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Get your James Bond on and come along to 
POKER NIGHT	at	Hermann’s.	Royal	flush?	Go	fish.	FREE.

7 P M
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If you’re not afraid of ghosts, head over to 
Rookwood Cemetery to check out HIDDEN, a sculpture 
exhibition that invites artists’ responses to the cemetery, 
death	and	life.	Sunrise	to	sunset,	FREE.	Til	8th	May.

a ll day

 MARY	POPPINS	flies	into	town	today	and	is	
staying til July! Hoorah! Lap up the lavish proudction, 
wonderful music, brilliant cast and delightful whimsy at 
the Capitol Theatre. $90- 132.50

4-9:3 0 p m

The colourful and hilarious SIR	TERRY	
PRATCHETT is in Sydney! He’s giving a talk at the 
Opera House: ‘Imagination, not Intelligence, made us human.’ 
Oo! Thinking caps on! $20-30.  

5 P M

8 P M - 1 2A M

   LOVEJAM	MUSIC	FESTIVAL	at Beach 
Road Hotel, Bondi! 12 hours of reggae, rock, blues, 
latin	and	acoustic	music.	The	beers	are	flowing,	te	
foods are frying and the music is pumping. 

1 2A M-1 2 P M

Thinkin’ time! Check out THE	GREAT	
COMEDY	DEBATE:	TABOO	OR	NOT	TABOO at the 
Virgin	Mobile	Metro	Theatre.	See	a	cast	of	great	
comedians	decide	how	far	is	too	far.	$34/38

9.3 0 P M

If you fancy some debating closer to home, 
Sydney	Uni	houses	some	of	Australia’s	finest	

debaters, so come and watch them argue! Head along to 
the Withdrawing Room in Holme Building for Round 1 of 
the JOHN	HOWARD	DEBATING	CUP.	$12	Access/	$18	GA

8 p M

You’re	feeling	like	you	want	to	see	a	sweet	gig	
or maybe do something nice for the world. Do both! 
Head	over	to	The	Annandale,	see	THE	PAPER	SCISSORS 
and	help	raise	funds	for	Epilepsy	Australia.	$10

7:3 0 P M

Are	you	nearing	the	end	of	your	degree	and	
have no idea what you’ll do once you pass the the gates 
for	good?		At	the	MIDYEAR	GRADUATE	EXPO, talk to 
academic	experts	in	the	Maclaurin	Hall	in	the	Quad.	 

4-7 P M

	Missing	Summer?	Don’t	know	anything	about	
Germany,	bikinis	or	German	Bikinis?	The	GERMAN	
FILM	FESTIVAL knows all about it. Check out ‘Bikini 
Revolution’ at Palace Theatre Newtown, $14.40

8:3 0 p m

Shhhh!!!! The SILENT DISCO hits Eastern 
Ave	today	at	12pm.	Come	along,	get	down,	and	
enjoy the bemused expressions of passers by!     
Music	by	DJ	Rock	Lobster	and	Andy	Fraser.	

1 2-3 P M

ELVIS COSTELLO is playing! Elvis is most 
definitely	IN	the	building!	The	State	Theatre	that	is!	Woo!	
$119! But it’s Elvis Costello! EEEEEEEE!!!!!

8 P M

Remember how we told y’all about JURASSIC	
LOUNGE?	Well	it’s	closing	night	tonight,	so	make	
the most of your last chance to drink and dance 
with	dinos!	Australian	Museum,	$15.	Til	9.30pm.

5.3 0 P M

PICK OF   
The WEEKThe WEEK

 knows all about it. Check out ‘Bikini 
Revolution’ at Palace Theatre Newtown, $14.40

SKILL OF THE WEEK: 

    Have a fascination with fire? Tired of making a flamethrower 

with your deodorant can? Like the sound of a cheap fire bomb? 

Well my friend, you are a pyromaniac, and you have come to the 

right place. You know those neat sparkler things you put on your 

birthday cake? The ones that never light evenly and always burn 

your hand as you try. Well fuck the cake, let’s make a firework.

    Start by shredding the outside of the sparklers into the bowl, 

you can do this easily by bending them back and forth. Make sure 

to leave one sparkler for a fuse. Once done, knead into a powder 

and pour into one of your water bottle lids (use a piece of paper 

for assistance if necessary). Now with the other bottle cap make a 

hole in the top, then tape this lid over the other lid, enclosing the 

powder. Finally, insert the remaining sparkler (fuse) into the hole 

previously created and Voila!     Now you might be thinking about how well this would work 

against that pesky dog around the corner that scares the holy 

cheese crackers out of you every time you walk past. I mean, it’s 

not even a cute dog.       DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT IT. Sicko. 

ANDY FRASER definitely isn’t a pyro.

How to make a firework

A

A

A
A

A

A

  	FBi	presents	SEEKAE	at	Manning	
Bar. Dub, classical, house, electronica...it’s hard to 
pin the sound down. It’ll make you move though!        
$12.75	+bf	Access/$15	+bf	GA

SAT
16th

Materials: Packet of sparklers, two water bottle lids, sticky tape, lighter.
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20
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MICHAEL RICHARDSON vs. The Con’s 
Kim pt. II.
NEADA BULSECO says hello to your 
little friend... AUJS, that is.
SHANNON CONNELLAN gets art smart.
HONILEAKS is spraying all over this 
shiznit.

WILLIAM MOLLERS speaks about 
spokes and stuff.
JIM FISHWICK cured his kung 
fuddlement.

MONICA CONNORS finds the funny 
with comedian David O’Doherty.

Foreign Correspondant, CHRIS 
MARTIN, sits in on the courtcase 
that is rocking The Philippines and 
the journalism community.

CINDY CHONG sucks a mean 
screen punch.
FELIX SUPERNOVA goes 3D. Navi?
LAURENCE ROSIER-STAINES dusts 
off the ol’ German film reel.
SAMANTHA HAWKER sunned it up 
at the Surry Hills Festival.
HANNAH RYAN, art victim.
PHILLIP ROSER hip hip hippity 
hopped.
HANNAH BRUCE is Jersey-bound.

Roughly 6’2”, brown hair and eyes 
with a tanned complexion. Enjoys 
reading and water sports, also enjoys 
the odd splash of red with dinner.

FARRAGO
TOM HARRIS-BRASSIL posts a plea    
to Bazza.
DOMINIC DIETRICH dives in.
ROB CHIARELLA refuses to write 
about shoes.
ELIZABETH CAMERON defends her 
hood.
BRIDIE CONNELL and JAMES COLLEY 
battle Black against The Biebs.
REUBEN STONE declares “Anarchy!” BENNY DAVIS will cross your words 

before you cross swords.

08

07 WILLIAM HAINES is on the search. 
The search for statesmen.
JAMES COLLEY reports on the newest 
news that ever there was!

16 PAGE ... 16?
NATHAN HARMOND takes you far, 
far away.

10
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Yoda - We, the editors of Honi Soit, wish to 
apologise for our misguided venture 
in the world of movie producing. 
Our diversion of two weeks worth 
of funding to produce the movie 
SkateGoat was wildly misguided. The 
gross anti-Polish sentiment, graphic 
reinterpration of the Battle of Hastings 
and the now infamous Crack-O-
Lantern scene were well beyond our 
elected capacities. For this we are 
sorry. 

Honi Soit retracts the word ‘Alias’ from 
last weeks article titled ‘Union Poltics’.

DAD JOKE OF THE WEEK:

How to make a firework

What do you call a 
sleeping cow on a construction site?
A BULLDOZER.

Are you   ?

Because I’ve been trying 

to find you forever!
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More 
trouble at 
The Con, 
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proof!
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YOU THERE! Love us? Hate us? If you’ve 
got an opinion on something in these 
pages, we want to hear it! Hit us up at:

let
t

ers
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THE
EDITORIAL

INFERENCES UNFAIRLY MADE
Dear Honi

I refer to last week’s article by Andy Fraser on the 
USU Special General Meeting. My concern is with 
two unfair inferences it contained.

First, the article only considered the merits of 
the proposal in question: to enable outgoing 
board directors to vote on who will fill the roles 
of executive members and committee chairs. 
The implication was therefore that the proposal’s 
opponents did so on purely political grounds. 
However, as even the motions’ proposers 
acknowledged, this was an unconventional step 
in corporate governance justified by the Union’s 
unique operations. This concession suggests 
that there might actually be some issues with 
this change. Most notably, what would happen 
if an executive was elected without the majority 
support of the board members it would work 
with? This raises questions of accountability to 
members and the board’s overarching vision 
and cohesiveness. Additionally, some argue that 
those directors who have already been elected to 
board should not be afforded this prerogative as 
USU members did not vote for them with this in 
mind. Hence one unsuccessful amendment was to 
make this change operative from 2013 meaning 
that future board directors would be voted with 
a full understanding of this mandate and to avoid 
the changes being impugned by allegations of 
politiking. Lastly, the political tensions hinted at by 
Fraser suggests that a balanced article should have 
properly considered the motivations of both sides 
of the debate.  

Second, Fraser misconstrues the nature of student 
politics. He notes that that the only directors 
opposed to the motion were from political factions. 
Left unexplained, this implicitly plays on student 
antagonism towards the influence of political 
parties on campus, something which I share very 
much. However, in student politics, one does not 
need to come from a political party to be part of 
a faction or operate ‘factionally’. Student politics 
operates very much on patronage and mutual 

support whether it be due to political allegiances 
or friendship. These dynamics arguably are 

in evidence in this case, regardless of the 

labels you place on the groups involved. 

More fundamentally, it must be asked if 
the Board’s priorities are in the right place. 
Governance reform is undoubtedly important- 
especially in ensuring that it is merit and not 
politics that drives appointments. But as Honi has 
previously reported, the apparent fragmentation 
of the Board may undermine its capacity to 
address the very real existential challenges it 
faces. After all, what’s the point of being elected 
President if you don’t have a Union to run?  

Anshu De Silva Wijeyeratne

Law IV 

ENOUGH ALREADY.
Dear Honi,

Firstly, I would like to congratulate you on your 
article on the Con. It is nice to read some news 
that a) is relevant to the University and b) is 
not about student politics. Speaking of student 
politics... enough already! If I see another fake 
opinion letter regarding then Union that will be 
end of my readership. I find it hard to understand 
why you push the openly racist behaviour of 
Secretary-General Chad Sidler to the back pages 
and get hung up on spending caps from last May’s 
USU Elections. I guess you prefer “old news”. 

Ally Chappell

Law IV

Editors notes:  
i) We, as editors, have no editorial input over the 
SRC office bearer pages and thus cannot regulate 
content. 

ii) To prevent the printing of letters under fake 
names in the future, please provide contact details 
so we can verify you are who you say you are. 
Don’t worry, these details won’t be printed and if 
you want to be/remain anonymous that’s still cool.

You there! In your Zomfort Cone! Mark my 
words, Honi this week will prise you out of your 
plushy, warm safe space with an editorial spatula 
and send you hurtling into the risky realms of 
wonderment, fear, happiness and just plain anger.

Honi has a 35cm long history of sitting squarely on 
the pulse of Sydney University. This week, we roam! 
We’ll sit beside you chewing on investigation cigars 
and swilling short glasses of Truth Rum, as you 
savour the pages of this week’s Honi.

We’re hand-delivering you news, reviews 
and interviews from pulses aplenty, from the 
scullduggery afoot at the Conservatorium to the 
festive streets of Surry Hills and the politically 
tittering realms of Eastern Avenue. Gear up and 
hold strong with this week’s feature from foreign 
correspondent Chris Martin, reporting from the 
troubled regions of the Philippines.

“The world is in your hands or it’s at your throat,” 
droned great prophet and philosopher Julian 
Casablancas. This, friends, has little to do with 
anything I’ve just written.

If this editorial has you addled… 

BLAM! IGUANAS!

During the recent Ramones tour Andrew 
Khedoori trudged through torrential rain, 
squalls, thunder and lightning to the Hordern 
Pavilion and spoke with Johnny Ramone.

The Ramones have been said to influence 
many commercially successful bands and yet 
the Ramones themselves have never been 
a major commercial success. Does that ever 
frustrate you?

To some extent. I mean I wouldn’t want every 
jerk in the world coming to see us. I like to have 
the people I feel are intelligent music listeners 
and big fans of rock ‘n’ roll coming. You don’t 
want people who listen to Top 40 radio coming 
to see you. But at the same time you like to 
be appreciated and sometimes you feel like a 
little more appreciation would be nice. At times 
during your career it gets a little frustrating. But 
I’m happy and thankful for the success we’ve 
had and it’s been great and a lot of fun.

There are people who are hardcore followers 
of the Ramones and then those who 
deliberately avoid your music. What type of 
image do you think people who stay away 
conjure up about the Ramones?

It’s part of rock and roll you know. I guess they 
think you’re getting all fucked up and having 
a wild time. But it’s work. Everything revolves 
around playing the show for the day and just 
making sure you give 100% and that all the fans 
have a good time and they like it.
[Our music’s] for real rock ‘n’ roll fans. It’s for 
young kids. As people get older they get more 
mellowed so they go “Oh I used to come and 
see you guys but now I’m too old.” People think 
they’re old when they’re not old.

What other type of music do you get into?

I’m not quite the same fan of music that I was 
before I started. I don’t know if music has really 
reached a low point nowadays. But I guess I 
like all the punk stuff from ‘74 to now; from the 
Sex Pistols to the Clash and Dead Kennedys and 
Black Flag. So basically I’m a fan of punk rock. 
Some of the speed metal I like a little bit like 
Motorhead, AC/DC. My favourite stuff is early 
rock ‘n’ roll; fifties and early sixties stuff. I have 
a juke box at home and I’ll put in all the old 45’s 
from ‘58 to ‘64 and just keep it like that.But 
nowadays you put on the radio and it’s just a 
bunch of crap. 

Did you ever think the Ramones would last this 
long?

No. I hoped to be able to do an album and that 
was it. My long range goal was to have an album 
and stop playing at that point. So I could always 
show people that I was on an album. You never 
think you could last this long. Every year I feel 
thankful that I got through another year of this 
and I can’t say how much longer we’ll do it. As 
long as we’re good we’ll keep doing it. If I feel 
we’re not good then we’ll stop.

HONI SOIT
1991
FROM THE VAULT

Shannon Connellan

HONI INTERVIEW WITH
JOHNNY RAMONE 
(EXCERPT) February 1991



5

ca
m

pu
s

"

HoniLeaks
JULIAN LARNACH, ANDY FRASER and NEADA 
BULSECO get out the yee-olde hearing devices. 
The Final (Uninformed) Word on 
Candidates

If you’re reading this, you will take it 
one of two ways: it’s either Tuesday 
and you’re reading this online 
which means these predictions are 
shocking and informative, or it’s a 
Wednesday and our predictions are 
horribly wrong. Over the next few 
weeks, we’ll be reporting a lot on the 
candidates for Union Board. Over the 
campaign period you’ll be introduced 
and reintroduced to these people ad 
nauseum in lectures, on pamphlets 
and on t-shirts. The campaigning 
period is a pretty exciting (for political 
hacks and West Wing nuts), with 
backroom deals made, underhanded 
campaigning committed and 
regulations broken. The competition is 
so intense not simply because of the 
fact it looks great on a resume, but the 
fact it is paid with salary along with 
tonnes of campus benefits. Notables 
who have held the position in the past 
include Edmund Barton, Michael Kirby 
and Malcolm Turnbull. Anyway, here’s 
a round up of all the Union Board 
candidates we’ve heard are running, 
with a few tagged on that we’ve heard 
are sort of running and the people 
running their campaigns.

• Rhys Pogonoski, Boom for Honi 
Campaign Manager and SRC Welfare 
Officer – run by Tuesday Talks 
Convenor and SRC Education Officer 
Tim Matthews
• Jacqui Munro, President of the 
Sydney Arts Students Society – run 
by current board member Alistair 
Stephenson
• Brigid Dixon, Chair of Young United 
Nations Women Australia (Sydney 
Chapter) – run by a ‘brains trust’ 
of former board directors Doug 
Thompson and Courtney Tight, as 
well as current board member Sibella 
Matthews
• Mina Nada, President of the 
Fellowship of Orthodox Christian 
University Students (also ran in the 
SULS campaign last year) – run by 
current Board Director James Flynn
• Nai Brooks, Executive Member 
of the Labor Club - run by Vivienne 
Moxham-Hall and the NLS contingent
• Ava Harvey, Secretary of the Sydney 
University Liberal Club
• Zac Thompson, active in college 
affairs – both Ava and Zac are being 
run by SRC VP Ross Leedham
• Deb White, an SRC Director of 
Student Publications and unsuccessful 
2010 Union Board candidate – run by 
Unity, the Labor Right faction
• Astha Rajvanshi – possibly being run 
by current Board member Ben Tang
• Shane Treeves, Vice President of 180 
Degrees and Paul’s boy 

Regulation changes, more like 
abdication rangers!

So now you have some idea of the 
candidates but are you up to date with 
the regulation changes? Remember 
all of those annoying breaches of 
budget that occurred in last year’s 
election? Acutely aware of how 
annoyed you are about constantly 
hearing about it? Well get ready for 
round two bitches. In an attempt 
to clean up the game and avoid any 
further embarrassment, the Union has 

introduced some colossally stringent 
regulations for 2011. Although the 
overall cap is still $700, t-shirts, a 
notably popular and distinguishing 
form of publicity, are now being 
capped at 40 each candidate (that’s 
right, only 40) which they have to 
purchase through the USU supplier 
at a set rate. Interestingly, the T-shirts 
will all be double sided with generic 
USU election information printed on 
the back creating an interesting air 
of uniformity. Further noteworthy 
caps include the limit on 100 A3 
posters and, get this, 500 A4 pages. 
Holy cheese-balls! To put this into a 
little perspective, in previous years 
some candidates would use over 500 
A4 pages for How-to-Vote handouts 
alone. It seems that the USU have also 
got a tasty deal happening with the 
Camperdown Officeworks, it’s ruled 
in the candidate handbook that all 
printing be done here. Considering 
all of these restrictions, the Union 
will be supplying each candidate 
with five tubs of chalk free of charge 
and independent of the spending 
cap. A colourful gesture even if the 
candidates still have to buy any 
further chalk only from the Union at 
$6.50 a pop. 

It’s difficult to say exactly how these 
regulations will change the political 
game in the weeks to come. One thing 
is certain; it will certainly be more 
strategic, more creative and save a 
few more trees. Whatever the case, 
best start tightening those belts and 
rolling up those sleeves; the onslaught 
of obnoxious student politicians are 
coming your way.  

SRC Meeting: Mission Accomplished?

Christmas in July is only 3 months 
away and it looks like the elves are 
working overtime in preparation for 
USyd students. Our SRC education 
officers (Tim Matthews and Al 
Cameron) have been bustin’ a move to 
try and get readers online, so students 
can peruse for free. It looks like this 
will be slowly introduced, starting with 
select Arts courses in 2012. You’ll be 
saving those pretty pennies in no time.

Transport is taking a turn for the 
better. The SRC is putting its support 
behind SCA’s proposal of a private 
shuttle bus between the campuses. 
Those fond of art but not long-
distance walking and windy windy bus 
routes are rejoicing.

There are also talks of a National 
Concession Card scheme that would 
unite not only the states, but domestic 
and international students alike. 
Wowee! 

In the SRC council meeting last 
week there was, amongst others, a 
distinguishably controversial issue 
put forward. Considering the lack of 
an SRC budget at this stage of the 
year, the VP Ross Leedham moved 
forward a rough budget inclusive of 
all the positions and departments. 
Controversially, $0 was assigned to 
the General Secretary’s department 
(Chad Sidler’s position). In an attempt 
to block this motion being passed, 
Sidler started sending his supporters 
out of the room in an attempt to 
pull quorum. He was subsequently 
shutdown by the chair (president 
‘queen’ Dee herself) on the basis of 
correct meeting procedure. 

While researching last week’s feature 
article on the Conservatorium of Music’s 
history under Dean Kim Walker, Honi 
received multiple rumours regarding 
a third round of plagiarism allegations 
towards the embattled Dean that 
were under investigation. They went 
unpublished, as we were careful not 
to print rumour where possible. As it 
turns out, these rumours have been 
substantiated.

Not only has the Dean been investigated 
for plagiarism again, it was barely 
four months ago in a December 2010 
speech entitled The Power of the Sound 
of Music. This speech was actually 
forwarded to the Honi inbox last week; it 
was mistakenly published in the feature 
as the first plagiarised article from 2006. 
We apologise for the fuck-up.

Many paragraphs and lines of Walker’s 
speech are identical to Karl Paulnack’s 
2004 Welcome Address to parents of 
incoming students attending the Boston 
Conservatory. In Issue 6’s feature, 
we printed a brief comparison of a 
paragraph from both articles, with the 
appropriate sections highlighted. Below 
are a several more:

Kim Walker:

“Music has an uncanny way of finding that 
big, invisible moving piece inside our hearts 
and souls. It shows us not the surface, but 
what really matters, deep inside.”

Karl Paulnack:

“Music has a way of finding the big, 
invisible moving pieces inside our hearts 
and souls and helping us figure out the 
position of things inside us.”

Furthermore, many passages have been 
shoehorned or otherwise cut to fit into the 
latter speech. They both talk of musicians 
as chiropractors and aid-workers, they both 
talk about Messiaen’s Quartet for the End 
of Time and its composition by the French 
composer during his incarceration in a 
concentration camp, and while Paulnack 
recalls witnessing the September 11 
terrorist attacks in Manhattan, Walker’s 
speech changes it to the Victorian bush 
fires. Following this reminiscence, they 
both ask rhetorically what place music has 
after these disasters, and “piano player” 
has been change to “bassoonist.” Kim 
Walker has been described as a “well-
documented solo bassoonist.”

According to our source, the findings of the 
investigation were that an ‘officer in the 
Dean’s office was the problem.’

Yet More Plagiarism 
At The Con
MICHAEL RICHARDSON isn’t even joking. It’s happened again.

U r b a n  T h e a T r e  P r o j e c T s 
p r e s e n t s

Never let the truth get in the way of reality TV

amaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaamaama
CHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHANCHAN

andandand

4-14th May 
bankstown arts centre 
5 Olympic Parade Bankstown

all tickets $18. 

For tickets and more information go to: 

www.urbantheatre.com.au
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xx HI, SOCIETY!
NEADA BULSECO shared a bagel and a beer with Joel 
Einstein from the Australasian Union of Jewish Students
Uni is far more than obtaining that 
slip of paper and wearing a big ol’ 
dusty black cloak for a few hours. 
This friendly campus of ours is a 
crossroads of ideas and cultures, a 
playground for young curious minds 
to gather and share what they know 
of the world with others. Here you 
can stretch your knowledge, extend 
your understanding and combat 
points of difference with open ears, 
a friendly handshake and some      
pearly whites.

Ready and rearing for combat in 
this regard is the Australasian Union 
of Jewish Students, or simply AUJS 
to you acronym fiends out there. 
President Joel Einstein and his 
executive are changing track and 
promoting a very different stance 
for the Jewish society on campus. 
Describing it as a “traditionally 
insular society,” Joel is hoping to 
restructure AUJS as an all-inclusive 
society that will “create a culture of                
sharing cultures.”

AUJS is no longer an environment that 
endorses only the kosher-minded, 
the society has made a definite shift: 
AUJS now proudly boasts members of 
a Palestinian background, welcoming 
them with open arms. Joel describes 
their entry into the society as “one of 
the proudest moments I have had as 
a member of AUJS.” It speaks volumes 
for the open-minded mentality that 
now drives AUJS when he goes on to 
state, “we’d love to get involved in the 
decision making process.”

In pursuit of a more diverse 
membership, AUJS isn’t only 
readjusting its attitude. Social events 
are taking center stage and these 
guys aren’t afraid to pull out the 
odd pun or alliteration. With events 
such as ‘Jews for Cheeses’ (“Basically 
a whole bunch of people enjoying 
cheese and wine”) and ‘Beers, Bagels 
and Boardgames’, it is little wonder 
that Joel recalls an instance when a 
bystander was unsure exactly what 
AUJS did as a society. “Somebody 
asked us before whether we were 
the ‘Bad Pun Society’, which quite 
possibly we are.” This hasn’t rattled 
AUJS, who are intent on establishing 

more fun social events; “What we’re 
looking for is people with ideas for 
events. If it’s crazy enough, we’ll do 
it.”

Fun and frivolity have staked their 
claim in AUJS, but Joel assures that 
“as well as the fun, social things, we 
have the serious things as well.” This 
week AUJS is running Peace Week, 
a weeklong campaign packed full of 
events to inspire harmony between 
cultures. There will be AUJS troops 
out in force wearing ‘free hugs’ 
t-shirts, and a whole lot of fundraising 
for a charity that gives disadvantaged 
Palestinians opportunity to go to 
(Israeli) universities. 

Predictably using a poor pun, the 
main event of AUJS Peace Week is 
I Scream (Ice Cream) for Peace this 
Thursday. Ice cream will be sold on 
campus in a bid to raise funds for 
university placements, and then at 
about 1pm on Eastern Avenue the 
crème de la crème of the week will 
take place. Hopefully you, me, and 
everyone AUJS knows will be shouting 
for a better world with a synchronised 
scream. Apparently AUJS provides 
free therapy as well, Joel describes 
the screaming for peace as “a kind 
of a massive letting out of all of the 
frustrations of everything.”

AUJS has definitely moved towards 
the change they hope to see in 
the world. Focusing on a concept 
called ‘tikkun llam’, which literally 
translates to ‘fixing the world’, AUJS 
has become notably more active this 
year to ensure this change is strongly 
associated with the society, so that 
future members might follow suit. 
Asking Joel where he hopes AUJS will 
be in the near future, he replies, that 
he wants it to become a society that 
sets an example, “in terms of sharing 
the culture in terms of really getting 
out there in the community and doing 
good.” How would he describe the 
society in a just a few words? “Similar 
to a mobile phone … before you get 
it you don’t see why you need it, and 
after you get involved you don’t know 
what you did before it.”

I joined.

Last Thursday saw the triple-decker 
launch of three brand new exhibitions in 
our campus art galleries: Verge Gallery, 
University Art Gallery and the Tin Sheds 
Gallery. Showcasing shiny new work, 
historic innovations and ground-breaking 
projects, here’s the rundown of the latest 
shows happening right here on campus.

Verge Gallery brought out the dips and 
cab-sav for the opening night of Art Is 
An Irritant, the latest exhibition from the 
bright young things at Sydney College 
of the Arts. Dotted through the glass-
walled gallery stood the latest works 
from SCA artists Heidi Abraham, Sam 
Doctor, Julia Rochford, Alicia Sciberras 
and Twana Sivan. Curated by sculpture, 
performance and installation artist Adam 
Geczy and film and digital artist Mahalaya 
Middlemist, this group show stems 
from a modernist incentive to dislodge 
the status quo through various means 
of irritation. Spanning the mediums, 
from colossal sculptural forms to knitted 
installations, Art Is An Irritant is full of 
provocative, playful pieces causing many 
an intellectual, wine-fuelled discussion. 
Alicia Sciberras’ Pressure Hug Machine 
proved a highlight of the exhibition, an 
interactive installation that shared the 
love for the art lover, literally hugging the 
viewer with woollen arms at the push of 
a pedal. 

Art Is An Irritant is the first exhibition held 
by the Sydney College of the Arts Society 
(SCASS) in the Verge Gallery, who usually 
exhibit student works every Wednesday 
at their very own darkened, haunting 
gallery, Dedspace, which is the ghostly 
site of the old Callum Park Mortuary. 
SCASS will exhibit a second student show 
at the Verge Gallery later on this year.

Art Is An Irritant runs until 21 April in 
Verge Gallery, Jane Foss Russell Plaza. 
Verge Gallery is open weekdays from 
11 – 3pm.

Climbing the spiral staircase to the 
quadrangle’s best kept secret, the 
University Art Gallery brought out 
the better canapés and bubbly for 
the launch of their newest exhibition, 
Japan in Sydney. Curated by Dr. Ajioka 
Chiaki and Maria “Connie” Tornatore-
Loong, the exhibition explores the role 
of Sydney University Professor Arthur 
Lindsay Sadler (1882–1970) in motivating 
relations between Australian modernists 
and Japanese aesthetics in the 20s and 
30s. Sadler would become one of the 
most important figures in expanding 
the Australian love for Japanese art and 
architecture in Sydney. 

As far as the works in the exhibition go, 
Tornatore-Loong and Ajioka have a lot to 
play with as the University itself owns, for 
lack of a more eloquent term, a shiteload 
of exceptional Japanese modernist prints 
dating from 1920 to 1930. Pair these 

BRAND NEW 
EXHIBITIONS           
ON CAMPUS 

SHANNON CONNELLAN went on a campus art crawl 
with a swag of Australian artists such 
as the printmaking sovereign Margaret 
Preston, Dorrit Black, Ethel Spowers, 
Lionel Lindsay and Thea Proctor for a 
visual essay of Japanese and Australian 
modernism. Alongside these works 
hang European influences such as the 
screamingly iconic Edvard Munch, Max 
Klinger and Ernst Ludwig Kirchner. This 
exhibition is jam-packed. Check out the 
website for the program of Lunchtime Art 
Talks (12-1pm on a Wednesday).

The exhibition is being run in conjunction 
with a symposium on Friday 6 May in 
New Law School Lecture Theatre 24 
featuring leading Australian and Japanese 
art historians including Roger Butler 
(National Gallery of Australia), Professor 
John Clark (USyd) and Dr Kuwahara 
Noriko (Seitoku University, Chiba Japan) 
in discussion about the influence of 
Japanese art and style in Sydney. 

Japan in Sydney runs until 26 June in the 
University Art Gallery, located up the 
staircase in the War Memorial Arch in 
the Quad. The gallery is open 10am – 
4:30pm Monday to Friday and 12 – 4pm 
Sunday.

Residing amongst the creative 
architectural minds of Wilkinson Building 
lies the Tin Sheds Gallery, which launched 
a brand new project on Thursday, The 
Right to the City, curated by Lee Stickells 
and Zanny Begg is a multi-platformed 
endeavour with an exhibition, symposium 
and publishing project centered around 
“a series of artistic, theoretical and 
philosophical escape plans.”

The project is attempting to explore 
the ways of reimagining cities with 
the help of artists such as Claire Healy, 
Sean Cordeiro, Milkcrate Urbanism, D.V. 
Rogers and the Studio for Self-managed 
Architecture, Paris. While the keynote 
lecture and symposium have already 
slipped past your nets, the exhibition 
runs until April 30, so pop in to the Tin 
Sheds on your way to Broadway for some 
kulcha.

The Right to the City runs until 30 April in 
the Tin Sheds Gallery on City Road. The 
gallery is open 11am - 5pm Tuesday – 
Saturday.

ART IS AN IRRITANT                   
Verge Gallery

JAPAN IN SYDNEY: 
PROFESSOR SADLER 
AND MODERNISM                
1920S – 1930S                    
University Art Gallery

THE RIGHT TO THE CITY    
Tin Sheds Gallery

A little over a week ago, Sydney Uni 
students didn’t manage to close the gap 
between indigenous and non-indigenous 
life expectancy in Australia. But not for 
lack of trying.

On 24 March, in cooperation with a 
number of fine organisations such as 
Oxfam and SUMS, we held a BBQ to 
recognise national Close the Gap Day. It 
was an event designed to raise awareness 
about the alarming gap between 
indigenous Australian and non-indigenous 

Australian living standards, such as life 
expectancy. Indigenous Australians can 
generally resign themselves to the fact 
that they are likely to live 10 – 20 years 
less than a non-indigenous Australian.

The point of our BBQ was to raise 
awareness of this campaign; to give people 
an opportunity to learn a bit, sign Oxfam 
Australia’s petition, have a taste or three 
of kangaroo sausages, make a donation, 
hear some didge playing, paint their hands 
on our banner, get a temporary tattoo, and 
generally get involved in this important 
cause.

Despite the torrential rain plaguing our fair 
city in the days leading up to the big day, 

the heavens parted for a wonderful day of 
sunshine (giving this author a chance to 
get sunburnt!), and for a massive crowd of 
people to come down and see what we’re 
all about. Unfortunately for us, we were a 
victim of our success and ran out of food; 
absolutely everything we had was eaten (I 
think some people even ate the bumper 
stickers). 

Like I said, we didn’t manage to close 
the gap. But we tried. And we’ll keep on 
trying. We just need more people to get 
involved. We’ll have a whole assortment of 
events throughout the year giving people 
a chance to learn more, get involved and 
help out. We’d love to hear from you – 
contact acelloe@uni.sydney.edu.au.

CLOSING THE GAP
SRC Indigenous Officer BELLE 
CELLOE gets one step closer

These three exhibitions are all-you-
can-see freebie town! Use your breaks 
between classes for some free kulcha.
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News In Briefs
Complaints over the U.S. Congress doing 
nothing were silenced this week by the 
panic that Congress may shut down and 
do nothing. A dispute over the budget 
that threatened to shut down the U.S. 
Congress was resolved midnight Friday. 
Tensions between the Republican 
controlled House of Representatives 
and President Obama were high all 
week with Obama refusing to cut costs 
in the budget and Republicans refusing 
to stop being Republicans. A large 
portion of the debate revolved around 
the Republican’s wish to cut funding 
to National Public Radio and Anthony 
Weiner’s incredible sarcastic response 
thanking the House of Representatives 
for saving the economy by cutting the 
whacky car repair show ‘Click and Clack’.

Colonel Gaddafi continued to be a 
turbo-powered arsehole.

Network Ten sparked controversy not 
only by their hiring of right-wing pundit 
Andrew Bolt to host a Sunday morning 
breakfast show, but also for their use 
of Fox News-style in a positive light. 
Bolt, who writes for The Herald Sun, has 
been under scrutiny for his comments 
that nine fair skinned Aboriginal people 
were faking their background to “rort 
the system.”  This comment was the 
beginning of a thoroughly depressing 
debate on freedom of speech in 
Australian media forever proving that 
while pundits may be free to talk, 
the general public is equally free and 
encouraged to not listen.

K-Rudd returned to the headlines 
after he said on the ABC’s Q&A 
that shelving the Emissions Trading 
Scheme last year was a mistake 
influenced by others. Gillard 
has refused to been drawn into 
the debate and all federal Labor 
meetings were made even more 
awkward, now reaching the level of 
twelve year olds on their first date.

Charlie Sheen’s live show debuted 
to rave reviews for the first fifteen 
seconds. Then, as the crowd 
slowly realised that the had paid 
an exorbitant amount of money 
to watch an aging, coke-addled 
sitcom star shout catchphrases and 
tell stories about Nicholas Cage’s 
junk the mood changed and booing 
erupted.  If these shows get any 
worse the streets will run red with 
tiger blood.

 
The impending wedding of Prince 
William and Kate Middleton has 
all of Britain abuzz with questions 
about what her dress will be like, 
will the Queen abdicate, and why 
is a world superpower run by a 
monarch in the 21st century? 
The wedding will take place on 
April 29th, days after QE2’s 85th 
birthday. The Queen, always 
gracious, didn’t complain about the 
wedding stealing her considerable 
thunder. Her parties usually last a              
solid week anyway.

A retrospective 
perspective with 
JAMES COLLEY.

Since Monday’s screening of ABC’s 
Q&A, supporters of Kevin Rudd have 
all started excitedly whispering again. 
Bookmakers are now giving him 
a six percent chance of becoming 
Australia’s next Prime Minister. This 
is taken as meaningful? Six percent? 
John Ruddick and Ross Cameron went 
to the effort of writing up an analogy 
between our “little corporal” and 
Napoleon Bonaparte for the Sydney 
Morning Herald this week, and as 
Labor’s two-party preferred vote has 
fallen to 45 percent, Rudd is suddenly 
the apple of everybody’s eye. A slow 
news day perhaps, and although I, 
for one, am not going to get excited 
about the six percent, I think the fuss 
is interesting.

It appears that recently Western 
democracies have recently forgotten 
what we have always looked for in a 
leader. Rudd, I will not deny, comes 
off better than almost any other 
Australian politician at the moment in 
interview, but it is for a reason. Rudd 
is once again focusing on what his 
interest has always been, and where 
his experience lies: foreign policy. 
With the dignity and scope for a 
more intellectual blend of policy that 
his current position offers. Rudd is 
comfortable again. He came from the 
public service remember, and he is, at 
heart, still that - a public servant. He 
can discuss complex issues simply, and 
to the average voter appears very well 
informed, and very capable because 
of the ease of his language. And he is, 
while in such a post.

Rudd showed that he was incapable 
of controlling his own party. Personal 
shortcomings are much more on show 
when a PM and not just an MP and, 
if given the chance, they would only 
show again. Rudd micromanages and 
yet cannot solve disputes: a lethal 
combination. The fact that Rudd 
seems to be a nice guy, and a clever 
one, does not make him good Prime 
Ministerial material. On a state trip 
to China, Rudd met an old friend 

Where are the                                       
statesmen? 
WILLIAM HAINES muses on the subtleties of politics. 

from his days in the foreign service, 
and insisted that a drink with him be 
fitted into his schedule. This might 
seem nice to us, but within the ‘face’ 
culture of mainland China, it was 
unacceptable. The old friend was still 
moderately ranked in public service, 
and it was just not on for Rudd to be 
having a drink with him. Whatever we 
think of these sentiments, what do we 
think of having a nice guy leader who 
manages to piss off almost every head 
of state he meets? 

On the other side of the Pacific pond, 
Mr. Obama could be criticised along 
similar lines. Few may have noticed, 
but one of the first things to go after 
Obama won office was his wardrobe. 
It seems that whatever we might think 
of Obama’s sharp suits, they were not 
going to cut it overseas, because they 
were everything we liked them for. 
They were sharp and professional but 
not stately. Ironically it was George 
W. Bush’s tailor who was hired to set 
him straight. Many of you probably 
read in Rolling Stone about General 
Stanley McChrystal’s criticisms that 
Obama appeared intimidated and ill 
at ease when in the presence of the 
military brass, what you might not 
know is that he has been laughed 
at across the Asian world for so 
constantly sitting with his head in his 
hand, thinking hard, in meetings. This 
might be suitable behaviour for a hard 
working professional, but it does not 
lend the gravitas suitable for a head 
of state. 

Does this all seem terribly archaic 
to you? For many in the West it is, 
but we should not forget that the 
rest of the world hasn’t deserted its 
traditions as we have. So I hope Rudd 
isn’t tempted by another go, for as 
the SMH’s analogy goes, it will end in 
a humiliating Waterloo style defeat 
from which he might not even be able 
to keep the foreign policy gig. And Mr. 
Obama, try to remember you’re no 
longer a lawyer or a senator, but the 
President of the United States. 

the heavens parted for a wonderful day of 
sunshine (giving this author a chance to 
get sunburnt!), and for a massive crowd of 
people to come down and see what we’re 
all about. Unfortunately for us, we were a 
victim of our success and ran out of food; 
absolutely everything we had was eaten (I 
think some people even ate the bumper 
stickers). 

Like I said, we didn’t manage to close 
the gap. But we tried. And we’ll keep on 
trying. We just need more people to get 
involved. We’ll have a whole assortment of 
events throughout the year giving people 
a chance to learn more, get involved and 
help out. We’d love to hear from you – 
contact acelloe@uni.sydney.edu.au.
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Since her “song” ‘Friday’ went viral just under a month ago, Rebecca Black has 
been catapulted to fame, appearing on national television, reaching the number 
19 spot on iTunes, and being parodied again and again. And again. 

Her excuse for a song and the accompanying travesty of a music video follow the 
13-year-old Miss Black through a typical day (specifically, a Friday),  as she meets 
her friends, makes plans for the weekend and deals with personal issues of choice 
(“Kickin’ in the front seat/ Sittin’ in the back seat/ Gotta make my mind up/ Which 
seat can I take?”). Despite the depth of issues covered in the song, I’m not about 
to defend the music or video.  Rather, I want to be clear about something: Rebecca 
Black has done the world a service. She has brought a very special kind of joy into 
the world, and is a much better role model, artist, hell - person - than Bieber and 
other such child stars.

Both Bieber and Black are the products of internet publicity, but she out-cools, 
outperforms, outdoes young Biebs in oh so many ways. Here we go:

Commercially, ‘Friday’ already has over 90 million views on YouTube, despite only 
having gone viral one month ago. Bieber’s biggest hit, ‘Baby’ has 500 million views, 
but that’s after nearly a year and a half of flicking his hair out of those baby blues. 

She is accessed (however unintentionally) by an audience wider than screaming 
12-year-old fan girls, with teens and adults everywhere laughing or singing along. 

While ‘Baby’ is undoubtedly a better pop song, Black has made more of an impact 
on the world of ... well, okay, not the music world, but the comedy world! Her 
song has spawned countless parodies which immediately validate the existence of 
her song - check out Stephen Colbert and Jimmy Fallon crooning away together -  
dynamite. Justin Bieber just spawns terrible haircuts. Rolling Stone even describes 
‘Friday’ as an important piece of satire about the state of modern pop.  

Apart from having an amazing sense of humour in the face of all the mockery and 
hating, Rebecca Black can take the piss out of herself, distance herself from the 
negativity, and rock on.

She sings about what she knows: Fridays. She’s good at them, she has a routine. 
She refused to sing a song about love because she said she hadn’t experienced it 
yet and wanted to stick to what she’s good at. And she’s good at Fridays. Bieber on 
the other hand goes straight for the wailing tales about fly shawtys who don’t see 
what he sees. Please. 

She’s thirteen! And her friends drive! Which means she either hangs out with rebel 
delinquents or is cool enough to hang with the older kinds at school. Boom. 

I’m a fan. Not of the song, but of what she’s done for the world. I am definitely 
kickin’ in the front seat next to Becs.

DOMINIC DIETRICH recalls a recent swim in the ocean.

The swell conceived of us as corks. Each wave lifted and 
dropped our bodies in a semi-rhythmic fashion, while 
white caps occasionally rushed into existence, lathering 
the sky with spitting foam. My friend Adam Chakos and 
I were just north of Coogee, free-diving at a cove called 
“Shark Point”- the name exposing sufficient information 
to absolve responsibility should a body be bit. Two 
hundred metres offshore, and with little more than 
fins and wetsuits (no oxygen tanks), we were searching 
for a lost “swim through”- essentially, an underwater 
tunnel- which had kindly attended our last expedition 
but was on leave at present. Anticipating the water’s 
undulations, Adam turned to me exclaiming: “Don’t 
worry about following me in this time. If I pass out, it 
will be on the way up.” With those words, he turned 
his back to the sky, floated prone for a moment, then 
kicked his feet into the air and glided into the body of 
the Pacific. 

Directing my vision underwater, I watched his form kick 
through the water in a whole-body motion, miming a 
dolphin’s swagger. On account of plankton and muck, 
the ocean ensured our eyes struggled in their duties. 
The sea floor was hidden, replaced instead by an all 
encompassing black-grey abyss, a vacuum without 
physical form. His body, descending below ten metres, 
began to erase itself- the head, arms and then black fins 
consumed by the depths. Not even bubbles exposed 
his situation- such oxygen needed conservation, not 
haphazard expulsion.

I floated for a time. Around me marched colonies of 
translucent wisps: kind, stingless jellyfish the size and 

shape of large grapes. Their form, exposed in the glints 
of sunlight as a pleasant pulse of soft blue, folded 
and danced around my attempts at capture. Coarse 
inspirations and expirations limbered through the 
snorkel, while I uncovered my watch from underneath 
the tight grip of the wetsuit. A minute passed, ninety 
seconds passed, a hundred seconds passed. Though 
aware of his skill (two minute dives common practice 
for him), a lack of visual confirmations advocated a 
rejection of his earlier advice. I threw my form at the 
ocean’s depth, kicking into the abyss. Moments later I 
felt something hit my right fin. Swivelling back towards 
the gaze of the sun, I saw its cause. He’d descended 
below, explored and risen behind me only moments 
before. Concerns aside, it was found.

Chiselled into an underwater ridgeline, a two 
metre horizontal, under-water tunnel lay dormant. 
Inserting myself into the body of the ocean, I trekked 
downwards. The aural landscape quickly shifted: a 
plane’s roar became a grumpy murmur, while the 
clatter of fish chewing their brethren crackled through 
the water. Gliding on, the canyons came into view: 
rivets and folds of rock searching across the floor, 
families of fish rushing to work or coiling in fear, tendrils 
of seagrass  folding in deference to the current’s ebb- a 
compass to its direction. 

Reaching the entrance (twelve metres below sea-level), 
the clamber began. Sea urchins, settlements of algae 
and a lonely fish joined me as I explored the puncture. 
The fish seemed not perturbed, but rather confused by 
my presence; inquisitively inspecting my form before 
ambling off to a prior appointment. Conversely, the 
urchins - black spherical creatures the size of a tennis 

ball, armoured in a retinue of sharp spikes- stood their 
ground, wedged into the crannies of the surprisingly 
well lit tunnel. My hands, knees and stomach cautiously 
crept to the side of these needles, aware of the 
infection that often follows a stabbing. A curious effect 
attended my entry: the sea went silent as if the fish had 
collectively concluded their meals, the chatter mute. 
Accompanying this was a chilling drop in temperature. 
Scaling through, a protruding rock caught my body in 
mid-motion, snagging its frame till a slight struggle 
concluded in liberation. Throughout, I reminded myself 
of the suicide that is panic. So I didn’t panic. 

Birthing from the exit I was greeted to a roofless world. 
Sunlight diffused through the water, a fury of white light 
extending a ladder to greet my presence, yet the ripples 
of the surface were hidden. Logic gifted calm. “The 
surface was there before, the surface will be there again.”

Trekking towards radiance, my body’s protestations at a 
minute without air adopted masochistic repertoire. The 
chest stabbed itself, the throat convulsed, the animal 
brain screamed for a gulp of juicy oxygen. Much to its 
chagrin, I was forced to rise with little vigour- a rushed 
flailing body clamouring for speed quickly exhausts its 
air. The ripples in sight, I signed a contract with myself: 
“soon we’ll arrive... don’t rush... don’t breathe.” 

As I hit the canopy, I spat out the snorkel and violently 
gasped a first rush of air. The noises of the surface 
clamoured into life: the planes streaking overhead, the 
grumbles of the storm clouds and the slight slap of just-
arrived rainfall. A smile extended across my face, and I 
lay back facing the sky. 

The “Swim-through”, the Urchin and the Abyss

VS.  Supported in the  
red corner by  
BRIDIE CONNELL

  Supported in the  
blue corner by  
james colley

Like noted cruise-ship crooner Silvio 
Berlusconi,  Imelda  Marcos  (1929-)  is  a 
great example of how a stint in a national 
entertainment industry can be parlayed 
into  a  global  profile,  vast  fortune,  and  a 
friendship with Moammar Gaddafi. 

Imelda Remedios Visitacion Romualdez 
was born in Manila in 1929 and earned 
a  Bachelor’s  degree  in  education  at  the 
oddly-named all-female St Paul’s College. 
This  degree  was  initially  put  to  use  as 
a singer, beauty queen (and occasional 
beauty duchess), and bank officer.

In 1965 she became First Lady of the 
Philippines.  After  Ferdinand  Marcos’ 
declaration  of  martial  law  in  1972  her 
role expanded to include various posts in 
the government, most notably as a kind 
of roving ambassador and professional 
shopper. Her tastes were unusual: she once 
sent an aeroplane to pick up white sand 
from Australia and deliver it to the opening 
of a beach resort, but passed up buying the 
Empire State Building as ‘too ostentatious’. 

If you have to be an inexplicably annoying hyper-popular pre-teen singer with an 
insatiable fanbase of screaming twelve year olds and all the emotional depth of a 
statue of a pidgeon you could at least have the common deceny to do it first.

Bieber is the seminal text of the genre of crippling mediocrity. Bieber’s ‘Baby’ was 
the genesis of the new world of teen pop. He created the genre. He created the 
clever trope of repeating a word. He created the breakdown featuring a talented 
rapper talking about his childhood. He is the Illiad to Rebecca Black’s Troy. He is 
the Coke to Rebecca Black’s bottle of cat piss.

We could fight this on the battlefield of musical quality and Bieber would easily 
win. Granted, it would be the blind beating the shit out of the blind but a victory is 
a victory. However, I will fight Rebecca Black on her own turf. Popularity.

First thing’s first - far be it for me to rebut Bridie but 500 million is a bigger number 
than 90 million. Just putting that out there. Google trends reveal that even at the 
peak of her popularity Black was consistently less watched than Bieber.  Black 
will be gone in a month. In two months she’ll appear at 3am on the iPod of an 
embarrassed friend. In four months there will be a sketch about her in one of the 
faculty revues. It won’t be funny.

Next, Twitter. For anyone not in the know, Twitter is a social media website 
dedicated to the fandom of Justin Bieber and the occasional revolution of a Middle 
Eastern nation. Hell, even in the height of the Egyptian revolutions Bieber was 
constantly trending higher than Mubarak. The message is obvious: don’t change 
the world on the same day that Justin Bieber changes his hair style.

Simply put, it is only his own clemency that stops Justin Bieber from ordering his 
horde of pre-teen girls to conquer America. Bieber controls the greatest and most 
adorable army the world has ever seen.

As for comedy? Dude took a bottle to the face. It was beautiful. It was simple. It 
was a bottle to the face and he took it like a champ.

Bieber is the fresh prince of pop. The film clip for ‘Baby’ introduced Bieber to the 
world on a low sweeping shot usually reserved for only the most shotgun-wielding 
film stars. As the clip continues Bieber bowls a strike to the rave applause of his 
ethnically diverse posse. His mere touch causes a normal casual bowler into a 
superfly breakdancer. This boy is the King Midas of cool.

He has a 3D movie! 3 Dimensions! That’s two more dimensions than Rebecca Black!

His songs are about love and loss. Rebecca Black’s songs are about musical chairs 
and the trials and tribulations of eating cereal. You can see in the breakdown that 
the rapper in ‘Friday’ doesn’t actually know what this song is about, so he vaguely 
sings about traffic until the merciful camera pans away.

Baby, baby, baby, Bieber thought you would always be his. And he was right.

MISS BLACK
blue corner by  
james colleythe biebs

Internet overnighter Rebecca Black and pop powerhouse Justin 
Bieber have been conversationally compared for their age, pop 

sensibilities and longevity. FIGHT!sensibilities and longevity. FIGHT!sensibilities and longevity. FIGHT!
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Aren’t they cute? You may find yourself 
thinking this as you brush up against a 
chirpy little golden retriever getting off the 
train at Redfern. Unless of course you have 
some spliff or a few pills left over in your 
bag from the night before, then you should 
watch out, man. Or should you?

You should, but maybe not as much as you 
think. A recent report has indicated that the 
success rate of police sniffer dogs is usually 
around 25-30%. What does this mean? It 
means that out of all people who receive a 
positive sniff from a dog, and are searched, 
only 25-30% of those people are actually 
found to be carrying drugs. This usually 
amounts to a small quantity of pot.
                                                                          
The report also revealed that the typical 
excuse from police after inconveniencing 

someone say, on their way to uni, was that 
they must have been around people who 
were smoking pot. Maybe. Probably. Or 
maybe they were someone who just enjoys 
a breaky bong each morning? Maybe not. 

The fact is, sniffer dogs are not trained 
to smell cannabis smoke. So if this is the 
response you get from police officers as 
they shawshank their way through every 
orifice in your backpack, know that this is 
just a false excuse for the incompetency 
of their furry little friends, Toto and Rover. 
Dogs puns, yeah that’s right.

So what should you do? Be careful. Be as 
careful as you have ever been, but know 
that if you are holding, your chances of 
being caught are probably less than what 
you once thought.

Johnny Soit presents

Sniffer dogs: Keeping you and your drugs safe
 with REUBEN STONE

“Anarchy!”

  Supported in the  
blue corner by  
james colley

THE LIFE CRITIC Imelda Marcos:           
well-clogged exile

Like noted cruise-ship crooner Silvio 
Berlusconi, Imelda Marcos (1929-) is a 
great example of how a stint in a national 
entertainment industry can be parlayed 
into a global profile, vast fortune, and a 
friendship with Moammar Gaddafi. 

Imelda Remedios Visitacion Romualdez 
was born in Manila in 1929 and earned 
a Bachelor’s degree in education at the 
oddly-named all-female St Paul’s College. 
This degree was initially put to use as 
a singer, beauty queen (and occasional 
beauty duchess), and bank officer.

In 1965 she became First Lady of the 
Philippines. After Ferdinand Marcos’ 
declaration of martial law in 1972 her 
role expanded to include various posts in 
the government, most notably as a kind 
of roving ambassador and professional 
shopper. Her tastes were unusual: she once 
sent an aeroplane to pick up white sand 
from Australia and deliver it to the opening 
of a beach resort, but passed up buying the 
Empire State Building as ‘too ostentatious’. 

After the People Power revolution 
of 1986 she ended up in exile in 
Hawaii. During this time she was 
tried and acquitted of fraud and 
racketeering charges in the US. One 
of her witnesses was actor George 
Hamilton, who played Corleone 
family advisor BJ Harrison in The 
Godfather Part III. 

On returning to the Philippines, she 
ran for President twice (backing out 
the second time). She is currently a 
member of Congress. She is now more 
often judged in corruption trials than in 
beauty pageants. David Byrne wrote a 
disco opera about her. Her Wikipedia 
entry is a rambling mess.

One thing that annoys me about 
Berlusconi is the fact that his 
eccentricity and buffoonery serves 
to distract people from his overall 
dastardliness. The same is true of the 
Marcos family, who stood at the head 
of a corrupt and brutal regime. That is 
why I have made it through this entire 
article without referencing footwear. 

     ROBERT CHIARELLA reflects on the 
infamous life of the former First Lady 
of the Philippines.

A Letter 
to 

‘O‘Farrell
From Tom Harris-Brassil

Dear Barry O’Farrell,

I don’t know what you’ve done in the past week, but I am tired of 
arriving at work 15 minutes early. While I normally limit myself to 
140 characters or less, my outrage this week demands something 
a little more protracted.

I quite enjoyed the long, relaxing drive across town each morning, 
but this week it has been replaced by a short, quick sprint. I am 
no longer able to check my Twitter feed at the Harbour Bridge 
on-ramp as normal, because I can’t get the car to come to a 
complete stop. Speaking of the car, it’s in a state of shock - almost 
completely overwhelmed. In six years it’s never had to go quicker 
than 60km/hr before midday and now all of a sudden you expect 
it do 70 in an 80 zone.
 
My biggest grievance of all though is that I am also no longer 
able to stare wistfully toward Balmain East from the flyover 
above King Street Wharf. That was the happiest part of my day 
- I would picture myself at the headland park in the company of 
amateur tap dancers and hobbyist basket weavers along with a 
bountiful picnic of lattes, croissants and chilled rosé. Sometimes 
Paul Keating would drop by with a wind-up gramophone and his 
collection of Mahler records and talk me through his renovations. 
You’ve stolen that from me.

You’re probably wondering why I’m being so ungrateful. Well, 
to paraphrase Lesley Gore, it was our state and we’ll cry if we 
want to. If we wanted to live in an efficient, clean and boring city 
we’d move to Brussels. Or Vienna. Or maybe even Adelaide if we 
packed a few cases of bottled water. There is a reason Sydney 
ranks so highly on those desirability surveys in spite of crippled 
public transport - it’s because people love the view looking east 
from Lane 4 of the Harbour Bridge. It’s truly spectacular, but you 
can’t see squat when you’re thundering along at the speed limit.

I suppose next I’ll discover Newtown smells like pot pourri and 
the free-hugs man has been given a real job--perhaps as an 
infringement officer at CityRail. That will be the final insult.

Your mandate was to fix Barangaroo, build a rail link or two and 
maybe duplicate The Spit Bridge if you had time left over. So I’ll 
only ask you once; please put it back the way it was. For all of our 
moaning, we actually quite liked it.

Sincerely,

A Truer Believer than Ever

From Tom Harris-Brassil

A minority is marginalised here at 
Sydney in a profound way. The problem 
is endemic elitism: the assumptions, 
prejudices and stereotypes that a 
number of discriminatory individuals 
use against the few students, those 
pitiable souls, who managed to get 
here, despite those odds, from the 
western suburbs. 

I was relatively happy in my vague 
sense of being misunderstood and, 
perhaps, slightly ridiculed (memorably, 
in ECOP1001: “People, like out west, 
just don’t know how to raise children 
properly!”), but recently the cruel face 
of blatant vilification has been unveiled. 

Completing a group assignment, I 
became exposed to circles and cliques 
that most people would have deemed 
best avoided. I would have infinitely 
preferred to remain ignorant of such 
vile people, and therefore retained 
some semblance of optimism about 
humanity. Comments such as “I didn’t 
think people west of Strathfield knew 
their ABCs...” were amongst the 
more innocent examples of what I 
was subjected to, others went on to 
specifically and hurtfully attach negative 
stereotypes to my home, the place I 
work, where I went to school and where 
everyone I care about lives. This kind 
of geographically determinist, seriously 
offensive language was open for all 
to see, reminding students from the 
western suburbs they were the second-
class citizens of Sydney University. What 
I had suspected, I now knew. Worse, the 
initially subtle feeling of inferiority was 
being enforced by targeted, personal 
abuse. 

There is a subculture at Sydney that 
masks and enables the privileged to 

vilify the people and places they deem 
lesser, excused in their self-justificatory 
imaginations as “humour”. The response 
to my protests of offence?

“we are all shitting ourselves laughing 
right now, and using words like ‘shame’ 
and ‘offended’ only makes [sic] us laugh 
harder”

Oh! They were just being super-duper 
funny and ironic. LOL, it’s only my home 
and family. It’s cool, really, I received the 
heartfelt apology: ‘sorry we’re not sorry 
you live in a dump.’ 

How typical of the underlying arrogance, 
the sense of security, entitlement and 
superiority. These are the kinds of 
attitudes that perpetuate inequality 
and disadvantage, the self-fulfilling 
prophecies that limit the opportunities 
available for the children of less 
privileged backgrounds, continually 
told they won’t amount to much, just 
because of where they live. 

The students tossing around casual 
classist abuse will grow up and believe 
that spending on public schools, 
Medicare and social welfare is good 
money after bad. These are the kinds 
of people who jealously guard the 
advantages they had, notching up their 
success to ‘initiative’, while scoffing at 
the inability of the socio-economically 
disadvantaged to break out of the 
poverty cycle or, in my case, take a joke. 

So next time you go to make a “westie” 
gag, make sure you’re not around 
anyone likely to be offended. Don’t 
worry, there are so few of us at Sydney 
Uni there’s only a very small chance 
we’ll hear you. 

ELIZABETH CAMERON is repping the suburbs.

WEST OF CENTER
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JIM FISHWICK gets kicked in the chest by 
kung fu superstar Harry Jewson.

LOCKER 
ROOM: 
JIM FISHWICK gets kicked in the chest by 
kung fu superstar Harry Jewson.

Kung-Fuck-You-Up 

Let me make this clear: Harry 
Jewson is very good at hiding 
how ripped he his. Tall, gangly, 
and bespectacled, he cuts a 
very Peter Parker-esque figure 
through Manning Bar. That is, 
if  Peter Parker had been doing 
Kung Fu since he was twelve. 
And hadn’t been bitten by a 
radioactive spider. “I got my 
black belt in the same year I 
graduated high school,” he says, 
“And there was only space on 
the shelf for one certificate. It 
was the black belt.”

Along with his brother, Harry 
runs the Brothers Head 
Academy Kung Fu at Usyd. 
When he reclines in his chair, 
his ill-fitting shirt stretches tight 
across his wonderfully-toned 
stomach muscles. I ask if they’re 
the reason he does Kung Fu. “I 
don’t believe muscles are the 
measure of ability in Kung Fu,” 
he explains, “They’re more of a 
by-product.” Drawing my gaze 
back to his face, I ask what 
other rippling by-products Kung 
Fu can offer. He tells me it’s a 
great confidence builder and 
stress reliever. I notice at this 
point how incredibly calm he is.

“Throughout school, I would 
spend four hours training, and 
then one hour studying,” he 
says. But Kung Fu’s not just 
a martial art for nerds and 
obsessives. Harry wants to 
promote exercise as fun, not 
as something that you feel you 
have to do. “Our classes are 
mostly for beginners. There’s 
no required knowledge, and 
you work at your own pace... If 
you’re pushing yourself, you’ve 
succeeded.”

Harry fills me in on how fun 
Kung Fu is: it ’s more fun that 
just lifting weights up and down 
(Kung Fu offers three times as 
many axes in which to move!), 
and Taekwondo. (“Kung Fu 
gives you 100% more limbs to 
use!”) Funnest of all, Harry 
spent the previous day working 
at a kids’ party dressed as a 
Ninja. Jealousy sweeps over my 
comparably weak body.

Oh, and Harry Jewson is single, 
and undeniably muscular.

“It is by riding a bicycle that you 
learn the contours of a country best, 
since you have to sweat up the hills 
and coast down them.  Thus you 
remember them as they actually are, 
while in a motor car only a high hill 
impresses you, and you have no such 
accurate remembrance of country you 
have driven through as you gain by 
riding a bicycle.” 

So accurate is this statement by 
Ernest Hemingway, it’s scary. Among 
the variety of interests I have, biking 
is probably the one activity that I 
love the most. The freedom, control, 
spontaneity, physical fitness and joy 
cycling brings me have led to some of 
the most memorable events in my life.

I became interested in biking when 
I was living in Germany in 2009 
and have never looked back. The 
freedom that you have with a bike is 
comparable, if not greater than the 
freedom that the mobile phone has 
brought us. Being able to get up thirty 
minutes before class, casually have 
breakfast, shower and then hop on 
my bike is an amazing feeling. 

Why then do so few people in 
Sydney actually commute by bike? 
The benefits are obvious: easy and 
regular fitness, cheap transportation 
costs, high reliability (a trip always 
takes the same amount of time) 
and zero carbon emissions. Two of 

the main reasons cited for the low 
cycling rate are the lack of cycling 
infrastructure and the intimidating 
nature of Sydney’s roads. From the 
aggressiveness of drivers to the awful 
state of the tarmac, cycling in Sydney 
can be a nightmare. 

I have personally experienced some 
of these determents, having been 
abused for riding a bicycle, having 
ridden over numerous potentially 
dangerous potholes and having 
jostled with hundreds of cars in peak 
hour (Cleveland Street is not a fun 
ride at eight in the morning).  These 
kinds of obstacles need not, however, 
prevent the future of biking in Sydney 
from developing for the better. 

Over the last couple of years the City 
of Sydney Council has taken an active 
role in promoting and developing 
cycling infrastructure, with numerous 
excellent cycleways opening.  

The crown jewel of cycleways, the 
Bourke Street Cycleway, finally 
opened last month and is a pleasure 
to ride along.  I have often found 
myself riding down Bourke Street 
from Taylor Square after having done 
some shopping and nicking into a Café 
for my morning fix. Though improving 
infrastructure is not the only thing that 
needs to change, more people need to 
learn to bike as well as experience and 
feel the joy that is riding.

Luckily, there are many opportunities 
for learning about cycling for would-
be-cyclists in Sydney. If you are a 
beginner (someone who wants to 
learn to ride or someone who can ride 
but is a bit hesitant about commuting) 
your first stop should be the City of 
Sydney Council cycling website. I took 
an excellent free cycling course at 
their biking headquarters in St Peters, 
where I brushed up on basic bicycle 
maintenance such as oiling your chain 
and changing your tyres.  Furthermore 
they also have extensive maps of 
suggested bike routes as well as all 
other information you can imagine on 
biking in the city. 

Closer to home, the Sydney University 
Bike Society is full of fellow students 
who are passionate about biking 
and would be more than happy to 
show any beginner the ropes. They 
also organise tours and short trips: 
a particularly awesome one is the 
northern beaches ride all the way up to 
Woy Woy from Manly with a dip at Palm 
Beach for those into Home & Away!

At the end of the day, the point is 
to get around, have fun and to do 
whatever you want really. That is the 
joy of biking.

WILLIAM MOLLERS puts the pedal to the tar.

The Brothers Head 
Academy meets 
12-1, Mondays 
and Thursdays 
at the HK Ward 

Gym’s Dojo. Your 
first session will 

be absolutely jaw-
droppingly free. For 
more information, 
facebook ‘Brothers 

Head Academy Kung 
Fu @ Usyd’. 

• 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 
CHEAP SECONDHAND Textbooks

on Secondhand
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A GLASS O’ 
BAILEYS WITH...

DAVID 
O’DOHERTY

13 years of stand up comedy•	

100 facts about sharks•	

one under 14s triple jump •	

bronze medal

From keyboard 
cat to those home videos of the Biebs in 
Never Say Never, the YAMAHA Partasound 
PSS-260 mini-keyboard has launched the 
careers of multiple generations of superstars. 

Few of these superstars, however, are funnier 
or more winsome than David O’Doherty. The 
Guardian once described his comedy as like “being 

tickled by a teddy bear” and indeed the award-
winning Irish-comedian seems so soft and cuddly that 

by the end of his show you want to take him home, give 
him a hug and set him amongst your My Little Pony collection. 

Despite having won some of the biggest comedy awards and now 
in his thirteenth year in stand-up, O’Doherty is refreshingly down to earth 

during our interview. Referring to me as “little charmer,” the comedian, children’s 
author, musician, actor and 1990 East Leinster under-14s triple jump bronze medalist was 

relaxed and open while discussing topics like Shakira, sharks and vacuum cleaners. 

Sporting disheveled hair, a shamrock green t-shirt and a gold cape with a picture of a panda on it that I’m told 
his girlfriend made for him, O’Doherty is finding no trouble in winning over the crowds of this year’s Melbourne 

International Comedy Festival. His latest show, Somewhere Over the David O’Doherty, which debuted at the Edinburgh 
Fringe in August 2010, is a highlight of the Melbourne festival lineup. For the first time, the show features O’Doherty playing 

on a full-sized piano as well as his mini-keyboard and on a less ridiculous instrument it’s clear to see his genuine musical 
talent. 

When O’Doherty was younger he wanted to be a jazz musician like his father but reflects modestly, “It seemed like a very fun thing to 
do but unfortunately I had no talent in that direction or very little at least. And in fairness to my father, we live in a curious, Australian 
Idol, X-Factor era where parents are more likely to say to their children; do whatever you want. You just have to want it more than 
other people. My father told me I was no good when I was about nineteen and that is very honest. That’s like saying, follow your 
dreams but remember to be slightly good at them in the first place before you bother following them.”

Making the change from jazz to comedy occurred while O’Doherty was at university studying philosophy, where he’d watch comics 
like the then-unknown Dylan Moran, Tommy Tiernan and Ardal O’Hanlon perform at small pub-gigs. With his brother Michael 
Doherty (he dropped the O) performing as a comic for several years, O’Doherty denies being the joker in the family but says 
that as the youngest by about seven years, “I never had anything intelligent or interesting to say cause my brother and sister 
would be sitting down, having dinner with my parents and talking about stuff they’d learned in school and I was just small and 
inconsequential. So I would leave the room and come in with peanut butter in my hair.”

Many years on and there is no doubting the wittiness of the Dublin-born comic. One of the funniest moments of Somewhere 
Over the David O’Doherty is a song about his (fantasy) relationship with Shakira, complete with a brilliant pastiche of her voice 
and hip shakes.  He says, “I was trying to think of the most preposterous person to appear at my door dripping wet in the 
middle of the night. So I experimented with Beyonce but for some reason Shakira’s just funnier than Beyonce because Shakira’s 
got the mystical, Aztec, South American vibe going on with her so that’s how she made the cut. And that’s how Beyonce got 
bumped but if Beyonce is reading this, she’s more than welcome to come to my house in the middle of the night but rest 
assured I’ll be turning her down as I turned Shakira down.”

Though his current tour will only be visiting Melbourne, O’Doherty is familiar enough with our country to offer his opinion 
on each of the cities, “I’ve got a soft spot for most Australian cities. I’m always intrigued as to how pretty much wherever 
you’re from in Australia, everyone else thinks your city is the worst one and you think everyone else’s city is the worst one. 
You know I mean there would be certain rivalries in Ireland but I’m always intrigued how Perth is full of Presbyterians and 
how Adelaide is full of maniacs and Melbourne’s full of snobs and Sydney’s full of yobs and Brisbane’s full of yokels. I like 
how everyone’s having a go at everyone else for quite specific reasons, none of which are true.” 

Whether it’s as the star of his own documentary series on Irish television, an award-winning film as a comic or as an 
author, (his latest book 100 Facts About Sharks includes such insights as, “Nicholas Cage’s middle name is shark”), 
O’Doherty’s appeal is far-reaching. I end the interview by asking O’Doherty about the perks of being a celebrity.
expecting some retort about free chocolate liqueurs or the tiny croissants in the executive lounge. Instead the 
question seems to annoy O’Doherty who says he doesn’t see himself as a celebrity. Joking about the infrequency he 
“gets papped”, O’Doherty says, “I always thought I would be success if I owned a Dyson vacuum cleaner. You know 
one of those with no bags.”

by Monica Connors
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If I had to wait 200 years to see justice, 
would I stand every day at the side of the 
road holding my thumb out, hoping for it 
to arrive?

This is the fate, more or less, to which 
the families of the 58 victims in the 
Philippines’ Maguindanao massacre are 
confined. The single deadliest event in 
the history of journalism, according to the 
Committee to Protect Journalists, occurred 
on 23 November 2009 when a convoy of 
vehicles in the troubled Mindanao region 
was ambushed by around 100 gunmen 
from the local Ampatuan clan. 

The doomed fleet was led by the family 
and aides of then Buluan vice-mayor 
Esmael Mangudadatu, on their way to 
file his candidacy for the Maguindanao 
governor’s seat in the 2010 national 
elections. Mangudadatu’s opponent was 
Andal Ampatuan Jr., son of the incumbent 
governor and godfather of the powerful 
Ampatuans, Andal Ampatuan Sr.

WAITING FOR JUSTICE
After halting the six car convoy, the 
Ampatuan honchos allegedly killed the 
men, raped the women, shot them in 
the genitals, and beheaded most, before 
dumping the victims’ bodies in a mass 
roadside grave. It is suggested that the 
burial site was prepared days in advance, 
dug out by a backhoe engraved with the 
name of Governor Ampatuan Sr., and 
identified as property of his provincial 
government. The media worldwide, 
of course, reacted in shocked frenzy. 
More than half the dead were media 
workers, invited to cover the candidacy by 
Mangudadatu himself, who hoped their 
presence would deter an attack from his 
enemies. Mangudadatu, nonetheless, 
didn’t travel with the group that day, and 
eventually went on to win election to      
the governorship.

In the 18 months since the massacre, the 
international press has gone quiet on the 
tragedy. Fair enough, too – there’s enough 
Bieber and Botox going on elsewhere 

to keep us distracted. Even the Filipino 
media are only represented by four or five 
journalists at the trial of the perpetrators, 
underway in court since January 2010. And 
courtesy of an eye-opening internship at 
the Philippine Daily Inquirer this summer, I 
was there to join them.

It wasn’t the kind of designer courthouse 
I’d expected for such a high-profile case. 
This dry, grey room in an undecorated 
Quezon City building more easily belonged 
in the oldest wing of a suburban Sydney 
high school. Alongside me sat Mark 
Merueñas, the senior news producer at 
GMA News Online.

“The massacre really changed the way 
we, journalists, look at how safe we are 
when performing our duties,” reflected 
Merueñas. “Before the massacre, I don’t 
think any politician or anyone would dare 
launch an attack when he or she finds 
out that the prospective victims number 
to almost 60. But the assailants in the 
Maguindanao massacre disregarded all of 
those notions and concerns. And just did 
it, just killed everyone. So it was a wake-up 
call for journalists that they’ve never been 
as vulnerable to threats as now.”

For much of January and February this 
year, Dr. Felino Brunia Jr., was the sole 
occupant of the witness stand. He was 
another in the interminable stream of 
doctors who autopsied the corpses of the 
victims after they’d been hoed in to and 
then out of their unfinished burial site. 

The first victim he presented was Jose 
Duhay, a reporter from Korondal City’s 
Gold Star Daily. Duhay suffered wounds 
from seven bullets, including one that 
blew away a hand-sized piece of his skull. 
Sat amongst the gallery during Brunia’s 

testimony was Duhay’s widow, as were 
another dozen family and friends of the 
Maguindanao casualties. One by one over 
the next few weeks, they will struggle 
to control tears and anger, as each of 
the victims’ wounds and suffering are 
painstakingly recounted to the judge.

All of these bereaved relatives await their 
loved ones’ day in court with courage 
unfathomable to any one of you or me, 
and for a closure that might never arrive 
during their own lifetimes. With 196 
defendants charged and 300 witnesses 
summoned, Filipino Senator Joker Arroyo 
recently remarked that, at this rate, the 
trial might take 200 years to complete.

“I honestly think the prosecution was 
doing a fairly steady and good job at 
presenting their case for the first year of 
trial or so,” says Merueñas. “But that’s 
until the internal conflict between private 
and public prosecutors was revealed to the 
media last month.” After the story broke, 
Philippine Justice Secretary Leila de Lima 
moved to install an entirely new team of 
public prosecutors. 

Merueñas is sceptical about what this 
means for the progress of the trial, 
especially in a nation infamous for its 
impunity in political cases. “Proceedings 
have gotten, should I say, a little bit messy. 
We can’t blame the new members of the 
prosecution. The case was just recently 
tossed to them, and obviously they don’t 
have the same grasp of the case as that 
of the replaced prosecutors… But with 
them out of the scene, I hope that doesn’t 
cancel everything out.”

And at this stage of proceedings, even more 
than any other, hangs a morbid nihilism 
over the courtroom. The autopsy doctors’ 
ongoing testimony is at once tedious and 
awful. It’s deliberately impersonal, the 
way each bullet wound is described with 

It’s been dubbed ‘the single deadliest event in the history of 
journalism’. Foreign correspondent CHRIS MARTIN sat in on the 
long-awaited trial for the perpetrators of the tragic Maguindanao 
massacre in the Philippines, which shocked the world in 2009.

“They just did it,   
just killed everyone. 
It was a wake-up call 
for journalists that 
they’ve never been as 
vulnerable to threats 
as now.”
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testimony was Duhay’s widow, as were 
another dozen family and friends of the 
Maguindanao casualties. One by one over 
the next few weeks, they will struggle 
to control tears and anger, as each of 
the victims’ wounds and suffering are 
painstakingly recounted to the judge.

All of these bereaved relatives await their 
loved ones’ day in court with courage 
unfathomable to any one of you or me, 
and for a closure that might never arrive 
during their own lifetimes. With 196 
defendants charged and 300 witnesses 
summoned, Filipino Senator Joker Arroyo 
recently remarked that, at this rate, the 
trial might take 200 years to complete.

“I honestly think the prosecution was 
doing a fairly steady and good job at 
presenting their case for the first year of 
trial or so,” says Merueñas. “But that’s 
until the internal conflict between private 
and public prosecutors was revealed to the 
media last month.” After the story broke, 
Philippine Justice Secretary Leila de Lima 
moved to install an entirely new team of 
public prosecutors. 

Merueñas is sceptical about what this 
means for the progress of the trial, 
especially in a nation infamous for its 
impunity in political cases. “Proceedings 
have gotten, should I say, a little bit messy. 
We can’t blame the new members of the 
prosecution. The case was just recently 
tossed to them, and obviously they don’t 
have the same grasp of the case as that 
of the replaced prosecutors… But with 
them out of the scene, I hope that doesn’t 
cancel everything out.”

And at this stage of proceedings, even more 
than any other, hangs a morbid nihilism 
over the courtroom. The autopsy doctors’ 
ongoing testimony is at once tedious and 
awful. It’s deliberately impersonal, the 
way each bullet wound is described with 

the same medical language and objective 
observation as the last. But each one is a 
shot to the heart of free media and politics 
in a nation struggling to tread the waters 
of those issues since the 1960s.

It was grimly ironic, joked my Inquirer 
colleague Philip Tubeza back in February, 
that the Ampatuan defence lawyers were 
complaining about the media coverage of 
the case. But so they did, stopping the trial 
before lunchtime one day to tell the judge 
that they’d been misrepresented and 
misquoted, particularly by the Inquirer. 
The attorneys objected to articles about 
their suggestions that some of the victims’ 
supposed gunshot wounds and grazes 
might just be insect bites. Journalists from 
other newspapers had also reported that 
one defence attorney quietly invited the 
victims’ families to leave the room if they 
couldn’t handle his cross-examination; 
an allegation not proven in the court 
transcription, but one sworn to by those 
in the gallery who heard it.

So what exactly is the media’s role in 
this case? Yes, journalists are forever 
reminded of their duties to objectivity and 
impartiality. But in a long history of political 
corruption – the kind of environment 
that safeguards the power of regional 
patriarchs like the Ampatuans, regardless 
of whatever crimes they commit – can a 
journalist at the Maguindanao massacre 
trial legitimately assume the more active 
position of prime witness and watchdog 
for justice?

“Most definitely,” Merueñas says. “We 
have to follow the case every single step 
of the way. The problem here is that there 
are some media outfits that were closely 
monitoring the case in its earlier stages 
but lost interest.” For Merueñas and his 
press colleagues, the coverage is now “a 
form of personal service, not only for the 
35 journalists killed but for the Philippine 
journalism profession as a whole.”

According to Merueñas, the crucial 
balance lies between those tenets of 
unbiased reportage and the necessity to 

maintain pressure on the Philippine 
legal authorities. “It is not our role to 
pass judgments to the accused,” he 
says – “that’s a role reserved only 
to Judge Jocelyn Solis-Reyes in this 
case. Though it is clear journalists 
like us should be biased in favour 
of the victims, the best way still is to 
report the facts”.

Certainly the Filipino population is 
demanding as much media access 
to the courtroom as possible. 
A survey published in Manila’s 
BusinessWorld on February 20 
counted 90% of respondents in 
favour of live TV coverage. Even 
though the daily media presence at 
the trial is small, witness testimony 
always commands column space 
at the front of the country’s major 
newspapers. 

So will the Filipinos get TV cameras 
in the courtroom, as the cries for a 
transparency long overdue compete 
with the principles of fair trial? And 
as this case slowly ambles towards its 
pointy end, will the worldwide media 
pick it up again?

Probably not, on either count. But 
the 2009 Maguindanao massacre is 
something to never forget, a lesson in 
the protection of free politics and 
free media, in the midst of a global 
climate where these are as 
important as ever.

It’s been dubbed ‘the single deadliest event in the history of 
journalism’. Foreign correspondent CHRIS MARTIN sat in on the 
long-awaited trial for the perpetrators of the tragic Maguindanao 
massacre in the Philippines, which shocked the world in 2009.

“They just did it,   
just killed everyone. 
It was a wake-up call 
for journalists that 
they’ve never been as 
vulnerable to threats 
as now.”
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The 3DS is Nintendo’s new portable 
handheld device with so many 
groundbreaking features it’s hard to 
know where to begin. Let me think… 
maybe we should start with GLASSES 
FREE 3D! The biggest worry for all us 
dweebs and poindexters who have been 
waiting for this one was the quality. I was 
not only relieved but stood, jaw swinging 
down around knees, salivating at the 
quality. I mean, how good could we have 
expected it to be? I’m going to put it out 
there – it’s better than what I’ve seen 
in cinemas. You know how there’s that 
faint echo of the image when you’re 
watching 3D cinema? Well it’s not 
there, that is unless you move 
outside of the optimal 
viewing area (which 
luckily enough matches 
the most comfortable 
position when 
playing games). 
The problem 
with this 
is the 

gyroscope the 3DS uses. Similar to 
a Wiimote, physically moving the 
3DS can control interactions in-game 
and features significantly in many of 
them. You have to learn to swivel your 
whole body with the consol as if you 
had sprained your neck. But heck, I’m 
willing to let that slide for, let me say it 
just one more time, GLASSES FREE 3D.

The first time I played the 3DS was a 
week from release at a JB Hi-Fi store 
where I squee’d in fan boy delight to 
see a trial for The Legend of Zelda: 
Ocarina of Time. To my amazement 
the 3DS uses far more polygons than 
the Nintendo 64 did, making our hero, 
Link and his surrounds render far more 

eloquently than the now out-dated 
aesthetic the 64 provided. The down 
side? No release date has been set as 
yet for Zelda. As a matter of fact, the 
lack of any Nintendo flagship titles 
kinda irks me. No Mario? What the 
shit did I buy a Nintendo for then? The 
only recognisable games are ports from 
old consoles that many people already 
own. I bought Street Fighter 4 3D and 
don’t get me wrong, it’s dope, but I 
could have played it all day for $4-5 at 
Intensity instead of paying $53. Is 3D 
worth forking that much cash out for? 
Unequivocally yes in the case of Street 
Fighter, but the other game I bought, 
Splinter Cell 3D, no-freaking-way. 

More than making up for the lack of 
unique, original or classic titles is 

the in-built games and functions 
in the 3DS. Face Raiders is 

a really cool augmented 
reality game. It works 

like this: take a 3D 
photo of a friends 
face. The cameras on 
the back (that’s right 
two cameras, for like, 
taking photos in 3D) 
give a live feed of 
your surroundings. If 
anybody saw some 
dick at Manning 

waving around a rectangle in your face, 
giggling obsessively the other day, that 
was me. On your 3DS all of a sudden, 
faces of your friends start bursting out 
of the walls and you have to shoot 
all their dumb animated heads into 
oblivion. It’s not just a great concept, 
but the game is filled with all these little 
touches that really flesh it out to be 
more than a cheesy gimmick. 

There are so many more tricks this thing 
can do which are amazing, but again 
Nintendo is leaving us in the lurch waiting 
for updates. Eventually there will be a 
web browser. Mii Plaza is a cool, if under 
developed, social networking platform. 
Street Pass automatically shares data 
with other 3DS without having to pull 
the device out. There’s audio editing 
and a video viewing platform that Netflix 
will be supporting later. The battery life 
is a bummer and I can’t help but feel 
that, despite the tech being perfect, the 
product is a little unfinished. No doubt 
it’s a marketing ploy to sell 3DS with 
Mario and Ocarina decals on them when 
the games are finally released. 

The Verdict: 1 million and 1 stars out of 5 
(Or if you need a rational one 4.5 out of 5)

Aussie hip-hop gets a bad rap. So many people are quick to 
judge it as being a facile attempt to reproduce music that was 
relevant to specific pockets of the US during the 90s. Anyone 
who was at the Hip Hop Hooray gig at Manning on Thursday 
night would have to contend that Aussie hip-hop is not really a 
sub-genre of its big American cousin but rather a style unto itself. 

The first thing that hit me when I arrived was the eclectic 
nature of the crowd. The room had lads, businessmen, 
mums, uni students and an awkward looking couple on their 
first date. The Tongue had recently been collaborating with 
M-Phazes and it showed. His style was still raw and very 
free flowing. He even treated the crowd to two freestyles. I 
commented on his skill as freestyler to one of my friends who 
told me that The Tongue was a former USyd Theatresports 
champion. Who knew?

Next on the bill were Dialectrix. These guys are two MC’s and 
one DJ and they had a lot more energy and were a lot tighter 
than The Tongue. Their set was simply a lot of fun. They really 
seemed to be having a blast on stage and that energy carried 
across to the audience. By the end of their set everyone was 
on the dance floor and really getting into the tracks as best 
they could. When they dropped their closing number ‘Whut!’ 
the crowd went ballistic.

With everyone sufficiently warmed up, M-Phazes came out and 
decided to get things pumping even harder, playing some crowd 
favourites and even a couple of beats that he’d written himself. 
Finally, Illy swaggered onto the stage and started his set. It was an 
hour of material off his new album The Chase. Illy was easily the 
most professional of the acts on the night. He had no pretences 
of being a gangster or being more virile than anyone else. He just 
presented himself as a musician first and a performer second. 
The crowd got into every track he laid down and was particularly 
appreciative of: ‘Pictures’, ‘Cigarettes’ and ‘It Can Wait’, a track he 
played as his encore.

If you can get along to a hip-hop night do it. There’s just a lot 
of love in the room and everyone is there to have a good time 
and enjoy something they like.

PHILLIP ROSER defends Australia’s right to pop ‘n lock.

Hip Hop Hooray          feat. ILLY, DIalectrix and the tongue at Manning, April 7.

Hip Hop Hooray          feat. ILLY, DIalectrix 
HANNAH RYAN doesn’t let sleeping wolfmothers lie. 

Like reviews of his exhibitions, Myles Heskett’s obituary will likely begin with a reference to 
Wolfmother and could very well proceed to be peppered with a series of a-paw-ling wolf 
puns. Fair enough – if you co-found and percuss a band as popular as Wolfmother once 
was, that’ll happen. But Heskett absconded from the band three years ago (due to ‘musical 
differences’: the music businesses version of ‘irreconcilable differences’) and is trying to 
change his CV’s first line from muso to artiste with his debut exhibition, The Valleys of Ash. 

It’s easy to be sceptical, to suspect this might be like Hilary Duff’s novel or Scarlett 
Johansson’s album – someone trading on a name, tricked by their fame-inflamed egos into 
thinking that they are latter-day Leonardos. But just remember that, actually, Myles Heskett 
was a low-ranking member of an Australian band whose moment has very much passed, 
with name recognition approaching zero. 

And, indeed, the work stands on its own. Heskett is certainly art-literate: his father was 
an artist, and a press release cites his influences as Joan Miro, Cy Twombly, Basquiat, 
Stanley Donwood (who designed the album covers for Hail to the Thief and The Eraser) and 
surrealist film-maker David Lynch. As this cast of muses would suggest, Heskett’s work is 
abstract and tends towards darkness.

The fifteen or so works on display range from miniature sketches to a large (and pricey) 
series of enjoined painted panels. The smaller pieces are geometric and concentrated, 
almost like optical illusions or a game of Tetris, created with a fine inky pen and texta. He 
began working on these in his notebooks while on Wolfmother’s 2007 world tour, and while 
they’re certainly interesting, there’s a bit too much Travis from Clueless about them. It’s 
the frames and the gallery space that have elevated them from doodles to art. They’re also 
uncomfortably depersonalised. 

Heskett’s talent is more obviously on display in his bolder, larger oil-on-canvas paintings. 
These feel more mature and reveal him to be technically able. Most striking is his palette: 
splashes of yellow and purple are startling amid gloomy hues.  He also plays with texture 
here, coming closer here to realistic representation. Thicker oil is reminiscent of tree knots, 
signifying that perhaps the collection is really a depiction of the Australian landscape. 
These paintings are impressive and involving, and it’s a shame he didn’t include more such 
ambitious efforts. 

Viewed as an ode to the rock’n’roll life, the exhibition is no Almost Famous. It is shadowy 
and contemplative, suggesting loneliness and long hours. But it’s not as pessimistic as the 
exhibition’s name might suggest. Heskett is talented at symbols as well as cymbals, and that 
means this exhibition isn’t just something for the few remaining Wolfmother fans. 

The Valleys of Ash is currently showing at the Mart Gallery, 156 Commonwealth St, Surry 
Hills. Open Tuesday-Saturday 12th April - 5th May, April 7 - 30, but closed for Easter.  

ART A
TTACK

:
Myles Hes

kett THE VALLEYS OF ASH
Tuesday to Saturday 
12th April to 5th of May 
7:30 at MART GALLERY

3DS
GAME THEORY

  felix supernova 
gets his thumbs wiggling.
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HONI RECOMMENDS:

THE SCREEN:
    
Sucker Punch CINDY CHONG strikes with a left upper-cut.

It was one of those jazzy Sydney afternoons. Always 
at least a month behind the scheduled season it felt 
like the end of summer rather than mid-autumn and 
the warm air basked the turning leaves of Surry Hills 
golden. A fitting day for a community festival and 
Ward Park was thronged with enough species to send 
Attenborough wild; a Chinese hunting dog stared 
suspiciously at belly dancers who weaved their way 
through the overweight, overdressed Roller Derby 
League rollers who rolled backwards past a very 
ripped half-naked Bra Boy complete with black Nikes, 
dangerously low board shorts and a tattoo etched 
on his back proudly stating his position within the 
‘Brotherhood’ standing apathetically on his iPhone by 
the Greyhound Adoption Program tent where dogs did 
their best to look cute as kids pulled their tails. 

The ‘Make A Friend for Life’ campaign was slightly 
ruined by the overzealous advertising of old Dr Harry 
and we left our friend from the brotherhood to 
witness the end of Lanie Lane’s set. Impressed by her 
blues inspired performance, complete with an f-hole 
guitar, a cowgirl on a double bass and a southern belle 
accent I found myself amazed at the amount of people 
who came to festivals to just sleep on the grass and 
were missing sight of the token few who’d somehow 
missed the alcohol free campaign and were dancing 
unashamedly up the front. 

The end of her set was met by a redheaded announcer 
who appealed to the virgins of the crowd to visit the 
Polish ‘Virgin Advisor’ at the top left hand side of the 
park. Passing the aforementioned advisor who was 
sitting in a picnic chair and recognisable by the sign 

clipped to her red leather handbag, we dropped in a 
gold coin on our way out to the Beresford. Her advice 
was simple. Sex was the work of the devil and if you 
knew what was good for you don’t trust anyone. 
Particularly not men. But especially not politicians. 

We soon learnt that the government was conspiring 
to turn people into sex slaves and that masturbation 
would make you blind. Feeling our $2 may have been 
better spent towards a delicacy from the New Zealand 
food store, her pessimism about humanity failed to 
tarnish our mood. The weather, the dogs, the crowded 
pavements were all inherently Australian and it was 
nice to know that old-fashioned local festivals still take 
the time to happen. 

festival festivities

the Greyhound Adoption Program tent where dogs did 
their best to look cute as kids pulled their tails. 

PSAMANTHA HAWKER gets in on the conspiracy 
at the annual Surry Hills Festival.

Like most great films, Fitzcarraldo is essentially about 
humanity – in this case, ambition, isolation, love, 
imperialism, resilience and failure. Yes, it’s one of 
those films, but fortunately not in the self-conscious 
Hollywood way we’ve come to expect.

The title character (played by Klaus Kinski) is an 
Irishman living in Peru in the early 20th Century, a 
wild-eyed opera fanatic who dreams of bringing the 
grand opera to his tiny Peruvian town. With help 
from his wife (Claudia Cardinale), he plans to become 
a rubber baron to make his dream a reality, and 
secures the rights for the only area of the jungle that 
is still available – a place rich in rubber trees but only 
reachable via a completely inaccessible river. Thus he 
sets out on an idiosyncratic voyage, culminating in a 
feat of engineering by both the characters and the 
filmmakers: the dragging of a huge goddamn ship over 
a mountain.

The fact that director Werner Herzog actually attempts 
this in the film itself, without the benefit of special 
effects, provides a powerful, insane poignancy and 
typifies the documentary-like sensibility of the film. 
Everything that we see happening is unpredictably 
real, free of the usual filmic trappings. Nothing seems 
contrived; every near miss and setback is strongly 
felt by both the audience and the slightly crazed 
Fitzcarraldo, every nuance is genuine, every character 
flaw or questionable decision is true to life and as we 
watch the events unfold there is the palpable sense 
that almost anything could happen at any time. Beyond 
the panoramic visuals and unique soundtrack, the 
emotional resonance comes from the fact that the film 
itself is a monument to the mad ambition it portrays.LAURENCE ROSIER-STAINES gets all fitz and carraldo.

Ludicrously overblown with CGI and cacophonous Dolby 
sound, Zack Snyder’s Suckerpunch is a mish mash of 
fantasy set pieces with absolutely no plausible plotline – 
other than to appease every geekboy’s wet dream.

As Babydoll, the protagonist of the film played by Emily 
Browning, awaits for an impending lobotomy, she creates a 
fantasy world after being institutionalized by her stepfather. 
The madhouse painted by Snyder parallels between 
German zombie WW1 soldiers, gigantic feudal samurais, 
fire-breathing dragons; and Mobster Blue’s heroines 
dressed to thrill: objectified, and employed to give pleasure 
to the men visiting the gulag asylum-turned-brothel.

Determined to fight for her freedom, Babydoll urges four 
other girls, Sweet Pea, Rocket, Amber, and Blondie, to 
escape from the asylum before the mysterious High Roller 
comes for Babydoll. A Wise Man (he is actually known by 
this name in the film) helps the girls along their journey 
to collect the items that are required to set them free. 
Babydoll supernaturally entrances those around her with 
her ability to dance, manifesting itself to the audience 
as an epic journey through several wonderlands. Sound 
similar to a video game? 

Throughout the film the audience is told through dialogue 
that each subsequent victory in this fantasy world 
results in some significant impact on each character’s 
self-empowerment. Though they are given vicious 
snarls, swords and machine guns, the leading ladies are 
nothing more than cinematic figures of enslavement. The 
presence of a mother-figure, the psychiatrist, manipulates 
the girls and takes on the dubious role of teaching the 
girls to survive by objectifying themselves even more – 
demanding them to “dance” as a form of therapy while 
pleasing the male audience in the film. Just about every 
scene reveals some sort of oppression of the females. The 
very nature of the girls’ names reflects the misogynistic 
and condescending manner of Suckerpunch.

Overall, this film was just a mess, and a waste of ninety or 
so minutes. Snyder’s mix of victim erotica, period fantasy, 
and gothic B-grade comic book action was striving too 
hard to imitate Inception. Not only was the film offensive, 
but incredibly boring. The plot was simply nonsensical and 
silly.

My dad bought the tickets. In true fatherly-
style, he takes great delight in embarrassing 
me in public. But one of his favourite jives 
is belting out impossibly high falsetto notes 
(like “Barbara-Aaaaa-aaa-aaaaaan, take my 
haaaaa-aa-and”) in the company of strangers. 
So he naturally thought I would love to join him 
as he revisited the vinyl-glory days by going 
to see Jersey Boys: The Story of Frankie Valli 
and the Four Seasons at the Royal Theatre. 
We met with my dad’s best high school buddy 
and his daughter, in the foyer packed with 
aging rockers all buzzing with anticipation. I 
was easily one of the youngest people in the 
audience but that did not stop me joining in 
and bopping along to the great hits - think 
‘Sherry’, ‘Big girls don’t cry’ and ‘I love you 
baby” (the love ballad made famous for our 
generation by Heath Ledger in 10 Things I 
Hate About You). 

The hype surrounding this show is well 
earned; this is an epic production. Jersey Boys 
is a jukebox musical which strings together 
the Four Seasons hits to tell the tale of the 
groups success during the 60s and 70s. From 
the mean streets of Italian mob-infested 
New Jersey where the group formed, to the 
Rock and Roll Hall of Fame; and all the group 
conflicts, drug overdoses, women and blazer 
changes in between. The story of Frankie 
Valli, Tommy DeVito, Bob Gaudio (of ‘We wear 
short shorts’ fame) and Nick Massi is truly 
engaging. Swift and seamless transitions from 
scene to song and back again eliminate that 
dreaded introduction music glitch which jolts 
many musicals. This is a dazzling production 
with fantastic 60s costumes and wigs, slick 
and perfectly timed boy-band choreography, 
drumkits and baby grand pianos floating 
across the stage during the numbers and 
colourful, dynamic characters. And man, can 
they all sing! If you don’t mind being squashed 
amongst tone-deaf baby-boomers and want a 
thoroughly enjoyable time, save your pennies 
(tickets ain’t so cheap) or persuade your dad 
to take you along.   

JERSEY BOYSJERSEY BOYS

SURRY HILLS Festival

HANNAH BRUCE has a pretty cool dad.
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Take me with you... SOUTH 
AMERICA

      Honi Soit photojournalist  
NATHAN HARMOND takes 
you on a trip to where 
you’d rather be.

1.    If you go there to vacation be sure to take tips from the locals about where and what, they  
know what’s up.  

2. If you go in search of your inner self, try not to get lost in one of the many wild vistas,

3. or go missing. This Peruvian landslide almost left our train in the Urubamba River.
4. I must warn you, scenery like this could lead to increased philosophising and questioning of self.

5. Remember to appreciate and respect the local culture, not just the endless benders. 6. If induced correctly South America promises to be a mind expanding experience.



17

SR
C H

ELP
 & 

LEG
AL

V

The University 
Is Giving Away 
Money! $$$
If you are a first-year student, 
on a Centrelink benefit, and can 
demonstrate a financial need do 
to being from a low socioeconomic 
status, a rural or isolated 
background, living away from your 
family home or having a disability, 
you may be eligible for a FIRST YEAR 
BURSARY. This is like a loan that you 
don’t have to pay back. It is valued 
at $2000 and will help you pay for 
costs such as textbooks, setting up 
your house for buying a computer. 
Applications close on Monday, 18 
April 2011 for semester one and 
Monday, 19 September 2011 for 
semester two.

The SRC is noticing an increase in the 
number of plagiarism allegations that 
are being made against students.  The 
SRC believes that this is largely because 
there is increasing use of text-matching 
software programs, such as TurnItIn. 

What these text-matching software 
programs do is run your essay/
assignment through a program 
that matches pieces of text in your 
assignment that are the same to text in 
other work – eg. Other students’ essays, 
academic journal’s, books, newspapers 
etc. As well as specifically designed 
programs, Google is also used.

Academics then have to work out what 
should be exactly the same – because 
you have used quotes from other 
people’s work, and what should not. 
Some academics approach this from a 
position of being able to then educate 
students on improved writing and 
referencing skills. Some academics come 
from a position of being suspicious of 
students.

What is Plagiarism?
The University’s Academic Dishonesty 
and Plagiarism policy says there are 2 
types of plagiarism. To quote the policy:

Negligent Plagiarism means innocently, 
recklessly or carelessly presenting 
another person’s Work as one’s own 
Work without Acknowledgement of the 
Source. Negligent Plagiarism often arises 
from a student’s fear of paraphrasing 
or writing in their own words, and/or 
ignorance of this Policy and Procedure. It 
may be due to: 

a. failure to follow appropriate 
referencing practices;  
b. failure to determine, verify or 
acknowledge the source of the Work. 

Dishonest Plagiarism means 
knowingly presenting another person’s 
Work as one’s own Work without 
Acknowledgement of the Source. It is 
also considered plagiarism if you copy 
a previous assignment of your own. 
Alleged Plagiarism will be deemed to be 
alleged Dishonest Plagiarism where: 

a. substantial proportions of the Work 
have been copied from the Work of 
another person, in a manner that clearly 
exceeds the boundaries of Legitimate 
Cooperation; 

b. the Work contains a substantial body 
of copied material (including from the 
Internet) without Acknowledgement of 
the Source, and in a manner that cannot 
be explained as Negligent Plagiarism; 

c. in the case of a student preparing 
Work for Assessment, there is evidence 
that the student engaged another person 
to produce or conduct research for the 
Work, including for payment or other 
consideration; or 

d. the student has previously received a 
Written Warning. 

Penalties can range from having to 
resubmit the piece of work to a fail in the 
assessment for negligent plagiarism. For 
dishonest plagiarism you may be referred 
to the Registrar for a formal investigation.

Increasing numbers of 
allegations of dishonest 
plagiarism
The SRC is noticing an increase in the 
number of allegations of dishonest 
plagiarism. Many students who have 
received allegations of dishonest 
plagiarism feel that they have actually 
engaged in poor referencing styles or 
negligent plagiarism.

The SRC believes that some students 
are receiving allegations of dishonest 
plagiarism because they have previously 
received a written warning. We guess 
the logic is – you were found to have 
negligently/dishonestly plagiarized 
once and so now you should know 
everything there is to know about perfect 
referencing and paraphrasing. The SRC 
finds that this is often not the case and 
that student knowledge and skill about 
referencing, secondary citations and 
paraphrasing can be patchy.

What to do if you receive a 
plagiarism allegation?
1. Understand why the allegation has 
been made. 

2. The most important thing is to learn 
from your mistakes. Seek help from 
someone in the faculty who can help 
you identify ways your referencing and 
paraphrasing can improve. You can also 
talk to the people at the Learning Centre 
– they even have workshops on this. 
www.usyd.edu.au/lc 

3. Decide if you agree with the allegation.

4. Decide if you want to appeal the 
finding and/or the penalty.  You have 15 
working days to appeal.

5. Come to SRC HELP with a draft appeal 
letter if you wish to appeal, and we can 
give you advice.

6. If you have been referred to the 
Registrar for an investigation – either 
because it was considered so serious 
or because it was the second time 
– come to SRC HELP for advice and 
representation. The penalty could be 
suspension from the University. 

The SRC is here to fight for your rights 
and give you independent advice. Use it! 

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

I always receive plenty of letters from 

students who struggle with time 

management. This letter is typical of the 

others... 
 
Hello Abe,

Even though uni has only just begun 

I’ve got more assignments due than 

I know how to deal with. I’m starting 

to feel really stressed and finding my 

studies are suffering even more – it’s 

a vicious cycle.  Can you give me 

some ideas that will help me?

Busy

Dear Busy,

This is the time of the semester 
when many students start to feel the 
pressure of assignments being due.  If 
you need an extension make sure you 
talk to your tutor as soon as possible 
and if you are feeling anxious you 
could go to the University’s Health 
Service (Wentworth Building) or 
Counselling Unit / ISSU (Level 5, Jane 
Foss Russell Building).  Both services 
are free (or bulk billed) and will help 
without judging you. 

The Learning Centre runs free courses 
for time management.  This can help 
you get your uni work under control 
while still having a social life.  Check 
out their website at http://www.usyd.
edu.au/stuserv/learning_centre. They 
also have good resources available to 
you online.

If you’ve done all of these things and 
still can’t cope with your workload 
you might like to talk to an SRC 
caseworker about the possibility of 
withdrawing from a subject.  This 
may attract an academic penalty, but 
you can at least check out what your 
options are.

A final word of caution, when 
students feel pressured they can 
sometimes be less vigilant about 
referencing and proper paraphrasing 
when they write essays. If you know 
that you are cutting corners it is best 
to get help before handing your essays 
in. Talk to a lecturer, the Learning 
Centre, counsellor or SRC caseworker 
and ask for help. This is better than 
putting in an essay you know is not up 
to your usual standard and then being 
found guilty of plagiarism (whether 
it was intentional or not). Remember 
that if you are caught plagiarising you 
will most likely fail the subject.

The Learning Centre runs workshops 
on academic writing and sometimes 
helps students one on one. The SRC 
helps and advocates for students with 
plagiarism allegations.

If your finances are adding additional 
pressure, remember the University’s 
Financial Assistance Office provides 
interest-free loans to students. (Level 
5 Jane Foss Russell)

Abe

Been Accused of Plagiarism?

DRIVING OFFENCES: You will get more 
than a fine and a licence suspension if 
you get caught drink driving
The most shocking discovery of the 
clients who come to me with a court 
attendance notice for a PCA  offence 
(prescribed concentration of alcohol) is 
that when they are convicted of a PCA 
offence they will have a criminal record.  
This record has to be declared to your 
professional body when you register to 
practise your profession. 

Some clients come with the belief that 
they might be dealt with leniently by 
the magistrate so that they don’t have 
the conviction recorded against them.  
This is most unlikely as magistrates have 

been told by appeal judges that they 
are not to deal with PCA offences in this 
way unless the accused has a long and 
faultless driving record. So the message 
is walk home, get a taxi, sleep over at 
a friend’s place, don’t take your car in 
the first place with plans of leaving it 
at the pub and picking it up the next 
day.  When you have been drinking you 
are prone to taking more risks and that 
particular risk could be very costly to 
your career as well as to your pocket.

Maggie Hayes, Solicitor SRCLS    

4. I must warn you, scenery like this could lead to increased philosophising and questioning of self.

The University takes plagiarism 
seriously, so should you.

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 664Contact SRC HELP Drop-ins (no Appointment required) 

Tuesdays & Thursdays, 1 to 3pm 
Level 1, Wentworth Buliding 
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Donherra Walmsley

Get involved!
Get involved with the 
SRC’s campaigns...
Come to the EAG meeting next  
Tuesday 3:30-4:30 at Hermann’s

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

Buy Cheap Secondhand 
books NOW!  
Visit the SRC bookshop  
Level 4 Wentworth

Sign the petition for a National 
Student Transport Concession Scheme 
http://www.gopetition.com/petitions/ 
a-national-student-concession-card.html

Last week, Labor backbencher John 
Hargreaves moved a motion in the 
ACT’s Legislative Assembly to “ support 
the Minister for Community Services 
to bring forward an agenda item on a 
National Concession Card for students 
at a meeting of the Community 
and Disability Services Ministers’ 
Conference” which will be held later 
this year. 

So what does that actually mean and 
why should we care? Well, currently, 
there are a number of inequities 
and inconsistencies in the student 
transport concession card scheme:

- Transport concessions are generally 
not applicable outside your home 
state, i.e. – if you have a student 
transport concession in NSW, you 
still have to pay full fare if you go to 
Victoria, even though your income 
doesn’t magically increase as you cross 
state borders. 

- You must not be in receipt of 
any remuneration, be engaged in 
employment, or in business in order to 
be eligible (probably one of the most 
widely ignored rules of all time).

- International students are not eligible 
for transport concessions, unless 
they are in receipt of an Australian 
Government scholarship or exchange 
place (so if you’re already providing 
universities with huge amounts of 
revenue through paying full fees, you 
can top up the state’s coffers as well).

- You must be a full time student, 
attending day classes .

By putting this motion on the agenda 
for the Community and Disability 
Services Ministers’ Conference 
(CDSMC) later this year, Hargreaves 
has raised an issue that the SRC and 
the National Union of Students have 
consistently identified as a problem for 
students, particularly for international 

students. This means that we have an 
opportunity to actually achieve change 
on an issue we have been campaigning 
on for many years, because the both the 
Federal Government and the various 
State Governments will be considering 
how transport concessions operate. 

So what can we do to make the most 
of this opportunity? First of all, you 
can sign an online petition at http://
www.gopetition.com/petitions/a-
national-student-concession-card.html 
to show your support. Secondly, you 
can be a part of the National Union 
of Students’ “Fair Fares” campaign: 
we will be getting students to sign 
postcards to be delivered to the offices 
of state Community and Disabilities 
Services Ministers (or equivalent) 
before the CDSMC later in the year, to 
show widespread student support for a 
national concession scheme. Given that 
in 2008, COAG signed an agreement for 
a national concession scheme for those 
holding a senior or pensioner card, 
there is some precedent for national 
recognition of concessions, but we need 
to make sure that we use this chance 
to raise the problems with the current 
system (particularly the exclusion of 
international students).   

The campaign is still in its very early 
stages, so watch this space for more info 
as it develops.

Another important issue that the 
SRC is working on at the moment is 
a submission to the Youth Allowance 
and Income Support Review being 
conducted by the Federal Government. 
This review comes after a raft of changes 
to the Youth Allowance system were 
announced in 2009. Some of these 
changes included getting rid of what 
was colloquially known as the “gap 
year” criteria for independence – where 
by earning earned at least 75% of the 
maximum rate of pay under Wage Level 
A of the Australian pay and classifications 

scale in an 18-month period you 
could qualify for independent status, 
and a gradual reduction in the age of 
independence from 25 to 22 over the 
course of 3 years, with 2012 being 
the year it will be reduced to 22. The 
Personal Income Test threshold (how 
much you can earn in a fortnight before 
your Youth Allowance payments are 
reduced) is also currently slated to 
increase to $400/fortnight from the 
current rate of $236/fortnight from the 
1st of July 2012. 

When these reforms were introduced, 
it was claimed that the abolition of the 
“gap year” provision would inhibit many 
rural and regional students from getting 
to university. As a result of this concern, 
the “gap year” provision was retained 
for students from outer regional and 
remote areas whose parents earn less 
than $150 000/year. 

The review is basically examining how 
effective the 2009 changes have been in 
achieving equity outcomes, particularly 
in relation to students from low-SES 
backgrounds and rural and regional 
backgrounds. 

One of the many problems with the 
review, apart from its very limited 
terms of reference, is the fact that the 
Government does not want to put any 
additional money into the system – 
therefore any recommendation which 
would expand eligibility in one area will 
probably have a corresponding cut to 
something somewhere else: most likely 
by further delaying some of the reforms 
that are supposed to be coming in next 
year. 

The “gap year” provision is also 
problematic. The reason for its abolition 
was that the Government felt that 
students who didn’t genuinely “need” 
Youth Allowance were qualifying 
through this provision. Just to leave 
aside the issues associated with the 

assumptions underlying the idea of 
genuine need for a second, the idea 
that retaining the “gap year” provision 
for outer regional and remote students 
is the best way of giving them access 
to Youth Allowance and therefore the 
ability to go to uni is ridiculous. Statistics 
show that of the students from regional 
areas who defer their studies for a year, 
30% don’t end up going to university. 
That’s compared with around 8% for 
students from metropolitan areas. 
Getting potential students to defer so 
that they can work so that they can 
qualify for Youth Allowance so that they 
can afford to go to university seems 
like a pretty counter intuitive position 
for the Government to be taking, given 
those statistics. 

We believe that if you’re considered 
independent enough to vote, drink, 
smoke, etc, you should be considered 
independent for the purposes of Youth 
Allowance – simplify the system and 
reduce the age of independence to 18. 
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Last week I spoke about the fact that 
individuals from one of the collectives 
wanted money to attend a Greens 
conference in Melbourne and that they 
felt it was unreasonable for them to be 
expected to pay for their own flights. 

In fact one of three of these individuals 
that were demanding airplane flight 
subsidies at the SRC meeting held last 
week said words to the effect of “we’ve 
never been expected to have to pay for 
our own flights [instead have student 
money, YOUR money finance them] and 
that it is outrageous that you [myself – 
Chad] expect us to do so.”

I just believe it is ridiculous that there 
are individuals that expect the payment 
of student money without question 
and scrutiny to finance their own 
adventures.

You don’t have to go off campus and 
spend student money on your own 
airplane tickets to go to a Greens 
conference when you can discuss 
the merits of greens policy right here 
on campus without requiring the 

expenditure of student money for your 
own political gains and without having 
to put yourself ahead of students. This 
is all thanks to the Catholic Society of St. 
Peter (CSSP) more commonly referred to 
as the Catholic Society.

The Catholic Society are running Life 
Week this week, which involves a daily 
talk from a guest speaker as they tackle 
throughout the week the questions of 
human dignity, the failure of feminism, 
the anti-life policies of the Greens Party 
and euthanasia.

The reason I am bringing this to your 
attention is the talk they have planned 
for this Thursday 14th April – ‘The 
Greens Agenda in their own words: Anti 
Life and Anti Freedom’ with the Hon. 
Kevin Andrews MP as the guest speaker. 
This is being held between 1pm – 2pm 
in Carslaw Lecture Theatre 173.

With some of the comments Kevin 
Andrews has made about the Greens: 
“The Greens operate out of a set of 
ideological principles and beliefs that 
extend beyond the warm, cuddly 

environmentalism they wrap themselves 
in. While “environmentalism” lies 
at the core of the Greens’ ideology, 
their policies, if ever enacted, would 
radically change the economic and social 
culture of Australia.” It is sure to be an 
interesting and challenging discussion.

I highly encourage individuals of all 
political persuasions to attend and listen 
to the talk. The reason I encourage you 
to do so is that I have always been in 
favour of promoting the battle of ideas 
and political beliefs. I just staunchly 
believe that it shouldn’t involve the 
use of precious student money and 
resources. After all this is YOUR money!

So please go along to this great event 
that is FREE and is hosted by the 
Catholic Society. That way we can still 
allow the battle of ideas to take place 
on campus thus ensuring that student 
money isn’t spent on partisan political 
causes and junkets. This is how we truly 
put students first. By keeping student 
money on campus for students and out 
of the hands of those that wish to use it 
to pursue their own political beliefs.

We’re still two weeks away from our mid 
semester break, readings have been left 
unread, assignments are up in our grills, 
and Manning still hasn’t got a BBQ,  … 
so we thought now was a good time to 
catch you up on some of the education 
department’s wins so far this semester.

Lets start with the uber good.  

The University is pulling itself kicking 
and screaming out of the 18th Century 
and is getting closer and closer to 
making readers available online. And 
yes, the rumours are true, they look like 
they’re going to be free.  An agreement 
has been reached (provisionally) with 
the Registrar and Head Librarian – all 
that is left is for a formal proposal to 
be taken to the University’s Senior 
Executive Group.

The arrangement will require students 
to log into the library’s website and 
download individual readings as 

pdfs and go from there.  We think, 
however that you should also be able to 
download the entire reader in one hit.  
This won’t mean that the Copy Centre 
no longer provides readers at all. For 
all those people who just need the big 
bulky reader in your hands to highlight/
scribble on/use as a paperweight, that 
will still be available. 

We can’t take all the credit for this one, 
a shout out has to go to Ben Veness 
the Undergraduate Rep to the USyd 
Senate, who has taken this one up at an 
administrative level and keeps fighting 
the good fight.

Next, we were hauled kicking and 
screaming (lol, jks) into the Dean of 
Science’s office the other week, to 
discuss the video streaming of lectures.  
We, along with the Psychology student 
reps, and Ben had a very encouraging 
discussion with the academics present, 
who highlighted some of the super 

human efforts that lecturers put in to 
teach up to 3 identical lectures a day.  

In a big win for players, Professor 
Hambley (Dean of Science) and the 
Heads of respective departments have 
committed to do everything in their 
power to make sure that next semester 
and next year, no students are taught 
(or not) by silent 1920’s movie style 
projectors. Students in the Faculty are 
lucky to have a series of academics and 
administrators who are so receptive 
to student feedback. We were very 
impressed by how willing they were to 
work with students to improve teaching 
in a difficult budgetary environment.

What’s next? We’re in campaign 
planning mode at the moment – 
preparing some events for later in 
the Semester. If you are keen to help 
out, shoot us an email at education.
officers@src.usyd.edu.au! Enjoy those 
mid sems!

education.officers@src.usyd.edu.au

womens.officers@src.usyd.edu.au

general.secretary@src.usyd.edu.au

Did you hear about the guy whose whole 
left side was cut off? He’s all right now.

Chad Sidler

Get involved with the 
SRC’s campaigns... 
Come to the EAG meeting next  
Tuesday 3:30-4:30 at Hermann’s

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

I don’t want to say that all liberals 
are sexists, but lets be honest here, 
all sexists are liberals. If you disagree 
with that statement then consider 
this: the recent NSW election has left 
the state’s political make up going in a 
very worrying direction with the lowest 
amount of female candidates in twelve 
years and for the first time in history 
the amount of women elected has gone 
backwards.  A substandard 11 out of the 
67 liberal candidates that were elected 
were females. 

It is shocking that we are now on par 
with Eastern countries such as Malawi 
and Cambodia in this respect. But 
the main problem here is not simply 
the lack of women represented by 
the liberal party, but instead that the 

Coalition, despite knowing that they 
were definite winners of certain seats, 
did not put up female candidates. Their 
defense for these actions is based on 
the premise that the party pre-selects 
their candidates based on a “merits” 
system as opposed to a quota system 
as upheld by the labor party. Yet it’s 
obvious that the educational stance of 
women and their place in society is no 
less advantageous than men, so what is 
the underlying issue here?

This question cannot be answered 
without acknowledging that this is not 
just an issue in the field of politics.  The 
amount of women that leave university 
with a substantial degree is far higher 
than the amount of men that do so. 
This increasing trend is very positive 

and the amount of women pass outs is 
also very healthy yet the figures beyond 
that are not. The amount of women in 
higher positions within EVERY field of 
employment is staggeringly low. Sure 
women have definitely cracked the glass 
ceiling as the years have developed but 
what the recent election has highlighted 
is a substantial step backwards in the 
attempt to completely break it. In order 
to do this and completely equalize the 
position of women with men there 
needs to be a cultural shift in the 
mindset of our society.

One event that the women’s collective 
will be organizing in the coming months 
with this ambitious goal in mind is a 
skills workshop day. Here we will be 
bringing in a number of successful 

women in a variety of different 
degrees of employment, from 
journalism to pharmacy, to speak to 
female students about the transition 
from university to employment 
and how to move up in this male 
dominated world.  

If you would like to join in on 
organizing events like this and various 
other feminist related campaigns 
around uni please come to the 
Women’s Collective Meetings at 1pm 
every Wednesday. Because sure we 
may have a female prime minister, 
but less than 20% of women in the 
NSW Legislative Assembly is just 
embarrassing.

By Avani Dias
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ACROSS! DOWN!

TARGET

BENNY MF DAVIS

RATING: JUST LIKE BEGGAR’S CANYON BACK HOME

* 1, 44-across Head of the River? (6, 6)
* 4, 43-across Drug lord? (6, 6)
7. Help a passport, for instance (3)
* 8, 40-across Jogging buddy? (3, 3)
10. North and Twist skate jumps? (6)
13. Twist dance and frolic (4)
14. Modest but a bit trashy (3)
* 15, 38-across EFTPOS? (6, 6)
17. The last craftiness (7)
* 19, 9-down. Turning circle? (3, 3)
* 21, 26-across Betting pool? (3, 3)
* 22, 23-across Revolving restaurant? (6, 6)
23. See 22-across
26. See 21-across
27. Point to one intermediate driver drink (3)
28. Virtuosic jazz played by robots? (4, 3)
31. The Mariana, for one, is a style of warfare 
(6)
34. Farrow and Wallace sing Paper Planes? 
(3)
* 36, 18-down. Pokie winnings? (4, 4)
38. See 15-across
40. See 8-across
42. Bombers shortly sound like a single letter 
(3)
43. See 4-across
44. See 1-across

* 1, 37-down Famous leader? (4, 4)
2. Right now two lines from the middle to 
the edge (5) 
3. Sounds like a drink will make you sick! (3)
4. Nothing between fifties is funny (3)
5. Expires like a gambler’ s means? (4)
* 6, 10-down Place halt mail chooses 
saucepans’ lids! (4, 4, 4, 4, 4, 4)
9. See 19-across
10. See 6-down
* 11, 24-down Oil down? (4, 4)
* 12, 25-down Evil Jedi? (4, 4)
* 15, 30-down Shakepeare? Boring! (4, 4)
16. Point towards the Orient (4)
18. See 36-across
20. See 29-down
24. See 11-down
25. See 12-down
29, 20-down Idle food? (4, 4)
30. See 15-down
32. Get Brett an alternate driving tester (1, 
1, 1)
33. Copy another lover’ s answers? (5)
35. Place as big as the length times the 
breadth (4)
37. See 1-down
39. Indian currency is not starting right (1, 
1, 1)

All marked (* ) clues share a theme, and go otherwise undefined

s  l   e            
i   p  s
r  c   e

PSEUDOKU

RATING: JUST LIKE BEGGAR’S CANYON BACK HOME

All marked (* ) clues share a theme, and go otherwise undefined
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HIP HOP STAR REPORTEDLY “PRO-FUCKING”

Arnold Garfield
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INSIDE

CLUBS AUSTRALIA DECLARES 
“OPEN WARFARE” ON 

GOVERNMENT
Discovers pokie machines significantly 

less deadly than missiles 
P. 12-16

IS YOUR MOBILE   
GIVING YOU CANCER?

A report released yesterday by an 
independent commission has raised 
fears that Sydney University students 
might be. 

Recent changes to governmental 
policies have raised concerns about 
whether students studying at Sydney 
University would be. Unfortunately, 
reports are now suggesting that not only 
are these students but it is also possible 
that they could.

“It was hoped that with these policy 
measures  our most disadvantaged 
students wouldn’t,” said Prime Minister 
Julia Gillard, “However, if they are, then 
we will take action to make sure they 
are immediately.”

National Union of Students 
representitive Karl Fitzsimmons reacted 
to the statement by saying “I can 
guarantee you that these students are 
definitely. It is simply unacceptable that 
the government would suggest that we 
weren’t.”

While neither the Gillard government 
nor student organisations were willing 
to, both sides have admitted that it is 
entirely possible that these students 
could be. 

In a recent interview, prolific hip hop 
artist, Big P-Wee declared that he 
believes, “Fucking is slammin’.” It was 
later clarified that Big P-Wee was not 
stating the obvious in regards to the 
slam-like motion necessary in the act of 
intercourse, but merely expressing his 
fondness for a “good fuck.”

Big P-Wee went on to say, “fucking is the 
way of the world. It’s the way we do the 
things we do, you know? I’m pro-fucking.”

“Truth is booty. Booty-Truth.”

The hip hop star also revealed that 
fucking is his first and true love. “Since 

my first time, I knew that fucking was 
my life. I’m a hip hop star by day but I’m 
a fuck machine by night.” Once again 
it was made clear by Big P-Wee’s team 
that he did not literally transform into a 
machine of any description by night, let 
alone a ‘fuck machine’. A representative 
from Big P-Wee’s record label had 
only a brief comment on Big P-Wee’s 
statement, “He is neither a mass of 
burning hydrogen during the day, nor 
a result of industrialisation by night. 
He is, without a doubt, human. He has 
remained in this state since his signing 
with the label 12 years ago, as per our 
policy on humanity.”

Allegedly, Big P-Wee has been engaging 
in acts of a sexual nature with multiple 
partners nightly, often simultaneously. 
When asked whether this “fuck 
marathon” is a means of finding love, 
Big P-Wee shrugged and said, “Love is a 
trip, fucking is a sport. I’m a sportsman, 
you know?” At the time this article went 
to print, it was yet to be found whether 
fucking has been declared a sport 
as yet, though Big P-Wee’s common 
appearance in sport attire lends some 
credibility to the claim. The International 
Olympic Committee refused to comment 
on the matter.

Leon Meah

Ratings results released yesterday 
suggest that Network Ten’s controversial 
move of hiring an angry, shit-flinging 
ape to host a new breakfast show               
has paid off.

Mornings with Hate-Ape won the 
competitive ratings war against the 
more traditional Dan and Kylie’s 
Delicious Word Breakfast with its policy 
of substituting frothy banter with 
screamed hatred.

“We weren’t at all surprised with 
the success,” said Network Ten 
spokesperson Jessica Miamoto, “when 
people sit down for breakfast they want 
to drink a glass of orange juice, eat a 
piece of raisin toast, and to hear the 
vilification of human beings on the basis 
of the colour of their skin.

“That’s why it’s the most important 
meal of the day.”

The debut of the show had a tenuous 
beginning, with the first three minutes 
of the program featuring a large 
silverback gorilla screaming while the 
word “immigrants” flashed on the 
screen. This has now become somewhat 
of a theme song.

Some activist groups have raised 
concerns that conventions protecting 
the freedom of speech should not 
necessarily cover an ape literally 
throwing shit. 

This criticism was quelled by Mornings 
with Hate-Ape in a seven minute 
segment coined ‘Race relations and 
the freedom of speech in Australia’, 
which primarily consisted of Hate-
Ape screaming while the word “Un-
Australian” was flashed on the screen.

One Network Ten spokesperson stated 
that the controversy of the show might 
actually be a boon for the network.

“People will be tuning in just to find out 
what the hate-filled shit flinging Ape will 
do next.

“The answer is shout hate and fling shit!”

The Australian Communications and 
Media Authority has raised concerns 

over the content featured on Mornings 
with Hate-Ape. 

“As a watchdog authority we are 
concerned that 3 hours of pure weapons-
grade hatred and ignorance every 
morning might upset some viewers. 
However, that said, I’ll be tuning in. 
Dammit, this ape has charisma. Also, 
polemic vitriolic opinions designed to 
incite hatred and division amongst the 
general populace.”

Nevertheless, the public has spoken, 
and the words they spoke were angrily 
screamed. Ape style.

“The public knows what they like,” said 
Miamoto, “and they like hate.”

REPORT RAISES 
FEARS THAT  
USYD STUDENTS 
MIGHT BE

NETWORK TEN HIRES ANGRY, SHIT 
FLINGING APE: RATINGS HIT

AUTHENTIC PAPER, AUTHENTIC NEWS

BEATLES REUNION 
CONCERT CANCELLED

John and George refuse to stop being 
dead, also won’t play Octopus’ Garden 

P. 2

We have an amazing prank planned 
P. 34

CAN A SNAKE RUN FOR 
PRESIDENT?

“Now here’s Becky with the presumably racist weather”

There’s an app for that.

C is for Cold Blooded Murderer  
P.  28

COOKIE MONSTER RAMPAGE 
CLAIMS FOUR MORE LIVES

IS YOUR MOBILE 
GIVING YOU FLOWERS?

How to spot a Virgin Mobile.

IS YOUR MOBILE 
GIVING YOUR        
FLOWERS CANCER?

That’s.. that’s just awful.
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SHOOT THE 
BASTARDS - NO 
CRIME NEXT TIME!
Geoffrey Whiteside, columnist

THE WORD IS CARROT
Definition: A carrot.

Pronunciation: Carrot.

From the Latin: Carrot.

Use it in a sentence:  I do not want a carrot.

USE MY FUCKING WORD

WORD OF THE DAY
With Word Smith, wordsmith

I’ve had it up to here with our lax, 
lenient, bleeding-heart policies when 
it comes to animal crime. Friends, 
although we live in a time of  fiscal 
crisis, the lefties in charge are indulging 
in the continued housing of  criminal 
animals. I say they should be put to 
death.

These wasteful institutions known as 
‘zoos’ are springing up all over our fair 
nation. I went to one the other day and 
was horrified: far from even punishing 
the animal convicts (who, I’m led to 
believe, are guilty of  anything from 
fraud to indecent assault), I witnessed 
an alarmingly high number of  gorillas, 
elephants and other foreigners simply 
lying around in epicurean splendour. 
That’s right, these vindictive creatures 
are living it up, mostly naked, at the 
expense of  you, the taxpayer.

The bleeding hearts will make the case 
that capital punishment is inhumane, 
and at least these delinquent animals 
aren’t out there in society clogging up 
the streets. But these animals aren’t even 
human. Furthermore, when animal crime 
is rewarded with easy living, it seems 
a macarbre practice to allow people in 
there to walk around (no doubt in an 
effort to recover revenue). What sort of  
example does a murderous giraffe with 
all it could ever want set for our little 
ones?

And another thing. I set my hat down on 
a park bench the other day and a couple 
of  geese made off  with it. Unsurprisingly, 
our law enforcement can’t even track 
down this pair of  career criminals, while 
funds go to zoos! This is unconscionable. 
If  those geese are reading this, return my 
hat at once or I may be forced to take the 
law into my own hands.

Who should hold the coveted position of 
President of School Council? 

My name is Edith Crandall and 
I’ve been this school’s librarian for 
177 years, which is the entirety of  
my adult life and a portion of  my 
youth. 

I survived the introduction of  
the Dewey Decimal System, 
not to mention World War One, 
and I have politely told over six 
generations of  children to keep 
quiet. I have never married. I 
was once engaged briefly to the 
school groundskeeper, but our 
differences proved too great and 
our vocations too entrenched for 
our union to persist, though it 
was not completely fruitless: the 

Professor R. CummingsMrs. Edith Crandall

current school principal need only 
look at his astigmatism and inky 
good looks for the answer of  his 
true heritage.

Due to my long career within these 
walls, I have absorbed my share of  
secrets. I have read all the books 
on the shelf. I have catalogued call 
sheet after call sheet. I know where 
the bodies are buried. I know that 
you weren’t on holiday in the 
Bahamas. If  these walls could talk..

These walls can indeed talk, 
and they will unless I am voted 
president of  school council.

Academia is a means to an end, 
not an end in itself, and we must 
bear this in mind. As president of  
school council I would make sure 
focus is applied in the right areas 
to give children a well-rounded 
preparation for what will be, in a 
manner of  speaking, the rest of  
their lives.

I intend to expand the school 
grounds to include open fields, 
where the children can run wild 
in a drastically increased physical 
fitness program. Remember, 
exercise is conducive to growth!
Discipline is paramount. With 

my considerable administrative 
experience I would oversee the 
construction of  high electric 
fences designed to keep the 
children in and accessible to 
me and my staff  of  like-minded 
supervisors.

 I dream of  a school with full 
consultation where my door is 
always open. I dream of  a school 
where children can achieve their 
full potential, strong in heart and 
rich in protein. As I always say, 
there’s no such thing as a free 
lunch ... unless you are President 
of  School Council.

“TIDY, LITERATE, QUIET” “DISCIPLINED, DILIGENT, HUMAN”

Shnavington Heights is a school of impeccable reputation 
and outstanding academic standards. The President of School 

Council must reflect the values becoming of a school that 
boasts ‘the most demountables in the state’. Here we give a 

platform for the most distinguished and only candidates.

Boch’s Diner

of  School Council.

The finest in wine, dining & entertainment

- Boxed wine

- Box’o’meat

- Boxcar Willie on the turntables

Our meat is now 45% human free
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NEXT WEEK

“I just shaved for a job interview,” 
writes Reuben Mandrake of  Edgecliff, 
“but I feel naked without my 
moustache. I’m also not wearing any 
clothes.”

Alex of  Flemington had a baby last 
week, but can’t remember who the 
mother was! Oh Alex, you total playa.

“My wife had the bath taken out of  
our bathroom,” says B. B. Penrose. “Is 
it still a bathroom?” That’s one for the 
ages, ‘B. B.’.

“Why did Adam eat the apple instead 
of  eating the snake?” asks Rev. Phil 
Ferris. That certainly would have saved 
us a lot of  drama, Reverend!

Mary of  Seaforth has had a tough 
week. “I misread my How To Raise 
Your Child book ... I’ve been feeding 
on my child for days now!” Well, 
Mary, you’re neither the first nor the 
last.
 
“I mean, it’s roomier, but is it 
bathroomier?” Stop writing to us Mr 
Penrose.

Geraldine Watson has her 
philosopher’s hat on. “The little toe 
is the Achilles Heel of  the foot.” And 
you are the bowl cut of  letter-writers.

“Has the Garter Press found Jesus 
yet?” asks Harvey Sampson. 
THAT IS BLASPHEMY!

“Because I used it as a deflection,” 
writes Clancy Mees, “the only one 
who knows I’m gay is my stalker!” Not 
anymore, Clancy.

Anna Everett of  Surry Hills just writes 
“No deal, Laurence” forty times on a 
piece of  paper. Looks like Laurence 
isn’t getting his deal, Anna.

COLUMN∞

NSW TRAIN LINES TO BE 
EXPANDED

Midnight trains going anywhere.

GADDAFI  STILL ALIVE

Even Gaddafi surprised

WORLD’S OLDEST MAN DIES

Succeded by world’s oldest man.

POPULAR CHARACTER 
ACTOR PASSES AWAY

Now known as                      
Dead Man Walken.

OBAMA BEGINS HIS          
RE-ELECTION CAMPAIGN.

“Typical socialist move” - Palin.

FOR SALE

LOST

DEATHS

SERVICES

PIXIE’S MIND: Where is it? Where 
is my mind? PS - I AM NOT THE 
BAND! 

PERSPECTIVE: The people in my 
painting are bigger than the house.

CHARMING OLD WOMAN: 
Gregarious, thoughtful and lovely 
old woman for sale. An asset to any 
dinner party or lounge room! Get 
while the getting’s good.  
Call 1800 777 654

MY WIFE’S QUOLL: I’ve always 
hated this damn thing, and now that 
she’s gone I can sell it. Call 9876-
QUOLL, coincidentally.

ACTION FIGURES: They aren’t 
dolls. Their only action is wearing 
pretty clothes. 98732111

TATTOO MY BUTT: You can write 
anything you want on it. I will not 
charge you for this.  96552254

JOHN STEINBECK’S GRITTY 
RETELLING OF DARWIN’S ON 
THE ORIGIN OF THE SPECIES:  
Does anyone want to read about The 
Apes of  Wrath? 90321451

SAMMY THE SNITCH (1969 - 
2011). Could never keep his big mouth 
shut. Died of  dysentery.

ZOMBIE BY THE CRANBERRIES: 
Stuck in your heeaaad. Stuck in your 
heeeaaaad. Zombie. Zombie. Zomb-
ey-ey-ey. It’s in your heaaaadd. Stuck 
in your heaad. 

PERSONALS

DEAR EVELYN: I love you thiiiis 
much: |--------------------------------------| 
(not to scale)

SEEKING IDIOT: I left my husband 
so I guess I must want a big dumb 
idiot to treat me badly. I prefer the 
prospect of this to going back to my 
loving, intelligent and committed 
husband, because I’m irrational! Call 
9876-QUOLL for a referral! 

UNDEATHS

PROFESSOR WATKINS: 
(2011 -) Stumbled onto the lair of  
Armagenodos the Invincible. His 
family long for a pious, merciful end to 
his state of  hellish undeath.

“DISCIPLINED, DILIGENT, HUMAN”

The Garter Press has been 
accused of identifying the 

following federal witnesses:

Sorry about that. See you in 
‘obituaries’?

Laurence Rosier Staines, 
Shannon Connellan, Neada 
Bulseco, Julian Larnach and 

James Colley.

Advertise with The Garter

The Garter Press:
We aren’t fucking around

Or we’ll catapult you.



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.

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 
University of Sydney

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

Student Support & Advocacy
•	 Centrelink Advice

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.

•		We	buy	&	sell	textbooks	according	to	demand
•		You	can	sell	your	books	on	consignment
•		We	are	open	to	USYD	students	&	the	public

Search for textbooks online	
www.src.usyd.edu.au/default.php 
Call	us	to	check	availability	and	reserve	a	book.

SRC Books has a 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

on Secondhand

BOOKS

SAVE 
on Secondhand

CITY ROAD

Butlin Avenue

Fisher Road 

Eastern Avenue

Footbridge

Main Gate

Carslaw

Mereweather Wentworth

Jane Foss

Level 4 




