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Out of my way, dad! I’ve got 
to make it to Cockatoo Island!
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			 Take	a	swift	kick	to	the	comedy•	 -sack,	
with	Stand-up	from	Sydney	Uni’s	finest	for	
HERMANN’S	HEROES,	Hermann’s	Bar,	$10/$5

Help	a	good	cause	at	the		| FOOTY	4	FLOODS	
fundraiser	at	The	Square	behind	Manning.	
Check	Facebook	for	more	info,	rumours	of	egg	
and	spoon	races	are	rife...

•	

LAST	NIGHT!!

	 LIVE	TRIPLE	J	BROADCAST	from	UNSW	
Roundhouse	featuring	Illy,	M	Phaze,	Boy	and	Bear,	
The	Chaser.	It’s	not	us,	but	it’ll	be	pretty	gnarly.

		Post-punk	from	Leeds!	Take	a	gang	of	four	to		•	
GANG	OF	FOUR	at	The	Gaelic.	$55

		Git	ye	freak	on	for	Opening	night	of	•	
CARNIVARGYLE	OPENING	NIGHT	at	The	Argyle	
in	The	Rocks.	There’ll	be	wine	and	noms	from	
Chile	and	Argentina.	FREE	ENTRY

	 BEACHBALL	at	Manning	with	Muscles,	The	
Aston	shuffle,	World’s	End	press	playing	tunes;	cheap	
everythings,	ACCESS	discounts,	$24	+	free	regrets	

		 	•	 Put	a	hand	in	glove	and	pull	out	$5	
for	the	Smiths-themed	opening	night	of	THE	
IMPERIAL	PANDA	FESTIVAL	at	GOODGOD	Small	
Club,	Tickets	from	the	venue!

		 	 Ferry	your	way	from	Circular	Quay	to	•	
ISLAND	BAR	at	Cockatoo	Island	(until	April	10).	
They	sell	margaritas	in	jugs	on	an	island.	Win.

				Mingle,	sparkle,	and	bust	sweet	moves	with	•	
pride	at	the	MARDIS	GRAS	PARADE,	kicking	off	on	
Oxford	St	in	full	splendour.	It’s	FREE!

			•	 Fundraiser	Screening:	Gutsy	Iranian	football	comedy	
from	award-winning	director	Jafar	Panahi	OFFSIDE.	Funds	
raised	from	international	screenings	go	to	getting	Panahi	out	
of	prison	(jailed	for	filmmaking).	At	Dendy	Opera	Quays,	$10

Colin	Firth	gets	schooled	by	Geoffrey	Rush	•	
in	The	KING’S	SPEECH	on	the	final	night	of	Bondi	
Openair	Cinema,	$15	for	students

		Hip	hop	duo	Horrorshow	present	acoustic	sets	for	•	
ONE	DAY	AT	THE	BASEMENT	in	Circular	Quay.	
Featuring	Spit	Syndicate	and	Joyride	in	a	Sweet	
jazz	venue	with	tables.	Yeah,	tables.	$29

		•	 Indie	darlings,	noise	pop	gods	and	renowned	cat	
enthusiasts	BEST	COAST	at	Oxford	Art	Factory,	$38.
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	Dog•	 -Sitting	are	you?	Author	and	dog	owner	Catherine	
Proctor	gives	you	the	inside	scoop	at	SYDNEY	TALKS:	
SYDNEY’S	BEST	DOG	PARKS,	WALKS	AND	PLACES	TO	
PLAY,	Green	Square	Community	Centre,	FREE

1 1 a m
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Reports from the President, 
General Secretary and Education 
Officers.

RETRACTION
The editors of Honi Soit apologise 
for their statement in the previous 
issue, on page 14, that an un-
named student politician was 
addicted to methamphetamines. 
The person in question has, like 
all student politicians, refined 
their addictions to include only 
fucking up. There is no room 
left for addictions to stimulants, 
hallucinogens, depressants or basic 
moral/ethical concepts.
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17 SRC GRIBBLIES
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SYMONNE TORPY investigates 
GOVT2603, the only university course 
advertised on walls, in print and on 
doggie t-shirts.
ANDY FRASER discusses the 
concerning future of the University of 
Sydney Union.
ELEANOR GORDON-SMITH takes a 
long hard look at the Anti-Racism 
Collective and hopes they will do the 
same.

MATT WATSON sadly examines 
Australia’s cricketing hopes.
JULIAN LARNACH interviews a world-
class player of The Best Game.

JACQUELINE BREEN drinks with 
Alice Fenton, FBi Creative Director.

FELIX SUPERNOVA builds a case for 
the blockbuster videogame vs. the 
blockbuster movie while insisting 
that we call him Felix Supernova.

HUW WATSON reviews Cut Copy’s 
Zonoscope.
LUKE CRAVEN recommends yodelling, 
you listen.
CONOR BATEMAN is disappointed, 
not angry with The Green Hornet.
SYMONNE TORPY checks out clothes 
good enough to write essays for.
SHAUN CROWE reads the Oprah-
recommended Freedom.

Another article from the vault. Send 
us some mail already.

DISCLAIMER
 Honi Soit is published by the Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney, 

Level 1 Wentworth Building, City Road, University of Sydney, NSW, 2006. The SRC’s 
operation costs, space and administrative support are financed by the University of 
Sydney. The editors of Honi Soit and the SRC acknowledge the traditional owners of 

this land, the Gadigal people of the Eora nation. Honi Soit is written, printed, and 
distributed on Aboriginal land. Honi Soit is printed under the auspices of the SRC’s 
directors of student publications: Pat Massarani, Rhys Pogonoski, Deborah White, 

Pierce Hartigan, Alistair Stephenson and Meghan Bacheldor. All expressions are 
published on the basis that they are not to be regarded as the opinions of the SRC 

unless specifically stated. The Council accepts no responsibility for the accuracy 
of any of the opinions or information contained within this newspaper, nor does it 

endorse any of the advertisements and insertions. Honi Soit is printed by MPD. 
ADVERTISING: To advertise in Honi Soit, contact Tina Kao or Amanda LeMay 

publications.manager@src.usyd.edu.au    
www.src.usyd.edu.au

Put the cat out? 

DAD JOKE OF THE WEEK:
I DIDN’T EVEN KNOW 
HE WAS ON FIRE!

HONEY SUAVE 

Do you study chemistry?

Because you look 

like you’d be up for     

some experimentin’.

OPINION & 
FARRAGO
BRIDIE CONNELL checks in on her 
hometown in Christchurch.
NICK SIMONE really hates Bosch.
ROBERT CHIARELLA investigates 
paying for friends.
DOMINIC DIETRICH gruesomely 
vivisects the semester.

JIM FISHWICK made a crossword 
that I don’t understand. Apparently 
it’s very good, you nerds! DO IT!
Comic by ALE TUNI
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JON DUNK explains the Middle 
Eastern riots so you can impress 
everyone you know.
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[printed on the front page of Honi Soit, 7/7/1965]

At a glittering ball in Manning last Thursday night, 
tall, blond and beautiful Miss Science, Alexis 
Lavrova proved that not all Science women are 
homely. A light-blue ballgown with sequins and 
blue beads on the bodice, and a high slit neckline 
graced her statuesque figure.

Her P.R. man, Ian Nichols, accompanied her to 
the ball, but every one of several dozen scientists 
claimed her for the duration of the evening, 
many others claiming to be loyal supporters 
as a magnum of pink champagne, donated by 
McWilliams Wines, was shared around the clan.

Alex admitted that her day had started at 6.30 
that morning at her home at Moore Park, and had 
continued busily with a hairdressing appointment 
and so on, through to the evening when judging 
started at 6.30 p.m., continuing for a further three 
hours.

The winners were announced at about 9.45, the 
other title – miss WUS – being warded [sic] to 
cute, brunette, Anne Brunker, Miss Pharmacy, with 
a total of £55/9/1 raised for WUS. 

Anne wore a light mauve full-length gown with 
small white relief-stitched spots on the bodice. 
With an explosive career in chemistry as a 
brackground [sic], twenty-year old Anne intends 
following a career in retail pharmacy.

Dominant theme of the evening proved to be “to 
have a good time” and most did. The cabaret spot 
was improvised by a singing trio from Vet. Science.

HONI FROM THE VAULT 
Success for science men: Alexis is Miss University

THE
EDITORIAL

honi.soit@src.usyd.edu.au
SEND YOUR MAIL TO:

Tom Walker

As you’ve hopefully noticed by 
now, Week 1 of the university term 
is officially underway. Preparations 
have been completed: the velvet 
ribbon has been cut, the fatted lamb 
has been slaughtered, the doves have 
been released and, yes, sometime in 
between all that, O-Week probably 
happened. We all fell up to our balls 
in nautical bullshit and hopefully you 
found some new friends somewhere 
in between the USU-funded inflatable 
pools, novelty-sized thongs and regular-
sized anchor. 

To all of you who are entering university 
for the first time, maybe even picking 
up your first copy of Honi, welcome. 
You’re holding in your hands a weekly 
student newspaper that’s been 
running since 1929. For a sample of 
past reporting, look to the right then, 
please, for the love of God, read the 
rest of our paper. We’re nowhere near 
as sexist/sexy as we were in the 60s, it’s 
true, but we can make up for it in other 
ways. Honi is a useful friend to have; 
this issue you can read up on current 
affairs, videogames, the arts, have a 
crack at the Sudoku, hell, cry into our 
What’s On and use the profile page to 
wrap your fish, we don’t mind. We’re 
only answerable to you, our readers, 
and above all else, we need to be           
useful to you.

Honi’s duties are 
to entertain, inform 
and provide a unique 
student voice. We need to 
name and shame when necessary 
and praise when we absolutely have 
to. We want to be the fun older brother, 
dammit, the one who lends you CDs and 
tells you what’s okay, whats not okay 
and what’s okay when you’re in love. We 
want to be the date that makes you laugh 
and smile and look for us when you walk 
through Uni because you’re eager to pick 
us up again.

Too far? Too far. Fair enough. Well, hi, first 
years. Everyone else, welcome back to too 
much coffee, not enough preparation and 
non-existent sleeping patterns. 

Happy new year!

James Wilson drew this 
thing for us and it is 
excellent
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GOVT2603 and Peter Chen iPhone cases and water bottles available 
for purchase online. Also available, dog t-shirts (we’re not kidding.) 

HoniLeaks

It seems to be a year of the behind-
the-scenes team coming forward; Rhys 
Pogonoski (current SRC Welfare Officer 
and campaign manager for Boom’s 
Honi Soit ticket [us!]) and Jacqui Munro 
(campaign manager of current board 
member Alistair Stephenson) are both 
rumoured to be running for Union 
Board. 

More USU news: Chad Sidler and James 
Flynn are attempting to run six people 
in this year’s election. Abigail McCarthy 
(Sydney University Conservative Club) 
and Mina Nada (of 2010 Strike for SULS 
fame) are the two known candidates so 
far. Flynn is running these candidates 
in an attempt to gain enough votes 
for the Union presidency. Current 
SULS President Geoffrey Winters is 
helping Nada, while also trying to assist 
Unity (Labour Right faction) where 
possible. Unity is looking at running two 
candidates: unsuccessful Union Board 
candidate Deb White and a yet-to-be-
determined male.

The Anti-Racism Collective staged a 
protest on Wednesday in front of the 
SRC stalls, highlighting three main 
points of grievance: the ARC have been 
denied swipe card access to the office, 
denied an SRC stall, and given an O 
Week budget of just $15. Chad Sidler 
responded to these claims, saying the 

decisions made against the Anti-Racism 
Collective were decided upon by a 
majority of the SRC’s Executive. 

While the ARC was initially granted 
swipe-card access to the SRC offices, 
allowing them after hours access, the 
privilege was revoked in a motion 
approved by Chad, Deb White, James 
Flynn and Morgan Qasabian, and 
opposed by Ross Leedham, Phoebe 
Drake and Dee Walmsley. The denial was 
formed from security concerns. Chad 
stressed that the offices “are available 
for use during business hours.” 

Chad says the ARC was denied a stall 
because they did not follow proper 
application protocol (they were since 
kindly granted a shared stall by the 
members of the Global Solidarity 
Collective). They were also granted a 
$15 budget after their original proposal 
was several hundred dollars, including 
the printing of “2000 pamphlets and 
1000 bulletins”. The executive deemed 
this “a bit excessive and bad for the 
environment.” The $15 was seen as 
enough for a sign up sheet and a pen, 
since they were already stealing the 
limelight from another Collective. 

ARC’s Freya Bundey said that the protest 
was important: “We have to get the 
word out there before the Liberals 
completely destroy student activism.”  

For more on this, see ANTI-RACISM 
COLLECTIVE AT O-WEEK (page 6).

You’re more likely to see him around 
campus in a kilt or formal dress robes than 
a purple skivvy, but the self-proclaimed 
“Jeff Fatt of Australian Political Science”, 
is definitely waking us up. Those enrolled 
in GOVT2603 Media Politics have already 
been privvy to the marketing tactics of Dr. 
Peter Chen, who first dropped into inboxes 
in early February with a course outline 
and a friendly voucher promising a High 
Distinction (conditions apply). 

Since then, Media Politics has been 
defined by a full-on approach to course 
advertising via online media platforms, 
merging Chen’s course content and 
personal agenda seamlessly under the tag 
line “GOVT 2603 : Watching the media 
that watches you”. From Twitter feeds 
and Tumblr microblogs to street stamping 
and Chen-esque course merchandise, 
we’re being compelled to live and love 
the subject even more energetically than 
we’re targeted by KFC crispy strips. 

Students can purchase t-shirts with 
the course outline listed on the back 
in the format of a band tour shirt (yes, 
lecture titles are listed where tour dates 
would normally lie). Then theres the 
various mugs, calendars, posters, water 
bottles, tote bags, iPhone cases, aprons, 
badges and hats sporting Chen’s face, 
photoshopped to resemble Che Guevara 
and Barack Obama. 

                                                                           
This marketing push could be seen as 
feeding a professonial egotism, cultivated 
in Chen by too many years holed up 
in room 263, staring at his own visage 
in those shiny Merewether windows. 
However, it’s more likely to be a genuine 
passion for the subject, a good sense 
of humour and a practical approach 
to learning, which should see lecture 
attendance rise this semester. 

Online media platforms, when utilised 
properly, can be powerful communication 
tools, particularly with the tech-savvy 
student audience. Perhaps more lecturers 
will embrace these diverse opportunities 
beyond forced WebCT posts 
that many courses have tried 
unsuccessfully to implement 
over the past few ICT-
focused years. Until then, 
we’re looking forward 
to the first lecture of 
GOVT2603. 

Government lecturer uses     
guerilla marketing tactics

JULIAN LARNACH has his 
ear to the ground.

SYMONNE TORPY buys a 
Peter Chen mug.

You did it. Now help some 
school kids get there too.

The University of Sydney’s Compass program 
encourages primary and secondary school 
children to stay in school and think about
higher education.
 
Volunteers are required for a wide variety 
of projects throughout the year.
 
For more information and details on how to 
get involved visit our website: 
 
sydney.edu.au/compass/volunteer

From  
school  
to uni.
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• We buy & sell textbooks according to demand
• You can sell your books on consignment.  
 Please phone us before bringing in your books.
• We are open to USYD students & the public

Search for text books online 
www.src.usyd.edu.au/default.php 
Call 02 9660 4756 to check availability  
and reserve a book.

NEW Location!  
Level 4, Wentworth Building  
(Next to the International Lounge) 
Hours: Mondays to Fridays 9am - 4.30pm 
Phone: (02) 9660 4756   
Email: books@SRC.usyd.edu.au

www.src.usyd.edu.au
Current second-hand text books on sale now!

CITY ROAD

Butlin Avenue

Fisher Road 

Eastern Avenue

Footbridge

Main Gate

Carslaw

Mereweather Wentworth

Jane Foss

Level 4 

www.src.usyd.edu.au
Current second-hand text books on sale now!

BOOKS
SAVE 
get your Textbooks CheAp

on
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When the Vice-Chancellor of the University of Sydney 
walked into the first Union Board meeting he had ever 
attended, the tension was painful. As the Board of 
Directors sat in anxious anticipation, Michael Spence 
placed himself amongst these students with an earned 
confidence. He looked as one would when surveying 
his kingdom. Unfortunately the first words of the King 
weren’t “everything the light touches is our kingdom” 
but along the lines of “hello and thank you for your 
time”. Not mind blowing enough? More important 
stuff follows. Awkward introductions and niceties 
ensued until Spence decided it was about time to get 
down to the dirty business. With a statement that 
surprised the majority of the room, Spence explained 
his intentions of launching an enquiry into the 2010 
Union Board elections. This investigation would 
be handled by the Senate and would be regarding 
the breach of budget by two successful candidates. 
If these candidates were found to have been 
erroneously elected onto board then they would face 
disqualification. The two candidates in question are 
Alistair Stephenson and Ben Tang.

“Woah-ho-ho-there, settle your brainbox for a tinkling 
minute Mr. Fraser,” is what you’re no doubt thinking. 
“I knew Stephenson blew his budget open like a 
banana bomb but I thought Ben Tang was cleaner 
than a pair of NapiSanded knickers”. Apparently not. 
According to the Union CEO Paul McJannett, Tang 
did indeed breach the spending cap (although very 
marginally) like almost everyone else. This raises a 
few eyebrows and a lot of questions. Why pick on 
Ben Tang when there were other candidates who 
breached the cap more significantly? Why address 
an issue the board had dismissed almost a year ago? 
Why launch an enquiry directly before the next Board 
elections? In understanding King Spence’s agenda it 
is important to know his interactions with the Union 
over the past year (and, for those of you playing at 
home, remember that the University of Sydney Union 
and the University of Sydney are separate entities). 

During March of last year the University published 
the Green Paper, a discussion document detailing 
a five year strategic plan for the University. For a 
detailed explanation you can still find the paper 
on the university website, but for Union relevancy 
there was one strategy of notable relevance: the 

UNION LOSING DOLLARS AND SPENCE

University takeover of the Union’s commercial services. 
Spence reasoned that these services are currently of 
a poor standard and that this university is “a place 
that is deeply engaged in the life of the community”. 
In order for the University to ensure the quality of 
this community it needs control over its facilitators             
(the Union). 

Since the Green and subsequent White Paper there 
has been almost complete radio silence from both 
the University and the Union, with no engagement of 
the student body. There is speculation that a principle 
agreement was reached between Patrick Bateman 
(immediate past Union Board President) and Spence. 
Spence has since reneged on the deal leaving the two 
parties in almost the same stalemate they started 
in. Further rumours divulge that Spence wants an 
agreement on the commercial takeover done and signed 
by March, and that he aims to buy the Wentworth 
Building (currently owned by the Union). By far the most 
disconcerting rumour however is his end game-plan. 
Were he to succeed with his long-term intentions for 
the Union, he would have no more than two student 
representatives on a university-controlled Board. 

To paint a picture of the repercussions of a takeover it’s 
important to keep in mind that the USU is the strongest 
and most successful student Union in the country 
because of its commercial services. Without control of 
funding the Union will lose its independence and the 
students will lose their control. A consequence of the 
loss of commercial services means that the Union loses 
its ability to expand and grow. As soon as control is 
lost, so is insurance. There is no way to ensure the long 
term survival and expansion of the Union.  This all ends 
with the University making decisions on what students 
want as opposed to the students themselves having            
that opportunity. 

Before we stick our noses back into the Union Board 
meeting, take a break. Dunk your heads in some 
Gatorade and nom on an orange quarter while we 
remind ourselves of what we’ve learnt: loss of student 
control of the Union equals bad. If Tang and Stephenson 
do find themselves convicted and dismissed from Board 
then protocol demands the appointment of the next 
two in line from the 2010 Board election. This means 
that Deb White followed by Hilton Guo will be given the 

opportunity to serve out the remainder of the term 
(1 year). If these candidates choose not to accept the 
offer (or are equally guilty of budget breach) then it 
will proceed down the ladder of election results. Honi 
is currently investigating if indeed any of the 2010 
candidates are viable as replacements (due to both 
intent and budget breaches).

Spence consistently promised that he “[had] no 
desire to bring the union into disrepute or cast a 
shadow over the next election”. This is a meaningless 
sentiment given the obvious ramification: there will be 
only three experienced Board members on the 2011 
executive. This coupled with a sour taste in the mouth 
for any potential candidate in the upcoming elections 
irrefutably weakens the Board. It was around this time 
that the Board passed a motion to have me removed 
from the meeting. This highlights a frustrating trend 
of the Union over the past year, keeping information 
close to the chest. When Michael Spence holds all the 
cards, one of the biggest assets the Union can draw 
on is its 13,000 strong membership. There is certainly 
cause for negotiations in confidence when strategy is 
concerned, but when the University is making such 
bold and offensive attacks on the Union, it’s time to 
stop boxing out the membership and the media. The 
Board of student directors are not well equipped 
enough to handle Spence, one of the leading tertiary 
negotiators in the world. Watching him throw his 
weight around the board room without substantial 
opposition was scary. It seems entirely necessary that 
the Board hire professional negotiators to deal with 
these types of political kingpins. 

In a brief statement given to Honi, David Mann 
(Union President) maintains that “as President it is 
no longer appropriate for [me] to be involved. The 
directors involved are discussing ways to resolve the 
issues that have raised [sic] with the Board and the 
University.” There is an obvious lack of Board solidarity, 
a lack of information for the student membership 
that theoretically own the Union, and a lack of 
understanding between the University and the Board. 
Keep all eyes and ears trained for the coming weeks 
with fingers crossed that we still own our Union by the 
end if it. 

Last Wednesday, a collection of 
students from the Anti-Racism 
Collective set up a protest outside 
the O-Week SRC stalls. It was an 
unnecessary, irksome protest, the 
purpose of which was opaque at best. 

Let’s not mince words about the 
protest. It was not a “stall” – it did 
not have that legitimacy. It involved 
a semicircle of shouting Socialists 
blocking students’ access to the SRC 
stalls behind them, chanting into 
amplifiers and harassing the campus 
security who tried to move them 
on. There are rules and regulations 
around O-Week for specific and good 
reasons. Spruiking, for instance, is 
against regulations, as is disruptive 
music and defacing or interfering with 
another stall. This is fairly obviously 
based on the importance of respect; 
O-Week necessarily gives a voice to 
societies for atheism, evangelism, 
labor, liberal, greens, the army and 
socialism, groups that represent a 
spectrum of weighty and important 
opinions which people disagree on 
for weighty and important reasons. 
But you do not get to stand in front 

of stalls you disagree with, blocking their 
access to students and preventing them 
from doing their job, for the simple and 
valid reason that to allow such behaviour 
would turn O-Week into a frightening, 
disrespectful and chaotic affair. 

But what were they even on about? 
Their own placards seemed a good place 
to look. They were, unsurprisingly, anti-
racist. One read “Sorry means you won’t 
do it again” and they chanted “stop the 
intervention, free the refugees”. This 
is an entirely legitimate position. Why, 
however, they felt blocking the Welfare 
and Education stalls of the SRC would 
change federal policy on either of them is 
entirely unclear. 

It could have been one specific member 
of the SRC, Chad Sidler. Sidler ran in 
last year’s elections and is the General 
Secretary of the SRC. The Facebook 
event promoting the event began “The 
Liberals – led by Chad Sidler – have taken 
control of the SRC and are attacking 
student activism.” The Anti-Racism 
Collective, among other collectives and 
socialist organisations, strongly disagrees 
with Chad’s hard-conservative political 

persuasions. Let me be clear: I am no fan 
of Chad Sidler. His attempt to remove the 
acknowledgement of country from three 
SRC handbooks smacks of Howardesque 
xenophobia and his childish glee at 
having caused a protest was nauseating. 
But if the protestors were after Chad, 
they should have followed him around 
(or every voter who put him in his 
job). If Chad Sidler and the Capital L 
Liberalisation of the SRC was genuinely 
the reason for the protest, why the string 
of SRC stalls who were not representing 
Sidler’s “racist” political opinions at 
the time of the protest deserved such 
harassment is, again, wildly unclear. 

Perhaps the Anti-Racism Collective feels 
that it is not Chad Sidler that has gone 
awry but the entire SRC. I’d invite the 
collective to point to a single policy of 
the SRC which genuinely exhibits support 
for any of the federal policies they 
were protesting. At the very least it’s 
safe to say the SRC has never exhibited 
any support for the policies painted 
on the placards – the NT intervention 
and Mandatory Detention are two         
obvious examples.   

Perhaps it was their funding. This year 
the collective was refused an O-Week 
stall and its funding for O-Week was 
significantly reduced. It’s entirely fair for 
the collective to object to this. If their 
placards had read “we were denied 
funding and a stall” and the protest had 
been conducted in a remotely civilised 
way, the message would have been 
infinitely clearer. But as the protest 
stood, there was no way a passing first-
year would have been able to glean an 
understanding of the complex interface 
between the SRC executive and the 
collectives, other than to say some angry 
people were shouting at some angrier 
people. If the aim was to prove the 
collective is deserving of its own stall 
and funding in order to allow it to recruit 
members, then intimidating students, 
blustering over its message and breaking 
a fistful of regulations certainly didn’t 
accomplish it. 

The Anti-Racism Collective needs to 
seriously weigh its tactics against its 
objectives, and consider whether 
a showstopping tantrum is worth 
overshadowing its aims.

ANTI-RACISM COLLECTIVE AT O-WEEK
ELEANOR GORDON-SMITH tries to work it out.

ANDY FRASER gets kicked out of a board meeting, just like a real reporter.



7

ne
w

s

E

What happened?

Bluntly, a hell of a lot. On December 17 
Mohamed Bouazizi, a twenty-six year 
old computer science graduate reduced 
to selling fruit to support his seven 
siblings, walked up to the governor’s 
office in the village of Sidi Bouzid, 
Tunisia, drenched himself in gasoline 
and struck a match. It took him eighteen 
days to die. 

 His immolation, an act of protest 
against officials who had confiscated 
his wares and publicly humiliated 
him, became a catalyst of rage.  To a 
generation chafing against the nepotism 
and avarice of President Ben Ali‘s 
twenty-three year reign, this single act 
became, in the words of Tunisian rapper 
El Général , “the drop of water that 
made the cup overflow”. Ben Ali has 
since fled the country and a new regime 
giddily installed. 

 In Egypt, enormous protests in Cairo 
and Alexandria have brought an end to 
the presidency of Hosni Mubarak, sole 
ruler since the assassination of Anwar el 
Sadat in 1981. Although the military and 
police have remained neutral, at least 
384 people were killed and thousands 
injured in brutal street-fighting 
between progressives and loyalists. The 
Supreme Council of the Armed Forces 
has assumed power, suspending the 
constitution and dissolving both houses 
of parliament until elections can be held 
in six months time. 

 In Libya meanwhile, an initial uprising in 
the North African state’s second largest 
city Benghazi has spread to engulf 
the nation. According to unconfirmed 
reports Colonel Muammar al-Qaddafi, 
dictator for 41 years, is trapped within 
Tripoli, Libya’s capital city. Despite brutal 
repressions involving death-squads of 
foreign mercenaries and attacks by jet 
squadrons on unarmed demonstrators, 
much of the country now is beyond 
Qaddafi’s control. Senior cabinet 
ministers have resigned, and large 
sections of the military have joined the 
rebels. Qaddafi is unlikely to withdraw, 
however. His public statements have 
become increasingly incoherent, 
speaking in live broadcast he proclaimed 
“I will die as a martyr at the end… I shall 
remain defiant. Muammar is leader of 
the revolution until the end of time”.  As 
of this writing both the Guardian and 
Reuters report of widespread gunfire in 
Tripoli, and the use of naval warships to 
bombard sections of the capital.

 The unrest has not been limited to 
the North African coast. In Jordan, 
King Abdullah II has sacked his Cabinet 
and appointed a new Prime Minister 
to pacify demonstrators, whereas Ali 
Abdullah Saleh, President of Yemen for 
33 years, has vowed to step down at the 
end of his term in 2013. King Hamad 
bin Isa Al Khalifa of Bahrain appears to 
have diffused revolutionary tensions in 
the island Gulf state with grants of 1000 
dinars ($2,650) to every Bahraini family, 
but the downtrodden Shi’ite majority 
have awoken to their own power, 
and will not soon forget. There have 
also been protests in Qatar, Morocco, 
Algeria, and Mauritania.

JONATHAN DUNK considers the present discontent. 

What next?

God knows.  While the Egyptian 
army, the tenth largest in the world, 
has exercised admirable restraint, 
and the Libyan forces appear to be 
shifting allegiance to the rebels, both 
nations lack coherent civilian power 
structures, and military juntas have a 
poor track record in the region.  The 
Muslim Brotherhood has long been 
a quiescent presence in Egypt, and 
in 2005 during the last legitimate 
election Brotherhood candidates 
won 88 seats, or 20% of the total, 
making them the largest opposition to 
Mubarak’s National Democratic Party. 

 The Egyptian Brotherhood have 
professed a commitment to a free, 
democratic society respectful of 
religious freedoms, but they continue 
to harbour extreme elements. 
According to the Pew Research 
Centre, 84% of Egyptians favour the 
death penalty for apostates, and 
81% consider stoning an appropriate 
penalty for adultery. Whatever the 
new Egyptian state looks like it is 
unlikely to resemble the Liberté, 
égalité, fraternité model. 

 The new Tunisian state, despite 
a shaky start in which the unity 
government was dissolved after 
one day, announced that previously 
banned parties would be legalized and 
all political prisoners released.

Why does it matter?

That should be patently obvious. 
However these events progress, the 
neo-conservative argument that 
Muslims and Arabs just don’t “do” 
freedom is dead. In the war of ideas, 
this is a blast more resounding than 
any fusillade. On a more immediate 
plane, however, these developments 
may be catastrophic to the West. The 
price of oil has sky-rocketed, and if 
protest spreads from Bahrain into 
the feudal kingdom of Saudi-Arabia, 
as is likely, it will leave Earth’s orbit. 
Were one inclined to sardonic humor, 
this could be the best thing ever to 
happen to global warming. 

 In the most fundamental of ways, 
this matters because a large portion 
of the human race has entered into a 
new understanding of freedom. Hegel 
said that history is the story of liberty 
becoming conscious of itself. 

This is a new step.

Why do The Middle 
Eastern Revolts Matter?

“I will die as a 
martyr at the end.... I 
shall remain defiant. 
Muammar is leader 
of  the revolution until 
the end of  time.”

Colonel Muammar 
al-Qaddafi

BECOME A MEMBER! 
Join in person at the SRC Office  
or SRC Bookshop (details below)

The SRC provides the following  
services to SRC members...

Student Support & Advocacy
•	 Centrelink	Advice
•	 Academic	Appeals
•	 Discontinuing/Withdrawing
•	 Students	at	Risk
•	 Show	Cause
•	 Exclusion
•	 Tenancy	Advice
•		 Fee	Refunds
•	 Harassment	&	Discrimination
•	 International	Students
•	 Plagiarism	&	misconduct

SRC Legal Service - NEW!
•	 Referrals
•		 Discrimination	&	Equal	Opportunity
•		 Employment	law
•		 Minor	criminal	matters/traffic	offences/	fines
•		 Victims	of	violence
•		 	Debts

Students’ Representative Council 
The University of Sydney

The SRC provides the following  
services to SRC members...

Student Support & Advocacy
•	 Centrelink	Advice
•	 Academic	Appeals

Students’ Representative Council
The University of Sydney

ASK US 
ABOUT

We are located at..
Level	1	Wentworth	Building	
(under	City	Rd	footbridge)
Ph:	02	9660	5222
www.src.usyd.edu.au
If	you	are	at	another	campus,	
email:	help@src.usyd.edu.au

SRCdown StaiRS

Student 
Central

wentworth 
building

The	SRC’s	operational	costs,	space	and	administrative	 
support	are	financed	by	the	University	of	Sydney.

SRC Books - Big savings on textbooks on campus!
•	 Buy	&	sell	your	textbooks
•	 Search	for	books	online	at	www.src.usyd.edu.au
	 Located:	Wentworth	Level	4	(opposite	the	International	Lounge)

Emergency Loans
$50	emergency	loans	for	students	in	need	

Student Publications
•		 Honi Soit - the	SRC’s	weekly	newspaper
 pick-up a copy available on campus
•		 Student	Handbooks:	O-week,	Counter	Course,		
International	Students	&	Women’s	Handbooks.

Student Rights & Representation
SRC	Representatives	are	directly	elected	by	students	
each	year	to	stand	up	for	students’	rights	on	campus	 
and	in	the	wider	community.
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Bowen 
stumbles on 
multiculturalism
The call for robust liberalism hides a tentative 
conservatism, writes NEIL CUTHBERT

The recent flurry of comments 
about the nature of Australian 
multiculturalism is a potent example 
of how the rhetoric of liberalism can 
be used to mask conservative policy.

Politicians appear to be swinging 
towards a “soft” version of 
multiculturalism which encourages 
the re-assertion of an Australian 
identity. In the words of opposition 
immigration spokesman Scott 
Morrison, multiculturalism is an 
“unrestricted license to replicate 
your old culture in a new land”. On 
Australia Day, Morrison cautioned 
against   this view, and said that 
he was reluctant to use the term 
multiculturalism at all. Partly in 
response, Immigration Minister 
Chris Bowen addressed the Sydney 
Institute on 16 February detailing why 
he supports multicultural policy.

Bowen claimed that the secret to 
Australian multiculturalism’s success 
was a “robust liberalism”, whereby 
Australian values must “win over” any 
inconsistent migrant values. Bowen 
also suggested that multiculturalism 
is an “invitation” to migrants, to 
enter Australia while observing and 
respecting Australian values. The 
view of multiculturalism as a privilege 
rather than a right represents the 
perceived need to distance Australia 
from the too-lenient past.

There is a growing perception that 
multiculturalism has gone too far, and 
that there needs to be a reassertion 
of “core” Australian values. One 
of the difficulties with this view is 
that no-one seems to know what 
Australia’s core values are. In calling 
for the reassertion of Australian 
values, Bowen must have known that 

he was also echoing 
David Cameron’s 
speech to the 
Munich Security 
Conference of 
February 5th. 
In his address 
Cameron said 
that the UK 
needed less 
“passive 
tolerance”, 
and more 
“hard nosed ... 
muscular liberalism”. He drew 
a distinction between the passively 
tolerant society that leaves its citizens 
free to their own devices, and the 
“genuinely liberal” society, which 
actively promotes certain values.

This raises the old liberal dilemma of 
whether you can force people to be 
free. JS Mill, writing in 1859, was not 
the first to grapple with this problem, 
and favoured the right to remain free 
from interference. He argued that 
provided you harmed no-one else, you 
should be able to do and say whatever 
you please, and that the suppression 
of any minority voice is the worst form 
of tyranny. Cameron, Morrison and 
Bowen would do well to remember 
the classical liberal argument. If this 
society truly favours free speech, it 
must be for both sides. Anyone must 
be able to deride Islam without fear 
of politically correct censure. So too, 
should Islamists be entitled to criticise 
mainstream Australia. Despite listing 
free speech as one of the central 
tenets of a liberal society, Cameron 
seems to define it only as speech 
which accords with the values of the 
host society. 

The push for enforced freedom is 

symptomatic 
of the long process by which 
liberalism has come to be associated 
with conservatism. Far from being a 
radical Whig ideology, liberal rhetoric 
is now used to cloak policies which 
are profoundly conservative. Malcolm 
Fraser specialised in blurring the line 
between liberalism and conservatism, 
and pre-empted the current rhetorical 
climate by thirty years. In a speech 
to the Institute of Multicultural 
Affairs in 1981, Fraser urged that 
multiculturalism must be more than 
the “passive toleration of diversity”. 
Sound familiar? But he also said that 
“hard-nosed realism” dictates that 
Australia should uphold the rights of 
migrants rather than extend them as 
a privilege which could be withdrawn 
at will. Fraser’s speech shows that 
Australia’s anxiety over the nature and 
extent of its multiculturalism is as old 
as multiculturalism itself.

Fraser himself had the perspicacity 
to realise that, far from the ready-
made vision of Chris Bowen, Australia 
“stumbled into the multicultural 
epoch”. The recent remarks on both 
sides indicate that Australia may yet 
stumble back out of it.

SKILL OF THE WEEK:

Anyone who knows the joy of eating an ice cream 

knows the pain of the ice cream's final act of defiance 

as it unleashes a brain freeze on its predator. However, 

with Honi's Handy Hints (not a section) you will never 

again have to suffer weeks of agonising rehabilitation 

therapy that comes with every delicious Splice. 
When your next ice cream friend turns foe, fear not, 

dear reader! Just press your tongue to the roof of 

your mouth. This will warm the previously constricted 

veins and unfreeze your poor brain. This trick is also 

particularly useful when clearing your sinuses. Just 

alternate pushing your tongue against the roof of your 

mouth with pressing the bone at the roof of your nose, 

between your eyebrows. Unfortunately, if your sinuses 

are filled with ice-cream there is simply no remedy. You 

will have to stay that way forever.

JAMES COLLEY unfreezes your brain

News In Briefs
What mattered this week according 
to MICHAEL COUTTS.

We get it, O-Week is tough. In 
between joining every society which 
involves free beer (most of them) 
and getting loose at the UV party, 
it’s impossible to keep up with the 
various happenings of the world. 
Don’t sweat it, Honi has you covered. 
Here’s an overview of the major 
events of the past week which will 
serve you well whilst you queue for 
several millennia to buy readers and 
change timetables.

The Middle East continues to 
experience the greatest revolution 
since DDR. Violence across Egypt led 
to the resignation of President Hosni 
Mubarak and the zeal of the Egyptians 
has inspired many other nations to do 
likewise. Citizens of Yemen, Algeria, 
Libya, Iran and Bahrain took to the 
streets, clashing bloodily with police 
and military personnel, hoping to 

effect similar change.

 

New Zealand was rocked by another 
earthquake. A devastating tremor ran 
through Christchurch, New Zealand’s 
second largest city, last Tuesday, 
wreaking monumental damage: 147 
people have been killed with 200 
people still missing, 37,000 people 
were still without electricity as of the 
weekend, and over one third of the 
city’s buildings need to be demolished 
in order to be rebuilt. Kiwi Prime 
Minister John Key fittingly described 
the earthquake as “New Zealand’s 

single most tragic event”.

 

Australian’s carbon will be taxed. 
Prime Minister Julia Gillard announced 
that businesses and consumers will 
be made to pay for their carbon 
usage in recognition of the threat that 
carbon pollution poses. Whilst the 
exact components of the policy will 
be (presumably heatedly) hashed out 
over the coming months, the Labor 
Party is for the time being adamant 
that cost free polluting must come 
to an end. On a related note, Alan 
Jones confirmed that he is (due to 
partisanship, misogyny or both) a 
monumental twat by berating Gillard 

on his radio show.

 

China’s getting pretty fucking powerful. 
In a harbinger of the world’s future, 
economically speaking at least, China 
officially surpassed Japan to become 
the world’s second largest economy. 
China’s GDP is reported to stand at 
$5.9 trillion, eclipsing Japan’s reported 

GDP of $5.5 trillion in 2010.

For the second time in six months 
Christchurch has been rocked by 
a major earthquake. Hundreds 
have been killed, injured or are still 
missing and the tight-knit Canterbury 
community is devastated. 

Striking at lunchtime on Tuesday 
afternoon, the 6.3-magnitude quake 
lasted nearly a minute and caused 
widespread damage across the 
city. Much of Christchurch’s CBD is 
destroyed, with several multi-storey 
buildings having pancaked, and 
many suburbs are ruined, leaving 
citizens without power or access to 
their homes. Liquefaction (the loss 
of strength in soil due to applied 
stress) is wreaking havoc to the 
water supply and is threatening 
the health of people all over the 
city, and temporary health services 
and housing are in place across 
Christchurch.    

Although the September 4 earthquake 
was larger than Tuesday’s (it measured 
7.1 on the Richter scale), several 
factors, including its depth and 
epicentre and the time of day it struck 
mean that it caused substantially less 
damage and injury. 

The quake is a cruel blow to the people 
of Christchurch who have been busily 
rebuilding their city and looking to the 
future after the shock of the September 
quake. After withstanding thousands 
of aftershocks and shattered nerves, 
the quake has proved a final straw for 
some, with many people fleeing the 
city.

With many people still trapped in the 
debris of fallen buildings, hope is fading 
fast, with rescue teams warning families 
with loved ones still missing that 
identification of bodies is becoming 

increasingly difficult with each 
passing day. 

Despite the horror and tragedy of 
the situation, the resilience of spirit 
demonstrated by New Zealanders 
this week is inspiring – amongst the 
stories of despair and loss are ones 
of hope and strength. Our brother 
and sister students at Canterbury 
University have brought back 
September’s “Student Volunteer 
Army” to offer help and information 
to those they can, and an incredible 
number of Christchurch people have 
opened their homes to strangers 
during one of the blackest weeks in 
New Zealand’s history. 

Mayor of Christchurch Bob Parker 
epitomises this spirit, stating that 
the world will see “a new and 
stronger city rising out of the ruins.”

The Christchurch Quakes: On the ground
BRIDIE CONNELL checks in on her home town in the wake of catastrophe.

 To make a donation to the recovery efforts please visit:  

 
www.ChristchurchEarthquakeAppeal.Govt.Nz 

 
or check out Red Cross online.



      friends with tax benefits

The rent-a-friend concept actually does 
overlap with normal prostitution in one 
big way – it can be used to plug socially 
embarrassing gaps. The business model 
is based on Japanese firms that rent out 
people to fill in for family members or 
friends at structured social events where 
people are expected to bring companions 
– a role filled by ‘escorts’ in the West. 
RentAFriend.com puts a more casual 
spin on this, advertising the usefulness of 
its service for people in need of cinema 
companions, fellow gym junkies, and 
even “wingmen/wingwomen”. In the 
‘10s, you don’t pay for sex; you pay for 
Barney Stinson.

But the phenomenon may not be so new, 
even if it is newer than the world’s oldest 
profession. A doctor once told me of 
aged pensioners who would come in ‘for 
a check up’ every fortnight; they were 
not hypochondriacs but clearly wanted 
the companionship. Since Medicare 
usually covered it, the economic basis of 
the relationship was not too blatant – but 
no one was under the illusion that the 
doctor would otherwise be talking or 
listening to the patient. Money has been 
making people perform emotional labour 
for a long time.

What is new is the willingness of 
participants in rent-a-friend services to 
acknowledge exactly what is going on 
rather than using a pretext. Which raises 
an interesting question more likely to be 
the subject of a low-budget Australian 
flop than a Hollywood blockbuster: if 
buyer and seller actually like each other, 
when can buyer redeem their loyalty 
points?

Do you have a spare $US10? 

If you do, you can buy an hour of time 
with a friend, so long as you have already 
paid $25 for the month to whomever 
introduced you.

If that strikes you as a pretty shit friend, 
I agree (although I say that as someone 
who presently owes a beer each to three 
people and half a taxi ride to another). 
Surely the whole point of friendship is that 
it involves mutually reciprocated affection, 
untainted by commercial incentives.

Not according to RentAFriend.com, 
a business started in 2009 by Scott 
Rosenbaum in you-guess-which-country-
would-have-markets-in-everything-land. 
The service allows users in any country 
in the world to view online profiles of 
‘friends’ in their area and arrange to meet 
up. Some of the friends charge up to $50 
per hourr so if you rate yourself and have 
the patience for whoever uses the service 
it is a viable alternative to selling sex on 
craigslist.

The comparison to prostitution is an 
obvious one, although presumably the 
scope for danger and violence is narrower. 
But it is hard to see how it would work 
– some people get a kick out of sex with 
a power imbalance and other than Julia 
Roberts and Richard Gere most people 
wouldn’t claim paid sex to intrinsically 
involve long-term emotional commitment. 
By contrast, the very idea of friendship 
involves more than just spending time 
together. And who wants a friend who is 
likely to be afraid of talking back?

ROBERT CHIARELLA considers paying for friends.
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Bosch? Bosch THIS!

 NICK SIMONE gestures 
towards his crotch.

It’s O-Week. You’ve just got your 
timetable and there it is, staring 
you in the face like that stray nose 
hair your Dad never catches when 
he trims. You hope it’s a mistake. 
You hope you’ve accidently 
swapped your timetable with 
your mate Toby. But that’s your 
student number and those are 
your subjects. Your stomach drops 
like Newton’s apples or like Justin 
Bieber’s voice someday might. You 
have an eleven o’clock lecture ... at 
Bosch.

Your mind races, your heart skips a 
beat and you go through the stages. 
Denial. Anger. Bargaining. Sadness. 
Acceptance. After an appropriate 
duration of student catharsis, you 
begin to think about how you 
can get to Bosch at 11am when 
your 10am is at the Mechanical 
Engineering building. You consider 
your options: buy a bike? Just turn 
up half an hour late? Drop the 
subject? You begin to wish you 
were in college with your mate 
Toby.

Sydney Uni’s Camperdown campus 

stretches 72 hectares to accommodate 
for the larger portion of University’s 
combined enrolment of almost 50 000 
students. With a student body this size, 
it is likely that some of us will be faced 
with formidable distances of transit. 
The fact that the campus has its own 
postcode is a testament to this. There 
are, however, alternatives.

 Texas did it in 1861. South Korea did 
it after WWII. How about a secession? 
It could be added to the University’s 
collection of other satellite campuses. 
A Bosch-ectomy, if you will. How about 
its demolition?  I don’t think anyone 
will be missing the lavish comfort of 
the seating in Lecture Theatre 3 or the 
quality food provided by the Bosch 
cafe. How about converting it into 
something less annoying? I say give 
it to the colleges. It will give them a 
change of scenery to get their drink on. 

Lads and ladies, Bosch has to go. It has 
become a menace to convenience and 
lazy people everywhere. 

      
Fact:

Cats are grown-up dogs!

THE SEMESTER

DOMINIC DIETRICH dissects 

the deceitful beast.

It’s always the same. It begins with 

a promise, and concludes with relief. 

Each semester takes on a particular 

routine, a particular quality which, as 

much as we profess our determination 

to avoid, always seems to materialise. 

As this semester begins, I find myself 

wondering about its likely pattern. One 

that’s not too hard to find. 

As with any tale, a good place to start is 

the beginning. Not the very first day of 

semester, but the weeks that precede; 

those halcyon days of sun, surf and 

other ‘s’ terms. Most would term 

such holidays their friend, yet 

they lay the foundations for 

the myths that inform the first 

four weeks of semester. With a 

surplus of sleep, and a sense that 

stress is actually something you want- 

as it’s been lacking - we find ourselves 

surprisingly optimistic towards the idea 

of another semester. Confidence and 

a callous disregard for history lead us 

to signing contracts: “I will do all my 

readings”; “I will start studying from day 

one”; “I won’t fall behind”; “I’ll make 

sure I do more extra-curricular stuff.”’ 

All agreeable ideas; all commendable 

ideas; all bullshit. The truth is something 

else. The truth is: Manning on a Tuesday, 

Jazz on a Wednesday, the twenty-first 

of your friend’s half-brother’s vet and 

the kind hum of a voice that says: “don’t 

worry, you have plenty of time.” From 

week one to week four we’re ensconced 

in this daze of agreeable activity. It’s a 

period that makes us wonder why we 

ever disliked semesters. 

Predictably, sadly, it ends. As a 

dehydrated, over-partied, under-studied 

brain wakes to week five’s Monday 

morning, it’s horrified to realise: “hmm, 

that’s due tomorrow.” And so begins the 

middle-period. It’s a time of deadlines 

and of stress. Each day we finish a piece 

of work, each day we start another. It’s a 

slide of fatigue, each week incrementally 

worse than the preceding, until the oasis 

of mid-semester holidays (in week 9!?) 

appears in the distance. 

Escaping the parched heat of the 

semester into the welcoming shades of 

these holidays, we promise ourselves 

we’ll get what needs to be done, done! 

A backlog of readings, 6500 words and 

the gnawing difficulties of cooperation 

inherent in group assignments all seem 

trivial. We have so much time! Yet, sitting 

in the library, reading about “different 

methodological approaches to meso-

structural interpretations of politico-

social interactions between linguistically 

constrained and spatially defined worker-

automatons” certainly feels worn. So 

worn in fact that the books get left to the 

side, and the first half of the holidays are 

devoted to ‘me’ time, ‘you’ time and ‘we’ 

time (powerful justifications, to be sure). 

The last weekend of holidays arrives, the 

limits of the oasis are reached, and once 

again we need to trudge out into the heat 

and dry. Yet this time we got so much 

work done during the break we should be 

fine right? Wrong ... ‘we’ time was a week 

long, and our legs weaken at the thought 

of the work that awaits! 

Regardless, there is an end-game. 

It begins in those last few weeks of 

lectures. The work gets completed and, 

by week 13, an enjoyable lightness 

descends. The assignments (or at least 

most of them) are done; a day or two is 

devoted to Vitamin E, for which the past 

months have induced a deficiency; and 

all seems well.

But the semester retains one trick, a 

trick called exams. That sadistic exercise 

devoted to discrimination. It asks of you, 

“what do you know?” It shouts at you, 

“that person knows more!” Scribbles in 

readers, half sentences barked at fast-

food joints, a self-involved tendency; 

after all, to think about someone else 

would be to think about something 

other than your exam! Notes, pens, 

fatigue, red-bull, coffee, paper, myuni ... 

exams, exams, exams and ... it’s over.

Suddenly, in a reverse of the first four 

weeks, we wake to realise: “hmm, I’ve 

got nothing due tomorrow.” A light calm 

descends and we fall into the holiday. 

Our memory of things past grows 

faint. In the inimitable words of Joseph 

Conrad, “it is mercifully decreed that 

the evils of the past should appear but 

faintly in retrospect.” It is this mercy that 

leads us to deduce more fun from the 

semester than was; it is this mercy that 

leads us gleefully into the routine all 

over again.



sport
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Mitchell Johnson: He bowls to the left. 
He bowls to the right. That Mitchell 
Johnson, his bowling is shite. Luckily 
batsmen play horrible shots to him.

Brett Lee: Back but way past his best. 
Has never penetrated in India and, 
from the warm-up games we’ve seen, 
doesn’t look likely to this time.

Shaun Tait: His radar is worse than 
a sunken submarine’s, he has lost 
some pace and will lose more on a flat 
wicket. At least he will retire when we 
bow out in the semis.

Doug Bollinger: Treated harshly by CA 
this summer but he deserves his spot.

Jason Krejza: Leaks more runs than a 
man with irritable bowel syndrome. 
Yes he took 12 wickets in India once, 
but only because nobody else in the 
team took some. Stephen O’Keefe had 
to be picked and wasn’t.

Steve Smith: About as reliable as Ryan 
Harris’ body. Really needs to live up to 
the hype.

John Hastings: Who?

Marcus North: Shit. I know he isn’t in 
the side but he deserved it.

These poor selections will lead to the 
loss of that last piece of silverware 
remaining in the cupboard. We’ve 
already been spanked by India and 
South Africa (no bowler even got a 
wicket!) in the warm-up games and 
only beat Zimbabwe because it is 
physically impossible to lose to a team 
that bad.

So walk away selectors, please fly back 
Pigeon, get off the McBites Warnie, 
and just win a game of cricket!

The Australian Cricket Team has 
headed off to the sub-continent for the 
World Cup with renewed confidence 
after thrashing England 6-1 (in the 
series that didn’t count). This booster 
was much needed after a year which 
saw Australia lose more test series 
than they won, being humbled at 
the Twenty20 World Cup by England 
(that’s right folks, we can’t even beat 
them at pretend cricket anymore) and 
then following that up by losing the 
urn on home soil.

It’s okay though, as now we can 
rebuild. Now, Australian selectors 
showed during the Ashes series that 
they do not comprehend the ‘horses 
for courses’ selection policy, clearly 
evidenced in their selection of Michael 
“puppies are more intimidating then 
me” Beer for Perth and then not 
playing him. They decided to continue 
this trend with the World Cup Squad, 
a tournament to be played on spin-
friendly wickets. So we chose pace, 
pace, and more pace (with a bit of 
part-time spin). They say they picked 
the best players possible. Well, no, you 
did not, so here is a real report card on 
Australia’s ‘best’:

Team Breakdown: 

Shane Watson: The best of the worst. 
Has to stop running people out though!

Brad Haddin: Useless. His keeping this 
summer was comical and throws away 
his wicket. At least Tim Paine is there! 
Hopefully he gets used.

Ricky Ponting: His timely injury 
brought an end to back pages calling 
for his head. Began to return to form 
but his recent bout of tourettes against 
Zimbabwe shows that he is past being 
able to handle the pressure.

Michael Clarke: Still chases after 
anything thrown at him, like a ’Pup’. 
Patience!

David Hussey: The most disgusting 
cricketer to watch due to his complete 
inability to look like he can play 
cricket. Somehow he gets the job done 
though. Needs bigger scores!

Michael Hussey: The only man who 
can stand proudly next to Watson. 
Has been the stalwart of Australia’s 
one-day dominance over the past five 
years, yet Hilditch left him at home. 
Well done Andrew. He’s injured too. 
Boo. Boo-urns. 

Cameron White: Can hit a ball. Only 
one though, then he gets out.

Saggy 
Green
MATT WATSON looks at our 
chances in the Cricket World Cup. 

The The Locker Room
What do you about these parts? 
Arts (Media and Communications). 

Why are you here?                 
Ultimate Frisbee.

How did you get started?              
We got a crappy little frisbee from 
a Coke showbag one year at the 
Easter Show and started throwing 
it around at school. In Year 12, we 
looked up this stupid looking sport 
called Ultimate Frisbee and started 
playing it as a lark. Next thing you 
know I’m representing Australia at 
the World Ultimate Championships 
in Vancouver in the Under 19 
division and I’ve been playing at 
Sydney University ever since. 

Skills required?                               
Just like any sport, being vaguely 
coordinated helps but I look like 
a wounded giraffe when I run and 
still go OK. Ultimate is self-refereed 
so the best skill you can bring to 
the table is not being a douchebag. 
Everything else we can teach you. 

Favourite memory?                            
I went to Prague last year 
and played in the World Club 
Championships which was a heap 
of fun and all up I’ve played Frisbee 
on four continents in eight different 
countries. On-field, winning our 
first game at World Clubs was pretty 
special. 

Off-field, it was probably waking 
up on the floor of a beachside 
bar in the Phillipines after the 
tournament’s final night Halloween 
party. In a pumpkin outfit. With no 
pants on. So many good memories. 

Favourite event of each year?      
One of the coolest events in 
Australia is The Harry Potter Hat. 
Last year we had a guy running 
around in a gold leotard pretending 
to be a Snitch. You had to catch 
him to end the game. We had over 
100 people from beginners to 
experienced players and it was a 
heap of fun. I can only remember 
parts of the Yule ball but the 
Hippogriff definitely got pretty 
rowdy.

How to get involved?                     
We play every Thursday afternoon 
on the Square from 3:30-5:30pm 
and then go out for dinner and 
other shenanigans afterwards. 
Beginners are always welcome and 
all you need are comfy clothes 
and a sunny disposition (sunny 
disposition optional). 

When do you play next?                
We have teams in leagues across 
Sydney so Monday nights at 
Darlinghurst and in Ryde are our 
next games. Our next league starts 
soon so come down and introduce 
yourself if you’re keen to play.

JULIAN LARNACH interviews frisbee superstar Max Halden. 

Visit: http://suufa.ufnsw.com.au/suufa

More like Wayne Shorn. 
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A CIDER 
WITH...

alice 
fenton

1 radio station wheelie chair

a good slog of multi-tasking

countless singing hipsters

shot after shot of organisation

Alice Fenton, FBi Radio’s Creative Director, is creating and 
directing in a pub. We have pulled in to a watering hole near 

the radio studio in Redfern to chat over ciders, and the noisy Friday 
afternoon crowd is wreaking havoc with my tape recorder. Fenton is 

working on a solution, scanning the pub for a quiet corner while trying to 
boot up the voice recorder on her phone. This girl is a fixer.

As point-woman for Sydney’s dopest community radio station, she has to be. Fenton and 
her FBi 94.5 FM comrades represent the beating heart behind this cultural nerve centre. The 

little-station-that-could has been trailblazing since finally winning a broadcasting license in 2002. 
In a few short years it has won the hearts and minds of a sizeable youth demographic, and launched 
countless burgeoning musicians in to the Sydney sphere. This is radio by you and for you; 50% of 
the music played on FBi is Australian and half of that is from Sydney. FBi keeps blood and beats 

pumping through this city.

Don’t ask them to tell you about it though. Question these all-round nice guys about their pivotal 
role in Sydney’s arts and music scene and they will blush and defer. Fenton points to her co-workers 
and volunteers to explain the station’s success. FBi has only thirteen permanent staff but over two 
hundred keen unpaid beans. Together these musicians and music-lovers broadcast 24 hours a day 
on a shoestring budget. “Right from the start FBi has been all about supporting Sydney music, about 
discovering and helping it go places,” Fenton explains about the big picture that unites them all. It is 

hard not to drink the Kool-Aid; Fenton’s love for and belief in her station is infectious. 

Someone needs to direct all that creativity and that huge task falls to Fenton. “’Creative director’ is a 
bit of an umbrella term, but my overarching goal is to help lead FBi,” she says. There is no typical day 
as creative director, because she works with many different people on many different projects. The 
glitter has only just settled after FBi’s Sydney Art Music and Culture (SMAC) Awards, which Fenton 
project managed from go to woah. The ceremony distributed high fives to creatives who colour 
Sydney’s cultural landscape, from Sydney Uni’s Cloud Control to the fun founders of GoodGod. 
Fenton also hatched and nurtured FBi’s shiny new website, and is now waving her wand over the 

new FBi live music venue in Kings Cross.

“We’ve been nurturing Sydney music for seven years now, and the venue is the next step,” Fenton 
says of FBi Social, which opens its doors at the King’s Cross Hotel in March. FBi will get loud over 
one floor opposite the Coke sign, and serve as a real world manifestation of the FBi ethos. She 
explains that “a lot of our listeners have a lot in common, and the venue will be a chance for all 

these like-minded people to meet and party.”

Not everyone is super shiny happy about the new venture, and some venue owners have been 
venting in the street press about the development. A Surry Hills club owner complained that the 
venue contradicts facilitory FBi’s role; instead of supporting Sydney’s live venues it will start to 
compete with them. Others are grumbling about the station’s now cosy relationship with Solotel, 

the corporation bankrolling the new hotel. 

Fenton is disappointed but patient with the haters. “We have spent a lot of time consulting, and 
the venue will be open for a three-month trial period,” she points out. She shakes her head over 
the recent closures of live music venues like The Hopetoun, and reasons that “more live music 
can only be a good thing.” The venue will work on programming to avoid conflicting with other 
nights. Fenton also squares up to any sell-out accusations. “We wouldn’t take money off just any 
corporation,” she says of their alignment with Solotel. She describes the company as a family of 
publicans, pointing out that they own Newtown’s crusty and beloved Courthouse Hotel. “Kings 

Cross used to be all rock and roll and dive bars, and we want to bring live music back there.” 

Listening to Fenton discuss her role demonstrates just how apt her title actually is; she seems 
equal parts creative and directorial. “There is more admin than I have ever seen, but its really 
quite thrilling for me!” she exclaims about the FBi day-to-day. (She said that. She actually said 
that.) Her career moves up to this point also divide along these lines (except for that time she 
worked for Jockey Slut magazine. She maintains it is a British music street press). A few years 
ago Fenton gave book clubs a load of street cred by launching Evenbooks, with fellow Sydney 
journalist Angela Alice. Billed as a happy marriage of boozy and brainy, this new age book club 
unfolds in drinking holes around Sydney with live music and dress-ups. She then moved on to 

scouring Sydney as editor of twothousand.com.au before taking the reigns at FBi.

How do I know all this? Because she told me, and I recorded it on the tape recorder she 
creatively fixed.

by Jacqueline Breen



feat
ure

12

N

Reynolds, Dennis Hopper and, of all people, Sex and the City’s Kyle 
MacLachlan. A-list celebs are suddenly all up in your screen, like 
Sam Worthington in Black Ops. Each action film needs new blood to 
deliver freshness  to that same old spin kick. Gaming is following this 
formula, using star power to revive classic formula. On the topic of 
traditional filmmaking roles, the Writer’s Guild of America now has a 
category for ‘Outstanding Achievement in Video Game Writing’. But 
wait there’s more - the monolithic Smithsonian Museum is preparing 
The Art of Video Games, one of the first exhibitions exploring games 
as an artistic medium on par with film and performance.

But video games are not simply mimicking successful film formulae. 
The key advantage of video games is blindingly obvious: immersion. 
Instead of vicariously absorbing Stallone raining down freedom from 
a mounted gun, why not play Just Cause 2 and tear a chain gun from 
its rigging and waste the next wave of Panauian military junta foot 
soldiers? Or if you’re a bit more cultured, try video gaming’s answer 
to Blade Runner – Bioshock. This gem is set in a dystopian sci-fi world 
where genetic engineering can make superhuman abilities an easily 
accessible commodity. As a gamer you can watch your world crumble 
around you without waiting as Harrison Ford glares away from the 
camera contemplating the meaning of his own existence. Plus you 
totally, like, shoot lightning from your hands. As time has gone on, 
cinematic interactions are no longer relegated to cut scenes but 
have become part of the gameplay. Some games even get meta and 
comment on the medium itself (would you kindly consider the way 
Bioshock links mission objectives with the overall plot?)

I was concerned while writing this piece that I was waxing nostalgic 
so I sought a second opinion from Dr Chris Chesher, post-grad 
coordinator and senior lecturer in Digital Cultures here at Sydney 
Uni. He emphasised that artistically successful games can take the 
limitations of their genre and their computing capacity and transform 
them into a strength: “Myst, for example, was very limited in terms 
of sound and frame-by-frame but they turned that to their advantage 
to create a particular aesthetic.” In the current brave new world of 
perpetually next-generation hardware and lightning-fast processors 
“the designers are more liberated,” Chesher says, so much so that 
“they actually have to put in the constraints”. There’s now a games-
playing public that recognizes when a designer toys with their genre. 
Gamers appreciate the irony and over-the-top violence of Bulletstorm 
the same way they do the ridiculous chins and hand-mounted 
chainsaws of The Evil Dead film. Indeed, there are many cases where 
limited functionality delineated the amount of depth a game could 
have. In Grand Theft Auto, for example, gamers  can empathise with 
characters in ways that were once exclusive to film. The shift during 
the GTA franchise from a bird’s-eye view to a 3rd person view has 
given not only a definitive character to observe but also slots you 

I am, if nothing else, absolutely addicted to testosterone-soaked 
action blockbusters. It is not just the subtle homoeroticism of 

half-naked dudes discharging their phallic extensions all over 
each other, or watching their biceps ripple underneath the brunt 
of a semi-automatic like a fat man bellyflopping onto a water bed. 
Oh no, the underlying formula of grunted exposition, tackier-than-
a-cork-board one-liners and unfettered gore fests are all secondary 
to the main attraction: gun porn. Blockbuster plots only work as 
means to this end. As Jean Claude Van Damme once said: “in drama 
films they act through the drama, in action films we act through the 
action.” The golden age of action blockbusters in the 1980s through 
to the mid 1990s also delivered some of the greatest insights into 
the most pressing philosophical concerns of their time. Total Recall 
added a delightfully visceral layer to Phillip K. Dick’s signature 
paranoid delusions, Rambo considered the social role of ostracised 
Vietnam veterans and Out For Justice examined the violence of 
contemporary city living. 

Despite all this, I’m sorry to say, the Hollywood action blockbuster 
is dead. And it is the video game producers holding the smoking 
AK-47 of justice. Video games are now more popular and more 
profitable than their silver screen rivals. In 2009, British newspaper 
The Guardian reported the video game industry was earning more 
coin than DVD and music sales combined, and more than four times 
cinema box office takings.

I vividly remember the first time I played a video game that trumped 
going to the cinema. That game was (cue campus wide nerdgasms) 
The Legend of Zelda: Ocarina of Time. Bear in mind that Blade came 
out that same year but still nothing could tear me away from that 
trident-shaped controller spearing me to the television. Consider its 
vast planes! Its deeply emotive storyline! Its ingenious meld of music, 
code breaking and puzzle solving! And that bit where you smash the 
dragon in the head with a gigantic hammer! Zelda departed from the 
obvious side-scroller, bonus-level, saving-your-girlfriend type of game 
without alienating the audience, mainly by enhancing all those things 
with mature storytelling. Why is this important now? Because gaming 
has evolved to become the key challenger to Hollywood blockbusters 
and I’ve never been happier in my life.

You’re shocked? “The Expendables!” you cry. “Stallone is doing to 
action films what JT did for sexy!” Oh my beloved out-dated reader, 
you’re still making JT references? Really? It’s 2011 now. Besides, I 
can prove it to you. Call of Duty: Black Ops grossed $US 350 million 
in a single day, and $US 650 million after a single working week. That 
makes it the fastest and highest grossing piece of entertainment 
of all time. 5.9 million multiplayer hours were logged on launch 
day. Video games have taken the best bits of action films to beat 
blockbusters at their own game.

It is now a name and fame game; the cult of celebrity has migrated 
into the industry. The first franchise to successfully include 

famous voice actors was Grand Theft Auto, which throughout 
the years has included Samuel L. Jackson, Burt 

Gaming has evolved to become 
the key challenger to Hollywood 
blockbusters and I’ve never been 
happier in my life.
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deeper into the protagonist’s world. 

Playing with these constraints can also build a more cinematic 
experience, rife with fan winks and pastiche that would 
make Quentin Tarantino blush. There’s the ‘x factor’ that lifts 
gaming a notch above nerd fan-boy material and into a piece of 
entertainment that can be enjoyed by a broad audience. Chesher 
notes that “within groups, [gaming] does attract people who like 
blowing shit away, but there’s also a lot of irony that is attractive to 
[others]”. The traditions of gaming were established by commercial 
demand for the familiar, but like the action movie games have 
become self-reflexive. 

I don’t think we will see action blockbusters disappear from our 
screens any time soon but the mere presence of video games is, 
well, a game changer. Despite video-gaming’s poor handling of 
comic book premises so far, I much preferred Arkham Asylum to The 
Dark Knight, and the forthcoming sequel Arkham City looks like I 
might just shit my dacks when it is released. Movies these days, such 
as the action smash Crank, are even borrowing stylistic references 
from video games to legitimate their splatterings of ultra-violence. 
A new paradigm of action films have emerged which offers a more 
cerebral platform to ladle out suspense and thrills, such as last year’s 
Inception and Green Zone. 

For me this is a great day for both cinema and video games, yet I 
still mourn for a genre that was the cornerstone of my teen lust for 
aggressive bravado on screen. Action blockbusters are dead! Long live 
action blockbusters!

VIDEO GAMES: 
THE NEW 

BLOCKBUSTERS

by 

felix supernova

But what about the indies?
The blockbuster videogame is the predominant model of development, that’s 
for sure - but the industry’s pendulum has begun a steady swing back. More 
and more video games are being produced by smaller teams, relying on 
reduced development costs, digital distribution, open-source software and 
community goodwill: it’s much easier to co-ordinate art and programming 
when each division is one person. Here’s a snapshot of the new development 
model: lean, efficient, and just over the horizon.

Subversion - Introversion Software: Similar to Uplink, the game that brought 
Introversion to stardom, Subversion works by presenting the player with 
a complex system and asking them to break into it. You control a team of 
criminals armed with hi-tech gadgets, targeting banks across a procedurally 
generated city, using a gameplay style reminiscent of Hitman, XCOM, and 
Deus Ex all rolled into one.

Dead State - DoubleBear Productions: DoubleBear formed when Vampire: 
Bloodlines delivered a tenth of the commercial success its brilliance 
deserved. Promising a story-driven zombie apocalypse simulation in a 
zombie-saturated market, this may just bring the brains back to the undead-
em-up genre.

Frozen Synapse - Mode7:  One of the most intense strategy games ever 
made, Frozen Synapse is the hybrid of real-time and turn-based which 
always should’ve been. Most games are over in thirty seconds, real-time, 
and are as visceral and satisfying as any contemporary shooter. Best of all, 
its mode of development means it’s  playable right now. Buy the beta, 
already a finely-tuned combat simulator, and receive the full game for 
free when it ships.
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Mountains from which to yodel

honi
recommends
yodeling 
from the 
mountainst

HUW WATSON discovers Cut Copy’s adventurous side.
 ZONOSCOPE 

CUT COPY'S

THE SCREEN:   The Green Hornet

Carinia Records, year unknown.

LUKE CRAVEN dusts off the old 
yodeling record. Yes, yodeling.

When done well, a compilation 
is more than a mere collection 
of songs.  A skilled compiler can 
arrange a series of tunes in such a 
way that the whole becomes much 
greater than the sum of its parts, 
whether they are summarising 
the cultural landscape (the ground 
breaking Now That’s What I Call 
Music! series) or evoking the feel of 
a specific time or place (the amazing 
The Best Beer Drinking Songs in the 
World Ever [Volume Two]).

      When compiling Yodeling From the 
Mountains, the producers faced a 
formidable task: how to best convey 
the breathtaking splendour of the 
Swiss Alps in a single record?  In less 
capable hands, it could have been a 
disaster.  Thankfully, the uncredited 
creators of the album were able to 
assemble an all-star cast of master 
yodelers (or meisterjodlers) for 
what would become a yodeling tour 
de force.  It’s no surprise that big-
name yodeler Lois Kerschbaumer 
(with the Walter Ruggenthaler Trio) 
contributes no less than three tracks, 
including seminal yodels ‘Kannst 
du Jodeln?  (Can You Yodel?)’ and 
‘Kuckucksjodler (Cuckoo Yodeler)’.  
However, yodeling aficionados may 
also be pleased to see the inclusion 
of lesser-known yodelers Midi 
Berchtold (with the Bemsi Trio) and 
Otto and Uschi Biersack.

Not content with restricting itself 
to pure yodeling, Yodeling From the 
Mountains also contains a varied 
selection of folk songs, marches, 
and polkas.  What’s that, I hear you 
ask?  No plattlers?  Oh, you’d better 
believe there are plattlers: not one, 
but two, including the classic ‘Zirler 
Glockenplattler’.  You could swear 
they were slapping their thighs in 
your own living room!  And let’s not 
forget the beautiful landlers that 
close each side of the record: the 
tuba playing on ‘Sterzinger Landler’ 
is particularly exquisite.

With an album full of yodeling 
heavyweights such as this, Yodeling 
From the Mountains seemed 
destined to become a classic.  Yet 
outside of yodeling circles it has all 
but been forgotten.  How do such 
things happen?  Perhaps in today’s 
fast-paced world people just aren’t 
prepared to sit and let themselves 
be transported to a faraway land 
of frosty peaks and majestic 
alpenhorns.  It’s a sad day when you 
ask a person on the street “Kannst 
du jodeln?” and are greeted with a 
blank stare – I can only hope that 
future generations will once again 
understand the pure pleasure of 
yodeling from the mountains.

CONOR BATEMAN reviews 
   The Seth Rogen Masturbatory Sideshow

With a swag of singles under their belt and reams of high praise for previous albums Bright Like Neon Love (2004)and In 
Ghost Colours (2008), the third album release from Cut Copy, Zonoscope, sees the Melbourne synthpoppers moving out 

of their comfort zone and into some unexplored territory. 

First track off the mark, ‘Need You Now’ is the stand out. Dark textures mix with lighter clap samples and backing vocals to create 
a pleasantly strange shading on the track. The influence of New Order is made obvious by adventurous vocals from lead singer Dan 
Whitford and a strong, driving synth/drum combo. This six minute introduction to the album goes down well and sets hopes high 
that this won’t end up as just another new age synth-pop album.

‘Take Me Over’, the album’s first single is a far stretch from the Cut Copy we know from previous releases. The ‘groovy’ feel of 
this track is its selling point, supplied by the bass in the verse and the vocal in the chorus. The vibe works well with the simple-
yet-effective synthesizer riff to create quite a full, catchy sound. Some of the drum fills and bass licks are strongly reminiscent 
of Men At Work, which creates quite an interesting mix with the synth and vocal lines.

Zonoscope sees Cut Copy breaking out of their previous genre labels and moving towards a more individual sound. 
Tracks ‘Where I’m Going’ and ‘Alisa’ demonstrate a 60’s influence with acoustic instruments and unaffected bass 
lines. Unlike other tracks on the album the synthesizer doesn’t take the lead in ‘Where I’m Going’, save for the 
midway acid trip in which a ‘Baba O Riley’ like synth loop and chilled out “oohs” set up shop, right before a 
new wave bass line drives the track home.

After the more experimental sound heard in earlier songs like ‘Take Me Over’ and ‘Where I’m Going’, 
we’re reminded of the signature Cut Copy sound with the more electronically-driven ‘Pharaohs & 
Pyramids’, in which catchy synth-pop riffs are accompanied by Whitford busting out lines like 
“Don’t take my heart away, just save it for another day”. ‘Blink And You’ll Miss A Revolution’, 
like the aforementioned ‘Take Me Over’ and the later track ‘Hanging Onto Every Heartbeat’ 
has a much slicker vibe than the Cut Copy we know from songs like ‘Future’ and ‘Hearts 
On Fire’. This aspect of these tracks is for me the best part of the record. These guys 
haven’t just stuck to what they know, and I think branching out works for them.

Not being a huge Cut Copy fan I must admit to the fact that Zonoscope 
is actually a pretty good listen. The variation stops it from becoming 
tedious and shows us a new direction for the band, but there’s 
still the feeling that the Cut Copy boys haven’t forgotten 
their fringe-bearing, skinny jean-wearing roots. While 
I wouldn’t rush into a store to buy Zonoscope, 
I wouldn’t exactly kick it out of bed for 
farting.

 You know when you watch a film that you loved as a kid later 
in life and realise how bad it actually is? I feel so sorry for the 
kids who think The Green Hornet is great now, because that’ll 
be one hell of a turnaround in 10 years.

The Seth Rogen Masturbatory Sideshow would be an apt 
subtitle. Having written the script, Rogen attempts to somehow 
place himself in an action-comedy realm of his own creation 
by casting himself in the lead role. And unlike the somewhat 
successful Pineapple Express, in this action-comedy venture, 
things don’t work out. At all.

For one thing, there aren’t enough interesting action scenes. 
I was bored out of my mind for the last 20 minutes because 
everything was predictable. When the film was not predictable, 
it was because it defied proper logic, so you’re let off the hook. 
Director Michel Gondry (who helmed the masterpiece Eternal 
Sunshine of the Spotless Mind) was brought in later in the 
project. This explains why, excepting a few cool sequences, 
none of his original and wacky flourishes appear. I for one 
prefer to ignore this disastrous film when looking at Gondry’s 
filmography. Just go back and watch Eternal Sunshine or his 
music video for Bjork’s ‘Bachelorette’ and remind yourself of 
how great he can be.

For another thing, The Green Hornet is not funny enough. There 
are a few good jokes in there but for the most part, it seems 
that Rogen is trying to simultaneously cram in crude humour 
and some half-assed dramatic beat. Cameron Diaz’s entire 
character sums up this angle: poorly written, poorly executed 
and didn’t entirely make sense. And Christoph Waltz, straight 
from an Oscar-win for Inglourious Basterds, the best role he’s 
had and probably ever will have done, walks straight into what 
surely has to be the worst.

And why is it in 3D? There was no sequence made better by it. 
And why did someone put money behind such a poorly written 
script? Such a waste.

The film it wanted to be was Kick-Ass, an actually funny and 
action packed superhero-action-comedy. The Green Hornet 
wasn’t dark, funny or action-packed enough to even get close 
to that film, except maybe the masturbation scene at the 
start of Kick-Ass. Because that’s all The Green Hornet was: an 
exercise in ego. It puzzles me that as a writer, Rogen went from 
the extremely enjoyable Superbad, in which the characters 
were funny and memorable, to this, in which the characters 
are awful. Just awful. He’s trying to make a leading man out of 
himself, but I guess someone forgot to tell him that being the 
leading man in an awful movie isn’t the right way to further 
your career.
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He’s tall, he’s German and he’s having a party. 
There is just one catch: you have to write an 
essay for an invite. 

In summer 2009, David von Rosen-von 
Hoewel, a man with no ability to sew, 
launched one of the world’s most exclusive 
fashion labels, VONROSEN, self described 
as being “made exclusively for a circle of 
ambitious and challenging personalities.” 
Today, the ever-elite VONROSEN remains just 
as airtight.

Now this sounds rather perfect for those of us 
who sashay amongst the crème de la crème 
as we sip our chai lattés outside the law 
library. Exclusivity? Check. Internationalism? 
Check. Pretentiousness? In spades dahhling.
For those of you who were disappointed 
when Stella McCartney sold out to Target, 
can’t stomach wearing the same Prada 
sandals as a Kardashian or have lost yet 
another bid for Union Board, VONROSEN 
promises membership into an exclusive club 

infinitely better than the USU.

VONROSEN cashmere cardigans, structural 
dresses and multi-ply silk blouses are all 
on offer online, but only to those the label 
deem worthy. In order to get your hands on 
a VONROSEN basic, you must embark upon 
an interesting and sustained quest, the main 
criteria being a personal essay submitted to 
the company’s website. In the essay, you must 
prove your character, style and individuality, 
showcasing a reputation to rival Astaire. 

You don’t know if or when you will fulfill the 
quest, but every day you’ll hope that a careful 
balance of wealth, connections, sartorial skill 
and sycophantic essay style will open the 
door to von Rosen’s world. Good luck fellow 
students! Validate those many thankless 
years writing essays for an arts degree with 
some cashmere from VONROSEN. 

HONI SOITORIALIST
SYMONNE TORPY invites you to fine tune those essay skills and get exclusive.

Although Sydney might have been colonised first, its 
relationship with Melbourne is like that of an awkward 
kid brother to an effortlessly cool and handsome 
elder brother. If this was the 90s, Sydney would be 
Zac and Melbourne would be Taylor (Hanson, that is).  
Melbourne first stole the limelight back when they 
hosted the 1956 Olympics. Despite reassurances that 
the Sydney Olympics of 2000 were “the best ever”, 
there was no softening the blow of a 44 year wait. 
Melbourne not only lucked out in the sports arena 
but has also solidified its superiority in executing all 
things cool. Sadly, anything we can do, Melbourne 
just seems to do better.

While we enjoy the ol’ chicken schnitzel as a pub meal 
favourite, Melbourne has slapped Napoli sauce, ham 
and melted cheese on that badboy and renamed it 
“parma”. That schnitz doesn’t know what hit it. As 
a staple of the Melbourne diet, there’s an array of 
parmas to choose from but there’s one place that 
really knows how to tame a cheese, tomato and ham 
covered chicken. Mrs. Parma’s on Little Bourke St is 
reknowned for its famous parmas and - if that doesn’t 
sell it to you – it’s a supporter of Victorian micro-
breweries, so rare local beers come on tap. Better yet, 
there’s a take on the original parma that’s known as 
“parmaggedon”.

Now the weather might not be quite so fine nor the 
water as blue in Melbourne, but who needs sunburn 
and sandy cracks when you can drink granitas while 
admiring the best view in town? Curtin House on 
Swanston St is the ultimate playground for Melbourne’s 
hipster set. Gaining cred from well-known bar and 
restaurant Cookie on the first floor, the levels of music 
and bookstores, as well as the piece de resistance: the 
rooftop bar, make this somewhat of an institution for 
the indie youth of today.

It’s common knowledge that Melbourne kicks ass 
when it comes to cafés but, in one circumstance, it 
seems that Melbourne has outdone itself. Q: What 
do you get when you mix a café, a bar and an island? 
A: Some kind of brilliance that goes by the alias of 
Ponyfish Island. Smack bang in the middle of the Yarra 
on a man-made island accessed by the pedestrian 
bridge, this place serves breakfast delights in the 
morning and mixed spirits in jam jars in the evening. 
There’s nothing pretentious or try-hard about this 
place; it’s laid-back  and feels like a little slice of 
heaven to escape from the concrete jungle.

When done well, a compilation 
is more than a mere collection 
of songs.  A skilled compiler can 
arrange a series of tunes in such a 
way that the whole becomes much 
greater than the sum of its parts, 
whether they are summarising 
the cultural landscape (the ground 
breaking Now That’s What I Call 
Music! series) or evoking the feel of 
a specific time or place (the amazing 
The Best Beer Drinking Songs in the 
World Ever [Volume Two]).

      When compiling Yodeling From the 
Mountains, the producers faced a 
formidable task: how to best convey 
the breathtaking splendour of the 
Swiss Alps in a single record?  In less 
capable hands, it could have been a 
disaster.  Thankfully, the uncredited 
creators of the album were able to 
assemble an all-star cast of master 
yodelers (or meisterjodlers) for 
what would become a yodeling tour 
de force.  It’s no surprise that big-
name yodeler Lois Kerschbaumer 
(with the Walter Ruggenthaler Trio) 
contributes no less than three tracks, 
including seminal yodels ‘Kannst 
du Jodeln?  (Can You Yodel?)’ and 
‘Kuckucksjodler (Cuckoo Yodeler)’.  
However, yodeling aficionados may 
also be pleased to see the inclusion 
of lesser-known yodelers Midi 
Berchtold (with the Bemsi Trio) and 
Otto and Uschi Biersack.

Not content with restricting itself 
to pure yodeling, Yodeling From the 
Mountains also contains a varied 
selection of folk songs, marches, 
and polkas.  What’s that, I hear you 
ask?  No plattlers?  Oh, you’d better 
believe there are plattlers: not one, 
but two, including the classic ‘Zirler 
Glockenplattler’.  You could swear 
they were slapping their thighs in 
your own living room!  And let’s not 
forget the beautiful landlers that 
close each side of the record: the 
tuba playing on ‘Sterzinger Landler’ 
is particularly exquisite.

With an album full of yodeling 
heavyweights such as this, Yodeling 
From the Mountains seemed 
destined to become a classic.  Yet 
outside of yodeling circles it has all 
but been forgotten.  How do such 
things happen?  Perhaps in today’s 
fast-paced world people just aren’t 
prepared to sit and let themselves 
be transported to a faraway land 
of frosty peaks and majestic 
alpenhorns.  It’s a sad day when you 
ask a person on the street “Kannst 
du jodeln?” and are greeted with a 
blank stare – I can only hope that 
future generations will once again 
understand the pure pleasure of 
yodeling from the mountains.

NEADA BULSECO gets parmageddoned in Australia’s 
hipster haven.

It’s hard to think objectively about something 

with so much baggage. Oprah’s Book Club! The 

cover of Time Magazine! The Guardian’s ‘book of 
the century’! Obama’s favourite! But ignoring the 
hype and its inevitable backlash, we are, in the 
end, dealing with a book. And, after reading it, I’m 
happy to say that we’re dealing with a very good 
book.

Like 2001’s The Corrections, Freedom is about a 
Mid-Western family’s journey through modern 
America. Whilst Franzen uses this platform to 
discuss his various hobbyhorses (moving from 
global overpopulation to species extinction to Dick 
Cheney) the book’s heart lies with the with the 
Berglunds family. And across its 600 pages, the 
novel’s greatest achievement is these characters: 
complex, capricious and searching for meaning 
amidst their crippling flaws. Despite the farcical 
situations that they often find themselves in (there 
is a memorable scene involving a toilet, a wedding 
ring and desperate stool-searching) they are real 
and constantly relatable – Franzen reaches into 
their brains and explains the internal debates that 
drive their often unlikeable decisions. 

And, in case you were concerned, there is a plot. 
Rather, I should say, there are many plots. Around 
this seemingly normal Mid-Western family, things 
happen – Walter blows up mountains to save the 
endangered Cerulean Warbling Bird (don’t worry, 
the logic is just as confusing in the book), Richard 
writes a Grammy-nominated album and Joey 
becomes a profiteer in Iraqi defense contracts. 
However, even when one of the characters is 
tracking down spare engine parts to make dirty war-
stained money, Franzen is never far from the book’s 
personal core – about how family shapes a person, 
about our paradoxical need for love and impulse for 
competition, about the temptation and excitement 
of extra-marital romance and about sex. It’s all 
about sex.

And this, rather than social commentary, is why 
Freedom is a fantastic book. Just like the greatest 
novels, it uses politics and society to explore the Big 
Questions (lesson: War and Peace isn’t really about 
war or peace). It’s big and ambitious and it attempts 
what writers used to attempt. Upon finishing, I can 
give it the highest form of praise – for the first time 
ever, I seriously contemplated the immediate re-
read. 

Plus, how could you hate a book that describes 
an erection in boxer shorts as “pointing at her 
like a Jaguar’s hood ornament.” That’s right, you 
couldn’t. 

Oprah was right: you should read this book. 

FREEDOM
By Jonathan Franzen
SHAUN CROWE likes Freedom. Both the book 
and the state of being.

IN DA 
HOOD:
MELBOURNE

Mrs. Parma’s – 25 Little Bourke St, Melbourne
Curtin House – 252 Swanston St, Melbourne
Ponyfish Island – Underneath Yarra Pedestrian Bridge

Hit up VONROSEN with your essays at: 
http://www.vonrosen.com/ 

We can assist you with:
•	 Family	law	(advice	only)
•	 Criminal	law
•	 Traffic	offences
•	 Insurance	law
•	 Domestic	violence
•	 Employment	law
•	 Credit	&	debt

Appointments	
Phone	the	SRC	Office	to	make	an	appointment	9660	5222

Drop-in sessions 
Tuesdays	&	Thursdays	1pm-3pm		(no	need	for	an	appointment)

Location 
Students’	Representative	Council,	University	of	Sydney

Level	1	Wentworth	Bldg,	Uni	of	Sydney		
02	9660	5222	|		www.src.usyd.edu.au

The	SRC’s	operational	costs,	space	and	administrative	
support	are	financed	by	the	University	of	Sydney.

The	Students’	Representative	Council	(SRC)	Legal	Service	has	a	
solicitor	on	campus	to	provide	free	legal	advice,	representation	in	
court	and	referral	to	undergraduate	students	at	Sydney	University.

•	 Consumer	complaints
•	 Victims	compensation
•	 Discrimination	and	harassment
•	 Tenancy	law
•	 Administrative	law	(government	etc)
•	 University	complaints
•	 Other	general	complaints

administrativeNote: The solicitor cannot advise on immigration law but can refer you to migration agents and community centres. For Family 
Law and Property Relationships Act matters we can refer you to solicitors who charge at a fair rate.

ACN	146	653	143
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Nestled in the heart of Balmain,  Adriano Zumbo’s 
patisserie is fast becoming a local legend. The Masterchef 
brought us Adriano’s croquembouche, macaroon tower 
and V8 cake; with those weighing heavy on my mind, the 
20 minute bus ride from Usyd seemed to pass painfully 
slowly.

Thriving on Darling Rd, the shoebox-sized shop is hard to 
miss due to the long queue of eager faces that trail the 
street. Impatiently I join the queue, the long line teased 
by the aroma of chocolate, bread and pastry. Even though 
the queue’s sluggish pace seems almost deliberate at 
times, the sight of satisfied customers stuffed with baked 
goodness is enough to draw out my patience. When you 
enter, you’re greeted by an array of sourdough breads, 
perfectly plump quiches, a myriad of macaroons and a 
lifetime’s supply of cakes and pastries.

With a student budget and uni reader purchases looming, 
I settle for a chorizo and spinach quiche to start my three-
course meal. Full of flavour and priced at under $6, each 
bite melts away as chewy chorizo and crunchy pine nuts 
prove they can work together for the greater good.

Polishing off the crumbs that adorn the white packet, 

my fingers impatiently move onto the flourless chilli 
chocolate cake, equal parts rich and heavenly. Adriano’s 
combination of a brittle caramel base and smooth chilli 
chocolate mousse is sinfully delicious. At just over $7, 
though, it’s a tad expensive for the definitely-for-one 
serving size.   

With my stomach bloating from an abundance of 
treats, I ignored the signs to stop eating and powered 
through half a dozen macaroons (lamington, salted 
butter caramel, baklava, vegemite, mandarin and tonka 
bean and salted butter popcorn). At $2 each I find 
myself disappointed by vegemite, mandarin and tonka 
bean, but am pleasantly surprised at how spot-on and 
delicious the other flavours are!

All in all, whilst the queue is tiresome and the prices 
a little steep, this little patisserie is well worth a visit, 
particularly for anyone with a sweet tooth. And for those 
of you from the North Shore wanting a fix, well you’re 
lucky... Adriano’s recently opened patisserie is just a 
stone’s throw away from Manly Ferry Wharf.   

Adriano Zumbo is located on 296 Darling St, Balmain and 
shop 1a 40 East Esplanade, Manly.

ALISHA BHOJWANI eats things. ADVENTURES IN FOODTOWN

Sydney’s most eclectic street is home to all breeds of students 
ranging from the candy-striped wearing campus college 
residents to the archetypal ultra-trendy Newtownian whom 
(according to Wikipedia) are ‘those with an artistic bent who 
tend to dress with colourful hair’. Here is your guide to a 
perfect day on King St. 

9.00 :: Luxe Café 
Instantly recognisable by the bright red lovehearts adorning 
the ceaseless stream of takeaway coffees, the enthusiasm of 
this fashionable cafe is hard to tarnish despite last year’s hefty 
$500,000 fine for selling the addictive and illegal Bonsoy soy 
milk under the counter. 
195 Missenden Rd 

10.30am :: The Flower Room 
Stop and smell the roses. If you’re lucky you’ll even catch a 
performance on the honky-tonk piano in the corner. As the 
shop owner put it: ‘it’s just like David Jones’.  
282 King St 

11.00am :: Pretty Dog 
A charming terrace with the best threads in town. 
5 Brown St

11.30am :: Gould’s Bookshop Arcade 
Like a post-apocalyptic public library Gould’s fire-red steel 
staircases climb through millions of books which tower in 
ominous mountains, or live in no particular order on the rows 
and rows of bookshelves. 
42 King St 

12.30pm :: Hikaru
A welcome alternative to Thai, this tiny little Japanese 
courtyard restaurant has a generous and delectable $5.50 
lunch special. 
134 King St 

4.00pm :: The Courthouse 
A great place to spend a sunny afternoon sitting along one of 
the old wooden tables with a group of fine friends, a few jugs 
of White Rabbit and a pack of cards. 
202 Australia St

7.30pm :: Pho 236
Though having the décor of a public bathroom, Pho hosts the 
best chicken laksa in town. On big nights you’ll encounter a 
que where you’ll be forced to wait, mouth watering, outside 
the glass sliding door. Pho is BYO (Vintage Cellars lives next 
door) and at about $8 a head it’s a perfect start to any night. 
236 King St 

9.00pm :: Bloodwood 
If you’ve missed Kuleto’s Happy Hour (Monday – Friday 6-7.30) 
venture beyond the split of Enmore and King – the whiskey 
sours are excellent.  
416 King St

The stage: In the next room, or 

the vibrator play
While great minds, the likes of Edison 
and Tesla, were paving the way for 
commercially viable electrical current; 
something else was going down. In 1873 

the first electromechanical vibrator was used to treat 
hysteria in an asylum in France. Hysteria was a common 

diagnosis for women at the turn of the century and pretty 
much encompassed any symptom that might be unbecoming 

in a wife. This idea serves as the inspiration for Sarah Ruhl’s 
relatively new play In the Next Room (or The Vibrator Play). 

One of the many delights of theatre is the reveal: when the 
curtains are drawn back and the stage is laid naked. The STC’s 

(Sydney Theatre Company) production of The Vibrator Play certainly 
didn’t disappoint first impressions. The set and costume reveal made 

it exceedingly apparent that Tracy Grant Lord is either a wizard, 150 
years old or just a seriously talented designer (probably a designer).               
The stage caught the warm upper-class 19th century decor whilst 

physically highlighting the chasm that existed behind the closed doors of 
marriage. A chasm of patriarchal dominance and feminine subservience 

reinforced by the misguided and selective application of the new science. The 
case in point being hysteria.

Such a shame then that this tragic issue was butchered entirely by insensitive and 
unremittingly forced sex humour. With most scenes relying on the humour of a lady (or 

man) being brought to orgasm, it was difficult not to interpret the production as a comedy. A 
difficult comedy to digest considering the stale nature of the joke. Now I want you to visualise 
a baby seal being clubbed to death. Does it get less and less funny by the second? Oh wait, it 
was NEVER FUNNY.

Script aside there were amiable performances from a well constructed and coherent cast, the 
most notable of which was Josh McConville’s portrayal of the artist Leo Irving. He provided 
a welcome change from the aforementioned ‘vibrator induced orgasm’ joke.  Pamela Rabe’s 
background as an actor yielded interesting direction. Although it made for genuinely engaging 
characters one of the difficulties faced by director Rabe was adapting a Broadway production 
into a raw STC setting. The play strives to be something it isn’t and is perhaps why it comes 
across as jarring. 

Ruhl was inspired by the innocence of sexuality and desired a commentary on the 
compartmentalisation of relationships at the time. This became hard to notice as 
Ruhl cluster-fucks the play in an attempt to explore every aspect of a woman’s life in 
the Victorian era. To name a few examaples: Old V New (introduction of electricity), 
homosexuality, inadequacy of religion, monogamy (Shakespeareanesque love-triangle). 

If Rule had the intention of commenting on the overwhelmingly liberal sex-environment 
we live in then perhaps she should be given some pardon. There is certainly something 
to be said about the lack of sexual barriers and the domination of pornography in our 
contemporary age. Perhaps if we were to exercise greater restraint and privacy we would 
more appreciate the less appreciated: the touch of a hand to a cheek; the survival of an 
innocent baby seal.

ANDY FRASER can’t tell his 
mum what play he saw.

SAMANTHA HAWKER takes us on a tour of Newtown’s finest.

The existence of Tropfest is A Good Thing. 
Most of the films this year were not.

Many of the finalists were as emotionally 
manipulative as any major Hollywood film.  
The worst offender was Flight, which tried 
to tell a story about social exclusion using 
strings, minimal dialogue, slow-motion 
skateboarding and un-scary animal masks. 
It whacked the audience over the head with 
a sledgehammer of Beauty, Meaning, and 
Importance. 

Some films with aspects of this unfortunate 
aesthetic still managed to do something 
worthwhile – for example, Focus was an 
interesting take on The Invisible Man, 
although it suffered from a narration straight 
out of an expensive perfume ad.

The comedies tended to work better, 
perhaps reflecting the nature of the short 
film format – it is hard to be funny over 
a long period of time, but drama usually 
requires breathing room if it is to have any 
subtlety. The better films took advantage of 
the seven minutes with quirky things that 
could not have sustained a feature film. An 
example of this is Den Sista Galaxonaut’s 
grainy account of the first Swedish               
ski-jumping politician on the moon. 

Meanwhile, the ‘Tropfest Signature Item’ is 
getting tired – monkey, monkey, monk key...

ROBERT CHIARELLA thought the annual film 
festival fell a bit short.

THE REEL:Tropfest 2011
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THE REEL:

In The Next Room (or The 

In The Next Room (or The 

Vibrator Play) is showing 

at the Drama Theatre, 

Sydney Opera House until 

2 April. T
ickets $35 - $90

Sydney Theatre Company

Sydney Theatre Company
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ASK ABE
Q & A with students 
who need help and a 
dog who has all the 
answers. . . 
Send your letters to:  
help@src.usyd.edu.au

Dear Abe,

I am from a country town in northern NSW.  
I’ve come here without knowing anyone.  
I’m pretty shy, but don’t mind hanging out 
with anyone.  I know that uni is a place of 
learning and not fooling around but I want 
to know what you think I can do to make 
friends without taking too many risks, and 
putting myself out there too much.From CB

Dear CB,

There seems to be a growing trend towards thinking that you should come to uni, go 
to classes then go home again.  Uni is not meant to be an intellectual sausage factory.  
You are meant to learn from the course you’re enrolled in, as well as from living.

There’s been heaps of research done that shows that students who build a sense 
of community at the university are far more likely to be academically successful.  I 
think the easiest way to make friends is to join a club or society.  There are dozens 
to choose from, so you should be able to find something that even vaguely interests 
you.   The SRC has a number of collectives too.  These are issue-based groups that 
work on campaigns throughout the year.  Check out some meetings of some of the 
groups around to see if you are interested.

Many classes have compulsory group work assignment.  You’ll be forced to meet 
your fellow students then.  Chances are they are a bit nervous and shy too.  If you 
take the risk of “putting yourself out there” and it fails, and they don’t become your 
friends, then you probably won’t care what they think.

Good luck,   
Abe

Contact SRC HELP
phone: (02) 9660 5222   email: help@src.usyd.edu.au     
www.src.usyd.edu.au  Level 1, Wentworth Building

If  you are not on main 
campus contact SRC on: 0466 
169 664

The existence of Tropfest is A Good Thing. 
Most of the films this year were not.

Many of the finalists were as emotionally 
manipulative as any major Hollywood film.  
The worst offender was Flight, which tried 
to tell a story about social exclusion using 
strings, minimal dialogue, slow-motion 
skateboarding and un-scary animal masks. 
It whacked the audience over the head with 
a sledgehammer of Beauty, Meaning, and 
Importance. 

Some films with aspects of this unfortunate 
aesthetic still managed to do something 
worthwhile – for example, Focus was an 
interesting take on The Invisible Man, 
although it suffered from a narration straight 
out of an expensive perfume ad.

The comedies tended to work better, 
perhaps reflecting the nature of the short 
film format – it is hard to be funny over 
a long period of time, but drama usually 
requires breathing room if it is to have any 
subtlety. The better films took advantage of 
the seven minutes with quirky things that 
could not have sustained a feature film. An 
example of this is Den Sista Galaxonaut’s 
grainy account of the first Swedish               
ski-jumping politician on the moon. 

Meanwhile, the ‘Tropfest Signature Item’ is 
getting tired – monkey, monkey, monk key...

ROBERT CHIARELLA thought the annual film 
festival fell a bit short.

THE REEL:Tropfest 2011

Received a 
Stage 1, 2 or 3 
letter?
Don’t worry – you are not alone. 
If you are on a ‘Stage 1’ the SRC strongly suggests you go to a ‘Staying on Track’ 
seminar. At this seminar you will meet student support people. This is the uni’s 
attempt to bring everyone together face to face. They might not all have something 
specifically to help you, but there will be someone there who can help you get back 
on track with your study. Check your email carefully for the dates of seminars or go 
to www.usyd.edu.au/student_affairs/riskinfosessions.shtml.

If you are on Stage 2 you will have been asked to speak to an Academic Adviser. The 
SRC recommends speaking to an Academic Adviser whatever stage you are on. If 
you are on Stage 2 and don’t speak to an Academic Advisor this will reflect poorly 
on you if you find yourself on Stage 3. We understand that they may be difficult 
to contact, but be persistent and patient. Help the Faculty help you and talk to 
someone about your degree and how you can get back on track. This is a one on one 
session. It may be one of the most confronting meetings you ever have, but it should 
be one of the most useful also.

Stage 3 students should come to SRC HELP for assistance in writing Show Cause 
and Exclusion Appeal letters. The University is looking for particular things and 
an SRC Caseworker can point you in the right direction to maximise your chance 
of a successful appeal. Make an appointment by calling 9660 5222. Bring to your 
appointment all correspondence from the University, a copy of your academic 
transcript and any previous show cause letters. SRC Caseworkers can also advocate 
for you and attend appeal hearings and other meetings with you.

contact us: email help@src.usyd.edu.au, phone 9660 5222 or Skype: srchelp.



18

src

V

So the excitement of O-Week is 
all over and the (sometimes also 
exciting) reality of classes is upon us. 
Thanks to everyone who dropped 
by the SRC stalls and signed up 
to a collective or just had a chat 
with our team, you guys made the 
week awesome! There are a few 
important dates to remember over 
the next couple of weeks – this 
Friday (the 4th) is the last day to 
change your timetable, next Friday 
(the 11th) is the last day to ADD a 
subject, and the 31st of March is 
both the last day to withdraw from a 
subject without incurring a fee (the 
census date) AND the date by which 
submissions to the Base Funding 
Review are due. 

In my last report I promised more 
detail on the Base Funding Review 
(BFR), so – drumroll please – here 
it is. 

First of all, a bit of background. In 
2008, the report of the Bradley 
Review was released. This report 
recommended that student places 
be deregulated, enabling a ‘demand 
driven’ system in which any student 
who wanted a place at university 
would be able to get one. The 
Government took this suggestion 
on board, as it fit in with their 
aim to increase the percentage of 
Australians with a Bachelor level 
degree to 40% by 2020. Many 
stakeholders (students, academics, 
universities) were concerned that 
a dramatic increase in student 
numbers would lead to a decline 
of quality and diversity across 
the sector as already stretched 
resources and infrastructure – 
think lecture theatres, libraries, 
and computer labs in particular 
– were stretched even further. 
The Bradley Review, however, also 
recommended a 10% increase in 
funding to the university sector, 
but in keeping with the latest big 
fad – budget neutrality, instead of 
real investment - the Government 
ignored that recommendation of the 
Bradley Review. 

Which pretty much brings us to now.

The BFR is looking at the balance and 
amount of public (i.e. – government) 
and private (i.e. – student) contributions 
to the funding of higher education, and 
what principles should underpin this 
balance – e.g. - accessibility, quality, 
social good, and economic good, to 
name a few. It will also be examining 
how funding is distributed across 
different disciplines.

Fun facts about university funding:

- Funding per student for higher 
education is around $7 600. The OECD 
average is $10 800

- Level of student contributions to the 
cost of higher education in Australia are 
significantly higher than the OECD  

- Sydney University has the highest 
proportion of funding made up from 
private sources (i.e. – alumni donations, 
bequests, etc) of any university in 
Australia

- The Panel’s definition of base funding 
is the funding provided under the 
Commonwealth Grant Scheme plus 
the associated domestic student 
contribution amounts (14.3 per cent 
of universities total revenue). Thus, 
according to this definition, base 
funding represents around 35.3 per 
cent of publicly funded universities’ 
total revenue. (Base Funding Review 
Consultation Paper)

- The amount of funding provided 
by the Government and the amount 
contributed by students currently 
varies from discipline to discipline (i.e. 
– from Law to Nursing) based on factors 
including the hazily defined “public 
good”, expected graduate income, and 
the cost of the degree. In other words a 
student doing Law pays higher fees than 
a student doing an Arts degree, because 
they are expected to have a higher 
graduate salary and earn more over the 
course of their working life (unlucky 
fellow Arts students). Similarly despite 
Nursing being an expensive course to 
run, students pay a low fee to study it, 
because it’s pretty universally viewed as 
being in the public good to have trained 
nurses.  

Many people view the BFR with 
suspicion at worst and apathy at 
best, suspecting that it will merely 
recommend a reshuffle of government 
funding instead of a real increase, and 
an increase to student fees to make 
up the undeniably necessary extra 
income for universities. I was similarly 
cynical at first, however after attending 
a stakeholder consultation in February, 
I’m feeling a little more optimistic…
about the eventual recommendations of 
the report at least. Whether or not the 
Government chooses to heed them is 
another question. 

Dr Jane Lomax-Smith (the BFR is also 
known as the Lomax-Smith review for 
those of you playing at home), the chair 
of the review, stated that the quality 
of university education has declined 
at a much greater rate than declines 
in funding would lead you to expect. 
She suggested that Voluntary Student 
Unionism, the explosion of IT and 
corresponding infrastructure, increased 
red tape, and more pressure on research 
output as reasons for the steepness 
in quality decline. We put forward the 
case for greater government funding 
of universities, citing overcrowded 
lectures, giant tutorials and seminars 
(which some might say are just a way 
of having 60 person tutorials and 
skipping the lecture component of 
a course, but then some people are 
sceptics), and a lack of tutor/lecturer 
consultation hours as some of the 
starkest examples of the inadequacies 
of higher education at the moment. We 
then asked Dr Lomax-Smith whether 
we were likely to see an increase in 
student fees as a recommendation 
of this review. She replied that many 
groups had put forward the view that 
“students are at breaking point as far as 
fees are concerned” and that she would 
be taking those views into account in 
developing the recommendations of the 
review. 

So what does this all mean? Well, as 
I mentioned earlier, submissions to 
the BFR close on the 31st of March. 
If you want to see an increase in the 
amount of government funding to 
higher education, and you DON’T want 
to see an increase to your own HECS 

debt, I’d definitely recommend making 
your own submission to the review. It 
doesn’t have to be long, it can be just a 
page or two outlining your experience 
of university, and what you’d like to see 
from this review. The SRC will also be 
putting together a lengthy submission, 
so if there are any points you have a 
burning desire to see included, send me 
an email. Similarly, if you want more 
information about anything I’m happy 
to talk with any keen beans about it in 
greater detail, again, just send me an 
email. You can also find all the official 
info about the review at http://www.
deewr.gov.au/HigherEducation/Policy/
Pages/BaseFundingReview.aspx.  

Have a great week!

PRESIDENT’S REPORT president@src.usyd.edu.au

twitter: @srcpresident

Donherra Walmsley

Get involved!
Course Readers Survey 
-Fill out our Course Reader 
survey at http://www.
surveymonkey.com/s/XRW7V36.

Become a member of the SRC!
Join in person at the SRC Office or the SRC Bookshop

Join a campaign! 
Check out our website 
(www.src.usyd.edu.au) for 
office bearer contact details

Base Funding Review - 
submissions close on the 31st of March.  
Contact the SRC President for more 
information.
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EDUCATION OFFICERS’ REPORT

GENERAL SECRETARY’S REPORT
Gen Sec Report – Uni Week 1 .

Welcome to your first week of semester 
1 for 2011!

I hope you had a wonderful O-Week. We 
are truly lucky to attend the University 
of Sydney. Other Universities simply 
do not have such wonderful clubs and 
societies. Their “O-Weeks” go for only 
one day or in some instances a couple 
of hours. Some even have week long 
O-Weeks. Judging by the Universities 
that do that though it is to say they are 
simply dragging out an unnecessary 
event for a university that... well… isn’t 
Sydney Uni! We have the University of 
Sydney Union (USU) to thank for that. 
Congratulations to O-Week Directors 
Jessica Priebee and Rosie Marks-Smith 
for doing such a wonderful job.

I hope you also had a chance to visit 
us at the SRC stalls during O-Week to 
meet us, join up and perhaps pick up 
a copy of our three 2011 handbooks 
– the O-Week Handbook, the Counter 

Course Handbook and the International 
Students Handbook. If you did not get 
a chance, I implore you to visit our 
offices located in the basement of the 
Wentworth building. We exist for one 
reason: To HELP you! So please come 
visit us and consider purchasing our 
paid membership. It is only with your 
support that we are able to continue 
providing access to our solicitor, case-
workers and services such as our second 
hand book shop (recently relocated to 
level 4 Wentworth) and this wonderful 
publication Honi Soit.

Our first scheduled meeting of the 
SRC is set for Wednesday 9th March. 
At this meeting I have proposed some 
changes to the SRC regulations. I plan 
on proposing regulation changes at all 
meetings of the SRC. This is because 
our constitution and regulations are 
severely out dated and need updating 
to ensure they are fair and relevant for 

all students. If you are interested in 
obtaining a copy of the agenda please 
visit the SRC website or feel free to 
email me. SRC meetings present a great 
opportunities for everyday students 
to have their voice heard. I highly 
encourage you to attend the meeting.

As we being to all recover from the 
exciting time that is O-Week and start 
to being consider getting involved in our 
studies for the semester it is important 
to remember that we are also here to 
have fun at University. If you feel that 
you are not being treated fairly by the 
university when it comes to adequately 
and reasonably completing your studies 
then please come visit us at the SRC. I 
know it is only week 1 but don’t forget 
we are here to help you!

As the excitement of O-Week has 
started to die down, and the reality of 
just another semester starts to set in, 
we thought it may be useful to provide 
some handy hints for issues that people 
commonly run into at this time of year.

1. As it turns out, Old Norse Beginners 
wasn’t for me… but I’ve already picked 
it!

Never fear, you need not suffer through 
a course that you realise is not for you 
in the first couple of weeks. In fact, you 
can change all of your subjects at your 
leisure up until Thursday, 31 March (the 
University Census Date for 2011). Even 
after that point, you can Discontinue-
Not-Fail (DNF) a subject until Friday, 
22 April.  If you are too lazy to have 
transferred out of a course you don’t 
like by then, you will have to suffer your 
poor choices.

2. Help! I am at uni 6 days a week, I 
don’t leave until midnight AAAND I 
have no time for lunch!

As two arts students, we have very little 
idea what a ‘full timetable’ actually 
looks like. We can probably imagine. 
Sucks to be you. Despite certain 
lecturers’ exclamations to the contrary, 
changing your timetable is relatively 
easy. The staff at Central Timetabling are 
friendly and keen to help. (Pro Tip: Go in 
with some idea of what you want your 
timetable to look like – it will make it 
easier to change later!)

3. My tutor smells. Is there anything I 
can do?

If you are not already aware, it will 
become evident quickly that not all 
tutors are created equal. If this becomes 
clear early on, you should talk to the 
friendly people at Central Timetabling 
and get them to swap you to a different 
time that you know to be taken by 
a better tutor. You can also change 
tutorials later in semester, but you need 
approval from the course coordinator, 
and a much more convincing reason (or 
plausible excuse).

4. Honi’s last feature (the map) was 
impractical for actually finding my way 
to class.

Whether it is your own inability to read 
a map, or the fact that the Education 
Building numbering was clearly 
organised by an individual lacking both 
numeric skill and spatial awareness, 
the people over at Central Timetabling 
have put together this handy gadget: 
http://web.timetable.usyd.edu.au/
venuebookings/venueDetails.jsp, which 
will set you right! You can thank us later.

5. I have no friends. This uni thing is so 
big, and I am so alone…

Joining the SRC’s Education Action 
Group is conveniently a cure for 
both start of semester boredom and 
sociological dysfunction! The EAG meets 
to discuss educational issues, and run 
campaigns relating to quality of, and 
access to education. If you’re interested 
in joining, but couldn’t find us at 
O-Week – shoot us an email!

education.officers@src.usyd.edu.au

general.secretary@src.usyd.edu.au

Pun of the Week: “Too many spiders in 
your house can turn it into a no fly zone.”

WOMENS OFFICERS’ REPORT womens.officers@src.usyd.edu.au

Women’s Collective starts up again this 
week after a busy and exciting O-Week. 
The response to the Women’s stall was 
overwhelming, clear in the number 
of ‘This is what a feminist looks like’ 
t-shirts that are now floating around 
campus. It was a testament to just how 
relevant feminism continues to be, 
despite frequent assertions that it is an 
antiquated concept, not relevant to our 
modern techno-generation.

It’s true that on the surface, many 
historical gender barriers have been 
eroded– there is more workforce 
participation, more choice and control 
over our bodies and relationships and a 
wider degree of personal freedom. That, 
and we have a female prime minister, so 
things must be looking up, right? 

 In some ways, yes. Yet in others, these 
surface level freedoms just disguise the 
more insidious issues facing women that 
are still very much part of Australian 
culture. There is an entrenched and 
widening gender-pay gap and glass 
ceiling. Abortion remains in the 
criminal code. One in three women 
will experience sexual assault in her 
lifetime. Advertising and the media 
consistently present degrading and 
objectifying portraits of women. We 
continue to interact, understand our 
society and socialise our children within 
a strict male/female gender binary that 
encourages stereotypes, essentialism 
and social exclusion, and contains little 
room for deviation. 

The Women’s Collective is a group of 

feminists who come together once a 
week to discuss these issues, share 
experiences and plan campaigns to 
create change. The group is autonomous 
– only people who identify as women, 
in whole or part, can join (this includes 
anyone who has been socialised as a 
woman, assigned female at birth, or has 
lived experiences as a woman).

Autonomy is a contested concept, 
clear in the many negative responses 
at O-week – particularly the idea that 
having a Women’s Collective and not 
a Men’s Collective is sexist. I guess the 
point is that we live in a patriarchal 
society, where men are still dominant 
in most areas of personal and political 
life. Being male is a privileged position 
in mainstream society, and contains 

inherent power through the way 
in which men are socialised. In this 
context, autonomous spaces try to 
ensure that women’s voices are heard, 
supported and strengthened within 
an environment which values their 
experiences as primary, not subordinate. 
In other words, the whole world is still 
a men’s collective – we just want one 
room!

Women’s Collective Meetings...

So if you’re interested in feminism or 
curious about what we do, come along 
to collective. We meet on Wednesdays 
at 1pm in the Holme Women’s Room.
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CROSSWORD
JIM “WICKHEAD THE MUSICAL” FISHWICK

8. I creamed reform of socialised health 
fund (8)
9. A denial, and a shelf (without 
copyright) for a waterproof jacket (6)
10. Headless Camel, for example, is an 
Audrey Tatou film (6)
11. Goodfellas director has direction over 
changing cuts (8)
12. NRL team even lose, oddly (4)
14. Poet, mostly? (3)
15. Initially, Keanu uses Neo’s guns for 
understanding martial art (4,2)
17. Search through liquor meter a long 
time (7)
19. I said to let go of conjunctivitus 
treatment (7)
22. Code P! Loyal core is to move troops 
into position (6)
23. Detection ends type of atom (3)
24. Concept of Apple’s deer announced? 
(4)
25. Intellectuals nearly nuts without 
thousands and direction (8)
28. Sombre fish and heartless men (6)
31. Forklift for Mr. Dylan and kitten (6)
32. Fellatio Country coastline (8)

1. Period name (4)
2. Mount Pentecostal church without 
song? (4)
3. e.e. said “effortlessness”? (4)
4. Ew! Semen splattered Richard 
Morecroft and Kerry O’Brien (7)
5. Shakesperean villian is compiler in the 
past (4)
6. Aggravated nerd owes change (8)
7. Boat pushers are some pigs (4)
13. Prelude has to hide! (5)
14. Throw ball forcefully at Canadian city 
without Pooh, we hear (3)
16. Chilled ref moves around Australia (5)
18. Hipsters’ musical instrument is old - I 
came, unfortunately (8)
20. Over there, the bald one from Tripod 
(3)
21. First, punch Iran and half of half a 
dangerous animal (7)
26. Cold and hot? (4)
27. Carpets moat second without love (4)
28. George the Irish playwright reads The 
Beach (4)
29. Little time for a sing-song voice (4)
30. Administrator has small car (4)

CRYPTIC
ACROSS! DOWN!

Rating: MA 15+.

PsEudoku

CROSSWORD

The perimeter of the grid (clockwise from 1-down) will reveal a clichéd end to stories. (4,1,4,2,3,2,3,3,1,5)
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GADDAFI PROPOSES STALEMATE

Jack Ellsington
Member of The Southern Hemisphere

Newsographer

Sarah Treacle
Professional Tobogganist / Journalist

INSIDE

NRL PLAYER HAS A QUIET 
NIGHT IN

Death toll reaches 30 
P.4

Eating good tonight!  
P.15

Now two degrees above zero 
P.35

FREE FLU VACCINE 
WITH EVERY ISSUE

Unfortunately, we gave you polio.

WHO WILL WIN THE 
STATE ELECTION?

It could be you!

CRICKET WORLD 
CUP CONTINUES

Can Ricky Ponting avenge his father’s death?

Another innocent life was claimed last 
night when Petunia Meyers, 83, was 
killed in hospital. Police attribute the 
death to the now-infamous Cancer 
Killer, who left his signature calling card 
– cancer – in her body.

“She was such a kind soul. We never 
thought this would happen to her,” said 
her oncologist Dr. Norton.

Mrs. Meyers died surrounded by friends 
and family, all of whom are now suspects.

 “There was no sign of a struggle, so 
we suspect either she knew her killer 
or he was a medical professional,” said 
Sergeant Brunswick in a statement 
today. “We now have three main 
suspects – Dr. Norton, Nurse Jones, or 
cancer.”

With the Cancer Killer now approaching 
his six thousandth kill this month, the 
government is doubling security on all 
hospitals in the state.

“He snuck into Mrs. Meyers’ room, and 
in front of over ten people, killed her 
and left as a calling-card the very cancer 
she was being treated for,” said Sergeant 
Brunswick. “Clearly we’re dealing with 
a killer whose sense of irony is matched 
only by his sadism.”

CRICKET WORLD CUP 
HEATS UP

ONE HORSE TOWN 
ACQUIRES SECOND HORSE

Muammar al-Gaddafi, “ruler” of the 
North African state of Libya, yesterday 
issued a widely-televised speech in which 
he publically declared to his populace, 
“Good game, and thanks for playing. 
We’ve all had a good run - but let’s call a 
nation-wide draw before things get ugly.”

He paused for a moment to switch off a 
television behind him, upon which Libyan 
rebels were storming a government 
stronghold. “Okay, guys, I get it. You 
fought hard and well, but it’s time to 
give it up. We both know we’re evenly 
matched.” He ducked instinctively as a 
car alarm was set off in the street.

By this point in the address, the poor 

lighting inside the studio revealed that 
his brow was covered in sweat, which 
implied that the studio was extremely 
hot.

“I mean, really,” he began to say. “What 
would you do if you won, anyhow? Does 
any one of you have the experience 
needed to oppress and subdue six million 
people? I do. Do you even know how to 
run a panopticon? I do. Let me tell you: 
you’re barking up the wrong tree.”

He smiled, adding, “Look, we all made 
mistakes. But don’t make the mistake of 
electing some nobody to the head office. 
He could be even worse than me. I’m 
the lesser evil of three, four, or even six 
million angrily protesting evils.”

A nervous aide lent in to screen and 

began to whisper advice in the ear 
of Gaddafi. His smile remained fixed 
throughout - if anything, his smile and 
eyes appeared to grow wider. Our fact-
checkers at The Garter call this, technical 
ly speaking, the ‘rictus’.

“I have just been informed that the 
number of protestors per capita is the 
largest in history. That’s commendable, 
guys, it really is.” He applauded, his 
shaking hands clearly overwhelmed with 
pride. “Isn’t that a great place to leave 
it, though? It’s such an achievement, but 
you won’t be able to follow through with 
it.”

He closed with the suggestion that, 
“maybe I could get you all into the 
Guiness Book of World Records. 
Wouldn’t that be great?”

Alex Garland

The Southern Hemisphere, in a 
rare statement, has demanded an 
explanation from Nature over what the 
fuck happened in the last few months.

“It seemed like everything was 
going really well,” said the Southern 
Hemisphere, “everything was cool. 
We worked well together. Then out 
of nowhere Nature unleashes this 
maelstrom of absolute crazy.” 

Nature, in an unprecedented attack, 
allegedly just went completely fucking 
nuts one day and out of nowhere 
started shovelling steaming piles of shit 
on the Southern Hemisphere over and 
over, reports indicate. 

“It is truly [fucking] ridiculous,” said 
natural sciences expert Jonas Klout, 
“Nature is usually predictable, at least 
to some degree. It’s fair and balanced. 
However, lately it seems that Nature 
has, in scientific terms, lost the fucking 
farm and started going postal.”

Rumours of strained ties between the 
Southern Hemisphere and Nature have 
persisted through the past summer with 
the latest incident considered to be 
the straw which broke the camel’s back 
followed by the 4 tonne pylon placed 
over the straw which crushed the camel 
into a fine paste. Then someone shot 
the camel.

Witness reports suggest Nature has 
been a “total dick” for some time now 

with no signs of it stopping any time 
soon. 

The Bureau of Meteorology has 
predicted that the climate of the 
Southern Hemisphere can go fuck itself 
and continue doing so for as long as 
necessary.

“Seriously,” said senior Meteorologist 
Michael Andrews “I have dealt with 
some arsehole weather in my 30 years 
as a professional meteorologist but 
I mean - the satellite image was just 
flipping the bird at me. That’s the kind 
of douchebag we’re dealing with here.”

In a recent address Prime Minister 
Gillard suggested that she never even 
liked Nature with Opposition Leader 
Tony Abbott adding that he once even 
told Nature that it sucked, right to its 
face and everything.

“I mean, what the hell are clouds 
anyway?” asked Abbott “Bullshit. That’s 
what.”

A press conference with Nature has 
been scheduled Thursday at which it is 
expected that Nature will probably pull 
some kind of douche move like making 
clouds rain piss on everyone somehow.

SOUTHERN HEMISPHERE TO NATURE: INFAMOUS 
CANCER KILLER 
STRIKES AGAIN

WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT!?

THE TRUEST WORDS

LIBERALS NO LONGER SEE 
THE NEED TO CAMPAIGN

Believe position can “only be hurt” by 
people hearing their policies 

P.2

WITH EVERY ISSUE

Unfortunately, we gave you polio.

CUP CONTINUES

Can Ricky Ponting avenge his father’s death?

CUP CONTINUES

Can Ricky Ponting avenge his father’s death?

CUP CONTINUES

Can Ricky Ponting avenge his father’s death?

Not pictured: Compassion



Opinion The Garter Press

What has God done for us? A kitten in a sack

Li’l Lenny

With Rocky P. Duke
Son of  the Owner of   
The Garter Press.
Aged 5.

John Appleby
Candidate for Senate

The Hard Line IT IS TIME WE 
DISCUSSED THE 
DIVINITY OF 
TRUCKASAURUS

Daddy said that if  I wanted 
to write for the Garta then 
I had to write about things 
that are important like the 
situation in Libya so I’m 
going to write about the 
situation in Libya because 
it’s important.

Libya sounds like Libby 
and there’s a yucky girl in 
my class called Libby who 
has girl germs but anyway 
in Libya there’s a man 
called Gadaf  – gaddarf   - 
girraffey – I can’t spell it 
but anyway he wears funny 
hats sometimes and he’s 

been in charge of  Libya for 
aaaaaaaaggggggeeeeesssssss 
so people are getting upset. 
He’s a bit of  a meanie-
cuckoo. It’s like when 
Libby was on the slide in 
the playground for nearly 
the whole playtime and 
was mean to everyone 
and wouldn’t share and 
everybody got sick of  it 
so then we all made her 
get off  the slide but then 
sometimes she and her 
friends who do ballay (they 
wear pink! Yuck!) still go on 
the slide.

 

I think that if  a meanie-
cuckoo like Giraffey or the 
mean man in Egypt is in 
charge of  everyone for a 
while then everyone will get 
upset and want to change 
things. So what I would do 
is I would make a rule that 
you can only be in charge 
for a little while and then 
you have to get off  the 
slippery slide.

That is how I would do 
things.

                 

God has driven me to 
the senate my friends. I 
stand before you as a man 
blessed. It’s true that I have 
faced hardships in my time, 
that I have laid low many 
troubles and been laid low 
myself, but it is also true 
that I have stood up again 
and again. It is that Christ-
given resiliency that has led 
me to my candidancy for 
the Senate.

I have walked beside Christ 
in my time, have been 
carried and loved by Him 

through all I have suffered.
 I could not have reached 
this position by my merits 
alone.  I have been judged 
on those merits, that much 
is true, but I am not here 
just because I am the best 
man for the job, though 
that too is true.

God has given me his 
support and, through 
his infinite wisdom and 
grace, he has given me the 
support of  the people I 
represent. God has given 
me a second chance at 

a life worth living; he 
has given me forgiveness 
and he has given me the 
opportunity to represent 
you in the highest office I 
know.

God has kept me warm 
against the coldest winds, 
stood by me in the darkest 
depths of  my struggle. I 
would not be here without 
him, but here I am: by 
God’s divine will I have 
become your senator and if  
God wills it, I will become 
much more.

Fellow carnival residents, 
I regret to inform you 
that I have not called this 
meeting to discuss our fair 
fair’s cheeses. I am aware 
that this is the reason I 
gave for the meeting and 
the reason many of  you 
are here today; however 
the issue that I intend to 
bring up is one that weighs 
heavier on my mind than 
any cheese could possibly 
weigh on the stomach. 

I am here tonight to 
publicly doubt the divinity 
of  Truckasaurus. 

I understand your shock. 
Until recently I had not 
questioned the godhood 
of  Truckasaurus, viewing 
him with the same mix of  
fervour and truck-based joy 
as yourselves, but Steven 
has given me cause to 
doubt our metal deity. He 
is a false prophet! Friends, 
Romans, Carny-men, lend 
me your ears!

If  Truckasaurus is, as 
Steven says, possessed of  
power and compassion 
beyond imagining, why is 
there such hardship within 

our ranks? If  Truckasaurus 
can use his fiery breath to 
burn away disease, why is 
that fiery breath used only 
on our sacrificial cars? 

Mighty Gabonzo, I know 
you would welcome respite 
for your weight-chapped 
hands. If  Truckasaurus’ 
ears are as strong as his 
mighty claws he has heard 
you tossing and turning 
in the night, yet he does 
nothing! Steven claims that 
Truckasaurus is powerful, 
wise beyond measure, 
and both a truck and a 
dinosaur. I say to you that 
Steven is a liar, a liar and a 
cheat, and not in the okay 
way that everyone who 
works at a carnival is a liar 
and a cheat.

Truckasaurus is a lie, 
gentlemen. A pleasant, fire-
breathing lie.

Kitten in a sack

Did God put me in a sack?

Is that what this is? I 
feel like this is a sack. 
Is everyone always in a 
sack? If  we are, we should 
change it and make it so 
that no-one is ever in a 
sack. If  we all got out, 
none of  us would be in a 
sack and we’d all be out in 
the big hard warm thing 
from the sky. We’d get 
patted by big hands.

Is the whole world burlap? 
Did God make the whole 
world burlap? If  there’s 

anywhere in the world 
that’s not burlap I would 
like to be there as soon as 
possible. Any part of  the 
world that’s not full of  
screaming, or clawing, or 
faces being rubbed against 
rough, rough sackcloth. 
Anywhere in the world like 
that, I’d love to be there.

Why’s He making me fly? 
God already has birds for 
flying, and birds fly fine 
without being wrapped 
in burlap along with their 
screaming, scratching 
brothers and sisters. Birds 

John Appleby

don’t have to hit water 
this hard and feel it soak 
into their fur. I’m sorry, 
whoever I’m standing on. 
I’m sorry this isn’t the 
other way around. Please, 
stop screaming!

Stop screaming, everyone! 
I’m trying to think! 

What am I trying to think 
about? Did God put me in 
a sack? 

Why did God put me in a 
sack?
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NEXT WEEK

Elliot Mack writes, “I have a pretty 
handy way to spice up your morning 
eggs.” This would be more convincing 
if  you inclued a recipe of  some kind, 
Elliot. 

Katie from Dubbo joins our “Why 
do Bumblebees fly?” debate, saying: 
“maybe they can fly because they 
really really want to fly.” Unlikely, 
Katie.
 
Lucy of  Aberforth says, “I have taken 
to supplementing my modest income 
concomitantly with a variety of  
extramarital excursions!” The term is 
‘prostitute’, Lucy. Good luck!

John Trenwith of  Kogarah says he 
hasn’t been out of  the house in thirty 
years. “My house is my entire world!” 
If  that were the case, how could you 
leave even if  you wanted to? We’ve run 
rings around you logically, John.

“I’m not dead!” writes Evie 
Blakehurst. Haha - sure you are, Evie. 
Look forward to your next message.

Julian Mahmoud, Randwick, says, 
“Dear Garter, I have lost my dog.” 
Well, Julian - you haven’t lost your 
mind, or your eyesight. So you’re two 
ahead! Also, I ran over your dog.

“Why do we insist upon a balance of  
views in the political spectrum when 
a true balance would be representative 
of  the electorate rather than exactly 
equal?” asks Dee Duck. Your name 
sounds like a cartoon character, Dee.

On the subject of  global warming, 
Kyle Antwerp has this to say: “Bears 
don’t like cold.” At last, something 
bears and I don’t have in common, 
Kyle!

John from Mascot asks “have you met 
my cousin George?” We haven’t, John. 
But we would love to.

The Garter Press has put a 
bounty on the head of

COLUMN∞

Enjoy the tasty chocolate! 
And also the not-so-tasty 

bullets.

Julian Larnach, Charlie 
Mitchell, Michael Richardson, 
Adam Chalmers, Neada 
Bulseco, Bridie Connell, 
Laurence Rosier Staines, Tom 
Walker and James Colley

By Theodore J. Wallows

WITCH HUNTS IN SALEM
Catches wild fawn!

TAKE OUR FRESH QUIZ
Is your boyfriend a stud 

or a raptor?

SERIAL KILLER STRIKES 
AGAIN

Refuses to work without better 
publicity.

FOR SALE

CLASSIFIEDS LOST

WANTED

DEATHS

SERVICES

CAREERS

MY SENSE OF SELF: 
Does anyone know who I 
AM? Call Nicole Brennan, 
0401325475.

PASSWORD: To my email. 
Safety hint is ‘password’. I am 
going to try ‘password’ Yes. It 
was ‘password’. Good day.

LEECH KIT: Holy Jesus I’ve 
lost my leech kit. How will I 
keep my leeches?! PLEASE 
CALL LEECHY. 95774619.

MT KILIMANJARO: This 
majestic berg, the largest 
freestanding mountain in 
the world, was stolen from 
my backyard last Tuesday. 
Start by questioning my 
neighbours. They insist it’s 
in Africa. But they say that 
about a lot of  things.

KENYA: Same as above.

LARGE PSYCHIC 
MAMMAL: Rhino what 
you’re thinking...

TED DANSON: Who 
knows where he’s dancin’ to!

BEACHBALL: I have your 
beach ball. Do you want your 
beach ball back? Seems like 
you can’t have any beach-
fun without it? Eh? $2.50. 
Meet me by the big elm tree 
at midnight. Come alone. 
0408543211

MUD IN A JAR: I found 
this mud and had it jarred. 
Very rare. Valued at a jar of  
mud. The jar is not for sale. 
0402353211

A ROBOT: Performs robot 
tasks like opening cans and 
nothing else. May actually be 
a can opener. 45886301

LOUIS MCGILL: Family 
man, humanist and serial 
jaywalker. See you in hell, 
Louis. 
 
HEALTH INSPECTOR: 
Didn’t have enough time to 
label our soup inedible. Soup 
is therefore edible.

BUTLER: Fussy, messy 
teenager can’t clean up after 
himself, evidently needs a 
butler. CALLING YOUR 
BLUFF THOMAS. THIS 
COMES OUT OF YOUR 
ALLOWANCE FOR THE 
NEXT TEN YEARS.

DOG-CATCHER: We 
throw ‘em, you catch ‘em. 
1800-HURLADOG.

AN ALIBI: For March 12th. 
I am going to kill a guy. Any 
ideas?

LOVELESS MARRIAGE: 
Sick of  finding love 
everywhere I go, just want a 
practical, cordial relationship. 
No touching.

BRING ME PETER PAN: 
On VHS. I will pay up to but 
not including $7.

FIRST YEAR STUDENT: 
Just kidding. We can spot 
you.

Listen not to the lies of  my 
friend and rival J.S. Krech. 
You will know the words of  
Theodore J. Wallows when 
they are shouted at you from 
a man of  integrity. A man 
such as Theodore J. Wallows.
 
While it is true that I did 
kill Krech’s pet wolf  I must 
clarify that this was for sport 
and no profit whatsoever. As 
you will understand I found it 
necessary for Kresch to know 
that I was capable of  killing 
his wolf. The same goes for 
his children.
 
Now it is time for you to hear 
the words from my mouth 
and read the words from my 

quill. I have seen things you 
could never see, but I will tell 
you about them. You will sit 
and I will regale. You will 
laugh. You will cry. You will 
run for your lives.

Soon, you will realise that 
when Theodore J. Wallows 
promises something he 
delivers. Whether that 
promise was to a business 
man, a widow mother, the 
lord almighty, or the tiniest 
fawn.
 
Know this. The sun goes 
away at night because I tell 
it to leave and it only returns 
when it is certain I am asleep.
It is my boundless courage 

alone that keeps the moon in 
the night sky and away from 
your children.
 
If  it were up to me I would 
kill every last one of  you.
 
You may ask yourself  “what 
does Theodore J. Wallows 
want?” I will answer your 
question with another 
question: Why are you on 
fire?
 
This is the kind of  integrity I 
swear to you. Fire integrity.
 
YOU WILL NEVER SEE 
THEODORE J. WALLOWS 
CRY. 

I cannot stress this enough. 
Tears have no place in the 
business world and my world 
is the business world. I would 
no sooner tolerate tears 
than I would tolerate low 
productivity or a wild fawn 
walking unshot.

 
What kind of  a man is 
Theodore J. Wallows? 
Theodore J. Wallows is the 
kind of  man you need for 
your business. 
 
Please find attached a copy 
of  my resume and a single 
feather stolen off  an eagle. 

Also find an eagle. Stolen 
from its mother. 

Yours faithfully,

 
 
 
 
Theodore J. Wallows, 
Man of  Integrity.

STATE ELECTION CONTINUES
New South Wales tipped to win.

ARMAGENODOS THE 
INVINCIBLE: Will kill 
whatever needs killing 
(one key exception). No 
job too big or small, except 
Armagenodos the Invincible.

PERSONALS

By Theodore J. Wallows

38 YO, M from SYD. TDH, 
GSOH, NS, ND, works 
F/T. FYI, will give LOL 
ASAP. No BRBs, CUs or 
STIs. We can meet F2F or be 
NIFC, IYKWIM. ABCDEF 
GHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVW 
XYZ. THX, TTYS. 
Sorry, I just had a stroke.

PUBLIC NOTICE: The 
public will be sold today at 
Town Hall at 4:30 pm. The 
funds will be used to buy a 
skatepark used by no one! 
 
HAPPY BIRTHDAY: Sally 
Jenkins of  Artarmon. Hope 
you enjoy the new pony. 
Good luck finding a liver. 
Much love, Dr. Cancer.

Businessman, Gentleman

What kind of a man is  
Theodore J. Wallows

Theodore J. Wallows
man of integrity

TODAY TONIGHT HAS BEST 
COVERAGE OF TAMWORTH 

DISASTER
Today Tonight credits their 

flamethrower.

ADVICE FROM THE 
WIRELESS

with Earl Leslie Swires

-   how to tell if YOUR wife is the Hun!
-   where best to check your bod for 
gangreneous lumps
-   the exact amount to shortchange a 
mouthy porter by
-   five telltale signs to spot a foreigner
-   why you should always carry with 
you a pocket handkerchief
-   E.E. Cummings - not racist enough?

tune in Saturdays at tea time!






