stand Up Any Girl Who Ts
Hang g About With A Boy! [No takers
there: you’d have to be mad to admit it.}
‘Stand Up Any Girl Who Owns A Pair Of
Trousers!” Everyone stood up for that last.
Unable to marginalise the whole class, she
thundered about the destruction of
Sodom, and bounced out again to affright
Form Four. This ncw country was
anything but boring.

On the day it happened it was my turn
to do some job after lunch in the school
hall, which overlooked the playground.
There were no spare shillings for profes-
sional cleaners in those days, but I enjoyed
miss:  mathsalt aghThatedsy ping
and stacking benches. A movement



caught the corner of my sight, and what I
saw drew me to the window like a tractor
beam. Mother Hildegard was about 15
yards away and she was talking to a
teacher whom we'll call Mr Blot. (Mr Blot
was an English teacher, a non-Catholic,
in his late 50s, I think, who was also a
Pom. However, therc was no sense of
camaraderie between him and my sisters:
his background was in the south of Eng-
land, in institutions far more illustrious
than a poor convent school in the Antipo-
des. It had never before occurred to us to
wonder why he should choose to work
here.] He was harrumphing and jerking his
head like an angry horse; Mother Hilde-
gard was talking, shouting, waving her
arms, wagging her finger. He turned on his
heel and strode away to his car. The dust
in the playground was creamy white,
quartz-pebbled, and it scuffed up in gritty
clouds as he gunned his motor out of the
school gates. We never saw him again.

Later my younger sister’s classmate
{we'll call her Yvette) told us why. He had
told her to stay back at lunchtime to look
over some of her work with him, and had
tried to feel her and kiss her. She ran away,
revolted and sick, and told her best friend,
who said, with a confidence we would all
have shared, ‘You’ve got to tell Mother
Hildegard.” They went over to the convent
and Yvette, shamefaced and embarrassed
beyond all imagining, told what had hap-
pencd. ‘Can you swear to me on the
honour of God that you arc telling the
truth?’ said Mother Hildegard. When she
got her answer, Mother Hildegard rang
Yvette’s parents and then the police. Then
she went to Mr Blot, told him what she
thought of him and sacked him on the
spot. No-one was sorry to sce him go.

It couldn’t happen now. Industrial
relations would demand a process that
gave the accused the right to defend him-
self; the prospect of untrue allegations is too
dreadful to contemplate. Yet, what Mother
Hildegard did gave every girl in that school
a feeling of being safer. The presumption
of innocence, when it comes to sex crime,
has signally failed over the years to pro-
tect thousands of truly innocent girls (and
boys] who were not as Iucky as Yvette.
Then again, Mother Hildegard was a
woman who really took seriously what
she thought God would want her to A~
protect the young girls in her charge.

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer.

Dand¢ on clocks

They sometimes bring flowers

a milky hand of broken dandelions
as you stand at the porchrail
demanding their path from the dusk

Sometimes broken hands

fingers kinked bloody spanners in their work

Or looking for needles and your cool eye

to fetch out splinters from their under thumbnail

Journeywoman whatever your mastery

whatever you hack or add on your own account

they expect you webbed to your loom
attending your world only by mirror

Sons brothers lovers
they sometimes bring flowers

and after the long stems clatter appropriate vases

and nosegays primp and settle into saucers

with respect to all that’s proffered and arranged
when your last work is emptied from your house

they’ll track the whiff of mouldering petals crammed

in hasty cobbled pillows

Aileen Kelly

The right to remain

Not moment but instant: the folding of paper is stilled into origami

or the twining of lovers’ hands shapes into shadowplay,

the bird comes to itself silent on the lit wall or at stilt on the table

and everyone breathes ‘heron’ and laughs in delight.

Which may be enough as chunnering time is never enough

for lovers even made young again and again till they look

together, laugh in delight ‘Do you remember when all these
stars were over there?’

Yet they shiver, holding hands into the questionable night.

Aileen Kelly

These poems will be included in Aileen Kelly's City and Stranger,
due for publication by Five Islands Press in September 2002.
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charcoal drawing of a sick man looking at
Death. Bencath it he has written: “There are
times at their very beginnings when you
wish for their end’

Moral Hazard is an account of one such
time. It actually documents a discase: visits
to doctors, attempts to join support groups,
reactions of friecnds, removal to aresidential
care facility. Jennings’ prose is beautifully
controlled. She is telling you facts. Point
blank. Then, occasionally, she lets slip a
phrasc thatis truthful in a decper sense and
reminds the reader that, for the most part,
the prose is wearing the mask of someone
who looks like they are coping. ‘Bailey
would crode like a sandstone statue,
becoming formless and vague, reduced to a
nub’; ‘This sense of failure was growing
larger by the day. He carried it with him,
shouldering it like a sack of coals’; ‘T had
consigned him to a place where behaviour
was infantile, instincts animal. A place of
last things.” Cath refers to the kinship she
feels with the situation of Iris Murdoch and
her Bayley.

You expectanovel about dementia to be
moving and this one certainly is, all the
more so becausc it is so pithy. But it is also
intelligent and searching. In order to pay
the rent and mecet enormous medical bills,
Cath takes a job as a spcechwriter with an
investment bank on Wall Street. It'sa world
where only the fit survive. It demands a
high level of performance. In so many ways,
it appcars to stand in contrast with Bailey’s
diminishing world. Here again, Jennings is
well served by her lean and precise prose.
She creates a complete picture of a greedy
workplace but ncver says too much. She
never rants about the behaviour she
encounters, just lets it speak for itself and
allows Bailey’s story to rub against it. The
two stories should be foreign to cach other.
The moral dilemma Cath comes to observe
at work ought to be of a different kind from
the one she ultimately confronts with
Bailey. But theyaren’t. Atleast notentirely.
Wall Street, like Alzheimer’s, doesn’t care
whomitafflicts. [tisaplace without memory.

The final story in A Map of the Gardens,
‘I Shall Not Pass Along This Way Again’, is
the most beautiful in the collection. It is
about a woman returning to the town to
visit the grave of her mother, a woman who
baked cakes in tins ‘as large as baby’s [sic]
graves’. The returning woman still has people
in the town but doesn’t look them up; she
does happen to run into a bloke who once
asked her to marry him. The woman is
spiritually well resourced. She is familiar
with Hildegard of Bingen, parts of whose

Oysters

There is nothing better than good clean dirt

to compost the internal waste

and add fibre to your gluttony.

Admit it: food is only fuel

but it enhances the sense of self

when you accept the dozen oysters

with that particular slice of lemon

and the buttery triangle of wholemeal bread

with the crusts cut off.

Pity about the crusts but food is only etc
and besides, someone had handed you

a wide glass of stout with a froth
like the edge of a muddy pool but,

admit it also, the flavour across the tongue

brings its own library of associations
(mock-Irish pubs and bad fiddle playing)

and, besides, stout they say induces lactation
if that is your ambition. For myself
I always said that tits on men were

‘just in case’ but I don’t want to pursue the matter.
Everything has its other side

and good clean dirt is enough to get filthy in.

The question is: I have appetite and I have cynicism.
Which one will I murder first?

writing she has committed to memory, and
practises yoga and shiatsu with a guru. The
story is a reminder that even the most elabo-
rate resources of heart and soul may not be
enough to cope with such a commonplace
cxperience as loss: ‘In a big family, a moth-
er's passing is like a forest tree falling down;
swathesof destruction unveiling those things
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Thomas Shapcott

most hidden, which then must face the great
arcs of light sweeping in through the gap.’
Wall Street and a bush cemetery have this
much in common. Nobody there has much
to call their own.

Michael McGirris the author of Things You
Get for Free.
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and mock his subjects for the entertain-
ment of his audience.

Solondzisclearly inviting us to consider
his role as director, and ours as audience, in
similar ways—asking us to consider what
both he and we get out of the mocking
cruclty that seems to underpin so much of
his acsthetic. Of course, that ‘invitation’ is
excercised through the very authorial power
he draws our attention to. The relationship
between film-maker, subject and audience
is marked as exploitative and distorting in
every direction, with no way out. As com-
plex as Solondz’s conception of these issues
is, it’s hard not to feel in the end that it’s all
a bit too neatly tied up in despair. Isn't
unremitting bleakness just as distorted a
perception of the world as unexamined joy?

—Allan James Thomas

Peace strain

No Man’s Land, dir. Danis Tanovic. Bosnian
director Danis Tanovic survived the siege
of Sarajevo and worked as an official
camcraman with the Bosnian army. He has
obviously drawn on these expcriences for
his debut feature, No Man’s Land, a
brilliantly plotted black farce sct in war-
torn former Yugoslavia.

On a beautiful summer’s day in 1993, a
couple of encmy soldiers find themselves
marooned in a trench located midway
between two opposing armies. Ciki (Branko
Djuric) is a Bosnian, and Nino (Rene
Bitorajac)is a Serb. They hate each other on
sight and go on hatingeach other to the end.
But they are trapped together by circum-
stance and a shared desire for self-preserva-
tion. And to further complicate matters, a
seccond Bosnian soldier, Cecra (Filip
Sovagovic), has been booby-trapped with a
landmine capable of killing them all. It's
Catch-22, Balkans style.

Luckily for the men in the trench, the
UN’s Sergeant Marchand (George Siatidis)
ignores orders forbidding him to intervene
and rides to their rescue in his armoured
personnel carrier. Then with the willing
connivance of a British TV journalist, Jane
Livingstone (Katrin Cartlidge), he turns their
predicament into an international media
cvent—much to the annoyance of his cynical
commander, Colonel Soft (Simon Callow).
The Colonel would rather play chess with
his mistress than actually try to keep the
peace. Eventually, however, courage goes
unrcwarded, and cynicism is vindicated.

When recently discussing his film,
Tanovic remarked that ‘disharmony and

hate are unnatural, they bring no solution’.
Fine sentiments, indeed, but this isn’t the
lesson of the dark parable he has created. To
me, this superb film delivers a harsh and
universal homily: war is hell, and hell is
other people. Its final image will remain
fixed to your retina for days afterwards.
—Brett Evans

Flicked flic

Baise-moi, dir. Virginie Despentes and
Coralie Trinh Thi. There was a security
guard at the Lumiére cinema in Melbourne.
Icould not buy my wife’s ticket in advance.
Her personal appearance was necessary to
guarantee that she was over 18. Thanks to
the attentions of the Attorney-General, the
queue snaked into Lonsdale Street in the
rain. The occasion: Baise-moi, co-directed
by Virginie Despentes and Coralie Trinh
Thi and based on Despentes’ novel about
the murderous spree of two women across
grim and grimy French cityscapes. In its
snapshots of urban cruelty and despair, the
filmrecalls La Haine and last year’s master-
piece La Ville est Tranquille (along with
much else, the best explanation for Le Pen).

Separate killings and a chance encounter
bring Manu (Raffaela Anderson)and Nadine
(Karen Bach) together. Theirs is an almost
sisterly association and as near to tender as
anything the film shows. They continue to
kill, and torob. The first victim is a woman.
They are not exclusively man-haters,
although they put a number of vile men to
death. Rather, they are nihilists. Beyond
belief or hope, they take what they know
will be a short time to exercise a violence
that their society has to some degree
sponsored. This is the suicide wish so
bleakly intuited in Michel Houellebecq’s
outstanding novel, Atomised.

The come-ons/warnings to the film
mention ‘rcal sex’, but one is left unsure
what that means. ‘Real’ sex involves acting,
after all. There is vaginal and oral penetra-
tion, anal too, but this with a pistol and onc
of the funniest scenes in Baise-moi. It takes
place in a ‘fuck club’, where blurring the
distinction between the real and the staged
is presumably part of the point. Baise-moi
is nonchalantly unerotic. By numerous
recent comparisons, its violence is muted.
The music is loud, clothes bad, dialogue
droll: “Wherc arc the witty lines?’ ‘'We've
got the moves, that’s something.” And the
words arc abrasively to the point: ‘“There is
no work in France,” Manu tells her brother.
There are, however, an impressive number
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of anatomies of French society, in film and
fiction, with which Baise-moi takes an
honourable and in no way salacious place.

—Peter Pierce

Types hyped

The Majestic, dir. Frank Darabont. There is
arash of clunkers coming your way and The
Majestic is one, probably not the worst but
definitely of that ilk. The others include
Life as a House and Va Savoir. Life as a
House can be summarised as: troubled
middle-class white American teenaged boy
doing part-time prostitution to get drugs
turns into one of the Bradys because divorced
dying dad gives him some tough love. Va
Savoirisso French, so cool, sonarcissistique
zat you wahnt to parle frog tout le temps as
soon as vous gettez le circulation going
encore dans vos legs at ze end because eet
eez soo longue.

The Majestic is set in the McCarthy era
and, in these toey post-September 11 days,
is mildly, politely critical of such
naughtiness. It wastes some good actors:
Jim Carrey (fast turning into an ex-funny
person like Robin Williams) stars as Peter,
a rising young Hollywood writer; David
QOgden Stiers, a terrific actor, is awfully
underchallenged here as the wise small-
town doctor and father of Peter’'s love
interest; Martin Landau has to deliver lines
about The Hollywood Panthcon that would
choke an Oscar presenter. {The Majestic
itself is the town cinema that has fallen
into dilapidation since the war.)

It’s a thin plot: in the early 1950s Peter
gets named by McCarthyites and, going for
a drunken drive to clear his head, crashes
into ariver and is coincidentally washed up
alive and amnesic near a small town, where
everyone thinks heis The Majestic-owner’s
dead war-hero son Luke, his double. It’s a
time-dishonoured device compounded by
the types that abound in the cast, including
a token black janitor and a sprightly old
piano teacher called Mrs Terwilliger. The
film, ironically enough, opens with Jim
Carrey’s wonderful, expressive face as the
single visual, reacting to the voiccover
consisting of horrible producer-types
destroying his script. Then it all turns into
Mr Smith Goes to Washington meets It's a
Wonderful Life. The press kit claims that it
is some sort of homage to Frank Capra.
There's also a line that asks reviewers not
to give away the ending, but why would I
weary you with yet more derivative,
predictable dreck? —Juliette Hughes
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AUGHTER MULTIPLIES in company, lcaping from brain to brain
like a crown fire. But so can its opposite: there is a kind of anti-
laugh-matter that, generated from cnough party-poopers, can
cause coolness, that enemy of mirth, that ncutraliser of humour.
Once long ago I went to sce Ruthless People down in the depths
of the now long-decad Australia cinema in Melbourne. It was
late in the run, and so there were only about two dozen in the
audience apart from my beloved and me. It was funny, so we
laughed. But we were the only ones to do so, and soon, in the
dark, cavernous silence, even the self-conscious laughter of
defiance gave ground. T wonder about that audience now. Who
were they? Perhaps they’d just popped in to try to cheer them-
selves up after a funeral. Maybe they were German nihilists
out to experience the void. Maybe 1ey were French.

You would have to be a member of that audience not to
laugh at the new ABC comedy series Kath e Kim (Thursdays,
9pm). Jane Turner and Gina Riley have written a series that
expands on the Fast Forward characters. The venture was risky:
was there enough substance in the skits? I would say yes,
resoundingly. You could say that it’s a very sharp Australian
version of Absolutely Fabulous and just as funny, with
memorics of Edna Everage added. The dialogue is acid, bitter
and witty. Kath & Kim is a closely observed soap-opera send-
up with the confidence to go without a laugh track. Watching,
you scc how the speech rhythms of middle America have
become ours now. Kim, a spoilt drama queen straight out of
Home and Away or Neighbours, can say the contemptuous
‘Hello?’ as authentically as any Val girl; Kath, in a pastel-track-
suited time warp fashion-wise, is nevertheless right up with
Pilates, pump and pop-psycho life management. Magda
Szubanski is brilliant as the sport-victim second-best friend.

Like Ab Fab, the plot could be tragedy with just a twist in
the emphasis or delivery, but it is not. It screens before that
sadly underrated series, Backberner, which continues to
excoriate the very unfunny joke that is our polity at the moment.
And John Clarke and Brian Dawe still can make you laugh on
the 7.30 Report, even if you grit your teeth as you get their
brilliant synopsis of, say, the collapse of the domestic airlines
or perhaps of the public service’s ethics when faced with giving
unwanted information to a minister.

Just before Kath & Kim, however, is the wonderful,
fantastic Kumars at No. 42. Tt’s British at its best, crossing
boundaries between real life and fake life and mak — ; us look
forward to Thursday nights. Sanjeev Bhaskar, aka Kumar, went
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Latgh?lneay ...

on Parkinson in carly May and told how he went to a Hindu
funeral in London: one old  ap said sadly that the deccased had
‘become a hamster’ before finally dying. ‘Guinea pig,” corrected
Bhaskar unwisely, setting off a hilarious chain of recriminatory
argument. When Ali G arrived, the tone was lowered, but our
household has low tastes. As to the commercial networks,

Malcolm in the Middle is good; in fact Monday on Nine

is a bit like Thursday on ABC, with Sex and the City.

BUT THE BIG TREAT that is coming your way via Nine will be
The Osbournes. It is reality TV at its doubtful best, with Ozzy
Osbourne, lead singer of Black Sabbath, welcoming the world
into his home. At the moment we're watching it on MTV
through Optus on Thursdays at 7pm. I think Nine is waiting
for Ten to finish with Big Brother before launching Ozzy at us.
BB has unfortunately blitzed the ratings and I think that the
others don’t even want to try launching a new scries before
that blasted blight of BB is over for the year.

Ozzy entrances: at 52 is the happily marriced, loving fa-
ther of two spoilt, bratty but not unlikeable teenagers. Very
Brady Bunch; in fact this is sent up in the opening credits. ¢
any resemblance finishes there. Ozzy shuffles around his huge
Bel Air mansion like an ol¢  1an; years of substance abuse have
damaged him in divers ways. His wife, Sharon, is a bright, cluey
woman who manages him well. There are dogs and cats, most
of them incontinent. The language, delivered in flat Birming-
ham tones, is basic: MTV must use their bleeper ten times a
minute. Yet they are quite nice, and completely unworried about
cameras; they're showbiz, it’s money, they're not cffing datt
enough to knock back some more even though they’ve got
plenty. Their problems are - sbably not ours: when he is arguing
with his 17-year-old daughter Kelly about her acquisition of a
small tat on the hip, he must take into account that he has
very little untattooed space on himself. However, when arguing
with 16-year-old Jack over the lad’s use of dope, he is able to
point to himself as an awful example of what can go wrong,
even though he’s clean now.

And while we’re on what can go wrong, Id like to thank
the kind people who didn’t  ng, email or writc to point out my
appalling laxness i naming the Sydney Morning Herald as the
perpetrator of the ‘Chris Aurora’ stunt instea of the Dailv
Telegraph. 1t’s nice to know you care. All fourteen of you.

Juliette Hughes is a freclance writer.
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