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Maree’s friends and colleagues cherish 
wonderful memories of friendship, 
support, humour and learning—the 
sharing of wine, food and stories, 
and dialogue that extended our 
understanding of social justice, 
deepened our respect for her, and was 
otherwise just great fun. 

Maree was a fervent feminist. Her 
feminism was, however, shot through, 
utterly and completely, with a deep 
appreciation of the impacts of poverty 
on education. This marked her out as 
one of the best social justice advocates 
in education in Australia today. 
Maree had many dimensions to her 
social justice vision. She understood 
at a visceral level, the social justice 
concerns that underpin many of the 
urgent environmental issues of our 
time. We reflect on her love of natural 
environments, her fascination and 
delight in her children, Chris and Elise, 
as well as her great interest in her 
friends’ children. Maree couldn’t have 
been more proud of the choices her 
children made—Elise for Philosophy, 
and Christopher doing his PhD on 
climate change.

Maree’s commitment to the theory 
and practice of social justice in 
education was extensive and inspiring 
to many others. We learnt so much 
from her. She introduced us to so 
many ways of thinking about, and 
acting on and in the world. There was 
so much we would not have been able 
to do without Maree’s support. Her 
intellectual capacity was formidable 
and her willingness to share her 
insights generous. Maree’s input into 
AWE’s achievements through the 
Gender Up Front project was pivotal. 

Everyone reading this tribute will 
appreciate that it’s difficult to calculate 
the number of educators whose 
insights regarding social justice and 
intellectual rigour in education were 
enhanced by her mentoring.    

When the departmental commitment 
to social justice evaporated in 
2003, Maree became its voice, and 
encouraged and mentored others to 
use theirs too. For 10 years she persisted 
in an indifferent hierarchy, briefing 
consistently on the shortcomings of 
the department’s many programs in 
being able to change the educational 
outcomes of students living in 
poverty, or to educate for a more 
gender just society. Her leadership, 
resilience, courage, tenacity and 
intellectual output over that time 
were remarkable. In that intellectually 
impoverished environment, she 
continued to inspire her colleagues 
to reach through the flabby fabric of 
strategic plans etc, to keep a vision 
alive that was consistent with the best 
traditions of public education. She 
parried the condescension of the new 
(and often content-free) managerial 
class with good humour and a wit as 
dry and sharp as the air of the western 
deserts. Her stories of encounters with 
these folk provided many of us with 
years of belly-laughing entertainment. 
Maree could coax laughter out of 
tragedy like no-one else.

At the same time as Maree was 
keeping the social justice critique 

alive in the department, she pursued 
her PhD. It is a brilliant piece of work, 
peeling back, layer by layer, the 
processes and dynamics that inhibit 
the implementation of sustainable, 
worthwhile social justice initiatives 
in education, both at the very 
instructional core of the student-
teacher interaction and also at 
scale across systems. She provides 
genuinely new ways of understanding 
the social justice project in education.

May we not allow the concerns 
explored in her PhD to rest in peace.
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Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim
Because it was grassy and wanted wear,
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I,
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.

by Robert Frost

The Road Not Taken

Maree Hedemann 1954-2013
Maree is remembered with admiration, 
respect, and most of all, with love.
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