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change is that it will be at the instance of the welfare state rather
than the old native affairs burcaucracy.

This will not happen because the kids are black but because
the children are neglected, and subject to physical and sexual abuse
at rates unimaginable clsewhere. The parents of many children
arc so trapped in their own apathy, depression, victimhood, or
drug addiction that they are virtually oblivious to the fact they
arc¢ harming their children. This is not some subjective middle-
class standard, ignorant of different cultural ways of looking after
children. Nor is it from an assimilationist perspective.

The most obvious, if milder, neglect is that, in many remote
communities, attending school scems to have become voluntary,
with average daily attendances usually at less than 50 per cent of
catchments, and, in some cascs, as low as ten per cent. Occasional
fitful campaigns shame communitics into making more children
attend school—the favourite carrot and stick approach being
rules such as ‘no-school, no pool’. A high proportion of those who
attend only casually are, of course, learning nothing, despite the
best cfforts of teachers. In some arcas, such as in the Centre, the
most alienated and ncglected children are not merely wagging
school, but destroying their scnscs by petrol sniffing. That is
the obvious sclf-abuse. There are country towns in NSW and
Queensland where the rate of use of heroin and amphetamine
drugs is far higher than anywhere one might find in Sydney,
Brishane and Mclbourne (where the highest abuse rates are
among Aboriginal communities} and causing more problems and
family breakdown than alcohol.

It may be argued that it is unsurprising that children do not
attend schools when the schools are so culturally alien and irrel-
evant to these children’s lives. Perhaps, though this ignores the
cfforts and the investments in adapting curriculums to needs. It
might be said that many Aboriginal children are sick—particu-
larly those madc deaf by chronic car discasc—that they cannot
give attention to lessons, and that such objective illness is par-
ticularly marked among truants. Yes, we should do something
about it, but what have their parents been doing about it?

One might say that poor educational outcomes reflect the
low investment the wider community has made in education,
and the criminal lack of facilitics in many remote communities.
So far as this is truc—-and it must be said that the Northern
Territory Government ought to be prosccuted for fraud for
the differences between what it says it is doing and what
actually occurs—it can hardly excuse the fact that, inadequate
or not, what is available is all too often not consumed. The
primary reason is that the parcnts and responsible others in
these children’s lives, make little effort to encourage or force
their children to attend. The parents, themsclves hobbled by
cducational disadvantage, place too little value upon education.
Some will assume a level of autonomy among ten year-olds, or
seven year-olds that assumes that school attendance is a matter
of personal choice. By whatever standard, we are perpetuating
new generations of kids who, as young adults, will have no
choices and opportunities available to them, ¢ven in their own
communities. And whose frustration, will further compound
the difficulties of such communities.

It's a form of inverted racism to imagine that Aborigines
arc merely the passive victims of cvery one else’s incompetence,
malevolence or neglect in these matters, or to imagine, as
somce sympathisers with Aboriginal aspirations do, that life in

traditional communitics involves ideal relationships, sharing,
caring and strong families. Too many communities ar¢ secri-
ously dysfunctional, on a downward spiral and failing to address
the conscquences as well as the causes. Of course, there are
many people in such communitics trying very hard to look
after their familics and who are willing partners in programs
to make things better. Too often these people are themselves

victims of a culture of apathy, passivity or active hos-

tility to change. It is time they enjoyed more support.

A.T THE LEVEL AT WHICH IT WILL APPEAL to the Hansonite
constituencies—ever an active part of John Howard’s imagina-
tion—new measures will involve tying social security payments
to performance in looking after children and dependents, not
least in making surc that they are attending school and receiv-
ing proper food and health care. The rationale will be blunt and
uncompromising: we give out social security assistance, such as
single mothers’ benefits, so that people can care for their fami-
lies. You cannot say that you are doing so if your children do not
attend school, or fail to receive needed medical attention. So you
will be cut off. Other ways will be found, not least community-
bascd reward and punishment schemes to pick up on your obli-
gations, but as for you there’s no more ‘sit down’ moncey. Those
who think this approach discriminatory may well find that gov-
ernment is increasingly willing to extend this attitude to the
more obvious forms of welfare abuse in other parts of the Aus-
tralian community. Don’t worry; it will be popular.

The planning i1s what the ideologists might call results-
bascd programs. At Commonwealth, state and local government
level, and in grants projects of the sort once funded by the now
defunct Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander Commission, the
accountability focus will move away from ‘prove you spent the
moncy as you said you would’ to ‘prove you madc a difference’.
It's going to be an unpleasant experience for many people—cven
those involved in well-established programs, such as legal aid—as
many admit that they are achieving very little. Why should the
new stolen generation have to suffer so that we can sustain useless
schemes whose only effect is to add a little more money (perhaps
20 per cent of the grant) to that circulating in the community?

The crisis has been present for years, if overshadowed
by thce politics of symbolism, apologies, reconciliation or
the shenanigans of some senior ATSIC personnel. It simply
cannot go on. Not because the political will to help Aboriginal
Australians will cvaporate. Though that may happen. Not
becausc the government lacks a desire to improve Aboriginal
conditions and prospects; as I have remarked before, there are
many more Liberals with genuine knowledge of, interest in and
commitment to Aboriginal interests than can be found in the
parliamentary Labor Party. After 30 years, the expenditure in
real terms of approximately $70 billion on programs to redress
Aboriginal disadvantage, and many more billions in welfarce
payments, there is still no plan to make things better. No plan.
No belief that more programs, or more time, will effect any
improvement. Indced there exists a growing conviction that
many Aboriginal Australians have been further trapped in the
mire, further impoverished, and, perversely, made seem the most
cash-rich, most materially disadvantaged pcople on earth.

Jack Waterford is cditor-in-chicf of the Canberra Times.
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The manager of a troubled and sharply
criticised business recently claimed, much
aggricved, that he was the victim of the
tall poppy syndromec. Trouble was, he said,
he wasn’t even a tall poppy. He certainly
wanted to be a tall poppy, but people kept
cutting him down before he could get there.
The sad story reveals the urgent
need for a Patron Saint of Faile Tall
Poppics. A suitably height-challenged
candidate could be Dionsyius Exiguus—
Tiny Denis—who was good at working
out dates. He fixed the date of Mary’s
conception of Jesus, and worked to get
agreement on computing the day of Easter.
But, as later happened with the Standard
Gauge in Australia, things then fell apart.
The calendars remained scparate, and
Denis remained unsainted.

Elcections always end with the triumph
of the victor, maintaining a tradition
that traces back to Imperial Rome.

Vale N arie

With the sudden death of Maric Tchan,
we at Eureka Street have lost a dear friend
and patron. Marie, who had just accepted
the invitation to chair the Board of Jesuit
Publications, was passionatc about the
causes which Eurcka Street represents:
the claims of decency in public life and
the place of rcasoned argument in public
discussion.

During Marie’s time in Victorian Par-
liament, when she served successively as
Minister for Health and Minister for Con-
servation, she appreciated the place of
Eurcka Street in public life, even though
she might have disapproved of its criticism
of the policies of the government to which
she belonged. Marie, who had actively
sponsored refugees to Australia after the
end of the Indochinese wars, shared our
concern for asylum seckers and refugees.
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Only Generals who had won partic  rly
significant battles c¢njoyed  triumphs.
They were solemn  affairs. The Gen-
eral would lead his troops into the city
wearing his Nike toga, gold crown, and
armour of burnished bronze.

In the procession, he displayc  his
booty—consumer goods and hangdog
slaves. The latter had then to lis-
ten to the imperial orators tell  em
what miscrable people they must be
to fight against the might and moral-
ity of Rome.

In the meantime, the soldiers doubt-
less meditated nostalgically upon the
origin of triumph: the Greek procession
in honour of Bacchus, the God of wine
and anarchic behaviour.

To pay suitably reverential homage to
the victors of recent electoral triumphs,
though, you can’t go beyond Thomas
Babington Macaulay, of whose
English Civil War pocms was minced for
the Battle Hymn of the Republic:

one

O wherefore come ye forth in triumph
from the north,

With your hands, and your feet, and your
raiment all red?

After she resigned from parliament, she
was free to engage again with this issue. I
came to know her well at this time, when
she joined the Management Committee
of the Refugee and Immigration Lcgal
Centre. The invitation was made after
somc hesitation: many refugee activists
had little sympathy with the Kennett
Government, and Maric’s portfolios of
Health and the Environment had always
been at the centre of fierce public debate.
And to invite such a competent public
figure on to the board of a small NGO
always awakens latent doubts about one’s
own professionalism.

On the agenda of her first meeting were
delicate items that needed to be handled
wisely. Marie listened carefully, and then
spoke a few warm words of appreciation of
the care and compassion with which the

Christmas is the
Amid the frenzy of end of year school
concerts, shopping marathons and prepa-
rations for the day, we make room at the
inn for the imagination. The events that
Christmas cclebrates sound like the plot
for a Dan Brown blockbuster, or the pitch
for the next Mel Brooks musical; political
intrigue, the intervention of the divine, a
monarch obsessed with absolute rule, a
miracle birth, an angclic chorus, scveral
sheep, assorted farm animals, and a bit
with a donkey.

Yet the Christmas scason also marks a
time of reflection when we recall the events
of the year—Dboth personal and public
perhaps, imagine a different reality. The
Christmas story reminds us of the need to
take a long view both of our own lives and
the events of our world. Christmas tcachces
us that some events are aberrations, while
others arc part of a larger, unfolding story.

As you reflect over the events of 2004
we hope that the times of joy take prec-
edence over darker moments and that in
our world and our lives 2005 is a time of
renewed peace.

imagination scason.

and

matters had been handled. The committee
members relaxed, and grew in energy and
self-confidence from her contribution. She
had a purity of purpose that built resolve
and resolution about what the organisation
was and what it was doing

We were to recognise this style in
her contribution to the Board of Jesuit
Publications.  She  read  submissions
carcfully,  listened  attentively  and
appreciatively, asked incisive questions,
and offered wisc advice. But above all she
shared our enthusiasms and passions, and
encouraged us to do more effectively what
we believed in. We grieve with her husband
Jim and their family in their loss, and for
oursclves and so many community groups
for the friend and adviser we have lost.

— 1 - ton









queue and be delivered directly to a bor-
der official. My legally-minded Guatema-
lan brother questioned the man about the
legality of his offer. He replied by asking
us whether we had families to feed and
informed us that he carned roughly US$2
for the odd weary traveller he helps.

In the grey zones between countries
some border officials seem to be a law unto
themselves. Between Honduras and Nicara-
gua the immigration office closcs for an hour
over lunch. We arrived seven minutes before
the hour, but the official held our passports
behind the counter for a good while before
asking whether we wanted to wait until
after lunch or pay an inconvenience fee.

We arrived in the Nicaraguan capital of
Managua on the day of the 25th anniver-
sary of the Sandinista revolution and the
fall of the Somoza dictatorship. Although
in the middle of the wet season, residents
ignored the humid and thunderous weather
to dance and listen to music folklore and
speeches harking back to the resistance
movement heydays.

Between Costa Rica and Panama we got
lost as we searched for the fumigation bay.
We finally found an official and he seemed
bemused by what looked to him like two
gringos with a Guatemalan tour guide and
a Panamanian driver.

‘Anyone here speak Spanish?’ he asked,
peering curiously through the windows.

Yes, we all do’, we replied.

‘And what'’s your mission?’ he asked.

‘We're missionaries’, my Guatemalan
brother replied.

In case you're wondering, we finally
made it to the ordination in Panama and,
on the way back, to the ordination in Hon-
duras which required us to ditch the bus
and board canoes to reach a Garifuna vil-
lage on Honduras’ Caribbean coast. The
ordination was a spirited example of encul-
turation involving many customs of the
Garifunas—descendants of deportees from
the West Indies two centuries ago.

After all the festivides we sadly left
behind the Caribbean shores of Honduras
and hcaded back to El Salvador to start sec-
ond semester and to reflect on the realities of
doing theology and finding God in the third
world.

—Kent Rosenthal

This month’s contributors: Anthony Ham
is Eureka Street’s roving correspondent;
Kent Rosenthal s; is an Australian Jesuit
studying in San Salvador.

Wives’ tales

RADITIONAL CHRISTMAS CRIBS have shepherds, angels, kings and a varicty
of animals in the bit parts. Trendy cribs change the cast of extras to cowboys,
media commentators, and a selection of kangaroos, wallabies and wombats.
This Christmas, you could make a strong case for including doctors’ wives.

Doctors’ wives became notorious during the federal election campaign. It
had become evident that many regular Coalition voters in safe Liberal scats
intended to vote against it. They held Australia’s treatment of asylum sceckers
and participation in the war on Iraq to be morally abhorrent. These people were
then characterised as doctors’ wives.

Once labelled, they were marginalised. Doctors’ wives, it was implied, spent
their idle hours driving hubby’s Mcres through leafy suburbs, sipping chardonnay,
chattering incessantly about issues that only blokes could understand, contract-
ing acutc cardial bleeding, betraying their class and embarrassing their neighbours.
How elsc could you cxplain anyone failing to move on from Tampa and fraq?

It is a disconcerting fact of lifc that people who take unpopular moral posi-
tions arc marginalised. But after we recover from the disconcertment, the inter-
esting question is what we make of being marginalised. Or, for religious people,
what God makes of it.

That is where the bit players in the Christimas story, and particularly wom-
en—thosc perennial cxtras—are interesting. Matthew and Luke both include
women. But whereas Luke puts Elizabeth and Anna prominently in the story as
ideal versions of Jewish piety, Matthew includes four women, almost by stealth, in
the genealogy of Jesus. Rahab, Bathsheba—referred to by Matthew only as Uriah’s
wife—Ruth and, of course, Mary arc all dodgy by the standards of their socicty, all
are marginal.

Rahab was a prostitute in Jericho who had read the polls. She could sce that
her side would lose, and so offered hospitality and a safe house to Israelite spies.
After the town was razed, her life was spared and she lived, an outsider in Isracl.
Bathshcba, wife of David’s general, Uriah, was raped and made pregnant by King
David who, to cover his tracks, had Uriah killed. Ruth, another foreigner, went
back to Judea with her impoverished Jewish mother. And we first meet Mary
when Joseph has to deal with her pregnancy.

Biblical genealogics offer a map of God’s way of working. Conventionally, the
promincnt features through which God’s path runs are all male and respectable.
That Matthew includes women on this path already says something surprising
about God. That he includes only women who are dodgy becausc of their race
or birth is shocking. At the centre of God’s plan for humanity arc strong women
whom responsible men marginalise.

Later Christians softened this message. They saw female martyrs as central
features on God'’s path. But they now described them as weak women who were
given c¢xtraordinary grace by God. Truc enough, but the obscrvers lost sight of the
heart of the matter, that these were strong women humiliated by their society.

Cribs can be cosy, too. Shepherds neither drink nor swear, angels don't in-
spire terror, nor do the animals stink. So doctors’ wives have a disruptive place
therc. They might remind us that God’s way for Australia lics through their
strength and humiliation, not their domestication.

Andrew Hamilton sy teaches at the United Faculty of Theology.
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Ash Street
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N AsH STReEeT the chestnut trees by the creck all let go at
once and therc is a steady rain of hard fruit the size of tennis balls.
People move their cars. On windy days my children and T hear the
nuts falling from our housc and we amble down the strect and
watch from a safe distance as the hcavy green nuts leap from the
trees. We take home handfuls and rot off the fruit and burnish the
lovely brown nuts and my young sons throw them at cach other
and at their sister until T insist on desist and put the boys to bed
but not the sister who is a teenager and so never sleeps. I work the
nuts through my fingers like fat oily coins and consider the paral-
lels between chestnuts and children. Both are wrapped in soft peb-
bly skins. Both have stubborn centres. Both gleam when polished.
Both are subject to being crushed by cars. Both are subject to rot.
Crows are fascinated by both. I watch the gangs of crows flare and
hammer and bicker and chortle among the shards in the street
and then go kiss my sons and nod to my daughter, who deigns, for
once, to nod back.

deteted

Ash Street bisects a hill named for a man who was born in
County Clare in Ireland. He took ship to America and landed in
New York and walked to Nebraska where he joinced that state’s
Second Cavalry Regiment and fought in the Civil War and then
walked to Oregon, where he lived on our hill until the day he
died. He was a stonc mason. He died abov  noon, with a chisel
in his hand.

debeted

Holy place in my house on Ash Street: The infinitesimal
indent made by ten years of left hands as woman and man and
children lcan against the wall while adjusting the thermostat with
their right hands.

debeted

Down Ash Strcet on our side lives the crazy lady, who
occasionally walks through our back door and into our kitchen
and stays for a long time, talking loudly. She tells the neighbours
that her husband is travelling on business when actually he left
ten years ago. Recently she leased her house to a young couple,
telling them that she was moving to Egypt, but she has yct to
leave, and is still living in the bascment. They arc puzzled and
walk down the street to my house to talk about the c¢r:  lady.
They sit in the kitchen and talk softly.
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Act:ng all rau -ous

LEM BaaDE 15 a striking young man. His shaved
hcad reveals the curve of his skull and his mouth curls
quizzically. His face communicates a strong sense of
cmpathy with eyes that appear, at times, to verge on
tears. It was perhaps this presence that prompted Kate
Sulan, dircctor of RAWCUS Theatre Company, to
choose him for the video sequences flowing through
the company’s most recent work, Sideshow.

A collective of actors with and without
disabilities, RAWCUS was cstablished four years
ago. Earlier this year, Sideshow received significant
acclaim as part of the 2004 Next Wave Festival. A
group-devised performance, Sideshow was inspired
by Angela Carter’s fairytale of the same name, based
on the Hunchback of Notre Dame. Clem'’s character
in Sideshow was projected on screens and sheets,
and moved with delicate purpose across a darkened
stage, creating an ominous sense of things about to go
horribly wrong. Uncannily, these sequences mirrored
Clem’s personal journey over the last few years.

The cldest of four children, Clem Baade has
intellectual and physical disabilities. Born in the
carly 1970s, doctors indicated that because of his
disabilitics, he would be best supported by specialist
services rather than in his own home. ‘Evidently, 1
telt like a puppet becausc I didn’t have any use of my
hands or legs for a while. So the doctor told mum to
send me to a home and forget about me’, he says, his
cyces watering slightly.

As was the practice only 30 years ago, doctors
did not foresee much potential in a baby born with
a disability. Children like Clem, they thought, were
best institutionalised and forgotten. Clem’s parents,
however, decided to challenge the professionals and
contradict the advice of the time, giving him all the
energy they could muster. Clem speaks with pride
and a deep love of his family. In a world striving for
perfection where many of us feel uncomfortable about
our own inabilities, let alone others’, he feels that
tamily is often a haven for people with a disability.

The second last night of RAWCUS’s scason of
Sideshow, Clem celebrated not just another successful
performance, but the six-month anniversary of
the kidney tran lant operation he underwent in
December. His comimitment to RAWCUS meant that

DECEMBER 2004

rchearsals and performances for Sideshow werc stag-
gered arou | hospital visits where he received anti-
rejection medication. Prior to his kidney transplant,
most of his time with RAWCUS—the weekly
rehearsals and numerous performances—was spent
suffering - m kidney failure. Only now can Clem
see how sick he was. But humble and reserved, Clem

refuses to believe his achievement of even

making it to the stage is remarkable.

CLEM'S CONTRIBUTIONS TO GROUP WORK are
often inspired by the poetry he writes. Becausc of
his disability, his speech is significantly limited. And
while he says he puts up with it, he can never com-
pletely accept people’s inability to understand him.
He repeats words over and over. And while some peo-
ple kindly keep guessing, others are uncomfortable
and unsure how to react. Sometimes Clem’s frustra-
tion causes him to give up and fall mute: better to
keep something to yourself than have your words fall
into empty spaces, never to be really heard. But he
refuses to live in a silent world.

‘T did not speak until age ten’, Clem says, ‘and
my voice was impaircd’. A testament to Clem’s
persistence, he still has speech therapy sessions once
a week, and has done so for over 15 years: ‘Tam proud
that I sneak well, walk and work well, and that I act
well” ¢ grins.

Language for Clem is often only a barrier
because of others’ inability to use some simple lateral
thinking and understand basic signs. He supplements
his speech using a range of sign language techniques,
many of his own making. When T am unable to
ascertain the name of his street as I drive him homye,
he asks me to think of Robin Hood. It cleverly
leads me to Sherwood. His command of the written
word demonstrates the ability to draw depth and
sophistication through what may appear to be just
simple sentences.

Clem’s acting began in 1992 with Justus Theatre
Company: a troupc of performers with disabilities,
supported by St Martin’s Youth Theatre, launching
the ‘best bit’ of Clem’s journey. Theatre became his
focus for ‘essi sk 1 dire
was at Justus that Clem met director, Kate Sulan.
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as much as dread, especially if there
has not been one in recent memory.
Many can have a vested interest in war:
war to the military is the raison d’étre
and presents opportunities for new and
quick promotions. This is to say nothing
of the opportunities for business or of
patriotism of the ordinary citizen.

More often than not, we work from
the decision which best suits us back to
the justification for the decision {if one
is indeed required). And it can be said
confidently that the decision that best
suits us will more often be based on short-
term gratification than long-term gains.

If our individual decision making
processes are accepted as poor or short
sighted, then where can we get objective
guidance? Religion can provide guidance
on moral or ethical issues in particular
but cannot easily deal with complex
temporal questions such as trade policy
or the sctting of educational standards.
As an alternative, perhaps we could con-
sider history? On the face of it, history
is no good—at least as a teacher. Perhaps
the reason for this failure is that we
can’t learn from history because it does
not set out to teach us. History only pro-
vides examples [exemplars) of actions
and consequences. We—individually and
collectively—have to do the hard work
of learning. Howecever, history teaches
half a lesson: deep inside us we do know
that to do wrong to others means they
will likely act in a similar fashion in
rcturn. But even with consideration,
often we still go ahead and do wrong to
others by direct means, by conveniently
looking the other way at the right time,
or through general indifference.

We also make decisions as individuals
which collectively become larger deci-
sions such as occurs with political
elections. The result of a general elec-
tion leads to a party being put into power
and it then makes decisions. It generates
waves and refractions by its decisions.
Unfortunately, often we want to pass
not only the duty of decision making to
others but also every shred of responsibil-
ity for any outcomes. We try to build a
barrier between us and responsibility: it
was not my fault; don’t blame me; they
did it. In group terms, the responsibil-
ity for dccisions in 1914 of cmperors,
generals, and diplomats can be argued
as not being theirs personally: they were
prisoncrs of the situation in which they

found themselves, or, they could not visu-
alise the actual outcomes. Or that many
decision-makers werc only following
orders (a precursor to the Nuremburg
defence following the next World War).
As citizens in a democratic society,
we still retain moral responsibility for
dccisions made even though we may
abdicate the day-to-day decision making
to the politicians. Good decision making
in the collective sense is hard. It is dif-
ficult to cut through the bombardment of
rhetoric, the opinions of the media, and
the constant appeals to what can be seen
as self-interest, patriotism, or whatever.
But when we participate in a collective
process such as an election we could at
least reach a provisional decision as for
whom to vote. Then ask ourselves of it:
‘will this decision cause harm to others
and how, and if so, why am I making
it?’ To love our neighbours as ourselves
is an easy plea, but such a decision
actively implemented is the hardest one
of all, far greater than to ask someonc to
sacrifice their life as in war. As people,
we favour the simple over the complex.
All in all, we simplify the situations
we face often to the point where any
thinking of the possible consequences is
brushed away in favour of the immediate.
Written histories too, simplify
complex matters.

Ihe brief histories of the Great

War will mention ‘Sarajevo’, ‘Gavrilo
Princip’, and ‘Archduke Franz Ferdinand’.
Generally, the histories do not mention
that there were six assassins in Sarajevo
that Sunday—90 ycars ago this year—for
we only remember ‘the winner’. The
assassins were spread along the route to
be taken by the Royal party. Three of the
six were chosen because they had tuber-
culosis—a disease at that time which was
invariably fatal. Each person had a cyanide
capsule to prevent capture and interroga-
tion, a ‘suicide squad’ in modern terms.

The first assassin’s courage failed him
and he made no move. The second assas-
sin threw a bomb which exploded, injuring
members of the official party and others,
but left the Archduke unscathed. The
motorcade then left the scheduled route for
security reasons and the Archduke went
about his official duties for the visit. Later
in the day, the Archduke on hearing there
were casualties from the bomb attack in
hospital, insisted on visiting them despite
all protests to the contrary. Personal cour-
age, common concern and what was termed
noblesse oblige overcame any doubts
that he may have had. The Archduchess
insisted on accompanying the Archduke.
Eventually, in a compromisc decision, it
was determined that a hospital visit would
occur, but the motorcade would not go
along the original route even though it led
directly to the hospital.

As hours had passed since the assas-
sination attempt, the assassins along the
royal route gave up waiting, concluding
that there had been a change of plans for
the Archduke. Princip, when he came to
the same conclusion, instead of depart-
ing for home like the rest, he reportedly
went into a shop and bought a sandwich.
Unfortunately, the official in charge forgot
to tell the driver of the Archduke’s vehicle
of the new route. When the official real-
ised they were going down the wrong road,
he remcmbered and at last mentioned the
decision to the driver. The driver stopped
the car at that point and started reversing,
so as to take the right road. It was at this
point that Princip, who had now come out
of the shop, saw what was happening. He
decided to take advantage of this stroke
of fortune. Princip produced his pistol,
stepped forward, and fired the two shots.
Two shots was all it took. And we live
with the waves and refractions of Princin’s
decision, albeit attenuated, to this day.
Stephen  Yorke lives and  works
in Melbourne.
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The dichotomy that Kimm
proposes between ‘traditional’ and
‘non-traditional’ communities and her
understanding of ‘elders’, ‘promised
marriages’ and ‘payback’ tend to locate
Indigenous people within fixed social
(pre-colonial) spaces. These social spaces have, in
fact, been fluid, changing and adapting as conditions,
environments and social structures faced an often
brutal frontier and the enforcement of government
policies. Since first contact, Indigenous pcople have
coped with a myriad of pressures due to colonisation
and the demands of assimilation. Some are presently
coping better than others. Some are trying desperately
to hold onto values that connect their identity and
social regeneration, and some are abusing themselves
and their families. The violence that is currently
being expressed—directed mostly inside rather than
outside the Indigenous community—cannot easily be

separated from the multi-faceted violence
of colonial history.

JOAN Kimm

IHERE EXIST TODAY many oral and written exam-
ples of the violence that Indigenous people have suf-
fered. Take that of imprisonment. Unlike the army
of North America that in the 19th century was used
to control its native peoples, here in Australia police
were used to settle and pacify the land. A long his-
tory of Indigenous imprisonment (with the usc of
chains) began where Indigenous men were regularly
arrested for cattle and sheep killing. In recent dec-
ades the number of Indigenous people in prison has
continued to rise to the extent that in 1998, 95 per
cent of all Indigenous prisoners in Australia were
male and 90 per cent of those who passed through
the prison system in the Kimberley were Indigenous.
At the same time there has been a steady increase
in suicide amongst young Indigenous men in many
communities. Clearly, especially through the use of
alcohol, expressions of self-harm and violence have
escalated within many Indigenous communities. For
some men, old and young, violence towards them-
selves, or those closest to them, has become normal-
ised behaviour.

The challenge to Indigenous communities is
how this behaviour might change. How do pride,

A FATAL CONJUNCTION
Tao Lwi foe €10 B

self-esteem and seclf-respect become
experienced and sustained by a group
of men as it was in earlier generations?
Do we, as Kimm proposes, continuc
to blame, accusc and abuse them? As
the justice system so regularly and
efficiently performs, do we lock them away in
another world scparated from their culture, fami-
lics and responsibilities? Do we believe that this
conjunction of two laws and two cultures is, and can
only be, fatal? Alternatively, we can support thosc
initiatives and solutions that Indigenous men and
women have been proposing and which promote
their right to live without violence. We can form
partnerships with Indigenous men that seck a more
just and non-violent world for them and their fami-
lies. I would argue that the latter approaches are criti-
cal if we want to create a safer world for Indigenous
women and children but also a more dignified world
for Indigenous men. It is also our only hope if we, as
non-Indigenous men, wish to honestly deal with the
legacies of our colonial history and the violence that
has shaped us and those legacies.

The title of this book is powerfully suggestive.
It points to the dirc consequences that have resulted
from the meeting of two laws and two cultures.
However, by the end of the book we cannot more
clearly identify the pathology of this violence than
to conclude that its virulence comes from men;
Indigenous and non-Indigenous. As a non-Indigenous
male reader I found the book disquieting and limiting
but also challenging. Part of me would like to think
that there is less violence than Kimm suggests and
I would like to hope that men have less responsibil-
ity for this violence than she argues. However, I am
sure that for too long we non-Indigenous men have
denied our part in the violence that has deeply shaped
ourselves and our relationship with Indigenous people.
I suspect that Indigenous men have denied their part in
violence as well. If you decide to buy this book I recom-
mend you check it out with Indigenous women. I found
the experience informative and salutary.

Brian McCoy is a Jesuit who has recently submitted
a Doctoral thesis at the University of Melbourne on
Indigenous men’s health.
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Flores Festival

firccrackers  reak the night into stars

it is 6am, no one is sleeping

medtner ridrinew

Lacedonian Living

the creek mear s through crops of maize
into holdii  dams, dribbling into laundry troughs
and duck ponds to emerge downstream

in this earth tloor compound, hammocks are strung
between poles wired for electricity
men in white dresses tend the fields

there arc only 800 left in this rainforest
their daughters marry Parisian tourists,
return home  coloured skirts and polyc  cr tops

here is an anthropologist’s dream
framed and ¢ gucd on a muscum wall
fading in the ight

we are driven for miles along a bumpy track
to sce the temple’s vivid frescos, it is late
all the stalls are closed

except for a hammock which divests itsclf
of its occupant, he is an arrow scller, quiver and bows
reading a cartoon magazine, night closes in

the men are drinking from paper cups
dancing inside painted mannequins,
wobbling crazily on a drunken axis
another three day festiv.

laughter and music erupt from a shop doorway

we need to leave but the streets are blocked

the carnival is on parade, carrying the virgin on boards
trailing tlowers the length of this narrow bridge,

we inch through the procession, against the tlow of grandmas
and children, turning sideways with our backpacks

our guide is hurrying on ahcad, elbowing people

who are walking orderly bchind flags and banners

women four abreast shouldering their holy  urden in high heels
each statue fferent in its own splendour

they are singing as they walk along the streets to the cathedral
we are rushing late for our plane

Heat ! tl

FURERA STRFET DUCEMBER 2004

Heather Matthew
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