I grew up on Spring Flat, our family farm that lies just north of Canberra- and borders the proposed development.
I’m the 6th generation on the farm. I still pick up my great grandmas memoirs and read of her experience’s in the
1920s, a single mum raising a two year old daughter after pnemonia robbed her of her husband and husband’s
parents in the space of a week. The site of her old house just a few hundred metres from the proposed
development. She battled floods and droughts, and as testament to her perseverance we’re still working the farm
almost 100 years on.
It’s the land that I was married on, the land that I love. I want to share a few photos with you. When school went in
to lockdown because of Covid-19, the kids and I built a composting toilet atop our hill. It’s the site of our future
home, and, hopefully will see the seventh generation remain on the land in the same way that generations have
before.

The view from outdoor dunny! Under the proposed plan the lush grassland in the background would be replaced with
industrial looking panels.

The remnants of the old homestead. Under the proposed plan the backdrop would be a sea of solar panels.
Alongside supporting the work of the farm, I’ve been a teacher now for 15 years and in that time the thing that has
troubled me the most has been witnessing the effects of an imbalance of power. Situations where the big pick on
the small or the many pick on the few. Only one side of an imbalance of power is making the choice to be in the
situation, only one side of the imbalance of power is losing sleep after the day is done.
I want to bring to the forefront the process that has played out over the last number of years, and make you fully
aware of the gross imbalance of power that the process presents. A number of people who have spoken today have
been paid to do so. They have come to work, done the job they are paid to do, and at the end of the day, will go
home and enjoy their weekend. They might think of today, but they definitely won’t be consumed by it.
On the other side there are those that are here today not because they chose to be here. They are farmers, workers,
people who have taken leave for the day so they can go and stand up for their homes, their families, the
environment. Their weekend will not be one where they can switch off from the events of today.
For the last three and a half years I’ve watched friends and family, farmers and other locals become researchers,
scientists, fund rasiers, advocates. I’ve watched it consume my parents, their friends and neighbours.

The proponents of the development who are being paid to do so will say that the site is perfect. It borders high
voltage transmission lines. I know that the same high voltage lines extend west, to areas where farming land is flat,
not visible to surrounding properties, has already gone through a level of desertification and is devoid of much
wildlife. I know this now, but I shouldn’t have to.

A map of the high voltage transmission lines extending west.
The proponents of the development are doing the job they are paid to do. They say the site need to be close to
poulation because a portion of energy is lost as heat through transmission. I know that through high voltage lines the
losses are minimal and it is in close proximity to population, where voltages are decreased that the majority of
energy is lost. I know this now, but I shouldn’t have to.
The proponents of the development who are doing the job they are being paid to do will say that the site’s
generation potential makes it ideal. The Australian Energy Market Operator’s visualisations say otherwise. I know
this now, but I shouldn’t have to.

Solar suitability visualisation from the AEMO website
The proponents of the development who are doing the job they are being paid to do will say that the development is
an essential part of us meeting climate goals set out as part of the Paris Accord. The Paris Accord also saw countries
sign up to not only reduce emissions, but to sequester carbon through the planting of trees, and the sustaining of
grasslands. I know this now, but I shouldn’t have to.

The proponents of the development who are doing the job they are being paid to do will say that there’s plenty of
other land for agriculture and that this allotment is insignigicant. I know that of the almost 8 million square
kilometres that makes up Australia only 6% of this is suitable for pasture. I know this now but I shouldn’t have to.
In education we often talk about the difference between equality and equity. The process, whilst the same for all
pits paid professionals against whoever happens to live in that community. It sees investors and their millions and
their army or paid experts take on the farmers of a community and whatever support they can muster. I would liken
the experience to my friends and neighbours playing the Wallabies in a game of football, the imblance of power is
immense.

So how do we shift the current model of equality to a model of equity. A model where the farmers, workers, retirees
of an area are given access to the same experts that the multi-national investors do? A model where the farmers,
workers and retirees don’t have to reinvent themselves into something they never wanted to be, where paid
professionals can make their case.
So my plea to you, recognise the imbalance of power in the process that has consumed this community for years.
Recognise that the fight of this community is not isolated. Recognise that as a society we are making the same errors
of ‘doing what we think is best’ without considering the human toll.

Additional:
Screenshots of the article published in the Canberra times, August 2018. A reminder of just how long this fight has
been going for the local community.

