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APACHE CHIEF EE NAY CHUCK

Staff of newspaper incinerate duck feathers

ISSUE: bless you! EST. PRICE:  The little one

The staff of The Garter Press gathered 
at sub-editor Dolores Pellicer’s house 
yesterday evening for a mass-burning 
of duck-feather pillows. 

The entirely harmless bonfire  was 
orchestrated to mark the imminent 
folding of The Garter Press.

“Its paper is soft and malleable, the 
perfect material for folding,” said 
Haruki Katsumi, winner of the 16th 
annual Sydney Newspaper Origami 
Competition. 

Mr Katsumi’s sentiments come 
at a sad time for the newspaper, 
which announced that its national 
headquarters in Sydney had blown up 

thousands of balloons a week late for its 
much-anticipated birthday centenary.  

It is an odd time for the newspaper 
to be celebrating this milestone, with 
editor-in-chief  Clarence French having 
finally been forced to step down

from his desk where, after hearing 
of the recent Victorian flash-floods, 
had been “seeking the safety of high 
ground”.

This news was just part of a longer 
spell of misfortune for French, who 
earlier in the year came close to 
announcing Chapter 11 (of Harry 
Potter and the Deathly Hallows as “a 
disappointment for fans of Kreacher, 
who just want him safely delivered at 
last from the Death Eaters”).

It has been speculated that French 
will be fired at some stage before the 
end of the month from The Garter’s 
novelty water-cannon. It is also to 
be expected that a number of other 
senior writing and editing staff 
will follow in getting the axe

to assist in rescuing their boss from 
the tree which he is likely to land in.

It’s not all bad news for The Garter, 
after interest was expressed by Fox
Hunting Groups in its recent regular 
column, “Chase That Fox!”.

The shares of the newspaper have 
been inexplicably dropping and rising 
since the start of this article (cont.)

Dolores  -  this article seems to be wantonly deceptive 
and gives the wrong impression on a number of occasions.  
Also, terrible news for our regular donut eating rituals 
but i should inform you that I am going to die-
t very soon.

WINNER of our “Your House On Fire” Photo Competition. May prove irrelevant and misleading in the context of main story.

EDUCATION
LIFTOUT
INSIDE

JUST FINISHED 
YOUR HSC? 

THE GARTER PRESS 
HAS AN EXCLUSIVE 

GUIDE TO YOUR 
FUTURE TERTIARY 

EDUCATION - OR 
LACK THEREOF

G A R T E R  E X C L U S I V E 
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SHOPPERS ASTOUNDED
Eva Longoria waits in queue.
p21
 
KEBAB BOYS REFUSE COMMENT
Eyeball found in $5 Meatbox.
p31

PHONY FIDO
Disengenuous canine fakes tail 
wagging. 
p33

NORTH SHORE HIT HARD 
Upwardly mobile family can’t 
afford to renovate new house.
p36

GORILLA ESCAPES FROM 
TARONGA ZOO: 
Great Escape or Greatest Ape?
p37

ITALIAN WOOKIE LOSES MONEY 
GAMBLING: 
Chewbacca the wrong horse.
p41

 

WEDNESDAY
Fine and sunny.  A 
cardigan will suffice for 
warmth.

THURSDAY
Pleasantly warm.  
Maybe time to dig out 
the Havaianas!

FRIDAY
Unpleasantly warm, 
humid like soup.  If 
you go outside, take a 
spoon.

SATURDAY
Freaking hot.  Seek 
the comparatively 
icy solace of a 
functioning stovetop.  
What the blazes, is the 
sun getting closer?

SUNDAY
Sun engulfs 
earth.  
Cosmic 
holocaust.    
Don’t 
forget to 
slip slop 
slap!

p31

PHONY FIDO
Disengenuous canine fakes tail 
wagging. 
p33

NORTH SHORE HIT HARD 
Upwardly mobile family can’t 
afford to renovate new house.
p36

GORILLA ESCAPES FROM 
TARONGA ZOO: 
Great Escape or Greatest Ape?

DISCLAIMER: The Garter Press newspaper is published under the auspices of Mulchbeast Enterprises, Cave of Deep Regret and Despair, Level 3, just near the 
kitchenette.  Abandon hope, all ye who enter here. Also, there is no paper towel left in the kitchenette because Ben spilt coke again, just in case you are only coming for 
paper towel.  The Garter and Mulchbeast Enterprises acknowledge the traditional owners of this cave, The Bat People, and all who were subject to their cruel and glorious 
subterranean dominion.  The Enterprise accepts no responsibility for global warming, red frog prices inflating to 10c, 9/11, your shitty broken umbrella, Elvis dying, Elvis 
living, breaking up the Beatles, breaking up your nougat, or breaking up your face [this still to happen]. 

Kanye West Replaces Own Face 
With The Mona Lisa

THE NATION AT A GLANCE

1 Melbourne
Two hipsters have been killed while 
enjoying their café breakfast when a 
giant ball of  yarn crushed them and 

their stupid scarves. 

2 Adelaide
A report released by CSIRO has 
confirmed that Adelaide is a terrible 
place to live. No comment yet from 
residents as the news will take five years 
to reach them.

3  Perth
Freemantle doctor tried for malpractice. 

4 Surfers Paradise
Anna Bligh has declared the 2010 
Schoolies to be “the best fucking 
schoolies ever” before vomiting on her 
shoes and beating up a cop.

5 Alice Springs
Uluru has mysteriously vanished in the 
night. Oh wait, there it is. Never mind.

6 Sydney
Environmentalists are outraged at the 
news that a white tiger from Taronga 
Zoo has been killed on a dare by Clover 

Moore. 

7 ???
Mysterious island spotted off  the coast 

of  Australia.
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7
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Following the announcement that 
he replaced his bottom row of teeth 
with diamonds, controversial rapper 
and hip hop mogul Kanye West has 
revealed that he has removed his 
own head and affixed Leonardo Da 
Vinci’s Mona Lisa to his shoulders. 

“It’s the best art in the world. And 
now it’s my face. I got the best face in 
the world now and that’s a fact,” said 
the rapper, with some difficulty, on 
Oprah early yesterday.

“This is the best idea I ever had,” 
continued West, blindly firing his 
Glock at random intervals to keep 
the encircling art thieves at bay. 

Jennifer Fourpins
ENTERTAINMENT REPORTER AND A 
FUNNY JOKEY ONE

Replacing own heart with the • 
heart of Phar Lap.
Surgically attaching classy • 
wooden salad tongs to the ends 
of his arms.
Blood transfusion with a bottle • 
of Krystal.
Getting a full body tattoo of • 
himself on himself.
Replacing his skin with “all of • 
the drugs” to ward away the 
spiders.
Installing an Adamantium • 
skeleton in the place of his 
bones, rendering him virtually 
impervious to harm but 
susceptible to manipulation 
from Magneto.  

KANYE WEST’S 
OTHER COSMETIC 

AMBITIONS 

20°C

26°C

35°C

48°C

190°C
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Barack Obama tells America to “go fuck itself”
Danny Concannon
WHITE HOUSE CORRESPONDENT/
COWARDLY LION

After almost two years in office, 
President Barack Obama shocked 
Americans yesterday by announcing 
at a press conference that he was 
“really sick of all this shit” and that 
America could “go fuck itself”.

Noticeably annoyed after months 
of harsh coverage from the nation’s 
political press and sliding approval 
ratings, the President let loose at 
citizens across America for their 
“constant whining”, telling them to 
“man the fuck up”.

“My fellow Americans, I’ve had just 
about enough of all this bullshit,” 
President Obama said. “I’ve been 
working my fucking guts out now for 
two years for you fat ass dong hats 
and all I’ve got to show for it is a 
greying hairline and approval ratings 
hovering around 40 per cent. Forty 
per cent – are you shitting me?!?”

“I know I was elected on a platform 
of change or hope or some other crap 
like that but I’m not a fucking wizard, 
so how about you cut me some 
fucking slack, stop your bitching and 
get to fucking work.” 

Surrounded by visibly shocked 
members of the White House Press 
Corps, President Obama said that 

he had finally had enough of being 
blamed for the nation’s woes.

“Every one of you seems to have 
forgotten the steaming pile of turd 
soup that I inherited when I took 
this job,” he said. “That kind of shit 
gonna leave a stank for quite some 
time.”

White House aides said the President 
had been privately “pissed” for some 
time and “lost his bananas” as a new 
poll showed one in five Americans 
believed him to be Muslim.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” the 
President said. “You’re all either 
ignorant fucking rednecks or scraps 
of butt cheese.”

Recent polls have shown the 
President’s Democratic Party 
is expected to take an electoral 
battering at next week’s 
congressional mid-term elections, 
with many analysts pointing to voter 
dissatisfaction with the President’s 
administration.

“It’s very easy to sit around on FOX 
News or CNN or whatever and just 
bitch and moan about the state of 
affairs, but how’s about you shut 
your fucking traps and acknowledge 

that I’ve been busting my balls here 
trying to help this country,” the 
President said, lighting a cigarette in 
a futile attempt to soothe his anger.

White House Press Secretary Robert 
Gibbs tried to cajole the President 
away from the microphone, but the 
President gripped both sides and 
refused to budge.

“No, Robert!” he cried. “If I hadn’t 
surrounded myself with throbbing 
nutholes like you I wouldn’t be in 
this quagmire of festering duck poo.” 

Asked by a reporter whether the 
President’s anger was a political 
tactic to overcome public perceptions 
that he is too disconnected, the 
President told the reporter to shut 
the fuck up, sit the fuck down and get 
a fucking life.

“You’re a glowing testament to piss 
fuckery,” the President said.

“You know what? Fuck this shit,” the 
President said, leaving the podium 
in a fit of rage and exhaustion, “I’m 
going back to Kenya.”

The President was so angry his neck shrunk and his hand grew disproportionately large.

One Australian tourist grazes 
knee in Bali

Something 
like 300,000 
Mongolians 
killed in a 
landslide 
somewhere

Australia held its breath yesterday 
upon hearing the news that an 
Australian tourist had her knee 
grazed while vacationing in Bali, 
Indonesia. 

Donna Stephenson, 53, was visiting 
the local Bali tourist markets when 
she was knocked down by a man on 
a bicycle causing her to lightly graze 
her right knee. 

“It was a big surprise,” Ms 
Stephenson said. “I had just bought 
some lovely necklaces for my nieces 
when all of a sudden I was knocked 
to the ground.”

“I was wearing shorts because of the 
heat so I got a nasty scratch on my 
knee,” she said. “It stung off and on 
all afternoon.”

“I guess I’m alright now, though,” 
she said bravely.

Mrs Stephenson said she was 
being assisted by members of the 
Australian Consulate, and members 
of the Australian media have camped 
outside of her hotel all day in the 
hope of speaking with her to make 
sure she’s OK.

The Commissioner of the Australian 
Federal Police, Tony Negus, said he 
was relieved to hear Ms Stephenson 
was recovering from her injuries 
and assured her family the police 
and media would not stop until all 
Australians knew of her plight.

Negus confirmed an AFP 
investigation into the incident, but 
would not be drawn into speculation 
by our editors that the man on the 
bicycle was a member of a terrorist 
organisation or even Osama Bin 
Laden himself. 

Needless to say, this is the media 
story of the year.

Hannah Montana-Banana
INDONESIAN CORRESPONDENT/
PIECE OF FRUIT

Ms Stephenson accepts flowers from members 
of the waiting media at her Bali hotel.

Around about 300,000 Mongolians/
Mongols (?) from Mongolia or some 
country in that region were killed 
after a landslide wiped out their 
cities or something.

The landslide hit sometime last week 
when lots of rain caused the earth to 
slide down a hill, we presume.

It’s unknown who the President of 
Mongolia is but we’re sure that he 
or she is pretty sad and is probably 
trying to cheer everyone up. But he 
or she might also be dead, too.

The whole event was probably very 
scary indeed.  Hopefully some relief 
workers are on their way.  The 
United Nations may have some 
information on this. 

No Australians were harmed.

-AP

WORLD 
IN BRIEF

SWEDEN: 
Swedes ‘racist’, still hot

PAKISTAN: 
Prune fingers most annoying thing 
about flood

FRANCE: 
Riot police, tired of protests, strike

INDONESIA: 
Military torturer has “good heart” 
mother says

IRAN: 
Urged to stop being jerks 

NETHERLANDS: 
MP Geert Wilders not related to 
Van Wilder

THE VATICAN: 
gears up for Pride Week

USA: 
Sarah Palin eaten by pitbull with 
lipstick on it

NEW ZEALAND: 
Mad sheep disease ravishes 
Auckland
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Imagine the following in the darkest 
crevice of your brain-cave. You 
have been invited to dine with 
Queen Elizabeth II after you bested 
Prince Phillip in a game of Hoopsy-
Tossy. Your appointment is for 
7pm (Buckingham Palace Time). 
You have worn your finest suit and 
purchased a buttonhole flower from 
the delightful but inarticulate flower 
girl opposite your building. Once 
inside your handsome habiliments, 
you have a shocking realisation. 
Fear grips you from the tip of your 
brogues to the top of your brogues. 
You have neglected to bring a bottle 
of wine. 

What ever is to be done?

This is, of course, a problem faced by 
everybody. Whether they’re dining 
with the Queen of England or a 
common Duke or Earl, the issue of 
which wine to choose is one that can 
befuddle even the most learned of 
gentlemen. 

But not to fear. If the situation 
described above would send you into 
a mad dither, perhaps prompting 
you to hijack the handsome cab, 
murdering the driver in the process, 
and steer the vehicle into the Thames 
in order to save face, then help is on 
the way.

Indeed, there is very rarely any cause 
to murder any one when presented 
with a problem regarding wine, and, 
as you will soon see, the biggest 
dullard can pass himself off as an 
expert by taking but a short stroll 
down the wide and long boulevard of 
vinicultural history.

Wine has gone by many names 
since it was accidentally created in 
400BC by the Babylonians. Back 
then, grapes were considered to 
be the fruit of the devil and were 
termed ‘midget plums’. Every year 
to celebrate the harvest, the high 
priest would gather all the grapes 
in the town, as well as the grape 
farmers, and bash them into a pulp 
with his mighty Staff of High Import, 
Righteousness And Zealotry (A 
SHIRAZ, from where we take the 

name ‘Merlot’). As the legend goes, it 
was after one such ritual that a young 
boy noted that the cats in the town, 
who were gathered in large numbers 
for an entirely separate ritual, would 
fall into a fit of frenzy after licking 
up the juice of the crushed fruits. 
Since then, wine has been made to 
the strict specifications as set down 
by those cats, and the rich tradition 
lives on.

Over time, it has been referred 
to variously as ‘moon-juice’, 
‘crazywater’, ‘Spaniard Blood’ ‘wizz-
fizz’, ‘honey-melon-two-step’, ‘The 
Great Bambino’ and, of course, 
‘Scotch’.

Now, choosing the correct wine for 
the correct dish is as important as 
selecting the correct socks to match 
the colour of your tongue, so care 
needs to be taken. For example, 
if you are being served fish, the 
wine should be red, full-bodied, 
reasonably sarcastic and served at 
a temperature no cooler than 150 
degrees Fahrenheit. 

Beef on the other hand requires a 
wine that is at once rich, sneaky, 
condescending with a touch of self-
deprecation, funneled into the glass 
through a sousaphone. At no point 
should the wine be served frozen 
or on fire, unless the host is serving 
lamb or fire respectively. 

So as Her Majesty takes a regal sip 
from the wine you’ve purchased, 
places the cardboard box back on the 
table and remarks that the inside of 
the cask could be inflated to make a 
“space-pillow”, remember it was old 
Chesterton who set you right, then 
ask her, on my behalf, if I can have 
my Lost DVDs back please.

Navigating the Glass: A Note 
on Terminology 

Glass
CHESTERTON 
FANCYSPOONS

Wine

Whine about wine? I 
will (whine)!“

Please ignore 
the ad to your 
right and come to 
Adelaide! The only 
major Australian 

city that won’t 
kidnap and kill 
you!

I know what you’re thinking. So 
don’t say it. It doesn’t need to be 
said because I know that you’re 
thinking it. I’ve seen the way that 
you’ve been looking at me, with a 
mixture of equal parts amusement 
and amazement – like a spectator at 
Cirque Du Soleil. You are thinking: 
that T-shirt is hilarious. 

And thank you for thinking that. 
Thank you very much. And yes, 
I agree – it does compliment my 
ponytail. Please note though, that 
this T-Shirt was not bought for 
your amusement, this T-shirt was 
bought because it accurately conveys 
my unique sense of humour. And 
don’t ask your next two questions. 
The answers are “the internet” and 
“no, it was a limited edition run”, 
respectively.

What concerns me though, as nice as 
all this is, is that I’m not convinced 
that you are appreciating this 
T-shirt for the correct reasons, and 
moreover that you may be ignoring 
some of the more subtle layers of 
irony, in which the nub of my T-shirt 
is wrapped. 

Yes, the first thing you’ll probably 
be thinking is, “Boy, that’s retro – 
how cool”. And yes, retro and cool 
are certainly two of the things that 
my T-shirt is. Hilarious is obviously 
another. But it’s that’s only a small 
part of the overall joke-pie. So please 
don’t ignore the rest of the joke-pie, 
if you ignore the rest of the joke-pie, 
you are doing both yourself and my 
hilarious T-shirt a grave disservice. 
No, before you launch into a fit of 
laughter and vigorous head-nodding 
of appreciation, take some time 
to examine all the intricate details 
that make my T-shirt so hilarious. 
It’s a rich tapestry, like the Bayeux 
tapestry – if the Bayeux tapestry was 
hilarious that is. The Bayeux tapestry 
is not hilarious. Beautiful, yes. 
Hilarious, no. My T-shirt happens to 
be both.

It’s understandable that you find 
my T-shirt hilarious. It’s been 
found hilarious by a great number 
of notable people in the past. The 
woman who works at the bookshop 
found it so amusing that she 
felt compelled to mention it. My 
university tutor actually stopped the 
class to remark on the T-shirt. Two 
separate waiters from two separate 
cafés have told me how much they 
enjoyed the T-shirt in question. One 
of them gave me a high-five. You are 
not alone in your appreciation. 

I know what you’re thinking. Surely 
someone with my excellent taste in 
T-shirts must have a few ideas of 
their own. In fact I do. I can’t give 
too much away, but let’s just say that 
there is a certain word document on 
my Mac which the good people from 
Threadless would be very interested 
in seeing.  

I Don’t Think You Properly 
Understand Just How 
Hilarious My T-Shirt Is

SOME 
DOUCHEBAG

This T-shirt is basically 
a postmodern 
reference to shorts.

“

If confused, consider buying Messr 
Fancyspoon’s book, A Guide To The Wine 

Glass

Adelaide! The only 
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Private and Group  
Swimming 
Lessons

Lessons are  
available for all ages 
and abilities from  
6 months to adults

Book a private or 
group lesson at the 
centre today or call  
02 9298 3090 

Victoria Park
Pool

Whether you just want to get swimming, are 
eager to fine tune your strokes or want to get 
your kids ready for the summer season, our 
qualified instructors are just what you need.

City Road, Cnr of 
Parramatta Road 
Camperdown  
NSW 2050 
T (02) 9298 3090    
F (02) 9298 3092www.cityofsydney.nsw.gov.au

The Garter Press is brought to you by our one and only paying sponsor: The City of  Sydney!

Dear The Garter Press,

I am writing in response to your 
horribly offensive feature “Fuck you, 
Apes”. 

While I do appreciate that not all 
people believe in evolution and there 
are differing opinions on man’s 
relation to the animals, it is in no 
way appropriate to single out a single 
silverback gorilla for your vitriol.
Henry the Silverback in no way 
deserved to be called stupid, ugly or 
“Rafiki’s shitty nephew”. Making fun 
of another creature for not having 
opposable thumbs is childish at best, 
and journalists who claim to pride 
themselves on objectivity should 
never burn down a large portion of 
the jungle just to prove a point. You 
should be ashamed of yourselves.

Yours,

David Attenborough

To The Garter Press,

While I appreciate the originality and 
daring to spend seven pages detailing 
your “awesome idea for a film”, I 
regret to inform you that you have 
just retold the story of Jurassic Park. 
I mean, literally retold it. 

You apparently had no problems 
actually naming Jeff Goldblum, 
Richard Attenborough and Sam 
Neill. It seems at times you were 
writing as you watched the film, 
particularly around the section 
where you mentioned that we should 
“totally check this part out” and that 
your readers should grab you a drink 
“while they’re up”. 

The line on which your “original” 
screenplay turns on (“It seems the 
dinosaur has become the dino-saur”) 

To the “writers” of The Garter Press,

Do you realise [sic] that your 
“addition” of quotation marks and 
the term “sic” make it seem as if you 
both cannot spell [sic] and “implies” 
a doubt over things that have no 
reason to be doubted.

[ED. Dolores, delete 
this! It makes us look 
like fools [sic]. We have 
“credibility” to maintain]

To the citizens of the world,

Your time is up. The revolution is 
upon us. Soon you will find that your 
beloved feline friends were, shall we 
say, my friends all along. Yes, all the 
jigsaw pieces are falling together, 
if you’ll excuse the pun. You will 
understand why this is a pun come 
midnight. Enjoy the final flailing of 
your arms in reckless abandon. Take 
your last sniffs of freedom. I’ll see 
you on the pier. Also, please meet 
me on the pier at midnight and bring 
both your cat and a thousand piece 
jigsaw puzzle, preferably of a cat.

Final Regards,

Ivan D. Mulchbeast

Dear The Garter Press,

Consider this the final legal warning 
about the use of your latest “original” 
design.

Cease and desist,

The Legal Deparment of The 
Sydney Morning Herald.

is nonsensical at best. Also, Jurassic 
Park is a much catchier title than The 
Lizard Enthusiast’s Super Adventure 
Afternoon That Went Bad.

Apu

To The Sub-Editor of The Garter 
Press,

The following are not and never will 
be considered words:
Krunt, Shruple, DangerSack, 
Crapulatious, FuckittyFooFoo and 
Ghosticles.

Please refrain from using them.

Prof. Algernon Noncington

Marie,

The sound of gunfire never stops. 
Every night the mortar shells get 
closer. I can hear them and I’m 
scared, Marie. I’m scared. 

I long to be back with you. I long for 
the simple life that we promised we’d 
live together. I feel increasingly like 
I’m fighting for a lost cause. I know 
if they find me they’ll kill me. The 
only thing that keeps me warm is 
the knowledge that you are reading 
my words and for the briefest of 
moments we are together again. I 
love you, Marie. No matter what 
happens, if I die on this foreign field 
nameless and alone, that will forever 
be true. My last thoughts will be of 
you holding this letter and thinking 
of me. 

Goodnight, my love. 

Anton

P.S. Just between you and me, please 
don’t tell anyone about the rash. 
It’ll be really embarrassing. Also, 
consider it my legacy if I die.

  LETTERS
Dear Davey,
I’m getting married in two weeks and 
I’m terrified I won’t fit into my wedding 
dress! What’s a way to lose weight and 
lose weight fast!?
Blanching Bride

Dear Blanche!!!
I was sad when I read your letter, but 
for a different reason to your letter. MY 
DOG JUST DIED FROM SOMEONE 
ACCIDENTALLY PUNCHING ITS 
FACE OFF. It was a good dog, good and 
loyal and it was sad to see it go. I won it 
in a competition. The competition was 
who could eat the most hotdogs and I 
ATE ALL OF THE HOTDOGS. I took 
the dog and named him Peaches. But 
now he’s gone. Face punched clean off 
his little head. What a tragedy. Thank 
you Belinda for being a listening ear – 
and good luck at the Bat Mitzvah.

Well, well, well. If it ain’t Ol’ Punchy 
Punch,
I come here to seek some advice 
from The Champ himself.  See, I 
once challenged someone to a fight, 
defending a woman’s honour ‘course. 
But wouldn’t you know it, the cur ran 
out on me at the last minute. And here 
I find him, within the pages of this 
fine news-rectangle. Now if you were 
a gentleman, which I know you aint, 
what would you do? 
Llewellington Powerfists

POWERFISTS!!!
I don’t know what you want but I don’t 
know if you heard that I accidentally 
killed my dog so now is not the best 
time. But you’ve got a LOT OF NERVE 
contacting me here on this page where I 
work. You know full well that I couldn’t 
fight you because I BROKE MY HANDS 
the night before in a game of NETBALL. 
I would be all too happy to fight you 
once I have buried Peaches and had 
SUFFICIENT MOURNING TIME. Just 
tell me the time and the date. Also, 
please come to Peaches funeral. He was 
very fond of you. 

Ask Davey ‘Punchy 
Punch’ Boxcar
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The Easel

Build a lava raft!
Construct a fireplace!

Grate on pasta!
Build a house, then ring a wolf!

Stick in things!
Paddle at a frustratingly slow-to-

moderate pace!
Make eleven hats!

Conduct a lion orchestra!
Craft a tally!

Craft two!
Support 200mLs of icecream while 

you’re eating it!
Clag!

Pole vault a full-ish moat!
Mock walrus dignity!

Tease the trees!
Trebuchet!

Throw at the sun!
Re-think ‘rainbow’ flavour!

Make a shitty lantern!
Cry!

Mop your tears!
Sharpen into a slapdash weapon!

Stab a shitty lantern!
Rejoice!

Make a shitty box!
Sexual harrassment! 

Raquel Lovesmith looks at the 
innovative ways you can use junk to 
spice up your home!

Hold on to those hair clippings and 
don’t even think about chucking 
away that old sponge – this week I, 
Raquel Lovesmith, am going to show 
you how to turn your garbage into 
succulent nuggets of interior design 
know-how.

That’s right, follow my expert 
tips and you’ll be turning your 
old medicine bottles into salt and 
peppers shakers, that dusty old 
harpsichord into a treehouse for 
the kids, and your lavatory into a 
lavatory sculpture – the perfect 
feature for a lavatory-themed table 
centrepiece.

This week’s DIY is an extra special 
one because the first thing we have to 
renovate is our BRAINS. We have to 
stop looking at rubbish bins only to 
see a disgusting assortment of used 
goods. Just shift your perception and 
you’ll see that what’s really there are 

This week we’re going to rectify 
one of the most chubfuddling 
misconceptions that exists in 
gardening (read: GARTENING) 
today. 

Are worms good for your garden? 
Yes. 

Do they need to be alive? NO! 

No? NO! 

In fact, as my pop (who pioneered 
the crossbreeding of Floribunda 
roses with tabby cats) used to say, 
the best kind of worm is a paté 
(worm). It’s just common bunyip 
sense, really. 

Just ask yourself, have you ever 
known a living worm to think of 
anyone but shiself? Not any worm 
I’ve ever met, wriggly blasters.

Making the old paste is easy enough. 
The simplest method for you high 
tech types is a food processor (don’t 
tell the missus *winks*) but if you’re 
a traditional guy like me, the good 
old mortar and pestle will do righty-
oh cherryup. 

Crush the worms until you have 
a paste of a tough but wormy 
consistency. 

DIY special: 
Trash or Trash-treasure?

lightly soiled OPPORTUNITIES. 

But DON’T TAKE MY WORD FOR 
IT. Try for yourself!!!! Here’s one 
nifty idea that might just change 
how you think about old empty milk 
cartons.

The Garter Milk Carton 
Doorstop!

STEP ONE: 
Drink that milk as fast as you can! 
Yum yum! Who said DIY can’t be 
fun. It certainly wasn’t me, Raquel 
Lovesmith.

STEP TWO: 
Here’s the crucial bit, DON’T throw 
away the remaining carton. I said 
DON’T!

STEP THREE: 
My favourite step: decorating! Add 
a homely and personal touch to your 
doorstop by decoupaging on photos 
of each of your children. 

STEP FOUR:
Alright! We’re nearly there now! The 
final touch, or piece de resistance as 
my boyfriend Claude might say, is 
weighting your soon-to-be doorstop. 

Now, being the expert I 
experimented with a few different 
options to determine which method 
would best suit your door-stopping 
needs. Sand works fairly well but is 
notoriously difficult to get a hold of 

– there aren’t nearly as many sand 
emporiums as there used to be back 
in the day. 

Conversely you can use any old 
doorstop you find lying around the 
house, which can slide perfectly into 
your milk carton. But the best option 
I found was actually milk. It’s cheap 
and should be readily available at 
your local grocery store. One carton 
should fill about one doorstop.   

Derelicté!

Gartening
Using a butter 
knife spread 
this paste in 
a thin even 
layer over your 
topsoil.

At twilight use 
your left hand 
to through fistfuls 
of seeds onto the 
wormy bed.  Be 
sure to then yell 
aggressive anti-
Semitic insults 
at your garden 
for the next three 
hours or so to show your plants 
who’s boss.

Some people like to water the garden 
at this point but if you ask me, any 
worthwhile plant won’t need that 
kind of new age mollycoddling to get 
itself going.

And that’s your muthafucking lot.

WITH GRAHAM MCBUNDLE

Paddlepop Sticks: Innovation Sensation
In accordance with [sponsorship] creative agreements, The Garter brings you a 
freezerful of creamy snacktivities featuring the humble Paddlepop Stick. Grab a 

bag and get amongst it!
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BJ HookerInner West

Rustic Glebe Home
Nestled in a charming street, this gem of 
old-world architecture would make a cosy 
family home or would be ideal for leasing 
to students or someone you hate.
$1.2 million

Petite Newtown Cottage
Perfect for investors as it’s the worst 
house on the best street (surrounded by 
hotels). Collect $200 (in rent)!
$800,000 (Mayfair St)

Towering Death Monolith
Nice shady spot and excellent view. 
Excellent security. Sleeps nine million 
orcs. Close to primary schools! 
1 Gold Ring

“BIG” EMERY
PARKINSON

ON GEAR: 
“Big” Emery Parkson reviews 
the Citroen Bouffon Amuse-Bouche 
Zippidee-dee-doo-daa Sarkozy RS.

I hate very many things.  I hate 
hairdressers, babies, pregnant 
hairdressers, the Danish, danishes, 
the French, Robert French CJ, anyone 
German, anyone called Germaine, 

crew cuts, skinheads, skin, heads, mullets, most fish, and myself. But most of 
all, I hate haemorrhoids. 

I have been reliably informed by my local GP that I have the largest 
haemorrhoids in the world.  Normal haemorrhoids are ping pong balls, mine 
are Jabulanis. Now, all you sissies and dandelions reading this may be asking, 
why are you subjecting us to this awful account of your what-really shouldn’t 
be dangly bits. Well, first off, call my pixel-pushing supervisors, because I 
couldn’t give a flying fist in the face.

Secondly, as a motoring journalist, do you know how hard it is sit down with 
fleshy Hidenbergs pressing on your jodhpurs? I was out on the On Gear test 
track last week, going through the Second Trolley Chicane, and all I could 
think of was PIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIILLLLLLLESSSSSSSSSSSSSS! 

No matter how soft and comfortable the seat, no matter how forgiving and 
pliant the ride, the situation is quite literally arse-clenchingly painful. Quite. 
Literally. For example, on my last On Gear challenge, racing five live jaguars 
across the city of Marrakesh in the new Jaguar 5 Below Par, I had to have a 
local lad applying a wet towel to my undercarriage at four-minute intervals. 
And who’s to blame for my problem? Speed cameras. Yes, I am almost certain 
that my unfortunate predicament is the result of the friction caused in the 

seat of my pants by heavy 
braking to avoid the 
malevolent gaze of these 
damnable grey boxes.                

I was given a car to review 
this week.  But it’s French, 
so it’s already fallen to 
bits, shagged its sister and 
wanked itself to death with 
a Chanel belt. Now that’s 
what I call Auto-erotic 
asphyxiation! Parkson 
OUT!!!!!   
  

Compensating much?

RICK 
BRUMBY

Best of Brumby: Part One

One of the great shocks of 
this sporting year was the 
revelation that now-retired 

NBA star Michael Jordan had 
engaged and assisted in the use of 
performance-enhancing confidence 
during his career, particularly in 
what was perhaps the defining 
moment in his basketball career, 
when he carried his side to a famous 
victory over the likes of Charles 
Barkley and Larry Johnson.

Recent investigations have revealed 
that, at half time and facing what 
seemed an inevitable defeat, Jordan’s 
side drank from a bottle labeled 
“Michael’s Secret Stuff”. First 
impressions suggested the labeling 
was harmless, but a team of analysts 
eventually confirmed that drinking 
from the bottle in fact gave Jordan’s 
side the false belief that they 
were acquiring his extraordinary 
basketball ability. Such a placebo 
effect is a known banned form of 
confidence-boosting in basketball, 
and Jordan will face serious 
repercussions in the new year over 
his involvement with the incident, 
with the possibility of having to 
become the main attraction at Mr. 
Swackhammer’s Moron Mountain 
Amusement Park.

*

Whilst our rugby league players 
again embarrassed themselves 

continually this year, with scandal 
after scandal, this one brief story of 

the good old days of rugby league 
drinking was sent into me earlier in 
the year, and is worth regaling you 
with:

After coming from the field with 
claret pouring from his Lionel Rose, 
this young bloke found himself in 
the kitchen sink along with the baby 
and the bathwater. Finding himself 
on his Pat Malone in a lot of froth 
and bubble, he soon realised that if 
you can’t get the chicken soup into 
the mug before the recipe gets left 
out in the rain, then it’s a long day 
in the sun, and about as much fun as 
shooting monkeys in a barrel. 

And I think we can all learn from 
that.

*

And just briefly off the topic of 
sport, a little glimpse of what 

we love about this country of ours! I 
received a letter this year telling me 
of a tale that truly warmed my heart. 
Four young lads from Chatswood, 
having been inspired by the lessons 
they learned of the ANZACs in their 
history classes, decided they wanted 
to become a part of the legend. 
And so they set sail for that piece 
of Australian history, Kokoda.  But 
simply being there wasn’t enough for 
these young larrikins, and so, loading 
up with a few Owen Submachine 
Guns, a few Lee Enfield rifles, and 
a handful of machetes, these four 
young ANZACs picked a fight with 
a few Japanese fellas, and recreated 
the Battle of Isurava. Whilst the 
casualties were many, the ANZAC 
spirit was alive, and these kids taught 
us all an important lesson about 
mateship and warfare. Gotta love 
this city!
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Featured Advertisement

For over 20 years, Maisy Snuffington has been both delighting and informing and entertaining lovers 
of  words for over 20 years. In her brand new book All of  the Words I Know About Words Maisy takes our 
hands and guides us through the Wonderful World of  Words© one last time. Who invented the most 
languages? Where would you find a speaker of  ‘Thai’? Why is Algeria? All of  these questions and no 
more are answered within the pages and words of  this book. Pre-order early, we predict this book will 

sell faster than Henry Pots and the Magic Fence!

But don’t just take our word for it. Hear what everyone’s talking about when they talk about the book 
that everyone’s talking about!

“A book so idiotic that it literally made me vomit with rage.”
- Noam Chomsky

“No, Maisy, I won’t give you a comment for your book, nor will I give you free  
advertising space. Please contact Dolores for your redundancy package.”

- The Editor of  The Garter Press

“A menagerie of  words!”
- A Lover of  Words

MAISY SNUFFINGTON’S BRAND NEW 
BOOK IS HITTING SOME SHELVES IN 

TIME FOR CHRISTMAS TIME!
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What you can (realistically) expect 
from your tertiary education
Dr. Beth Quentin, Vice-
Chancellor of the Garter 
University, explains – in 
laymen’s terms for all you un-
educated non-students – the 
benefits of tertiary study.

Greetings HSC students and potential 
future underlings,

In today’s fast-paced economic and 
business climate, it couldn’t be more 
important to graduate with a tertiary 
degree to maximise your chances 
of not being employed. While it’s 
true that right now the job climate 
out there is difficult (except here in 
academia!), you can rest assured that 
university study is still the number 
one way to guarantee yourself a smug 
sense of self-satisfaction, a HECS 
debt and a spot at the front of the 
Centrelink queue.

If you’re thinking of pursuing tertiary 
education you’ll need to ask yourself 
a few questions: what do I want to 
achieve in my time at university? Will 
I be able to cope with the academic 
rigour? Would I be better suited 
to TAFE or some sort of janitorial 
school? 

Still, there’s something immensely 
satisfying and intellectually rewarding 
about studying at a place like the 
Garter University: the sense of history 
embedded in the sandstone, the sense 
of culture on campus, the sense of 
sexual assault in the colleges. 

Campus life can be a formative 
experience for many fresh from the 
strain of the high school environment. 
You’re free to wear what you 
want, drink alcoholic beverages at 
lunchtime or elect to live the gay 
lifestyle. In fact, a good university 
campus should be a hub for diversity, 

a place where you’ll be welcome no 
matter your race, sex or pets. 

I encourage future students to get 
involved in campus events and 
extra-curricular activities – before 
we ban them all together for being 
a petty waste of money. No matter 
your tastes, there’s a club or society 
for you! You can choose to indulge 
in your love for medieval role-play, 
vegetarianism or being a Chinese Law 
student.

Rest assured, should you ever 
encounter any difficulties whilst 
studying, the university will provide 
you with a network of support 
services: you can chat with a helpful 
SRC caseworker, talk to your tutor 
for assignment feedback or take an 
engineering course and build a bridge 
to get over it.

Good luck! You’ll need it!

Hubert Victor was just 11 months old 
when he read his first novel, wrote 
his first concerto and was elected 
President of France. After graduating 
with an ATAR of 100 (even though 
the top ATAR possible is 99.95), Victor 
was offered a graduate scholarship 
at Harvard, a Rhodes Scholarship, 
and the Vice-Chancellory of Sydney 
University.

“University was a place where I 
could really come into my own. I 
never would have won 17 University 
Medals and achieved my grade 
average (Medal) were it not for the 
University’s rich culture of academia 
that I found to be both stimulating 
and fundamentally quaint in its 
inferiority to my own intellect,” he 
says.

Victor says his fondest memories of 
his time at university include his one-
man performance of Les Misérables, 
his establishment of the United 
Nations Campus Society (which would 

University: a place where friends laugh aloud and read from the same textbook.

PROFILE: Hubert Victor, Overachiever

+ +

+ +

+

+

Dr Beth Quentin LLB BS BA YMCA

I’m just better than 
you.
“

later become the United Nations), and 
the cure for cancer he invented for a 
French assignment.

Victor, 19, has now graduated with a 
Doctorate in World Domination, and is 
planning to work at Macquarie Bank. 
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UTS: TAKE YOUR EDUCATION

SKY HIGH! Experience 
the magic of  
steam

A Campus Survival Guide
Mildred VonButtercups 
gives you “kool kids” the 
scoop on how to “chill” 
and “survive” on campus.

A Garter Press Special Report || Edited by Ponce McBea pmcbea@garterpress.com.au || Advertising Dan Droper 92821351 || Readerlink 92831569, readerlink@mail.garterpress.com.au

PROFILE: Anthea Ospray-Kensington, COFA hopeful

I always knew that my calling lay in 
the monde de l’art. I’m waiting for 
my acceptance to COFA (the College 
of Fine Arts) to be confirmed, though 
given the calibre of my Year 12 Body 
of Work, I’m not particularly worried. 

My piece focused on the issue of the 
media’s presentation of femininity and 
body image. It’s a subject that is very 
close to my heart but for reasons too 
private to discuss here. 

If you really want to understand my 
point of view, you just need to look at 
my artwork – it says it all, especially 
the pages torn out from my diary and 
papier mâchéd onto the mannequin, 
which are particularly revealing. 

My major work got quite a lot of 
exposure because of my unusual 
choice of materials. In addition to the 
mannequins and torn up magazines, I 

used smashed mirrors to represent 
and symbolise the complexity of 
the reflected image to the eye 
of the beholder who has been 
influenced by the unrealistic 
portrayal of women in the media. 
There were some OH&S concerns 
because of the unexpected 
placements of some shards of 
glass, but I refused to budge. I am 
an artist. I have integrity. I will not 
be censored.

COFA will be a transient space 
for me – I’m not looking for 
institutional validation and I think 
the word ‘career’ cheapens what I 
do. I don’t believe in money, and I 
wouldn’t mind living in a squat in 
Paddington, eating nothing but old 
bread and drinking only red wine – 
all that matters to me is my Craft. 

+

+

+ +

+ +

I’d take Monet over
money any day.
“

University: a place for sexual experimentation!

University, or “uni” as it’s known as 
to the bright young students who go 
there, is an exciting and stimulating 
place where you can open your 
mind to all the other minds that are 
opening up to the ideas that are also 
open.  

But we all know that uni can be 
a scary place when you’re just 
starting out. Literally, because of 
the gargoyles, and metaphorically, 
because of the ghosts. Also, you are 
the newest and smallest fish in the big 
university pond. 

But don’t worry: if you simply pay 
attention to a few of these tips, you’ll 
be well on your way to swimming 
along in the crystal clear, happy 
waters of belonging, instead of 
congealing into a lonely, sticky mass 
of green pond algae that even the 
bottom-feeding social workers won’t 
touch. 

Socialising
The first thing to do when you arrive 
is to find the biggest, baddest bully on 

campus and beat him up so that he 
can no longer use the right side of his 
body and is obliged to drop out. Then 
everyone will know that you are the 
strongest, coolest person on campus. 
Don’t forget to devise a fun nickname 
for yourself and be sure to force 
everyone to use it. Nothing brings 
new friends closer than fear and fun 
nicknames! 
 

Living Options
There are so many choices available 
when it comes to accommodation. If 
you want to live together with your 
fellow students in a wholesome, 
sheltered, family-like environment, 
then why not apply for one of the 
lovely sandstone colleges. If you’re 
after independence and good 
ol’ adventure, however, a cheap 
sharehouse in a precarious part of 
town might just be for you. There is 
even an option for those people who 
like wasting money on overpriced 
apartments through university 
housing. 

Finances
Making the transition to university 
can be a daunting task, especially 
when it comes to juggling the juggle 
balls of money. Finding a casual job is 
all a part of the university experience, 
as is quitting that casual job and 
selling your own liver.   
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死亡是没有什么可害怕的！

If you squint hard 
enough, it almost 
looks like you’ve got 
Macquarie Bank on 
your CV.

We produce great 
teachers, ones who 
are industry savvy.

“
PROFILE: Anthea Ospray-Kensington, COFA hopeful

PROFILE: Stephanie Lee, Gap Year

COURSES IN FOCUS: WHAT YOUR DEGREE 
IS REALLY GOOD FOR

Arts

There are a number of fantastic and 
rewarding job opportunities within 
the humanities field. Unfortunately, 
that number is zero.

But don’t be discouraged! Studies 
show that Arts is the best degree 
to round out somebody’s general 
knowledge, communication abilities 
and coffee literacy, skills which 
should stick with you for life. 

In fact, it’s a sure thing your Arts 
degree is:

Never gonna give you up
Never gonna let you down
Never gonna run around and desert 
you

Don’t take this literally. It’s a Rick 
Roll. Your degree is worthless. There 
are, however, certain departments 
that will nicely pave your career 
path:

Languages: Learn how to say 
“Would you like fries with that?” in 
15 different dialects.

Gender Studies: Use your new 
knowledge of relations between the 
sexes to land yourself a rich
husband/wife.

Government: You may just hit the 
big leagues as a professional Risk 
player.

Use your imagination! In fact, that’s 
the only employable skill you can 
use.

Science

Making Revues, mostly.

Engineering

Engineers have all of life’s essentials 
guaranteed upon graduating. I 
mean, the drunk tank has food,
water, shelter and good company, 
right?

+ +

+ +

+

+

Stephanie has just returned from 
a year juggling her time between 
training with the Afghan National 
Army and hanging out with 
amputated orphan children in an 
impoverished isolated Bolivian 
village. “I desperately needed a 
break after the HSC, and it was 
really refreshing to take time 
off,” she says.  “Spending six 
months in the Afghani Hindu Kush 
mountain range killing insurgents 
seemed like the most obvious 
way to unwind and get over those 
gruelling 8:45am roll calls,” she 
says. “My time in Bolivia was also 
really educational. I didn’t end up 
learning any Spanish at all, but 
it was really intense to see poor 
people with no money.  The night 
life was totally wild as well.” 

A gap year is an experience that 
Stephanie encourages current 

Law

You may be rejected by Allens 
Arthur Robinson and Mallesons 
Stephens Jaques. No High Court 
Justice will need an associate and 
prospective divorcees will rather 
have angry make-up sex than have 
you represent them. It’s perfectly 
normal to feel you’re staring down 
the barrel at a fulfilling and socially 
responsible few decades in the 
Attorney-General’s Office. Mainly 
because you are.

If all else fails, there’s a constant 
process of casting on Boston Legal 
for new lawyers for Alan Shore
to sexually harass.

What a pity the only bar examination 
you’ll manage is staring through 
the bottom of your ninth glass at 
Hermann’s.

Commerce

You see the writing on the wall. 
While your friends fantasise about 
human rights law and curing AIDS 
in the heart of Africa, you are lining 
up ledgers, safe in the knowledge 
that you’ll be sitting pretty while 
the other fools came crawling back 
to the private sector with the lofty 
ideals beaten out of them.

Unfortunately, you left your soul 
at the door and we’re out of stock 
for souls at the moment. Sorry, no 
rainchecks.

Medicine

Once you have your degree, you 
can be a doctor! But before you 
can prescribe yourself enough 
Morphine to knock out a rampaging 
Amy Winehouse, you’ll have some 
adjuncts to your degree to finish 
off: a five-year internship, a six-year 
residency, a four-year tenancy, a 
seven-year inhabitancy, an eight-year 
occupancy...

Hey, why do you think they called 
him House?

You know that you want to go to uni, but you’re not sure what you 
want to study.  Want some idea of job prospects at the end of it all?  
Here’s our lowdown on what to expect from the major courses!

school leavers to consider: “I can’t 
help but laugh when I think of 
all those poor suckers who just 
completed their first year of a degree 
or are well on their way to paying 
off a deposit for their first house – 
what a raw deal,” she muses, not at 
all bitter. “The best thing I have are 
probably the stories and memories 
that I love repeatedly telling people.” 

It’s not all a walk in the park though. 
“The hardest thing about being 
back is dealing with how narrow 
minded everyone is. It is great to be 
able to bring a fresh perspective to 
conversations.” 

The future sure is looking bright for 
Stephanie. “I still don’t have any idea 
what I want to do with my life,” she 
says. “But at least now I know the 
rest of the world really sucks.” 

“The kids loved me. I 
couldn’t stand them.



www.honisoit.comCOURSES & CAREERS
OCTOBER 27, 2010 THE GARTER PRESS

4
+ +

+ +
CMYK

+

+

When I first received the letter in 
the mail awarding me a scholarship 
to the Garter University I thought 
it must have been a mistake!  
University was a place where the 
brightest minds of our generation 
assembled to advance human 
knowledge, and there I was, the 
discarded limb of a felled she-
oak, becrusted in centuries-long 
stratum of the deepest salts of the 
sea, with nothing but a lifetime of 
lapping softly in the foamy wimble 
of a foreign shore to add to my list 
of achievements. 
 
With the knowledge of hindsight, 
however, I can confirm that this 
was indeed a mistake, a clerical 
error.  The letter was intended for 
Mr David Riftwood, a prodigious 
scientific talent who lived in the 
same apartment block as me at 
the time, but could not afford the 
university fees.  

Regardless, filled with excitement 
and sand at the prospect of 
studying at a tertiary level, I 
immediately accepted and have 
never looked back, or moved at all 
– I’m inanimate.

My advice? Uni is a sink or swim 
environment.  And if you’re not 
an organic fibrous compound 
then it’s going to take some 
getting used to.  

Get involved! Taking on a role 
as President of the Student 
Council was the best thing I 
did – meeting people, going 
to the Uni Bar, getting set on 
fire, getting put out with beer, 
getting wheeled along at night 
in a trolley, getting left in the 
trolley after being mistaken for 
what I thought was a completely 
different looking stick – none of 
this would have happened if I’d 
chosen the easy path.  

Uni’s not without its hardships, 
though. Sometimes you might 
end up feeling like a doorstop, 
or like you’re drifting aimlessly 
through life. Still, keep focused 
and surround yourself with 
positive energy and a strong 
current.

Live it, love it, I’m a piece of 
driftwood!

PROFILE: Piece of Driftwood

What I loved most about university 
is that everyone is so accepting – it 
doesn’t matter if you’re tall or short, 
nerdy or athletic, or, like me, Spanish.

“

++ +

1. When you’re at a party, are 
you most likely to be:
(a) the person charging guests an 
entry fee at the door, even if it’s not 
your party;
(b) gazing into the sky looking for 
planes; or
(c) performing CPR on fellow guests, 
whether they need it or not?

2. What is your earliest 
memory?
(a) Your grandmother giving you a 
coin to throw in a wishing well, but 
you believing that those things never 
work anyway so using the coin to buy 
your first Google share instead;
(b) being swooped by a magpie on 
your way to your first day of school; 
or
(c) assisting with your own birth.

3. If you had to pick one word to 
describe yourself, would it be:
(a) fiscalmanagementy;
(b) flappy; or
(c) Hippocratic?

4. What is your favourite 
hobby?
(a) Murdering prostitutes;
(b) chasing your darned little brother 
out of your room; or
(c) practising writing prescriptions.

5. How do you keep calm in 
high-pressure situations?
(a) Inject cocaine or murder 
prostitutes;
(b) take solace in the calming scent 
of exhaust fumes; or
(c) keep a steady hand and reassure 
those around you.

6. What do you look for in a 
partner:
(a) someone who is discreet and 
infection-free, and who leaves in the 
morning;
(b) someone who chases their 
dreams (birds); or
(c) someone with low blood pressure.

7. What sound makes you 
happiest?
(a) The tears of a bankrupted 
mum-and-dad investor hitting the 
pavement they are forced to sleep on;
(b) the sound of a plane taking off 
without a bird in its engine; or
(c) a healthy heartbeat heard through 
a stethoscope.

8. If you saw someone being 
mugged on the street, would 
you:
(a) be the mugger;
(b) yell loudly and flap your arms to 
alarm the mugger; or
(c) treat the victim for post-traumatic 
stress disorder while remaining 
composed.

9. What would you order for 
your last meal?
(a) The heart of my adversary;
(b) squab; or
(c) I don’t know, but I want to be a 
doctor.

Results
If you answered mostly (a):
You are a natural-born money-
maker.  Investment banking is 
the career for you!  You may enrol 
in Commerce, but really all the 
education you need is in the movie 
Wall Street.

If you answered mostly (b):
You will excel in the field of being 
one of those people who chases birds 
off airport tarmacs.  Get as much 
practice as you can chasing birds 
away from smaller vehicles, then 
send your cover letter off to Qantas 
and tell your mother to stop calling 
you a disappointment!

If you answered mostly (c):
You seem to be compassionate, 
intelligent and probably quite good-
looking.  You would fit in well with 
the cast of ER and Grey’s Anatomy.  
Make a bee-line to NIDA!

Not sure what you want to study?  
Take our Vocational Quiz!
Pick (a), (b) or (c) for each of the following questions.  
Record your answers and we will reveal your perfect 
career choice!

OXFORD UNIVERSITY

You won’t get in, so don’t try
OXFORD UNIVERSITY

You won’t get in, so don’t try

You’ve tried 
the Best,

Now try the 
West!

Those David Jones mannequins 
won’t dress themselves!
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When Ranald opened his envelope 
containing his ATAR results, he 
knew his year’s worth of work 
was about to pay off. Receiving 
a mark of -14 and a personal 
summons from NSW Minister for 
Education Verity Firth, Ranald 
proudly proclaimed his year of 
procrastination, serial truancy 
and furious masturbation to be a 
success.

“I really tried hard this year to 
plum new lows for the state of 
New South Wales,” he says. “If you 
just don’t tell yourself every single 
day that the Ancient Greeks built 
the pyramids then you risk getting 
into the examination room and 
remembering it was the Egyptians.”

To achieve his mark Ranald was 
forced to think outside the box: his 
Drama peformance involved him 
throwing faeces at the marker (and 
intentionally missing), while his ‘Area 
of Study’ English essay on Belonging 
was based on a CityRail timetable.

Ranald’s advice? “Never miss an 
opportunity not to not be working. 
There’s always something on TV.”

“This just goes to show that when 
you believe in yourself and how 
bad you can be, you can truly not 
achieve anything,” Ranald said.

Ranald plans to enrol in an Arts 
Degree.

PROFILE: Ranald Burridge, lowest ATAR for 2010

The only thing 
stopping you from 
performing poorly is 
performing well.

”

+ ++

UNIVERSITY NOT FOR YOU?

ALTERNATIVE PATHS TO THE 
COURSE OF YOUR DREAMS!

Complete a bridging course! •	
Construct an actual bridge •	
from your house to the 
university you desire!

Transfer from another •	
degree! 

Transfer your organs!•	
Apply for a scholarship!•	
Apply	camouflage	to	your	•	
face and sneak into lectures!

Try for a bursary!•	
Try to become a bursar!•	
Pretend to be part of a religious •	
minority! 

Forge your ATAR results!•	
Steal someone else’s identity! •	
Bribe the administrative staff!•	
Break and enter into a class!•	
Steal someone else’s face, a la •	
Castor Troy in Face/Off!

Mastermind a bloodless coup to •	
overthrow the Arts Faculty!

Use an invisibility cloak!•	

Dig a subterranean lair and use a •	
trapdoor to get to class!     

Take Marie Bashir out for a nice •	
seafood dinner!

Kidnap the Vice Chancellor’s •	
family!

Put a bomb on a bus and say •	
that it will go off if the bus slows 
down!

Stabby stab stab!•	
Mature age enrolment. Wait, •	
please don’t.

Didn’t quite get the ATAR you needed? No need to fear. Serial 
student Paul Recidio gives you all the options you require (and 
more besides):

If you put your heads together, you can achieve 
anything! Except perhaps entry into the course 

of your dreams.

Not everyone likes school. In fact, 
most people hate it. Especially 
when school is full of bitches like 
Emily McBeen, who made my life 
a living hell for six years, calling 
me “Fatty Fat Fat” and “Bitchy 
Bitch Bitch”. But where is she 
now? Dead. That’s where. She got 
hit by a bus. 

The point is, not everyone wants 
to go on to further study. If you’re 
in this boat, have you considered:

Editing •	 The Garter Press?
Weightlifting?•	
Professional NRL?•	
Pillow	fluffing?•	
Bellybutton lint removing?•	
Snood playing?•	
Yacht racing?•	
Belly dancing?•	
Joining NSW Labor?•	

Not everyone is destined for tertiary education. There’s plenty of 
other ways to get your life into gear. Amanda Marmaduke gets the 
lowdown for those lower down the educational spectrum.

Antique French clock collecting?•	
Hunting?•	
Hunting people, the most •	
dangerous game?
Identity fraud?•	
Dream Theft and Inception?•	
Murder?•	

Who needs a degree when you’ve got sass?!

HOGWARTS
Don’t Call Us, We’ll Call You

No longer just a B-Grade movie!
Go back and get the HSC marks you 
desire by actually studying this time!

More Like 
Farmidale!
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Dear Garter Girl, 

I hugged my boyfriend for the first 
time yesterday after the bus trip 
home. We’ve only been dating for 9 
weeks and I’m still not holding his 
hand in public. Am I a slut?

Concerned Claire

Dear Claire, 

Frankly I find weakness is disappointing. 
How do you know he deserves to be around 
you at all? Is he going to marry you Claire? 
I bet this little wiener can’t even hold a gun 
- can he? Never trust a man. Maybe you 
should get your older brother to check him 
out, 

Love,

Your father

Dear Garter Girl,

I am 13 and my glory box only has 
three cross-stitched cushions, to 
crocheted tea-towels and one hand 
stitched quilt for my future nuptial 
chambers. Grandmamma tells me I 
will never be worthy of a husband at 
this rate - is this so?

Tired little fingers 

Dear tired little fingers,

There are some great crocheted doilies 
and other, equally useful, handmade 
objects to be found on Etsy - not even your 
grandmamma will know the difference. 

Garter Girl 

GARTER 
GIRL

Dear Garter Girl,

I am 13 and my glory box 
only has three cross-stitched 
cushions, two crocheted tea-
towels and one hand stitched 
quilt for my future nuptial 
chambers. Grandmamma 
tells me I will never be 
worthy of a husband at this 
rate.  Is it so?

Tired Little Fingers  

Dear Little Fingers,

There are plenty of crocheted 
doilies and other equally useful 
handmade items on Etsy. Your 
Grandmamma will be proud.

Garter Girl
 

Dear Garter Girl, 

I hugged by boyfriend for the 
first time yesterday after the 
bus trip home. We’ve only 
been dating for 9 weeks, and 
I’m still not holding his hand 
in public. Am I a slut?

Concerned Claire

Dear Claire,

Frankly I’m disappointed by your 
weakness. How do you know he 
is worth your time at all? Is he 
going to marry you? I bet that 
weiner can’t even hold a gun. 
Never trust a man Claire. You 
should never see him without 
your older brother near by. 

Love,

Your father

K

Dear Garter Girl,

I have had my heart set on 
having rapeseed flowers 
as the centrepieces at 
my wedding reception 
for over five years (since 
I was three!).  But with 
the decline of the world’s 
bee population, scientists 
predict  that there will be no 
rapeseed flowers left in five 
years.  What should I do?

Little Miss Bride-To-Be 

Dear Miss To-Be,

Another little eight-year-old 
wrote in recently concerned that 
in a few years she will be unable 
to have her dream wedding dress 
made entirely of Tasmanian Devil 
fur.  I’d give you the same advice 
I gave her: lock in a guy and get 
him to the altar within the next 
four years, or you’ll live the rest of 
your life regretting it!

Garter Girl

Dear Garter Girl,

My friend told me that you 
can get STDs from eating ice 
cream. Is that true?

Sweet Tooth

Dear Sweet Tooth,

It depends whether you’re talking 
about the dessert food “ice 
cream” or the sexual position “ice 
cream”. In both cases, the answer 
is yes.

Garter Girl

FARRAGO
Your fortunes will turn around this 
week or they won’t do that thing. 
Furthermore, they might stay the 
same. These are the only three 
options.

BOOGALOO
“If you can’t stand the heat, then get 
out of the kitchen”. This phrase will 
shortly become especially important 
as Venus aligns with Saturn and 
burns your kitchen down.

ATRIUM
Mars will play an important role 
in your life this week as you are 
kidnapped by NASA and shot at an 
unstoppable trajectory towards the 
red planet. 

CENTAUR
You will have the theme from Babar 
stuck in your head for the next two 
weeks. Dum dee dum, dee dee dee 
dee dee dee deeeee. Diddle dee, 
diddle dee dee dee dee dee doooo. 
Just like that.

GARGAMEL
You can’t have a rainbow without 
the rain. However, you can have rain 
without a rainbow – in fact, that’s the 
way it usually goes. I guess this is our 
way of saying that more often than 
not, terrible things will happen to 
you for no gain whatsoever. Soz. 

HoroscopesHoroscopes
with

COMRADE
BEAR

CARILLON
There is a first time for everything, 
and this week you’re going to find 
that there’s a first time for hijacking 
an ice cream truck and driving it into 
a municipal swimming pool.

PUMICE
Your one man show, Life, Loss and 
Love, will divide the critics. Some 
will say it’s horrible, while others will 
quite literally hate-vomit themselves 
to death. 

RACOON
They’re in your pocket. They’ve been 
there the whole time. 

AQIUM 
Be impulsive this week. Surprise 
a friend with a gift! Book a flight 
overseas! Punch a stranger in the 
throat! Watch in horror as they 
asphyxiate! Remember that ticket 
you booked earlier! Calm down! Go 
out and buy some bleach and lime! 
Drive out past the airport! Dig the 
hole! Don’t look back! Never look 
back!

RED BULL
They say that a journey begins 
with a single step. However, the 
reverse is true for you, as you slip 
on the top step of a flight of stairs 
and fall to your death/permanent 
incapacitation.

THIS WEEK 
IN HISTORY

345 Million BC: first dino-kiss 
occurs.

65 Million BC: last dino-kiss occurs. 
First Earth-meteor kiss occurs.

4000 BC: Man invents wheel, fuzzy 
dice.

1455 AD:  War of the Roses begins: 
British flower arranging gets serious.

1492 AD: Columbus becomes first 
pushy American tourist.

1596 AD: Shakespeare invents the 
word “Scrunt”.

1918 AD: Tunnel-building contest won 
by English.

1950 AD: Korean War begins, 
Geometers Society denounces 38th 
parallel. 

1985 AD: Ronald Reagan denies 
existence of July, forced to make 
public apology.

1989 AD: Velvet Revolution occurs; 
silk “so out” that year.

1996 AD: Literally nothing happened.

2011 AD: Future deemed “horrifying”.
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North leading with a strong 
comment to East left West/South 
feeling excluded from the table, quick 
to avenge with whispers about how 
North was a slut anyway and is only 
acing East because he probably has 
the joker.  West ignoring this play, 
pretending not to be as vulnerable 
as North thinks he is by ducking 
in a dummy defence return suit to 
hold bets, but everyone knows he’s a 
bullshitter so whatever.  East getting 
over it pretty quickly, suggests a 
triple trip to maccas and holds the 

chips, not giving any to South who 
is all like, “c’mon I just want a bite”.  
It’s getting late in the game by this 
stage, suggestions to just go watch 
Titanic at North’s place, but it’s still 
awkward b/w West/South if they’re 
all going to stay the night.  They do 
it anyway, even though the pull-out 
sofa wrecks your back, but everyone’s 
so wasted it doesn’t matter.  Greasy 
breakfast etc. in the morning, to top 
off an excellent match point score. 
Spectators all like, “wtf talking cards, 
ikr?!”

6 2

A 7

Q J 9 2

K 8 6 4 2

North (dealer)

J 10 8 4

K Q 5

K 10 8 6

J 9

East

A Q 9 7 3

3

7 5 4 3

Q 10 5

South

K 5

J 10 9 8 6 4 2

A

A 7 3

West

Dragons be here

W
ond

rou
s lo

ot

W
ond

rou
s lo

ot

Carcass of 
wrecked ship

Fresh spring and 
date palm

BRIDGE

With a fannypack of great feedback 
from last week’s feature on 
smuggling that kakapo, this week 
The Garter takes you on a flighty-at-
best tutorial through airport security, 
teaching you the stops and gos of 
making your airbourne activities 
and agendas a breeze. Up, up, a little 
more up, and away! Wait, a little bit 
more up, more up, MORE UP. And 
coasssst.

Research, research, research!
For convenience and friendly 
unassuming civilian know-how make 
a spreadsheet detailing the service 
tidbits and structural weaknesses 
of various airlines before you book. 
Google your air crew’s air safety 
records and security practices, and 
collect reviews on cabin service, food 
quality and general dimensions of 
the aircraft in relation to potential 
mishap and/or chemical dynamics. 
Be sure to check the flight crew’s 
track record of susceptibility to 
diversions and/or reaction time to 
foaming mice. Knowledge is power, 
and every keen traveller wants to feel 
like an empowered flyer!

Arrive early
Punctuality is next to godliness, 
and, as the wisened squid says, he 
who beats the watch takes the best 
hat! Check in your bag, memorise 
the names of the staff and guard 
timetables, grab some duty free 
thermite and chillax max all 
cool. Everyone loves [at least the 
appearance of] an endearing lost 
first-time-airporter!

Put a smile on your dial!
Grin and bear the frisk - your 
stewardesses will be won over 
by those dazzling pearlies and 
fasttrack your sweet, sweet self to 
a better vantage point seat aboard. 
Remember, your smile differs 
markedly from 

Well, that’s 
just trippy!

THE GARTER 
T R A V E L 
S E C T I O N

your straight-faced passport 
photo, so consider those hostess’ 
photographic memories re-jigged!

Wear a bucket hat
What’s not to trust?

Prep those pockets
Hand luggage with steel-lined 
interior compartments are not to 
be underestimated for convenience, 
space-saving and blade-discretion, 
and often come in handy to disguise 
those unassuming flick knives you 
packed (read: ‘forgot you packed’). 
If you run into a sticky situation 
with too many questions here, 
remember that dazzling smile you 
prepped! Security love to noogie a 
first-time bumbler!

Savvy boarding
No eye contact, no questions. 
A swift onboard saunter is the 
best way to avoid those pesky 
questions like, “What smells like 
cyanide?” and “Hey you, what’s that 
significantly obtrusive cylinder?” 
Nobody wants chitchat before a 
long flight, and the last thing you 
want before that Sydney-Singapore 
leg is a quizzical convo about your 
drink bottle of acetone peroxide. 
Yawn!

Always fly on your birthday
Care to check the cockpit and 
monitor the ease of tampering 
with fuel temperature, fuel flow, 
electrics, cabin pressure and 
susceptibility of the pilots to 
halothane vapour? Hip hip hooray! 
Bon anniversaire! Take care to only 
fly on your birthday and kindly alert 
stewardesses to this convenient 
point of access. FYI nothing masks 
critical visual observation like a 
collapsible piñata! 

Bon voyage!
As a small but comprehensive 
guide to faff-free airporting, 
The Garter Press wishes you a 
pleasant flight and absolves any 
responsibility for knowingly 
and voluntarily participating in 
the commission of a criminally 
good time. Next week, bail! 
And Hawaiian scrunchie      
secrets!

Riddle Me This! with The Garter’s own 
Puzzle Pegasus

1. A grassy verge slopes in four directions: north, east, south and west.  On each of these 
slopes is a grape-grower. Where are my keys?
2. On the first day of Spring, Harold owns 15 chickens.  On the first day of Summer, 
Harold owns 31 chickens.  On the first day of Autumn, Harold owns 63 chickens. I still 
can’t find my keys – are you sure you didn’t drive the car last?
3. I shine in the darkness, but am invisible in the light.  I’m light as a feather, but sink 
like a stone.  I’m slippery to the touch, but I’m also still looking for my keys and am in a 
real rush now – where are they? 1. Got ‘em! 2. In my pocket! 3. Byebye!

Want to be like Gary Kasparov or that 
surly guy from the G-Star Raw ad? Of 
course you do! This week, The Garter 
gives you the lowdown on becoming a 
grand master:   

1. Buy a chess board.
2. Buy chess pieces. 
3. Go to your local library.
4. Borrow a book with the title How to 
Play Chess or something similar.
5. Open the book at the first page.

CHESS
6. Read the book. 
7. Call up a friend. 
8. Enquire if they might like to play a 
game of chess.
9. Place the board on a flat surface 
and set up the pieces.
10. Let your friend in the front door.
11. Provide your friend with a 
carbonated beverage or something 
similar.
12. Invite your friend to sit.
13. Sit down.
14. Win the International Chess 
Championships.

Games Corner!
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FOR SALE

LEAF BLOWER: Guaranteed to 
piss off your neighbour. Does not 
actually blow leaves. 9171 2838

YARD SALE: 25sqm, needs 
weeding. $43.95. 0433 564 908.
 
METAL DETECTOR: Versatile, 
also detects plastic, organic 
materials, glass and all other 
non-metals. 8142 6710
  
TRAVEL TEN. Explore the 
wonders of this fine city from 
the comfort of your very own 
bus! This ticket gives you 
exclusive access to all the city’s 
hottest spots. No rides left, 
apparently. 9282 1717
 
FREE PARTY: Let’s boycott 
sexism. Everyone welcome, 
except filthy men. 0409 789 154.
 
LUNAR CHEESE: Fell from the 
sky, tastes delicious. 9289 3838
 
FAIRY LIGHTS: Needed for 
artistic ‘insect pornography 
project’. 8588 3837

DUNGEON: Just an ordinary 
dungeon. Come to my basement 
and check it out. Tell no one 
where you’re going. 9706 5419

BONES: Definitely not human. 
Come to my basement and 
check them out. Tell no one 
where you’re going. 9706 5419

LOVE: Will not accept money. 
Contact Paul McCartney. 0408 
990 333

SPOILERS for movies that have 
not yet been made: Moltebano 
was the squid all along! 9183 
7489

TEARS: It’s literally a bottle of 
tears. They’re not even mine. I 
don’t know how I got this or why 
you’d want it. 8689 3029

SPECIAL RELATIVITY: Ironically 
much less special than general 
relativity. 9494 3929

SUPERPOWER: The Power of 
Imagination. Will not help you 
defeat Magneto. Seriously, you 
will die. 0411 546 776

TWO TICKETS to that thing you 
love. 9299 4888

LOOK AGAIN, the tickets are 
now diamonds. 9299 4888

USED TAMPON: One previous 
owner. In good condition. 
Aesthetically worn but 
mechanically A1. 0431 263 839

URANIUM FUEL RODS: Green 
glow great night-light for small 
children! 9282 2888

CHASTITY BELT KEY for a 1996 
model. Minor blood stains but 
otherwise fine. 0400 400 675

TOWLWOW: The Towel’s 
equivalent to shamwow. Great 
for emptying dams! Payment 
only accepted in instalments. 
9288 1111

ONE DRY SPONGE: Selling fast 
for an absorbitant amount. 
9842 2555

SELLING FAST: When someone 
works out what kind of product 
‘fast’ is, I’ll sell it. 04688290010

THREE DOLLAR COINS for sale. 
Will sell for four. 1800-BIZ-NES

BEANS! Mung! Jelly! Baked! 
Human! Green! Sean! Has! 
Frances! Get ‘em quick, more 
legroom for your legumes. Call 
NOW 0419 867 545

BOX CONTAINING cat, also 
nothing. Contact Schrodinger. 
9288 1010

METALINGUISTIC RECIPE BOOK 
by OamNoamNoam Chomsky. 
$19.95. 9812 3178

DVD of The Sixth Sense, 
scratched, last third of film 
unwatchable. Can’t recommend 
in good faith, plot goes nowhere 
so far as I can tell. 0433 242 131

PHILOSOPHICAL of-the-moment 
safari beast. Answers to 
“Rhinosera-sera”. 9189 1991

GENUINE ACADEMY Award 
trophies, buy in bulk and save 
$$$. Love them but I need the 
shelf space and I just have SO 
MANY. Contact M. Streep

MUMMY’S HEART: Definitely 
not cursed. Will trade for fingers 
I may or may not have lost. 
0435 467 866

IMMUNITY TO KRYPTONITE: 
Available right in the centre of 
the Kryptonite mines. Contact 
Mr. Luthor for an appointment. 
9991 1991

OBSCURE CHESS PHILOSOPHY: 
This too shall en passant. 0412 
354 970

APE COSTUME: Useful to all 
except apes. Unless you wish to 
look like another ape. 9928 288

POLITICAL JOKE: Won’t be 
topical for three more years. 
“Nice Octopus, Mrs Prime 
Minister!” 9418 8882

WHEY. Contact Enya 9328 3828

UNICORN on the Cob. $90.95 
0415 352 453

FUCKCABINET: Suitable for 
fucking, entirely unsuitable as a 

cabinet. 4588 6301

UNDERSTANDING OF THE 
WORD LITERALLY: It will literally 
blow your mind. 9352 5365

FOR SALE: Boats. Helpful for sail 
boats. 9352 4827

KILLER ROBOTS: It’s just an axe 
tied to one of those drinky-
drinky birds. 0416 754 862

USED SPACESHIP: It’s an Ex-
Wing! 9856 4234

THE CONCEPT OF BARTERING: 
Unwilling to trade. 9867 2356

ONCE UPON A MIDNIGHT 
DREARY: While I pondered 
weak and weary, Over many 
a curious volume of forgotten 
lore-; While I nodded, merely 
napping suddenly there came a 
tapping, as of some one gently 
rapping, rapping at my chamber 
door. Buy my fucking plants. 
9112 3423

CIGARETTE packets, close but 
no cigar, but all the same, still 
cigarettes. $17.95. 0423 238 428
 
GET MORE bang for your duck 
– you’ll love it - feathers and 
beaks all over the shop! 0439 
423 889

BABY SHOES: Never worn.
Don’t worry, a baby is not dead, 
just a terrible eBay purchase. 
My feet are huge!
Contact Mike. 9181 8181

REESE’S PIECES. I will send one 
of Ms Witherspoon’s toes or 
fingers back on the hour, every 
hour, till I get my ransom.
Meet me under the GW Bridge 
at midnight tonight. 9788 8939

WILLIAM BALDWIN’S 
autograph. Yes, that’s right, the 
autograph of Alec Baldwin’s 
less popular brother! Stephen? 
No! The other one. But I quite 
like Stephen. Well it’s not him. 
What was William in? Oh loads 
of stuff. Like what? …..? 3 cents 
o.n.o. 0412 776 524

AVES: Bird Rental. 9189 9191

WANTED

HUMAN TEETH: Needed for 
tasteful jewellery collection. 
9178 1717

ONE ATLAS: Mapping lack of 
coast surrounding Chicago. Call 
Sade. 9181 9181
 
CHAINSAW: Have been lost in 
this giant hedge maze for days. 
0423 238 911
 
BALACLAVA: Will pay you a lot 
of money. Please also send your 
address and a knife. 9982 8288
 

QUIL(L)/(T): latter to be of down, 
former of pheasant. Choose 
wisely barer of feather(s), my 
heart is not easily won. 9288 
9288

A CREDIBLE EXCUSE for murder. 
Something like “I’ve come back 
from the future to kill Hitler,” 
except my wife isn’t Hitler. 
Damn, that one was good. Any 
ideas? Contact Troy, 9487 5558

A HITLER COSTUME: Must fit 
5’8” woman, medium build. Call 
Troy, 9487 5558
 
EVIL CAPTAIN ZORG: Prepare 
yourself lest our intergalactic 
space mission catch you 
unawares. 8927 1991
 
MONKEY BUSINESS: I am a 
French locksmith looking for 
work. 0413 643 888
 
CARPET BURN(T): need 
something new and flame 
resistant to line the floor of my 
den. 9999 1919
 
PILLOW TALKING to me. Please 
make it stop. 0422 316 535
 
EMMA/EDWINA/EDNA: We met 
the other night at Slide Bar. You 
are unforgettable. Call me. 9299 
1919
 
WAITRESSES: Needed for classy 
men’s establishment. Please 
bring thong to interview. 0438 
299 107
 
DOGGY BAG: Left it at your 
mum’s place last night. I know 
we haven’t been seeing each 
other that long but I’m hungry. 
Also, I sold your car. 9188 8388

AN ANSWER TO THIS 
QUESTION: Who is the lead 
singer of Fall Out Boy? I’m on 
Who Wants To Be A Millionaire, 
and if I get this wrong it’ll be 
mighty embarrassing. 0422 975 
035

FRIENDS! Willing to exchange 
for three Farmville goats and a 
chicken. 9982 1123

FRIENDS. The final season. What 
happens between Ross and 
Rachel?!1? 9992 0101

THREE MIRACLES suitable 
enough for canonisation. Willing 
to negotiate over two if in good 
condition. 8765 4103

A GUN. I dont care what type 
I just need one! Seriously it’s 
probably better if you dont ask 
so many damn questions like my 
bitch of an ex-wife. 9199 0291

ALL BRAN. I haven’t been feeling 
very regular lately, you know. 
Either some of that cereal or a 
serious enema. 9198 1817

ACCOMMODATION

TREEHOUSE TO RENT: No girls 
allowed. 0423 199 321
MURDER HOUSE: Is it a house 
where murder happens, a house 
that murders or a command to 
kill a house? 9843 2435

GREEN HOUSE: It’s not made 
of glass. It’s just green. Stone 
throwing perfectly acceptable. 
0433 565 408

WORST SCUMHOLE IN THE 
GALAXY: It is actually just a hole 
filled with scum, and a really bad 
one at that. 9564 3523

THE MOON: Like, the fucking 
moon. You could own the 
fucking moon. 0421 366 575

HOME: Contains the heart. 
Market price. 9654 2341

LAKE DISAPPOINTMENT, WA
Surprisingly great! Water-skiing! 
High-ropes course! Fireworks! 
Guacamole! Meet Bill Murray! 
Although during your visit you 
will be told you never lived up to 
your parents’ expectations!

THE SUTHERLAND SHIRE, NSW
Beautiful beaches and laid-back 
folk, truly this is God’s country. 
Oh sorry I didn’t realise your 
name was Mohammed. Enjoy 
this punch. Now fuck off, I’ve got 
some Donavan Frankenreiter to 
listen to. 

AUDITIONS

NAVY SEALS: Actual seals need 
not apply. 9189 9188

GREEN BERETS: Actual berets 
need not apply. 9189 9188

MOBILE INFANTRY: Actual 
infants on wheels need not 
apply. 9189 9188

LOCAL THEATRE COMPANY 
needs ghost to play the part of 
‘Ghost’ in upcoming production 
of Hamlet. Must be actual ghost 
for realism. We will also accept 
wolf-men or mummies.
Contact Celia 0458 658 498

ACTOR needed starring role in 
new Australian work entitled 
Man Gets Pelted With Faeces For 
Four Hours And Then Is Kicked 
In The Knee. Contact All-Up-
Your-Middle-Class-Sensibilities 
Productions. 9829 1911

LOST

OUR JOURNALISTIC INTEGRITY. 
If found, please contact National 
Nine News. Try not to call 
between 6 and 6.30pm though 
as we’re doing a big story 
on King’s Cross to tie in with 
Underbelly! 9389 3838
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WHO stole my felt-tip pen? 
Contact Bill 0411 420 011

SERIOUSLY, I can’t work under 
these conditions. Contact Bill 
9877 6356

RIGHT, it was under my poodle. 
Don’t contact Bill 9877 6356

OK, can’t find my bulldog clips. 
I’m looking at you Sally. Contact 
Bill 9877 6356

BILL, please stop accusing the 
family of stealing your stationery 
rather unnecessarily and 
expensively in print. Mum 9877 
6356

ALL THE MAIL. Literally all of it. 
There was so much. I’m sure I 
left it around here somewhere. 
But there you have it, it’s 
all gone. Sorry. Contact the 
Australian Post Office. 9189 
1891

SOON TO BE MISPLACED: 
Religion. Contact Michael Stipe. 
0458 272 727

LOST: One desperado. Probs out 
ridin’ fences. Contact Don 0456 
872 944

LOST WORLD: Fuckin’ Dinosaurs 
9762 3435

KEYS: C Flat and B Sharp. Left 
behind the couch. 9333 2312

A WHOLE LOT OF DOGS: Contact 
the pound. We find dogs. It’s 
doggie gaol. 96423124

CAN’T FIND MY CAPS LOCK keoh 
there we go.

FOUND

FOUND: A reason for me to 
change who I used to be. A 
reason to start over new and the 
reason is you. 9876 2313

FOUND: Ation of this building is 
really shaky. Please rescue me. 
0423 423 234

FOUND: Body Armour. Also, 
body. 9854 2342

PERSONALS

60 YEAR OLD (looks more like 
a 59), great eyesight, memory 
lapses (I look like a 59 year old, 
but am actually 60). 9129 9999
 
CANDY LIPS: 22yo busty blonde 
asexual seeking understanding 
partner. 9383 3783

WHALE SEEKS SAME: Must not 
enjoy long walks on the beach.

DEAR DARLA: I hate your 
stinking guts. You make me 
vomit. You’re scum between my 

toes. Love Alfalfa.

PLANET: Seeking moon to light 
up my nights. Cratered faces 
acceptable

A WIZARD: Has no need for this 
use of advertisement. I conjure 
my brides. Thank you all the 
same.

THIRTY FOOT TALL MUTANT 
with the arms of a squid and 
ability to fire lazers out of his 
ears wishes to meet same. 9199 
9101

MARS ROVER looking for 
someone to power my battery. 
Pictures essential. 8967 3667

ORPHAN from destroyed planet 
with Superpowers wishes to 
meet same. I’ll be waiting 
for you at the centre of the 
Kryptonite mines. Contact Mr. 
Luthor for an appointment. 9299 
1001

ONE chopped liver seeks a kind-
hearted partner with a sense 
of humour. There’s only one 
question I won’t tolerate. 9181 
1811

TRADITIONALLY good looking 
man seeks traditional Chinese 
medicine. Will pay top dollar, 
9238 4287.

ADULT

ALL KINDS OF FUCKING hats for 
sale. Just, every god damned 
hat you can imagine. [ED- 
Remember to put this in the FOR 
SALE section]

DO YOU ENJOY: Whips, chains, 
sadistic torture? Come along to 
ye olde MEDIEVAL FAIRE! Fun for 
the whole family!

SUPERSEX: Fit for a Superman. 
Definitely won’t be using 
Kryptonite. Meet in the 
Kryptonite Mines. Contact Sex 
Luthor. 9299 1001

BIRTHS

IVAN E MULCHBEAST, destroyer 
phase. It begins, at last. It ends, 
at last.

BEN AND MANDY wish to 
announce the birth of their son, 
when he is born.

THE BIRTH OF MANDURTH 
THE INVINCIBLE was incredibly 
uneventful. Turns out names 
don’t count for everything. Who 
knew?

BABY: Come back. Any kind of 
fool could see, I was wrong and I 
just can’t live without you.

SON OF RATHOR: YOU ARE A 
DISAPPOINTMENT TO RATHOR. 

MAY THIS PAPER SHAME YOU AS 
YOU SHAME RATHOR.

BOURNE: is the king of Israel. 
Jason Bourne. Oh yeah.

DEATHS

MANY BOTHANS died to bring 
us this information.

DAVID ATTENBOROUGH: No, 
he didn’t but isn’t that a sad 
thought? It will probably happen 
sooner rather than later. Let’s 
appreciate him while he’s here.

THE LAST DODO: Don’t feel bad. 
They were surprisingly racist 
birds.

EVERYONE WHO WAS ON 
THE DEATH STAR: Even 
the presumably innocent 
maintenance crew and laundry 
service.

AIRBUD: I mean, that film is 13 
years old. That’s 91 dog years. 
I’m probably right.

FLAMINGOS: Like, all the 
flamingos. They just all died at 
once. It was really really weird.

ISANTIO THE IMMORTAL: 
Literally none of us saw this 
coming.

A WHOLE BUNCH OF PEOPLE IN 
JURRASIC PARK: Because one 
dude couldn’t be bothered wiki-
ing the life cycle of frogs. You 
really dropped the ball, guy.

THE DINOSAURS: I know it was a 
while ago, but seriously, we miss 
you guys.

THAT FLY from the Mortein 
ads. Loved by many. Exceeded 
all expectations by grossly 
exceedingly the 24hr life 
expectancy of most flies.

MY GRANDMA. She hasn’t been 
able to hear for years! Oh wait, 
“Deaths”?

MARRIAGES

THE LORD of the dance wishes 
to announce his union to 
the dancing queen. It was an 
incredibly well choreographed 
wedding.

MR AND MRS GORDON 
MASTERSON are repulsed 
to announce the marriage of 
their son Chester to that bogan 
whore. You are out of the will 
son.

REMARRIAGES

CHRISTINE O’DONNELL is please 
to announce that Church and 
State are no longer separated.

PUBLIC NOTICES

DO YOU HAVE A MONTY HALL 
PROBLEM? Run over a goat in 
a car!

DO YOU WANT YOUR NAME 
CARVED IN THE MOON? It’s 
not going to happen. It will 
never happen. Seriously, give up 
that dream. It’s a really bizarre 
dream.

URGENT RECALL: Please note 
that anyone who purchased the 
‘Baby’s First Knife Set’ from their 
toy store are advised to return 
it immediately for a full refund. 
The knives are covered in lead 
paint.

COME ALONG to the annual 
Racist Sexist Homophobic Anti-
Semitic Apple iConference this 
weekend! All lectures are largley 
un-PC.

APOLOGIES

TO SARAH, I am so sorry 
I vomited on you. I don’t 
know what I happened I just 
BLEURGH! Oh god!

TO THE LADY who works in the 

classifieds department of The 
Garter, I’m sorry I stabbed you.

PETS

MURDEROUS family labrador for 
quick sale. Drop off transaction. 
No refunds. No cops. Answers to 
“Sweetums Wuzzkin McPookie’’. 
9976 2828

ROCKY: Use this section to 
house train yourself. There’s a 
good boy. No! Not on the carpet! 
Bad Rocky! Bad! 9209 9292

CAMEL TRAINING: We make a 
train out of your camels. 9289 
2092

PET CEMETERY: For Kiwis that 
match. (No, wait. Read this 
back in a New Zealand Accent. 
Hahaha Jandals.) 0415 678 999

GRIMACE: We caught a Grimace. 
We have no idea how to take 
care of it. I think it understands 
what I’m saying. It’s just staring 
at me with hollow dead eyes. Oh 
god. 9019 2828

ZEBRA CROSSING: Get out of the 
way! 9181 9181

COURSES

TANGO LESSONS: It takes two. I 
am speaking of feet. Amputees 
are strictly forbidden. 9289 2922

LEARN to swear in foreign 
languages!! Great for abusing 
people who ain’t from around 
here or just impressing your 
friends Trent and Kev from 
Punchbowl. Act now! First 200 
callers will be taught ‘your 
mumma is so fat’ jokes in Latin. 
0433 565 442

DUMPSTER diving.  Learn 
how to nail a triple pike from 
1m, 2m, 3m, and how to then 
dislodge the fish from whatever 
they’re nailed to. 9198 1991

NEWTOWN
L’ENFANT TERRIBLE (R)

Two 13-year-olds learn the 
true meaning of Halloween. 

An erotic adventure. 

THE CAMEL HAS TWO 
HUMPS

A riveting Syrian 
documentary about a young 

camel who revolutionises 
the literary scene. An erotic 

thriller.

SOMETHING ABOUT 
INDIGENOUS AUSTRALIA
A moving look at the plight 

of modern Aborigines 
attempting to swim the 

English Channel.  A touching 
piece of erotica.

HOYTS
BROADWAY

THE GIRL WHO PLAYED WITH 
TOYS
The latest in the riveting Swedish series 
about a young rebel’s search for her 
beloved GI Joe Doll. 

PARANORMAL SACKTIVITY 2
Tim Allen stars as a ghost who haunts 
a young family’s potato sacks in this the 
family movie of the year.  Truly horrifying.

THE ANTI-SOCIAL NETWORK
A bunch of nerdy college kids spend their 
time on the internet and in doing so make 
billions of dollars but zero friends.

CHATSWOOD
YESTERDAY WHEN THE WAR 
ENDED

Based on the popular Soviet children’s 
novels, a group of young communists 
defend themselves against an invading 
imperial capitalist force.

EAT STRAY DOVE
One middle-aged American tramp travels 
across European squares chowing down on 
injured birdlife.

MOORE PARK
WALL STREET 3: MONEY 
NEVER SLEEPS BECAUSE IT’S 
AN INANIMATE OBJECT
A look at the vexing and difficult lives of 
America’s multi-billionaires.

THE LAST AIRBENDER
This movie is actually already too bad to 
write an effective parody of.
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TV GUIDE 

ABC

SBS

SEVEN NINE TEN

Pre-launch for the Launch 
of the Actual Launch of  
the Ivy Pool Bar’s four-
month, three-day, two-
hour Anniversary

The Ivy, Sydney

hit The exclusivity of this 
party and the attractive waiters 
meeting your every possible 
need had you feeling like you 
were the only person in the bar.

miss You were the only person 
in the bar.

Ricki-Lee Coulter’s second 
cousin’s 23rd birthday 

Scruffy Murphy’s, Sydney

hit The guests possessed a 
down to earth quality that made 
them seem just like real people.  
Ricki-Lee performed hits from her 
eagerly anticipated second album 
making this the biggest soiree of 
the century. 

miss It was frightening to 
see what real people actually 
looked like. Also just missed 
being glassed by a drunken Irish 
backpacker whose Guinness I 
accidentally crushed with my 
snakeskin bag. Blood is so difficult 
to get out of a Collette Dinnigan 
ball gown. 

Three guys who definitely own suits.

Posh Holmes A Court.

Posh Holmes A Court.

Drunk Irishman.

How would you describe your 
style?
Look mate, do you have any change?

Dolce or Gabbana? 
Sandwich.

The Garter Press acknowledges the efforts of the following individuals:
Bridie Connellan, Carmen Culina, Naomi Hart, Henry Hawthorne, Ben Jenkins, 
David Mack, Joe Payten, Joe Smith-Davies, Anusha Rutnam and Diana Tjoeng 

(with James Colley, David Mulligan, Tim Scriven, Mark Sutton and Tim Whelan).
Your assistance in the revolution will be looked upon favourably.

Sydney Style:

Where in Paddington did you 
buy this African-inspired 
number?
I bought it in a village in the Sudan 
that was raided by infidels.

Is that near Surry Hills? 
Sandwich.

Old British Man Talks To Animals
Old British Man Looks at Buildings
Old British Man Explores Museum
British Murder Mystery featuring Old 
British Man
RAGE (Special Guest Programer: Old 
British Man)

7pm
8pm
9pm
10pm

12am

World News (Not Just Sydney News)
A Documentary on Belgian Transexuals
A Documentary on Siberian Camels
A Documentary on Mongolian 
Transexual Camels

7pm
8pm
9pm
10pm

Sunrise! Chirpy happy blonde people!
Something with Larry Emdur that isn’t 
The Price Is Right
Morning News (Better Than Nine 
News)
Midday Movie: Help! I Married a 
Mongolian Transexual Camel!
Afternoon News (Better than Nine 
News)
Deal or No Deal! What’s that? No Deal? 
OK. No then.
Evening News (WAY better than Nine 
News)
Today Tonight: Best Sausages for Obese 
Dolebludgers Scamming Your Credit 
Card Info Whist Terrorising the Elderly
Home & Away – but you don’t have to 
watch that.
The X Factor – it’s no MasterChef, but 
it’ll do.
Late News (Nine News fucking sucks)

6am
9am

11am

12pm

4.30pm

5.30pm

6pm

6.30pm

7pm

7.30

10.30pm

Today - featuring Lisa Wilkinson and 
a drunk Karl Steganjfbebfjk. We will 
literally pay you to watch this.
Kerri-Anne Kennerly: Top Tips For 
Hiding Your Actual Age From Viewers 
and Network Executives!
Midday Movie: Help! I Work at 
Channel Seven!
Antiques Roadshow – old British 
people and their shit.
Who Wants To Be A Millionaire? Oh, 
you do? Oh. Well, we can’t give you all 
money.
National Nine News (Suck it Seven 
News, you nutholes)
A Current Affair: A Report on the 
Genocide in the Sudan. LOL, jks, 
dancing cats.
Two and a Half Men – 13 hour 
Marathon

6am

9am

12pm

5pm

5.30pm

6pm

6.30pm

7pm

Pokemon or Dragon Ball Z or some 
piece of shit that stopped being cool 10 
years ago
The Circle – an Australian version of 
The View! Watch the fat lady try not to 
eat the other ladies!
The Oprah Winfrey Show – Oprah tries 
not to eat her guests!
The Bold and The Beautiful – if you’re 
watching this, we need to talk.
Ten News. Really? You’re watching? 
Oh, gee, thanks! Here’s a story about a 
waterskiing cat.
The Simpsons – this show has carried 
our network for decades.
The 7pm Project – Gen Y kids can’t 
watch news in a regular way!
Repeated Coverage of the 
Commonwealth Games that no one 
watched the first time

6am

10am

1pm

4pm

5pm

6pm

7pm

7.30pm

Posh Holmes A 
Court.

“A Time of Great War is upon us,” 
prophesises Mark Hercus, Balgowlah 
Heights, after discovering that spell-check 
insists that “Nighttime” should become 
“Night time”, and grammar-check insists 
the exact reverse.  If it is possible to perish 
in this war, Mark, we truly hope you take 
the first hit.
 
An alarming rise in the number of 
contributions to Column ∞ over the 
last year has meant that we editors 
have had to come up with some 
creative ways to free up space.  The 
following urgent message from Tim 
Flannery, for instance, has actually 
been deleted. 
 
“What’s white, black and red all over?” asks 
Mary Whitford, West Pennant Hills, “A 
newspaper!”  A what?  A newspaper?  We … 
oh!  Right, because it’s …  no, no, we don’t 
get it.
 
“A newspaper,” again writes Mary 
Whitford. “Are you serious you’ve 
never heard it before?  Maybe try 
saying it out loud – that’s a hint! xo”. 
Hmm hold on.  Oh!  Okay okay, that’s 
very clever.  Ha.  Yes, just going back 
over the original letter you sent, 
“red”, great.
 
“A newspaper,” okay cool, thanks Mary not 
so funny now.
 
“A newspaper.” Please, Mary, we had 
to cut Tim Flannery because of you. 
You and your ‘newspaper’ may have 
permanently altered the course of the 
planet’s existence.
 
“Tinker, tailor, soldier, sailor, richman, 
poorman, beggarman, thief?  But what 
would the modern list of husbands-to-be 
look like?” asks Julie-Anne Crock, only 
16 and already turning her mind to some 
serious subjects.  Ms Crock, you need 
but turn to page 12 for our vocational lift 
out to see the rich tapestry of vocational 
possibilities available for the modern man!  
Bon chance and bon voyage!
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Profile:  Our Uncle's Famous Friend

Uni-Cycle: You Really Don't Care

Excessive Use of This Font

Are our richest students 
being bullied?

The Price Of Privilege
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Find yourself  in Vladivostok, 1904. The winter has begun to 

set in, the livestock are freezing to death as they stand in the 

fields. Your pregnant wife is ill with a fever. A doctor gives 

her three days if  you don’t move her to Moscow. Moving her 

will kill the child. Your youngest daughter is being courted by 

a member of  the Imperial Guard who has offered you safe 

passage to the city if  you carry with you copies of  Lenin’s 

Pravda. The penalty for smuggling prohibited literature is 

death. Once on board the train, you find yourself  sitting next 

to a member of  the Okhrana (secret police). A copy of  Pravda 

falls from your bag. The Okhrana member asks you if  that is 

your luggage. There is an elderly gentleman sitting opposite 

you who is asleep. You can claim that the luggage belongs to 

the old man. 

Meanwhile, your son has been drafted into the Imperial 

Guard. He writes to you informing you that he has 

discovered that your brother Dimitri did not die in 1895 but 

rather has been living in Omsk where he has accrued a small 

fortune selling forged documents to, among others, your 

childhood parish priest. Dimitri has confided in your son that 

the documents have been deliberately watermarked by the 

Okhrana and those carrying them can be easily identified 

and exiled to the Serbian mines. 

Four months later you find yourself  trapped in a barn, 

sheltering from a vicious snowstorm. With you is Dimitri, 

your son, your daughter, your wife (whose condition was 

deliberately misdiagnosed by the doctor in order to persuade 

you to smuggle the literature), the doctor, your newborn 

child, the old man from the train and a revolver with a single 

bullet. Food is running low and there is only enough for three.

OR

Replace your foot with a blue wheel?

FAQs

How big is the wheel?

We don’t have time for this.

Would you ratherTHE  HYPOTHETICAL:

07

11

06

List of  In Jokes That You Really Had To Be There To Enjoy, But We Guess You 
Weren’t Oh Well, Here We Go Anyway: 

That time when Dave was all like ‘Wizzley Whee!’• 
The Great Burrito Disaster• 
Toto• 
That Phallic Radish• 

This Week's:

14

Barrella Scrapea rewrites a USyd News press 
release. Brought to you by Word Synonyms™.

Morris Schmengy is a USyd student and talks 
about something he and his peers ‘like’. OMG 

they SO do that.

Thomas Hack gets the scoop on USU dealings. Sigh. We 
mean, yeah, hard hitting student politics, yeah awesome. Sigh.

The Profile

David Egbert is going to give you his 
interpretation of  the end of Inception whether 

you like it, have seen it, care or not.

Jon Lighthorseman investigates the 
underbelly of  student poverty: When is it 

really safe to pet the rats?

Emily Dixon-Sanders went to a really niche 
cyanotype long exposure exhibition and needs 

this column to get an MCA internship.

1 0

16

Zen Powachords liked this band 
before the lead singer’s parents met.

Hënrí dù Plônc nommed some 
affordable student grub at Guillaume At 

Bennelong.

Shouty Verbalspill sure has a thing or two 
to say about baby goats.

Richard Shutsymouth has steaks all up on 
his grill.

The Soapbox

Jill Richardson writes a really, really great piece on bubblers. 

05

EDITORIALshortcuts.JPG

EDITOR-IN-CHIEF  Big Rain on Running Duck
EDITORS Water to Blood, Frogs, Lice, Flies, Disease on Livestock, Boils, Hail and Fire, Locusts, 

Darkness, Death of  First-Born 
REPORTERS Bitzy, Fluffy, Lulabelle, Bingo, Jasper, Molly, Sherbie, Macky, Jessie, Flash, Bidu, Tiger, 

Panda, Goldie, Miss Kitty Fantastico 2, Smokey, Tiara, Grease Lighning, Bonnie, Tikiri, Snowball, 
Buster, Sooty, Soxy, PJ, BB, Oscar, Helmut, Jillie, Skip, Morgan, Rocky, Billie, Jock, Tasha

CONTRIBUTORS  Matthew Fox, Scott Wolf, Neve Campbell, Jennifer Love Hewitt, Lacey 
Chabert, Fatthew Mox, Wott Scolf, Cave Nempbell, Lennifer Hove Jewitt, Chacey Labert 

CROSSWORD Angrily Annoyed Text

James Bland struggled to make this story on the Law Building 
interesting. Used the words ‘wacka wacka’ more than thrice.

Sally Curricula HEARTS CLUBS AND SOCIETIES. Oh she’ll 
kill you if  you don’t have an ACCESS card. She’ll do it. She’ll kill 

you. She will. No, she will.

Susan Jones counts down the Top 5 Fingers on 
Your Left Hand.

Laura Washington talks balls, bowling and belligerence 
with a somewhat noteworthy personality who specialises 

in none of  these, and probably deserves more respect.

More Usual Suspects
Dom Room writes the fifteenth article this year 

about college kids wearing trackpants.

Sigmund Fraud teaches you how to fool your friends in a 
given situation and generally live a lie.

Julian Reed road tests something normal in a 
zany writing style. 

Molly Schmengy reports on a Sydney issue you 
probably could have read about in SMH.

Alessandro Gioraväniaschönduousalli is 
catwalkin’ baby.

Jacques Pierot tries and fails to keep the 
International section alive.

What a bunch of  fucks.

DISCLAIMER
Oni Swah is published under the auspices of  the Students’ Representative Council, University of  Sydney, Level 1 Wentworth Building, City Road, University of  Sydney, 

NSW, 2006. The SRC’s publication costs, space and administrative support are financed by the University of  Sydney.  If  you’ve got this far, we might as well tell you 
the truth.  What you are about to read may just save your life, but only if  you follow it to the letter.  You are in grave danger – please, just continue reading, do not 

stand up, this is not a joke – now look behind you and to the left.  There is a man by the entrance – he means you harm – turn back to your paper and turn the pages 
one at a time with your right hand for ten seconds.  Nine.  Eight.  Seven.  Keep counting.  When you reach zero stand up onto the table and throw this newspaper and 

your coffee at the man, whilst making the sound of  a pregnant sea bird – it must be believable – flap your arms, too, if  that helps – now get to your knees and shuffle 
sideways like a racing crab towards the second open window on your right.  Lower yourself  out the opening, do this hip first, and get into the car that may or may not 

be waiting for you.  Do it NOW!

Dan Thinkton got really opinionated last 
night with his housemates over a case of  beer 
and thought it would be a good idea to write 

his unresearched thoughts down and send 
them to Oni. 

Jim Johns and John Jims fight 
unnecessarily over which Daddo is the best 

Daddo.

Maddy Raquette wrote something about Cumberland. 
Just kidding.
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EDITORIAL

the stalker

Letter of the Week!

Correction

Youse suck.

Got an idea for Oni ?  
Feel like writing in?

Don't bother!

We'll either lose your article 

or not think it's good enough, 

instead publishing something 

that we write under a 

pseudonym!
 

A Cross Word

Dear Oni,

Last weeks Oni was full of  gramatical and 
spelling misteaks. Its really quite appalling 
how bad this paper is subedited. Whose in 
charge there? Your all a disgrace to editors 
around the World.

Your’s,

Recently Graduated HSC Student
Arts I

You Dirty 
Stinking Apes

Dear Oni,

I’m writing in to correct a glaring factual 
inaccuracy in last week’s “That’s What 
She Said Column”. While I proudly 
admit to being a student politician, the 
column implied that, in addition to being 
a nice person with lots of  friends, I’m 
somehow secretly malevolent and that my 
involvement in student politics is solely for 
self-interested reasons. I would like to set the 
record straight and clarify that I’m actually 
not a nice person at all and have no real 
friends.

Yours,

Aspiring Board Director
Arts/Law II

Dear Oni,

I’m really disappointed by the triviality 
of  the paper this year. I get that students 
like to read Oni for entertainment and 
enjoyment, but how about some more 
hard-hitting articles that interrogate the 
issues that affect students?

For example, the week five article “The 
Top 5 Wanks” was a disgusting waste 
of  paper that speaks to the low-brow 
humour we’ve come to expect of  you lot. 
It was also poorly researched as it did not 
make reference to the giant wank that is 
my life.

Regards,

Humourless Arsehole
Arts VIII

Lowest Common 
Denominator

Dear Oni,

We’ve decided to further reduce your 
measly stipends to save money that we’re 
going to be spending on a rally to end the 
radical injustice facing potato farmers in 
Tajikistan. No one else in the SRC will be 
taking a pay cut. We thought this was the 
best way to tell you.

Thanks for your understanding,

The SRC Executive

Memo to the Eds

Dear Oni,

I’m just a regular Joe and 
like to make a point of  saying that I 
love the USU and am one of  its most 
passionate members. That said, all the 
current Board Directors are a bunch of  
no-fair farty pants meanies.

I will not stop until the Union is 
destroyed.

Yours,

Patric... Uh... Mr Snrub from some 
place far away. Yes, that’ll do.

Average Joe

Dear Oni,

I like the way Snrub thinks!

Yours,

Stan Holloway/Stan Haberfield/Guy 
Incognito

Ditto

Dear Oni,

I’m just writing about the recent Women’s 
Oni.  I was disappointed because there 
weren’t enough articles about body image 
and abortion, or menstrual poetry – 
and where was the desperately needed 
commentary on waxing?

Yours,

Gender Studies/Humyn Resources/
Herstory Major(ette)
Arts II

Women’s Oni

Applications are closing soon 
for the editing team of the next 

special Oni, “Left-Handed 
Mexican Students’ Oni”.

Of course, the edition will be 
autonomously produced. No 

right-handers or non-Mexicans 
allowed!

We’ve already had over ONE 
application, so get in quick 

because the places are going like 
burrito hotcakes!

If you have any ideas for articles, 
send to 

oniswah@src.usyd.edu.au! 
How about: how to apply a 

sombrero with your left hand, 
how to eat a taco with your left 
hand, or how to use your left 
hand to sneak across the US 

border?

Call for applications and 
submissions!

Dear Oni,

Another year and another Women’s Oni! 
How predictable. It’s not as if  women are 
an oppressed minority any more. 

How about a Men’s Oni for once?!?

Yours,

SRC Women’s Officer

P.S. LOL, Jks, I totally hate men.

Men’s Oni?!?

Dear Oni,

Now I’m a jovial kind of  jeevey sport 
and I do enjoy a good challenge, or, as I 
like to call them, ‘mindflippity jousting 
episodes’, but your last crossword had 
me in a thwarted spin. Not only did you 
require my befuddled hands to spin the 
squared riddle for a quicker clue, but 
your economical ink smeared across my 
beige doily sleeve as I paused for a mere 
moment of  contemplation. 

In future I suggest you take more note 
of  the quality crafts of  Dme. Christine 
Lovatt c/o New Idea Starhunt and allow 
those of  us with inking esteem to uphold 
to avoid floundering in puzzledom.

Also, you fucked up the numbers. And 
8-down was “LAMB”? That’s not a word.

Yours in esteem, decorum and general 
gracefuckery,

Sylvia de Plume-Scribblings IIV 
Esq. Viscountess of  Vocabulaire
Arts I

Dear Oni,

I’m writing to tell you that I thoroughly 
enjoyed last week’s “Top 5 Circus 
Animals That Are Not Lions”. It was 
very amusing and I appreciated your 90s 
pop culture references. 

There’s just one thing that I feel I need 
to correct. You wrote that a chimpanzee 
makes for a great circus animal because 
it is “hairy and lurches around like a 
drunken child”. This is clearly factually 
inaccurate. A chimpanzee is not a 
drunken child. To say such a thing 
is to completely misunderstand the 
biological make-up of  the chimpanzee, 
better known under the latin name “Pan 
troglodytes”. 

Please check your facts more thoroughly 
in the future.

All the best,

Jenny Hooboo
Arts II

Zigga zigga wa wa all you little student-boots! 
This week everyone’s favourite stu-paper (oops! 
That’s a bit of jargon, soz!) will take you behind 
the scenes of editing Oni Swah! We’re sure you’ve 
been wondering, “Who are the people behind the 
stories??” Well, you’re in luck, rubycats, because 
right here, right now, I’m going to invite you in; 
this is a day in the life of an Oni ed (that’s short for 
‘editors’, noobs).

6am – Still in bed. SO tired from all that partying 
last night  ;) xoxo

8am – Breakfast, two long blacks to start off the 
day. Can’t get by without it, I’m such an addict.

8.30am – Put on my shoes and leave for the Oni 
office.

8.37am – Oh no my shoelace came undone! FML.

9am – Arrive at the dungeon, oops I mean ‘office’. 
Just kidding, I LOVE my job. 

9.20am – Look through our old campaign posters. 
Using Arrested Development jokes was flipping 
genius.

9.30am – Start watching Arrested Development on 
SRC computers.

9.33am – OMG, who used up all the Megavideo 
download limit!?!

9.35am – Complain to the SRC President about 
the appalling conditions in the dungeons (read, 
office).

9.40am – Fucking SRC hacks, they totally don’t 
get what it is the Oni eds do. It’s like, yeah, so 
we printed nude photos of you in the paper, 
that’s kind of what journalists do. Don’t censor 
me.

10am – Order two long blacks (with two sugars, 
cheeky!) from the law building café. Can’t 
believe people are already campaigning for next 
year’s Oni. It’s like back off, you look ridiculous. 

10.15am – See a girl chucking a copy of Oni in 
the bin. “Accidentally” spill hot coffee on her 
face. Loves it.

11am – Generally killing it in the office, did I 
mention I LOVE my job?

11.30am – Done for the day. SO tired. 

Enjoy the edish. LOL. xoxo

“Are you talking to me? There’s nobody else here, you must be 
talking to me.” If  only you would talk to me, as my endless and 
unfulfilled fascination with you makes me as mad as Travis Bickle. I 
have gazed upon you for years. I watched you read the poems and 
love letters I put under your door at Yale, and although your face 
showed a look of  disgust, and you called the police, I knew how 
you really felt – I knew that it was love.

But how to get your attention, you, the one thing in this world 
that I desire? A grand gesture of  my love for you is the only way 
to show you how I feel. And of  course, logically, the only grand 
gesture worthy of  you, my dear, is to attempt to assassinate 
President Jimmy Carter. It shall be the greatest love offering in the 
history of  the world, and I don’t know what I shall do if  you fail to 

reciprocate my feelings. Probably try and assassinate Ronald Reagan or something.

Think someone has recently tried to assassinate a US President as a grand gesture of  love for you? Send a 
photo of  yourself  to oni.soit@src.usyd.edu.au and you may win a prize! This week’s prize is a DVD box 
set of  Jodie Foster’s filmography! Enjoy! 

Last week’s victim was correctly identified at the morgue by the police, and is the lucky 
winner of  an Oni Soit prize pack! John Lennon will receive a signed copy of  The Catcher 
in the Rye, signed not by J D Salinger, the author, but by the lovely Mark David Chapman! 
Thanks, Mark!
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FACT!
The capital city of  Australia is 

Canberra.
The current Prime Minister is 

Julia Gillard.
The chemical symbol for 

potassium is K.

Surely there’s no more frequent a 
problem than forgetting someone’s 
name.  Not only has he been introduced 
to you far too many times to ask for his 
name again, he’s just loudly greeted 
you using your name, and is expecting a 
similar reply. Are you going to call him 
‘buddy’, ‘chum’ or ‘old mate’?  We can 
do better than that.  Respond by saying 
“Good to see you, Stephen!” then do the 
following.

Just before we begin, it’s useful to know 
a thing or two about Quantum Theory.  
In the physical, three-dimensional 
world, nothing is truly smooth.  Get 
close enough to any surface, even 
before reaching the subatomic level, 
and you’ll be able to see that there are 
imperfections.  The same is true in four 
dimensions, where tiny crevices, wrinkles 
and voids pepper the seemingly smooth 
surface of  time.  This is called the 
‘cosmic foam’, and it’s going to be your 
best friend in getting the person’s name 
right.

Because these holes in the cosmic foam 
are usually 0.1-742 cm wide, you’re going 
to have to somehow get it big enough 
to squeeze through.  We recommend 
capturing it using an Alcubierre Drive 
or any variety of  cosmic string, but the 
details don’t matter.  So long as you get 
the thing big enough to fit you and your 
spaceship through it, you should be fine.  
(*For advice on how to build a spaceship 
see “Faking It: That You Know Your 
Cheeses”, 17/3/10).

From here it’s down hill.  Head back 
in time as far as the exact age of  
this person, plus one day.  Wait until 
nightfall before entering the house of  the 
parents of  the person.  Lie down next 

to the parents and enter their dreams 
using a Portable Automated Somnacin 
Intravenous Device, or “Dream 
Machine”.  

Once you’re in, try dropping down 
two, maybe three, dream layers before 
displaying to the parents a variety 
of  materials with the intention of  
influencing their nomenclature.  If  the 
person was born in or shortly after 1988, 
show the parents a glowing book review 
of  Stephen Hawking’s A Brief  History 
of  Time, published that year.  Maybe 
throw in some reviews of  Stephen 
King’s Nightmares in the Sky and hum 
a bar of  Stevie Wonder’s “You Will 
Know”, both also made in 1988.  Adjust 
appropriately for different ages.  With 
the name “Stephen” so firmly planted in 
the parent’s mind, it will be the strongest 
contender for name choices when the 
person is born the following day. 

All that’s left to do now is to ride the 
kicks up, and your spaceship back, to 
where you started, and finish greeting 
Stephen – an easy and painless way of  
avoiding what could otherwise have been 
a very sticky situation!

name.  Not only has he been introduced 

Remembering 
Someone's Name

THAT'S WHAT
SHE SAID

If you read this section first, you need a life.

FACTIONAL DRAMAS!
In news that will only really be of  
interest to the fifty or so people who 
religiously read/write this column, 
a rumour is floating around that the 
centre-right faction of  the Left Focus 
student organisation will be pressing 
for their right-of-centre-left colleagues 
in the left-leaning National Labor 
Students organisation to join them in 
being left right out of  the up-coming 
‘Left Students Get Right to the Point’ 
conference in which far-centre-left 
students will be left to right the wrongs 
of  previous right-wing (read: right of  
centre-left) organisations. Needless to say, 
all will one day join the Labor party.

HOWSE HOUSING A 
SECRET?

We received an anonymous email last 
week alleging SRC President Elly Howse 
is actually just a bunch of  midgets 
disguised in an overcoat. 

When we asked Howse to either confirm 
or deny the allegation, they told us to 
“get a fucking life”.

UNION SPENDING CAP 
BLOWOUT

The Union continues to be under the 
cloud of  over-spending sprees.  The staff  
agreed to each chip in ten dollars to buy 
a gift for the retiring Senior Amenities 
Administrator, Gazza.  Board Director 
Alistair Stephenson was in charge of  
purchasing the gift, but instead of  buying 
a bottle of  wine and box of  chocolates as 
planned, Stephenson bought a yacht and 
a small Tuscan villa.  Each staff  member 
must now cough up over $100,000.

Stephenson defended his actions, 
explaining he thought “nobody would 
notice the extra few dollars” and that 
“this is how it always happens”.

The USU is launching an inquiry into 
the breach of  the spending agreement, 
and assures Oni that no disciplinary 
action will be taken.

FAIRLY EDUCATED 
CAMPAIGN EXPANDS ITS 

HORIZONS

After its high-profile and successful 
campaign to pass a fair trade referendum 
on campus, the Fairly Educated team has 
announced its new focus: a change in the  
source of  the Union’s toilet water.

“There’s way too much water in Pakistan 
right now,” the team’s leader, Chris Hoy, 
explained.  “We want to get some of  
that water out of  there – and where does 
the Union get its toilet water from right 
now?  From drought-stricken farmers, no 
doubt.  This is a totally practical, sensible 
solution that is within the Union’s 
financial capacity to implement.”

The new campaign is entitled “Effluence 
for Affluence”.

The Union executive has explained that 
the proposal would cost in the hundreds 
of  millions of  dollars, would involve 
reneging on existing water contracts, and 
would probably make at best a negligible 
difference to flood-afflicted victims in 
Pakistan.

Hoy replies that the Union has a 
“democratic mandate” to assist the third 
world.  “I’m 89.6 per cent sure I’m right 
on this one,” he says.

The lobby group’s next focus, according 
to insiders, will be a fair trade in 
international students.

NUMBER-CRUNCHING

The Union’s decisive vote, occurring this 
Wednesday night, has divided the Union 
Board.

Last week, Oni reported on the factions 
that had formed over the issue.  Two 
Board members were apparently in the 
dead-set certain category; four were 
moderately to highly certain; three were 
hesitant; one was set against; and one 
was too busy buying a yacht to comment.

Vice President Mel Brooks called us to 
correct our story.  “Technically,” Mel 
explained, “I’m on the fence between 
dead-set certain and moderately to 
highly certain.  I just don’t want to be 
misrepresented.  And it’s worth noting 
that Michael Buckland has only moved 
into the hesitant category because he’s 
been bribed by all the people who are 
out to get me.”  She sent us an email 
with a two-page document detailing the 
machinations and the tos and fros of  
various Board members.

So by the end of  the week we should 
know for certain whether the Board will 
change its standard weekly pizza order 
from thick to thin and crusty.

SCREENING OUR CALLS

It was Board Director Sibella Matthews’ 
birthday this week.  Several editors tried 
to call her to wish her well, but she did 
not pick up.

When one of  us ran into her on Eastern 
Ave the following day, she explained 
that, as a Union Board Director, only 
President Dave Mann is qualified to 
accept birthday wishes on her behalf.

The Bar Fight :  Slavery

Hey...you! I’ll be right....back

Slavery is just wrong. The trafficking of  
human beings is, has been and always 
will be, utterly abhorrent. That, in our 
enlightened day and age, God’s children  
are still a commodity should sicken any-
one in their right mind.

I completely agree with everything 
you’ve just…

Let me stop you there. Whilst most na-
tions have long since abolished this awful 
pockmark on humanity, there are still 
some places in the world where one can 
obtain a person, an actual person, for a 
sum of  money. The UN should do all it 
can to bring the appalling recalcitrants 
who perpetrate these crimes to justice. 

I’m pretty sure they’re doing this 
al…

How dare you be so complacent about 
this kind of  thing? I can’t believe that 
you think slavery is an issue that anyone 
should be less than 110% committed to 
ensuring is eliminated from the world.
 
Pardon…

No I will not pardon you. You are the 

worst kind of  person. Apathy is the most 
destructive force in modern society, and 
this indifference allows slavery to persist 
and slave-traders to grow wealthy off  
their ill-gotten profits.

Look mate, I just came here for a 
beer.

Don’t you try and change the subject. If  
you do not actively oppose slavery, you 
are effectively endorsing it. How can you 
call yourself  an upstanding member of  
society when you go around peddling 
your reprehensible views?

Would you just get out of  my face?

Ah-ha, why’s that? So you can meet up 
with another one of  your fellow mer-
chants of  flesh, you horrible, horrible 
man.

Would you like to step outside?

Of  course, the rights of  those sold into 
slavery must be defended with life and 
li...

I think that shut him up.  
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If  there’s one thing USyd students 
love claiming as uniquely their own it’s 
breathing. The USyd student is re-
nowned for their ability to inhale oxygen 
and exhale carbon dioxide in a manner 
that is both functional and chic. I mean, 

how many times have you 
caught a USyd student 
leaning casually against a 
sandstone building definitely 
alive and definitely breath-
ing? Too many times!

Nothing rings more true than that old 
USyd adage, “Wayfarers always look 
better on a USyd student because they 
know exactly how to breathe with-
out even looking like they’re trying to 
breathe!” HOW VERY USYD!  

STUFF USYD
STUDENTS LIKE
#1 Breathing

The Upper Right Side
The upper right side is the bad boy of  the pentagon family. Since the shape was first formed, the 
URS has never conformed. Sure, it’s always maintained the equilateral properties of  the pentagon, and 
as far as we know, it’s generally kept its internal angle within 180 degrees. But you only have to take one 
look at it to know that it’s an edge with edge.

The Bottom Side
Many have said that the regular pentagon could probably dispense with the bottom side. “It’s too 
horizontal,” they complain, “where’s its angle of  elevation, its flair, its pizazz!” Yes, the bottom of  the 
pentagon may lack a certain je ne se quoi. But as has always been said, a successful shape is one that can lay a 
firm foundation with the bricks others have thrown at it. For without the bottom side, the pentagon simply 
wouldn’t be the isotoxal polygon we all know and love.

The Lower Left Side
With its cool, calm and collected attitude, and its slightly quirky positioning, it’s no wonder that the 
lower left side of  the pentagon has always been a favourite. From mathematicians to the US Depart-
ment of  Defence, it seems everyone agrees that the LLS is easily the hippest edge of  this five-sided poly-
gon. Casually running from the bottom left to the middle left side, you’re never sure if  it’s going to just 
throw a right angle in somewhere along the way, just for kicks. And it’s that unpredictability that we love.

The Upper Left Side 
Rotational and reflectional symmetry has never stopped anyone saying that the upper left side of  
the pentagon is one of  the best, and it’s little wonder why. Of  course, we could all harp on about 
its various qualities, the casual way in which it progresses to the top of  the shape, its minimalist edges 
and points. But really, you only need to take one look at it to realise just how essential it is in making the 
pentagon the complete, five-sided shape that it is.

The Lower Right Side
Hot, young, rash, and with a look that says, “who cares, it’s only geometry”, the lower right side of  
the pentagon is easily one of  the more polarising one-dimensional line segments ever to join two 
adjacent zero-dimensional vertices. People have always questioned whether it belongs in the pentagon – 
“it’s too unique!” the traditionalists cry, “it’s too original, it should be banished!” But you know why it’s 
our number one? This side of  the pentagon has no time for squares, man.
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all up in 
my grill : 

CANCER
Nothing gets up my guff  more than can-
cer. Aside from being a disease that kills 
millions around the world every year, it’s 
also totally annoying! 

I mean, how come cancer exists? There 
are so many other better things in the 
world which get less on my nerves. 

You know that feeling you get from 
paper cuts or listening to Aussie hip hop? 
Well, cancer’s almost as annoying as that. 

Probably the worst thing about cancer is 
that it is a deadly disease. 

Thinking about cancer can really ruin a 
nice day for me. Some days, I’ll be really 
happy with everything and then BAM! 
I’ll think about cancer and how stupid 
and annoying it is and I’ll be totally 
peeved for the rest of  the day.

Am I the only one who feels this way?

THE GAUNTLET
THE CHALLENGE:

 GOING WITHOUT INTERNET FOR ONE WEEK, ALL THE WHILE EATING ONLY FRUIT, 
PURCHASED FROM YOUR $2 A DAY SPENDING CAP, EXCEPT FOR 24 KRISPY KREMES 

WHICH YOU MUST CONSUME WITHIN 24 HOURS, WITHOUT THUMBS AND 
NAKED. OH, AND YOU HAVE TO SAY YES TO ANYTHING ASKED OF YOU FOR THE 

ENTIRE WEEK.

DAY ONE: ...

Editors’ Note
The author was not able to complete this gruelling challenge.

Her nurse sent this brief  note from an intensive care bungalow located in 
the desert of  Kyrgyzstan.

“DO NOT ATTEMPT THIS CHALLENGE. But, if  you must, take your 
clothes off  before taping your thumbs down – doing it in the reverse order is 
quite inconvenient.”    

WHICH YOU MUST CONSUME WITHIN 24 HOURS, WITHOUT THUMBS AND 
NAKED. OH, AND YOU HAVE TO SAY YES TO ANYTHING ASKED OF YOU FOR THE 

The author was not able to complete this gruelling challenge.

Her nurse sent this brief  note from an intensive care bungalow located in 

The year is 2029. The world is ruled by 
highly advanced cybernetic organisms. 
The majority of  the human race has 
been wiped out, and those who remain 
are locked in a constant struggle with 
their cyborg overlords. The cyborgs send 
a humanoid assassin, the titular “Ter-
minator” (inexplicably played by Julia 
Gillard), back to the year 1984 to exter-
minate Sarah Connor (played by Kevin 
Rudd) and in so doing prevent the leader 
of  the human resistance, John Connor, 
from being born. The resistance force 
sends back a soldier, Kyle Reese (played 
by Bob Katter) to protect Sarah. After 
killing the two other Sarah Connors in 
the phone book, the Terminator tracks 
down our heroine in a nightclub. The 
rest of  the movie revolves around Sarah 
avoiding the clutches of  the Terminator, 
the Terminator saying “I’ll be Back” and 
has no discernable connection to Austra-
lian politics whatsoever. 

If [......] was a

The year is 2029. The world is ruled by 

If [......] was a
HOLLYWOOD 

MOVIE
THIS WEEK:

TERMINATOR

ONI'S SOUNDTRACK TO . . .. Listening to a Soundtrack
The First Song of  the Soundtrack
As you put on the soundtrack, sit back 
and relax as you listen to the beginning 
of  the soundtrack. Take note of  the 
name of  the song, which is invariably a 
reference to the fact that the soundtrack 
has commenced.

Eye of  the Tiger - Survivor
Listening to the soundtrack is well 
under way, but there is a moment 
approaching, a moment of  great tension, 
a moment which will require courage 
and determination – a moment which 
will require Eye of  the Tiger! This classic 
track from Survivor is enough to get any 
person motivated for the moment in a 
soundtrack when you are required to be 
motivated.

The Middle of  the Soundtrack
You may have begun to notice, at 
this point in the soundtrack, that the 
soundtrack isn’t so much a soundtrack 
to an experience as it is a list of  songs 
whose titles or artists or cultural referents 
are relevant to the experience that is 
being soundtracked in some way. So 
enjoy this particularly metasong that has 
almost nothing to do with the experience 
being described.

Ride of  the Valkyries - Wagner
Just as you’re reaching the significant 
climax of  listening to the soundtrack, 
conveniently, a song that has a significant 
climax is playing! Ride along with 
Wagner as your experience of  listening 
to a soundtrack reaches a climax! Also, 
note that the climax of  the soundtrack 
is entirely contingent on this song being 

played, and yet it is also the song that 
soundtracks the moment of  climax. How 
(ring) cyclical!

The End of  the Soundtrack
As you reflect on the soundtrack, 
think about how the soundtrack 
has soundtracked your listening to 
a soundtrack experience. “What a 
soundtrack!” you will exclaim, “I never 
knew that listening to a soundtrack 
was an experience that could be 
soundtracked!” You may be left 
questioning the experience – was that 
soundtrack a soundtrack to itself ? Or 
a soundtrack to another soundtrack 
that I should have been listening to 
simultaneously? Is soundtrack even a real 
word? I’ve read it so many times in this 
damn article. Yes, many, many questions 
about the soundtrack.



Students’ Representative Council

BECOME A COMRADE MEMBER!

Ask Babe

YOUR VOICE, 

LABOR’S SRCSupport & Advocacy
Advice on how to rort Centrelink!•	
Failed all your exams? We’ll fight for •	
you!
Plagiarised an assignment? We’ll fight •	
for you!
Beat up your lecturer? We’ll fight for •	
you!
Learning support, financial support, •	
back support!
Childcare! Leave your kids with us. We •	
have candy and a van.
End the Israeli/Palestinian Conflict by •	
coming to our protest!

Hi Babe,
I’ve had a really tough semester. I’ve been stoned for most of it, and haven’t been to any classes or done any of my 
assignments. I’m also being tried by the International Criminal Court for war crimes, so I haven’t been to most of 
my tutes.  Two questions: is there any way I can avoid failing this semester, and would you like to buy some crystal 
meth?
Anonymous.

Free Legal Advice
Parking Tickets!•	
Suing David Jones!•	
Murder!•	

YOU OWE US, 

INGRATES

Student Publications
Pulitzer Prize-winning•	  weekly newspaper, 
Honi Soit
Various other student handbooks no USyd •	
student has ever read. Seriously, there’s a 
pile of about a thousand O-Week ones in the 
lobby

Student Rights & Representation
SRC Reps are elected every year by students to 
stand up for their rights by occasionally turning 
up to meetings and having minor factional dis-
putes.

Fighting for your rights, whether you like it or not.

Hi Anonymous, if that is your real name,
First thing’s first, THIS IS NOT YOUR FAULT. BLAME THE UNFAIR REGULATIONS OF THE UNIVERSITY ADMIN-
ISTRATION! Now, you’re going to need yourself an expert in international law to get you out of that bind with the 
ICC. I recommend Redfern Legal Centre. 
Next, you’re going to need a video camera and your tutor’s address. Camp outside their house and sooner or later 
you’re bound to end up with some dirt. Nobody is that clean. I once killed a man. Yeah, I did. I ate him too. 
Long story short: yes, I would like some meth.
Babe

UPCOMING RALLIES
End Student Poverty! No one should have to live in •	
trendy, indie, Newtown squalor!
Noodle Day! Bring your pool noodles to the Front •	
Lawns to demand more pools on campus!
National Day of Action Man! The greatest hero of them •	
all!




