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Values fruitful

ECENT STATEMENTS by government leaders
accusing thecir own schools of ‘values neutral’ edu-
cation demonstrate clearly how out of touch they
are with teaching and learning in the nation’s class-
rooms. ‘Values neutral’ cducation, if it ever had any
support in schools, was a partner of the very deficient
and long supcerseded ‘values clarification’ programs of
the 1970s. Most teachers and educators now undcr-
stand that it is an impossibility.

Values arc different from attitudes which can
change with seasons. Values have a permanence
about them. A value is something precious, of great
worth, something for which one is prepared to suffer,
make sacrifices, even give up one’s life. Values give
meaning. Like the rails that keep a train on track,
they provide direction, motive and purpose. They arc
the non-negoti: les in our socicty, under girding our
various ‘bottom lincs’.

While in the past, values education was seem-
ingly the poor cousin in school curriculum, such is
not the case today. Government and private schools
have worked to enunciate ¢learly the specific values
they wish to tcach and promote. There would be
agreement between both systems about the necd
to teach what has been termed ‘traditional’ values:
respect for the dignity of every individual; the
importance of honesty and the need to scarch for
and adhere to the truth; the value of hard work and
achicving high standards; the mutuality of rights and
responsibilities; the protection of human life at every
point along life’s continuum; safeguarding the needi-
est in our community. These values have an enduring
lighthouse quality about them and, as such, the term
‘traditional’ does not do them justice.

Itisimportant then torecognise that notall values
are equal. For simplicity, we can reduce them to two
levels—instrumental values, those which enable us
to achieve various ends or goals in life, and intrin-
sic values—those which are valuable in themsclves
in whatever conditions of life, in and out of scason.
Often the two are confused. A healthy economy,
despite political argy-bargy, is simply an instrumen-
tal value, an important means to achicving a higher
intrinsic valuc affecting people’s quality of life. A
healthy economy will facilitate the promotion of
intrinsic values in schools outlined above.

In many non-government schools, because of
their particular spiritual ethos and tradition, intrinsic
values will very often adopt a religious hue. Christian
schools, for cxample, will source their values in the
New Testament and the teachings of Jesus. While this
will be a source of difference between the gover:  nt
and independent schools, it should be remembered
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that both systems cspouse intrin . values, values
that have a permanence beyond shifting tides of
fashion. ‘Values neutral’ education was simply a fad
that went by the wayside when scrious teaching of
values w  developed in all schools during the 1980s.
Our politicians have failed to keep up.

Author and University leader Jill Ker Conway
once referred to these enduring intrinsic valucs as
‘true north principles’—permanent values which,
like true north, remain unchanged despite changes
in our standpoint and perspective. Such valucs,
Max Charlesworth once told a university audicnce
in 1988, arc ‘truc whether we think so or not; are
good whether they suit our interests or not; are just
wh 1er or not they run counter to what we immedi-
ately want; are beautiful whether we happen to 1 :
them or not; are sacred whether we are willing to
recognise them or not.’

Any teacher worth their salt would understand
that ‘values neutral’ education is an impossibility.
Assertions of this kind undermine the crucial role of
teachers in our community. Teachcrs must be arr 1
withallsorts of values.If they are passionate about their
subject discipline, and good teachers are passionate
people, they will hold dear what is precious in its
content I method. Committed to the value of their
own tea g subjects, they will be too discerning
about the truth, too constrained by time and the
demands of examinable curriculum to promote mod-
ish ideologies of the kind raked up in polities recently.
A Drief reflection on the teachers who shaped our
lives will frame people who communicated a love for
their subject, who made it clear where their values
lay without imposing them, who emphasiscd that an
opinion is only as good as the evidence supporting it,
who demonstrated that not every opinion or option
is equally valuable, who showed us the difference
between the questions ‘is something ri, ¢! and ‘do 1
feel comfortable with this course of action?’

The wurth century theologian St. John Chrys-
ostom, wrote of teachers: ‘What is a greater work
than to direct the minds and form the character of
the young? I hold with certainty that no painter, no
sculptor, nor any other artist does such excel. ¢
work as the one who moulds the mind of youth.’
Teaching is too important a vocation in our commu-
nity, too fruitful in promoting right values, for us to
allow politicians to associate it with pass¢ trends lilee
‘values neutral education.’

Christ Gleeson s is the Director of t
Public and | or Hea  aster of St | 5
Riverview and Xavicr Colleges.



What is anti-Semitism?

Anthony Ham’s discussion of the new
wave of global anti-Semitism (Eurcka
Street, January-February 2004) is welcome
and timely, but his thesis lacks sufficient
historical and political context.

Ham rightly condemns both anti-
Jewish racism (Judeophobia), and anti-
Arab racism {Arabophobia), but draws a
very long bow in attempting to bracket
both sets of prejudices as ‘anti-Semitism’.

Clever semantics aside, anti-Semitism
has long been understood in the modern
world as involving prejudice directed
specifically at Jews. This is becausc the
language of anti-Semitism—typically
via conspiracy thcories claiming Jewish
control of either communism or capital-
ism—has produced anti-Jewish genocide.
In contrast, there is no historical or con-
temporary example of anti-Arab discourse
leading to anti-Arab genocide.

This equation of victims of racism also
subtly neglects the subtext which is that
one of these victimised groups (the Arabs)
has often persccuted the other (Jews). For
example, the Jewish population in Arab
countries has declined from 856,000 in
1948 to just over 7000 today reflecting
a combination of popular anti-Jewish
feeling and discriminatory government
policies. And more recently, the European
Monitoring Center on  Racism  and
Xenophobia  report  Manifestations  of
anti-Semitism in the European Union
has confirmed that many of the worst
anti-Jewish attacks in Europe have been
perpetrated not by traditional fascists
and anti-Semites, but rather by young
Muslims, mainly of Arab descent.

Ham then shifts course to attack the
Israeli Government for attempting to dis-
credit critics of their policies by accusing
them of anti-Semitism. But putting to
one side the cynical politics of Sharon
and Sharansky, this claim is not entirely
without foundation. To be sure, some
hardline critics of Isracl are not motivated
by anti-Jewish prejudice, but equally some
are. The distinction is not a simple one.
It is clearly not anti-Semitic to argue that
Israeli settlements in the West Bank and
Gaza Strip are illegal and immoral, that
the Palestinian Arabs living in these
territories should have access to the same
national rights as Jewish Israelis, and that
a two-state solution should be negotiated

which addresses both minimum Israeli
security needs, and basic Palestinian
national aspirations. These vicws are
advocated by a healthy minority within
Israel itself,

Too often international criticism of
Zionism goes beyond reasonable criticism
of specific Israeli policies, to a negation
of Jewish national rights per sc. And any
actions taken by Israeli governments to
defend the lives of citizens are derided as
illegitimate.

Ham should be commended for trying
to place Arabophobia in a broader context,
and I agrece that experiences of racism
should not be ranked in order of merit.
But equally any equation of victims
requires a carcful historical and political
analysis. Somce forms of racism arc differ-
ent precisely because of their historical
meaning, and their potential for genocide.

Philip Mendes
Kew, VIC

11e undeserving poor

News of Frank Cicutto’s departure from
National Australia Bank follows the
revelation of $360 million dollar losses
on the currency trading desk. Cicutto had
spent 37 years at the Bank, the last five as
Managing Director and Chief Executive.

I have followed these developments
with interest, and contributed an edito-
rial to the Australian Financial Review
(January 2004). 1 have studied rogue trader
incidents in the past, and in a public
lecture at the Melbourne Business School
in October 2003 suggested that there was
a real and present danger of such an cvent
in the Australian financial system.

To many, the issue secms straightfor-
ward. An individual or several individuals
commit fraud. An amount, possibly in
cxcess of $360 million goes missing. The
public expectation is that those concerned
will be prosccuted to the full extent of the
law, and those who supervised them up to
and including the Chief Exccutive will be
fired. Any larrikin who breaks a shop win-
dow and is caught helping himself to some
of the merchandise would expect some
hard time. Surcly we are right to condemn
those involved in the NAB affair?

Certainly this is the view of the Aus-
tralian press. The fact is, schadenfreude
sells. It always has. There is nothing so
delicious as the downfall of the great and

the good. On reading my picce in the AFR,
a friend asked whether I knew this Frank
Cicutto. I have met neither him nor any of
the others named in the affair. Who am [
to pass judgment?

My reading of this situation and similar
episodes does not suggest that these
young traders misappropriated large
sums of money. Rather, it is a story of
people caught in a hard place and sce-
ing all of their promise—their fortunate
life— about to vanish as in a dream. Ycs,
they respond inappropriately by ventur-
ing more. Perhapsthey break the law and
commit fraud. But it is a very human
response, as old as the Gospels. Don't
we read in Matthew 25: 14-30 that the
servants who ventured and won shared
their master’s joy, while the servant who
buried his talent in fear of his hard master
is punished? The demands of the fortunate
life arc indeed a hard master. The rewards
go to those who venturc and win.

They were fortunate once, but now
are out of a job with families to support,
facing criminal and/or civil law suits
without near term prospect of employ-
ment. This is a paltry sum by comparison.
Although no evidence has surfaced of his
complicity in this affair, Frank Cicutto
bears ultimate responsibility and his head
is offered as ritual sacrifice. A sad ending
for a proud 37-year career at the bank.

Dorothy Day wrote that it is indeed
hard to sce Christ in the undeserving poor.
Perhaps these people caused their own
downfall through greed and hubris. They
have lost honour and position, and perhaps
also their material comforts. Must they
also losc our sympathy?

Stephen Brown
New York, USA
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ITHOUT DOUBT or question, colonial
Ircland dics with me and with my
the transitionals. Transitional to what? To
a land of cultural chaos and the walking
dead? To fragments and ghettoes of mate-
rialist minds? Or, arc we to break the spell
that immobiliscs the past, liberate its pio-
neering greatness from the shackles of its

ke—

sins and negligences, and return it to life
with us?’

So  Patrick O’Farrcll—the renowned
philosopher-historian died  last
Christmas Day aged only 70—concluded
Vanished Kingdoms, his extraordinary
amalgam of personal, family and social
history. His great double achicvement —to
revitalise our Catholic past, transforming
our understanding of it, and to create the
field of Irish-Australian history—was only
part of his story. He was also a stylist who
could be elegant, lucid, wry and idiosyn-
cratic by turns, one of our fincst writers
who wanted, for himsclf and his recaders,
to sce both the big picture and what lay
beneath it.

In her profound obituary in the Svdney
Morning Herald, Professor Elizabeth Mal-
colm of Melbourne University referred to
his The Irish in Australia and wrote, ‘It is
not merely a history of Irish settlement in
Australia; it is an examination of the devel-
opment of an Australian identity and an
assessment of the role that the Irish played
in this process. I think it not an exag-
geration to say that what Manning Clark
attempted to do in six volumes, O’Farrcll
did in one and with morc panache’.

And, as Australia mectamorphosed, he
was alert to the fact that it is open
future unfolds to other cultures and religions
to exert their own intluence on the new Aus-
tralia. He was an historian alive not simply
to the past—and certainly not the mere
passé—Dhut to the pressing need for ceascless
examination of our individual lives: the per-
sonal, the ethical, the spiritual.

—John Carmody

who

as our
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N ALBURY IT 1s 41 degrees. The man at the
microphone is wearing a jacket, tic and a
badge in his lapel—RSL or Rotary.

‘My Name is Tan Skiller and I'm a horti-
culturalist from Toolcybuc.” He says to an
audicence of over 300 at the second annual
Rural Australians for Refugecs Conference.

A whilc¢ back, he says, someone con-
tacted him to see if he'd provide accom-
modation for a few Afghan blokes. Asylum
seekers on TPVs (temporary protection
visas). He said yes. Then he figured he
might give the men some work. It all
panncd out well. Someone told him about
Rural Australians for Refugees {RAR]. He
found a local branch in Kcrang, joincd,
and got going. The men working for him
nceded services and language classcs. He
went to Canberra ‘to get it sorted’.

He looks a little wry about how much
was sorted in Canberra, but he now has
very good rclations with the National’s
MP for Mallce, John Forrest. They talk ref-
ugee politics on the car phone when For-
rest is travelling.

lan Skiller, having met the men and
lived with them, is now a spokesman
for refugees. And he looks as  surprised
about it all as the city people in the crowd.
The folk from Albury, Wangaratta and
Braidwood arc not surprised. They have
donc  similar things They
understand both the problems of rur  life
and the local strengths. Country people
have to depend on one another, hence the
gradual acceptance of refugee employcees in
rural towns, rural industrics.

Eighteen months ago, with Melk e
lawyer and refugee advocate David Manne,
I went to Wangaratta for a RAR ¢ rch
hall mecting. Both of us were unprepared
for the size of the crowd, and the prepa-
ration that had gone into the gathering—
school displays, publicity ete. I remember
best the gent in tweed jacket and hat who
said as he walked though the door, ‘No,
don’t give me any pamphlcets. T want to lis-
ten and decide for myself.” Fair enough.

David was in Albury this time too,
and as we sat in Charles Sturt University
campus, we both remarked on the distance
RAR has travelled in two years. Dozens
of branches, thousands of members, and

themselves.

much work behind them—visiting deten-
tion centres, organising support networks,
making friends, lobbying government.
With its overtlow crowd, workshops back
to back, and intensce discussion this confer-
cence was a social movement. The people
who'd come alrcady understood refugee
issues and were there to Iearn how to work
cffectively, not to decide whether or not
they would. Many  had rcad the litera-
ture available—there is now a formidable
Australian list, from Pcter Mares' Border-
Iine through Marian Wilkinson and David
Marr's Dark Viciory to Frank Brennan's
recent  Tumpering with Asvium—and if
they hadn’t, some of the authors were there
in Albury to be quizzed. There were also
asylum seckers present, able and cager to
speak for themscelves,

Proceedings began with a welcome from
Charles Sturt’s head of campus, Professor
Gail Whiteford. “This is what universi-
tics should be doing’, she declared. The
traditional role of the academy was ‘to be
the eritic and conscience of socicty’. Sir
Humphrey would call her brave.

Kevnote speaker Frank Brennan fol-
Wiradjuri clder, Nancy Rooke, v
in the course of her formal welcome
call for cvery one to ‘go in peace and unity

lowe

together’ remarked, ‘These people who
have come to our land have made a big
difference’. Sometimes Aboriginal gencros-
ity is breathtaking. Frank Brennan said that
if Albury werc cver to be excluded from the
Australia’s immigration zone, it would still
be Wiradjuri land. That sct the tone of the
conference which was often heated and
enthusiastic, wry and informative.

Marilyn Webster, a local RAR member,
was a salutary critic. She wanted better
communication within RAR and 2
wanted it now. Barrister and refugee advo-
cate Julian Burnside was legal-cncyclo -
dic as he walked the audience through
maze of claim and appeal that asylum scck-
ers face. His opening gambit was to remark
that, like Zsa Zsa Gabor’s seventh husband,
he knew what to do but wasn’t surc how to
make it interesting. He managed.

But there was no levity later when he
gquestioned Sussan Ley, Liberal Member
for Farrur, Immigration
Minister Amanda Vanstone, as to why
she continued to refer to asylum scekers
as ‘illegal’” or ‘unlawful’”. Ley had joined
the confercnce as part of a hypotl -
cal panel {It’s 2010 and you arc Prime
Minister elect in a shared government of

representing



reconciliation’) with  Scnators Andrew
Bartlett, Kerry Nettle and Labor’s Member
for Chifley, Roger Price. Sir Humphrey
would have called her very brave.

Even more brave—or lazy—was the
Border Mail, which didn’t wait for the con-
ference to get into swing before it ran the
banner headline ‘REFUGEE SHOWDOWN'
on its Saturday morning front page. Crystal
ball journalism.

But the metro dailies and the electronic
media picked up some of the issues. Jill
Singer who attended, spoke the next day
on Jon Fainc’s local ABC conversation
hour. Manus Island became a talking point
and the Catch 22 nature of our immigra-
tion sicve {‘the asylum secker didn't ask
for exactly the right form by name so we
couldn’t/wouldn’t/didn’t process him’ cte.)
got the exposure it deserves.

‘A small group of committed citi-
zens can change the world’, said Albury’s
Dr Penny Egan-Vine. She was quoting
Margarct Mcad, and her words could have
been a sclt-congratulatory rallying cry. But
on this occasion they weren’t. More of a
challenge, that if small groups of commit-
ted citizens fail to act, then we entrench a
system that is manifestly unjust.

—Morag Fraser

ACING OFFICIALS WERE pleased when
3000 people went to a twilight meceting at
Flemington carly in January. Metropoli-
tan night racing has been with us since
the 1990s, but judging by the turnout at
Moonce Valley before Australia Day, these
might as well be phantom meetings.

The Moonee Valley Racing Club had
donc its best to attract patrons, but scarccly
reached beyond the hard core. The enter-
tainment provided hardly touched them: a
Bush Show for kids, the Frankic J. Holden
Band, and the national anthem, sung by a
well-coached 16-year-old. Most dire was
where tcams of men ran up the straight
while cating a pic, hopped back in sacks
and completed the course by pushing a beer
barrcl—the ‘Aussic games.’

The Club is recovering from  the
unthinkable: stuffing up the Cox Plate
last October. The weather may have been
chancy and the ficld below par, but it was

Theology of conversation

P\SSING oN INHERITED wisdom is always fraught. Especially when the
wisdom clashes with that of the prevailing culture.

I recently attended an instructive workshop for Catholic young adults
on the ‘theology of the body’. The participants were keen to know how to
live sexual relationships in a human way. The workshop was superbly led by
young teachers who were open, knowledgeable and thoroughly familiar with
the Catholic tradition. They first invited the participants to raise questions
for discussion. They listed serious issues concerned with sexual identity and
behaviour. The young adults were then invited to summarise Catholic teaching
about sexuality. They responded with a list of prohibitions: no sex before
marriage, no abortion, no contraception, no IVFE, no divorce, no homosexuality,
no condoms for AIDS, no tricks. Love made a late and timid entry.

In the ensuing discussion, the teachers dealt knowledgeably and openly
with the issucs, appealing to the wisdom found within the Catholic tradition,
including the writings of the present Pope. They found it hard to find quotations
that spoke tellingly to their listeners. But they led the participants into the
Catholic tradition in cxploratory and respectful ways, treating the young as
contributors to and not simply as objects of church teaching.

Later the conversation became fixed on prohibitions. The catalyst was a
TV program about Catholic attitudes to the use of condoms by AIDS victims.
From thce human framing of sexual relationships participants turned to the
authority of external tcachers and the prohibitions which they issued.

The excellence of this workshop showed the difficulty in passing on a
tradition that is unsupported in the wider culture. A distinctive group can
expect that the young will sce its attitudes as negative in prohibiting practices
the culture allows. Its attitudes will also be misrepresented by the culture.

The Catholic Church has an interest in leading young people beyond
negative images to a positive Christian understanding of scxuality. This
requires good conversation. In good conversation about sexuality, the Christian
understanding is presented as a high ideal. When Christian attitudes are opposcd
to other attitudes as good against evil, instead of as ideal opposed to not ideal,
young adults easily feel that their friends, and perhaps themselves, are rejected.
They will not then continue the conversation with the tradition.

Good conversation also emphasises what is central to human living. It docs
not focus on the defects of messy ways of coping with hardship. To attack, for
example, the use of condoms by AIDS victims instead of encouraging people
in rclationships blighted by suffering to nurture their love for one another,
condemns young people to see a rich tradition as harsh and distorted.

When entering their tradition through conversation, the young must
believe that they can contribute to the wisdom of the group. To stress the
unique authority of the clders distracts the young from the rich patterns of
human living that tradition commends.

The language in which wisdom is passed on is one of simple words and
simple human gesturce. The Catholic rhetoric of sexuality—partly legal, partly
philosophical, and in part lushly theological—often forgets its roots, which is in
a humble language spoken by ordinary people.

Andrew Hamilton sy tcaches at the United Faculty of Theology, Melbournc.
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The inconvenient truth

Y ANY STANDARDS IT seems a fine kettle of fish. Most of
the intelligence gathered by two of the best-equipped nations
on carth seems to have been false. False because the agencies
were deceived, either by the ‘enemy’, or by people with an
interest in promoting a particular response. False because
analysts made wrong deductions as they either ignored
cvidence and analysis which did not suit their prepossessions,
or because they filled in the blank spaces according to their
preconceptions, or their feeling of what the target was up to.
And they did this long before any idca of pleasing political
masters, or the ‘customers’, came into it.

The customers made clear what they wanted to hear. When
this was not the casc, they doubted the analysis. Governments
demanded that intelligence information be made publicly avail-
able so as to justify political decisions already made. The analysis
became advocacy, often at the initiative of analysts themselves.

The closer onc gets to the customer, the greater the anxicty
to please. William Percey, a former senior military spook, gave a
nice example to a parliamentary committee last year.

‘It is my experience that initial assessments (made by the
relevant desk officer) often undergo significant changes in
tone during their progress up through an organisation, de-
pending on the disposition of the various reviewing officers.
A simple example of changes might illustrate the point:

Originator/desk officer: there is no evidence that

Section head: it is unlikely that

Division head: it is unlikely, but possible, that

Branch head: It is possible that

Such changes are not incompatible, but they do alter the
tone of an assessment.’

In the blame game for the false impressions given by
governments about the existence, extent and threat posed
by weapons of mass destruction in Iraq, claims that Saddam
might arm terrorist groups, and of his links with Islamist or-
ganisations, it is almost impossible to find a formal pre-inva-
sion assessment, whether in Australia, Britain or the US, with
significant caveats about these findings. Only one intelligence
analyst, Australia’s Andrew Wilkie, made public his doubts
before the invasion, resigning in protest at political misuse
of intelligence. Britain’s dissenters, Dr David Kelly and Brian
Jones, did not voice their frustrations until after the war. While
some unnamed American analysts leaked their concerns about
the misuse of intelligence, they were swamped by the noise of
those ‘in the team’.

The public had ample access to information casting doubt
on the claims, from other countries, independent cxperts
{including nuclear, chemical and biological weapons inspections
tcams) and the broader debate. Even though most experts took
the existence of some WMDs as read, there was, in Australia, a
reasonably informed debate about whetherwehad a casus belli. Yet

government could always claim that it had access to secret
information to overcome any doubts. Australia’s intelligence
establishment, which also briefed the Opposition, did not demur.
All this they did before the interventions of politicians and
spin doctors, or the military who, once set for war, believe that
disinformation is a part of operational sccurity. Governments
misuscd the assessments they were given, cither via their own in-
telligence advisers or when directly briefed in Washington, Texas
and London. They stressed the information which supported deci-
sions they had made, and dismissed that which did not. ‘Might
have’s became ‘had’s, tentative findings became conclusive
evidence, and assertions by Iraqi dissidents became statements
of fact. That’s what politicians do. But did they lie? Not in the
direct scnse. Were they told of caveats on information they
were given, or advised if later information undermined carlicr
asscrtions? Never directly. Following the ‘children overboard’
affair, the chances that an official can get to Howard with un-
pleasant news, particularly in writing, are slim. Howard’s office
screens cverything, and there is no record of whether messages
are passed on. Surely, in the prelude to war, senior leaders were
reviewing the evidence on a daily basis? Not really. Australia’s
involvement did not turn on the intelligence
information: we were just along for the ride.

IHERE IS NO GREAT CAsE for Australia to investigate how we
got the intelligence on Iraqg so terribly wrong. We relied on false
intelligence from great and powerful friends, even if our agencies
sieved most of it, and rewrote bits from an Australian view. The
inquirics in the US and the post-Hutton review will reveal most of
the information. The sober but devastating report of the Carnegie
Endowment for International Peace [www.ccip.org/intel] is a taste
of what is to come.

For those who wonder about the quality of Australian govern-
ment, a process so debauched on such an important issue, inspires
little confidence. What of mundane issucs such as determining
higher education or health policics or participating in free trade
negotiations, or even routine actions; a government appointment
or the settling of a major contract? Is government only soliciting,
submissions that promote the decisions it wants to make? Deci-
sions arc no longer made as ministers arguc the pros and cons with
their public servants, but determined between the minister and his
{or her) advisers where who said what, or what caveats exist is rarc-
ly documented. Too often burcaucratic dealings are with the mind-
ers, not the minister, and just what the minister knows is never
clear. Formal submissions have been ‘settled’ with the staff before
they go up for signing. In a government paranoid about leaks, min-
isters will not chance an official paper contradicting the ministe-
rial rationale. It’s this trend, not just this latest manifestation, that
ought to have people worried.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chief of the Canberra Times.
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S FAR AS EVENTS in the Place de I’'Horloge are concerned,
Madame Gauguin is the one who knows all. Although busy
about her daily chores, which require her to navigate at great
speed the narrow and precipitous village lanes in her Renault
Twingo, Madame Gauguin somehow knows who is coming and
going, who is parking in the wrong place, and preciscly when to
address the strangers pausing irresolutely in their quest for the
12th century church further down the ancien chemin, which is
also my strect.

So, on the freezing fifth day of the new ycar, when
Monsicur Dufours arrives in the middle of the Place de I'Horloge
with a truck load of wood and climbs down from his cabin with
mobile phone at the rcady, Madame Gauguin is at his side.

Monsicur Dufours—a smiling young man with a mop of
black hair and a laconic manner—is the one you ring for wood.
In the first couple of weeks, my French, face to face, had heen
holding up pretty well, but I felt tentative about trying myself
out on the phone. Putting increasing pressure on this tentative-
ness, however, was the daily depletion of the wood heap and
the continued run of below zero temperatures. Working up to
it over a day or two, I rang Monsicur Dufours and, with only
a few amiable misunderstandings [no, I assured him, I wasn't
travelling from Australia especially to buy wood), he prom-
ised to arrive: Vendredi at eight-thirty, which is about when
the first light struggles over the mountain. Bring some bois
d’allumage—kindling—TI added with last minute confidence.

On Friday I am up and ready, having a quick coffee in the
pre-dawn darkness. Rue de Véglise, my strecet, is cold and empty.
Not a shutter twitches. And the Place de I'Horloge, the length
of a cricket pitch away, is silent, its cobblestones gleaming
with moisture. Further down the hill, a swathe of bright golden
light spills with the aromas of fresh loaves from the narrow
doorway of the boulangerie. All of which would have been
romantic and appealing if I hadn’t been waiting anxiously for
Monsicur Dufours—who is nowhere to be seen, not in the
silences of 8.30 am, not at bustling 9.00 as the office staff of
the Hotel de Ville across the square are arriving, and not at 9.30
when the builders renovating the Galerie d’Arts straggle in.

Dirccted to my very door by the indefatigable Madame
Gauguin, Monsicur Dufours arrives at 10am sharp, looking and
acting like amodel of punctuality. Well, heisactually—Southern
Mediterranean punctuality, a phenomenon I will experience
again and again over ensuing weceks.

We shake hands and he walks the few metres back to
the Place de I'Horloge to his truck, which he then reverses at

ruel to burn

great speed, a swashbuckling inch or so away from ancient
walls on either side, until it’s alongside the steps down
to my door. Then he flicks a cavalicr lever and the entire
mountain of wood, which I had assumed must be for me and
perhaps three other customers, cascades onto the narrow
laneway, overflows down the steps to the house and
washes up against the front door like a lumpy tide.
Monsieur Dufours smiles a dazzler, guns his truck
and departs.

HE DUST FROM THIs invasion is still swirling when, at the
12" century church end of the lane, a silver Mercedes appears
and, in the other direction, from the square, in a thrilling photo
finish, comes the woman who delivers the post in her little van
and Madame Gauguin. Nonc of them can get past.

The man in the Mercedes, impeccably suited, already
‘quinze minutes en retard’, but admirably philosophical, hops
out and begins clearing the wood from the ancien chemin.
Madame Gauguin and the postic join in. For my part, 1 attack
it with the manic intensity of the one who's to blame. French
exclamations and picces of wood fly everywhere. Soon the way
is clear, the mail has got through, the Mercedes is on its way,
and Madame Gauguin has gone home panting, pausing only to
give directions to some random passerby.

All T have to do now is feed the wood, log by log, into the
chute, next to the front door, that drops it into the underground
cave. To do this, I need to unlock the hatchway covering the
chute, a process requiring unc petite clef, the whereabouts of
which only Madame Gauguin knows.

Two hours later, all the wood is in the cellar, and ITwill have
to go down and spend another couple of hours stacking it, but
first I nced kindling. Monsicur Dufours’ idea of kindling turns
out to be teenage logs as thick as your arm not long scvered
from the parent bough and so green that the warmth of the
firc might very well make them bud, not burn. So I nick into
the old cemetery, where there is an abundance of dead wood,
and fill a rucksack with twigs and other flammables. I am
just mooching home through the village, the rucksack on my
back sprouting spindly sticks and stray leaves, when I run into
Madame ‘Franki'—American, clegant, slimasa stick of kindling.
‘Ah ha,’ she says, ‘a hunter gatherer among us.’

I smile. Like Monsieur Dufours. A dazzler.

Brian Matthews is a Distinguished Visiting Professor at Victoria
University, presently living and working in France.
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Barcelona

Thicves are brazen we were warned.

Women hold their bags tight.

Bikes roar impaticnce along the narrow streets.
On Las Ramblas an angel shows us mercy

for a price, Superman fails to fly

and a juggler drops his spinning balls.

The crowd drifts on.

An African in dreadlocks plays the red piano;
people dance his madness,

cyes ready for the next escape.

Next to the pea and thimble trickster

sits a man, his upper body bare

so we can see the awtul scarring

where his arms used to be.

Sagrada Familia takes our breath away.
Gaudi’s temple tlows,

lines almost finish then emerge

as fractals of trees growing tall to fill the nave.
We see the birth of Christ,

wise men on their knees, animals emerging from the rock.
On the fagade of the Passion, the columns mimic bones.

Sacrifice is hard and ugly work.
Peter weeps.

Christ is crucified,

limbs are lost and Pilate turns away.

On Las Ramblas at dusk Dracula rises from his coffin

to bite the necks of passing girls

for half a euro.

A coal miner shows the way.

The pretty little suntlower

stretches up towards the light

though it is nearly dark.

The man with no arms is there again

with a singlet on.

It is cooler now

and a long sleeved shirt would be of little use.

—TJorie Manefield Ryan

Talking to Auntie

Something is on your back doorstep
and you don’t realise how big it is.

With her cataracts removed
her grey slacks have turned blue

and her stories become slanted
when my mother walks in the room.

Plunger Pat, Shine Ryan, Birregurra Bill
She slips into a church that smclls of onions

a man who dincd with his mother
instead of his wife each night.

Like hot tea filled to the brim
I've inherited a world

that doesn’t guarantee the present.
In a kitchen bathed with light
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Peace correspondents: The 1ew reporters

SMALL NUMBER OF journalists are experimenting with
a different approach. ‘Peace-building journalism’ reframes conflict
into more complex patterns of interlocking fears, incqualities and
resentments, which need cqually complex solutions. Rather than
seeking someonc to blame, reporters examine the underlying politi-
cal, ecconomic and cultural causes of violence, factors that must be
addressed before a contlict can be brought to an end.

Today, as ever, journalists reporting from conflict zones are sub-
jected to military and political propaganda. ‘Peace-building’ report-
ers have taken on the challenge of covering the complex reality of
contlicts—and their possible solutions.

Rahmad Nasution has worked for the official Antara news
agencey in Jakarta for over a decade, reporting on some of Indonesia’s
major internal contlicts. Unfortunately, he hasn’t b
material. Since the fall of President S arto’s New Orc
1998, brutal fighting and bloodshed has blighted man
provinces, including Maluku, where Nasution reported
munal violence that raged among Christians
and Muslims between 1999 and 2001 It is esti-
mated that some 5,000 to 10,000 peo;  died and
500,000 to 750,000 were displaced. Western-style
objectivity does not appeal to Rahmad Nasution.

The stakes are far too high for detachment.

‘Following the fall of the Suharto regime,
media workers in Indonesia again enjoy frcedom
of the press,” says Nasution, ‘but many of them
fail to exercise that freedom wisely. In reporting
contlicts on Ambon and Maluku, Christian and
Muslim journalists split along sectarian lines.

They therefore failed to dig out the root causes of
instability in those areas.’

Others failed too. In January 2000, the
Time-Asia website reported that ‘Religious dif-
ferences have turned the Moluccas [Maluku]
into a battleficld, filled with hate and the pros-
pect of more violence’. This is the ‘tinderbox’
theory, familiar from analyses of conflict in
Africa and the former Yugoslavia—the idea that deep antago-
nisms betwcen cthnic groups smoulder continuously, ready to
crupt into violence at any time.

In reporting the contlict in northern Maluku, Nasution
chose to analyse growing cconomic rivalries between long-term
residents, mainly Christians, and migrating newcomers who
were primarily Muslims. ‘Contflict in Maluku found expression
through religion, which was used by elites engaged in power
struggles in Jakarta and Maluku to fucl chaos. However, its
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causes are not religious but lie in socio-economic and political
factors which cded addressing’, says Nasution.

‘The presence of internally displaced people with physical and
psychological problems is one of the crucial matters in any conflict
[ridden] area. I prefer telling stories about the other side of their lives.
thosce who still work hard to feed their families or those—cespecic
women and children who are the main victims of any contlict—who
have released themscelves from the grip of revenge and bitterness.
This is part of my strategy to help cut the circle of violence. T will
not conceal the bitterness of the contlict or the death toll and infor-
mation on local fighting, but the way I write the background infor-
mation may be different from those who apply “war journalism” .’

Peace-building journalism has gained a tenuous hold amongst

wling those working for leading media
tt a small niche among Western jour-
't zones across the world. Jake Lynch
2ss reporter and co-director of the UK-
ilism think tank, Reporting the Wo:
at the annual Pcace-Building Media
hool at Sydney University, which has
irnalists, NGO and mediation work
eption three years ago.
uilding journalism focuscs on proce-
1s events,” Lynch says.  ace-build:
-ranscends the bipolar dynamic which
‘Who will win, who will lose?”
< of journalists is also to pursuc other
ossible outcomes that are held in a
and find out who is working for peace
> says. ‘In peace building a journalist is
cd commentator but an involved com-
vho believes their audience has a role
‘oblems.’
- role of journalist as pcacce sccker,
i not peace maker, which galls opponents of
peace building media Tn a celehrared anthnrer
which appears on th
site (www.reportingtheworld.org.uk),
dismissed the idea of journalists’ inv
lution. “That is not for us,” he writes.
And if you want to resolve contlict
the United Nations. I will be outside
cfforts, if they turn out to be a story
only to be witnesscs to the truth ... O
suing the truth, then we arc lost in :
which threatens the whole business













































privately tutored at the various Manning
family homes: initially at Elizabeth Bay
House, in what is now the seediest section
of Bayswater Road, and later Tusculum,
in Manning Street, Potts Point, now the
headquarters of the Australian
Institute of Architects.
G IVEN HIS PHYSICAL frailty and an early
fondness for drink, Manning’s involvement
in the war was extraordinary. His survival
was a minor miracle.

Manning had shown his literary abil-
ity before the war, producing poetry and a
collection of classically themed vignettes,
Scenes and Portraits. Plot was never his
forte, however, and he doubted his abil-
ity to write a ‘normal’ novel. It was only
through the coercion of a publisher, Peter
Davies (whose childhood was the model
for J. M. Barrie’s Peter Pan), that Manning
wrote The Middle Parts of Fortune, living
under a kind of creative house arrest. Man-
ning dedicated the novel to Davies, ‘who
made me write it’.

Only 520 copies of the book were
printed when it first appeared in 1929 under
the pseudonym ‘Private 19022, Many of
the novel’s first readers considered its dia-
logue too frank. Consider the way a private
expresses his disgust when the binoculars
he loots from a dead German end up around
the neck of a superior:

‘Wouldn't you’ve thought the cunt would
‘a’ give me vingt frong for ‘em anyway?’
‘Your language is deplorable, Martlow,’
said Bourne in ironical reproof; ‘quite apart
from the fact that you are speaking of your
commanding officer. Did you learn all
these choice phrases in the army?’

‘Not much’ said little Martlow derisively;
‘all T learnt in the army was me drill an’
care ‘o bloody arms. I knew all the fuckin’
patter before I joined’,

This is not the language of Graves or
Remarque, yet it most certainly reflects
the speech of working men under constant
threat of death. Subscquent editions of the
novel were bowdlerised, and it was not
until 1977 that the novel reappeared in its
original form.

Two Manning biographies exist, more
than we might expect for a writer of
relatively modest output: three books of
poctry, his Scenes and Portraits, a biog-
raphy comumnissioned by an industrialist
and The Middle Parts of Fortune. Onc of

the biographies, subtitled An unfinished
life, is by an American, Jonathan Marwil.
It shows a great understanding of the
various Australian institutions with which
the Manning family were involved, and is
driven by the curiosity of its author, who
travelled from Michigan to Oxfordshire,
to Point Piper and Cootamundra, to learn
what he could from Manning’s intimates
and their descendents. The second biogra-
phy, The Last Exquisite by Verna Coleman,
shows a deep understanding of the literary
circles and traditions which informed Man-
ning’s career, and his qualified acceptance
into British social and literary society. The
biographies are complementary, and any-
one moved by Manning’s masterpiece will
enjoy the insights of both books.

So is The Middle Parts of Fortune an
Australian book? The character Bourne
expresses a grudging respect for things Aus-
tralian, though the source of his knowledge
is not revealed. While Bourne is clearly
better educated than his fellow privates,
he does not seek the formal superiority of
rank. The national characteristic that Man-
ning chooses to celebrate is itself a rather
Australian choice:

“You're lcarnin’ a lot o' bad words from
us’ns,” said Martlow, grinning,.

X
“Oh, you swear like so many Eton boys,”

replied Bourne indifferently. “Have you

271

cver heard an Aussie swear?

Ultimately, like all great books,
The Middle Parts of Fortune is not
national but universal. Its  publication

brought acclaim from both sides of the
Atlantic and indeced the Pacific. Yet
the book remains unfamiliar to most
Australian readers, who know the work of
other veterans such as Sassoon, Graves and
Remarque, and of contemporary writers
like Sebastian Faulks and Pat Barker, who
have mined {or perhaps undermined) this
massive resource.

The neglect of Manning scems a shame.
The Middle Parts of Fortune deserves its
place in any list of grcat novels.

Andrew Coorey is a broadcaster and writer
for radio. He is also the writer—director of
The Birthplace: Stories from Australia’s
First Rugby Club, a documentary on
the history of the Sydney University
Football Club.

Retrovirus by Katherine Brazenor.
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estimated that on census night 1996 there
were 20,579 people in impoverished
dwellings or sleeping out in Australia.
When he added these figures to those
in boarding houses (23,299), thosc in
Supported Accommodation Assistance
Program (12,926} and those staying with
friends and rclatives (48,500) a total of
105,304 people were estimated to be
homeless on that one night. Seventy per
cent of these had been without secure
accommodation for six months, includ-
ing many who had been homeless for
more than a year. Arc there more? What
of those who do not cngage with the wel-
fare system, who live on the streets, in
parks or on the beach? Is our system able
to count the hidden homeless?

In May 2000 the Commonwealth
Government  launched a  National
Homelessness Strategy aimed at provid-
ing a ‘holistic and strategic approach’. In
November 2003, Mark Colvin for ABC’s
PM reported: ‘Here in the lucky country
there are still too many Australians with
no luck at all. Figures rcleased by the
ABS show that on the night of the 2001
Census 100,000 people had no home.

That was a mere 5,000 lower

than the previous census.’

b ~ ELFARE AGENCIES ASSISTED 2.4 mil-
lion pcople in 2002, a 12 per cent increase
on the previous two years. The Burdekin
Report estimated that 70,000 children and
young people were homeless in 1989, Yet
Justin Healey, editor of The Homeless,
Issues in Society (2002) suggests that
every vyear across the country over
100,000 young people experience home-
lessness. He also suggests that there are
250,000 people aged 60 and over who
are homeless or at risk of homelessness
with war veterans accounting for some
10 per cent of this group.

In The Enabling State, People before
Democracy (20011, Mark Latham stated,
‘We are now living in an era of relent-
less insecurity. Few parts of society can
claim that the welfare state has given
them peace of mind. They are look-
ing for new ways to manage economic
uncertainty. At the same time some
parts of society are being left behind.
This is the great paradox of globalisation;,
while the economy operates globally,
the problems of poverty have become
concentrated locally.’

Could this be equally true in Kew as

in Collingwood? In Point Lonsdale as in
Altona? After returning to Melbourne
in January I walked past three people
sleeping rough on the pavement in
upmarket Carlton.

Latham feels that welfarc policy is
the modern cquivalent of the state-aid
debate. ‘It has become a sacred cow—full
of warm rhetoric, good intention and
noble tradition. The only problem is that
it is not getting results.’

In this election ycar we should ask
all political parties to spell out practi-
cal solutions to homelessness, both here
and abroad. Internationally we could
look to Medicins Sans Frontieres as a
model for structuring overseas aid. We
could extend Australia’s involvement in
Habitat for Humanity, the world’s largest
not-for-profit home builder. At homce we
need equally innovative policies. In this
country we have no excuses for the prob-
lem of homelessness.
Jane Mayo Carolan is a Melbourne
historian.

Summer Chess Quiz Solution

For those still puzzling the means by
which Mrs Bruce outfoxed her husband
and tcacher, her clever moves are outlined

below.

22. Qxh7+ Nxh7
23. Nxf7+ Kg8
24. Ne5+  Re6
25. Bxe6+ Kh8

26. Nxg6++

Black’s moves are forced right from the
beginning. The Knight has to take the
Queen because otherwise the Black King
would be moving into Check. White’s
24th move opens up Black to a discovered
cheek from the bishop. Black cannot play
24 ... Kf8 because of the white Rook on F1
{hence the Queen sacrifice to take away
the Black Knight which was attacking

the Bishop and blocking the Rook), and if
Black plays 24 .... Kh8 then Whitc mates

Matthew Klugman is a Melbourne writer.

him a move carly with 25 Nxg6. |

Uniya, the Jesuit Social
Justice Centre, presents

2

Sponsored by EUREKA STREET

Countering the Terrorist
Threat to Human Rights and
the Aus ilian Identity

Speakers

Fr Frank Brennan 8] AO, Associate
Dircctor of Univa, lawver and
prominent advocate for human
rights  most recently for refugees
in Australia and Cast Timor — and, in
cach state, local guest speakers with

expert kn()\\'lv(lgc

Locations and dates

Adeclaide Tuesday March 9, 2004

St Ignatius Parish, Norwood 7.30 pm
Melbourne Thursday March 11, 2004
Xavier (‘()llcgc, Barkers Road,

Kew 7.30 pm

SydneyTuesday March 16, 2004

St Alovsius’ College, Jeftrey St

Milsons Point - 6.30 pm

Brisbanc Tuesday March 23, 2004
Christian Brothers College,

7.30 pm

Canberra Thursday March 25, 2004
The Chapel, The Australian Centre tor
Christianit_v and Culture, 15 Blackall st
Rarton  7.30 pm

Western Sydney Tuesday 30 March
St Patrick’s Church, Allahwah St,
Blacktown  7.30 pm

* PerthTBA

Gregory Terrace
&0

To reply or for further
information contact:
Uniya (All states except Victoria)
Tel: (02) 9356 3888

Fax: (02) 9356 3021
l'cccpti()n((}‘Lll]i}'a.()x‘g
wiww.univa.org
LCurcka Street (Victoria)

Tel: (03) 9427 7311

[Fax:: (03) 9428 4450
l)r()moti()n(a‘jvspuh.jcsuit.()rg.au
www. curckastreet.com.aun
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