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Andrew Hamilton

Poisonous seeds

orMOsT Australians, the European Constitution
is a boring subject of conversation. A long way from
Schapelle Corby, Cornelia Rau, or cven the proposed
industrial relations legi tion. But for those with a
feel for European or Australian history, the rejection
of the constitution in France and the Netherlands is
deeply concernt g,

The constitution carries forward a project born
out of the great wars of the 20th century. In these
many Australians also died. The founders of the
project proposed an ideal of cultural and cconomic
union in Europe, hoping this would mute the nation-
al rivalrics and hostilitics which fed catastrophic
wars. In the referenda, national antipathics to immi-
grants, asylum scckers and communitics that were
cthnically or religiously distinctive, proved stronger
than the vision of unity.

Most financial and political lcaders in Europe
had supported the constitution. They believed that
it would extend the reach of cconomic globalisation.
Yet the philosophy that underpins cconomic globali-
sation also provokes the kind of popular rejection of
cultural accommodation that we have secen in France
and the Netherlands.

Economic theory offers us the image of sclf-re-
liant individuals who compete in order to advance
themscelves. The success of the system is measured
by incrcased individual wealth and national cco-
nomic growth. In this image, groups which offer
support to individuals in their economic welfare and
advocate policies that minimise competition or criti-
cise government policy have no place. They stand
between the government or the corporation and the
individual. In an idcal world, national boundarics
that protect citizens from foreign competition would
also be abolished.

At the core of this image, however, are the seeds
that will poison it. Competitive, self-reliant indi-
viduals whose overriding goal is financial advance-
ment learn not to trust strangers. When they them-
selves are not winning in competition, they readily
believe that strangers are competing unfairly. They
develop a distaste for generous visions of unity and
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of a shared good. They judge policies by the single
criterion of their own self-interest and that of people
like the  clves.

In the short term, governments feed this suspi-
cion in order to nourish a narrow nationalism and to
direct suspicion against groups like asylum scckers,
immigrant workers and the cconomically uncompeti-
tive. But 1 the longer term, the movement strength-
ens a narrow and antagonistic ntity, and also
undercuts the trust that competition itself demands.

Morality is governed by sclf-interest ar  a
crude caleulus of consequences.

HE CONTRADICTION BETWEEN cconomic glo-
halisation and the narrow sclf-interest it engenders
underlies the rejection of the  aropean Constitu-
tion. It is also cvident in Australia. The government
supports the project of cconomic globalisation vy
targeting groups like asylum scekers  miting work-
ers’ protection, encouraging nationalist fervour in
sporting contests and historical celebrations, and
by limiting the capacity of groups to support their
members or to advocate policies based on a princi-
pled public morality. These policies corrode the mor-
al sensitivity cven of the good. My argued for the
abolition of indefinite detention, tor example, on the
grounds that Australia no longer faced a tlood of un-
lawful immigrants. As if the goal of border control
ever justified the evil means of punishing innocent
and needy people.

The result has been an increasingly sour o -
lic rhetori¢, a public life without respect tor truth,
and the rgeting of groups that are different. The
Schapelle Corby trial has shown how these qualities of
Australian public lifec are mimicked ir  ablic opinion.
As in Europe, the narrow and antagonistic defini  n
of ‘Aust  1an’ reveals ¢ poverty of cconomic indi-
vidualism. It also discloses how cconomic individual-
ism crodes the more generous moral values on whirh
global economic co-operation finally depends.
Andrew H sher of Eurcka
Street.
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digenous
women’s rights

Brian McCoy’s review of my book, A Fatal
Conjunction, (Eureka Street, December
2004) contains inaccuratc and misleading
assertions, which seriously misrepresent
my work and my belicfs.

McCoy implics that T have been iso-
lated from Aboriginal opinion. He ignores
my statement in the preface that it was
my contact with Aboriginal women
which led me to write this book. McCoy
implics that T have not taken account of
indigenous women’s rescarch or opinions.
With one exception I refer to the work
and vicws of all the indigenous women
listed by McCoy, and also, among others,
Melissa Lucashenko, Lowitia O’Donoghue
and Evelyn Scott. While of coursce there is
no one indigenous voice, I only proceeded
to the publication of A Fatal Conjunction
after ‘checking’ the subject matter ‘out’
with authoritative indigenous opinion
which T very much respected. T do dis-
cuss, and acknowledge, women’s status
and authority in traditional socicty, and
their past and present strength.

Apparently McCoy has failed to
completely understand the subject of
this book. A Fatal Conjunction is about
how, between the 1950s and 2003, judges
gradually moved from a position of cul-
tural relativism to onc of appreciating
indigenous women’s rights as victims in
cases where indigenous men charged with
violent crimes against indigenous women
have relied on a cultural ‘defence’.

Patently, a cultural defence can only
be raiscd if these men were, or are, living
in a traditional or semi-traditional life.
Hence the terms ‘promised marriages’,
‘payback’, etc., are not, as McCoy alleges,
‘locating’ indigenous people ‘within fixed
social (pre-colonial} spaces’. These arc
current issues arising in recent North-
ern Territory criminal cases, for instance
the 1992 authoritative case of Minor on
‘payback’, and the 2003 case of Jamilimira,
which concerned men’s rights in ‘prom-
ised marriage’.

McCoy wrongly asscrts that [ ‘firmly
locate the violence in two domains’,
being only indigenous society and the
Western legal system. He then implies
that I scparate present violence ‘from the
multifaceted violence of colonial history’.

In making this assertion he omits consid-
ering my chapters on the terrible devas-
tation of Aboriginal law and lor¢ which
indigenous people have suffered, and the
part played by alcohol in this devastation
and violence. T also quote many judicial
observations to this effect.

McCoy asserts that [ present indig-
enous society as static. He ignores my
discussion of the way indigenous culture
has cvolved in order to meet the dread-
ful challenges with which it has been
confronted. Or is McCoy really attempt-
ing to assert that traditional lore and law
have no effect on, or meaning for, present
indigenous socicty? If so, I do not agree
with him, and indced, as it ¢stablished in
the Mabo case, nor does the High Court.

A Fatal Conjunction is not a feminist
treatise, as McCoy implics; it is about the
contlict between competing internation-
ally recognised human rights, indigenous
rights and women's rights to be immune
from violence.

Joan Kimm
Clayton, VIC

Right of reply

I write in response to an article on the
Shop, Distributive & Allied Employ-
ees Association (SDA) Victorian Branch
(Eureka Street, May 2005). The article is
substantially based on the views of an ex-
cemployee who left us more than two years
ago, and contains scrious crrors of fact.
The SDA is getting on with the job of
representing its members. It is campaign-
ing with the support of organiscrs and
delegates on public holidays, long-serv-
ice leave, occupational health and safety,
WorkCover and enterprise bargaining.
Recently we negotiated a new enter-
prisc agrcement with Coles and Bi-
Lo, giving members sccurity of wage
increascs and working conditions for
the next three years. More than 8000
employcees in Victoria voted in favour of
the agrcement by a 90 per cent majority.
Obviously they think the SDA is doing
the job for them.
The article claimed poor
amongst organiscrs and dclegates.
Organisers hecard of this article and
made their own decision without my
involvement, dissociating themselves
from the ex-employee by voting unani-
mously to support me as secretary.

morale

At our last general mecting more than
150 delegates and members attended. The
handful of disgruntled members support-
ing the ex-employcee were given 45 min-
utes to raisc their issues at the meeting
but refused to speak. When 1 spoke, the
overwhelming majority of members gave
me a standing ovation and voted to sup-
port the elected officers of the branch,
approximately 150 in favour and three
votes against. This shows that the over-
whelming majority of members reject the
negativity portrayed in your article.

The article claims that I support the
view that ‘men lecad, women follow’.
This is falsc. Since I became secretary
the number of women organiscrs has
increased from only 30 per cent to over
50 per cent. The majority of state coun-
cillors {the committce of management of
the branch) are women—nine out of 15.
The president and two vice-presidents
are women. Since I have become state
sceretary a woman now holds the posi-
tion of administration manager for the
first time. A woman now holds the posi-
tion of scnior organiser for the first time.
The state branch now has a woman as
trainer of our delegates and occupational
health and safety representatives.

The article implics that the SDA
uses Australian Workplace Agreements
or Kennett contracts. This is false.
The SDA does not and never has used
Australian  Workplace Agreements or
Kennett contracts.

The article claims that the SDA shut
down the Women's Bureau. This is false.
The SDA has adopted the most up-to-
date approach of the International Labor
Organisation to cquity issucs called ‘gen-
der mainstreaming’.

Consistent with the ILO approach of
retaining a focal point for gender issucs
while moving to gender mainstreaming,
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READING THE SYDNEY MWRITERS FLSTIVAL

Forget the crowds, the performances, the T-
shirts, the book bags; forget the misnomer
‘writers’ festival’. The business of festivals
is business. In restaurants and hotel rooms
publishers and agents strike deals and, like
models draped across the bonnets at a car
show, writers are hired to make books the
sexicst commodities going.

This is why, on arriving at Sydney’s
Walsh Bay to cover the scventh annual
Sydney Writers’ Festival in May, 1 headed
straight for the bookshop. And there was
more to the story. This year Gleebooks,
Sydney’s esteemed independent bookseller,
had the sole franchise. They used to share
it with the Dymocks chain, but there was
dissatisfaction with that arrangement and
the little guys bagged the contract.

The first morning they were just get-
ting started. Piles of crisp new volumes
were set out on tables in neat alphabetical
order. I approached one of the assistants.
Yes, it had been a job, she said, tendering,
setting up shops (they’d be wherever the
writers were), and, yes, their hopes of sales
were high. Some big names were featuring:
Alice Sebold, Jodi Picoult, as well as our
own Helen Garner.

Having paid my respects to comimerce,
I lett to enjoy the festival. My first job had
been to find it. Two-hundred-and-forty
writers were performing, in places as far
as Byron Bay, Katoomba in the Blue Moun-
tains, Parramatta in Sydney’s outer west
and Cabramatta farther south. Wollongong
got a look-in too. In Sydney’s centre, events
were at the Town Hall, the Opera House,
and the InterContinental Sydney. Most of
the action, though, was at Walsh Bay, a
ten-minute stroll from Circular Quay. It
proved a glorious location. Clear skies, daz-
zling harbour—Sydney at its sundrenched,
hedonistic best.

Yet some very scrious people were on
the program, the keynote speaker being
Lcwis Lapham, whose Harper's Maga-
zine column, discharged in his blister-
ing, Savonarolan invective, [ live for
cvery month. There was Jared Diamond,
promoting his latest book, Collapse, and
Tariq Ali on the two lethal fundamental-
isms—enough on the parlous state of the
world to entice even a Cassandra like me.
And these aside, Gillian Slovo was a guest.

Her novel Ice Road was one of my best
reads of late, so I focused on stalking Slovo
and chasing Lapham.

The question on everyone’s lips these
days is: does Slovo’s kind of novel sell?
A writer friend recently announced with
a mordant laugh that literary fiction was
dead. As it so happened that there was a
pancel on the subject, with Hachette Livre
Australia’s Lisa Highton, Judith Curr of the
US-based Atria imprint, Iris Tupholm from
HarperCollins Canada, and Text’s Michacl
Heyward. All three women publishers
waxed lyrical on the health of the industry,
with a future rosicr still. Only Heyward, it
seemed, hadn’t been thoroughly deluded by
his own marketing hype. I was impressed
by his honesty, his resolve to keep produc-
ing fine books, and his challenge to the rest
of our ‘underdeveloped’ industry to encour-
age thought-provoking writers before books
get so dumbed-down that there won't be
much point in reading at all.

There was more in the sessions where
I caught Slovo, who measured her words
on politics as the stuff of fiction. ‘Politics
1s life,” she observed, and couldn’t imagine
writing without it. She discussed the intlu-
ences on Ice Road, from Tolstoy to Serge
Leong, the former because his Natasha had
been the inspiration for her heroine, the lat-
ter because he was planning to make a film
on the siege of Leningrad when he died. In
Ice Road she’s tackled his subject, an cpic
rendition, yet handled with such mastery
that 1 was delighted to hear her say chat,
rather than being a drag on her writing,
motherhood had deepenced it and given her
the courage required for it.

But still T hadn’t managed to catch
Lewis Lapham. My last chance was Sun-
day, where he was scheduled to speak in
Parramatta. I caught the rivercat, and to
make sure of a seat arrived many min-
utes early, waiting in the courtyard of the
plush Riverside Theatre. To my surprisc,
not many others came. It was only when
the session kicked off that T learned that
Lapham had alrcady left for New York. But
political ecconomist Susan George was riv-
eting on the world’s wealth imbalance and
the certain disaster it spelled. Though her
outlook was grim—'nature is not going to
give us the time we need’—she was deter-
mined, and cautiously hopeful.

The festival wrapped up and I talked
to Gleebooks to get an idea of the sales.
It was too early for an exact tally but the
concession was lucrative as cxpected, and

they were cestatic over not having run out
of many books—the perpetual hazard of
festival booksclling. Who were the scllers?
‘The writers who moved people,’ I was told.
Hanua's Suitcase, for one, a Canadian book
on the Holocaust; Sam Wagan Watson'’s
poctry volume Smoke Encrypted Whis-
pers, winner of the NSW Premier’s Prize,
another. Both David Suzuki and Tariq Ali
sold well. And Gillian Slovo? ‘Yes, she did
very well, Ice Road did very well! A good
sign, perhaps, for the serious literary novel.
Like Susan George, I live in hope.

—Sara Dowse

THE VAW FROA PATTRMO)

The United States looks likely to lose its
highest-profile supporter in ‘old Europe’
when Italy holds its gencral election next
year. Italians revealed the extent of their
disillusionment  with  Prime Minister
Silvio Berlusconi during regional clections
held in 13 of Italy’s 20 regions on April 3
and 4. Berlusconi’s four-party conservative
coalition was soundly defeated, losing six
of the eight regions it previously held. The
depth of concern was also displayed by
strong voter turnout despite the elections
coinciding with the Pope’s death.

Apart from a lukewarm cconomy and
the general realisation that success at
running a business doesn’t automatically
make for success at running a country,
discontent was focused on a few specific
arcas. The most prominent of these was
the extent of Berlusconi’s media ownership
and his continued manocuvring to further
increase his powers.

There was widespread concern over the
proposal to repeal the par condicio law that
guarantees cqual media time to the main
political parties. Berlusconi owns five of
the seven main television channels, and
also arguably controls the state-run RAL
His attempt to repeal the par condicio
law was rightly viewed as an attempt to
grant his media empire even greater power.
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Other blatant attempts to model himself
as a modern-day Cacsar Augustus include
proposals to increase the powers of the
prime minister at the expense of the presi-
dent, and to reduce the powers and freedom
of public prosccution and the constitu-
tional court.

Also troubling the great majority of
[talians was Italy’s involvement in Iraq.
A belated decision by Berlusconi to begin
reducing troop numbers there was seen
as a grudging attempt to appease public
demand. In addition there was gencral
embarrassment at Berlusconi’s perform-
ance during Italy’s tenure as chair of the
EU. His numcrous diplomatic fumbles
causcd some friction within the EU, and
while they probably did no lasting dam-
age to Italy’s international reputation, they
certainly damaged Berlusconi’s reputation
across Europe and within Italy.

Regardless of onc’s political persua-
sion, the results of thesc clections are
an cncouraging example of a democracy
protecting its institutions and resisting
the consolidation of too much power in
any one individual. There was cven wide-
spread disapproval of a proposed tax cut
at a time when Italy, with its huge budget
deficit, could clearly not afford it. Even the
usually safc conscrvative region of Lazio,

the region that includes Rome,
- rejected this Berlusconi bribe.

- VIEWED THESE ELECTIONS far from
Rome, among the rugged beauty and decay-
ing grandeur of Sicily. Isolated from main-
land Italy by the Straits of Mcssina and a
history of cconomic hardship, Sicily is one
of the five regions with limited autonomy
that did not vote in the regional elections.

The Sicilian capital Palermo forms the
bottom point of the starkest geometric
display of wealth distribution imaginable.
From Milan, with close to the highest per
capita income in the world, average income
decreases dramatically all the way down
through Italy, along a straight linc to Pal-
ermo. The quality of urban infrastructure
scems to suffer an even steeper decline.

The economic divide between Sicily
and northern Italy is immecdiately apparent.
Most noticeable is the chaos {especially the
traffic) and the urban decay: terrible roads,
crumbling buildings, very few pa 5 or
gardens, and the poor state or complete
abscence of the usual social amenities such
as sporting facilitics and libraries.

As a tourist destination Sicily is very
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much the ‘authentic experience’. There
arc no road rules of any sort—well, it
appears that way—and not much by way
of road signs, public transport or English-
speaking locals to offer dircctions. But
ncither are there brash American tourists
wearing matching tracksuits. The adven-
turous traveller will eventually discover
wcll preserved ancient Greek temples,
beautiful beaches, perhaps the hest (and
cheapest) food and coffee in Traly, and
many scenes of daily life that you would
not think still existed.

Assuming you survive, just one visit
to Sicily will give you enough traffic anec-
dotes to last a lifetime. On a recent visit
while speeding along a narrow street in
Palermo late onc evening, [ was passed by a
car travelling at Schumacher speed. In this
casc I was overtaken by a shiny new Fiat
Uno entirely filled with goats. T counted
five, in addition to thce arms of what
appearcd to be a human driver.

Sicily has been occupied almost con-
tinuously for more than 2000 years by an
incredible diversity of forcign rulers. Begin-
ning with the Carthaginians and Corinthi-
ans, these occupations have left the island
with a remarkable architectural legacy,
from the ancient city of Syracuse—home of
Archimedes—to Agrigento’s Valley of the
Temples and Palermo’s fascinating Roman,
Norman and Arabic structures. There are
also many relatively uncrowded beaches,
such as the jet-setters” haven, Toarmina—a
beautiful scaside resort, with a Greek
amphitheatre and view of Mount Etna—
and my favourite, the charming coastal
town of Ccfalu.

That Sicily has so much natural and his-
torical heauty makes it all the more frus-
trating. So much potential lost in such a
chaotic mess. It appcars that the only thing
Sicily has ever managed to organise is its
crime. What seems like comical disarray to
the unhurried tourist are signs of a dysfunc-
tional government that has been a black
hole for both local taxpayer and national
government funds for scveral decades. The
extensive Sicilian diaspora in Australia, the
US and other parts of Italy and Europe is a
telling indication of high unemployment
and a worsening economic situation

The overwhelming cause of this eco-
nomic depression and poor infrastructure
is the pervasive power of the Mafia. Bil-
lions of lire and euros have disappcared
as Mafia-controlled contractors have built
substandard concrete apartment blocks

at intlated prices. Large, bland apartment
blocks ring almost cvery town and city,
while their grand historic centres decay,
and basic facilities like hospitals remain in
a state of disrepair for want of funding.

The Mafia has deliberately taken a
lower-profile approach in Sicily over the
past decade, but its continuing power is
been widely reported. It is so pervasive, in
fact, that much of the reporting has been
done outside of Ttaly.

Also well documented is the role the
US played in the resuscitation of the Mafia
after Mussolini had virtually wiped it out.
(Perhaps the only good thing about the fas-
cist dictator was his willingness and ability
to tackle crime.) Faced with the prospec
the communists’ ascension following the
power vacuum at the end of World War
II, the US government supported for:  «
Mafa bosses in politics, beginning the long

dominance of the Christian
Democrat/Mafia alliance.

OME TO TUST UNDER ten per cent of
Italy’s population, Sicily votes like a spe-
cial-interest group, exerting a significant
influence on the outcome of the national
clection. Politics, and football,
strong passions on this island. It’s a safe
bet that the argument between the short,
sturdy men gesticulating like crazy in
some bar is about onc of the two. But while
vocal arguments between communists and
nco-fascists may make the headlines, Sic-
ily votes in a pragmatic way.

‘Pragmatic’ at election time gencrally
means voting for the party that promises
to create the most jobs and to redist:
ute the most funds from the north. Fr
this point of view Berlusconi has been a
disappointment. Employment continues
decline, and Berlusconi has further angered
the south with plans to devolve powers
the regions, in particular the north, less
ing the north-to-south subsidy. And even
Sicilians, usually focused on their own
economic plight, are concerned about
media concentration and Iraq. Losing the
support of Sicily would surely be the nail
in Berlusconi’s coffin.

Drinking great coffce at a Sicilian bar
that typically saw its last coat of paint
before 1 was born, 1 view it as belated jus-
tice that this island could have the i |
say in ousting onc of the  S’s greatest ¢
porters from Berlusconi’s somewhat tar-
nished office. Nothing will change for the
people here. Unemployment will continue
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to drive the exodus of the young and edu-
cated, and Sicily will remain frustratingly
far from becoming the island paradise it
could be. But the stand against Berlusconi
consolidating too much power is at least
one step in the right direction.

—Peter Hartnett

OUT OF JAIL BUT NOT FRLI

Soldiers know it as the thousand-yard
stare—that intensce, unconscious focus on
the horizon. Mordechai Vanunu has suf-
fered for peace, not war. But he has the
haunted, bleak look nonetheless, the prod-
uct of 18 years in an Isracli jail; 11 of those
in solitary confinement.

Vanunu, the former nuclear techni-
cian-released in April 2004-was reviled by
Istacli extremists as a traitor for revealing
that country’s nuclecar weapons program.
There have been death threats. Presumably
they were symbolig, for it is simple to meet
the man.

His home since release has been St
George’s Anglican Cathedral in East Jeru-
salem, an island of English architecture
on occupied Palestinian land. We walk
through the main gate, across the court-
yard to the pilgrims’ hostel and ask at
reception.

‘Vanunu! He's in room three. Just
knock.” We don’t even need to do that. He
comes out to sce us as we approach.

If he hesitates to answer our questions,
it is only for a moment. As part of his con-
ditions of release, Vanunu is barred from
speaking to foreign journalists. He refuses,
however, to be silenced, maintaining that
he is only saying what he has alrcady told
the world. He has no new secrets to spill.

‘I'm not allowed to lcave the country for
one year. I'm here under instruction not to
meet forcigners, not to travel freely, but I'm
speaking to foreigners, giving interviews.

‘For that reason they charge me now in
court for not respecting the restrictions. If
they let me go I will leave; if not, they can
give me another year to stay. I will stay
here as long as should be. It's much better
to stay here in St George. I'm in Jerusalem,
I'm on Palestinian land.’

Shortly after our visit, Vanunu is told
he has to remain in Israel for another year.

continued on page 10

Sacred ground

NE HUNDRED AND NINE YEARS is a long time in football; no really, it is.
A Carlton supporter in the Australian Football League, I learned long ago not to
expect sympathy. But on 21 May at Princes Park I witnessed—was part of—an act
of collective grieving. The occasion: the last game of football at the ground, which
has been home to one of the foundational teams of the league since 1897. The
AFL, without a trace of irony, had chosen Round 9—Community Weekend—as
the moment to lower the curtain on this, the last of Melbourne’s ‘village ovals’
used for competition fixtures. Coverage the following day of Geelong locals cel-
ebrating an avalanche of their tcam’s final-quarter goals from the sunny terraces
of their new grandstand at Kardinia Park—with its capacity of just over 20,000—
had me coveting my neighbours’ parochial suburban sporting cauldron.

What struck me most on that mclancholy Saturday afternoon, as 30,000
Carlton faithful and 52 brave Melbourne fans watched the inevitable unfold
(Carlton lost to Melbourne by three goals), was the pastoral function of ritual.
This comes as no surprisc to a cleric, but it’s always fascinating to sce how others
do it—a sort of professional curiosity.

The key liturgical elements were all there: preparation of the space (the 50m
arc had a fresh line of paint); gathering the people {Gate 1 opened at 8am for those
with an acute sense of the tragic—I, of course, arrived much later, at 9.50am);
an order of service [a collector’s edition of the footy Record); storytelling (the
club’s 16 premiership cups and tlags, including the trophy from the 1945 Grand
Final played at the ground, were paraded, and past players made the objects of
hagiography, if not culogy); singing (defiant strains of We Are the Navy Blues—
normally reserved for victory celebrations—rose around the ground during the
last quarter despite the score); and oh yes, there was a wake (getting to the bar in
the Social Club afterwards required more skill and sheer physical presence than
had been demonstrated by several of the Carlton players earlier in the day).

Perhaps the AFL was more prescient than cynical inits timing, for there was
a coming together after the match that was—as Bruce McAvaney might have
said, were he commentating—'special’. In addition to the usual race to the centre
circle after the sccond siren, and the dangerously congested kick-to-kick ¢xhibi-
tion which follows on soon after as kids and their dads wander onto the playing
surface, a spontancous act of reverence took place. Several thousand spectators
collected in the middle of the ground—filling much of the centre square arca—
not quite hugging, but pressed together for mutual comfort. Some stood staring
silently straight up into the thin, late autumnal evening sky, as though acknowl-
edging an clement of transcendence in what some people think is only a game.

I know that Christians have no abiding city, but the incarnation suggests
that particular times and places matter, as, in a sacramental view of the world,
do all the sights, sounds, and smells savoured longingly one last time. Pushing
tearfully through the turnstiles I appreciated the salty sclf-indulgence of Lot’s
wife. And if lukewarmness about the ‘postmodern anywhere’ of the Docklands
stadium as a new home ground represents a lapse of catholicity, then 1 happilv
acknowledge that there’s a little Congregational revivalist in all of us!

Richard Treloar is Chaplain of Trinity College, the University of Mclbourne, and
teaches in the United Faculty of Theology.
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Light years ahead

T SOUNDS LIKE a scenc straight out of Hogwarts. In the early ’80s Australian
organic chemist Andrew Holmes and his researchers at Cambridge University were
endeavouring to make the active molecule of the venom of the South American
poison arrow frog. They produced an intermediate molecule that spontaneously
joined together into a polymocr, a sticky mess of plastic. They studied it, the result
being a light-cmitting plastic that looks to be the basis for new-generation, encrgy-
cfficient, spray-on, flat-panel displays.

Holmes is now back in Australia, one of the star recruits for the $100 million
Bio2l Molecular Science and Biotechnology Institute which opened in Melbourne
in June. Through this and several other projccts, he has come to understand the
value of a multidisciplinary approach, retlecting precisely the aim of the institute.

The story of the light-emitting plastics is a classic example of multidisciplinary
collaboration. 1t was by chance that Holmes did not consign his sticky chemi-
cal failure to the laboratory waste. He happened to discuss his experience in the
tcaroom with a collcague from another ficld, a distinguished professor of physical
chemistry. You ought to follow that polymer up, his colleague said. Those sorts of
compounds have interesting properties to do with light. Holmes ended up talking
with physicist Dr Richard Fricnd, who had become interested in the emerging
field of the clectrical propertics of plastics. Thus began the first ever collaboration
between physics and chemistry at Cambridge.

The multidisciplinary experience was such a success that Holmes has been
seeking such projects ever since. He has come to the Bio21 Institute with an open
mind. ‘There are world-class resear  2rs in the biosciences in this arca. I want to
see what they think!” He is alrcady talking to institute colleagues such as Philip
Batterham, who is investigating the genctic basis of resistance and behaviour in
insccts, and Malcolm McConville, who is studying the molecular basis of diseases
such as leishmaniasis and tuberculosis with a view to disrupting them.

Not that Holmes is devoid of ideas of his own. He wants to continue working
on the electronic activity of plastics. In particular, he is intcrested in using plastics
to generate solar clectricity. The argument is simple. If you can pump clectricity
into plastics and stimulate them to emit light, what about reversing the proc-
ess—pumping light into receptive plastics and producing electricity?

Holmes and his ncw colleaguces are working in an environment purpose-built for
collaboration designed, for instance, so that people continually meet each other in
the tearooms and corridors, the lifts and common atrium. They all have access to
the latest and best molecular analysis equipment for pursuing biotechnology. Fifteen
per cent of the laboratory space has been put aside for visiting scientists, to foster
worldwide collaboration. Attached to the institute is an incubator for biotechnology
start-up companies. It already houses three businesses, with space for another 12.

Holmes is also well aware of the challenges of collaboration. “You must pas-
sionately believe that there is better valuc in working together than in individual
rewards.’ Perhaps more than any other event, the opening of this institute symbol-
ises the beginning of a new cra in Australian scicnce.

Tim Thwaites is a freelance writer.
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Now he cannot speak about nuclear weap-
ons at all, cven about information that has
alrcady been published. What's more, he is
barred from the West Bank.

Vanunu, a Jew of Moroccan background,
first told his story to The Sunday Times in
London in 1986. He was subsequently lured
to Rome by Isracli secret service operatives
and kidnapped to Isracl.

Isracl is the world’s sixth most pow-
erful nuclear state (after the US, Britain,
China, France and Russia}, with a stock-
pile of 100-200 nuclcar weapons. While
the US demands that first Iraq, and r 7
Iran and North Korea, abandon real or
imagined nuclear weapons programs, it is
silent on Israel’s.

This makes Vanunu all the more cer-
tain his actions were justified, despite the
personal cost. ‘The world has been changed.
Nuclear weapons have been destroyed in
many statcs. I paid a lot not because my act
was not good; I paid because this govern-
ment was not prepared to respect such an
act. T hope they will give up and let me go
and live my life.

‘All that the Arabs are demanding is
that Israel follows international law to give
rights to the Palestinians; their land, to
solve the refugee problem, to end occupa-
tion in Palestine, Syria. There is no [Arab]
state that wants to use the atomic homb.
Only Isracl has the atomic bomb.’

He is adamantly opposed to the wall
that Israel is building through the West
Bank. ‘It is destroying any hope for peace.
The wall divides citics, families, taking
land from Palestinians. Somec cities are
surrounded by the wall and it’s like they
are in prison. People cannot work their
farm, their land, so the wall takes morc
land from the Palestinians.

‘The new generation |of Israclis] arc
much more right wing; they don’'t want
peace and they don’t believe in peace. So
the Palestinians continue to suffer and live
under occupation and in refugee camps.’

A day or so later we sce him walk past
our café, opposite the Damascus Gate.
His eyes are fixed on the horizon, a hori-
zon the Israelis seem determined not to
let him reach.

—David Glanz and Judy McVey

‘This month’s contributors: Sara Dowse is a
Sydney novelist; Peter Hartnett is an invest-
ment banker with a social conscience;
David Glanz is a writer anc  1dy McVeyisa
member of the Moreland Peace Group.



Basic necessities

T 1S COMMON KNOWLEDGE that the Dunny School of
Philosophy owes little to the mediceval philosopher Duns
Scotus. Less well known is its debt to his more famous con-
temporary, William (‘No more things should be presumed to
exist than are absolutcly necessary’) of Ockham, the inventor
of the razor. Allow me to demonstrate by means of anccdote
and inventive memory.

As a very junior teacher in the bush years ago, T led an
enviably simple life. Twould teach English to Forms 2G and 3H
and other amiable bottom feeders, practise cricket or football,
and play on Saturday aftcrnoons. During what used to be that
hiatus between the two scasons—after we’d missed the finals
as usual and before the scason’s first cricket match—I would
participate fully in weckend cultural activities.

These involved getting up about ten on Saturday morning,
studying the racing form over the kind of large, cggy, fatty and
greasy breakfast that, in later years, marriage would cancel
out in favour of muesli, getting some bets on with the SP (this
being in the exciting days before the TAB), and arriving at the
pub about midday for a few heart-starters and a counter lunch.
In the evening, of course, it would be off to the opera or a
chamber music concert. Or possibly the local dance.

While enjoying this routine one October Saturday, I had
occasion to go to the toilet, as you do. There were two other
blokes in there: one, a hefty local farmer in cheek shirt and
overalls, with his chewed-up, sweaty hat firmly planted on his
head; the other, a very young man, propped in the angle made
by two of the walls, being, how shall I put it, comprehensively
sick, heaving his heart out. It took no insight whatsocver to
infer that he was a neophyte drinker whom peer pressures had
brought to temporary ruin.

As the farmer and I completed our toiletries, he turned
to me, nodded towards the regurgitating young man, and said
in tones of studied rcasonablencss: ‘T dunno—these young
bastards. They’re always out and about without a hat and so
the sun, beatin’ down mercilessly on the head, makes ‘em sick.
Whaddya reckon?’

A saturnine tlicker crossed his rugged fcatures as he
said these last words and I nodded with equally ambiguous
agreement. Then, our fleeting communication concluded, we
rejoined all the other ironists in the bar, leaving the young
man to the ravages of sunstrolke.

Many years later and a thousand or so kilometres south-
west, I was camped on an isolated estuary near the western end
of Kangaroo Island with three other reprobate philosophers,
dedicated to catching whatever fish navigated those wild waters.
It was a Saturday morning. A hesitant patter of rain had started

before dawn and by nine o’clock it had set in. At ten, one of the
blokes observed, with the kind of prescience that defies analy-
sis, ‘Well, they're open.” So we set off for the pub at Parndarna.

The rain, coming in from the south-west, had just
rcached Parndarna when we arrived around lunchtime, and
the bar was filling up with young men in whites {this was
November—early cricket season) and much older men in the
uniform of the bowling club. There would clearly be no bowl-
ing or cricket that day. Well, we played pool, drank beer, told
lics to the locals about the fish we’d caught, and so on. At a
certain point, I went to the toilet, as you do. There was one
other bloke in there—a bowling club elder of maybe 70 hard
summers.

‘Rain’s set in,” I said to him, with the sort of brilliant
small talk for which I am justly known.

‘“Where’d you come up from?’ he said.

‘Right down near Cape De Couedee,’ T said.

“Yeah, well you woulda got it carly down there. Thing is,
I live just a few miles out. T could sce it blowin’ up. The mis-
sus was still in bed. So T went like a cut cat to get ready, y'see.
“What's the weather like?” she says “Not looking too good
is it?” “No,” 1 says, “It’s finin’ up niccly down in the south.”
Actually, it looked like there was gonna be a bloody cyclone.
“Better get goin,” I says, and I'm out the door before it starts
rainin’, y'see. I'm halfway here and Huey chucks it down, just
as I expected. No bowls, but I'll have to wait in the pub, case
it fincs up.’

He allowed a thin smile to reveal his true opinion of this
ludicrously optimistic weather forecast. As if in cosmic sup-
port, rain lashed across the galvo roof of the pub dunny.

‘So I'm free, see. And I'm not goin’ home till the normal
time. Round six-thirty. Casc it fines up late. There/ll be hell to
pay then, but, well, bugger it/

We returned to the bar and rejoined all the other rain-
bound escapees from domestic bliss and daily responsibility,
Ockhamites every one of them, because, in line with the great
man’s razor, they refused to presumie the existence of any more
things than were absolutely necessary—Ilike the irresponsibil-
ity of drunken youth, or the rage of neglected wives. There was
just the ‘merciless’ sun or the convenient rain, and a glass or
two. Entities should not be multiplied unnecessarily—as thev
would never have said.

Brian Matthews is a writer who also holds professorial
positions at Victoria University, Melbourne, and Flinders
University, Adelaide. He lives in the Clare Valley in South
Australia.
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seems to suggest that it is both essential
and urgent in order to discover new treat-
ments for previously untreatable chronic
discases. The usual list of such conditions
includes diabetes, Parkinson’s discase,
Alzheimer’s, muscular dystrophics, the
replacecment of dead heart muscle fol-
lowing heart attacks, and of brain tissuc
following strokes. For several of these con-
ditions there are appropriate experimental
models that may be studied in animals.
Yet, in no casc have embryonic stem cells
been shown in animal research to pro-
vide a cure that is sufficiently prolonged
and frce of complications to warrant
human studies. This should be a mini-
mum requirement if the urgency of work
on human embryonic stem cells is to be
accepted in spite of the ethical barrier.

An example is provided by a study
in which human embryonic stem cells
that have been converted to dopamine-
producing neuronal cells were injected
into the brains of immune-deficient
rats subjected to a chemically induced
Parkinson’s discase. There were highly
encouraging improvements in motility
and behaviour of the animals. However,
five of 19 animals developed teratomata;
tumour formation being a major com-
plication of ¢mbryonic stem cell trans-
plantation. This approach to utilising
embryonic stem cell rescarch in the
treatment of Parkinson’s disease recently
advanced a step further.

In experiments with monkeys, a
form of Parkinson’s was chemically
induced, and monkey embryonic stem
cells transplanted. Some symptomatic
improvement was noted, but dopamince
production by the cells was low, and the
short observation time allowed no con-
clusion to be drawn about the scrious
possibility of tumour formation. This
propensity to develop teratomas has been
a fcature of all the animal studies so far
with embryonic stem cells.

Also, in the case of cmbryonic stem
cells transplanted experimentally into
the heart, serious abnormalities of heart
rhythm occurred—a complication not
encountered with adult stem cells used
for the same purpose. When spinal cord
injury has been experimentally induced
in rodents, some partial improvement in
mobility has been achieved both with
adult and embryonic stem cells. In cach
case a major factor in this improvement
has been that the transplanted cells have

influenced the formation of the protective
myclin sheath around the nerve fibres.
Progress with this condition, however,
is likely to be very slow, and dependent
upon understanding how the severed ends
of nerve fibres join together appropriately.
If it becomes apparent that cell therapy
is needed, there is no good reason to sus-
pect that embryonic stem cells offer an
advantage over a number of alternative
cell therapy approaches. Alzhcimer’s is
a global condition of the brain and its
causes are unknown. The very nature of
this discase makes it virtually impossible
to conceive that any form of cell therapy
could be helpful. And yct Alzhcimer’s
discase appears almost invariably in the
lists of possible curable discases that are
promoted to the public.

At present there is no evidence from
animal experimentation with cither
human or animal embryonic stem cells to
justify even the most limited human trial
of embryonic stem cells in therapy. Fur-
thermore, some of the proposed cures are
highly unlikely, and others are on a very
long time frame. An essential require-
ment is that ‘proof of concept’ ought be
provided for the efficacy of embryonic
stem cells in treatment of even one of
the suggested targets. The way to do this
is to usc animal models of discasc. Any
attempt so far has only illustrated major
difficulties confronting the embryonic
stem cell approach. If there were no other
possible way of finding stem cells capable
of adopting functions other than those of
their tissue of origin, then perhaps the
casc for undertaking human embryonic

stem cell research would be very

much greater.
IF ONE 18 ENDEAVOURING tO preparc

cmbryonic stem cells for use in medical
trecatment, it may make much more sense
{from a purely scientific perspective) to
use embryonic stem cells obtained via
the SCNT process, than utilising unre-
lated embryonic stem cells sourced from
IVF excess. The latter arc much more
prone to destruction by the recipient’s
immune system.

However, this involves the deliber-
ate cloning of human embryos in order
to achieve whatever promise is offered
by embryonic stem cell research. This
method of producing embryonic stem
cells derived by nuclear transfer involves
removing the nuclcus from a cell—be

it muscle or skin—and placing it inside
an ovum provided by a donor, and from
which the nucleus has been removed.
Although this has come to be called
‘therapeutic cloning’, this name is inap-
propriate and misleading. Human e¢mbry-
onic stem cells, obtained cither from IVF
embryos or through cloning, have never
been used in trcating human disease, and
no trial could be planned based on present
cvidence.

The practical difficulties associated
with using cloning as a source of cells
for medical trcatment arc overwhelming.
The carlicer enthusiasm for this approach
has waned substantially. The currently
favoured application of cells obtained by
the SCNT procedure is to use them in
studying the mechanisms of specific dis-
eases. For example, a clonal cell line could
be established by transterring a somatic
cell from a subject with a particular
chronic and unsolved discase, into an enu-
cleated donor egg. The molecular controls
of cloned cells developed from the embryo,
might then be studied during differentia-
tion. The hope is that this approach might
lead to a better understanding of the
molecular mechanisms, thus providing
clues to possible prevention or treatment
of disease. As a result, the ethical ques-
tion associated with the SCNT approach
to cloning has changed. Rather than argu-
ing for its usc to provide for medical treat-
ment, the aim would then be to undertake
rescarch that might help in understanding
disease. So, should this method be used to
generate embryonic stem cells that might
be utilised in research into the treatment
of a number of discases?

The SCNT method is not permitted
in Australia, although permission under
licence can be obtained by scientists in
the UK. The birth of Dolly the sheep
proved that this procedure was capable of
generating an embryo. Yet Dolly was the
only successful embryo resulting from
277 attempts. This reproductive cloning
has been carried out with other specics
including mice, cows and pigs. In all cases
the method is highly incfficient, requiring
a large number of eggs for each success,
and is accompanied by a very high abnor-
mality rate in the animals that have been
born. In recent months much publicity
surrounded the publication in a prestig-
ious scientific journal of the success of
Korean research group in developing cell
culturce lines from 11 human subjccts,
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Stark irages in black and white

rr

<M HINK OF ALL THE AUSTRALIAN FILMS you've ever seen.
How many of them feature good—that is, lasting, nurturing
and mutually satisfying—relationships between Aboriginal and
whitc Australians? I can think of only two.

Reconciliation between black and white Australians is a
cultural and artistic, as well as political, process. As director
George Miller put it, films in particular are our modern ‘cultural
dreamings’. Films are like collective dreams. They ring to light
the deeper, often dark and repressed aspects of our culture. Like
dreams, they can also give us glimpses of different futures.

Where race relations arc concerned, however, screenwriters
and film-makers in Australia have been much better at
reflecting the often ugly reality than imagining a different
future. The problem gocs back as far as Charles Chauvel’s Jedda
(1955), the first Australian film shot in colour, and a critical and
commercial success. Jedda is an orphaned Aboriginal girl who is
raised by a whitc farming family, only to be abducted by Marbuk,
a tribal Aboriginal. Chased by the white family and rejected by
Marbuk’s tribe for breaking marriage taboos, the deranged and
desperate Marbuk clutches Jedda and jumps off a cliff.

Sixteen vyears later, English director Nicholas Roeg’s
Walkabout (1971) opens with a white boy and girl stranded in
the descrt after their father’s botched murder-suicide attempt.
Lost and thirsty, the children are befriended by an Aboriginal
youth famously played by David Gulpilil. He is attracted to the
girl and performs what looks like a mating dance in order to
woo her. She, however, rejects him. Next morning he is found
hanging from a tree.

Fred Schepisi’s The Chant of Jimmie Blacksmith (1978),
based on Thomas Keneally’s book of the same name, drew on
real cvents in the late 19th century. The film tells the story of
Jimmie, a half-caste who is taught the ways of whitefcllas by a
Methodist minister. immie rejects his tribal past and eventually
marrics a white girl. Betrayed by her and exploited by his boss, he
goes on a killing spree before being shot, captured and hanged.

After a lcan patch in the 1980s, the past decade has scen
a plethora of films cxploring black-white relations, beginning
with Nick Parsons’s Dead Heart (1996). Set in a remote Central
Desert community, this film revolves around the fficulty
whites have in understanding Aboriginal law and customs.
An Aboriginal tcacher’s aide has an affair with the wife of the
white schooltcacher, and takes her to a sacred site where they
make love. He is later found dead, setting off a chain of events
that ends with the whites abandon g the community to the
Aboriginals.

Set in the Flinders Ranges in the 1930s and also based on
real events, Rachel Perkins’s One Night The Moon (2001} begins
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with a young white girl being entranced by the full moon and
wandering into the hills from her family’s isolated farmhouse.
The local police sergeant suggests they get a black tracker, Albert,
to help search for h  But her father declares, ‘No blackfella is
to sct foot on my land.” The local white men can’t find her, and
in desperation the girl’s mother turns to Albert for help. He finds
her too late. The film ends with the farmer wandering into the
descrt to shoot himself after being rejected by his wife.

Phillip Noyce’s Rabbit Proof Fence (2003), based on Doris
Pilkington’s book of the same name, doesn’t explore race
relations in any new way so much as confirm the impossibility
of overcoming the gulf betwecn black and white Australians.

Rolf de Heer’s The Tracker (2003} turns the historical
tables by having a black tracker murder his white torment
before escaping into the desert to rejoin his own people  ut it's
a revenge fantasy that assuages white guilt without any hi
of reconciliation other than in a brief moment of complicity
between a young white policeman and the tracker.

These films sharc a depressingly familiar landscane of
misunderstanding, hostility and resentment between bla  and
white Australians. Perhaps this retlects the dominant history of

race relations in this country. But there have been
least two films that show signs of hope.

HENRI SAFRAN's Storm Boy {1976} is about a young boy,
Milke, who lives with his widowed father Tom in a shack behind
a windswept beach on the Coorong Peninsula in South Australia.
The boy raiscs an orphaned pelican, Mr Percival, and is befriended
by an Aboriginal man, Fingerbone Bill, who seems to live in the
bush behind the dunes. Their idyllic life ends dramatically when
hunters shoot Mr Percival and Tom moves into town so Mike
can go to school. Fingerbone Bill finds Mr Percival’s body, and he
takes Mike to the place where he has buried the bird. The film
ends on a positive note, with Fingerbone Bill showing him the
nest of a newly hat  :d pelican. ‘Mr Percival all over again, a
bird like him never dies,’ he assures the boy.

One more recent film explores race relations without
ending in disaster—Paul Goldman’s Australian Rules {2002),
based on the book Deadly, Unna? by Phillip Gwynne. Old
prejudices surface in a South Australian fishine town after the
local AFL grand final. The brilliant Aborigin iyer Dumby
Red is denied the prize for Best on Ground. Tensions escalate,
resulting in Dumby’s death. His white n e Blacky, the
accidental hero of t : match, is falling in love with Dumby’s
sister Clarence. Blacky finally stands up to his father, a brutal

an who was D1 's killer (symbolic of f archal, racist
Old Australia?). The film ends with Blacky telling us in voice-
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Winc's of change in Egypt

EORGE W. Busa wants to sece
democracy in the Muslim world. He would
not have relished the pro-democracy dem-
onstration that gathered on the steps of the
journalists’ syndicate in central Cairo. As
the crowd chanted, demonstrators raised
the symbols of their dissent: the ly
Qur’an, portraits of Gamal Abdel Nasscr
(Egypt’s first independent president), and
the red flag—signifying the three strands
of a growing movement that unites Islam-
ists, nationalists and socialists.

When Bush talks of democracy, he
talks of its power ‘to secure justice and
liberty, and the inclusion of men and
women of all races and religions in
the courses that free nations chart for
themselves’. But the growing democracy
movement in Egypt has bigger ambi-
tions—ambitions that may run contrary
to those of the White House.

As Hany Tarck, an activist with El
Karama {a Nasserite party) put it: ‘We're
saying “no” to our government because it's
with Isracl and the US. We want the Pales-
tinians to be able to return to their homes,
both from the 1967 and 1948 invasions.’
Amr Fahmy, a member of Islamic Tv=nd
(the youth wing of the Muslim Brc cr-
hood) at Cairo University, added: ‘No
change is possible without unity against
imperialism, Zionism and dictatorship.’

Dcemocracy has emerged as the leitmo-
tif of the US’s adventures in the Middle
East. Weapons of mass destruction and
Saddam Husscin’s supposed dalliance
with al Qaeda are cxhausted as justifi-
cations. Now invasion, occupation and
pressure on recalcitrants like Iran are
proffered in the name of elections. As
Bush says: ‘Frecdom is on the march,
and the world is better for it. Widespread
hatred and radicalism cannot survive the
advent of freedom and self-government.’

This line may play well on domestic
television, but it is at odds with Secre-
tary of Statec Condoleezza Rice’s praisc
for Pakistan, a military dictatorship that
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backed the US’s invasion of Afghani-
stan; and White Housc silence on the
massacres in Uzbekistan, a dictatorship
that buys US acquiescence by hosting
a military base in the strategic corner
between Afghanistan, Russia and China.
For most in the Middle East, the idea of
Western intervention leading to freedom
is laughable: the occupation of Iraq is salt

in a very decp and old wound

called Palestine.
IHE REGIME IN Ecvyrt, headed by

Mubarak since 1981, and buttressed by
emergency laws which ban demonstra-
tions and political parties, is facing ris-
ing domestic pressure. Al Ahram, a
liberal Egyptian paper, reported: ‘As the
number of street demonstrations in Egypt
increascs, 2005 may well turn into a year
of major political upheavals.” Pro-govern-
ment journalists complain about protests
disrupting the alrcady chaotic Cairene
traffic system. More significantly, even
the conscrvative and cautious Muslim
Brotherhood has felt pressure to act,
bringing its supporters on to the strects.
This is confirmation that the opposition
rallies, albeit small, reflect a deep dis-
pleasure within the Egyptian masses.
This movement predates the US's
newfound love of democracy. The first
(and dangerous} street protests began in
2000, in solidarity with the Palestinian
intifada. Activists expanded into small
rallies against neo-liberalism, and then
against the war in [raq. Against all expee-
tations, the floodgates broke on the day
the Coalition of the Willing invaded, in
March 2003. Some 60,000 people packed
Tahrir Squarc in the heart of Cairo, in
a protest that lasted 12 hours. The con-
fidence of the opposition, much of it
now undecr the umbrella of the Egyptian
Movement and Popular Campaign for
Change—known as Kefaya (Enough]—
skyrocketed. As Hany Tarek put it: ‘We
are going on to the streets. We have

demonstrations planned in rec places.
If they are a success then we’ll do them
in ten.

The change was cvident at the third
Cairo Conference, held to build solidarity
with Palestine and Iraq and to strengthen
opposition to the Egyptian regime. At the
second conference in December 2003, only
onc voice was raised again  Mubarak. This
time, dozens spoke against him, debating
not just the method of his political passing
but options for a new Egypt. Professor Hos-
scin Esaa, a Nasserite, surmiscd:

There can be no free clections while the
Party |Mubarak’s
party| is in power. The media should be

National Democratic
opened up to all partics. If the fear gocs, the
NDP will fall. Nobody belicves Mubarak
any morc. In true free elections it would
be reduced to five per cent. Having more
than one candidate isn’t democracy—not
whilc being a member of a political party
is [a] crime and political activity is treated
like a vice.

Remarkably, the professor was chal-
lenged from the floor by a young NDP
member; remarkable that a member of the
government party would attend an opposi-
tion conference; remarkable that the others
present, many of them jailed or beaten for
their activitics, dealt with his points with
such cool contempt.

Opening up a dictatorial regime, in
order to build a new and stable base, is
a risky affair. When Mikhail Gorbachev
tried it he didn’t just lose his job but an
entire empirc. A regime like Mubarak’s
runs the risk that weakness becomes
licence. The liberal intelligentsia can
seize on minor political reform as the
chance to renovate official structures.
The poor can sce a loosening of the
political straitjacket as an opportunity
for revenge after 30 years of neo-liberal
experimentation. If Mubarak does noth-
ing, anger could boil over; it he loosens
the reins, the population might bholt.
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Grinning and bea ing it

/

LL TELL YOU THE FUNNIEST $TORY from
my undergraduate years at a University to
Remain Anonymous. One morning [ was
abed and the phone rang and after a long
while I answered it, snarling, and it was a
friend of mine in another dormitory.

“You hafta help me,” he said, tenscly.

‘Tt’s only noon. Go away.’

‘Treally need your help’

‘No. Go away.’

‘Please.’

‘What’s the matter?’

‘I'm scwing my bear suit,” he said,
‘which is really laborious, this is my bear
suit for the Costumec Ball tonight, and it’s
a hell of a good suit, but I really shenld
have been working on it for a few  ys
before today, which I didn’t, which was
a mistake, because the design is remark-
able, this is absolutely the greatest bear
suit you ever saw, this suit would make
you proud if you were a bear, T mean
[ really worked on this, T studied bear
musculaturc and all, how their fur rolls
over their shoulders, you know, which
is really tascinating, and how the claws
emerge from sockets in the paws and feet,
and believe you me that was a real engi-
neering coup to design retractable claws,
but the problem right now this minutc
this morning is that it’s a hell of a lot of
worl, and another problem, an additional
problem, is that I was worricd about my
concentration lapsing, so I took some ...
medicine, and now I'm all ratceled and 1
need your help!

‘No. Call someone else’

‘I did call three other guys but they
won’t answer their phones.

‘OK.’

‘Don’t cven get dressed,’ said my friend,
terscly. ‘Just put shorts on and run.’

My friend was a really bright guy, and
as generous as the day is long, and devi-
ously tunny, and I should say that today,
many years after the event I am reporting
here for the first time in public, he is a
successful businessman, worth many dol-
lars, a pillar of the community, a chief-
tain of the clan, but at that time, the day
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of the Costume Ball long ago, he was not
at all a pillar of the community, by no
stretch of the imagination could that be
said, and when Tarrived at his room in the
other hall he was one very addled bear. He
was wcearing the bear head, which was a
remarkable head, incredibly accurate and
detailed, pretty much the greatest bear
head T cver saw, but otherwisc he was
wearing boxer shorts and a shirt from a
nearby women’s college, a shirt which he
said he had obtained in a panty raid, for
when we were undergraduates a thousand
years ago there really were such puzzling
and inexplicable things, although mostly
they consisted of a lot of aimless running
and shouting in the dark, and many
confused young men unsurc as to where
cxactly and why exactly we were running,
and what cxactly we were to do when we
arrived at our destination, but you didn’t
want to drop out of the pack for fear of
being razzed, which is, T have come to
think, most of the sourcc of trouble with
men, young or old.

Anyway, my friend was so addled he
could hardly sce, which he said was actually
very accurate bearwisc as bears can hardly
sec, but I pointed out that bears in general
make up for their virtual blindness with
incredible senses of smell, which he didn't
have, and he conceded the point.

“The actual technical problem of the
moment,” he said, ‘is that I can’t scc the
needle or the thread, so if you could possi-
bly stitch the arms onto the chest we will
be making some progress.’

‘Do you want some coffee?’ I asked.

‘Oh no no,” he said. ‘Coffee is bad for
you. Too much stimulation.’

I stitched the arms onto the chest and
then stitched the legs onto what looked
like a sort of large, very hairy diaper, this
being the bottom half of the suit, and all
the while my friend provided incompre-
hensible running commentary at high
speed. And then 1 attached the claws
to the hairy slippers of the feet and the
hairy gloves of the paws—and I rcally
must note here the terrific enginecring of

the claws, my friend had devoted serious
thought and creative juice to those claws,
you could pull them in and push them
out by means of a wire attached to the
middle finger of cach hand—and then
I helped my friend into the bear suit,
which took quite a long time also because
it was a complicated thing with many
buttons. In fact, I think he went scriously
overboard on the attachment devices,
although he made the point that the very
last thing you wanted to have happen
when dressed as a bear was to suddenly
losc a paw or something, which
was a good point.

BY THE TIME HE wAs fully dressed a1

had stopped playing incessantly with the
claws and was unaddled cnough to walk
properly, it was dusk and I told him I'had to
get to the dining hall for my dinner shift.

‘Do you want dinner?’ T said.

‘Oh no no,” he said. “It’d take us forever
to get the head off. Let's go right to the
ball. Can you walk me there? My cyesight
isn’t what it used to be’

Thus I found mysclf at age 20 walking,
across campus arm in arm with a bear,
something that had never happenced before
and has never happenced since, although
many amazing things have happened to
me, and [ have scen many miracles, first
and foremost my children emerging mew-
ling from the sca of my wifc.

When we got to the door of the
building housing the Costume Ball my
friend hesitated.

‘Maybe this isn’t a good idca,” he said.
‘Maybe I've made a mistake. Maybe bears
are not welcome at the Costume Ball. It’s
way too loud in there. It's violently loud.
I feel like my head is going to cxplode. 1
don't feel at all well. Do you think you
could walk me home and stay with me
awhilc until I come around?’

But by then I was tired of bears, and
tired of my friend, and tired of the very
words Costume Ball, and I am ashamed
to say here that I wrenched  on the door,
and winced at the howling caterwauling
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Straight from the heart

HEN L1 CunxiN was writing the first draft
of Mao's Last Dancer, he questioned whether there
would be much interest in his autobiography. Now,
with the international bestseller in its 25th reprint
in Australia and rccently published in a condensed
Young Readers’ Edition, he has his answer.

i now works in a Melbourne stockbroking office.
The plush reception area, and the mecting room
where we chat, is not the place one would expect to
find a man whose lifc began humbly in rural China.
But there have heen so many dramatic moments, so
many unexpected transitions in Li’s remarkable life.

When we first meet Liin Mao's Last Dancer, he is
a peasant boy, born into a family rich in love, pride
and dignity, but struggling to mecct their meagre
material needs.

Born a peasant, dic a peasant—that may well be
the lesson to be drawn from onc of the fables
he is taught as a child. But this is not to be
Li's destiny.

A visit to his school by a tcam of Madam
Mao’s cultural dclegates will change the 11-
year-old’s life. They arc looking for children
with particular physiques and high levels
of flexibility to take to the city, to train to
become the best artists and dancers in China.
Naturally, in this process they will learn to
become loyal scrvants of Mao.

Li is chosen.

In Beijing, at Madam Mao’s Dance Acad-
emy, he undergoes extreme difficulties, but
he also cxperiences a world no peasant child
could cver imagine: eating fresh fruit twice

a week and meat almost daily, becoming a student
of ballet and, through years of rigorous, highly dis-
ciplined training, acquiring an understanding of the
nature and cssence of ballet, of movement and music,
and the joy of performing for an audicnce.

Ballet becomes his obsession. He scts his course.
He will become one of the best. And there arc
mentors and teachers at the dance academy who
sce that he has what it takes, who guide him, who
recognise how to bring out the best in him, who
believe in him.
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When Li first sces a video of Baryshnikov danc-
ing, it dawns on him that there is so much more to be
achicved through his art form.

Li is soon offered coveted solo roles. He hecomes
known. W 1 cach taste of success he becomes more
determined. Obstacles will not deter him.

Ballet continues to open up the world for Li. Not
only China, but cventually the United States. He
travels the first time on a two-month scholarship to
the Houston Ballet Academy, returning soon after
that for 12 months.

He has trcasured memories of these times—h
first time on a plane, seeing an ATM machinc—and
anxicties too. Yet he revels in the creativity, the
frecdom—of speech, of movement, of expression in
dance—that being in the West offers him.

Lisoonrcalises that he cannot return to his restric-
tive life in China. Onc of the most dramatic parts ot

the book is his defection to the US—he has
T secretly married another dancer,

¥ HAT FOLLOWS ARE THE contrasts of his life:
success not only in his performancces with the Hou-
ston Ballet in the US, but in Europe, and the personal
cost of the breakdown of his marriage, of being scpa-
rated from his family, not knowing what difficulty
his defection has caused them.

Eventually Li finds his soul mate in Australian
Mary McKendry, a gifted dancer whom he marries.
When they travel together, to visit his family back in
the village he grew up in, onc senses  at the peasant
boy has finally gonc the full circle.

The postscript reveals that the couple returned to
Australia where they performed with the Australian
Ballet, eventually scttling in Melbour , that towards
the end of his dancing career Li studied stockbroking,
and that they now have three children.

Mao’s Last Dancer is a story of inspiration and
hope: about the value of persistence, and striving to
become what you hardly dare belicve is possible.

The story is told with simplicity and packed with
cmotion. Li takes readers on his journey, tells them
about his fcars, his loneliness, the tears he shed being
scparated as a young boy from his family, and his






Oil anau .vate-

»N EARLY MAY A SHORT ITEM appeared in the financial press.
The relcase was probably a page long but the subs reduced it to
three or four lines—enough to say that the Bass Strait oil ficld
had reached a milestone: it had 10 per cent oil remaining. Such
treatment of the news was poor given the contribution the field
has made to jobs, taxes, exports and royaltics, but perhaps there
were mixed feelings. After all, this was a kind of abituary—90
per cent of the Bass Strait oil has gone and the chances of finding
anything like this again are very slim.

The previous week’s news may have had some bearing. Oil
had hit US$58 a barrel, a 50 per cent jump on the previous year
and 100 per cent higher than 2003. Tt was the highest price for
30 years and prompted the International Monctary Fund to call
for urgent investment to prevent the price of oil doubling again.
The Paris-bascd International Energy Agency said the same: oil
production was not keeping pace with demand. B ions of dol-
lars needed to be spent on oil exploration and now.

So, it was not the ideal moment to announce that Bass
Strait was all but over. The news also tempted wider musings:
the sediment of the Eocene and upper Cretacceous periods had
been transformed into 3.5 billion barrels of concentrated energy
over a 35-year period—just 30 per cent of the time cars have
been manufactured at Dearborn, Ilinois.

But why stress? We've found morce oil and gas in other parts
of the strait, and continue to find moderate amounts in the
central basins and in WA. The numbers, howcever, aren’t big.
The North West Shelf produces 0.1 per cent of annual world oil
production. Surcly we can always buy? There’s plenty of oil. The
authoritative US Geological Survey (USGS) says there are just
over onc trillion barrels of various types of oil remaining world-
wide, 60 per cent of which is to be found in the Middle East.
This is sufficient to last 34 years at present demand. Of course,
if we can reduce demand, the supplies will last longer.

At present the world uses 30 bi  on barrels each year. At
the current global growth of 2-3 per cent we will need an extra
nine-ten billion barrels (Gb) in five years. China is building
eight-lane freeways; India too. China has 20 million vchicles
already, increasing by two million a year. Saudi Arabia has gen-
crously promised to step up production to meet the gap, but it is
hard to see how it can triple production, let alone quickly. There
have been no big discoveries in the Middle East for years and the
68 big oil development projects currently under way in various
parts of the world will only add 4.5 Gb. Many of these will take
four years or more to commence production.

Still, the US, which uses 25 per cent of world oil, may
yet get serious about conservation. ©  ere’s been a rush to buy
hybrid cars, although most new-car buyers have just switched
to scaled-down SUYVs, rather than desert the gas-guzzlers
completely. This may explain why US demand for oil rose one
per cent last year. The US Congress is aware. In May it passed
a Bi promoting the use of cthanol as a gasoline substitute
although this doesn’t come into effect until 2008. Governor
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Schwarzenegger, a man who has seen some scary scenarios i
his time, is at least doing something. His ‘hydrogen highways
will offer 100 fucl stops for California’s minuscule number of
hydrogen-fuelled cars, but a symbolic start is at least a start.

If that doesn’t prove enough comfort the USGS helicves
another trillion barrels of 0il will be discovered, and a further
tri  on barrels of bituminous oil is to be had via the pitch ar
tar sands in Alberta, Venezuela, Estonia and Australia. This is
not as good as it sounds as the cost of heating pitch to cxtract
the lighter fractions tends to undermine the whole idea. Add the
cost of the water involved and the pollution, and the exercisce
becomes pricey in more ways than one.

Another niggling thought is that the trillion that lics in
wait for explorers sounds a bit neat. How do they know it’s
actually there? Statistical modelling doesn’t create oil and
it doesn’t allow for wild weather and bandits. We know that
there’s a lot of oil potential in Colombia, but geologists also
remember the kidnappings and murder. Iraq is supposed to

have heaps of potential, but few are booking planc
tickets just yet.

7

I HERE'S ALSO THE REALITY that production is depletion; an
obvious but often overlooked fact. If Bass Strait is in steady
run-down might not this be true globally? Those early oil fields
in Illinois and Pennsylvania have long vanished from memory.
Cartoonists no longer draw oil shooting into the air when a
Texan picks a carrot. Texan oil began to flow in big volumec in
the 1920s as car numbers exploded, but peaked 50 years later
in 1970. Alaskan oil consisted largely of one reservoir, Prudhoc
Bay. Once production began to decline in 1988, Alaska’s big
moment was over. The USA’s 510,000 wells yicld about 14 bar-
rels each per day on average. The North Sea, one of the most
prolific discoverics since the Middle East, reached peak five
years ago and now produces 20 per cent less than its peak pro-
duction volume. Indonesia peaked 25 years ago. Yibal, Oman’s
largest field, went into decline in 1997 after Shell discovered its
high-intensity drilling program was depleting the ficld at a rate
of 12 per cent a year.

The exception scems to be the Saudi and Gulf fields, the
largest of which is still producing at an astonishing rate of five
million barrels per day (mbpd) some 50 years since first produc-
tion. This is comforting as it suggests there is still time to think
of alternatives to oil as our main transport fuel. At least there
would be time if it were not for the experience of the North Sca
fields, Prudhoe Bay, Bass Strait, Yibal and the hundreds of fields
already in decline.

After all, an oil field, even a Gulf one, is an oil ficld. There
are all sorts of factors which determine the field’s viability
including traps, faults, migration of il and the porosity of rock.
Essentially areservoiris viable when the pressure from rock or gas
above, or water below, pushes oil to the point of lcast resistance:
the well opening. In fields of good porosity and permeability no
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Devil in the Jetai

HY ARE THERE SO MANY LONG,
bad war books written by journalists just
at the minute?” The question was raised
first in Eureka Street by Peter Stanley in
March 2005. Big, journalistic treatments
of Gallipoli, numerously of Kokoda, and
here of the POW experience in the Pacific
theatre, from mainstream commercial
publishers, have graced the bestseller sts
and the front-window display cascs over
the last two or three years. Big books, big
marketing budgets, big sales. Academic
sour grapes aside, it’s probably not as sim-
ple as that, and never is.

Big books on popular themes by well-
known journalists are nothing new,
and neither is the ‘journalist as [good]
historian’. C.EW. Bean and Gavin Long
had significant carcers as journalists
before they became official historians of
Australia’s war cffort between 1914-18 and
1939-45. Morc recently, Max Hastings in
Britain and Tom Ricks and Rick Atkinson
in the United States have shown that the
marriage of accomplished  journalism,
careful rescarch and sound historical
sense produces good, serious books able to
reach a wide, interested readership. That
isn’t really the issuc at the heart of my
triend’s question, either.

Commercial publishers recognise two
things: that there is a large audience out
there keen to read (and pay money for)
books that retell the Homeric aspects of
our military history; and that academic
historians are probably the last people
willing, or able, to write them. This second
proposition isn't strictly true, of coursc.
Therce are historians out therc with a gift
for clear, concise prose who can make the
transition from seminar room to living
room in thc way they deal with issues
and ideas, just as there are plenty of jour-
nalists with a cloth ear for language and
a tabloid sense of history. But the way in
which many historians have written more
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and more about less and less, and in a less
and less interesting manner, here as else-
where, has left the return of the big, popu-
lar synoptic history to the journalists, the
popularisers, and the occasional academic
‘stars’ like Simon Schama or
Niall Ferguson.
Does this matter? Proba-
bly not, so long as we under-
stand what we are dealing
with when we consider
bookslike Cameron Forbes’s
Hellfire. He tells us that his
purpose is ‘to tell through
individuals the story of the
prisoners’ war, Australia’s
relationship  with  Japan
and its strategic shift’. He
has read the secondary lit-
erature carefully, done some
uscful work in the archi-
val collections, and talked to a range of
former prisoners, their families, and oth-
ers in order to elicit the personal stories
through which he frames the book. It is
capably done, but frankly tells us nothing
we do not know already, or that cannot be
found in the fairly extensive literature on
the prisoners of the Japanese
already in existence.

HIS JUDGMENTS AND conclusions

on bigger issues are less sure, more open
to question. An underlying theme of the
book seems to be that the fall of Singapore
brought an end to British imperialism in
the Far East, and occasioned the ‘strate-
gic shift’ in Australia’s reclations, already
cited. This is much too simplistic. It is cer-
tainly true that the prewar style of British
colonial rule was c¢nded by the Japancse
victory in 1942, and that the nature of
colonial rule changed irrevocably thereaf-
ter. But Britain remained the most signifi-
cant military and economic power in the
Malay region until London finally chose to

withdraw in the carly 1970s (having
mooted the possibility since the late
1950s). As Coral Bell argued ncarly 20
years ago, Australia’s strategic relation-
ship in the decades after World War 11 is
a triangular onc, focused on
both London and Washing-
ton, rather than a bilateral
one cmphasising one over
the other, and her insig
helps make much
sense of Australian policy
and military experience in
the region in the following
quarter-century.

Forbes’s treatment of the
controversial  commander
of the 8th Division, Henry
Gordon Bennett, is like-
wisc open to challenge. The
scquence of events that led

to two inquiries finding against him in the
matter of his desertion of his comma
and escape from Singaporc is presented as
a conflict between professional soldiers
Australia and Britain and the amateur citi-
zen-soldier Bennett. There was certainly
an element of that, and Bennett had gonc
out of his way beforc the war to antagonise
regular officers in public and the press.
But there were citizen-officers cqually
dismayed by his behaviour and critical of
his performance, and the fact that he h:
behaved bravely and commandcd ably at
lower levels in World War I tells us very
little about his capability and performance
at higher levels in a subsequent war.

Hellfire deals with the details of often-
horrific human experience well. Thesc are
stories worth retelling in cach genceration,
and this book can be read for what it tells
us about them.

more

Jeffrey Grey is a professor of history at
University College, Australian Defence
Force Academy, Canberra.
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A merry mercenary

F AUSTRALIAN WITNESSES to the Vietnam
War there are few, considering that this was the
longest, if hardly the most costly, overseas mili-
tary venture in the history of this country: a hand-
ful of novels, a film, a few television mini-series.
There are unit histories growing by the year,
besides the fine volumes in the Official History
by Ian McNeill {on combat} and Peter Edwards (the
homefront). But women’s reckonings of the war are
scant indeed. Susan Terry has written of her expe-
riences as a nurse in Vietnam, Jane Ross of a for-
tuitous research trip in which she investigated the
myth of the Digger (see Gerster and Pierce, On the
Warpath). Georgia Savage’s accomplished novel
Ceremony at Long Nao was, among other things, a
benediction for those who fought on either side.
Now—1long after her experiences there—Helen
Nolan has written a novel, Between the Battles.
To a degree autobiographically based, it is about
Vietnam in the late 1960s. In common with her
protagonist, the reckless Holly Gow, Nolan was
recruited from Sydney for a secretarial job with
the American armed forces. The novel that she
has fashioned—decades after the events that she
witnessed and of which she heard—is an account
of a tour of duty from a point of view different
in many obvious respects, but not in all, from
that of men who served in the military
for the United States or Australia.

NOLAN’S NOVEL IS AMBIGUOUS in its essence.

At times her heroine disparages the corrupt con-
duct of the war by the South Vietnamese and the
Americans. At others she jokes about and joins in
the black market among the allies. Holly’s war
seems to take place not so much in the office but
in bars, beds, jet planes and helicopters. The inci-
dents with which we are regaled may be based
more in fantasy than careful reminiscence: the
mile-high delights of sex in the cockpit of a fighter
plane, nonchalant survival of the Tet offensive,
commandeering army vehicles for joy rides, even
the shooting of a black-shirted Viet Cong with a
borrowed revolver. Indeed it appears to have been a
lovely war for Holly and her girlfriends, with such
cheerily titled chapters as ‘Red Dogs, Black Cats

and White Mice’, ‘Billygoats, Hammers and Shark-
baits’ and ‘Oh Goodie—More Girls'.

The uncertain tone of Between the Battles
attests not only to literary inexperience but to a
moral confusion that the heroine does not resolve.
She is a mercenary of a kind, not a zealot. The best
friends of her female coterie are among the soldiery,
especially if they are officers, but Vietnamese who
may be Viet Cong are fondly regarded as well.
The war is an excitement, and a lost cause. To
whatever extent it was intended, Nolan has given
us an awkward but revealing memoir of the war in
Vietnam, and the careless Western ’60s frame of
mind that was brought to it.

Peter Pierce is Professor of Australian Literature at
James Cook University, Cairns.
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True north

IFE AND DEATH ABOUND In ironics.
While some arc droll, others are cruel.
Yet few of the 1500 or so people who
attended the funeral of Fr Ted Kennedy
on 24 May—the feast of Our Lady elp
of Christians, Patroness of Australia,
the response of antipodean Catholics to
Empire Day—could have imagined what
was about to transpire. Fr Kennedy had
not been buried a week before his succes-
sors called the policc to that fraught inner-
city church to deal with ‘trouble-making’
parishioners. This unflinching and self-
less friend of Australia’s indigenous peo-
ple never once in his 30 years as parish
pricst at St Vincent’s, Redfern called for
police assistance, tor both philosophical
and pragmatic rcasons. That funeral, like
so much else in the life of this remarkable
man, was both a sign of, and a challenge
to, the fractures and factions in Catholic
life in Sydney.

lc was at that very church where
the funeral began, with a traditional
Aboriginal Smoking Cceremony followed
by a long procession to 'The Block’, the site
of so much heartbreak and inter-cultural
violence in Redfern. Some of us felt, for
reasons of a diffcrent [but really less valid)
symbolism that the ceremony should
have been held in St Mary’s Cathedral, but
Ted’s remarkable elder sister, Marnic rRsCy,
insisted that he wanted it in Redfern. ‘If it
were in the cathedral,” she told a mutual
fricnd, “Ted would climb out of the coffin
and walk out of the building.’

The assembly at his funeral would
make rich readings for a sociologist. There
were, of course, many Aborigines whose
welfare had been his burning concern
for 30 years. Some were outside the huge
marquee, tending a fire which provided a
constant and emotionally pungent smoke.
As an Australian incense, it reminded us
of the land that means so much to us all.
Others were inside; their chanting enrich-
ing the ritual with an intense cloguence.
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This proved unexpectedly moving for so
many of the white people present. This
keening cut deep to the soul; yet others
bore aloft a small cross, decorated with
indigenous colours and symbols. The dis-
possessed, from around the nation, proud
and profoundly saddened by the loss of
their unswerving friend.

The other part of that gricving congre-
gation—ijournalists, artists, politic: s,
athceists,  professionals  aplenty—were,
mostly, those who had encountered, and
been influenced, by Ted as young students
and graduates. They represented  that
other dispossessed group in Australian
history, the Irish. While the latter have
in their success mostly cut their links
with the Catholic establishment {another
Kennedy legacyl, they have retained a vein
of spirituality in their lives, commonly
sustained by poctry and the arts.

Yet the ‘establishment’” was there,
too. Not Cardinal Pell, who had another
pressing commitment, but over 60 priests,
many overcoming overt infirmity in their
determination to honour Ted Kennedy.
They concelebrated the mass under the
cloquent and empathic  leadership of
Bishop David Cremin, who proudly iden-
tified that the vestments which he wore,
decorated with indigenous motifs, were
lent by Fr Frank Brennan.

Indeed, Brennan’s father, Sir Gerard—
the former Chicf Justice—was there, in
the company of the former judge and
Governor-General, Sir William  Deanc;
taking their scats well to the back they
were urged, with a scriptural recollec-
tion, to go higher. Judge Christopher
Geraghty, author of two sadly colourful
books about priestly education in Sydney,
rcad his elogquent Prayers of the Faithful,
which bristled with pointed lessons for
Cardinal Pell and other political prelates
who might wish to demolish Vatican 1T
and return to Counter-Reformation days
and ways. Tom Uren was there, as were

sculptor Tom Bass, Gerard Windsor and
Stephen Crittenden from the ABC, who
was enthusiastically embraced by Cremin
as the procession passed him.

And who was this great Australian
whom they all mourned, celebrated and
honoured! Ted was born in 1931 into
the family of Marrickville doctor Jack
Kennedy, the loved son of Peg—some
would say ‘pampered’, but, then, many a
saint has grown from a privileged back-
ground. He entered Manly seminary at 16,
after completing his matriculation, where
he never scemed very cengaged by his
studics. His colleague, Dr John Challis,
does not recall him as a great rcader
(that lay in the future) but as once with
a passion for cars, which he shared with
the philosopher-to-be, John Burnhcim.
It was when he moved into suburban
parishes—Ryde, Punchbowl, Elizabcth
Bay, Neutral Bay and Redfern, where
he was to become legendary—that he
hecame, in Challis’s words, ‘an existential

theologian who worked out his

I theology on the job”.

N Rypg, JamMeEs MCAULEY was a
parishioner and Ted, ever the facilitator,
suggested that he collaborate with the
ABC broadcaster and composer, Richard
Connolly. Their Hymns for the Year of
Grace arc arguably the finest liturgi-
cal music to emerge anywhere in the
last 50 ycars. It was hardly uncxpected,
then, that Ted was the creative part of a
partnership with Fr Roger Pryke in con-
ducting an exceedingly important ‘Living
Parish” week at Manly which brought
participants from around the country and
ignited liturgical renew  in Australia,
much of it against the bishops” will. ‘Ted
saw that the right people came,” Fr Pat
Kenna told me.

Then in the mid-1960s, Cardinal
Gilroy appointed Kennedy as ¢h  ain
to Sydney University, to succeed the












HAT’S YOUR FAVOURITE T' 3! Mine is the paperbark.
[ realised it today when I was glancing idly out of the passen-
ger-side car window. It was growing on a nature strip next to
the shop where we'd stopped to get milk and bread. It was a
feast of graceful complexity, its endless frilled layers catch-
ing e sun, its holes and crannies full of webs and seeds and
pupac and busy, busv little creatures going about their busi-
ness. It ecxemplified ¢ glory of Australian wildness even in
our suburban descrts, its colours shading infinitely through
every possible aspect of grey, cream, ivory, charcoal, sand,
beige, stone—in delicate play of light and shade. I could look
at it a long, long time without tiring.

If only I could say the same thing about most of the stuff
on the telly. I watch probably more than you do—always did
like the telly more than was good for me—but frequently as 1
churn the remote through umpty-five digital cable channels 1
find nothing that’s any good.

Indced, the very fact that I keep turning back to the ABC
and SBS might arguc that I'm wasting a grcat deal of money
on cable, especially when I stop to consider that the ad breaks
on cable are, if anything, more frequent and intrusively insen-
sitive than on the networks. It scems like a great big scam to
make us pay for TV and then show commercials. I it weren’t
for Ovation I'd stop. Ovation is great, showing operas, hallets,
fabulous jazz concerts and book programs. You rcally don’t get
its like anywhere, except on Sunday afternoons on the ABC.

Anyway, somcthing that the ABC has got its hands on
before Ovation is a fabulous seven-part scrics, The Blues, which
will be showing all through July and into the middle of August
at 10.10pm on Saturdays. If you're going out, get your teenager
to program the VCR for you, because you won'’t want to miss it.
Each c¢pisode is a 90-minute personal exploration of the blues,
its history and pc rmers, a different director taking on the
task cach time. The Arst one is Martin Scorsese, who takes us
to the banks of the Niger and thencee to the Mississippi Delea,
looking for origins. He explores Delta Blues—as significant
to our musical culture as Mozart; the thudding heart of the
music of experience won in pain and contemplated in perform-
ance art. And such art, such performances: Son House, Muddy
Waters, John Lee Hooker. Al T could say was wow. And that
was just the Hrst episode. Wim Wenders (who directed that
wonderful movie The Buena Vista Social Club) docs the next
episode as a fictional story, interwoven with amazing archival
footage and contemporary blues performers such as the great
Bonnic Raitt. The third episode {Richard Pearce) is tabulous,
concentrating on Memphis and B.B. King.
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There will still be some Black Books episodes stretching
into July, thank hcaven. This third series may grow on mc;
I worry that it’s become a  ttle too self-conscious at times,
perhaps overdoing Bernard’s domestic chaos. That’s being
picky, but I loved the first two scries so much that I bought
them on DVD,

[ was alwavs stumped when trying to pick a favourite from
a show so fert :, so replete with Moments: Bernard unable to
get back in his shop after the builder has sct the alarm code;
Manny playing  lliant piano with spoons from inside; the
drinking of the wine meant for the Pope, with a cash-meter
at the side of the screen measuring their consumption at fi
quid a drop; Fran’s bossy vegan New Age friend letting her
have a ‘naughty rice cake’. T haven’t been able to pick a similar
peck of beauties from the third series. But it is still so much

better than anything clse you care to mention that
It Imatters nowt.

OMEDY 1 s0 PRECIOUs that we need to promote and
nurture it. Seven's dismal failure to persist with the Let
Loose Live show was an indication of how difficult it would
be to make a Black Books or Father Ted or Little Britain in
the philistine climate that persists on commercial TV here.
It’s still the ABC, curtailed and cramped as it is, that gives us
the brave, creatively driven experiments like Kath and Kim;
someone was wi - ng to take a risk with comedy-drama, not
just some weaselly catchpenny false-reality show that is
run through focus groups first. (Focus groups forsooth; just
stand to the s whilc T spit on the tloor. No—I'm not being
grumpy, it’s just that neither I nor anyone I know has cver
been asked to be in a focus group. The bloody marketers proh-
ably pick out the focus groups they want anyway, so that they
don’t get any inconvenient results such as, ‘What the hell is
this crap you're showing me?’

OK, so I'm g1 1py. But I have company. Again on the
ABC {8pm Tucsdays) during July and August there will be
Grumpy Old Women, the scquel to Grumpy Old Men, which
to mc was simple camaraderic, even when I violently disa-
greed with what they were grumping about. The women are
marvellously appalling, which is what you want: Janct Strect
Porter, Jenny Eclair, Ann Widdecombe, Germaine Greer,
Annectte Croshie and Sheila Hancock.

And for the rest of the time 1 will be watching the
paperbark tree.

Juliette Hughes is ¢ celance writer.
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