
Come Party! 

For the last six weeks we 
have been squatting and 
building a social centre. 
Our dreams for this space 
were large, but our capacity 
to realise those dreams 
was not. Squatting has 
long disappeared from the 
radical scene in Perth. 
Before we started this 
project we  were told it 
was impossible. Though 
we didn’t achieve all we 
wanted to, we managed to 
change people’s perception 
of possibilities.
 
Six weeks ago we squatted 
a beautiful old house on 
Charle’s St, North Perth. 

After having long weeks of 
discussion about the name 
of our new social centre, we 
decided to call it Charlies 
Gally after the Whydah 
Gally. We wanted to use this 
space to provide a house for 
those who needed shelter, a 
space for activist organising, 
a radical library and free 
shop, a bike workshop, a 
permaculture garden, rad 
community building events, 
rad movie nights, food not 
bombs, and more stuff. We 
wanted to create an anti-
authoritarian and capitalist 
free space. We also wanted 
a safer space for everyone, 
where even activists could 
be called out on their 
oppressive behaviours. As 
a community we tried to 
take responsibility for our 
problems. 

Half of our projects  made 
it out off the white board. 
We never had a conflict 
big enough to test our 
rad resolution processes, 
but we still built a strong 
and supportive, if small, 
community. We also met  a 
bunch of new people. For 
many people who were 

For every evitcton a thousand new 
squats! Charlie’s Gally: The Story of a 

Perth Squat

46

to private property, we 
created a temporary 
autonomous zone and 
we gained experience on 
what squatting in Perth is 
like. Though it’s only been 
six weeks, the impact on 
ourselves and our friends 
will last our lifetimes and 
the impact in the Perth 
rad community has been 
to demonstrate that the 
impossible is possible. 
What else do you think is 
impossible that could be 
proven possible tomorrow? 

After this experience we 
only have one thing to 
say, “for every eviction a 
thousand new squats!” We’ll 
be back and next time and 
it will be bigger, longer 
and more effective.

getting involved this was 
the first time they heard 
of the concept of political 
squatting. We also made 
some mistakes, we think 
that we didn’t make it as 
public as possible so we 
failed to gain more support 
and involvement form other 
people. This is something 
we want to fix next time.  
We also didn’t have enough 
people sleeping there; 
we could’ve helped more 
people who needed shelter. 

For those short six 
weeks we interrupted 
the flow of capitalism, 
we challenged the right 
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Newcastle is the largest coal port 
in the world; of 170 million tonnes 
of coal produced annually in NSW, 
100 million are exported through 
Newcastle’s coal loaders. As if this 
wasn’t enough, construction on a 
third coal loader and expansion 
of existing loaders is set to more 
than double this amount to 
correspond with an expansion in 
mining throughout the region. 
The resulting emissions will be 
three times greater than all of 
NSW’s domestic greenhouse gas 
emissions, eclipsing any other 
source of greenhouse gases in the 
state.

The only rationale behind this 
expansion is greed; let’s try to 
make as much money as possible 
from Coal before it becomes 
politically unacceptable. Fuelled 
by massive demand from other 
nations, the logic is no different to 
that of arms dealers; if we don’t 
sell it to them, someone else will. 
The flimsiness of this argument is 
shown by one of the basic tenets of 
economics; if you decrease supply 
prices will go up. An increase in 
the price of coal would encourage 
investment in alternative energy 
sources worldwide, as it becomes 
increasingly economically and 
politically untenable to use.

The expansion of the coal export 
terminals is just the tail-end of 
a major project in the Hunter to 
open up the coal chain; they are 
mining more coal then they can 
load into ships and they are doing 
everything they can to increase 
the flow of this polluting fuel. 
This delay is clearly visible to 
Novocastrians, we just have to visit 
the coastline to see the massive 
crowd of ships waiting to be 
loaded, with the queue sometimes 
reaching upwards of 60 ships. 
This delay can cost exporters up 
to a Million dollars a day in fees 
charged to coal companies by ship-
owners. It is obvious then that the 
expansion of these facilities will 
only give coal exporters greater 
profit margins and hence more 
incentive to continue ripping up 
regional NSW in order to fuel the 
world’s fossil fuel addiction. 

Coal: the drug of the nation, releasing 
emissions and causing deglaciation

Resistance to the coal industry in the Hunter Region
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This is incredibly empowering for 
direct action; by delaying coal 
exports we can directly hit the 
back pockets of the companies 
that are responsible for exporting 
climate chaos. Every minute, hour, 
or day that they aren’t shipping 
coal is costing them money, and 
also delaying the combustion of 
the coal and emissions release. 
Every day that they aren’t 
shipping coal means more time 
for the planet.
It is in this spirit that direct 
resistance to the coal export 
industry has been occurring for 
years in the Hunter region. Since 
2005 local grassroots activist group 
Rising Tide has been initiating 
creative direct actions against 
the coal industry, including kayak 
blockades of Newcastle Harbour, 
walk-ons at the site of the new 
coal-loader, and mall-theatre at 
the local temple of consumption. 
The blockades of the harbor have 
been growing year by year; in 
November 2007 a mass of kayakers 
nearly blocked the one coal ship 
that actually tried to leave the 
harbor, out of six scheduled for 
the day. In March 2009 hundreds 
of kayakers, several catamarans 
and various other vessels spent a 
glorious day on the water; having 
learnt their lesson previously, the 
port corporation stopped coal ship 
movements for the day. This was 
a clear response to the display 
of people power gathered in 
the harbor. Other recent actions 
have included a lock-on at the 
Tomago Aluminium smelter to 
protest the federal government’s 

decision to give heavily polluting 
industries 90% of their carbon 
credits for free; and a mini-flotilla 
to delay dredging at the site of 
the third coal loader. In a sign 
of the cynicism and hypocrisy of 
the coal industry, it was recently 
revealed that the low-lying site 
of the new third coal loader in 
Newcastle has been built up by 
three metres in order to cope 
with projected storm surges and 
sea level rises. How about don’t 
export the coal, don’t build up the 
island (which by-the-by included 
filling in a marsh that was habitat 
to the endangered green and 
golden bell frog), and maybe the 
effects won’t be as bad. 

The impacts of mining are 
widespread in the Hunter. 
Although open-cut mining is 
banned in the local government 
area of Lake Macquarie, mining 
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companies are still trying to 
slip mines through loopholes in 
the legislation. A proposed open 
cut auger mine by Centennial 
coal is less than a kilometre 
from residential areas of Awaba, 
Blackalls Park, and Fassifern. 
Auger-mining results in massive 
pits at the head of the mine 
which destroy the soil structure 
and result in loose dust being 
deposited in the surrounding area, 
as well as altering groundwater 
flows. Despite this Auger-mines 
are not covered by the open-cut 
ban and so this classification is 
a sneaky way around the state 
legislation.  This project is being 
opposed by a range of community 
groups from surrounding areas. 
Centennial representatives were 
surprised by a showing of over 200 
people at their first ‘community 
consultation’ (read: Here’s what 
we’re doing, got a problem 
with that?) meeting. There is 
continuing resistance with an 
ongoing lobbying campaign, 
media interest, coalition building 
amongst local residents, and 
potential legal action with the 
help of the Environmental 
Defenders Office.

A little bit further around 
the shores of Lake Macquarie 
lies Eraring power station. 
The NSW government has 
recently committed to double 
the generating capacity of this 
power plant, creating emissions 
equivalent to a whole new power 
plant. This power station was the 
site of many climate protests and 

direct actions last year, and may 
be a site of further resistance in 
light of this development.
  
Many other mines across the 
mines across the Hunter are being 
quietly expanded or constructed. 
Haven’t heard much about Anvil 
Hill lately? It’s probably because 
it’s cynically been renamed 
‘Mangoola’ with early site 
preparations beginning this year. 
The mining industry is also 
moving outwards; as they exhaust 
their social capital and despoil 
the remaining coal fields of the 
Hunter, they are beginning to 
explore the fertile farmlands of 
the Liverpool plains. 

Extensive groundwater research 
over ten years conducted by the 
University of New South Wales 
concluded that coal-mining in 
the area will adversely impact 
groundwater flows and aquifers 
that are essential to farming in 
the area. Given that this is such 
an important food bowl for NSW 
it seems ridiculous that its water 
supply would be jeopardized, 
especially given the unpredictable 
effects climate change will have 
on agriculture. The Caroona 
Coal Action Group has blockaded 
exploration by BHP at one site, 
as well as held hundreds-strong 
rallies outside state parliament 
and mining conferences in 
Gunnedah. Comprised mostly 
of farmers, members of the 
CCAG are disgusted at the lack 
of consultation inherent in the 
mining industry, as well as the 
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potential despoliation and seizure 
of their homes and farms.

In response to the insanity of 
continuing to pursue a coal 
economy, the inaugural camp 
for climate action was held in 
Newcastle in 2008. Hundreds 
of participants camped out at 
Wickham Park for a week to 
learn about sustainable living, 
grassroots action and collective 
organizing before a day of direct 
action at the Port Waratah Coal 
Service loaders at Carrington. 
This awe-inspiring rally saw a 
thousand people from all walks 
of life gather at Islington park 
before setting off for the coal 
loaders at Carrington. Once there 
a carnival-esque atmosphere 
prevailed, with troupes of 
clowns, radical cheerleaders and 
speakers entertaining the crowds. 
Throughout the day, individuals 
and small groups of concerned 
citizens made their way across 
the fence and onto a loaded 
coal train that had been stopped 
by the rally, with 57 activists 
arrested by the end of the action. 
Covered in coal dust, exhausted 
but exhilarated, all were released 
by the end of the day to rejoin 
their friends at the camp and 
celebrate the shutdown of the 
railway line for the day.    

Those still pushing the barrow of 
polluting industries will often cite 
the money, jobs, and economic 
benefits of selling coal. But they 
fail to see the true cost; is it worth 
losing millions of species; millions 

of people; as well as changing the 
very surface and atmosphere of 
our planet for an indeterminable 
amount of time.

These are all things that no 
amount of money could bring 
back or repair; gaia doesn’t 
accept dollars, euros or yen… we 
can throw said currencies into 
increasingly complex attempts to 
regulate the environment, hoping 
that we can come up with a viable 
life-support system for the planet 
before it’s too late.. or we could 
just step back from the brink and 
take on a way of life closer to the 
norm of homo sapiens throughout 
most of history, rather than the 
ever-accelerating lifestyles of 
homo machinus. 

Liam Oakwood
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pug nation

(don’t forget to riot)

Taking responsibility...

Roshni Sharma

– glinting by day, shining 
bright at night, high-rise 
buildings and sprawling 
suburbs everywhere. 
What really struck me, 
however, was the attitude 
of the success of human 
civilisation being measured 
by the conquerment 
of nature. While the 
exponential increase in 
the global population 
makes the expansion of 
cities and towns effectively 
inevitable, I find it hard 
to accept that the value 
of nature, of old growth 
forests and native bushland, 
of native flora and fauna 
species, is considered 
from an often extremely 
biased anthropocentric 
mindset. Even though 
there exists legislation 
for the protection of the 
Australian environment, 
it is largely focussed 
towards still facilitating 
economic growth, which 
is the mortal enemy 
of environmental 
conservation. When do 
we consider these factors 
and the influence we have 
over them in our everyday 
lives? Our societal 

I find it disturbing, 
to the point of being 
disillusioning, that 
what seems to be the 
overwhelming majority 
of people in this day and 
age hold such a strong 
anthropocentric worldview. 
What is worse is that this 
is not something that they 
have chosen, at a deep 
level of thought, to hold, 
but rather it seems to be 
a mindset that is passed 
down and strengthened 
from generation to 
generation. That it is 
socially constructed gives 
some element of hope, 
as it gives rise to the 
possibility that it can also 
be socially deconstructed, 
however unless one has 
awareness, one cannot 
make a move towards 
change. 

I recently flew from 
Sydney to Vancouver, with 
stopovers at Fiji and Hawaii 
on the way. Besides being 
a gruellingly long and 
lethargic journey, it gave 
me a snapshot view of 
how much Western society 
has conquered the world 
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capacity for, consciously 
or unconsciously, ignoring 
things that we feel we 
might be powerless to take 
action against, or that 
may require more effort 
and energy than we feel 
we can give, is remnant 
from past generations. 
So is our view of nature 
as something to be 
conquered. 

With the effects of climate 
change and peak oil 
becoming increasingly 
urgent for individuals and 
families, as is evident most 
obviously in rising fuel 
prices and food costs, I 
feel that there is a rather 
urgent need for a change 
in the way we view the 
environment, which will 
facilitate a change towards 
more environmentally 
friendly lifestyles. 

Indigenous communities 
around the world have, 
prior to interference from 
Western civilisation, lived in 
relative equilibrium with 
their local environment. 
Although it is effectively 
impossible to live 
somewhere and not modify 
the local environmental 
conditions, it is possible 
to reach an equilibrium 

and negate your long-
term impacts. This was the 
case with the Australian 
Aborigines, who lived in 
relative harmony with the 
Australian environment 
until the late 1800’s, 
when European people 
first visited our shores. 
The violence of European 
colonisation has committed 
genocide on those people, 
whose only ‘sin’ was their 
belief that they were 
part of nature, and who 
refused to give up these 
beliefs. Indigenous people 
in Australia, and in all 
other corners of the land, 
have objected to being 
forced into the Western 
capitalist system focussed 
on economic growth and 
private property. 
Anthropocentricism, 
or the possession of a 
worldview that is centred 
around humans and their 
wants and needs with the 
fundamental belief that 
we are the crux of all 
life and have the right to 
exploit nature and other 
life forms to fulfil our 
wants and needs, is a very 
Western view, and a very 
recent one at that. Until 
approximately 200 years 
ago, the vast majority of 
the world’s population 

54

had animistic worldviews, 
where nature was seen as 
wholesome, as something 
that humans and other 
life forms were part of, 
and not as something to 
be exploited unsustainably. 
As European colonialism 
ruthlessly swept over 
the world, this animistic 
worldview was destroyed 
and transformed into the 
‘views of the devil’, with 
women and men who 
persisted with their beliefs 
prosecuted as ‘witches’ 
and ‘devil worshippers’ 
by the Church. As the 
Scientific and Industrial 
Revolutions occurred, 
the seeds of scientific 
thought and reliance on 
machines and technology 
instead of nature and 
human skills were 
planted in our society, 
destroying community 
relationships and isolating 
individuals in this new 
idea of ‘independence’. The 
commoditisation of the 
natural world was further 
fuelled with the Great 
Depression, and economic 
recessions looked to 
globalisation as the answer, 
subjecting poor people in 
developing countries to 

exploitation to fuel the 
growing riches of the first 
world. 

With global warming 
occupying newspaper 
headlines around the 
world, we are all as 
individuals now faced with 
the likely, if not absolutely 
certain, reality that our 
children and grandchildren 
will not be able to enjoy 
the same luxuries we 
do today due to the lack 
of forethought of past 
and current generations. 
It is up to us, now, to 
recognise that we have a 
voice, that we can make 
a difference, that we can 
facilitate change and repay 
the Earth the debts of 
tremendous injustices that 
are owed to it. It is up to 
us, as the generations faced 
directly by the impending 
global environmental crisis, 
to take action and the 
moral high ground, and 
not let this injustice to 
nature and to indigenous 
people continue.
 
We only have one chance 
to do this right.
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The logging of Australian 
native forests has long been 
a blatant affront to morality. 
However Victoria can’t seem 
to rid itself fast enough of 
its fundamental natural 
heritage with over 70% of 
the state’s native forests clear-
felled and a staggeringly 
large proportion of our native 
wildlife rendered rare or 
endangered.

Brown Mountain is a 
spectacular area of dense 
native forest located in 
East Gippsland. It is the 
headwaters of the Bonang 
River and is the sole bio-link 
(connecting forest) between 
the Snowy River and the 
Errinundra National Park.
The region is home to an 
area of native old growth 
known as ‘The Valley of The 
Giants’, a sublime meeting of 
lush rainforest and awesome 
trees, hundreds of years 
old. My first 
thought upon 
stepping into 
the midst of 
the staggering 
gums (some 
up to 13m in 

circumference!) was that I 
was entering the belly of 
a giant creature. Ducking 

amidst the ancient tree 
ferns and walking on a 
bed of damp bark you 
realize everything around 
you is so alive and all part 
of something greater. The 
beauty of such a place is 
truly an experience you will 
keep with you forever.

With the logging of native 
forests still rife in Victoria 
it came as a relief to all 
when during the 2006 state 
elections the ALP made a 
promise to “Immediately 
protect remaining significant 
stands of old-growth forest 
currently available for timber 
harvesting by including them 
in the National Parks and 
reserves systems”. It didn’t 
end there either; they also 
pledged to set up an ‘Old 
Growth Walk’ at the Valley 
of The Giants in Brown 
Mountain, thus generating a 
greater number of far more 

long term jobs 
than logging in 
the area would 
produce. (In 
fact only 2% of 
employment in 
East Gippsland 
comes from 
logging).
However come 

July of the following year 
things had changed. The 
Brumby government approved 

BROWN MOUNTAIN: IT'S BLACK AND 
WHITE
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the addition of three new 
coupes in the heart of the 
Valley to the logging schedule. 
It became clear that the 
Victorian people had been 
taken for a ride and, as the 
region mapped for the Old 
Growth Walk was now to be 
logged and burned, that too 
was now nothing but political 
smoke.

Stopping the 
logging currently 
taking place in 
Brown Mountain 
has long been 
an issue of 
immense urgency; 
being home to 
countless rare 
and endangered 
species including 
the Powerful 
Owl, Sooty Owl, 
Spotted-tail Quoll 
and the Long-
footed Potoroo, as 
well as ancient 
tree ferns and old 
growth; Brown 
Mountain is well 
known as one of 
the most diverse 
ecosystems in the 
world. In fact it 
was marked as a 
National Estate 
area by the 
Commonwealth 
Heritage 
Commission in the 
1980s. Logging of 

heritage land began shortly 
after in 1989.
The race is on against the 
timber industry for Brown 
Mountain. They know the 
immorality, illegality, and 
pure insanity of logging such 
a significant carbon bank 
and habitat for so many 
native endangered species 
and are thus clamoring 
for their trucks and dozers 

and pressing 
forward with 
this conversion 
before anything 
can be done to 
stop them. They 
have already 
completed 
logging in coupe 
20, wiping out 
a large section 
of the Valley of 
The Giants and 
significantly 
crippling the Old 
Growth Walk’s 
dreams of going 
ahead.

So what’s being 
done to stop 
them? In order to 
reclaim this area, 
environmentalists 
must use the law 
in our own favor. 
With the Brumby 
government 
compromised 
by ties to the 
logging industry, 
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locals and volunteers remain 
the only upholders of law and 
justice in the region.
We know this area is critical 
habitat to a number of 
species of glider and owl 
but no surveys had been 
taken so we could not prove 
this fact. So, under threat 
of arrest, volunteers and 
amateur surveyors took fauna 
surveys which recorded over 
threshold numbers for the 
area to be legally protected. 
Professional surveys followed 
which backed up these 
figures. These are currently 
being officially confirmed by 

government biologists and 
could result in a halt in the 
logging. This new evidence 
is great as it is blatantly 
illegal to log the habitat of 
endangered species, so there 
is a reprieve on logging this 
coupe at Brown Mountain, 
for now. 

While surveys take place, and 
legal avenues are pursued, is 
vital to also have people on 
the front line halting this 
illegal felling until the case 
is through. This is where 
local group Goongerah 
Environment Centre (aka. 

GECO) are involved; 
carrying out tree sits, 
locking themselves to 
dozers and, often quite 
literally, standing in 
the way of the logging 
in Brown Mountain.

Brown Mountain is 
crown land; it is held 
by the government 
on the people’s 
behalf. It belongs to 
all Victorians, yet, in 
a recent poll, 80% 
of Victorians were 
opposed to the logging 
that is currently taking 
place there. Democracy 
is failing.

Jonathan Earley.
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It’s difficult to 
know what to put 
down, in which 
order, or with 
what emphasis 
when writing 
about Gaza. Its all 
too easy to fall 

into that trap that shows only snapshots 
of horrific destruction with no context of 
the everyday lives that continue despite 
the madness, of the beauty that persists, 
of the laughter and culture that refuses 
to disappear. But without that context, 
maybe it’s hard to see what the loss really 
means, how wasteful the destruction 
really is. Gaza is not a wretchedly hopeless 
overpopulated prison, devoid of life and 
destined to violence and misery. It’s 
bustling with life, it’s gripping to what’s 
left of normality, its students in exam 
time, its young people laughing at the 
beach, its rap shows, its colourful markets, 
its shady tree-lined avenues, its brimming 
urban farms. And it’s also fear, anger, 
incomprehensible destruction, arbitrary 
violence & death, poverty, powerfully 
calculated restrictions on freedom and 
economy. Perhaps Gaza is slowly falling 
to its knees, but its not there yet, and the 
struggle to stay standing is everywhere. 

Here are some stories...

We start talking amidst the chaos 
of 40 people being assigned to a 
dozen or so young Gazan’s for 
homestay over the coming days. 
“Hi” “Hi” “I like your style, I hope 
you’re with me” she says, smiling. 

I’m flattered, thinking my fezza 
hair would be ridiculous by 
Gazan standards. But it’s only 
the start of preconceptions 
slowly shifting into seeing 
pieces of Gaza’s reality. We are 
in luck, and a few minutes later 
my 17-yr-old emo-punk host is 
impatiently shouting arguments 
at our groups Hamas security 
entourage holding us up at the 
hotel gates. She rolls her eyes and 
says they’re really dumb, I laugh 
amazed, a few minutes later she 
gets her way and we’re off. 

In the taxi she tells us, kind 
of ashamed, that they have a 
problem with the electricity at 
her house – its been cut since 
the attacks and they rely on a 
generator which doesn’t always 
work. We reassure her that its 
fine, taken aback that she is 
explaining this out of concern 
for us. As we arrive at her 
apartment building she points 
to the empty block on the 
other side of the (dirt) road, “it 
was destroyed in the last war”. 
Peering in the dark I notice the 
concrete remnants. Her house 
is nice, normal, if it had a yard 
and wasn’t on the 8th floor it 
could well be the inside of small 
suburban home. Except that all 
the windows on one side of the 
house are missing, shattered in 
the attacks and now patched up 
with plastic.

Her family are unbelievably 
lovely, almost like in the brady 
bunch. The siblings – a funny one, 

Gaza, Habibti
by Danya
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a shy one, a smart one, and a 
helpful one. Her mum smiles, jokes 
with the funny one and laughs 
at our miscommunications. She 
won’t hear of us going without 
second dinners. Her father – 
perhaps a little shocked that we 
actually showed up – is warm, 
friendly and clearly excited to 
have foreigners to talk his perfect 
english to. First he explains the 
windows – they have the money 
to fix them but theres no glass 
in Gaza to do it with. The 
economic blockade enforced by 
Israel, with Egypt’s complicity, 
means no building supplies get 
in, no glass, no concrete, no 
bricks. He is a surgeon, used to 
work in Jerusalem, but originally 
from Gaza. Their family has land 
here – grape vines, olive trees, 
chickens, tomatoes, he says he’ll 
bring eggs for us tomorrow. 

Then, naively, the question I 
need to confirm – can they leave? 
“mm, if you get permission from 
Egypt or Israel, have the right 
papers and a passport, a medical 
certificate and evidence of the 
appointment, maybe you can 

go” As if the question 
of leaving Gaza for 
any reason other than 
medical necessity is 
irrelevant, it doesn’t 
enter the realm of 
possibility. “What about 
to visit family in the 
West Bank?” “No way! 
No way. Look – my wife 
had an appointment 
with an Egyptian 

doctor, a specialist, she tried for 4 
days to leave, everyday she went, 
and eventually she succeeded, 
she got through but it took 4 
tries and she was lucky”.

In the morning I look out the 
window over the stunning Gazan 
coast line, yellow sand and blue 
sea, scattered with apartment 
blocks amidst amazingly 
productive urban farms – rows 
of olives, vegetables, orchards, 
shade-houses. It gives me so 
much hope. And that’s something 
I never expected to wake up to 
in Gaza. This city-sprawl has so 
much potential.

We visit Northern Gaza – 
the areas most devastated by 
the attacks. A faint smell of 
burning rubber, later explained 
as explosives residue, a donkey 
and its calf taking cover in 
the rubble of a flattened 
international school, a mangled 
plastic slide, english and math 
exercises blowing in the wind, 
wrought iron and electricity 
wires dangle loose from smashed 
up concrete, barely recognisable 
as the remains of walls. I think 
– maybe I sat next to the guy 
who flew the plane and pulled 
the trigger on my way to work 
in January, drank beer next to 
the officer who ordered it, ate 
hummus with the intelligence 
guy that made the decision to 
destroy it. A flood of memories 
from life in Tel Aviv during the 
attacks comes back, flashing 
against the reality before me, the 
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sunny afternoons at streetside 
cafes, drinking fresh-squeezed 
orange juice, evenings tipsy by 
the beach, the jam-packed trains 
carrying soldiers to and fro. And 
I see this street how it was then, 
dust blowing, plane screaming, 
people running, nowhere to go, 
earth shaking, building falling.

I snap back and approach the 
group crowding around the 
school’s principle “.. absolute 
lie that the school was ever 
used for rockets, its completely 
ridiculous. We teach openness, 
free expression, the American 
curriculum the same as you, 
absolutely unbelievable that it 
was targeted. I think the reason is 
that the Israelis want to maintain 
the image of Palestinians as the 
militant holding a machine-gun. 
We have students who study at 
Harvard, at other US universities. 
This doesn’t please the Israelis, 
they want to maintain that 
image and fear of Palestinians… 
We haven’t yet received a 
single dollar, not from the 
government in Gaza, not from 
the government in Ramallah, not 
from USAID… It was intentional 
not a mistake. The Israeli’s didn’t 
deny that they bombed it – they 
said it was targeted because 
weapons were stored there and 
rockets launched from there. 
The $10 million question is why 
they bombed the school. Its 
completely insane. This question 
you should ask the Israelis.”

A family living in the bombed 

out ruins of their former home 
offer us tea off their 44 gallon 
drum fire. It feels ridiculous 
taking anything from these 
people who have lost everything. 
Even the tent city that rose out 
of the rubble here has succumb 
to the 3-month continuation of 
the blockade, now just remnants 
– wisps of material, barely 
standing, slowly drowning in 
the sands of Gaza. And yet, still, 
nothing has been rebuilt.

Our group is invited to Parliament 
House to be addressed by Gaza’s 
Hamas Government. Parliament 
house is completely bombed 
out, its possible to climb the 
stairs and enter the lobby, but 
the main hall is a pile of plaster 
and concrete rubble. Instead we 
are greeted in the makeshift 
parliament – a large white aid 
tent in the courtyard of former 
parliament house. I don’t know 
why but I expected the leaders 
of a resistance movement to be 
different from other politicians. 
Whatever their politic - less 
evasive, more genuine, something 
like that. Well thats not true. He 
may as well have been Tzipi 
Livni or Bill Clinton. An expert 
in saying whatever he wanted 
to say and not answering any 
questions. The point he sought 
to get across was that Hamas 
were democratically elected, 
and therefor the legitimate 
government of Gaza. Nothing 
more and nothing less. A series 
of questions, quite unrelated to 
this topic, were greeted with 
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repetitions of this line. He’d 
probably be a great candidate for 
Kadima if he wasn’t Palestinian. 
But I was heartened to feel that 
familiar level of disenchantment 
with government from many 
people I spoke to – politicians are 
liars, they make trouble, people 
are good and can make peace.

I look out the window at night 
with my host mother as the 
sound of gunshots 
echoes from the 
sea. Lights line the 
horizon – at least 50. 
Israeli navy ships. 
They fire randomly at 
fisherman, arbitrarily. 
Sometimes when 
they are 100m from 
shore, sometimes 
at 1 km, sometimes 
at 3km. I am told 
14 fisherman have 
been killed since 
January and many 
more kidnapped for 
several days at a time. This brutal 
harassment has meant that those 
remaining in the industry are 
forced to over-fish the spawning 
grounds close to shore – these 
days the fish are getting smaller 
and less plentiful.

I ask my host mother if its okay 
to take a photo. Reluctantly she 
agrees but no flash. “They are 
watching, they see everything at 
night”. She looks nervous as I get 
my camera out and fiddle around. 
She starts explaining that during 
the last attacks her relative, a 

photographer, was doing exactly 
this – he was taking photos out 
his apartment window and was 
targeted by a sniper, killing him 
and his mother-in-law. Shocked, 
I gasp and cover my mouth. My 
camera goes back in its bag.

A plane screams overhead, my 
host sister shrieks, she covers 
her ears and cowers into a ball 
on the couch trying to make 

herself small. Her 
mother tells her 
to stop it and be 
strong. The apparent 
domestic normality 
of the scene is 
disconcerting.

A friend is organising 
a hip hop show with 
live video link-up 
to Ramallah - 15 
Palestinian hip hop 
artists will rap one 
song each and two 
breakdancing crews 

will compete. We arrive as 2 
laydees are on-screen rapping 
live from Ramallah. The crowd’s 
pumped and as Gaza takes 
over, city-pride erupts in chants 
with the MC at the lead. Some 
technical difficulties interrupt 
the second show, and half-way 
through the third people start 
exiting in droves. No-one around 
me really knows what’s going 
on. The rapper keeps rhyming, 
people keep leaving, quickly, 
quietly, eventually only our side 
of the stage is still seated. Before 
the rapper can finish the sound 
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is cut, video out, we get up and 
move out. 9 people have been 
killed in the last few days from 
infighting in the West Bank and 
we’re not sure if its about to start 
here, or if the show is somehow 
politically aligned or what. My 
12 year old host sister is scared. 
We stand out front waiting for 
the taxi, Hamas men on the 
edges, watching. A uni student 
who’s friends with my host 
family tells us in hushed voice 
that Hamas don’t like rap shows, 
they regularly shut them down. 
My heart is racing. We make it 
home. 

The next night we go to visit 
Black Unit Band – one of the 
crews that rapped along with 
Ayman who hosted, he’s a 
member of PR – the most famous 
of the Gazan hiphop artists. They 
explain how they’ve been invited 
to rap overseas but can’t get out, 
how one of them was arrested 
and badly beaten after a show; 
accused of touching a girl’s shirt. 
How the blockade means that 
PR make songs now via the 
internet – one member in the 
US unable to get in, two stuck 
in Gaza unable to get out, and 
another in Egypt. How Ayman 
lost his father in the last attacks, 
despite being well-known Fatah 
supporters their apartment 
was specifically targeted and 
completely burned out. But 
how despite all this, even if he 
had the choice he wouldn’t live 
anywhere but Gaza. Khaled 
from Black Unit tells me “words 

can destroy more than bullets or 
rockets, words are our nuclear 
weapon”.

I walk into the kitchen sleepy-
eyed, I see my host father on 
the phone worried, trying to 
get information while the family 
stand around tense. Their sister’s 
father-in-law was shot while 
working his land close to the 
border. The father rushes off to 
hospital. When he gets back a 
few hours later he explains how 
lucky he was – the exit wound 
was millimeters from the spine. 
He says the hospital is terrible – 
lack of nursing care, no pillows, 
no air conditioning in Gaza’s 
35 degree sticky summer-heat. 
He dressed the wounds himself. 
Israel dropped flyers a few weeks 
back stating that anyone within 
300m of the border was within 
firing range. That 300m zone 
comprises about half of Gaza’s 
most arable farmland. Now 
farmers and landless laborers 
working for as little as $5 a day 
are forced to chose – abandon 
your livelihood and relinquish 
your land or risk being shot. A 
group of internationals doing 
farmer accompaniment work 
tell us 3 farmers have been 
killed and 15 injured just since 
the “ceasefire”.

The time comes for me to leave 
despite ongoing protests from 
my host mother convinced I 
should marry and stay in Gaza . 
I arrive at the border at 12.30pm 
after a Gazan friend who does 
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youth peace organising arranged 
my crossing from the Palestinian 
side. There are two French people 
also trying to exit. Our passports 
are stamped immediately and 
we sit in the Palestinian terminal 
with five Hamas security for 
several hours waiting for the 
other side. They keep assuring us 
that the Egyptians have agreed 
that we can cross, they just told 
us to wait. The clock ticks over. 
At 6 they get out some phone 
numbers and tell us to call them 
– some Egyptian bureaucrats, too 
late for them to help. 6.30pm 
the borders will not open, our 
exit-stamps are canceled, we 
return to Gaza city hungry, 
frustrated and enraged by the 
Egyptian’s abuse of power & 
process. Perhaps a very minute 
taste of what its like for a Gazan. 
My host mother laughs and tells 
me again that I shouldn’t leave. 

The next day I have more luck. 
The French embassy in Egypt 
applies pressure, we all pass in 
less than 3 hours despite a couple 
of hiccups by way of my non-
French presence. The Australian 
embassy does nothing despite 
my repeated requests and report 
me to the embassy in Israel 
who call after I’m through and 
tell me I shouldn’t have gone to 
Gaza, never to go back “because, 
because, [thinking of PC reason] 
because you might get stuck 
there for a very long time.”

Finally I get back home to Jaffa, 
exhausted from the circular 

journey that took a day and 
half to travel 60km as the crow 
flies. I work up the courage 
to call my family, tell them 
I’m back and explain where I 
was for the last week. This is 
the hardest part. Harder than 
listening and seeing whats going 
on over there, its explaining it to 
people here. And people I want 
to maintain relationships with. I 
visit for dinner, my aunt tells me 
“next time you go there instead 
of building playgrounds you 
should ask them to apologise for 
the cracks in my wall from the 
qassams”. I’m horrified. Stunned, 
I do nothing. I think to myself - 
maybe with time, maybe they’ll 
agree to look at my photos, 
maybe they’ll see my Gazan 
friends through facebook, maybe 
they’ll feel – even for a moment 
– their humanity.

I chat with a friend from Gaza 
that night and tell him about 
what my family said, he replies 
- with “1450 killed, and 4 700 
injured, and for all houses that 
were destroyed, we need more 
than sorry.” 

Dabka, Children’s Centre. Gaza. 
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Alternative 
Mediaupsidedownworld.org

Upside Down World is an 
online magazine covering 
activism and politics in Latin 
America. Made up of work from 
writers, activists, artists and 
regular citizens from around 
the globe, Upside Down World 
seeks to provide an alternative 
resource for information about 
the achievements and challenges 
of “Latin American social 
movements and governments 
that have refused to prostrate 
themselves to the interests of 
corporate globalization.”

rollbacktheintervention.wordpress.com
The Rollback the Intervention site provides 
information on the actions of the The Intervention 
Rollback Action Group, a group of volunteers from 
community groups and organisations who meet 
regularly to discuss issues that arise from the impact 
of the Northern Territory Intervention. The group 
supports individuals and community groups to deal 
with those issues and take appropriate action. The 
website has ways to get involved in the campaign.

3rd Degree RadioThe 3rd Degree is a community radio show covering 
environmental and social justice issues.Podcasts of past episodes can be found at climateradio.
blogspot.com
The 3rd Degree is broadcasted all across Sydney on 
Thursday mornings 9-9.30 am on 2SER 107.3FM, and live 
online at 2ser.com

engagemedia.org

EngageMedia is an in
dependent 

online video
 sharing and

 

uploading sit
e focused on

 social 

justice and e
nvironmental issues 

in the Asia-Pacific. EngageMedia 

works with independ
ent 

filmmakers, video 
activists, 

technologists
, campaigners and

 

social movements, as well as 

provides sup
port for free

 and 

open media technol
ogies.
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Barrick Gold in Papua New Guinea
On the 27th April soldiers and police burned down more than 300 
homes as part of a forced eviction operation in Enga Province, Papua 
New Guinea, an area leased from locals by Barrick Golds Porgera 
Joint Venture mine. Police allege people living in these homes were 
squatters responsible for illegal mining. Over 1000 people have 
been left homeless without alternative accommodation. PNGs Security 
Minister has reportedly attempted to extend the police deployment 
in the province for a longer period. The Australian Government, a 
major source of funding for the PNG government, has declined calls 
by villagers to intervene.
For more info www.protestbarrick.net
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UtORVi7GybY

Repression of Protestors in Peru
For two months more than 30 000 indigenous inhabitants of different 
provinces of the Amazon and the Highlands in Peru have protested 
exploitation of natural resources by government and corporations. On 
May 9 a state of emergency in seven provinces was called, meaning 
“the constitutionally provisions on freedom and security of persons 
and the immunity of accommodation are temporarily suspended, 
and that there is a ban on gathering”. On June 5 between 30 and 
84 deaths have been reported when security forces, firing from 
helicopters on protestors armed with spears, tried to break up a 
roadblock.
Taken from http://upsidedownworld.org/main/content/view/1896/1/

Autonomous and social justice camps popping up everywhere! 
This year social justice, environmental and autonomous conferences 
and camps are popping up everywhere. Climate Camps, challenging the 
root causes of climate change are to be held in South Australia, 
New South Wales, Western Australia, Aotearoa, Denmark, Finland, 
Netherlands/Belgium, France, Wales/Cymru, England, Ireland and 
Germany. The anarchist camp in Switzerland and the CrimethInc. 
convergence in the U.S. aim to allow the “possibility to try and 
live our ideas from a domination-free life and try and develop 
them”. The CrimethInc. collective see opportunities in the economic 
downturn in urban centres, with the conference attempting to open 
up spaces “that could become new sites of autonomy and struggle”. 
Sometime this year the annual queercore festival Queeruption is 
planned. 

news from
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over the sea

Protest In Palestine
In Bil’in, Palestine, weekly non violent protests have been held 
against a wall that has been built between the village and its 

farmlands, as part of the Israeli Gaza Strip Barrier and Israeli 
West Bank barrier. Farmers are concerned their crops will die due 

to the inconsistent and slow permit system that is supposed to 
allow land access. In June one hundred and sixty Palestinians and 

Israelis marched to a gate at the wall and attempted to engage 
with the soldiers, as well as chanting and calling upon the 

soldiers not to shoot. Demonstrating escalating state repression, 
the soldiers fired countless tear gas canisters and rubber-coated 

bullets, forcing most of the demonstrators to fall back. The 
action was supported by Anarchists Against The Wall, from which 
a member described the wall as “one of the greatest threats the 

Palestinian population has known over the last century.”
For further info: http://www.ainfos.ca/ainfos14432.html

Columbian State Murders
Two teacher trade unionists have been assassinated within days 

of each other in the conflict-ridden Colombian region of Arauca. 
The Columbian state continues its policy of targeting trade 

unionists, Indigenous people and social movement activists. Both 
victims, one of whom was shot dead in the classroom where he 

worked, were members of the ASEDAR trade union.
Since early 2007 over a hundred trade unionists have been killed. 

Justice for Colombia will shortly be publishing a comprehensive 

chart of all of the trade unionists murdered in the country since 
early 2007 – a number which is now well 

over the one hundred mark.

www.justiceforcolombia.org
http://upsidedownworld.org/main/content/ 

view/1625/
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Submit To Germinate
The deadline for submitting to the 
next edition is 1st December. 

We want articles, thoughts, 
letters to the editor, stories, 
poems, art, prose and more.

Send submissions to
 anikant@gmail.com

This edition of Germinate was sponsored by:

The Sydney Energy Co-Operative

Climate Action Newcastle

Student Environment Activist Network

Newcastle University Student Association Environment Collective

Western Australian Student Environment Network
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