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Derryn Hinch is/was a journalist, newspaper editor, broadcaster, author and ex-crim.


He hosted the current affairs program Hinch on the Seven and Ten networks, Midday on Nine and had award-winning stints on 3AW.


Hinch has been jailed twice, fined, and spent five months under house arrest for his campaigns against suppression orders for sex offenders. In 2011, he received a liver transplant after being diagnosed with terminal cancer and given twelve months to live.


He ‘jumped the shark’ in 2016 to launch Derryn Hinch’s Justice Party and was elected a federal senator for Victoria.


He hosted Hinch Live on Sky News until his political career took off. He now writes for Crikey and appears on Sunrise, Paul Murray Live and 3AW.


He lives (well) in Melbourne.









‘Read this book and you’ll never let the big parties get their way to “streamlining” the way legislation is moved through to law. Our country would be ungovernable with a parliament full of Derryn Hinchs but it wouldn’t be worth governing without one or two.’


Rachel Griffiths
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Thank you


To all of you who believed enough in the cause of justice to vote for me. This was the first year, as we tried to ‘keep the bastards honest’.


MELBOURNE UNIVERSITY PRESS


An imprint of Melbourne University Publishing Limited


Level 1, 715 Swanston Street, Carlton, Victoria 3053, Australia


mup-contact@unimelb.edu.au


www.mup.com.au


[image: Image]


First published 2017


Text © Derryn Hinch, 2017


Design and typography © Melbourne University Publishing Limited, 2017


This book is copyright. Apart from any use permitted under the Copyright Act 1968 and subsequent amendments, no part may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted by any means or process whatsoever without the prior written permission of the publishers.


Every attempt has been made to locate the copyright holders for material quoted in this book. Any person or organisation that may have been overlooked or misattributed may contact the publisher.


All previously published columns originally appeared in Crikey.


All unattributed photos are the author’s own.


Cover design by Philip Campbell Design


Typeset by Megan Ellis


Printed in Australia by McPherson’s Printing Group


[image: Image]


9780522873177 (paperback)


9780522873184 (ebook)





THE GOOD, THE BAD
AND THE UGLY





 


I’ve met every prime minister since Bob Menzies—all fourteen of them. And I’ve interviewed hundreds of politicians and would-be politicians over the decades.


So, I guess I am sort of equipped to rate my Canberra confrères, and protagonists, after my first year on the Hill (with more detail to come in my diaries).


Here they are, in no order of import, impact or relevance, in about 100 words or less.


MALCOLM TURNBULL


It was lyrical to tag the PM ‘Malcolm in a muddle’, as I did, when the Tony Abbott sniping escalated, the conservatives hog-tied him and his much-vaunted policies stalled. I invoked legendary Hawthorn coach John Kennedy: ‘Do something!’ Do a Gough, I urged him: ‘Crash through or crash.’ Be the man remembered for bringing Australia marriage equality or solving the energy crisis. Something. In person, he was genuine, and honest in his dealings with me. Without his help, I would not have got the passport ban on convicted paedophiles signed into law within seven months.


BILL SHORTEN


With Turnbull’s torpor in the polls putting his leadership on thin ice, Bill Shorten started being called the Steven Bradbury of Canberra. I did write it was a mite early for him and Chloe, his wife, to be measuring curtains for the Lodge, because he still lagged in the polls as preferred PM. And then there’s the cutting smear, first aimed at failed British Labour leader Ed Miliband, that has been applied to Shorten: ‘How can you believe a word he says, when his own face doesn’t believe him?’ Still, Shorten was great in his support of me as chair of the joint National Redress Committee, to operate as watchdog over the government’s reaction to the Royal Commission into Institutional Responses to Child Sexual Abuse.


TONY ABBOTT


Long before Tony Abbott became prime minister, I was one of those commentators who dubbed him the ‘Mad Monk’. Since being rolled as PM, Abbott has been a bigger, more acerbic, critic of his successor than even Bill Shorten. I suspect Malcolm Turnbull has continued the clerical theme by thinking ‘Who will rid me of this meddlesome priest?’ I was on the receiving end of an Abbott phone-message blast after reporting his supporters were leaking to Shorten. He told me to produce evidence or ‘shut the fuck up’. As well, Abbott’s leadership of the same-sex marriage ‘No’ campaign has, at times, been unhinged.


SCOTT MORRISON


It would be glib, and easy, to say everything is ‘slow-mo with ScoMo’ when the economy has been sluggish and wages stubbornly low. But stop the quotes. Apart from a personal hiccup with the backpacker tax, I found the treasurer good to deal with. No flim-flam, no bullshit. As the year wore on, the pragmatism of the Turnbull team was reflected in it actually getting some stuff through the Senate. A long way, I’m told, from the chest-poking ‘My way or the highway’ Abbott approach to senators. Couldn’t abide Morrison’s Hillsongstyle opposition to same-sex marriage, though.


MATHIAS CORMANN


I know some people are tempted to spell Cormann with a K—as in ‘kraut’—which is unfair because the senator is/was Belgian. I’ll concede, Cormann does have a Germanic manner in the chamber, but I have found him to be one of the best, most straightforward, people to deal with on the government frontbench. He is pragmatic and, if some parts of an omnibus bill are obviously on the nose, he will summarily say, ‘Park it … park it.’ Meaning that amendment will not see the light of day again this parliamentary term.


MALCOLM ROBERTS


The truncated, in more ways than one, (now former) One Nation senator I found to be a pleasant-enough fellow— except for his fruit-bat behaviour over the dual-citizenship issue. As the crossbench planned to refer his case to the High Court, and before he fell on his own sword, I went to see Roberts to get his story. After what I would hear later, I declined to call him a ‘liar’ in the chamber but did say he’d been ‘extremely economical with the truth’. Roberts did bring the term ‘empirical evidence’ into the Senate lexicon. In the supplicant prayers we have in the Senate every morning, I wanted to shout to him, ‘Where’s the empirical evidence?’


PAULINE HANSON


She is a genuine enigma. Loved by many, loathed by some. And she’s been around in politics for twenty years, for Christ’s sake. In the old days, a novice, manipulated by cynical operatives, Pauline Hanson, back with a bloc of four One Nation senators, now has real voting power. She doesn’t like me. We were sparring partners on Sunrise on Channel Seven until she started making excuses, and then refused to appear with me at all. Hanson has a blotting-paper ability to absorb figures; get her off-guard and she is a startled rabbit caught in the headlights. Not that bright.



PENNY WONG


One of my Senate favourites—the leader of the opposition in that bear pit (as Neville Wran used to call parliament); George Brandis’s conscience. She will take, and trust, you at your word, which isn’t common in that often venal place. She commands respect on both sides of the fighting field.


I have only one reservation. Years ago, I saw Penny Wong on Q&A defending then prime minister Julia Gillard’s ‘marriage is only for a man and a woman’ argument. I ached for Wong to resign and go to the backbench on principle— like Andrew Peacock did over Pol Pot and Kampuchea. But I trust her, more than most.


JULIE BISHOP


It’s a tired old political joke (and even more so for females) but it applies to Julie Bishop: always the bridesmaid and never the bride. Forget bouquet-catching. You can’t be deputy to four party leaders (two of them being Malcolm Turnbull) and dream you’ll ever get the top job. And Bishop won’t— although she got a taste as acting prime minister when the High Court benched Barnyard Barnaby and the PM went to Beersheba. She is a clever, shrewd person/politician and, I suspect, a good foreign minister. She knows bullshit when it is lobbed our way. And she has been very supportive of me on curbing the activities of paedophile ‘child rape’ tourists.


MICHAELIA CASH


Ah, Michaelia. Nobody in parliament walks faster than her, except the Greens’ peripatetic Rachel Siewert. And Cash can duck and swerve as adroitly in negotiations on industrial relations as she does in the corridors. The eyelashes may flutter but there is steel in there, as you can see when she takes on the Construction, Forestry, Mining and Energy Union, and Shorten’s connections to it, on the Senate floor. Cash needed all her ducking and swerving talents at Senate estimates after denying her staff had alerted media to AFP raids on the AWU. We have had some tough head-to-heads before finally agreeing on amendments but they’ve always made me think of that line from the Marilyn Monroe movie Some Like it Hot: ‘Daphne, you’re leading again!’


NICK XENOPHON


When it comes to Senator Xenophon, I’ve amended the adage, to ‘Beware of Greeks, not bearing, but accepting, gifts.’ You always have to be aware that the leader of the Xenophon team is a clever dealmaker, and one with a government that needs him. We get on well. When I joined Xenophon, and the impressive Skye Kakoschke-Moore and Stirling Griff, to provide a powerful bloc of four votes on one issue, an Adelaide newspaper called us ‘The Four Amigos’. And, at times, we will be. Especially on social issues that are often, callously, disregarded by the major parties. It didn’t surprise me that Xenapom survived the High Court but it did when he quit to go back to state politics.


STEPHEN PARRY


He was the good, then things went bad and it got ugly. The Senate president was one of the most impressive people I met on the Hill. He was fair, learned and well-ordered in the chamber. A respected and tranquil chairman in meetings. He would have been the last senator (apart from me) I’d have thought would be caught up in the dual citizenship scandal. In the wake of Fiona Nash’s antecedents (which mirrored his own) his tardiness in coming forward tainted his reputation.



CORY BERNARDI


I have one fundamental problem when it comes to Senator Bernardi. I believe it is unethical to stand as a top-of-ticket Senate candidate for one party and, within months, flee the coop, quit the Liberals and announce your new conservative party—especially when you’ve just spent months, in a taxpayer-funded sinecure, as an observer at the United Nations. I get on well with Bernardi but there’s a ‘main chancer’ element there that disturbs me. He does support the dugongs and sea turtles, though. The man has a heart.


GEORGE BRANDIS


Let me get an anti-Brandis story out of the way. One day, we were walking out of a crossbench meeting, which George had chaired. One of his stovepipe-trousered male aides was behind us. Imperiously, Brandis thrust a folder behind him, like it was a baton. The aide captured it. The federal attorney-general strode on. I thought, ‘What an arrogant prick.’Having said that, I think Brandis’s question time performance is a daily gem. Brilliant. In conversation, he is charming. He won’t have to buy new suits if, as rumoured, he goes to London.


ERIC ABETZ


Sometimes they stay too long after the lights go down. I had a moment with Senator Abetz that, I’ll confess, colours my attitude towards this ultra-conservative relic. One day, he sidled up to me on the red leather and kindly asked the rookie about his living arrangements. I was thinking about renting or buying an apartment in Canberra but eventually opted to stay in a hotel.


Abetz earnestly told me about how, for his first twelve years in Canberra, he had boarded with a ‘little old lady’ who washed and ironed his shirts and cooked him dinner. And Eric voted against marriage equality?


SAM DASTYARI


When, or if, you deign to analyse Senator Dastyari, I suggest you first dig out a novel called What Makes Sammy Run? about a ‘hard mover’, as Melbourne people would call him. We all know Dastyari is a hard mover, a shaker, a party broker. But his confessions of culpability and mea culpa stance get him off the hook. No other pollie could have survived his excruciating ‘I’m so sorry’ press conference after the scandal over him accepting Chinese money. He has a genuine heart, though. And I ducked his kiss on the mouth.


DAVID LEYONHJELM


Mr Leyonhjelm makes life easy for you in the Senate if you just accept that he is the most intelligent person there.Which, actually, is not that easy to do. He is clever. A very shrewd man. In the first place, the logo for his Liberal Democratic Party, and its position on the ballot paper, fooled lots of Libs into voting for his party by mistake. As a libertarian, I’ve warmed to him but he can be capricious. And it will always be David first.


JACQUI LAMBIE


I know that she won’t disagree when I say that Senator Lambie has the foulest mouth, the dirtiest vocab, of anybody I have ever met. She’d blister the walls off a wharfies’ hut. But I related to her more than most senators before her shock dual citizenship resignation. I chastised her for being so close to Labor that she was regarded as its twenty-seventh Senate vote. But Jacqui has a huge heart. She stumbled, passionately, in the Senate but her love and work for our war vets must be commended. Jacqui Lambie was the best weapon our defence force has ever seen.


IAN MACDONALD


There’s a revered position called ‘Father of the Senate’. It is currently held by Senator Ian Macdonald. He’s also, I’m told, Father of the Parliament, since Philip Ruddock has gone. (I’m the oldest-ever elected senator but that doesn’t count.) Senator Macdonald chairs several important Senate committees. At one, where he was niggled by Greens senator Nick McKim, Macdonald turned on Senate opposition leader Penny Wong. In a private corridor, Macdonald told Wong to ‘grow up’ and to stop throwing tantrums. As a newcomer, I was stunned by this disrespect and wrote to the Senate president about it. His biggest attempts to insult me were ‘you’re such a limited person’ and ‘outside of Melbourne nobody knows who you are’.


CHRISTOPHER PYNE


Last, and probably least, we have Mr Paaaarn. The Liberal brains trust member who actually, on air, called the Libs an ‘election-winning machine’ as they came within one seat of losing government in 2016.


It is that sort of seriously detached posturing that makes me cringe. Makes me ponder a Labor victory at the next federal election.


To be fair, Pyne and I have nothing to do with each other, as we’re in opposite houses of parliament. But I hope the PM reins him in.





HOW THE HELL DID
THAT HAPPEN?





 


It was a cold, grey and drizzly morning in March 2014. I was standing in front of a media scrum outside Langi Kal Kal prison in country Victoria, after serving fifty days of imprisonment for contempt of court in the case against Adrian Bayley for the rape and murder of Jill Meagher.


The jail time (including two weeks in solitary confinement in a small cell at the Melbourne Assessment Prison) was triggered by my refusal to pay a $100 000 fine—the largest contempt fine ever for an individual in Victoria. Probably in Australia.


It was less than three years since I’d served five months under house arrest,wearing an electronic monitor ankle bracelet, for breaching a suppression order and naming two notorious serial child abusers on the steps of Victoria’s Parliament House. About 5000 other people shouted their names too but I was the only one charged. That house-arrest sentence also cost me my job at 3AW.


There was a question from the pack outside Langi Kal Kal: ‘So, what do you do next?’


What indeed? More than a year earlier, I had launched a petition for a national public register of convicted sex offenders and got 70 000 signatures. But no state government had expressed much interest except for the Northern Territory’s.


One afternoon, I stood in my Melbourne apartment, tears in my eyes. The NT attorney-general and minister for justice, John Elferink, was on speaker phone. With him, in his Darwin office, were Bruce and Denise Morcombe, parents of murdered Queensland schoolboy Daniel.


Elferink wanted us to share the news that legislation for the first public register in Australia—resembling Megan’s Law, which President Bill Clinton had made federal US law in 1996 and involved having a public national register of convicted sex offenders, including details of their crimes, sentences, photos and home addresses—had been introduced to the NT parliament and was about to be enacted. Within weeks, civil rights activists, political weaklings and legal eagles had scuttled it.


After being sacked by 3AW at the end of 2012 (because they were ‘sick of this paedophile thing—and so are the listeners’) I rejoined the Seven Network to do stories for Sunday Night and Today Tonight. One of my assignments was to go to the United States to do a series of interviews about the sex offenders register and how it worked.


In Hamilton, New Jersey, a picturesque little town like something from a Norman Rockwell painting, I interviewed Maureen Kanka. She was the mother of Megan, a 7-yearold girl who was raped and murdered by paroled rapist Jesse Timmendequas, who lived across the street and whose criminal history was unknown to the law-abiding folk of the township.


In her grief and anger, Megan’s mother made it her mission to get a public register up and running in New Jersey. In 1996, President Clinton invited Maureen, and her husband, Richard, to the Oval Office to watch it become national law.


In Florida, I interviewed a sheriff who had had local prisoners make big red and white metal signs, which were cemented into the front lawns of former prisoners, warning people that a convicted sex offender lived there. Also in Florida, I visited a caravan park that was home to more than 100 convicted paedophiles. I interviewed ten of them, at a site clearly marked as the home of sex criminals, with signs warning that unaccompanied children were not permitted there.


In the midst of this, a New Zealand 60 Minutes reporter asked me about rehabilitation of child sex offenders. She zealously inquired, ‘You don’t believe in rehabilitation, do you?’


While it may seem unfair to have used it as a debating point, I knew my interviewer had a young daughter. I said, ‘Would you let a rehabilitated paedophile babysit your child?’ Her stunned non-answer was my answer.


In San Antonio, Texas, I interviewed former child actor Sarah Monahan, who played Jenny Kelly in the Seven Network sitcom Hey Dad..!. During this time, she was abused by her screen father, played by actor Robert Hughes, who is now behind bars in Goulburn.


In 1988–92, the Hinch program was often broadcast from an adjacent studio at Epping in Sydney. Sarah told me, decades later, how, as an abused child, she had wanted to come and talk to me but was never allowed near our studio. In Texas, she showed me an iPhone app into which she typed the words ‘sex offender’. And up came eight or so flags; a bit like if she’d typed the word ‘motel’. The app showed the names, photographs, home addresses and crimes of all convicted sex offenders living in that area.


We drove past the address of one of the men listed on the app. It was a neat and normal suburban house. A well-trimmed lawn, a pick-up truck in the driveway, and an American flag fluttering by the front porch. No vigilantes, no Molotov cocktail throwers.


‘It just means that you can warn your child not to chase a ball into that yard and not to go there for trick or treat at Hallowe’en,’ Sarah explained. Or, as in Megan Kanka’s case, to be wary when a neighbour invites you in to ‘look at a cute puppy’. I tried the app out again in Times Square in Manhattan and about ten flags came up within a few blocks of 42nd Street.


Ironically, it was a Channel Seven connection that put me on a path that would, ultimately, send me to Canberra. When news of my 3AW sacking made page one of the Herald Sun, Lewis Martin, Seven’s managing director in Melbourne, immediately called and offered me a job, but also asked the question I’d been asked outside Langi Kal Kal. ‘So, what do you do next?’


He wasn’t talking about radio or television but about the campaign for a public register of convicted sex offenders, and other justice issues. Martin suggested a symbolic walk. I came up with the ‘Jail 2 Justice’ title and my partner, Natasha Chadwick, plotted the detailed ten-day route from outside Langi Kal Kal to the steps of Parliament House in Melbourne, where we would present volumes of petition signatures, with more we had collected along the way.


Before beginning the walk, we meticulously drove the route, planned which motels and hotels we would stay in, and the back-road routes that would safely keep the marchers off major highways. It was on that reconnoitre that Natasha took the ‘Johnny Cash’ photo on this book’s cover of my walking along an abandoned railway line alongside a decrepit old station outside Beaufort,Victoria.


It was a fantastic, if at times disturbing, daily ritual, with sometimes fifty, sometimes several hundred, supporters, and on the last day, when we walked from where Jill Meagher was murdered in Brunswick to Parliament House in Spring Street, several thousand. Including about a dozen women pushing their vulnerable little kids in prams.


I say ‘disturbing’, because the campaigners all had personal stories to tell. Heading into Ballarat, the local police chief joined me. I said: ‘There are 200 people behind us and they all have stories to share. None of them good ones.’ He agreed. He also told me there were more than 120 released prisoners on the private sex offenders register in his region.


He echoed what a senior VicPol officer had told me: ‘The register’s a joke. A public relations exercise to make people feel good.’The officer pointed out that if he visited three offenders a day, and did no other police work, he couldn’t check up on them all even once a month. Mostly, they ‘self-reported’ a change of job or address.


The ‘What next?’ question cropped up a lot on that long walk and I had plenty of time to think. Getting into politics had never been on the Hinch ‘must do’ list. I’d built a reputation questioning and attacking politicians. Now, listeners and viewers were suggesting I become one.


That element of ‘If you can’t lick ’em, join ’em’ was appealing, and I was starting to accept I wasn’t going to get anywhere with that public register just by broadcasting about it and lobbying for it from the outside. John Elferink’s phone call had raised and crushed hopes for me and the Morcombes— who had joined me on the final leg of the Jail 2 Justice walk to Parliament House.


It wasn’t quite like in the idealistic American movie Mr. Smith Goes to Washington but there were traces of that. On 26 May 2014, after ten days and 180 kilometres, walking about 20 kilometres a day, we presented eleven volumes, with more than 125 000 signatures, to a state government rep on the steps of Parliament House.


Then, on a Sunday night in October 2015, Natasha Chadwick and my friend and PA,Annette Philpott (whom I’d earlier taken into my confidence), and I, sat in my living room for a tactical all-nighter. We pushed the buttons that sent live a website with a video announcement of a new dynamic in Australian politics—Derryn Hinch’s Justice Party.


I had planned a traditional media event. Send out a press release. Invite the TV cameras and scribes along. To paraphrase the movie Field of Dreams: ‘Build it and they will come.’ Natasha, who had cleverly built the JP website, and shot my ‘I’m Derryn Hinch and I’m going into politics’ video, convinced me to concentrate totally on social media. It was pervasive, it was strong and it was cheap. And we didn’t have much money.


By 7 a.m. Channel Nine was running the video on their news bulletins. By 10 a.m., as we were hastily sticking up posters in our tiny Queens Road, Melbourne, office, the TV crews were knocking on the door.


We were off and running but there were a couple of snags: we had to get 500 official members and I had to get elected to the Senate. Before the 2016 election, Malcolm Turnbull and the Greens had done a shonky deal over preferences to make things that much harder for small parties and independents.


In May 2016, Prime Minister Turnbull called the election for 2 July, with a ludicrous, and dangerous (for the government), marathon campaign. That time allowed us to clock up 11 250 kilometres aboard the campaign van we dubbed the Justice Bus, travelling through country Victoria and parts of New South Wales.


By March 2016, we had a registered party. On 2 July 2016,Victoria had a new senator.


Hinch vs Canberra was on.


And this is my diary record of that first year.





SENATE DIARY





 



FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL


25 August 2016


Apologies to writer Guy Rundle (and maybe Hunter S Thompson) but, in the middle of my first day of Senate School in Canberra, my mind obscurely flashed to Winston Churchill. Maybe it was because I’d been staying in the Curtin Room, and later the Menzies Suite, at the Hyatt Canberra. But, anyhow, the British bulldog came to mind in the massive committee room I was herded into with all the other freshmen (and freshwomen) senators.


I was one of only 591 men and (shamefully few) women who have ever held the honorific ‘Senator’ in this Commonwealth of Australia. A far more exclusive club than for those who have worn the Baggy Green or played for the VFL/AFL.


Sitting there (wearing my exclusive ‘access all areas’ senator’s lapel button, which negates the need for a security pass) and clutching my Pocket Guide to Senate Procedure, I thought of Winnie, who once said, ‘I am always ready to learn, although I do not always like being taught.’


Know how you feel,Winston.


It was my first time back at school since 1959. That’s fifty-seven years ago. More than 20 000 days ago. I didn’t know what a ‘high school drop-out’ was until I went to America and discovered that I was one.


But here I was, for two-and-a-half days a week, back in school. The most famous/notorious/infamous other student at this political seminary was Pauline Hanson. We were two frosty seats apart.


She came with her quartet of accidentally elected Pauline Hanson’s One Nation (PHON) stalwarts. Sounds irreverent, but Pauline, as the leader of the pack, reminded me (in Canberra) of the movie Grease. Certainly not Sandy. Betty Rizzo. Expelled from her last school. Bad reputation.


After day one of Senate School, the One Nation quartet went off (actually, Malcolm ‘empirical evidence’ Roberts asked for an early mark) to meet with the prime minister.Wallpaper: That would have been a meeting of the minds!


I’m told somebody asked Hanson if she had ‘worked Senator Hinch out yet?’ Her response was something like ‘I never will.’ That’s possibly a compliment.


This Canberra immersion has brought back great memories from years and decades past. The last time I was in Canberra, I was in another grand building: the High Court.


The last time I was in the new Parliament House, I sat in the marbled Great Hall for a Hinch live interview with prime minister Paul Keating. He joked about growth, and I remember he chided me, and my scepticism, and boasted that if GDP growth couldn’t be sustained at 4 per cent, he ‘might as well give the game away. I wouldn’t deserve to be PM’.They’d kill for 4 per cent now.


What a wonderful town of dreams and spin and bullshit this is. Hinchey, don’t let it get to you.


To finish on a serious note, some genuinely tangible stuff. I am making great headway in my quest to pull the passports of convicted sex offenders to stem the child sex tourists in Thailand, Malaysia, Indonesia and the Philippines. Thank you, Rachel Griffiths.


And, within a year, I am confident I will have helped add 1 million more names to the organs donors’ register.


The fire is still in the belly. This is exciting. It is an honour. It is awesome.



BEWARE SLEEPERGATE


1 September 2016


If this radical ‘Inside (really inside) the Senate’ weekly epistle is going to be the real deal, then I must face the most shock! horror! incident in one of the truly biggest moments in my life this week.


I tweeted from inside the Senate (note to self: find out if that’s legal): It’s official. Now sworn in as Senator for Victoria in 45th parliament. Now it begins.


It was an emotional moment. Walking alone down that glass-lined corridor on my way in, I felt the awe and responsibility of it all. As I went to sign the ancient senators’ book—the book, not the senators (apart from me)—I did get moist eyes when I looked up at the visitors’ gallery at my loyal crew (who started as volunteers for our fledgling Justice Party) and gave them a thumbs up.


It was a huge day. It started with Welcome to Country in the Great Hall, where Bill Shorten (who still thinks he won) spoke longer than the prime minister. Is that protocol cool?


I actually wore a suit and tie. The president of the Senate, Stephen Parry, had briefed us about appropriate attire and said it wasn’t compulsory, so I wore a tie of my own free will. Perverse, huh?


At that dos and don’ts briefing from the prez, all the newbies sat in the imposing Senate chamber for the first time. I happened to sit in Arthur Sinodinos’s seat. I must admit I opened his drawer. There was no cash in it.


At that dummy run, I realised that I couldn’t clearly see the prez. And then, somehow, I chipped a tooth.


So, back in Melbourne on the Saturday, I saw my loyal cosmetic dentist, Yvonne King, for an emergency veneer. Then my ‘senatorial sartorialist’, Kelly Casey, who cuts my hair and touches up my beard. And then my optometrist, Helen Robbins, for some trifocals so I can see if Stephen Parry is frowning.
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