











National Farmers Federation says they have never sought this
upgrade of titles. They distinguish themselves from the Queens-
land National Party, which would like to extinguish native title
completely on pastoral leascs.

There is no way the Scnate will agree to the freechold
upgrade option. The government will leave the propos: in the
bill so that its withdrawal can be a Senate bargaining chip. Also,
John Howard would like to sheet the blame onto
the Scnate when the Queenslanders vent their spleen
about their sovereign right to extinguish native title
in a racially discriminatory way. Once the
freeholding upgrade option is dropped, the key issue
will be the balance of power between native title
holders and miners. This is the issue which will cause greatest
anxiety in the ALP ranks. It could also become the centrepiece of
a double dissolution showdown on native title.

Western Australia’s Richard Court has been prepared to
accept racially non-discriminatory non-extinguishment of
native title provided native title holders do not retain a right to
negotiate with mining companies on pastoral lease lands. The
right to negotiate was the major legislative gain made by
Aborigines with the Keating government in 1993. Aborigincs
see it as the key to their economic empowerment. It is the one
major benefit derived from having one’s common law native
title claim registered. The minor parties in the Senate will not
agree to the taking away of this right, so the mining industry’s
only chance will be the caressing of the demoralised ALP.

They have some iron-fisted remarks by Labor luminaries
in their velvet gloves. Bill Hayden, embittered by the Century
Zinc cxperience, is on record espousing the replacement of the
right to negotiate with a guaranteed royalty-type payment to
Aboriginal communities. He sees the negotiation process as
‘haggling over the size of pots of moncy for different things’
which ‘encourages excessive ambit claims to be made and
perhaps to be rigidly pursued’.

The Queensland trio who are seen to be emblematic of
what is needed for rebuilding federal Labor—Goss, Rudd and
Swan—were clear in their approach in 1993. Goss wanted
guaranteed extinguishment of native title on pastoral leases.
Goss warned Keating before the passage of the Native Title Act
that the right to negotiate was unrealistic and would result in
lengthy delays. His September 1993 critique of Keating's
legislation could well have been headed ‘Ten Point
Plan’. Presumably the ALP Left will hold firm on
the right to negotiate. Also, the New South Wales
Right, anxious to retain the Keating patrimony,
should hold even though Keating never envisaged
that native title and the right to negotiate would
exist on the 42 per cent of the Australian
landscape subject to pastoral leases. On 12 August,
Gareth Evans told the National Farmers
Federation Council that Labor would not countenance ‘the
removal of the native title holders’ rights to negotiate, especially
in the context of mining interests given the cconomic
empowerment that the present right entails’.

Kim Beazley to date has restricted himself to general
observations about the need for certainty for all players—
Aborigines, pastoralists, miners, shire councils and taxpayers.
With a realistic threshold test, native title claimants could be

given automatic rights of access to pastoral leases and traditional
usage rights including hunting, fishing, camping and ceremony
but not within one kilometre of a homestead or improvements
without permission. Pastoralists can be guarantced the right to
cngage in their activities subject only to the Aboriginal rights
of access and traditional usc. There should be no extinguishment
of native title. If states were to permit primary production and
farmstay tourism on pastoral leases, pastoralists would have
absolute certainty in return for which they ought to be required
to permit continued Aboriginal access.

Where there is uncertainty about additional native title
rights such as the right to build outstations and to run killer
herds, (herds kept for the owner’s domestic use) native title
holders and pastoralists could rcach agreements about living
areas for resident native title holders in exchange for the
suspension of other native title rights. With guaranteed access
and use, the only major incentive for Aborigines to pursuc the
determination of a native title claim is the statutory right to
ncgotiate. Without that right, the number of claims likely to
be pursued on pastoral leases would decline markedly. Though
there has been only one successful determination of native title
so far, the National Native Title Tribunal is costing $24 million
a year and the representative bodics receive $40 million a year
of Commonwealth funds. Aborigines are anxious to rctain
guaranteed access to the federal tribunal for the
determination of claims.

Since the High Court’s Brandy decision, disputed
claims at the federal level have to be processed at add-
ed cost through the Federal Court. Now that native
title can exist on land covered by state titles such as
pastoral leases, the Commonwealth government is
anxious to divest the determination role as much as
possible to the States. Imagine asking Queensland
Aborigines to subject themselves to the indignity of a Borbidge-

Connolly-Ryan-type tribunal process in the name of
certainty and efficiency!

BEAZLEY WILL HAVE TO ADD justice to certainty. Labor will have
to hold firm on Keating’s right to negotiate and guaranteed
access to the national tribunal despite the added cost.

By Christmas, Wik will be in the Scnate and Beazley will
be feeling the strain far more than Howard. That pressure will
be increased by the lack of trust between
government and Aborigines and between
Aborigines and the other stakeholders.

It will be further compounded by the
ambiguitics and internal contradictions in the
majority judgments in Wik in light of
observations by Justice Gummow, one of the
Wik majority, who, in the Stolen Generations
case in the High Court said, ‘Before federation, the common
law as it applied in the Australian colonies had been, as the
common law in Australia is now, in continuing development
by the courts administering it. In the nature of things, from
time to time legislatures perceive the common law as unsatis-
factory and as requiring, in a particular aspect, abrogation or
modification. Thus the doctrines of common employment and
of contributory negligence propounded in English ninctcenth
century decisions and the state of the law before the Married
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Women's Property Act 1882 (UK invited and received legislative
intervention. Other instances might readily be given.’ Indeed they
might. One is called Wik.

It is going to be bitter, even if it does not come to a double
dissolution. The bleeding will be in the  abor Party.

Ideally, Labor will hold firm on a rcasonable threshold test,
access to the national tribunal, and non-discriminatory non-
extinguishment. It will also, ideally, insist that the right to
ncgotiate  ould be enjoyed by all native title holders whether
their land is in town or in the bush, on vacant crown land or
subject to a pastoral lcase, in a national park or required for

~

public infrastructure development by private corporations.

Sadly, with pressurc from the states and industry, there is
little hope of the Howard government’s bringing its bill into
the ballpark of justice as well as certainty. As in 1993, that will
be the Senate’s task in between Christmas drinks. If the Labor
Party is to set a reasonable bottom line of certainty and justice,
there will have to be considerable public sympathy for the
ongoing political and cconomic costs to be incurred.

Frank Brennan sj is Director of Uniya, the Jesuit Social Research
Centre, Sydney.

—.n

LANNCULIN VY KIG11

Inc'ustry policy: naming the gan e

AviD MoRrTIMER, TNT’s CHAIRMAN, must be pretty
pleased with his short reign as the Howard Government'’s lead-
ing business philosopher. He has had a decisive influence over
the hoariest debate in the economic pantheon, namely, just how
far the government should intervene to push along economic
development. As the architect of ‘Going for Growth’, one of
the most important economic policy documents since Paul
Keating’s Working Nation program, Mortimer has helped shift
the Howard Government’s thinking,

Mortimer wants a revamp of Australia’s business
assistance, and a simplification of its delivery into five programs
designed to improve investment and innovation, business
competitiveness and the export industries. He has comipromised
cleverly, sticking with the Government’s desire for fiscal
restraint and sound monctary policy: gains for business will
come from the funds released through burcaucratic simplifica-
tion. As a result, his total package is costed at $20.1 billion
over five years—slightly less, on an annual basis, than the
current ar 1al spending of $4.25 billion. Central to Mortimer’s
scheme i 1investment fund, ‘Invest Australia’, to be located
in the Departiment of Industry, Science and Technology, and
funded with $1.1 billion over five years. There would be
substantial monics for other programs as well—8$3.6 billion for
rescarch and development assistance for example.

Mortimer is also recommendi [ a range of new
burcaucratic delivery vehicles to manage the estimated $20.75
billion five-year program. These include a centralised
Investment Advocate who would coordinate new foreign and
domestic investment projects through DIST and, importantly,
a cabinet sub-committee on trade and industry to oversee the
process. As well, Mortimer suggests there should be an
Amecrican-style National Trade Negotiator operating out of the
Department of Forcign Affairs and Trade.

At a conference in August, organised by the Australian
Chamber of Commerce and Industry, the Prime Minister finally
move o industry policy. He told a fascinated Brisbane business
audience that his Government was prepared to ‘strategically
intervene’ to create ‘competitive advantage’ for business. (It was
also the week of the Tax Reform initiative. |

Language counts in policy debate. When ‘competitive
advantage’ and ‘stratcgically intervene’ popped up in the PM’s
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speech, Mortimer and Industry Minister John Moore must have
known they had finally advanced the cause of industry against
burcaucratic opposition and rationalist orthodoxy.

But Reserve Bank Governor lan Macfarlane, who thinks
government should stay out of the economy i terms of further
assistance, especially now that the bank has relaxed the speed
limits on ¢conomic growth, agrees with the economic
rationalists. And Industry Commission chairman, Bill Scales,
joined the debate in typical fashion, decrying the (purported)
lack of analysis in Mortimer and the feasibility of Mortimer’s
setting a growth target to double per capita income over a 10-
year period. Yet Mortimer and the Government’s other business
philosopher, Bob Mansficeld (of McDonald’s fame and Fairfax
notoricty), would probably ask where all this rigorous analysis
has got us so far. In fact Mansfield said just this in a ‘corporate
capitalism meets outdated economic theory’ remark last month.
At the same conference that saw the PM come out on strategic
intervention, Mansficld declared: ‘We have to face the reality
that whatever we are doing now is not good enough’.

Apart from the technical merits of Mortimer’s strategy,
there is also the interesting question about why the hitherto
non-interventionist Howard Government is flirting with
industry assistance. Ten years ago the ACTU and the Federal
Government’s Trade Development Council tried to create a
comprehensive industry policy. Called ' Australia Reconstructed’,
it fell flat with a fearful business community and a deregulationist
Hawke cabinet. This time big business wants change.

The cluc to the origins of the new policy climate docs not
come from Mortimer’s report but from another one, prepared
by the Economist Intelligence Unit for the Metal Trades
Industry Association. Titled ‘Make or Break’, the report was
bascd on interviews with top Australian executives, only 1 per
cent of whom expressed confidence in current industry policy.

Corporations are worried about competition from Asia
(they now know East Asia tilts the playing fic , and new World
Trade Organisation trading rules are making them nervous.
They want an activist government to make investment in
Australia more attractive. And maybe they are winning,

Lincoln Wright is the parliamentary finance writer for the
Canberra Times.



NEUMONIA—THE OLD MAN’S FRIEND—Seems
to have given John Howard a ncw lease of
life, not to mention a boost in the opinion
polls, but whether the burst of encrgy, or
the appearance of leadership can be
sustained remains to be seen. Some of the forces he has
unleashed arc beyond his control, and have every potential to
give him deep problems.

Take tax, for example. In one sense, the High Court’s ruling
that state franchise taxes are unconstitutional excises, ought
to suit perfectly an agenda for getting wholesale tax reform and
a broad-based consumption tax, back on to the political agenda.
The way that the Commonwealth raises—and pays most of the
political price for—taxes spent by the states, is one of the major
problems with the taxation system, and causes high irritation
to any federal government.

The Commonwealth ought to have the states over a barrel.
It has already performed a number of heroic short-term measures
to maintain, at least for the moment, the lost $5 billion in
revenue from state petrol, tobacco and alcohol taxes but has
made no promises about preserving the system. When and if
John Howard and his Government determine their position on
the right mixture of taxes they can go beyond Fightback! (which
did not dare talk too much about state taxes) and get together a
package that can be marketed as promoting jobs, an export
culture and which attaches tax power to spending responsibility.

Almost certainly, this should involve the states having to
take some role {and odium) in income tax collection, with the
Commonwealth significantly lowering its own rates but
allowing the states to set theirs. The Commonwealth could
engage in some constitutional fictions to allow the states to
set their own GST (by collecting a uniform rate on their behalf)
but this may make the packaging even more complicated.

But John Howard has already got significant political
obstacles in the way of getting a popular coalition around tax
reform at the Commonwealth level, a problem which will be
compounded if he is simultaneously making enemies with the
states. And the states, protecting their own patch, can be sure
to make big problems. Labor’s opportunism in continuing to
oppose a GST, plus the problems created by John Howard’s own
version of Bob Hawke’s fiscal trilogy, make a workable package
pretty hard to attain.

Howard has promised no overall increase in the personal
tax burden, lower income taxes, a GST and compensation for
losers. His most significant problem is that if he is to satisfy
most of the expectations, a GST rate would have to be so high
as to be completely unsaleable.

Simply to replace the present indirect taxes would require
a five per cent rate, scven per cent if basic items such as food
were to be excluded. To take up the state revenue losses from
the High Court decision would raise it another five per cent or
so, and if unproductive taxes such as state payroll tax were to
be thrown out, the rate would be well over 15 per cent. To
replace the fuel excise levy—a cause particularly close to the
National Party’s heart—would add on another four or five per
cent. The GST is then already well over 20 per cent and has not
funded a single personal income tax cut!

Howard’s second wind

If income tax were to be cut by, say $10 billion, a GST rate
approaching 30 per cent might then be necessary, and if anyone
could sell that as a net cut in the tax the average citizen pays,
they deserve re-election. John Hewson could not sell one of 15
per cent, and that in an environment where people were sick of
Paul Keating. Now in government, Howard has his own baggage:
he can be portrayed at the next election as having secret tax
plans, and will almost certainly find himself embarrassed by
the detail of a GST. And then there is the question of whether
the packages, however put together, can be shown to deliver
employment.

In the next burst of leadership, Howard promised a new
surge of market intervention and industry policy, though he
was remarkably spare on details, apart from some
conventionalisms about Australia’s developing for itself a
comparative advantage in the information technology sector.
(The latter looks a little perverse given that his Government,
in a big position to play market leader, is busily outsourcing its
own IT needs to multinationals.)

The Government had, of course, already gone pragmatic
on its free trade zeal so far as cars are concerned, and is now
under heavy pressure from the clothing, footwear and
technology industries. By his creation of expectations without
any attempt to set any parameters on the debate, Mr Howard
has probably invited every industry special pleader to push a
barrow to Kirribilli House. But whether he can satisfy many of
the expectations, or quash the strong fceling in business that

the Government doesn’t really have a clue where it is
I going, is another matter.

N THE MEANTIME, OTHER CONTRADICTIONS are emerging. The
Government’s purist advisers are insisting that nagging
unemployment will not go away, even with let-her-rip growth
rates, unless there is further labour market reform. They are
very unhappy with the compromises that industrial relations
minister, Peter Reith, made to get things through. At the same
time, however, the polling is telling the Government that
general economic insecurity (particularly job insecurity) runs
very strong, and is the major reason why there has not been the
pick-up in consumer spending that low interest rates, low
inflation and supposed prosperity ought to be producing. So the
Government is sending out strong messages that nothing more
can be expected on the industrial relations front. Indeed, a
Government approaching mid-term may even be looking at
some public sector job creation, particularly in regional areas.

A flurry of activity, and some impressions of leadership,
energy and renewal, can work well in the polls. So can a few
gestures to particular constituencies such as the intervention
with the ACT hcroin trial. But what Howard has put on the
agenda are not like the supposed ‘big picture’ items—republics,
reconciliation and so on—with which Paul Keating would
occasionally distract everyone. Employment, taxes, job security,
and the future of industry are what it’s all about. Achievement
in those areas, and on an election schedule, will test the leader
far more than any speechmaking. [ ]

Jack Waterford is editor of the Canberra Times.
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glued to his ear, once interrupted a
heated Faculty meeting to announce
that Connelly had taken three wickets
in two overs! I never met an academic
expressing a keen interest in racing,
although undoubtedly, there were
some around.

Thinking of Clark, I am reminded
of some lines (source forgotten)
written about another difficult person,
although of the Right:

God will pardon Paul Claudel

Pardon him for writing well.

William Byrt
Brighton, VIC

What if...?

From Jim Connolly

I refer to the article ‘In a Word’ by
Desmond Manderson, Eureka Street,
June 1997.

My understanding of the western
democratic system of government is
that it was developed from the Greek
dialectic, the art of investigating truth
by logical diseussion and reasoning
process.

Truth appears to be the first
casualty in our parliamentary and legal
systems, the adversarial system being
closer to sophistry.

To quote from the poem ‘If” by
Rudyard Kipling: If you can bear to
hear the truth you've spoken/Twisted
by knaves to make a trap for fools.
Perhaps one of your specialists in this
field may care to comment on the
development of the western
democratic system of government, or
clarify the advantages of the present
system.

Thank you for Eureka Street, it's
great.

Jim Connolly
Paynesville VIC

Noting the words

From Geoffrey Dutton

In Peter Porter’s article on the
fascinating subject of music’s relation-
ship to meaning (Eureka Street, July/
August) he writes: ‘A central concern
of mine is with the relations music
enjoys with words. It’s a bullying
relationship...

Of course he goes on to qualify
this, but intimacy secems to clude
Porter, who is heavily involved with
the larger seene of liturgical music,
oratorio and especially opera. He
seems to turn away from that loving
relationship between words and music
that exists, for instance, in Elizabethan
songs, cspecially in the songs of
Thomas Campion, a poet and
musician of the highest calibre, whose
own words and music have a perfect
consonance. Porter’s entertaining
image of certain works of music
clambering over words like mistletoe
or convolvulus could not be further
from Campion or Dowland.

Porter mentions (how could he not)
the special affinity between words and
music in Schubert’s songs, but he does
not refer to the tender or boisterous
relation, of mutual greatness, between
Heine and  Schumann in the
Dichterliebe.

In a quick paragraph, where with
modesty that is not quite disarming,
he admits his lack of knowledge of
popular modern music, he is right in
saying that in this music ‘the
partnership of language and music is
a more equal one.” However, he does
not convey, for instance, that Cole
Porter wrote both the words and the
music of his incomparable songs. Noel
Coward, who did the same, and
gencrously said that it was Cole who
made the whole thing roll, does not
rate a mention from Porter.

And what about the music that
flows from the words in the
composer’s own titles, especially that
of Debussy or Ravel? And words that
sing, like Verlaine’s ‘Chanson
d’Automne’, or Tennyson’s lyrics from
“The Princess’, which were certainly
not bullied by Benjamin Britten.

And then there is the highly
complex area of what music means to
writers. Porter hardly touches on this,
although he quotes a remark of
Stravinsky’s which manages to be both
inane and bitchy, about Proust’s love
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for Beethoven’s late quartets. Eureka
Street highlights this, no doubt giving
cqual offence both to admirers of
Proust and to devotecs of Stravinsky.
Then Porter compounds the crassness,
by saying, in one of his concluding ‘few
assertions’: ‘Literary men must be
expected to misvalue music.” What is
this very literary fellow up to!—
especially when a few lines later he is
quoting some lovely stanzas from
Auden, ‘one pocet who loved music’.
Despite its length and learning,
Peter Porter’s article fails to address
some key elements in the ménage a
trois of music, words and meanings,
and scems wilfully to muddle others.
Geoffrey Dutton
Mclbourne, VIC

Bravissimo!

From Sophie Masson

‘If we love music enough, we will
always know what it means.’ Perhaps
only a poet, attuned to the music of
words, could put it so perfectly. Peter
Porter’s wide-ranging, delicately
balanced essay on music (July/August)
is one of the first I have read that
expresses so well the essence of music
without freeze-drying it in words.
(Another wonderful, extended essay on
the subject is Anthony Storr’s ‘Music
and the Mind’.)

As a writer who passionately loves
music {it is always a real tussle to
decide between a new CD or a hook!)
and who was brought up surrounded
by it from babyhood, I have always
struggled over expressing what Porter
expressed so well. The temptation for
a writer is to kill with kindness; to
attempt to express the ‘meaning’ of
music. Yet the meaning of music is
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Recherché

From Dr Edward Duyker
Honorary Consul,
Republic of Mauritius
I read Robert Barne’s i1 assioned but
cogent critical article on the new
strategic direction of the National
Library (Eurcka Street, March 1997)
and Warren Horton’s equally
impassioned defence in the May issuc.

Over the years I have written many
articles in the National Library’s own
magazine, cclebrating the diversity
and richness of our national collection.
I now have serious concerns about the
extent to which this richness and
diversity will be ensured in the future.
I appreciate the budgetary problems of
the management and the nced to
respond to the demands of new
technology. I also appreciate that the
National Library cannot collect
‘everything’. Nevertheless, the
previous collection policy scrved
scholars well.

[ am an independent torian,
without borrowing rights in any
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university library. I am currently
engaged in research for a biography of
Jacques-Julien Houtou de la Billardiere
(1755-1834), naturalist on Bruny
d’Entrecasteaux’s expedition of 1791-
1793 in search of La Pérouse and
author of the first published flora of
Australia: Novae  Hollandiae
plantarum specimen (Paris, 1804-
1806, 2 vols.).

Having found evidence in a letter
to James Edward Smith that La
Billardiere was in Italy in 1796, I had
a hunch that he may have been
involved in a commission established
by the Directory to plunder the
muscums of Italy in the wake of
Napoleon’s military victories. The
French plunder included the Mona Lisa.
I knew the names of some of the special
comumissioners and found the biography
of one, the chemist Berthollet, at the
National Library: Sadoun-Goupil, M. Le
Chimiste Claude-Louis Berthollet,
1748-1822, Librairie Philosophique J.
Vrin, Paris, 1977.

I was amazed and cnormously
satisficd to have my guess confirmed
within ten seconds of opening this
book. In the chapter on Berthollet’s
mission to Italy, La Billardiere was
mentioned in the first paragraph as
another special commissioner.

The National Library holds the
only copy in the country of the only
biography of Berthollet that I know of.
In the twenty ycars since this book
was published, no other Australian
state, university or public library has
acquired a copy.

I could cite numerous other
examples of such secmingly csoteric
works, to bc found only at the
National Library, which I have found
profoundly important in writing An
Officer of the Blue {my biography of
Marion Dufresne, the first explorer
after Tasman to rcach to Tasmania)
and Nature’s Argonaut (my forthcom-
ing biography of Daniel Solander, the
Swedish naturalist on the Endeavour).

Yes, I did read what was published
about National Library’s new
‘strategic plan’ in the NLA News in
December 1993, but I could only guess
at the implications. I may be wrong,
but I think there is a very rcal
probability that books like the
biography of Berthollet {published in
France in French) will no longer be
collected and Australia will be the
poorer for it.

Edward Duyker
Sylvania, NSW

The big question

From Helga Kuhse

Director, Centre for Human Bioethics,
Monash University

In his letter (Eurcka Street, July/
August 1997], Father Bill Uren refers
to a nationwide survey conducted by
mysclf and four colleagues on
euthanasia and other end-of-life
decisions (Helga Kuhse, Peter Singer,
Pcter Baume, Malcolm Clark, Maurice
Rickard: ‘End of Lifc Decisions in
Australian Medical Practice, Medical
Journal of Australia, 17/2/1997). 1 take
strong issuc with Fr Uren’s suggestion
that we deliberately withheld some
results becausc they show that ‘the
overwhelming majority of doctors
believe that the present laws
precluding euthanasia do not interfere
with or inhibit their preferred
management of the paticnt at the end
of life’.

There are two points to this. The
first onc refers to our alleged reasons
for not publishing the results; the
second to Fr Uren’s belief that the
responscs to the AMA questions
support the anti-euthanasia casc:

Our study was intended to
compare the incidence of various
medical end-of-lifc decisions in
Australia with data from the
Netherlands. In the Netherlands
voluntary euthar ia is lawful; in
Australia it is not. To this end, we
employed an Engli  translation of an
otherwisce identical questionnaire used
in a 1995 Dutch study. But, at the
request of the Australian Medical
Association, we added two new questions
to the Australian questionnaire.

The results of these two questions
were not published in the MJA
article—not beccause we wanted to
withhold the results (in fact, we had
included some discussion in the article
we originally submitted to the MJA).
but rather becausc the editor of the
MJA asked us to remove this discussion
from the text. The reason was explained
in a letter by the cditor of the MJA and
the president of the AMA to The
Australian (20/2/97): ‘As these two
items in the questionnaire were
initiated by the AMA, an editorial
decision was made that the AMA should
take responsibility for their validity and
publication. As a result Kuhse and her
colleagues were requested not to include
that information in their final article’.



Will the results of the two AMA
questions support the anti-euthanasia
case? While a more detailed report on
the results will appear in a forthcoming
issue of the MJA, the following figures
have already been released.

AMA Question I1:

Did your perception of the law, as
it applies in your State or Territory,
inhibit or interfere with your preferred
management of the patient and end
of life decisions?

Ninety-two respondents (8 per cent)
answered 'yes’; 1008 respondents {91 per
cent) answered ‘no’; 12 respondents |1
per cent) did not answer the question.

Now, this result shows, as Fr Uren
correctly  suggests, ‘that the
overwhelming majority of doctors
believe that existing laws precluding
euthanasia do not interfere with or
inhibit their preferred management of
the patient at the end of life’. But does
it also show that all is well? Hardly.
The fact that 8 per cent of responding
doctors thought that existing laws
precluded them from providing
optimal end-of-life care is of great
moral significance. It suggests that
many Australians die in suffering and
pain and provides a powerful prima
facie argument for law reform. This
argument receives further support
from the answers given to the next
question:

Only those who answered ‘yes’ to
Question {1} were instructed to answer
Question (2). In fact, however, 563
doctors addressed Question (2}):

Would enactment of laws
providing defined circumstances in
which a drug may be prescribed and/
or administered to patients with a
terminal illness, with the explicit
purpose of hastening the end of life,
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have enabled your patient to receive
better or more appropriate care?

Ninety-six respondents (17 per cent)
answered ‘yes’; 467 respondents (83 per
cent) answered ‘no’

While Fr Uren is correct when he
points out that the fact that
respondents ignored the instructions
on the questionnaire is problematical
in a statistical sense, this does not
entail that the results are insignificant.
The fact remains that a very
considerable number of doctors who
chose to answer the question thought
that the decriminalisation of euthana-
sia and/or assisted suicide would have
allowed their respective patient to
receive better care.

The last point—the link between
the provision of optimal terminal care
and the option of voluntary euthanasia
to a small but significant number of
patients—was also prominent in a
recent survey of 1120 genecral
practitioners by the Royal Australian
College of General Practitioners. More
respondents (45 per cent) ‘would
personally wish to have the option of
voluntary euthanasia’ than not (36 per
cent); and 68 per cent of respondents
believed that euthanasia can be an act
of caring. (Australian Family
Physician, April 1997).

Helga Kuhse
Clayton, VIC

Giving an inch

From John R Barich

I am compelled to comment on Liz
Curran’s article ‘Wrong way on rights’,
Eureka Street (July-Aug 97).

It may interest your readers that
an all-party-committee of the Federal
Parliament is currently examining all
treaties to which Australia is a
signatory. They are currently taking
evidence on the Convention on the
Rights of the Child.

It is not right to say that Australia’s
report to the UN on this convention
was ‘'CURSORY’ as it was over an inch
thick. Also the Alternative Report was
highly inaccurate. For instance, it said
that Australia had no Departments of
Child Welfare. In fact these have
existed for over 100 years.

If the CONVENTION needs
‘watering down’ it is becausc it is scen
by many as a threat to parent/
child relationship.

John R Barich
Ardross WA

in the September issue:
Dorothy Hewett on Tracy Ryan's Bluebeard in Drag

Philippa Hawker reviews
Bernard Cohen's The Blindman's Hat

Stuart Coupe on
Stephen Knight's Continent of Mystery

Kerryn Goldsworthy reviews
David Ireland's The Chosen

Richard Haese on Art in Australia

~ -~ . ~ . -

you are invited to hear

Vicki Walker from the Aboriginal
Catholic Ministry,
Joan Healy rsj, at present working in
Cambodia,
and a third guest to be announced in the
next issue,

facilitated by Elaine Canty
(ex-afternoon presenter, 3LO)
Tuesday, 18 November 1997, at 7.30pm,
Xavier College chapel, Barkers Road, Kew.
Enquiries: Kate McKenzie, 0412-365-705.
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daughter and her friend nonchalantly had
wins at roulette in the casino’s vast,
unrestricted area.

Since entry to the Mahogany Room was
by invitation only, and my credit rating
among the set of international ‘highrollers’
was suspect, [ had decided to commence
my adventure in the Oak Room, whose
walls are hung with three giant bronze
coins. These depict scences of heroic rather
than ludic action, lions, and warriors on
horseback, as if in tribute to the wonderful
Assyrian exhibition which had been staged
at the National Gallery of Victoria not long
before. The conditions in the Oak Room
were pleasant. All of the staff appeared
affable. Not far from the roulette table, my
wife was hunched in front of an armless
bandit, as if in some grim or blackly jesting
rehearsal for old age. At my table I had
fallen among desperates. One man actually
set aside his mobile phone during a call in
order to spread chips indiscriminately over
what he could reach of the table. He lost.
Another, whose three hideous gold and
glittering rings were at least in the aesthetic
spirit of the place, covered 22 individual
numbers. The uncovered number 23 came
up to mock his deliberations.

On all sides there were diversions.
Beginners could take frce lessons in black-
jack and roulette, rather than being sent
entirely unprepared to the tables. Escalators
led upstairs to the 24-hour cinema complex.
Television screens at the bar either
previewed those movic attractions, or
showed a trots meeting somewhere in the
dwindling world of rural Australia, and far
from Crown. In this ambience, chardonnay
is accented on the last syllable. The bar was
fake marble, I gauged, but there was a real
coffee machine. And there were so many
staff: how could the unemployment rate of
Victorians just have risen from 8.8 per cent
t09.2 per cent when one was surrounded by
this uniformed, gainfully occupied bunch?
I came upon a group of Crown’s finest
outside a lavatory, thence to be afforded a
glimpse of the pseudo-élan that is part of
the training of First World menials. An
earnest meeting was in progress in which
four tyros with ‘Contractor’ badges were
being instructed—not on how to play the
tables, or to smile while evicting drunks—
but on the most efficient means to clean
fouled toilet bowls.

Making my way back into the central
concourse, 1 was jostled by people with
their hands full—a bucket of chips in one, a
bucket of coins in the other. All of this
spaceresembled a grandiosce, preposterously

large foyer, the ante-room to a show that is
never going to open because this is the
show. New cars in daunting numbers rise
above the gaming machines, there to be
won by some mysterious means or other.
‘Frec’ offers abounded, whether of ‘delicious’
snacks or European coach holidays for those
‘seniors’ to whom Crown gives a special
welcome. The Crown Club merchandise
shop specialised in penguins and polar bears.
The first suggested a Phillip Island tourist
tie-in, but I could not figure the Arctic
connection.

Alongevery wall, menacingly alight and
noisy, were gaming machines. Besides the
casino staples—Dblackjack, roulette, kino—
there were exotic entertainments as well.
Sic bo, pai gow—these Asian trials of skill
by dice reminded me of the 1890s Bulletin
cartoon in which a fiendish Celestial, in the
body of an octopus, threatens Australia’s
innocence with tentacles labelled ‘opium’,
‘child slavery’, ‘pak ah poo’ and ‘fan tan’.
The two latter are notorious Asian games of
chance. According to family legend, my
maternal grandfather regularly lost the
profits of his engraving business in fan tan
nights with his Chinese neighbours. Hanson
might nod her head sagely at this iniquity,
butIwasagainreminded of how ‘Asian’ and
Australian domestic life in this country
havebeen longer and more deeply entwined
than her sense of history would enable her
to fathom.

The Crown Casino proves emphatically
that the Australian social ideal of ‘making
your own fun’, which was re-enunciated by
Donald Horne in the first volume of his
autobiography, The Education of Young
Donald, has decisively collapsed. Its demise
is bathetically demonstrated on all sides in
Crown, in the too-determinedly grinning
young couples, in the fake insouciance of
city professional men and women, in the
solipsistic mien of gambling desperates who
would never believe in such a maxim even
if they had heard of it. Beneath all this sad
self-exhibition is the certainty of tax by
gambling, the sure and perfect realisation
of private and government greed.

Outside the casino, along the bank of
the Yarra, are five towers, like miniatures
of the World Trade Centre towers in New
York, or thin books with water streaming
down theirsurfaces. At hourly intervals the
towers ignite, throwing off radiant heat as
flames from them curtsey in the air, red
against the black night sky. Purportedly
this show costs $10,000 for each
synchronised burst of fire. It is small change.
The cost of the Crown Casino rose, afterall,
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froma projected $750 million to $2.3 billion.
The real economic costs will never perhaps
be known, any more than the sum of the
profit that will accrue to the casino’s
developers. The social bill appears to be in
no-one’s interests to call for or to calculate.

In any event, accuracy is beside the
point when what is in reckoning is such a
desolate dream. —Peter Pierce

Cambodia adrift

THERE 1s NOTMUCH outwardly showingin
Phnom Penh now from the ‘incident’ of 5th
and 6th July; on the way in from the airport
my car tyres give off a steady burr as they
run over the tank tracks. At the crossroads,
by the University dam, there’s a large black
patch where, my colleague tells me, a tank
was burned. On the second night, [ missed
my way to a rendezvous, and found myself
riding down the strect where Prince
Ranariddh’s house stood. A whole row of
villasisstrangely dark; a close look through
the gloom shows shattered windows, and
here and there, awnings perforated by
shrapnel.

Tourists are noticcably fewer, though
whether the ganja-smoking crowd at the
Capitol even noticed anything untoward
going on, is an open question. The streets
are no less thronged, although most of those
with luxury cars secem to be keeping them
parked at home for the time being.

The internal damage is far more
pervasive. Two days of artillery fire, and
sceveral more nights of armed men prowling
andplunderingreawakened the anxiety that
isnever far beneath the surface here. Nearly
everyone has a looting story to tell; three
weceks after the event, many are still shaken.

Brai brul—the words crop up again and
againin conversation. They mean changing,
uncertain, unstable. There’s a sense of need-
ing to move cautiously in all things.

Through the windows of the domestic
departure lounge, we watch workers neatly
re-concreting a mortar-pitted patch of the
tarmac; neat signs on the exit doors express
the regrets of the Cambodian Airports
Authority ‘for any inconvenience caused
duringrehabilitation’. ASEAN’s flag carriers
are already starting to return, like ungainly
migrating birds.

Stung Treng, near the Lao border, is
barely 45 minutes away for the two dozen
who can afford air tickets today. Here too,
things arc decidedly brai brul, through
politics is a very small part of it. Here the
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Sckong and Scesan rivers meet the Mekong;
the rain has hardly stopped since the wet
season began three months ago, and the
slopes, stripped of cover by Indonesian
loggers, are pouring their runoff unimpeded
into the rivers. The Mekong is already near
the top of its banks, a full two months
before it normally peaks.

As we set out from Stung Treng’s main
quay for Siem Bok, 25 kin downstream, our
longboat looked uncomfortably like a blue
peapoc  1bbing in a stewpot, but the river
cxerted its inevitable magic as we wove
past jungle-clad islands, watched the king-
fishers swoop, saw the odd flash of orange
through green where monks stood on the
banks, and as always, simply sat agape at
the sheer size and power of the current.

For formality’s sake, an armed police
guard came on board at the district centre.
The vice-governor himself had told us that
the local Khmer Rouge were usually the
children of familics we'd be dealing with,
and would not try to hinder any real aid to
the villages. He'd traced with his thumb-
nail a linc on the map across the roadless
north of the province. Here, it was said, the
KR had been seen moving through the
forests from Ratanakiri, for the last great
showdown with Hun Sen’s men at
Samraong, far to the west. Or maybe not.

On Koh Kroch—Pomelo Island—wec
squelched across the fields to the hcadmen’s
house for the village meeting. Rain fell in
sheets; the river lapped higher and higher,
and deep pools formed in cvery footprint.
My colleague called to a group of women
transplanting rice to come and join the
meeting. ‘You come and help us transplant
this lot’, they laughed back. There was a
good showing of both men and women
nonctheless, and no hesitation in telling us
where assistance is needed. Last year’s rice
was ncarly all lost to flood; if the water
keeps rising, this year’'s will go the same
way. Will we lend (not give—their cmphasis)
them seed rice to replace it if that happens?
And maybe come up with a few tools and
some supplementary food so they can build
the road and bridge they’ve got planned for
the dry season?

Language here is mostly Lao; and, as in
Laos, we are served neat rice spirit before
departure, and white threads are ticd around
our wrists as the blessings arc invoked—for
long life, prosperity, good health, and a safe
journey.

We had cvery need of blessing as we
headed home. First, the motor died—a fish
had clogged the works. There were tensc
moments until, with the single paddle, we
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steered close enough in to grab overhanging
branches and pull out of the current long
enough for repairs.

Half an hour later, bolts sheared, and
the motor slid off its housing and dropped
to the floor of the boat. This time, the
current spun and accelerated us alarmingly.
Finally, after several tries, we hauled into
the bank.

The best thing about travelling with
Khmers is that any survived peril or hard-
ship of the journey becomes a huge joke. We
laughed ourselves silly as we disembarked,
with monsoon rain sheeting down, the river
fast rising, and night coming on. A young
couple made us welcome in their thatch

ack in a clearing, while the boatman
crouched overrepairs. The wife, asitturned
out, was from Takco province, in the dry
south east, and shared several acquaint-
ances with one of my colleagues, whose

home village was only a few miles from
hers. Husband and wife in turn regaled us
with stories of boat accidents and drownings
nearby. The events in Phnom Penh got
slight mention; there’s been a few more
soldiers come up the river by boat; a bit of
talk in the market for a few days’ and that,
really had been that.

We draggled back into town long after
dark; raided the night market for cooked
rice, braised pig’s ear and pickled marrow,
and sloshed home through the now flooding
strects.

It took a while next day to track down
the Head of provincial agriculture. He wasn't
at the provincial offices up the hill; we
hired a boat to take us down his strect,
eventually bobbing through a gap in his
gardenia hedge to the porch, to be told he'd
gone by bicycle—through chest-deep
water—to his own office. With no staff in
sight to assist, and the bare minimum of
communications equipment, he already had
clear estimates of damage to the crop. We
talked tigures for an hour, and he said, wryly,
that this year the central government had no
funds of its own to put up—it would cost,
after all, $86 million to repair Phnom Penh.

—Mark Deasey

SEPTEMBER 1997

Wages from the
top down

ATTHE Aucustsrecial Cabinet meceting
on unemployment, Professor Judith Sloan
and Dr Peter Dawkins, recognised ‘experts’
on the labour market, told ministers that if
we want to increase employment we have
to reduce wages, particu  ly at the bottom
end of the income scale.

Expert opinions are not to be sneczed at,
¢specially when they can be supported by
impressive economic theories about how
the price of commodity (in thiscase, human
effort) mustbe allowed to move downwards
in order to ‘clear’ the market of excess
supply, that is, unemployment.

However, two things need to be said
about economics experts. First, their
apparent professionalism and scientific
objectivity isnever completely free of value
judgements and ideology. Sccond, they often
fail to consult common sensc. Taken
together, these two limitations suggest that
policy makers should be very wary about
giving them too much credence.

Take, for example, the theory that says
that if wages fall, then the labour market
will ‘clear’. This prescription is premised
on treating human cffort (labour) as if it
were any other commodity, operating
according to the standard laws of supply
and demand. These laws dictate that when
the price of a good goes up. demand will fall,
but supply will rise. V¥ 2n the price is
allowed to move freely, eventually the quan-
tities supplied will equal the quantities
demanded and, voila, the market is cleared!

What would happen if Messrs Howard,
Costello and Reith were to consult the
‘battlers’ on the validity of this theory? Let
us say that a low-wage worker is the only
income-earner forafamily, with his partner
working hard and in an unpaid capacity
caring for two young children. They receive
various forms of income support from the
Government, but his weekly wagc after tax
is $330, or around $8.20 an hour for forty
hours.

Now what happens whenitis suggested
to this worker that instead of being paid
$8.20 an hour (after tax), he will rcceive
only $7 an hour? Assuming that he does not
go on strike immecdiately, what would the
rational responsc to that information be,
given that he must carn at least $330awecek
to keep his family’s he abo 1
Docs he say to himself, ‘Oh, the price ot my



labour has fallen, therefore I will reduce its
supply. Instead of supplying forty hours a
week, I will now supply only thirty. In
which case, my take home pay will be $210
aweek.’ According to the standardeconomic
theory used by experts, this is what will
happen.

Anyone with any common sense knows
that this not a probable reaction in the real
world. The real-world worker, instead of
offering less labour, will offer more in order
to ensure that this take-home pay is at least
equivalent to what he was earning before.

Fortunatcly, some academic economists
have a greater grip on rcality. Take, for
example, John Creedy in the most recent
edition of The Economic Record, Creedy,
from the Economics Department at
Melbourne University in has an article with
the rather long title, ‘Labour Supply and
Social Welfare when Utility Depends on
the Threshold Consumption Level’. He
analyses how workers behave in relation to
wage changes when they must carn a certain
level of income to survive. His conclusion
is that for those on the threshold of poverty,
earning low wages, ‘it may be worthwhile

. to supply higher amounts of labour in
order to avoid poverty. Over a range of wage
rates, labour supply falls as the wage
increases’. (My emphasis)

What this implies is that if we want to
reduce unemployment, which is the excess
of labour supply over demand, then it is not
implausible to suggest that we should
increasc wages. Of course, this proposal
ignores the likely reaction of employers to
wage rises, but it ignores it in exactly the
same way that the prescription to lower
wagesignores the likely reaction of workers.
In other words, the effect on employment
of changes in wages is not clear-cut at all.

If the Government is really concerned
aboutreducing unemployment, it will focus
less on wages and more on increasing the
demand for labour by means other than
wage reductions. It could, for example,
expand public investment in social and
cconomic infrastructure, once of the
approaches suggested by Dr Tim Battin of
New England University in his paper, Full
employment: towards a just society.

As Battin argucs, ‘The failed and
discredited cconomic rationalist policies
being pursued by the present government
based on the premise that unemployment
can be reduced by reducing wages and
working conditions are consigning one
million Australians to the poverty of
unemployment’.

What is clear is that falling wages at the

bottom end of the income scale will result
in a greater gap between rich and poor, and
this will have long-term damaging social
and economic consequences. If the
Government does wish to pursue lower
wages in order toincrease demandfor labour
at the bottom end of the market, it will be
morally, politically and e¢conomically
obliged to reduce taxation on low-income
workers to ensure their take-home pay is
relatively unchanged.

How should such a tax reduction for
low-income workers be funded? Some will

say that a GST is the only way to go, but it
is not. It makes more sense, economically
and socially, to fund income tax reductions
for the working poor by broadening the
income tax base and thercby capturing a
greater amount of revenue from the working
rich, or, as the case may be, the non-working
rich. Measures designed to crack down on
the inappropriate usc of negative gearing,
family trusts and over-generous
superannuation concessions to the wealthy
would be a good start.

—David de Carvalho
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The black-armbandwagon

ON THE READER’S ASSISTANCE DESK, in the manuscript reading room of the State Library of
South Australia in Adelaide, there is a small wooden counter sign which bears the words,
"Historical Treasures’ Room’. Embossed in Gothic gold, this quaint, almost comically
desperate title, says much about the attitude of white Australians towards their past.

The traditional image of Australia as a land without ‘history’ has ensured that the
fledgling stories of ¢ white Dreamtime are informed by a certain preciousness. Any
memorabilia with a faintly musty odour is immediately stamped ‘heritage item’ and placed
in the mandatory ‘Ye olde worlde’ rosewood cabinet. Wrapped with loving hands, and
placed in the display cases of an exiled culture, our ‘history’ appears fragile and vulnerable—
especially in the face of recent historical revisionism.

The work of historians such as Henry Reynolds in exposing the lie of terra nullius has
revealed the frail notion of settlement that sustains the moral legitimacy of the Australian
nation state. History matters now in a way it never has before. After the High Court’s Maubo
and Wik decisions, politicians who have so often relied on positive history as the building
block of national community and electoral success, have been forced to face the fact that
Australia’s indigenous inhabitants were violently stripped of their land and culture. Since
the election of the Howard government in March 1996, Australians have heard much about
the nced to reject the ‘black armband’ view of history.

The ‘black armband view’ is a phrase first coined by Professor Geoffrey Blainey in his
1993 Latham lecture. For Blainey, this view of history was one which represented “the
swing of the pendulum from a position that had been ... too self-congratulatory, to an
opposite extreme that is ... decidedlv 1aundiced.’ Blainey placed much of the blame for the
spread of the gloomy view of Austr  a’s past on the historics of Manning Clark, and the
so-called‘guilt industry’ encouraged by influential bodies outside of the historical profession,
bodies like the ABC, the High Court, the ALP and some education institutions.

In the wake of the coalition victory last year, Prime Minister John Howard consciously
adopted Geoffrey Blainey’s critique of black armband history as a central plank of his
government’s drive to champion the cause of the ‘mainstrcam.” The Prime Minister’s
Menzies and Playford lectures, delivered late last year provide two examples. Interestingly,
Blainey’s metaphor of the pendulum has also become a common feature of government
rhetoric. The pendulum serves as the symbol of balance, constancy, and utilitarianism—
values which were apparently forgotten during Labor’s thirteen-year cave-in to noisy
minority groups and political correctness. Like Manning Clark before him, Geoffrey
Blainey has become the Federal Government’s poet laureate.

But the terms ‘guilt industry’ and ‘black armband’, have been, at least in spirit if not
word, a common feature of political debate in Australia for much longer than the last few
years. We crrif we date the debate from Blainey’s Latham lecture in 1993. The relationship

—

Vorume 7 Numper 7 o EUREKA STREET 17



between Blainey and Howard goes back
more than a decade.

Blainey’s views on multiculturalism,
immigration, and history, enunciated in
the carly 1980s, bore a striking resemblance
to Howard’s 1988 initiative, ‘Future
Dircctions’. In 1985, 1 incy delivered a
public lecture at the Mt. Eliza Uniting
Church in Victoria.

In this lecture, he spoke of the ‘vocal,
richly subsidised multicultural lobby” and
of the need for Australia to be ‘one nation’
rather than ‘a nation of many nations’.
Together with the ‘socialist’ clements in
the Hawke Government, the ABC, and
schools and universitics, élite groups were
spreading the view that Australia’s history
was ‘largely the story of violence and
exploitation.’

In ‘Future Dircctions’, Howard stated
the importance of history to Coalition
policy. Looking back on the first years of
the Hawke Government, the document
warned that the professional purveyors of
guilt were attacking Australia’s heritage—
telling people ‘they should apologise for
pridein their culture, traditions, institutions
and history’.

Naturally, Blainey and Howard were
notalonein theirviews. In 1988, prominent
intellectuals warned of the new tendency
of historians to focus solely on the dark side
of history. John Hirst wrote in the IPA
review, concerned about what he called the
‘black school” of Australian history, while
in Quadrant, Robert Manne remarked on
the ‘sombre Bicentenary mood of intellec-
tuals’. (More recently, however, Mannce has
been outspoken in his support of the ‘Stolen
Gencerations’ Report.)

Another mceans of gaining a different
perspective on the black armband
controversy is to examine the etymology of
the term—at lcast in the context of
Australian political history. Although
Geoffrey Blainey may have coined the phrase
‘black armband history”in 1993, he was not
the first to apply the words ‘black armband’
in the context of Australian history. This
was done by Aboriginal Australians.

At the sesquicentenary celebrations in
1938, members of the Aboriginal Progressive
Association wore formal black dress when
they met at Sydney Town Hall on January
26 to declare Australia Day a day of
mourning. Forty-two years later, on April
29 1970, the bicentenary of Captain James
Cook’slandingat Kurnell, the Federal Coun-
cil for the Advancement of Aborigines and
Torres Strait Islanders, led by the then Kath
Walker, marked the occasion as a day of
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mourning. ‘'We intend a silent, dignified
vigil of protest’, said Walker. ‘Those who
cannot afford to wear black clothes will he

asked to wear black armbands or bows.’
In Hobart, on the day of the centenary
celebrations, students wearing black arm-
bands demonstrated against the Tasmanian
government’s refusal to grant Truganini’s
last wish to be buried at sea. In Mclbourne,
morc than 150 pcople marched from Captain
Cook’s Cottage in the Treasury gardens,
denouncing Cook as an invader and calling
for Aboriginal land rights. In Sydney and
Canberra, the wearing of black dress and
black armbands was a common featurc of
vigils and protests. In the words of Kath
Walker, the wearing of black dress
symbolised both the genocide committed
against Aborigines since the white man
arrived and the present plight of Aborigines.
In 1986, a poster designed by the Treaty
88 committee in Alice Springs, a committec
which Geoffrey Blainey had himself been
asked tojoin, called on Australians to‘wear
a Black Armband’ for the ‘Aboriginal year
of mourning’. In Canberra, on the following
Australia Day in 1987, 200 people gathered
in front of the Australian War Memorial to
mourn ‘invasionday’. The Canberra Times
reported that ‘many in the crowd wore
black armbands.” At noon, wreaths were
laid on a stonc inscribed with the words
“Their names shall live forevermore’ and
‘two minutes’  silence  commem-
orated the Aborigines who died

since white settlement.’

N AustraLIA Day 1988, this same
language of protest was incorporated into
the Aboriginal demonstration against the
bicentennial cclebration. Again, protesters
worce black armbands and marched under
mvasion day hanners. Inasomewhat bizarre
juxtaposition of signs, ¢ven those crew
members who sailed under the Coca-Cola
flag of the first fleet re-cnactment wore
black armbands to demonstrate their
sympathy with Aboriginal pcople.

More than two decades before Geoffrey
Blainey ‘invented’ the phrase ‘black
armband history’, the wearing of black
armbands was al¢gitimate and conventional
vchicle of protest for Aboriginal Australians.
It was a symbol of historical dispossession,
inequality and betrayal.

Blainey has done much more than ‘coin
a phrase’, he has provided conservative
politicians with a means of de-legitimising
voices of Aboriginal protest. In a manner
bearing the bitter irony of :h
appropriation of Aboriginal culture in
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Australia, Blainey and Howard have
employed two words also found in the
Aboriginal protest movement, added the
word ‘history’, and managed to transform a
spirit of mourning and defiance intoa brand
mark of gloom and disloyalty.

The Howard-Blainey oftensive, is, of
course, a direct response to the Manning
Clark-Don Watson-Paul Kcating view of
history. In 1988, Manning Clark published
an article in Time Australia on January 25
entitled ‘The Beginning of Wisdom'. It was
apiece over which the Liberal Party are still
smarting. David Kemp, now Minister for
Education, referred to the Time article in
the Senate in 1993, and quoted the following
passagc:

Now we are ready to face the truth about
our past, to acknowledge that the coming
of the British was the occasion of three
great evils: the violence against the original
inhabitants of the country, the Aborigines;
the violence against the first European
Labor force in Australia, the convicts; and
the violence done to the land itsclf.

One of the most prominent features of
the Keating government'’s determination,
inspired by Clark, to recast Australian
identity, was the call for Australia to break
free from its British-centred past—a con-
venient position, given that the Labor Party
had itsclf been among the most vigorous
champions of the White Australia Policy
and loyalty to Empire throughout the 20th
century.

Don Watson recently gave an example
of Manning Clark’s 1988 rhetoric when he
addressed a seminar on black-armband
history in Mclbourne.

I do not know a scrious historian who
believes that a credible history of this place
could be written without acknowledging
that the country was part of the British
Empire; exploited human and natural
resources; and practised racism and other
torms of discrimination. (See Don Watson,
‘Teach it all, good and bad, The Ausiralian,
March 13, 1997}

There are two problems with this
representation. First, it is one-dimensional
— the British Empire might be construed to
have acted only in a mean-spirited manner.
Second, it contains an unfortunate
bracketing of words. The words British
Empire arc immediately followed by the
words ‘exploit’, ‘racism’ and
‘discrimination’. It is difficult to discern

ctly where British responsibility ends
and Australian responsibility begins.









that might have been beyond them in the Old Country. Some
stayed: the stereotypical ‘China hand’ is still to be scen here
and there, his face as creased as his tropical suit, testament to a
life of oriental decadence. But few would have regarded Hong
Kong as a place for permanent migration in the way that other
British colonies became. And you didn’t have to be interested
in China to get on; the barest smattering of Cantoncse would
sce you through. This was Britain after all, and the colonial
ideal was always to adapt your surroundings rather than adapt
yoursclf.

Yet the British presence is less evident in the shape of Hong
Kong than it is in Rangoon, say, or in the older
parts of Sydney. British Hong Kong and its
Victorian/Edwardian splendour has long since
been submerged by a peculiarly Asian
architccture; tall buildings with twinkling fairy
lights, glaring ncon which makes the city look Po o
awake cven when the shops are shut. Little
things remind you still of Britain: the disposition
of pedestrian crossings, the rain, the long wait Qﬁf
for a tram until three arrive at once.

The real British presence in Hong Kong is hidden in the
city’s heart. Today’s freewhecling capitalist frenzy is sustained
by sound plumbing. And by good traffic management, talented
teachers, the rule of law and a highly efficient bureaucracy. And
of course by cricket, horse racing, the exclusive clubs—and fox
hunting.

As it happened, the son of the fox was at the ex-pat’s party.
James is a stockbroker and a practical man. He didn’t want to
talk about any of that ‘British bullshit’. He’d stay in Hong Kong,
he said, until he stopped making moncy, and then—well, he
didn’t know. He’d been there longer than many. His mother,
he told me, was the fox for the local hunt. Fox-hunting has
been a difficult past-time to pursue in a country where there
are no foxes, so a human ‘fox’ fills the bill, usually someone
with standing in the Anglo community. James’ mother would
leave a scent trail for the hounds to follow before getting smartly
out of the way.

GH A 6D

IT WAS NO ACCIDENT THAT WE HAD BEEN at the BBC to hear the
Voice. The BBC was running the media in the same way that
the British ran the colony.

They didn’t mess around. They hired a large chunk of the
Hong Kong Academy of Performing Arts and set about renting
out makeshift studios to the rest of us. They arranged the best
for themselves; the best studios, the best camera positions,
probably the best insider contacts. Add to this the best hotels
and such wonders as Luncheon Vouchers, and stretch limousines
from which weary youngsters would cmerge, toting tripods.

It was their story after all, and it went roughly like this:
after nearly a hundred and fifty years of our civilising influence
on this once barbarous and inhospitable territory, the ungrateful
Chinese government is kicking us out, lock, stock and barrel.
Marvel at the tenacity with which Chris Patten has defended
democracy and freedom! (And his dogs, Whisky and Soda, whom
someone unfairly tried to poison.) Cheer Prince Charles as he
pluckily commits Britain to be watchdog over China in Hong
Kong! Jeer Jiang Zemin and his unfamiliar Mandarin slur! Weep

as the Union Jack comes down! Toodlepip, and sorry we can’t
help the trams run on time any more {fade to test card and God
Save the Queen).

—— . ———

I

THE BRITISH HAVE A KNACK FOR SIMPLIFICATION. To Geoffrey Howe,
Margarct Thatcher’s Foreign Minister, the issue was a kind of
‘rclay race’ in which the ‘priceless Ming vasce’ of Hong Kong
was passed safely from one exhausted runner to a fresh
contestant. Howe was the chief British negotiator of the Joint
Decclaration of 1984, Organising the race was his job; Chris
Patten was his chosen runner.

And yet there is today, a lingering doubt as
to whether the race had to be run. The Beijing
government had ncver rcecognised Britain's
sovercignty over Hong Kong, or the treaty of
Nanking, or the leasc over the New Territorices.
o 1997 was an important date only for the British,
25 signifying the end of a lease which was not

v acknowledged by the landlord. There are obvious
diplomatic difficulties with such an arrangement,
but though the logic leans towards cviction, this is not
inevitable. Hong Kong island and Kowloon were supposedly
held by the British in perpetuity. Why hand it all back? Far
from being kicked out by the Chinese, it seems possible that
Britain botched the negotiations in a series of disastrous
misrcadings of China’s intentions.

In 1979 the then governor, Murray MacLehose, approached
the Chinese government with a proposal to extend the lease
over the New Territories. Business interests were nervous about
the sccurity of contracts after 1997, It’s been suggested that
this was Britain’s first big mistake, that sleeping dogs might
better have been left to lie, The argument runs like this: once
the issue was raised the Chinese had no option but to save face
by demanding the return of their territory. Did they want it?
In recent years the issue of sovereignty over Hong Kong has
become an emotional one in China, but it wasn’t always so,
and hardly at all before the Joint Declaration. The Chinese have
benefited from the presence of an entrepot with the West, a
site of mutual access and communication even in the darkest
days of the bamboo curtain, and more recently a conduit for
trade and a source of finance. Hong Kong has also been a kind
of stecam valve for Beijing’s repressive policies.

But saving face is the Chinese Way, and the sovereignty of
the whole of Hong Kong and the New Territories became the
central issue of the negotiations. The British didn’t want this;
Margarct Thatcher proposed to China that they continue to
administer a sovercign Chinese Hong Kong, an idea that was
rightly rejected by the Chinese.

That’s the argument. But whether any of this was the case,
or whether China forced the issue to begin with, from the
moment the Joint Declaration was signed the only possible course
of action for Britain was yet another honourable retreat, the last
of a long line from the Empire that perfected the handover.

e
{2 Gl (7

ON THE STREETS OF HONG Kong, handover kitsch was on ample
display as the locals cashed in on the event. The discerning
shopper could purchase a ‘once only’ handover Barbie doll, or a
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call it looking to the futurc, but the great
British net curtain is well and truly up,
its denizens peering out in mistrust at
the foreigners now beating on their doors.

That the empire means nothing to
most pcople in Britain is both a reflection
of realpolitik and a failure of history. The
journalist Simon Winchester has said
that the British public arc ‘in denial’ about
their crumbling status. What's being
denied is not the glorious Empire of
Kipling and Victoria, the Empire which
brought the Magna Carta to the world.
Nor is it the Empire that massacred
Indians at Amritsar, invented the concen-
tration camp, thrived by trading opium
for tca. What's being denied is that this
Empire, the biggest the world has seen,
practically no longer exists. ‘It's a grim
arithmetic,” writes Winchester. ‘In a little
morc than half a century the world’s most
fabulous empire [has] shrunk to one fiftieth
of onc per cent of its former size—not even
Charlemagne’s realms declined so quickly.’

Denial was evident in Hong Kong
too. With its pomp and ceremony and it’s
vague threats of ‘we’ll be back if you're
not careful’, the handover ceremony
masked an extraordinary achievement.
The British Empirc should be
remembered less for the breadth of its
boundaries—or its influence on legal
systems, governance, the prevalence of
cricket—than for its remarkable process
of colonial disengagement, its genius for
dismantling itself. This is the real
significance of the Hong Kong handover.
For despite their despotism and their
determination to make things in their
own image, the British managed to return
most of their colonial possessions in
some semblance of good order and, with
some notable exceptions, peacefully. Not
unchanged, and sometimes changed for
the worse, though most have continued
to prosper.

This is hardly a source of pride for
them; not glorious ¢nough to sustain a
national myth, nor a celebration in Hong
Kong. For Britain may finally be
remcmbered as the country for whom
empire-building was an amateur sport,
where the fish is thrown back, and the fox
is nothing more than the ghost of a scent.
We came, we saw, we conquered. And then
we took our ball back and went home.

Gary Bryson is the executive producer of
ABC Radio National’s Late Night Live.
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/ cullng the theological month

OTO, WE'RE NOT IN KANSAS ANY MORE.” Judy Garland’s innocent words to her faithful
dogin The Wizard of Oz are now the title of a review article by Kathleen Nash in Semeia
74 (1996). Semneia is ‘devoted to the exploration of new and emergent areas in methods of
biblical interpretation’. This latest number is certainly true to type, rejoicing in the theme
‘Biblical Glamour and Hollywood Glitz’. There are lots of articles on Bathsheba and
Salome, a few on Moses, even one on Clint Eastwood. In The Unforgiven, Eastwood
looks down the barrel of his gun at Gene Hackman, who says ‘I don’t deserve this ... to
dic like this; I was building a house.” The allusion, we are told, is to Deuteronomy 20:5.
Further valuable information can be found in the journal’s detailed bibliography on matters
biblical and cinematic.

Luke Timothy Johnson's articlc ‘Glossolalia: The Embarrassment of Experience’, in
The Princeton Seminary Bulletin {July 1997), offers a different kind of scholarship. John-
son is interested in the fact that speaking in tongues can be so divisive in Christian
communities. Exploring the (admittedly biased) written record from St Paul through to
the end of the third Christian century, Johnson concludes that glossolalia is an increasingly
marginal activity in the Church, perhaps reflecting the fact that religious authority, as it
becomes more established, becomes more hostile to haphazard inspiration.

Theologians today discuss a different issue about the significance of words. Some
take the post-modern view that words only connect with other words, rather than with
underlying realities, and hence argue that religious discourse can only be conducted within
the religious community. This is a rather glib summary of a position espoused by the
Yale School and made famous in George Lindbeck’s The Nature of Doctrine. 1 do not
agree with this position, and I was impressed by Brad Kallenberg’s piece, ‘Unstuck from
Yale: Theological Method After Lindbeck’, in The Scottish Journal of Theology (1997/2).
Kallenberg gives a very fair summary of Lindbeck’s work but then argues, in the light of
both science and philosophy, that language is not all there is and that God is in dynamic
relationship to the world. It is such a pleasure to read theologians who can write with a
sensitivity to science!

Disappointment of the month also has to do with the reach of words. Liturgy Digest
is a relatively new, beautifully produced journal from the University of Notre Dame,
Indiana—a university famous for football teams but also a significant centre of Roman
Catholic theology. The first number for 1997 is given to several essays on the place of
metaphor in liturgy, but seems to become more embroiled in issues of diaphor and epiphor
than it is in a spirituality that might draw us to worship.

More practical is the May 1997 issue of New Theology Review: An American Catholic
Journal for Ministry, which is devoted to the topic of reconciliation at political, social
and personal levels. Michael Lapsley SSM, a New Zealand Anglican priest who, in his
preaching against apartheid became the victim of a mail bomb, writes movingly of his
personal experiences. Reflection on the sacrament of reconciliation also suggests that its
celebration must find more plural forms if the sacrament is to match the plurality of the
Church proclaimed at Vatican II.

Best of all, read Michael Himes’' essay, ‘Why do we need a church—
asking the pressing questions’, in The Furrow (May 1997). This journal comes from St
Patrick’s College, Maynooth, in Ireland. Himes was once professor of theology at Notre
Dame, but has transferred his allegiance to the other Catholic football university, Boston
College. In his wise, witty, and brief essay, Himes points out that before we discuss all
the other vexed questions about the Church, we need to consider a prior question: why
we need the Church. Himes’ own answer goes like this: ‘we cannot believe apart from
community... Trying to enter into relationship with God in some private, individualistic
fashion is a guarantee that one will be talking to oneself ... The deepest ground for this
claim is the central doctrine of the Christian tradition: God is communal ... and I am
not.” How you answer this question, of course, shapes how you answer all the other
questions. |

John Honner sj teaches at the United Faculty of Theology in Melbourne and edits Pacifica:
Journal of the Melbourne College of Divinity.
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burcaucrats but much of it consisted of
findingloopholes for the well-heeled secking
profits or exemptions from scarcity and
ecmergency.

But it developed within him an instinct
which later made him very difficult to
characterisc on the bench: at heart was the
atfection for the intricate argument that got
onc out of doing something otherwise com-
pulsory, or the master’s respect for a fine
piecc of sophistry—sometimes by focusing
on the purposc and sometimes on the literal
meaning of words—and a strong vicw that
the interpretation and application of much
of the commercial and administrative law
was cntirely amoral. Just as fundamental

was an instinctive distrust of
government and burcaucrats.

HOSE wiio sTICK LABELS on High Court
judges reach first for attitudes on Common-
wealth and states’ rights, then assumptions
about party political affiliation. These have
somec use, but it islimited. Though Barwick
virtually invented the concept of implied
rights within the Constitution in a states-
rights argument to defeat Commonwealth
banking legislation, and, in his later ycars,
bent old views tosuit his political prejudices
on issucs such as representation of the
territories in Parliament, he was at heart a
Commonwealth man. His lasting judicial
legacy will be in his extension of Common-
wealth power, particularly in the
corporations ficld, which laid the framework
for much of today’s trade practices and
corporations law.

But there is more to the law than the
struggle for power between tiers of
government. Most lawyers with experience
of politics and government arc by instinct
practical, and work with a strong sensc of
parliamentary sovereignty: if alaw was what
parliament wanted, then, provided it was
within power, their tendency was not to
second-guess the way parliamentarians had
chosen tosolve the problem. Lionel Murphy
is a very good example. He may have been a
champion of the liberty of the subject, but
he had a very strong tendency to assume
essential legality, to look for the sense and
the purpose of legislation and to try to make
it work.

But Barwick was by nature anti-
authoritarian, with a tendency to think any
law or regulation an infringement of liberty
and an example of bureaucrats wanting to
rule the world. By instinct he did not want
to let them go a millimetre further than
they could. Attitudes such as this cut across
centrism or states-rights, political or moral

liberalism or conscrvatism: most of the
judges on the present High Court, for
example, are closer to the Barwick mould
than Murphy’s, and tend to sce as at the
centre of their duty the protection of the
citizen against an cver-overrcaching
burcaucratic state.

But it would be fairer to say that the
citizen in Barwick’s mind’s-cye was a
businessman trying to dodge tax; for his
successors it is rather more likely to be an
Aboriginal or a battler. The businessman,
of course, would be a yeoman; Barwick
despiscd big business, even when he took
its money, and never forgot or forgave the
oil company which, ncarly 70 years ago,
bankrupted him when he stood guarantor
for his brother’s failed business.

As a judge, as when he was a lawyer,
Barwick was very results-oriented, willing
to adapt his judicial technique to get the
result he wanted. He was legalistic only in
the sense that he shaped his arguments in
legalese: he could sweep aside or ignore a
precedentas grandly asanyonc. Only rarely
did he demonstrate a wide vision or a
sweeping argument. More often his agenda
seemed to be defending the reasoning of
cases he had won as a barrister, or
establishing as principle arguments he had
lost. He rarely swayed other judges even
when they were focused on the same results;
though most of his collecagues were in awe
of his advocacy skills, few thought much of
himasalawyerorasajudge, orof hisability
to reach detached and lonely judgment
rather than to put a casc.

He is now not much quoted, and the
reasoning of many of his more significant
cases has been rejected, by black-letter
lawyers as much as the more adventurous
ones. Just after he died, the High Court
dismantled another of his edifices—the use
of loopholing by the states to get around
clear constitutional prohibitions on state
cxcise taxes. His whole approach to tax-
dodging, which pushed literalism to the
fore, 1s discredited; his expansive and
imaginative reading of Section 92 of the
Constitution, which won him the bank
nationalisation cases, is an oddity of history:
even judges usually seen as conservative,
such as Sir Harry Gibbs and Sir Keith Aickin,
have left more landmarks of personal
freedom in the law than he has.

Sir Garfield’s most public moment was
as the Chief Justice who confirmed the
mind of Governor-General Sir John Kerr to
sack Gough Whitlam. Ever after, it shaped
most people’s view of him, scemed to
underline a continuing party-partisanship,
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and made even his retirement a misery, as
he sought, often unconvincingly, to defend
both his conduct and his advice.

He was unwise, but not nccessarily
wrong, to accept Sir John's invitation to
advise him. Therc was precedent for it, but
there was not only the risk, which was
rcalised, of drawing himsclf and his court
into controversy, but the fact that he was
personally of a political background: were a
Harry Gibbs or an Owen Dixon to have
given similar advice, it would not have
excited such anger. And the point becomes
rcinforced when it is recognised that Sir
John asked for confirmation of his opinion,
not advice about what he should do.

Only the most romantic maintainers of
the rage would pretend any longer that
there was anything exceptionable about
the general proposition that a Governor-
General had the power to dismiss a
government which could not secure Supply,
and most might agree with Sir Garficeld
that, ultimately, he had a duty to do so. But
Sir Garficld’s proposition—put baldly as
sclf-evident, in the style Sir Garficld always
adopted when taking others over the cliff—
that a government had to have the

confidence of both houses of
Parliament, was preposterous.

ND THEN THERE Was the most nagging
question left by 11 November 1975—at
what stage did a political crisis become a
constitutional crisis and at what stage dida
power become a duty? Did Sir John act too
quickly? Sir Garficld would say that the
timing had been a matter for the viceroy,
but there can be little doubt that his
¢ncouragement pushed Kerr on.

It was, of course, never for Sir Garfield
to express ajot of vegret, and by then he was
so bitter that the attacks of critics he
despised—particularly journalists, modern
law lecturcrs and social theorists—only
compounded his certainty of his correctness.
Besides, it gave him a cause, as an advocate
again. He took on all comers on the subject
onseveral occasions—once, after a National
Press Club lunch, he stayed to carry on the
argument on the footpath for an hour or
morg; later, he was virtually to regard the
casc as a brief. As well, the affair produced
not only a wide public notice he had never
previously had, cven as a minister, but a
remarkable, if caustic, biography by David
Marr. That will be read long after any of Sir
Garfield’s judgments.

Jack Waterford is cditor of the Canberra
Times.
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PNG: the election debriet

NPRECEDENTEDLY, media advertise-
ments and billboards proclaimed KAIKAI
BILONG TINGTING {‘food for thought')
for the 1997 national clections. Diagonally
sctforall perspectives, the huge hoarding at
the turn-off to Parliament House read:

WHEN THE RIGHTEOUS ARE IN
AUTHORITY THE PEOPLE REJOICE BUT
WHEN THE WICKED RULE THE PEOPLE
SUFFER (Proverbs 29:2).

This was not casual, nor cven just
opportunistic, bible-bashing. Something
cxtraordinary was happening in the Papua
New Guinea polity, thanks
to the shock of the first
comingof Sandline mercen-
arics in February and the
general revulsion at what
was thought to be wide-
spread political corruption.

‘Do notsell yourcountry
to the dogs’, urged the
Catholic Commission for
Justice, Peace and Decevel-
opment. ‘Use the power God has given me
to clect good leaders who can provide good
and caring government.’

And so they scemed to do—for at least
cnough electorates to be able to effect a
change in the quality and direction of
government.

Then in those collusory days between
the declaration of the polls and the election
of the prime minister by Parliament,
somcthing went wrong.

After the clection on 22 July, the
Nationaldaily editorialised that ‘A network
of broken promises’ had been left in the
wake of ‘ancew coalition government, hastily
picced together from many different par-
tics, groups and individuals in less than 18
hours’.

Papua New Guinca had gone to the polls
preoccupied with Sandline ‘and a host of
other issues’, almost all of which were
blamecd on the previous governing coalition
of PP (Sir Julius Chan’s People’s Progress
Party) and Pangu Pati {originally Sir Michacl
Somarce’s party from which he had, with a
few followers, broken away).
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On 13 July the man destined to become
the new prime minister, Bill Skate {a former
Speaker in 1992-4 and then an encrgetic
Governor of Port Moresby who had founded
his own People’s National Congress), had
said: “We do not want to be involved with
their [PPP-Pangu]dirty politics ... We would
be going against the people’s wishes ../

Yet, together with its partner, the
People’s Democratic Movement {PDM, ex-
prime minister Paias Wingti’s party), Skate’s
PNC had done just that: tormed a PNC-
PDM-PPP-Pangu coalition.

But even more barefaced was the
apparent apostasy of a group of some 13
cleanskin independents and minuscule
‘parties’ of onc or two such as the People’s
Resources Awareness Party [PRAD).

They were led by Father Robert Lak,
crstwhile University Catholic chaplain, and
Peti Lafanama of the professedly
incorruptible, radical nationalist
Melanesian Solidarity Movement {Melsol).

Lafanama, in particular, led public
protests in Port Moresby against Sandline
and corruption. Fr Lak was ‘also very vocal’,
said the eccumenical Christian weekly, the
Independent, but now they ‘have
compromiscd ¢verything they stood for'.

Lafanama actually scconded Skate’s
nomination for Primc¢ Minister and was
photographed escorting Skate by the arm to
the Speaker’s podium. Fellow Melsols
outside were appalled. Many—and not just
cynics—were asking if moncey and offices
were being transacted. Chan and Wingti may
havelost theirscats but these two exceedingly
wealthy, most numerate vote-crunchers were
to hand in all the manceuvres.

SEPTEMBER 1997

But before we go any further, remember
this: after commentators have their fun
deploring the disorganisation, venality,
intimidation and sporadic violence of
clections in Papua New Guined, itis well to
remember that they have delivered
accepted, legitimate governments. Since
1977 in cach of the last four parliaments,
only one no-confidence motion has toppled
the government, and the successions have
occurred without violence. There has been
no need for interim elections.

Compare, for cxample, the 50 or so
governments cobbled in
cradle-of-civilisation ltaly
since the war, In Papua New
Guinca therchavebeenonty
five different  prime
ministers since Somare
assembled his coalition in
1972, Australia has had six.

Papua New Guineaisnot

Africa, as the English coloncl

of Sandline with his clipped

guardsman aplomb and suave
cupidity discovered.

NG CLECTIONS HAVE BIEN notoriously
about primary ethnic/clan interests {roads,
bridges, schools, and access to the cash
cconomy! although not exclusively so, as
strong personalities and church and other
affiliations can subsumec them. However
the ‘national interest’” has been generally
ignored, with political partics or factions
too weak to consolidate and articulate
demands into competitive programs.

Thirteen parties contested in 1997: tour
returned a single member, two won two
scats cach. Even the larger parties lack the
nccessary finances and a disciplined
national structurc through which to sift
appropriate candidates. The resources of
the leadershipbecome the key to preferment
as, after the polls, they are used to contain
successful  adherents and  recruit
independents—in this clection, 38 of them
out of 109 seats. The absurd number of
candidates may indicate democratic zest
but, in a first-past-the post contest, it






Ted Diro, now leader of People’s Action
Party, six of whom were elected. Diro was
forced out of Parliament in 1991 as a result
of a nine million kina forestry scam. He
claims to be ‘born-again’. His popularity in
Papua brought him victory in Central
Regional but in spite of some journalistic
fantasics that he might become a
compromise prime minister, he never
became relevant.

Among other notable critics  of the
outgoing régime were Sir Mckere Morauta,
for a decade the distinguished Secretary for
Finance, a Déte noire to Chan, who had
been scathing about the ‘small band of
rapaciousp ticians’, and Lady Carol Kidu,
widow of the incorruptible Chief Justice,
Sir Buri Kidu.

Other advocates of clean government
who will not cvaporate arc Operation
BRUKIM SKRU {‘Bend the knee’), a pan-
religious movement, a number of whose
nominees were successful, ICRAF
(Individual and Community Rights
Advocacy Group), the PNG Integral Human
Development  Trust, Greenpeace,
Melanesian Environment Foundation and
YWCA. Perhaps cven the female village
AGLOW movement which sponsored Kuk

Kuli, the first preliterate clected
since 1977, will stay alight.

OLLOWING T1HE DECLARATION of the polls,
three main camps were set up.

In Kavieng, in Chan’s home provincee,
the outgoing coalition, PPP, with 16 MPs
(now led by Andrew Baing, not regarded as
PM timber) and Pangu {14 MPs, led by pro-
Sandline Chris Haivetal took counscl.

In Tufi, on the north coast of Papua, not
New Guinea, Skate’s PNC (5] colluded with
PDM (9), formerly Wingti’s party, now led
by Roy Yaki, who was hardly PM material

In Wewak (East Sepik), virtually
Somuare’s home base, his NA together with
MA (11 altogether], attempted to attract
morc of the 38 independents. OQutside these
coalitions was Ted Diro’s PAD.

To illustrate the flexibility MDPs have in
conceptualising what a political party is,
we need not go beyond Dr John Waiko, the
nation’s first PhD in Social Science and a
former professor of History.

Atter several ill-timed change-overs
during 1992-97, hc¢ had become Chan's
Minister for Education. As such, he
maintained he had an obligation to remain
with PPP, although he was formally the
parliamentary leader of PAP. Confronted
with the chance that he and Waiko could be
on opposite sides of the House, Diro, who
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claimed 10 supporters, denied any contlict,
refusing ‘to be dragged to the gutters and
play dirty politics’.

Which side would he support? He had
fricnds on both sides; there would be a
decision the day before the clection; PAP
was ‘not interested in any short-term
government’. And, ultimately, no-one was
interested in him, Diro went into Opposi-
tion, Dr Waiko into Government as Vice-
Minister, this time for Education, and still
a member of PAP!  Ludger Mondo (also
PAP), a former secretary to the Catholic
Commission for Peace, Justice and
Development, behaved similarly.

At the beginning of the week before the
clection, those touted seriously for Prime
Minister were Somare [NA), Haiveta
(Pangul, Skatce (PNC) and Morauta
(Independent). Only Somare was not a
Papuan but as ‘father’ of the nation with the
composite name, he ¢learly did not see that
as a disadvantage. Nor did he accept that he
was a ‘retread’, and seemed jaded.

Somare had never fully accepted his
rejection for Chan in 1980. Then, after his
triumphant return in 1982, there was a
turther deposition in 1985 when his Pangu
Pati was split three ways by his protegcs,
Wingti and Siaguru. After looking an casy
winner in 1987 he was bested by Wingti, and
reacted badly to Namaliu’s clection as lcader
of Pangu and Primce Minister, 1988-92.

Somare was also somewhat compro-
mised over dealings with Taiwancsce
financiers for the erection of his monument,
Somare Haus. It now stands desolate and
half-finished. But Somarce’s mediating skills
still made him a favourite for top post.

Meanwhile, the reputable Namaliu who,
in spitc of a small majority in 1992, had
now 55 per cent of the vote, was beingurged
by his electors, influenced by BRUKIM
SKRU, cither toreplace Haiveta as leader of
Pangu or leave. Morauta was being induced
to lcad PDM and try for PM.

The question was who would become
PM—Somarce or Skate? Somarc was head-
lined doing a jig as Namaliu defected to his
side. There was some irony in the state-
ment from his former University colleague,
Moi Aveil {under Chan’s Minister for
National Planning) that it would be ‘intel-
lectually dishonest’ for him also ‘to jump
ship’. But he did so a few days later and
landed in Opposition with the shadow port-
folio of Education, Science and Technology.

Wingti then persuaded Morauta to
become the new leader of PDM. As such he
was now a scrious contender, but ceventu-
ally Somarc’s intransigence pushed PDM-
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PNG back onto PPP-Pangu. This put
Morauta into an impossible position even if
he werce offered the ultimate prize. He was
a Papuan, uncompromised, with rare
experience in financial administration. But
he could not stomach even leading PPD-
Pangu. Finally, Somarc was prepared to
give over to him. But it was too late. Somare
was nominated against Skate but only as a
matter of form. He scemed to shrug otf the
result: “Apres Moi. .2
What can be said for Fr Lak and
Lafanama? They may sincerely believe that
Bill Skate has cast oft his suspicious tormer
associates and is committed to
transparency in government,

NLwLy ELECTED Papua New Guinea
prime minister has unusual power; he
cannot be deposed for 18 months and can
change the ministry. Skate has alveady set
out broader terms of reference for a new
Sandline enquiry which have infuriated
Chan and should unsct  Haiveta. PPD-
Pangu need not dominate. Marcover, under
the reformed provincial government
arrangements, regional MPs or their proxics
become ‘governors’ of their provinees and
thus conduits for decentralised expenditures.
As such, Lak, Louis Lamane {a fellow priest)
and Lafanama qualify for what canbe regarded
asaninfluential, evenapastoral role. Howcever,
Somare’s group had opposed this reform and
intended to modify it

In the complex politics of Papua New
Guinea, more than virtue and talent are needed
to win office. The current Opposition (NA-
MA-PAP-Independents)lacked the resolve to
depose an obsolete leader, and the encrgy to
mobilise like Wingti and Chan.

But utter pessimism is not yet in order.
Public and parliamentary scrutiny arce still
alive and well. Skate knows Melsol and the
unions can fill the streets again. He may be
‘born again’, like a few of the ‘raskols’” with
whom he once associated.

But his problems arc ¢normous.

Asidce from brooming the public service
for slackness and corruption, maintaining
momentum in the cconomy and tackling
the law and order crisis, he must completely
overhaul an army that has been allowed to
starve in its city barracks in Port Moresby
and Lae. Then there is Bougainville, about
which Skate appears to be conciliatory.

We must wait and sce. But it was »
fascinating clection.

James Griffin is Emecritus Professor of
History at the University of PNG. He visited
PNG for the clection of  : PM.
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The body and
soul snatchers

INTER HAS AGAIN COME TO NORTH QuieNsLaND and southerly winds are fast drying the bush.
Betore the fires come in September, Uncle Monty Pryor will walk amongst the Burdekin Plum
trees that his ancestors plunted many generations ago at Cape Upstart, to the north of the coastal
town of Bowen.

This senior Elder of the Birri Gubba people will visit his ancestral country to scek guidance, as
to where and how a skull returned from a British provincial muscum should be reunited with the
land. Until he is certain in his heart where the relic should be buried, and what ceremonics will
need to be fulfilled, the skull will remain locked in a temporary keeping place at the James Cook
University in Townsville, just to the north of Birri Gubba country.

Being spiritual custodian of the skull has caused Monty Pryor anguish, but it is an obligation
he is determined to fulfil, even though age and ill-hcalth forced his retirvement as Deacon in the
Roman Catholic Diocese of Townsville several years ago. As he explained to me in mid-1991,
some cighteen months after his return from Britain with the skull:

They stole my people from there. Now you [must] put that in the rightful order. Abducting, an abduction
of your people, to experiment on, or to experiment on the remains or whatever may he. It’s the same,
see, to taking the whole being.

Paul Turnbull: The fact the bodv's dead makes no difference!?
Monty Prior: It still makes no difference. No, because that is one of us. You're taking part of us away

to somewhere clse.

So it means virtually the same thing as taking the children awav?
That’s part of you. Well, that’s the same as our children, our other members of family.

So there's a reallv different sense of time abouat the whole thing!
That there is.

Through our conversation that morning the claims of Aboriginal spirituality were woven casily
with Western understandings of time, the past and providence. Effortlessly, though not always
happily, we spoke of Birri Gubba obligations to ancestral country, Monty Pryor’s years of scltless
work on behalf of Aboriginal inmates in Stuart Creck prison, the plight of the stolen children, and
the continuing fight for the many years’ wages that he and other Aboriginal people are still owed
tor their work in clearing and fencing the network of pastoral runs that sall largely define the
landscape of North Queensland.

EUREKA STREET ¢ Sipionsir 1997






Virchow sought an anthropological coup, there being at this time no comparable series of
complete Australian skeletons anywhere in continental Europe. Even so, despite the finished plates
being pri  :d by Godeffroy at great expense, Virchow failed to furnish the accompanying text. After
the forced sale of the museum’s ethnographic collection, to the Leipzig Museum for Ethnography, in
1881, Virchow used his influence again to assert exclusive scientific rights over the skeletons.

That Aboriginal remains should fuel ambition and rivalry in scientific circles

Bulletin were inclined to

was not uncommon, given the significance they had come to assum: | contemporary
thinking about the course of human evolution. However, what was unusual about
the Birri Gubba skeletons was that they had been sent from the Bowen district to

What led Amalie Dietrich to the Godeffroy Museum by a woman, then in her mid-forties, named Amalie Dietrich.

Given that in the 19th century, science was overwhelmingly the preserve of

comb Birri Gubba country, men, what led Amalie Dietrich to comb Birri Gubba country, taking the bones of

their ancestral dead from hollow trees and burial platforms? In 1990 the editors of

takiﬂg the bones Of their the Bulletin were inclined to answer that question by drawing a blunt parallel

between Dietrich and those women who later willingly participated  Nazi genocide.

ancestral dead from hollow In November that year they published a feature article on 19th century trafficking

in Aboriginal remains, which among other things claimed that in the course of her

trees and burial p]athImS-z travels, Dietrich had sought to have an Aboriginal man murdered for his skin. Onec

of the few, and not the most flattering photographs of Dietrich to survive

In 1990 the editors Of the H was placed on front cover, under the headline ‘Angel of Black Death’.

OWEVER, THE LETTERS THAT CHARITAS, Amalie Dietrich’s daughter and only child,
wove into a posthumous biography of her mother, afford glimpses of a more complex

answer that queStiOH bY story. Dietrich was a highly intelligent, sensitive and profoundly unh py woman.

By the early 1860s she was desperate to escape the humiliation of a faned marriage

dIaWng a blunt pafa]]@] to a man who shared her deep love of science, but whose snobbery and depressive

self-obsession had left her desperate to prove her own worth in the eyes of others.

between Dietrich and those Understandably, she eagerly accepted the help of a family friend in persuading

Godeffroy to employ her on a generous salary collecting in Queensland on behalf of

women who | his museum. The same friend agreed to act as guardian of her young daughter in her

absence. (Sumner 1993, pp3-11)

later The years Dietrich spent in Queensland between 1863 and 1872 were marked

by hardship and little inner peace. ‘On the one hand I felt so elated and carefree in

WlUng]Y this new part of the world’, she confided to her daughter in a letter shortly after her

arrival in Brisbane, ‘and on the other hand so lonely and bewildered.’ (Bischoff 1931,

participated p233) Even so, the hardships and dangers of life as a natural history collector on the

Queensland frontier were preferable to the unhappiness she had left b ind. As she

in Nazi wrote from a bush camp on the outskirts of Rockhampton in April 1864:

g@nOCide To be sure, T am exposed to more dangers here than when 1 travelled about my home, but

here as there [ know God can be my shield. 1 fear no cvil. Times in the past have been so
hard that I really consider myself very well-off now in comparison with former days. What
freedom I enjoy here as a collector. No one cirecumscribes my zcal. (Bischoff, pp243-4)

Image of Amalie Dietrich
from Amalie, Ein Leben
(A Life). by Charitas Bischoff.

While Dietrich’s skills as a collector quickly earned her a degree of recognition
women rarely achieved in 19th century scientific circles, the letters she received announcing her
election to various learned societies appear to have enhanced her consciousness that the freedom
and self-worth she had found were dependent on the rarity of the specimens she forwarded to the
Museum. ‘I am always trying to imagine what they will say in Hamburg when the consignments
arrive’, she confided to Charitas. “They are sure to be a little anxious as to whether I am equal to
the task. I am naturally anxious as well.’ (Bischoff, p236)

So desperate was Dietrich to please Godctfroy that events were set in train that twice nearly
cost her life. In September 1864, attempting to procure a striking specimen of water-lily, she became
trapped in a swamp. All that saved her was the chance passing at dusk of a group of Aboriginal men
and women on their way to a ceremony. Fright and exhaustion gave way to a serious fever, which
so weakened Dietrich that she was again nearly killed, after inadvertently causing a fire in the
house she had rented in Rockhampton. The bulk of her equipment and many specimens awaiting
shipment des  Hyed, she was left distraught at having to inform the museum of the disaster. 'Tam
so worried what G © “froy’s v 77 say,” she wrote to C" “tas. ‘Will they lose confidence in me
now! Will they recall me?’
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Distresscd by uncertainty for over six months, Dietrich was elated when the following spring
she finally reccived a kind and encouraging letter from the museum, expressing confidence and
promising new equipment. And yet the letter was unmistakably clear how she was to make good
the loss to Herr Godeffroy:

We are glad to hear you intend going north, and would ask you again to send not only skeletons of the
larger mammals, but also as many skeletons and skulls of the aborigines as possible, as well as their
weapons and implements. {Bischoff, p259)

‘Such things arc very important for ethnology’, the letter continued. ‘We have every confidence
that you will carry out all these instructions.’

Dietrich had left Hamburg knowing that the museum was keen to acquire Aboriginal remains,
but it seems to have been the burden of this new responsibility that set her to grave robbing, even
though she now owed her life to Aboriginal people, and knew how seriously they took their
obligations to the dead. (Sumner, p45)

Her anxiety to please Godeffroy may also explain the circulation of a particularly grim tale in
print and Queensland pionecr lore for over a century, to the effect that she sought to have an
Aboriginal man killed for the sake of obtaining his ritually scarified skin. As the story goes, Dictrich,
when visiting William Archer, a Rockhampton pastoralist and keen amateur naturalist, asked him
to help her procure the skin of an Aborigine. What Dietrich had in all likelihood learnt as she
travelled northwards was that the mortuary rituals of several peoples on the Queensland coast
involved the post-mortem removal and drying of the skin of initiated men. At this time, only one
such skin was known to science, having been presented to England’s Royal College of Surgeons by

explorer Allen Cunningham in 1829.

As the story has it, William Archer understood Dietrich as wanting him to
help murder a man for his skin, and ordered her off the property. Given that Archer
enjoyed good relations with local Aboriginal people, it could well have been simply
the suggestion he hclp her desecrate a burial place that so offended him. However,
the story appcars to have circulated widely, and came to be retold, gruesomely
embcllished, by H.L. Roth, in his 1908 history of Mackay:

The celebrated Godeffroy Muscum of Hamburg had a collector on the coast from 1863 to
1873, who madec scveral incffectual efforts to induce squatters to shoot an aboriginal, so
that she could send the skeleton to the Muscum! On one occasion, she asked an officer of
the Native Police what he would take to shoot so and so, pointing to one of the Native
Black Trooper. She got no human skins nor skeletons from the Mackay district.
(Roth 1908, p8&1)

In all probability Roth was accurate in only one respect: it was not until Dietrich
arrived at the North Queensland coastal settlement of Bowen that she
! successfully managed to procure the skeletons of Aboriginal people.

T THIS TIME THE BOoweN REGION was still the scene of murderous frontier conflict.
Many cthnographic ‘curios’ passing from the region to southern and overseas
collectors had been gathered in the wake of punitive actions by local settlers and
the infamous Native Police. Three years before Dictrich arrived at Bowen, a local
cotton and orange farmer, Korah Halcomb Wills, had openly displayed the partial
skeleton of an Aboriginal man in the town.

Not only had Wills joined in the punitive raid in which the man had been
killed, he had packed a saw and boning knives, intending ‘to get a few specimens of
certain Iimbs and head of a Black fellow’. As he recalled in a memoir he penned
some thirty years later, in the aftermath of the slaughter, he had put the tools used
in his previous occupation as a butcher on the Victorian gold-fields, to a new and
terrible use:

I shall never forget the time when I first found the subject that Tintended to anatomize,
when my friends were looking on, and I commenced operations dissecting. T went to work
business-like to take off the head first, and then the Arms, and then the legs, and gathered
them together and put them into my Pack saddle and onc of my fricnds who Fam sure had
dispersed more than any other in the Colony made the remark that if he was offered a
fortune he could not do what 1 had done. (Brishane, Oxley Library, OM 75-75/3, p. 59)

VoLume 7 NUMBER 7

As the story
has it,
William
Archer

understood
Dietrich as wanting him to
help murder a man for his
skin, and ordered her off the
property. Given that Archer
enjoyed good relations with
local Aboriginal people, it
could well have been simply
the suggestion he help her
desecrate a burial place that
so offended him.
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Hardened as they were by the violence of frontier conflict, many Bowen residents were horri-
ficd when Wills afterwards exhibited the bones during the course of festivities aimed at raising

funds for local charities. His only concession to decency was to ‘cover them up wi

a flag, the

Union Jack’ in case ‘the ladies ought get a shock, if they were left uncovered.’ (p 67)
Many crueltics were perpetrated during the expropriation of Aboriginal land in North
Quecensland, though Wills was rare, if not unique, in making an inhuman mockery of contemporary

It is a past
that
allows

us to

appreciate
the many complex and
subtle ways in which
European ways of ordering
reality have ignored, or
served to discredit, the
aspirations of Aboriginal
people. Knowing this
dimension to our past
hardly seems likely to
generate guilt, but,
optimistically, offers the
best hope that in future we

scientific aspirations. Even so, the intensity of frontier conflict in the Bowen region during the

1860s was such that the desire to take revenge upon Aboriginal people through dese-
crating their burial places, may also have figured in the minds of some of the men
whom Dictrich found willing to help her in the cause of science.

The late 1860s were lean years for bush workers. Men may have joined Dictrich
sin  ly for the money, given that she paid cash sums on behalf of Gode oy which were
comtortably above the prices that Sydney and Melbourne museums—also trafficking in
Aboriginal bones—were known to be willing to pay. However, one cannot rule out
curiosity as a motive. While possessing little if any formal education, those who helped
her comb the bush for the dead may have shared in some measure her concern to increase
the sum of scientific knowledge about this ‘savage’ race of beings in whom they had
become locked in struggle, before—as seemed inevitable—they became extincet.

The science of race that Amalie Dietrich and other procurers of ancestral remains
were instrumental in creating was eventually to lose its hold over the settler imagination.
Today in North Queensland it is increasingly rare to hear terms such as ‘full-blood’ or
‘he  caste’, and rarer still to hear someone assert that identity and culture are the products
of biological inheritance. There is also a growing willingness to listen to the voices of
the Aboriginal peoples of the region, and to refleet critically on how the quest for
knowledge by carlier generations of Europeans scrved very different ambitions.

However, the legacy of 19th century sciences of man arguably remains strong in
one important respect. It continues to have its aftermath in the way we commonly
think of the journey of humanity through space and time. We readily construe the past,
present and future as successive and discrete realms of existence, giving little credence
to the very different temporal unities of Aboriginal being.

Granted, we no longer scrutinise Aboriginal religion and customary law in
comparison with our sensc of time so as to relegate their truths to the category of
‘superstition’ or ‘myth’. But there is still an unfortunate tendency to judge the demands
of Monty Pryor and others for the return of the ancestral dead against criteria which

overlook, or down-splay, the very different meanings past and present
have in the lives of Aboriginal people.

-V V E ALSO HEAR CONSERVATIVE POLITICIANS AND INTELLECTUALS condemn what they call
the morbid obscssion amongst Australian historians with the violence of the fronticr
era. They point out that they as much as anyone want true reconciliation, but not a past
that seems calculated to generate uncertainty and guilt. However, it is hard to imagine
how reconciliation in any lasting scnse can be achieved at the expense of neglecting
such issues as the relations that once existed between science, colonialism and trafficking
in the bones of Aboriginal people. What we find is distressing, and a cause for sorrow.
At the same time it is a past that allows us to appreciate the many complex and subtle

ways in which European ways of ordering reality have ignored, or served to discredit, the aspirations
of Aboriginal people. Knowing this dimension to our past hardly seems likely to generate guile
but, optimistically, offers the best hope that in future we might prove better listeners.

Paul Tur

Notes:

ull teaches history at James Cook University of North Queensland.
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The regional thing

ESPITE ITS UNFORTUNATE main title,
this is a ringing manifesto for change in
Australia. It is the creed of one of our most
important political visionaries, who has
consistently argued for Australia to adjust
in a principled, purposeful and self-reliant
way to the opportunities and challenges
presented by its place in the world.

As a Foreign Affairs cadet in the early
sixties, Stephen Fitzgerald fought to be
assigned to study Chinese, but resigned in
1966 to pursue an academic career when
there looked to be no future in Australia’s
China policy. He encouraged Gough
Whitlam, the clearest hero of his book, to
shift this policy, and became Australia’s
first Ambassador to Beijing (1973-76). He
has since oscillated between the academic
and business worlds. As chairman of the
Asian Stu s Association of Australia
(1982-84) and the Asian Studies Council
(1986-91) he was the most effective
campaigner for ‘Asia-literacy’ for all
students in our schools and universities.

His case is now fully set out at a fateful
moment when, as he putsit, John Howard’s
Australia has taken the first steps down the
wrong fork in the road, which could lead
through blindness and inertia to ‘the
extinction of some distinguishing features
of this beral, democratic and humanist
society’. Although experience has not been
kind to his strategy, he remains the strongest
advocate for a coherent educational and
international policy, and his book provides
an essential basis for the debate we must
now have.

His argument is that the élites of ‘Asia’
are moving towards a sense of regional
identity, the essence of which is the hope
and confidence that their new-found
modernisation and prosperity is of a different
and superior sort to that of the West, so that
‘Asians’ can avoid the dysfunctional
elements of violence, inequality, family
breakdown and political cynicism they
perceive in the US. A regional block is
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taking shape in what he more frequently
calls ‘East Asia’, and it is needed for the
‘peace, prosperity, security, and social and
ltural harmony of its region’. Australia,
ifit takes the hard, visionary road of working
at ‘Asia’, can be part of this association,
helping to ensure an open outcome by
bringing to it our strengths of democracy,
pluralism, and laid-back tolerance. If we
fail to take up the challenge we will be
excluded and marginalised by ‘Asia’, as
eady suggested by Australia’s exclusion
from the first Asia-Europe meeting (ASEM)
in Bangkok in March 1996. In that event
Australia will find itself bullied, ignored, or
treated as a third-world quarry in a twenty-
tirst century inevitably dominated by Asian
economies and probably’Asian values’. The
Asia-Pacific ([APEC), Gareth Evans’
ingenious solution to the problem of where
we belong, isrejected by Fitzgerald as ‘fatally
distracting and misleading’ because it
deludes Australians into think that they
can have Asia as well as the ‘white man’s
1b’ led by the US.

Fitzgerald has the visionary’s penchant
for seeing moral choices starkly. The
Australia of Whitlam took a giant step in
the direction of becoming ‘Australian’,
dealing with China as an independent
country should. With the sacking of
Whitlam and still more the gold-rush into
Asia of the 1980s the country lost its way,
scemingly having nothing to offer our
neighbours but greed. But the Keating period
again witnessed the right steps being taken
towards a recognition of realities, before
the disaster of 1996 when a Prime Minister
‘played with the future of Australia’ by
pandering to the intolerance he perceived
in the electorate. In recounting this 25-year
saga Fitzgerald’s own scars and frustrations
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are seldom far from the surface. In particular
the story of Australia’s unrequited love
affair with China in ch :er 2, the naive
enthusiasms followed by uisillusion when
Australian initiatives were subverted and
democracy activists crushed, seems very
close to his own story as a China advocate.
Scars are also evident from his battles with
ethniclobbies as chairman of the Fitzgerald
Committee on immigration in 1988. This
is an engaged manifesto, by a public
intellectual who has also fought for his big
picture in a tough real world.

The book has some important things to
say about the need for ethical consistency
and clarity when business, government and
individuals engage in Asia. The scnse of
moral superiority most Australians carry
into Asia, based on little more than a
different political system, older wealth, and
profound moral and intellectual confusion,
is a poor preparation for dealing with élites
increasingly sceptical that a Western value-
systein is the right goal. What he pleads for
here is a better-defined sense of what being
Australian means, and leadership in ethical
terms that will help business to take a
consistent stance. He vehemently opposes
theideology of multiculturalism as divisive
ethnic lobbying, but supports a self-
consciously cosmopolitan and ‘honey-
coloured’ Australia comfortable with its

Asian present rather than pining
for a lost European past.
NECESSARILY, HOWEVER, most of his
practical program is about education. The
Australia he seeks can only be achieved
through educating a new generation better
able to understand Asian societies and
operate in them. The solutions set out in
the central part of the book are the same
ones which he was able to promote in
Dawkins’ time as Education Minister,
tempered only a little by the disappointing
results which have been achieved in
practice. Languages should be universally






vulncrable states as Australia.

Fitzgerald rcjects what he calls the
‘convergence thesis’ that castern and
western countries are becoming more like
cach other as a result of global communica-
tions and the better sharing of the world’s
wealth. In this he supports (but does not
mention) Samuel Huntingdon’s influential
argument in The Clash of Civilizations
and the Remaking of World Order, 1996,
lapplauded in Beijing} that global culture
and universal human values are dangerous
myths, and that the world will divide into
blocs based on the great religious and
cultural traditions. Fitzgerald would
presumably reject his placing of Australia
firmly in the western camp, but Huntingdon
makes the better argument against
‘convergence’—partly bhecause he distin-
guishes the "Asian’ interests more clearly.

To my mind both Fitzgcerald and
Huntingdon underestimate the potency of
global communitics in the twenty-first
century, and the temporary nature of

regional blocs as means to global ordering,.
Both underrate the creative valuce of
ambivalence and multiple identities at all
periods but particularly our own. Belonging
in several places is one of the great
Australian strengths.

As aresult of the initiatives of Stephen
Fitzgerald and others moves were made in
the late 1980s to fund and prioritise the
study of Asia. Most of these have now
lapscd. Although the stated aim was sensibly
to ‘infuse’ Asia into the mainstrecam
disciplines of history, geography and pol-
itical science, the reality is that less about
Asia is being taught now than 10 years ago
in such courses, both in universities and
schools. In a time of shrinking resources
anything scen as peripheral or not wildly
popularis the first to go. The sad experience
is that courses on Asia are not very popular,
perhaps just becausce of the tendency to use
the word as a trope for otherness. Expertisc
on Asia has survived because of the large
investment of the seventies, growing lan-
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guage classcs, and the discovery of Asia by
applicd schools of business, law, account-
ing, architecturc and so forth—usually with-
out the benefit of training.

Fitzgerald’s dramatic call for a rethink
of national priorities is timely. We need the
kind of long-term vision that drives all our
Asian ncighbours to put a higher and more
coherent priority on education than we do.
Unfortunately our threc-ycar election
horizons make that kind of vision extremely
hard to come by. For us in the profession, it
may be that the best way to achieve a
realistic sense of where Australians belong
is to talk less about ‘Asia’ and more about
the specific challenges which face us, forall
of which the solutions will necessarily
involve our regional relations.

Anthony Reid is Professor of Southcast
Asian History in the Rescarch School of
Pacific & Asian Studics of the Australian
National University and President of the
Asian Studics Association ot Australia.

The metayysical ballet of belief

I HI GODS ARE PARADOXICAL warns

Professor Ninian Smart in Dimensions of

the Sacred. *They are invisible yet they
cxpress themscelves in the world’. The gods
were plainly visible at midnight in Hong
Kong on 30 June 1997 and we all saw them.

The national ¢mblems dutifully
fluttered in an artificial breeze. A large
congregation quictly assembled as the
precise hour approached. Processions of
presiding dignitaries entered from cach side
of a purpose built hall. As the flags were
reverently lowered, anthems resounded and
cyes became moist with emotion. Brict,
carcfully chosen speeches were delivered
by men whose status and physical safety
had been attentively cosseted by crowds of
uniformed acolvees. We witnessed a
profoundly signiticant ceremony involving
the ultimate destiny of millions of people.

It was the mecting of two cultures and
two profoundly disparatce idcologics,
acknowledging the supremacy of money,
property and mutual prosperity. Thesuccess
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of the ceremony was confirmed in the
following week when neither the Hong Kong
Stock Exchange nor the real estate market
faltered. The gods had been appeased.

British-born Professor Ninian Smart
inaugurated England’s first Religious
Studies Department and now teaches at the
University of California. As he obscerves,
there are ‘too tew general studies of religion
and world views, and a great richness of
monographs’.

In this most recent, tightly constructed
book of 330 pages, Ninian Smart
imaginatively brings order into chaos as he
tackles the ‘major themes' of religious lite
and finds that there are sceven dimensions
into which the faith systems of the world
can be placed. He defdy draws together the
patterns and symbols, the ideas and the
dogmas by which human bcings
acknowledge the sacred and give inner
meaning to their most significant and most
mundane moments.

It has been a daunting task of a scholarly
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lifetime. The raw material is untidy and
idiosyncratic. The seven dimensions
encompass, with some ideological pushing
and shoving, the non-thuistic varictics of
Buddhism and the political doctrines and
dogmas of Marxism. Myths and creeds
perform ‘metaphysical ballets’. Some
religions are vistonary and meditative.
Others are centred upon the emotional and
historical realities of victory accompaniced
by triumphalism whilst other religious
traditions must contend with physical
defeat, cexile and martyrdom. Geography,
literacy, class structure, urbanisation and
subtleties of language all shape ourreligious
practices and ideologics.

This book marks the third time in the
past three decades that Ninian Smart has
attemptedtodescribe the way human beings
deal with the transcendent and ultimate
focus of life.

He modestly describes his chosen order
as ‘random’ but the work is far from being

haphazardandevervcha  risrichindetail.






Mining or recycling.
Exploitation or
sustainability.
Greenhouse gases

Investors
can choose
Through the AE Trusts you
can invest your savings
or solar energy. and superannuation in
Armaments or  over 70 different
community  enterprises, each expertly
enterprise.  selected for its unique
combingtion of earnings,
envisonmental
sustainability and social
responsibility, and earn a
competitive financial
teturn. For full details
meke a free call to

300 021 227

Investments in the Australian Ethical Trusts can
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“TASTE AND SEE”

A PrAcCTICAL INTRODUCTION
TO MONASTIC PRAYER

The enedictine nuns at
Croydon, VIC are offering
introductory days of monastic

prayer.

People who have not lived the
monastic life formally have
been able to draw on its
wisdom to deepen their life of
prayer. The day’s teaching will
consist of short introductions
w 1 guided times of prayer
together. Offered to groups of
between five and ten at the
Benedictine Monastery,
Croydon, VIC.

A donation of $5 per person is
suggested.

Lunch et cetera provided.

For further information and
bookings ph 9725 2052.
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(known in slang as a ‘fart catcher’) in the
house of the man who lives next door to
Phipps, one Percy Buckle. Buckle has spent
most of his life as a grocer; he inherited a
windfall and is still dizzied by the heights
to which he has unexpectedly risen and
from which he can equally suddenly fall.
Maggs has to replace a footman who has
recently taken his own life; the old foot-
man’s lover, Mr Constable, is his new boss.
Asalways, Carey begins to weave emotional
complexity in and through the economic
pressures that act upon his characters.
This Jack Maggs, the second one, bears
a name remarkably similar to that of the
convict, Magwitch, who returns from the
other side of the world to announce himself
asthe longlost benefactor of Pip in Dickens’
Great Expectations. Jack Maggs is scarcely a
remake of Dickens’ book; it is more like the
storeroom of Silas and Ma Britten {professional
ieves whom Carey describes), filled with
takings which have caught his eye. Among
these is the characterisation of Maggs.
Magwitch says of himself:

‘... when I was over yonder, t'other side of
the world, I was always a looking to this
side; and it come flat to be there, for all 1
was a growing rich. Everybody knowed
Magwitch and Magwitch could come and
Magwitch could go and nobody’s head
would be troubled about him. They ain’t so
easy concerning me here, dear boy...’

The description fits Maggs like a glove.
There is at least one sequence where Great
Expectations closely coincides with Jack
Maggs. This is the convict’s flight by river.
In both books, this flight is the occasion of
a momentary softening in the convict's
character. In Great Expectations, it is Pip
himself who witnesses the change. It is
reciprocated by one of Dickens’ most
cclebrated changes of heart:

For now all my repugnance to him had
melted away and in the hunted and
wounded and shackled creature who held
my hand in his, I saw only a man who had
meant to be my benefactor and who had
felt affectionately, gratefully, and
generously towards me with great
constancy through a series of years.

The difference between Carey and
Dickens is not simply Carey’s distaste for
melodrama. Dickens creates unifying
narrative standpoints. In Great Expectations
the principal standpointis that of Pip, whose
blindness and thoughtlessness allow the
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endlessly multiplying viewpoints.

Thefigure who accompanies Jack Maggs
on hislast attempted flight is Tobias Oates.
Tobias Oates is the creator of a third Jack
Maggs. Oates is a celebrated writer in
London in the 1830s, the man responsible
for such literary inventions as Captain
Crumley and Mrs M. :fallen. He has also
beenaFleet Street hack and an early version
of the investigative journalist as social
conscience. In some respects, his career
mirrors Dickens’ own. Qates ‘had an
obsession with the criminal mind.’

The fact that Percy Buckle entertains
Qates to dine is one of the deepest
satisfactions of Buckle’s Great Good
Fortune. On one such occasion, he meets
Jack Maggs and enters an arrangement
whereby he promises to introduce Maggs to
a Thief-taker who can track down Phipps.

In return, Maggs has to undergo some of
Oates experiments in magnetism. During
these experiments, Oates manages to draw
from Maggs the story of his transportation.
He witnesses the scars which ‘the cat’ has
left on Maggs’ back. Qates keeps a detailed
record of all he hears and begins work on his
next bestseller, The Death of Maggs. This
very book is another Maggs; it too struggles
for life. Oates begins work on it in 1837; it
sees the light of day in 1860. It starts with
a sentence whose cadence mirrors the
opening of Carey’s own novel.

Within Qates’ Maggs is a fourth Maggs,
the character created from Jack Maggs’ story.
During their attempted tlight, Oates falls
asleep and Maggs, the character in Carey's
book, pilfers his notebook and confronts
the character in Oates’ book. Maggs’
response is both unexpected and, ironically,
a trigger for the rest of the story:

Jack Maggs was weeping. He bent his
body into a hard, tight ball. He grasped his
stomach and rocked to and fro.

Like The Name of the Rose, Jack Maggs
is a book which invites participation on a
number of levels. It is far from simple.
Hlywhacker, Oscar and Lucinda and The
Unusual Life of Tristan Smith all elaborate
colourful conceits: a shopping-arcade-
turned-menagerie, a glass church, a family
circus. Peter Carey’s Juck Maggs, like its
central characters, is a book in flight. The
conceit it elaborates is storytelling. The
novel is an ageing and moody form of
entertainment. In Carey’s hands it is made
over to look young again, and seductive
. M« s " coo 7 ¢ orof
Eureka Street.
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