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CUROPLS IMMIGRATION
CONUNDRUINM

T 1S THE QUESTION that haunts Euro-
pean politicians: how to tell their anxious
citizens that without massive immigration,
the uropean way of life is under threat.

1e issue has reached critical levels
at the same time as, across the continent,
the clamour among governments to dem-
onstrate their populist anti-immigration
credentials has become dangerously main-
strcam. Europe’s pride in its multicultural
diversity has been transformed into  fear
for the future, a demar  that the numbers
of immigrants be reduced in order to ensure
the cultural survival of Europe.

There are two fundamental tlaws with
the current populist approach. The first is
that Europe’s belief in its own tolerance—
one of the cultural norms that immigrants
arc expected to adopt—is in danger of
becoming a myth.

In this respect, the brutal murder of
the Dutch filmmaker Theo van Gogh in
Amsterdam on 2 November proved some-
thing of a catalyst, giving licence to the
voices of intolerance and prompting gov-
crnments to respond in kind. In Holland,
long regarded as a model of generous Euro-
pean multiculturalism, the patina of toler-
ancc is all but disappearing, with Muslim
immigrants—Van Gogh was killed by a
Muslim extremist—increasingly alicnated
from mainstrcam Dutch socicty by a cli-
mate of fear and suspicion. The catchery
‘Holland is full’ has become the defining
issuc in debates over immigration.

According to Edwin Bakker, of the
Netherlands Institute of Internationa  cla-
tions, ‘Islam is the most hated word in the
country at this point.’ Rita Verdonk, the
country’s minister for immigration, has
announced that would-be residents must
first pass an integration exam before being
granted permission to stay permancntly,
and that im  gration numbers are to be
sla  od. The intluential former European
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Union commissioner Frits  Bolkestein
similarly advocates compulsory integra-
tion of immigrants and a huge reduction
in immigration numbers, warning the
Dutch that their culture is under threat.
According to Bolkestein, “The most com-
mon first name registered at birth these
days is Mohammed. This, they say, is the
Europe-to-be.” Such is the world of percep-
tions driving the immigration debate in
much of Europe, instilling the fear among
citizens that immigration represents a fun-
damental threat to the existence of Europe
as they know it.

The sccond problem with the argument
that immigration threatens the future
of Europe is that, in a purcly cconomic
sensg, it could not be more wrong. Indeed,
if Europce’s cultural survival is calculated
in terms of standard of living, large-scale
immigration is one of the few avenues open
to governments keen to keep their coun-
tries prosperous.

According to recent studies commis-
sioned by the European Parliament and
the OECD, Europe’s ageing population,
increascd lifc cxpectancy and plummet-
ing birth ratc censures that, by 2010, its
workforce will begin to shrink. Indeed, if
current trends continue, over the next 30
years there will be 14-20 million fewer
Europcans of working age, a phenomenon
that will causc a fall in GDP of scven per
cent and result in pension and health-care
bills increasing by eight per cent of GDP.
The proportion of the population over the
age of 65 will rise to more than 50 per cent
of European citizens.

The potential consequences are dra-
matic. Without immigration, Italy’s popula-
tion will decline by one-third by 2050. The
Bank of Spain has estimated that 350,000
immigrants are required cvery year in order
to save Spain’s tax-financed pension system
from bankruptcy within 20 ycars.

Even as governments across Europe seek
short-term clectoral gain  through anti-
immigration populism, a host of studics by
thosc same governiments reveal that imimni-
grants arc cssential to economic growth.
In the UK, th¢ Home Officc has found
that immigrants contribute ten per cent
more to public funds than they take out. In
Spain, the spending power of immigrants
increased cemployment by 27 per cent
between 1999 and 2002 and foreign work-
ers—nct  contributors  to  the  Spanish
welfare system—generate twice the tax
revenue that they consume.

A green paper released by the European
Commission in March was more blunt:
‘Never in history has there been economic
growth without population growth.’

Claude Bébéar, head of a French gov-
crnment-commissioned study of equality
of opportunity in the French labour mar-
ket, argues that Europe must urgently find
more people to work and pay taxes and hold
down the average age of the continent’s
population. He warns that ‘if Europe wants
to keep its place in the world, it needs a
younger population, anc  1at means more
immigration’. This view is echoed by
Claude Moraes, a Labour member of the
European Parliament: ‘What a number of
politicians have done is to pretend that
migration is a population problem when
this document says that it is onc impor-
tant solution among many.’

Most analysts agree that immigration
alone will be insufficient to maintain pre-
vailing standards of living. Europe’s birth
rate has been declining since 1965, and in
1975 the fertility rate fell below the popula-
tion replacement level of two children per
fertile woman. The EU average now stat
at 1.29 births per fertile woman. Ircland,
the EU’s best performer in this regard, pro-
ducces just 1.98 children per fertile woman.
Even if current levels of immigration are
maintained, and taking ito account the
recent addition of ten new member states,
the European Union will have fewer citi-
zens in 2050 than it does now, and most of
them will be much older.

Despite the weight
¢ver, politicians are not telling their citi-
zens that if they do not start having more
children—and perhaps cven if they do—
the countries of the EU w need to col-
lectively accept an average of 6.1 million
immigrants a year from 2015 to 2040 sim-
ply to maintain the current ratio of three
working-age adults for cach retirce. They
also have not been told that if this docesn't
happen, people will have to work longer,
possibly into their 70s, and that govern-
ment welfare benctits—pensions, health-
carc subsidies and materr - leave—will
have to be drastically reduced.

Instead, what they are being told is that
increasing the number of immigrants
the required levels will ensure that,
2050, 40 per cent of the EU’s population
will be recent immigrants or the offspr
of immigrants.

That would ced remake Europe
identity, but it would ¢ :nsure the long-

cvidence, how-




term prosperity that has become an cssen-
tial pillar of that same European identity.
In the mecantime, many politicians
prefer tolook the otherwayin theirdesire
to preserve an idea of immutable cul-
tural and national identity. By doing so,
they ignore the fact that only by becom-
ing more multicultural can the Europe,
in which all its citizens believe, survive.

JAMES GLEESON RETROSPFCTIVI

IHROUGHOUT H1S LONG LIFE, ]31’1’165

Gleeson has been intrigued by the proc-
esses of change. From the inconstancy
of surfaces to life’s oscillation between
ripeness and decay, his work is filled
with examples of the tension existing
between established shapes and new
realities struggling to be born. For more
than 60 years, Glecson’s palette, com-
position and scale have evolved. But his
quest is the same: to see reality undi-
minished by logic and the restrictions of
our senses. Gleeson’s creations invite us
to look at the world in a different way,
and likewise be transported ‘beyond the
screen of sight’.

The exhibition Beyond the Screen of
Sight, at thce National Gallery of Aus-
tralia in Canberra until 13 June, features
paintings, sketchbooks, collages and
drawings. Quotes from Gleeson about
the nature of his work and examples of
his poctry arc interspersed throughout.
The retrospective is arranged in chron-
ological order, allowing us to trace a
sequence of ideas and techniques that are
continually tested, discarded and discov-
ered anew. The abiding impressions are
of the wealth of material ploughed into
Gleeson’s endeavours and the miracu-
lous metamorphosis into his own style.

An carly painting displays a city
in miniaturc on a mighty tonguc. The
influcnce of Dali is obvious—the tonguc
rises from a plain of muted carthy col-
our, offers up the city and then trails off
into the blue yonder. The focal point is
the city, drawn in thin black lines, nes-
tling on the bubblegum-pink tongue. A
billboard in profile looks down upon the
city, masking a face that is framed by
long strands of hair. It is a wasteland.

Cultura’ consolidation

T IS A HAPPY ACCIDENT that brings together in 2005 the anniversaries of
three Jesuits who worked in German: Peter Canisius, Hans Urs von Balthasar
and Karl Rahner. The theologies of Rahner and von Balthasar, cach born 100
years ago, and the Catechism of Canisius, first published 450 years ago, repre-
sent different styles of address to changing cultures.

The Catechism, commissioned by Emperor Ferdinand I, was a decisive
act of consolidation in a time of rcligious fragmentation, enthusiasm and
con sion. It presented the Catholic faith in relatively simple terms for
priests, teachers and lay pcople. The Catechism was focused on issues
debated in the Reformation, and made clear the difference between Catholic
and Reformer. It became a symbol of Catholic identity. At last count, it has
appeared in 1161 cditions.

arl Rahner and Hans Urs von Balthasar were both born in a Catholic
world. They engaged in different ways with the forces that have made
Christianity marginal in contemporary Western culture. Rahner took seri-
ously the philosophy of the Enlightenment with its emphasis on human
subjectivity. He looked for connections between the longings characteristic of
all human beings and the Good News offered in Christian faith. His theology
was open to culture, while taking human tragedy seriously.

Von Balthasar, who left the Jesuits after being ordained a priest, engaged
with high Europcan culture, and its roots in carly Christian literature. He
presented Christian faith in a richly symbolic and highly claborated form,
appealing to the richness of texture of Christian truth in a thin cultural world.
If Rahner treated persuasively the relevance of Christianity to the contempo-
rary world, von Balthasar described the attractiveness of Christian identity in
a world that had lost its bearings.

The Catechism and the theologies of Rahner and von Balthasar have their
place and their moment. But anniversarics remind us that theologies and books
arc the creations of quirky people—the eircnical Canisius, the passionate
Rahner, the devout and irascible von Balthasar.

But catechisms and theologies also have political dimensions. They gather
groupics and goon squads. In seminarics, to take a course on Rahner or von
Balthasar can be a gesturc of theological partisanship. Nor do all who bury
them understand them. Rahner can be used to endorse an uncritical accom-
modation with all aspects of contemporary Western culture. Von Balthasar can
be used to insinuate that threadbare church practices are handsomely clothed.

Catechisms are also political documents. They make statements about
Catholic identity in a changing world. In the Netherlands city of Nijmegen, an
cxhibition has been mounted to celebrate the anniversary of the Catechism.
The exhibition also displays many other catechisms, among them the Dutch
Catechism written shortly after the Vatican Council. It was later printed with
corrective notes, Too much Rahner, perhaps, and not ¢nough von Balthasar

Andrew Hamilton sy is the publisher of Eurcka Street.
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Of | 'e and death

S HUMANS, WE SEEM TO LOVE putting things into boxes, sorting them into
categories—Dblack and white, horses and zcbras, living and dead. But biology isn’t like
that. It's a continuum.

One of the simplest images of life is that of a cell dividing. One minute, there is
a living cell; the next, it has split into two. But wherce is the original cell. Ts it dead?
Oris it still alive in its offspring? In fact, what arc the points of the beginning and end
of life? Life is a cyclical process. All of us had ancestors. Some of us have or will have
chi en. So when did our lives begin? And when will they end? Do we, in some way,
live on in our offspring?

As far as Archimedes knows, there is no good scientific answer to these ques-
tions. He knows of no foolproof scientific definition, for instance, of what constitutes
living and non-living. Quite the reverse. Science, in the form of technology, seems
these days to be muddying the water.

It all used to be so simple. A person was dead if they stopped breathing or their
heartbeat ceased. Then came lifc support systems which could take over the job of
pumping the blood and the lungs. Was a person dependent on life support living or
dead? If you switched off a respirator, were you killing someone, committing murder?
Respirators are integral to the process of organ donation, as kidneys and lungs and liv-
ers need to be kept alive with oxygenated blood while awaiting transplantation from
donor to recipient. And so the legal concept of brain death came into being—the idca
that a person was legally dead if they were on life support, but their brain was medical-
ly determined by doctors to be incapable ever of controlling independent existence.

Science is about to complicate things further. There are now researchers trying
to asscmble simple forms of life by combining {dcad] off-the-shelf chemicals. These
life forims would be separate from the environment in which they existed, and able to
support some form of chemical rcacti  to maintain and reproduce themselves. If we
could produce such entities, would we have made life?

A growing body of researchers into the process of ageing now look at death as an
engineering problem—-a barrier that they will eventually overcome. As they find out
more about the causes of ageing and dcath, they are becoming more and more confi-
dent that it might be possible for an individual to live forever.

All of which brings us to where we started. When does life begin and end? These
are significant questions which stir the very depths of our humanity. The point at
which a new human life begins, for instance, is central to any discussion of the ethics
of abortion and stem cell research. Those who believe humanity begins at conception
have a completcly different view from those who think that humanity implies the
existence of some sort of organised nervous systen.

The sad, sorry and protracted battle over the fate of Florida woman Terri Schiavo,
revolved around the point at which human life ends. The resolution of this question
so stirred some segments of American society that their representatives in Congress
tried to assert control over the courts, whose independence from such action is sup-
poscdly guaranteed in their Constitution.

What has become clear to Archimedes is that science offers little assistance in
the determination of the points at which life begins and ends, so important to our con-
cept of our own humanity. These arc legal, social, ethical and, yes, religious decisions.

te itself flows on.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance science v ter.
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The Agony in the Garden (1948} is
another early gem. It addresses ‘the agony
of accepting how little we know of our-
selves and the conflict brought about
by the restrictions of a cruel world. A
conglomeration of machinery is operat-
ing in an overgrown Eden. Paired faces,
proximate and estrang  arc cmbedded
into the overall structure. It is a com-
plex vision scething with the malevolent
energy of the furnace and the jungle.

In 1957 Gleeson took a lengthy s:
batical, working as an art critic, curator
and lecturer, and also travelling. In his
sparc time he experimented with collage
and pen-and-ink, producing only an occa-
sional painting. By the time he returned
to full-time painting in 1983, Gleeson
was almost 70. Following the trail of his
work, we have come to appreciate his love
of literature, the word games in his titles,
his promiscuous attention to all forms of
lifc. What awaits is still a shock

The new canvases are physically
imposing. Over three metres wide,
with a height nudging two metres, they
envelop the viewer. Like the forms they
present emerging from chaos, the paint-
ings have also ventured from the obscure
well of birth and rcbirth into the bright
world of our gaze. Watery blues grapple
with blcached whites, an ambivalent red
haze accompanies bald patches of black,
arrays of yellow recur. Until this point,
Gleeson’s work has concerned itselt
with structure. Now he leaps into an
clemental realm.

Gleeson’s maturc paintings descend
like a flock. One striking example is The
Arrival of Implacable Gifts (1985). Its sea-
shore and the sky are a tangle of muddy
white, virtually interchangeable. The
enmeshed objects are part of what sur-
rounds and vet distinct. Arc they treas-
ure or debris? Gleeson himselt makes an
appearance, a bemuscd onlooker with an
avuncular demeanour.

Beyond the Screen of Sight manages
to capture all the horror and beauty,
mystery and history that lives in James
Gleeson’s work. It is a provoker of
subsequent reflection ar 1 fitting tribute
to Gleeson’s persistent curiosity and rhe
longevity of his creative vision.

This month’s contributors: Anthony
Ham is Eureka Street’s roving corre-
spondent. Steve Gome is a freelance
writer and actor.



What crisis?

HE POPULATION I$ AGEING. In 40 years, seven million
Australians—a quarter of the population—will be aged 65 or
older. The number of people aged 85 or older will have reached
about 1.4 million, up from about 300,000 today. Children will
be a far smaller proportion of the population.

So what'’s the answer to this as a public policy dilemma? Start
building more health facilities and nursing homes to deal with
the demographic shife? Or build more schools and incrcase one’s
investment in the education that the younger people have?

The second answer is the logical one, though not necessarily
the one that leaps to mind. So far as the ageing of the population
means that there will be greater pressure on the community to
look after the old, the ones who will be bearing the burden will
be the working population.

But that’s not the answer invited by those who are putting
demographic shift on the agenda, and secking, in the process,
to fashion themselves as far-sighted politicians thinking of the
longer term rather than short-term gain. The answer for them
is that the slow, if steady, shift to an ageing population repre-
sents a ‘crisis’, requiring that government pull in its belt now
so that it will have the money on hand later to deal with the
massive costs and changes to the system that will be necessary.
Otherwise, the implication 1s that there will have to be higher
taxes, uncontrolled costs running far faster than cconomic
growth, and, of course, an increasing burden placed on an cver-
diminishing workforce.

It’s all 24-carat, copper-bottomed, ocean-going nonsense.
The best thing to do about the ageing of the population is
nothing. Or at least nothing on that account. There is no cri-
sis in prospect, no threat of a burden that the community or
the cconomy, as we know it, cannot absorb, and much more
to look forward to about an ageing population than there is to
fear. And that is assuming that we can safely forecast the fu-
ture, based on what we know today, or that projections about
the size and composition of socicty and the economy based on
what is happening

Indeed, one of the greatest problems of the new, older so-
ciety, is scarcely mentioned. Even now, most of the wealth of
Australia is in the hands of the old. As we get older and live
longer, the proportion increases at a rate faster than ageing
itsclf—the old, by and large, will be accumulating wealth at a
rate faster than they {or government) is dispensing of it by way of
higher costs, particularly in health or pensions. For about two or
three generations, Australians have become accustomed to the
idea of their natural right to pass on that wealth, by gift or by
will, to their children. In the new society, those children may, on
average, be of pensionable age and asset-rich themselves, by the

time they inherit. In time the pressure to liberate some of these
resources, probably by land taxes, will become unbearable, onc
might think.

Of coursc, about 30 per cent of the older population will
ncver have bought their house, or put any substantial assct away,
and will have no money to lecave. But even less does their more
modest consumption, cven if financed by the state, represent any
enormous burden on public resources.

But an older population is by no means a threat. Nor is there
any serious prospect that most of us will be Alzheimic dodderers
gibbering away in nursing homes. The general population will
be ageing, after all, because our socicty is healthier and living
longer, and because modern technology makes active living
casicr. The modern nature of work, moreover, means that we
still can work casily enough, if we want, long after a time when,
previously, we were simiply past it. The pensionable class of 2045
will in any event be, on average, well-educated, well-travelled
and engaged with the world. What bliss to have some spare

time, at last, and what an impertinence to call the
personally productive usc of it a burden on socicty.

.V -VE ARE ALSO AGEING BECAUSE a significant proportion of

my gencration and an even greater proportion of the gencration
below me has decided to have no kids, or fewer kids than their
parents, or have decided to have kids, but later, then never got
around to it or found that they no longer could. That’s sad,
and probably beyond the power of any immigration program
to remedy. But cven the prospect, further down, of an actually
declining population, hardly presents a crisis cither.

Fewer than one per cent of Australians now produce about
five times more food than Australians can consume, and many
more commodities than we need. Even before 2045 we may
rcach a stage where we have more televisions, mobile phones
and motor cars than we want, and can think only of scrvices,
or things such as education and travel, as a way of spending
the money burning holes in our pockets. Some of us may even
think of sharing our wealth with some of our brothers and
sisters not so well off.

Those who arc raising the qucstion as a problem, or as
an impending crisis, are softening us up for a broader agenda,
of cutting the social welfare bill as a way of diminishing
the size of government, now as much as in the future. That
might be a good thing in itself, but whether it is or is not
does not turn on whether the composition of the population
will change over time.

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

Nothing stirred except mosquitoes,
and in the midst of a threc largactil night,
they bit the mind hard.

There was cold sand
troubling his bed and on this beach
his feet tightly tapped

to Radio Loopy,
his every hiccup, his every nit
rummaged the air -

he dreamt of discovering
a vast continent where rain storms
betwceen sea and sky

were like the strings of a harp.
His very gift was to remain invisible
whilst riding a Malvern Star bike,

iceless possessions;
round upon it
orm shoes,

balcs,

to crimson smears ¢ squirts
of yellow / and past fencing wire och nd
he pedalled into prehistoric light

upon two circles of silver,
and nothing (not even dread)
stirred, excent

wild orange
like crazy t
in the Octa

The abyss

for Peter Booth

At midday in the bar
[ sit and sip and suck
ice from a long glass.

In the bar on Foxtel
a baby boomer rock star
singing about cold rain

and snow / the way
it falls. Hear the cry
from narrow strects —

aussic aussie aussic !
Walking outside into wind
people stand and walk

and talk. The sky
is riddled with turbulent
clouds / so I walk back

to the bar with the wind
inside of me. People sit
here and stand and talk

and watch other people
sit and stand and talk
inside the plasma screen.

I decide to leave
to go walking again
to the art gallery

to find relief and to

stare at the black painting
for quite some time.
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Getting real in Ulste-

PEN THE WERSITES of the major Northern Irish political

partics and the first thing you set eyes on is a sca of smiling

addies, indistingui  able from one another by their looks,

their clothes, their haircuts. The smiles are for the unobserved

obscrver. They are, of course, the richly unctuous smiles of

Central Casting politicians cverywhere, but in Northern Ireland
these insincere grins are morce chilling than encouraging.

As in all polities, they are saying, ‘We are the good guys,
the ones you can trust.” They want swing voters to believe
in cm. The diffcrence here, however, is that the swing
voters come from their own side—the smiles are only for
other nationalists or unionists. Sinn Fein tries to claw votes
from the constitutional nationalist Social Democratic and

abour Party (SDLP); Ian Paisley’s hawkish and misnamed
Democratic Unionist Party (DUP) strives to capture the sup-
porters of the moderate Ulster Unionist Party. The factional
political warfare so familiar to Australians is brought to a fine
pitch in Ulster politics.

The events of September 11, 2001, swept the Irish peace
process off the international pages of the world’s newspapers
until the massive robbery of an Australian-owned Belfast bank
and the hideous murder of a Catholic Sinn Fein supporter by
drunken IRA men in a pub fight brought to life a protest move-
ment in Belfast this European winter. Those stories are still
unfolding as police investigations advance, but behind those
terrible crimes lies the troubling issue of what is happening in
the Irish peace process. The question must be asked whether the
two sides in the North see the peace process as an end in itsclf,
a perpetual work-in-progress, or as a route to a final resolution
of four centuries of conflict.

Among the many paradoxes apparently inherent in Irish
politics are the faces that, as the peace process has progressed
since the IRA ccascfire in 1994 and the Good Friday Agreement
in 1998, the power of the moderate partics has waned and the
radical parties have achieved majority support within cheir
own camps. If the Northern Irish Assembly, which has been
suspended for about two years, was now to take control of the
internal affairs of Ulster, Ian Paisley would become chief min-
ister with Gerry Adams his deputy. Shortly before Christmas
2004, it appeared that just such a deal was about to be made.
It came to nothing in a bout of hissy fits by both sides, Paisley
insisting on Sinn Fein wearing ‘sackcloth and ashes’ and Sinn
Fein standing on their pride. A weck later the IRA carried out
the biggest bank robbery in British history and the peace train
entered a very long tunnel.

During the course of the so-called "Armed Struggle’—in
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reality a nasty, inglorious period of scctarian gang warfare—
moderate voters in both the nationalist and unionist camps
clung together in the middle of Ulster politics, adhering in their
mutual disdain for violence to a belief in constitutional politics.
Gerry Adams and Ian Paisley could only attract hardliners in
each community. Following the Good Friday Agreement, with
Adams being invited into the fold, it scems that significant
numbers of Ulster -otestants shifted their allegiance from
the Ulster Unionist Party, which ruled Northern Ireland from
Partition in 1922 until the Stormont Parliament was dissolved
during the Troubles, to the DUP because they saw the
power of Sinn Fein rising and feared it.

PAISLEY Is EASY TO MAKE fun of, and often is, but he is a
serious politician and, morc importantly, he carries with him
a majority of the majority in Northern Ireland. Like Pauline
Hanson in Australia, he attracts many who do not agree with
all his idcas because he stands for one big idea. In his case it is
Protestant identity.

Since the time of the¢ Home Rule campaigns in the
late 19th century, but especially since 1922, when Ireland
was partitioned, a wall of invincible ignorance has divided
Protestants and Catholics culturally. T first met an Ulster
Protestant in 1972, a mathematician tut ng at the
University of NSW. When I remarked how odd it scemed that
most of his Australian friends seemed to be from Catholic
backgrounds, he said that he imagined that if he had ever met
Catholics in Belfast he would have liked them too, but that
the two communities never mixed. He said that, strangely,
he was learning more about Catholics and Catholicism in
Australia than he ever had at home, where the questions were
far more important but rarcly asked or answered rationally.
Northern Irish Catholics in Australia had similar experi-
ences with Protestants.

The Good Friday Agreement marked an extraordinary
turning point in the fraught history of Ireland’s relations with
Britain. Among other things, the Irish government agreed to
alter the republic’s constitution to remove its claim of jurisdic-
tion over the North and the British government agreed to leave
Ireland for good upon a majority of Northern Irish citizens
democratically making that decision. For nationalists, the
political battle now, as it has been since 1922, is to persuade
the northern Protestants that it is safe for them to make such
a decision and in their interests to do so.

In his awkwardly titled but luminous book Enough
religion to make us hate: reflections on religion and politics,
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Rancour in the rank and file

ROM THE MOMENT Prime Minister John Howard
won his fourth election in October last year, with
the bonus that the Coalition would gain control of
the Senate after July 1 this ycar, he made his inten-
tions very clear: industrial relations reform would
be a high priority. The Workplace Relations Act,
which former Employment and Workplace Relations
Minister Peter Reith ushered though the Senate after
lengthy negotiations with the Democrats in 1996,
was always just a starting point for the Howard
Government. For the Coalition, and its business sup-
porters, a freer labour market is an article of faith.

To say such legislation has made it difficult for
unions to operate, even survive, would be an under-
statement. For example, the 1996 Act madc it harder
to rccruit, cspecially in non-union workplaces.
Changes to the Act now being proposed will make
it cven harder.

At its core the legislation retlects a fundamen-
tally different mindset about how the workplace
operates. For the Howard Government, most employ-
ers can be trusted; the Scrooges of the world are few
and far between. Employers and individual employ-
ces can amicably negotiate mutually beneficial
arrangements. Third parties, for which read unions,
simply impede the process, not only to the detriment
of the employers but often employecs.

For unions, employees arc best protected in a
collective agreement; if their thinking has progressed
from the simplistic ‘all bosses are bastards’ rhetoric
of yesterday, they still believe that many employers
sec employees as a cost, not an asset. Myriad annual
reports that describe employeces ‘as our most valuable
resource’ is simply sophistry.

In such an industrial environment for unions, it
is casy for organised labour to lay all its woes at the
doorstep of the Howard Government. Falling union
numbers {in the private sector they represent less
than one worker in five), faltering wage campaigns
in some industry sectors, and failurc to prevent
management cxerting its prerogative over workplace
change without negotiating can be too casily attrib-
uted to the legislation and employers who have been
emboldened by it.

Unions, however, have been far less willing
to retlect on their own weaknesses. Industrial and

political cultures that rctlect yesteryear remain
unchallenged; authoritarianism, factionalism and
nepotism still aftlict the unions. In the past, when
many cmployers acted as unions’ recruiting officers
and the closed shop was an accepted norm, it hardly
mattered. Today, they are exploited by emiployers and
uscd by employees as a rcason for not joining.

In this vein is the Victorian branch of the Shop,
Distributive & Allied Employcees Association (SDAJ.
On paper, it is onc of the strongest divisions of one of
the more powerful and successful unions in the coun-
try. It is Victoria’s biggest union, with an estimated
54,000 members spread across the main retailers. All-
embracing enterprise agreements with large retailers

that are rclaxed about union involvement
mecan it has a growing membership.

EL]TICALLY, IT 1S POWERFUL inside the state Labor
Party, where it boasts about cight per cent of delegates
to the state conference. One issue where the Victorian
branch has been publicly—and successfully—active
has been to ‘encourage’ the Bracks

Government to limit trading hours for

large retailers (more than 20 employees

on a site or 100 across the group) on

major public holidays, cvidence of the

power it wiclds inside Labor.

But the power of the collective, of
a democratic union marching as ong,
is not the story of the SDA. Instead, it
is a union that still ‘exists’ to largely
nurture the ambitions and ideological
agendas of its officials, and, in this
particular instance, state sccretary
Michael Donovan. Reflecting  its
anti-communist past, it is a union that has always
stressed unity. Loyalty is paramount. Organised tick-
cts for clected office are the norm. It does not mean
the union ignores the wishes of its members; it does
mean the union knows best what those wishes are.
Power flows down, not up.

Going hand in glove with an authoritarian state of
mind is a union where real power predominantly lies
in the hands of men although more than 70 per cent
of members are female. It retlects, in strong part, the
union’s strong Catholic roots: men lead, women follow.
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statc council has appointed people to fill the casual vacancics

according to the rules. They attended branch conference [in

Junc| as obscrvers.” He adds that the resignations ‘were received
here this year and we processed them ... in
accordance with the law’.

ARKS AND COTTER WILL NOT comment beyond their
written statement. That is left to Mark Clarke, an organiser
and training officer before Donovan showed him the door in
late 2002, who has become the unofficial spokesman for the
anti-Donovan forces inside and outside the union. He says the
‘harsh way’ Donovan has treated these two loyal scrvants of
the union is symptomatic of the way he runs the union.

‘Donovan had his good points. He was hard-working. He
was dedicated. But he has become paranoid about his position.
Any disagreement with staff, organisers or delegates is scen as
dircctly challenging his authority. Typically these people are
forced to resign. If Michael suspects he hasn’t got your total
loyalty he pushes to the outer!

Supporting Clarke’s contention is an employment con-
tract in which loyalty to Donovan is a condition of the job.
It says, in part: “The unity of the union is very important to
ensure that the interests of the union members take priority.
Thercfore loyalty to the elected scerctary of the branch must
be maintained at all times.’

Donovan does not sce anything wrong in such a loyalty
clause. He makes no distinction between expecting loyalty
and demanding it. He says: ‘Part of the letter of offer makes
plain that loyalty to the branch scerctary is part of their
job. That is something every single union secretary in
Australia would expect of their staff. And that's expected
of staff here!

Former and current organiscrs and statf members say this
loyalty clausc has nothing to do with protecting members and
everything to do with enhancing Donovan'’s authority. They
speak of a culture of fear in the office, of people being afraid
to speak their minds, Says one current organiser: ‘Staff arc
scarcd. When we go out on the job we talk to our members
about it and they say, “How can the union treat you like
this when its job is to protect employces?” There really is no
answer to that.” They also note how Donovan strictly controls
divisional mecetings, limiting questions to a fcw ‘Dorothy
Dixers’ from his supporters.

Clarke cites other reasons why there is a growing anger at
Donovan inside the union. Some organiscrs are on individual
contracts despite the fact they are anathema to the union
movement. Donovan denies they are general policy, saying
these contracts are used only to replace people on maternity or
long-scrvice lecave. “This is unlike the employers we deal with.
They just make their employees work harder,” he says.

Other factors cited by Clarke include shutting down a
women’s burcau in an organisation where more than 70 per
cent of the members are female, and abolishing a counselling
service for staff and members. To Donovan’s critics, this was
an appalling decision. {This position has now been reinvented
as an cquity officer, an ironical title in a union where women
are in the majority and men wicld the power.

The SDA was the first union to have a women'’s officer, the
position being established nearly 30 years ago. Onc example

of how it h ed women members was to run free self-defence
courses. Clarke says the courses, which cost the union only
$30,000 a ycar, were ‘very empowering, very popular, espe-
cially in regional Victoria’. He adds: ‘Violence against women
working late hours and domestic violence are issues for the
female membership. The program said to members that this is
your union working for you. So why stop the program?’

But Clarke’s biggest complaint focuses on how poor
morale among the organiscrs and shop delegates is ‘seriously
impairing’ the union’s capacity to scrvice its members. ‘Take
the case of Margaret Muscat, who was a union delegate at
the Coles store at Williamstown. The company dropped an
allegation of harassment against her after an investigation.
But Donaovan still removed her as a delegate in the workplace.
Members are furious. They want her back, but Donovan will
not see them and explain his decision!

When shop assistants at the store heard this story was
being written, several made the effort to ring and confirm
Clarke’s version of events. Says one: ‘Muscat’s a tremendous
delegate. Even when she’s not at work she comes in if there’s
a problem. We don’t understand why the union has got rid of
her—and they won't tell us.” The shop assistant begs to remain
anonymous. ‘It wouldn’t be worth my job,” she says plaintively.
She is not referring to any management threat. Rather, her fear

lics with possible repercussions from the union.
Donovan says he will not discuss individual cascs.

AYE WILLIAMS, AN OFFICIAL for nearly six ycars, lost
her job late last year after allegedly being seen ‘clapping’ a
delegate who had the temerity to criticise Donovan in a pub-
lic forum. A pay offer has been refused and she is considering
her legal options.

Three years carlier, Natalic Lupton, who Clarke
describes as an ‘cxcellent organiser’, was dismissced after
16 ycars of scrvice. The dismissal allegedly resulted from
Coles Supermarkets threatening to ban Lupton from their
stores, and the loyalty demanded by Donovan was not recip-
rocated to this long-serving staff member. Her scervices
were terminated. This resulted in the SDA staff taking the
extraordinary step of holding a stopwork meeting and call-
ing in an official of the Australian Scrvices Union {ASU] to
address staff gricvances. The stopwork meeting called on
the ASU to negotiate a gricvance procedure for SDA staff, a
request Donovan has still not agreed to.

[t refleets an attitude where attempts by officials
or employces to raise issucs with Donovan are ignored.
Similar approachces to de Bruyn have reccived expressions
of sympathy—but no action. According to Clarke, an office
that once prided itsclf on the stability of its staff now has a
high turnover.

An office that should bubble with enthusiasm, ideas
and dcbate is more akin to that of a Dickensian employer. It
retlects a leadership more concerned with its own position,
especially politically, than a vulnerable rank and file working
in onc of the lowest-paid industries. To date, employers have
not exploited a union that must be vulnerable. Perhaps thev
are simply waiting until July I.

Nicholas Way is a scnior writer with Business Review Weekly.
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This combination of wisdom and absurdity is indeed
central to Don Quixote’s charm. At the same time, it is in
the storytelling, with all the power of the Arabian Nights,
that Cervantes’ uncqualled mastery of language truly resides.

Inspiration for the disastrous cscapades which befall Don
Quixote undoubtedly came from Cervantes’ own life—the
writer was wanted for the murder of a royal architect, lost
a left hand in battle in Italy, was imprisonced by corsairs in
Algceria for five years, joined the Spanish Armada, ended
up again in prison, this time in Spain, and died in poverty
in 1616 {thc year after hc completed his masterpicce).

His creation, Don Quixote, begins life as the very ordi-
nary Alonso Quijano. He is a truc man of La Mancha, that
unending and desolate plateau in central Spain with its rolling
hills, scorching summers and bitterly cold winters spent in
isolation. His journcy commences in a village without name,
although ten Spanish academics recently completed a two-
year quest to follow the clues left by Cervantes and identified
the knight’s starting point as the village of Villanucva de los
Infantes, now home to 5839 inhabitants and a pretty town
square, 225km south of Madrid.

Obsessed by tall tales of chivalry, Scior Quijano
announces that he shall thereafter be considered a knight
with the title of Don Quixote, whercupon he begins his quest
to right wrongs and rescue the oppressed from distress.

Among Cervantes’ many achievements is his extraordinary
evocation of the landscape through which his knight travels.
With extraordinary skill and authenticity, Cervantes brings alive
the mundance signposts of 16th-century Spain, landmarks tak-
ing shape as characters in an irresistible marriage of travelling

and storytelling, making Don Quixote perhaps the

first work of magical realism.
-V .MNDMlLLs, WHICH STILL STAND sentinel above the plains

of La Mancha, become ‘monstrous giants’ against whom battles
must be fought in the name of honour. Roadside inns for weary
travellers take on the character of enchanted castles. Flocks of
sheep transmute into armies. Even the humble horse trough is
mistaken by the lovable Don Quixote for a baptismal font.

The evocative and unrivalled brilliance of Cervantes’
pen in painting a vivid visual image, in transforming a real
landscape into a canvas for utterly believable flights of fancy,
is highlighted by the numerous failures—from Orson Welles
to Monty Python’s Terry Gilliam—to faithfully recapture on
film the genius humanity of Don Quixote and the territory
which he traverses.

That Cervantes’ rendering of La Mancha was recognisable
to the people who have inhabited the land since he deseribed
it is cvident in the fact that, until recently, almost cvery inn
across central Spain possessed a lcather-bound copy of Don
Quijote de la Mancha. At night, as travellers from all social
strata gathered around a meal of manchego cheese, wine and
the shepherd’s staple of brecadcrumbs with grapes, those few
who could read found the book pressed into their hands, urged
to read to an cager audience, to offer entertainment to pass the
long La Mancha nights.

But that it should be an ordinary person like ourscelves—he
bickers with Sancho as would an old married couple, dreams
into ¢xistence Dulcinea to whom he swears undying love and

fidelity, and travels on the faithful if faltering and bony old
nag Rocinante—who is capable of such adventure, such escap-
ism, such impossible dreams is what has ultimatcly made us
love the deluded knight for so long.

Indeed, the Spanish writer Cesar Antonio Molina claims
that ‘Quixote is like our Bible, a secular bible. And like the
Bible it tells us a lot, how to behave, how to dream, how to love,
how to be just. More than a book of adventures it is a book of
wisdom. It shows us all our human defects in its mirror. And it
is written by a loser, about a loser, yet both of them illustrious.’

Illan Stavans, Professor of Latin America and Latino
Culture at Amherst College in Massachusetts and renowned
Cervantes expert, similarly argues that the reason for the
knight’s timeless resonance lics in the fact that he ‘moves
across history, presenting different masks, and being appreci-
ated—sometimes as a madman, somectimes as an idealist.
He really transcends the circumstances into which he was
born, or created’. More mischicvously, he wonders if we love
Don Quixote simply because we ‘adore the fact that the most
cenduring of literary characters is a madman’.

Addcd to these qualities to which we are drawn is Don
Quixote’s innate goodness, a characteristic highlighted by Jan
Morris, who says:

I accept his madness, but T believe it to be the madness of a
Holy Fool. T am grateful for the delightful examples he gives us
of fancy’s truth and reality’s delusions. And most of all 1 love
his kindness—Don Quixote was never mean, never ungener-
ous, and suffered tools gladly.

Thus it is that this seemingly simple man, armed with
nothing more than a trusty lance and an ancient shicld,
has, in the totality of his contradictions, come to represent
a caricature of all who believe in miracles and dream of the
impossible. He offers in cqual measure hope and despair for
those who would fight injustice but who find the path to a
better world confusing, as it is beset by obstacles of the mind.
He tilts at those who proudly possess pretensions to grandeur
and at once mocks and celebrates the idealists among us. Don
Quixote is a monument to absurdity, a hymn to the inspira-
tion and futility of the romantic anti-hero.

Indeed, Don Quixote is humankind contained within a
single character. Paul Donnelly, lecturer in Hispanic Studics
at Glasgow University, agrees: ‘Cervantes is the person who
has in my view the most complete and sympathetic under-
standing of human nature.’

That it is the most widely read work of fiction in history
does not mean that it is an casy book to rcad. Martin Amis
once dismissed it as unrcadable. Juan Victorio, Professor of
Medieval Litcrature at Spain’s National Open University,
says that ‘cveryone has it on their bookshelves but not even a
minority get through it’. At more than 1000 pages, it is indecd
a daunting undertaking,.

But as Spain celebrates 400 years of Don Quixote, the best
picce of advice comes, somewhat improbably, from a politician.
Spain’s Minister of Culture, Carmen Calvo, recently launched
the celebrations with the words: ‘The most important tribnte
you can pay the book is to read it

Anthony Ham is a freelance writer living in Madrid.
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another beam of light: Shakespeare’s sonnets are beautiful in
only one language, but Einstein’s equation is beautiful in all of
them. (Ah, but it has to be added that there are different sorts of
beauty, and that the consequences of the application of sonnet
and equation are surely in stark contrast.)

Like most geniuses, Einstein could be difficult, but he
famously had God always in mind; he was also a pacifist
and an internationalist who worked constantly to help Jews
escaping from the Nazis and from the Soviets. Some 50 ycars
after Einstein’s non-observant Jewish parents produced him,
Hans and Sophic Scholl were born, although not in Ulm. Their
parents moved there not long after, however, so that Hans,
Sophic, and their three siblings grew up in an apartment on the
minster square. I might not have been sure about the scene of

General Mack’s defeat, but there was no doubt about
my view of the square.

IHE SCHOLL FAMILY was NOT Jewish, but devoutly Christian
in the best sense of the word, in that the parents actively
encouraged faith, intellectual freedom, a love of discussion, and
a sense of responsibility towards others. The Scholls were also
patriotic Germans, and for a bricf period both Hans and Sophie
were involved in Hitler youth movements. Once having learned
about Hitler’s views on the subjects of cugenics,
cuthanasia, and what turned out to be the Final
Solution, however, they became committed to
drastic resistance action. The whole family read
‘forbidden’ books as a matter of policy, and Hans
and Sophie, undergraduates at the University of
Munich, were foundation members of a small
non-violent resistance group known as the
White Rose. The choice of the name, which
still has great symbolic value, remains obscure,
but the rosc is gencrally thought to be a
symbol of sccrecy, and a white one can stand for innocence.

The members of the White Rose fought the Hitler regime
with words. They typed their tlyers, mimcographed and then
distributed them; they painted slogans and graffiti on promi-
nent walls. But on a fateful day in 1943, Hans and Sophie tipped
a whole load of pamphlets from a tall building; later, commenta-
tors remarked on the similarity between the drift of paper and
the petals of a white rose. Events then proceeded inexorably: the
carctaker of the building informed the authorities, Hans and
Sophiec were speedily tried by the Nazi People’s Court, and sum-
marily sentenced to death by guitlotine.

Brother and sister met their deaths with outstanding cour-
age. And with words. Sophie shouted defiantly at the judge as
she and Hans were taken away. Her mother had alrcady said to
her: You know, Sophie, Jesus. And Sophic had nodded in agree-
ment. Claudio Magris, author of that mighty work Danube,
writes that the siblings knew that life is not the supreme value

They went serenclv to their deaths, without a tremor...

Magris is not as kind to Ficld Marshal Rommel, despite
believing him to have been a man of unassailable integ-
rity. The Desert Fox had been badly wounded on July 17,
1944, Three days later, Hitler narrowly escaped a hotched
assassination attempt, and Rommel was alleged to have
been involved in this plot, although such involvement has
never been proved.

From the time Rommel began his convalescence in
Germany, the Gestapo had the family home under constant
surveillance. Then, on 14 October, two generals arrived and
spoke to Rommel, accusing him of being a conspirator against
Hitler. They gave him the choice, and the phial of poison: he
could commit suicide or agree to stand trial for treason. He
chose the former, having spoken to his wife, whom he loved
greatly, and having shaken his 15-ycar-old son Manfred by the
hand. With quite staggering verbal economy, he said, T will be
dead in twenty minutes. And he was.

Four days later, a state funeral took place in Ulm, during
which a huge crowd paid their respects to the late Field Marshal
in the belief that he had died as a result of his wounds. The hero
image was carefully fostered: the doctors knew that Rommel
had taken poison, but put it about that he had died from a stroke,
while Hitler, dishonest showman and cvil hypocrite to the last,
sent a wreath, Magris is unforgiving, asserting that the funeral
was a sham, and that the tragedy of a man of honour had been
stage-managed to become a lic.

Magris, great scholar and critic that he is, concentrates on
cthics and semantics. It seems to me that Rommel concentrated
on his family, and also understood that the power of the word
would be used against him in a rigged trial. The ‘lic’ enabled

Rommel’s adolescent son to keep on believing
that his father was the hero and patriot that he
surely was, entitled Rommel’s wife to a pension
and her pride in her husband, and also saved
three people and the German public from the
degrading spectacle of court proceedings, which,
like those of Hans and Sophie Scholl, could have
had only one¢ ending. Magris does concede that
Rommel could never be accused of lacking
physical courage and so did not fecar execution.
Fast forward to George Orwell and Big
Brother and double-speak. And still faster forward, factoring in
spin along the way, to the invasion of Iraq, the whole dubious
matter of reporting on WMD, and the atrocious treatment of
British expert Dr Kelly. Another suicide as a result of unbear-
able pressure, 60 years later, and not a very great distance from
Ulm minster. This death, however, was followed by a so-called
inquiry: millions of words, and for what?
& ND

I retrieved my breath somcehow and made a slow but safe
descent to the interior of the minster. Perhaps some things are
scen and understood more clearly from a great height.

GV

Months later, quite by chance, I happen to read a snippet in
the English papers. Traq again. It scems that the word suicide is
not acceptable to people such as Donald Rumstcld, particularly
not when the actual rate of this kind of death is rising among
‘unlawful ¢nemy combatants’. Such a trend causes gucestions
to be asked by troublesome bodies like the misnamed United
Nations. Words again. Just call suicide ‘manipulative sclf-injuri-
ous behaviour’, and scc how attitudes and statistics change.

The slipperiness of language; the ambiguous power of the
word. Buildings are safer.

Gillian Bouras is a freelance writer whose books are published
by Penguin Australia.
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To 'n between art ar.d activicr

/

RT'AND ‘ACTIVISM’ ARE NOW OFTEN paired together.
The Two Fires Festival in the New South Wales country
town of Brai vood in March cclebrated their connections.
Its focus was the late Judith Wright, one of Australia’s great
artist-activists. But for all her pursuit of environmental and
Aboriginal causcs and belief in the importance of political
engagement, Wright did not think of herself as an activist
for most of her life It was neither part of her vocabulary nor
used as a term for cr.

The reasons are historical. When “activism’ emerged as a
term in the carly 1900s, it was used cither to identify a brand
of philosophy—a theory which assumed e objective reality
and active existence of everything—or to describe any form
of energetic action. It was only later, perhaps after World War
I, perhaps only in the 1960s, that it became a term for a form
of political activity, almost always on the left, dissenting,
the stutf of a fervent minority, starting, it seems, with union
activists and anti-war activists, and followed only later by
environmental activists, Aboriginal activists and cven judi-
cial activists.

The Coral Battleground, Wright’s book about the cam-
paign to stop mining of the Great Barrier Reef which occupied
her from the mid-1960s until the early 1970s, fits this trajec-
tory. She records how the advocates of protection of the reef
began by being dismissed as ‘cranks’ who were ‘anti-progres-
sive’. Before long they were known as ‘vocal’ and ‘obdurate
protectionists’, a label they wore with pride. Soon they were
known as ‘conservationists’. ‘Activist’ was not used at all.

Wright’s one major use of it was in The Writer as Activist,
a lecture delivered at the University of Western Australia in
1988. While she discussed many writers in that lecture, her
prime subject was the carly colonial poet Charles Harpur,
whom she celebrated because of his political writing. She
lauded Harpur for wanting to inspire colonial New South
Wales ‘on its coursc towards democratic freedom’, his advocacy
of universal suffrage, social justice and cqual rights to educa-
tion and opportunity.

That lecture raises the guestion of whether the creation
of art—whether poctry or prose, painting or photography—can
be enough to make someone an activist. Is it sufficient to write
with political intent, with persistence and passion, even with the
intention of challenging attitudes and changing actions? I think
that activism requires more direct social and political engage-
ment—which made Wright an activist where Harpur was not.

She had somc natural advantages. If she was ‘born of
the conquerors’, as she first put it in the early 1970s, she was
also bred to be a conscrvationist. Her father Phillip was a life
member of Australia’s first Wildlife Preservation Society, and
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was primarily responsible for the creation of New England
National Park in 1931. He was also at the forefront of combat-
ing soil erosion—experimenting with a range of measures
to stop erosion gullies destroying his property Wallamumbi
outside Armidale in northern New South Walcs.

Nature itself contributed to her activism—above all, the
phenomenon we now know as El Nino, which was unusu-
ally intense in the early 1940s. When Wright returned to
Wallamumbi from Sydney early in 1942, New England was
drought-stricken. A ycar later, when she again went south,
“fire and erosion were more obvious than ever’, heightening
Wright’s ‘conscience over the treatment of the land’. Late
in 1944, she was in Brishanc when it was struck by onc of
Australia’s worst serics of dust storms.

Little wonder that, when Wright began writing seriously
in 1942, dust became one of her key symbols and crosion onc of
her recurrent subje . Little wonder, too,  at, 20 ycars later,
she played a key role in cstablishing the Wildlife Prescrvation
Society of Queensland and then served as its president. By 1970
she wasone of Australia’sforemost ecnvironmental campaigners.
With good rcason, The Australian identified her as the person

who had ‘done more to arouse conscrvation anger in
Australia than any other”.

ER PURSUIT OF ART AND activism—the landscape a
source of inspiration for her art, environmental protection
the focus of her activism—was far from new in Australia.
The writer and artist Louisa Annc Mcredith, who arrived
from England in 1839, has strong claims to bcing Australia’s
first environmental activist. In addition to writing about an
array of environmental issues with passion and persistence,
Meredith also secured new environmental laws through her
husband Charles, a member of the Tasmanian parliament,
and established Tasmania’s first socicty for the rotection of
animals.

Wright may well have been a great campaigner without
her status as ‘the greatest [then] living poet of the Australian
landscapce’, ‘Australia’s greatest woman poet’, and cven ‘the
greatest woman poet since Sappho’, but her literary identity
helped. As she observed in The Coral Battleground, she had
‘curiosity value’, ‘the special advantage of being a kind of ...
showpicce in the conservation movement’. ‘News’ had ‘to
be made, and it was easicr to make it with some figure well
known beyond the environmental movement itself’.

Yet Wright’s activism posed particular problems for her
because she was not just a much greater writer than most of
the artist-activists who had preceded her, but also a much
greater activist. She, more than anyone before in Australia,





















He was approached early in 1997
to apply for the newly created role as
executive officer of ABHFE. The ABHF
had made the decision to assume a
higher national and international profile
and to broaden the scope of its work.
Recently  relocated to Melbourne, it
attracts staff, volunteers and supporters

who are genuincly motivated by
the organisation’s aims.

HE ORGANISATION'S WORK is vital, as
Australia has not only one of the most
biologically diverse landscapes in the
world, but also, according to UN fig-
ures, one of the world’s highest rates of
land clearing—comparable to the worst
Asian, African, and South Amecrican
deforestation rates.

‘Many important native
vegetation and wildlife habitat are on
private land and are under threat from
clearing or degradation, which is endan-
gering the survival of Australia’s unique
native species,” says Humann.

ABHF’s aims resonate with
Australians. According to a rccent
annual report, it raised more than
$5.58 million through donations and
bequests, an increase of 131 per cent on
the previous year.

arcas  of

many

The number of donors increased by
31 per cent on the previous year, and
more than 12,000 people have now sup-
ported Bush Heritage. lts patrons include
broadcaster Phillip Adams, musician
Roger Woodward, country singer John
Williamson, designer Jenny Kee, peace
activist Jo Vallentine and Dr Bob Brown.
The  Australian  Greens’ Senator  for
Tasmania who founded the ABHF in
1990, was its president from 1990-96 and
a board member until 1997.

So why is the ABHF so popular?
‘Generally people are looking for alterna-
tive and practical and cfficient ways of
conscrving biodiversity,’ says Humann.
‘“We fecl that, in general, people have been
discouraged with what the Government
is doing, and what we have demonstrated
through mass media and word of mouth
i1s that we can very radically affect out-
comes by buying back the bush.

‘“We have a sct of processes to be able to
identify, assess, then acquire, and people
sce that the land is ensured a long-term
survival of the species. People respond
to the practical aspects and there is con-
siderable respect for the organisation’s

ability to manage these propertics as
they should bel!

Humann says the ABHF currently has
18 reserves in five states, ranging from
small pockets of just four hectares to
one vast spread of more than 200,000ha,
but all contain highly sensitive species
and habitats.

‘Our newest property is the 344ha
Judith Eardley Reserve located in north-
central Victoria from the foothills to
the summit of Mt Kerang,” he says with
enthusiasm. The reserve was the result
of a generous gift from the Judith Eardley
Save Wildlife Association and hosts an
array of threatened species that now
have a much brighter future.

‘These grassy woodlands are onc of
the most threatened plant communities
in Victoria, and home to an array of
woodland birds such as hooded robins,
brown treccreepers, diamond firctails
and black-chinned honcycaters.’

As wecll as purchasing larger prop-
crtics such as Ethabuka, a reserve of
213,000ha on the northern edge of the
Simpson Desert National Park in west-
ern Queensland, ABHF also looks to
acquiring smaller areas.

‘We have bought some smaller-scale
reserves of less than 1000ha in strategic
habitats,” says Humann.

‘We scek to obtain arcas with high
conservation values that the government
either can’t or won't act on to prescrve.’

However, the ABHF does relinguish
some land. The Deal and Erith islands,
in Bass Strait, which were both lease-
purchased, were later relinquished to the
Tasmanian government to facilitate the
declaration of the Kent Group National
Park, which manages these areas.

‘It's a conundrum when you have a
private organisation acting in this way,’
Humann agrees. But he believes that it's
the only way to achiceve adequate nature
conservation between private and public
organisations.

‘It’s always a concern that we are
taking away responsibility from govern-
ment.” Humann admits, although he
acknowledges that the government does
not have the resources and ability to do
it all. “The national conservation reserve
system  still neceds to be c¢nhanced
because if we were not active, then
important natural valucs would be lost.

Humann stresscs that the ABHF
sceks to build and maintain positive

rclationships with state governments to
deliver good conservation management
across different areas.

‘It’s not about onc part of socicty
taking ultimate responsibility,  it's
all about c¢veryone taking a joint
responsibility,” he says. ‘It’'s vital to
avoid the “us and them” pavadigm.
Therefore we work with other partners
when we can to share information and

knowledge to create  better
natural landscapes.’

UMANN AGREES THAT other con-
servation organisations provide valuable
work and are considered allies rather
than compctitors. ‘We all need to work
collectively to ensure our different skills
are used in the most effective manner,’
he says.

As well as the hands-on work, ABHF
has established  dialogue with many
interested  parties.  During 2003, it
signed a memorandum of understanding
with the Indigenous Land Corporation
to establish a framework for the two
groups to work together to conserve and
c¢inhance the natural environment and
indigenous heritage sites of significance
on ILC and ABHF propertics.

ABHF welcomes volunteers in the
ficld and maintains a register for thosc
interested in participating in cvents on
its reserves such as weed control, sced
collection, planting
projects. It is a not-for-profit organisation,
and pcople can make a tax-deductible
donation. There are also a number of
other ways to get involved.

All these years later, Bob Brown is as
ardent as ever about ABHF’s mission:

These bhundreds  of  thousands  of
hecetares across Australia are rich in
rare fauna and tlora: frogs, orchids, ferns,
beetles, kangaroos and platypuses. Each
reserve is part of a rapidly disappearing
Australia which is under threat from land
clearing, urban sprawl, global warming
and introduced pests and diseascs, and
the ABHF properties are strongholds
for the nation’s wildlife, managed by a
remarkably lively and dedicated staff
who obviously enjoy their work.

revegetation  and

Alison Aprhys is a freelance writer and
photojournalist  whose last article  for
Eurcka Street, ‘Page Turner, appeared in
the October 2004 issuc. For more informa-
tion, visit wwwl . bushheritage.asn.au
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works range from 1908-1971, age 16 to age 79, and so provide a
truly revealing insight into the development of the artist. They
encapsulate many of the significant movements in 20th-century
painting, though under her brush they are not so much ‘move-
ments’ in the plural, like dodgem cars to be jumped on and
off again, but more like a singular, individual journcy along a
philosophical pathway. There are lots of drawings and sketch-
books full of written notes as well as visual documentation;
most importantly, the paintings arc all cither very interesting or
brilliantly lovely or both.

It would be casy to see behind these paintings an independ-
ent urban sophisticate, but they in fact represent the life's work
of a woman who spent all her adulthood in the same house—
Cossington, in the comfortable Sydney suburb of Turramurra—
who never married, who looked after her parents until they died
and who was devoted to her family.

Loved and encouraged by her parents, she attended art
school in Sydney, was taken with once of her sisters on an
extended trip to England, exhibited regularly and was provided
with that object of the creative woman'’s desire, a room of her
own in the form of a garden studio. Life in a garret on a diet of

paint scrapings was neither necessary nor desirable,
and she had no need to paint for a living.

UITE DIFFERENT WERE the circumstances of two of her
contemporarics, Jean Bellette and Stella Bowen, also subjects of
recent retrospectives: all three studied art in the first decades of
the century and went to Europe to widen their horizons.

Bellette returned to Sydney where, with her husband, art
critic Paul Hacefliger, she found herself in the centre of the city’s
art world. An out-of-town base in the remote old mining area at
Hill End and her final decades as an expatriate artist in Majorca
cnsured that fresh challenges and stimuli were constant.

Bowen was born a year after Cossington Smith but died in
her fifties. She did not return to Australia until the end of her
life. Her carcer was pushed and pulled by intellectual and emo-
tional highs, love, betrayal and financial hardship which made
painting a dirc necessity, not a middle-class indulgence. Drusilla
Modjeska’s book Stravinsky'’s Lunch is an absorbing study of her
and Cossington Smith’s paths.

Bellette and Cossington Smith, however, do have in com-
mon the fact that their philosophies, formed early and followed
consistently, were inspired by Cezanne: the former’s concerned
cubism, classicism and figures in the landscape, and the latter’s
colour and light as they express form.

Grace’s middle-class Anglo-Australian life on the upper
North Shore revolved around the church, social visits, charity
work like selling tlowers and knitting socks for the troops, gar-
dening, doing the house, staying with friends in the country, vis-
iting the city by train and ferry accompanicd by her sketchbook
and pencils. Nearly all her landscape subjects could be rcached
by train from Turramurra; others, particularly as she got older,
were very close indeed, such as Things on an iron tray on the
Hloor (c.1928).

This artist lived through two wars and a terrible depression.
There is no social realism here, though, no cry to the heart. The
painter’s eye is interested in the massing of forms and the colour
of shadows as she watches troops marching, attends a memorial
service, imagines a dawn landing.

‘Form achicved with colour is what I always wanted to
express,’ the artist stated in her later life with a nod to Cezanne.
The exhibition shows clearly how, after an carly flirtation with
tonal painting, this became the unifying factor in her paintings,
whatever the subject. But as a committed post-impressionist
her colour had to be handled in a particular way, to avoid what
she called ‘a dead look’. She used her brush to lay it in feathery
strokes, billowing arches or square slabs.

The bridge in-curve (c. 1930) shows the incomplete Harbour
Bridge from below, towering rhythmically over rooftops, the
brilliant blue of the sky applied in a mesh of pastel-like strokes
cchoing the arches as well as the struts.

Her colour is frequently used more than descriptively but
not to shock; for example viridian green, mauve, turquoise and
orange which arc more like lollics that nature. In Bulli Pier,
South Coast {1931) it is hard to see where the sca meets the sky
because both are represented as waves of rolling unfamiliar
colour and complex brush work.

Cossington Smith’s paintings were developed from her
detailed sketches, not painted ¢n plein air, and sometimes, as
in the examples above, the coloured lines were simply trans-
lated into paint as it suited her, using it as a lincar drawing
medium. Thus they are actually enriched and enlivened by
being one step removed from the subject.

The final room in the Canberra exhibition is filled with
the later paintings of her room and studio, where ‘the sun-
light did not come in in a definite way but was full of light’.
Although large and filled with brilliant colour, particularly
yellow, reflected from the garden and captured in shimmer-
ing, faccted strokes, they hark immediately back to that carly
Bowral sketch.

Her rooms are empty, and in such repetition they are eeric.
The French doors and wardrobes are open, clothes and covers
are left around as if someone has left, over and over again, in a
hurry but not for good.

These interiors are more Matisse, decorative and unoccu-
pied, than Bonnard. He frequently placed a nude female figure
across his rumpled bed, whercas Cossington Smith allows
only one person in, her friend Enid, draped on a chaise, ¢legant
and decorous in a spreading red dress and a big dark hat.

Grace Cossington Smith captures the genius loci of her
closc environment as significantly as any painter of the grand
sublime vista. Her small world is known and loved. The very
ordinariness and order of this lifc was, for her, its strength. Its
predictability, repetitiveness and scecurity provided her with
a disciplined routine; in its stasis the familiar was also the
special and in its isolation there was ‘the chance of finding
[her]self’; what could be a glimpse taken in passing or totally
missed by one artist provided her with life long inspiration.

Form, colour and the time to express them were abundant

Anna Griffiths is an art consultant.

Grace Cossington Smith: a retrospective exhibition. Curator:
Deborah Hart, National Gallery of Australia until Junc 13;
Art Gallery of South Australia 29 July-9 October; Art Gallery
of New South Wales 29 October-15 Jan 2006; Queensland Art
Gallery 11 February-30 April 2006. The quotes above are taken
from a recorded interview accompanying the exhibition.
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Governn ents bearing noral g'f's

A N HER EXCELLENT sTUDY God under Howard: the Rise of
the Religious Right in Australian Politics Marion Maddox

scribes in admir  le detail the Howard Government’s use of
religion for political ends. Since she is less concerned to study
the religious right than to analyse the use of religion by the
political right, she leaves open questions about the changing
relationship between religious faith, sccular philosophics and
churches in Australian public life today.

By her account, the Howard Government’s major goal has
been to promote economic change based on liberal theory.
Individuals are increasingly more responsible for their own
welfare in a competitive economy, and can cxpect less support
from their own associations or from government programs.
These changes create anxiety. The Howard Government has
deflected that anxiety by espousing a conservative social order.
It is then able to champion Australian values and to focus pop-
ular resentment on ‘people not like us’—those distinctive by
race, gender or plight.

In developing her thesis, Maddox describes how this polit-
ical program derived from the United States and was adapted
for use in Australia. Australians are suspicious of an overt
appeal to religion in political speech. But they speak casily
of values and social attitudes, and arc interested in individual
spirituality. The intluence of explicitly religious groups on
public issues is therefore usually masked.

Maddox describes in some detail the importance of the
Lyons Forum in the Liberal Party and its strategies. It cre-
ated cross-party alliances that criticised the ABC coverage
of the Gay and Lesbian Mardi Gras, and later overturned the
Northern Territory legislation on euthanasia.

Other religious groups have also invited politicians to
their gatherings, and have established informal networks
among them. Large religious conventions have also allowed
government ministers to endorse these groups and to praisc
their social values.

The Government has been less accommodating to the
mainstream churches, which have generally been critical
of the social cffects of liberal economic policy. It maintains
close connections with institutes, 1 2 the Institute of Public
Affairs, that are sponsored by business groups and work to
counteract church criticism of liberal capitalism. Representa-
tives of these groups often comment in the media on public
and religious issues.

The Government also tries to divide the church con-
stituency. It questions the right of church leaders to take
moral stands on social issues like refugees or the Iraq war,
on the grounds that many church members would not
support them. It has also offered patronage to leaders of
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churches who subtly dissociate themsclves from  criticism
of the liberal cconomic order. More directly, it has co-opted
church groups to carry out tasks that governments had once
undertaken. By putting out to competitive tender contracts
to administer aged homes or unemployment services, the
Government is able to favour groups that lowered its costs
by drawing on voluntary labour. It is also able to mutc
criticism + its policics among these groups by the
implicit or explicit threat to remove their funding.

oTH IN THE US AND in Australia today, these political
strategies seem incxorably successful. The combination of lib-
cral ecconomics and the symbolic endorsement of conscrvative
individual social values has brought clectoral success and has
marginaliscd critics.

Maddox demonstrates in detail how political parties usc
rcligious and moral belicefs for their own ends. She makes her
points casily and persuasively. Her book also suggests a sig-
nificant cultural shift that preoccupation with the ‘religious
right’ conceals. In public life, values concerned with home
and intimate relationships formerly lay outside the concern
of government and political life, while values to do with
cquity, economic policy, the treatment of immigrants, and the
making of war were part of open political process. This has
changed. Values formerly private have been politicised, while
hitherto public valucs have been privatised. As a result, insti-
tutions may now frecly push for legislative change on matters
previously regarded as reserved for individual choice, whercas
institutions that criticise economic liberalism, the treatment
of asylum seckers or the Iraq war are attacked and marginal-
ised. Such matters are rescrved for the Government and the
individual conscience. Churches and other institutions may
not properly criticise them.

This significant and subtle change bears reflection. The
instinctive response has been to canonise the previous scttle-
ment, and so to attack groups that seek to put  ersonal moral
issues on to the public agenda. In this response, the phrasc
‘religious right’ is easily used as a pejorative, connoting alien
roots in the US, and  oreference for divisive and manipulative
strategies. Critics will also often describe religion in terms of
social pathology. Its growth and strength are seen as a neurotic
and self-regarding responsc to social change, regrettable in a
properly sccular socicty.

This account is inattentive to the changes in the religious,
cultural and political environment in Australia that lead people
to join or take part in the scrvices of new religious groups, like
Hillsong. We need to know why people witl  ssi te o -
ments to what Maddox describes as a conscrvative social agenda






Nor does the word ‘right’ do justice to the views of new
religious groups, which often adopt attitudes associated with
the left, like the defence of asylum seckers and opposition
to ¢ war in Iraq. The distinction between right and left
is often based on attitudes to the maximisation of individ-
ual freedom. By this criterion churches and other religious
groups may well be on the right. But it may e more helpful
to define the left by its ascription to communal values such
as cquality of opportunity, participation, making the fruits
of prosperity available to all, and structuring socicty in a
way that supports its weakest members. By thesce standards,

members of churches and Religious will be found
both on the left and on the right.

HATEVER OF THE CHARACTERISATION of people with
strong moral and political views, the key question posed by
the shift to make personal values a matter for political action
has to do with defining what kinds of action are proper. How
arc people who believe that issues of personal morality such
as abortion, cuthanasia and marriage rclationships are so
important for a good and humane society that they oughe to
he subject to regulation and legisla  m, to make their case? [
find it difficult to arguc that it is not proper, either for them
or for thosc opposing their views, to organise, to scek to have
their views favourably represented in the media, to take direct
action, and to scek to intluence politicians. Whether such
activitics are wisely undertaken cither by small groups or by
churches is another matcter.

Indced the shift in the scope of politics raises as many
difficult questions for churches as it provides opportunitics.

First, should they welcome, totally oppose, or be sclective
in their response to the new setelement? T believe that they
should cautiously welcome the inclusion of personal moral
issues such as abortion, cuthanasia, stem-cell rescarch and
pornography on the political agenda. But they should simulta-
ncously insist that the question at issuc in public debate is not
dircctly whether particular practices are morally justifiable,
but whether regulation of them is necessary in a humane soci-
cty. The churches should also reject strongly the move to pri-
vatisc public moral issucs such as war, the treatment of asylum
scekers, and the regulation of capital and labour. They should
insist that groups critical of government policies should not be
penalised, and opposc the tendency of governments to remove
themselves from accountability on public moral issues.

Sccond, should the churches align themselves with gov-
ernments that offer this new settlement? T believe that they
should be highly suspicious of politicians’ motives in this
arca, and of what governments will take from and give to
churches. As Maddox points out, the goal of governments is
to secure agreement or acquiescence in an economic order
based on competitive individualism. It will wish to neu-
tralise opposition from churches and other groups, and to
recward acquiescence. Thus, it will reward church leaders
who cither endorse government policies or undermine oppo-
sition within churches by aligning themselves with groups
critical of the churches’ commitment to public morality. The
reward will take the form of symbe ¢ gestures that enshrine
conservative social values or of financial or legislative support
for cducational or other ventures.
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The reason to be wary of governments hringing moral
gifts is that the symbolic gestures they o v will rarcly
address the root ills in Australian socicty, and often mask
them. They offen substitute ideology and prejudice for
a realistic an. rsis of socicty and the deve ypment of an
ctfective and perhaps cxpensive policy to address its ills.
The churches’ self-interest also counsels caution. A merely
symbolic defence of personal values can casily rebound on
those who associate themselves with government policics.
In Spain, for example, the Catholic Church allowed itself t
be wooed by a conscrvative government. When the govern-
ment fell, the Church shared its unpopularity, and has been
powerless to resist quite radical legislation ¢ social and
religious issucs.

For churches, the deepest and most difficule challenge is
to persuade Australians to recognise that the welfare of Aus-
tralia demands policies and legislation on matters of personal
and public morality. They need to make the case in public
argument. This requires moving beyond arguments bascd on
ideology and on slogans, to analyse dispassionately the current
practices in Australian socicty and their effects, and to make
the case that changes in policy would both benefit Australia
and actually lead to real improvement.

The third question posed to the churches is: what lics
at the heart of their ethic? Broadly speaking, there are two
accounts of what is central in Christian lite. The first empha-
sises the domestic sphere as the place of fidelity, with the result
that domestic relationships and their emphasis on personal
honesty, faithful and controlled sexuality, and respectful chi
raising, have the central place in their ethic. The family is the
houschold of God.

The sccond account emphasises the following of Jesus in
his mission to the excluded and the stranger. Kindness to stran-
gers, and particularly to those whose dignity is most assailed,
will be paramount. Family will be regarded with some suspi-
cion, as it is in M. s Gospel, because preoccupation with
family so cas distracts from the universal and radic
following of Jesus.

These two emphasces are held together with some ten-
sion in Scripture. The challenge to churches is to hold them
together so that both domestic and public virtues are given
full weight.

Finally, the opportunity for churches to intluence public
policy on issues of personal morality must incvitably make
them ask how they are to sce other religious bodies. Starkly
put, the question tf they face is this: is the greatest sin fac-
ing churches idolatry or athcism? Should Christians rejoice in
the number of converts to Christianity or theism in Austral-
ian socicty on the grounds that the causc of God is promoted?
This is to give pri  ty to the struggle against atheism. Or
should they carefully evaluate both their own and others’
teaching and practices for their coherence with the teaching
and death and resurrection of Christ? This is to give priority
to the struggle against idolatry, which begins in the believer’s
own heart and mind. If idolatry is a concern, the  the risc of a
piety that is comfo  ble with economic indivi alism m
trouble any church.

Andrew Hamilton sy is the publisher of Eureka Street.






In Australia’s casc there is a three-day
blackout in the electronic media which
includes polling day. Such is the lack
of regulation that Pauline Hanson is
likely to remain the only campaign-
ing politician to be charged, convicted
and jailed.

Australia’s major political partics
enjoy taxpayer funding, unlimited pri-
vate donations and no spending limits,
a less regulated environment than even
the US.

Other countries have regulations
to improve the quality and fairness
of political campaigns. France does
not permit presidential candidates to
usc the flag, the national anthem or
archival footage of opponents without
their consent. By contrast, larrikin
Australian advertising agencies have
pioneered the usc of simulation and
cnhancement, portraying Bob Hawke
with Pinocchio’s nose, and a shocked
John Howard rcading his bank balance
at the ATM. Such is the dominance of
ncgative advertising in Australia that
during the 1996 campaign Paul Keating

appeared on television more for

-~ the Coalition than for the ALP.

~FEivEN THAT AusTrALiA has the
world’s worst practice in regard to politi-
cal advertising, therc is much that can be
improved. Young makes 18 recommenda-
tions for change that merit serious public
discussion. These include independent
scrutiny of government advertising, the
reintroduction of campaign sper ng
limits and more free time for political
partics bascd on their verified number
of members—a salutary proposal given
that half the current membership of the
Victorian ALP is reputed to be bogus.

In the PR State where policies are

batcd less, it has become more difficult
to promotc social justice and challenge
powertul interests. Sally Young’s book
is therefore very important for those
interested in political and social change.
At a timc of rigorous targeting of dis-
ability pensions and other benefits, the
frecewheeling use of taxpayers’ money for
party and government advertising may be
an issue, like parliamentarians’ superan-
nuation, whose time has come.

Peter Yewers is a former Victorian public
servant who is currently a researcher in
the philanthropic sector.

44 FURFKA STREET MAY 2005

Ndipn ciiott

Brilliant buddies

IFTY YEARS AGO, on 18 April 1955,
Albert Einstein died; hence it is timely
to welcome this new edition of his corre-
spondence with Max Born. Both men were
renowned physicists, both were awarded a
Nobel prize, both were born in Germany
of Jewish parents and forced into exile
by Hitler. They shared many interests,
including music, Einstein playing the
violin, Born the piano, when they both
lived in Berlin many years ago. Although
they sometimes strongly disagreed on
scientific as well as political issues, their
amicable correspondence reveals a deep-
rooted friendship that stretched across
half a century.

The present book, edited by Born's son
Professor Gustav Born, of the William
Harvey Research Institute at London
University, follows the previous edition
of 1971, itself a translation by Born’s
daughter Irene Newton-John, mother of
the popular singer Olivia Newton-John,
of the original German edition of 1969.
The latter also contained several German
poems by Max Born’s wife Hedwig,
generally known as Hedi. The transla-
tion of these letters as well as Born's
commentarics, many of them full of
technical scientific detail, was no mean
achievement and deserves the highest
praise. The 1971 edition also contained
some fine photographs of Einstein, of
Max and Hedi Born, and of the assembled
members of the Fifth International Solvay
Congress of Physicists. This also figured
on the dust jacket of the original German
cdition and is reproduced in miniature
on the jacket of the present book. The
two English cditions also include the
1924 drawing of Einstein by Max Born’s
brother Wolfgang.

In addition to the original foreword
by Bertrand Russell and the introduction

by Born’s one-time collcague Werner
Heisenberg, the new edition is intro-
duced by Gustav Born and features
lengthy new preface, by Diana Buchwa
and Kip S. Thorne, which cmphasiscs
the valuable testimony of the letters to
the development of modern science as
well as portraying the writers’ views
on contemporary political a
philosophical concerns.

IHE TONE OF THE LETTERS is fricndly

throughout, although Einstcin, long sct-
tled at Princeton University in the Unit
States, rcacted rather vehemently wha
the Borns decided in 1953 to return to live
in Germany. After Hitler came to power
in 1933, Einstcin had emigrated to the U
and never returned to Germany, while the
Born family had moved to Britain. After
some years in Cambridge, Max Born was
appointed Darwin’s successor at the Uni-
versity of Edinburgh in Scotland. On his
retirement Max and Hedi decided to move
to the picturesque German spa resort B:
Pyrmont where they had spent some time
as a young engaged couple many years
carlicr. Einstein abhorred the idea, even
when advised of the pressing financial
reasons for the move from parsimonious
Scotland to repentant Germany, where
Born had been reinstated at Gottingen
on full salary as Professor Emeritus. For
Hedi the move to Pyrmont was especially
welcome, as she had joined the Society of
Friends {Quakers) in 1938, whosc German
hcadquarters were located at that pleasant
resort, not far from Gottingen where her
brother Rudi and his fam - still lived.
On scicntific issues the two men also
had their differences, especially on the
subject of quantum mcchanics, but ¢ven
when their different views appeared in
print, as for example on the question












Truth upon
crushing truth

Bad Education, dir. Pedro Almodovar.
Almodovar’s narrative themes through a
female perspective tend to inhabit a more
optimistic, if chaotic, universe. However,
he deals almost exclusively with male/
male relationships in this movie. Bad
Education’s dark world is onc of cruel
exchanges subjcct to immutable laws—
money and advancement for youthful
flesh. Love here is just a narcissistic pro-
jection, a delirium in which only the pow-
crful can afford to indulge.

[gnacio, a sensitive, talented ten-year-
old, is a boarder at a Catholic school in
the Spain of the 1950s. Father Manolo, his
literature teacher, fawns on him and then
scxually abuscs him. Twenty years later,
Ignacio is a heroin-addicted drag queen
on the skids who decides to blackmail
Manolo {who ccrtainly ‘owes him'). His
plans to make Manolo pay for his cos-
metic surgery scem as pathetic and hope-
less as his dreams of getting clean. Yet
the story he writes wields the power to
sct the wheels of fate (and the plot) turn-
ing. It is titled The Visit because it has a
tantasy dénoucement of the adule Ignacio
visiting the pricst and confronting him.
Gael Garcia Bernal {Motorcycle Diaries,
Amores Perros) has depth and range as

1an, Ignacio’s beautiful younger brother
who steals his story and identity in order
to scam successful young film director
Enriquc into making it into a movic.

Enrique, who was Ignacio’s best friend
{and first crush) at school, cynically allows
himself to be snowced into casting Juan in
the starring role as Ignacio. He soon sces
though Juan’s lies but is curious, and he
desires Juan enough to let him move in
with him. Enrique can also drive a harc  ar-
gain. On yet another level, Enrique is very
much Almodovar’s alter cgo, lampooning
his own carly directorial attempts.

The Visit (the film-within-the-film]
is a surrcal high-camp pastiche with
‘bells and  smells’  ceclesiastical  styl-
ings very reminiscent of Pierre and
Gilles’s homoerotic religious imagery.
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Almodovar’s treatment of clerical child
sex abuse seems reduced to a lubricious
farce at times (though certainly not at
others) and makes very uncomfortable
watching. It would be casy to hate Bad
Education for this alone, but it defies a
simple analysis {or even a complex one)
because nothing is ever quite what it
scems to be. Each character’s story extin-
guishes the truth of somecone else’s. It’s
equally valid to interpret aspects of The
Visit as a romanticised backstory; wilful
sclf-deceit; the inability of cexperience
to revisit innocence; and, of course, lies.
QOddly, the lies and stories never obscure
the significance of people’s actions-  's
when a character makes his move that
you sce him for what he is.

It spans the '50s, '60s and '70s with sig-
nature fashions and zeitgeist, mocking the
illusions of those decades as they pass. Just
brilliant. A tip: don’t miss the start.

—Lucille Hughes

Drifting along

Young Adam, dir. David Mackenzie. Joe
(Ewan McGregor) is a drifter—sort of.
He's also a writer—but not quite. Nothing
rcally moves him, and no one really
touches him. Despite this, Joc is far from
a blank space; he is closer to a rain shower
in a world of cold unresolved morality, in
which everyone gets soaked to the bone.

Based on Alexander Trocchi’s ’50s
Beat novel of the same name {co-adapted
tor the screcn by Trocchi and Mackenzie),
Young Adam faithfully follows the nihil-
istic vision of its author. Stepping on life
with an ambiguous, unresolved tread, it
refuses to wrap up storylines and charac-
ters, instead treating them with an off-
hand emptiness which is in turns both
true and null.

Joe lives on a barge with Les (Peter
Mullen) and his wife Ella {Tilda Swinton],
working the canals between Glasgow and
Edinburgh. One afternoon Joe and Les
pull a woman’s body from the Clyde. And
while this might scem a standard start for
a thriller, Young Adam is far from a genre
picce. There are court scenes and villains
but not the ones British TV has taught us
to recognise. The villain of this piece is
emptiness—cold, hard indifference.

Before long we suspect Joe knows more
about the Hating corpse than heis letting
on. Moving between flashbacks and the

present we gain insights into the crisis of
Joe’s unsettled life. Never does the film
try to cxplain the emotional state of its
main character; it just drifts along with an
unnerving lack of comment. Whilc this is
indeed one of the film's strengths, it is
also a strange frustration. Mackenzie has
certainly embraced the Beat Generation'’s
love affair with the emotional drifter and
worked it as a storytelling device as well
as a character trait for his film’s main
protagonist {a word that gives more hero
status to Joe than is fitting).

But ultimately the film's lack of emo-
tional ruminating lends a certain mot
judgment of its own. The filmmaker fol-
lows this graceless drifter at the expense of
most of the characters he bumps up against,
and it’s nothing short of brutal. Decliberate,
I'm sure, but I wonder to what end?

But even with faults and uncertaintics,
Young Adam is a film worth sccing—
for no other reason than to remember th
Ewan McGregor really can act when not
encumbered with a light sabre.

—Siobhan Jacksc

Life in the grey zone

Look at Me, dir. Agnes Jaoui. Look at Mc
is a film that emphasiscs the frustrating
aspect of subtitles. Because it is both per-
formance-based and dialogue-driven, y¢
spend half the time reading when all y«
want to do is watch the actors. Then you
come out feeling like you missed some-
thing. But this is about the harshest thing
you could say about Look at Me, whic
surcly means it’s worth the cffort.

Lolita (Marilou Berry] is the daughter
of Etienne (Jean-Pierre Bacri}, a success-
ful French writer, as obnoxious as he is
famous. Lolita is the student of singing
teacher Sylvia (Agnes Jaoui}, who goes out
of her way to help Lolita, hoping a con-
ncction with Eticnne will be uscetul to her
husband Pierre {Laurent Grévill), a strug-
gling novelist.

Lolita, overweight and lacking in con-
fidence, is convinced that the people in her
life like her only because of her father—
which is overwhelmingly the casce.

Look at Me has set the cult of image
firmly in its sights. Lolita is told cvery
day by magazines and television—and,
most importantly, by her father—that
she isn't pretty cnough to be an actor, or a
singer, or a model, or loved.






/

OU STUPID BOY .../
One of my favourite lines in one of my favourite shows, Dad’s
Army. I love the theme song:

Who do you think that you're Kkidding, Mr Hitler,
If you think old England’s done!?

Arthur Lowe as Captain Mainwaring—think of that reso-
nant, baritone voice, delivered so often in tones of exasperation
with some dithering dolt, usually Pike. Yet the sternness was re-
assuring somehow. After all, in the world they were fighting for,
‘stupid boys’ such as Pike were cared for instead of being steri-
lised or euthanised. Pompous as he was, Mainwaring embodied
the best of ordinary Brits: that sense of the ridiculous, asperity
that wasn’t mean—and matter-of-fact courage when required.
His decrepit bumblers were the Home Guard of Walmington-
on-Sca. This remnant was the last line of defence against the
super-cfficient Wehrmacht. If it went bad with the best of the
fighting men, they would make the last stand. (They would have
been Britain’s Fretilin, I suppose.)

My dad was unable to fight in the war, unlike his brother
George. Dad had glasses as thick as prisms and a twisted
foot. He kept trying to enlist whenever things took a turn for
the worse. ‘Do y¢ need me yet?’ he’d ask. ‘No, not yet, Mr
Hughes,” they'd reply.

Dad was working as an engineering inspector at Fairey’s
Aviation in Manchester by day, and worked the night roster as
an air-raid warden. The industrial north of England was a prime
target for the Nazis, so he saw plenty of enemy action without
gaining any uniformed glory. He was one of that unsung army
who was prepared to fight them, as ¢ urchill said in those dark
days of mid-1940, ‘on the beaches, on the landing grounds, in the
fields and in the strecets, in the hills”.

Dad’s and Uncle George’s stories come back to me when
I consider the upcoming series on SBS As It Happened:
Germany’s War. It’s going to organise Saturday cvenings at
7.30 here at Emoh Ruo for some time to come because it lasts
for ninc weeks through May and Junc. It covers the final two
years of the war, when the tide finally began to turn against
the Nazis. It’s one of the most compelling war documenta-
ries ever; the product of inspired collaboration between ZDF
(the German TV channel}, the American History Channcl,
Channel 4 and Russian TV.

‘Bit of an antidote to Private Ryan, isn't it?’ says my beloved.

I remember that movie: it was much less historically
accurate than Dad’s Army. Churchill’s ‘fight them on the
beaches’ speech came four years carlicr, at a time when the
Americans hadn’t felt moved to do anything yet; when their
jury, so to spcak, was still out on whether they would actually
enter the war on the side of the guy who seemed to be so sound
on matters of racc.
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L st we fo-get

‘Hah, once they had been arsc-kicked into the fight, they
talked like thev were the only ones fighting the Nazi hordes,” [
say, thumping ¢ arm of the chair.

‘Oh God, she’s channelling Churchill again,’ says n
beloved. ‘Juliette, are you there? [ want to talk to Juliette ..’

‘Give her tea,’ says our son, at this juncture,

T'm adding a Tim Tam,’ I hcar my husband saying, through
the red, whitc and blue mist.

Episode 1 of As It Happened covers D-Day, the ‘longe
day’, 6 June 1944, when the Allies landed in Normandy at five
beaches code-named Utah, Gold, Juno, Sword and Omaha.
The documentary interviews soldiers from all sides including
German. But I have an account from Uncle George (he who was
rescued from Dunkirk carrying a piano accordion he’d bought in
a French bar, and had to chuck it into the sea as the little be
was overloaded). He is still mystified about the cock-up that
led to the carnage of the American troops on Omaha beach as
they ran into a ste:  * stream of Nazi bullets, turning the sea
into viscous re soup. In the mecantime, only a short distance
away, British forces were landing without much trouble. He
said (it seemed » be a generally held impression among British
soldiers) that the further away you were from the Yanks, the
safer—bccause, cven if their generals weren't flinging them

straight into the Nazi guns, they themselves were
trigger-itchy; friendly fire was an ever-present danger.

N)THIN(; cuaNGes—ask the lads in Irag. Uncle George’s
son is in the Regulars and saw action in Basra. We all hope he can
stay far away from the Americans. Another SBS documentary, at
8.30pm on Tuesday, 3 May— Curting Edge: A Soldicr's Heart—
looks at the problems that besct the ordinary US soldier caught
up in hideous situations. A nervous over-reaction can lead to
tragedy, because so  ers who arc constantly insecure become
over-vigilant. This doesn’t, unfortunately, mean that they notice
everything that they should, because anxiety cloaks reality. It
looks as though Iraq is a place where everyone can losc.

Subsequent  episodes of Germany's War show that
Americans weren’t the only ones with bad judgment. Watching
the 14 May episode, you'll be fascinated and angry. The terrible
blunder at Monte Cassino monastery was the fault of New
Zealand’s General Sir Bernard Freyberg. He caused the deaths
of the Benedictine monks and hundreds of Italian refugecs, and
also gave the Nazis a huge military advantage as they dug into
the ruins and killed many Allies, including Aussies, from their
fine new vantagc point.

Clever men car ¢ a lot more threatening than stupid bovs
Lest we forget.

Juliette Hughes is a freelance writer.
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