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HOUSE OF ASSEMBLY

Monday, 23 May 2022
The SPEAKER (Hon. D.R. Cregan) took the chair at 11:00 and read prayers.

The SPEAKER:  Honourable members, I respectfully acknowledge the traditional 
owners of this land upon which the parliament is assembled and the custodians of the sacred 
lands of our state.

24th April proceeding

A-SUBJECT HEADING
24th April sub proceeding

JOE BIDEN ()—  

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of 
foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of 
Light, it was the season of Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, 
we had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, 
we were all going direct the other way--in short, the period was so far like the present period, 
that some of its noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the 
superlative degree of comparison only.  

There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on the throne of England; 
there were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a fair face, on the throne of France. In 
both countries it was clearer than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and 
fishes, that things in general were settled for ever.  It was the year of Our Lord one thousand 
seven hundred and seventy-five. Spiritual revelations were conceded to England at that 
favoured period, as at this. Mrs. Southcott had recently attained her five-and-twentieth 
blessed birthday, of whom a prophetic private in the Life Guards had heralded the sublime 
appearance by announcing that arrangements were made for the swallowing up of London 
and Westminster. 

Even the Cock-lane ghost had been laid only a round dozen of years, after rapping out its 
messages, as the spirits of this very year last past (supernaturally deficient in originality) 
rapped out theirs. Mere messages in the earthly order of events had lately come to the 
English Crown and People, from a congress of British subjects in America: which, strange to 
relate, have proved more important to the human race than any communications yet received 
through any of the chickens of the Cock-lane brood.  France, less favoured on the whole as 
to matters spiritual than her sister of the shield and trident, rolled with exceeding smoothness 
down hill, making paper money and spending it. Under the guidance of her Christian pastors, 
she entertained herself, besides, with such humane achievements as sentencing a youth to 
have his hands cut off, his tongue torn out with pincers, and his body burned alive, because 
he had not kneeled down in the rain to do honour to a dirty procession of monks which passed 
within his view, at a distance of some fifty or sixty yards. 

It is likely enough that, rooted in the woods of France and Norway, there were growing trees, 
when that sufferer was put to death, already marked by the Woodman, Fate, to come down 
and be sawn into boards, to make a certain movable framework with a sack and a knife in it, 
terrible in history. It is likely enough that in the rough outhouses of some tillers of the heavy 
lands adjacent to Paris, there were sheltered from the weather that very day, rude carts, 
bespattered with rustic mire, snuffed about by pigs, and roosted in by poultry, which the 
Farmer, Death, had already set apart to be his tumbrils of the Revolution. But that Woodman 
and that Farmer, though they work unceasingly, work silently, and no one heard them as they 
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went about with muffled tread: the rather, forasmuch as to entertain any suspicion that they 
were awake, was to be atheistical and traitorous.

In England, there was scarcely an amount of order and protection to justify much national 
boasting. Daring burglaries by armed men, and highway robberies, took place in the capital 
itself every night; families were publicly cautioned not to go out of town without removing their 
furniture to upholsterers’ warehouses for security; the highwayman in the dark was a City 
tradesman in the light, and, being recognised and challenged by his fellow-tradesman whom 
he stopped in his character of “the Captain,” gallantly shot him through the head and rode 
away; the mail was waylaid by seven robbers, and the guard shot three dead, and then got 
shot dead himself by the other four, “in consequence of the failure of his ammunition:” after 
which the mail was robbed in peace; that magnificent potentate, the Lord Mayor of London, 
was made to stand and deliver on Turnham Green, by one highwayman, who despoiled the 
illustrious creature in sight of all his retinue; prisoners in London gaols fought battles with 
their turnkeys, and the majesty of the law fired blunderbusses in among them, loaded with 
rounds of shot and ball; thieves snipped off diamond crosses from the necks of noble lords 
at Court drawing-rooms; musketeers went into St. Giles’s, to search for contraband goods, 
and the mob fired on the musketeers, and the musketeers fired on the mob, and nobody 
thought any of these occurrences much out of the common way. In the midst of them, the 
hangman, ever busy and ever worse than useless, was in constant requisition; now, stringing 
up long rows of miscellaneous criminals; now, hanging a housebreaker on Saturday who had 
been taken on Tuesday; now, burning people in the hand at Newgate by the dozen, and now 
burning pamphlets at the door of Westminster Hall; to-day, taking the life of an atrocious 
murderer, and to-morrow of a wretched pilferer who had robbed a farmer’s boy of sixpence.  

All these things, and a thousand like them, came to pass in and close upon the dear old year 
one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five. Environed by them, while the Woodman and 
the Farmer worked unheeded, those two of the large jaws, and those other two of the plain 
and the fair faces, trod with stir enough, and carried their divine rights with a high hand. Thus 
did the year one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five conduct their Greatnesses, and 
myriads of small creatures--the creatures of this chronicle among the rest--along the roads 
that lay before them.

15th December 2021

ADDED NEW SUBJECT
15th Subproceeding 

Question QuestionDetails

JAMES BOND ()—  

Call me Ishmael. Some years ago—never mind how long precisely—having little or no money 
in my purse, and nothing particular to interest me on shore, I thought I would sail about a little 
and see the watery part of the world. It is a way I have of driving off the spleen and regulating 
the circulation. Whenever I find myself growing grim about the mouth; whenever it is a damp, 
drizzly November in my soul; whenever I find myself involuntarily pausing before coffin 
warehouses, and bringing up the rear of every funeral I meet; and especially whenever my 
hypos get such an upper hand of me, that it requires a strong moral principle to prevent me 
from deliberately stepping into the street, and methodically knocking people’s hats off—then, 
I account it high time to get to sea as soon as I can. This is my substitute for pistol and ball. 
With a philosophical flourish Cato throws himself upon his sword; I quietly take to the ship. 
There is nothing surprising in this. If they but knew it, almost all men in their degree, some 
time or other, cherish very nearly the same feelings towards the ocean with me.

There now is your insular city of the Manhattoes, belted round by wharves as Indian isles by 
coral reefs—commerce surrounds it with her surf. Right and left, the streets take you 
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waterward. Its extreme downtown is the battery, where that noble mole is washed by waves, 
and cooled by breezes, which a few hours previous were out of sight of land. Look at the 
crowds of water-gazers there.

Circumambulate the city of a dreamy Sabbath afternoon. Go from Corlears Hook to Coenties 
Slip, and from thence, by Whitehall, northward. What do you see?—Posted like silent 
sentinels all around the town, stand thousands upon thousands of mortal men fixed in ocean 
reveries. Some leaning against the spiles; some seated upon the pier-heads; some looking 
over the bulwarks of ships from China; some high aloft in the rigging, as if striving to get a 
still better seaward peep. But these are all landsmen; of week days pent up in lath and 
plaster—tied to counters, nailed to benches, clinched to desks. How then is this? Are the 
green fields gone? What do they here?

But look! here come more crowds, pacing straight for the water, and seemingly bound for a 
dive. Strange! Nothing will content them but the extremest limit of the land; loitering under 
the shady lee of yonder warehouses will not suffice. No. They must get just as nigh the water 
as they possibly can without falling in. And there they stand—miles of them—leagues. 
Inlanders all, they come from lanes and alleys, streets and avenues—north, east, south, and 
west. Yet here they all unite. Tell me, does the magnetic virtue of the needles of the 
compasses of all those ships attract them thither?

Once more. Say you are in the country; in some high land of lakes. Take almost any path 
you please, and ten to one it carries you down in a dale, and leaves you there by a pool in 
the stream. There is magic in it. Let the most absent-minded of men be plunged in his deepest 
reveries—stand that man on his legs, set his feet a-going, and he will infallibly lead you to 
water, if water there be in all that region. Should you ever be athirst in the great American 
desert, try this experiment, if your caravan happen to be supplied with a metaphysical 
professor. Yes, as every one knows, meditation and water are wedded for ever.

But here is an artist. He desires to paint you the dreamiest, shadiest, quietest, most 
enchanting bit of romantic landscape in all the valley of the Saco. What is the chief element 
he employs? There stand his trees, each with a hollow trunk, as if a hermit and a crucifix 
were within; and here sleeps his meadow, and there sleep his cattle; and up from yonder 
cottage goes a sleepy smoke. Deep into distant woodlands winds a mazy way, reaching to 
overlapping spurs of mountains bathed in their hill-side blue. But though the picture lies thus 
tranced, and though this pine-tree shakes down its sighs like leaves upon this shepherd’s 
head, yet all were vain, unless the shepherd’s eye were fixed upon the magic stream before 
him. Go visit the Prairies in June, when for scores on scores of miles you wade knee-deep 
among Tiger-lilies—what is the one charm wanting?—Water—there is not a drop of water 
there! Were Niagara but a cataract of sand, would you travel your thousand miles to see it? 
Why did the poor poet of Tennessee, upon suddenly receiving two handfuls of silver, 
deliberate whether to buy him a coat, which he sadly needed, or invest his money in a 
pedestrian trip to Rockaway Beach? Why is almost every robust healthy boy with a robust 
healthy soul in him, at some time or other crazy to go to sea? Why upon your first voyage as 
a passenger, did you yourself feel such a mystical vibration, when first told that you and your 
ship were now out of sight of land? Why did the old Persians hold the sea holy? Why did the 
Greeks give it a separate deity, and own brother of Jove? Surely all this is not without 
meaning. And still deeper the meaning of that story of Narcissus, who because he could not 
grasp the tormenting, mild image he saw in the fountain, plunged into it and was drowned. 
But that same image, we ourselves see in all rivers and oceans. It is the image of the 
ungraspable phantom of life; and this is the key to it all.

Now, when I say that I am in the habit of going to sea whenever I begin to grow hazy about 
the eyes, and begin to be over conscious of my lungs, I do not mean to have it inferred that 
I ever go to sea as a passenger. For to go as a passenger you must needs have a purse, 
and a purse is but a rag unless you have something in it. Besides, passengers get sea-sick—
grow quarrelsome—don’t sleep of nights—do not enjoy themselves much, as a general 
thing;—no, I never go as a passenger; nor, though I am something of a salt, do I ever go to 
sea as a Commodore, or a Captain, or a Cook. I abandon the glory and distinction of such 
offices to those who like them. For my part, I abominate all honorable respectable toils, trials, 



PROGRESSIVE PUBLISHING—NOT TO BE QUOTED OR DISTRIBUTED

72 Legislative Assembly Monday, 23 May 2022 

and tribulations of every kind whatsoever. It is quite as much as I can do to take care of 
myself, without taking care of ships, barques, brigs, schooners, and what not. And as for 
going as cook,—though I confess there is considerable glory in that, a cook being a sort of 
officer on ship-board—yet, somehow, I never fancied broiling fowls;—though once broiled, 
judiciously buttered, and judgmatically salted and peppered, there is no one who will speak 
more respectfully, not to say reverentially, of a broiled fowl than I will. It is out of the idolatrous 
dotings of the old Egyptians upon broiled ibis and roasted river horse, that you see the 
mummies of those creatures in their huge bake-houses the pyramids.

No, when I go to sea, I go as a simple sailor, right before the mast, plumb down into the 
forecastle, aloft there to the royal mast-head. True, they rather order me about some, and 
make me jump from spar to spar, like a grasshopper in a May meadow. And at first, this sort 
of thing is unpleasant enough. It touches one’s sense of honor, particularly if you come of an 
old established family in the land, the Van Rensselaers, or Randolphs, or Hardicanutes. And 
more than all, if just previous to putting your hand into the tar-pot, you have been lording it 
as a country schoolmaster, making the tallest boys stand in awe of you. The transition is a 
keen one, I assure you, from a schoolmaster to a sailor, and requires a strong decoction of 
Seneca and the Stoics to enable you to grin and bear it. But even this wears off in time.

What of it, if some old hunks of a sea-captain orders me to get a broom and sweep down the 
decks? What does that indignity amount to, weighed, I mean, in the scales of the New 
Testament? Do you think the archangel Gabriel thinks anything the less of me, because I 
promptly and respectfully obey that old hunks in that particular instance? Who ain’t a slave? 
Tell me that. Well, then, however the old sea-captains may order me about—however they 
may thump and punch me about, I have the satisfaction of knowing that it is all right; that 
everybody else is one way or other served in much the same way—either in a physical or 
metaphysical point of view, that is; and so the universal thump is passed round, and all hands 
should rub each other’s shoulder-blades, and be content.

Again, I always go to sea as a sailor, because they make a point of paying me for my trouble, 
whereas they never pay passengers a single penny that I ever heard of. On the contrary, 
passengers themselves must pay. And there is all the difference in the world between paying 
and being paid. The act of paying is perhaps the most uncomfortable infliction that the two 
orchard thieves entailed upon us. But _being paid_,—what will compare with it? The urbane 
activity with which a man receives money is really marvellous, considering that we so 
earnestly believe money to be the root of all earthly ills, and that on no account can a monied 
man enter heaven. Ah! how cheerfully we consign ourselves to perdition!

Finally, I always go to sea as a sailor, because of the wholesome exercise and pure air of 
the fore-castle deck. For as in this world, head winds are far more prevalent than winds from 
astern (that is, if you never violate the Pythagorean maxim), so for the most part the 
Commodore on the quarter-deck gets his atmosphere at second hand from the sailors on the 
forecastle. He thinks he breathes it first; but not so. In much the same way do the commonalty 
lead their leaders in many other things, at the same time that the leaders little suspect it. But 
wherefore it was that after having repeatedly smelt the sea as a merchant sailor, I should 
now take it into my head to go on a whaling voyage; this the invisible police officer of the 
Fates, who has the constant surveillance of me, and secretly dogs me, and influences me in 
some unaccountable way—he can better answer than any one else. And, doubtless, my 
going on this whaling voyage, formed part of the grand programme of Providence that was 
drawn up a long time ago. It came in as a sort of brief interlude and solo between more 
extensive performances. I take it that this part of the bill must have run something like this:

“_Grand Contested Election for the Presidency of the United States._

“WHALING VOYAGE BY ONE ISHMAEL. “BLOODY BATTLE IN AFFGHANISTAN.”

Though I cannot tell why it was exactly that those stage managers, the Fates, put me down 
for this shabby part of a whaling voyage, when others were set down for magnificent parts in 
high tragedies, and short and easy parts in genteel comedies, and jolly parts in farces—
though I cannot tell why this was exactly; yet, now that I recall all the circumstances, I think I 
can see a little into the springs and motives which being cunningly presented to me under 
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various disguises, induced me to set about performing the part I did, besides cajoling me into 
the delusion that it was a choice resulting from my own unbiased freewill and discriminating 
judgment.

Chief among these motives was the overwhelming idea of the great whale himself. Such a 
portentous and mysterious monster roused all my curiosity. Then the wild and distant seas 
where he rolled his island bulk; the undeliverable, nameless perils of the whale; these, with 
all the attending marvels of a thousand Patagonian sights and sounds, helped to sway me to 
my wish. With other men, perhaps, such things would not have been inducements; but as for 
me, I am tormented with an everlasting itch for things remote. I love to sail forbidden seas, 
and land on barbarous coasts. Not ignoring what is good, I am quick to perceive a horror, 
and could still be social with it—would they let me—since it is but well to be on friendly terms 
with all the inmates of the place one lodges in.

By reason of these things, then, the whaling voyage was welcome; the great flood-gates of 
the wonder-world swung open, and in the wild conceits that swayed me to my purpose, two 
and two there floated into my inmost soul, endless processions of the whale, and, mid most 
of them all, one grand hooded phantom, like a snow hill in the air.

Bills

K6 BILL UPDATE 1640053861108
Are they [Department of Veterans' Affairs] able to give you statistics, for example under 45, 
would there be any [data] in that age group?test

Are they [Department of Veterans' Affairs] able to give you statistics, for example under 45, 
would there be any [data] in that age group?

MR DIMOPOULOS (Castlemaine—Shadow Attorney General)—  

Scepticism is as much the result of knowledge, as knowledge is of scepticism. To be content 
with what we at present know, is, for the most part, to shut our ears against conviction; since, 
from the very gradual character of our education, we must continually forget, and emancipate 
ourselves from, knowledge previously acquired; we must set aside old notions and embrace 
fresh ones; and, as we learn, we must be daily unlearning something which it has cost us no 
small labour and anxiety to acquire.

And this difficulty attaches itself more closely to an age in which progress has gained a strong 
ascendency over prejudice, and in which persons and things are, day by day, finding their 
real level, in lieu of their conventional value. The same principles which have swept away 
traditional abuses, and which are making rapid havoc among the revenues of sinecurists, 
and stripping the thin, tawdry veil from attractive superstitions, are working as actively in 
literature as in society. The credulity of one writer, or the partiality of another, finds as 
powerful a touchstone and as wholesome a chastisement in the healthy scepticism of a 
temperate class of antagonists, as the dreams of conservatism, or the impostures of pluralist 
sinecures in the Church. History and tradition, whether of ancient or comparatively recent 
times, are subjected to very different handling from that which the indulgence or credulity of 
former ages could allow. Mere statements are jealously watched, and the motives of the 
writer form as important an ingredient in the analysis of his history, as the facts he records. 
Probability is a powerful and troublesome test; and it is by this troublesome standard that a 
large portion of historical evidence is sifted. Consistency is no less pertinacious and exacting 
in its demands. In brief, to write a history, we must know more than mere facts. Human nature, 
viewed under an introduction of extended experience, is the best help to the criticism of 
human history. Historical characters can only be estimated by the standard which human 
experience, whether actual or traditionary, has furnished. To form correct views of individuals 
we must regard them as forming parts of a great whole—we must measure them by their 
relation to the mass of beings by whom they are surrounded; and, in contemplating the 
incidents in their lives or condition which tradition has handed down to us, we must rather 
consider the general bearing of the whole narrative, than the respective probability of its 
details.
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It is unfortunate for us, that, of some of the greatest men, we know least, and talk most. 
Homer, Socrates, and Shakespere have, perhaps, contributed more to the intellectual 
enlightenment of mankind than any other three writers who could be named, and yet the 
history of all three has given rise to a boundless ocean of discussion, which has left us little 
save the option of choosing which theory or theories we will follow. The personality of 
Shakespere is, perhaps, the only thing in which critics will allow us to believe without 
controversy; but upon everything else, even down to the authorship of plays, there is more 
or less of doubt and uncertainty. Of Socrates we know as little as the contradictions of Plato 
and Xenophon will allow us to know. He was one of the _dramatis personæ_ in two dramas 
as unlike in principles as in style. He appears as the enunciator of opinions as different in 
their tone as those of the writers who have handed them down. When we have read Plato 
_or_ Xenophon, we think we know something of Socrates; when we have fairly read and 
examined both, we feel convinced that we are something worse than ignorant.

It has been an easy, and a popular expedient of late years, to deny the personal or real 
existence of men and things whose life and condition were too much for our belief. This 
system—which has often comforted the religious sceptic, and substituted the consolations of 
Strauss for those of the New Testament—has been of incalculable value to the historical 
theorists of the last and present centuries. To question the existence of Alexander the Great, 
would be a more excusable act, than to believe in that of Romulus. To deny a fact related in 
Herodotus, because it is inconsistent with a theory developed from an Assyrian inscription 
which no two scholars read in the same way, is more pardonable, than to believe in the good-
natured old king whom the elegant pen of Florian has idealized—_Numa Pompilius_.

Scepticism has attained its culminating point with respect to Homer, and the state of our 
Homeric knowledge may be described as a free permission to believe any theory, provided 
we throw overboard all written tradition, concerning the author or authors of the Iliad and 
Odyssey. What few authorities exist on the subject, are summarily dismissed, although the 
arguments appear to run in a circle. “This cannot be true, because it is not true; and that is 
not true, because it cannot be true.” Such seems to be the style, in which testimony upon 
testimony, statement upon statement, is consigned to denial and oblivion.

It is, however, unfortunate that the professed biographies of Homer are partly forgeries, partly 
freaks of ingenuity and imagination, in which truth is the requisite most wanting. Before taking 
a brief review of the Homeric theory in its present conditions, some notice must be taken of 
the treatise on the Life of Homer which has been attributed to Herodotus.

According to this document, the city of Cumae in AEolia was, at an early period, the seat of 
frequent immigrations from various parts of Greece. Among the immigrants was Menapolus, 
the son of Ithagenes. Although poor, he married, and the result of the union was a girl named 
Critheis. The girl was left an orphan at an early age, under the guardianship of Cleanax, of 
Argos. It is to the indiscretion of this maiden that we “are indebted for so much happiness.” 
Homer was the first fruit of her juvenile frailty, and received the name of Melesigenes from 
having been born near the river Meles in Bœotia, whither Critheis had been transported in 
order to save her reputation.


