








Tho young to love

As a tcacher and parent, while 1 a reci-
ate the willingness of Frs Gleeson and
Hamilton (Eurcka Street, March 2004}
to address thorny issucs in Australian
education, 1 suggest respectfully that
the views of both writers are a little
Panglossian.

The recent ‘SHince SA’ [sic)] sex
cducation program, {anything but lus-
trous!), introduced for ‘trial’ in some
state schools, is sclf purportedly ‘valucs
ncutral’, an ideological stance proudly
espoused by many of its 1970s-bound
proponents. This program contains an
undiscerned Petronian array of activi-
tics and attitudes that assume the very
subjectivism  rightly
repudiated in Fr Gleeson'’s citing of Max
Charlesworth and is at odds with his
own firm affirmation of objective moral
values.

Moreover, Fr Hamilton would know

relativism  and

that adolescents, despite appearances
to the contrary, seek—indeed, often
demand—the sctting of clear, strong

limits. As an experienced Indian Jesuit
cducator often remarked: ‘Even in the
Garden of Eden, there was an angel with
a flaming sword’, and as Dante recog-
nised: “The strongest guard is placed at
the gateway to nothing’.

There 1s a very real parent  and
pedagogical time and place for a ‘humble
language’ of ‘prohibition’. Conversation,
of course, should not end there, but a
Spockian denial of a role for various,
apt forms of nay-saying would deprive
‘ordinary people’, cspecially parents and
teachers, of a necessary means of relat-
ing to the young in their care. It would
also paint an unhclpfully roseatc pic-
ture of adolescents, and worse, expect of
our young a sclf-direction and ‘wisdom’
beyond most of them, especially in what
might aptly be regarded as a hyper-sexu-
alised and commuercialised culture.

John Kelly
Tranmere, SA
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Hidden casualties

In ‘Encountering the Homeless’ {Eurcka
Street, March 2004), your correspondent
neatly highlights the scervice delivery and
policy challenges of this difficult area.

The proffered solution, howev  to
urge government to adopt more inno-
vative policies, is short on content and
excludes any personal encounter. It is
preciselv the of homelessness
that m es political responses so diffi-
cult. Such suggestions arc in danger of
returning discussion of homelessness to a
purely economic forum, to simply equate
it with a lack of housing fixable by strate-
gics such as rent assistance.

There are some  positive  policy
approaches such as the formation of
Housing Associations cnabling capital
to be directed into housing for people
on low incomes. Such initiatives arc a
long awaited response to the continuing
decline in public housing. Propos & to
change Centrelink’s rules for identifying
people also have the potential to assist
homeless people who often do not carry
sufficient identification.

Such measures require the commit-
ment of dedicated people prepared to
show somec lcadership and get on with
it. But the increasing presence of young
people (46 per cent of homeless people are
now undcr 24} should provoke a deeper
critique of the values by which we choosce
to live. Make no mistake: our society’s
emphasis and spending on sccurity and
border protcction issues, backed by free
market ideologies, has more effect on
the provision of money to public housing
than a hundred letters or articles to any
magazine. This is an electorally popular
strategy and Mark Latham has yet to
offer a significantly different policy with
respect to Community Scrvices.

In the meantime the more prepared
we are to listen to the stories of home-
less people, as told by them, the morc
likcly we are to reassess our priorities as
a community and nation.

David Holdcroft s5
Parkville, VIC
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Priorities please

Which i1s more important—a ncew his-
tory of philosophy in Australia {Jamcs

Franklin’s) or the reissue of a 22-year-
old biography of Archbishop Mannix
{Michael Gilchrist’s)? I'd vote for phi-
losophy in this test but obviously the
Editor and I disagree on that—she gives
her choice about six times as much
spacc as mine. She determines priori-
tics, of course; that’s what cditors .
What they should also do is make qual-
ity of the writing a critcrion for publica-
tion, too.

On that basis, 1 find that Stephen
Holt {‘The Irish Legacy’, Eurcka Street,
May 2004) hardly deserved that gener-
ous space, his review being so dispirit-
ingly lightweight. While acknowledging
that he is dealing with a ‘revised and
expanded cdition’, hce gives no clue
about the extent or significance of 1t
cxpansion. Even puzzling, he
makes no mention of the other books
on Mannix which have been published,
curiously not c¢ven mentioning San-
tamaria’s, though hc certainly deals
with Santamaria himscl{f, as a friend and
confidant of the archbishop.

It is deeply troubling that Holt can
urbancly write, ‘Mannix’s countless
media “grabs” form his li.c. Gilchrist’s]
principal source” T dot t that many
other historians would be so uncriti-
cal, especially after James Griffin has
argucd that therc i1s a good deal of
important material which has, so far,
been only poorly exploited. And t t
raises the greatest—and the most seri-
ous—Ilacuna in Holt’s review. How can
anyonc consider Mannix without re -
ring to Griffin’s superb entry on him in
the Australian Dictionary of Biography
(Volumec 10)? In his review of that vol-
ume in the Bulletin, Edmund Campion
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characterised it as ‘revisionist hist
and with good rcason: it probed, it chal-
lenged and it enlightened. Holt, sceming
to lack those capacitics, should reflect
upon their importance, and so should
the Editor of Eurcka Street.
John Carmody
Roseville, MV
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Righting \+rongs

HE HicH COURT’S JUDGMENT on 29 April
that the Family Court did not have the authority
to release children from the Baxter detention centre
provides a compelling rcason for Australia to revisit
the question of a Bill of Rights. If a fully tledged
Bill of Rights—one that could not be eroded by the
Parliament or the courts—were in existence today,
no child would cver be in detention as a result of
government migration policy.

If Australia had a Bill of Rights, lawyers would not
have to seck the court’s protection from the possibility
that Immigration Minister, Amanda Vanstonc, could
consider returning vulnerable children to detention
because the High Court has allowed her to do so.

Constitutional  scholar  Professor  George
Williams, speaking on the ABC’s PM program on the
day of the High Court’s decision, pointed out that
the issue of the rights of children to be protected
from detention was unclear, cven after the High
Court decision.

‘The High Court in those cases will not be looking
at it so much from the angle of the general welfare of
children, which is what the Family Court had wanted
to do, but it will be asking whether the Constitution
enables children to be held in these circumstances,
and that will be a hard argument to win because you
have to actually justify that the Constitution says
that the current Act is unconstitutional and that’s
something that is unlikely to occur given the High
Court’s carlicr decisions’, Professor Williams noted.
In other words, the Australian Constitution cannot
be, and was not intended to be, an extensive protector
of rights and frecedoms.

In an exce mt paper on the issue of a Bill of
Rights for Australia published in a 1998 cdition of
Murdoch University’s Law Journal, the Chief Justice
of Western Australia, David Malcolm, set out the
inadequacy of the current system in Australia in a
case by case determination of rights and freedoms.

Western  Australia’s chief judge quoted his
colleague, the Chief Justice of South Australia, John
Doyle, who argucd in 1992 that while the common
law is able to adapt to changes in socicty, it cannot
adequately protect rights and freedoms because the
Parliament ‘mav legislate to alter, restrict or negate
any protection ated by the common law’.

Malcolm added that ‘while the courts are
increasingly responding to society’s ude to
human rights, the capacity of the common law is
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limited to the extent that it is opportunistic. No
general statement of relevant rights can be developed
in response to the individual case. The Court is
restricted to a declaration of rights as between the
parties b re it’. And as he rightly noted, courts have
to follow  -cvious decisions when adjudicating cascs.
If a right to freedom has been denied in a particular
case by the High Court, then all other courts have to
follow that ruling, regardless of the circumstances of
the case before them.

Politicians are always reluctant to give up their
supreme law making power and, given the failure of
the Hawke Government’s 1988 referendum on a Bill
of Rights for Australia, it sccms there is a reluctance
to revisit the issue.

And cven if a Bill of Rights were on the agenda,
the temptation might be to follow the New Zealand
model of a Bill of Rights legislation that does not give
the courts the right to invalidate legislation. If such
a Bill wcere adopted in Australia, changes to anti-
terrorisim and migration laws that infringe on basic

rights and freedoms would be entorceable

V despite a Bill of Rights.

« HAT AUSTRALIA sHOULD do is adopt a
Canadian-style Charter of Rights and Freedoms that
keeps governments in check by striking down laws
that impinge on the rights of vulnerable groups in the
community like children, gay women and men and
indigenous people.

ven the politicians in Canada—some of wh 1
resented the curtailing of their decision-making
power when the Charter was introduced in 1982—
now take account of the Charter whenever laws are
considered. As former Ontario Premier Bob Rae has
said, ‘The charter infuses cverything. There hasn't
been a single piece of law that has been passed that
doesn’t t 2 the charter into account’.

As the April 29 High Court decision on children
in detention demonstrated, people living in Australia
are not particularly well protected from government
attacks on their freedoms and rights. Only a strong
Bill of Rights will ensurc that vulnerable individuals
and groups receive the protection that a genuine
democracy should accord them.

Greg Barns - ased writer anc
isaf TS to the Hov .
and is now a member of the Australian Democrats.



L ost in the wilderness

BORIGINAL AFFATRS Has moved a long way since
John Howard won office in 1996, though whether forwards
or backwards is arguable. Who would have thought that the
abolition of the major structure of Aboriginal involvement and
participation in decision making would occur without tuss or
controversy, lcast of all from the Labor Party? Indeed, that Labor
would actually anticipate the policy? And who would have
expected that its replacement—'mainstreaming’ and a whole
of government approach—would he determined without any
mechanisms for establishing accountability cither to Aborigines
or the wider community?

Aborigines have, for too long, been portrayed as the victims
of government policics, tossced like corks in the occan of a wider
politic. Yes, politicians will do whatever they can get away
with. But the fate of the Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander
Commission |[ATSIC) and 30 years of Aboriginal atfairs policies is
cqually a result of the words, actions and omissions of Aboriginal
leaders. That many people, including Aborigines, sce as much
opportunity as risk in the new arrangements retlects both a
failurce within Aboriginal politics, and stupidity outside it.

The failure is not simply that those at the top chose
unsuitable men to lead, or became so lost in the thicket of
minding their own positions that they ignored the plight of
Aboriginal communitics. Nor is it just ATSIC's failure to become
a viable forum, to plan for Aboriginal development, or to wiceld
the necessary resources. ATSIC as a polity never developed an
idea beyond a slogan, nor were the slogans new. At a regional
level it devised some systems for sharing resources, and some
partnership role in setting priorities, but this capacity emanated
from agendas written by others or by history. ATSIC was never
able to compel governments to provide services taken for granted
by the wider community. John Howard was responsible for
progress in this area, without prompting from ATSIC.

The leaders of ATSIC failed to be articulate spokesmen
and women, whether to governments, the wider population, or,
perhaps most damningly, to Aborigines themselves.

This sealed the fate of ATSIC, even if there was a mood in
some quarters that the organisation was so tame (and pre-occupied
by its own shenanigans) that Aboriginal affairs had ceased to be a
political problem. Yet even the Howard Government is impatient
with the lack of results in Aboriginal affairs.

It is frustrated that much of the ‘action’ has bheen about
sccondary issues. There has been little attention to entrenched
disadvantage, the quality of services in communities, the
capacity of agencies to make much difference or the tendency of
representatives toluxuriate in the disadvantage rather than change
it. The big issues concern the active involvement of Aboriginal
people themsclves; getting kids to go to school, addressing
community violence, taking charge of structures, and becoming
agents for their own health. Rhetoric and symbolism—manifest

in the stolen children debates, native title disillusions, or the
flowery end of the reconciliation debate—are not enough. It
was not the government that first encountered frustration
at the grandstanding of ATSIC members. It had long been
experienced hy Aborigines themscelves—once rcason why they
have been gencrally unmoved by ATSIC's fate.

Seemingly it is Liberals rather than Labor members, who
care about improving Aboriginal conditions. What Michael
Wooldridge did in Aboriginal health will likely stand as the
only thing tor which he deserves credit. Brendan Nelson has
visited more Aboriginal communities than anyone in Labor
apart from Warren Snowdon—the only man who thinks
that saving somcthing positive about Aborigines won't lose
votes. David Kemp, generally thought a Liberal hard man, is
wocfully wet on Aboriginal affairs (and multdiculturalism).
Tony Abbott cares. Even John Howard recognises that while

there are no votes in it, the state of atfairs calls
urgently for new approaches.

OWARD HAS BEEN URGING the Council of Australian
Governments to adopt jointinitiatives on Aboriginal issucs.
Basic service provision in Aboriginal communities—water,
scwerage, municipal services, housing, education, health
carc and frcedom from violence—are primarily matters for
state and local government. It is not the Commonwealth’s
primary duty to provide such schemes because other
levels of government have failed to do so. Beyond this,
Commonwealth departments have rarcly had their acts
together where the policy of one agency often runs contrary
to others. The Commonwealth has established pilot
schemes around Australia, cach under the charge of a
different Sceretary, to promote planning, programs and
action. Sccretarics have been told that their bonuses
depend on success.

The shift has been lightning fast. Cabinet decided
national ATSIC had to go. The federal minister, Amanda
Vanstone (no leader in any ficld of government thinking)
came to Cabinet with minimalist proposals to put this
into action. Virtually all of Cabinet rejected it quickly and
emotionally. But there was no fallback, or more extensive
proposal. Cabinct decided instead on some new principles,
without the faintest idea of how they might be carried out.
The politicians and burcaucrats are looking for constructive
ideas. What is not clear is how these may be evaluated or
how Aboriginal opinion is included in deeision making. No
one will be thinking much about it pending the election, and
it’s unlikely that Labor will think it politically advantagcous
to raise the issuec.

Jack Waterford is cditor-in-chict of The Canberra Times.
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Taxi cab talcs

AB CULTURES, not to mention the cabbies themselves,
vary widely around the world. The Australian habit of hopping
into the front seat with the hack and exchanging a cheery word
is not generally welcome in Paris, for example, where frigid si-
lence and glacial waves of disapproval are likely to follow such
imprudence. In any case, Parisian cabbies often pre-empt that
manocuvre by having their front passenger scat occupied by
paperwork, folders, or, in onc admittedly unusual case, a toothy
little poodle stropping its paws on the upholstery.

So when Ihad to get a cab in the nearby provincial town to
take me back to my mountain village, T wasn’t sure how best
to behave. For a start, I couldn’t see any cabs on the streets and
I couldn’t sce anything that resembled a taxi rank. Resigned
to asking directions, I was suddenly almost run over by a cab
as I hesitated at the curb. With great patience and gentleness,
the driver helped a very old lady out of the back scat and then
waited while she sorted through what appcared to be every
curo cent coin ever minted to put together his fare and a tip.
Hovering respectfully, I managed at last to communicate, as he
farcwelled the old woman.

Yes, he could take me to ‘'my’ village—he knew it well
because his daughter often worked in a restaurant there; no,
it wasn’t too far and it would cost ‘a peu pres vingt trois, vingt
quatre euros ... ' [About 24 curos at the most). So, before you
can say, '‘Oop-la’ or “Zut alors’ I'm sitting beside him, having
first established that protocol would allow for this matey
Australian custom.

We rip round the fountain in the centre of town, head
for the open country and soon we're barrelling along those
narrow, tree-lined French roads so familiar in photograph and
painting. Designed—or more accurately evolved—for the slow,
medieval plod of horses and carts, these anciens chemins have
been foreibly adapted to the high speed needs of Renaults,
Citroéns, Peugeots and, increasingly, four-wheel drives as wide
and as high as the armoured tanks that once fought over thesc
undulating fields. There are, without doubt, some cautious and
sedate Gallic drivers. It’s just that you don’t often come across
them in your part of the country, and cabbics, regardless of
geography, are not among them.

So Monsicur Marc Lagrange, my cab driver, and I chat ami-
cably and get to know cach other as we hurtle round the bends
and over the narrow bridges and past any trucks inconsiderate
enough to be lumbering in our path along the 30 kilometre
journcy. Roadside trees and stone walls drop behind us with a
tlick-tlick-flick of momentary, blurred visibility and Monsicur
Lagrange’s protruding rear-vision mirror, lance-like, seems cager

to joust with its counterparts on cvery passing car, but misses

all of them by a distance that would make a hair look thick and

is not measurable by modern physics. Soon, the village appears

in the distance, a turrcted, walled outline on top of its high

hill. And on our left Mont Ventoux looms suddenly into view,
its snow-covered summit only slightly whiter than
my knuckles.

ONSTEUR LAGRANGE HAS been a cabbic in his provincial
home town for the past 25 years. He is a lively, witty bloke
and—despite my need to keep an cye on the road ahead, not to
mention the deep ditch that scems to be yawning at my right
elbow—I enjoy his spirited run of conversation. We range over
rughy, the effect of last year’s heat on the vintage, the beauty
of the countryside, immigration, Le Pen, kangaroos, Australian
red wines, and Paris, which he loves, and where he is going
with his wife at the end of the week for a few days off. To make
some points more forcibly, he finds it necessary to take both
hands off the wheel, achieving an emphasis so impressive that
I doubt if T will ¢ver forget his arguments.

He is a pied noir—an Algerian-born Frenchman—and is
interesting and liberal in his views on immigration. He has
followed Australia’s story since I'affaire Tampa, which he
refers to with a kind of guarded, respectful contempt. When he
realises I share his disgust, his relicf is palpable and moves him
to abandon the steering wheel again in an extravagant gesture
of fellow feeling.

We navigate the hairpin bends up to the village and roll
through the tight, one-car-wide alleyways with the same
insouciant panache that had distinguished our cannonad-
ing ride through the vine-patterned plains. In the Place de
I'Horloge he pulls up with a stylish swoop under the clock

tower and says, ‘Voila.” The meter says €22.50. He says 20
will do, but I add a handsome tip—it has been a marvellous,
rollicking ride even if rather demanding physically, emotion-
ally and conversationally.

I farewell him, just a little sad to think that we almost
certainly won’t meet again. But I'm wrong there, as it turns
out. Good luck and some wild coincidence—the sort no one
will believe when you tell them later on—will see our paths
cross again and often, to our great mutual pleasure, not to men-
tion the furtherance of my éducation culturelle from that most
quixotic of all teachers-—the carcer cabby.

Brian Matthews is a Distinguished Visiting Professor  at
Victoria University, presently living and working in France.
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N THIS CORNER Of VIETNAM, the open
bay, just a curve on the coastline is lined
with coconut palms. The beach is shock-
ingly littered. In the water mysterious
things underfoot could be slugs {seen
stranded at the water’s cdge) or squelchy
plastic bags of discarded stuff. They could
be nimble, nipping crabs or half-buried
beer cans. And things that brush your leg
or arm could be strange weed, stranger jel-
lyfish, or fishing ncts.

One afternoon the water was warm
and a million, trillion green spores were
rcleased, like tiny leaves of maidenhair
fern. I was nervous at first to swim in
such spotty water, but there were no
stings, just a broth of new life, with me
for exotic tlavour.

The fishing boats here are small round
bowls woven from coconut palm. They
hold one person, standing, who with a
paddle at the front wiggles the boar for-
ward with onc hand, playing out (o1 aul-
ing in) a long trailing net with the other.
There is much mending of nets in the
daytime and evidence that fishing is a
slow, often disappointing labour.

Mcanwhile, a minute boy with a
whippy stick exercised authority over
a herd of bony brown cows, marching
them along the beach, cutting short their
investigation of my things on the sand.
He reminded me of Heidi's Peter, a tough
little so and so, with his work sometimes
made harder by marauding kids roaring
out of the fishermen’s shacks to scatter
the herd just for fun.

At night I went to sit on the sand,
under the stars, looking at the fircflics
on the horizon which meant the fishing
tleet was out. Large crabs cut throu  my
peace, their forays magnified by shadow,
clattering, scuttling zigzags of startling
swiftness.

—Marg Honner

12 EURFKA STREET JUNE 2004

Py

.I.N THE BAR OF THE railway station, the
only people present are silent old men
wearing berets and playing dominoces.

Two soldiers, armed as if ready fo  aq,
wander in and order a coke. With cach
movement, their machine guns swing
without malice, covering the room. It is
Wednesday afternoon and a storm is brew-
ing. Great leaden clouds sweep in from
the west. The clatter of dominoes is the
only sound until the rain rattles against
the roof.

On this afternoon in Siglienza, a medi-
eval town in north-western Castil La
Mancha in central Spain, the soldicers are
the only reminder of the town'’s turbulent
history. In the Spanish Civil War, Sigiicnza
stood on the front line of battles between
Nationalist and Republican forces. On 15
October 1936, Republican soldiers took
shelter in Siglienza’s cathedral, which was
shelled into partial ruins by Nationalist
guns. The cathedral was built almost nine
centuries before in 1130, a few years after
Christian armies reclaimed the town from
Muslims during the Reconguista of Spain.
It has always been thus in Sigienza: a
town which has never been a centre of
power, but which has always stood in the
path of warring armics. Men with guns are
of no consequence in this town.

When the train to Madrid arrives the
two soldiers patrol the platform, eyeing
all passengers who regard them nerv-
ously as a sign of rcassurance. The attacks
of 11 March have placed the country on
high alert and soldiers in full combat gear
have become as ubiquitous as memorials
to the dead in train stations. It is hard to
imagine that anyonc would want to attack
Sigiienza, but then no-one imagined the
attack on Madrid before it happened.

Two days later, Friday. Another train,
another spring storm of cincmatic beauty.
We have left behind Leon where the 13th-
century cathedral rises from the centre
of town, an astonishing Gothic master-
piece which is home to some of the fin-
est staincd-glass windows in Europe.
Through the window, we sce pilgrims,
one or two at a time, marching, stick in
hand, backpacks on their backs, towards
Santiago de Compostela.

One of Europe’s last great pilgrimages,

the Camino dc Santiago was born in the
legend of the apostle Santiago (St James],
the son of Zcbedee. Thought by many
church scholars to have preached in
Spain, Santiago was cxccuted by Herod
Agrippa upon his return to Jerusalem. His
followers spirited his body away and their
boat washed up on the shores of Galicia
in what north-west 1
Spain. The hearers of Santiago’s body were
imprisoned but then cscaped, assisted,
it is said, by an angel. The local queen
was so impressed that she converted to
Christianity and authorisc
tion of a small mausolcum.

Over centuries, the mausoleum  fell
into disrepair and was forgotten alto-
gether until the 9th century when it was
rediscovered by a hermit, his path guided
by a hecavenly light. At the time, Spain
was in Muslim hands, and Christian
soldiers wrote of Santiago’s spirit join-
ing them in battle, spurring them on to
famous victories. As Christian torces
launched  the  Reconguista of  Spain,
the Order of Santiago was founded by
Castillian knights who were at the fore-
front of battles against the Muslims. By
the 11th century, the last resting place of
Santiago had become famous throughout
Europc and pilgrims were already cross-
ing the Pyrenees on their way to Santiago
de Compostela. They have been doing so
cver since.

In Astorga, a town which has survived
largely through the procceds of passing
pilgrim traffic, the fairytale turrets of the
Episcopal Palace—concceived in the fantas-
tical imagination of Antoni Gaudi—starc
out across a squarc at the grim sobriety of
the town’s 15th-century cathedral. In the
heart of old Astorga, the stone henches
of the colonnaded Plaza Mayor arc occu-
pied by the old men of the town wear-
ing berets and chewing suntlower sceds.
There are no soldiers present but they
are not far away, probably patrolling the
platforms of the train station, trying to be
discreet despite their attire. The pilgrims
mill around the square, their faces red
with the exertion of arrival. Some s¢ 1
self-conscious of their pilgrim status,
perhaps aware that theirs is a re-enact-
ment of an age-old ritual across a coun
driven by a rush into the future, across
a country in which everything scems to
have changed. Yet, in places like Astorga
and Siglienza, it is casy to bclieve that
everything remains the same, regardless

would become

the construc-



of how many times the violent upheavals
of history pass this way.
—Anthony Ham

PEACE AT NVPRICH

N NAIROBI, SECURITY is a commuodity
purchased to deal with ‘sccurity threats’.

Sccurity concerns are a part of daily life
here. As clsewhere, crime soars as cmploy-
ment prospects dip. The most common
crime is car-jacking: many of the 20-70
estimated incidents each week are fatal.
The police are believed to be involved
in about 20 per cent of these violations.
In this respect, Nairobi holds the dubi-
ous honour of outstripping Johannesburg.
Added to this are the frequent muggings
and breaking and entering.

But the greatest fear is terrorism. In
Kenya, this is not theorctical. In August
1998, the United States Embassy in down-
town Nairobi was bombed, in a strike
against American interests. In 2001 ter-
rorists struck again at Mombassa on the
Kenyan coast, targeting Isracli interests.
On both occasions the victims were
almost exclusively locals. After renewed
warnings about attacks against US and
United Nations interests, and given the
proximity of the main UN compound to
the US Embassy, the tlurry of intelligence
reports circulating in the expatriate world
of Nairobi is hardly surprising.

In Nairobi, the expatriate community
has tacitly decided that all that can be done
must be done to ensure personal sccurity.
The result is that protective services now
form a massive industry. The typical com-
pounds in which people spend their lives
arc high-walled and guarded day and night
by sccurity people. At just over AUDS$100
per month, a permanent sccurity presence
is readily affordable.

Nairobi is not an cxpansive city,
and from the suburbs in which expa-
triates live—Gigiri or the aptly named
Westlands—the drive to work is usually
short. People enter their cars in the drive-
way of their homes, often driven by sccu-
rity agents that double as chauffeurs. The
car pulls up inside the work compound,
which is also high walled and heavily
guarded. People stay here until their

Being the devil’'s advocate

ORMER SOUTH ArricaN Supremec Court Judge, Justice Lauric Ackermann,
was recently in Australia. During his visit he spoke quite personally about how
he struggled with his judicial role under apartheid. Justice Ackermann reflected on
his fundamental vision of human beings as cqual, and as irreducible to any price
or value, and each quality a function of being created in the image of God. This
theological instinct was further sharpened for him by Kant’s ‘categorical impcera-
tives'—thosce moral dutics which transcend the outcome of an action—especially
as they relate to the essential dignity of cvery, and non-instrumental usc of any,
human being.

His comments brought to mind a number of conversations I'd been having
over Mel Gibson’s Passion. My difficulty concerns the particular atonement theol-
ogy it preaches. In the opening Gethsemanc scene, the devil appears to Jesus and
contends that no one can dic for the sins of the whole world: it is too costly. The
much-discussed explicit violence in the film could be scen as a direct response to
this diabolical challenge: yes, it surc was costly, but not too costly.

Around the time of the film's release, an article by Anglican Archbishop, Pe-
ter Jensen, was posted on the Sydney Anglican Media website: ‘“The Good News of
God’s Wrath.” Archbishop Jensen discusses three ‘great words’ which, he argues,
help us understand Christ’s Passion in terms coherent with a biblical erajectory
of sacrifice: “substitution’ {Jesus stands in for those justly condemned by God on
account of sin), ‘punishment’ (Jesus bears sin by expericncing its consequences),
and ‘propitiation’ (Jesus turns aside God’s rightcous anger). Their combined signifi-
cance is summed up at the end of his text by two lines from an old hymn: ‘In my
place, condemned he stood,/ Scaled my pardon with his blood! Alleluial’ 1 suspect
from watching as much of his film as 1 could stomach, that Gibson would have no
quarrel with this, but T would be his own devil's advocate here.

Did Jesus suffer more than any black South Africans before Justice Acker-
mann’s beneh, or more than any number of political prisoners being tortured as we
read and write? Does the nature and extent of Jesus’ suffering even matter? Only if
we believe that it is to be interpreted in the space pegged out by those three ‘great
words.” If Jesus’ suffering is indeed in my place, and yours, and everyone clse’s,
then—as Gibson'’s devil suggests—there would need to be an awful lot of it: more
cven than Gibson manages to squecze into his film! But Justice Ackermann’s read-
ing of Genesis via Kant highlights just two of many problems with such a view.
First, what are we to make of such an instrumental use of the human being Jesus
of Nazarcth within a divine cconomy so construed? Second, what if we are in fact
‘priceless’, without denotable value, by virtue of being created in the image of God?
If so, the celluloid devil is quite right: redemption understood in such transactional
terms is necessarily too costly.

That Jesus suffered and died must be at the heart of any Christian doctrine of
redemption, becausc it speaks of the solidarity of God-in-Christ with and in our
tlesh, where suffering and death simply come with the territory. When the costli-
ness of redemiption is associated primarily with the incarnation rather than the cru-
cifixion, then we are not so much ‘bought back by’ Jesus-as-Scapegoat as ‘brought
back with’ Jesus-the-Prodigal, who spent everything ... but not to buy us. If we
cannot avoid economic metaphors then I would prefer to sing the Thomas Troeger
hymn which begins ‘A spend-thrift lover 1s the Lord’.

Richard Treloar is Chaplain of Trinity College, the University of Melbourne.
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The health of the whole

CENTLY ARCHIMEDES ATTENDED the 18th World Conference on Health
Prom:  on and Health Education, a major meceting of minds in an area about which
most of us have litde knowledge. In one of the most interesting papers, Tunisian
human rights activist and University of Paris XIII Associate Professor of Public
Hcalth, Moncef Marzouki argued there arce three approaches to health.

The first he calls the bio-technological model, which is at the heart of Western
medicine. Health problems are the result of a malfunction in the body which must
be hunted down and rooted out. The social model is favoured by those involved in
preventive medicine. The emphasis moves from the individual to the community,
investigating ccological, cultural, socio-cconomic and political factors. The third
modcl Marzouki calls ‘human rights’. The Universal Declaration of Human Rights
specifies a right to health, including adequate food, clothing, housing and medi-
cal care. It also contains related rights such as rights to life, physical safety, work,
leisure and culture. “Thesc are the basis of the ... most important ficld of interven-
tion,” he said, ‘that of health promotion.’

Health promotion transcends immediate boundaries—its use as a tool for
peace in Israel, for instance. Then there are issues such as the health of the world’s
200 million indigenous people, and the impact of dominant cultures. What about
the social problems caused by HIV? How are we to counter obesity, the world’s big-
gest growing problem even in non-industrialised nations?

Archimedes was interested in the link between mental health and migrants.
In an analysis of lover 150 studies of schizophrenia, Dr John McGrath of the Uni-
versity of Queensland found that, immigrants were five times more likely to suffer
from the condition. There were several pointed papers on the problem of migrant
mental health, giving pause to those, like Archimedes, who are opposed to the
present Federal policy of indefinite detention of asylum scckers.

Australian environmentalist and science commentator, Professor Ian Lowe,
raised the question of whether resources for health promotion have been hijacked
by ‘the war on terror’. As a health risk, he argues, terrorism is almost negligible.

‘The Bali bombing shocked us becausc about 100 Australians, most of them
young :ople, were killed and hundreds more injured. But every three wecks about
100 Australians, most of them young people, arc killed and hundreds morce injured
on our roads. This is so depressingly predictable we ¢ it “the road toll”, as if it
were the inevitable price of using roads. About every two days, 100 Australians
die from the cffects of smoking tobacco. The industry still shamelessly targets the
young to replace older smokers as they dic or quit.

‘No amount of military spending will provide protection from terrorism if we
ignore its causes ... More than a bi  on people don’t have clean drinking water,
about 2.4 billion don’t have sanitation. Several billion live on less than the public
subsidy of each Europcan cow. Mort.  ty rates for children under five have actually
increased in the last decade for several countries in sub-Saharan Africa.’

Recent experiences with SARS and bird flu have illustrated the need for na-
tions to work together. In our tightly-linked world, any group suffering from a
communicable disease could trigger a worldwide problem. In such a world, health
promotion plays an increasingly important role. Any increase in the health of our
neighbour, is an increase in our own health.

Tim "~ vaites is a freelance science writer.
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rcturn journey home. At the few shopping
centres to which the cxpatriate comr
nity gravitates, like the Sarit Centre and
the Village Market, the sceurity presence
is again overwhelming. The foreigners’
world is enclosed. Around-the-clock sc
rity guards form the roof.

When you buy massive protection,
you also buy the consequences. The
inner side of the sccurity industry is the
paranoia industry. The detached witness
in Nairobi cannot help being reminded
ironically of Rooscvelt’s famous words,
‘there is nothing to fcar but fear itsclf’.
When one has protection against cvery-
thing, there is everything to fear and so
¢very reason to scek further protection
against it, whatever the unnameable ‘it
may be!

The larger consequence of buying per-
sonal security is that the violence within
society is masked. Expatriates who work
in the regional headyuarters of embassies
and NGOs go from once sccured location
to another. Meanwhile the vast majority
of the victims of violent crime fall silent
and unnoticed. From behind high walled
fences it is hard to sce the real victims of
Nairobi’s criminal industry.

Personal security concerns of this
magnitude are not a problem unique
to Nairobi or Kenya. Nor is the secu-
rity industry confined to the big end of
town. In South Africa every car space is
manned by a ‘Car Guard’. Thesc infor-
mal workers, working for tips from car
owners, monitor a small arca ot the road-
side which, by custom, is known to be
theirs. In Uganda, the measures are morc
extreme. One can barcly walk ten metres
without coming across a private secut 7
guard with an immense machine gun
lazily resting between his or her knees.
It is dramatic, but cffective. Kampala is
known to be one of the safest cities on
the continent.

Meanwhile, in Kenya, those who can
afford sccurity pay for it, while those
most in nced cannot and suffer the con-
scquences. Until the balance is corrected
by the new Kibaki government this v |
continue to be the rule.

—Ma  ew Albert

This month’s contributers:

Marg Honner is a tcacher in Vietnam;
Anthony Ham is a frcelance writer liv-
ing in Madrid; ¥ b Albert is Fu
Street’s Kenyan correspondent.
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..I—ILECTIONS STALL REFORM. Two years
ago Treasurer Peter Costello released the
Intergenerational Report outlining the costs
of an ageing Australia and calling for a fund-
ing shift away from the public purse. This
year he delivered an aged care budget focused
on the bread and butter costs of delivering
scrvices through public subsidies. Almost as
an aside the government published the find-
ings of a $7 million inquiry into the pricing
of residential aged care services. In a far
reaching analysis it calls for greater deregu-
lation, stronger market forces and increased
user charges. Such mixed signals lead one
to wonder whether the Commonwealth is
pulling back from shouldering its share of
the cost of aged care.

The Federal Budget response to the aged
care crisis was driven primarily by the prox-
imity of the clection. It became imperative
for the Howard Government to fund its way
back into the hearts of older Australians.
With a departure from its previous ‘slow
drip” formula, the government delivered a
tunding package of $2.2 billion over five
years. It concentrated on the two hot politi-
cal issucs—the construction and running
costs of aged carc homes. In both instances
public investment is substantial and the
politics savvy.

The government went into this year’s
budget preparation hounded by all quarters
over the erosion of its care funding subsidy,
its lack of action on capital funding and the
declining prospects of the aged care work-
force. Research indicated that the running
costs of homes outstripped the subsidy by
around $250 million a year. The homes pro-
tested that they lacked an ongoing capital
funding stream. Nurses complained of inad-
cquate wages and strained working condi-
tions. In all a recipe for a crisis and fertile
ground on which the Opposition could capi-
talisc. The pressure to invest more public
money was overwhelming,

With one eye to its future outlays, the
government spent to alleviate the short
term angst whilst safeguarding any expo-
sure to long term entitlements. The upshot
is an immediate capital injection of $636
million for the next two years. This should
stimulate investment and kick start stalled

Francis sutivan

construction. It does not, however, provide
an ongoing adcequate capital strecam for the
medium term. By implication the govern-
ment retains the option of cxtending user
fees and lump sum payments to cover
accommodation costs.

This uncertainty will need deft politi-
cal management. The aged care industry
is scrious business. Significant commercial
risk is borne across the scctor. Church and
corporate organisations alike cautiously
view investment decisions. Their toler-
ance for policy uncertainty is almost tested.
Whichever major political party can explic-
itly outline the medium term financing and
viability stratcgies for the industry will go a
long way towards winning confidence and
probably compliance.

On the more contentious issue of run-
ning costs, the Budget adds a further $877
million over four years to supplement its
inadequate daily care subsidies. This brings
the funding close to the real costs of care but
only releases the majority of the funds by
2006. The government must rcallocate this
funding for the homes to meet increasces in
nurses’ wages, the costs of workers com-
pensation and retain trained staff. Again
it is vital that the government construct a
morce appropriate indexation of its subsidies
to accurately retlect industry based costs

otherwisc futurc budgets  will
need to make up the shortfall.

LREADY THE AGED car¢ program is a
combination of public subsidics and indi-
vidual contributions. Consumers pay up
to 30 per cent of the cost of care. Most
residents in aged care homes are pensioners.
Over half are aged 85 or over. Of these 90 per
cent have no other assets apart from their
home. However, by 2042 the proportion of
the population over 85 years will triple to
4.3 per cent. It is estimated that costs will
grow from the present $7.8 billion to $107
billion. Obviously the Commonwealth will
endeavour to shift more of the cost burden
onto indiv  1als. But the political decision
to secure the family home as a major financ-
ing assct seems too fraught for cither major
party to embracc. Consequently future gov-
crnments will probably attempt to raise

A budget for the ages

uscr fees and encourage innovative loan and
insurance schemes to fund user contribu-
tions. But this Budget failed to instigate
any specific savings vehicle that will cnable
future aged care users to save now if higher
fees are to follow.

For some time commentators have called
for a dedicated savings plan to meet the ris-
ing costs of health and aged care. Many have
noted that superannuation alone will not
suffice. If it is incvitable that user charges
will further creep into essential services,
prudent savings schemes are crucial.

If nothing else the 2004 Federal Budget
demonstrates that communities can draw
governments back to the fold or send them
packing! At such times governments lose
the zeal for reform and rediscover the pas-
sion of listening.

Francis Sullivan is the CEO of Catholic
Health Australia.

C.IANGE YOUR
LIFE FOREVER!

Are you aged 18 - 35
and looking to do something
really different?

o o®

/]

Become a full-time volunteer June to
December 2004!
Josephite Community Aid
Help newly arrived refugees. Make
some great new friends.

Live in Community -
accommodation provided.
Help to make the world a better
place.

You can make a
difference!

Contact: Brad (02) 9799 6990
Maria 0417 040 574
Email brad@jcaid.com www.jcaid.com
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Forgotten children

ANY CHILDREN AROUND THE WORLD live in constant
fear, as members of ethnic minorities subject to continued
persecution. Children may be targeted for usc on the front
linc of civil conflicts as shields or ndmine detectors. Many
ethnic minorities are denied passports, so they cannot flee. In
a desperate bid to protect their children, some parents smuggle
them out of the country. A small number arrive on Australian
shores and are taken to detention centres.

There are almost 300 unaccompanied refugee minors
currently living in Australia. These children, under the age of
18 years, arrived in Australia alone and have been recognised
by the Australian government as refugecs. Most arrived in
Australia without valid travel documents. They have been
grantc  Temporary Protection Visas (TPVs) and released into
the community.

A TPV permits an unaccompanied refugee minor to live
in the community, access social welfare services and attend
school. A TPV docs not provide a home and it does not provide
the one thing most necessary for their development and well
being—their family.

Of the legal, moral and social concerns raised by Australia’s
TPV regime, it is the denial of the right to apply for family reuni-
fication that is the most troubling in relation to unaccompanied
refugee minors. These children are the most vulnerable refugees.
The government is wary of them acting as ‘anchor children’;
childr  who are purposcly sent ahead to another country in the
hope that the rest of the family will be able to follow.

The Department of Immigration and Multicultural and
Indigenous Affairs (DIMIA) has identified a steady increase
in the number of unaccompanicd minors arriving in Australia
over recent ycars. DIMIA justifies its refusal to allow unac-
companied refugec minors the right to apply for family reuni-
fication suggesting that this will serve ‘as a deterrent to the
exploitation of children as smuggled anchors’. The denial of
fam 7 rcunification rights for unaccompanied refugee minors
cannot be characterised as either a reasonable or legitimate
response to greater migration concerns.

Despite Australia’s sovereign right to control its own
borders, to view the issue of family reunification through an
immigration lens ivnores the fact that Australia’s sovereignty
has been voluntar ' reduced in scope by its ratification of trea-
ties such as the Convention on the Rights of the Child {CROC).
Ur ' the CROC, states are obliged to ensure that unaccom-
panied refugee minors receive pro :ction and humanitarian
assistance. States must also deal with applications for family
reunification in a positive, humane and expeditious manner.
Yet the TPV regime precludes the possibility of an application
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for reunification altogether. The regime denies unaccompanied
refugee children the right to a family life [rights upheld under
the CROC). This is despite DIMIA’s acknowledgment that
unaccompanicd refugee minors are unlikely to have had any
choice in their cir mstances of arrival in Australia, as they
may have been abducted, orphaned or accidentally scparated
from their parents.

The denial of family reunification rights does nothing
to address the political, social and economic realities that
force people to abandon their homes and countries in sear
of safety and security. The introduction of TPVs in 1999
has not slowed the arrival of so-called illegal immigrants,
of whom approximately 80 per cent are subs:  1ently found
to have legitimate refugee claims. Unless action is taken
to remedy ‘push’ factors such as persecution, famine or
war, the denial of ‘pull’ factors in Australia such as family

reunification rights will fail to stop unaccompanicd
F = minors secking protection in Australia.

A HE 1SSUE OF UNACCOMPANIED minors must ¢ kept in
context. Whilst numbers of unaccompanicd minors may be
increasing, such children still represent only three to five per
cent of the world’s refugee population and approximately three
per cent of all refugees in Australia.

Under current migration legislation, unaccompaniecd
refugee minors could be given the opportunity to locate their
immediate families and apply to be reunited with them in
Australia if Minister Vanstone cxcrcises existing discretion.
This may extend to allowing any holder of a TPV to access
the permanent visa regime and the associated entitlements to
family reunification.

It is within the public interest to ensure 1at Australia is
seen to treat  ildren with humanity, dignity and respect. To
refuse to do so is to indicate that Australia not only disregards
its obligations under international law but also ignores its
moral obligations towards innocent children. It suggests that
whilst Austra | will care for its own, non-Australian children
are somehow less than human and less deserving of their fun-
damental human rights.

It is imperative that Australia’s migration legislation be
amended to permit the application for family rcunification
as soon as an unaccompanicd minor is identified as a refugce.
Unaccompanied r 1gee minors need our support and ovr
voices. Ultimately, they need our humanity.

Leanne McKay is a research fcllow at the University of
Mclbourne.












Wongborel/} >unt Brow

It is said that the separated lovers 1e warrior youth Walwalinj,
and the sleeping woir |, Wongborel, will only break the curse
and come together when the world ends. Known on the maps as
Mount Bakewell and Mount Brown, they now cradle the town of
York, Western Austra

-1-
From here, at ¢ base
of Mount Bakew:  — Walwalinj —
I can see Wongbc  — Mount Brown —
coiled sleeping over the town: below,
my aunt and uncle, moved in from the farm;
a cousin and his family;
and distant relatives
by marriage I pass in the street

without knowing.

Awake, it would look down

on the cemetery

with a side glance.

My grandmother is buried there.
She liked Mascfield’s sea poetry.
You can’t see the sea

from Mount Brown

but you can follow the treeline
of the Avon River —

levelle Hut, it’s dry in most places,
though deeply watered

where it passes throu; town,
swaddled in algae, held in place
by fencewire and gravel roads.

We live on property

inherited from my grandmother;

craning my neck around a stand of York gums —
skewiff, Mount Brown is olive-copper

at sunset. [ hit a twenty-eight

[ rotin the car heading hor~~ A~

on a bend, I couldn't

get back to check,

witho Jaug rin the car.

Just its dull thud.
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The heat folds
itself. High winds
lash the uncut grass
with fire risk,
yet water 1l glints
in the rain gauge —
the funnel rings
condensation to a dilated point,
to run the circumference
and break like the storm
that kicked up the dirt, drop
sharp as the black-shouldered kite.

A cuckoo shrike scttles for the night.
A frisson in the jamtree.

The fire is built into the ground:

at night, it’s infra-red.

My cousin says,

if fire comes round the hill,

stay in the house,

it’s the only hope.

Tha hate gre out of the folds
s of Walwalinj,

o look the half-dozen kilometres
rer - Wongborel — and the twilight

i a mirror.



x

in the afterglow

of headlights. The granite boulders

tunc the body magnet: it feels good

to cut loosc up there.

The lookout swings you

around the district:

Trinity Church, the cut and paste

of the main street, wheatbins,

road to Northam, out back to Quairading...
and Mount Matilda

where the rainbow serpents cut their way through,
leaving an iridescence that can’t

be farmed out —

hot when it’s cold,

cold when it’s hot,

sheltering from salt.

_4-

They need each other, the two high points
cradling the town;

to be brought back at the death knell,
when the fault lets go

and stresses the shed’s metal.

They won't need the materiality

of the stars, the weight of a pinpoint
of gravity —

the water gone from the raingauge,
the language of wagtails

a constant. Suckers

emerge and unravel from the base

of a fallen red gum.

From Mount Brown,

they can see us clearly here:
the fencewire neon

to the blooded night,

the outlines

you know equally

in the familiar

or unfamiliar room.

-5-—
The sleeping woman — Wongborel —
looks to the place of weeping — Walwalinj — the man.
With the tree-ripping
and the pesticide-dumping,
the herbicide assaults
and fertiliser drops,
there’s onc hell of a hullabaloo.
The curse is strong.
All turns on the parsing,
the massive refraction
of stubbled paddocks.
Tremors and aftershocks
have content; creatures of policy
commute on the weekends,
sheep huddle under single trees,
drinking their own shadows.

It’s Auntic Elsie

I think of: sleeping alone,

unknowing. Luminous

in her alone-ness,

a different kind of community.

From the Needlings, out where lights glow
in sheoaks, she retired

to the town, between the sad, trapped youth,
and the sleeping woman.

Dead, beneath the ground:

a conduit linking the mountains,

an artery, a vein: flowing

back and forth. A silent

communication,

a side-stepping of time.

—John Kinsella
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from the Barbarians?

Wendy Sarkissian, a Brisbanc-based
social planner specialising in crime pre-
vention, believes these housing estates
create only an illusion of security:  ur-
glars just aren’t that stupid,” she says.
‘And there’s anccdotal research
from the United Srates showing that
although burglary rates arc low in the
first couple of years they then rise to the
level of the rest of the neighbourhood as
the burglars work things out.

“The other thing is we are all strug-
gling to bring life back to the public
realm’, she says. ‘And if you don’t cven
have a relationship between the dwell-
ings and the strect where you can see
someone  looking out, or somcbhody
pruning their hedge, or talking to their
neighbour, after a while the whole of the
public realm, the street, just becomes
completely empty. And all of the energy
is going to making things lovely behind
the fences. Nobody is contributing any-
thing back to the street.’

Enclaves or ghettoes, both are likely
to be surrounded by fences. The only
difference is whether or not we live
there by choice. Fences, of course, have
two sides. Whether we feel included or
excluded, protected or scared, depends
on which side you find yoursclf. Peter
Marcusc, who tcaches urban planning at
Columbia University, reckons walls and
fences will always be ‘a second-rate solu-
tion to socicty’s problems’.

Presumably, the better solution has
something to do with trust and mutual
respect. But until humankind embracces
these, fences are here to stay. All we
can do is build them wiscly, think of
how acsthetically and ccologically they

been

ANay prunaen

Capital ‘rvestmen:

OCIAL CcAPITAL has been a topic
of debate and rescarch over the last few
years, with attention focused on the non-
cconomic causes of poverty and exclusion.
This is a welcome development. There
has, however, been confusion over how to
interpret the data and therefore significant
divergence about appropriate remedies.

There is more to well-being than hav-
ing a fat bank account, and there is more to
poverty and exclusion than having no bank
account at all. What people living in pov-
erty and isolation rcally nced is the right
to sclf-determination: the capacity both
individually and with others to detcrr e
their own future and gain control over their
lives. This applies to neighbourhoods as
much as it does to individuals and families.
Self-determination can only be realised
by individuals through their relationships
with others. Money is just one ave e
towards realising this goal and mercly a
contributing factor which may allow peo-
ple to realise autonomy.

The  debate  about
hampered by the skewed assumptions
that some hold about the relationship
between cconomics and humanity. Instead
of approaching the problem of poverty by
looking beyond economics, and subjecting
economic theory and policy to practical
criticism from this broader perspective,
proponents broaden the scope of cconom-
ics by casting human life as a torm of capi-
tal {rather than capital as a form of human
life}, as a resource which can be converted
into cash or uscd for sclf-advancement.
The concept claims, confusingly, to sub-
sume political and moral problems under
economic science.

Such is the view taken by Mark Latham,
in his latest book From the Suburbs, which
focuses on capital accumulation as the
sole route to self-determination, a ‘ladder’
which people climb alone. He poses one
solution to the problem of building social
capital to the exclusion of all others, and
what is more, this is a solution whose

social capital s

capacity to overcome the anomic and injus-
tice of maodern society is problematic.
Tony Vinson, whose report on commu-
nity adversity and resilience was reviewed
in Fureka Street (April 2004), retlects a
contrasting view. He reports on a number
of projects in which Jesuit Social Services
have participated. Each
with efforts to find out the concerns of
as broad a range of residents as possible.
A public forum is then called, in which
people are encouraged to step torward o
take responsibility and gain a mandatc
from the wider community. This group
then dratts an action plan, makes further
consultation with the community and
implements decisions. The outsiders take
on the role of supporting and resourc-
ing the cfforts of the community. The
outcomes reported are many and varied,
including new small businesses, new vol-
untary projects and new initiatives  for
local management of public scctor serv-
ice delivery. This is a widely supported
approach, one which recognises the need
tor a community to ‘own’ the project and
emphasises  selt-help and  self-
determination.

project  begins

‘

ARK LATHAM HOWEVER,
a rather harsh judgment on this kind ot
project: ‘In the past, governments have
provided a huge amount of moncey to com-

passes

munity development projects, but wi
little success. These programs have fol-
lowed a familiar pattern of failure: the for-
mation of local co-ordinating committees;
the involvement of residents enthusiastic
about a new approach; some capital works
and physical changes;
resistance from central government agen-
cies; a gradual loss of cffort and enthusias
at a local level; demands for further govern-
ment funding; and, ultimately, the collapse
of the program.’

Despite the fact he concurs with Tony
Vinson’s observation that ‘some authorities
have no sooner embarked upon a rencwal

scepticism  and



plan than they are devising an “cxit plan”,/
Mark Latham places the blame for failurc
not with government (whicl, if he is elected,
will be his responsibility), but on the idea of
directly promoting community cohesion.
Mark Latham’s featured case study
is the work of Brian Murnanc of the
Brotherhood of St Laurence in the Western
Sydney suburb of Claymore. I do not share
Latham’s wish to counterpose the approach
usced in Vinson’s case studies to that used
by Murnane; I believe that Mark Latham
counterposes them solely in order
to make his own point.

LATHAM QUOTES Murnanc as summing
up his approach with the words: ‘every
time someone said let’s do something, we
backed them’, a sentiment which cxpresses
the same orientation to supporting sclf-
determination as Vinson's.

Thus there is an essential common
thread between Murnanc and Vinson,
namely the need to support and reinforce
local initiative. T don’t believe either would
want to be seen as prejudiced as to whether
people organisc themsclves along private-
sector models in the form of a company,
along ‘third sector’ models in the form of
voluntary associations, or in the form of
a ‘micro-public scctor’. The point is that
people need to get organised, building con-
nections along lines of trust with others
in pursuit of common aims, and there are
many different ways of doing that.

Whereas Vinson and Murnane appear to
have a very broad approach which encom-

passes whatever is appropriate and favoured
by members of a community, Mark Latham
is promoting a single road out of poverty,
that of becoming a capitalist and accumulat-
ing wealth in the form of capital. He is will-
ing to withdraw funds from other projects in
order to promote this perspective.

Mark Latham proposes to move gov-
ernment funds out of community devel-
opment into start-up capital for social
entrepreneurs, through Social Venture
Capital Funds, bodies reminiscent of the
Cain Government’s ill-fated Victorian
Economic  Development  Corporation.
According to him, ‘[Social entrepreneurs]
operate on increasing returns on invest-
ment ... Social venture capital would aim

to back this kind of success. It would allow
social entrepreneurs to move poor comimu-
nities back into the real cconomy’.

Latham is advocating profit as the pre-
ferred way to combat poverty and achicve
self-dctermination. Making a profit is
what he calls ‘the real economy’. Charities
and government alike are, according to
Latham, not qualified to act within this
real economy. In fact, communities which
get organised and place demands on gov-
ernment are dcemed to have a ‘culture of
dependency’, and even government itself
appears as a form of dependency, subordi-
nated to the needs of business. But I believe
that, for example, people forming them-
selves into a political lobby group to force
the government to upgrade medical serv-
ices 1s just as effective a way of building
social solidarity and helping people move
towards controlling their own lives, as set-
ting up a company.

Latham’s idea is part of a larger vision of
social policy characterised as asset-based
weclfare, which is premised on the assertion
that we live in a period of mass capitalism
in which a claimed 60 per cent of the popu-
lation are already capitalists. It aims to lift
people out of poverty by making everyone
a capitalist.

But this is a very narrow view of the
factors highlighted by social capital data—
networks, norms of reciprocity, trust, ctc—
which arc sclf-evidently relevant to the
problem of sclf-determination. If we con-
ceive of the problem as one of self-determi-
nation, we can see why capital investment,

philanthropy and statec welfare scrvices
all fail in their own ways to address the
situation. And we understand what Brian
Murnane means when he said, ‘every time
someone said let’s do something, we backed
them’, and why the Jesuit Social Services
workers were so concerned that the com-
munity ‘owns’ a project. If we ask ourselves:
What Dbuilds social cohesion? Then the
answer is social solidarity, that is, lending
unconditional support to worthy projects
defined by people themselves (including
strangers), rather than subordinating them
to one’s own program.

In relation to state delivery of wel-
fare, given that the very raison d’étre of a
bureaucracy is control, it is easy to see why

they are reluctant to aid in the self-determi-
nation of communities.

While Latham’s claim that channelling
government funds intended for relief of pov-
erty through tax-incentives to corporations
‘can save the public sector vast amounts
of money’ may be true, this kind of priva-
tisation of welfare will contribute little to
extending solidarity to those who are strug-
gling to drag themselves out of poverty. In
reality it is just substituting one form of
subordination for another.

Instead of threatening to withdraw
funds from community development,
Mark Latham should be tackling the prob-
lem of why authoritics want to pull the
rug out from under such projects as soon

as communities begin to find

their own voice.
IHE WHOLE POINT OF social capital is

that poverty is not just an economic ques-
tion and that well-being and wealth can be
neither defined nor achicved by the accu-
mulation of capital alone. In a sense, cven a
company is a vehicle of collective self-deter-
mination just like any other association in
modern society—pcople establish lasting
relations of trust and collaboration in order
to make a living together. Accumulation of
capital and employment of wage labour are
really incidental functions of a company,
which may as well employ voluntary labour
and dedicate itself to the public good.

I believe the best way to move towards
greater clarity is to recognise sclf-determi-
nation as the basic need of all people, and

consequently to see poverty as just one fac-
tor that may hinder people from attaining
self-determination and wealth as just one of
the objectives people may seek through self-
determination.

Change can only be cffected through
the efforts of those working within all
these bodies—charities, government agen-
cies, corporations, and so on—to extend
solidarity and support the self-determina-
tion of poor and excluded communities,
cven if that means, at times, swimmine
against the stream.

Andy Blunden’s book For Ethical Politics
was published by Heidelberg Press in
October 2003.
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Lhristopher Heatncote

All that jazz

N SUNDAY EVENINGS late last year,
ABC television’s ratings jumped as viewers
across the nation tuned in to Love is in the
Air, a documentary series on Australian
popular music in the late 20th century. If
these viewers had watched the same net-
work a few hours earlicr, they would have
secn a re-screening of Jazz, another musi-
cal documentary series, which showed
American popular music over the carly
and mid 20th century. The former show
was an ABC production, while the latter
came from the United States—and what a
contrast they presented.

The focus in Jazz, which was the work
of the American film maker Ken Burns,
was upon artistic endeavour. A typical
slice of the narrative started by tclling
you about a dishevelled young man who
slouched into a smoky club on 52" Street.
He looked a mess, with odd shoes on,
his hair messed up, wearing a rumpled
jacket, and he pulled out of a shabby paper
bag a saxophone held together with rub-
ber bands. He stepped over to the small
group that had just set up and had a word
with the drummer. They started up a riff,
and next thing the sax player was play-
ing, not the melody, but the base line,
putting notes in there that no one had
ever thought of before, and they sounded
discordant but they worked, and there
was this weird spacing in the passage.
Next thing the trumpeter was jamming
with him, using this rapid fingering; and
a small but significant revolution had
just occurred in Western music. The
guy on sax was Charlie Parker and the
hornblower in heavy glasses was Dizzy
Gillespie. Together, they had just made
one of those paradigm shifts that—accord-
ing to musicologists—only a Beethoven
can come up with. And even if you didn’t
fully agree, you had to admit that music
had changed.

Jazz was about artistry and expression,
exploring how music is food for the soul,
cven how music can convey our individ-
nal, and sometimes collective humanity.

Nestled in front of the box, they laid it out
for you. The music played, and your appre-
ciation deepened; and it didn’t matter if
you were unfamiliar with Bix Beiderbecke
or Duke Ellington or Theolonious Monk,
of if you couldn’t bhefore tell ‘West End
Blues’ from ‘St Thomas’ or “Take the “A”
Train’, becausc Jazz spoke to all viewers
on their level, lifting them up and getting
them to enjoy music, considering how it
connects with and expresses the human
condition.

There is no gentle way to spcak hon-
estly about Love is in the Air, Australian
television’s own effort at engaging with
music. The perforimers might have been
intermittently referred to as ‘artists’, yet
artistry did not figurc in the show. Instead,
it was dismal—a litany of disc sales, pro-
duction figures, chart ratings, gold records,
industry awards, profit ratios, and how to
milk a hit. What is going on, not just in
the media, but in our broader culture, that
we now scem only to talk in such shallow
materialistic terms? Where the American
program spoke continually of hard work,
perseverance, musical vocation, crafts-
manship and talent, the locally produced
show advanced the idea that anyone can

be a musical star provided they

are cleverly managed.
CREATIVE ACCOMPLISHMENT  was
notable for its absence, indeed, an under-
lying message of the series was that
the supposedly hest pieces of recent
Australian popular music have either
been tossed together in minutes, or relied
on a gimmick. Love is in the Air not only
showed the music it dealt with to be trivia
and froth, but applauded these qualities.
Nothing made to endure, nothing great,
nothing that reaches for, or expresses our
humanity was celebrated— the show paid
homage to the quick, empty jingle that
pulled the big bucks.

[ worry that Love is in the Air is pretty
much an indicator of how our nation is
being impelled to assess imagination and
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these attitudes are hardly countered.
There is much to be learned from Ken
Burns’ Jazz. It is a marvellous object lesson
in just how we could make entertaining,
stimulating and solidly-rating television
{the ABC has broadcast the scries three
times now} while doing something as
allegedly ‘unpalatable’ as introducing
viewcrs to quality music, writing and
painting. Jazz affirmed what any capable
arts practitioner already knows: getting
people to enjoy music isn’t that hard. It's
a matter of sharing what you perceive—of
sharing how you experience a work—and
next thing the audience is moving down
the path to that essentially inward delight
of the artistic by losing one’s centre and
finding fulfilment; most of all, to that
inexplicable joy a fluently handled passage
of sound or oil paint or words can trigger
inside you, the visual chords and individ-
ual notes, the emotional colour.
‘Music’, the great American drummer
Art Blakey used to say, ‘washes away the
dust of everyday life’.

Dr Christopher Heathcote is co-author
with Bernard Smith and Terry Smith of
Australian Painting 1788-2000 (Oxford
University Press, 2002}
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Matthew Lamb

The end o" a friendship

N OCTOBER 1951 ALBERT Camus
published The Rebel, an essay on man
in revolt, concerned with criticising the
legitimacy of political violence, irrespec-
tive of whether it originated on the left
or the right.

The central argument of Camus’ book
is that although the origins of revolt are
legitimate, there is a point in the revo-
lutionary arc when a rebel’s actions may
negate the legitimacy of these origins, and
this is the point when the oppressed in
turn becomes the oppressor. Against this
outcome, Camus argucs for the presence of
limits or measurc in the act of rebellion; a
balance between justice and liberty, which
he hoped would create a rule of conduct
separate from the extremes of both sides of
the political divide.

To have such an argument heard in Cold
War France was an impossible task. The
Rebel sold tar fewer copies than Camus’
previous publications. It may have been
largely forgotten had it not been for the late,
and vitriolic, review that appeared in May
1952, in Les temps modernes, the leading
cultural and philosophical journal, opcrated
by Camus’ long time friend,
Jean-Paul Sartre.

This review led to a quarrel
which  cffectively—and  very
publicly—ended the friendship
bet ween Camus and Sartre.

A large section of The Rebel
criticises the violent excesses
of  communism; and this
came at a timce when Sartre
and his journal wecre aligning
themselves more closely with
the communists. Their view was that any
criticism levelled against communism
would aid both Western capitalism and
the right, and must thercfore be silenced.

The eight month delay in issuing this
review was partly due to the relationship
between Camus and Sartre. On a personal
level, they may have been friends, but
politically and philosophically the pair
had been moving in separate directions

for some time. Sartre took a long time
reaching his own position, justifying the use
of political violence. It was first articulated
in some articles he wrote during the cight
months between the publication of The
Rebel and the appearance of its review. In
light of this, any review of The Rebel would
no doubt have been negative; but Camus
had hoped—perhaps naively—that it would
at least be fair. It wasn't.

The review, published  in
May 1952, was written by
Francis Jeanson, one of the
younger members of the cedito-
rial board at Les temps mod-
ernes. In August, Camus’ furious
reply was published, along with
Sartre’s acerbic response, and an
additional article by Jeanson.

It is difficult to imagine
today the significance and the
spectacle of this dispute for
France in the 1950s. Adding to this dif-
ficulty, is that the original articles which
appearcd in Les temps modernes between
May and August 1952 have not been fully
available in English, except in scattered
quotations teasingly alluded to
in studies.

The recent publication of
Sartre and Camus: A Historic
Confrontation, e¢dited  and
translated by David Sprintzen
and Adrian van den Hoven,
has brought the texts together
in their first complete English
translation.

The articles themselves
are both interesting and disap-
pointing. They are interesting because of
their significance to the study of Camus
and Sartre. It is always good to get back to
the primary sources. The disappointment,
however, comes from the witnessing the
shamefully out of character behaviour of
these intellectuals.

Jeanson’s 20-page revicw attacks the
reception of The Rebel amongst the right
wing press, Camus personally and his

SARTRE

A Historie Controntation

/CAMLS

previous work. Jeanson then attacks the
book itsclf, albeit bypassing its central
arguments.

Understandably, Camus was upsct
by this treatment, but his wounded pride
impaired his judgment, as his 20-page reply
shows. Camus completely ignores Jeanson,
instead addressing Sartre, as the editor,
holding him personally responsible for the
attacks. He claims his main arguments were
not addressed, but then repeats
this error in his own article by
focusing, not primarily on the
content of Jeanson’s review, but
on what Camus took to be the
underhanded method which he
cmployed.

Sartre’s comes
next. It opens with him break-
ing off their friendship; he then
uses the friendship as a weapon
against Camus, attacking his
lite, his literaturce and his thinking. What is
most remarkable (and disappointing) about
this response, is its viciousness. Even after
Sartre has clearly decimated Camus, he
keeps going, for 30 pages. Unnecessarily,

this is followed by a further 40
pages of derision from Jeanson.

IHE SAVING GRACE OF the book is the

inclusion {also for the first time in English)
of Camus’ article In Defence of The Rebel,
written in the months following the quar-
rel, but only published posthumously. Here
Camus has regained his composure and,
without overt reference to the quarrel,
he scts out to clarify his basic arguments:
that true rebellion possesses a limit beyond
which it negates its legitimacy, that the role
of the artist is to create value in a world
which may not intrinsically have any, and
that the application of a principle of meas-
urc in political activity is necessary so as
not to slip into extremism, which excludes
parts of reality, and ignores the existence
and dignity of other people, including our
opponents.
Sartre

response

and Camus: A Historic
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Confrontation is an cxcellent book provid-
ing the primary sources from an interesting
moment in history, but lacks a thorough
examination of the context in which this
cvent occurred. The book opens with a 70-
page introduction, providing only a rough
outline of the historical and theoretical back-
ground of the quarrel. This is followed by the
translated Les termips modernes articles. Then
come two essays which, while purporting to
provide ‘contemporary retlections’ on the
quarrel, secek only to prove who won. William
L. 1 Bride, argucs that Sartre had the better
of the argument, while Jeffrey C. lsaac
argues that Camus had the better
of the exchange.

OINCIDING Wi THE  publica-
tion of this book is the publication of
another, Camus and Sartre: The Story of
a Friendship and the Quarrel that Ended
It, by Ronald Aronson. Aronson provides
a thorough comparative study of the two
men, adequately providing a context to the
quarrel. The author examines the begin-
nings of their friendship in the carly years
of World War 11 (when their first novels
and essays were published), through to the
Nazi occupation of France [during which
Camus cdited the clandestine resistance
newspaper, Combat} and into the promis-
ing liberation and post-war period (which
saw the surfacing of Combat), to the start

}LT ONE POINT IN THIS long and

gripping study, Jacques Dupuis remarks
‘Today the debate on the theology of
r gious pluralism has pride of place on the
theological agenda.’ His work is a scarching
and wide-ranging trcatment of the subject
which is likely to serve as a point of
reference for years to come. His own works
listed in the bibliography show the reader
the theological patl ¢ as followed.

The issue with which he deals could be
simply stated as follows. The discovery of
the new world tollowing 1492 brought to
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of Sartre’s Les temp modernes (from which
both voice to the cultural
reconstruction of France). The promise of
a new France, however, quickly faded, first
during the purge trials, which began as the
necessary bringing to justice of war-time
Nazi collaborators, but ended in arbitrary
vengeance; and then during the ons  of
the Cold War. With this came the pressing
need to once more take sides to w ch
Camus and Sartre’s friendship fell prey.

The August 1952 edition of Les temp
modernes quickly sold out, and v =
reprinted, sold out again. All the major
newspapers in Paris ran headline articles
on the quarrel. Retrospectives  started
appearing betore the end of Septen eor.
Even the tabloids joined in, albeit focus-
ing more on the personal, rather than the
intellectual, rift between two of Frar s
leading intellectuals. Everyone was talk-
ing about who won, Camus or Sartre? Fifty
years later, the debate continues.

What is remarkable about Aronson’s
study is that, unlike van den Hoven and
Sprintzen, Aronson refuses to take sides.

men gave

‘1 discuss this compulsion to take sides,” he
says in chapter six, ‘to show how it came
to dominate Camus and Sartrc—how they
sided against cach other, destroyed their
friendship, and contributed to the Cold War
divisions that shaped the sceond half of the

Saving faith

Christians a long delayed realisation  at
there had existed from distant times great
populations  at had had no opportunity
to know the name of Christ. Was it
the case that their ancestors had been
irremediably  condemned to hell! And
what did that say about God? From the
Council of Trent onwards theology began
making adjustments, finding Christian
substitutes, as Dupuis puts it, for explicit
faith and actual baptism.

In the century just passed Christians
have for the first time made lasting

20th century. We have to see their rupture
in its truc colours—as the product of a
distorted choice. The Cold War confused
political thinking, destroved  triendships
and individuals, and deformed che  Lete
and the entire political universe. As with
the rest of the Camus-Sartre story, seeing
and engaging both points of view critically
as well as sympathetically may allow us to
free ourselves from the dualistic chinking of
the Cold War!

This also touches on the larger purpose
of Aronson’s book, one more relevant to the
questions of today, which is to highlight
the continuation of this dualistic mindsct
in the West, which simply exchanges onc of
its terms, shifting its tocus from the ‘East’
to the ‘Middle East’.

The underlying message of Aronson’s
book, then, which is negatively reinforeed
and illustrated by Sprintzen and van den
Hoven, is that in maintaining this dualistic
mindset there is a danger in intellectual
debate tor vanity to overcome wisdom,
which can only act to undermine the
usctulness of such debate in guiding the
survival of nations.

Matthew Lamb has a ’hD) in Literature, he
lives and writes in Brisbane, and will soon
commence a PhD in Philosophy, on the
work of Albert Camus.

theological  contacts  with  the  great
religions  of  the  world: Hinduism,
Buddhism, Confucianism, Islam. Latterly
they have come to recognise the Jewish
people as their own tlesh and blood. The
question has incvitably arisen, Are the
adherents of these faiths touched by God'’s
saving grace? And, do their institutions,
and their scriptures, have some place in
God’s saving plan?

If these questions  are  answered

positively, questions  of ther s

arise: What about the nccessity of the



incarnation and of the cross for human
salvation? Can we still say that ‘there is no
other name in which men and women can
be saved’ (Acts 4.12).

For nearly 40 years Jacques Dupuis (a
Belgian by birth) taught theology in India,
then took up a chair at the Gregorian
in Rome. Obviously he comes to these
questions from a real experience of non-
Christian religions.

There are two parts to this book, one
historical or ‘positive’, the other synthetic.
In the first part, he explains how the
religions of the nations have been seen
from within the Christian tradition,
beginning with the Hebrew scriptures and
concluding with the debate following the
Second Vatican Council.

For all their condemnations of the
idolatrous nations, the Hebrew scriptures
acknowledged pre-Mosaic covenants, and
could extol a non-Israelite saint like Job.
Dupuis also cites John’s Gospel: ‘The
true light, which enlightens everyone,
was coming into the world.(Jn 1.9) The
early Fathers, from Justin to Clement of
Alexandria, recognised the seed of the
word sown by God outside of the Jewish
and Christian worlds. But subscquently
a rigid interpretation of the axiom,
‘Outside the church there is no salva-
tion’, made it difficult for theologians to
think positively about non-Christian
religions. Dupuis traces the history of
this axiom in church tecaching, showing

how its rigid interpretation was
eventually condemned.

DUPUIS LEAPS CENTURIES to the

Second Vatican Council and subsequent
church teaching. He pays particular atten-
tion to the Encyclical of Pope John Paul
II, Redemptoris Missio (1990). ‘It may be
said that the singular contribution of Pope
John Paul II to a “theology of religions”
consists in the emphasis with which
he affirms the operative presence of the
Spirit of God in the religious life of non-
Christians and the religious traditions to
which they belong.’

Part two is entitled: One God-One
Christ-Convergent Paths. He argues
that God and Christ belong insepara-
bly together. The one God has become
known through Jesus Christ, the human
face of God. He makes effective use of the
Gospel of John in demonstrating this. For
example, he says, Jesus is ‘the way, the
truth and the life’ (Jn 14.6), but never the

goal or the end. The goal is the unfathom-
able mystery of God, who has been made
known to us by Christ.

This alone could lead to an exclusive
theology of religions. It is balanced by a
second relationship, between Christ and
the Spirit.

A theology of religious pluralism elab-
orated on the toundation of the Trinitarian
economy will have to combine and hold
in constructive tension the central char-
acter of the punctual historical event of
Jesus Christ and the universal action and
dynamic influence of the Spirit of God.

This is the program carried through
in the second part, in which it becomes
evident that Dupuis’ favourite modern
theologian is Karl Rahner. He reserves his
most radical criticisms for the theology of
John Hick. His reflections conclude with
chapters on the church and the place of
interreligious dialogue.

In asking, What about the church?,
Dupuis begins by considering the univer-
sality of the Reign of God: ‘All religious
traditions contribute, in a mysterious

Dupuis has written a work of Christian
theology not a study of comparative reli-
gion. He explains how a Christian thinker
may make sense of religious pluralism.
Although it may seem as unflattering to
non-Christian faiths to describe them as
oriented to the Christian Church as was
Rahner’sdescription of them as‘anonymous
Christians’, we must also presume that
non-Christians, beginning from their stand-
point of faith, will work out for themselves

a theology of religions, including
the Christian religion.

IHE work OF Duruis and his col-
leagues is hugely important. At the begin-
ning of the 21st century, a key question
for the future well being of humans, and
perhaps for their survival, is a plan for
human harmony: a vision of unity. We are
offered political visions (universal democ-
racy) and economic visions (globalisation}.
Is there any vision of faith for unity? This
is not about unanimity but about being
united in peaceful co-existence. Dupuis’
work reaches out, positively and hope-

way, to the building up of fully, courageously but

the Reign of God among . carefully, from a clear
. . SN e s lnevement A L.

their followers and in —The Thomist Catholic tradition.

the world.” According to For this reason it

Dupuis, the church is the TOVVard seems to me unfortunatc

necessary sacrament of the a Chriqtian that the Congregation

Kingdom as intended by
God. Those who are saved
have an orientation to the
church. Dupuis explores
how this ‘orientation’ has
been understood in recent
theology.

Following recent
church teaching, Dupuis
argues forcefully that inter-
faith dialogue is integral to the mission of
the church. It is distinct from the procla-
mation of the gospel, and any attempt to
make it part of proclamation should be
resisted. In dialogue, ‘The Spirit is at work
on both sides, the Christian and the other;
thus the dialogue cannot be a monologue.
The Christian partners not only will give,
but will receive as well.’

In this book, the occasional repetition
is compensated by its encyclopaedic qual-
ity. All the theologians who have contrib-
uted to this subject over the past 40 years
are summarised in some detail and often in
their own words. Dupuis is concerned to
name directions and to open up new areas
for further exploration.

The()l()gy of

JACQUES DUPLIS, S. |,

for the Doctrine of the
Faith found it necessary
to issue a Notification,
which is included in this
work. The issues raised
are those Jacques Dupuis
has been dealing with
over the preceding 400
pages. All the references
of the Notification are to
documents of church teaching, to most of
which the author himself has referred. In
subsequent statements, also included, the
Jesuit General noted the seriousness of the
author’s research in a fundamental area for
the future of interreligious dialogue and his
readiness to work within the parameters
outlined in the Notification. Archbishop
Henry D’Souza of Calcutta has the last
word. He gladly welcomes the Indian edi-
tion of the book, noting that ‘for us in India
and in Asia the living religions are a reality
which we have to address in our daily task
of evangelisation’.

Bede Heather is a former Catholic bishop
of Parramatta.
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Looking thr >t gh the crucks

Yy Granpma HucGHES' neighbour Mrs Tiveney
smashed all her crockery one day. It took her ncarly half an
hour to get through it all because she was a woman of means
and many dinner scts. Armed with the poker she chased the
last bowl as it rolled  Hund the kitchen, yelling ‘Coom “crc,
you boogger, Ah'll bloody get you yet!” In the 1920s there were
no television gurus, no therapists for such as her: only Fr Finn
the choleric little parish priest who felt himsel to be above his
company, God torgive him.

In those days Gorton, Manchestcer, was full of little brick
terraces on narrow streets dotted with pubs that were an
obstacle course for the returning worker. Woe betide the fam-
ily whose dad liked to shout the bar with his week’s wage. A
woman could be the wite of a high carner and still have little
to put on her prized dishes. So Mrs Tiveney cracked, along
with her crockery, and her family drank from tin cans and ate
from the saucepans for months after. Neighbours might offer
replacements if they  red, but in vain; the Tivencys were
almost as proud as the Hugheses.

I was tempted to follow her example the other day when
[ was faced with an unusually horrible washing up. (O spoilt
21st century bitch that I am! Mrs Tiveney’s wildest dreams
coul  not encompass the legal cquality, the cducational
opportunity, the mass entertainment, the household appli-
ances, the medical advances, the comfortable runners, the
aromatherapy and the Mars bars that arc routinely available
to me and my whinging ilk.}) I glared at the pile of messy
saucepans and yearned suddenly to live with vampires,
whosc culinary needs are simple, with no washing-up
required afterwards. s, despite the fact that I'm very dis-
appointed in the latest scries of Angel, the Buffy spin-off that
began so promisingly. It’s finished now in the US and the last
episode will be seen here soon. But it’s not the great loss to
TV that it should have been. Joss Whedon’s great feminist-
spiritual project degenerated into a clunky, blokey soap with
all the strong and likeable female characters written off.
Pity: we need a strong female voice again in the world, when
even the ABC radio’s Life Matters led up to Mother’s Day
last month with a ‘Father’s Week’, in which we were told
repcatedly how inadequate women were as single parents
and as teachers o oys.

Anyway, to return to our muttons, the lads had been cook-
ing again, not that they would ever deign to cook something
as ordinary as mutton. They are greatly encouraged in this by
the TV. There must e 20 male TV chefs to every Nigella or
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Delia, who tend to be sniffed at for whatever reason. (Nigella
so annoyingly privileged; Delia so annoyingly domestic-sci-
ence correct; hoth such female cooks.] Everyone thinks of
Jamic Oliver v en this comes up, but there are legions of oth-
crs on cable: Nigel Slater, Giorgio Locatelli, Hugh Fearnley-
Whittingstall, Nick Rhodes, Ainsley Harriot, Ncil Perry. They
all have a tendency to the obscure Gber-gourmet stuff; the
truffles, the quails, the venison, the chocolate couverture that
costs more than the pot it’s melted in.

This fascinates the Y-chromosomed in our house. Not for
them the ham and salad roll, unless the ham is parma and the
salad rocket and the dressing themed heavily with words such
as virgin and balsamic. When men are cooked for, the call is
for lots of tried red meat and spuds, with bacon featuring cve-
rywhere. But when they take to the stove, it’s a different story.
Woks, bamboo stcamers, mandolines and pasta makers pop up
in your kitchen like daisies on a lawn. You come home to a new
ceramic carving knife from Japan whose cost nmicans you can't
afford to go on holiday this year and a French cast-iron cauldron
that weighs more than the piano. Your cupboards bulge with
clumsily ripped bags of Arborio, wild, basmati and jasmince
rice because they never use a whole packet of anything. You
keep finding bits of saffron in the tea caddy. The house starts
to smell more gar ky than van Helsing’s jockstrap. Your

discarded dental Hoss is black with vanilla sceds and
squid ink, and you keep washing pots.

HIS IS BECAUSE MEN IN their Y-effrontery can be as
indifferent to the ultimate fate of the pots they pollute as a
footballer is to a silly girl looking tor approval. I hear indignant
baritone rumblings in the background; claims are being made
regarding the washing of dishes. Yes, yes, dishes: Things you
eat off, frequer vy licked quite clean to start with. I agrce that
men are quite handy around the china and glass; they love the
sound of chipping Doulton. But it’s the women who have to
sandblast the burne  >n gravy, the carameclised onion residucs,
the stiff brown floor of scorched sauces from the bottom of the
cooking pots.

Which brings me back to Mrs Tiveney in the 1920s. She
cooked, cleant  ind got abit fed up. They treated her differently
after that. But I must be a wimp, becausce I let the damn dishes
live to spite me another day. I wonder what the footballers’
wives have to wash.

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer.
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