
A Constitution written by a privileged cabal of dour white 
men was always going to fall limp. Wilted with self-righteous 
serosity. 

Drafted over seven years via a number of constitutional 
conventions, it took a further two years of referendums 
across six colonies to land a final document. Following a bit 
of British fiddling with alterations, royal assent was stamped 
in mid 1900 and on 1 January 1901 the Australian Constitu-
tion came into force. 

We all know the history since then. 

But what about the history we conveniently choose to forget? 
What about the absurdities embedded in the process of creat-
ing that Constitution?

Not a single woman was involved in the drafting. Nor was  
a woman’s view or female perspective formally sought.  
No female hand inked the pages, nor was a single woman 
invited to take a seat at the high table of discussion or deci-
sion making. 

How can a continent populated by equal numbers of women 
as men be founded only by fathers? 
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We know the names and grumpy faces of the ‘founding 
fathers’, thanks to sepia archival photos held in the National 
Library. But the ‘founding mothers’, those politically active 
agitators whipping up a storm of women’s suffrage that would 
go on to change the world, well, they were ignored in the 
crafting of our Constitution. Not written out of history. They 
were simply never considered a part of it in the first place. 

Note, I use the term ‘our’ Constitution. I have to. Because as 
an Australian, it’s all I’ve got. Even though none of my sex or 
gender played any formal role in drafting and enshrining it. 
(Ok, I accept that Queen Victoria signed the bottom line and 
thumbed her seal, but one manicured nail does not pass for 
meaningful female contribution).

What a folly! There were many nonsense errors and falsi-
ties that fed into the making of the Australian Constitution. 
The overt misogynism of the presiding patriarchy is one. But 
deeper, more intentionally malicious, is the formal eradica-
tion of any recognition of the nation’s First Peoples. 

While women were absent from any political participation, 
Indigenous Australians were absent entirely. Absent as in 
non-existent. Their presence was obscured by the wilful 
blindness of those grumpy ‘fathers’, those men who were and 
remain modern Australia’s ancestors. Legitimate indigenous 
claim to land on which Australia’s First Nation’s Peoples lived 
and subsisted through 60,000 years of inherited ancestry 
was not only bypassed, it was ignored. The arrogance of this 
is breathtaking. Choking. 

Over the 123 years since Queen Victoria’s stamp of approval 
our young nation has been dragged kicking, screaming and 
masochistically resisting the push to reconcile the wrongs 
is has done and continues to do to the nation’s women. 
Australia has long fought against recognition and protec-
tion of women’s rights and autonomy. Only two years ago in 
2021, as thousands of women gathered outside Parliament 



House in Canberra chanting ‘Enough is Enough’, the then 
Prime Minister told Parliament we were lucky we weren’t shot. 
Perhaps mowed down by the military? Even to this day, the 
demand to be heard and respected is met with a mindset in 
which massacre lurks as a political solution to noisy agitators. 

Nevertheless, women push on. And on. Making incremental 
strides in our progress towards equity and power sharing. 

As for Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander people, there 
has been no incremental progress. Quite the opposite. 
Since white settlers began arriving 200 years ago, tens of 
thousands of years of aboriginal subsistence, self-govern-
ment, language, learning, nurturing of the land and spiri-
tual engagement with it, have been eroded. The current day 
inheritors of these aboriginal nations have been subjected to 
epic proportions of white washing as modern Australia has 
attempted to dissolve their indigenous past, and the crimes  
of white settlement. 

It is at this point I am forced to ponder my own complicity. 
My own silence.

There is an old saying in feminist circles that was popularized 
some years back when the then Australian Chief of Army,  
Lt General David Morrison AO, yelled at his troops: ‘ The 
standard you walk past is the standard you accept’.

Despite my school girl texts in the 1970’s teaching me white 
lore and lies about indigenous Australians, I am a grown up 
now. I know better. We all do. I have had the enormous priv-
ilege of a global education and a job that has encouraged 
me to ask questions. Even painfully difficult and at times 
seemingly inappropriate questions. Finding the legitimate 
source of knowledge and seeking truth is what I’ve spent the 
past few decades doing both as a journalist and fierce femi-
nist. The latter imbued with ambition for radical change and 
resolution to gender inequity. Sometimes the feminist fight, 



the daily slights and ubiquitous sexism, the glaring gender 
discrepancies, and female disempowerment, drains me of so 
much energy that all I am left with is my anger. But in anger 
there is information. Loads of it. 

The pain and anger that brought together the most historic 
gathering of First Nations leaders to be held in my lifetime, 
the 250 Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander delegates who 
congregated in the shadows of Uluru in May 2017, is epic. 
But they didn’t gather to express and share that anger. They 
gathered to find a pathway towards resolving it. That inten-
tion alone is an act of extraordinary grace. 

From that grace and with profound wisdom nurtured through 
a shared lineage of spiritual connection to the land and its 
creation – a connection that exists well beyond my limited 
imagination – together they formulated a pathway to peace.  
A place in which wounded hearts and sorrow hope to find  
a deep peace. A peace that will return them to their land 
when their time here is over. A peace too in which those of 
us who arrived as a result or product of modern Australia 
can atone, in the knowledge that we now have the benefit of 
knowledge. With knowledge comes responsibility. Opportu-
nity. Growth. Maturity. 

The gift to Australia embedded in the Uluru Statement from 
the Heart is as profound as it is generous. As clear as an 
Australian summer sky, the Uluru Statement claims conti-
nuity of sovereignty. A sovereignty that “has never been 
ceded or extinguished, and co exists with the sovereignty of 
the Crown.

In accepting to enshrine a Voice to Parliament in the 
Constriction, as this historic gathering of First Nations lead-
ers has asked Australia to do, I accept their wisdom. I accept 
that the knowledge deeply embedded in their heritage and 
culture means this is the right choice. The choice at which 
they have arrived after generations of effort to shape a  



meaningful reconciliation. A choice that will lay the strongest, 
most enduring pathway towards Treaty and Truth. 

If this is what the Uluru Statement from the Heart is asking, 
along with an invitation to walk together “in a movement of 
the Australian people towards a better future”, of course I say 
‘yes’. How could I not? 

I love the country of my birth as much as the next woman. I 
want her to thrive, well after I am gone. 

Voice, Treaty and Truth can only deepen my pride in the 
nation I love, and the land on which my ashes will be scat-
tered when I die. 


