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POINTS OF VIEW
The short shelf life of our city managers
Where else but in Hamilton does the
city manager’s job come with a guar-
antee that you will get paid and enter-
tained at work? The entertainment
occasionally includes a fist fight be-
tween council members in the city hall
parking lot. Shrinking violets need not
apply.

New Mayor Fred Eisenberger has
been on the job one week and already
there is speculation about the future
of city manager Glen Peace. A change
in both mayor and city manager has
punctuated each of four city council
terms in less than a decade. 

Such a short occupational shelf life
is not exactly a selling feature in at-
tracting good candidates. It’s not sur-
prising that Hamilton has had diffi-
culty recruiting administrative talent
to fill its top job. The Want Ad for the
position should, for the sake of accu-
racy, include reference to a blindfold
and a cigarette.

In the last 30 years the combined

City of Hamilton and Region of
Hamilton-Wentworth have gone
through many city managers. Of that
group of administrators exactly two,
Michael Fenn in the late ’90s and Cy
Armstrong in the ’70s and early ’80s,
can be counted as outstanding per-
formers. Several others would be
judged as competent, while the re-
mainder included a couple of unmiti-
gated disasters.

The city manager’s role is generally
not well understood by citizens. More

important to the day-to-day func-
tioning of local government than any
single politician; it is the city’s highest
ranking civil service job. It is also pre-
cisely the point at which politics
meets policy.

Most mayors hate to admit it, but
their re-election is often dependent
upon the performance of the city
manager. And that effectiveness is
tied not only to skill but also to the
level of trust and confidence be-
stowed upon the city manager by the
mayor and city council. If the city
manager fails to ensure the efficient
delivery of public services, then all
the political spin in the world won’t
matter and the electorate will demand
change.

Which brings us to Mayor Eisen-
berger and the first real test of his
leadership.  Eisenberger and his new
council inherit incumbent city man-
ager Peace with four years remaining
on his contract. Peace epitomizes

competence and decency, but he has
earned the enmity of perhaps one
third of the council who would like
him to leave early. 

The knock on Peace is that he is too
closely associated with the political
agenda of former Mayor Di Ianni, par-
ticularly on Maple Leaf Foods and the
expansion of airport employment
lands.

Oddly enough, there is also some re-
sentment at the perceived political in-
dependence of the city manager and
the management team. Some mem-
bers of council would prefer a return
to the days when politicians exercised
more direct influence over depart-
ment heads. 

Rather than a frontal attack on
Peace, look for an attempt by those
who want him gone to neuter his au-
thority by changing the administra-
tive reporting structure.

The mayor’s dilemma here is
twofold. Balancing his first budget

will provide sufficient challenge for
Eisenberger without the added cost
and disruption that would accompany
any attempt to force Peace out. But
defending the city manager will alien-
ate some of the very councillors that
the mayor needs onside if he is to de-
liver on his promise of a more inclusive
style of leadership.

Our last accidental mayor was Bill
Powell who upset Jack MacDonald in
1980. 

Powell was considered incorruptible
but was undone by an unruly council
that he failed to tame. Mayor Powell
lasted a single term. 

Mayor Eisenberger is determined to
stick around for a while longer and
leave an impact. The first test of his
staying power will be managing the
fate of the city manager.
Terry Cooke is a former Hamilton-
Wentworth regional chair. He is cur-
rently president of Cooke Capital 
Corporation.

Childhood as it was never meant to be 

BY THOMAS FROESE

KAMPALA, UGANDA ✦ One of the
unexpected things I’ve caught since
coming to Africa for the long haul is a
certain disturbing feeling in the pit of
my stomach. It’s grown there quietly,
feeding, I suspect, on the various for-
eign sights and sounds around here,
especially those of the children.

Of course, African kids are more
than stereotypical media images of
bony, starving waifs. There’s more to
African life than Do They Know It’s
Christmas? that 1980s hit song by
BandAid about Africa’s Christmas
chimes of doom.

Still, unlike in Canada this holiday
season, some African children will
starve to death. Many others will ex-
perience childhood as it was never
meant to be. And having my own
young children here doesn’t help my
stomach much, not when my three-
year-old asks, as she did recently,
“Daddy, what’s a Muzungu?”

I can’t really respond, “Well, Eliza-
beth, in an African context, Muzungu
means ‘rich, white person’ and this,
Sweetie, is what you and I are. Just re-
member, if some children call you this,
it’s not mean-spirited, it’s just rather
matter-of-fact. So don’t worry, be
happy.”

Likewise, when visiting a Ugandan
orphanage, Elizabeth’s mother and I
can’t easily explain to her why some
kids have no mummies or daddies.
There’s so much that little ones don’t
understand. So many of them here,
Elizabeth and her brother Jon includ-
ed, sing innocently and honestly
about how “red and yellow, black and
white, Jesus loves all the children of
the world.”

So then why does the UN’s 2006
State of the World’s Children report
that 11 million kids under five are now
dying yearly from malnutrition or dis-
ease? Why do 600 million live in ab-
ject poverty? Why can’t at least 100
million access even primary school-

ing? Why do 2.5 million have AIDS, a
killer that’s orphaned another 15 mil-
lion, with plenty more coming?

Why during this, the Mother of all
Childhood Seasons, when toys spill
over in so many living rooms, do so
many children live in this sad and sor-
ry and terribly true state? Why are
truckloads of innocents becoming
nothing but cold, dead statistics?
Can’t Jesus do better?

Despite some gains, disparities are
stretching across the globe like some
hideous alien’s tentacles. Simon Fras-
er Public Research Group reports if to-
day’s world had 100 people, 50 would
be malnourished, 70 wouldn’t be able
to read, and 80 would have rotten
housing. Six would have half the
wealth. One would have a degree.

Of course, there’s a complex web of
reasons for all this, and none have
much to do with Jesus: poor personal
choices, destructive cultural mores,
wars, government corruption, unfair
global trade, and the list goes on.
Metaphorically, the lunatics are tak-
ing the asylum. Control is falling to
the bastards among us, and children
are suffering the most.

If you find this offensive, consider
recent science from Paul Zak, of
Claremont Graduate University’s
Center for Neuroeconomics Studies in
California. 

Zak suggests human nature is basi-
cally good, that our brains are even
hard-wired to cooperate. People find
it natural to, for one thing, share. But,
some 2 per cent of us, at least in Zak’s
lab studies, are “pure non-coopera-
tors,” always hoarding, always into
themselves at all costs.

The technical term in Zak’s lab for
these people is moral “bastards.”
Their brains apparently work differ-
ently, like those of sociopaths who
don’t, or can’t, care about anyone,
maybe due to dysfunction of the
chemical oxytocin.

So, it can be argued, there really are
bastards out there. The question is,

how do we save our children from
them? 

And how do we avoid becoming bas-
tards ourselves?  

It may seem strange, but when one is
a Muzungu in Africa, especially at
Christmas, these are the things that
can fester in one’s stomach. 

But, then again, on one level or an-
other, maybe we’re all bastards. And
maybe God loves us anyway. 

Maybe that’s why the story of the
first Christmas has been left for us to
ponder.

It’s something to think about the
next time you hear the radio play
BandAid’s unnerving song about
Africa’s children, and what we have or
haven’t done for them. 

And it’s something to give thanks for
when you see that wonder in a child’s
eyes on Christmas Day.

Journalist Thomas Froese, a part-time
Hamiltonian, will spend Christmas
with his family in Kampala, Uganda
where they live most of the year. E-mail
140765@sympatico.ca

Human adaptability will save the planet
BY JULIA WHITTY 

What if 12 asteroids were on collision
courses with Earth? What if we could
alter their trajectories and save our
planet by the cumulative effect of our
individual efforts? What if science
and history proved that we were fully
capable of such heroism? What would
it take to get us started?

John Schellnhuber, distinguished
science adviser at the Tyndall Centre
for Climate Change Research in
Britain, has identified 12 global warm-
ing tipping points, such as the defor-
estation of the Amazon rainforest or
the melting of the west Antarctic ice
sheet. Any of these, if triggered, prob-
ably would initiate sudden changes
across the planet as cataclysmic as any
asteroid strike.

So what will it take to trigger what
we might call the 13th tipping point,
the shift from personal denial to per-
sonal responsibility? What will tip us
toward addressing global warming

with the urgency it deserves, as the
mother of all threats to homeland se-
curity?

A 2005 study on perceptions of
global warming found that most peo-
ple are moderately concerned, but 68
per cent believe that the greatest
threats are to people far away or to
nonhuman nature — a dangerous and
delusional misperception. Only 13 per
cent perceive risk to themselves, their
families or their communities.

Many secretly perceive global
warming to be an insoluble problem
and respond by circling the family
wagons and turning inward. Yet hu-
man beings are born with powerful
tools for solving this quandary. We
have the genetic smarts and the cul-
tural smarts. We have the technologi-
cal know-how. We even have the in-
clination.

The truth is, we can change our-
selves with breathtaking speed,
sculpting even “immutable” human
nature. 

Forty years ago, many believed hu-
man nature mandated that blacks and
whites live in segregation; 30 years ago
human nature divided men and
women into separate economies; 20
years ago human nature prevented us
from defusing a global nuclear stand-
off. Nowadays we blame human na-
ture for the insolvable hazards of
global warming.

Research out of the Max Planck In-
stitute in Germany suggests how we
might help ourselves evolve. Using a
variation on game theory, researchers
found that almost no one would do-
nate money anonymously, but that
the few who did were the ones who
knew most about the issue at hand. So
we would be inclined to behave as bet-
ter environmental citizens when we
are educated and our individual ac-
tions are visible to those around us — a
phenomenon known as “social facili-
tation.”

Perhaps if we’re vigorously in-
formed about how global warming

endangers our neighborhoods, we’ll
individually forgo the McMansions
and the Hummers and make sustain-
able choices. Anything less compro-
mises our children’s future.

Until then, our denial facilitates
“social loafing” — the tendency of in-
dividuals to slack when work is shared
and individual performance is not as-
sessed. 

Scientists don’t help when they re-
act to the terrifying dimensions of
public ignorance by sheltering inside
hallowed halls. At a recent meeting of
the Society for Conservation Biology,
70 per cent of members argued in
favour of advocating real solutions to
environmental problems directly to
lethargic policymakers and the media.
Yet very few have stepped out into the
public arena at a time when we need
their knowledge and expertise as nev-
er before.

The nature of tipping points is that
they happen dizzyingly fast. The good
news is that history proves we’re ca-

pable of keeping up. Social scientists
once believed that it would take
decades of government pressure and
education for North Americans to
choose smaller families because the
desire to procreate is an absolute part
of the human animal, or so they
thought. Yet population growth radi-
cally declined over only three years in
the 1970s — one woman at a time,
without an ounce of government in-
volvement.

The truth is, humans can change
and change fast. Our hallmark is
adaptability. Long ago, we looked out
from the trees and saw the savannahs.
Beyond the savannahs we glimpsed
further frontiers. History proves that
when we behold a better world, we
move toward it — one person at a time
— leaving behind what no longer
works.

We know what to do. We know how
to do it. We know the timeline. We are
our own tipping point. 
The Los Angeles Times
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Primary schoolchildren in Mukono District, near Kampala, Uganda, enjoy their recess by hamming it up for the camera.
While African children have many challenges, their smiles show there’s more to life in Africa than stereotypical images.
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Some of the 60 orphans during nap-time at the Amani Baby Cottage, an orphan-
age in Jinja, Uganda. Many of these children’s parents have died of AIDS.
Worldwide, 15 million children are now orphaned due to AIDS, just one of the
challenging statistics in the UN’s 2006 State of the World’s Children report.

Why are truckloads of innocents
becoming nothing but cold, dead
statistics?
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