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LIGHT LINES
B. C. TAYLOR

Light Lines is a means of touching the wider discourse. Of touching
the issues that surround us in our homes, and in the wider world.
Accessible, particularly for those of my generation. Downloadable,
scroll-able. Available.
I looked around for a publication that delved a little deeper than our
news feeds. A little deeper into us. I couldn't find it.
We are spoken for, often and incorrectly. They say we don't care.
That our drive and our ethic, lags.
We care, more than they give us credit for.
Whether it is sport, history, current affairs, art, or culture- if it
somewhere touches us, our engagements, our challenges, today- it
will find its way in.
Like a line of light, streaking through a vast darkness- to return, to
us, here. To shoot out again, when we should choose to see it go.

B. C. Taylor is a writer, actor, broadcaster and
musician from Sydney, Australia.

A YEAR OF PROTEST
Despite the global Covid-19 pandemic, protestors marched across the world,
striking out for recognition of their causes.

BLACK LIVES MATTER
The footage was all the more visceral for its accessibility. Minneapolis man George
Floyd's death was filmed on the phones of bystanders. His last moments- including
the many times he uttered 'I can't breathe'- were captured, and instantly shot across
the world.
The optics were startling. An African-American man, face-down, handcuffed, a
white officer's knee across his neck. In the span of the close to 9 minutes that
George Floyd was held in this state, he died. The officer involved was charged with
murder and manslaughter, and this month faces court. The trial has reopened the
brutal wounds of Floyd's death.
His steadily weakening pleas for air, for breath, his face and his body forced into
the ground, serve as glaring symbols of the systemic racial discrimination and
persecution of African-Americans and minorities in the American justice system.
George Floyd was accused- accused, only- of having paid for cigarettes with a
counterfeit bill. He died minutes later, surrounded by armed officers, gasping for
air.
George Floyd's death was in May 2020. Earlier that year, in March, a 26-year-old
African-American woman, Breonna Taylor, an emergency medical technician, was
shot dead in her own home. Louisville police, executing a search warrant for
narcotics, stated that they were returning fire after an officer was shot and
wounded. In a lawsuit filed by Taylor's family, it is stated that Taylor's partner,
with her at the time, had fired in self-defence, because the police had not
identified themselves and he had thought the apartment was being broken into.
Taylor's partner was a licensed holder of a weapon.
An FBI ballistics report states that officers discharged 32 rounds in returning fire.
Taylor was shot 6-8 times and died on her hallway floor.
One of the police officers was charged with 'wanton endangerment' for firing into
a neighbouring apartment. None were charged with her death. No drugs were
found on the premises.
In September of 2020, Taylor's family reached a $12m settlement with Louisville
authorities.
George Floyd's death was the catalyst for a movement of protests that spanned the
globe. Fuelled by years of historical bereavement and painful examples, like
Breonna Taylor's, of unsatisfactory justice outcomes, Americans poured onto the
streets under the banners of Black Lives Matter. Black Lives Matter was founded
following the shooting death of unarmed African-American teenager, Trayvon
Martin, in 2012.
Anti-racism and police brutality demonstrations thundered across the rest of the
planet.
It will be determined in the coming years whether the footsteps prove louder than
the gunshots.

Report of The Sentencing Project to the United Nations
Special Rapporteur on Contemporary Forms of Racism,
Racial Discrimination, Xenophobia, and Related
Intolerance Regarding Racial Disparities in the United
States Criminal Justice System, March 2018
An excerpt The United States criminal justice system is the largest in the world. At year-end
2015, over 6.7 million individuals were under some form of correctional control in
the United States, including 2.2 million incarcerated in federal, state, or local
prisons and jails. The U.S. is a world leader in its rate of incarceration, dwarfing the
rate of nearly every other nation. Such broad statistics mask the racial disparity
that pervades the U.S. criminal justice system, and for African Americans in
particular. African Americans are more likely than white Americans to be arrested;
once arrested, they are more likely to be convicted; and once convicted, and they
are more likely to experience lengthy prison sentences. African-American adults
are 5.9 times as likely to be incarcerated than whites and Hispanics are 3.1 times as
likely. As of 2001, one of every three black boys born in that year could expect to
go to prison in his lifetime, as could one of every six Latinos—compared to one of
every seventeen white boys. Racial and ethnic disparities among women are less
substantial than among men but remain prevalent. The source of such disparities
is deeper and more systemic than explicit racial discrimination. The United States
in effect operates two distinct criminal justice systems: one for wealthy people and
another for poor people and people of color. The wealthy can access a vigorous
adversary system replete with constitutional protections for defendants. Yet the
experiences of poor and minority defendants within the criminal justice system
often differ substantially from that model due to a number of factors, each of
which contributes to the overrepresentation of such individuals in the system.
As former Georgetown Law Professor David Cole states in his book No Equal
Justice- 'These double standards are not, of course, explicit; on the face of it, the criminal
law is color-blind and class-blind. But in a sense, this only makes the problem worse. The
rhetoric of the criminal justice system sends the message that our society carefully protects
everyone’s constitutional rights, but in practice the rules assure that law enforcement
prerogatives will generally prevail over the rights of minorities and the poor. By affording
criminal suspects substantial constitutional rights in theory, the Supreme Court validates the
results of the criminal justice system as fair. That formal fairness obscures the systemic
concerns that ought to be raised by the fact that the prison population is overwhelmingly
poor and disproportionately black.'

'Those who profess to favor freedom and yet depreciate
agitation, are people who want crops without
ploughing the ground; they want rain without thunder
and lightning; they want the ocean without the roar of
its many waters. The struggle may be a moral one, or it
may be a physical one, or it may be both. But it must be
a struggle. Power concedes nothing without a demand.
It never did and it never will.'

- Frederick Douglass

MYANMAR
For all of its natural and cultural elegance, Myanmars history has been steeped in
social violence.
As of the time of writing, daily protests are ongoing across its cities. After seizing
control of the South-East Asian country on February 1 in a coup, the military and
security forces, under General Min Aung Hlaing, have responded with determined,
increased brutality towards protestors and demonstrations.
The Assistance Association for Political Prisoners (AAPP), an activist group,
declared that 614 people- 48 children- had been killed by security forces since the
coup, as of writing. More than 2800 remain in detention.
The State Administration Council, the declared military junta in power, have
recorded only 248 deaths.
The military, in justification of its takeover, declared widespread voter fraud in the
November 2020 election.
These claims remain unsubstantiated by the electoral commission.
Such claims are becoming a worrying trend across the world- perpetuated no
more loudly than by the former President of the United States.
In an attempt to cling onto- or to take a grasp of- power, potential leaders are
utilising the chaos and indecision caused by these false claims to present
themselves as the cheated martyrs of a flawed system.
For their efforts, bodies and democracies lay crumpled in the streets, in their wake.
There is resistance on the ground. An international ambassadorial group said of
the protestors ''We are humbled by their courage and dignity... We stand together to support the hopes and
aspirations of all those who believe in a free, just, peaceful and democratic Myanmar.
Violence has to stop, all political detainees must be released and democracy must be restored.'
The statement was signed by the ambassadors of the United States, Britain, the EU,
Canada, Australia, New Zealand, South Korea, Switzerland and several other
European nations.
It is time now for political and international leaders to make their longed-for
contributions. When blood runs and children scream, political hesitancies must be
put aside.
It all the more easier to ignore, when the gunfire isn't shaking our doors. When the
loud voices aren't waking us in the dark of night. When we aren't dragging the
dead-weight of loved ones to safety.
Save Myanmar, restore democracy. And then they must answer for the Rohingya.

The Rohingya
The Rohingya are one of the many ethnic minority groups in Myanmar.
As of 2017, their population numbered around 1 million, the majority of
whom are Muslim. They reside mostly in Rakhine State.
They have their own dialect and culture- claiming generational descent
from Arab traders and other groups- but are denied citizenship in
Myanmar. They were excluded from the 2014 national census.
They are stateless.

'I have no doubt that the Rohingya people have always been one of, if not the,
most discriminated people in the world, without any recognition of the most
basic rights starting by the recognition of the right of citizenship by their own
country – Myanmar.'
UN Secretary-General António Guterres in press remarks on his visit to
Cox’s Bazar, Bangladesh- 02 July 2018

'Today marks three years since the start of the largest and most recent forced
displacement of Rohingya and other communities from Rakhine State. On
this occasion, the Secretary-General renews his call to bring greater urgency
to this crisis by addressing the root causes of the conflict and creating the
conditions for the safe, voluntary, dignified and sustainable return of all
refugees.
The ultimate responsibility rests with Myanmar authorities, who have
committed to implementing the recommendations of the Advisory
Commission on Rakhine State.
Beyond solutions for the immediate
humanitarian suffering, accountability is an imperative for long-term
reconciliation.
The United Nations will continue to stand in solidarity with all those
affected by the crisis, and is committed to working with all stakeholders,
including regional actors, towards a future of sustainable development,
human rights and peace in Rakhine State and all of Myanmar.'
Stéphane Dujarric, Spokesman for the Secretary-General - 25 August 2020

United Nations Human Rights Council
Independent International Fact-Finding Mission On Myanmar
Detailed findings report
An excerpt -

665. The ethnic communities in Myanmar have common experiences of victimisation and
brutality at the hands of the Tatmadaw and of discrimination and marginalisation.
Nonetheless, the Mission recognises that their experiences are by no means identical.
666. The situation of the Rohingya stands out in this regard. The arbitrary exclusion of
the Rohingya from the list of 135 recognised “national races” has enabled the denial of their
human rights and fundamental freedoms under Myanmar’s Constitution and laws. This
formal exclusion of the Rohingya has resulted in severe inhumane suffering and
persecution, thereby rising to the level of crimes against humanity. The hateful rhetoric,
well-documented in the Mission’s 2018 report, which came to the fore at the height of the
2012, 2016 and 2017 violence, demonstrates the hateful, widespread and mainstream
perception by Myanmar’s Bamar majority of the “sub-human” status of the Rohingya.
Their continued segregation from the rest of Myanmar society through the continued
imposition of movement restrictions cements this perception. It is a visible sign of their
continued persecution.
667. The Mission found that the underlying structural human rights violations against this
ethnic group, culminating in the 2017 “clearance operations”, have continued and that their
situation remains largely unchanged from last year. On this basis, the Mission has
reasonable grounds to conclude that there is a strong inference of continuing genocidal
intent on the part of the State, that there is a serious risk of genocidal actions recurring, and
that Myanmar is failing in its obligation to prevent genocide, to investigate genocide and to
enact effective legislation criminalizing and punishing genocide.
668. The Government’s rhetoric in relation to “welcoming” back close to one million
refugees can only be seen as an insincere attempt to appease the Government of Bangladesh
and the international community. This is apparent, not least, by the inadequacy of the
current resettlement plans, as well as the Government’s unwillingness to address the
structural problems imposed on the remaining Rohingya in Rakhine State. The Mission’s
findings should highlight the impossibility of the return of the Rohingya refugees under the
current conditions.
669. In light of the Mission’s findings on the continued persecution of the Rohingya
population in Rakhine State and the impossibility of the return of Rohingya refugees from
Bangladesh under the current circumstances, the Mission deems it likely that any business
or development actor operational in Rakhine is highly likely to support, directly, indirectly
or inadvertently, or even consolidate the Tatmadaw’s persecutory and genocidal objectives
with respect to the Rohingya population. The Mission reiterates its view that businesses and
development assistance programmes in Rakhine State should take the necessary steps to
ensure that their actions, first, do not enrich the Tatmadaw and, second, are of benefit to all
the ethnic communities of Rakhine State on the basis of equality.

καὶ τί δὲν κάνατε γιὰ νὰ μὲ θάψετε
ὅμως ξεχάσατε πὼς ἤμουν σπόρος
What didn’t you do to bury me
but you forgot I was a seed.
- Dinos Christianopoulos

HONG KONG
Protests began in Hong Kong in June 2019, over a proposed extradition bill that
would allow Hong Kong citizenry to be extradited to mainland China. Fears
swirled around the threat to Hong Kong's civil and judicial independence, and the
dangers presented to critics of government and China itself- violence, and flawed
trials on the mainland.
The streets of Hong Kong were swarmed by protestors. After prolonged efforts,
leaders suspended the bill indefinitely. But unrest continued.
After continued chaos, the Hong Kong government used a colonial-era law to
prohibit the wearing of face masks. This was an attempt to make the protestors
identifiable, discouraging mass upheaval under the cover of anonymity. Protestors
were galvanised.
United Nations human rights spokeswoman, Marta Hurtardo, stated - 'any
restriction must have a basis in law and be proportionate and as least intrusive as possible.'
Beijing welcomed the ban.
Later in the year, Hong Kong held local council elections. In a landslide result, 17 of
the 18 local councils were claimed by pro-democracy candidates. Although the
local councils do not have all that much political power, the elections were seen as
a national expression. Activist Joshua Wong tweeted - 'This is historic. Early returns
suggest a landslide victory for the opposition camp. Hong Kongers have spoken out, loud
and clear. The international community must acknowledge that, almost six months in,
public opinion has NOT turned against the movement.'
Dread fell again for protestors when mainland China announced a national
security law for Hong Kong, bypassing its local government. Officially titled the
Law of the People's Republic of China on Safeguarding National Security in the
Hong Kong Special Administrative Region, the law aims to punish crimes of
terrorism, collusion, subversion and succession. China's central government
exercises principal jurisdiction over the legislation. In other words- they ultimately
interpret what is deemed one of these crimes, and what isn't.
In early January 2021, dawn raids and arrests were conducted across Hong Kong.
Close to 50 pro-democracy activists and figures were detained for taking part in a
'primary' election to decide oppositional running for the Legislative Council the
previous year. The Council election was cancelled by the government- cited as
being due to the coronavirus pandemic. The figures were still detained- sparking
criticism from US Secretary of State, Anthony Blinken, as being an 'assault' on
human rights.
Hong Kong media tycoon and notable activist, Jimmy Lai, was pictured shackled,
being led away by guards.

Hong Kong Protestors' Demands

'Five Demands, Not One Less!'

- Complete removal of the extradition bill

- Removal of the 'riot' status of protests

- Complete release and freedom for arrested protestors

- Independent inquiry into allegations of police violence

- Universal suffrage

'Every day I get better at knowing that it is not a
choice to be an activist; rather, it is the only way to
hold on to the better parts of my human self. It is the
only way I can live and laugh without guilt.'

- Staceyann Chin

RUSSIA
Russian opposition leader, Alexei Navalny, returned to Russia in early January and
was immediately arrested. It was Navalny's first appearance in his homeland since
recovering in Germany from a high-grade nerve agent poisoning. He claims the
attack was orchestrated by Russian security services. The Kremlin denies such
allegations.
Navalny has developed into a symbol of resistance against long-standing Russian
president, Vladimir Putin.
He rose to prominence in the last decade with the establishment of the AntiCorruption Foundation, which worked to expose government corruption in the
form of viral YouTube videos. One of his latest videos, Putin's Palace, had a
viewership of 100 million.
At Navalny's arrest, tens-of-thousands of protestors exploded onto the streets.
Some, however, were not exclusively there for the charismatic opposition figure. A
groundswell of discontent has been building across Russia. The treatment of
Navalny, a talismanic figurehead of Russian protest, is resonant with generations
coming to question Putin's seemingly inextinguishable rule.
Thousands of protestors were arrested following the demonstrations. Navalny
faces up to a decade in prison.
In a dogged appearance at court, he stated- 'This is what happens when lawlessness and
arbitrary power become the essence of a political system, and it is horrifying,” he said. “But
it is even worse when lawlessness and arbitrary power pose as state prosecutors and dress up
in judges’ robes. It is the duty of every person not to submit to you or such laws.'
Navalny's wife, Yulia Navalnaya, one of the protest detainees, posted on
Instagram- 'If we stay quiet, then they could come for any of us tomorrow.'
At time of writing, Alexei Navalny remains behind bars. After a self-imposed
hunger strike in protest of his treatment, his physical condition is critical.
Alive or dead, his message will remain. There are those willing to stand up to
entrenched power.
At his court sentencing, he made the shape of a heart with his hands, directed at
his wife. His loved ones may never see him alive again.

Navalny's courtroom speech
Excerpts
'I am fighting as best I can and I will continue to do so, despite the
fact that I’m now under the control of people who love to smear
everything with chemical weapons. My life isn’t worth two cents, but
I will do everything I can so that the law prevails. And I salute and
thank the staff at the Anti-Corruption Foundation who have been
arrested and all the honest people across the country who aren’t
afraid and who take to the streets. Because they have the same rights
as you. This country belongs to them just as it does to you and
everyone else. We demand proper justice, decent treatment,
participation in elections, and participation in the distribution of the
national wealth. Yes, we demand all this.
I want to say that there are many good things in Russia now. The
very best are the people who aren’t afraid- people who don’t look the
other way, who will never hand our country over to a bunch of
corrupt officials who want to trade it for palaces, vineyards, and
aqua-discos.
I demand my immediate release and the release of all political
prisoners. I do not recognise your performance here- it’s a deception
and completely illegal.'
'I hope very much that people won’t look at this trial as a signal that
they should be more afraid. This isn’t a demonstration of strengthit’s a show of weakness. You can’t lock up millions and hundreds of
thousands of people. I hope very much that people will realise this.
And they will. Because you can’t lock up the whole country.'

'Obviously these are some exceptional young people,
but what they have in common is that they were
ordinary people who cared. They wanted to act, to
do something, to make life better for other people—
and they have.'

― Morgan Carroll

AUSTRALIA
In early 2021, a sex scandal shook the Australian parliament. Young Liberal Party
staffer, Brittany Higgins, came forth with allegations of rape in the Defence
Minister's office, years earlier. What followed sent the government into scrambleas more stories of alleged personal and professional misconduct made it into the
public eye.
Then Attorney-General, Christian Porter, was revealed to be the prominent
government figure accused of an historical rape, by a woman known to him in his
schooling days. 'Kate', as she is known to the public, sent dossiers describing and
journalling her ordeal to several prominent parliamentary figures. She raised
matters with NSW police, but gave no official statement, and withdrew from
proceedings shortly before taking her own life. Subsequent reports have revealed
that members of NSW police were planning to travel to Adelaide to take Kate's
statement, but the travel request was not supported by Deputy Commissioner
Hudson- under new policy directives surrounding the COVID-19 pandemic.
Christian Porter strenuously denies the allegations and has sued the ABC and
reporter Louise Milligan for defamation.
It was further revealed that male Liberal Party staffers were taking and sending
lewd photographs that involved the parliamentary offices of female members, to
an inclusive ring of receivers within Canberra. Those found to be doing so were
immediately fired.
Inspired by the courage of Brittany Higgins and other survivors coming forward,
an explosion of grief and reckoning swept the country. Hundreds of thousands of
people poured onto the streets to protest institutionalised misogyny and violence
against women.
The 'March4Justice' protests were a social media phenomenon, and brought
together demonstrators of all ages, from all parts of society. Movements rose up in
smaller regional towns, as those who could not attend the larger rallies marched
down their central streets. At one particular rally, outside Parliament House in
Canberra, Ms Higgins spoke, calling for the speaking of truth and the support of all
women.
Ms Higgins stood in tears as the crowd rose to salute her. Across the nation,
women were roaring into microphones and loudspeakers, demanding their voices
and their experiences be heard.
Something changed the day Brittany Higgins came forward with her story.
Something started, that would never stop again. A rage that, throughout history,
had faded in and out of public consciousness.
The movement for women's equality and professional and public safety will surge
on. In an inherently globalised and multicultural world, it is strongest in its
intersectionality.

Brittany Higgins' rally speech
March4Justice - Parliament House
"I speak to you today out of necessity. We are all here today not because we want to be here, because
we have to be here. We fundamentally recognise the system is broken, the glass ceiling is still in place,
and there are significant failings in the power structures within our institution. We are here because
it is unfathomable that we are still having to fight this same stale, tired fight.
“As it has been said before, time can be used constructively or destructively. Human progress rarely
rolls on inevitability. It is through dedication and effort that we move forward. When we fall asleep
at the wheel, what has to happen is that tide becomes an ally of those who seek stagnation. We
regress.
“It is the custodians of the status quo keeping the existing order a live. To see a real progress, we must
seek it out.
“I am cognisant of all the women who continue to live in silence. The women who are faceless. The
women who don’t have the mobility, the confidence, or the financial means to share their truth.
Those who don’t see their images and stories reflected in their media, those who are sadly no longer
with us. Those who have lost their sense of self-worth and are unable to break the silence, all of
which is rooted in the shame and stigma of sexual assault.
“One out of every five women in Australia will be sexually assaulted or raped in their lifetime, if you
are a woman of colour the statistics are even higher.
“Thanks to Chanel Contos when our know [widespread this] sort of behaviour is our school. There is
a confronting sense of finality about sexual violence in our community.
“I was raped inside Parliament House by a colleague, and for so long it felt like the people around me
neither cared because of what happened for what it might mean for them. It was so confusing because
these people were my idols. I had dedicated my life to them. They were my social network, colleagues,
and my family. And suddenly they treated me differently.
“I was not a person who had just gone through a lot of changes event, I was a political problem.
Amanda Vanstone, a former Liberal minister, summed it up the other day: If there was a young girl
alleging she had been raped in a different office, would it be on the front page? No it would not.
“I think Miss Vanstone is missing the point. There is a horrible societal acceptance of sexual violence
experienced by women in Australia. My story was on the front page for the sole reason that it was a
painful reminder to women that it can happen in Parliament House, and can truly happen
anywhere.
“These past few weeks on a personal level have been extremely difficult. Like many of you I have
watched this all play out in the media. I watched it happen from a laptop in a spare bedroom in my
dad’s apartment on the Gold Coast.
“I watched as the Prime Minister of Australia publicly apologised to me through the media, while
privately the media team actively undermined and discredited my loved ones.
“I tuned into Question Time to see my former bosses, people that I had dedicated my life to, deny and
downplay my lived experience. I have read the news updates every day at 5am, because I was
waking up to new information about my own sexual assault through the media.

“Details that were never disclosed to me by my employers, information that would have
helped me as questions that have haunted me for years. I watched as people hid behind
throwaway phrases like due process and presumption of innocence while failing to
acknowledge how the justice system is notoriously stacked against victims of sexual
crime.
“I watched as the Prime Minister of Australia publicly apologised to me through the
media, while privately the media team actively undermined and discredited my love
ones.
“I tuned into Question Time to see my former bosses, people that I had dedicated my life
to, deny and downplay my lived experience.
“I have read the news updates every day at 5am, because I was waking up to new
information about my own sexual assault through the media. Details that were never
disclosed to me by my employers, information that would have helped me as questions
that have haunted me for years.
“I watched as people hid behind throwaway phrases like ‘due process’ and ‘presumption
of innocence’ while failing to acknowledge how the justice system is notoriously stacked
against victims of sexual crime.
“I read the advice from Defence Chief Angus Campbell who advised women on how not
to fall prey to those who have the proclivity to harm others. Advice aimed solely at
modifying the behaviour of victims and does nothing to address the actions of
perpetrators.
“I was dismayed by senior male journalists who routinely implied that my partner was
pulling the strings behind the scenes. The sudden inference being that a traumatised
woman wasn’t capable of weaponising her own story.
“I watched as advocates on the macro level disappear when the issue hit too close to home
at the micro level. I had think suspicions confirmed when the media exposed a long list of
people who knew what had happened to me. A list that seemed to grow by the day as
truths about internal reviews, Senate committee submissions, office cleans and witness
accounts were all unearthed.
“These are the people making our laws in governing the country. As our leaders, they
should be the exemplar – the gold standard. Sadly, this just isn’t the case.
“If they aren’t committed to addressing these issues in their own offices, what confidence
can the women of Australia have that they will be proactive in addressing this issue in
the broader community?
“This isn’t a political problem. This is a human problem.
“We’ve all learned over the past few weeks just how common gendered violence is in this
country. It’s time our leaders on both sides of politics stop avoiding the public and sidestepping accountability. It’s time we actually address the problem.
“I decided to resign and share my story, because I felt it was the only thing that I could
do to say that I didn’t co-sign this behaviour.
“That I don’t believe what happened was right. That I don’t believe a brochure is
adequate support. That I don’t believe people should be isolated, intimidated and
ignored after traumatic incidents inside the workplace. I came forward with my story to
hopefully protect other women.

"By staying silent, I felt like it would have made me complicit, and if something of this
nature had ever happened again, my ongoing silence would have inadvertently said to
those people in charge that you can treat people in this way and it’s OK. I want to be
clear – it’s not!
“So I have spoken out with what little I have to say this isn’t OK and they need to do
better. We all need to do better.
“I encourage each and every one of you to set boundaries for yourself and be ruthless in
your defence of them. Speak up. Share your truth and know that you have a generation
of women ready, willing and able to support you.
“Take ownership of your story and free yourself from the stigma of shame. Together, we
can bring about real, meaningful reform to the workplace culture inside Parliament
House and, hopefully, every workplace, to ensure the next generation of women can
benefit from a safer and more equitable Australia."

'What lies ahead seems unlikely; when it becomes
the past, it seems inevitable.'

― Rebecca Solnit

WHERE IT ALL WENT WRONG
B. C. TAYLOR

Populism has swept the globe- understandably
so.
Defined largely as in opposition to 'an elite',
declaring for the needs of 'ordinary people',
populism is a mouth-watering temptation for
those wishing to accumulate political influence.
It is similarly tempting for citizens.
And to understand much of the political climate
today is to understand that populism is the
constantly-stoked engine behind contemporary
political messaging.
A leader, or a candidate, rises to the podium
and speaks directly to a citizen's anxietiesThe rich are getting richer, the poor are getting
poorer. They don't care about you. They don't listen
to you. You will lose your jobs. The world's economy
is so big and open that it forgets you- we will work
for you.
These are valid, real-life preoccupations of
citizens. The rich are getting richer. The poor
are getting poorer. Global corporations are
flourishing, while small, local businesses
languish.
These messages, these words, may lead the
citizenry to believe someone has finally arrived
that will prioritise them, instead of the wealthy.
Instead of the people who don't need to be
prioritised at all.
The great, tragic irony is- the political actors
that most engage with populist tendencies are
the furthest from those very values themselves.
They don't care for 'the people' beyond what
they materially are in the political systemvotes.
They will adopt the stage-dress of a down-toearth, flippant, often daggy persona- as to
appeal to 'the people'- insofar as it drives them
to an election victory,
As the victors are declared, the costume
changes. The cold, seething politician returns,
periodically throwing back on the in-publicgoof mask to remind the people that they are
indeed one of them.
Cheats are revealed. Lies are exposed.
Vendettas and very different agendas, emerge.

The public had thought this was the one for
them.
They were wrong.
That doesn't mean they are aware, or can
loosen their stubbornness enough to admit it.
Some have so aligned themselves with the
populist's message that they are forever
decrying the other side, often in the face of
overwhelming contrary evidence.
Regardless, the populist energy stirred up by
the central figure has only served to erode trust
in the democratic system. Whether it is those
that believe the messaging, or those crestfallen
at its potency (and victory)- they are similarly
energised by the 'either-end-mistrust-them'
declarations.
To defeat a populist, you must in turn become
a populist. When both, or many, actors adopt a
populist standpoint, they can be very hard to
differentiate. Naturally, no one wants to lose.
But this forces them to all become the same.
What follows is a crisis of candidate or party
identity. Particularly in two-party-predominant
systems, policies and branding stumble and
fumble over themselves trying to find an
outcry distinctive of their opponent's.
What once was, is gone. Old distinctions have
passed on.
Their policy is their policy, is their policy. What
they said then, they only said then.
They won now- they can do whatever they
want. But don't trust the other side. You can't
trust them.
They are for you, remember? They said so.

Who do you trust? They are all the same. They
have to be.
Meanwhile, an open, global world leaves so
many behind. To nurse grudges, and
grievances. To hope that somewhere, someone
is working for them. Is listening.
They might just trust them. Understandably so.

And so she stands, bold,
And through the sands of time and deserts past,
Whispers me her story.
In my ear, warm against my skin,
She warns of winds, to slice and brush your eyes,
Of souls, scarred, but lush with vigour,
Of adult reckoning, and the beckoning of shadows.
She tells of sonnets and Shakespeare, and their truth, still, in Africa.
She tells of hips and bosom, and power.
Of conversation, alighting the mind
As skin on skin would, itself, ignite.
She speaks of hearts, meek, but bright and building.
She speaks of me, and her, and nothing.
And so she stands, bold,
And through the sands of time and deserts past,
Whispers me her story.

ANZAC DAY
Modern conduct on Australia's fabled day.
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B. C. TAYLOR
The leather chairs are warm under the
heat of the sun. The backs of legs stick,
and sweat through clothing. Sunglasses
mask blurred eyes. Words slur before
noon.
If a thought has been spared for the
intended, it has long since been
overwhelmed by the hoarse chatter of
football and lost dollars, and calls for
more drinks. More, and more.
Orders of ‘get us one’, ‘take my card’,
and ‘hurry up, get it down’ betray the
intent. It is an open day, free of most
social expectation. Waiting in line is
required. Knowing when to nod in
deference to your elders is similarly
encouraged. But all else is in free-fall.
Howls and hoots ring out by the
lunchtime feed. Legs roll unsteadily, as
families arrive for the afternoon glow.
The smell of beer-sodden carpet, hangs.
Insides putrefy bathroom floors.

ANZAC Cove, Gallipoli.

Some are sent, pointed home. Others
cling desperately to their chairs,
swaying- trees bent by the breeze of
peer regard. They hide their eyes from
staff. The fear is not, perhaps, being
ordered home. But being told ‘no more’.
Somewhere along the way, the day to
commemorate our service-men and
women took a turn towards frivolity
and reckless abandon.
I have, many times, indulged in the
wanton, comfortable callousness of
April 25. The freedom to release- to
drink, to yell, to flip coins, to offer
opinions no one asked for but engaged
with, regardless.
The freedom to, for one day, absolve
myself of all responsibility.

In the trenches, World War 1.

ANZAC Cove, Gallipoli.

Many of these things are not unique
to April 25. They are clearly and readily
examined in any public, social setting,
on any free day of the year. Rather, it is
their prevalence on this date that is
unique. The day to remember. To
reflect upon. And when one does- when
one does cast their mind back to
imagine again the horrors and atrocities
that many, if not most, of our servicemen and women encountered, and still
do, encounter- it is strange to consider
that our day to remind ourselves of
their experiences is consumed by so
many with a desire to disappear. To
binge, to forget. To burn away
inhibition, and make fame of apathy.
It is an experience exclusive, perhaps
endemic to, younger generations.
Generations who have not generally felt
the touch and scars of war. Safe,
comfortable generations. It does not
necessarily mean they don’t respect the
day. For some, that is certainly the case.
But there are many that harbour the
desired solemnity in the back of their
minds- letting it fall away amongst the
noise and chaos of the crowds.
Lithuanians murdered in the Rainiai massacre.

Quiet respect is not favoured, and so it
remains quiet. Wild, feral stoicism, in
men and women and others alike, is the
preferred
countenance.
Sombre
reflection would ruin the mood. But
that does not mean it does not exist.
If you were to ask those that stumble
out to their pick-ups and ways-home,
eyes and mouth lolling, faces red and
shining, if they knew what the day
meant- how it was supposed to be
received- they would answer you
sufficiently. If you were to find yourself
beside them in line, declaring- ‘for the
diggers, hey?’- they might correct you
with- ‘and the nurses, too.’
You would not know it, for their
external disregard. For their cursing,
and their rabble. They are young. With
time, with age, their minds and their
hearts and their worries may settle. But
for now, they are rife with the
restlessness of youth. The same
restlessness that drew countless similar,
feverish souls across the world to their
deaths.

The remauns of trench battle lines, World War 1.

To glorify war is to desire it. To
understand it is not to celebrate it.
No one could ever deny the heroism,
and the courage. The sacrifice, and the
pain. Of theirs and their loved ones.
The stark, cold fear, of lying in the dirt
of a distant country, knowing you
would never return home. Bleeding out
under the moon.

So much blood, shed. So much lost.
Bodies, minds, minced in machine-gun
fire and road-side bombings. If they
were here, now, or if we could hear
them- smiling, leaning laconically
against a wall- they might wink and tell
us to enjoy ourselves. To make the most
of it. So many didn’t get the chance. We
will remember them.
B. C. Taylor

The rocky gullies of Gallipoli.

MCGREGOR'S FALL
B. C. TAYLOR

It seemed too good to be true. As if it had all
been scripted.
But even to say so, is to diminish the countless
hours of necessary toil- training, conditioning,
improving- to make it all a reality.
It was rags to riches. From welfare to wellfunded. A scrappy, loud-mouthed Irish lad
from the streets of Dublin.
As sporting nations go, not a power. But proud.
And now they had a star.
Conor McGregor's antics were enjoyable, when
it was all going well. The rapscallion 'Mystic
Mac', calling the round, and the how. A peerless
pioneer of the short, fast verbal jab.
Viewers watched in awe as he did it how and
when he said he would. As opponents really did
wilt under the pressure and collapse at the
touch of the long left hand.
There were signs it might all come to a
muddied end. But they were ignored.
Remarks towards a Brazilian opponent, of, in a
different time, invading a favela on horseback,
killing anyone who was not fit to work.
If McGregor had had any mind to Ireland's own
history, he would've understood the deep
generational trauma caused by exploitation and
subjugation. If an opponent had declared to
him that they would march onto the Irish
farms, clean out the edible potato crops to
export, and leave the blighted batches to the
starving Irish, it is not so hard to imagine he
might've erupted with incandescent fury.
Understandably.
McGregor's opponent on that occasion, Jose
Aldo, seemed sufficiently riled by the
comments, and the months of accompanying
trash-talk, to charge head-long into the
McGregor left hand.
It was effective. It was all a spectacle. And it was
forgotten. McGregor's star continued to rise.
A loss to underdog Nate Diaz saw him humble
in defeat. The relative radio silence in the leadup to the rematch seemed to portray an athlete
laser-focused on their task- redemption.
He defeated Diaz in a five-round thriller.

His next bout saw him become the first 'doublechamp' in UFC history. His colossal standing in
Mixed Martial Arts was cemented.
They would all come to see him. And they
would all pay to see him.
He left his sport to pursue a boxing bout with
Floyd Mayweather Jr. The pay-out, even to
lose, was monumental.
The skinny young Irish boy who'd spent hours
honing his craft was no more. Now, he was
waking up in silk sheets. The jewel of combat
sports.
A rivalry with Dagestani phenom, and UFC
lightweight champion, Khabib Nurmagomedov,
began to escalate in McGregor's time away from
MMA. In one incident, McGregor and a group
of men surrounded a bus transporting UFC
fighters. Nurmagomedov was inside. McGregor
taunted the Dagestani from the carpark,
eventually throwing a steel dolly at the bus
window.
The fight was made. The UFC utilised the
incident as promotional material.
McGregor was defeated.
He exploded into verbal tirades across social
media- in a combination of barely logical rereadings of his loss to Nurmagomedov, and
insults towards the Dagestani's family and
religion. In the lead-up to the fight, McGregor's
customary psychological warfare had not
worked on Nurmagomedov. So it was after the
fight, also.
McGregor had found more than his match. And
it seemed to frustrate him into further frenzied
spells online.
Footage was released of the Irishman punching
an older man in a pub.
As his dollar-value soared- spurred on by his
popular Proper Twelve Irish Whiskey brand- so
too, it seemed, did the volatility of his public
indiscretions.
A media mea culpa followed.
A return UFC bout was announced against
veteran Donald Cerrone.

McGregor presented a mature figure. It seemed
he had grown into his role and responsibilities
as a father, and the face of an international
brand.
He was gracious in victory.
The COVID-19 pandemic struck the world.
McGregor was a stand-out amongst global
athletes for his donations and public messaging.
After a long period of constantly-stalled
communication with the UFC, a fight was
booked- against
former opponent Dustin
Poirier.
In McGregor's time away from the sport,
Poirier had constantly fought the best in the
division, and defeated them. All except
Nurmagomedov. The Dagestani had since
retired- Poirier his most respected opponent.
In the lead-up to the Poirier bout, McGregor
was once again a picture of decency. His
maturity seemed to discard his past antics to a
distant memory. If they hadn't already been
ignored or forgotten, they were shrugged off.
He was young, then- it was part of his charm.

At the press conference preceding the fight,
McGregor was wild and dismissive behind the
microphone- seemingly recalling his state of
mind before the Nurmagomedov fight.
His outbursts divided viewers. Was it positive
energy, or was he put-off by Poirier's
collectedness?
He announced- somewhat incoherently- that
Poirier's wife was his husband. Poirier was
correct in his retort- McGregor's trash-talk had
once been much better than it now was.
In their first fight, McGregor's victory, Poirier
had famously allowed the Irishman into his
head.
It had been a preoccupation of the media and
viewers since. Poirier's declaration that it 'was
all noise' seemed genuine.
His maturity, as a fighter, as a person, was clear
for all to see.
With much greater clarity, in subsequent
interviews
after
the
press
conference,
McGregor declared that Poirier would be taken
out on a stretcher. That he would kill him.
The better fighter, the better man, won.

Poirier tore apart McGregor's lower leg and
knocked him out. McGregor was positive about
the loss, promising tactical changes. He
congratulated Poirier on his improvement and
his
performance.
Poirier's
wife
visited
McGregor in his dressing room, to thank him
for the promised donation to the Poiriers'
charity.
A third fight was made, to round-out the
trilogy.
In the months after the Poirier loss, McGregor
declared that there would be 'no more Mr Nice
Guy.'
Fans anticipated the return of a McGregor with
edge- with hunger.
The donation to Poirier's Good Fight
Foundation fell through. Poirer called out
McGregor's backflip on social media. McGregor
responded- declaring the charity hadn't the
sufficient structures for him to trust sending his
money.
He donated to another children's charity in the
same area.
McGregor's language in the lead-up to the third
Poirier fight showed signs of his old ways.
He promised retribution, he promised violence.
He shared publicly Poirier's wife trying to reach
out to him- in an attempt to ridicule her and
her husband.

After an early fire-fight, Poirier took McGregor
down and spent the majority of the round in
control. As the round came to end, McGregor
stepped forward to throw a punch and reeled
backwards. His leg had fractured. The fight was
called for Poirier- via doctor stoppage.
Poirier declared that at some point in the
round, McGregor's leg had been compromised
by a check. It had snapped once he had put
weight on it, at a specific angle.
From the ground, McGregor seemed to
unravel. He was interviewed- visibly frustrated
and in pain- and launched a barrage of insults
at Poirier and his wife.
His darker parts had resurfaced, as they had at
different points throughout his careerespecially so when another fighter had his
measure.
Nurmagomedov pummelled him. Poirier
surprised him. The sport moved on without
him.
The brightest star in combat sports
combusted and faded out.
A legacy, barely twinkling out of the mire.
Exit, McGregor.

had

Ancient hates crack and break across the waiting sand.
Californication laughs an eye over the hands
That kept the sow and left the lonely weeping in their hills,
As monuments fall and topple so the rights of history's thrills.
Children cry and crumble under the grapple of burning buildings.
Empty suits in distant lands hang limp as useful curtains,
Catching hold the light of times and shielding their few
From the chaos-noise and building blocks of burning burning truth.
And so as yet desperate there the mothers whimper in their homes,
Until the quiet blinded men are voted from their thrones.
Some may hope the youth had raged as once they surely did,
But so many since have compact made with Vanity's surly wit.
It tales a like or many more to stir a fire in the blood,
Where once unrest had viral led the young into the run.
They'd chased the change and curtains same and cursed what took their gazeThe ancient hates that crack and break and lay waiting to lay waste.

AUSTRALIA'S FIRST WARRIORS
Leading figures of the Frontier Wars.

PEMULWUY
Pemulwuy- a Bidjigal and Dharug man- was the colossal figure at the centre of the
initial frontier conflicts. With one blemished eye, and a clubbed foot, his
impressive, muscular figure cut fear into the hearts of the white colonisers. He led
guerrilla warfare campaigns against the settlements for over a decade- most
notably in raids across western Sydney.
Pemulwuy was declared an outlaw.

In 1797, he led a raiding party of 100 Aboriginal warriors onto the government
farm at Toongabbie.
The group passed on to the town of Parramatta. They were met by a band of
soldiers. What followed was the 'Battle of Parramatta'- in which Pemulwuy was
shot, but survived, and escaped the Parramatta hospital.
His legend grew.
The powerful man at the centre of the resistance could not be killed, or captured.

On May 1, 1801, Governor King ordered that all Aboriginals on the western Sydney
outskirts be shot on sight. Pemulwuy was shot, and this time killed.
His head was sent to England. Its current location is unknown.

WINDRADYNE
Wndradyne- also known as 'Saturday'- was a Wiradjuri man, from west of the Blue
Mountains. Following increasing settlement on Wiradjiri lands around Bathurst,
tensions escalated between the settlers and the indigenous population.
Allegedly implicated in the deaths of two stockmen, Windradyne was arrested by a
group of soldiers. As the men approached him, he strode out to meet them. It took
six of them, and a musket, to restrain him.
Windradyne was released a month later. Following his release, resistance
movements increased. The murder of Wiradjuri people- including women and
children- saw Wiradjuri warriors marshal for battle.
The revenge attacks on the colonisers were fierce, and brutal. The war-bands,
skilled in bushcraft and stealth, would engage the settlers and then drift back into
the wilderness. The settlers, in response, targeted the Wiradjuri women and
children.
Governor Brisbane declared martial law. The Wiradjuri were massacred, poisoned,
and forced to plummet into gorges.

The bloodshed of Windradyne's people was unsustainable. He gathered together
the Wiradjuri and it was agreed they meet the Governor and cease hostilities.
The Wiradjuri then crossed the Blue Mountains and attended the annual feast at
Parramatta. Windradyne wore a straw hat that read- 'PEACE'. He was issued a
pardon from Governor Brisbane, and eventually returned to his lands beyond the
mountains.
Windradyne was grievously injured in a tribal conflict, some years later. He
removed himself from Bathurst Hospital and returned to his homeland. His
wound festered, and he died. He was given a Wiradjuri burial, facing the sun,
wrapped in his cloak, with his weapons.
His grave site remains a place of reverence and respect.

YAGAN
Yagan was a Whadjuk, Noongar man from the lands around what is now known as
Perth. He is said to have been in his mid-thirties when British settlers established
the Swan River colony.
As the colonisers laid claim to more and more Noongar land- including hunting
grounds and sacred sites- conflicts arose.
A member of Yagan's family was killed in an ambush. With his father,
Midgegooroo, and a small revenge party, Yagan returned to the site and killed a
servant. Under tribal law, this was fair retribution.
After more attacks, a warrant was issued for Yagan's arrest. He evaded capture until
he and two companions were lured onto a boat, and taken to the Perth
guardhouse. They were exiled to Carnac Island.
Yagan and his companions commandeered an unattended boat and escaped the
island, returning to the mainland.

Conflicts continued, resulting in the death of Yagan's brother. His family and their
people vowed vengeance. Two more settlers were killed.
Yagan's father, Midgegooroo, was captured and executed by firing squad.
Yagan remained at large.
In an encounter with a settler he is said to have declared- 'White man shoot
Midgegooroo, Yagan kill three.'
When Yagan came across the teenage Keates brothers herding cattle, he was
offered refuge to avoid capture. He stayed with them. At some point during the
morning, one of the brothers shot Yagan in the back.
His head was removed and sent to England, to be put on display. It was returned in
1997.

JANDAMARRA
Jandamarra, or 'Pidgeon', was a Bunuba man from the Kimberley region in
northern Western Australia.
During his youth, as a stockman, Jandamarra became an adept horseman and
learnt fluent English. He also learnt how to use a gun.
When his friend, settler Bill Richardson joined the police force, Jandamarra
became his native tracker.

Jandamarra was ordered to track down a group of Bunuba men. Among them was
his uncle, chief Ellemarra. who declared he had an obligation to his people.
Jandamarra changed his allegiance. He shot Bill Richardson.
Jandamarra and his followers developed into an armed gang. He and 50 warriors
faced the police in an eight-hour stand-off at Windjana gorge- a sacred place to the
Bunuba. Ellemarra was killed, but Jandamarra escaped.
For three years, Jandamarra waged war on the settler police. His movement
through the wilderness confounded his enemies. He was believed by many to be
immortal.
'Minko Mick', an indigenous tracker, eventually hunted him down. Jandamarra
was killed.
The white forces removed his head and sent it to a weapons company in England.

THERE ARE
MANY MORE.
THERE SHOULD BE
A MONUMENT
TO THEM ALL.

AFRAID OF THEIR TAIL
B. C. TAYLOR

Universities have been gutted. Job losses and
staff cuts have seen worthy educators leak out
onto the streets, searching for somewhere new
to make use of their expertise.
The cries have come long and loud since
international students were turned away,
turned home, with the coming of the COVID-19
pandemic.
A steady revenue stream was lost. As it was for
most businesses.
The Australian Government have pretended
not to hear those cries, or address those losses.
Where they have provided for businessessome, indeed, benefiting from unreturned
hand-outs- they have let the institutions of
higher education languish.
It is not hard to understand why.
The thing that frightens a politician above all
else, is their shadow. What comes behind, who
comes unseen. Who arrives with ideas and
policy and preparation far to surpass their own.
All politicians are fearful of losing the attention,
the regard.
The next generation need to wait in line. Take a
ticket, take a seat, until you are ushered into the
building.
Right-wing governments across the world are
fearful of a modern, idealistic left. Trump's
blaring war-horn tweets are regurgitatedsoftly,
carefully,
timidlyby
cowering,
impotent politicians in far lesser known halls.
They may change the language, and the tone.
They may pretend they have stumbled on this
new radical left all on their own.
They are incapable of ideological combat. They
have not the guts or the brains.
How do they fight back?
They defund. Or they refuse to support.
Universities are the seed-bed of ideas. The
seed-bed of challenge. Of questioning.
How do lazy, insipid governments cope with
that?
They don't.
They try to pretend the ideas aren't coming.
They wait and hope for economic ruin.

The great irony is, the vast majority of
politicians
pursued
the
humanitiesat
university.
It was fine when they did it. They were at the
forefront. They were those, challenging.
Universities
today
provoke
unnecessary
progressivism.
That is what they say.
Why provide support and funding to institutions that
are going to produce people who will come for my
job, and my power?
How dare people emerge, that will question me?
The lack of support for higher education is
shameful, and cowardly.
The Australian Government have proven time
and time again that they crack and crumble at
the slightest challenge.
Make no mistake- bully-boy routines are no
indication of strength. All bullies are cowards.
All bullies are insecure.
ButThey. Are. The. Government.
They must know better.
Their fear is evident, in their failure to hold
legitimate enquiries. Their fear is evident, in
the politicking of lockdowns and livelihoods.
Their fear is evident, in refusing to support
higher education.
Go quietly, they pray. They hope.
The world is changing, and they are terrified of
it.
Instead of standing tall, proud, facing the fury
of the future, they scuttle away to demonise
tomorrow.
They will not meet with leaders, or experts.
It's a shame, because that would give them still
one more to blame.
So scared they are. So frightened of us.
Shaking, waiting, afraid- so afraid- of their tail.

Lightly lay your hands across the looming afterglow.
Show me where your spirit burns, show me where you stow,
The brightest, turning, burning heights,
My heart shall ever know.
Replace the sun with finger, as we lay sprightly on the sand.
Replace the weeping embers of my soul with steady hands.
Unfurl your wings by sweet sunset,
As we scream for distant lands.
Lightly lay your hand across the looming afterglow.
Show me where your spirit burns, show me where you stow,
The dream that gleans the fiercest reach
That I have ever known.

TOMMY RAUDONIKIS
From a displaced family, to a sporting icon.
The cold history behind the beloved figure.

TOMMY RAUDONIKIS
B. C. TAYLOR

Of the 70-80 bodies recovered from the
Rainiai forest massacre, only 27 could
be identified. Tortured, mutilated, and
then
murderedthe
Lithuanian
prisoners had been arrested for their
roles in, or their notions of, an
independent Lithuania.
The Soviet occupation of Lithuania in
the early 1940s was brutal. So brutal,
that the arrival of Hitler's German army
might've seemed a welcome relief.
With Germany losing the war, its own
unspeakable
cruelties
exposed,
Lithuanians faced the prospect of
another Soviet occupation. Pincered for
years between two cold, ruthless
regimes, they fled in great numbers,
seeking refuge elsewhere.
Hundreds of thousands of those from
the Baltic nation were now displaced,
looking for a new home.

Raudonikis for Newtown.

Somewhere in the bubbling torrent of
human movement that swept post-war
Europe, a Lithuanian man and his
pregnant, Swiss wife found themselves
boarding a ship to a strange country at
the end of the world- Australia.
Tommy Raudonikis would not know
the ship that bore his parents to their
new home. He was born in a migrant
camp in regional Bathurst, soon after
their landing.
With the spectres of blood, horror, and
occupation behind them, the young
family had the chance to start again- in
a land of flies, dry, choking heat, and a
game called rugby league.
Their son would go on to become one
of the toughest players this game would
ever know.

Raudonikis for Wests.

Lithuanians murdered in the Rainiai massacre.

Immigration Minister Arthur Calwell on deck with Lithuanian migrants.

'We not worry about where we are going –
we are happy. For children they have a
kindergarten and children’s kitchen. We are
in one big room. They separate us: men on
bottom of boat and we on top – children and
women – for one month. We meet each other
on the top deck.'
'...the Sydney Harbour Bridge was beautiful.
The bus is ready waiting for us and we go to
Bathurst. We are a little bit disappointed
because Bathurst [migrant accommodation]
put eight families in one big room – men,
children, women! You can’t undress in front
of other men. We make one blanket to make
like [private] room.'
- Maria Cebulski, Polish immigrant to
Australia.
Interviewed
Andrea Fernandes,
NSW Migration
Lithuaniansby
murdered
in the Rainiai
massacre.Heritage
Centre - 10 March 2006.

WW2 migrants regarding Australian insignia.

Under Australia's Displaced Persons
Program,
170,000
migrants
were
accepted over five years.
In accordance with the White Australia
policy, the initial intake was of those
from the Baltic states- considered
similar to Australia's white settler
population in manner and appearance.

Young Lithuanian migrant with a toy horse.

Bathurst Migrant Camp, Raudonikis'
birthplace,
was
a
former
army
settlement separated from the central
Bathurst township.
The migrants lived in the former
barracks- little more than iron and
timber sheds- with no insulation and
no heating. The extremities of regional
weather could mean scorching days,
and freezing nights.
Families were partitioned into separate
sections, but privacy was scarce.
The Bathurst camp was regarded as a
stopover point for migrants, before
resettlement elsewhere when work and
opportunities arose.
The Raudonikis family moved to
Cowra, another regional town with a
significant migrant population, and its
own displaced persons' camp.

Young family at Bathurst migrant camp.

Bathurst migrant camp

The young Tommy's earliest years
involved dry, dusty roads, thin, timber
walls, and the merciless steel of camp
fences and glinting tin roofs.
The migratory experience featured a
startling duality. Hope, and the dreams
of a fresh start. But the nipping reality
of
spare
living
conditions
and
ingrained, discriminatory prejudices.

In May of 1985, as part of Bathurst's centenary celebrations, a
migrant camp reunion took place. Attendees came from all
over the country to recognise the contribution of post-war
immigrants to Australia's history.
In a closing speech, Tim de Vries, who had arrived at the
camp as an eleven-year-old boy from Holland, said the
following -

'My memories of the migrant camp are few, as you might expect, but
I do remember the stress of the adults, the millions of flies, the
thousands of rabbits, the peppery sausages, the dining hall of B
Block, the old fossicker who lived alone in a cabin dug out of a rock
wall in a valley, in walking distance from the camp. I also
remember the mountain of empty bottles near his cave, and the
small bottle with yellow specks of gold he liked to show us children.
The experiences of the migrant camp and the following years, the
1950s, were not particularly pleasant for our family. They were
difficult years of adjustment; no other family; a new language; for
my parents a loss of social identity; the heat; the financial
difficulties.
And yet despite these, there were also a lot of big ‘pluses': peace,
sunshine, space, freedom, opportunity, natural beauty, prosperity,
self-discovery and satisfaction.
All these positives could be summarised in one word: Australia.
To many migrants, Australia was a hard land. Because it was hard,
one needed to strive to progress. The continuous striving developed
personal discipline and self-exploitation. This resulted in selffulfilment and prosperity, and all this makes for happiness and
satisfaction.
Australia brought out the best in the person of very many migrants.
That's why now, 35 years later, we gladly call Australia our home.'

Cowra displaced persons' camp.

Tommy and the game of rugby leaguethe game that would change his lifefirst met in Cowra, at Saint Raphael's
Catholic School.
When he returned to his former school
in 2018 for a celebratory fundraising
night, he reminisced on his earliest
days-

We can almost imagine him smiling, as
he was first thrown down into the turf.
Shaking his head as he rose, delivering
a few choice words to his combatant.

'When we drove into the town yesterday, I
had tears in my eyes because this is where it
all started...'
'...they were good times, and I can't thank
Cowra enough for them...'
'...I didn't have all the ability but I did have
the determination and Cowra played a big
part in that.'

'...my brothers and sisters, if ever they got
into trouble, in arguments or blues, I'd fight
for them... so I've always had that... that will
to win...'

Given all we came to know of Tommy,
it is easy now to imagine the young boy
revelling in the contact and the
physicality of his new-found sport. The
bloodied mud, the sweat and the tears.
The primal simplicity, of one player
trying to push or pass, out-smart or
step around, another.

Of these earlier years, Tommy was
most revealing in an interview with Fox
League's Yvonne Sampson-

'...but it's like everybody else, they're brought
up tough... they have hardships, everybody
has hardships... but it was something I was a
part of... I grew up with that...'

Tommy found his game just as much as
his game found him.
At once, he was both volatile and
compassionate. Rough, and ragged- but
as his players would say- nurturing.
He was the perfect fit for a sport that
involved colossal human collisions one
moment, and the shaking of hands the
next.
It is no wonder, given who Tommy wasgiven where and how he had been
brought up- that he would come to
such great success within rugby league.
The scrappy kid from the camps made
a shining career out of sheer effort and
guile. Perseverance, and courage.
As a rival and also team-mate Greg
Oliphant stated'There were quicker and more skilful
halfbacks around than Tommy, but none
smarter or tougher.'
His toughness and his grit are the stuff
of legend. His exploits for the Western
Suburbs Magpies, the Newtown Jets,
New South Wales, and his family's new
home- Australia- are told and re-told
from podiums, in pubs, and in articles
in far greater detail and colour than
they ever could be here.
Here, I wanted to catch a glimpse of
Tommy Raudonikis that many would
never know.
We know of the shining lights and
nights of Lidcombe, and Henson. Of
the face-slaps and the fists thrown, and
the smoke twirling away above his head
on the training paddock, as he coached
his beloved state.
But we don't know all that much of
what made him. Of where his story
began.
And it began, with no surprise, in a
storm of chaos and violence. In a
massacred, war-torn country.

It continued, in a new land, in and out
of migrant camps.
No one else could be Tommy, because
no one else had been where Tommy
had been.
There will never be another Tommy
Raudonikis. His rugged exterior, his
rasping croak, and his warm, generous
loyalty are all part of a legacy that is
exclusively his own.
We have seen the template of the story
many times before, and since. The
redemptive power of sport, to raise an
individual out of their current state,
away to greater heights.
But we had never seen it with this
character as the lead.
Tommy's story speaks to the success of
multiculturalism. Of inclusiveness, of
determination. Of digging in for the
person beside you- in life, or on the
field. Of standing by the people you
love, when they need you, and when
they don't.
Tommy's legacy is unique for its
traditional old-world nobility, and its
distinctly modern irreverence. His
myth still draws the attention of
younger generations, and will continue
to do so for as long as the game of
rugby league survives.
He showed us to stand, when others
wouldn't. To get up, when others
couldn't.
He was larger than life. He was tougher
than life.
He was the cattledog.
Goodbye, Tommy. Thank you.
B. C. Taylor
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MOVIE
ROOM
WITH
J. APOSTOLAS

LA LA LAND
J. APOSTOLAS

From the director of 2014’s smash
hit
film,
“Whiplash”
(Damien
Chazelle) came a new musical that
Fred Astaire himself would have
been proud of.

2016’s “La La Land” stars Ryan
Gosling as Sebastian, a jazz
pianist who has dreams of
opening his own club, and
Emma Stone, as Mia, a
struggling actress who attends
audition after audition with
hopes of becoming a renowned
star. Sebastian and Mia bond
over
their
dreams
and
aspirations
with
on-screen
chemistry up there with Bogart
and Bacall, however, things are
soon changed when they’re
both faced with a tough
decision
-choosing
their
dreams or choosing each other.
“La La Land” is by far the best
musical to have been released
in recent years and seems to
only be getting better with age.
The film boasts a soundtrack
that will live on forever and set
design that is aesthetically
pleasing and reminiscent of
old-school Hollywood.

It is no doubt that “La La
Land” is heavily inspired by
Hollywood
classics
with
subtle homages to films such
as, Casablanca, West Side
Story and Singin’ In The
Rain. In retrospect, the film’s
playful tone works even
better in today's current
social climate with a chance
to escape reality to a nearperfect world full of colourful
set pieces and catchy music.
The film reminds viewers to
take a step back and enjoy the
little things that life has to
offer. “La La Land” is a mustsee colourful, charismatic,
dazzling film and will be
remembered as a classic in
many years to come.

