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‘“Watchman, what of the night?’

The watchman says:

‘Morning comes, and also the night.
If you will inquire, inquire;

Come back again.’

—Isaiah 21: 11

T FIRST GLANCE, Clarc Locke’s cover illustration
for this issue of Eureka Street evokes a familiar image of
summer, a time when our living is mecant to be easy, our
hearts light and our minds carefree. Our thoughts fly back
to summers long ago, lazy days of sitting in the sun and
watching the cricket.

But on closer examination some questions may arise.
Wherc arc the fie]l men? Why is the sunshine only on the
players, and the shadows beyond so dark? Just who is watching
this game? Below the calm surface, something seems to be
calling for an answer, something that malkes the scene very
much a reflection of the mood of our times.

That mood is largely one of uncertainty. Old assurances
arc fading—about how we work, how we c¢nsure that those
unable to work will be provided for, how we provide safe
havens for those with nowhere else to turn, how we protect
our way of life from those who might wish to destroy i,
how we carry on the public conversation of a free society,
and how we express our views on our government’s actions
or intentions.

Pcrhaps the greatest challenge in times of uncertainty is
toremain watchful—not only of the human injustice thatisso
often a by-product of a climate of fear, but of our own actions,
motivations and sympathics, which can be sclective.

The rccent Australian out: ¢ over the execution in
Singapore of the young Australian Nguyen Tuong Van was
understandable from pcople who believe in the sanctity
of all human life and the barbarity of capital punishment.
But few here would have been awarc of a similar outcry in
Singapore itself carlier in the year, before the hanging of
an Indian-Singaporean man, Shanmugam, who had tried to
carry traffickable quantitics of cannabis into Singapore from
Malaysia. Shanmugam’s casc was equally heart-rending, as
he was the sole 1 ent of 14-ycar-old twins who had only
their elderly grandmother to care for them after his death.

On a more mundanc level, it is easy to see that our
motivations are often dependent on the slightest switch in
the prevailing winds, or the latest head] news. After the
sharp escalation of petrol prices late last year caused by a

4 LURERA STREET JANUARY-FEBRUARY 2006

hurricane in the Gulf of Mexico, a poll indicated that most
Australians feared the threat of  igher petrol prices cven
more than that of terrorism! How quickly that changed when
the price of petrol began to drop and we were warned of an
imminent threat of terrorist acts on our soil, then saw on our
tclevision screens people being arrested.

Many humane and rational voices spoke out against
aspects of the Government’s prc  ssed anti-terror legislation,
but it became law, with little opportunity for debate in
parliament, on 6 December. In this issue of Eurcka Strect,
Alison Aprhys examines the possible repercussions for our
society’s principal watchdog, the media, and more generally
the media’s role in a democratic society whose frcedoms have
become more fragile.

Other writers provide the kind of informed, intelligent
commentary on human and social issues that Eureka Street
readers have come to rely upon: Andrew Hamilton, Michacl
Mc@Girr, Jack Waterford, Brian Doyle, Dorothy Horsfield,
Brian Matthews, Morag Frascr, Juliette Hughes, and many
more. What they all have in common is a watchtul, inquiring
mind and a concern for their fellow human beings.

Also in this issue you will find the annual Eurcka
Street Index for vol. 15, 2005, inserted as a useful life-out to
provide ready access to the authors and subjects of each issue
published last year. We hope in time to make this index, and
carlier ones, available online as a scarchable archive. Our
fortnightly editorial update at www.curckastreet.com.au has
gencrated a flurry of responses, some of which are printed in
this issue. We hope to provide a forum soon for email letters
to be posted on our website, thus widening the dialogue
between readers and writers.

Finally on a personal note, I'd like to thank Marc ¢
Mogg for keeping such a diligent watch over Eureka Street tor
the past several years, and Andrew Hamilton for his wisdom,
wit and generous support. It is quite unexpectedly, and with
a sense of privilege, that I find mysclf, in this first issue of
the magazine’s 16th volume, on the watch.

Robert Hefner is the acting cditor of Eureka Street.



Serious issues

My initial disappointment that fewer
copics of Eureka Strecet arc to be published
cach year has been mitigated by the first
fortnightly editorial update! Andrew
Hamilton’s timely and thought-provok-
ing approach to the current relationships
between Australians and their govern-
ment (‘Laying down the law’, Editorial
Comment, eurckastreet.com.au, posted
16 November 2005) raises serious issues,
not least of which is the widening gap
between New Testament values and val-
ucspromotedby thcHowardGovernment.

Positive human relationships are,
more than anything clse, founded on
trust. Sadly and too frequently in the last
decade the electorate has been fed a diet
of misinformation. Even sadder is the fact
that the community at large has accepted
such dishonesty as part of life, whether it
be the distinction made between promises
and core promises, the blatant untruth
that children had been thrown overboard,
or the failure to take farreaching IR
changes to the electorate in the months
preceding the 2004 clection.

This most recent deceit has been
compounded by giving too little time
for parliamentary scrutiny and debate
of a policy which has the potential to
seriously lower the living standards of
the most vulnerable members of our
comimunity.

David Dyer
Ballarat, VIC

Guiding principles

Thank you, Andrew Hamilton {‘Laying
down the law’), for becoming an informed
wceb voice challenging the attitude dis-
played by the Government in recent leg-
islation, and for clcarly outlining the
guiding principles that are presently
missing from the proposed legislation. By
providing a forum that offers Australians
the opportunity for comment, involve-
ment and debate, you are encouraging the
building of the sense of solidarity, com-
munity and co-operation that respects
human dignity and that the Government
is failing to rccognisc as essential for
human flourishing.
Margaret Smith
via email

cadership lacking

Our Government is showing little gen-
uine moral leadership on this issue
(‘Beneath the trapdoor’/The face of
moral judgment’, Editorial Comment,
posted 30 November 2005}, But what can
one expect when Howard et al are pre-
parcd to allow David Hicks to languish
in intolerable conditions in Guantdnamo
Bay, where none of the usual legal pro-
tections scem to apply to our ‘allics’ in
the way they deal with their prisoners,
in this casc onc who is a citizen of our
country? I find that situation ¢ven more
puzzling, frustrating and hypocritical
than the Nguyen case, if not as tragic, as
[Hicks| is not yet on death row.

Bill Versteegh

Woodforde, SA

Response to our fortnightly editorial
update at  www.eurekastreet.com.au
has been overwhelmingly positive. If
vou dare a subscriber and have not vet
provided us with your email address,
please send it to eureka@jespub.jesuit.
org and we will email cach new edito-
rial update to you.

—Acting ed

On terror tactics

[ do not often find myself agreeing

with  Jack Waterford. However, 1
thought that much of his picce,
‘Terror  Tactics’ (Capital  Letter,

September-October 2005) was spot on.
Caseslike Rau, Solonandall the others
denicd their liberty without recourse to a
court secm to me to have a clear message.
Parliament and its individual members
should be very careful about the powers
they give to officials, cspecially when
individuals have little or no right to
judicial review of official decisions.

This is not neccessarily to argue
against the Government’s  border
protection policy. It is a suggestion that if
Parliament must make laws that enable
detention, then it should do so only if
it also provides checks and balances
that are available to the individuals
concerned.

Bill Ranken
Kew, VIC

Ethnic stereotyping

I was disappointed to read David Glanz’s
account of his recent visit to Isracl (Eureka
Street, September-October 2003). Despite
Glanz’s reputation as a committed anti-
Zionist, one might have at least hoped for
some serious engagement with the reality of
Isracl and its social and political structures.
Much of Glanz’s account is blatant cthnic
stereotyping. We arce told that the Israelis
he meets are unfriendly, rough, tough, rude
and aggressive. They all carry guns, and are
inherently militaristic. In contrast, Glanz
depicts the Arabs he sights cither as vague
and incompetent (the Egyptian border
guards), or alternatively as mere passive
victims of Isracl. As for political analysis,
Glanz offers little more than a parroting of
the Palestinian national narrative he first
heard at university 30 years ago. All
Israclis are powerful oppressors, and all
Palestinians are powerless and oppressed
Philip Mendes
Kew, VIC

Truly frightening

The new anti-terror laws are truly fright-
ening, especially as the past record of this
Government has consistently disregarded
the needs and rights of the most vulnera-
ble in our society—for example, the callous
trcatment and demonisation of asylum
scekers and the demial of work rights cven
if the asylum secker has skills needed by
our community. The new industrial laws
also show a lack of understanding or empa-
thy with young and/or unskilled or timid
workers who clearly are unable to negoti-
ate successfully with their employer. Hail
to the Police State, farcwell to Australia of
the Fair Go!

Joan Pearson

Ivanhoc, VIC
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s THE SypNey Sewrina Carnival
came to an end, with Desert War winning
its sccond Epsom in a row and Railings
taking the Mctropolitan (races that date
back to the 1860s), the Melbourne Carni-
val began. Back from Hong Kong, ravid
Haves led in the two-year-old 1 Got Chills
which landed a huge plunge and won by
six lengths, It would win again three
weeks later, and then go amiss, perhaps
never to start again, The Turnbull Stakes
went to the champion mare Makybe Diva,
warming up for the Cox Plate to come at
Moonce Valley.

But first the action swung to Caulficld
tor the Guinceas. It has been a vexed race,
won by ordinary horses—Procul Harum
at 250/1, last ycar Econsul at 40/1—
but by outstanding oncs as well: Vain,
Redoubte’s Choice, Lonrho. As rain began
tofall heavily, the Bart Cummings-trained
Gaod’s Own was knocked sideways twice,
but came on to win decisively from Par-
atroopers. Amazced he should have been,
but Cummings only ventured ‘very good’.
That laconicism did not reprove the gib-
bering spokesman for Carlton at the pres-
centation who extolled its ‘big beer” ad.

Earlicr on in the program some of
the international horses were out in the
120th running of the Caulficld Stakes,
but it was donc brilliantly by a rcla-
tive newcomer, El Scgundo, with Darren
Gauci up. It could only manage sixth in
the next week'’s Caulticld Cup, but watch
for this horsc in the autumn. The Cup
went to Railings from the unlucky Japa-
nese runner Eve Popper whosce jockey cov-
cred an extra furlong. Traditionally the
hest pointer to the Melbourne Cup, this
race sent those two to near the top of the
market. A gallant third-place getter, the
Lee Freedman-trained Mummify, which
won the Caulficld Cup three years ago
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and won a Group Onc at Dubai last year,
broke down and had to be destroyed.

The Cox Plate was a showdown for
Frcedman’s mare Makybe Diva, which
had never won at Moonee Valley and faced
a field of imponderables. How good were
the three-year-olds? The forcign horses!?
In the end, not good cnough. Glen Boss
sent the mare home for a bold win after
the field had fanned cight wide on the
turn. But would she run in the Melbourne
Cup? She had appeared spent at the end of
the Cox Plate. Ten days later she would
have to carry a record weight for a marce of
58kg in the Cup and attempt to do what
no horse had ever done—win three times.

In between was Derby Day. Last year's
winner, the Western Australian horse
Plastered, had been a mystery this spring,.
Was it injured? Would the owners’ part-
nership be dissolved and the horse go to
Freedman to be trained? In the end, back
west went the enigmatic Plastered, to be
sct tor the Perth Cup. On Derby Day, Cup
contenders such as Confectioner and Mr
Celebrity were making their last bids to
get into the Cup field via the Saab Quality
{formerly known as the Hotham Handi-
capl. As it was, Cummings’s horse Stras-
bourg had its first win for 34 months. It
would run and so would the third horse,
Mr Celcebrity, for Gai Waterhousc.

Mcanwhilce I celebrated five winners in
a row, including Serenade Rose at 14/1 in
the Wakeful (not the Wakeficld, as the tro-
phy-giver thought), Benicio for Freedman
at 10/1 in the Derby and Glamour Puss at
9/1 in the dash down the Straight Six. This
uscd to be called the Craven ‘A’ after racing
folks’ fag of choice. In 1970 Vain won by
12 lengths. By day’s end most good judges
still thought that Makybce Diva would not
run on the following Tuesday. We were
wrong. Although conncctions worried
about how hard the track might be, as did
the Irish mob with Vinnic Roe, and 31
degrees Celsius was promised, the mare
was paid up to start. When they jumped,
Boss worked her across to near the rail.
Mr Ceclebrity led and compounded. Eye
Popper loomed and then vanished in the
ruck. The New Zealander Xcellent (first
Cup runner to start with X] came on, but
so did the mare, sprinting faster than any
stayer has, carried into the race as the
leaders flagged and spread. Although he
rode superbly, Boss still made his run a
touch earlicr than he wanted. On a Jeune
swooped at long odds, but Makybe Diva

won magnificently by morce than a length.
Once of the largest-cver Cup Day crowds
saw, simply, the greatest win in the race
for three-quarters of a century, since 1930,
and Phar Lap. The owner retired Makybe
Diva at once and Freedman promised that
he meant it: ‘She may be a Diva but she's
not Nellie Melba?

—Peter Pierce

I N N I A SIS B

UNIVERSITY suBjECT about con-
temporary politics in Australia for inter-
national st ents—many of them in the
country for only a semester—is an educa-
tion indeed. For me, the tutor. Talways tell
them {partly in the hope of getting them
talking from the beginning) that I lcarn
at least as much about Australia through
their cyes as they do. T have always lived
here, T tell them, aside from some brief
sojourns in Western Europe. Perhaps 1
have an overly benign attitude to Austral-
ia’s perecived cgalitarianism, relatively
trouble-free multiculturalism, and long-
standing democracy. Perhaps, T eell them,
I need to have this problematised by an
outsider’s eyes.

For the most part polite and respect-
ful, the last thing this mclange of Asian,
American  and  Northern European
twenty-somethings would wish to do is
cause a problem, mucl s problematise.
However, they do it by fault.

In a sul ct that spans a lot of recent
issues, Pauline Hanson is of course onc
hurdle. Curtously, 200 5 batch of inter-
nationals roportionally, pretty much
the samce groupings) brought Hanson up
as a phenomenon. They'd heard of her and
were worricd about her intluence on Aus-
tralians’ attitude to race (an Asian stu-
dent was adamant that she had made a
proclamation on television carly in 2004
that she had become a leshian, a claim 1
took merely to indicate the degree of her
celebrity in the Asia-Pacificl.

Last yecar I adjusted the course to
pre-cmpt their querics. Nonce of the new
group cven claimed to have heard of her.
Irritated {Isce her as a blip we had to have,
and a manitestation of perecived disen-



franchiscment among the lower-educated
and/or regionals, rather than as an impor-
tant indicator of Australian attitudes on
race), I was stuck with Hanson over my
shoulder for the rest of the semester.
Students later wrote in essays about the
‘Hanson government’ or about her intro-
duction of racist idcas to Australia; as [
feared, they quickly came to ascribe her
too much importance. Or did they? In one
class, they passionately argued with me
that her clear clectoral appeal in the late
'90s—not to mention the way Howard
has adopted a number of her ideas—
shows that Anglo-Australians are racist.
I retreated into entreaties that one should
not generalisc.

All students—including somc Aus-
tralians—havce a major difficulty with the
appellation ‘Liberal’ on a major conserva-
tive political party. By a process of climi-
nation, they tend to assume that since the
Liberal Party must be liberal {it’s like gay
pride: why would you claim such a title if
you weren’t?) then the Labor Party must
be conservative. Faced with a whole lot
of concepts that don’t correlate to Amer-
ica—Democrats, Republicans, and  the
aforementioned Liberals—the Amcricans
tend to zone out on political matters, apart
from one student who declared preferen-
tial voting to be ‘really lame’. They are,
however, largely intrigued by the system
of compulsory voting.

The American and European students
arc distinctly different from the Asians, in
interesting ways. The Asians have often
been in Australia longer, know how to
engage with it on a day-to-day basis, and
are, in some measure, respectful of what
they sce as an interface with the West
cqual to and interchangeable with the US
or Europe. The Europeans and Americans
are far less forgiving. It is in their interests
to identify clements of Australian culture
they sce as ludicrously derivative, such as
the young Danish men who claimed every
20th-century Australian painting in the
art gallery was an imitation of a well-
known Europcean artist (in their defence,
they did not mcan to be derisive but found
this ‘interesting’).

Others  claimed  that Australian
television was besotted with American
television and that Australian
television—of  which  they  could
not name cxamples—would soon be
swamped under globalisation. Another
student wrote an cssay condemning

Servant of silence

HEOLOGY DANCES AWKWARDLY WITH SILENCE. The natural business of
theology is to put together words about God. But the better the words, the
more clearly inadequate they are to their subject and the sooner they run out
into silence.

The late Pope John Paul II and Roger Schutz, founder of the ecumenical
monastery at Taiz¢, embody this paradox. The Pope spoke incessantly and pas-
sionately about faith. No one could speak with more integrity. He died to a jet
stream of other people’s words. Br Roger died during World Youth Day, the late
Pope’s favourite rostrum. To his death, at the hands of a disturbed and infatu-
ated woman, the natural response was one of appalled silence.

But silence was Br Roger’s way. His early memorics, at a time of sharp
religious division, werce of his father, a Reformed Pastor praying alone and
silently in the Catholic church. He continued to sce the Catholic church as a
place for silence. He was a dull speaker. His Conferences were the supporting
act that prepared the audience for the main cvent: the silent prayer that fol-
lowed them.

Certainly, that is how he saw the activitics at Taizé. The chants that iden-
tify Taiz¢ to so many people find their meaning in the silence that follows
them. The hospitality, trust and range of activities that the monastery offers its
thousands of young visitors lcad them to silence. There they can hear the still
voice that speaks to them of great desires.

Taizé¢ was to be about reconciliation. In its earliest years it offered Jews
shelter from the Nazis, and German prisoners shelter from French anger. More
recently it has promoted reconciliation between divided Christians, between
Christians and members of the other great world religions, and between First
and Third World. It offers few structures, no detailed plan, only a shared silence
before the mystery of God. Br Roger saw this as the contribution of the monas-
tic tradition to all churches.

This reticent style made possible Taizé’s distinctive contribution to Chris-
tian unity. Churches welcomed it precisely because it did not challenge their dis-
cipline, rhetoric or beliefs. It accepted, for example, the restrictive Catholic dis-
cipline of Eucharistic hospitality, but invited pcople to a silent unity beyond it.

Silence, however, is inherently subversive. It does not challenge words
head-on, but invites them to judgment. The more ringing the declaration, the
morc logically forceful the claim, the louder the sound of boundary pegs being
hammered in, then the longer the words will hang in silence. The more space
we shall have to assess if the timbre is preciscly right. Silence also allows us to
weigh our own posturing silences of disengagement and disapproval. It is par-
ticularly subversive when we value certainties above truth and rely on a strong
rhetoric to sustain them.

In Roger Schutz’s last months, two events captured his significance. In a
wordless gesture, he was offered communion at the funeral Mass tor Pope John
Paul I1. Shortly afterwards he dicd, the victim of a meaningless act. His death
consccrated the silence whose servant he had been.

Andrew Hamilton writes regularly for Eureka Street.
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Vying for vaccine

HAT WITH TSUNAMIs, urricancs, carthquakes, mudslides and
bombings, we've been beaten around the head with more than a few hard
lessons on the limits to human power in the past year. And it looks like we are
about to get another one—Dbird tlu. Oddly enough, the lesson may well have
more to do with politics and burcaucracy than with medicine.

Make no mistake, bird tlu is alrcady a nasty proposition. About three-
quarters of those who contract it dic. Luckily, at present, the only sure way for
humans to become infected is through close physical contact with infected
birds. But if the bird tlu virus should mutate into a form that is transmissible
trom human to human, we are likely to be in real strife.

So it should come as some relief to know that a scemingly effective vac-
cine against bird flv is already being tested. In the near future, perhaps we will
all be able to sit bar  and relax and let nature do its worst.

Well, not quite. You sce, we don’t have enough manufacturing capacity to
make sufficient vaccine quickly enough to protect us if the tlu starts to spread
among humans. Why? Vaccines are now not all that profitable for drug compa-
nics—certainly not as profitable as lifestyle drugs like Viagra or Celebrex.

The industry blames a combination of government over-regulation and
control over prices. And there’s another downside. If you produce a bad batch,
the compensation consequences are potentially horrendous. Whatever the case,
the big American pharmaceutical companies have bailed out.

That leaves the manufacturce of about 70 per cent of the world’s vaccines in
the hands of five countries in Western Europe. This could become much more
than an idle fact if a bird flu pandemic started and the manufacturing countrics
insisted that their citizens be injected first. Luckily for us, Australia has a siz-
able manufacturer in CSL.

So perhaps making vaccines is one of those things that governments should
have kept a closer eye on. But it’s only one example of the ‘public good” activi-
tics that scem to be going the same way. Why, for example, do we still not have
ctfective drugs to treat and protect us against increasingly resistant malaria, a
discasc that affects up to 500 million people and kills more than two million
people a year, as it ravages the tropics?

The problem is just that. It ravages the tropics, not people in the developed
world who can atford to pay a premium for new drugs and boost company prof-
its. The same argument is valid for many other tropical discases and parasites.

Unfortunately, as global warming swings into gear and the mosquitoes
bearing malaria parasites extend their ranges north and south, such commer-
cial decisions may well come back to bite us. Literally.

But bad decision-making with respect to health is not confined to the
developed world. You only have to remember how Chinese authorities initially
tricd to cover up news of the SARS outbreak in 2003 because they were con-
cerned about its potential to hurt tourism and business. Their efforts slowed
the fight against SARS by four months, giving the discase time to spread.

We clearly have the capacity to organise oursclves more efficiently in the
face of emerging global medical threats, but we will never do so while political
and commercial interests take precedence over public healch.

Tim Thwaites is a freclance science writer.

& FURFRASTRIE] FANUARY-FEBRUARY 2000

Australian citics for imitating the US;
still another claimed that Australian
communitics are ‘closc-knit’ and that
this is the reason Schape ¢ Corby is a
cause célébre in Australia in a way that
would never happen in the US.

Aboriginal Australians arc regarded
with fascination, though different stu-
dents react very d - crently to discussion
of their culture or their disadvantaged
state. One south-cast Asian student spent
a few pages of an essay proving that Abo-
rigines are ‘actually human’. Others were
very matter-of-fact in discussing a dete-
riorated culture, or a lack of civilisation.
Maost of them had not heard of Captain
Cook, but once they had, he seemed to be
unassailable as the “discoverer’ of Aus-
tralia, however much once cmphasised
that this is an outmoded concept.

In this kind of e¢nvironment, one
hopes that students’ preconceptions have
been challenged. More commonly, they
expressed disappointment that the sub-
jecct was largely about non-indigenous
Australia’s politics rather than Aborigi-
nal issues, which they naturally saw as
unique to this country.

Additionally, they used the sub-
ject to express some of the frustrations
they fele during their time in Australia.
This was not, strictly speaking, part ot
the syllabus, but in the context of dis-
cussion about their Australian experi-
ences it seemed relevant. In some casces
their complaines were about the way the
university itseltf had lured them, or had
treated them since their arrival. Some
students told me they were paying $200
a week for shared-room accommodation
run by private interests near, and rec-
ommended by, the university—located
in outer s urban Sy cy—in institu-
tions that must surcly have been mak-
ing $20,000 or more a week for providing
absurdly little.

Perhaps this is the most important
lesson they can teach us in the tertiary
scctor: the little things matter a lot
for the international students who
provide so much income for the nation’s
universitics.

—1an Slater

This month's contributors: Peter Picree
is Professor of Australian  Literature
at  James Cook University, Cairns;
Ian Slater has taught in several Austral-
lan universities.



OHN HowaRrD HAS A NEw PITCH to the public on ncarly

everything, but particularly on national security and indus-
trial relations: Trust me. Trust my judgment to keep the nation
safe, and to juggle the delicate balances between protecting the
public at large and safeguarding human rights. Trust my man-
agement of the economy and knowledge of the labour market to
be sure that dismantling old industrial protections will make
most people better off and more sccure.

Howard is not a person who has ever much called on trust
before. Even at the last election, when he used the word, the
context was not his reputation for telling the truth, or standing
by his word, but a record of steady cconomic management and
growth. Now, howcever, a man whose actions have done a lot to
undermine trust and confidence in politicians has a lot staked
on whether people accept that he knows what he is doing.

Ten years ago, one of the most successful strategies used
by the then lcader of the opposition against an arrogant and
out of touch prime minister was that he was governing for the
¢clites, not ‘for all of us’. It worked because it had a good meas-
ure of truth in it. Paul Keating was a big-picturc man who put
great talent and encrgy into persuading members of what John
Howard would call the political class that his policies were
right and appropriate. But he grew steadily more impatient
with the different, but equally important, job of justifying the
policies to ordinary Australians, many of whom felt increas-
ingly alienated from grand and consuming visions.

Now, ten years on, Howard has a problem with striking
parallels to Keating’s. How ironic that it involves a centrepicee
of Howard’s political life, the issue which he has most consist-
ently talked about for 30 years, and in which he had scemed
about to triumph. Howard and the Government have, by and
large, sold the much-despised intellectual ¢lites on the macro-
cconomic mecrits of their industrial rclations policy. Even
many of those who are instinctively hostile to anything that
Howard, or his Government, proposcs, would acknowledge
now the general necessity for frecing up labour markets.

But the Government’s, and John Howard’s, problem is not
the macro-economic debate, but the micro-cconomic one: the
impact of his proposcd changes at individual workplaccs, and
the personal insecuritics of hundreds of thousands of Austral-
ians about their bargaining power at their place of employ-
ment, or how they might be treated if economic circumstances
change, or whether they will be placed under additional pres-
sure to work longer hours, for proportionately less moncey. The
Howard campaign, expensively and improperly financed by the
general taxpayer, is not well addressing individual fears and
insccurities; in some respects, indeed, it may be aggravating
them. The arrogance of the misappropriation of public money
may be aggravating things too.

Trust me

Evenin trying to reach individual concerns, the campaign
may be too macro. The Government is, for example, patiently
trying to explain that it is unlikely most people will be dis-
advantaged or worse off: after all, skilled labour is at a pre-
mium, replacing people costs money and training time, and
fewer people are entering the workforce. The law of supply and
demand, in short, is on the side of the average workers who, if
they are smart, might well be able to parlay the need for their
skills into pay and conditions that more exactly retlect what
they want to do. Nor should ordinary Australians fear that
they will lose their public holidays, or treasured {in somc casces
hard-won) special conditions such as maternity leave; these,
the Government insists, arc safe. Likewise many employers
may well take on more employees when rid of the uncertain-
tics and unfairnesses of unfair dismissal legislation.

The Government has been generally courtcous and
reassuring about the fact that the sky will not in fact fall
in. And about its hope and firm belief that most Austral-
ians will be better off, just as they have been generally bet-
ter off as a result of other Howard Government economic
policies, including industrial relations rcforms, since 1996.
The truth is, however, that all this cxpensive propaganda and
rescarch does not scem well tocused on individual anxictics
and insccurities. And why not? In major part, it’s because John
Howard is selling a big picture and a belief {some would say,
unfairly, an ideology) that outcomes are generally better the
more markets are deregulated. He is not addressing insecu-
rity—though he has been, over his own carcer, willing ecnough
to exploit it when it suits. He is not painting a picture for ordi-
nary working Australians of how their new workplace will be
in the ncw paradisc he 1s creating.

The lack of penctration is probably compounded by the
Government’s lack of frankness about the fact that there will
be losers, and people with little bargaining powcer, many of
whom will belong to just the classes for whom people such as
Catholic, Anglican and Salvation Army leaders are expressing
concerns. And that their numbers may well be considerably
increascd by the Government’s simultancous moves to force
many pcople off welfare into work—any work—on the premise
that they will be morally, and in some cases financially, better
off than by rcceiving the dole, sickness or maternity benefit.

The problem is not going to be resolved by spending even
more taxpayers’ dollars, but by better understanding the mood
of the broader community, and operating from within it, rather
than by the supreme and smug self-confidence about what was
best for everyone which some say—John Howard particularlv
said—characterised the Keating Government.

Jack Waterford is editor-in-chicf of The Canberra Times.
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N 19 AUGUST 1945, a few days after the Japanese sur-
render in World War I, cadres of the Viet Minh entered Hanoi
and used the steps of the still magnificent but temporarily
scruffy Opera Housce to proclaim the succeess of the August
Revolution and the foundation of an independent democratic
republic. Thousands of peasants bearing machetes and bam-
boo swords were joined by equal numbers of urban dwellers,
many of whom had heard of the Viet Minh for the first time
only days before, to acclaim the victorious revolutionaries. A
smaller-scale version of Charles Garnier’s Paris Opera, Nha
Hat Lon, as the Opera House is known locally, was, with its
Napoleonic panache and grandeur, just the place for large ges-
tures and significant announcements.

Walking past this splendid and now thoroughly refur-
bished building 60 years and a couple of months later, my wife
and | saw a poster advertising a ‘Gala Concert’ to be held on
the following evening to mark 30 years of diplomatic relations
between Vietnam and Germany. The guest conductor was Wolt-
gang Hoyer with the Vietnam National Symphony Orchestra
and on the program were Beethoven, Wagner and Tehaikovsky.
Before you could say “Ho Chi Minh masterminded the long-
est, most devastating and most successful war against Western
colonialism’, we were negotiating the purchase of two of the
last few tickets left. A snap at 80,000 dong cach, even if our
scats were so high up that we might sutfer from noscbleeds
and oxygen deprivation. But at least we were in. Going to a
performance, the guidebooks assured us, was the only way to
sce the grand interior because the Opera House was otherwise
permanently locked.

We scrubbed up a bit and, after a stroll through the humid,
amiably frenetic, motorbike-clogged streets of the French quar-
ter, arrived rather carly—despite objections from my wife who
favours the lase-minute-dash approach to appointments. As we
entered the fover, we were handed a program cach and then a
young woman began ushering us up the stairs ‘to the reeeption’”.
Bewildered but obedient, we found ourselves in a vast, ornate
chamber among a colourful, polyglot, voluble crowd, where we
were phied with champagne and beautiful local food. An exqui-
sitely dressed Vietnamese woman materialised at our side and
introduced us to Christian-Ludwig Weber-Lortsch, the Ger-
man ambassador to Vietnam who, on finding that we were not
Germans, drew upon the smooth, diplomatic sangfroid that
had no doubt cnsured advancement to this present important
posting, concealed his perplexity at our presence, and chat-
ted with us at some length. The Chilean ambassador did the
same when, working the room in Spanish, German, English
and Vietnamese, he came into our orbit, as did scveral other
politely puzzled notables whose names we scarcely caught.
Thoroughly cnjoying the champagne and the finger food, [ was
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Tchaikc vsky ir Hanoi

well ensconced when my wite, with a punctilio cqual to that of
our diplomatic hosts, suggested that we should push our luck
no further and make a quiet and dignified retreat.

So up we went into the exotic confines of the topmost bal-
cony, where the view was vertiginous but the orchestra still
loud. The concert was enjoyable, if uneven, but it's casy to
criticisc the musicians of the VNSO as they strove to meet the
energetic Western expectations of Wolfgang Hoyer. Tchaiko-
vsky’s Romeo and Juliet Overture struck me as the moment
of truth. To Western cars, throu;  the filter of overwhelming
Shakespearean assumptions and remembered scenes, come the
sounds of romance, love, passion and crucl tragedy. The England
of Shakespeare, the ltaly of the Montaguces and the Capulets,
the Europe of Tchaikovsky’s illustrious contemporaries—3Bizet,
Verdi, Offenbach, Massenet—appropriate his Romeo and Julict
Overture so neatly and thoroughly, so expectedly, that any other
interpretation seems outlandish. But Tehaikovsky comes to
Victnam not across the duleifying cities of Europe but through
Nizhniy Novgorod, the Kirgiz Steppe, Tashkent, the Tibetan Pla-
teau. In the VNSO’s rendition, beneath those wonderful roman-
tic melodies, you could catch the edge of anxicty, treachery and
ambition that was Tchaikovsky’s St Petersburg clement, and the
bleak, unforgiving landscapes that were his Russia. This barbar-
ian undercurrent to some of the world’s most tamous romantic
music suited the Vietnamese musicians, whose recent forebears
had thrown out the greatest Western invader of the age, just as,
I suspect, it suited Techaikovsky, who was not thinking much
about Shakespcare’s Romeo and Tuliet when he composed this
first masterpicee of his carcer. I het the oddly perturbing resule
wasn't quite what Wolfgang Hoyer had in mind cither.

Our unexpected attendance at the pre-concert reeeption
was a curious, marvellous interlude, and 1t happened because
the Victnamese, from the formally attired concertgoers to fam-
ilics squatting on the pavement cating lunch alongside their
market stalls, arc a courtcous, naturally friendly people. Being
with them day to day—acknowledging their smiles and genu-
inc helpfulness, politely fending off their charming but unde-
viating, persistent effores to sell us everything from expensive
sill to old paperbacks—made it difficult to imagine that these
people were once our ‘enemics’, that our government had made
a strident case, with its powertul ally, for invading them-—at
a cost of more than one million Vietnamesce civilian deaths—
and that our protests at the time were I clled treachery.
What arc the chances that our grandchildren will return from
their travels in the 2020s with stories about the wondertind
friendliness of the Iragis?

Bri  Matthews t1 clled to Hanoi on frequent tlyer points. In
Victnam, he was, regrettably, not a guest of Vietnam Airlines.
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The silent summer

‘A free media is essential to a democratic society.

It ensures we know what is happening in our world

and enables us to report, review and criticise.”

N

\JHRIST«)PHERWARREN,fcdc sec-
retary of the Mcdia, Arts and Ent  ain-
ment Alliance {MEAA), was speaking just
after a two-day conterence in Sydney last
month. The conference brought together
lcading journalists from Asia, Europe and
Australia to address critical topics related
to diminishing press freedoms and frec-
dom of information legislation.

At the time, the Government was edg-
ing closer to passing its Anti-Terrorism
Bill in parliament, ignoring criticism from
many in the media that the sedition scce-
tion of the Bill was not only unnccessary
but could diminish the press freedoms that
Australians have long taken for granted.

The conference, Free Media in a Dem-
ocratic Socicty, was sponsored jointly by
the MEAA and the International Fed-
cration of Journalists (IF]). It highlighted
‘that journalists cverywhere are facing
common challenges, from commerciali-
sation of the media to ownership issucs
and draconian laws’, Mr Warren said.

Some 100 journalists from 21 coun-
tries discussed journalism in a time of
national security, frecedom of expression,
media regulation, the laws affecting the
media’s role including defamation, con-
tempt and its impacts and the media’s
role in the administration of justice.
High on the agenda were Australian
laws, particularly the sedition scction of
the new anti-terror legislation that will
inhibit the public’s right to know and the
ability of journalists to report the news
as part of its vital role in the functioning
of a democracy.
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Journalists arc conscious of the seri-
ous deterioration of press tfreedoms over
the last four to five years,” Mr Warren said.
‘One disturbing trend in non-democratic
countries like China and transitionally
democratic countries like Russia is the
croding of press frecdoms, and when the
[F] complains, they simply point to coun-
tries like the United States and say that
they are emulating these democracices.”

As well as his role as head of the
union and professional organisation that
represents morce than 75 per cent of work-
ing journalists in Australia, Mr Warrcen
is also president of the TF]. He belicves
that socicty is the key beneficiary of the
transparency that a free media encour-
ages. Working tirclessly with colleagucs,
Mr Warren sought to persuade the Gov-
crnment not to cnact the sedition section
of the anti-terror legislation. He shook
his head in disbelief at the Government’s
theory that secrecy was essential for the
fight against terrorism.

‘We say that journalists arc very con-
scious of the threat of terrorism, and many
of them are the first targets in such a situ-
ation,’ he said. According to the IF], more
than 100 journalists and media workers
were killed in 2005 while doing their jobs.

The MEA A made a submission to the
Senate Inquiry into the Provisions of the
Anti-Terrorism (No 2) Bill 2005, calling
for the removal of sedition provisions and
urging the adoption of professional privi-
lege for journalists. Broadly defined, sedi-
tion provisions within the Bill ¢ at
to crode free speech and artistic expres-

sion. Any person or organisation could
be charged with sedition without, as
existing law requires, having urged force
or violence.

‘Sedition is an nhsolcete law that should
be dropped,” arguc Mr Warren. ‘History
tcaches us that when sedition laws are
used, they are used to silence writers, jour-
nalists and creators. They arc tools of cen-
sorship, not of pu
real danger is that, in “modernising scdi-
tion”, its usc¢ will become widespread.”

Leading media law commentator Rich-
ard Ackland agreed.

‘History shows th
national criscs, such as World War T and 11
and the Cold War, the Government always
has sedition laws on the books, and invari-
ably thosc laws were not just used for sceu-
rity, but for political purposcs to silence
opposition,” he said. As the editor of Justin-
fan and online media law journal Gazette
of Law &) Journalism, Mr Ackland was on
the conference panel discussing dimin-
ishing press frecdoms in Australia and he
pointed out that sedition really translates

¢ protection, and the

in periods  of

as ‘covering  Oliticians’ backsides’,

One cx. iple Mr Ackland gave was
when Prime Minister Billy Hughes usced
such laws to stop publication of Hansard in
Quecnsland, after the premicer of that state
criticised Hughes’s view on conseription in
a speech in parliament. ‘This had nothing
to do with sccurity of a nation, only with
protecting his image,” Mr Ackland said.

Perplexingly, some scctions of  the
media attempted to straddle both sides of
the fence on the sedition issue.

“The media does get 1to bed with the
Government,” Mr Ackland said, adding
that some newspapers who received spe-
cial bricfings from government agencies
on the topic then ran frenzied articles
about the need for enhanced powers when
the Gove ient had the anti-terrorism
no. 1 Bill ission. ‘It 1s interest-
ing that the same media that wrote and

er di









is, on this analysis, that thc base was
never republican in the first place; that
they were only fighting for their strects.

So what is Adams really up to? The
Good Friday Agreement of 1998 gave Sinn
Féin very little more than was on offer by
the British government in 1973, Hardline
Republicans-—and Unionists—ask what it
was all for: why did so many have to di¢?
Bernadette Sands, sister of hunger-striker
Bobby Sands, says: ‘My brother didn’t die
for cross-border bodies.” Like Michael
Collins befor¢ him, perhaps, Adams,
unscentimentally and pragmatically, has
achicved the achievable but is not about
to tell the dichards their struggle was in
vain. It appears he has decided the best
outcomes for his community in terms
of policing, cemployment, cducation
and other scrvices can only be achicved
politically. The so-called ‘vision for the
future/, and its companion piece, the
Sinn Féin Discussion Paper on National
Unity, is manifestly intended only for
the dichards, to nudge them away from
the ‘armed struggle’ without losing them
from the Sinn Féin fold.

Until the McCartney murder forced
his hand, Adams has always bcen able
to lever Sinn Féin’s position by implying
that unless it gets what it wants, the IRA
will go its own way. Paradoxically, Sinn
Féin may be in a better position now than
when it was a mere front for the IRA.

Sinn Féin has had very little credibility
in the South. The antagonism it draws
from cvery other political party in the
whole island is palpable. Although Adams
himsclf is respected by many in the
Republic, Sinn Féin is regarded by most as
corrupt, devious and, of course, in its IRA
manifestation, violent. Adams’s ‘vision’
is a confession of the futility of the ‘armed
struggle’ and a bid for legitimacy. Freed
from the burden of the IRA connection,
Sinn Fé¢in now has a chance to become
a legitimate political party but can only
retain its constituency by presenting itself
as the heir of the republic tradition.

The move to legitimate politics is but
a small advance, however, because, sadly,
the legacy of the Troubles is that the two
communitics arc now far more polarised
than cver. Too many have died. The
contlict went on for too long for an casy
peace to emerge. Morcover, there appears
to be a powerful backlash among working-
class Protestants—the main supporters of

lan Paisley—against the peace process,
which they perceive as favouring the
Catholic nationalists. Professor Stephen
Howe, of Bristol University, author of
Ireland and Empire, secs the September
riots as a manifestation of distress on
the part of the previously ascendant
Protestant workers. In a comment piece
in the Guardian newspaper he wrote:

The riots are part of what happens when
the decay of one modern culture—the
Northern Irish variant of urban, working-
class Britishness—clashes with the rise of
a globalised popular culture ... Working-
class loyalist communities are in a probably
irreversible retreat. Paramilitary warlords
and drug barons fight over the ruins.
Deindustrialisation, demographic decline,
the tendency of the more enterprising
or successful to move out, low rates of
cducationalachicvementandveryhighones
of family brecakdown, domestic violence,
all these are

drug and alcohol abusc
features that the poorer Protestant districts
of Belfast, Portadown or Ballymoncy share
with those of Liverpool and Glasgow.
There are,
cautious

however, reasons  for
optimism. The Republic  of
Ircland, on a per capita basis, is now
the richest country in Europe. It has
outstripped Britain, Germany and France.
Ircland has embraced globalisation and
post-industrialism. It is somewhat ironic
now to sce Dublin, once viewed with
contempt by the Ascendancy grandeces
of Belfast, buzzing with new cars and
metrosexuals, while Belfast has progressed
little cconomically from its once proud,
but now distant, industrialised past.

The distinguished New York Times
journalist Thomas Friedman visited
Ireland in 2005 and was impressed by what
he saw. The phenomenal growth of the Irish
cconomy, he said, was not merely lucky; it
had a recipe: ‘Make high school and college
cducation free; make your corporate taxes
low, simple and transparent; actively seck
out global companics; open your ecconomy
to competition; speak English; keep your
fiscal housc in order; and build a consensus
around the whole package with labour and

management. Then hang in there, because
there will be bumps in the road and
you, too, can become one of the richest
countries in Europe.” Socicties with open
cconomics are also open to ideas.

Sccond, whether or not Sinn  Féin
will acknowledge it, this cxtraordinary
transformation in Ireland’s cconomy
has been accompanied by a conscious
abandonment of its traditional notions of
nationalism. Itis a paradox that republicans
prefer not to discuss that Ircland is now rich
because it is no longer the self-contained
Catholic Gaclic nation created in 1921 but
an integral part of a massive European and
world economy. The influence of the Celtic
Tiger on the North must be irresistible.

Finally, revisionist historians, notably
Roy Foster, professor of Irish history at
Oxford University, have since the 1970s
argued for the rccognition of different
kinds of Irishness and the legitimacy of
all of them, including the British Irish of
the North. Among the cducated middle-
classes they found a receptive audience.
In 1988, concluding his book Modern
Ireland 1600-1972, Foster argued:

If the claims of cultural maturity and a new
European identity advanced by the 1970s
can be substantiated, it may be by the hope
of a more relaxed and inclusive definition
of Irishuess, and a less constricted [read
‘republican’] view of Irish history.

The Northern  Irish  cannot  be
quarantined from these tectonic shifts but
what of the immediate future? For all the
huffing and putfing, partition is not the
core problem dividing the Northern people,
it is their different notions of Irishness.

There may be a subtle answer to this. Irish
author Colm Toibin, writing in 1993 about
the question of Irishness, obscrved:

[ know that ambiguity is what is nceded in
Irclandnow. Noone wantsterritory, merely
a formula of words ambiguous enough to
make them feel athome ... Weare learning
to talk in whispers. Tt will take time

Hugh Dillon is a Sydney magistrate with
ancestral roots in Ulster.
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Burma'’s hidden diaspora

ORTH-WEST OF BANGKOK near
the Thai-Burma border lies the scemingly
quict town of Mac Sot. Below the surface,
Mac Sot pulsates with the presence of
illegal immigrants from Burma, gem
traders from India and NGO workers. For
the past 20 years, indigenous Karen people
tlecing into Thailand from Burma have
usced Mace Sot as a congregation point and
have established refugee camps nearby.

Many in the camps remember entering
Thailand in the late 1980s after tlecine the
Burmese military. Some of the ¢k en
born in the camp to those new arriv. 1re
now in their late teens.

Formany ycars life scemed tostand still
in the camps. One  y drifted listlessly
and hopelessly into the next. People in
the camps got no support from the United
Nations unless they were  registered
persons (eligible for resettlement in the
Woest), but at least there was the sccurity
of food, shelter, some schooling and some
hospital facilitics, making their plight a
little less desperate than that of the other
half miilion displaced Karen people living
illegally inside Thailand.

Intcrnational coined
the term ‘warchousing’ to describe their
situation. It might be jarring, but it is
nevertheless an accurate description of
the conditions of incarceration that many
Karen face, as do refugees clsewhere in
the world.

Now the  refugees’  situation s
changing. Western countrics are raising
hopes of resettlement so that families
can start new lives. Several temporary
aid organisations have set up in Mae
Sot hoping to casce the human problems
brought on by Burma’s civil war. During
this pcriod the Karen have fought to
keep their land, Karen State, ravaged by
the government’s Burmanisation policy
that aimed to cradicate the communal
life of the country’s ethnic nationalitics
(40 per cent of the nopulation). Villages
were desecrated, ar thousands of IDPs

commentators
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(Internally  Displaced Persons}  cither
cscaped into the jungle or were herded
into relocation camps.

The story is one that has to be heard.
My own frequent visits to the Thai-
Burma border focus largely on supporting
Anglican communities in and outsidc
the camps. It’s not cnough to read
occasionally in the press that Aung San
Suu Kyi remains under house arrest. So
much more nceds to be said, especially
about the plight of the cthnic people. The
work of the artist Maung Maung Tinn
illustrates much about the situation. He
lives at Dr Cynthia’s Clinic just outside
Mac Sot, where Karen victims of land
mines, the pregnant
women and those suffering HIV/AIDS
and malaria come for treatment.

His paintings of IDPs arc now bcing
sold in the United States and Europe,
the proceeds assisting the work of the
clinic. Onc is of a small family group
huddled together on the bamboo tloor of a
temporary shelter in Karen  State. The
dominant coloursof bright yellow, greenand
purple arc incongruous given the desperate
scene: a young mother lics exhausted on
the Hoor, probably after having scarched
for berrics or any other food she can scour
from the jungle; the grandmother comforts
a baby in her arms and a young boy sits
gazing into the distance, looking lost and
longing to find hope.

Refugee communities are by definition
temporary, and  structured around
emergency and relief needs. Rice, fish
paste, oil and bamboo are supplied cach
month by the Thailand Burma Border
Consortium. A hospital scrves cach camp
and there are schools to year-10 level as
well as camp scction committees that
report to the Thai authoritics. Productive
activity that requires cquipment or the
use of land has always been forbidden;
boredom and frustration arc pervasive.
More than 120,000 people have been
crowded into these camps. Until recently

war-wounded,

nothing pcrmanent was allowed, such as
laying a concrete tloor, yet quictly over
the past few years somce microcconomics
have emerge vertical  horticulture
(growing pumpkins on thatched roofs),
small weaving industrics, a row of shops,
and somc (unofficial) forms of youth
cducation and training.

While the camps will continue largely
as they are, a couple of significant changes
arc being proposcd. The Thai government
is recognising the long-term plight of the
refugees and is considering providing
opportunitics for further youth education.
Information technology could become an
cveryday part of camp lifc.

Another  change 1s to do  with
resettlement. In the past 12 months
several Western countries have turned
their attention to the refugee warchouses.
The first faltering steps  to peace
between Burma’s ruling junta and the
democratic groups ground to a hale late
in 2004, when the military leadership
deposed  the Prime Minister, Khin
Nyunt, and imprisoncd him along with
many government otficials. One major
response of the West has been to step
up resettlement cffores, and hundreds of
Karen familics have been moved to other
countrics. Australia’s intake of Burmese
citizens had virtually stopped for years,
but last year the intake of Karen people
was 200, with probably morc this year.
The US is taking many morec.

The decision to apply tor resettlement
in another country is a difficult matter
for the community-minded Karen. One
family recently came to Melbourne after
many ycars of hoping and waiting for a
visa. Standing inside their new western
suburbs home, they wept for friends they
had to leave behind in the camp.

The concept of worldwide diaspora,
unimaginable in the past, is now familiar
to Karen leaders. The cight million Karen
of Burma’s population « 40 million had
their own state in Burma until 1997 when
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Shiffing at tragedy

EALTH MINISTER Tony Abbott
visited Darwin in late September 2005
to launch ‘Snifting and the Brain’, an edu-
cation kit designed to warn indigenous
Australians about the dangers of petrol
sniffing. He began by describing Aborigi-
nal people as ‘an assct to be cherished.
Then he put the boots in. He said there
was a ‘crisis of authority’ in indigenous
communities that created the precondi-
tions for petrol sniffing. “Why don’t com-
munitics take it in to their own hands
to do what they can to stop their young
people engaging in this self-destructive
behaviour?” he asked. He concluded that
communitics had to ‘understand that in
the end, it is to a great extent up to them’.
Two weeks later, the Northern Territory
coroner, Greg Cavanagh, alluded to ‘Snift-
ing and the Brain’ when he handed down
the findings of an inquest into three petrol
sniffing deaths in the central desert area:

I note that a politician in Darwin last
month launched a 40-page (English-lan-
guage) education kit in an cendeavour to
address petrol-sniffing problems. In my
view, such education kits are no answer to
the pleas of persons such as Sarah Good-
win; people in her community are dying
or becoming brain-damaged as we speak...
Their problems are immediate, stark and
urgent ... Words of advice protfered thou-
sands of kilomcetres away from the prob-
lem centres is what has been happening
for many ycars without any apparent ben-
eficial changes.

Sarah Goodwin is an indigenous
woman who attended the coronial inguest
in Mutitjulu with her adult son Steven, a
chronic user. During the hearing, Steven
was observed sniffing from a tin of pet-
rol scereted in his jumper. A visibly upset
coroner adjourned the hearing.

Cavanagh investigated the dee of
Kumanjayi Presley (as he is now known]
who was just 14 when he died in the small
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remote community of Willowra, north-
west of Alice Springs. His grandmother
Molly found him dead in the back room
of her house, lying with a clear bottle of
petrol pressed to his nosce.

Willowra is near the site of the 1928
Coniston Massacre in which at least 31
Aborigines were  killed following  the
murder of a white man. This is an cvent
within living memory of the people in
this community. A submission to the
coroner from the Tangentyere Council’s
CAYLUS |Central Australian Youth Link-
Up Service) notes that at the time of Pres-
ley’s death, the people of Willowra lived
without adequatc housing, health serv-
ices, sanitation, policing, power, water
or social sccurity services. CAYLUS ven-
tured that in these circumstances, it was
unreasonable to expect the commuunity to
act to prevent sniffing.

Coroner Cavanagh also investigated
the deaths of Kunmanara Brumby and
Kunmanara Coulthard in Mutitjulu, a
troubled community nestled in the shadow
of Uluru. In examining these deaths, the
coroner stated that he was ‘anxious that
both mothers have conveyed to them in
the clearest possible terms the fact that
their sons’ deaths were not caused by
some neglect that could have been rem-
edied by them-—such as being too cold or
lacking food".

In his report, Cavanagh quoted exten-
sively from an carlier coronial inquiry con-
ducted by South Australian coroner Wayne
Chivell in 2002. Chivell tound that three
indigenous men lost cheir lives in spite of
‘parents and family who did their best to
stop them sniffing, and who have endured
much suffering and grief as a result of
their inability to do so, and the consequent
death of a loved family member’.

Chivell further noted that Anangu
communities should ‘continue to try and
care for sniffers ¢v wl they con e
to snitf-and even after they are violent

and disruptive to their familics and the
community. {This was a statcment of fact
rather than a recommendation.) They lo
to the broader community to clp the
deal with a problem wl  h has no prec-
cdent in traditional culture.!”

This carlier inquest also heard evidence
from Kawaki Thompson: ‘“Who is respon-
sible?” he asked. “The petrol doesn’t belong
to us. It is not part of Anangu law. It was
introduced to the lands by white people.
The problem with petrol comes from the
outside, like the Maralinga bomb tests. The
solution should come from outside too.

In October 2004, the Northern Terri-
tory Parliament’s Sclect Committee on
Substance Abusce in the Community pro-
duced a report, Petrol Sniffing in Remote
Northern Territory Communitices. The
committee concluded: “Too often the
opinion is expressed that remote commus-
nities should take responsibility for their
own drug problems and dcal with them on
their own. Remote communities are often
called on to take ownership of problems
to an extent that would never be expected
of urban communities.’

Comgas is a federally funded scheme
that subsidises the sale of ‘non-sniffable’
fucl in sclected bush locations. It initially
subsidised aviation fucl but now covers
BP’s Opal, an unlcaded petrol that has low
levels of the aromatic hydrocarbons that
give sniffers their high.

A 2004 cvaluation of the Comgas
scheme, commissioned by the Dcepart-
ment of He  h and Ageing, found that it
was a ‘safe, popular ar  cffective’ strat-
cgy to reduce petrol snitting in Australia,
However, the report readily conceded that
non-sniffable fuel was not a panacca for
the problems of remote communities.
It urged the  provision of  skilled
youth workers, diversionary activities and
rehabilitation centres.

The critical finding of the report was
that the Comgas scheme 1s far more cffece-






INTES LY odUigsLel

R=raembering Etty

...Most people here are much worse off

than thev need to be because they write
off Tonging for [riends and family as so
many losses in their lives, when they
should count the fact that their heart is
able to long so hard and to love so much
amongst their greatest blessings.

—Etty Hillesum (1914- )43]

HE DESCRIBES THE TIME of the
yellow stars, this strange timein H - and
when stars have only just begun to be
sewn onto the clothes of the Jews. She and
her friends are defiant and yet desp  ing.
They huddle together near the warm stove
with their cigarettes and their precious,
rationed coffee and sew on their stars.
But then, she writes, something changes
in her, shifts inside her, as she lcaves to
go home and sces a young man wheeling
crazily round and round the fountain in
the square. He has this huge yellow star
scewn—bang!—in the middle of his chest.
A yellow star circling the water fountain.

She speaks of the loneliness of the
young. It is the middle of the war and
many of their teachers at the university
have been sent in front of the firing
squad. She feels like the young have now
to guide themsclves (rudderless) through
this terror.

She has the sudden impulse to rush
up to the professor as he comes out of the
lecture theatre into the cold blue night.
She puts one of her arms around him, and
under avenues of plance trees all emptied
of leaves they walk through the freezing
air to the skating rink. She writes:

he scemed a broken man and good
through and through and he  was

suddenly as  defenceless as a child,
almost gentle, and T fele an irresistible
need to put my arm around him and lead
him like a child ... The next day she

finds out that he has shot himsclf.

Etty Hillesum was a young Jewish
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woman of 28 who, on the advice of her
Jungian therapist, began to write a journal.
The journal covers the years 1941-1943
until she volunteers to work as part of
the Jewish Council in the Dutch camp of
Westerbork. This camp served as a kind of
holding station for people who were being
sent to Poland and concentration camps
such as Auschwitz and Buchenwald. From
Westcerbork she wrote long letters to her
friends and family back in Amstcrdam.
Thesc have been  collected,
together with her diaries, and published.
Eventually, she too was sent to Auschwitz
and dicd there in 1943.

Etty starts out writing about the things
that matter to her in daily life—her work
as a Russian tutor, her rclationships with
men, her friendships, her love of Rilke’s
poetry, her sceret wish to be a writer,
to do something that mattered, to leave
some kind of legacy. Then, over time,
world cvents begin to encroach on her
life and she is forced to grapple with the
enormity of these events. Gradually more
and more laws and strictures are placed on
the Jews in Holland and it becomes clear
that death is waiting for them somewhere
in Poland. Through this period, the whole
tenor of the diaries and letters changes. In
her desire to become the ‘thinking heart
of the barracks’, she records her struggle
to be fully present to those around her
and to her own suffering. Her writing
becomes a dialogue with her beloved
God as she herself is transformed into a
mystic. Like any mystic, she writes of the
burnt beauty of the world that c¢xists in
spite of all the trespasses (large and smalll
that we commit on a daily basis.

Etty is a tcacher: she schools us in the
language of grace. Spirit presses through
the pages. Once known through her
journals, we cannot forget her. Yet she
asks us to remember also the anonymous
dead as they wait to be loaded into the
treight cars:

letters

I sce a dying old man being carried away,

reciting the Sh'ma to himself. Saying

Sh'ma mcans saying a prayer over a dving
person ... Tean see a father, ready to depart,
blessing his wife and child and being
blessed himself in turn by an old rabbi
with a snow-whitce beard and the profile of
a fiery prophet...

Ecty asks ustoallow > longquceucs of
the dead into our lives. Many people teel
unablc to read, see or hear anything about
the concentration camps. It is morbid,
gruesome, too depressing. This particular
truth is onc that should not be spoken.

There is indeed a quality that s
unspcakable. As the writer and literary
critic George Steiner wrote after the war
"The of Auschwitz lics outsi
speech as it lies outside reason.” Others
claimed that no poctry could be written
and no paintings painted after the events
of World War II. The things that occurred
in the camps are scen as beyond language
and  sight—incommunicablc.
themsclves
unspeakable essence of the things they
have scen. There are no gods here. Etty
provides us with an extraordinary insight
into this place. She speaks of having to
‘hold God’s hand” and lcad Him through
the labour camp. We ¢ left with an
image of this woman supporting a tiny,
crumpled, defeated god through the aisles
of bunk beds. It was a place outside of
creation. In its full terror, even God stood
uncomprchending.

Yet still they urge us to remember.
The work of remembre ¢ is a hard and
constant labour. To paraphrasc Etty’s
favourite poct: how much suffering there
is to get through. How many terrible
storics. Work through them like you work
through a chore. An active, constant and
public process of ‘not forgetting’. A cold
journcy through snow too deep. It is casier
to pretend that we know all that alrcady
and to get on with our lives.

But what 1s the quality of the
remembrance! How we remember, the
ways we remember, the meanings we
make or take or make up trom the stories

world

Survivors
we no illusions as to the



of the Shoah. Memory, public memory,
may sometimes be as dangerous as
forgetting. As can be scen in our own
increased fascination with  Gallipoli,
memory and remembrance can be twisted
into a macabre celebration of suffering and
nationalism. The act of remembrance can
also casily become an excuse tor further
violence. The memory of suffering at the
hands of another is placed in the annals
of collective history and drawn out in a
ceascless ‘dreamtime of vengeance’.

In his book Lost Icons Rowan Williams
reflects in depth on this question of
memory, particularly as it relates to the
Holocaust, and asks: ‘...will it do, finally,
to treat the Shoah as beyond thinking?” He
looks to the work of his friend, the Jewish
philosopher Gillian Rose, who arguces
that there is a real danger in placing the
memory of the Holocaust outside current
political thought and beyond language.
This lcads, Rose argues, to an ‘cxaltation
of the martyr community to a place
outside political thought’. Williams and
Rose would argue that this cxaltation
of the Holocaust dead and its surviving
community lets us as individuals off the
hook, so to speak. If the Shoah is beyond
politics, beyond language or thinking
cven, then it has nothing to do with us. We
can fecl bad about it, guilty, cven identify
with its victims in what Etty would call
a self-gratifying ‘greedy compassion’, but
in the end it has nothing to do with us
and our lives as lived. As Williams writes,
this ‘lcaves us with the unhappy gulf...
between the self as moral agent and the
self as political or civic subject’.

Instecad, Rose suggests that memory
and remembrance should be concerncd
with drawing us as individuals into a
dircctly personal relationship with the
dead. That is, we could begin to recognise
ourselves in the other. We could connect
their c¢xperiences to our lives in a way
that opens up the possibility for a kind
of exchange, a dialogue, a listcning, a
conversation. We could gricve their loss.
Etty suggests something similar when
she writes:

And finally: ought wc not, from time
to time, open ourselves up to cosmic
sadness? One day I shall surcly be able to
say ... 'Yes, lifc is beautiful, and [ value it
ancw, cven though I know that the sons
of mothers, and you arc onc such mother,
concentration

are being murdered in

camps’ ... And your sorrow must become
an integral part of yourself, part of your
body and your soul ... Do not relieve your
feelings through hatred, do not seck to be
avenged ... Give your sorrow all the space
and shelter in yourself that is its due, for
if cveryone bears his grief honestly and
courageously, the sorrow that now fills
the world will abate.

Vitally, this recognition of self in the
other ensures also that the personal and
the political become reunited. In reading
the work of writers such as Primo Levi,
Anne Frank, Aharon Appelfeld and
Charlotte Delbo, we sce how quickly
an individual’s life can be swept away.
By-laws passed in parliament that once
scemed fairly innocuous can all mount
up into one terrifying force. In reading
stories from the Holocaust, we may
begin to understand how tangled our
lives arc in the political processes that
go on around us—above our heads—but
which somehow we consistently fail
to conncct with our emotional, moral,
ethical and spiritual sclves. This lack
of conncction ensures our continued
inaction and silence.

In an age when, as Rowan Williams
writes, ‘we choose the distinctive hell
of placing our own wills at the centre
of things’, thesc storics tcach us about

contingency and suffering. Our lives
are not sclf-made. We are not always in
control. Sometimes things happen.

As the Russian pocet Anna Akhmatova
wrote in Leningrad in 1944: ‘. _this cruel
age has deflected me, like a river from its
course./Strayed from familiar shores/my
changeling life has flowed/into a sister
channel..” To read the stories from the
Holocaust shows us just how quickly
our lives can be changed and destroyed
by political processes. These  stories
may be the crucible for the development
of a genuine moral imagination: an
imagination that sces the detained man
and can imagine what it may feel like to

be that man. His changeling life diverted
into a sister channcl.

In turn, and once developed, such
a moral imagination and compassion
helps us as individuals. Suffering always
comes knocking—whcther in the form
of physical illness, the death of a brother,
lover, parent, the burning down of a
house, the loss of a job. But if we can know
that our wills arc not at the centre of the
universe, then we can begin also to guide
some compassion towards ourselves; to
know that we are not always to blame. We
cannot always pull our socks up, change
our lives, get out of a rut, sclt-visualisc
or think positive and thus dispel pain
with a sleight of hand. We need a new, old
sort of knowing to counterbalance these
messages. As Etty writes to us:

Suffering is not bencath human dignity. 1
mean: it is possible to suffer with dignity
and without. I mean: most of us in the West
don’t understand the art of suffering and
cxperience a thousand fears instead ... And
I wonder if there is much of a difference
betweenbeingconsumedhere by athousand
fears or in Poland by a thousand lice and
by hunger? We have to accept death as part
of life, even the most horrible of deaths ...
when T say, I have come to terms wich life,
I don’t mean T have lost hope. What 1 feel is
not hopelessness, far from it. I have lived

this life a thousand times over already, and
I have died a thousand deaths. Am I blas¢
then? No. It is a question of living life from
minute to minute and taking suffering into
the bargain.

Let us remember Etty and mourn
her loss.

Kirsty Sangster is a Mclbournce poet whose
first collection, Midden Places, will be
published this year by Black Pepper Press.
This essay was onc of two she submitted
to win equal second and highly com
mended in the inaugural Margaret Dooley
Young Writers” Award.
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Searc 1ing for Borrisnoe

AST SEPTEMBLR [ sTOOD In a packed
Brooklyn courtroom, held up my right
hand, and solemnly sworce to renounce my
‘allegiance to any toreign potentate’.

After 20 vyears as an  Australian
expatriate in New York, T was a brand
new Amcrican citizen. Mild depression
followed. T anxiously wondered, “What is
it that I have so shametully renounced?”

I decided it was time to do a little on-
the-spot rescarch, so booked a flight from
New York to Mclbourne with my — ince-
year-old daughteer Grace. Allic, her cousin,
joined us on a drive up through the Great
Dividing Range and then down into the
Goulburn  Valley. We  were  searching
for marks lefe behind by the ancestral
Hamiltons who had taken up selections in
the arca.

At the cemetery outside the pretty
town of Alexandra, a cracked, bitumen
path scparates the relatively substantial
Protestants from the scrappy Catholics.
We  quickly  found my  grandmother’s
gravestone, which dominates the Catholic
scction. The large pedestal 1s crowned by
an imposing column that scems to have
strayced across from the Protestant side.
The grave is well preserved exeept for
some rust on the ornamental iron fence.

We went back into town and bought
crayons, butcher’s paper and masking tape.
Despite a breeze that tore at the paper,
Allic and Grace worked up a bright, red
rubbing of the fincly chiscled inscription:

In Memory of
Hannah Hamilton
(n¢e Costigan,)

W of
Charles Hamilton
{Cremona, Molesworth.)
Born at Borrisnoc.
Co Tipperary, Ircland.
Dicd at Molesworth
20t Aug ™ 1905, aged 29 years
R.L.D.
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reLer mdmieon

I had been taken to Hannah's grave
when 1 was about Grace’s age, but had
never since felt any curiosity about her.
[ was told she had died of a fever passed
by an infected midwife from home to
home as she delivered babies throughout
Central Victoria,

My father James was three when he lost
his mother, and he was the celdest of three
boys. Charles came next. The baby, Jack,
never celebrated his birthday, because it
was so linked to the day his mother died.

As we picked scraps of masking tape
off the gravestone, I wondered if my
father’s remoteness could be traced back
to the tragic story revealed in Hannah's
inscription. I remember standing next to
him in church when Iwas littleand reciting
the ‘Hail Holy Quceen’. T felt his chest
expand at the verse ‘To Thee do we cry,
poor banished children of Eve’. Even then,
1 gucssed that the crying and banishment
that scemed so familiar to him were related
to his motherless childhood.

But of the woman who lay behind this
sadness? All T cared to know was that she
had dicd tragically, and that her shocking
death scemed to have Ieft an emptiness
that rippled across the gencrations.

We sat on the gravestone—Charles
Hamilton’s Taj Mahal—and began to
create Hannaly's story.

I was surprised to read that she was
Irish, born in Tipperary in about 1876. We
imagined a damp, overcrowded farmhouse,
a final, shocking goodbye to her parents,
followed by a cold trek west to Limerick,
or perhaps south to Cork, maybe with a
brother or sister. Then came the harsh
ocean voyage to Port Philip or New South
Wales. A respectable marriage followed:
Charles Hamilton had inherited a property
that was important cnough to be given the
aspirational Italian name Cremona. The
work on the farm was hard. Two baby boys
came. And then expecting a third.

Grace and Allic were suddenly hungry

andbored with ancestorstudy. They wanted
to have fun. We drove under a canopy of
river gums along one of Victoria’s most
beautiful stretches of road to the village
of Molesworth. We checked into the pub,
and the girls happily trampolined on their
twin beds.

[t was Mclbourne Cup cve, and the bar
was packed. T asked the publican about
Cremona. She called out to one of her
patrons, Rick, who said the property was
currently owned by a Mclbourne syndicate,
and was managed by Les Ridd, the owner
of the ncighbouring Rick
fumbled under the bar and produced Ridd's
phone number. T called and left a message

ex dning that 1 was interested
in taking a peck at Cremona.

property.

HARLES HAMILTON ‘lost’” Cremona
during the Depression. Ie was a shanieful
cpisode in our family history, and was bur-
icd behind a vague and typical family story
of victimhood. Experiencing hard times,
Charles had taken on a Kyneton solicitor
as a partner. According to this story, the
solicitor was a feral type, and the Hamil-
tons were soon cvicted from their home.
My oldest brother John never stopped
wanting to restore Cremona to the Ham-
ilton name.

Les Ridd called back, and when 1
explained my connection to Cremona, he
invited usover. He is a gracious, welcom
man in his sixtics, and full of cnergy.
He says that tarming today is a constant
struggle to find new sources of incomie. As
well as raising cattle, Ridd produces first-
class olive oil and a superb tapenade. He is
active in marketing regional fine foods.

Les explained that he is not the
manager  of  Cremona but  a  local
agricultural contractor who carries out
fodder conservation and various activitics
on the property.

The girls happily jumped into the tray
of the truck with Les’s dog, and we drove









At Parramatta

A jacaranda reaches out

delicate octopus tentacles

towards a quarter moon as thin

as a Thursday cvening sales-smile.

blossoms hang in mauve-blue clouds.

There is a row of shops
an advertiser’s voice
a church—

its blond stones

cut by prisoners long ago.

Angels grieve in window niches.
Tinted glass holds martyrdoms—
the stations of the cross

for every day.

Down the square, Falun Dafa people
legs tolded lotus-style

NErry Leves

On the plaza

someone’s screaming;:
"You fucking ... fucking ..
agonised, full-throttle.

More soberly an older voice
yells, ‘Hey mate’; is ignored.

withdraw behind shut eyelids; Teenage boys manhandle

silk banncrs, melodics on tape two belligerents

speak for their silenced

co-religionists in China; who thrash out of grip,
cyeball; howl

while a bearded man in jeans 'Fucking hit mc ... Go on!’

bears Christians’ God loud witness till briefly caged

from the lip of a six-ticred amphithcatre

deserted by mates’ arms
(enforced restraint

but for a sushi chef on smoke-break is honourable

& a girl with Barbie-tfluent hair almost)

arguing with some delinquent bloke

inside her mobile. they bounce on sneakered feet to punch-up provocations,
hassle on the lope

A Chinese boy greets his girl with silence, above a stony turf.

one concentrated kiss. Their mates’ hands interlock again

Young-man sedans by the railway bridge around their hunched-for-brawling shoulders;
hit bass—
no fight occurs.
rave & hip-hop, looping north
past the jail where inmate boys might hear Kerry Leves
having survived
another day in the yard;
locked down with currawongs’ last roosting-calls.
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Below: No. 1 Holden prototype. Right: anchor from Matthew Flinders” investigator, both photographed by Dragi Markivich.
All photos used by permission of the National Museun of Australia in Canberra.

these was Melbourne orthopacdic sur-
geon Colin MacKenzie. According to
Guy Hansen, the curator of Captivai-
ing and Curious, MacKenzic was a
wealthy man with access to the corri-
dors of power. He was concerned about
the danger of extinction faced by spe-
cics of Australian fauna which he saw
as valuable not only in their own right
but also for their medical role as mod-
cls for comparative anatomy. In the
years after World War [, MacKenzie
began  collecting specimens. These
became the basis of the Austral-
ian Institute of Anatomy, onc of a
number of streams that were even-
tually to tlow into the holdings

of the National Muscum.
By the 1970s, any
number of individuals, gov-
= crnment departments and
other bodics were known
to have held on to all sorts of
intriguing objects that had an important
cameo in the national story. In 1975, Peter
Pigott chaired an inquiry which reported
that ‘deterioration of valuable collections
in Australian muscums, great and small,

has reached the proportion of a crisis’.

Captivating and Curious is a delight-
ful ccelebration of the moment at which
this situation began to turn around. It
puts on display hundreds of items for
which the permancent display scldom has
space. Of the 200,000 items bhelonging to
the muscum, only four per cent are regu-
larly on show. The muscum always has a
duty curator available to ficld calls from
members of the public who have just
found something in their garage or
shed. Every day of the year, some-
body rings up about dusty objccts
that thc muscum just might
want to see.

‘Often people ring as they
arc about to take something ¢
to the tip, says Hansen. ‘It's
important we get it hefore it has
gone to the tip. It needs to come
with its story intact. We need to
know whose it was and how it was part
of the life people lived.”

An cexample of this is a recently
acquired collection from the Springfield
property near Goulburn, NSW. Springficld
was scttled by W. P. Faichtull in 1827, His
maiden daughter Florence lived on the
property for 98 years, dying in 1949, Not
only did Florence live long, but she never

threw anything out. Her nicce then had
the good sense to preserve what Florence
had neglected to get rid of. The result is
a remarkable gathering of rural domestic
paraphernalia whose provenance is well
established. The material draws  the
visitor into the lifestyle of women on a
19th-century sheep station.

Guy Hansen began working for the
museum in 1991 in a warchouse in the
ungainly Canberra suburb of Mitchell.
At that stage, he was not even sure there
would be a building that could broker the
growing collection to the public. In design-
ing Captivating and Curious, he wanted to
give visitors an idca of how the collection
spends most of its time. The first thing they
come across arc steel bays piled with bri-
colage identified only by simple muscum
tags. Captivating and Curious is arranged
in such a way as to provide a sense of the
history of muscums themselves: it moves
from using old-fashioned glass
through to interactive displays.

The Smithsonian Institution in the
United States, now comprising a number
of museums, has been described as the
attic of the nation. Hansen describes the
National Muscum in Canberra as Aus-
tralia’s garage. He could just as well have
said it’s our op shop. The exhibition works
by screndipity and surprise. There is no
knowing what you'll find next, but cach
item brings a kind of rccognition. There
is an anchor from Flinders’ Investigator,
the proclamation left by Mawson in Ant-
arctica in 1931 and duclling pistols said
to have been used by Thomas Mitchell in

1851, although, in fact, only one
of them was used by Mitch-

cll. The other was used

by a gentleman called

casces

Donaldson  who had
criticised Mitchell in
public.

Being  a  garage,

there is a fair empha-

sis on vchicles. There

is the prototype of the

first Holden, and a landau

which arrived in Australia in

the 1820s, possibly the oldest vehicle in
the country.

But the item that steals the show in
Captivating and Curjous is the ‘Road
Urchin’.

In 1935, at the age of 30, Harold Wright
arrived in Mclbournc from England. Work
was scarce and Wright needed to do some-

thing to keep body and soul together. So
he acquired a horse-drawn wagon and sct
himsclf up as the ‘Saw Doctor’, travelling
from town to town, sharpening knives
and tools as he went.

Over the next 34 years, his wagon the
Road Urchin developed a life of its own.
Wright marriced Dorothy; they had a daugh-
ter, Evelyn. The wagon was their home and
workplace. It acquired all sorts of ornamen-
tation. Eventually, an old truck replaced
the horse; the truck was also embroidered.
Following Wright’s death, the Road Urchin
was bought by a sccond-hand dealer in
Wangaratta. It sat in a shed until it was
acquired by the muscum in 2002. The
key thing is that it was undisturbed in its
retirement. The Road Urchin is comprised
of hundreds of details: a smoker’s pipe, pots
and pans, postcards and signs, garbage bins
and tools. All of these draw the imagina-
tion into a strange lifc on the road, one that
was both fanciful and pragmatic. The Road
Urchin tells a bottomless story. It can’t be
exhausted by any simple explanation. It
takes the onlooker to a dozen unfamiliar
places from which he or she can look back
upon themsclves.

The culture we inhabit is changing
from onc based on memory, a human
art, to one based on retention. If you take
$20 out of an ATM, that factoid will be
retained in a computer for all eternity. But
the smell of the flowers you bought with
the $20 can only be remembered. Telstra
may rctain an account of cvery phone
number you cver dialled, but a tender
conversation had over the phone can’t be
retained, only remembered. Retention cre-
ates data. Memory leads to storytelling.

Captivating and Curious is a reminder
that certain things nced to be retained.
But in this case, retention creates mem-
ory. These items come with labels. But
they also ask for storics.

Is there anything Guy Hansen thinks is
missing from the muscum? Is there a call
he would like one day to reecive about a
particular object that the collection lacks!?

‘We  would have onc of
Robert Mecenzies’ double-breasted suits,’
he says. ‘But I believe they all went o
op shops.’

love to

Michael McGirr is a former publisher of
Eureka Strect. His most recent book is
Bypass: The Story of a Road. Captivat-
ing and Curious is on at the National
Muscum of Australia until April 17.
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defeating  processes  of indoctrination
being proposed under the rubric of values
education are ruled out?

I suggest that rather than teaching
children codes of conduct, we teach
them how to discover appropriate
values for themselves. Through inquiry
children—and adults—develop skills of
reflexiveness: the capacity to reflect upon
their own experience of life and to seck
the best possible answers to questions that
arise from it. Such practices alrcady cxist
in our cducation system. Under the name
of philosophy for children, or philosophy
in schools, collective inquiry encourages
children to discuss, in small groups,
issues of the playground, issues of the day,
or cven issues arising from the human
condition. A facilitator (teacher) helps
thesc communities of inquiry cxplore
thesc issues at their own level, just as they
sec them. This gives children a chance to
try out new and reccived ideas and see
how they stand up under the scrutiny

of their peers. Children are sur-
prisingly good at this activity.

VEN MORE IMPORTANT than this first-
hand exploration of ideas are the protocols
that define the community of inquiry.
Children are asked to listen attentively
and patiently to their classmates; they
discover that it is through this listening,
and the unexpected differences  in
perspective it reveals, that their own
perspectives take shape and cvolve. To
discover this is in cffect to discover, and
take possession of, their own thought
process and hence their own authority.
This scts them well on the way to winning
a sensc of their own autonomy or power of
sclf-determination.

Discovering their own authority in
relation to ideas tends to free children
fromliteral-mindedattachmenttospecific
ideologics or sets of valuc-beliefs; they
start to discover the essential fluidity and
open-cndedness of all ideas. Then they
will understand that they do not have
to accept ceverything their classmates
in the community of inquiry say. They
will realise it is possible, for themsclves
and their classmates, to try out ideas in a
tentative and exploratory fashion, and that
disagreement with someone’s view in no
way implies rejection of that person. On

the contrary, considered disagreement is
cvidence that one has listened carefully
to what the other person has to say and
taken it scriously enough to engage with
it. Each child explores the others’ ideas in
the knowledge that their own ideas will
be explored in turn: everyone is expected
to open their ideas out to others in this
way. Some ideas will be c¢nlarged or
claborated or adjusted by the group. Some
might be discarded.

A child whose idca is discarded by
the group need not discard it herself; she
might have to give it more thought. She
can do so securc in the knowledge that
to her group she is not identified with
any particular idea or view, but is rather,
again, scen as an author of idcas: the
community of inquiry is simply a safe
spacc for her and her classmates to try out
different possibilitics and develop their
own reflexive capacitics.

This practice of collective inquiry
helps children discover they do have
something of their own to say about
issucs in their community. Children who
discover this will also feel that one day
they will be capable of making worthwhile
contributions to debate in socicty. 1t will
give them the confidence, as adults, to
take responsibility for socicty.

So children who have been through
the developmental process fostered by the
community of inquiry, orsimilar practices,
will have no need of Brendan Nelson'’s
‘values education’. The experience of having
their peers listen attentively to them on
issues that matter will have validated their
perspective. The experience of listening
attentively to their peers will have revealed
to them that others have perspectives as
alive and complex and deeply felt as their
own; it will have taught them both respect
for others and appreciation for the diversity
of others.

Discovering the way theirown thought
is stimulated into unexpected and creative
life through dialoguc with others will
have enabled them to take charge of their
own thought process, thereby becoming
sclf-determining individuals, with all the
scnse of sclf-worth that follows from this.
Won'’t such children have cvery chance of
growing into tolerant individuals with a
robust respect for themselves and others,
and able to make responsible

value judgments? Children who become
such indcpendent thinkers will be well
cequipped to respond appropriatcely  to

future situations that could not be
anticipated by any present code  of
conduct.

Individuals who have not been

offecred such practices, but have been
asked to swallow a state-sanctioned
nine-point code, will have no way of
truly divining or inhabiting the valucs
prescribed by that code, and will likely
end up as ‘fundamentalist’ apologists for
a democracy they have no way of putting
to the test.

Indeed, a publicly enforced code of
respect and tolerance for difference poses
a real danger that people would cease to
be accountable for their beliefs and values;
they could adopt any set of beliefs and
values, however absurd or fanciful, and
demand these be given as much respect
{uncritical acknowledgment) as thosc
with sound foundations. Mutual critique
across belief systems would be ruled out.

Such a regime of extreme relativism
could clearly impoverish our knowledge
systems to the point of knowledge
brecakdown—and hence cconomic  and
social brecakdown. Moreover, the massive
failure of cngagement across discourses
it would cntail would tend to fragment
socicty into its discrete belief and valuc
constituencics. So the consequences of a
regime of enforced uncritical acceptance
of different belief systems, in the name
of values that betray their own meaning
by being imposed in a dogmatic and
authoritarian fashion, might be at least as
dire for socicty as those of a regime thar
tolerates no diversity at all.

Freya Mathews is associate professor in
philosophy at La Trobe University.
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importance for Pepys himself. There are
few truly dark nights of the soul in the
diaries of Samuel Pepys. Reading him is
to sce the blossoming of a figure whose
work ethic, ambition, guile and intellect
kept the public figure and the private man
in a blessed equilibrium throughout his
life; a thruster backing himself with hard
work, a sharp eve, quick feet and a fear of
the gutter. Pepys kept his great diary for
a little under a decade; yet he lived longer
still, and ascended the heights of his trade,
as perhaps the most senior civil servant
in the country. The brevity of the diaries
might be our loss, but if we are to take
away any positive, it must be this: that in
his diaries we read a youthful man in full
sail towards his ambitions, unfreighted by
middle age, illness and ennui. They were
golden years for Pepys, and the writing
does them full justice.

The diaries are strikingly immediate
and fresh. Pepys's language is not archaic:
perhaps his prose is a little more formal
than we might expect today, but it sits on
the pages with the smell of fresh paint.
This achievement is the more remarkable
when compared to the diary of Pepys’s
ncar contemporary, John Evelyn. For all
its importance and intelligence, Evelyn's
prose has a leaden feel, a sense of the voice
thrown from a great distance; it is not there
in Pepys. The other great link between
Pcpys and the modern reader is the donkey-
stubborn geography of the city itself, which
brings an immediate familiarity to his
jottings. The lie of the land has changed
little since his time. London’s shambling
allcyways and yards refused to yield to the
rebuilding plans laid after the great fire
of 1666; this intransigence was largely, it
would scem, on the grounds that since the
many guilds and businesses alrcady knew
where to find cach other, changing things
would just compound the disruption that
the firc had alrcady causcd.

Perhaps the biggest changes from
the road map that Pepys walked come
courtesy of the London blitz. The space
between St Paul’s, St Bride’s on Fleet Street
and the Tower of London triangulates
the centre of Pepys’s life: it contained
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his house in Seething Lane, his place of
birth and baptism, his parish church and
his workplace in the Navy Office. In this
same delta, large office blocks now jostle
for every ounce of real estate on erstwhile
bomb sites—some of the old laneways lic
crushed anonymously beneath them, but
many more survive as rear lanes to large
city office blocks: dog tracks weaving
around corporate giants.

Notwithstanding the changes, it
remains fairly casy to follow Pepys’s
wanderings from any given diary
entry: he was meticulous in recording
his perambulations. Perhaps the only
significant barrier to the modern detective
is the diarist’s countless river crossings,
made almost daily in small, rowed ferries
as the naval bureaucrat went to inspect
progress in the shipyards, or to drink, hold
court and chasc skirts across the river.
The Thames nowadays is a much quicter
place than that; the ferries only run
longitudinally between tourist hotspots
such as Hampton Court and the Tower,
but Pepys records for us in daily detail the
bustling lifc of this deep and strongly tidal
river, which was—all at once—London’s
underground system, motorway, city wall,
internet cable and sewer.

The intimacy of his world was helped
by the size of his London. At the time
it held perhaps less than half a million
people—a little more intimate than the 7.5
million of today. Consequently, the great
networks of royalty, commerce, politics,
science and the arts were small, familiar
and intertwined out of necessity. On this
cosier scale, a man who could work hard,
as well as read, write, talk and bargain
with the best would command good odds
on going up in the world. Pcpys grabbed
every opportunity with both hands and
his diaries are a testament to the motilic
encrgy and ambition of the man; in his
little house in Seething Lane, Pepys
must have lost much sleep turning over
in his wary mind the people who might
cither threaten or increase his wealth and
station. And he knew that success took
guile; he met it in the form of the royalist
naval captain Robert Holmes:

He scems to be very well acquainted with
the King’s mind, and with all the several
factions at Court, and spoke all with so
much fran s, that 1 do take him to
he my Lord’s good friend, and onc able
to do him great service, being a cunning
fellow, and one {by his own confession to
me} that can put on two several faces, and
look at his cnemies with as much love as
his friends. But, good God! What an age is
this, and what a world this is! That a man
cannot live without playing the knave
and dissimi tion.

And as might be expected of a man
who stepped over destitution on his way
to daily business cach day, Pepys was a
true Micawber. The diaries groan under
the weight of entries bemoaning costs, or
rejoicing in windfalls:

My mindis now in a wonderful condition of
quict and ¢ :nt, more than everin all my
life, since my minding the business of my
office, which I have done most constantly;
and I find it to be the very effect of my late
vaths against wincand  .ys, which, if God
please, T will keep constant in, for now my
business is a delight to me, and brings me
great credit, and my pursce encreases to.

And he was a boast, when it suited his
purpose:

Home by water, and to the office all
afternoon, which is a great content to me,
to talk with persons of quality and to be
in command, and 1 give it out among them
that the estate left me is 2001 a year in
land, besides monceys, because 1 would put
esteem on myself.

But, as cver, one of the great risks to
maintaining your fortune was the threat of
rivals at work, men who might steal your
thunder. In this context, Pepys emerges
as one of the great haters, rccording
his Dblackest thoughts on those who
might stand in his way; witness Pepys's
comments about Sir William Pcnn, for a
time his scnior at the Navy Office and a
political rival to Pcpys’s own patron, the
Earl of Sandwich:

Sir W. DPen.
Whatever the matter is, he do much fawn

.we to supper again to

upon me, and I perceive would not fall out

with me, and mighty officious to my wife,

but 1 shall never be deceived again by him,
doh ’ T i

with all my heart.



Much of his general fame as diarist lics
in his role as chronicler of great cvents, a
man near the very apex of English socicty.
As a youth he saw first-hand the behead-
ing of a king and later witnessed the
ascent of Cromwell’s parliament, the sub-
scquent restoration of the monarchy and
the great civic aftlictions of the plaguc and
firc of London, among other things. That
he saw and documented these things—
and did so with such clarity and wit—is
to be cherished by the historian

and the dilettante alike.

ut Pepys was perhaps not driven by any
great altruism in chronicling such events;
cvery entry in the diary has the writer him-
sclf as its alpha and omega. Just as in mod-
crn London, Pepys, a man making his way,
struggled daily to stay on top of the fickle
wheel of fortune. 1t was eminently better
to be the chectah than the gazelle. But in
all of this, we find him not entirely wiz-
cned by his jousts with the city: there is
cver room in his diaries for the thoughtful
aside. Pepys made music with his friends
on the lute. He had professional singing les-
sons for some time, in the mornings before
he went to work. He mixed with great men
of science. He took a leading role in the
tledgling Royal Academy.

The diaries show us just what a
melting pot of great grace and thought this
apparently hard, dirty trading town was in
the 17th century. Yet amidst the highbrow,
Pepys’s diary is also written with an
Augustinian honcesty: he pursucs women
throughout the years of the diary; he
records the intimate details of successtul
and not-so-successful bouts in a sort of
Espcranto, made of remembered Latin,
French and other odds and sods, to provide
an cxtra encryption lest prying cyes read
the diary. He records his feasts on oysters,
mutton and venison pasties ... and then
tells us how much he vomited that night.

Pepys was to write with cloquence
about the effects of the bubonic plague on
London, a city thag, in the steamy summer
of 1665, became cver more quict as people
dicd and the living fled. He documents the
death tolls for us as he hears of them. These
entries are sobering; they place today’s
public fascination with terror bombings
thoroughly in the shade for the sheer
ruthlessness of suffering. In June 1665,
as the plague took hold, he encounters it
dircctly, as the infected begin to be boarded
up alive in their own houses:

Idid, in Drury-Lane, sce two or three houses
marked with a red cross upon the doors and
‘Lord have mercy upon us’ writ there, which
wias a sad sight to me, being the first of that
kind that to my remembrance I ever saw.

One cannot help but wonderif the scrawl
on the door was that of the battener, seeking
some absolution for his grim task. Yet Pepys
remains in London for months after this,
sending his family off to the country, but he
himself working assiduously at his career
with the Navy Office well into the worst
months of the plague. The parish records
of the time tell us that it was killing more
than 7000 people a week in the summer of
1665. In the end, it may have claimed over
a quarter of all Londoners. Pepys saw it
happen and lost friends and collecagues to
the pestilence. That he stayed and wrote
about it in such a thoughtful way is to his
credit. The diarist’s humanity, mixed no
doubt with considerable fear, makes itself
felt through this period:

This discase making us more crucl to one
another than if we were dogs.

In these passages Pepys risces above
being a scribbling civil scrvant. In the
same way, he documents the great fire
of London, from its beginnings to raging
inferno: London engulfed in tlames must
have madc for an apocalyptic sight. Yet
within a few hours of the fires rcaching
their peak, the diarist takes a hoat upriver
to Westminster to buy a flashy new coat—
his others had become sooty from the fire
and, after all, there were standards to be
maintained. 1t is quite an image to conjure
with: the disabled city fretting in black
smoke under a red sky, while amidst the
chaos, a boat heads up the Thames ferrying
a man occupied with what sort of braid
should adorn his new suit.

This is the heart of the Pepysian
paradox and it might tell us a little about
the city itself: London in 1666 was a
premicr trading capital. It worked hard for
what it scrounged from the muddy Thames
and the ships that plied it; its inhabitants,
whatever their wealth or status, lived in
or at least close by to squalor and sorrow.

Men knew that fortune was fickle; they
saw the results of failurc and misfortunc
all about them; all the more reason to
cnjoy good luck and work diligently, lest
one allow oneself to be dragged anywhere
ncar the gutter. Pepys was such a man. It
has been said that there was a hard knot
somewhere in Pepys’s heart. But if there
was, it surcly was a common ailment in
Restoration London,

The several volumes of Pepys's great
diary arc a fascinating journey. In very
recent times, they have been serialised
on the internet (www.pepysdiary.com).
This laudable development allows all
sorts of people to enjoy the unfolding
drama of his life by logging on to rcad
cach new day’s entry. Readers can also
post questions and answers about the
etymology of curious words and phrascs,
or help dust nearly 350 years of obscurity
off distant names and places. It is a
fascinating project, and it helps to bring
Pepys a new relevance.

With luck, this endeavour—along
with illuminating and c¢ngaging recent
scholarship such as Clairec Tomalin's
Pepvs:  The Unequalled  Self—will
convert more people to this patron saint
of London, whose concerns and schemes
for sclf-advancement are far more warm
and engaging than the cold stratagems of
Machiavelli, whosc unwavering quest for
liquidity is more human and haphazard
than Mr Micawber’s, and whose life
was filled with more living than scems
a fair allotment for any single man.

Pepyswashuman. Happily, he probably
won't ever be picked up by management
theorists as touchstone for some thin
business tome because they would find
his diaries too complex, too exhausting,
too boring and far too extraordinarv.
Pepys lived. He lives still.

Luke Fraser works in Canberra as a
management consultant. He spent several
years as a director in the Department of
Defence and worked bricetly for the last
Howard government ministry as chicf of
staft to the then minister for employment
services and defence personnel.
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Tensions mount in Sri1 Lan.:

VEN AFTER THREE DECADES of civil
war in Sri Lanka, Lakshman Kadirgmar’s
death last August was different. In what
was supposed to have been a period of
ccasefire between the government and
the Tamil scparatists, he was felled by a
sniper’s bullet as he was climbing out of
his backyard swimming pool in the diplo-
matic district of Colombo.

Kadirgmar, a Tamil, had spcnt years
pushing for a pcaccful end to the vicious
fighting, which had brought the assassi-
nation of onc president and of another in
waiting, the frightening spectre of chil-
dren suicide bombers, and of Buddhist
priests calling for a return to military
campaigns. Viewed against the long and
bloody history of the contlict, Kadirg-
mar’s death should have come as no
great surprise.

Eight months carlicr, the tsunami that
ravaged Sri Lanka’s coast seemed to have
swept away the ethnic and political ten-
sions that had divided the island. There
were stories of Sinhalese fishermen sav-
ing their Tamil neighbours, of aid heing
rushed through previously guarded con-
trol lines, and of Tamil Tigers, the Lih-
cration Tigers of Tamil Eelam ({LTTE),
putting down their weapons to help any-
onc in distress in their territory. The tsu-
nami had overwhelmed the ingrained
distrust among Sri Lanka’s different com-
munitics and, for a time at lecast, made
them seem trivial by comparison.

I was among a group of journalists that
met Lakshman Kadirgmar in 2000, as the
Tamil Tiger leaders were making the first
overtures towards a negotiated peace. The
meeting was in the Forcign Affairs Minis-
try in downtown Colombo, a Victorian-cra
building reminiscent of an English public
school. The building was cnclosed by a six-
metre-high reinforced iron fence, installed
after the Tamil Tigers set off a bus bomb
that damaged it in 1998, Kadirgmar was
then nearing the end of his first term as
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foreign minister in a government formed
by President Chandrika Kumaratunga.

He arrived two hours after our group
had been herded into the state room, pre-
ceded by stony-faced and heavily armed
soldiers. He was eloquent and engaging,
prepared to admit the faults and mistakes
of past Sri Lankan governments with can-
did comments that set his staff fidgeting
uncasily in their seats.

His theme was that peace could be
negotiated, but only if the rest of the world
recognised the terrorism of the LTTE and
moved to prevent funds being remitted to
them from the expatriate Tamil commu-
nitics in Australia, North America, Brit-
ain and elsewhere.

Kadirgmar was typical of his country-
men in the way he extended warm hos-
pitality to forcigners, be they Sinhalese,
Tamil or Muslim. On a visit [ made to
LTTE-controlled territory at Easter 2002,
just wecks after the peace process had
begun, I was welcomed by the political
and military cadres in the Tigers’ self-
declared capital Killonochi.

I spent four days in a plush, air-condi-
tioncd guest house with freshly painted
walls that stood out against that fcature-
less, war-ravaged landscapce. My hosts
could not have been more charming and
accommodating.

But when I broached the subject of
the civil war, their demcanour changed.
Smiles disappeared, brows furrowed and
courtliness gave way to comments about
their political rivals that were shocking
in their studied ferocity. It became obvi-
ous that the long-running civil war had
turned most of the population into war-
mongers or paranoiacs.

All that scemed to change after the
tsunami struck. Ordinary Sri Lankans
learned to treat one another with carc and
compassion and many asked whether this
might be a pi n ch _, that the
return to hostilities that so many observ-

ers fecared might never cventuate. The
assassination of Lakshman Kadirgr
put paid to such optimism.

To date the LT" 1s not claimed
responsihility for Kadirgmar’s death. The
killing had all the hallmarks of a Tiger
operation, and it could well have been
motivated by dissatisfaction with the cur-
rent peace process, but it may well have
been the work of an LTTE splinter group.

In 2004 there was a schism within
LTTE, with a rebel group taking control
of the cast of the island, around Batticaloa
and Trincomalee. The group was led by V.
Muralitharan, who goes under the nom de
guerre Colonel Karuna and is a shadowy
figure even morc opac  than the ruthless
Velupillai Prabhakaran, leader of the Tiger
movement. A group impatient with the
peace process and wanting to scize power
within Tamil ranks would no doubt prefer
arcturn tohostilitics; they have no interest
in lasting peacc or democratic clections.

The Norwegian  eovernment, the
United Nations’ peace  roker, has been
working hard to prevent the country from
slipping back into civil war. However, a
top-level peace delegation returned home
recently without having sccured agree-
ments for face-to-face talks between the
government and the LTTE.

The state of emergency imposed after
Kadirgmar’s dcath remains in place, and
an escalation of hostilitics looks likely
aftcer attacks by the Tigers in Trincoma-
lee and the victory of Mahinda Rajapakse
in the presidential clections in Novem-
ber, through the support of Sinhalcesc
hardliners. If the peace process, part of
Kadirgmar’s legacy, is not dead, then ir
desperately needs the kiss of life.

Jon Greenaway is managing dircctor of
the Brussels office of Diligence Ing, a
business intelligenee and risk manage-
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T TWILIGHT IN Uganda’s north,
‘the night commuters’, made up of lines
of thousands of children, begin the
trck along the dusty roads from their
family compounds. They arc seeking
the temporary safety of towns such as
Kitgum, Pader or the regional capital
Gulu, where they will huddle together
for the night in makeshift shelters—
church missions, bus stations or decaying
warchouses. The latecomers simply sleep
on the streets, where they are vulnerable
to theft, beatings and sexual abusc from
other children and adults, including
Ugandan government soldiers.

For Olara Otunnu, winner of the
2005 Sydney Pcace Prize, his birthplace
of Acholiland in northern Uganda is the
worst place on carth to be a child today.
Thosc children who do not make it to the
township sanctuarics also face the real
danger of being abducted by insurgents
of the Lord’s Resistance Army (LRA) into
the nightmare world of child soldiers and
scx slaves.

In two dccades of war, the United
Nations estimates that the LRA has
capturced and cnslaved more than 20,000
children, some of them as young as five
years old. Those small, unwilling recruits
lucky enough to escape bear witness to the
horrorof LRA indoctrination practices such
as being ordered to hack former classmates
to dcath with pangas, as punishment for
being too tired to walk any further.

Olara Otunnu will usc his $50,000
Sydney Peace Prize to establish a new
international foundation to help such
children of violence and social devastation.
AsthcformerUNUnder-Secretary-General
and Special Representative for Children
and Armed Conflict, he will also continue
to lobby for the full implementation of
a UN Security Council Resolution for
the ‘naming and shaming’ of groups that
brutalise children.

Otunnu has no illusions that these
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initiatives arc more than a
small part of what necds to
be done to try to save a lost
generation of children from
the scourge of cthnic war in
hishomeland. A small, slight
man, gentle and measured,
he has used public forums
in Australia to make a heart-wrenching
appeal for Western intervention to put a
stop to a conflict ‘far worse than Darfur or
the Khmer Rouge’s killing fields’. During
the last ten years, Uganda’s national
government has responded to the LRA
rebels by uprooting and herding 95 per cent
of the Acholi population of two million
into ‘concentration camps’. In other words,
an entire socicty has become trapped
between the gruesome violenee of the LRA
terrorists and the genocidal atrocitics of a
corrupt national government.

‘In the camps my people are living like
animals,’ Otunnu said. ‘An estimated
1000 pcople die each wecek; over 40
per cent of children under five years
have seriously stunted growth duc to
malnutrition, and two generations of
children have been denied education as a
matter of government policy.

"HIV/AIDS hasalsobecomeadeliberate
weapon of mass destruction,” he added.
‘Government soldiers who have tested
HIV-positive arc especially deployed to
the north to commit havoe on local girls
and women.’

Acholi-born Australian microbiologist
Dr Norbet Okech Temajo shares Otunnu’s
anguish at the systematic destruction
of culture, values and family structure,
and the future of the children in the
camps. When T went to interview him
in a dormitory suburb adjacent to the
Australian National University, he was
waiting formein the street. ‘This situation
has been ignored by the international
community,” he said, ‘but T believe people
in Australia will listen and care!’

Olara Otunnu

er African tragedy

Two months
Temajo's clandestine  visit
to Acholiland left him
with the shocked certainty
that the Muscveni central
government engaged
in a comprchensive and
methodical Final Solution
for the Acholi people. “The government
has burnt down villages and destroyed
crops and food storage silos. In the camps,
people live 10-12 to a room. Husband and
wives must lie together in the same room
as their children—this is not the Acholi
way. There is starvation, lack of water, no
proper sanitation, disease. No onc is safe
from the soldiers or the terrorists.” In Koch,
a camp of 60,000 people outside Guluy, he
saw little kids thin as sticks, pregnant 12-
year-old girls and despairing adults, drunk
on a toxic local brew called kasese.

Not surprisingly, Temajo also claims
that the majority of Acholi would rather
take their chances in their home villages
against the LRA. Despite their brutality,
the rebels have been reduced to about
4000 in number, scattcred in small
cells across the north and west of the
country. They arc mostly poorly trained
children and young adult graduates of
the LRA indoctrination—no match tor
a determined campaign by the Ugandan
national forces. ‘Plainly, the Muscveni
government,” he said, ‘docs not want
cither a military solution or a negotiated
settlement with the insurgents.’

Inthefaccof theunfoldinghumanitarian
tragedy in their birthplace, both Otunnu
and Temajo ask: ‘What will it take, and how
long will it take, for lcaders of the Western
democracics to acknowledge, denounce and
take action to end the genocide?

ago,

was

Dorothy Horsfield is a Canberra writer
and journalist who has lived and worked
in Africa. Her new novel, Venom, will be
published in March by Pandanus.
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Palatable pleasures

T’S A HEALTH PARADOX: just when peo-
ple began turning to low-fat dicts, there
began a corrcsponding increase in obes-
ity. The connection alarmed Dun Gifford,
tounder of Oldways Prescrvation Trust in
Boston: ‘Fat provides sensations of saticty;
without fat, the feelings of fullness do not
kick in and so people just keep on eating.’

Gifford founded Oldways in 1988 to
campaign against fast food and to promote
healthy cating. He was the keynote speaker
at a food summit in Adclaide in October, a
gathering that included some of the world’s
leading television chefs and food writers.

The meeting concluded with about
100 participants signing the Declaration
of Adelaide (see panel), a six-point com-
muniqu¢ urging changes across the food
supply chain, in government policy and in
food cducation. Whether it has any legs is
yet to be secen, but at the very least it rep-
resents a determined effort to highlight
somc of the important issues surround-
ing the production, distribution and con-
sumption of food.

Gifford wrote the declaration ar  was
backed by fellow panclists, including tood
writer and chef Stephanic Alexander, food
producer Maggic Becer, British television
chef Antonio Carluccio and the Canadian
author of Last Chance to Eat, Gina Mallet.

The summit was held in conjunction
with the Tasting Australia festival and
is likely to become a regular event. Gif-
ford says the prevailing wisdom when he
founded the trust was that ‘techno-foods
were our food future’.

“This techno-food locomotive was rum-
bling powcrfully down the tracks in the
late 1980s, and touted as the salvation of
our crowded planet and its billions of hun-
gry mouths. For compound reasons, this
terrified me; techno-foods seemed danger-
ous. I decided to challenge it, and organ-
ised Oldways as a non-profit organisation
to do so’

Described by Newsweek magazine as ‘a
tood-issucs think tank’, Oldways wed
on scveral campaigns, one of the first
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being the issue of low-fat dicts promoted
by nutritionists in the carly 1990s.

‘We pointed out that the world’s two
healthiest  populations—Mediterrancans
and Okinawans——cat high-fat dicts, the
former based on olive oil, the latter on
fish. Oldways drew on scientific research
to come up with the Mediterranean Diet
Pyramid, now widely cmbraced as the ‘gold
standard’ of healthy cating.

In the mid-1990s, Oldways challenged
a US government crackdown on alcohol,
‘first, by pointing out that high-level sci-
ence universally recognises the health
benefits of moderate amounts of alcohol;
and sccond, by publicising the additional,
but then little known, positive health ben-
efits of polyphenols and other phyto-nutri-
ents in wine'.

In 2002, Oldways began a campaign to
cncourage Americans to eat more whole-
grains, sctting up a Whole Grains Coun-
cil that now has more than 100 members,
from industry giants to artisan producers.

Two years ago, it challenged what Gif-
ford calls the ‘low-carb tsunami’. ‘We
adopted “Pasta Fights Back” as this cam-
paign’s theme, and focused on “the pasta
mecal”. After all, no onc cats just pasta; cve-
ryone dresses it with tomatoes, olive oil,
meat, fishorvegetables, and oftenhasaglass
or two of wine with it. Nutritionists know
that the olive oil, vegetables, meat or fish,
cheese, and wine slow down digestion, and
describe this pasta meal as “perfectly hal-
anced”. These are powerful reasons to eat
pasta meals, and the news that pasta meals
had impressive nutrition-science support
was a large relief to the eating public’

Oldways is now challenging campaigns
that demonise sugar. ‘Sugars arc the cur-
rent food demon ... following in the foot-
steps of fats and carbs,” Gifford says. They
arc a traditional food, a key element of
healthy cating and something that humans
crave even as babies.

Oldways has called this new educa-
1 gl I\ ss,
theory being that cating is a behaviour,

and that ‘managing’ all behaviours is a key
to successful living.

‘Most of our successful Oldways cam-
paigns are based on the behaviour theory
principle of “management, not banish-
ment”. A great many  well-intentioned
and well-funded nutrition and dictary pro-
grams have failed because they are either
prohibitionist or directive. We know what
happened when we got scolded as children.
The programs that work well arc permis-
sive. We stress the “pleasure principle” and
the pleasures of the table. People don't cat
nutrition, they cat food.

This last point is one that Stephanic
Alexander has been making for years. She
related a story about her experience at an
organic expo. ‘Not one speaker spoke about
tlavour or tastc, juiciness, aroma or conviv-
iality. They spoke ahout health and cvery-
thing clse. The food served during the expo
was boring, bland and lacking in cxcite-
ment or sensory appeal. If pleasurable food
education was introduced in our schools,
we might see an appreciation of tlavour.’

Food writer Cherry Ripe says that in
the past 50 years, people have ‘witnessed
the greatest palate change in history’ with
a proliferation of bland, homogenised prod-
ucts. ‘Pork docsn’t taste like pig any more.
When did you have a chicken that tastes
like chicken? We're losing palate memory.
My supcrmarket had white apricots; why
not eat a cucumber?’

Perhaps Australians can consider them-
sclves lucky that we have not yet reached
the point they have in England, where a
big supermarket chain put a sticker on its
tomatocs declaring they were ‘grown for
tlavour”. This amused Irish television chet
Paul Rankin: ‘I said, “Wow, what were
they grown for before?””

The mood of those at the summit was
not entirely pessimistic. British food writer
Jill Norman reminded the audience that
‘in the 1960s, people predicted we'd all live
on pills’ bv now. but this had not ¢ventu-

'We i de:
we can live on pills.’
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NO wannabes or yosers

r=,

. = HERE IS A STORY, possibly apocry-
phal, of Brendan Behan, Patrick Kavanagh
and Flann O’Brien sitting in an Irish pub
deploring the lack of real characters in Tre-
land. Notwithstanding thc lovely irony
of that story, the prominent eccentric has
declined in recent years,

The chapters on Rosalcen Norton and
Arthur Stace arc superb. Norton’s sad
decline from truly feared Satanist {who
brought down no less a figure than Sir
Charles Mackerras) to unintentional cari-
cature is astutely handled. Holden man-

ages to take a fairly

which makes Robert
Holden’s collection  of
Australian characters,
Crackpots, Rebels and
Ratbags, cxtremely usce-
tul. Holden loves his
subject, and that love is
reflected in the book’s
humorous style.

Part of the appcal of
cceentrics lies in their
naivety. The true cecen-
tric {in proper Austral-
ian style) is not different
for the sake of being dif-
ferent, but is genuincly
apart. He or she [regard-
less of background) does
not bung it on. Wannabes and posers need
not apply. Some eccentrics struggle for rec-
ognition, and occasionally get it. Many of
the cecentries paraded here craved atten-
tion: Bee Miles, Percy Grainger, Manning
Clark, Rosalcen Norton. Others had atten-
tion thrust upon them: E. W. Cole, Arthur
Stace (the Eternity Man). It is often said
that an eccentric is a rich lunatic, and
Holden keeps returning to this theme.

In this collection, prime ministers
stand proudly with bag ladics, professors
and composers with the peculiar. Some
cceentrics are so identifiable that they
become part of the local landscape: E. W,
Cole’s bookshop in Melbourne was visited
by Charles Dickens, Arthur Conan Doyle
and others; Eternity, Arthur Stace’s graf-
fito, was so well known in Sydney that
it was madc the centrepicce of the 2000
New Year’s Eve fireworks celebration on
the harbour. During their lifetime, you
hadn’t secen Sydney if you hadn’t seen
cither Billy Bluce or Bee Milcs.
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CRAVKPOTS,
RESELS

COASWAGTOR AUSSIE RCCEN TRIC S ;
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ROBERT HOLDEN

mysterious phantasm,
Arthur Stace, and put
some skin and bone on
the mystique.

The book has few
¢ flaws. Alfred Deakin’s
spiritualism could
have been examined
further. A perusal of
Al Gabay's The Mystic
Life of Alfred Deakin
would have strength-
ened this chapter. On

&

matters  spiritualist,
Holden  repeats  the
minor canard that

Arthur Conan Doyle
converted to  spiritu-
alism during World War 1. He had been
a committed spiritualist for many years
before the war; the war {and the death of
his son] merely strengthened his resolve
and the public’s reception to his position.
There are a couple of stylistic approaches
that don’t quite work: comparing Indi-
ana Jones to Baron Munchausen and
‘“The Greatest Liar on Earth’, Louis de
Rougemont, scems like comparing apples
to motorcars.

The only other tlaw 1 found (and it too
is quite inconsequential) is that I thought
the original title, From Quecr to Eternity,
was superb. However, the title that the
book ended up with will do.

I will not take issuec with Hold-
en’s choices of subjects: after all, space,
budget, time and personal preferences
must constrain any work, and Holden’s
choices are terrific. Some of the others
he includes are William Chidley (he of
the Answer), Lola Montez (whose lack of
dancing skills did not seem to be a dis-

advantage to her carcer as a dancer) and
Dulecic Deamer {who personificd Dccea-
dent Sydney in the 1920s but dissolve
into sclf-parody). I like to think, though,
that this book might ad to a wcbsite
of eccentrics, continually updated, fully
referenced and avai e to all, so that
David Scott Mitchell and Alf Conlon, P.
R. Stephensen and Lassiter, and so many
others might also get attention, as well
as the marvellous procession of misfits,
eccentrics, and characters that
Holden does present.

Ihe current slavish attachment to

individualism has scen the decline of
the eccentric. It is hard to shock cur-
rent complacency. We accept individu-
als now—yprovided they conform to our
preconceived idcas of what constitutes
an individual. In the past, we usced to har-
ass and suppress individualism. Scveral
of the subjects in this book ended up in
Callan Park or other such institutions. In
turn, we were harass  and our medio-
cre approaches were challenged quite
severely. Now that eccentricity 1is part
of the social norm, we have developed a
much crueller responsc: ignoring cccen-
tricity. In an age where pedestrian medi-
ocritics can be made ‘unique’ through
the media, we struggle to find truc cecen-
trics. Indeed, nearly all of Holden's mod-
ern eccentrics are recluses, living like
Diogenes, ¢ off from the conveniences
of modern life. This in itsclf speaks vol-
umes. Holden is absol
cuss J. S. Mills’ concern that his society
was too conformist. Our socicty is only
superficially  non-conformist.  Every-
body’s an individual, just like cverybody
clse. Reading this book was a delight,
and the minor critici s [ have are not
to detract from my recommendation that
you read it.

ly correct to dis-

Andrew
L ocared

D. L. Lewis's review of
Mecrcador's Super Aussic aps
in the April 2005 issuc of Eureka Street.



City of tarnished glories

HE VIEW FROM A RAINY tram win-
dow at dusk; a slim man, glamorous in
suit and sunglassces, disembarking from an
acroplane branded with the Turkish flag;
porters bowed low crossing the Golden
Horn; a woman and two small boys before
a mirror, the younger turning back to face
her; washing strung before a cityscape of
domes and minarets; men clearing snow
from a ferry roof, grey smoke filling the
air around themy; more snow, on tram
tracks and across parked cars; a child
camouflaged in the shadows of crumbling
waterside mansions. The black-and-white
photographs that run through Orhan
Pamuk’s meditation on his homctown
of Istanbul ccho the words surrounding
them: beautiful but melancholic, labyrin-
thine and occasionally disorienting. The
mosaic of personal history and public life
evokes the work of G. W. Sebald, another
great modern novelist who used photo-
graphs to exposc the past’s double nature:
its strangeness and its intimacy.

In its scope Pamuk’s book also resem-
bles the sprawling Istanbult Encyclopedia
he loved as a boy. But where the author of
that 12-volumc tome struggled to make the
city’s disorder and varicty conform to for-
cign ‘scientific’ categorics, Pamuk freely
delights in his subject’s Protcan nature
and the particular obsessions of his own
biography, giving chapters to strect signs,
his grandmother, religion, famous fircs,
newspaper columnists, Flaubert, paint-
ing, and fights with his older brother.

There is a symmetry to these many
parts, however. The balancing point is a
concern with the past. For Pamuk, Istan-
bul’s present is but a wreck of its past,
‘an ageing and impoverished city buried
under the ashes of a ruined empire’. The
dilapidated mansions, crumbling foun-
tains, and demolished gardens of mod-
crn lstanbul exist in painful contrast to
the Ottoman wonders recorded in artists’
prints and travellers’ tales. The gloomy
legacy of Istanbul’s vanished glory is
found not only in its streetscapes but also

in its spirit—its hiiziin, or melancholy, a
concept which is the ruminative centre of
Istanbul: Memories of a City. Introducing
the term, Pamuk launches into one of the
descriptive tours de force that character-
is¢ his memoir, listing in page after page
its essential images:

I am speaking of the old booksellers
who lurch from onc financial crisis to the
next and then wait shivering all day for
a customer to appear; of the barbers who
complain that men don't shave as much
after an economic crisis; of the children
whao play ball between the cars on cobble-
stone streets; of the covered women who
stand at remote bus stops clutching plas-
tic shopping bags and speaking to no one
as they wait for the bus that never arrives;
of the empty boathouses of the old Bos-
phorus villas; of the tcahouses packed to
the rafters with uncmployed men; of the
patient pimps striding up and down the
City’s greatest square On sunimer evenings
in scarch of onc last drunken tourist. ..

Pamuk tcases out the ambiguities of
hiiztin throughout the book: it is negat-
ing but also affirming; it is felt in soli-
tariness but is the affliction of an entire
city; its sourcc is loss but it is a badge

of pride; it is unique to Istanbul
but its roots arc European.

N THE CURRENT DEBATE over Turkey’s
application to join the European Union,
Pamuk’s refcrence to the reformist sultans
of the late 18th and early 19th centurices
reminds us that ‘Westernisation’ is not
a new concept. Indeed, despite his stated
support of EU membership, it is the ‘mod-
crnising’ revolution launched by Atattrk
that Pamuk sces as responsible for his
city’s downfall, for ‘the replacement of the
Ottoman Empire with the little, imitative
Republic of Turkey’. Surprisingly, the con-
voluted love-hate relationship Turkey has
with Europe—its model and its foil—is
onc that has resonances for Australia. We
too inherit a culture that has seen itsclt

as distant from the centres of civilisa-
tion and one which long deferred to the
judgments of outsiders’ cyes. With a few
adjustments, Pamuk’s dizzying descrip-
tion of his reinvented republic is familiar
to post-1788 arrivals to this continent:

To discover that the place in which we
have grown up—the centre of our lives,
the starting point for everything we have
cever done—did not in fact cxist a hun-
dred years before our birth, is to feel like a
ghost looking back on his life, to shudder
in the face of time,

Pamuk’s particular contribution to
this old conversation is his open alle-
giance to that ‘twilit place’ between tra-
ditional identities. To be both insider and
outsider is the birthright of Istanbullus,
he says, but also, his memoir makes clear,
of the writer. The coming to vocation
subtly underlines Istanbul, where narra-
tive is discovered as a way of transmut-
ing childhood isolation and adolescent
anguish into a sccond lite. However, the
artist’s foothold betwixt the inner and
outer worlds, his attention to shadow and
ambiguity, is not always a sate place, and
Pamuk himseclf has recently drawn the ire
of the keepers of official identity.

A long-time critic of Turkey’s human
rights abuscs (the memoir has many ref-
crences to the rich multicultural city
destroyed by last century’s ‘Turkification’),
Pamuk was to appcar in court last month
on ‘charges of denigrating Turkish national
identity’ for publicly discussing the state’s
murder of Armenians and Kurds. There is
a terrible irony in that charge being laid
against a writer who has drawn such a ten-
der portrait of his city. Yet, as with Ircland’s
banning of Ulysses, Istanbul will live as a
masterpiece long after Pamulk’s political
detractors have shuffled into history.

Sarah Kanowski, a freclance  writer
and broadcaster,  was  the  inaugural
winner of the Margaret Dooley  Young
Writers” Award.
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The child as verb

WAS SHUFFLING ALONG the roaring
shore of the misnamed Pacific Ocean,
humming to myself, pondering this and
that and t’‘othcr, when I saw a crippled
kid hopping towards me. She was maybe
four ycars old and her feet were bent so
sideways that her toes faced each other so
she scurtled rather than walked. T never
saw a kid crippled quite like that before.
I thought for a minute she was alone but
then T noticed the rest of her clan, a big
guy and two other small girls, probably
the dad and sisters, walking way ahead.

The crippled kid was cheerful as a
bird and she zoomed along awfully fast
on thosc sideways feet. She was totally
absorbed in the seawrack at the high-tide
line—shards of crab and acres of sand
tleas and shreds of seaweed and ropes of
bullwhip kelp and fractions of jellyfish
and here and there a deecased perch or
auklet or cormorant or gull, and once a
scrious-sized former fish that looked like
it might have been a salmon. In the way
of all people for a million ycars along all
shores she stared and poked and prodded
and bent and pocketed and discarded,
pawing through the loot and litter of the
merciless musing sca.

She was so into checking out tide
treasurc that her dad and sisters got way
out ahead of her and after a while the dad
turncd and v istled and the crippled kid
looked up andlaughed and took off hopping
faster than you could ever imagine a kid
that crippled could hop, and when she was
a few feet away from the dad he crouched
a little and extended his arm behind him
with his hand out to reccive her foot, and
she shinnied up his arm as graceful and
quick as anything you cver saw.

She slid into what must have been
her usual scat on his neck and off they
went, the sisters pissing and moaning
about having to wait for the crippled kid
and the dad tickling the bottoms of the
kid’s feet, so that T heard the kid laughing
fainter and fainter as they receded, until
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finally I couldn’t hear her laughing any
more. But right about then I was weeping

ke a child at the intricate, astounding,
unimaginable, inexplicable, complex
thicket of love and pain and suffering and
joy, at the way that kid rocketed up her
daddy’s arm quick as a cat, at the way he
crouched just so and opened his palm so
his baby girl could come flying up the holy
branch of his arm, at the way her hands
knew where to wrap themselves around
his grin, at the way the sisters were all
pissy about the very same kid sister that if
anyone else ever grumbled about her they
would pound him silly.

And this is all not ¢ven to mention
the glory of the sunlight that day, and the
basso moan of mother sea, and the deft
diving of the little black sca-ducks in the
surf, and the scal popping up here and
there looking cerily like my grandfather,
and the eagle who flew over like a black
tent heading north, and the extraordinary
fact that the Coherent Mercy granted
me my own kids, who were not
crippled, and were at that cxact moment

arguing shrilly about bascball
I at the other end of the beach.

FINALLY GOT A GRIP AND SET TO
SHUFFLING AGAIN, but that kid stays
with me. Something about her, the way
she was a verh, the way she was happy cven
with the dark cards she was dealt, the way
she loved openly and artlessly, the way
cven her sisters couldn’t stay pissy but
had to smile when she shinnied up their
daddy’s arm, seems utterly holy to me,
a gift, a sign, a reminder, a lctter from
the Lord.

In my Father's house are many
mansions, said the  thin  confusing
peripatetic rabbi long ago, a line [ have
always puzzled over, yet another of the
man’s many Zcn koans, but I think I
finally have a handle on that onc. What
he meant, did Yesuah b Joseph of the
haunting life and message, is that we are

given gifts beyond me , beyond price,
beyond understandin nd they mill
and swirl by us all day and night, and wc
have but to see them clearly, for a second,
to Dbelieve wholly in ¢ bounty and
generosity and mercy of I Am Who Am.

[ am not stupid, least not all the
time, and I saw how sled that kid was,
and I can only imagine her life to datc and
to come, and the tensions and travails of
her family, and the battles she will fight
and the tears she will shed, and I sce and
hear the roar of pain and suffering in the
world, the floods and rapes and starvings
and bullets, and T am too old and too
honest not to admit how murdcrous and
greedy we can be.

But I have also seen too many kids
who are verbs to not  ieve we swim in
an ocean of holy. I have seen too many
men and women and children of such
grace and humour and mercy that 1 know
I have seen the Christ ten times a day. |
think maybe you know
just don’t talk about it much because we
are tired and scared a1 the light flits in
and around so much darkness. But there
was a crippled kid on the beach and the
Christ in her came p  ing out her cyes
and I don't forget it.

In mv Father's house are
mansions, said the Christos, confusingly,
and then in his usual testy editorial way, If
it were not so, I would have told vou, and
then, in a phrase I lean on when things go
dark, I go to prepare a place for you.

But we are already 1 the doorway of
the house, don’t you think?

at too and we

mamny

Brian Doyle is the cditor of Portland
Magazine at the University of Portland,
in Oregon. He is the author of six books,
among them the essay collection Leaping
(available in Austral  through Garratt
Publishing) and a musing on hearts
called The Wet Engine (through Rainbow
Books AL i) uc ill it
bdoyle@up.edu
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