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Rights and responsivilities

OME MATTERS DID escape wider attention during the election
campaign. Australia’s agreement with Papua New Guinea over
the usc¢ of Manus Island as an off-shore detention and processing
centre for asylum seckers, expired at  1e end of October.

In September, ¢ C radio’'s AM program reported on
the changing attitudes of those in PNG to playing host to
Australia’s unwanted asylum scekers. The facility at Lombrun
Naval Base, has laid dormant since May this year, when its sole
remaining resident, Aladdin Sisalem was finally granted asylum
in Australia.

Speaking to AM, Manus Island Provincial Administrator Wep
Kinawe suggested that while local residents had initially opposed
the centre, the 7 million kina extended to the people of Manus
Island, via Austra ‘s AusAid program (principally to refurbish
schools), has gone a long way toward changing their minds.

Forcign Minister Alexander  owner denied that any
approach had been made to PNG to negotiate an extension of the
contract. The alternative processing centre, under construction
on Christmas Island, is not yet complete.

Irrespective of the government’s success in negotiating
with PNG, the troubling aspect is the government’s continued
insistence on utilising off-shore, mandatory and indefinite

tention as a strategy in dcaling with asylum seekers. Such
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policics contravene the rights of asylum seekers under the UN
Convention on Refugees and are particularly p  itive in the case
of children.

Moreover, the ruling of the High Court on the 7th October
supporting the government’s right under the Migration Act to
indefinitely detain children means that it is even more urgent
that this law is repealed. The moral imperative is clear. In handing,
down the Court’s decision, Justice Murray Gleeson said that wl
he was bound to make his judgment under the law, his personal
sympathics lay with the appellant.

Speaking in response to the decision of the High Court,
Immigration Minister Amanda Vanstone said, ‘Our policies have
worked, and because of that we don’t have kids being put on
shockingly unsafe boats, sailing across perilous scas because their
parents have paid a pcople smuggler, and we've put a stop to that'.
The cost of such pc  ies is that children, and adults, continuc to
languish for years in refugee camps in Asia and across the globe.

Whilst Australians read - embrace free trade agreements and
happily enter into partnerships with multinational companies,
we are slow to acknowledge that we are part of a global human
community. We arc well practiced at exercising our rights a<
global citizens, less expert at practicing our responsibilities.

—Marcelle M
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Drawing a line

I was puzzled by the statement of the new
Monash biography (Eureka Street, October
2004) that the corps commanded by
Monash in 1918 drove the German Army
‘beyond the Maginot line’. Construction
of this French border fortification did not
begin until 1929.

Perhaps the intended reference was
to the Hindenburg line, the German
defensive position upon retreat from the
Western Front?

Stephen Brown

Forrest, ACT

Stephen you are quite correct. The reviewer
and editor apologise for the error. —Ed.

Backdraft

I enjoyed Peter Hamilton’s article [Eureka
Street, October 2004) on elcctions, but can
I draw attention to two factual errors?
First, Arthur Calwell was the member
for Melbourne, not Melbourne Ports.
Second, Hamilton refers to the draft
in the US. It is my understanding that the
US draft was abolished by Nixon and that
a recent attempt to reintroduce it failed
spcctacularly in the US Congress. It is
unclear to me what Hamilton means when
referring to the possible drafting of his son.
Paul Rodan
Melbourne, VIC

You're right. Arthur Calwell was Member
for Melbourne. Apologies for the error.

The draft has been a major issue
submerged in the US election campaign.
In the second debate, President Bush stated
that he has no intention of reintroducing it.

In a discussion at my son’s New York
high school last week, parents of graduating
seniors expressed their fear that President
Bush will not keep his word. They said that
they are making plans to send their boys out
of the country to avoid any draft.

These parents are rightly concerned
because the US armed forces are over-
stretched to the point where the voluntary
National Guard is serving multiple rotations
in Iraq and elscwhere.

Meanwhile, this administration has
revived local draft boards, and all young
men are required to register.

At the same time, the Bush
administration’s architects of Operation
Iraqi Freedom have stated that regime
change in Tran and Syria is unfinished
business. Undersecretary of State John
Bolton argues that Iran is a greater threat to
US interests and to its ally Israel than was
Saddam’s Iraq, and that Tehran needs to be
confronted after the election. Bolton was a
man of his word in the lead up to the Iraq
invasion. He and President Bush regard the
Irag mission as a success. There’s no reason
to doubt their intent to finish their agenda.

Last week, President Bush widened
his justification for future ‘e-emptive
American military action against a state,
moving from ‘poscs an immediate threat’
to ‘intent to build weapons programs in the
future’.

In a country where the drums of war arc
beating again, it is reasonable for a parent
to dread the reintroduction of the draft.

Peter Hamilton
Brooklyn, NY, USA

Misplaced empathy

Andrew Hamilton'’s sincere editorial ‘Life,
choice, and morality’, (Eureka Street,
September 2004) is welcome, but his usc
and acclaim of Julia Blake and My Foctus,
is ‘perplexing and confusing'.

Blake’'s documentary provides more
insight into Julia Blake than into abortion.
The ‘generosity’ that Hamilton attributes
to Blake is evidenced only by her amount
of sclf-indulgence in this documentary.
Blake appeared to be using the documen-
tary to assuagce her guilt, although why
she would fecl guilty for deciding not to
have a baby she was unable to care for
is ‘perplexing’. She is ill informed about
the public confession, which only scrves
the interests of the exhibitionist, not the
sincere penitent.

Blake’s grizzly pictures were prejudicial
and obnoxious but definitely dissuasive.
They sickened my hardy stomach, 1 can
only imagine the impact on a morning-
sickened one. It is distressing that Blake’s
scarc campaign terrorises women making
the wise choice that she once made, i.e.
not to give birth to a baby she felt unable
to care for. Her use of scare campaign
tactics aligns her with the Catholic and

other women who vilify those choosing to
have an abortion. If Blake’s intention was
to provide ‘health education and informa-
tion’, again she was ill informed. Grizzly
pictures are outmoded as educative or
deterrent tools.

Hamilton’s link between abortion and
practices such as ‘capital punishment,
torture, corporal punishment, going to
war, detaining children, restricting TPV's

is curious. These cxamples involve
victims and perpetrators. Maybe Hamilton
is acknowledging that forcing women to
have babies by denying them an abortion
perpetrates an injustice? Or is he aceepting
that the Catholic Church and like-minded
ideologues, who campaigned against the
legalisation of abortion, conspired to per-
petuate the horrific victimisation of hap-
less women at the hands of unscrupulous
‘backyard abortionists?’

If Hamilton had not been blinded by
Blake’s egocentric documentary he may
have discovered that abortion is a com-
plex issuc involving a range of conscious
and unconscious emotional factors; that
women feel relief in having access to
legal and safe termination; that women
in Catholic and other fundamentalist
socicties denied that option ‘raise a scri-
ous moral issuc’; and that abortion for
many women is a pragmatic decision not
a moral issuc.

Hamilton, like Blake, determines abor-
tion as if it is an entirety, yet it is just one
aspect of procreation. Hamilton makes no
mention of sexual intercourse or responsible
scxual behaviour in his editorial, despite sex
being the precursor for an abortion. Women
don't become pregnant on their own. If
Hamilton wants to discuss the serious
moral issues related to abortion how can
he ignore rape, debauchery, non-consensual,
unprotected, under-age scx ctc?

I suspect that many women would
prefer to be thanked, not pitied, for making
a wisc decision not to give birth to a baby
they are unable to nurture. Hamilton’s
compassion is best kept for the women
whose pregnancy has occurred in objee-
tionable circumstances or socio-economic
disadvantage.

No woman should be forced to have a
baby. Surely a commitment to ‘respect for
lif¢’ includes objecting to bringing babies
into the world to be unwanted, unloved,
rejected and neglected?

Kerry Bergin
Camberwell, VIC
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HEN LABOR MARCHED to defeat in 2001, it is thought
that more than half of the paid-up members of the party voted
for the Greens, primarily at disgust at Kim Beazley’s shameful,
if pragmatic, moral capitulation over refugecs. At the 2004 clece-
tion, the Labor primary vote increased by 0.3 per cent, to 38 per
cent, one of the lowest of all time. The Green vote, at 6.9 per
cent nationally, increased by about 2 per cent. The greater pro-
portion of these increases came from the collapse of the Demo-
crat vote {down 4.2 per cent to 1.2 per cent), since Labor’s vote,
in two-party preferred terms, fell by 2.1 per cent. It does look
quite unlikely that any of the Labor supporters who deserted
their party in disgust to vote Green in 2001 found their way
clear to return their first preference vote to the party.

For those who sce politics in two-dimensional terms, the
problem Labor has is not in recruiting support from its left, but
from the centre. The primary aspect of Labor’s debacle, indeed,
is that it was cven less successful in filling the centre than last
time, and is now a four per cent—two terms if it is lucky—
swing away from regaining government.

Labor’s willingness to let as much as five per cent of its core
vote go, by detault, to the Greens, is at the centre of its disaster.
Those core voters represent a big proportion of the old idealistic
core of the party—those invested with notions that political
Labor is something of a crusade—about better conditions for the
workers, looking after others, extending human rights, and the
organiscd power of people to make a difference in people’s lives.
The sort of pcople who feel that supporting the party is a sort of
crusade, and a positive duty of citizenship. People with passion,
and not only passion to share the spoils of office.

By no mecans nccessarily old-style trade union members,
or the sort of people whose power in the party stems from their
control of the votes that trade unions automatically accrue to
themselves by affiliation with the party. The real people who
represent an ever-declining, ever unreformed and ever less
representative slice of the Australian workforce, now facing
further assaults from the re-clected Howard Government. It
is not the party machines which have deserted Labor, but the
branch membership. The sort of people focused on issues such
as Aborigines, or multiculturalism, or feminism rather than the
bread-and-butter issues of more money in the battlers’ pocket.

Alas thosc now left in the party—all the more intluential
for the desertion of the drcamers—are those who know all
about the real aspirations of the middle ground. The ones who
thought that a Labor campaign crafted on Medicare give-aways,
cducation give-aways (with carefully focused class warfarce
thrown in), tax giveaways, child care giveaways and welfare
restructure giveaways could compete in an auction against
John Howard’s givcaways. And who think, in their hard of

Tell us a s'ory

hearts {though, in the humility forced by defeat they cannot
really say it} that John Howard ‘stole’ this clection from them
in just the same way as he did the last clection, this time by a
scare campaign on interest rates. By this theory, the electorate
was conned, and the voters were stupid.

The cvidence suggests that not one of the campaign
promiscs—apart from Labor’s forest promises in Tasmania—
moved a single voter. If some greybeard voted Labor because he
was offered free quick hospital care for a hip replacement, another
{probably of similar age} voted against him on the same grounds.
Labor lost the clection on the ground defined by Howard from
the start: trust. [t was not trust in Howard’s word—a somewhat
debased article—but trust in Coalition financial management
and mistrust of Labor’s cconomic credentials. It was not a
ground on which Latham fought; he lost by default.

He did not campaign on Howard’s credibility, on Iraq,
on the war against terror, on US-Australian relations, or
on Australia’s international image. Nor on better welfare
policies, on Aborigines, on refugees, on human dignity
or on human rights. No fundamental reform of any of
Australia’s chronic problems, lcast of all the infrastructurc
of health care, ¢ducation or transport and communications.

Just more money. Howard obliged by not raising these
issucs etther.

N ADOPTING THE IMAGE of the aspirational battler, himself
with a mortgage and young family made good, Mark Latham
oozed no sympathy for the underclasses: he reflected the con-
tempt that the ‘haves’ hold for the ‘have-nots’: the idea that
their disadvantage is their own fault, their lack of initiative,
lack of ambition and failure to climb the ladder of opportunity.
Splendid tactic. Splendid result.

The man who had promised to be himselt, allowed himself
to be turned, by the party’s ‘professionals’, into a small target
drone. He campaigned well. Yet he lost votes steadily through
the campaign. Two of the party’s most professional campaign
apparatchiks—Stephen Smith and Wayne Swan—were there to
keep him on-message and to feed in the focus-group nonsense for
the day. In keeping with Labor’s suicide drive, cach is likely to be
rewarded by having more senior positions on the front bench.

Was it cver winnable? The opinion polls showed Labor ahead
over much of the past year. If Labor sccretly thought the election
unwinnable, John Howard campaigned at all times as if he feared
he would lose it. But he must have blessed himself at the way in
which Labor never sought to inspire, to light a beacon or to rell
Australians a story about themselves they wanted to hear.

Jack Waterford is cditor-in-chief of the Canberra Times.
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T AROUND 1 1:10am on Sunday, 22
August 2004, two armed men walked into
the Munch Muscum in Oslo. They put a
gun to the head of the only security guard
on duty, took two paintings off the wall as
incredulous gallery visitors looked on, and
walked outside to a waiting Audi where
a third man drove them off into the well-
tradden halls of infamy.

Oslo i1s a staid, northern European
city with a patrician air, the sort of place
where Sunday
attending church than the unscteling dis-
turbances of major art thefts. Having left
Oslo a wecek before the theft, T Hind it hard
to imagine the city being capable of such

mornings are morc  for

monumental cvents.

Architecturally  undistinguished  and
with a pulse that cludes all but long-term
residents, the Norwegian capital’s sav-
ing gracce is the fact that it boasts one of
Europe’s more impressive collections of
Western art; a collection  distinguished
with paintings by Gauguin, Picasso, Degas,
Monet, Renotr, El Greco and
Cezanne. The centrepicce of this superb

Matisse,

gathering of paintings is the body of work
by the home-grown Edvard Munch.

The paintings werc two  of
Munch’s  masterpicees.  The  Scream—
one of Western art’s most recognisable
images—is a deeply disturbing work, an
‘icon of existential angst’ captured in the
face of a wait-like girl sct against a sky the

stolen

colour of blood. The other stolen work,
Madonna, is similarly dark and compel-
ling, the raven-haired woman at its centre
a figure of mystery.

But it is The Scream which has ca wed
worldwide attention. Painted with pastel on
fragile cardboard, The Scream formed part
of a series called ‘“The Frieze of Life’, a tor-
tuous and haunting collection of four very
similar paintings by Munch in his pursuit of
love, angst and death. The original painting
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known as The Scream now hangs in Oslo’s
National Gallery, with the other two in the
series held by the Munch Muscum and a
private collector. Perhaps it is the profound
distress and vulnerability of the painting’s
subject which has crystallised the world's
horror at the theft. More likely it is because
The Scream, albeit the National Gallery’s
version, has been stolen before.

It was on 12 Fcbruary 1994—the day of
the opening ceremony of the Lillchammer
Winter Olympics and when Norwegians
were basking in the glow of the world’s
attention—that — a policeman
noticed a ladder propped up against the wall
of the National Gallery. Inside, in place of
the painting, was a note, ‘Thanks for the
poor sccurity’. Norway, and not to mention

passing

art lovers across the world, were appalled.
Stolen masterpieces are rarcly recov-
ered. There are 551 Picassos, 243 Joan
Miros, 210 Chagalls, 47 Van Goghs, 174
Rembrandts, 209 Renoirs, as well as the
odd Vermeer, Caravaggio and Cézanne cur-
rently registered as missing. These stolen
works most commonly disappear into the
shadowy undcrworld to become bartering
tools in the drug trade or to hang on the
wall of a reclusive billionaire collector.
Fortunately for the Norwegian authori-
tics in 1994, The Scream hadn’t disap-
pearcd but instcad ‘fallen’ into the hands
of an anti-abortion group demanding for
its rceurn $UST million and the screen-
ing, during the Olympics, of a graphic film
showing a foctus being aborted. Once of the
thicves, Paul Enger, announced the birth of
his son in a national newspaper, with the
notice that his child had arrived ‘med ct
Shrik!” (with a scrcam). Clcarly the thieves
Within three
months of the theft, the amatcur thicves

were not  professionals.
were fooled by a British detective posing as
a buyer for the Getty Muscum. The men
went to prison, the painting was restored
to its rightful place and, cveryone agree
lessons had been learned.

And yet, a little over ten years later, and
on the 93rd anniversary of the theft of the
Mona Lisa in Paris, new thicves were able
to detach the paintings from the walls of
the Munch Muscum with the greatest of
casc. Gallery visitors present at the time
of the thefe marvelled at how no alarms
sounded and that the police took almost
15 minutes to artive. In the days which fol-
lowed, the ripples of disbeliet spread across
Norway and the world, duc in no small
part to the extraordinary admission by the

museum and city authorities that they
had decided against insuring the paintings
because they were too valuable.

Evidence that not a single lesson had
been learned from the previous theft came
in the form of an astour  ng statement by
Lisc Mjocs, the dircctor of Oslo’s art collec-
tions, ‘"We can't sce that any mistakes were
made. The guilty ones here were those who
carried out the robbery’.

Confirmation that the city’s cultural
authorities had entircly missed the point and
were more adept at playing the victim than
protecting the city’s priceless cultural herit-
age, came in the form of the Deputy Culture
Minister, Yngve Slettholm, who claimed that
art works could not be protected ‘unless we
lock them ina mountain bunker’. He contin-
ued, ‘It is food for thought that the spiral of
violence has now reached the art world. T
is a first for Norway and we can only be glad
that no one was hurt’.

Apart from the empty spaces on the
walls of the Munch Muscum, there rema
a pervasive sense of disbelicf. How could a
painting too valuable to insure be entrusted
to a museum which, unlike other major
Europcan art galleries, requires no sceurity
screenings of visitors, contains no alarms,
nor any rigorous means of affixing artworks
to its walls? The unavoidable answer is that
this is, above all else, a story of naiive and
scandalous neglect, a betrayal ot great art
and an abdication of responsibility towards
the public for whom such masterpicces arce
supposcdly held in trust.

—Anthony Ham

SENATOW D CENE

1 Is TOO LATE OF COURSE to offer voters
new tools for discernment but since we
have made our choice we could do worse
over the next few years than ateend less to
political pundits and more to our leader's
language, philosophy of life and religion. In
Washington DC recently, T met the retired
Senator  Eugene McCarthy,
tine, who suggested this analytical tool,

ex-Benedic-

since all these elements bear on politics.
First of all, he said, analysc their grammar.
Incvitably, politicians so wear out a part of
speech that they assumed its character. Bill
Clinton, he had concluded, was a gerund,
but only Latin scholars would find that a
usctul insight.
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In the shadow ¢ a siege

1IGHT DAYS AFTER the Beslan school sicge that left
more than 300 people dead (half of whom were children), the
world’s newspapers and TV screens were filled with pictures
of students, cowering in front of heavily armed Chechen
militants. For many, the graphic images compounded initial
feclings of outrage.

Some journalists likened the sicge to Pearl Harbor and
September 11, "We have to ask whether the hostage-taking of
the schoolchildren of Beslan on September 1, 2004, the 65th
anniversary of the outbreak of the World War 11, was another
of these historic tragedies’, wrote The Times commentator,
William Reces-Mogg,

“There is a blank horror about what they did to the young
children that, fortunately, has few parallels in the history of
evil’, he added. Yet these distressing images of students, par-
ents and teachers crammed into the sutfocating school gym,
of the ‘black widow’” holding a Makarov pistol c¢lose to her
obscured face, or the masked “terrorist’ wiring a bomb, do not
provide the full picture of the Chechen contlict.

Since 1999, Russia’s authorities have severely restricted
access to the war zone. Fears for journalists’ safety in a
region disfigured by kidnappings have created a ncar total
blackout on reporting the war. Further, as the head of the
human rights organisation Memorial, Oleg Olov exi 1ins,
post September 11: ‘Russia’s participation in the worl  vide
anti-terror coalition has given Moscow political cover for
continuing the military operation’.

The picture emerging from Chechnya is terrifying.
Dec ite the official end to hostilities in 2001, the US State
Dcpartment says the situation is worsening. Chechnya’s
population is cstimated at 734,000, down from 1.2 million
in 1989. Hundreds of thousands I ¢ fled to refugee camps
abroad, or are displaced throughout the country. Thousands
have been detained in jails where torture and killings are
commonplace, or in ‘filtration car s’ set up to sift Chechen
militants from the genceral population.

‘Here people are massacred. You should hear their
screams, howls of strong men in whom everything that can
be broken is being broken.” This comes from a letter alleg-
¢dly written by a Russian soldier that Le Monde published in
2000. Only scven of the 700 Chechens detained in the camp,
the soldier estimated, were militants. Most were arrested
because of irregular papers, or after ducking out for a ciga-
rette during a curfew. ‘I have trouble expressing in writing
the exotic ways in which a man can be broken, or turned into
an animal’, the soldier wrote.

HumanRights Watchclaimstl  morethan400Chechens
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were ‘disappeared’ by the Russians, or gangs loyal to the
Kremlin-insta  :dpresident, AkhmadKadyrovin2003. Despite
a4 law aimed at limiting human rights abuscs during Russian
‘mopping up’ operations in Chechen villages, there is still
little security. As Manasha, a Chechen nurse, said in 2002, ‘1
constantly fcar los g my three men: my husband and two
sons’.

Bothsides, however, arc suffering huge losses. In 2002, The
Economist reported that up to 30 Russian soldiers were being
killed cach week. The same year, Moscow military analyst
Pavel Felgenhauer noted that while the otficial death toll was
3,000 Russian fatalities (9,000 wounded], the unofficial Hgure
was twice that. Without distinguishing between Russians
and Chechens, General Alexander Lebed said that in the

war’s first two years between 70,000 and 80,000 people
I had lost their lives.

MMEDIATELY AFTER THE Beslan sicge, The Australian
carried letters from readers angry at what they felt to be
the media’s political correctness.  Stop  calling  these
Chechens militants or separatists, the readers fumed, they
arc Islamic fundamentalists, or terrorists. Considering the
extreme nature of the sicge, where children were tforced
to drink urine in order to survive, such strong reactions
arc understandable.

Politicians and the media have, moreover, argued that
Beslan is the latest link in a chain of global (Islamici ter-
rorism. Referring to the 1,000 US soldiers killed in Iraq,
the New York Post wrote: ‘It is they who stand between
Amecrica and another 9/11, or a Madrid, or a Bali, or ... a
Beslan’. Rejecting calls for a public inquiry into the massa-
cre, Russian President Vladimir Putin lashed out: ‘Why don’t
you mect Osama bin Laden, invite him to Brusscels or to the
White House . d engage in talks, ask him what he wants and
give it to him so he leaves you in peace?’

Neither approach helps us understand the Chechen cri-
sis. Islam is an important cultural marker for the separatists
but this is not a war about religion. Until recently, Putin
called the Chechens ‘bandits’, not terrorists. ‘In so far that
it has taken a religious colouring, this was mainly because
Islam is scen cven by irrcligious Chechens, as an integral
part of the national tradition and of the nation’s past struggle
against Russian  mination’, says former Russia Times cor-
respondent, Anatol Lieven.

Chechnya declared its independence from the fast dis-
integrating Soviet Union in 1991. Since then there have
becen scattered att 1pts to impose sharia law, culminating
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Bearinz witnes.

ARINA TSVETAEVA'S POEM speaks to us from the hid-
den and persccuted world of the Russian Revolution. Imagine
her sitting in a cold room by a dead hearth and writing this
poem. Imagine her woollen fingerless gloves. She knows the
truth and asks us, finally, to abandon all other truths. Our cla-
mour of truths, half-truths and lies. From her quiet place she
can speak to us: we who are still above the carth.

The world of the cloistered, the persecuted and the starving
remains much the same today. Tt seems that we do spend chis
bricf and restless time above the car  tormenting each ¢ er.

For the past few years, I ave been reading and listening
to the testimonices of victims and survivors of human rights
abuscs as part of my writing on truth commissions. Truth com-
missions are extra-judicial bodies designed as an alternative to
international criminal courts and war ¢rimes tribunals. There
have been more than 20 commissions, or commission-like tri-
bunals, across the world, most recently in East Timor. Unlike
tribunals, truth commissions do not usually have the capacity
to prosccute the perpetrators of human rights abuses. Rather,
the focus is on discovering the truth of the abuse.

One of the main premises of truth commissions is that sur-
vivors, in telling their story before a commission, may experience
some form of healing through the public acknowledgment of their
suffering. The phrase ‘Revealing is Healing’ was the catch-cry of
the South African Truth and Reconciliation Commission. The
‘truth’ here is invested with an almost messianic quality. Truth-
telling can free us from our past: ‘the truth will set you free’ (Jn
8.32). Truth-telling becomes an aspect of justice. Yet as the testi-
mony of survivors indicates, it is not that simple. Ultimately, jus-
tice is an embodied concept which truth alone cannot furnish.
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uth

[ know the truth—give up all other truths!

I know the

No need for people anywhere on carth to struggle.
Look—it is evening, look, it is nearly night:

what do you speak of, poets, lovers, gencrals?

The wind is level now, the carth is wet with dew,
the storm of stars in the sky will turn to quiet.
And soon all of us will sleep under the carth, we
who never let cach other sleep above it.

—Marina vetaeva

Certainly, many survivors feel a desire to bear witness to
what they have seen. Survivors speak of their need to tell the
story as a way of bearing witness to previously unspeakable
terror. Primo Levi structured his poem ‘If this is man’ around
the Jewish prayer v'haftah and commanded us to: Consider if
this is a woman/Without hair and without name/with no more
strength to remember/her eves empty and her womb cold/Like
a frog i winter. T ing the story is a way of honouring the
dead; a form of prayer. In this respect, the ‘listening space’ made
available by truth commissions may be valuable to survivors,
many of whom sceck recognition and public acknowledgment
of the abuse they I ¢ endured. In explaining how iniportant
some form of recognition is to him, one man tells me: ‘T would
really like to meet with the Red Cross workers who came and
took photographs of us, we were in chains and starving—a chain
gang—going up a muddy hill and they came and  a0otographed
us. I would like to spcak with them and ask them wnat they saw.
I would really like to see that footage’.

However, this listening space is fragile. Who listens to the
story and in what context is critical. Crucially, it depends on the
acknowledgment vy the perpetrators of the wounds that th
have made on the victiim’s body. Such acknowledgment is rarc.
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e 2ift of speaking freely
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N ANXIOUS TIMES, the free exchange of ideas is an
early casualty. Lines spun at partics contract to the
Party Line.

In some English-speaking Catholic Churches, the
last decade has been notable for the sporadic restric-
tion of free speech. Some bhishops have excluded from
their churches speakers who enjoy good standing in
their own diocese. Others have forbidden pricsts and
religious to address meetings of which they disap-
prove. It is not uncommon to c¢xclude from adult edu-
cation programs and bookshops material that does
not retlect a narrow theological perspective. Dioc-
esan newspapers are often discouraged from treating
difficult issues, like sexual abuse by clergy, and some-
times may not carry letters critical of the policy or

ractices of the local church. In a restrictive climate,
1t is also common for church groups to restrict the
topics they discuss and the speakers they invite.

Critics of the Catholic Church are not surprised

y this. They sce in it an expression of the totalitarian
mind. T see it as a morc complex and interesting set
of responses to a changing Catholic world. These are
some of its salient features.

The Catholic Church today is generally declining
in numbers, and the priests and rcligious who have
sustained it are ageing. There are few places in which
it forms a sub-culture that shapes its adherents’ imagi-
native world. Those to whom the Catholic
Church remains of central importance
often have sharply opposed images of what
church should be.

In this world of loose association, few
Catholics look to Catholic media in order
to find an agreed understanding of Catholic
faith and life. They more often derive their
information about the Catholic Church and
its policies from the sceular media, and form
their judgments on the strength of the reports they find
there. These reports naturally emphasise contlict and
scandal and offer an outsider’s view.

In the face of diminishment and diffusion, one
of the strongest resources of the Catholic Church is
Pope John Paul a recognisable and strong lcader.

e commends an active, united and renewed church,
confident in its faith. Local churches often co-opt his
vision, describing their life and pastoral strategics in
abstract and idealised terms that do not touch day-to-
day realitics. Against the touchstone of this enthusias-
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tic rhetoric, questioning and disagrecement can be read
as signs of mediocrity and infidelity.

QOver the last 40 years, the central issue touch-
ing the Catholic Church has been the relationship
between ordained ministry and laity. It shows itself in
arguments about the relationship between authorities,
and particularly between the central and congrega-
tional levels. Recently, the moral authority of clergy,
including bishops, has been much weakened by scan-
dals of sexual abuse, and the claims of consultative

and decentralised leadership have become cor-
I respondingly attractive.

N SUCH A CHURCH, no onc could seriously hope
to control what Catholics read and hear. The ges-
tures at limiting conversation should be seen rather
as having symbolic valuc. They make statements
in response to different aspects of the Catholic
Church’s predicament.

When you exclude reputable theological books
from libraries and spcakers of good reputation
from church premises, for example, you arc saying
that only onc of the many ways of thinking and
acting common among fervent Catholics is truly
Catholic. Exclusion retlects and extends polarisation.

If you prevent church newspapers from treating
unpleasant or controverted aspects of church life, and

decline to publish letters critical of church policy an
practice, you usually cxpress the desire for a quict
life. Your nreferred conversation about the Catholic
Church w  be conducted in idealised and abstract
terms, perhaps liberally quoting the Pope. In this way
you can avoid confronting a messy reality.

When you draw lists of people who may and may
nots :ly :akon church property, and of authorised
and prosc1  :d events, you are usually engaged in an
excercise of authority. The boundarics drawn are a sym-
bol of clerical authority over Catholic conversation.
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C 1 the ecge of Europ

. ORWAY 18, if the United Nations
is to be believed, somc  ing of a paradise,
a utopian ideal to which the rest of the
world can aspirc. Not for the first time,
in 2004 the UN Human Development
Index, which ranks countries according
to life expectancy, cducation and income,
decided that Norway was the most live-
able country in the world.

In the years following World War 11,
Norway was the poor cousin of Europe, its
patchwork of remote and rural farmstcads
cking out a grim subsistence livelihood
while the rest of Europe enjoyed a post-
war boom of prosperity. However, the
discovery of oil off the Norwegian North
Sea coast in the late 1960s transformed
the country’s fortunes in the most dra-
matic way: Norway is now the wo s
sixth largest oil producer and third largest
oil exporter. Norwegians enjoy the third
highest per capita income in the world
(between  $US37,700 and  $US43,350)
and the government has created what it
humbly calls the ‘most egalitarian social
democracy in western Europe’.

Norwegians are entitled to free medical
care, free education (including university),
uncmployment benefits not far below salary
levels, sick leave on full pay for up to a year,
five weeks annual leave, up to a year of paid
maternity leave (42 weeks of which is on
full pay and known as the ‘mother’s wage’),
four wecks paid paternity leave, heavily
subsidised childcare and a guaranteed pen-
sion. You can also expect to live for 82.22
years if you're a woman and 76.15 years for
men, a life expectancy assisted by the fact
that there are 413 doctors and 1840 nurses
for cvery 100,000 Norwegians (compared
with 302 and 532 respectively in Australia).

When added to the fact that Norway
has no external debt and has $US70 billion
invested in the Petrolcum Fund to protect
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Norwegians against a future without oil, it
is difficult not to envy Norwegians the cra-
dle-to-grave largesse of their government.

Norwegians may pay prohibitive rates
of income tax [55.3 per cent for the highest
carners, down from 70 per cent in 1992)
and a range of scrvice-user fees, but the
general consensus is that they are more
than compensated. So  institutionalised
has the welfarc system become that when
the long-standing reign of the Labour Party
came to an end in 2001, cven the new cen-
tre-right coalition government understood
that the welfarc system was sacrosanct.

For all of Norway’s extraordinary social
data, however, the statistics conceal a deep-
scated malaise that is at once cconomic and
a significr of a creeping crisis of identity.

Many Norwegians with whom I spoke
were sharply defensive of their welfare
system. eir response, which some-
times bordered on hostility, could not
cxplained only by their awareness of the
world’s envy. Norwegians have long been
rightly proud of how far they have come
from the grim carly years of the 20th
century, a period which fostered a spirit
of hard work and self-reliance. And yet,
perhaps for the first time, Norwegians
themselves, and not just outsiders, have
begun to question whether such values
have been abandoned.

According to the OECD, Norway in 2003
had the highest rate of work absenteecism in
Europe. On an average working day, 25 per
cent of Norwegian workers were absent on
sick or disability lcave (workers only require
a medical certificate after cight weeks of
absence). The average period of absence
was 4.8 weeks, compared to 4.2 in Sweden,
1.8 in Italy and 1.5 in Portugal. When com-
bined with annual leave, national holidays
{I'T days) and weekends, Norwegians don't
work for 170 days in a calendar ycar at an

estimated cost of $USI12.3 billion to the
Norwegian cconomy.

Increasing cxposure to international
markets and, for the first time in decades,
a degree of job insecurity, led Finn Erik
Thoresen, the Vice President of Norway's
Confederation of Trade Unions to state
that ‘there has been a brutalisation of the
work force. Most of the people away from
work arc on disability leave. That is a result
of the working life. Pcople are working and
working until they are on the edge’.

Director  General  of  Norwegian
Business and Industry, Finn Bergesen Jr,
was withcering in his response: ‘Everything
is wrong, yct we are living in the best
country in the world. People complain and
complain, because we have cverything ...
We've never had fewer work hours, longer
vacations, a better welfare system—cvery-
thing is better than before’.

Concerns  over  productivity  have
furthered a pereceptible sense of anxi-
cty surrounding the future of Norway’s
wealth. The last significant Norwegian
discovery of oil came in 1992 and an
increasingly  desperate industry  has
begun to explore more environmentally

sensitive areas ¢« h as  the
pristine Lofoten Islands.

UCH SYMBOLS OF ECONOMIC uneer-
tainty have coalesced with an increasing
angst among Norwegians over their place
in the world. Startlingly for a country of its
location and mecans, Norway has consist-
ently voted against joining the European
Union, first in a referendum in 1972 and
again in 1994, Although divisions within
the government mean that no further refer-
endum is likely to be held until after 2005,
recent polls suggest a nation deeply divided
and uncertain. A survey in May suggested
that 51 per cent of those polled were in



favour of EU membership with just 36 per
cent against. By late July, only 42 per cent
were in favour, with 45 per cent against.

Arguments against membership have
been the domain of leftists who charge
that the EU is a rich man’s club with
no valid purposc. Those to the right,
including members of the centre-right
government, have also advocated fear
at a perceived loss of sovereignty that
membership of the EU might entail, not
to mention the likelihood that Norway's
generous welfare provisions would not
survive under EU fiscal guidelines.

Less openly, but with  consider-
able resonance among rural Norwegians,
many people also fcar that Norwegian
wealth would be used to subsidise
other, poorer nations, thercby posing
a threat to Norwegian prosperity. Key
Norwegian  constituencics—traditional
family farms and fishing interests—
opposc membership on the grounds of
avoiding competition with their larger
and morce technologically advanced EU
countcrparts. As Picrs, a long-standing
Stavanger resident stated, ‘if we join the
EU, Norway’s money will go to Europe
and we will get nothing in return’.

And yet, many younger Norwegians
with whom 1 spoke expressed profound
dismay that Norway had hitherto refused
to join, arguing that people have forgotten
Norway'’s days of hunger when the outside
world provided a lifeline: some 800,000
Norwegians migrated to the United States
in the 19th and early 20th centuries due
to famince at home. A recurring theme
among the young-—many of whom have
travelled throughout Europe, Asia and
Africa—is that Norway is not pulling its
weight and is abdicating its responsibil-
ity to use its wealth for the benefit of
European peace and integration. A few also
expressed the fear that no one would listen
when Norway’s oil was exhausted and

Norway nceded Europe far
more than it docs now.

- U HICHEVER wWAY Norwegians vote at

the next referendum, there is a growing
realisation that they may soon be left
with little choice. Gencrous free-trade
concessions cnabling Norway’s participa-
tion in EU markets are becoming increas-
ingly difficult to negotiate. Norway’s
restrictions on imports hardly help, nor
docs the EU’s preoccupation with expan-
sion to the cast, a process which in turn

may limit Norwegian access to many of
its most lucrative markets which once lay
outside the EU.

Allied to the cconomic fears is a darker
side to Norwegian politics. If you spend
any period of time in Norway, you will
at some stage be struck by its glaringly
visible homogencity. Indeed it is difficult
to imagine a more stark contrast to the
multicultural pastiche of London, Paris,
New York or Sydney than you will find
on the streets of Bergen or Oslo, let alone
more provincial centres.

Norwegians were rightly indignant
when the Norwegian-tlagged Tumpa and
its Afghan and Iraqi asylum seekers were
denied entry to Australia in 2001. And
yet Norway is a country where asylum
sceckers are most assuredly not welcome.
Immigration is minimal and strictly con-
trolled. Each time that I crossed the border
between Norway and Sweden, a handful of
Africans were removed from the bus, their
papers scrutinised and their luggage pains-
takingly scarched. This in spitc of Norway
signing the Schengen agreement granting
frce movement for all travellers between
European countrics.

Those refugees admitted in  recent
years by the Norwegian Government—pri-
marily Somalis—are restricted to those
alrcady identified and approve in far-
distant processing camps. They crowd into
the suburbs of castern Oslo, particularly
Gronland, which is, depending on your
perspective, a ghetto or refreshingly het-
crogencous. Refugees also arrive knowine
that the Norwegian government wou
like to repatriate them as soon as possible.

In international fora, Norway is some-
times portrayed as the model international
citizen. The Norwegian Government is, as
a proportion of Gross Domestic Product,
one of the largest donors of foreign aid
and it has been actively involved in peace
initiatives in conflict zones such as Sri
Lanka and the Middle East. And yet, for
many critics, this typifies the Norwegian
approach to international relations:
spending money to keep the problem far
from Norwegian shores.

On 26 January 2001, Norway’s first
racially motivated murder—the stab-
bing of a mixed-racc youth outside his
Oslo home—shocked a nation which
had hitherto seen itself as a tolerant and
responsible international citizen. In May
2004, the Norwegian Prime Minister
Kjell Magne Bondevik rejected a plan by

a local Lutheran pastor to turn empty,
disused churches into mosques  (there
arc just 50,000 Muslims in a population
of 4.5 million). Answecring a question
by Carl Hagen, lcader of the far-right
Progress Party, Bondevik stated, ‘I think
therc are other uses that are more natural’.
Norway is also one of the few non-secular
European states with a constitution declar-
ing: ‘The Evangclical-Lutheran religion
shall remain the official religion of the
State. The inhabitants professing it arc

bound to bring up their children

in the same’.
AGAINST THIs BACKDROP of institu-

tionalised homogeneity, the widespread
and dangerously populist argument against
EU membership is the fear that Norway
would be flooded with immigrants.

Norway’s history of poverty—its
centuries of occupation by the foreign
armics of Sweden, Denmark and Nazi
Germany—mnay have taught its people
self-reliance and a wariness of outsiders. It
may also have fostered an unwillingness
to yet again surrender its sovereignty and
become minor inhabitants in someone
else’s kingdom. But Norwegians are
increasingly being asked to consider
whether these understandable historical
impulses can serve the nation well in the
21st century with a vibrant and troubled
multicultural Europe on its doorstep.

Tucked away on the sou  vestern
coast of Norway is the lively ¢  sophis-
ticated city of Stavanger with daily depar-
tures by air and sca to other European
cities. Its delightfully preserved old quar-
ter of white timber houses overlooking the
harbour and its 23 museums showcasing
Norway’s rich past has earned Stavanger
the title of 2008 European Capital of
Culture. It is also notable for one qual-
ity that is rare in Norway. Whether by
choice or economic necessity, the home
port of Norway’s oil industry is home to
workers from across the globe. Stavanger
is onc place in this largely monocultural
country where a cosmopolitan, multicul-
tural future seems possible. One cannot
help but wonder whether the EU, in
choosing Stavanger to host a celebration
of European culture, is gently suggesting
that it may cqually represent an ideal of
Norway’s future.

Anthony Ham is a frcelance writer living
in Madrid.
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Lorotny morsneia

The 1ew Jews of Berlin

EING A JEW IN BERLIN these days has become very
fashionable, an integral part of the city’s self-conscious
cult e of remembrance and reconciliation. From Holo-
caust monuments, museums and memorials to books,
historical studies, Yiddish folklore, food, film and Klez-
mer concerts, it has also become a profitable industry,
one which Jewish cultural critic Iris Weiss claims has
more in common with Disneyland than what it really
mecans to be Jewish.

is and I have met for coffee in a café next-door to
the Berlin'’s largest synagogue. Bombed almost to rubble
by the Allies, its magnificently reconstructed golden-
striped dome has become one of the brightest landmarks
of the city. We are also in the heart of a Jewish quarter,
densely crowded with summer sightsecrs, which dates
back to the Middle Ages. Within a block are the Anne
Frank Museum, a Jewish high school and cemetery, an
original workshop from the 1930s for blind Jews and
a theatre that features Jewish music. All around, on
apartment buildings and pavements are brass plaques
listing families who died in concentration camps.

A couple of kilometres away on prime city real
estate near the Brandenburg Gate and Unter den
Linden, the Memorial to the Murdered Jews of Europe
is nearing completion. At a cost of around $50 million,
the memorial consists of 2751 ash-coloured concrete
pillars arranged in rows like a graveyard.

‘Germans perceive it as something for Jews,’ Iris
tells me, a little scornfully. She says she prefers memo-
rials that confront you unexpectedly in everyday life.
In the Berlin suburb of Schoenerberg, for example,
there is a 1930s plaque on a post outside a grocery
store. On one side is a picture of bread, on the othcr a
warning that Jews can only shop from 4 to 5pm.

In her late 40s, outspoken and independent, Weiss
moved to Berlin a decade ago to take np a job as execu-
tive director of a government resear  project on wom-
en’s issues in German reunification. Now, as well as
providing a comprehensively-researched tour of Jew-
ish Berlin, she occasionally works as a journalist for
the Jewish press. During the past year, her website has
averaged 19,000 hits a month.

Weiss’s father was one of the few German Jews
to survive the Nazis extermination program. In Berlin,
out of a Jewish population of 170, 000, only around
6,100 were alive by the end of the war. Growing up in
southern Germany, Weiss says one of the first things
she noticed as a child was that, unlike her class 1tes,
she had no relatives to share the family celebrations.
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Similarly, she says there are simply not enough
Jews in modern Berlin to meet popular interest. The
results arc cultural products supported and adminis-
tered by non-Jews who have insufficient background
in Judaism. Moreover, many of these Germans iden-
tify with the Jewish comumunity as a way of assuaging
the guilt of the past and developing a sense of belong-
ing. This often means the Jew is portrayed as an exotic
stranger or as a perennial victim.

If true, such stercotyping appears to have very little
to do with contemporary realities. Although Berlin has
the fastest growing Jewish population in the world, the
community is ethnically diverse and spans a range of
traditions from orthodox to sccular. Eighty per cent of
the 12,000 or so registered, tax-paying members of the
Jewish Gemeinde (community) are from various regions
of the former Soviet Union, including the Ukraine, the
Baltic, Mo. wia, Azerbaijan and Russia. It's estimated
up to another 20,000 Soviet Jews have migrated here but
have not officially acknowledged their Jewish descent.
Israelis too are immigrating in increasing numbers. The
German Embassy in Tel Aviv is said to have up to 3,000
inquiries a day. In other words, almost no-one in today’s
Berlin is a German-born Jew. According to the figures,
only 2-3 per cent ever returned.

‘Of course, we are generally talking about only
two categories here’, says Berlin’s Chicf Rabbi Chaim
Rozwarski, poignantly, ‘thosc who chosc to stay away
and the dead’.

Rabbi Rozwarski’s synagoguc is a 20-minute
train ride from the city centre in the genteel district
of Ct lottenburg, where a small post-war commu-
nity of Eastern European Jews also scttled. The syna-
goguc is in a side-street just off the Kurfurstendamm,
the main ¢ pping drag with its designer-label shops
and department stores. At the door is the mandatory
security that’s a feature of the city’s seven synagogues,
including armed police guards, video scrcen, double
glass  ors and metal detection.

The F  bi is a short, barrcl-chested man with
greying hair. Of Polish descent, he grew up in New
York and came here six years ago to set up a Jewish
school. He  pears overworked, a little  patient and
deigns to be interviewed in his shabby book-lined
office for exactly 20 minutes by his watch.

‘Soviet Jews are coming here because it is really
more secure’, he tells me, ‘without the haunting feel-

' the neig  wrs coulc aga tth Alsc
German government is still behaving in a contrite



fashion, accepting the migrants are a special minority,
extending financial aid, language teaching and so on’.

But why Berlin?

f Isracl was without political and sccurity prob-
lems, most would have gone there’, he shrugs. ‘Many
have strong connections and feelings for Isracl. At the
same time, we must give credit to the Jewish commu-
nity here for establishing an infrastructure for social and
cultural life—a casc of the few absorbing the many.’

Since Perestroika more than a million Jews have left
the Soviet Union, most of them for Isracl. According to
a study by social rescarcher, Judith Kessler, the turmoil
in Isracl has mecant that the USA becamce the dream
country for Sovict Jews. But with America’s policy of
severely restricted immigration, Germany has shuffled
up the list to become the most favoured alternative,
It's scen as a country of pocts and thinkers, wealthy,
stable, open to the world and close-by geographically.
As well, many Jewish migrants come from regions that
were never occupied by the German army or they're

of a genceration that’s more likely to remem-
ber the persecutions under Stalinism.

FOR THESE MIGRANTS, Berlin is unique. The number
of cx-Soviet citizens, Jewish or not, who are living here
cither legally or illegally is conservatively estimated
to be around 200,000. As a result an infrastructure
has spread—from Russian-language video rentals and
computer software to marriage bureaus, restaurants,
clubs, radio shows and newspapers. By the late ‘90s, 75
per cent of Soviet Jews arriving in the city had relatives
alrcady here, including children and grandchildren.

Kessler’s study also suggested that many of those
who were Jewish were not being absorbed by the few
in the established Gemeinde. After 70 years of com-
munism, the newcomers appear mostly estranged
from Judaism. Equally, there are rumours that the
favoured status of Jewish migrants to Germany has
led to a thriving trade in false documents in the
former Soviet Union.

Whether or not they are officially affiliated to
the community, Kessler describes these Jewish immi-
grants as overwhelmingly highly educated, cultured
professionals—civil engineers, teachers, doctors,
journalists and cconomists. And with 75 per cent of
them unemployed in a recessionary Germany, not
surprisingly many feel displaced and disappointed.

‘It takes a long time to integrate,” acknowledges
Dr Irine Runge, ‘ten to twenty years through the chil-
dren to grow out of the past. For the younger Russians
it’s good here—250 to 500 Euros a month is better
than what they’re used to. For the older generation,
not so. A man might be a Professor of something-or-
other but no-one wants to listen.’

Runge is the Director of the Jidischer Kulturverein,
(Jewish Cultural Association) in Berlin, a secular organi-
sation which she set up in East Berlin in 1986 to help
Jews understand their heritage. A small woman, full of
energy and optimism, who looks 20 years younger than

her 62 years, she says it can take a long time too to find
a way back to a sense of what it means to be Jewish. It’s
a struggle she believes she has yet to win.

These days she also works as a ‘voice’ for the
immigrant community. ‘The Soviet Jews have more
in common with bourgeois Germans’, she says,
‘because they invest a lot in their children. The kids
are pushed with music and dance lessons, university
cducation. Culture is their vitamin’. Recently her
association organised an outing to the Museum of
Modern Art cxhibition in Berlin. It was very impor-
tant to the Russian Jews, Runge says, that they bring
their young children along.

‘And with no chance of a job, many of them
become writers, pocts, musicians.’

Runge also questions the commonplace belief
thatafailurc toregister with the Gemeinde necessarily
means a deep-scated alienation from Judaism. Jewish
life often takes place, she says, ‘in the kitchens of
the new immigrants’. They worship ‘in small back-
street synagogues which transplant familiar Eastern
European orthodox traditions with a male rabbi whose
language is Russian’.

Runge and her family are among the handful of
German Jews who came back to the city after the
war—but not to West Berlin. She describes herself
as ‘a red diaper baby’, born in ‘The Fourth Reich’—
Washington Heights, Manhattan. Her parents were
communists who returned from exile at the invita-
tion of the East German government. Now she agrees
that many accounts of the regime underestimate the
idealism of its citizens, es] ially the young.

‘Our Judisc Kulturverein was never a dis-
sident group’, she says. ‘Some of us worked for the
Stasi. We were part of a system we’d grown up in and
we ind to it because we were too close. We
bel belonged to a unique future.’

At times Runge says they were very critic.  of
the old men who ran East Germany, but no-one imag-
ined their own people were capable of such ‘shit’: that
they were doing what the Nazis did, that the stere-
otypes went on. ut with hindsight it's clear ‘ideal-
ists should never be in power because reality has no
relevance t¢ 1em’.

For a time after the collapse of the East, Runge
says she lost the ability ‘to live and fight for social
« cams’. ut she is beginning ‘to build up again’ in
tace of the gradual re-establishment of Berlin’s Jewish
popt tion: ‘No longer is there a survival mentality.
These people have made a decision to live here. Fifty
years ago Jews were not open, trusting, everything was
the cemetery. Now it’s schools and kindergartens, two
Yeshivas. Look around at the young people, the babies
and pregnant women—they mean real change. There
is a Jewish future in Berlin’.

Dorothy Horsfield is a writer and journalist currently

based in Berlin. Her most recent book is a memoir of
her late husband, Paul Lyneham.
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Betn pvonerty

A helping hand

N THE SMALL, CRAMPED SPACE Of a housing commission
unit, Denny waits for his next visit from Vinnies. He rang last
week for some food vouchers and has just had his social secu-
rity payment revoked. It won't be reinstated until next week.

Two voluntecers climb the stairs to his unit. They
have a sheet with notes on each of the people they are to
visit today. The well-organised grids are typed with rel-
evant information like: single mother, two children, on a
pension. A note is next to Denny’s name. It tells the vol-
unteers they must advise him to try ringing some other
organisations for help, maybe give him some financial
advice. The look on Denny’s face as they walk through
the door makes the task particularly difficult. The volun-
teers attempt to soften the blow. They don’t know how
to explain the situation. Eventually, they follow their
instincts, apologise, give him some food vouchers and tell
him to call whenever he needs help again.

The rcason they have been asked to do this, is that the
Society is forced to evenly distribute limited resources.
Each wecek, Vinnies has to try and work out who nceds
extra support—who is living in poverty and why. The
Society spirit cautions against labcelling people as ‘welfare
dependents’, and they believe in more than just a handout.
They attempt to find what lies beneath people’s need, to
assess what is causing poverty and isolation. And thesc
values need to be stronger than ever, as requests for assist-
ance in the last year  ave almost doubled. More and more,
the Socicty has needed to allow for greater distribution
of resources in the face of long-term unemployment and
increased isolation.

‘We're facing a bigger number of people that suffer greater
financial deprivation,’ says Victorian Statc President of the St
Vincent de Paut Society, Syd Tutton.

Coupled with this demand is a greater expectation of profes-
sionalism and indeed a push to ‘corporatise’ the Society. Corpora-
tisation, while necessary, needs to incorporate the initial vision.

Despite a time of cconomic prosperity for Australia, vol-
unteers are finding that government agencies no longer provide
all the cssential services for the most marginalised. Increas-
ingly, governments—both state and federal—have moved to
outsource support work to charity organisations.

The alarming increase in reliance on the Society is demon-
strated in a 9.6 per cent increase in welfare requests for 2003—
04. Further, there has been a 100 per cent increase in requests
for assistance with utility accounts.

The rcasons underlying these increases are varied.
The deinstitutionalisation of the welfare support sector
has meant that a rug has been v ipped out from under-
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ncath many of socicty’s most vulnerable. Boarding houses,
aged-care fac  ties and accommodation for intellectu-
ally-disabled people have been sold by governments. This
makes centralising care and creating a scnsc of commu-
nity difficult and can exacerbate isolation.

A staggering 21 per cent of Australians now live in house-
holds that make less than $400 a week, which equates to 3.6
million pcople living below the poverty line. 852,000 children
live in houses where ncither parent works; 167,000 children

live in working poor households; and one in every six
15-19 ycar olds may never find secure employment.

RECENTLY ArroINTED CEO of the St Vincent de Paul
Socicty’s National Council, Helen Cameron, has come in
at a time of upheaval. Part of her job is to work with peo-
ple around Australia to cnact a cohesive plan which allows
the Society to cffectively lobby government on poverty
issues to ensure that they, and other charities, are not
placed in a position where they have to turn people away.
She faces the task of mobilising resources so the best out-
comes can be found to assist the most marginalised.

Taim to help the Society deliver its services to the poor in
a better way’, she says. Helen fecls that Australia has not done
its best to ensure that everyone has equal access to wealth, ai
that the poorest 30 per cent miss out.

‘As to the role Vinnies can play in this arca in the
future, some of the key arcas of effort lic in Vinnics’ ability
to give a hand-up to people who are disadvantaged cither by
upbringing or lifestyle.’

Ideally, respecting the dignity of the people they serve
is one of the main objectives of Vinnics. Through cducation
programs, they  ope to reduce reliance on the welfare system,
while recognising that there are many who will always be in
need of support.

The situation of increasing nced has been brought to
the attention of government departments and MPs by a
large coalition of organisations including Vinnies, Angli-
care, UnitingCare, Catholic Welfare Australia and Jesuit
Social Services to name a few. The Christian Community
Services Against Poverty (a coalition of the aforementioned
organisations) launched a campaign prior to the fcderal
election, urging people to vote against parties whose poli-
cies contribute to systematic poverty. Additionally, this
year’s federal government Senatc rcport into poverty A
hand up not a hand out: Renewing the fight against pov-
erty received 30 submissions from Vinnies. These recom-
mendations 1 - se fi other st e orga  ations)
were collated into the report.
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jonn rouicner

The Missing Person

A pamphlet droops from the letterbox

like a tongue. Not the usual tarot pack of cheap deals
but a plea about a missing person.

Letterboxes all down the street

are panting the pamphlets.

Missing since June 23. Please contact ...

I crumple it up, cram it into my pocket

with receipts, bills and old shopping lists.

All day the missing person is trapped there.

As night settles and it starts to get cold

she burns against my skin,

my pocket fills with ash ...

I keep an eye on the news. There’s

plenty of sport, but no word about the missing person.

My thigh grows blistered and sore.

John Foulcher
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Against the odds

HETHER YOUR GENERATION is pre-boomer,
baby-boomer, X or Y, Just Passions is an eye-
opening account to which Australians can relate.
Rhonda Galbally’s autobiography chronicles her
important and often behind-the-scenes contribu-
tions to community, social justice, and health.

Recounting an upbringing both character-
ised by disability and fiercely not character-
ised by disability, Galbally presents a decid-
edly un-rosy view of Australia’s rosy ‘50s and
‘60s. This was a time when inclusion for peo-
ple with disabilities was unheard of, when
women’s rights were barely nascent, and when
households, lungs and public places were full of
carcinogenic tobacco smoke.

Galbally’s lifc includes leadership of the Myer
Foundation, the Sidney Myer Fund, the Australian
Commission for the Future, VicHealth, and
ourcommunity.com. Her achievements and contri-
butions are sometimes so strategic as to be invis-
ible to those who have not lived through the fights
and struggles: promoting women'’s rights; shifting
the focus of community organisations from ‘char-
ity’ to ‘change’; and recognising the rights of people
with disabilitics. Of course there is the exquisite
irony too of using a tobacco tax to fund health pro-
motion initiatives and undermining the tobacco
companies’ ability to promote their products.

In Just Passions, Galbally shares some of her
innermost thoughts and fears. Despite her public
profile, she presents her life and achievements in
very human form. In one paragraph we read of her
public successes, in the next we read of her acute
embarrassment at borrowing a bizarrely oversized
jacket from Winsome McCaughey to wear to a
job interview. Wc read of her tenacity in battling
the tobacco lobby, then we read of the earth-open-
ing mortification of accidentally overturning her
wheelchair in Parliament House.

In addition to offering insights into how
one person can achieve so much, Just Passions
highlights the relationships between high-pro-
file Australians. Galbally describes her profes-
sional and personal relationships with people
such as Nugget Coombs, Phillip Adams, Barry
Jones, the Myer family and many others. She
describes how Jones would ‘bellow at the top of

his voice like Thor raining thunderbolts’, and
how Phillip Adams once called her ‘purring into
the phone, seducing me as only he could’ to head
up the Australian Commission for the Futurc.

More than just an autobiography, Just Passions
is a personaliscd Lonely Planet guide for aspiring
community leaders. Galbally takes her own pas-
sions and makes them politically and publicly
persuasive. Yet she is never condescending or pity-
ing, and she never portrays herself as heroic or as
a dynamic leader: she is always merely part of a
community of like-minded people working often
disparately for a common cause.

Just Passions is not a linear book, and not
always easy to read.
Throughout, we are
treated to a sense of
Galbally’s restlessness:
a feeling that getting
comfortable in life
must presage a new
adventure. And vyet
as she moves into the
present there appears
a certain sense of reso-
lution. Content with
ourcommunity.com {for
now), Galbally turns
down high profile inter-
national positions in
favour of the difference
she is already making at
a local level.

Just Passions offers
a human perspective on
how much an individual
can achieve. This book
is as complex, deep and
inspiring as its author
and her myriad of achievements. Readers are left
with the hope that today’s aspiring activists and
leaders might draw strength and motivation. Any
individual who achieves half as much as Rhonda
Galbally, will be deservedly proud.

Richard Dentis CEQ of the E.W. Tipping Foundation,
a disability and social justice organisation.
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Stone to the younger Berry against a Hol-
lywood backdrop of ageing and being
usurped by younger beauties

The strange thing is, there seems to
be no particular trigger for Catwoman to
emerge. Similar superhero scenarios such
as the Hulk or Jeckle/Hyde are transmuted
by external forces, usually anger and prov-
ocation, which unleashes a superhero/
villain from within. Catwoman/Patience
just seems to decide to don the gear and
strut her stuff.

Directed by former visual effects direc-
tor Pitof, this film is lame. It won't even
satisfy escapist pop status. Maybe if you
had a particular obsession seeing Halle
Berry prance around in skin-tight leather,
but its hollow story and simplistic over-
bearing exploration of the female/feline
nexus is laughable. Fhiiisssss

—John Brawley

Heavy metal

Metallica: Some Kind of Monster, dirs.
Joc Berlinger and Bruce Sinofsky ‘I just
... I wanna go out and not be famous,’
avers Metallica frontman James Hetfield
in pre-rehab mode, as he burns down the
road in a painfully low-to-the-ground
hotrod emblazoned with orange flames
stark against its black metal frame.

Flash-forward to Presidio, an ex-
military barracks the band has acquired
for a recording studio. The idea was to
take the band out of their comfort zone,
setting up a spartan record-
ing cnvironment watched
over by ‘group therapist’
Phil Towle. Towle earns
$US40,000 per month to
act as mentor and media-
tor for the ailing music
industry super-beast that
is Metallica. Directors Ber-
linger and Sinofsky (Broth-
er's Keeper) transform
hundreds “of hours of raw
video footage into a cogent
three-act rock ‘n’ roll psy-
chodrama.

The stars of this inti-
mate documentary are the
very mortal Metallica rock
gods themselves: on vocals,
James ‘I can only work from
noon till 4pm’ Hetfield; on

worried lead guitar, Kirk ‘Leaving out
guitar solos would make the record too
trendy’ Hammett; and Lars ‘I hope we
all feel like Phil is an investment in our
music’ Ulrich on drums.

Shortly after production starts at
Presidio, the band nicks off for a two-
week holiday. A nervous, fidgeting
Hetfield returns from Russia with bear-
hunting stories, and explains how he
toasted his son’s first birthday in absen-
tia and in vodka.

A frustrated Lars Ulrich rages daily
at Hetfield through the wordy veil of
psycho-babble—unintentionally  hilari-
ous. During these exchanges their faces
betray the inner struggle to repress ego-
tism, resentment, fear and the desire to
shout expletives loudly and often. Storm-
ing out, Hetfield leaves for rehab, leaving
the recording in limbo.

Hetfield returns nearly a year later,
almost unrecognisable in
horn-rimmed yellow-tinted
designer shades and slicked-
back hair. is demons seem
dormant, and though self-
absorption still rules his
agenda, the creative process
restarts. Metallica auditions
bass players from other acts
with rock cred. After several
jams they choose Robert Tru-
jillo, (the bassist from Qzzy
Osbourne] whose mastery

of the instrument inspires
Metallica to share with him
the iconic status they enjoy.

In one sense, the real story is of human
interaction, struggle, and pressure,
both commercial and personal, to make
another number one album. The camera
shows truth, rife with character flaws and
complexity. The music video for the sin-
gle of their return album St Anger, is shot
at San Quentin maximum security prison
in front of the inmates. It is a triumph
contrasted with the fading role of thera-
pist {‘I feel like 'm in the band’) Towle as
he moves to protect his job, when Metal-
lica is most focused, least receptive to
his buzzword machinations, and finish-
ing the album. The millions of Metallica
followers are ‘legions of die-hard fans’
personified, but you don’t need to have
worn a flannelette shirt and headbanged
to heavy metal to appreciate Metallica:
Some Kind of Monster, because this is a
fine piece of work.

—Gil Maclean




Jeb Bartlet for president

- -

E LIVE IN THE TIME where we have fictitious
clecdon results that clect a fictitious president’, said Michael
Moore at the 2003 Academy Awards. Nothing has happenced
yet. This is limbo time, the time of pregnant, swirling maybes,
the time between the axe’s life and its fatl. T write these words
in this time and you will read them with me in that time,
the time when all the maybes will be donc-and-dusted. The
television has been full of photo opportunities and  party
political puffery. Radio ripples with sound bites, each tz  back
caller more phoney-stoogey than the last. The politicians all want
us, unless we're in a safe scat. (One possible variant of the Chinese
curse ‘may you live in interesting times’ is ‘may you live in a safe
Labor seat’. Punished by one side and ignored by the other, your
roads will crumble, your schools will fall down and your member
will sit comfortably till cternity.)

So I have started watching The West Wing on DVD and
cable. T missed it when it first came on Nine, and I regret
that, because it is great. Terry Pratchett, that novelist-magi-
cian, talks of alternate universes, and in another universe, one
that is looking increasingly attractive, the President of the
United States [or Potus, as the staffers call him acronymically)
is Jeb Bartlet, or perhaps more compellingly, Martin Sheen.
He is the veteran of Apocalvpse Now, the Method actor who
did drugs and wigged out generously for us, all on Coppola’s
merciless camera. Hav - g taken the uneasy ride with the rest of
the babyboomers, Sheen has now become their comfort zone.

The first cpisode of The West Wing is utterly satisty-
ing. Potus doesn’t appear until close to the end, where he has
one of the most cffective entries ever accorded a lead re - he
charges into a room full of hubristic rcligious righters bullying
his people and corrects their recital — the First Commandment.
We learn that when he fell off his bike at the beginning of the
program, it was because he was angry with the lobby group that
is in ‘real life” onc of the ‘real’ Potus puppeteers. The West Wing
is as comforting as a cuppa, a meditation on proper governance
and a world that though imperfect, is at least not a warmon-
ger’s playpen. The fictitious President Bartlet is a clever states-
man capable of reflection and magnanimity; he even repents
and changes his mind about over-punishing Syria for an act of
terrorism. Unlikely to happen with the real fictitious President.

Which brings me to that final bastion of local political
larrikinism, The Chaser Decides (ABC, Thursdays, 9:30pm).
It was uncomfortably funny to sce one of the cast, resplendent
in cardinal’s garb, attempting to persuade menacingly mute
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Tony Abbott into a shared photo opportunity as a reminder
in casc Tony ‘forgot’ another meeting with an archbishop.
I'm pleasantly surpriscd that the Chaser is cven allowed these
days: it takes me back to the haleyon days of satire when
people like Max G ics reigned on the box. John Clarke still
holds up the unspcakable to some form of condign ridicule
on Thursdays in The 7.30 Report, (is Thursday understood
to be the day that the leftics are allowed a small run off the
leash?) but the atmosphere at the ABC has been too scared-
careful for toc  mg. With hoards full of inquisitors waiting for
cvery form of bias to be ‘balanced’, journalists are pretey mu
stitled, no longer taking the kind of mickey that a real

I democracy allows.

T REMINDS ME OF THE TIME [ worked in a very posh school.
It was the 1970s. The nuns were good people, but the school
board was infested with racists who demanded that a South
African government propaganda film had to be shown to the
students cvery time they saw an anti-apartheid documentary
called Last Grave at Dimbazi. You might remiember it: it was
about thosc fictitious Bantu ‘homelands’ that had scandalous
rates of infant mortality. There 1s a way of dealing with this:
you show the propaganda video and hale it at every lie, cor-
recting it with the facts. It was an exhaustive and exhausting
process. It har  zred a good social studies curriculum.

Liars and oullies prevail by simply wearing out the good
people. It has been one of the most dishonourable victories of
the cconomic ration:  sts over the last 20 years: to make decent
folks reinvent the wheel over and over again, forcing them to
return to first principles all the time so that the public conver-
sation never becomes visionary and hopeful. To many, truth
is certainly now stranger than fiction: it has been transmog-
rified into alienness by the reiterated fictions of those whose
interests are scrved by lics. Jeb Bartlet is the ideal President,
both for those who wish George W. Bush were more like him,
and for thosc who believe that he is. The fictitious presidents
intersect at so m. y points that the cosmos must be laughing.
Or crying.

And here in Australia it is Spring—windy, thundery,
unscttled, just like people. Time seems to hold its breath for
a moment. When 1 read this again, the axe will have fallen
mavybe cven (God forbid) on the Tarkine.

Juliette Hughes is a freclance writer.









	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48

