











factor in the strategic calculations. More precious
cven than oil is water. If we are not careful, and
farsighted in our dealings, the wars of the near future
will be fought over water.

The water tanks {left, photographed by Furcka
Street institution, Bill Thomas) are every bit as ingen-
ious as the Saddam Bridge, but in their combination
of utility and beauty there is no bombast. In Australia
water tanks are part of our physical and psychic land-
scape. But we need now to bring them, and all they
represent, to the front of our minds. No imperial
power, not even onc that can build the 21st-century
equivalent of aqueducts, will be able to quench the
thirst of a world that has squandered its life source.

No imperial power can afford, cither, to squander
its young people, or stymie the joyful encrgies that
prompt them to jump like the Australian child (again,
photographed by Bill Thomas) testing himself in the
benign dunes of our island’s long coastline.

This is my last Eureka Street as editor. In May,
Marcclle Mogg takes over. Pleasc welcome her and

give her the generous support that I have enjoyed
these past 12 years.

The Australian Jesuits have been the inspira-
tion and backbone of this venture into independ-
cnt publishing. They will understand the depth of
my gratitude—personal and professional. So many
people—writers, photographers, artists, cartoonists,
contributing cditors, subscribers, our Board, patrons,
donors and supporters—have made Eurcka Street. |
thank them all.

And in the engine room, where it all happens: to
my assistant editors and graphic designer, who have
borne much; to my cditorial, production and market-
ing assistants; to the hardy, generous staff at Jesuit
Publications; to our printer and his people at Doran,
and to the editor-in-chicef at the Canberra Times,
thank you. Not a single issue could have appeared
without you all.

And to all of you who arc now rcading this—
thank you, and please, keep backing independent
publications. They’re the sinew of democracy.

—Morag Fraser
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HE FIRST EDITION of Eureka Street appeared in
1991. The magazine promised informed reflection
on public issues, which took account of the human
reality so commonly ignored in public discussion.
The leading articles in the first issues discussed the
war against Irag and the plight of Afghan refugees.
This edition is overshadowed by the same
questions, and the need for informed and argued
reflection on cultural and political life is even more
marked than it was 12 years ago. If Eureka Street has
helped discharge its promise in small ways to address
this need, we owe it to the energy, intellectual
passion and gencrosity of Morag Fraser. She has been
the editor of the magazine almost from the beginning,
and has become the public face of Eureka Street.
After 12 years, Morag has decided to leave the
magazine in other hands. As reader, friend, writer and
Jesuit publisher T have progressively come to know
Morag. 1 speak for cveryone in those capacitics in
thanking Morag for giving herself so generously to
shaping Eureka Street, and for building such a sig-
nificant cultural institution. We wish her well in her
continuing involvement in Australian public life.
We also welcome the new editor, Marcelle Mogg.
Having cdited Australian Catholics for 2 vyears,
Marcelle is well placed to continue and develop the
tradition of addressing Australian questions in a

Changeover time

public voice. The need and the challenge remain as
great as they were in 1991, Indeed, in public com-
ment on refugees and on the war against Iraq, the
level of brutality, unargued assertion and occasional
dishonesty scems higher than it was in 1991,

In the last decade, many periodicals providing
independent and critical commentary, such as
Modern Times/Australian Society, The Independent
Monthly, The Republican and The Australian’s
Review of Books, have ceased publication. Few have
taken their place. It is no comfort, then, to hear from
our rcaders that Eureka Street is irreplaceable. For it is
natural for little magazines to come and go, as the
energy and financial sacrifice needed for their survival
become too great.

Eureka Street has flourished partly because of
the generosity and gifts of Morag Fraser. It has also
survived because the Jesuits have believed strongly
cenough in the need to address public issues in a
public language from a catholic moral perspective
that they have underwritten it financially.

Ultimately, however, Eurcka Street will survive
only if the need for it is recognised by increasing
numbers of subscribers and donors. So, in thanking
Morag Fraser and welcoming Marcelle Mogg, we
also recognise that it is you who will determine our
future. —Andrew Hamilton sj
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HE UNITED STATES will probably complete its war against
Iraq with its military clout enhanced, its diplomatic clout re-
duced, and its place in the world less secure. Australia will share
the last two outcomes, but will not have even the comfort of the
first. Nor, probably, will it have the satisfaction of knowing that,
in standing by its ally when all but Britain had fled, it will win
any particular brownie points in a post-Irag America.

The US could hardly have handled its diplomatic battles
more carelessly, or more arrogantly. Its accession even to the
idea that the United Nations had any role to play in disarming
Iraq was slow and reluctant. The military build-up procceded
apace not because the US believed that weapons inspections
would not work, but because they thought the inspections
process a sham in any event. The message was that the US
wanted war at any cost, and that any slowdown for diplomacy
or concessions involved being conned by Saddam Hussein.
Australia and Britain loyally tried to anticipate every Ameri-
can argument, and get on the record with them first. Tony Blair
at least focused initially on the moral case—one that came
to John Howard only late in the piece—and, with Australia,
helped persuade the US that it should at least attempt to get a
UN Sccurity Council blessing.

That was a blessing that might have been obtained a year
ago. But America’s arrogant carclessness has sapped not just
the goodwill of most of the non-English speaking world and
actively alienated public opinion in all parts of the world that
count, but has actually created a new form of international
anti-Americanism—one not so much hostile to its culture as
believing that international American power needs checks
and balances. The apostles of some counterweight, France and
Germany, represent much more than an old Europe used to
creating balances of power against the strong: they have the
support of public opinion in most of the non-English speaking
world, and substantial support even in Britain and Australia.

Increasingly, moreover, such nations will seem ablc to
put the US in the moral wrong. The way in which the US
has squandered any moral advantage it had after the events of
September 11 is staggering—a result primarily of the ‘ourselves
alonc’ play on its domestic opinion, and its ‘with us or against
us’ rhetoric in international forums. But the process of alienat-
ing other countries had begun much earlier—with US rejection
of international agrcements such as Kyoto, and the creation of
the International Criminal Court and some deliberate disman-
tling of diplomacy initiated by Bush’s predecessor, Bill Clinton,
not lcast over North Korea.

Yet if America has been more conscious of its military
and cconomic primacy, and more determined to defend and as-
scrt it, it has also never been more in need of diplomacy, and
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of multilateral bodies such as the UN, to help it do so. An Iraq,
or an Afghanistan, can be coerced. A Pakistan, or perhaps a
Turkey, can be bribed or bullied. But practical trade and gen-
eral peace and good order require co-operation and agreed rules.
Moreover, there has been much goodwill towards America,
not least among the old Soviet satellites and Europe, even
if mild anti-Americanism has been fashionable among the
intelligentsia. The fcat of George W. Bush and his coterie of
advisers has been to convert that advantage to antipathy, even
among the more conservative classes.

The problem with Australia’s and Briain’s close identifica-
tion with the American cause comes in part from their inability
to define what specific British or Australian interests they are
defending. Even the general case—that Saddam is an evil man
who persccutes and murders his own citizens and is a threat to
his neighbours, and that there is a serious risk that he will usc
weapons of mass destruction or, worse, make them available to
terror groups such as al Qaeda—did not, of itself, mandate war.
Neither Britain nor Australia, as pigs in the mineficld, nor the
US, ever convincingly demonstrated a conncction between the
secular apostate, Saddam, and al Qaeda. But, even werc that
taken as read, it has never been clear how war would make
al Qacda’s acquisition or use of such weapons less likely.
Indced, America itsclf has accepted that war with Iraq
would produce an cnormous counter-reaction in Muslim

circles, and make terror incidents more, not less,
likely, particularly in the short term.

AND NOT ONLY in countries such as Iran, or Syria, or even
Saudi Arabia, which are presumably further down the American
list for some cultural cleansing. The risk is as great, in some
respects even greater, in Malaysia, the Philippines, Indonesia,
Bangladesh or Pakistan or, on the other side of the Middle East,
in Nigeria, Morocco or Tunisia. And those who want to use terror
primarily for demonstration purposes, as all the best terrorists
do, have now had it spelled out to them that the English-speak-
ing union—sans, perhaps, Canada and New Zecaland, if anyone
could be bothered to distinguish—provides the best targets.

But just as significantly, the impact of American
arrogance on public opinion as much as on the politicians in such
countrics, and the fact that one can take a swipc at Australia, or
Britain, rather more easily and more safely than at America,
accentuates the diplomatic risk Australia has adopted. The
cost of this will not be felt in military expenditure, but in trade
and humiliation, and declining influence. Just the sort of thine
Amcrica could not shelter us against, even if it wanted to.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chief of the Canberra Times.

APRIL 2003 EUREKA STREET 7






charismatic Dana Roscmary Scanlon who
was her main opponent. But being northern
and nationalist were serious problems.

Pcople in the south of Ireland regard
northerners with a mixture of suspicion
and glazed bafflement. Suspicion, because
how could you tell which side they were
on in the troubles up there, and what they
might have done in support of their cause?
Baftlement, because they are hardworking
and thrifty and lack the devil-may-care,
to-hell-with-tomorrow attitude of south-
crners. All of which is not helped by the
famous northern reticence: ‘Smoke-signals
are loud-mouthed compared with us,’ as
Scamus Heaney put it.

[ remember driving 350 km to a foothall
gamc between Kerry and Down many years
ago, and being amuscd to see groups of
northern supporters sitting beside expen-
sive cars near Croke Park drinking tlask
tea and cating sandwiches. My group was
certainly not well off, but a few drinks and
a proper sit-down meal in a two-star hotel
were as much a part of the day as what
happened on the field. {To add to our confu-
sion, the northerncrs won the game!)

To come back to Mary McAleese.
The only time she lost ground during the
presidential election campaign was when
ncwspapers suggested that she was soft
on Sinn Féin and was friendly with Gerry
Adams. Eamonn McCann, a left-wing
journalist from Derry, put that in context
when he wrote that her interest was not
in Sinn Féin (We ourselves) but rather in
m¢ {¢in (Me myself). In his acerbic way, he
may have intended it to indicate sclf-cen-
tredness, but there is nothing in her record
before or since to support such a charge.
That it meant she was her own woman,
capable of making her own decisions, is a
much more credible meaning and in keep-
ing with what we know about McAlecse.

[t was casy to assume that she would be
sympathetic to Sinn Féin. She was born in
the Ardoyne area of Belfast, a noted nation-
alist enclave surrounded by Protestant
housing estates. Although hers was not the
grinding poverty depicted by Louis Mac-
Neice in his home town of Carrickfergus:

The Scotch Quarter was a line of
residential houses
But the Irish Quarter was a slum for the
blind and halt,

there was much in official government
policy that wished such fate on second-
class citizens like the McAleese family.

Lenten signs

ITUALS ARE LIKE spinning tops—they keep changing direction around
a still centre. Lent is a good example. At its centre is attention to the kind of
death that leads to life, the life that overcomes death. But in Europe, its edge is
imagery of green growth that follows a bleak winter. In Australia, its resonance
is in the return of foliage to burned trees and burnt land.

The celebration of Lent has also spun around the compass. Its stable
centre is its association with Easter, the memory of the death and rising of Jesus
Christ. Pcople remembered that death through a fast that led to feast.

Easter was also the natural time for baptising adults who wished to follow
the way of Jesus Christ. The long journey to faith, that took converts away from
a path associated with death to discover God’s life among the disciples of Jesus,
was associated with the dramatic story of Jesus’ way to life through death. The
journcy gathered pace at Lent, as the community came together in solidarity
with those who were to be baptised. Those already part of the Christian com-
munity could share the journey of those waiting through fasting and praying. At
Easter came baptism and celebration of what plenty was to be had.

Later, as the baptism of adults became a rarity, the journcy to Easter was as-
sociated with the human experience of moral lapse and conversion. This focus
on sin, however, had its costs. Because sin and virtue seem to be opposites, the
emphasis on sin obscured the paradox of Easter—the discovery that life comes
through death and not despite it. Concentration on sin, too, can be isolating in
its emphasis on individual failure. Despite the sense of community engendered
by receiving ashes together on Ash Wednesday, solidarity with others in the
journey towards Easter became incidental. We could give up cigarettes for Lent
without considering the burdens this might put on our family.

In common with other church scasons, Lent now grasps the imagination
less intenscly. In the Roman Catholic Church, its rituals emphasise solidar-
ity—a common commitment to those in nced through Project Compassion,
and a common engagement in conversion through communal celebrations of
reconciliation. But compared to the early church, there seems to be less imagi-
native connection between what we do in Lent and what Jesus Christ did in his
journcy from death to life. Qur solidarity with our fellows in weakness does
not bear clear signposts marked with life and death, betrayal and forgivencss,
violence and peacemaking.

This Lent, however, promises to be different. At the beginning of Lent we
pause at a crossroads. At Lent’s end, we shall have taken a path that will shape
what we and our children throughout the world can expect for our lifetimes. Be-
cause the journey of Lent will be a public journey, the rituals by which we walk
with one another and follow the steps of Jesus from death to life will also be
public. On view will be the fears, the instinct for violence, calculation that finds
the blood that falls on children to be an acceptable price and the lies and betray-
als that had Jesus Christ taken to his death. They will be there to see in the way
in which we and our leaders conduct oursclves. So will be the compassion that
raised Jesus from death to life. It may be that for this Lent the most apposite
liturgies will be peace marches, the best forms of prayer will be emails to
consulates and politicians.

Andrew Hamilton s) tcaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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She was a teenager when the burnings
and riots broke out in the late '60s and
knew the intimidation and fear of her
besicged neighbours. The oldest of nine
children, she was a surrogate mother to
many of them, including her profoundly
deaf brother who was badly beaten by a
loyalist gang.

Home dutics did not leave much time
for schoolwork, but she excelled at her
C  holic all-girls school on the Falls Road
and won a scholarship to Queen’s Univer-
sity. A first class honours degree, a call
to the Bar in Dublin as well as Belfast,
Reid Professor of Law at Trinity College
Dublin—a post previously held by Mary
Robinson—ijournalist in RTE, Fcllow of
the Royal Socicty of Arts, member of the
Institute of Linguists in London, and finally
sclection ahead of David Trimble as pro-
vice-chancellor of her old university in
Belfast all brought her a long way from
the dead end which was the fate of many
of her contemporaries. Add marriage in
1975, daughter Emma and twins Sara Mai
and Justin and you have a picture of some-
one who could balance home and carcer
without compromising cither.

Whatever her background, if there is
once thing that has characteriscd Mary
McAleese’s six years as president it is her
commitment to rcconciliation and har-
mony. At her inauguration she quoted one
of her predecessors, Cearbhaill O Dalaigh:
‘Presidents under the Irish Constitution
don’t have policies. But a President can
have a theme.” As her theme, she chose
‘Building Bridges’. As good as her word,
one of her first public acts was to attend
a Church of Ireland scrvice and take
communion. Catholic authoritics were
outraged, but not ¢nough to take on cither
the public’s approval of her action or her
formidable knowledge of canon law.

Although she has supported the ordi-
nation of women and the full inclusion
of homosexuals in the life of the church,
McAlcese is not the stirrer that her
predecessor Mary Robinson was. She 1s
deeply religious, believes in the power of
prayer and meditation and has written
an inspiring book on the subject, Love in
Chaos: Spiritual Growth and the Search
for Peace in Northern Ireland.

She is more at case with people than the
patrician Robinson; more unaffected and
outgoing. Whilc Robinson was someone to
be admired for her courage and re :cted
for her intellect, McAleese is loved tor her
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naturalness and warmth—precisely  the
qualities that Ulster needs to show the rest
of Ircland and that Ireland still represents
to a fretful world. —Frank O’Shea

MOV INCCONIN TRETANTD)

C()UN'I‘Y Wickrow, immediately south
of Dublin, is promoted as the ‘Garden of
Ircland’, and when you follow the lanes
that meander through the chain of towns
spreading south along the coast from Bray,
it’s casy to understand why. For a long time
the preserve of Anglo-Irish gentry (and not
a few wealthy Catholics), it abounds in
lush estates with high walls and magnifi-
cent, centurics-old trees. One branch of
the Guinness family has a whole mountain
valley to itsclf, complete with lake; the
Delgany golf club now occupics the estate
of the Hugucnot banker who founded
Decloitte Touche.

It’s a natural roosting place for much
of the ncw wealth of Ircland. From Dun
Laoghaire south, BMWs and Volvos jostle
cach other in the narrow shopping streets,
and the slopes from Bray to Wicklow town
are increasingly carpeted with plush new
housing estates. Prices for identikit three-
bedroom brick homes would make much of
harbourside Sydney seem affordable. High
streets boast good restaurants and shops
well  stocked with  luxury comestibles
{including no small quantity of high-end
Australian wines).

The droppings of the Celtic tiger have
also littered the landscape: Wicklow has
achicved a certain notoricty for illegal
rubbish dumps, as Dublin has grown faster
than its scrvice infrastructure and danger-
ous hospital waste has ended up in open
tips. Farmers have been paid to turn a blind
eye. The hospitals in question don’t ask
where disposal contractors take the waste
the hospitals give them.

The worst abuses have gradually been
curbed, not without some very high-profile
scandals. But at a lower level, the system
still struggles in its efforts to deal with the
by-products of the new affluence, and here
the Travelling people—probably the most
vulnerable section of the whole population—
have often been caught in the middle.

The Travellers’ claim to pre-date the

continued on page 12

T{ERE ARE submarines in the New
South Wales country town of Holbrook.
They lic snugly berthed in the grass of
the classic Australian park that runs
alongside the main strect.

Holbrook worked hard to acquire
its submarines. Why? What would an
inland country town want with subma-
rines, even authentic ones with their
detailed  :cifications and war historics
listed on millboards all over the park?

I was reminded of Holbrook and its
wonderfi  weird tlect when I opened a
new book of documentary photographs
by Eurcka Street regular, Andrew Stark.
That's hic work above and right. Don’t
ask me vy the man is calling on his
mobile while behind him the intlaced
Titanic angles towards perdition. But
you can only be glad that someonce
caught and fixed the moment.

The bill posters at right—with
Sydney City Mission rising just above
the Soul of America—make absolutely
no impression on the man wandering
past. The gent in the photograph below:
is he measuring the spring in the wom-
an’s thigh muscle the way one would
size up a thoroughbr  Or is he just
nicking matches from her pocket? What
does the child on the donkey expect?

Since 1991, Eurcka Street has been
blessed v 1 its photographers. Their
work ha:  en too cloguent to be used as
merc illustration to text. It has
spoken for itself, as here—obliquely,
wittily, profoundly. —Morag Fraser

Andrew Stark’s Snaps from Sydney,
from which these three photographs are
taken, is available from 53 Willandra
Parade, Heathcote, 2233. Tel: (02) 9520
1582,
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revelation of

The that molecular
structure has allowed an enormous number
of scientific questions to be asked {and, in
many cases, answered), many of them sim-
ply not previously conceivable.

One of these is the basic question of
inheritance. We now know that DNA is a
double helix (like an elaborate corkscrew)
with four vital and variable compounds
(purine and pyrimidine bases) attached
to two sugar-phosphate backbones. The
mosaic of those bases forms the code
that determines the detail of all of the
proteins in our body. Four may scem a tiny
number to cxplain all of this diversity but
we should consider how rich a code Morse
is, with only two elements {a dot and a
dash), or the binary system upon which
computers operate. In fact, the code works
in triplets of these bases, each specifying a
specific amino acid constituent of proteins,
so 64 combinations are possible. As there
are only 20 relevant amino acids—with
structure and function determined by the
number of amino acids and their sequence
in the protein polymers—it is clear that
the possibilities of DNA coding are almost
limitless {as with a vocabulary built from
combinations of 26 letters). A single error,
though—howecver it is initiated—will change
the protein, perhaps with serious functional
consequences (as in cystic fibrosis).

.. HE'D.exr,, HE'D..,

... SAY - TINONDER WHAT
WARNEY%S UP T0 NOW .«s

We now know that the double helical
structure is replicated for cell division. The
chemical bonds between the two twirls are
broken (like sawing through the treads of a
spiral staircase) and then each strand acts
as a template to allow the production of
a complementary copy. Sectors of DNA
can be read off and decoded to allow the
development of the daughter cells.

Everyone knows of the remarkable use
being made of DNA ‘fingerprints’ in foren-
sicinvestigation and, if vaguely, of the often
cxaggerated promises made by entrepre-
neurial scientists and clinicians for cures
to a variety of serious diseases. Between the
promise and the reality therc falls a consid-
crable shadow. What is less known is the
contribution that this modern biochemis-
try has made to our understanding of evo-
lution. Somec proteins—and thus the DNA
from which they are coded—have been
incredibly constant in their structure. For
example, there is a group of proteins called
histones, which are tightly bound to DNA
in the cell nucleus and which probably
exert an influence on the degree to which
the DNA can be read off (‘transcribed’ as
biochemists term it} and replicated. In one
of these histones, only two amino acids out
of 102 differ betwcen cells of peas and the
thymus gland of calves {a much studicd
tissue). As the great biochemist Lubert

Stryer commented, this suggests ‘a critical
role that was established early in the evo-
lution of nucleated cells and has remained
nearly invariant since then’.

There are many other important proteins
whose structure and operations have also
varied little over the evolutionary aeons:
proteins which act as channels for the flow
of electric current in and out of cells are
more than 75 per cent the same between
jellyfish and human beings. In yet other
cases, changes in proteins have allowed us
to map evolution and to refine our taxon-
omy of plants and animals. Haemoglobin,
the red pigment which allows our blood to
carry oxygen, has been the subject of a diz-
zying number of point mutations (changes
of individual amino acids) which radically
alter its capacity to bind oxygen—hence the
plethora of ‘haemoglobinopathies’. Studics
of the changes in its multi-strand protein
structure {and hence which sectors of our
DNA are expressed or repressed) during the
course of our foetal development have shed
light on our evolutionary history.

It is now clear that some parts of our
DNA inheritance are ‘expressed’ and others
are not—some are ‘intruder’ sequences while
others are relics of apparently redundant
genes. As Stryer puts it, ‘We see in our
genomes both the mighty and the fallen’.
So if DNA was, as many have said, the
molecule of the 20th century, there is
every prospect that its tantalising code
and immense potential will make it the
molecule of the 21st century as well. This
is simply because, however philosophers
may fret about it, the meaning of life is
surely to guarantee the triumphant march
of DNA down the generations.

—John Carmody

NEW ALTRTNESS AND OLD FLARS

T:IE FEDERAL GOVERNMENT’S ‘counter-
terrorism kit’ is an odd mix of practical
advice, self-congratulation, and alarming
pictures of people being hosed down in the
event of a chemical or biological attack. It
provokes reflection on the way Australians
feel about this post-Bali-bombing world. It
is easy to see Bali as a defining moment: a
‘loss of national innocence’. Yet it seems
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ajar—to the world in order to populate the
continent and maintain a vigorous national
culture.

Like John Howard, I enjoy being
Australian. This scems to me a very
fine place in which to practise a life of
enquiry and personal freedom. There are
powerful drives towards tolerance, open-
mindedness, optimism, and vitality in
our history, alongside the anxicties and
fears. However, I am wary when politi-
cians start treating national security and
individual frecdom as symbiotic partners,
as this government does in the new coun-
ter-terrorism  kit. The nced to control
and police a population, and the desire
to safeguard individual liberty, arc indeed
related, but they also strike me as natural
enemics, to be carefully weighed against
onc another.

The fortress mentality of early 20th-
century  Australia was no  protection
against the bitterness of the First World
War and the Great Depression. Our open-
ness to postwar migration has immeasur-
ably enriched our socicety. Is it possible that
we can draw on our history of tolerance
and generosity in facing this ‘new and more
dangerous’ world, rather than reverting to
the well-trodden path of national bluster
and insccurity? —Brigid Hains

PEEH RN S S

- .UHEN I ArrivED in Melbourne in

late 2000, it scemed every cultural insti-
tution was closed for renovation or
under construction. Of these projects-in-
progress, none grabbed the headlines as did
Federation Square.

‘Fed Square’ (as it has been popularly
truncated) was designed by Lab archi-
tect studio of London and Bates Smart of
Melbourne, beating 177 other entries in an
international competition. Its position—
adjacent to buildings of such cultural and
architectural significance as Flinders Street
Station and St Paul’s Cathedral—meant
this could never be a low-key addition
to the city. It scemed a week couldn't go
by without some aspect being publicly
debated—especially the revised comple-
tion dates and wildly escalating budgets
{quadrupled to $450 million at last count).
The fractured, triangular shapes behind the

Fluid
Interpretations

RCHIMEDES WAS HEARTENED by onc aspect of the whole sad Warne anti-
doping affair—that people knew enough about the issues to filter out the bulldust.
They could pick up a dictionary and determine that the great spin doctor’s
term ‘fluid tablet’ was but a subtle variation on the word ‘diurctic’ which
means ‘tending to increase the flow of urine from the body’. Most people with
whom Archimedes was in contact suspected it would take more than a single
‘tluid tablet’ to disappear a double chin. Even without those long and boring
anti-doping classes—to which Warne said he did not pay attention—they were
suspicious that a tablet labelled ModURETIC might be worth checking up on
as a DIURETIC.

Would that the community became as knowledgeable about other science-
based issues that are potentially important to their daily lives—such as the vilifi-
cation of eminent stem cell researcher, Alan Trounson, in the Senate last year.

Trounson showed the senators a video, in which a mouse was shown to
recover movement in its formerly paralysed hind legs after treatment, suppos-
edly with embryonic stem cells. But ‘embryonic stem cells’” was a simplifica-
tion. Stem cells in embryos are capable of forming all the tissucs in the body.
As organisms grow older, most stem cells losc tlexibility ({don’t we all!), and the
range of tissues they can regencrate hecomes more restricted.

The cells used to treat the mouse were not strictly embryonic, but some-
what older. ‘Ha!” screcamed anti-stem-cell senators. ‘You misled us! You tricked
us!’” But those cells were less likely to have the desired cffect—and they still
worked. Why weren’t pcople wise to that?

It’s a strange sort of trick to make life harder for yoursclf, as Trounson did.
And a strange sort of politician who insists on sctting standards of truth for
others that far exceed those of the cveryday exchanges in parliament. In this
case the consequences were potentially dire—the withdrawal of federal govern-
ment support for a world-class research institute, in a field where Australia is a
leader and could alleviate the suffering of millions {and turn a nice profit).

The irony is that one of the aims of the new National Stem Cell Centre,
of which Trounson is the director, is to determine just what makes embryonic
stem cells so flexible—in an effort to reduce their use. If we could turn other
cells into embryonic stem cells, or treat some conditions as effectively with
older, even adult, stem cells, we could possibly reduce or eliminate the need for
embryonic tissue.

We live in stressful and warlike times. It’s almost a cliché that the first
casualty is truth—and the word of the President of the United States, let alone
the President of Iraq, is no longer taken at face value.

The only protection we have against this blizzard of distortion is educa-
tion—in which Warne professes not to be interested. Now more than ever, that
has to include science, engincering and medicine, as well as economics, law and
the humanities.

Tim Thwaites is a freclance science writer.
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Hammered at the heath

HADN'T BEEN To Caulfield since Redoubte’s
Choice came again to beat Testa Rossa in the
Guineas. On this Orr Stakes day in February the
course had never looked better, but it was now
under the control of the Melbourne Racing Club,
the new (or recycled) name for the Victoria Amateur
Turf Club. Whatever the name, the club was blessed
with a couple of standout cvents. Even so, only 8300
punters turned up.

My friend Graeme and I walked into Caulfield
to encounter Bart Cummings even before we saw a
horse. The trainer had only one runner for the day,
Frightening. It's not home yet. That weck racegoers
in Mclbourne werc overwhelmed with choice. There
were meetings at each of the four metropolitan tracks
in the space of five days. Wednesday was the Lake-
side track at Sandown. There is also a Hillside track.
Punters are working on the difference. Thursday was
a night meeting at Moonec Valley, delayed because
someone forgot to order the ambulances. That was
no joke with the spate of jockey deaths and serious
injuries in the last months.

At the weekend there were Group One races at
Caulfield on Saturday (the Orr) and at Flemington
on Sunday (the Lightning Stakes). But the first horse
we wanted to see at the Heath (Caulficld) was the
ill-named and unfashionably bred Murphy’s Blu Boy,
seven-lengths winner at his last start and long odds-
on today for the colts’ Blue Diamond Prelude. At one
stage the betting on the race was 20/1 bar one.

The colt was down from the Queensland bor-
der town of Goondiwindi. Owned by battlers, it was
bidding fair to be a ‘people’s horse’ and to follow in
the hoofprints of the champion Gunsynd, from the
same town (hence The Goondiwindi Grey). I'd seen
Gunsynd win the Futurity Stakes in 1972 while 1
was on the way to a wedding. Essentially a miler, he
ran third in the 1972 Mclbourne Cup at 3200 metres,
giving the winner, the Tasmanian Piping Lane,
12.5kg in weight. Today Murphy’s Blu Boy had to run
1100 metres.

He did, but weakened into second. Think of the
new part-owners, who had paid $700,000 for 49 per
cent of him during the week. One wag calculated that
this race cost them $10,000 a second as Murphy’s Blu

Boy led till near the post, but was run down by the
flashing Hammerbeam, which had been two lengths
off the second last horse before the turn. Darren
Gauci, Hammerbeam's jockey, had spoilt the party
and caused an indecent form reversal. At its previous
start, his horse had been 12 lengths adrift of Murphy's
Blu Boy.

The Prelude for fillies had gone to a good one,
the oddly-spelled Halibery (school or Oscar winner?).
She ran nearly half a second faster than Hammer-
beam would. Then it was time for the Orr Stakes
at 1400 metres. Despite the distance, three Mel-
bourne Cup winners won the race in the 1990s:
Let’s Elope, Jeune and Saintly. On this day there was
Australia’s champion racehorse, Northerly, resum-
ing, together with Ficlds of Omagh, the gelding that
he had narrowly beaten in the last Caulfield Cup.
Fancied too were the three-year-olds—the brilliant
filly Innovation Girl and the John Hawkes-trained

gelding Yell, which the stable thought
might not be up to Group Onc class.

¥LL HADN'T HEARD. He and Innovation Girl
cleared out from the rest, with Yell camped on her
outside. He took over near the post, where he veered
out into the path of the hurtling Ficlds of Omagh.
The race was almost over, the margin decisive, but
the jockey of the second horse nevertheless lodged a
churlish protest that was quickly dismissed. The air-
raid siren sounded and the announcement was made
that Yell had kept the race. Gauci was in the saddle
this time as well.

Hammerbcam will be one to watch in the
Guineas in the spring. Yell goes on to the Futurity, a
shin-sore Murphy’s Blu Boy to the paddock. On the
Sunday, Choisir tracked alone down the flatside rail
and easily won the Lightning. Dextrous (Gauci again)
took the Vanity cleverly. At Caulficld, the Melbourne
Racing Club would have been happy with its day of
racing, if not the crowds. For racegoers in Melbourne
only tlock in the springtime, to the soulless vastness
of Flemington. At Caulfield, if they choose, they can
come to the best course in the country.

Peter Pierce is Eureka Street’s turf correspondent.
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It is crucial that Australia increases its k >wledge of Asia,

/

OU’VE GOT TERMITES in the base-
ment,” said my friend the journalist after
[ poured out my story about the faltering
capacity of Australian universitics to tcach
and research about Asia. ‘Termites aren’t a
story. It’ll be a story when the house falls
down.

‘But a large chunk of the house fell
down on September 11," T said. ‘Another
bit broke off when the club in Bali blew
up.’

1 don’t think newspaper cditors see
the connection,” he said sympathetically,
as one who suffers from editors.

As globalisation drags us into daily
dealings with folk far away, you’d think
that study preferences, educational policies
and all those Thai, Chinese and Indian
restaurants would lead to a steady dif-
fusion of knowledge about Australia’s
geographical and economic place in the
world—that is, south-east of India and
south of China, with more than half our
trade flowing in those directions.

But you’d be wrong. In most universi-
ties, the vigorous but tiny base of research
and teaching about Asia, built since the
1950s, is imperilled by funding cuts and
restructurings.

Maximizing Australia’s Asia Knowledge,
a report of the Asian Studies Association
of Australia, illustrates the on-again, off-
again quality of Australia’s attempts to
understand its Asian surroundings. In
1988, when a push for ‘Asia literacy’ began,
fewer than three per cent of Australian
university students did any serious study of
Asia. Maximizing Australia’s Asia Knowl-
edge estimates that the proportion in 2001
stood at less than five per cent.

In areas like Chinese and Japanese
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language study, there have been increases—
but from tiny bases—so that in 2001, no
more than 9000 university students were
studying Japanese and no more than 5000
Chinese. Students of Indonesian narrowly
exceeded 2000. That means 16,000 in a
student population of 830,000 individu-
als who represent Australia’s elite—the
proportion of the population able to study
at university. And a significant component
were overseas students who would return
to their own countries.

Study of regions like west Asia (the
‘Middle East’} and south Asia {India and
its neighbours) have shrunk. In 1988, 15
universities taught about India; in 2001,
only five. Five universities taught Arabic
to a total of about 400 individuals. Hindi/
Urdu, the second largest spoken language
in the world, had a secure base only at the
Australian National University (ANU).

Australia’s problem lies in creating
an imagination that fits with its place on
the globe. At one level, Australians have
it too easy, sensing themselves part of an
English-speaking, white-skinned set of
kings-of-the-hill and cocks-of-the-walk.
There are perils in such complacency, espe-
cially for a country of 19 million people,
located far from the cocks-with-whom-
they-would-like-to-walk. For long-term
survival, Australia needs the ability to
look with much more discernment across
the back fence into neighbours’ yards, not
to gaze wistfully across the ocean to Global
City Hall in Washington, DC.

People and cultures can change. Kerala—
the corner of south-west India that I have
explored longest—was in the 1920s the
most caste-ridden part of the country, where
low-caste people were ‘unseeable’ and had

argues Ro"1n Jeffrey

to flec the roads when high-caste people
approached. In 1957, Kerala returned the
world’s first elected communist government
and became known for having India’s stroppi-
cst, most assertive people. It also became
the corner of India with by far the highest
rates of literacy, lowest infant mortality

and longest life expectancy.

Australians need to make similar
leaps. Not into stroppiness-——Australians
are pretty good at that alrcady—but into
changed attitudes about the possibilities
and dangers of their own locality. Austral-
ians need to acquire some of the attributes
of the D' h, Scandinavians or Sv s,
particularly in relation to language learn-
ing and interaction with the world. The
targets set in 1989—ten per cent of under-
graduates  1dying an Asian language, 20
per cent doing some study of history or

culture of an Asian country—are

desirable and achievable.
RELATIONS wITH As1A have been part

of the nati: 1l story since European settle-
ment in Australia began. But it was the war
with Japan from 1941 that led to policies









by the national government. Principals,
parents, business leaders, vice-chancel-
lors—and neighbouring countries—nced to
see that Australian governments rank wide-
spread understanding of our neighbours as
a high priority. When the Commonwealth
ended the National Asian Languages and
Studies in Australian Schools scheme a
year ago, the symbolic sctback was as
great as the financial one.

The federal Minister for Education in a
recent defence [Symposium, Newsletter of
the Australian Academy of the Humani-
ties, January 2003, p7,) of language policy
points out that a survey of Year 5 and Year 8
students across the country showed more
than 40 per cent ‘in the top category’ of

understanding of Asia. This, ot course, is
partly the result of the leadership—and
practical programs—of the Asia Educa-
tion Foundation |AEF), founded in 1993 to
promote study of Asia from Kindergarten to
Year 10 in schools across Australia. About
20 per cent of Australian schools are now
part of the AEF-led Access Asia network.

Similar effort is necessary to preserve
the shrinking Asia expertise in the uni-
versities and to extend it throughout
university curriculums and into Years 11
and 12 of secondary school. Maximizing
Australia’s Asian Knowledge recommends
the creation of a ‘Council for Maximizing
Australia’s Asia Knowledge and Skills’ to
highlight such an Australian commitment
and co-ordinate, over a period of four or
five years, a series of measures to provide
substance.

Australia has been slow to preserve
and take advantage of the Asia knowl-
edge it has. In the US, the Luce Founda-
tion committed $US12 million in 1999 to
the creation of 40 new positions for Asia
specialists in liberal-arts universities
and colleges. In Britain in 1999, the
government set up a five-year program,
at a cost of 1 million pounds a ycar, to
extend the study of China in British
universities. In 2000, as part of a gen-
eral excrcise in scholarly renewal, the
Canadians began creating 2000 research
chairs at a cost of $Can900 million over

five years. Close to half of those chairs

are going to social sciences and humani-

tics. Canada’s Asia-oriented universities
thereby have a chance to renew
and extend their pools of talent.

IHERE ARE THREE reasons why Aus-

tralia nceds to work harder at learning
about the near neighbours.

First, for security. The advantages of
being able to recognise one’s friends—and
cnemies—are obvious. How many of the
dozens of federal police who have worked
in Indonesia have tluency in an Indonesian
language or much understanding of the
politics and culture of the place?! Australia
needs a far higher proportion of its citizens

with these sorts of skills. That’s what was
advocated and widely accepted after the
Ingleson Report of 1989.

Second, for commerce and econom-
ics. It is possible to work through inter-
preters and other countries’ citizens, but
would you buy your family home through
an interpreter? There is no substitute
for wide, accurate, Australian capacity
to communicate with possible business
partners. Such communication works not
merely at the level of scaling deals, but
in imbuing Australians with the cultural
skills to be happy and welcome in other
people’s countrics while deals are done
and projects delivered. It is possible, for
example, for an American to live in an

‘Peter ‘Maoaore's
ABBOTSFORD CYCLES
27 Swan St.  @Richmond Station
Richmond

(03) 9429 6889

That squeaky wheel needed oil months ago!

We quickly and economically repair and
service all kinds of bicycles, and sell useful
bags, baskets, lights, locks, mirrors, racks,
tools, trailers, widgets and comfy seats.

Open 8am to 6pm weekdays, 12;30 Saturday
‘Pedal down, catch the tram, bus,
train or walk to work!

Indonesian apartment block in Jakarta
in 2003 but language and cultural under-
standing arc the keys to his comfort.

Third, for Australia domestically. The
capacity of large proportions of citizens
to put themselves in the shoes of oth-
crs—others who have not come from
Christian-influenced,  English-speaking
backgrounds—increases  harmony  and
cohesion. And the more people of ‘old’
Australian background move comfort-
ably with the million or so Australian
residents who were born in Asia, the more
‘Asia skills’ and ‘Asia comfort’ rub off.
The process increases the pool of Austral-
ians who can work with the neighbours
with ease, grace and understanding.

Modest national initiatives can make
this happen widely and effectively. Invest-
ment of $15 million over five years,
according to  Maximizing Australia’s
Asia Knowledge, would have far-reach-
ing effects in repositioning and rencwing
knowledge of Asia in the universities and
the wider community. That's the cost
some estimates put on the ‘alert Australia’
public relations campaign.

These are small sums in national budg-
ctary terms. Nor should they necessarily
all come from the Department of Educa-
tion, Scicnee and Technology. The United
States launched its great ‘area studies’
initiative through a ‘National Defense
Education Act’, after the orbiting of Sput-
nik in 1957. In Australia in 2003, the
Departments of Defence, Foreign Affairs
and Tradc and Industry and Tourism all
have an interest in—and might bear part
of the cost of—seeing that Asia knowledge
spreads and deepens.

Australians can’t avoid our rendezvous
with Asia. The question is: do we arrive
ill-equipped, awkward and unknowing or
skilled, sensitive and discriminating? But
you don’t pick up skill, sensitivity and
discrimination from a management man-
ual in an airport bookshop. They have to
be learned.

Robin Jeffrey is Professor of Politics at La
Trobe University, and was onc of the writers
of Maximizing Australia’s Asia Knowledge.
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Watchdogs put down

Moira Rayner traces the sorry history of Australia’s

EEPING GOVERNMENT accountable
is the problem of our time. The people do
not trust politicians or parliament; police
have too often been caught out lying and
stealing; judges have lost their mystique.
If the institutions of a modern representa-
tive democracy can'’t be trusted, what then?
We create statutory watchdogs.

But in February, two of them were
taken to the pound.

The NSW Police Integrity Comimission
{PIC) failed, after its threc-ycar, $8 million
‘Opcration Malta’ inquiry, to find any

ottoms to boot or recommendations to
make. This, despite 51 witnesses giving
cvidence about certain officers who were
opposed to the reform of the state’s police
force. The Police Minister announced a
‘review’ while denying this would sce the
PIC put down.

In Western Australia the Police Minis-
ter, Attorney-General and Premier jointly
relcased the interim recommendation of
the Royal Commission into Police Cor-
ruption and announced the abolition
of WA’s Anti-Corruption Commission.
Their announcement followed remarkably
frank revelations from a ‘rollover’ detec-
tive, known as ‘L5’, who named some 40
corrupt officers at the Commission. The
Commission was the West’s third official
inquiry into police-related misconduct
since the 1970s. None of them found
anything. The government will sct up a
new Corruption ar Crime Commission,
virtually a standing royal commission,
by the end of August, when the Royal
Commission ends.

The WA Anti-Corruption Commission
(ACC) was doomed from its birth in 1996.
It never had the powers it needed—and
repeatedly asked for—to be effective.

couldn’t  old public hearings, grant
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anti-corruption bodies

indemnities to witnesses, make findings
or initiate prosecutions—it could only
‘refer’ to other authorities. It couldn’t
even bark. Its stringent ‘confidentiality’
provisions were thought by its chairman,
Terry O’Connor Q¢, to prevent the ACC
from making any public comment on its
work, despite a ‘public education’ duty in
its governing Act. So when the ACC was
hounded not only by WA’s powerful Police
Union (which accuses ACC investiga-
tors of zealotry, bias and incompetence),
but also by local media—especially the
monopoly daily tabloid, the West Austral-
ian, and a local commercial radio station
whose morning talkback host is a former
editor of the West Australian—it couldn’t
fight back. As well, most MPs, ministers,
shadow ministers and members of the
Parliamentary Joint Standing Committee
{the ‘watchdog on the watchdog’) thought
the ACC was not only unaccountable but
arrogant and ineffective. Little wonder:
the ACC never had the operational informa-
tion it needed because of ‘confidentiality’,

Yet virtually all of the Royal Commis-
sion’s witnesses made their admissions
first to the ACC, then to the Commission.
The ACC conducted all the Royal Com-
mission’s telephone surveillance and joint
investigations. It simply could not say so.
When [ was appointed a part-time mem-
ber of the ACC on 11 December 2002, this
muzzled guardian of the public interest
had no website, no scarchable database of
allegations and no researched overview of
the nature and extent of corruption in the
pu ¢ sector of the West.

1¢ criticisms levelled at the ACC have

been made against every anti-corruption
body in Australia: that they are unaccount-
able, over-opinionated, over-zealous and
inefficient.

Queensland’s three-year-old Crime and
Misconduct Commission (CMC]J is under
review by a parliamentary committee and
accused of tardiness in investigating com-
plaints, including one against Queens-
land’s Chief Magistratc. It has less capacity
to carry out its own estigations than
its predecessor, the Criminal Justice Com-
mission. Seven vyears ago, Queensland’s
then Minister for Po  : ticked off the
CMC's predecessor for criticising inad-
equate safeguards over new police powers
of arrest, ¢« ing that a non-elected body
had no right to demand its views be imple-
mented. It has not taken long for NSW's
Police itegrity Commission, the estab-
lishment of which was recommended
by the NSW Woods Royal Commission

into police corruption, to cor  a
cropper cither.

IHE rac 18 that watchdogs, no matter

how well-intentione  clever or righte s,
fail to protect the public interest very
well for very long. New South Wales
had plenty of watchdogs: a Professional
Integrity Branch of the Police, an Inspcee-
tor-General accountable to an independ-
ent Police Board {a position abolished in
1993 as ‘unnecessary’), an Ombudsman,
a DPP, a Crime Commission, and even a
relatively youthful Inc  :ndent Comunis-
sion Against Corruption that had more
powers than Commissioner Woods, but
failed to use them. It took an outsider—
Woods—with curiosity, a limited focus,
ample resources and tenacity to track
corruption down.

Standing bodics not typically have
curiosity, limited focus, tenacity or ample
resources.

Governments tend to set up watchdogs
when they need to be seen to be doing






Y AND LARGE 1 disapprove of diaries or, to be more
precise, [ disapprove of the effort required to keep diaries. [ have
tried on a number of signal occasions during my life to record

¢ great {or mostly ephemeral) flux of events as they washed
over me day by day, and [ have failed. On the third or perhaps
the cighth or, best ever, on the 29th day, T have given up. The
encrypting pen has fallen from my nerveless fingers, stupefied
by the banal run of recorded events that scarcely merited being
allowed to happen let alone being written down.

For extremely busy and prominent people, like, say, John
Howard or Alexander Downer, the diary might be a luxury they
cannot afford the time for. But addicted diarists, of whom, for
all I know, Howard and Downer may be two, will always write
something down, which is another one of the many things
wrong with this form of self-expression. Imagine the swiftly
scrawled entries in >hn Howard’s diary over the latter days of
February and in carly March—swiftly scrawled but still influ-
enced by the inveterate diarist’s need to give the impression of
development and evolution, and to deny, correspondingly, that
one day may—and usually does—turn out to be depressingly
like those before it.

24th Feb: ‘Saddam Hussein is running out of time.
25th Feb: ‘For Saddam Hussein, tin  is running out.” 26th Feb:
‘T e is what is running out for Saddam Hussein.” 27th Feb:
‘Running out for Saddam Hussein is—TIME!” 28th Feb: ‘Check
with George to sec if time still running out for SH.” Ist March:
‘Pinch and a punch first day of the month and no returns.’

Or Alexander Downer’s equivalent quotidian notes.
24th Feb: ‘War starts in five days.” 25th Feb: ‘War starts in four
days.” 26th Feb: ‘War starts in two days.” 27th Feb: ‘Pinch and a
punch first day of the month and no returns.’ 28th Feb: ‘Shit!’

I think one of the reasons I so deeply loathe those news-
paper feature pieces that purport to be a typical week in the lifc
of some luminary, celebrity or other significant nubile or virile,
is that such effusions are actually disguised diaries. But diaries
of the worst kind-—diaries in whicl  fe is just so packed, ¢xcit-
ing, lovely, promising and fulf ing that it is almost impossible
to contemplate it without inducing dangerous rapture.

‘Monday: Excellent jog round the Tan. Later, met Fifi for
coffee at La Gabinetta before signing the Falconi deal. Coalition
of the willing invaded Iraq. Or was that yesterday?’

I know I hate this stuff because found among my archives
(that is, piles of papers randomly abandoned in the cupboards,
the corners and under the table of the room I call my ‘study’),
the following aper¢u—an anti-diary from my distant past, a
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Dire d ary

tortured tirade against the deceptions of the world of ‘Dear
Diary’ and ‘That was My Week’.

‘Is there anybody left out there who still finds mouse
dirt in the pantry? Who has mice that are too intellectual
to be deceived by a trap and seem to thrive on virulent poi-
sons? Who forgets to put out the rubbish two weeks running?
Whose team loses after being 63 points in front at half-time?
Who has noticed a slight variation in bowel routine that must
surely denote cancer? Who has failed for two and a half ye
to organise an optometrist appointment and has as a result
the largest collection of abandoned magnificrs in the Pac
basin? Who remembers to put out the rubbish in the third
week only to have it disdained by the garbos because
local foraging cats have spread it a mile down the road dur
the night?

‘Surely there are just a few others who submit their ‘best’
kitchen knives to a sharpening steel, stropping in the approved
and wristy manner, and succeed in producing edges so dull that

if applied to the roast lamb they leave a broad, blunt
furrow.

‘D

OESN'T ANYBODY ELSE have a pop-up toaster with five
sensitive settings, each of which burns even the coarsest bread
to a black twist! That sometimes “pops up” with such anti-
Newtonian fervour that it flings the incincrated wafer high in
the air and drops it into the washing-up water, but at other un-
predictable moments imprisons a piece of bread, regardless of
its configuration, as if in a visc so that it is onlv ever retrieva
by fishing for it with a knife—a process whi  blacks out
entire house if the dryer is also running?

‘Is there really nowhere else in this est of all possi
worlds where Marcus Aurelius is daily invoked: “This too
shall pass”’? Where each pair of socks consigned to the wash
metamorphoses into one sock, while the other one is trans-
muted through the ether by means unknown to science, and
re-emerges in another room transformed into a wire coat-
hanger? Is there no other household that counterposes 683 wire
coathangers with five and a half dozen odd socks?’

Dear bloody diary: Plus ¢a change, plus c¢’est la méme
chose. Those who do not learn m history are doomed to
repeat it. Whom the Gods wish to destroy, thev first make
mad. This too shall pass. And so on ... Add your own favouritee
Time is running out.

Brian Matthews is a writer and academic.
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such ‘incidents’. Months later, in the wake of Iraq’s
defeat, a second brother, 29 years old, was exccuted
because he had refused to take part in the fighting.
‘He said he did not want to kill people, that Kuwaitis
arc my brothers and sisters’, says Amal. ‘So he got six
bullets in his chest.’

In the same year, a brother-in-law was killed in
Southern Iraq for taking part in a Shiite revolt against
Saddam’s regime. Amal’s entire family was now under
surveillance. Her husband, and two of his brothers,
were jailed and tortured in 1995, In 1997, the police
came for them again. The family was threatened and
harassed. One brother-in-law was arrested and has
not been heard of since.

It was time to escape. Amal and her family found
sanctuary in northern Irag, in the Kurdish zone, with
Iraqi Kurds who had been persecuted by Saddam
Husscin. They lived there for 18 months, in an arca
that was under threat of attack. In 1999, with the
help of the Kurds, the family tled to Iran.

At this time, word had it that Australia was a
potential haven. They would be welcomed, Amal’s
family was told. Her husband flew to Malaysia. He
arrived by boat on Australia’s north-west coast in
January 2000. Atter cight months in Woomera Deten-
tion Centre, he was granted a temporary protection
visa {TPV] and settled in Melbourne.

Amal was determined to join her husband as
soon as possible. He phoned her in Iran and warmed
her the journey was too dangerous. But Amal could
not wait. Under the conditions of his temporary pro-
tection visa, her husband could not leave Australia
to visit her. The family faced years of separation. Life
in Iran, where refugees numbered in the hundreds

of thousands, had become very difficult.
I Deportation was a constant threat.

~N Jury 2001, Amal left her 19-year-old son in Iran,
and together with her younger son, then aged 17, she
flew to Malaysia. At cach stage of the journey there
were moments of great danger and payments to be
made to people smugglers whose promises could turn
out to be lies or half-truths.

From Malaysia Amal journeyed by boat to
Sumatra. She finally arrived in Jakarta where she met
people smuggler Abu Quasscy. ‘He told us that he had
a boat that would takc us to Australia. He said it was
a big boat, with a lot of space, radar, satellite, plenty
of food, toilets. We had to pay 500 dollars American.
We went by ferry back to Sumatra, and by bus to the
port of Lampung, in the middle of the night.’

The women and children were the first to be
taken from the beach to the boat, by launch, in the
pre-dawn darkness, on 18 October. As they boarded
the boat, now known as SIEV X (Suspected Tllegal
Entry Vessel X), Amal and her companions realised
that the smugglers had lied. The vessel was just 19
metres long, ar  four metres wide. A fishing boat of
this length could barely carry 150 people, let alone the
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421 asylum scckers who were being ferried to the ill-
cquipped vessel. ‘“We couldn’t believe it’, says Amal.
‘'We were crowded together. It was raining. There was
little food. We were fed only bread and water. The sca
was angry. We quickly became sick.’

Amal’s teenage son sat on the roof of the cabin
while she remained on the deck. Others crammed
into the hold. Those on board came mainly from Iraq,
Afghanistan and Iran. Later that morning 24 asylum
seekers, Mandaean Christians from Iraq, disembarked
near a group of islands, south of the Sunda Strait.

At dawn on 19 October, says Amal, one of the
Indonesian crew informed the passengers they had
moved into international waters. They were well
on the way to Christmas Island. A group of children
saw dolphins swimming by. For a while the refugees’
spirits lifted and their fantasics were revived. “What
do you think Australia looks like?’ the children
asked. ‘Like paradise’, was a common reply. Others
thought of the husbands and fathers they would soon
be reunited with. ‘Everyonc had their special dream
about Australia,” says Amal. At onc in the atternoon,
the engine broke down. The backup motor proved
uscless.” ¢ sea was becoming rougher. ‘We were very
afraid. We were crying. The children were crying. We
prayed to God. Everybody was praying.’

At two o’clock the boat began taking water.
Passengers were instructed to throw luggage over-
board. Some joined the crew in bailing water with
improvised scoops. As the boat listed heavily, panic
began to take hold. Soon after, the top-hcavy vesscel
capsized. Many women and children were trapped in
the hold. Amal closed her eyes, lost consciousness,
and came to underwater. Somehow she managed to
propel herself to the surface.

When she opened her eyes, the boat had resurfaced
and was beginning to break up. Amal saw people
drinking water. Shouting. Drowning. ‘The doors to
hell opened to us. One man was screaming—all my
family are gone. My wife die. My daughter die. Then |
thought about my two sons, my husband, my daugh-
ter and her children in Jordan. I had to live for them.
I had to find a way.’

Amal speaks with a sense of urgency, as if driven
by a need to record each detail: ‘T saw a dead woman
in a life jacket, floating. 1 cannot swim, so I held onto
her. T remembered that when T was a child T read a
story about a body that could float. That mcmory
saved me. Then I saw my son. He was holding onto a
piece of wood. He said, mother I want to give you one
last kiss. He took the life jacket otf the dead woman
and helped me put it on. Then he said goodbye
mother. Maybe I will sce you in Paradise.’

Amal clung to the woman’s body. As night
fell she was floating alone. She disappeared into
the dark. It was cold and still raining. Says Amal:
‘I spoke to the dead woman. 1 said, forgive me, but
you save me. [ was drinking in water. [ was waiting
for the time of my death.’



Amal saw a shark circling. She believes that it
did not attack her because her clothes were saturated
with fuel. She saw a whale spouting water. That
night she saw lights. She could hear other survivors
calling for help. She came upon friends clinging to
debris, planks of wood. They moved together towards
the lights. For two hours they fought the waves as
they tried to reach the mystery boats. ‘When we came
closer, 1 saw three boats, two bigger and one smaller
boat. I heard their horns. We cried for help, but they
did not save us.’

At dawn Amal saw no-onc as she drifted on.
Later that morning, she saw an Indonesian fishing
boat. A erew member jumped in to take her on board.
Only when he touched her did Amal finally let go of
the woman’s body. She had clung to the corpse for
about 20 hours.

On the boat there were about 40 asylum seek-
crs the fishermen had rescued. Amal was frantic in
her concern for her missing boy: ‘I cried: My son! My
son! Some people told me they saw him half an hour
ago. I wanted to jump in, to go after him. I asked the
captain, please turn back, and he did it. One hour
later we found him. He was holding onto a piece of
wood. He kissed me. He held onto me. He was sitting
next to me like a baby.’

One of the rescued was a twelve-year-old girl,
Zcinab, who had lost her entire family—her mother,
father, two brothers and two sisters. Says Amal: ‘She
was crying. She was saying, I'm all alone now. I told
her T will take you. You can be my daughter. We
were in the fishing boat for three nights. I dreamed
of sharks. I woke up and saw it was not a shark, but
my son.’

After a scven-and-half-month wait in Jakarta,
Amal was granted a five-year temporary protection
visa and was reunited, on 7 June, with her husband in
Mclbourne. But after all she had endured, her future
remained uncertain. She envied those survivors
who had been taken in by Scandinavian countries
where, Amal claims, they have been treated far more
sympathetically, and given permanent residency. At
one point, in Jakarta, she had implored UN officials
to allow her to go to Norway. She felt it was better
to bring her husband over there where she could get
on with her life with greater certainty. Australia had
become the most feared destination for survivors.
‘We thought Australians do not like us.’

Amal credits the softening of her feelings to
‘some good people’. She speaks glowingly of the
volunteers who work at the Thornbury Asylum
Sccker Resource Centre, and of her teachers at
Broadmeadows TAFE. ‘They are beautiful. They give
me new hope. I know good Australian people who
stand by me, and help me. I want to learn computer.
I want to work. I want to help my son who is in Iran.
He is still in danger.’

The memory of the tragedy pursues her. On the
19th day of every month, Amal relives the sinking.

Every day she glances at her watch, at about 3.10pm,
and is scized by the memory of the boat capsizing.
The watch was a farcwell present from Zeinab, her
‘adopted’ daughter, who was reunited with relatives
in Sydney. ‘Think of me when you look at the watcl’,
she had asked Amal, before they parted in Jakarta.

Almost every night Amal dreams she is sleep-
ing on the occan: ‘1 can’t breathe. I am alone. Then 1
see people who are shouting: Turn back! Turn back!
You're going to drown. I put out my hand to stop, and
[ wake up with my hand still held out. My husband
hears me call out and he turns on the light.’

Amal has another recurring dream. She is walk-
ing. It is dark. She sees a door. She opens it and
can sec paradisc. Inside, she sces all those who had
perished in the disaster. ‘In the drcam they are happy,’
she says. ‘But I do not want to go in. I close the door,
and return to life. My true dream is to live with my
family, in peace.’

A FRAYED VISA DOCUMENT, a learner’s driving

licence and an interim Medicare card are all that
remains of Zainalabaden Aluomer’s former presence
in Australia. The visa, printed on cardboard, was his
longed for passport to a new life. Instead, it proved to
be one of the factors that contributed to his death.

Aluomer’s nightmare began when his father
was executed by Saddam Hussein in 1982, Aluomer
escaped to Iran in 1991 and languished for eight ycars
in refugee camps both in Iran and Saudi Arabia. In
1999, as the situation for Iraqi refugees in Iran contin-
ued to deteriorate, he left behind his wife and mother
with the promisc of reuniting with them in a country
where they could feel safe.

Aluomer arrived in Australia by boat from Indo-
nesia in September 1999, and was transferred to the
Curtin Detention Centre in Western Australia. When he
was finally rcleased in September 2000, he was granted
a three-year temporary protection visa and bussed to
Melbourne, where he was left to fend for himself.

With help from caseworkers at the Ecumenical
Migration Centre, and the Darchbin City Council,
Aluomer was able to find transitional accommo-
dation in a tlat in West Heidelberg. Early in 2001,
Aluomer learnt that his wifc and mother had arrived
in Jakarta and were looking for a boat that would
cnable them to make the final run to Australia. He
pleaded with them, by phone, not to risk the voyage.

To understand what happened next, we need to
look at the provisions of Aluomer’s visa. Between 1994
and 1999 asylum seckers, including those arriving by
boat, who were found to be genuine refugees, were
granted permanent protection visas, subject to health
and character checks. This visa entitled them eventu-
ally to sponsor family members they had left behind.

In October 1999, the Howard Government intro-
duced a new visa regime. Asylum scckers arriving
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country is returning to the control of rival warlords.
‘Now we are dealing with many Talibans’, Moham-
med tells me. ‘Even in Kabul there is little security. For
ordinary people the situation is getting worse. They live
both in fear of their lives, and in extreme poverty.’

Mohammed says that Hazara TPV holders are
now extremely depressed: ‘A lot of the young Hazaras
arc now like old men. They feel that their life is worth
nothing. They do not smile or laugh. They have no
energy to laugh.’

The Howard Government’s visa regime has very
little to do with ‘protection’, or with upholding the
rights of refugees as defined by UN conventions.
The regime is punitive. It was designed to break the
spirit of asylum scekers in order to deter others from
making the journey.

In most spiritual traditions it is said that the
cruellest fate that can befall a human being is to live
in limbo. It is described as a predicament worse than
death. Many of our refugees now belong to a new
underclass, and are condemned to live in an eternal
twilight zone in which they cannot even begin to
rebuild their lives, or even hope to be reunited with
their families. As one of the asylum seekers 1 talked
to put it: ‘We feel there is no end in sight to our
agony.’

IHERE ARE MANY questions that remain unan-
swered about the sinking of SIEV X. Former Australian
diplomat, Tony Kevin, who has pursued the case with
great tenacity, summed up the issues in a damning
spcech delivered at the Perth Writers’ Festival on 8
February this year.

Kevin asks two principle questions. First, what
happened in Indonesia ‘for this boat to embark in so
obviously unseaworthy and overloaded condition’? And
second, what ‘happened at sea, for the highly resourced
Australian border protection military exercise [Opera-
tion Relex| not to detect this boat in danger, and to take
emergency action to try to save lives'?

Kevin asserts that it is now established that the
vessel sank in international waters, at least 50 nauti-
cal miles south of Java, and not in Indonesian waters
as the Howard Government maintained in the days
following the sinking. There is evidence in the form
of a Department of Foreign Affairs and Trade cable,
recently declassificd, that Howard and his senior
advisers knew the details of the sinking within four
days of the tragedy.

The cable, issued on 23 October 2001, is remark-
able for its detailed account of the SIEV X journcy,
the route taken, and the position of the boat when
it sank. It traces the fatal voyage from the time the
asylum seekers departed at 1.30am on 18 October,
to the arrival of the rescued survivors in Jakarta on
Monday ex  ng, 22 Oc  er. Thesede s ¢l
confirmed by survivor testimonies.
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The sinking of SIEV X warrants, at lcast, an
independent judicial enquiry. On 10 December 2002,
the Senate passed a motion—with the support of the
ALP, Democrats, Greens and Independents—calling
for such a enquiry.

There are other unanswered questions. Who
manned the mystery boats that apparently did not
respond to the pleas of survivors? Was this the logical
outcome of the precedent set by the refusal to allow the
Tampa to land in Australia? And those of us who have
come to know some of the scven survivors who live in
Australia, and have witnessed their continued distress,
want to know why they have not received permanent
residency. Why do they continue to live in limbo,
caught between a terrifying past and uncertain future?

It is a cruel irony that the Australian government,
which supported the invasion of Taliban-controlled
Afghanistan, and now supports an attack on Irag, and
rightfully described these regimes as despotic, contin-
ues to treat those who have had the courage to tlee
these countries as criminals and illegal migrants.

There is arecent sequel to the events surrounding
SIEV X that gives cause for hope while highlighting
the continued agony of TPV holders. In February this
year Sondos Ismael, who lost three daughters in the
tragedy, gave birth to a daughter in Sydney. Because
she and her husband, Ahmed Alzalimi, remain on
temporary visas, they cannot look forward to the
future. Sondos Ismael has said that she would rather
die than leave Australia becausc this is closest to
where her daughters drowned. Alzalimi’s visa expired
weeks ago and he still has not heard from immigra-
tion authorities. Perhaps the Howard Government is
awaiting the outcome of the prospective war in Iraq,
in the hope that it will provide an opportunity to send
Iragi asylum seekers back home.

The Australian government should release into
the community all asylum seckers who continue to
languish in detention, and are not a security concern,
and grant permanent residence to all refugees cur-
rently on temporary protection visas. According to
figures released in January 2003 by the Department
of Immigration, there arc currently 8607 TPV holders
in all. They have committed no crime. They came
herc as asylum seekers, as is their right according to
UN conventions to which Australia is a signatory.
They have suffered far more than cnough. They are
entitled to begin life anew after their perilous journeve
towards freedom.

Arnold Zable is a Melbournce author. His most recent
book, The Fig Tree (Text Publishing, 2002), is about
the lives of immigrants and displaced peoples.

An earlier version of Amal’s tale appeared in The Age
on 19 October 2002, and an earlier version of Aluomer's
tale was published in The Age on 13 December 2001.
Tony k ; Fe ‘

) ,as well as %
declassified cable, can be accessed at www.sievx.com.









stabbed her boyfriend in the back but
he escaped and went for help. He found
another Congolese leader, explained
and gave him money, and Yolande
was released. Under armed escort, the
Rwandans and Burundians were sent back
to their own countries.

After three months in a government-
run camp in Burundi, where they realised
they were still not safe, and another five
months in Nairobi, Yolande and her boy-
friend ended up at Kakuma. ‘I didn’t want
to go to another refugee camp. That’s why
we stayed five months in Nairobi. But
the police were arresting refugees. They
arrested my boyfriend and held him for
ninety days. So that’s why we decided to
20 to the camp.’ It was September 1997.

Life was difficult for the two of them
at Kakuma. They lived within the small
Burundian community, but therc were
threats from other refugees who believed
they were Tutsis. ‘Recently, they openly
said we were sent by the government to
finish them off. That was an allegation
they took to the UNHCR. UNHCR tried
to get a solution, but they couldn’t.’

Since last October Yolande and her
boyfriend, now her husband, have lived
in a tent in an open area away from other
refugees because there’s no room in the
camp’s small protection area, set up to
house refugees at risk. Yolande hasn't

heard from other members of her
family since 1994.

KAKUMA 1$ AROUND 1200 kilometres

from Nairobi, near Kenya’s border with
Sudan. It is one of two large refugee camps
set up under Kenya's encampment pro-
gram, intended to keep refugees out of
Nairobi and other cities and towns.

When the camp was set up in 1992,
the Kakuma township had a population
of fewer than 7000, all of them members
of the region’s Turkana group. The Tur-
kana are still a mainly nomadic people,
struggling to survive in this arid land-
scape where the daily maximum tempera-
ture is rarely below 36 and Ugandan and
Sudanese cattle thieves attack from across
the border. Not surprisingly, they were hos-
tile towards the refugees to begin with {and
some of that hostility remains) but their
numbers in the town have increased to
over 40,000 as a small, vigorous economy
has grown up within and around the camp.

Of the camp’s 83,000 refugees, nearly
70 per cent of them are from Sudan—

mainly from the south—with another 25
per cent from Somalia and smaller groups
from countries including the Congo, Ethi-
opia, Uganda, Rwanda and Burundi. Most
of the refugees live entirely on rations pro-
vided by the World Food Program, but in
2002 these provided an average of only 75
per cent of the recommended daily calorie
intake. Since mid-February, rations are
again at 75 per cent of the daily require-
ment, and a recent study found that more
than 8000 of the children at the camp
are malnourished, with thousands more
in danger. Around the camp many of the
refugees seem listless and ill, although the
level of activity in the camp—a woman
baking bread to sell, a man looking after
his chooks, people walking from one part
of the camp to another—is also striking.
A fortunate minority of the refu-
gees have a family member among the
4000 or so who have jobs with the eight
non-government aid organisations work-
ing at Kakuma. These ‘incentive workers’,

of baked earth. Here, because the build-
ing program has not kept pace with new
arrivals, some familics are living in plastic
UNHCR tents, in unimaginable heat.

Br Jose, who grew up in the South
Indian city of Kerala, joined the Salesians
when he was 15, trained as an electri-
cal cngineer, then studied social work,
and had an ambition to teach teenagers
practical skills. Immaculately dressed in
a bright red long-sleeved shirt and crisp
black trousers, he showed me around the
Don Bosco projects, starting in a large
workshop where young men are taught
carpentry, and five permanent employces
and dozens of casuals make tables, beds
and solar cookers for the camp. Young
men and women are learning tailoring and
dressmaking in one building; in another,
a large group of boys, and two girls, are
clustered around an old four-wheel drive
which they have dismantled and are
now reassembling. Scattered through the
camp, over 370 small groups of refugees

The [refugee] numbers have settled down to between
220,000 and 250,000—a figure that dwarfs Australia’s
intake, especially when you remember that Kenya'’s

population is only 50 per cent larger than Australia’s

and its economy is much sma. =r.

who can't be offered formal employment,
are paid between 700 and 2000 Kenyan
shillings a month {up to $A45). They can
use their income to buy meat or vegetables,
and a surprisingly diverse range of other
goods, from tiny mudbrick shops, bars
and restaurants set up by members of the
various communities in the camp.

I drove through the Ethiopian market
with Jose Kaippananickal, who runs voca-
tional training and employment programs
at Kakuma for Don Bosco. (Don Bosco was
the 19th-century founder of the Salesian
congregation, which works primarily
with young people.) We had driven from
the well-established areas around the
Don Bosco offices and workshops in the
middle of Kakuma, to the much newer
section of the camp to the north, where
row after row of small, identical mudbrick
dwellings sit on a featureless expanse

have been given in-kind loans—bicycles,
groceries, small pieces of equipment—Dby
Don Bosco to start businesses. Most of
the bikes we see, usually with a passenger
perched on the back, are run as bicycle taxis
by these groups.

The trainees seem committed and
enthusiastic and the teachers energetic and
skilled. Meanwhile, about 80 graduates of
the masonry course work in the teams that
have built many of the mudbrick houses in
the camp. In fact, the Don Bosco program
is so impressive that I begin looking for
flaws, and—because the organisation has
a religious as well as a humanitarian mis-
sion—there are aspects of the program
that others might do differently. But these
are differences over detail, and the work
of the organisation provides hundreds of
refugees with an occupation, a govern-
ment-recognised qualification or, at worst,
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Pyongyang'’s nuclear program was always a response
to perceived US nuclear threat. It took the view, not
unreasonably, that the only defence that Washing-
ton respected was nuclear weapons. Even the TAEA’s
Mohammad El Baradei says that the US seems to
teach the world that ‘if you really want to defend
yourself, develop nuclear weapons, because then you
get negotiations, and not military action.”* While
Washington wrung its hands over Pyongyang’s outlaw
behaviour, Congress was being pushed to authorise
small nuclear warheads, known as ‘Robust Nuclear
Earth Penetrator’ wcapons, or ‘bunker busters’, spe-
cially tailored to attack North Korea’s bunkers and
underground complexes. Yet it is not Washington
but Pyongyang, thc barbarian, that is accused of
‘intimidation’.

The path Pyongyang seems to be taking has the
potential to lead to nuclearising of the peninsula
and the region, and is thercfore disastrous, however
understandable the motivation. It is said by Washing-
ton to be secking to become a nuclear power, a ‘rogue’
regime pursuing incomprehensible policies that
threaten innocent neighbours. Yet the altcrnative
interpretation—that it seeks nothing so much as an
end to the half-century of threatened nuclear annihi-
lation—is at least as plausible. Pyongyang repeatedly
says it would submit to an international inspections
regime, provided that its security is guaranteed. The
justice of its demand is, however, almost nowhere
recognised. It is treated with something akin to deri-
sion by Washington, and by Washington’s allies. It is
not the 50 years of intimidation, but the call to end
it, that is treated as roguish. Pyongyang is undoubt-
edly recalcitrant, but its recalcitrance is matched by
Washington’s arrogance, pre-emptive unilateralism,
and refusal to be bound by international law, treaty,
multinational institutions or global opinion.

In much of the debate over ‘nuclear prolif-
eration’, the nuclear privilege of the acknowledged
nuclear powers—US, Britain, France, Russia and
China—passes without question. Yet it is increas-
ingly clear that US attempts to combine nuclear priv-
ilege with deterrence and non-proliferation do not
work. As Jonathan Schell says: ‘Deterrence equals
proliferation, for deterrence both causes proliferation
and is the fruit of it.” The call for non-proliferation,
or abstinence, falls on deaf ears when issued by those
who cling to their own privilege.

SOUTH KOREA, AFTER 55 years of tragic confronta-
tion with its northern compatriots, has in the past
decade staked its future on a ‘Sunshine Policy’. It
has good reason to try to understand the complex
crisis Pyongyang faces and is motivated by a desire
to take whatever steps might be necessary to avert
its political and social collapse. South Korea’s agenda
is therefore fundamentally different from Washing-
ton’s. It has little sense of threat from the North, and

instead sees the need to help North Korea deal with
its cconomic, security and diplomatic problems, cven
by dint of providing a security ‘guarantee’, as incom-
ing president Roh Moo-Hyun suggested during his
campaign.

As a senior advisor to the Sou ' Korean presi-
dent put it, the North Korea problem will only be
resolved ‘when the country suspected of building
nuclear weapons [i.e. North Korea] doesn’t feel any
security threats and builds relationships of trust with
other countries’. South Korea therefore aims to ‘cre-
ate an environment in which North Korea will feel
secure, without nuclear weapons. After
all, that is the quickest way to have it
give up nuclear development’.

Following Kim Dae Jung’s visit to

Pyongyang in June 2000, South Korea
engaged North Korca on a wide range
of economic, cultural, sporting and
transport fronts. The Seoul-Pyonygyang
railway line, cleared of mines, waits
now only on the completion of a nar-
row 300-metre strip of track to link
North and South (and thereby creatc
a connection from South Korca, and
Japan, to Russia, China and Europe).
The service could be opened in months,
and is blocked only by Washington's
objections. The pipeline is full of joint
South-North projects, including one to
open Gaesong city, which is in North
Korea but less than 100 kms from Seoul,
as a special economic zone; that too is
now frozen. Although Seoul has been
slowly accomplishing something once
thought impossible—the restoration of
a measure of trust between north and
south, one Korea and thc other—its
‘Sunshine’ policy is dismissed in Wash-
ington as vain and worthless, or worse,
dangerous appeasement. Delegations
are entertained and contracts signed
and implemented, mutual trust is
engendered, fear diminishes and con-
fidence grows, but from Washington'’s
perspective Pyongyang is ‘evil’, and
there can be no compromise with it.

The developing crisis not only pits
Washington against Pyongyang but also
potentially opens a rift between Washington and
Scoul. The relationship with Seoul has been frosty
since the advent of the Bush administration and
its avowal of an explicitly imperial agenda. South
Korea’s Nobel Prize-winning former president, Kim
Dae Jung, was insulted by Bush on the occasion of
their first meeting (in Washington in March 2001},
and was treated high-handedly for the remainder of
his term in office. Seoul was sceptical of the Kelly
mission to Pyongyang in October 2002, believing the
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nurture the agriculture and construction sectors,
fertiliser and cement plants should be given prior-
ity [and the environmentally disastrous ammonium
sulphate fertiliser replaced as a matter of urgency by
complex, more environmentally gentle substances).
Pork, chicken and cattle industries should be
encouraged for export to South Korea and Japan, the
proceeds going to the import of wheat and rice.
Adopting a peninsula-wide approach, plant in some
sectors could be moved from South to North, one
immediate candidate being the South’s currently
surplus briquette plants, thereby solving the heating
problem and arresting the chronic deforestation.
However, O recognises that the precondition for
the success of all such policies must be the normali-
sation of relations with South Korea on the one hand
and with the US and Japan on the other. This would
open the path to low-interest international develop-
ment funds from the Asia Development Bank and the
World Bank. Whatever the viability of the specific
proposals, the publication of such a paper in a lead-
ing Seoul journal, by one of those longest associated
with building South Korea as a base of hostility to
North Korea throughout the Cold War, attests to the
emergence of a thoroughly post-Cold War national
vision—one seriously at odds with the
I Washington agenda.

F NorTH Korea looks odd, its goose-stepping
soldiers, mass game mobilisations and bizarre mes-
sages to the world being virtually incomprehensible,
it should be understood that its real uniqueness in the
nuclear age consists in its having lived under nuclear
threat for longer than any other nation. If a kind of
collective neurosis, even insanity, has overtaken it
as a consequence, that is not altogether surprising.
Facing complex crises and a kind of exhaustion from
decades of mobilisation, war, mass campaigns, fear,
tension and failure, it now gives strong indication of a
desire for change, not only in the extraordinary apol-
ogy offered to Japan and the admissions given to the
US late in 2002 but in the sweeping economic reform
policies adopted since 2001. Taken together, these
may be seen as suggesting that the much-vaunted
monolith is cracking, and that powerful elements
in that state do indeed wish to set aside the guer-
rilla model {secrecy, mobilisation, absolute loyalty to
the commander, priority to the military), and pursue
perestroika {for which the Korean word kaegon was
coined in 2001). The September apology from Kim
Jong 11, the attempted economic reforms, the moves
to open road and rail links with South Korea (and
to join the trans-continental system), and the grow-
ing web of economic co-operation with South Korea
all point in the direction of Chinese-style market
reforms and Russian-style perestroika.

Both the economic reforms and the diplomatic
initiatives of 2001-02 seem, however, to have failed,
and that failure has serious implications. Economic

reform is impossible under conditions of continu-
ing confrontation and deprivation of access to global
financial and other markets. According to Chinese
sources close to Pyongyang, Kim Jong Il has deter-
mined that without security guarantees and access to
international institutions such as the World Bank and
the IMF (to which the US holds keys), social chaos
and economic co pse are possible. The nuclear issue
therefore cloaks a desperate cry for normalisation,
especially with the US and Japan.

Although the humiliating apolo-

gies and explanations to the US and
Japan in 2002 bore only sour fruit, an
even greater challenge faces Kim Jong Il
now: can he can bring himself to make
a comparable, even more important but
more difficult, gesture to South Korca?
Can he apologise, in terms however
general, for the violent and tragic past,
thank the South Korean government
and people for having turned from con-
tainment to ‘Sunshine’, absolutely rule
out any repeat of fratricidal violence
and begin charting the only possible
course for survival—dérente lcading
towards reunification? The cold fact
is that North Korea has no allies, few
options, little time. Only South Korea
today views it with any sign of under-
standing, even sympathy. Only South
Korea, for that matter, does not scem
to fear it.

The recent outpourings of analysis
and comment on the Korean problem
around the world are characterised
by righteous indignation and denun-
ciation. They tend to be shaped, con-
sciously or unconsciously, by an impe-
rial frame of refercnce, insisting that
Pyongyang submit to the will of the
international community when what is
really meant is the will of Washington.

To the extent that one adopts an alter-

native, Korean, frame, and a Seoul-centred approach,
the problem begins to look different. Nobody under-
stands North Korea better, or, in the present climate,
is more positive and encouraging about dealing with
it, and has more to lose from getting it wrong, than
the government and people of South Korea.

Years of ‘Sunshine’ and multiple layers of contact
and negotiation have begun to thaw and open tracks
across the long-frozen demilitarised zone that divides
North and South. The challenge for Seoul is to build
a buffer of protection and a bridge of communication
linking Pyongyang to the world, while guaranteeing
that international obligations are met and ensuring
that Pyongyang’s legitimate security concerns are
fulfilled—nothing less than internationalising ‘Sun-
shine’. Building on the trust that slowly accumulated
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during the Kim Dae Jung years, a recent (Nautilus
Institute) paper by Alexandre Mansourov suggests:

President-clect Roh Moo-Hyun should use the cur-

rent nuclear crisis as a unique historical opportunity

to fundamentally reshape the inter-Korean relations
and radically redefine the missions of the
ROK-U.S. military security alliance in the
future. President Roh needs to develop path-
breaking strategic vision, which will guide the
entire Korean nation in the South and North
on the path toward national unification.

In response, North Korea would ‘invite
a goodwill expert delegation from the
Republic of Korea (ROK) to tour the Yang-
byun nuclear complex to see that all 8017
spent fuel rods are still kept in place at the
storage site and that the reprocessing plant
is still shut down’. Mansourov continues:

Only the South has to take the North Korean
demands seriously and, in turn, can guarantce
the North's sccurity and assist in economic
development. The only sacrifice the North
will have to make is to accept some practi-
cal limitations on its sovereignty, including
in such strategic arcas as WMD [weapons of
mass destruction] development ... After all, if
Korea is indeed one, as Koreans like to stress,
it is all one nation, one family business.

He goes on to suggest a South Korean
protectorate over the North in the realin of
national security and foreign policy as the
possible first step in a multi-stage process of

pcaceful transition to a unified Korean state. The idea
of ‘protectorate’ has very negative and ill-omened
historical associations in the Korean context, but
the general thrust—the need to substitute a Seoul-
Pyongyang frame for the Washington-Pyongyang
frame of thinking about the Korea problem—makes
good scnse. Koreans themselves, North, South and
overseas, will have to come up with an alternative
to protectorate, some more historically sensitive
formula that reflects legitimate concerns over face,
history and correct relationships, so that through a
deepening of North-South conversation and co-oper-
ation Korea can find a voice with which to address
the world.

I HE PROBLEM TODAY resembles the problem of 100
years ago. Modern Korean nationalism, frustrated by
foreign intervention for over 100 years, remains a
powerful force, and beneath the state structures of
North and South lies a shared Korean-ness. From the
Korean standpoii —whether Pyongyang or Seoul’s—
the issue is one «  sadae (reliance on the great, pow-
erful friends and neighbours) versus juche (sclf-reli-
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ance). One hundred years ago, and at crucial times
since then, many thought it wisest to look to gre
and powerful neighbours. That mind-set made pos-
sible a century of national division and catastrophic,
internecine bloodshed. Facing unprecedented crisis
now, South and North Korea have to find some way
to trust cach other more than they trust any great and
powerful friends and ncighbours. The stakes are
even higher than they were a century ago, for
this time the peninsula itself, and all its people,
are at risk.

As the TAEA refers the issue to the UN Seen-
rity Council, and as politicians, editorial writers ar
‘experts’ crank up their denunciations of Kim Jong
II’s ‘evil empire’, we would do well to remember
the lesson of history: a desperate, impoverished but
proud people, backs to the wall, oil supplies cut off
and sanctions threatened, is not likely to surrender.
The best hope for a way out of ¢ impassc is not
likely to be pressure exerted through some combi-
nation of ‘5+2’ {the five pcrmanent members of the
Security Council plus Japan and Sout  Korea) or ‘5+5’
({the Security Council Five plus South Korea, North
Korea, Japan, Australia and the Europcan Union), but
rather a deepening of the accommodation between
Pyongyang and Seoul, based on a simple formula of
‘1+1=1". However mathematically unorthodox, such
a formula has an essential truth that Korcans at least
recognise. On such an axis, aversion to violence, fra-
ternal trust, and the historical memory of the disas-
trous conscquences caused by past reliance on the
intervention of powerful outsiders may, together,
point a way forward.

In February, Roh Moo-Hyun assumed the presi-
dency in Seoul. The achievement of a non-violent
solution to the growing crisis will depend on the
kind of initiatives he takes, the kind of consensus
he can forge with Kim Jong Il's regi  and the kind
of leverage he can exercise on both  ashington and
Pyongyang.

Gavan McCormack is Professor of Pacific and Asian
History in the Research  hool of Pacific and Asian
Studies at the Australian National University.
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GOD ALMIGHTY first planted a

garden,” wrote Francis Bacon, ‘and indeed
it is the purest of human pleasures.” Well,
he should have known, but the general
business of gardening is a pleasure I have
come to late, even though I have the right
hereditary input, being descended from
farmers and passionate planters and turn-
ers of soil: perhaps this particular creative
gene comes into its full strength late-ish in
life. In any case, I was halfway through my
allotted span of three score and ten when
I migrated somewhat unexpectedly to
Greece, and it was then that the dormant
gardening gene staggered out of hiberna-
tion: in my neck of fertile olive groves in
the south-west Peloponnese, it is usually
a case of sticking plants in the ground and
standing back. But in this part of Europe,
scarcity of both soil and space also leads to
a continuous tension between the desire
for productivity and the desire for beauty,
the desire for economy and the desire for
ornament, so [ was always in trouble with
the old yiayathes, the old women who
would prop themselves against the stone
wall with the express purpose of telling
me that T had no right to be wasting precious
water on things as frivolous as flowers.

Graeme trom Norwich is on the phone.

‘How’s Greece?’ he asks.

‘Hot.

‘Anything else to report?’

‘I've started a vegetable garden.” And
already I'm asking myself why, but I don’t
tell Graeme this.

‘Well, that’s worth a chapter.’

But when I impart the same informa-
tion to a Scot, she emits a hollow moan.
‘Don’t get like them,’ she instructs, appar-
ently fearful that I am in the grip of a
threatening atavism and about to revert
to some ancient and boring rustic pattern.
Well, so what if I am? Many people round

about, especially the aforementioned old
viayathes, think I've had my fun. They’re
relieved that the foreign witch has seen
sense and is doing something useful. At
last.

Getting started on the vegie venture
took some time. Because I'd been away
for months, the whole garden took me
what seemed like an eternity to clear up.
I counted the jumbo-sized plastic bags as
I worked. Each one holds 80 litres and I
filled 35 of them with weeds and a motley
collection of rubbish. I also had to dis-
mantle a marathon-like tumulus of light
wood—olive prunings mostly—mixed
with weeds, rubbish and dirt, in the back-
yard. This alone took me days.

After that I had to assemble my poor
collection of tools: the archaic spade with
the equally archaic broken handle, the
hoe with a head so temperamental that
it regularly and heavily falls on my feet,
and the rake, bought from the village shop
last summer: the going price was about
50 cents a tine, with the handle extra. 1
decided I neceded a watering can and trowel,
and so had an entertaining interlude in the
neighbouring town of Kalamata when I
discovered, yet again, yawning gaps in my
modern Greek vocabulary. The watering
can was easy: it was sitting on the pave-
ment outside the shop, but the trowel was
another matter. I described what I wanted
and the rather courtly shop-owner went
straight to a stand and produced a set of
two little forks and a trowel, annoyingly
painted an earth-brown colour.

‘What's the Greek word for this thing,
anyway?’ I asked.

‘Blowed if I know,’ came the reply, or
in words to that effect. ‘A little spade?’

1 begin my horticultural endeavour
in a condition of almost total ignorance,
the lessons taught me by mother-in-law
Aphrodite now largely forgotten; she was
convinced 1 needed remedial teaching,

The purest of pleasares

anyway. The only thing to do, I decide, is
to learn from the environment and take
a general approach of by-guess-and-by-
God. I skulk around during siesta time—
when the whole village dies a ritual and
temporary death—in order to avoid inter-
rogation, the inquisition, the catechism of
rural life; I peep over walls and through
fences in an effort to check on what is
growing at the height of summer and how
vegetable gardens are generally organised.

In the best gardens (and I decide there
are two that would win any competition
anywhere) loving care is obvious. No weed
dares rear its ugly head; neat walkways
allow for easy watering of the aubergines
and courgettes surrounded by little canals,
and of tomatoes tied to wigwam-like
structures. Marigolds and basil, planted
at judicious intervals, keep voracious
bugs away from the infant vegies, while
sunflowers, nodding from a great height,
guard the whole. For the life of me I can-
not see any peppers, but eventually decide
to plant mine on mounds, where they
eventually look like proud little flags flut-
tering in the light breeze of morning, and
then drooping at the mast in the midday
heat.

I bring back several bundles from the
Kalamata market. Wet little wrappings
of brown paper are secured by lengths of
blue and orange twine cunningly arranged
to unravel the moment the end is pulled.
Pellets of sheep dung cling to the black
soil. I plant my various purchases and pro-
tect them from the heat with newspaper,
remembering mother-in-law  Aphrodite
painstakingly fashioning little Chinese
hats out of the English newspapers I used
to buy.

Surprisingly soon I have neat little rows
of several vegetables, including vieeta.

Kyria Theoni gave me the vieeta as a
kind of reward, handing over what look
like a million tiny black seeds all wrapped
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my hand, and says, ‘Scusi’. I am happy,
even elated. I 't expect him to take
any action (although I've very precisely
identified the culprit), but all the pleasure
of reparation comes from that admission

and apology. Ah, the deep-souled
I satisfactions of justice.

BEGAN TO SEE a pattern emerging in my
dealings with Sicilian officials—shock/
abrasion and then harmony (though not
necessarily my harmony). For example 1
come through the portico of a gallery or
museum or archaeological site with my
poor language skills, and am immedi-
ately intimidated by the welter of officials
crowding around the ticket booth or room.
After a while I deduce that there must be
a re irement that when all these places
take on employces they do so primarily as
an c¢xercise in interpersonal relations. But
not relations with the visiting public. For
it’s a totally predictable rule that the front
office or the sunniest portico corner will
at all times be crowded with the entire
attendant and security staff. And yes, I
feel, how could any cmployer with any
heart condemn these obviously gregarious
people to sit by themselves, mute, while the
odd visitor wanders past the superfluity of
potsherd. Weigh the security risk against
the psychological health of the staff, and
there’s no argument. Yet [ remain unecasy.
A man with a small hammer could entirely
destroy the cloister caryings at Monrealc
in five minutes, or 30 if he wanted that
length of time-—he’d certainly remain
unseen and undisturbed.

I find the uncmbarrassed yen for com-
pany startling. To the Australian eye,
overemployment is rife. Retail businesses
in Sicily seem to be small. Yet a bookshop,
say, where one person might enter cvery
half hour, probably not to buy, is likely to
have a staff of three. And the most com-
mon sight in Palermo is the proprictor,
or a member of staff, standing just off the
pavement at the front of the shop; he is
being sociable or curious rather than tout-
ing for business. (How the businesses are
surviving is another matter.) The fact is
that Sicilians seem abnormally fond of
company, yet paradoxically they are not
noticeably considerate of others, not in
the public sphere. On the roads they live
by a code of such opportunistic aggressive-
ness that it is impossible to believe they
are going to change their spots entirely
the moment they dismount. No sermon
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on the text ‘Blessed are the meek’ will be
a goer in Sicily.

Largely due to the earthquake of 1693,
the face of Christianity in Sicily is almost
entirely baroque. It is a language of large
gesture, proto-Romantic effusion, flowery
ornateness, emotional shrillness, empy-
rean vacancies. The Italian language,
regrettably, can easily attune itself to this
hollow orotundity; Italian politicians,
for example, are particularly good at airy
nothings that at first blush have a philo-
sophical profundity to them—but only
because lots of abstract words are being
used. {Australian pollies steer clear of such
vocabulary; it would be wankery, and, in
any case, alienating.) Gesture is easy, but I
became doubtful how much was behind it.
In the via Vetreria, a part of Palermo that’s
more or less as the Americans left it after
their 1943 bombings, a new large marble
slab on a house wall marks the birthplace
of Paolo Borsellino, the prosecutor mur-
dered by the Mafia in 1992. He is lauded
in extravagant terms. But a couple of
metres directly across from the building is
a large vacant lot. It is given over entirely
to rubbish, and is clearly an alternative
to the municipal tip so copious is the
scattering of often splitting white plastic
bags. I hold my breath and hurry past and

don’t take too much notice of
Paolo Borsellino.

GREEN PUBLIC SPACES are one of the

things you don’t see in Sicily. Others are
golf courses, cinemas, indigenous trees,
playing fields (except on television), grand
country houses, police patrols—and ani-
mals dead by the roadside. The sort of
public parks mentioned by the guidebooks
to Sicily would rightly be sneezed at by
the citizens of Bathurst or Ballarat. The
impression is of a pinched, depressive
(the incidence of smoking says as much]
society—without many of the facilities
taken for granted by Australians. And
with a decrepit, disintegrating past no
longer of much relevance. The churches,
properly relieved of their better works of
art, are abandoned, permanently closed, or
sparsely patronised—largely by the elderly.
In a few cases desperate attempts have
been made to outdo the grossness of the
past with new tawdriness. It’s as though
the baroque horrors have lost their punch.
Instead, a platform that could be a giant
musical box or perhaps miniature boxing
ring, featuring technicolour pageantry,

has been pushed out  to the nave, more
directly into the sightlines of visitors.
In San Domenico in Palermo the Virgin
gives Dominic the Rosary, in San Stanis-
lao Kostka she plucks from sand a mature
naked youth with a bit of towelling across
his loins. Other heads peer from the sand,
waiting their turn. For a the macho
culture of Sicily there is a very marked
homoerotic presence in its art. Sicily’s
Renaissance pride and joy, Antonello da
Messina, is the most overtly homosexual
pre-20th century painter I've come across.
His ‘Portrait of a . n’, the so-called
Sicilian Mona Lisa, is not enigmatic at all;
it's a cheerful gay come-hither look.

I know. No people would like to be
pinned down in this way. In the last
chapter of di Lampedusa’s The Leopard
there is an incident involving a painting.
Concetta, the aged spinster, has it in her
chapel; it shows a young woman holding
up a piece of paper. Concetta says the sub-
ject is ‘Our Lady of the Letter’——the Virgin
presenting a petition to her son on behalf
of mankind. The Cardinal Archbishop
of Palermo, on a crusade to cxtirpate
inauthenticity and superstition, says it's
obviously a depiction of a desperate yow
girl with a love letter. Di Lampedusa's
sympathies are equally divided.

I'd like to know the Cardinal’s views
on a monument installed in San Domen-
ico, one of the churches of his archdiocese,
in 1930. The sculptor Cosmo Sorgi did a
piece in white marble to honour General
Eugenio di Maria di Alleri-Medaglia D’Oro
who had been killed in 1916, The work is
pan-erotic. A naked figure, flat against a
slab on a low relief of an outline of a cross.
The pressure shown on the attocks sug-
gests a horizontal setting, but the figure is
now raised to the vertical —and indeed the
stomach is concave and rib cage raised
and distended in the classical crucifixion
pose. The final result, however, is a wom-
an’s hourglass figure—rounded thighs and
hips, nipped-in waist, swelling chest. Yet
the elbows are tucked to the side and the
forcarms and hands are clasping the chest.
What exactly is under them? The toes are
pointed down at a 180-degree angle. There
is a slight genital bulge (in spite of the
nakedness) as though a film of very light
cloth has been invisibly laid. The genitals
are probably male, but only probably.

Strange unities. I'm more used to the
kind of definite clarity 1 overheard from
a group of elderly English tourists in



Siracusa. Their tour leader was blathering
on, a bit inaccurately, about Proserpina,
whom, she said, had a child. ‘Who was the
father?’ asked a very old man, and answered
himself, ‘Pluto, 1 suppose.’ A woman

in the group remarked, ‘Well, she
I didn’t go down there to knit.’

T's MOMENTS OF unification that, at
least for the tourist, redeem Sicily. The
Duomo of Monreale on the hills outside
Palermo is the most perfect church. The
Normans with their structure, the Arabs
with their designs and the Byzantines
with their mosaics finished this together
in 1182—as they had just finished Mon-
reale’s miniature counterpart, Palermo’s
Capella Palatina, 40 years earlier. The
works represent one of those moments,
such as the meeting of the Irish and Eng-
lish languages, when utterly different
cultures fused and fired something new
and magical. The rest of the vast acreage
of Sicilian churches has little future; in
less than a hundred years there will be a
glut on the market of baroque polychrome
marble side altars. Seventeenth and eight-
eenth-century Catholicism, gorged with
the gold and silver of the New World, is
now a sorry witness to Christ.

Monreale must have cost plenty, and
competitiveness was there in spades, but
the cathedral’s clarity of Christian purpose,
its biblical richness, its easy legibility, its
lack of clutter, makes it so much closer
to what we now regard as core, purified
Christianity. It’s the conversation that does
it, and the conversation is in heaven. There
is nothing to distract below the line of the
capitals on the pillars, nothing except the
non-figurative, simple rectangular, triangu-
lar, shafts of mosaic, deep green, red, white.
They are so modest and subdued. Above,
in the apse, Christ Pantocrator and his
archangels, and, a little less than the angels,
the saints, dozens of them. They are not in
self-absorbed groups, none of them is in
ecstasy (or is it agony?), all face the viewer
directly, their expressions calm rather than
impassive, nearly all in ecclesiastical
vestments because that gives the variety
and colour. In the nave, and high on the
fortress walls surrounding it, a selection
of clear dramatic scenes, all captioned,
from Genesis, the Gospels, the Acts of the
Apostles, the Apocrypha. Noah’s naked-
ness is covered, Christ raises Lazarus,
Paul is lowered in a basket from the walls
of Damascus, Simon Magus plunges to

earth. The designer has had an eye for the
dramatic scene rather than the moment
of central theological significance; Noah's
life is given in five scenes, but Christ’s
Passion and Crucifixion do not appear.
Crosses are visible in the cathedral only as
decorative items on the vestments of the
great communion of saints. Christianity is a
faith of personalities, of a great interlocking
sequence of stories.

No Sicilian would want to be justi-
fied by the presence of an 800-year-old
cathedral. Not even one emblazoned with
colourful identities who love to be seen
in public and in company. One midday
when 1 was coming out from the cathe-
dral in Monreale to sit for a while in the
broader sunlight of the Piazza Guglielmo
Secondo, a youth strode through the
piazza wearing headphones and shout-
ing angrily. He came to a moveable No
Parking sign, and gave it a kick, and

then another kick till it toppled over. I
had no idea whether he was deranged or
high, but I kept my head down. He paced
about, then returned to the fallen sign
and leapt on it and jumped up and down
with fierce cries. A few people came out
of bars and tabaccherias and watched from
a distance. Two young women in a nearby
doorway giggled with only slight embar-
rassment. A young man came up to one
of them and kissed her and ran his hand
down her bottom and in under her thigh,
turning as he did so, with perfect detach-
ment, to watch the vandal in action.

A policeman came round the corner,
and the shouter yelled all the louder and
yanked off the disc from the top of the No
Parking pole and heaved it with a mighty
discus swing far into the middle of the
piazza. The policeman paused and spoke
into his phone. The vandal yanked the
pole itself away from its base and hurled
both pieces out after the disc. Then he
strode around again. The policeman

approached him, and he shouted and made
complicated gestures with his fingers and
his groin and the policeman backed off.
A second policeman arrived and the two
consulted and then withdrew and spoke
into their phones again. The young man
made no attempt to leave but walked with
the same fierce purposefulness around the
piazza. Then a jeep arrived and five police-
man got out and all seven surrounded h
and an officer spoke to him and he went
without a word into the back of the jeep.
Of all the spectators only I seem to have
stayed till the denouement. Then, with

the contemporary drama over, 1

went back into the cathedral.
A.NOTHER LATE AFTERNOON, of rain,
I was again going to Monreale, on the
suburban bus, when two men got on. Both
wore beanies, and saggy sports jackets and
pants, and worn runners. One was in his
seventies. He had thick white hair. The
other was perhaps forty, but he could have
been much younger for he had some five
days growth of beard and it was totally
black. It was hard to tell because he wore
his beanie right on his eyebrows. This
younger man was in some way disabled
and limped very badly. The elder helped
him into a seat next to the window and
then wedged himself in against him.
In time with every breath he took, the
younger man let out a groan or a bellow
that filled the bus. His chin and head
would jerk up like an animal’s. The face
of the older man registered nothing and
he seemed to make quiet remarks, point-
ing things out to his companion. It was
possible to distinguish some embryonic
control or variation in the cry the next
time the younger man breathed. But
when the sound, always painful, took on
a particularly anguished, desperate note,
the older man would readjust the other’s
beanie, pulling it higher on his forehead,
then he would put a water bottle to his
lips and tilt it. Most of it seemed to be
swallowed and only a small amount trick-
led down the chin. Then the cries would
be less anxious for perhaps another half
a minute. Before we got to Monreale the
two men got off, disappearing behind the
misty windows, the older leading the
younger by the hand. Things you don’t see
in Australia.

Gerard Windsor’s most recent book is The
Mansions of Bedlam.
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and compelling narrative about how those
strands came together to lead the Coalition
to victory in late 2001.

The story starts with the first sighting
of the Tampa by the 438 people on board
the stricken vessel Palapa, and ends at
the Wentworth hotel in Sydney where, to
thunderous applause, John Howard had
already started to deny the role played by
the Tumpa in his re-election. ‘Those who
will scek to record wrongly that we only
began to recover late in August’, he said,
‘forget the great turning point of the Aston
by-election, and the way in which our
party ... responded to the concerns of the
Australian pcople in many areas’. As the
authors of this book argue, however, no
concern was as great as the fear of invasion
by people on boats, and no response was
more carefully and strategically planned.

As each chapter unfolds, the drama of
those days is re-ercated in all its intensity.
We experience again the tension of the
stand-off between the government and the
captain of the Tampa, Arme Rinnan, while
438 people lived, ate and slept between the
containers on the open deck. We are con-
fronted by the extent of the government’s
calculations to avoid the operation of the
Migration Act, under which it was obliged
to bring ashore the people on the Tumpa,
detain them and allow them to make
applications for asylum. We are reminded
of the long weckend and late nights in the
Federal Court, when legal arguments were
developed on the run, and of how Justice
North’s decision of September 11 that
the government was unlawfully detain-
ing the asylum scekers on the Tampa
was overshadowed by the events that fol-
lowed only hours later in New York and
Washington. And we hear that fateful con-
grucnce invoked in the argument of the
government’s barrister, David Bennett Qc,
two days later: that in the wake of such
terrorist activity, the long-standing dis-
tinction between the government’s power
to deter encmy aliens and its power with
respect to friendly aliens was ‘quaint and
old-fashioned’. As Pcter Reith said, more
dircctly, on 3AK that same day: "You've
got to be able to manage people coming
into your country ... otherwisc it can be a
pipeline for terrorists to come in and use
your country as a staging post for terrorist
activities.’

These early chapters confirm much of
what was suspected but not known about
the Tampa crisis. We find out the details of

The Fundamentals Of Music

It’s true, the world makes music everywhere—

The shire sonatas gusting through the gums,

The core continuo of a creaking stair,

Recitatives of chained-up evening dogs.

The ferry-throb, wave-manacled groundbass,

“Turbae’, as the cyclone tops its bore,

Dove da c

os at roofs’ interface,

Block chorales of wakening cicadas.

Such backward-harking instances are theories

Of sound by secondary metaphor—

‘Wie ein Naturlaut ...’ The harmonic series

Puns on the pliant ecstasy of numbers.

the pressure exerted on the captain of the
Tampa, Arne Rinnan, including threats
of prosecution for people smuggling. We
get confirmation of the policies of isola-
tion of the Tumpa in order to prevent the
Australian public from empathising with
the asylum seekers’ plight. And most
significantly, we learn how slow the gov-
ernment was to act on its intelligence
information. It waited more than 24 hours
from when the Coastwatch first spotted
the Palapa, ‘dead in the water’, to issue the
announcement that brought the Tumpa
to the rescue—a deliberate delay that
would come to mark the government’s

approach to subsequent rescue

operations.
IT 1s THE little things that get you. Like
the fact that many of those who braved
the storms and the overcrowded ships had
never seen a boat before, and could not
swim. As onc of the survivors said: ‘I saw
boats on the television or in the movies
but in Afghanistan it’s a landlocked coun-
try. It doesn’t have boat or ship.” Like the
description of the asylum seckers, who
had just been transferred from the Tumpa
to the Manoora, standing on the deck
with numbers around their necks before
being shepherded below to the ‘tank deck’
that would become their makeshift home

Peter Porter

for the next fortnight until they reached
Nauru. And that many of those who were
eventually allowed up to the open deck—
and daylight—eight or ten days into the
journey could not stand on the hot deck:
it burnt their feet. All their belongings,
including their shoes, had been left to sink
with the Palapa.

These glimpses of human anguish
form a counterpoint to the ‘bigger’ story,
unfolding in briefings and memos and
mectings in the landlocked capital on
the other side of the country. The gov-
ernment’s response to the Tumpa ‘crisis’
was co-ordinated by the People Smuggling
Taskforce, made up of senior bureaucrats
from the key departments, and headed by
Max Moore-Wilton’s ‘number two’, Jane
Halton. Moore-Wilton, the operation’s
mastermind, told Marr that he was receiv-
ing his orders from higher up still. This
was the body charged with making sure
that Howard fulfilled his promisec: ‘that
boat will never land in our waters—never.’
Still in operation six weeks later, after the
Tampa had left Australian waters, the
taskforce became the heart of the ensuing
military operation—known as Operation
Relex—to turn the boats back. And the
navy was its front line.

The concept underpinning Operation
Relex was displayed at polling stations
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Specifics

i.m. Denis Grundy

For the hard bone hunkers

kindly on wooden pews

a cushion
short sermons

voices pitched perfect into the complex structures

of roof and mozart

For the difficult breath

pinched by exhausted traffic

A mountain’s homely fold

by courteous wattle

For the clenched stomach

a savoury kitchen

the raw sun gentled

marjoram and leck

blended into butternut to slip

over the tongue

a table’s round

of Delatite white in simple glass

sharp humour

For the bitter muftled silence

casy leaving

the astringent

stillness between these trees

all around the country on 11 November:
‘We decide who comes to this country and
the circumstances in which they come’
Empowcered and protected by the new
Border Protection Act, navy vessels were
cmployed in the Indian ocean to intercept
SIEVs (Suspected MHegal Entry Vessels) and
tow them back to Indonesian waters.

As with all military campaigns, control
of information was its key weapon, and
truth its first casualty. The existence of the
taskforce was barcly known. In accordance
with a code unprecedented in peacetime,
all information about Operation Relex was
controlled by Minister Reith’s office. Nei-
ther those in command of the operation,
nor those carrying it out, were allowed to
speak to the media or to the public. Foot-
age of interceptions was not to be relcased,
and direct instructions were given by
Reith’s press sccretary to the defence
department  that no  ‘personalising  or
humanising images’ of the asylum scekers
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were to be taken. Canberra was ‘shut tight”.
As Marr and Wilkinson obscrve, this infor-
mation blackout came at some cost to the
government. Footage of navy vessels inter-
cepting fishing boats would have been a
much more effective deterrent to potential
asylum scckers than the Department of
Immigration’s infamous brochures warn-
ing ot dangerous snakes. But it was not to
the outside world that the government was
trying to sell its ‘tough on boat people’ mes-
sage. It was to the Australian clectorate.
No-once—Ilcast of all the ALP—was
surpriscd when John Howard called an
election within weeks of his govern-
ment’s victory in the Federal Court and
the events of September 11. International
insccurity and the manufactured air of
an invasion of boats was a vote-winning
combination. In an environment in which
Australia was mobilising its troops to go to
war against Afghanistan, the deployment
of those same troops in the war against

illegal immigration scemed appropriate,
ceven necessary. The fact that the boats
were filled with those tleeing the regi:
that the US and its allics were plann:
to invade did not seem to matter. As Marr
and Wilkinson put it, Howard combincd
‘absolute opposites’ into a ‘single potent
campaign’—‘racce wrapped in a tflag’'—with
the help of such experts in wedge politics
as the former Northern Territory CLP’s
Chief Minister Shane Stone and his poll-
ster Mark Textor.

Throughout all this, Kim Beazley
hovers in the background, a looming yet
insubstantial figure. This is not his story,
but it is, as Marr and Wi inson point out,
astory that relied on his co-operation. With-
out the ALP’s support, the post-Tampa
legislation, a set of bills that the govern-
ment had previously but unsuccesstully
introduced to parliament, would ncever
have been passed. Among other things,
the legislation authorisced the use of force
to turn back boats on the high scas, pro-
vided immunity from prosccution for « -
use of force in such situations, narrowed
the definition of a refugee and the crite-
ria for the issuing of a protection visa,
excised ecrtain parts of Australia {includ-
ing Christmas Island and Ashmore rect)
from the operation of the Migration Act
and sought to restrict access to the courts,
both for failed visa applicants and for
those sceking to challenge the validity of
the Migration Act. A separate bill was also
designed to prevent Liberty Victoria :
Eric Vadarlis from pursuing the Tumipa
litigation in  1e High Court.

Far from being a ‘carping opposition’,
the ALP presented almost no challenge
to the government's actions, save for its
refusal to pass the original Border Protec-
tion Bill which it rightly recognisced as an
affront to democracy and the rule of law.
No questions were asked in parliament
about the welfare of those on board the
Tampa, or about the detail of the arrange-
ments made for their accommodation
on the Muanoora and subscquently on
Nauru. Had such questions been asked,
we would have known that the facilitics
described by Howard in parliament w0
not to be offered to the asylum sceekers.
Instead they were kept in the bottom
of the ship on the ‘tank deck’ where the
vchicles and tanks were normally kept.
Similarly, the detail of the horse-trading
thatresultedinatent: dingc  ructed
on Nauru, and the allegations of forced



removal of people from the Manoora to
Nauru, were left to tenacious journalists
to uncover. The Opposition just wanted
everyone to stop talking about boats.
As Hansard records, Senator Schacht
summed up its position at the time: ‘we
are supporting [the legislation] ... to get it
off the agenda and to concentrate on the

issues on which we can win the

election.’
BUT reoPLE KEPT talking (not least

because the government wouldn’t let
the issue die} and the boats kept com-
ing—12 altogether. Some were repaired,
towed back and left in Indonesian waters.
Others, like SIEV X, sank, claiming 353
lives. The government’s response was to
distance itsclf from the tragedy, claim-
ing repeatedly that the boat had sunk in
Indonesian waters. After reviewing the evi-
dence, Marr and Wilkinson conclude that
‘it was impossible for SIEV X to have sunk
in Indonesian waters’. Wherever it sank,
it scems clear from Marr and Wilkinson's
sources that, at the very least, Australia
had reason to believe that the boat was on
its way. When surveillance flights failed
to find it, though, no-one was concerned.
As the authors put it, the atmosphere of
border protection and the context of a mil-
itary campaign had blunted humanitarian
concerns. ‘The failure of a boat to arrive
did not trigger an alarm that a human
tragedy might be unfolding. It was just
one less boat to worry about.’

The SIEV X case was not the only one
in which humanitarian concerns were
subsumed by the imperatives of border
protection. Under the internationally
recognised SOLAS {Safety of Life at Sea)
principles, embodied in Australian legis-
lation, the master of a ship must render
assistance to any person who is in danger
of drowning—even an enemy during war-
time. But as Commander Banks of HMAS
Adelaide was to discover, these well-
established principles were frequently
overlooked in the scramble to maintain
the integrity of Australia’s borders, leaving
the navy crews to witness first-hand the
human cost of the operation.

Members of the HMAS Adelaide’s
crew were regarded as heroes when they
dived into the water to rescue children
and adults when the Olong, also known
as SIEV 4, sank. But they need never have
resorted to such measures. Commander
Banks had been shadowing the boat for

two and a half days. He had fired warning
shots into the sea to deter it from enter-
ing Australian waters. When the engine
failed—possibly due to sabotage by those
on board the Olong—he was not permit-
ted to evacuate any of the 200 passengers,
despite the poor condition of the over-
crowded boat. The order from the prime
minister was to tow the Olong back to
Indonesian waters. After a day and a night,
the Olong literally fell apart, spilling all its
passengers into the ocean. The photos and
video of that rescue went on to be the cen-
trepiece of the government’s false claims
at the height of the election campaign that
children had been thrown overboard.

The outline of that shambolic episode
has been pieced together in the coyly
named Report on a Certain Maritime
Incident by the Senate Select Committee
Inquiry (2002). Those at the higher levels
do not get off lightly in this tale of buck-
passing, kowtowing and outright deceit,
and in their recounting of the story, Marr
and Wilkinson paint a picture of a public
service—and, at times, a defence force—duti-
fully following Sir Humphrey’s mantra. But
their account also highlights the frustra-
tion and powerlessness of those such as
Commander Banks, and Brigadier Bornholt
from the defence force’s public relations
team, who did try to speak up. Their
attempts to correct what was originally
an innocent misunderstanding, caused
predominantly by the abandonment of the
usual protocols for communication between
the defence forces and the bureaucracy by
those in command of Operation Relex,
were swept aside in the general frenzy of
the election campaign and the force of the
spin that was carrying Howard to his third
election victory.

Dark Victory makes some serious
allegations about the actions of various
ministers. There is an account of a meet-
ing in which Ruddock allegedly alluded
to the possibility that Australia could
play a part in the sabotage of boats leav-
ing Indonesia. The inspector general of
Intelligence and Security found that in
addition to the extensive—and legal—sur-
veillance of communications to and from
the Tampa, the government used illegal
phone taps to monitor the communica-
tions between the lawyer for the shipping
line and his clients. And the role played
by Reith and Howard in playing fast and
loose with the truth about the children-
overboard allegations during the election

campaign is, even after the lengthy Sen-
ate committee inquiry, still not finally
resolved, given the government’s refusal to
allow ministers and their advisers
to give evidence to the inquiry.
IHIS BOOK 1$ written with a steely
precision. It is carefully sourced and foot-
noted, and the index is a joy, containing
much valuable information as well as
the bare facts. Take these extracts from
the entry for Admiral Chris Barrie, for
example: ‘asked about military options
by Howard’; ‘begs Reith to give sailors
a break’; ‘considers whether he is a dill’;
‘gagged over Opcration Relex’; ‘humili-
ated at press conference’; ‘sceptical about
feasibility of Opcration Relex’; ‘retires’.
A major disappointment, though, is the
cover. Dull and beige, it fails to do justice
to the riches the book contains.

Marr and Wilkinson’s analysis of the
political strategising and manoecuvrings
is comprehensive and persuasive. At the
same time, one of the great strengths
of this book is that they step back and
allow the facts and the people to speak for
themselves. There is Ruddock on why the
government refused to let those on the
Tampa land on Christmas Island: ‘Once
we had brought people ashore and they
were in the migration zone ... [Austral-
ia’s legal] obligations kick in and ... it was
game, sct, match.’ (David Bennett Q¢ could
not have put it more clearly.) There is
Christian Maltau, the first officer on
board the Tampa: ‘The fact that we never
received any adequate supplies of medi-
cines, food, blankets and other things that
could have relieved the human suffering
on board was perhaps what upset us most
during the whole incident We were
close enough to shore to see the buildings,
even the hospital, but no help arrived.’
And there is Rear Admiral Ritchie: ‘We are
talking about people coming to Australia
illegally. It is not World War II1./

And, of course, there are the asylum
seekers. Marr and Wilkinson have trawled
through the transcripts of the various legal
proceedings and the report of the Inquiry
into a Certain Maritime Incident which,
they acknowledge, uncovered many of the
facts of this story. They have also sought
out and interviewed a number of the
survivors of SIEV X, and those rescued by
the Tampa, many of whom are now per-
manent residents of New Zealand. The
voices of those people resonate throughout
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Hage asks provokingly: ‘What kind of peo-
ple believe that a parcnt (even an animal
parent, let alone a human from another
culture) could actually throw their child
overboard? Perhaps only those who
are unconsciously worricd about being
thrown overboard themselves?’

Hage's angry and focused book traces
the psychology of Australia’s present para-
noia about otherness and calls readers to
account for their prejudices, particularly
about race and class. He acknowledges
that our condition is a symptom of wider
global flows of paranoid anxiety set off by
the warring fundamentalisms of religion
and economics. However, it is particularly
Australia’s condition, and particularly the
Howard government’s role in enflaming
it, that Hage calls to account. Nowhere
have I read a better explanation of why
John Howard’s mean-spirited projection
of Australian values renders me apoplec-
tic. The punchline of the chapter on ‘the
rise of Australian fundamentalism’ asserts
satisfyingly that Howard’s idcological
ascendancy ‘signals the rise of an unprec-
edented political narcissism: a numb and
dumb sense of self-satisfaction with the

national self and a refusal to hear any
voice other than one’s own’.

So there! But don’t rush to the book-
shop expecting a neat affirmation of all
your kind, liberal assumptions that the
powerful are villains and the victims the
salt of the earth. Hage is honest enough to
make enemies on all sides. For example,
he names Israel as a colonialist nation,
and explores the condition of Palestinian
suicide bombers as if they were human
beings with intelligible motivations. His
deepest formation is as a social scientist,
always asking the question, ‘What kind of
social conditions must prevail and what
kind of history must a people have inter-
nalised to make them lose [the] capacity of
seeing the other in his or her humanness?’
But he never mistakes explanation for jus-
tification. Conscquently, he also rejects
the despair and fundamentalist machismo
of the bombers and the politicians who
manipulate them. The main difference he
sees is that the Israelis have more power
on the ground to act effectively on their
paranoid racist fantasies. Why, after all,
should we expect Palestinians to be enno-
bled by their sufferings?

ONANYC.a
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And why should Australians expect
immigrants, Aboriginal people, asylum
seekers, or any exploited group to be
ennobled by, or patient in, suffering? Hage
argues that what we call xenophobia is
more often the fear that the ‘others’ are
really just like us, and would want what
we have were they given the opportunity.
White Australia’s history, in his account,
goes back to the original deprivation of
the Aboriginal pcople. Particularly ‘since
Mabo reawoke in us the memory of our
original theft’, we have been in a state of
panic about others taking our land and
‘our way of life’ from us.

The paranoia is more a fear of same-
ness than of otherness, and it makes for
hopeless politics in every sense of the
word. Hage hopes that, by acknowledg-
ing these histories, we will be able to out-
grow our paranoia, to deal generously and
respectfully with others. I hope so too.

Robert Phiddian teachcs English at
Flinders University, and is on the advisory
committee for the Adelaide Festival of
Ideas, to be held in July on the themes of
Hope and Fear.

Agreeing on something

HE LIVELY GROUP of essayists
who write in the book edited by Chris
McGillion is indeed a long way from
Rome. The stimulus for the book was the
meeting in Rome between Australian bish-
ops attending a Synod and Roman church
officials. The bishops were presented with
the Statement of Conclusions, a docu-
ment that presented a negative view of
the Australian church. McGillion himself
summarises the events well, and his con-
tributors offer an alternative view of the
Australian church to the one the bishops

heard. The book’s enterprise is inevitably
tinged with polemic, for the perspectives
of the Roman Congregation and of the
writers differ greatly. The Statement of
Conclusions finds fault with the inde-
pendence and lack of respect shown by
Australian Catholics; the contributors

blame an excessively centralised and par-
tisan Roman administration.

Two themes are developed in A Long
Way from Rome. It describes the harm-
ful consequences for the local church that
flow from the centralisation of power in
Rome. It also reflects on the specifically
Australian context within which the local
church lives. 1 found the discussion of this
second theme the more interesting and
significant. For even if the proposals made
in this book for a less centralised church
characterised by trusting relationships
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were implemented, the challenges of
living faithfully as a Christian church
in Australia would remain. Indeed their
intractability would come into clearer
light. The contributors to this collection
demonstrate this by agreeing in their
account of the symptoms of decline, and
by disagrecing about its causes and about

what in detail a healthy church
- o might look like.

J.HE AUSTRALIAN DIAGNOsIs of the
health of the church offered in Chris
McGillion’s book is consistent with that
offered elsewhcre. In the other books to
which 1 refer, Winter, Cornwell ar the
writers in Hoose’s collection also con-
sistently speak of a crisis of authority
and of inappropriate uses of power in the
Catholic Church. They argue generally
that the way in which authority is exer-
cised is counter-productive, because it
simultaneously distracts attention from
the major challenges that the churches
must confront in contemporary socic-
ties, and blocks attempts to meet those
challenges reflectively.

The critics also converge in the evi-
dence that they offer to show that the
Catholic Church is dysfunctional. They
argue that centralised organs of power
limit the ability to adapt to local condi-
tions, and furthermore disregard reflec-
tion by the local churches on their
cultural environment. ~ e more explic-
itly theological trcatments of Winter
and Hoose suggest that centralisation of
powcer leads simultancously to increas-
ingly extensive claims for the authority
of Roman views on details of faith and of
sexual and medical issues, and to increas-
ing local incredulity about the truth or
wisdom of those views. Morcover, they
agree that consultation by officers of the
Roman congregations is limited, and their
policies often reflect a partisan agenda. As
a result, the life of many local churches
is shaped by the desire to avoid any overt
conflict between Roman policy and local
experience. Conflict is concealed by cre-
ating a culture of silence. There is no
place where controversial issues can be
discussed freely, and in any case, the most
significant issues, like the ordination of

women, are withdrawn from conversa-
tion. Furthermore, scandalous and unwise
behaviour by church representatives is
kept hidden out of a concern to maintain
an appearance of rectitude.

All these hooks see an emblem of
this church culture in the failure to deal
decisively with child abuse, and in the
preference given to maintaining the pub-
lic reputation of the Church over concern
for victims. They argue that, in dealing
with child abuse, as also in the treatment
of divergent thinkers, church procedures
fall well shi of the <tandards of justice
presumed in modern  mocracics.

In marshalling the cvi nce for this
indictment, Cornwell and McGillion,
both journalists by trade, are most effcc-
tive. Cornwell, particularly, writes with
some passion, having rediscovered faith
in his middle years, and having met with
personal criticism for his ook, Hitler's
Pope. They instantiatc the harrying of
those who hold divergent opinions, the
alliance between local minority groups
and Roman officials, e widespread disaf-
fection caused by the rhetoric of teaching
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about sexuality and about women, and the
appointment of bishops to local churches
where, in a free clection, they could not
have bought a vote.

I find persuasive the argument made
by McGillion and the other writers, that
the culture and operations of author-
ity and power in the Catholic Church
today obscure the Gospel and need to be
reformed. Agrcement with their judg-
ment, however, commits the reader to face
the deeper question raised by McGillion’s
book. Namely, how can even a reformed
church embody and spealk persuasively
about the meaning of the Gospcl within a
culture whose public values and practices
scem in many respects distant from it? If
we are to avoid the polar responses of total
contempt or total accommodation with
culture, we need to approach this question
with a sensitivity both to the Gospel and
to the complexities of Australian culture.
And we should not expect convergent
answers on matters of important detail.

This is evident in the differences
about liturgy. In A Long Way from Rome,
tor example, John Carmody argues well
for a liturgy that responds to Australian
spiritual depths. He dismisses as banal
and derivative what is on offer in most
Australian churches. In this critical judg-
ment of church liturgy, he would find
support from Cornwell, who was brought
up on Gregorian chant well practised and
performed. But in the essay previous to
Carmody’s, Morag Fraser introduces her
discussion of women with a warm appre-
ciation of local popular music used in a
Brisbane liturgy. The difference between
the two writers is partly a matter of taste.
Butunderlying it are divergent understand-
ings of the relationship between faith and

culture. At this level lie difficult
questions.

IN PASSING REMARKS about the Blake
Prize for religious art, for example,
Carmody refers to a tension that existed
between those who wanted pious art
and those who sought a spiritual artis-
tic expression. He goes on to deplore the
decline in standards of paintings submit-
ted in recent years. He is correct to recall
the debate among the patrons of the Blake
Prize, but I believe that the conflict cut
much more deeply than he suggests. It
lay between those who wished to locate
the prize within a religious tradition, and
those who believed that in an increasingly

unchurched Australia, the prize must be
open to those who wish to represent a
more diffuse religious and spiritual sensi-
bility. The broader definition of religious
art won, as I believe it had to, but the
decision did not guarantee that better art
would be the result. A more inclusively
conceived religious faith does not always
liberate either art or people. This in micro-
cosm is the dilemma with which engage-
ment between faith and culture must deal.
Its sharpness explains why a rhetoric of
robust opposition to cultural trends is an
attractive option for some Catholics.

These accounts of the church, how-
cver, suggest tha
consistent oppositior
to culture is inappro
priate for two rcasons
In some areas, the atti
tudes embodied ir
contemporary culture
and institutions are
cthically superior tc
those embodied ir
the Catholic Church
Catholics are there
fore morally bounc
to engage with th
culture in order to
learn goodness. To be radically opposed to
culture, too, forgets that faith and culture are
abstractions. In people they run together,
and in practice contain good and bad
clements. So, the only reasonable possible
stance is of an open dialogue between two
siamese twins.

If you are a siamese twin, the only
way to go is to preserve your own identity
and to find a language in which you can
address respectfully issues which divide
you from your twin. The conversation
will touch all aspects of life. The chapter
headings of Cornwell’s book suggest the
breadth of the conversation required in
the Catholic Church. The way they are
expressed indicates, too, that culture feels
aggrieved by the failure of this conversa-
tion. He heads his chapters: ‘The Great
Adulteration’ (of worship), ‘Dilution of
Belief’, ‘Catholic “Sexology” ’, ‘Priests’
{celibacy), ‘A Disgruntled Laity’, ‘Women
in the Church’, ‘The Science and Politics
of Saints’ and ‘Hierarchy’.

To be fruitful, conversation demands
an intimate understanding of culture. For
that reason, I find most helpful contribu-
tions that attend to contemporary culture
and reflect on the rules of engagement

with it. In A Long Way from Rome, Juliette
Hughes offers a lively and sensitive
account of cultural trends, particularly
within the younger culture, while Paul
Collins suggests the importance of the
imagination within Catholic identity.
Collins’ insistence on the imagination
is suggestive, for it links the two themes
of the book. It intimates why the patholo-
gies of church matter, and it demonstrates
how, in the conversation between faith
and culture, both identity and openness
can be prescrved. In faith, the imagina-
tion is caught by a vision of life and of the
world. The vision is fed by the symbols

of Christian faith. This faith expresses
itself and is nourished by the community
of those whose imagination is similarly
caught. When authority and power are mis-
used in the service of uniformity and con-
trol, the imagination is atrophied and not
fed. It is nourished by open conversation.
In the dialogue with culture, however,
Christian identity is not infinitely malle-
able. For the imaginative vision is distinc-
tive. The uncompromising opposition of
the churches to the war in Iraq, for exam-
ple, is based in an imaginative vision of
the ultimate value of each individual life
from its beginnings to its end. In places
the expressions of this vision are counter-
cultural, as in resistance to abortion. In
other places, as in opposition to the war
against Iraq, it finds sympathy in popular
culture, even if it is opposed by political
culture and those who serve it.
Discerning what is integral to the
Christian imagination requires energy and
sensitivity. The issues raised in these four
books are important because the ills thev
describe sap energy and sensitivity.

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches at the United
Faculty of Theology, Melbourne.
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film, is when we first see Szpilman’s father
forced to comply with the Nazi edict that
all Jews must wear the Star of David on
their sleeve—to mark him as a thing apart
from ‘humanity’, a subhuman, a mon-
ster; in short, a Jew. One cannot doubt
the truth of the voices behind this film,
or their right to be heard, or indeed the
absolute need for such stories to be told.

For all the valuable and important and
truthful aspects of the film, I must confess
to being troubled watching it. Narrative
cinema inevitably deals with individuals,
characters—it cannot show us six million.
Such knowledge as we have of the expe-
rience of the Holocaust comes largely
through its survivors such as Szpilman.
It is a marvellous and miraculous thing
that he and others like him survived, and
that we know their stories, but it’s easy to
forget that such stories are truly miracu-
lous and anomalous, and that the ‘truth’ of
the Holocaust is that almost no-one who
entered its maw survived.

Szpilman'’s story (and indeed Polanski’s)
is real and true. But it seems too easy, in
the uplifting final scene of the film when
Szpilman performs once more to trium-
phant applausc, to let slip the memory of
all those others who left no autobiography,
who made no film—murdered as he would
have been but for luck. Tdo not know if this
film is ‘barbaric’, as Adorno might have
said had he seen it. Discussing it in terms
of its Oscar chances certainly is.

—Allan James Thomas

-ull metal myth

Ned Kellv, dir. Gregor Jordan. If Ned Kelly
hadn’t lived it would have been neces-
sary to invent him. He is the outlaw legend
par excellence, our culture’s pre-eminent
survival myth, built on distortions, half-
truths and widely agreed misperceptions—a
tapestry of lies that spells truth. And now
the myth has arrived at a multiplex cinema
near you. The Kelly phenomenon continues
its rise, absorbing all critiques, critics and
admirers in iron-clad embrace, an industry
in itself.

In this manifestation the myth starts
with Ned (Heath Ledger] kissing a horse
on its nose. Then he rides the horse
through town with a pretty girl (Naomi
Watts) at his back, gets shot at and pistol-
whipped by the first of many evil-hearted

policemen and we’re away (with an under-
lying sense of trepidation that it’s going to
be all downhill from here). Myth-making
being myth-making, there is always going
to be time for Ned to undress Julia, dance
ajolly Irish jig in a bush pub, declare ‘The
land belongs to us’ to rousing cheers from
a town whose bank has just been robbed.
But the tone has been unequivocally set:
innocent boy with Irish brogue is harassed
by evil men in uniform, eventually takes
up arms to avenge his mother’s unjust
imprisonment and seek justice for all who
suffer under a tyrant’s yoke.

There’s a breathtaking ruthlessness to
the narrative, and in a way, that works.
Nothing to complicate the moral clarity
of Ned’s vision.

Then Glenrowan. Cue men in armour,
downpouring rain, gunfire, Ned mak-
ing one heroic last stand [after another),
orchestral accompaniment, more gunfire,
innocent men, women, children, lions and
monkeys shot by spineless city coppers.
It works. It's hard not to feel the mythic
things grabbing you by the throat. Ned
rises at dawn. It’s brave—like the land-
ing at Gallipoli or a Collingwood Grand
Final—and doomed.

It didn't actually happen that way. But
that’s not why we go to the movies.

—Alex McDermott

Tuned in

Sur Mes Lévres (Read My Lips), dir. Jacques
Audiard. Carla [Emmanuclle Devos)
emerges into focus: stooped, slurping
water from her bathroom tap. The sounds,
at first distant and muffled, crackle to life
as she stands up and puts on her hearing
aid. These first glimpses immerse us in
Carla’s world, a world isolated by deafness
and undervalued by taunting co-workers.

When Carla’s boss suggests she hire
an assistant, Paul (Vincent Cassel) shows
up. Just released on parole, after a stint in
prison, he has to tread carefully or he will
end up back inside. A mutual dependency
forms between the two, beautifully played
out, avoiding the clichés familiar to so
many stories of unlikely pairings.

Carla and Paul—each instinctively
defensive and selfish through bitter expe-
rience—desperately need one another.
But the dependency is fraught and could
destroy them both. Their chaotic journey

together runs hot and cold, but always has
a compelling truth to it, making the film’s
ending all the more moving.

Sur Mes Levres’ sound design is
exceptional. Carla’s sclective use of her
hearing aid is experienced directly by
the audience as she tunes in and out of
the world around her. In her most private
moments Carla cxperiments in her bed-
room, trying on Paul’s clothes, struggling
with their merging identities. Sounds arc
distant and we see her retlection in a dark
mirror. Fragments of her body emerge
through a mysterious blurred aperture,
reducing the field of view to that of her
own tunnel vision.

Vincent Cassel is back to his con-
siderable best as the listless, seemingly
impenetrable Paul. But it is Devos who
commands most attention. Her portrayal
of a woman beset by lonely awkwardness,
and confusions about whether to go with
her instincts or risk all, is extraordinary.

In the penultimate scene, Carla peers
through binoculars at a distant window,
recading Paul’s lips. He cannot hear her,
but through a veil of tcars she whispers
nevertheless: ‘Oui ... Qui ...’

—Tim Metherall

Longueur

The Hours, dir. Stephen Daldry. Bloomsbury,
with its triumphs and parings, has turned a
handsome profit over the years. Any film
that pivots on one of its sacred texts (in this
case Virgina Woolf’s Mrs Dalloway) is likely
to start with its nose in front. Literally, in
this case. Nicole Kidman has been lauded
for her prosthetically aided portrayal (so
brave) of Woolf in a highly wrought crisis.
It's an actorly performance, and all credit
to her. But picture a Virginia Woolf unable
to twitch her aristocratic nose in disdain. I
couldn’t.

The film, based on Michael Cunningham’s
novel, with screenplay by David Hare, is
lavishly credentialled. Its stars, Kidman,
Julianne Moore and Meryl Streep—box
office gold—give us three women, three
intercut and interconnected lives riven
with a sensc of inconsequence. It's mov-
ing, artful, clever. But I'd have settled for
so much less—and more. Just the superb
Meryl Streep and no literary ballast. And
none of Philip Glass’ interminable score.

—Morag Fraser
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Y GRANDMOTHER LOST four children. Born in the
1870s, she lived the perilous life of a respectable married
woman of the working classes in the early part of the 20th
century. My mother, her seventh and last child, arrived as a
welcome surprise in 1921.

Childbirth was the Janus face of love’s consequences:
joy or death lurked nine months after your short ecstasy. No
wonder they took sex so seriously. If the beloved survived
labour and delivery, the ordeal was often too much for the
child. How did they, did she, cope? She talked very occasion-
ally to me, with wet cyes, of little Annie, who died at five of a
heart problem. But the babics—it was too hard to talk of them.
I was a very little girl, and talk of babics was too close to talk-
ing of childbirth. She would not, in her reckoning, have wanted
to spoil my innocence with such things. I remember her always
as very dignified: tall and very old, white hair plaited and coiled
into a ncat bun.

Her housc was small and very ncat. Tasks were done to
an unbreakable routine: Monday washing was one thing my
Aunty Winnic rebelled against. The daughter-housekeeper for
many years, she insisted on using the local laundrette as soon
as it opened in the 1950s. But the polished brasses at the fire-
place, the hearth-risen fruit bread at Easter, the Dickensian
stout-and-brandy-laced Christmas pudding, were all still the
way Grandma did things.

[ was thinking of all this because of a very good program,
The Frontier House, to be screencd by the ABC over this
month. In The Frontier House, ety TV trcads some famil-
iar territory, previously seen on ‘Ihe Forties House and The
Edwardian House. These exercises in historical reconstruc-
tion arc the acceptable face of the reality TV phenomenon.
No bedroom/bathroom cams, no puerile competitive tasks, no
audience voting, Just interesting reminders of our grandparents’
struggles. Scemingly minor things making you think hard.
How clean would we have been without running water, even
cold running water? Without toilet paper?

Three families were selected from 5000 applicants to spend
five months in Montana, from spring to late autumn, based on
an 1880s US government scheme that granted lots of 160 acres
of frontier land to pcople who could stay on them for five years.
Many such ‘homesteaders’ abandoned their land—the three
modern families were to be assessed at the end on how ready
they would have been for the bitter six-month winter that was
about to fall. There was a Californian millionaire with his wife,
three children and 15-year-old niece. Then there was a church-
going Tennessee nurse with her tecacher hushand and her son
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and daughter from a previous marriage. The third family was
an African-American father and son who were going to prepare
for the son’s marriage to a white social worker halfway through
the series. It got very interesting. The millionaire’s wife,
teenage daughter and niece got very upset at the historically
authentic no-make-up rule. All the women were scandalised at
the menstrual arrangements: no disposables—yul!

[ was settling in, comfortably despising the millionaire’s
family, when a few things happened to change my mind. I
started to like them and to loathe the Tennessee woman,
who would have been a perfect extra in The Crucible—bad-
mouthing ncighbours and generally behaving in the way you
just wish that people wouldn’t when they are so damn upfront
about loving the Lord. The African-American family were
great: hardworking and peaceable, they built courteous links
that madc up for the rancour between the millionaires and the
Biblc-bashers. Then a member of the Native American tribe who
had owned the land, until it was stolen from them, was brought
in to provide some game and to remind the participants of the
cvil treatment of the original owners. That, by the way, was the
only game the participants atc: hunting was now forbidden un-
der state laws in summuer, deeply annoying the millionaire, who

wanted to hunt to provide for the family. In the end
he was placed scecond.

OF COURSE HE was robbed. The way that that family
managed to bend the rules showed that they would have made
shift with anything available, but the historian-assessors werc
rather inconsistent in what they considered important. The
Bible-bashers were hopeless—their marriage in tatters, the
woman’s constant carping, jealousy and mean-spiritedness
giving a useful window into why some Amecricans scem
find it hard to just get along with each other. The winners, the
newly married couple, would likely have had all the problems
of a fronticr childbirth. The millionaire would have survived
because, as David Attenborough points out in the marvellous
series The Life of Mammals (Wednesdays at 8.30pm on ABC),
adaptation to your surroundings and food source is the key to
survival.

We hyper-adaptable apes have evolved to the point where we
have art, poctry and Jerry Springer. We thrive on contlict, or per-
haps when I say ‘we’ I mean whoever wins. At that point we start
identifying with the winner, and that is the key to our success
And to the peril of - 1 souls when we forget the losers.

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer.
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