Memories rain on climate change pa

There is nothing new about floods and
drought, despite the alarmists’ claims

CLIVEJAMES

POETRY, said Auden, makes
nothing happen, Usually it doesn’t,
but sometimes a poem gets quoted
in a national argument because
everybody knows it, or at least part
- of it, and for the occasion a few
lines of familiar poetry suddenly
seem the best way of summingupa
viewpoint. ‘

Just such an occasion has oc-
curred recently in Australia. By
the time the heavy rains first hit
Queensland early this year, the
theory of catastrophic anthro-
pogenic global warming (CAGW,
to borrow the unlovely acronym)
was ceasing to exercise ungques-
tioned thrall in the minds of Aus-
tralia’s progressive voters,

But spokespersons for the
Greens party clung to it, encour-
aged by the fact the theory, in its
Climate Change form, was readily
applicable to any circumstances.

Before the floods, proponents
of the CAGW view had argued
that there would never be enough
rain again because of Climate
Change. When it became clear
that there might be more than
enough rain, theview was adapted:
the floods, too, were the regult of
Climate Change.

In other words, they were
something unprecedented.

I can remember rain you
couldn’t see through: right therein
my southern suburb of Sydney, the
creek flooded the park, and the
lake in the park spilled into the
bottom of our street, prompting
the construction of a galvanised
iron canoe in which three of
us sailed to what would have
been certain death if the contrap-
tion had floated for more than a
few seconds. ‘

. All three of us are old men now,
of differing achievements and
views, but none of us would be eas-
ily persuaded that the recent
floods were a new thing, They
come and go in long cycles, spaced
apart by droughts.

When white explorers first set
off to cross the country’s vast in-
terior, they didn’t haveto gofarbe-
fore they encountered the sort of
parched terrain that would even-
tually convert them into corpses
suitably posed for Sidney Nolan.

There was nothing wrong with
the weather, only with theirexpec-
tations. As any Aborigine might
have told them had they known
how to ask, the Australian climate
is simply like that.

‘For Queensland, this has been
one of several floods in 100 years,
and not even the worst.

Though the fashionable propa-
ganda about the unprecedented
nature of the inhospitable weather
has been largely the product of
inner-city intellectuals who rarely
seetheinland exceptwhen theyfly
over it ont theirway to anothercity,
the truth is that even a city dweller
will catch on to the facts if they live
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We were told it would never rain again, then the floods came and climate change theory was adapted to suit that, too : ﬁ
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hose opposing this view —
theaewhc believed that n Austra-
lia nothing could be less unpre-
cedented than a flood, unless it
‘was a drought — took to quoting.
Dorothea Mackellar’s poem My
Country, which until recently
every Australian youngster was
obliged to hear recited in school.
In i

long enough First it never rans,
but then it pours.

Hen thecxpressmn perhaps;
and hence Mackellar's poem,
cermanly.

er people can less easily

ca]l np Ihe ‘past, and usually youn-
ger journalists are the worst peo-
ple of al to grasp a historical con-

recite it ourselves and weren't al-
lowed to go home until we had

iven evidence that we could re-
memberat least the first four lines
of the second stanza, which run
likethis:

text, but
down by (he the wrinklies has
doneits wor

Even ther most dedicated warm-
ist journalists — the ones who will

they expire, all undaunted that a
more general doomsday never ar-

In any household,

We could

Aland of sweeping plains,

Of raggedmountain ranges,

Of droghts and looding
rains.

Tove her far horizons,

Tlove her jewel-sea,

Her beauty and her terror —
‘The wide brown land for me.

‘Thefirst four lines of thestanzaare
the bit everybody knows, partly
because they are so addictively
crated and paly because hoy i
the national experience of what
Avstralls geography and imate
are actually fike.

o amy Rousshold, the seniors
(known in Australia as“the wrir
lies”) remember the droughts el
the flooding rains of their child-
hood. I myself remember the
Maitland floods of the early 1950s;
‘The whole of the central seaboard
Of NSW was under water.

this issue, the Greens having per-
haps failed to realise that i they
absurdly oversell

hether this display of concern is
genuine or feigned

Letit suffice for now to say that

’s

catastrophe then they threaten
the careers of those who fancy
themselves to be selling it by the
right amount.

As to that, the warmist argu-
ment should always have looked
shaky in Australia — which pro-
ducesonly a tiny percentage of the
world's total greenhouse gas emis-

higher media, with the ABC at the
apex, could usually be relied on to
blame Western industrial society
f something untoward happened
tothe weatherin, say, Bangladesh.
But this time the bad weather
was happening at home, and the
reality principle suddenly got a
look-in because there were too

sions, and could
reduce global warming only by a
tiny percentage of  tiny percent-
age — but there were large reser-
Voirs of credulity o greet i, per-
haps ecause Australa s blssed
with an inte ntsia that, almost
without a dissenting voice, is
united by the conviction that the
high standardof ing they enjoy
is the product s con-
temptforthe worldaponr

memory abuuuhosedmughmnd
flooding

Even by biserstlile admirers,
Greens leader Bob Brown was

More importantly, the journal-
istswon't wear teither. They have

verifiable time: say, two years
"Wo years later, abundant rain
A fallng on that city. But

NATHAN EDWAKDS

ever, makes real news and,
dangerously for him, brings less
servile commentators on the case,

flar’s in
their articles. The famous lines
about the droughts and flooding
rains get quoted from memory in
every television discussion.
yu can appreciate how un-
usual thisis, only if you realise the
completeness of the shut-out that
previously obtained.
Until the rains came, the voice
ofTim Flannery bad ben lowd in
e land. More moderate pi
Tessors, who sid that thre might
Indeed bz some mar pade ol
ing, butnot a lot, were heard
only octasionaly,
all thetime

thought over the top
by saying, first, that man-made
global warming had caused the
floods and, second, that the
coalmining industry should pay
the! s absurdity proved too
‘much, Even the coalminers union

the media always liked his smry
best because it was a story about
Australia eventually and inevi-
tably running out of water, even
though what appeared to be water
might be seen to be falling out of
thesky.

‘Then anawfullotof itfell on his
head at once and he was finally
seen to beshortof credibility.

Some of Australia’s noisier
warmists — Clive Hamilton
especially piercing example —
pronounce the necessity o[sus—

b

Hehasn'thadtofacethatsortof
thingbefore, but now he must, ang
so must all those who share his
convictions, including, especially,
the Greens. It was green pressure
that stymied the construction of
dams. Probably, from now on,
dams will come back into favour,
in recogition of the fact the i
mate of the sunburnt country, in
alherbeauty and her terton, ot
theway it always was.

After World War I, the desir-
ability of up rivel ﬂaud cnntral

at
Euens can be punisied for sin.

Indeed Ammha Dioneered

d that the big
cities would run out of water. The
nice thing about him was that he
was without guile and therefore
ready to say that a certain city
would run out of water in some

Flannery i less

‘ennes-

thatbuthevas neertheless run-
ningab e features pages
loved his memge about impend-
ing disaster. A real disaster, how-

id:a fmm Australia, not the other

ay about. ‘
If, from now on, dams are bult
instead of desalination plants —
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harder to push now that so many

it possibly be a
Butth

have joined the
discussion, the media, on the
‘whole, wouldprobably ratherstick
with a high-concept drama than

1 dodbt a1l that Mackellar's
masterwork is in the same ball
park, if not quite in the same

league, poets,
b

logic has

vailed. But we can be sure that
hasbenefitd.

htbesaldthatMy Country
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wouk be st M
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were told it would never rain again, then the floods came and climate change theory was adapted to suit that, too
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which in recent years have been
proven to yield a fraction of the
uftiple of the cost —

INQUIRER 3

those works that you wouldn’t
dream of calling mature until you
found out it was precocious.

Certainly, thereis no reason for
Australia’s intellectuals of today to
patronise her; she, after all, had by
far the superior education.

Leading a productive life that
didn’t end until 1968, she was still
in action when I was standing be-
side my desk reciting her most cel-
ebrated lines in the hope of being
given what was then called an
“early mark”. (I imagine it still is,
but I doubtif youhavetorecite po-
etryto getone.)

Her work added up to several
volumes and nobody except
scholars has read all of it recently.
But the same is true for Words-
worth, and an awful lot of ordinary
people have been remembering
that chunk from the second stanza
of My Country. Some of them
might go on to read the rest of the
poem. They will be well rewarded.
Listen to this:

Core of my heart, my
country!

Her pitilessblue sky,
Whensick at heart,around
us,

We seethe cattle die—
But thenthe grey clouds
gather,

Andwe canbless again
The drumming of anarmy,
The steady, soaking rain.

ldeally, you might say, poetry
should never be that relevant to
current circumstances. If it is, it's
the equivalent of a picture post-
card, is it not?

Yes, but there are picture post-
cards that help define an era.
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