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House of Representatives Hansard – Tuesday 22 September 1987 

Questions Without Notice 

Madam SPEAKER – The honourable Member for Kingston. 

Mr BILNEY – Madam Speaker, may I compliment you on your beautiful suit. 

Madam SPEAKER – Thank you – but you already have the call. 

Mr BILNEY - My question is directed to the Minister for Community Services and Health. Can 

the Minister inform the House about the effects on the average pay-as-you-earn (PAYE) 

taxpayer, the average pay as you earn employee, of the introduction of the Australia Card. 

Dr BLEWETT – I thank the honourable member for Kingston for his question. It is true that 

many crocodile tears have been shed and much misinformation has been spread about the effect 

on the privacy of ordinary PAYE taxpayers as a result of the Australia Card. I point out that the 

ordinary PAYE taxpayer not only will benefit from the enhanced privacy provisions provided 

under the Australia Card Bill and the accompanying privacy Bills but, in addition, will be the 

biggest beneficiary of successful reductions of fraud in taxation and social welfare areas. When 

the PAYE taxpayer considers his present privacy position and looks at how his position will be 

enhanced, both by the Data Protection Agency and by the privacy Bills themselves, he will see 

that it is so. 

I think it is fair to say that the average PAYE taxpayer has very little opportunity to evade tax. 

His employer ensures that he meets his tax obligations every week or fortnight. Many PAYE 

taxpayers are on award wages or publicly known salaries and, therefore, the information on 

their levels of income is already readily available. PAYE taxpayers are required to provide the 

Australian Taxation Office with an annual income tax return disclosing the details of their 

income. The record of a person’s income is built up over many years. The only additional 

information required to be reported to the Tax Office by the ordinary PAYE taxpayer under the 

Australia Card is a person’s Australia Card number. Yet the prophets of doom and all the 
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alarmists on the other side of the House believe that Tax Office staff, who have an excellent 

record of protecting private information, will suddenly, because of the Australia Card, become 

less rigorous and more corruptible. Rather it is the higher income earners, the pin-stripe 

brigade, who are best able… 

 Opposition members interjecting – 

Dr BLEWETT – The Opposition becomes noisy immediately it is suggested that higher income 

earners are those most able to evade tax in this society. If, of course, the Opposition members 

were prepared, as they have never been prepared, to examine with care the reports of the 

Commissioner for Taxation and the various reports of the commissions of inquiry that have been 

held into the taxation system, they would know that the chief sources of tax evasion in this society 

lie with those on higher incomes because unlike the ordinary pay-as-you-earn taxpayer they 

have a variety of sources from which their incomes come: from employment, from investment in 

interest-bearing accounts, from shares, from property, or from small business. It is these people 

who are able cynically to hide behind arguments about civil liberties and protection of privacy, 

who really seek to protect ways of exploiting the tax system. It is these sophisticated tax evaders 

at whom the Australia Card will effectively strike. As I pointed out before, the Australia Card 

does not represent any invasion of privacy. 

 Mr Downer interjecting- 

Madam SPEAKER – I warn the Member for Mayo. 

Dr BLEWETT – In fact the privacy provisions in the accompanying privacy Bills and in the Data 

Protection Agency are something that this society has not seen in terms of protection of privacy 

before in this country.  

 

One of the first duties that Alice and all her parliamentary colleagues were required to 

perform on assuming their seats in the new Parliament was the completion of the Register of 

Members’ Interests, a public document intended to reveal any possible financial or other conflict 

of interest that a decision-making Minister or parliamentarian might have.  

Her former boss, Senator Bradley, had once illustrated the register’s intent by citing a case 

where a certain minister in a certain government had awarded a lucrative public contract to a 

company in which his wife was the majority share-holder. 

Completion of Alice’s declaration took no time at all. She confessed to owning: 

- half the unmortgaged part of the family home;  

- half the unmortgaged part of an investment property;  

- half of a beach shack on crown land on Yorke Peninsula; and 
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- half of a block of land in Gawler. 

She also revealed that her husband owned the other half of the above assets and that they 

and their children had some shares in a few blue chip companies. Under ‘membership of any 

organisation’ she revealed that she was a member of the Australian Labor Party, the Australian 

Clerical Officers’ Association, the Marion Historical Society and the Friends of the Patawalonga. 

Eventually a thick bound compilation of photocopies of all the Member’s declarations 

landed on her desk. She thumbed through the volume, finding it rather dull until she came across 

the declaration of a South Australian Liberal colleague who had conspicuously hand-written 

across the bottom of his lengthy document, This is an invasion of privacy. 

‘Mmm,’ she said to herself, ‘I’ll use that against him one day.’ 

 

Back in her electorate office on Friday morning Alice found that her overflowing IN basket 

included a fat bundle of letters on the subject of the proposed Australia Card.  They were 

overwhelmingly from constituents of hers who were opposed to it.  

In various letters there were references to totalitarian control and the zapping of invisible 

numbers on one’s forehead. Someone knew of a man who had lost both hands in an accident. 

How would he provide fingerprints to go on the card?  

‘It won’t have fingerprints, you moron!’ Alice cried.  

Some asked what provision there would be for disfigured or blind people who do not wish to 

be photographed. And what provision for brain-damaged or mental patients who have paranoid 

tendencies and don’t want to be photographed? 

One lady insisted that the card will ultimately fail due to forgery, and this will lead to a 

demand to actually number a person’s body.  

Another lady from Daw Park foresaw Armageddon:  Our homes will become prisons. We 

will either starve to death or die thro’ lack of treatment.  This wonderful land will be ruined. By 

the way, your life will be ruined too… 

There were over thirty photo-copied form letters claiming that, for religious reasons, 

Muslims would not have to have their photographs on ID cards and that the card was in fact a 

sinister Muslim conspiracy to take over the country.  

‘Oh, well,’ Alice said to Joan, ‘it makes a change from the conspiracy of Jewish bankers 

and communists who are plotting to take over the world.’ She held up the pile of form letters. ‘If 
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all these people care so much about the supposed Muslim threat, why don’t they take the time to 

compose their own letter instead of signing one that someone else has written for them?’ But it 

was a rhetorical question, of course. She knew that anyone who was dumb enough to believe that 

crap couldn’t possibly write a coherent letter. 

However, one of those writers, to give him his due, did add a hand-written postscript: Please 

accept my concern about a former Nazi being hidden at F5, 10 Railway Tce, Goodwood. 

Finally, there was a lengthy epistle from a woman who began with a Biblical reference, 

(Revelation, chapters 13-17) and went on: 

We’re rushing ahead of the Lord. This should take place in the Lord’s time, not Mr 

Hawke’s. Oh, what a wicked man he is. Our country will be ruined like Sweden and Hitler’s 

plan. Do all who are for this ID card realise that they could well be gaoled for life and 

branded a murderess if the ID card is passed. 

Purely out of curiosity, Alice looked up the cited Biblical chapters when she got home that 

evening. Amidst great lashings of fire and brimstone, one particular verse seemed pertinent: 

Revelations 17:5: And upon her forehead was a name written, Mystery, Babylon the 

Great, the Mother of Harlots and Abominations of the Earth. 

She thought this probably referred to her. 

 

 When Alice took her seat in the House of Representatives only nine of its 148 Members 

were women. They were eight Labor women, including the Speaker, one Liberal woman and 

zero National Party women. The Liberal woman had been recycled from the Senate partly to 

allay Coalition embarrassment at having not one female on their side of the chamber. Actually, 

most of their Members wouldn’t have been the least bit embarrassed, but a few at the top thought 

that an entirely monochromatic Opposition wouldn’t look good from the galleries. And it was 

just as well they did bring in their woman because she turned out to be one of a mere handful of 

members on their side who knew anything about social policy. That was because ‘social’ was a 

dirty word to the conservatives; it meant collectivism, radicalism, feminism and other nasty 

‘isms’. It also meant bludgers, unionists, foreigners, atheists, greenies and homosexuals. The 

only ‘ism’ they liked was ‘capitalism’, a term which, Alice liked to point out, was first coined by 
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Karl Marx. Before he used that term there was no special word for the universal reality of 

economic inequality and exploitation. It was the natural order, the human condition. 

 Shortly after the Parliamentary session began, Alice was nominated by the Centre-Left 

faction of the Labor Caucus to become a member of the all-party House of Representatives 

Standing Committee on Community Affairs. She got the nomination because it was not the kind 

of committee that men, even Labor men, generally wanted to be on. They preferred the 

‘powerful’ committees like Foreign Affairs, Defence, Economics and Public Accounts, or the 

more blokey, physical ones like Infrastructure, Resources, Communication and Transport. 

Community Affairs was about social policy, which was what women were good at. Men only 

sought to go on the ‘social’ committees if there was a chance that they might become the 

committee chairman, a position which carried some status and an allowance.  

 

Alice soon formed a friendship with Maureen Brody MP who was, like her, a former teacher 

and a member of the Class of ’87 – the eight Labor members who’d joined the parliament for the 

first time at the recent election. Maureen, the only other woman in the class’s ranks, dropped into 

Alice’s office quite often to get away from the ‘wheeler-dealer’, as she called him, who occupied 

the back-bench office next to hers. He was a newly-elected Liberal member with a supposedly 

distinguished career in the finance industry which he obviously continued to pursue while in the 

Parliament. 

‘It’s extremely annoying,’ Maureen said to Alice after dinner one night. ‘I’m in my office 

trying to get some work done and the phone next door is ringing non-stop. If he’s not there, it 

rings for ages and the callers leave really loud messages. And, if he does answer, he’s yelling 

“Buy! Sell! Wait!” – all that sort of stuff. It’s driving me insane.’ She took a large gulp of red 

wine. ‘Why the hell he’s in the Parliament, I don’t know.’ 

Alice smiled indulgently. ‘But he’s their golden-haired boy, Maureen. He’ll be leader of the 

Liberal Party one day, mark my words. Anyway, we’re all moving to the new House in a few 

months and you’ll no doubt get rid of him then.’ She took a sip of white wine. ‘You know, I was 

talking to him at the New Members’ Orientation session. We were discussing the state of the 

nation, as one does, and he seemed quite sensible and moderate, but he kept saying “Austraya” 

all the time which I found surprising for an educated man.’ 

Maureen laughed. ‘Well, we can’t all talk posh like you.’ 
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Alice shook her head and tut-tutted. ‘Now, I wouldn’t have expected that of you, Maureen. 

It’s not “posh” to say ‘dahnce’ to rhyme with ‘aunts’, rather than ‘dance’ to rhyme with ‘ants’. 

That’s just how Adelaide people speak.’ She took another elegant sip. ‘Do you know that some 

people here accuse me of having gone to a private school? I say, no, I went to a state school, 

Adelaide Girls High School. Was it a selective school, they ask. No, I say, it wasn’t – I just 

happened to live in its catchment area. But it was a superior school, Maureen, academically I 

mean, with superior teachers. Most of them were blue-stocking feminists and a lot were 

unmarried. Miss Primrose White was the Senior Mistress in English, Fräulein Elfriede 

Muetzelfeldt in German, Miss Phelps in Mathematics, Elizabeth Silsbury in Music and my 

French teacher was Madame Gara, a Hungarian refugee. Effie Best and Fanny McEvoy taught 

Science, Mrs Deborah Cook taught me English, Miss Sykes and Mrs Horwood taught me History 

and Mrs Kearney was the Senior Mistress in Latin. She wrote on one of my tests, ‘You are 

skating on very thin ice’ – except it was in Latin. I remember being quite surprised that the 

Romans had a word for “skate” but they did, it seems.’ 

 Maureen knocked back the last of her drink. ‘Well,’ she said, ‘while we’re on the subject of 

language, I’ve decided that I have to diplomatically point out to some of my fellow 

Queenslanders in Caucus that the plural of you is not youse.  Have you noticed how many of 

them say youse, including one who’s a lawyer? How can someone get through law school saying 

youse?’ 

 ‘But it’s not their fault,’ Alice said. ‘They’ve had a sub-standard education under the 

National Party.’ She stood to bid Maureen farewell. ‘So, Maureen, how come you don’t say 

youse?’ 

 Maureen stuck her nose in the air and sniffed. ‘I went to a Catholic parish school. The 

Sisters of Saint Joseph are very refined.’ 

 ‘And rabid lefties, I’m told.’ 

 ‘Yes, Alice. Like you, I had a privileged education.’ 
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