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Hansard – Tuesday 27 October 1987 

 

Mrs PERRY – Can the Minister for Community Services and Health inform the House of 

Australia’s most recent initiatives to promote the World Health Organisation’s global strategies 

to halt the spread of acquired immune deficiency syndrome (AIDS)? 

 

Dr BLEWETT – I thank the honourable member for Holder for her question. Probably all 

members of the House recognise that Australia has received international recognition for its 

humane and comprehensive approach to the problem of AIDS. We have sought to share that 

knowledge with other nations and to play a role in developing an international strategy to 

combat the disease, with the result that Australia has taken a series of international initiatives 

this year. In May, Australia took the initiative at the World Health Assembly with a resolution on 

AIDS. In July, Australia, with the World Health Organisation, hosted a conference of Ministers 

from the Pacific region and the West Asian region to work out ways of encouraging cooperation 

in dealing with AIDS in this region of the world. The culmination of these activities came early 

today, Australian time, when the United Nations General Assembly passed an Australian-

sponsored resolution on AIDS which is designed to promote international co-operation and co-

ordination in the global fight against the disease. This resolution affirmed the importance of 

international co-operation in combating AIDS under the leadership of the World Health 

Organisation and the need to develop national strategies in an international context… 

 

As the United Nations General Assembly recognised, AIDS is not just a public health problem. 

As we have seen in this country, AIDS has wide-ranging ramifications – economic and social – 

for areas other than health, such as employment, education, tourism and immigration.  
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International co-operation in this area is of great practical importance in halting the spread of 

the disease. International co-operation is a pre-condition for the exchange of information on 

preventative measures, research and treatment. The movement of people and the movement of 

blood products are also important factors in the spread of the disease. I think the consideration 

of this issue in the United Nations highest council attests to its global significance and accords 

the fight against AIDS its proper international recognition. 

 

Alice and Maureen Brody MP were lunching at an Italian restaurant in Kingston. ‘They do 

really nice pasta here,’ Maureen said, twirling her fork in the mix on her plate. ‘All different 

shapes and sauces, not just the spag bol you get in Brisbane.  What’s this seafood one called 

again?’ 

‘Linguine alle vongole. It means “little tongues with clams”.’ 

‘Really? It sounds quite decadent.’ 

‘Not as decadent as linguine alle polpette. 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘Little tongues with big balls.’ 

Maureen laughed and ended up with clam sauce on her chin. When she’d wiped it away, she 

said, ‘Speaking of decadence – and Queensland – congratulations on the question you asked 

Neal Blewett yesterday.’ 

‘About AIDS? It was a Dorothy Dixer.’ 

‘Well, yes, I know it was set up. But it’s remarkable, isn’t it? The AIDS story. I think it’s the 

best thing this government has done.’ 

‘Yes, and just as well we had a few good people in the Opposition, like Peter Baume, 

supporting it. Imagine if the moralists and poofter-bashers had been running the show over there. 

And there are plenty of them.’ She speared a piece of tomato in her salad. ‘But of course, there 

are one or two on our side as well.’ When she’d swallowed, she said, ‘And don’t go thinking it’s 

only in Queensland that people think that way. You wouldn’t believe, Maureen, some of the 

creatures I had to speak to a couple of years ago when I was working in Malcolm Bradley’s 

office. You know, the ones who think we should do nothing about AIDS because it’s God’s way 
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of punishing homosexuals. Or just a good way of getting rid of them. The loathing expressed by 

some of them was so visceral that I couldn’t help but think there was some history there.’  

Maureen said, ‘Well, I still get some who say that homosexuality, at least between men, 

should be illegal. They don’t seem to think the same about gay women. Some of them think the 

‘dykes’ are a bit of a joke. But they think the men are an abomination.’ 

‘That’s because they can’t see beyond the sex. They can’t imagine that two men can have a 

multi-layered relationship, just as a man and a woman can. They can’t get past the sex and, to 

them, the sex is disgusting.’ 

Maureen paused, then said, ‘Actually sex can be disgusting sometimes.’ 

Alice looked up and smirked. ‘Messy, you mean.’ 

‘Yes, when there’s a man involved. I imagine with two men it must be even worse.’ 

It was getting on for one-thirty, so they skipped dessert and coffee and walked back to the 

House. Maureen said, ‘I’ll have dessert next time I come here. What do you recommend?’ 

‘How about lingue di gatto?’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘Cats’ tongues. They’re long flat cakes.’ 

‘I think you’ve got a tongue fetish.’ 

‘Not me. The Italians.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

The Italian Trade Commission 

in association with Assopiastrelle (Melb) Italian Tile Manufacturers Association 

 

invites …Mrs Alice Perry MP… 

 

to a conference “Italian Ceramic Tiles: Their Selection and Installation” 

 

There will be an exhibition of Italian tiles. 

   

  Date:  25 February 1988, 2.00 pm     Place: Adelaide Convention Centre 

        RSVP: 18 February 1988 
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Joan had written in pencil on the bottom of the invitation: ‘Decline?’ Alice crossed it out and 

wrote ‘Accept’. Later Joan came in and said, ‘You want to go to this tile function?’ 

‘Yes. I’ll be in the city anyway. And I’m very interested in seeing the Italian tiles…no, 

really, Joan. We’re renovating the bathroom at home and I want something kind of rural or 

Mediterranean.’ 

 

The tile conference adjourned for afternoon tea and she headed to the back of the room and 

the splendid exhibition of ceramics. As she jotted down tile names and specifications a man 

came up behind her and said quietly, ‘Good morning, Mrs Perry. My name is Alfio Bellini.’ She 

turned and shook his proffered hand. She’d been watching him earlier, initially because he was 

very handsome, and then because she thought she knew him.  

He said, ‘We were at Adelaide University at the same time, but you probably don’t 

remember me. I didn’t have a beard then.’ 

The penny dropped. ‘Of course I remember you, Alfio.’ She also remembered that she’d had 

a bit of a crush on him. ‘We were in the same French tutorial. Final year, was it?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I was then the only Commerce degree student taking a French major.’ 

She huffed. ‘Probably the only one ever.’  

He smiled and said, ‘You once delivered a very interesting paper on Jean-Paul Sartre and 

Atheism.’ 

‘Did I? Gosh, how clever of me.’ 

‘I thought so at the time. And I was reminded of it in 1980 when I was in Paris on the day 

Sartre died. The newspaper hoardings said, Sartre est mort, (signé) Dieu.’ 

She translated. ‘Sartre is dead, (signed) God. Clever French newspapers. So what are you 

doing here? Do you make tiles?’ 

‘I supply materials for the manufacture of ceramics and for construction. I stayed on in the 

family business. But I also work with the Italian Trade Commission. I find international 

marketing very interesting.’ 

‘Oh, do you ever go to Canberra?’ 

‘Occasionally.’ He smiled wryly. ‘I once applied for a position with the Australian Trade 

Commission, but didn’t get it. I feel that I’m now taking my revenge by working for the Italians.’ 

‘When was that? Recently?’ 
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‘No, it was…oh…ten years ago. I was summoned to Canberra for an interview, which went 

very well, and they told me that I was rated highly suitable for the position. But, they said, I’d 

have to shave off my beard. It seemed that a bearded Australian Trade Commissioner would not 

project the right image to officials and businessmen in other countries.’ He smiled again. ‘And, I 

assure you, Alice, that my beard at that time was as impeccably groomed as it is now.’ 

She shook her head incredulously. ‘So did you shave it off?’ 

‘No, I didn’t. Not because I loved my beard, but as a matter of principle. I decided that I 

didn’t want to work for such a pettifogging organisation.’ He took her arm and guided her back 

to the conference. ‘And now I’m the CEO of a company that sells sand to Saudi Arabia. And I 

find that my beard is no impediment at all to mercantile success. In fact in the Middle East they 

think that any man who doesn’t have facial hair is some kind of wimp.’ 

  

‘So, how was the tiles conference?’ Joan asked as Alice came through the back door from 

the car park. 

‘Most productive. I caught up with an old acquaintance and I’ve chosen a bathroom tile with 

an Etruscan fish motif called Marinara. Yes, I know it sounds like a pizza.’ 

Joan nodded distractedly, picked up a wad of paper and cards and followed Alice into her 

office. ‘Before you get started on something else, can we go through the latest lot of invitations?’  

 ‘What, more? Why am I so popular?’ 

Joan took a chair at the desk and exhaled loudly. ‘Right. First, the Estonian Community of 

SA has invited you to a reception for the 70
th

 Anniversary of the Declaration of the Independent 

Republic of Estonia.’ 

Alice was taken aback. ‘Really? But the Baltic communities hate me. They think I’m a 

communist.’ 

Joan shrugged. ‘Nevertheless.’ 

Alice furrowed her brow. ‘Seventy years ago. That would be 1918, after the Estonians had 

repelled both the Germans and the Russians…or thought they had.’ She pondered for a moment. 

‘Well, I suppose I’d better go – keep in good with them. Just don’t tell them that I had dinner last 

month with the Socialist International of Woman.’ 
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Joan wrote ‘A’ on the invitation. ‘Next, the Association of Latvian Organisations in SA has 

invited you to a reception for the 70
th

 Anniversary of the Declaration of the Independent 

Republic of Latvia.’ 

Alice laughed. ‘Ditto…and wait, don’t tell me. The next one is from…’ 

‘The Lithuanians – 70
th

 anniversary etcetera, and they’re also alerting you to the Third 

Lithuanian World Sports Festival to be held in Adelaide later this year.’ 

Alice nodded knowingly. ‘Basketball. They’re very good basketballers, the Lithuanians.’ 

‘Are they?’ 

‘Yes, because they’re very tall.’ 

‘All of them?’ 

‘Yes. The Litho girls I went to school with certainly were.’ She raised a finger. ‘I can call 

them Lithos, Joan, because they call themselves Lithos. That principle doesn’t apply with all 

ethnic groups, but it does with the Lithos.’ 

Joan nodded again and forged on. ‘You’ll remember that the Secretary of the Apex Club of 

Glenelg spoke to you about being a judge for the 1988 Miss Glenelg Quest…’ 

Alice grimaced. ‘Yes, I agreed to do it, but I thought that these ‘Miss’ competitions had 

ceased to exist – that they’d died a merciful death.’ 

‘It’s in aid of several charities.’ 

‘They always are. That’s how they justify them.’  

‘Well, according to this latest letter to you, there are six girls who’ve entered the quest and 

all are sponsored by Glenelg business organisations. You are to judge them on deportment and 

grooming, dress and bearing, general knowledge, speech and personality and knowledge of the 

major tourist and retail areas of Glenelg.’ 

‘Mmm. Aren’t deportment and bearing the same thing?’ Alice sat back and sighed loudly. 

‘The trouble is, Joan, that the five unsuccessful entrants will hate me and so will their sponsors, 

their family and their friends, most of whom would live in this electorate. How many votes is 

that down the drain?’ 

‘So, you’ll do it?’ 

‘I guess so. But tell them I’m also keen to judge the Mister Glenelg quest when they hold it. 

And I’ll draw up the selection criteria.’ 
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‘And finally,’ Joan sighed, ‘Senator Peter Cook has invited you to a reception in honour of 

the Perth Wildcats. It’s in Parliament House, Canberra – on a Saturday morning.’ 

‘Who are they? The Perth…’ 

‘Wildcats. I assumed you wouldn’t know them, so I asked around. They’re a men’s 

basketball team.’ 

‘Terrific. Any Lithuanians?’ 

‘I don’t know. Shall I ask?’ 

‘No, don’t bother. I don’t think I’ll be in Canberra on a Saturday, even for an opportunity to 

ingratiate myself with some tall Balts.’ 

 

 

       oOo 

 

  


