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The editors of Honi Soit and the SRC acknowledge the traditional owners of this land, the Gadigal people of the Eora nation. Honi Soit is written, 
printed, and distributed on Aboriginal land. If you are reading this, you are standing on Aboriginal land. Please recognise and respect this.

We acknowledge both our privilege and our obligation to redress the situation as best we can: to remember the mistakes of the past, act on the 
problems of today, and build a future for everyone who calls this place home,  striving always for practical and meaningful reconciliation.
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Editorial 

The beginning of this semester has 
been marked for me by visits to the 

Redfern Tent Embassy, and hearing stories 
from friends who travelled on the 50th 
Anniversary Freedom Ride. With first 
hand perspectives and experiences giving 
myself and others a greater understanding 
of Indigenous land issues and the 
constant disadvantages these groups face 
at the hands of our government, it was 
infuriating to hear Tony Abbott recently 
say that Indigenous Australians were 
making “lifestyle choices” to live in remote 
communities.

This ill-conceived statement underscores 

the ongoing struggle to prevent the forced 
closures of remote Aboriginal communities. 
It highlights the contradictory attitudes of 
state and federal governments to native 
title. It raises serious concerns regarding 
the ability for a group to retain their 
ongoing, inherent connection to the land. 
And it limits a group’s capacity to observe 
the same traditional laws as they always 
have.

In other words, closing these communities 
severely limits these traditional and 
intrinsic practices, and hence the ability 
for an Indigenous group to achieve native 
title.

This is so much more than losing the 
opportunity for a white man to inform 
Indigenous groups that the land is 
traditionally theirs. Indeed, it’s hard to 
sum up in an editorial what Indigenous 
peoples will lose if their communities are 
closed. The deep and damaging loss of an 
essential connection to their land, and 
the resulting practices and belief systems 
that will be wiped  with these closures, is 
traumatising. But this is something that 
won’t just happen from this alone; it’s been 
happening since white Australians arrived. 
Racism is the lifestyle choice here. 

This is an issue that my white privilege 

can only begin to explore. But on pages 14 
and 15 this week, Honi attempts to look 
into some specific issues to do with land 
management and Indigenous communities 
to investigate this topic further. 

A white property owner would rarely, if 
ever, be told they are not allowed to live on 
the land they own. Indigenous Australians 
shouldn’t be stripped of theirs either. 

Sophie Gallagher
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letters

If you have thoughts, feelings, or opinions please email editors@honisoit.com. 

When Harry Welsh says that filmmakers 
have “long ignored the problems within 
their instruments” he seems to be blaming 
the calibration of light meters for 
underexposing black people, instead of the 
technical limitations of the film emulsion. 
The calibration of this tool can only reflect 
the abilities of the film emulsion that it is 
serving. Mainly, its non-abilty to render a 
dynamic range beyond its limits.
 
He states that it was the “tense climate 
of racism and equality at the time that 
resulted in technologies that favoured 
the fairer skin.” A universal collective of 
chemists ceased to try to improve their 
product because they all had a racist 
agenda? That is a slur on an honourable 
science!
 
In fact there was a huge commercial 
imperative to produce better and better 
film emulsions. Faster, finer grained, and 
with better dynamic range. That was 
the sole imperative behind the furiously 
competitive science of film’s development. 
In this the chemists’ were devoted to and 
limited by hard science—and a rascist 
social agenda, if they had one at all, 
couldn’t have been less relevant to their 
professional efforts.
 
If a way had been found to expand films’ 
dynamic range to photograph black and 
white people simultaneously, with both 
skin types perfectly detailed—without 
using extensive light modifications 
trained onto individual actors that would 
look most unconvincing—poor Sidney 
Poitier—they would have been the first 
to celebrate. Along with their commercial 
backers. They would have cleaned up in 
the motion picture market and killed 
their competitor’s products off in one foul 
swoop!
 
Blacks were always subsidiary characters 
in Hollywood films up until the sixties, 
and it was in this that the true racism 
resided, not in film’s technical abilty to 
record them in the same frame as whites.
 
Social attitudes have nothing to do with the 
facts of hard science, or the limits of that 
science, which makes Harry’s comment 
about “the inherently racist elements 
of cinematography” an absurd one. The 
chemicals making up the emulsions can’t 
have a racist agenda! He says Hollywood 
was silent on this issue until a solution 
was created by other means—digital. They 
were silent, yes, but only to the extent of 
being bound by the limitations of film 
chemistry. 
 
But digital photography (as Harry goes 
on to detail) has enabled the next step in 
expanding dynamic range, one that film 

beating. Between then and 1975, almost 
forty safe houses had opened across the 
UK for survivors of domestic violence, 
a British MP named Mr Moonman 
had asked the Prime Minister for a 
royal commission into the “problem of 
battered wives and battered families”, and 
the Matrimonial Causes Act in the US 
allowed a woman to seek a divorce from 
an abusive husband. In fact, wife beating 
was already illegal in every American state 
thirty years before Astha’s 1975-cutoff. 

But suppose Astha didn’t mean the 
discussion of violence itself, but the term 
“domestic violence”? Wrong again. It 
appears on record for the first time in UK 
Hansard in 1973, out the mouth of one 
Mr Jack Ashley, who called it “a subject 
cocooned in prejudice and buried in fear”. 
How right he was. The movement to 
liberate women from violence is a long and 
tortured one, and it owes many of its early 
triumphs to the emergence of feminism 
and universal rights in political and 
philosophical thought. Those movements 
each existed—at least in their embryonic 
states—long before 1975. Facts matter 
here. Let’s get them right. 

Sincerely,
Eleanor Gordon-Smith

 

Words 
from Jocelyn

Dear Honi,

I was one of the subjects of your 
feature article on domestic violence. I’d 
like to sincerely thank Astha for her 
compassionate and considered exploration 
of this issue, not just in the writing of the 
article, but in her process of interviewing 
as well.

I have been anxiously awaiting the 
publication of this story every week. I 
expected to feel an immense sadness on 
reading it. I thought I might even burst 
into tears on campus. But after reading the 
article I sighed in relief. That’s my story 
right there. My version. My truth. And 
someone believed me and didn’t blame me 
for what happened. That means more to 
me than you could possibly know.

To my fellow subjects, I hope the article 
had a similar cathartic effect.

To the men who may have felt 
uncomfortable in reading the article, who 
may have felt as if all men were being 
painted with the marred brush of a few, 
I understand that this may be frustrating. 
But I ask you to take that frustration and 
use it positively to counteract any examples 
of your peers accepting, making light of, 
or joking about violence against wom*n. 
Make violent behaviour taboo. Make it 
unacceptable. Make it emasculating.

You have the benefit of being listened to 
in society. Of being trusted as a rational 
being.

Until now, I have never been trusted to tell 
my own story.

Regards,
Anonymous 
or as you know me, Jocelyn.

had reached a dead end in a long time ago. 
But that wasn’t a racist dead end, it was a 
technical dead end.

Barry Slade

Discussing
Dates

Dear Honi, 

I write with reference to Astha Rajvanshi’s 
assertion that “domestic violence didn’t 
exist 40 years ago. The violent behaviour 
was always there, but no-one spoke about 
it”. 

Really? It’s 2015. So forty years ago it 
was 1975. Almost a hundred years earlier, 
Tennessee had already outlawed wife 

On “Hollywood’s 
Invisible People”

Re: Harry Welsh’s article about 
“Hollywood’s invisible people.” I must 
comment lest the students who read that 
article carry away its central idea.
 
The first rule of film exposure is to “expose 
for the highlights and let the shadows fall 
where they may.”
 
The reason is that if you expose for the 
shadows, then the highlights blow out and 
lose all detail, and this makes the print 
unusable. By exposing for the highlights 
the shadows still retain detail. It is a 
matter of exposing for the highlights and 
developing for the shadows in order to 
produce the final print.
 
The fact that white skin is a highlight 
only means that it is subservient to the 
science—and so is black skin.
 
The development and improvement 
of light sensitive emulsions was a long 
process of gradual improvement. The 
first examples were so slow the Victorian 
subject had to be bolted into place to avoid 
movement during it. (Hence their usually 
stiff expressions.)

You Had
Better Be Shaw

Dear J Shaw,

In response to your letter last week calling 
my critique of a scientific paper “armchair 
drivel”, I would like to clear some things 
up.

First, I’ll just start by correcting you on 
assuming I am an undergraduate non-
science student.  I am currently in my 
third year of my PhD in cell biology.  I 
would suggest that immediately assuming 
someone who is critiquing science is not a 
scientist, does more of a disservice to our 
mutual field than you think.

I already laid out my thoughts on the 
paper in my original article, so instead 
I’ll focus on what you seem to be holding 
as a personal criticism against scientific 
methodology.  As an undergrad science 
student yourself, I will give you a bit of 
advice—in research, a “scientific, peer-
reviewed paper” does not always equal 
reliability.  You called my citing of the 
experiments repetition as contradictory 
to my point.  It is not.  A sociological 
study which has only been repeated in two 
countries, of very similar social influences, 
is not reliable.  N = 2 sucks.

You seem to imply I’m playing the “gender 
card”.  Yes, I am a woman in science, but 
no, I personally have not faced any sexism 
amongst my colleagues.  My main gripe 
with the paper was that it was unreliable, 
inconclusive and poorly thought out.  

I was offended as a scientist, not as a 
woman.

Leigh Nicholson

PhD Medical Sciences, III

Oops
Corrections from last week

Apologies to SUPRA for failing to pub-
lish accurate details of their upcoming 
Annual General Meeting. Refer to page 
23 in this week’s edition for those details.

“What Your Money Buys Them” should 
have been marked as a refresher article.
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news & analysis

Kemp Protest in Detail

“Children killed in their sleep; this is 
an affront to all of us, a source of 

universal shame. Today the world stands 
disgraced.” These were the words of Pierre 
Krähenbühl, Commissioner-General for 
the United Nations Relief and Works 
Agency for Palestine Refugees (UNWRA) 
after Israeli forces shelled a UN designated 
shelter housing some 3,000 refugees, killing 
17 civilians, mainly women and children. 
 
UN Secretary-General Ban Ki-Moon 
called this “unjustifiable”. Meanwhile, 
Amnesty International concluded 
that “Israeli forces committed war 
crimes, including disproportionate and 
indiscriminate attacks on Gaza’s densely 
populated civilian areas as well as targeted 
attacks on schools sheltering civilians and 
other civilian buildings,” a finding which 
was shared by multiple human rights 
organisations, including many within Israel. 
 
Here’s a man who thinks otherwise: 
former British army officer Col. Richard 
Kemp, a man who insisted that “the Israeli 
Defense Forces did more to safeguard the 
rights of civilians in the combat zones than 
any other army in the history of warfare” 
following the 2008 assault on Gaza, in 
which Israeli forces killed 759 civilians, 
launched white phosphorous at hospitals 
and humanitarian shelters, and thought 
it would be fun to scrawl graffiti reading 
“death to Arabs” on civilian properties. 
Kemp also infuriated many Arab 
students on campus when he Tweeted 
an article suggesting that  Hitler was a 
hero to the Arab community in Palestine. 
 
Skewed coverage of the protest against 
Kemp’s recent talk, in which he attempted 
to justify Israeli war crimes, has ranged 
between hyperbolic and purposely 
deceitful. Contrary to media reports, this 
was a student protest—members of staff, 
including Associate Professor Jake Lynch, 
took absolutely no part in the protest, 
nor were they aware that the protest was 
to go ahead. The speak-out may have 
been disruptive (that is the entire point 
of protest) but it was entirely peaceful. 
The only violence was from a number 
of over-zealous attendees who assaulted 
both student protestors and passive 
supporters of Palestine in the audience. 
 

Why I Protest
Fahad Ali is the 

President of Students for 
Justice in Palestine.

Professor Lynch, Director of the Centre 
for Peace and Conflict Studies, was 
accused of anti-Semitism based on a 
widely-circulated and out-of-context 
photograph. Nonetheless, video footage 
has absolved him of any wrongdoing.  
Multiple witnesses, including those 
from Sydney-based Jews Against the 
Occupation, contest the allegation 
that Professor Lynch had waved 
money in the face of Jewish students. 
 
Michael Brull, a co-founder of Independent 
Australian Jewish Voices, drawing upon 
video evidence, exposed much of this 
media distortion in a recent piece for New 
Matilda. “The real story here,” he writes, “is 
yet another attempt to smear opponents of 
Israeli massacres as anti-Semites, and the 
ongoing campaign to destroy Jake Lynch’s 
career for his principled opposition 
to how Israel treats the Palestinians.” 
 
In our recent media release, a Jewish 
member of Students for Justice in 
Palestine (SJP) stressed that “the absurd 
notion that any criticism of Israel is a 
form of anti-Semitism [...] undermines 
attempts to combat real anti-Semitism 
in some elements of pro-Palestinian 
campaigns and in society more generally.” 
 
SJP does not tolerate anti-Semitism. But 
neither will we tolerate justifications for 
war crimes and violations of international 
humanitarian law.  Freedom of expression 
is freedom to engage in peaceful 
protest, and it is our moral obligation 
to protest against war crime apologists. 
 
This is not an even conflict; there is an 
occupying power and an occupied people. 
The world is slowly coming to accept this 
fact. Those who oppose the campaign 
for peace and justice within Israel and 
Palestine would do well to heed the advice 
of Dorothy Zellner, a Jewish pro-Palestine 
activist and American Civil Rights 
veteran: “If you only care about your own, 
you’re not kosher.”

It Felt Wrong 
Elias Visontay is the 
Vice-President of the 

Australasian Union of Jewish 
Students at Sydney University.

The incident which occurred during 
Colonel Kemp’s lecture last week 

represents how the entire dynamic of 
campus discussion has changed. It was 
academics—individuals whom the 

Not 
Anti-Semitic

Clare Fester is a former 
Jewish Studies, Yiddish and 
Classical Hebrew student 

and works in Yiddish education.

Accusing pro-Palestine activists of 
anti-Semitism is the oldest trick in 

the book, and it is a shameful misuse of 
the term. Far from being anti-Semitic, 
fighting for Palestinian rights is itself a 
fight against racism—racism that allows 
for an entire people to be dehumanised, 
displaced, stateless, and subject to routine 
slaughter.

Following our recent disruptive pro-
test  of  Richard Kemp,  an apologist for 
Israel’s militarism and war crimes, right 
wing  media and Zionist organisations 
have accused students and staff of an-
ti-Semitism. VC Michael Spence dis-
gracefully bolstered this rumour in a mass 
email to students and staff on Thursday 
last week.
 
There have been loud calls from Kemp, 
the Australasian Union of Jewish Students 
and pro-Israel organisations to discipline 
Centre for Peace and Conflict Studies 
professor and outspoken BDS proponent 
Jake Lynch—ostensibly for holding mon-
ey in a student’s face. But video footage 
clearly shows this was Lynch’s reaction to 
an audience member repeatedly attacking 
him. He was warning expensive legal ac-
tion if she continued assaulting people. In 
light of this evidence even the Jewish press 
is back peddling from its initial claims of 
anti-Semitism.
 
But it is no wonder they have launched a 
witch-hunt against Lynch. Lynch recent-
ly fought, and won, a long battle in court 
against spurious charges of breaching the 
Racial Discrimination Act for implement-
ing an academic boycott of Israel. 
 
These accusations always unravel because 
there is nothing anti-Semitic about pro-
testing the actions of the Israeli state: the 
occupation of Palestine, the military 
blockade, growing settler violence, or the 
routine shelling of the Gaza strip. 
 
Nor is there anything anti-Semitic about 
challenging the political ideology that 
underpins the Israeli state—Zionism. Zi-
onism is but one hotly contested strand 
of Jewish nationalism. It has never repre-

university trusts to facilitate in the exchange 
of views—who supported the dismantling 
of the discussion and the intimidation of 
the Jewish students entering the lecture. 
The hijacking of a lecture which attracts 
Jewish students is now expected. Jewish 
students feel intimidated when they enter 
these lectures to see campus security 
present, in preparation for when the 
lecture theatre is stormed.

The exchange of views on campus is a 
right afforded to all, contributing to a 
healthy environment in which students 
can form their own opinions. But Jewish 
students who exercise this right are 
forcibly silenced, by voices shouting that 
they support ‘genocide’ and ‘apartheid’.

The feeling of being forced to repress our 
cultural identification is now a widespread 
sentiment among Jewish students on 
campus. The effect of this is that Jewish 
students feel alienated from the student 
body and unable to partake in campus 
life and politics without concealing their 
identity. Many feel uncomfortable even 
identifying and participating in social 
activities with Australasian Union of 
Jewish Students (AUJS), for fear of these 
events being targeted.

As I entered the lecture theatre that day, I 
had to walk past Assoc. Prof. Jake Lynch as 
he held his camera to record every person 
entering the lecture theatre. It was as if we 
were being documented as criminals to be 
reported. The clear intent of this was to 
harass and intimidate.

Assoc. Prof. Lynch’s waving of money 
in the faces of Jewish students and a 
Jewish member of the audience further 
emphasised his targeted and anti-Semitic 
objective.

This is not about whether the protestors 
support the Palestinian cause, hate Israel, 
or dislike Colonel Kemp. This is about 
anti-Semitism and the undeniable and 
very real feeling that Jewish students have 
of being unsafe on campus because of the 
intimidatory actions of those at last week’s 
event.

The great thing about university is the 
right to participate and engage in campus 
discussion. But we Jewish students, 
having had verbal abuse hurled at us and 
intimidated when peacefully exercising 
this right, realise our right to discuss and 
exchange our views is respected only if our 
views are approved by others.

A fortnight ago controversial former British army Colonel Richard Kemp, a vocal supporter of Israel,  was set to present a lecture on military tactics. Several students organised a 
protest of the event because of Kemp’s particularly strident views. Since then, claims and counter-claims of anti-Semitism and violence have dogged both protestors and lecture 

attendees. We asked three students who were there to give their sides of the story.
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Why SSAF Sucks
Max Hall and Tim Scriven 

were SSAF negotiators.

In our respective roles as executive 
members of SUPRA and the SRC we’ve 

spent the past few months negotiating 
with other student organisations to divvy 
up the Student Services and Amenities 
Fee (SSAF). After endless bargaining 
and bartering between each other the 
combined requests of all the organisations 
involved remains around two hundred 
thousand dollars over the amount the fee 
is expected to raise. This number could be 
much worse, it’s only around 1.5% of the 
total SSAF pool. That said, the impasse is 
disappointing because,  instead of being 
decided by student representatives, the 
university will now step in and decide who 
gets what, diminishing student control. 

A large cause of this state of affairs is 
without a doubt the automatic allocation 
of $2 million of the money raised to 
the Capital Sinking Fund. The sinking 
fund was created in 2013 to be spent 
on renovations and building works of 
student bodies. Critically the smaller 
associations—all the associations except 
the Union and Sydney Uni Sport and 
Fitness—have very limited capital needs or 

Lord Mayor Clover Moore believes 
in a harmonious, multicultural 

Sydney. She wants you to believe in it too, 
regardless of how many YouTube videos 
surface from the annals of public transport 
that imply otherwise. 

Clover also sees value (dollars and 
diversity) in the city’s 50,000 plus 
International Students. In her words, “our 
community of international students im-
proves the city’s prosperity and livability”. 
She wants you to see it too. 

Every year Clover holds a reception at 
Town Hall for 1000 of the city’s newest 
International Students, this year’s was 
on March 18th. Some attendees are here 
for a semester; some are here for their 
whole degree. They sign in, get nametags, 
get some free tote bags full of free flyers 
and mill; the event is meant to be a warm 
welcome to Sydney and a chance to make 
new friends. They are also encouraged 
regularly and warmly to spread word of the 
event on social media, (#myfuturesydney); 
“tell your friends, tell your families!”.   

Students had the chance to have their 
photos taken with the NSW police’s 

mascot, a penguin apparently, and get 
a certificate commemorating their 
attendance at the event. They also learned 
a little bit about their host country’s 
tumultuous past; ABC News presenter 
Jeremy Fernandez opened his MC duties 
with an explanation of Australia’s sordid 
settlement and the “significant challenges” 
endured by Indigenous Australians before 
then explaining the purpose of a welcome 
to country and the ritual cleansing 
smoking ceremony that were to follow. 
Then we all ate meat pies, sausage rolls and 
lamingtons. 

Moore talks of the 200 nationalities that 
live here—no less than half of Sydneysiders 
are born overseas! She talks of the discounts 
they can have at aquatic centres, the access 
to youth centres, basketball courts and 
parks they can enjoy for free. She doesn’t 
mention the overpriced accommodation 
that has been built with their wallets in 
mind or the fact that they don’t qualify for 
concession cards. She does, however, invite 
the students to get in a photo with her, a 
photo that Fernandez assures the crowd 
is one of the most shared photos for the 
Mayor every year.   

sented all Jews historically and nor does 
it today. 
 
The more international condemnation 
Israel faces, the more its belligerent de-
fenders must scramble for legitimacy. They 
stoop to falsely conflating justified cri-
tiques of Israel with anti-Semitism in or-
der to discredit the pro-Palestinian cause. 
But bundling the two together obscures 
real anti-Semitism. This undermines the 
fight against racism in all its forms.
 
Associate Professor of Jewish Studies Su-
zanne Rutland claims that when protestors 
chant, “free Palestine,” what they mean is 
the dismantling of the Zionist entity 
which means genocide against Israel’s 
Jewish population.” But when we chant 
“free Palestine” we mean dismantling the 
military occupation that systematically 
denies an entire people their basic human 
rights. We mean fighting for a world 
where Arabs and Jews live side by side as 
equals, just as they did for most of their 
history before the occupation. There is 
nothing anti-Semitic about coexistence.

Welcome to Sydney
Samantha Jonscher watched Sydney 

introduce itself to its new paying customers.

scheduled capital expenditure. 
They also cannot generate 
extra profit by operating 
retail outlets or charging for 
membership. 

This places the smaller 
organisations we represent 
at a disadvantage. We’ve had 
to beg for large proportional 
increases to our funding to 
maintain our basic services 
and advocacy. These increases 
may seem unreasonable to the 
other associations, but would 
be very easy to service if the 
total SSAF were on the table. 
For example, the substantial 
increase SUPRA required last 
year to increase our casework 
staff would have appeared far 
smaller were the full SSAF debatable. 

All associations have acted with integrity 
in SSAF negotiations, but the structure 
itself has been set against the representative 
associations, making it harder to continue 
to provide the high quality service that 

many students need to avoid being kicked 
out of university. In considering how to 
bridge the two hundred thousand dollar 
gap from now to a consensus, we hope 
the University acknowledges the ways in 
which the structures it has created affect 
negotiations.

Level 4, Wentworth Building, University of Sydney  
(Next to the International Lounge)

Hours: Mondays to Thursdays, 9am - 4.30pm  
Phone: (02) 9660 4756  Email: books@src.usyd.edu.au

Search for text books online: www.srcusyd.net.au/search_books 
Call 02 9660 4756 to check availability and reserve a book.

* Cash back rate depends on book condition

BOOKS 
& GET 
40%  
OF 

RETAIL 
VALUE

SELLBOOKS 
FOR  
70%  
OF 

RETAIL 
VALUEBUY

Highest Cash-Back Rate On Campus: Get 40%, not 30%

TEXTBOOKS
CHEAP!

GET YOUR

For more info: www.srcusyd.net.au/src-books

*

This service is provided to you by Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney
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in too deep

I       first met Phyoe Phyoe Aung at 
her wedding in January. I watched 

her politely greet friends, hug ageing 
relatives and pose for photos under a 
flower-arch.  She was dressed in an 
elaborate silver and purple wedding 
dress. I wasn’t sure when to introduce 
myself . Did foreign student unionist 
guests traditionally greet the bride 
before or after cake? I finally made eye-
contact with her. She looked nervous; 
I was confused. “She’s embarrassed to 
meet you today”, explained the boy to 
my right, “she usually dresses more 
activist”. 

Phyoe Phyoe Aung is the 26 year-
old General Secretary of the All 
Burma Federation of Student Unions 
(ABFSU). Two weeks ago she was 
arrested at a protest against changes 
to education law in Myanmar. Her 
arrest has been reported all through 
major western newspapers. The ABC and 
the Guardian ran stories on the student 
protestors. Even Laura and George Bush 
released a statement expressing their 
concern for her release. Phyoe Phyoe is 
my friend and comrade and she’s missing. 
It seems likely that she’s in jail somewhere 
near Yangon. But I couldn’t be sure, no one 
is. 

Burmese Student Activism (In Brief ) 
Any glance through the worlds history 
books makes plain that radical activism 
is the lifeblood of social and political 
upheaval. This activism often takes root 
in Public Universities; epicentres of 
critical thought, with enough capital and 
connections to fascinate the mainstream 
media. Burma is no exception. 

Most of us in the west are familiar with 
Nobel Prize winner Aung Sun Suu Kyi. 
Well Aung Sun Suu Kyi comes from a 
family of student unionists and agitators. 
Her father Aung Sun, served on the 
executive of the Rangoon University 
Student Union (RUSU), edited the 
RUSU’s magazine ‘Ooway’ and was later 
elected president of the national student 
union. During his term as president of 
the RUSU Aung San organised national 
student strikes and vocally opposed the 
colonial occupation of Burma by the 
British and later the Japanese. Indeed, 
Aung San’s disdain for foreign control over 
Burmese affairs led to him being dubbed a 
‘traitor rebel leader’ by super famous old 
white dude, Winston Churchill. In sum; 
Aung San was pretty boss. He founded the 
Communist Party of Burma, helped drive 
foreign occupiers from the country, and 
was good enough with a gun to become 

Major General of the Burmese Army. He 
was assassinated at 33. 

Modern Activism 
Like Aung San, Phyoe-Phyoe Aung and 
the education activists of the present-day 
ABFSU are not afraid of speaking truth to 
power. The four central aims of the ABFSU 
remain the same in 2015 as they were 
in 1950; opposing military dictatorship, 
supporting democratic education, student 
rights and national reconciliation. 

I was lucky enough to visit the offices of 
the ABFSU on the 8th of January this year. 
It’s hard to describe the offices except to 
say they reflected the grittiness of the SRC 
pre-renovation. The walls were lined with 
every creed of political text imaginable. 
There was minimal natural light and the 
floor was strewn with visiting ABFSU 
members, who chatted and bantered there 
after hours. Despite the similarities of the 
SRC and ABFSU Offices I found myself 
reflecting on what Australian Student 
Unionists could learn from the Burmese 
activists before me.

There was Honey Oo the beautiful and 
fierce ABFSU Office-Bearer who, along 
with Phyoe Phyoe and most of the ABFSU 
members above 25, was arrested in 2007 
following Burma’s ‘Saffron Revolution’. 
Honey Oo described her 2007 arrest to us 
candidly: “I was hit… hard” she said, slyly 
referencing the torture she was subjected 
to in prison, “but he was hit more”, Honey 
giggled as she motioned to Thiha Win 
Tin, central committee member of the 
ABFSU. Honey and Thiha are both in 
jail again in Burma. They have no access 
to lawyers, no formal charges and no 

method of contacting anyone outside 
their cells.  Despite this harsh reality, in 
January I laughed awkwardly along with 
their reflections on being hit by police. 
Their black humour seemed comforting to 
me. It reminded me of how I reflect on the 
police brutality I witnessed at the NTEU 
pickets at Sydney Uni in 2012 and 2013. 
You either laugh or you cry I guess. 

The younger members of the ABFSU 
had equally fascinating stories, despite 
having lived through comparatively less 
state-sanctioned violence. Yemyo Swe sat 
across from me on the table next to Myo 
Htet Zaw. Both were under 18 and spoke 
English less confidently than the older 
comrades seated next to them. I could tell 
Yemyo was the ABFSU’s token ‘commie’ 
from the moment I laid eyes on him. 
The cheeky grin on his face and the huge 
hammer and sickle on his t-shirt really 
gave it away. A red under the bed, Yemyo 
cites Ho Chi Minh as a huge influence 
on his politics and credits his upbringing 
in subsistence farming as ‘show[ing]’ 
him to his ‘political senses’.  Yemyo was 
terrifying confident in his politics. I was 
sold, I bought myself a ‘students, workers 
and farmers unite and fight’ shirt to match 
Yemyo’s the next day. 

The National Education Law 
Honey Oo, Phyoe Phyoe and the other 
hundred or so student protesters arrested 
on the 3rd of March put their bodies on 
the line to defeat the National Education 
Law (NEL) which was approved by 
Burmese parliament at the end of 2014. 
The NEL is bad news for students. Like 
deregulation here in Australia, it threatens 
the accessibility of education for those with 

less money. Section 17 only safeguards 
free primary education, however 
it remains silent on the secondary 
education. Yemyo summarized his 
opposition to the law by explaining 
that  “we don’t want… our sisters and 
brothers” to get “the poor education”. 

The NEL also presents a threat to 
student organising more broadly, 
posing a greater threat to student 
unions than Compulsory Student 
Unionism did in Australia in 2006.  
It guts them of the ability to organise 
autonomously. But unlike CSU it isn’t 
monetary compensation that’s under 
threat, its the ability to associate at all. 

The NEL is also bad news for a secular 
and non-discriminatory education 
system. The NEL centralizes control 
of the curriculum under Chapter 
X1 Subsection 57(a) of the law. In a 

similar vein to the assimilationist policies 
of the ‘White Australia Era’ this subsection 
prevents regional schools from teaching 
and learning in their mother-tongue. 
Additionally, section four subsection (m) 
of the National Education Law will give 
organised religion in Burma more control 
over the curriculum, like the National 
School Chaplaincy program could do here 
in Australia if it were mandated in every 
school and every student had to attend. 

But what do I do? 
Everytime I speak about my time with 
the students of the ABFSU with my 
Australian colleagues their faces seem 
to glaze over in gentle reverence. How 
exotic and engaging are the lives of these 
Burmese education activists? This makes 
me frustrated. While their curiosity is well 
meaning and endearing I can’t help but 
feel a sense of loss for the struggles that 
exist around us in Australia that aren’t as 
‘glamorous’ as those overseas. Why can’t 
the deaths of refugees on Manus Island, or 
the forced removal of Aboriginal Children 
from their families or the pepper-spraying 
of student protesters invoke the same 
emotive response? The same desire to 
assist? After all, I was only able to relate 
to the students of the ABFSU precisely 
because of my background in Australian 
political struggles. Indeed, I have more of 
an obligation to those struggles because I 
profit off the dispossession of Aboriginals 
from their land every day. I’ll never forget 
when Anarcho Syndicalist Thit Myat 
turned to me at Phyoe Phyoe’s wedding as 
he asked me curiously  “Do you chant ‘we 
are students not customers’ in Australia?”  
I turned to him and nodded, laughing. 
“Pretty much.”

My Friends are in Jail

From left to right: Max Chalmers, Bebe D’Souza, Honey Oo, Hannah Ryan, Yemyo Swe, Thiha Win Tin, Myo Hiet Zaw

Bebe D’Souza went to Myanmar.



7

ongoing

Ongoing is a space to give ideas time to develop. Every few weeks we’ll choose a theme and dedicate this page to exploring it. It’s a space not just 
for stories, but for discussion; if you have a story or want to develop on the theme in any other way please email us: editors@honisoit.com

University Profiteering

Dear Editors,

It was really great to see a postgraduate 
voice in Honi last week (‘The More You 
Know! The Less I’m Paid’) writing about 
the demands of tutoring on PhD students. 
I can’t remember ever treating my tutors 
with actual contempt when I was an 
undergrad, but I certainly didn’t think of 
them as ACTUAL HUMAN BEINGS 
with lives and work of their own–
essentially time-poor students, being badly 
paid to patch together a broken system. At 
the recent postgraduate welcome evening, 
Michael Spence actually had the cheek to 
call us ‘the glue’: I think he was trying to 
make us feel better about not belonging 
on campus, either to the dominant 
undergraduate culture or to the rarefied 
world of actual tenured academics, but the 
metaphor was apt in more ways than one. 
It’s not all that fun being wedged between 
the flakiness of undergraduates (always 
trying to unstick themselves from having 
any responsibilities: submitting work on 
time, coming to class, or being generally 
insightful and reliable human beings), 
and the flakiness of academics (carefully 
unsticking themselves from the tedious 

Wanyi Xin, B.A. (Languages), III: I 
don’t think the huge difference be-

tween domestic and international student 
fees is justified. The university doesn’t pro-
vide enough services for international stu-
dents. We pay more for transportation and 
medical care. I’m not asking for privilege. 
But I can’t even see the equality. Where-
as there is quite a lot of information and 
preparation before students start uni here, 
I felt quite lost and helpless when I came 
here, and I think the uni should offer more 
to help us with this hard period.

International students face serious fi-
nancial pressure due to the tuition fees, 
as well as rent and cost of living in Syd-

ney. Honestly, I feel quite lucky because 
my parents offer to pay most of my liv-
ing expenses. From my own experience, 
I haven’t seen anyone not supported by 
his/her family so far, which means if you 
don’t have a fairly rich family, you’re ex-
cluded (unless you are lucky enough to get 
the scholarships). I can imagine it’d be so 
much harder for some students who need 
to save, work, and study at the same time.

At the same time, there is high expecta-
tion that I do well in my subjects, and get 
a good job afterwards (well, earn a lot of 
money in return). I guess it’s like an in-
vestment: paying a lot now and expecting 
a lot back. Besides, we have to do four 

subjects per semester—I personally think 
that’s quite a lot considering that it’s not 
our 1st language, and many of us have to 
work at the same time.

Shuning Sun, L.L.B/ Commerce, IV: It 
is understandable that Australia gives lo-
cal students concessions and financial sup-
port but Australian universities certainly 
should not charge international students 
more simply to offset the ‘loss’ brought by 
domestic students. International students 
are not cash cows. Making money should 
not be the primary purpose for universities 
to take international students. 

The university provides some support to 

international students—building a stu-
dent lounge and a few career programs. 
But barely anything else. It provides lit-
tle support in relation to academics (in 
America they at least provide essay editing 
assistance). It shows little care whether in-
ternational students find jobs in Australia, 
failing to advocate for the working rights 
of graduates who have not yet gained per-
manent residency or citizenship. 

The fact I am a law student may exagger-
ate this feeling for me, but I just feel there 
is absolutely no academic support for in-
ternational law students and generally a 
lack of academic support for all interna-
tional students.

International students are a crucial (and increasing) source of profit for the University: they pay up front and they don’t receive subsidised degrees, which makes them a target 
of University recruitment. But the problem is that once they’ve paid their cheque, University support and attention tends to fade. We talked to two international students 

about being the ‘cash cows’ of Sydney University. 

We are more than just figures

and time-consuming nature of teaching, 
conveniently disappearing whenever 
administrative hassles need solving).
 
The thing is, it does all look rather good 
on paper, but until you become a tutor, 
it’s impossible to grasp how poorly the 
equation actually works out, financially, 
emotionally, professionally. We’re paid for 
our contact hours only. We’re not paid to 
go to your lectures, to answer your emails, 
to meet with you, to care about you, to 
try and clear up your (understandable) 
confusion about the sloppy UOS outline 
the lecturer slapped together. We’re 

definitely not paid to stress about how 
the course is going, i.e. are you learning? 
Having a good experience? Falling in 
love with the discipline? These thoughts 
genuinely cross my mind several times a 
day during semester. But by the time I’m 
done with all the little follow up tasks 
from my four hours of tutorials half my 
week has disappeared. Academics cash in 
on our idealism, and it works out very well 
for them and, by and large, for students. 
It seems not to matter that we feel so 
wrung out by the end of it. At least half 
of us won’t finish our PhDs. Of those that 
do, maybe only half again actually stay in 

academia—there are lots of reasons for 
that, but knowing our skill as teachers will 
be unlikely to get us jobs, and could even 
hinder applications, is definitely part of 
the general disillusionment.
 
So hey, give your tutors a break: we’re all 
trying to be part of the solution to better 
university education, there just isn’t a lot 
of incentive. Deregulation will get us all 
eventually.  Vive l’université! 

Anonymous.

Dear Honi,

After reading your articles last week 
in regard to ‘University Profiteering’, I 
couldn’t help but think of the most recent 
intergenerational report. It states that 
children born in only a generation’s time 
are expected to live for a century. At such 
a time, the value our society will place 
upon education and workplace experience 

will be as removed as it is now, from our 
parents’ generation. Most undergraduates 
will still be working in a generation’s time; 
so what value will our current education 
have then? If our tertiary institutions 
maintain their present trajectory, the 
answer is frightening.

It is folly to think that a government (of 
any political colour) will be the saviour of 

the sector, either. It is only the University 
that can ensure that the proud lion atop of 
our crest actually bears meaning and isn’t 
replaced by a hyena (a seemingly more 
befitting symbol at the present time).

Improving the quality of graduates should 
always remain the unwavering objective of 
the University administration and this will 
require significant reform. It is evident 

from your articles that this objective 
is currently being compromised. As 
Australia’s oldest university, we should not 
be invoking tradition for tradition’s sake, 
but reminding ourselves of the value that 
we once placed on further education and 
leading the nation once more in restoring 
such virtues. 

Alex Fitton, Economics II
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Harry Potter Ends (Again)
Adam Chalmers rationalises fanfiction that made him think.

I’m Not in 
Tumbarumba Anymore

Country bumpkin Cameron Gooley on his first Mardi Gras.“You turned into a cat! A SMALL 
cat! You violated Conservation of 

Energy! That’s not just an arbitrary rule, 
it’s implied by the form of the quantum 
Hamiltonian! Rejecting it destroys unitarity 
and then you get FTL signalling! And cats 
are COMPLICATED! A human mind can’t 
just visualise a whole cat’s anatomy and, 
and all the cat biochemistry, and what about 
the neurology? How can you go on thinking 
using a cat-sized brain?”

Professor McGonagall ’s lips were twitching 
harder now. “Magic.”

After five years and 640,000 words, Harry 
Potter and the Methods of Rationality 
was finally finished last week. In Eliezer 
Yudkowsky’s fan fiction, Harry Potter is 
a child prodigy who read the Feynman 
Lectures on Physics at age 10, and uses 
his superintelligence to battle a similarly 
intelligent Voldemort.

It’s often said that J.K. Rowling’s 
greatest strength wasn’t her writing, 
but her worldbuilding. Methods of 
Rationality’s best moments come when 
its hyperintelligent characters find 
inventive uses for the magical elements 
of Rowling’s world. I loved reading 
Harry consider transmuting a pebble 
into antimatter, which would create an 
explosion big enough to level England. 
Or listening to Voldemort explain how he 
hid his horcruxes in actually safe places by 
dropping them into the Marianas Trench 
or sneaking them onto deep space probes. 
There’s even a scheme to arbitrage gold 
between Wizarding and Muggle Britain. 
If you’ve ever found yourself wondering 
exactly how Time Turners work, or why 
no-one used the Philosopher’s Stone to 
cure cancer, you’ll enjoy reading this.

Eliezer Yudkowsky is better known for 
his research in the nonprofit Machine 
Intelligence Research Institution, and 
his blogging about rationality and 
psychology at Overcoming Bias and Less 
Wrong. Yudkowsky began writing 
his ‘rationalist fan fiction’ with the 
goal of both entertaining readers 
and teaching valuable lessons 
about human and machine 
intelligence. Readers learn 
alongside the Hogwarts 
students as Harry and 
Hermione discuss the base 
rate fallacy, risk aversion, 
scope insensitivity and other 
biases. Sometimes the story 
will unapologetically become 
a cognitive psychology 
textbook for a chapter. But 
generally, it manages to 

explain science in an accessible Carl 
Sagan or Neil deGrasse Tyson manner. 
The readers’ new rationality skills even 
affected the story’s final outcome. Chapter 
113 sees a defenseless Harry surrounded 
by Voldemort’s forces, and ended with 
a note from the author: if the readers 
could figure out a viable plan for Harry to 
destroy Voldemort, he would incorporate 
this plan into the text and post the story’s 
final ten chapters. Otherwise there would 
be a “shorter and sadder” ending instead.

The final chapter was followed by a thank 
you from the author, along with a self-
described “shameless” request to nominate 
it for a Hugo award, and to be put in 
contact with J.K. Rowling if any readers 
personally knew her. The ending was 
celebrated with wrap parties in twenty 
cities around the world. Yudkowsky is 
currently brainstorming a new original 
story, and encourages readers to either 
research with or donate to his Machine 
Intelligence Research Institute.

Adding hyperintelligent, genre-savvy 
characters into someone else’s fictional 
world can break both a story and the 
rules of writing. It’s also incredibly fun. 
Methods of Rationality has spawned a 
series of similar ‘rationalist’ fan fiction. Is 
fighting small scale crime really the best 
way for Superman to help Earth? Can 
Pokemon be combined with modern 
day evolutionary theory? If you’ve ever 
overthought your favorite TV show, or 
come up with a convoluted fan theory to 
rescue a movie from plot holes, you might 
enjoy rationalist fan fiction.

This year marked my third year at 
the University of Sydney, and my 

first Mardi Gras.  In previous years I’ve 
used “dinner with friends” and “I’m way 
too hungover from OWeek” to get out of 
attending the parade. Bad gay. 

My country upbringing is the real reason 
I’ve avoided ‘gay’ events like Mardi 
Gras. To be clear, my family are not 
conservative. Like many gay men, I’ve 
had the odd comment from older relatives 
(my grandfather once asked my mother if 
my relationship with my best friend was 
“healthy”), but my family has otherwise 
been fairly supportive and open to new 
ideas. 

But my family is very practical. I come 
from an incredibly conservative town, one 
where rumours that gay men had been 
beaten and raped without any help from 
the police probably held a grain of truth. 
My parents initially tried to ship me off to 
a GPS boarding school in Sydney. When I 
resisted the move, the only real alternative 
was to be extremely cautious with my 
identity. My father would warn me to “be 
careful” in public far more than my other 
four siblings, and he didn’t need to say why 
for me to know what it meant.

Even now, after three years as a gay man 
in Sydney, “being careful” is a habit that’s 
hard to break. While I’ve come a long way, 
and I like to think that I am comfortable 
with my identity, I still constantly stress 
about my clothes, my voice, PDAs, other 
‘gay’ things, and the impression that they 
may give to the public. Being out in the city 
on a weekend terrifies me—testosterone 
fuelled drunkards are exactly the kind of 
people I was raised to avoid. My parents 
meant well, but it’s stressful being raised 
to fear society.

So as a country kid at heart, I decided 
to take it slow and start my Mardi Gras 
evening in Newtown. I was still shocked 
by what I saw. Men sat in drag around the 
bar, rainbow flags hung from just about 
every business on King Street, even the 
burly USyd rugby players nearby were 
excited for the celebrations. Yes, even the 
testosterone fuelled rugby players I’d been 
raised to fearfully avoid were keen on 
celebrating the weekend alongside drag 
queens.

The remarkable thing wasn’t that people 
were comfortable doing this stuff in 
public, but that no one else seemed to 
give a shit. I know that if someone were 
to dress in drag at home, they would have 
stuff thrown at them from car windows 
and face becoming a pariah.

The actual parade was much flashier than 
Newtown—the pink, the glitter, and the 
seemingly never-ending stream of phallic 
objects. It was the kind of celebration I 
would once have considered obnoxious 
at best, and stereotypical at worst, but a 
literal (and figurative) bucket of glitter to 
the face flicked a switch in my head. 

I realised that Mardi Gras is not a 
gratuitous promotion of the stereotypes I 
had been raised to avoid, but a necessary 
celebration of identity through which 
we reclaim stereotypes. By celebrating 
the things we associate with gayness, we 
stop saying that they are undesirable or 
dangerous. 

It’s sad that it took a gay pride parade for 
me to grasp this simple truth, but when 
you’ve spent the whole of your post-
puberty life convincing yourself that 
there’s something inherently wrong with 
you, it’s easy to overlook the obvious.

I had spent my whole life tolerating and 
internalising homophobia. I was raised in 
an environment that was ‘fine’ with people 
being gay—so long as they didn’t show it. 
But every time I let someone tell me to 
avoid certain people, or places, or events 
in order to preserve my safety, I had been 
allowing them to say that being gay was 
bad. And every time I let someone tell me 
how relatable I was because I didn’t have 
a lisp, or I let someone try and mould me 
into something “straighter”, I was allowing 
passive homophobia to take place.

This whole time I had believed it was my 
duty to apologise to and groom myself 
for straight people. But my sexuality is 
not some sort of problem that I need to 
compulsively fix in order to be a properly 
functioning member of society. 

If anyone expects me to apologise for who 
I am in the future, don’t. I’ll probably be 
too busy listening to Madonna without 
feeling guilty to care.



9

perspective

Not-So-Secret Identity

Julia Clark wishes you were better at writing.

Death of the Authors

Leigh Nicholson reflects on DC’s new transgender character and the perils of representation.

If you ever watched Dead Poets’ Society or 
read Howl then you came to university 

on the look-out for a writers’ cult to join, 
stare disdainfully at from across Hermann’s, 
or admire from a distance with the hope of 
one day saying you rubbed shoulders with 
the next Keats. Lauren Pearce and Finn 
Davis also had those dreams of meeting 
other struggling artists and building a den 
of admirers to make Shelley and Kerouac 
proud. Unfortunately, after a quick sweep 
of the OWeek stalls, you were made 
promptly aware of the university’s inability 
to facilitate a thriving writers’ community. 
Pearce’s Fallout, directed by Davis with 
Smoking Gum Theatre, exemplifies the 
inability to attain this dream and the 
necessity to branch away from campus in 
order to achieve greater creative freedom 
and a more valuable conception of success. 

The selection of university publications 
is a rather sad, inconsequential bunch: a 
handful of under-circulated and almost 
entirely unread journals and two news 
outlets. The journals (Hermes, ARNA, 
Growing Strong, Carillon) in particular are, 
unfailingly, reconstitutions of the same 
editing and contributing teams year in and 
year out, creating a self-congratulatory 
who’s-who that stimulates literally no 
external interest. As Pearce surmises, 
“Publications are great for resume credits 
for writers and, unfortunately, that’s about 
as good as campus publications get.” While 
BULL magazine has a larger circulation, 
the editing team has yet to demonstrate 
the experience or credibility to generate 
interest from fiction writers across campus. 

With an unrealistic 1000-word limit on 
short fiction and a poetry editor with 
poetry experience trending towards zero, 
their insistence on publishing fiction is 
completely out of touch. That leaves Honi 
Soit with the most promise of providing a 
genuine outlet for student-written fiction 
with any chance of being read or valued 
beyond the writer’s immediate friends. 
Honi, though, is ultimately a newspaper 
with neither the motivation nor capacity 
for supplementing the university’s literary 
needs since, to date, despite the editors’ 
enthusiasm, it remains ostensibly non-
fiction. Without a genuine means of 
publication on campus, writers lack the 
competition or incentive to produce new 
or exciting work.

For stage writers, like Pearce, their options 
are even narrower with on-campus 
support almost exclusively in the hands 
of the performing arts societies. While 
the trend to produce student-written 
work took a turn for the better in the 
Dramatic Society last year with eleven 
out of their twenty-six productions being 
student-written or devised, the propensity 
to reproduce the classics creates a stifling 
atmosphere that has seen many new 
productions denied the opportunity 
for staging. For Pearce and other script 
writers, competing with the canon is often 
unfeasible as societies are unwilling to 
take a risk on their returns. This pushes 
writers to external opportunities like the 
Griffin Prize which grants both a cash 
prize and the chance for development, or 
indie production companies like Smoking 

Gum Theatre or Theatre21. As a director 
for Smoking Gum, Davis simply finds 
working with new artist and works more 
exciting than regurgitating HSC syllabus 
texts. Plus, producing work off-campus 
makes you part of the ‘real world’ amongst 
a more diverse theatre scene that offers 
a sense of validation for writers not 
necessarily available through the societies. 
While getting your work produced in 
any environment is a challenge, when the 
interest and reward is much greater off-
campus, it’s not difficult to choose which 
battle is more worthwhile...

For building a community of writers 
on campus, the use of societies remains 
instrumental, though, if only as a means 
of introduction. Pearce’s experience with 
theatre and writing were separate before 
joining SUDS and meeting creatives, 
like Davis, who have merged the two. As 
current President and ex-Vice President of 
the Literary Society, both Pearce and Davis 
understand the intentions of generating a 
standardised society for grouping student 
writers and attempting to facilitate their 
artistic expression. However, the Literary 
Society has struggled to even maintain 
the necessary quorum of members to 
justify its existence. In the last two 
years, the society has undergone two 
refurbishments in an ongoing attempt 
to achieve at least the semblance of a 
structured writing community on campus. 
The recent reiteration has seen a massive 
influx of interest and new members, but 
the excitement of OWeek only carries 
so far into semester as attendance and 

motivation declines. There are usually 
more considerations on a student writer’s 
mind than whether or not their closet 
hobby, which ultimately grants no return, 
is worth the time or effort during semester. 

So the problem remains. “There’s people 
doing amazing work but it’s all happening 
in a vacuum,” Pearce articulates the strife 
of all young creatives to get work off 
the ground and to make a success of it 
when institutions aren’t providing the 
appropriate support. If creative spirit 
demands a writers’ community on campus 
and the standardised union society doesn’t 
fit the bill, then the solution may lay in 
a more nebulous approach, an informal 
collection swayed by the aspirations and 
competition of the cohort. Pearce relates 
her experiences with how easily the crucial 
discussions occur over a glass of wine at 
the pub; when people of mutual interest 
are brought together it doesn’t take long 
to veer into common territory like an 
upcoming submission deadline or the 
latest release from Sarah Kay. 

Or perhaps we’re still being too unrealistic. 
After all, writing is one of the most solitary 
professions, with student theatre making 
a rare exception of writer/production 
interaction. Perhaps the pressures and 
demands of study, work, and life are 
growing too great and turning projects 
like Fallout into a fluke of our transitional 
generation.

DC recently announced that 
it has introduced its first 

mainstream, openly transgender character.  
In the latest issue of Batgirl, Alysia Yeoh 
comes out to Barbara Gordon (Batgirl) 
who is her roommate.  Yeoh has had a 
pretty great character development in the 
latest remakes of the young superhero, 
which has been revived by the writer Gail 
Simone.  Simone has been a longtime 
writer for DC and also an important voice 
for the need of diversity inside the comic-
book panels.  

There definitely seems to have been a 
recent influx of greater representations 
in comics over the past year or so.  There 
was Marvel’s introduction of Kamala 
Kahn, the Muslim teenager taking over 
the Ms Marvel title.  Batwoman is now 
a massive lesbian.  We saw the first gay 
marriage between Northstar and the 

Green Lantern.  Even Archie comics 
introduced a gay male character; a comic 
which has long been held as the stereotype 
of conservative, American youth.  

This is all really great, and a lot of those 
representations got positive feedback 
from people who for so long never saw 
themselves in the comics they were 
reading.  Comics used to be a beacon of 
American patriotism, Captain America 
literally fought Hitler, etc, and there 
was actually once a stipulation in the 
guidelines put forward by the Comics 
Code Authority which banned reference 
to homosexuality until 1989.

But these representations for representation 
sake are not always good.  DC may have 
been able to make this announcement by 
a loophole of words and definitions, but 
they actually had published a comic with 

an openly trans character before; Wanda 
from The Sandman.  In the 1980’s, Neil 
Gaiman’s Sandman series was definitely 
mainstream.  And in one subplot, there 
was a trans woman called Wanda, whose 
character is still debated about to this 
day.  The general consensus from the trans 
community was that Wanda was used as 
a trope and a stereotype of trans people, 
especially trans women, who have often 
only been given the fleeting reference of 
“a man in a dress”.  Wanda was humiliated 
and misgendered in the comics, and then 
died. A Gaiman fan, and trans blogger, 
referred to this representation as “the larger 
cliché of the trans person as beautiful but 
doomed to die”.

This cliché has been used time and time 
again.  Law and Order: SVU is definitely 
one of the worst offenders.  A similar sort 
of thing has been historically done with 

painting lesbian characters as dysfunctional 
and unfulfilled.  Renee Montoya, also 
created by DC, is a lesbian ex-detective 
in Gotham. Although admittedly she 
is one of my favourite characters, she is 
constantly being outed and humiliated 
as a gay woman who can’t hold down a 
relationship and is an alcoholic.

But although there is still a massive lacking 
of sincere and deep representations of 
queer characters, it is clear that there have 
been some great steps taken in order to 
address that lacking.  

It’s difficult to tell whether or not Alysia 
Yeoh will be one of these good steps, 
however in the meantime, people have 
been pretty happy with her character and 
the way in which she came out to Gordon; 
not tokenistically for the sake of it, but as 
a genuine discussion amongst two friends.
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“We are all here because we are 
deeply committed to the Uni-

versity of Sydney,” proclaims Chancellor 
Belinda Hutchinson at the front of the 
Great Hall. Opening last year’s Town Hall 
meeting to discuss fee deregulation, she 
reminds the audience of their common 
ground. They sit quietly as she speaks. 
Protesters let her finish, waiting for the 
Vice-Chancellor to air their discontent. 

On paper, the role of the Chancellor is 
akin to the Governor-General; a figure-
head, a patron who shakes a lot of hands. 
They chair the oversight body, the Sen-
ate, but the actual administration of the 
University is left to the Vice-Chancellor. 
Many people I spoke with reminded me 
that ‘Ms Hutchinson doesn’t run the Uni-
versity’ and some seemed unsure why I 
was interested in her at all. 

Hutchinson may not run the University, 
but the way she goes about her role and 
the principles she espouses reveal the Uni-
versity’s changing values as it settles into 
the twenty-first century. Her experience is 
indicative of what USyd thinks it needs, 
its fondness for business model govern-
ance, and the hope that good financial 
management—lubricated with deregula-

tion—will lead to ‘world-class’ education 
and research.

***

In 2013 Hutchinson replaced Marie 
Bashir, a psychiatrist with a background 
in youth mental health who focussed on 
remote and Indigenous communities. 
Hutchinson’s name travels with acronyms. 
AM, FCA, FAICD respectively signify 
her Order of Australia for service to busi-
ness, Fellow of Chartered Accountants, 
and Fellow of the Australian Institute of 
Company Directors. 

Two years on, we sit in her impressive 
office in the Quadrangle. Hutchinson is 
warm and welcoming, in a managed way. 
Her office asked for questions in advance 
and when I ask about divisive issues she 
stops and starts her sentences, carefully 
choosing her words.

Hutchinson graduated from a Bachelor 
of Economics in 1976 and is now firmly 
nestled in the elite of Sydney’s business 
circles. Hutchinson came to USyd regard-
ed by the corporate sector. At the time, 
she was Chairwoman of QBE Insurance, 
an ASX 20 company, and was previously 

head of Macquarie Equity Capital Mar-
kets. Her CV includes directorships of 
AGL Energy, Sydney Water, TAB Limit-
ed, Snowy Hydro Trading and others. 

Hutchinson’s experience stands in contrast 
not just to Bashir, but other past Chancel-
lors who have been historically linked to 
public service and retained ties to tertiary 
education or research throughout their 
careers. Ben Veness, who sat on the Sen-
ate Committee that chose Hutchinson, 
said involvement in the education sector 
was just one of “many things you’d look 
for in the ideal candidate,” but others see 
education experience as vital criteria. “The 
University should be run by people who 
understand that the proper role of higher 
education is something beyond providing 
the skills-training that business needs,” 
said English academic Nick Reimer.

Her aims for USyd are couched in eco-
nomic terms. “My priority is about pro-
viding the highest quality education and 
research capacity we have,” she says. While 
she denies a university should be run like 
a business, she reminds me that “[the Uni-
versity is] given funding from the external 
world, so we are accountable to those pro-
viders of the funds.” 

Fee deregulation has been the defining 
issue of Hutchinson’s tenure. Her support 
for the idea wedges her against the Uni-
versity community and invited criticism 
of her conservative credentials. She is a 
Liberal Party donor and previous Board 
Director at the Centre for Independent 
Studies (CIS). She justifies these con-
nections in politically neutral language. 

“[I] am proud of supporting a woman I 
know and respect who has become my lo-
cal member,” she says of Gabrielle Upton, 
the Liberal Member for Vaucluse. CIS 
have used the slogan “Fighting big gov-
ernment and the nanny state since 1976”, 
but “It’s nothing to do with being a right 
wing think tank,” Hutchinson insists, “It’s 
because I actually believed in their educa-
tion programs and their support for Indig-
enous people.” 

When I introduce politics she becomes 
guarded. “I’ve never been a member of any 
political party in my whole life,” she says. 
“I did actually march for ‘It’s Time’ down 
Eastern Ave,” she adds in what feels like 
a strategic distraction. I ask if she voted 
for Whitlam, which she ignores, saying “I 
don’t want to talk about my voting pat-
terns.” 

Hutchinson tells me she would support 
free tertiary education, despite never pub-
lically advocating such a policy. Govern-
ment cuts to date have sent her back to the 
business world: “I was at a lunch yesterday 
looking to try and raise money from com-
panies and private individuals to support 
the University, I do that all the time,” she 
tells me. “Quite frankly we wouldn’t be 
able to do what we’re doing in terms of 
the new Business School, Charles Perkins, 
or Australian Institute of Science without 
them,” she explains. 

Her experience in corporate governance 
was key to her selection. “It is clearly nec-
essary for whoever is Chancellor to be able 
to understand and contribute to the work-
ing of a billion-and-a-half dollar busi-

Chasing 
Our Chancellor

Christina White speaks to Belinda 
Hutchinson. 

White Rabbit, Sydney’s contempo-
rary Chinese Art Gallery, sits in 

the suburban shadow of Sydney’s Central 
Park, in a building that was once a Roll-
Royce service depot. It’s on a block of 
once-weres: once factories, once brothels, 
once mechanics. Central Park’s own once 
Carlton brewery can be seen from the gal-
lery’s doorstep. 

Inside the gallery, on the third floor is a 
six-item photography series by Yang Fu-
dong that captures scenes that seem to 
also be relics of the past.  They are firmly 
Noir: black and white stills, images framed 
by grand marble staircases, limousines, 
champagne, entourages, cigars, expensive 

whisky.  In the series, two pin-striped men 
shoulder for the affection of the collec-
tion’s femme fatale—opal earrings, ciga-
rette holder, silk, floor-length gown. But 
Fudong’s series, Ms. Huang at M. Last 
Night, is set firmly in the present. The col-
lection’s namesake, M. (the in-the-know 
shorthand for M1NT), is an elite Shang-
hai nightclub. 

M. is on the 24th floor of a lavish high 
rise—marble, art deco details, contempo-
rary art in weird shapes—and is in prime 
position to survey the infamous sprout-
ing city across the river. When you exit 
the lift you are greeted on one side by a 
line of concierges and on the other by a 

15-metre low lit shark tank. Stepping out 
of the elevator, I was already drunk off of 
cheap Chinese beer that I had consumed 
in a take away joint across the street. The 
sharks moved slowly and deliberately, I 
was trying to do the same. 

We had gotten in off of the back of my 
friend’s genius. The F1 was in town and 
he phoned twenty minutes prior to our 
arrival, dropping his name adjacent a fa-
mous driver’s saying that we were on our 
way and wanted to give the club a shot. 
We showed up as seven very middling 
(appearance, wealth, Mandarin ability) 
youths. They were skeptical as they led us 
around the line and up the lifts but never 

questioned us—I think I was wearing a 
dress from Cotton on. 

M. has a Jacuzzi, several nine-meter 
Swarovski crystal chandeliers, possum 
skin leather furniture, internationally re-
nowned DJs, international models and a 
world renowned mixologist. It is a share-
holder club, the second in the world only 
to its twin in Hong Kong. To attend more 
than once you must buy in and to buy in 
you must apply, be vetted and then be ac-

Shanghai
Nights

Samantha Jonscher walked into a bar (and an art gallery). 
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ness,” Senate Fellow Alec Brennan told 
Fairfax on her appointment. Surprisingly, 
Hutchinson plays down the importance of 
her corporate experience. “What prepared 
me for my role was really my not-for-
profit work,” she says, contending that she 
brings principles to the role reminiscent 
of a “community-based organisation” like 
the State Library or St. Vincent’s Health 
Australia, never mentioning her Chair-
manship of an ASX 20 company.

The skills developed over decades atop 
companies and not-for-profits that many 
hoped would make the Senate run more 
smoothly have facilitated a glossy façade 
during turbulent times. It appears that 
hopes for efficiency have come to fruition. 
“She runs a tight ship,” said Fellow Pro-
fessor Chris Murphy. She is “very busi-
ness-like, a clear communicator, and very 
intelligent,” former Fellow Jane Spring 
told me, echoing a widely held view.

However, the Hutchinson-run Senate re-
mains opaque to the rest of the university 
community. Almost all agenda items are 
discussed in confidence, not just com-
mercially sensitive issues or discussions 
about specific individuals. At the time of 
the Convocation petitions last year, I met 
with the Chancellor and she said the main 
reason for confidentiality is to facilitate 
“robust debate”. Even disclosing the pa-
rameters of the debate “would be totally 
inappropriate,” she said. In her experience, 
“people wouldn’t feel comfortable.” 

Ending that meeting, she gave me a more 
revealing opinion: “I don’t actually be-
lieve in hugely long minutes in the best of 

times,” she said. “Most of the minutes I’ve 
been involved in are fairly crisp, I think 
that’s the way they should be. Don’t need 
to go below ground as long as you agree on 
the outcome.” This narrow outcomes focus 
speaks to her view of difference of opinion 
on Senate, and perhaps the community at 
large. 

While most Fellows are gagged by con-
fidentiality requirements, Hutchinson 
speaks for the Senate. “I’m happy to talk 
about what we’ve agreed,” she says, direct-
ing me to articles she writes for the alumni 
magazine and the staff newsletter. I found 
little “robust debate” in ‘An Exciting Year 
Ahead’ or ‘Period of Vibrant Progress’.

Professor Murphy has advocated for more 
transparency on Senate and proposed an 
annual meeting with the broader univer-
sity community. “I don’t see why all the 
Fellows shouldn’t front up at Wallace or 
Eastern Avenue and answer questions 
from the general throng,” says Murphy. It 
seems opposition to this proposal stems 
from the fear that Fellows would dissent 
from the party line.

When I raise issues that might divide the 
Senate with Hutchinson, she always em-
phasises their common ground. “We’re 
all here because we care about this in-
stitution, because we want the world to 
be a better place.” Her optimism seems 
well-intentioned, but ignores the point at 
hand: there are real differences of opinion 
across campus. Even within the Senate 
there are disagreements. Fellow Catriona 
Menzies-Pyke’s election platform read, 
“The current managerialist approach of 

university management is having a corro-
sive effect on the university community.” 

When I broach this criticism with 
Hutchinson she offers no opinion. Her 
answers turn short and terse. On the staff 
cuts of 2012, “That’s a long way ago.” On 
the discontent evident in staff surveys, she 
ignores the question and repeats, “Since 
I’ve been here we’ve had no staff cuts.” 
She insists her commercial approach is re-
served for support services, but in an hour-
long interview Hutchinson never brought 
up the value of good teachers. On multi-
ple occasions she celebrated the progress 
of new buildings, but didn’t want to talk 
about the increasing administrative bur-
den on academics. 

On last years’ library changes she tries 
harder to justify the decision: “It will pro-
vide for changes in roles, but the world’s 
changing,” she explains. “People really 
don’t like change, it’s very hard for people 
to understand change. We’ve got to com-
municate it better.” On communication 
she emphasises her consultation of stu-
dents, staff and alumni alike. The Deans of 
Arts, Law, Business and Nursing attest to 
her active involvement across the faculties. 

However, Hutchinson seems to overstate 
how thorough this engagement is. She 
said the University and the NTEU’s re-
lationship was going “really well”, but the 
sentiment is unrequited. “We don’t have 
an active relationship,” “The Chancellor… 
has made no attempt to relate to staff and 
the NTEU,” said President of the Univer-
sity’s NTEU branch Michael Thomson. 
Student leaders were also divided. USU 

President Tara Waniganayaka tells me 
that Hutchinson “has always taken the 
time to offer [her] advice.” However the 
Presidents of the SRC and SUPRA, Kyol 
Blakeney and Tim Scriven, say the Chan-
cellor keeps her distance. “The Chancel-
lor has not had much interest in student 
activism,” said Blakeney. It seems when 
Hutchinson spoke of getting to know 
students she meant those at the colleges, 
where she has regular speaking engage-
ments. 

Two weeks after the Town Hall meeting, 
students protested outside the Senate 
meeting. Hutchinson greeted them and 
began to shake hands. “She was smiling 
and friendly, but it felt fake,” said Geor-
gia Carr of the interaction. “There were 
a few people who didn’t want to shake 
her hand… and she just beamed and said 
‘Well I’m going to shake your hand an-
yway,’ laughing.” She spoke over students 
and, ironically, interrupted them with 
soundbites on the University’s commit-
ment to consultation. 

***

At the Town Hall meeting the Chancellor 
made a commitment to consultation: “Let 
me assure you that your views will be tak-
en into account as the University formu-
lates its response [to Pyne’s proposals].” 
The overwhelming majority of speakers 
opposed deregulation, but the University’s 
stance remained unchanged. When I ask 
if she thinks we need deregulation, she sits 
across from me and says “Sadly I do”. It 
seems consultation is still an empty prom-
ise.

cepted. Annual individual membership is 
about $1400. Apparently Kanye has one. 
A White Rabbit gallery assistant I spoke 
to about the series said that though she 
had never been to M., the series held a 
truth for her—she was born in China to 
Chinese parents—“going out in China is a 
game with its own rules and its own wins”. 

Most nightclubs in China require attend-
ees to book and pre-pay for tables. These 
tables come with drinks, fruit platters and 
attentive service. 

I had the bizarre fortune of sitting next to 
an off duty waitress from M. on a flight 
from Shanghai to Chengdu. As we picked 
at our airplane grade fried rice (rice, oil 
and sickly sweet salted pork) she explained 
there was an unspoken competition be-

tween tables to spend the most, to leave 
the most undrunk but paid for alcohol be-
hind. “People make and break their careers 
at clubs” she said, “In the west you used to 
golf to land the big deals. Here, now, you 
go to somewhere like M. and you show 
the person you are negotiating with what 
you have”. 

We managed to make friends with a group 
on a table; in front of us were litres of Bel-
vedere and crystal jugs of chilled green tea 
and whisky (a mainland staple). Our hosts 
were a pair of Irish business partners with a 
mineral business in Guangzhou, they were 
being hosted by hopeful Shanghainese in-
vestors. They asked us why we were here; 
“these places are never fun”. They were 
not wrong, the only people moving with 
any real vitality were wait staff, costumed 
dancers and the imported Swedish DJ 
himself. The bar was packed—every seat 
full and every inch of floor occupied—
but most people were straight backed and 
milling between bouts of fake laughter, se-
rious, low chat and chinking glasses. Peo-
ple danced, but it was more often than not 

that awkward shuffle dance that fills paus-
es in conversation. As my friend from the 
plane was quick to point out, most people 
at M. are there with their bosses and don’t 
want to get too loose. “Sometimes things 
get crazy, but that’s usually only if we have 
a seriously big event on, like New Years 
Eve” she told me. 

White Rabbit’s current exhibition is cu-
rated around the games we play—social 
games, physical games, games of self-de-
ception. Fudong’s photographs are about 
the very game that we saw unfold before 
us, 24 floors above Shanghai. 

It’s unclear if Fudong’s glamorous Ms. 
Huang is having a good time. She looks 
“exuberant”; that very specific appearance 
of joy, life and vitality that comes with the 
knowledge that people find “happy wom-
en” more attractive. But then, that’s the 
game. M. isn’t about having fun, its about 
winning—M. is its own game with its own 
rules. 

We didn’t stay very long, leaving only after 

a couple of hours around 1am. On our 
way out in shifts down the lift, my friend 
tore down a two-metre poster from the el-
evator’s display and slid it down his pants 
leg hoping no one would notice. He was 
almost out the door before security tried 
to chase him down, but he made it out an-
yway.  The poster is still hanging on the 
wall where he left it, in his old dorm room 
three hours south of Shanghai.

I was already stuck into a cheap local beer 
at the takeaway across the street when he 
made his great escape from M., playing his 
own little game to show the club how he 
felt about it. Another game that night that 
mattered only to the people playing. 
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Sandbox games have brought imagina-
tion back into a creatively bankrupt 

era of mainstream gaming. Minecraft is 
the archetype, but by no means the first. 
Long before the cube, the Sim City se-
ries reigned over the sandbox. But, like all 
good things, the series faded into obscu-
rity in the early-2000s (and its attempted 
resurrection in 2013 was dubbed ‘unplay-
ably broken’).

From SimCity’s ashes however, a greater 
game rose. Colossal Order, a small de-
veloper out of Finland, capitalized on the 
failure of its predecessor, last week releas-
ing Cities: Skylines. Cities breathes new life 
into the city-sandbox sub-genre, trumping 
its forefather in almost ever sense. 

Though a mere $29.95 USD on Steam, 
Cities is by no means meek. As mayor, you 
can expand your city as large as 36 square 
kilometers, which given the game’s scale is 
a truly colossal chunk of land. From there, 
you can divvy up your territory into dis-
tricts focusing on certain industries, and 
set policies and taxation rates specific to 
those districts. 

In my first bout with this game I killed 
hundreds of my own civilians. Thousands 
even. Sewerage was my Achilles heel. By 
the time I set up a functioning waste man-
agement system, my town was in severe 
debt and, for some reason, my school dis-
trict was on fire. It reached a point where 

I was literally just bulldozing houses every 
time they encountered a problem. It’s also 
probably worth noting that there’s an in-
game Twitter knock-off that tracks the 
general mood of your citizenry, meaning 
that every wrong move you make will be 
condemned by hashtag-heavy ‘Chirps’. 
#unsaferoaddesign.

By the time your city has expanded, the 
job gets even harder. You’ll find yourself 
fluctuating taxes, increasing budgets, man-
dating smoke detectors, and legalising 
drugs. Suffice to say, there are many mov-
ing parts, and given the barebones tutorial, 
the onus is on the player to learn the ropes 
themselves.

If you’re like me, and you’ve sacrificed high 
tech computer gear in place of portability 
and convenience, the small size and rela-
tive low specs of Cities are a godsend. This 
is quite symptomatic of Cities successes. 
It’s a game that understands the simple 
pleasures of sandbox gaming: scale and 
possibility, while doing away with a lot of 
the superfluous over-ambition of ‘next-
gen’ games.

Cities has its faults—the day-night cycle 
of classic SimCity is sorely missed, and 
there isn’t a whole lot of spontaneity—
but these oversights are extensions of the 
game’s admirable philosophy to prioritize 
the simple pleasures of the sandbox.

The Nicholson Museum, the first uni-
versity museum in Australia, rests 

quietly in one corner of the Quadrangle. 
It was founded in 1860 by Sir Charles Ni-
cholson, the first Chancellor of the uni-
versity. According to Craig Barker, the 
Education Manager of Sydney University 
Museums, Nicholson travelled to Egypt 
and Italy in 1852 and acquired about 
1,500 objects in methods “that were legal 
at the time.”  

Now, a few hundred years later, it has the 
largest public collection of Mediterranean, 
Middle Eastern, and Egyptian items in 
the Southern Hemisphere, or something.

Most visitors to the Museum are school 
students on compulsory Ancient History 
excursions, or parents with children, or 
old people—so basically everyone but ac-
tual  uni students. Somewhat disgruntled, 
Barker says that many are ex-students 
now regretting not visiting the museum 
during their time at university. I feign out-
rage and then nod in agreement, carefully 
hiding the fact that I fit precisely into that 
category.

To be honest, my interest in the museum 
comes mostly from their newly erected 
‘LEGO Pompeii’, an exhibition that re-
constructs the ancient Roman city with 
more than 190,000 individual LEGO 
blocks. It was put together across 470 
painstaking hours by Ryan McNaught 

who is Australia’s first and only LEGO 
Certified Professional (which apparently 
is now a thing; research tells me there are 
13 worldwide), and who is spectacularly 
known as ‘the Brick Man.’

I loved LEGO as a kid, I studied Pompeii 
for Ancient History in the HSC, and I’m 
now at the end of my degree; so, the way I 
see it, this exhibition is me coming full cir-
cle. In a way, this exhibition IS me. Maybe 
I’m reading into this a little too much.

The model itself is quite amazing—it re-
constructs Pompeii at the time of destruc-
tion in 79AD, but also blends the time of 
rediscovery in the 1700s, along with mod-
ern references (like a sneaky Pink Floyd 
concert live in the Amphitheatre in 1972). 
I have a strong urge to reach in and play 
with it, but am thankfully held back by the 
display glass. Luckily, on the side, there’s 
a table full of loose LEGO blocks to play 
with.

On my way out—having failed to build 
my own bigger, better LEGO Pompeii—I 
see a line of yellow rubber ducks on sale 
from the British Museum. Accompany-
ing them is a sign that reads: “Welcome 
Quack! Museum ducks $10—Sphinx, Ro-
man, Viking, Samurai, Chinese Couple, 
Graduation”. I try not to think about the 
ducks being symbolic of my experience in 
the museum. They stare at me with vacant 
eyes.

Enter Sandbox
Dominic Ellis reviews Cities: Skylines.

Reassembling History
Astha Rajavanshi visits the Nicholson Museum.
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No Rounds in the Chamber

I am not sure why Reflections on Gallipoli 
was put on, and why now. It certainly 

gave no message, the multimedia was 
confused and erratic, the actors mediocre 
at best, and the visual elements distracting 
and cheap. I would have much preferred to 
see the Orchestra perform alone, as they 
do best.

The Orchestra themselves lived up to 
my expectations by performing perfectly. 
Credit to first violinist-cum-conductor 
(and ACO’s artistic director), Richard 
Tognetti, whose solos and skill in general 
were admirable.

My concern was with whatever it was that 
surrounded the orchestra. A mixed media 
dredging of the ANZAC experience 
in WWI, the orchestra played in front 
of a large screen in the Opera House’s 
main concert hall onto which a melee 
of black-and-white photos and videos 
of soldiers in various activities was 
projected, accompanied by the orchestra, 

whose music, though expertly played, was 
somewhat chaotic in its selection.

The live action part of the performance 
comprised two actors and a soprano soloist. 
Both actors were NIDA educated, and 
neither had bothered to learn their lines. I 
am not aware of scripts on stage being the 
done thing in this kind of performance, 
but I still think it unseemly when two 
people, presumably quite experienced in 
their craft, resort to breaking lines and 
visibly checking their script during their 
ill-chosen monologues. Neither did they 
know their cues. At one point Nathaniel 
Dean stood a full two minutes before the 
end of the music, and then froze halfway 
toward sitting down, before deciding on 
standing in darkness. Yalin Ozucelik, his 
Turkish-speaking colleague, seemed more 
polished, though also was not able to 
remember all of his lines.

Dean had a tacky affectation of the voice, 
and maintained an irritating, shaky, 

nervous demeanour for the full two 
hours, regardless of what he was saying 
(reading). He looked like a Year 10 Drama 
student trying to look ‘sad’. Ozucelik was 
much more professional and gave a better 
performance, though seemed wooden in 
a curiously out of place insert where the 
two interacted briefly as Australian and 
Turkish officers.

I also disliked the selection of monologues, 
taken from reports and letters by soldiers. 
One recounted having to bayonet bloated 
corpses of friends, and described dead 
comrades ‘four deep’ that bred swarms 
of flies which got into one’s mouth. It 
had an elderly woman sitting next to me 
in tears. A rather vulgar and crude video 
of writhing green bottle flies played for 
several minutes accompanying this, which 
was disgusting.

A particularly bizarre point was a piece 
quickly written by Carl Vine for the 
soprano, Taryn Fiebig, which took the 

moving “our sons as well” address by 
Mustafa Kemal Ataturk, commander 
of the Turkish troops, about how the 
ANZAC troops lay with peace, respect 
and love in the Turkish soil, and made 
it into a tasteless and gauche solo over 
randomly selected notes where Fiebig’s 
considerable talent was wasted by making 
her repeat a few words at a time, such as 
“shed their blood” or “those heroes” over 
and over before moving on to repeating 
the next few words.

This was oddly matched with photographs 
of the words on the Gallipoli monument. 
Seeing the words “shed their blood” fade 
on and off the screen so many times 
was frankly just weird. It climaxes with 
Fiebig frantically wailing “Johnnies and 
Mehmets”, which was embarrassing.

I suggest you wait until the ACO are 
performing without the mess. 

Billy Idol is the devil. His physiognomy 
and peroxide horns scream fiend. Then 

there’s his Richter-worthy growls that 
mutate into splitting banshee screeches—a 
la post-bridge White Wedding. He’s 
not always an overt Satan, sometimes he 
prefers to play it low-key. He’ll seduce you 
with the occasional ballad. Then abuse you 
with glam-punk sting. Idol’s daemonic 
status was confirmed on Thursday night 
with a performance so energetic that 
perpetual youth gifted from Satan can be 
the only explanation.

Idol played to a not-quite-full Qantas 
Credit Union Arena, his first show in 
Australia since his ill-fated 2002 NRL 
Grand Final foray. The audience had a 
confused composition—baby boomers, 
their children and once-upon-a-time 
wannabe rockstars sporting Van Halen 
tees and shaggy mullets. 

It is at this point that I must declare 
my enduring love affair with Idol. The 
profundity of a piece of digital media in 
my life has always been proportional to 
the density and depth of scratches on 
that disc’s mirror side. My copy of Idol’s 
1988 compilation 11 of the Best, passed 

They Cried ‘More, More, More’
Alexandros Tsathas met his Idol.

down to me from my father, looks like it’s 
been attacked with an orbital sander by an 
overenthusiastic Year 7 tech student.

Idol is inherent to me. “Dancing with 
Myself ” was the first (real) song I learnt 
all the words to. His demeanour works for 
me—badass with brains, rightly depicted 
in The Wedding Singer and reflected in his 
shunning of a ghostwriter for his recent 
autobiography. Not to attend Idol’s Sydney 
concert would have been akin to Newton 
micro-sleeping through the apple. 

Idol raised hell. He jumped off pedestals 
and ran laps of the stage in leather pants. 
Idol is credited with the fusion of the 
punk and rock and roll genres and his 
voice has always accordingly displayed 

broad variation. At 60-odd, that variation 
shows no signs of leaving him. He variably 
sounded like Spandau Ballet, REM, and 
would occasionally showcase a kind of 
Jason Statham-like menacing narration. 
Sex, drugs and booze have treated Idol 
kindly – his striptease in “Flesh for 
Fantasy” revealed a rockstar that has 
plenty of stages yet to rock.

Idol may have raised hell but he only 
managed to do so with help from his lead 
guitarist, Steve Stevens, an accomplished 
session guitarist who has recorded with 
Michael Jackson amongst others. Stevens’ 
guitar is his sixth bodily appendage, such is 
his—as Idol puts it— “fan-fucking-tastic” 
mastery of the instrument. Stevens used 
teeth, cigarettes and a gyroscopic effects 

ring to lay down some truly supernatural 
sounds. The evening’s highlight was 
Stevens’ extended rendition of Eyes 
Without a Face, Idol’s vocals perfectly 
complementing Stevens’ technical 
wizardry. Idol’s 80s stalwarts were given 
the justice they deserved, keeping the 
crowd and your correspondent satisfied. 
My glam-punk soul can now rest easy.

All Alright was the best way to describe 
Idol’s better-than-your-usual support act, 
Cheap Trick. Trick’s lead singer Robin 
Zander still holds his own on vocals, 
showcased nicely in The Flame and 
Dream Police. The rest of the band, who 
donned their best soup-kitchen attire, 
failed to match Zander’s energy. A special 
mention must be extended to bassist Tom 
Petersson, who exhibited a 20-string 
guitar with five fretboards. He only played 
two, but whatever.  

I feel like I have missed out. If that was 
Idol at 60, what must he have been like 
at 25? “Thank you Sydney, for making my 
life so fucking awesome!”, were some of 
Idol’s last words. 

No, Billy. Thank you.

Joel Hillman reviews the Australian Chamber Orchestra’s Reflections on Gallipoli.
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“Words are easy—words are cheap, 
much cheaper than our priceless land,  
white promises can disappear  
just like writing in the sand”
                   from “Treaty” by Yothu Yindi
 

On ‘Australia Day’, NSW Labor Leader 
Luke Foley announced that if he wins the 
upcoming state election, his government 
will return Goat Island—a 300 metre 
wide, 180 metre long pile of rocks in 
the middle of Sydney Harbour—to the 
Aboriginal people of NSW. The proposal 
was enthusiastically received by the white 
media.  

The announcement was designed to satisfy 
a white, urban, liberal-bourgeois sensibility 
which ostensibly bemoans past injustices, 
calling for “our” Aboriginal heritage to 
be celebrated, and pontificates about the 
Great Contributions which Aboriginal 
Australians have to give to this Great 
Nation Of Ours. But Foley’s talk was not 
designed to actually redress the theft of 
land which underpins the disadvantage 
facing Aboriginal people today. If words 
are easy and cheap, then photo ops are 
even more so.

According to mainstream political 
discourse, the question of Aboriginal land 
rights was “solved” by the Mabo decision 
of 1992 and subsequent Native Title 
legislation. This is wrong for a number of 
reasons. 

Firstly, recognition of native title hinges 
on a community’s ability to document 
its strong, continuing connection to 
country and its contemporary practice of 
traditional culture. This requirement bars 
the claims of peoples like the Yorta Yorta 
who were forcibly removed from their 
ancestral lands after colonisation, and who 
had their traditional languages, songs, 

dances and stories beaten out of them in 
mission schools and orphanages. Much 
of this is living memory for Aboriginal 
people and their outrage at these strict 
dictates is more than justified. 
 
Secondly, in places where there are 
established agricultural, pastoral or mineral 
capital interests, native title has generally 
been impossible to obtain. White Australia 
is only prepared to “give back” the scraps of 
the country on which we can‘t find a way 
to turn a profit. And even after positive 
native title determinations, there is no real 

guarantee that communities will not later 
be forced to “settle” corporate interests 
over the denigration of their sacred lands.  

Thirdly, despite rhetoric about land being 
“handed back to Aboriginal people”, in 
reality it has been signed over in trust 
to Aboriginal Land Councils. This is 
problematic if Land Councils decide 
to go against community interest, as 
happened recently when the Northern 
Land Council nominated Muckaty, NT as 
a site for a nuclear waste dump without 
consultation with, and against the wishes 
of, the local community. It seems perverse 
that an Aboriginal community would be 
required to take their own Land Council, 
an organisation nominally dedicated to 
representing them, to the Supreme Court 
in order to have their wishes in managing 
their land respected.

Uluru-Kata Juta National Park is often 
pointed to as a successful example of co-
management between white stakeholders 
and Aboriginal owners, but the reality 
of its management is illustrative of 
the colonial power dynamic that still 
characterises these relationships. The local 
Anangu community have continually 
asked that visitors do not climb their rock. 
They cite spiritual and cultural concerns, 
highlighting the fundamental importance 
of Uluru as part of the landscape of stories 
and teachings which are central to Anangu 
identity. When I visited, an Aboriginal 
ranger compared climbing Uluru to 
climbing St Pauls Cathedral—a sign of  
disrespect which would probably shock 
even avowed atheists. The ranger also raised 
safety concerns, expressing sadness at the 
fact that over 30 tourists had died during 

the climb, something which continues 
to cause the community great suffering.  

Despite these concerns, the climb 
has never been closed to the public. 
Ultimately, this is because the Anangu 
owners, although Native Title holders 
and participants in a co-management 
agreement with the National Parks 
and Wildlife Service, do not have the 
political or economic power to do so. The 
management agreement requires that the 
Aboriginal community be consulted, but 
the results of such consultations are not 

legally binding. This frequently results in 
community frustration at unsatisfactory 
outcomes. They might be allowed to sit 
in on a meeting between a Minister and 
various Department figures, but this is no 
guarantee that their input will be valued.

A few years ago, a mostly-ignored news 
story emerged from Uluru about a rare 
species of desert shrimp (yep, the central 
Australian desert has shrimps) which had 
gone extinct because of the polluting effect 
of tourists urinating and defacating on the 
rock during their climbs. White tourists 
have literally been going to the toilet all 
over the most iconic Aboriginal sacred site 
in the mainstream imagination, and the 
public only cared because white ecologists 
were interested in a local crustacean.
 
English phrases like “cultural heritage”, 
“Dreamtime story”, “traditional 
knowledge” and “sacred site” do not 
begin to express the significance of 
Uluru to Anangu people—only the local 
languages can do that. But instead of 
recognising this, and creating equal spaces 
in which collaboration might take place, 
management policy has always been 
written in English, in bureaucratic offices 
in Darwin and Alice Springs.

In this environment, it is difficult not to 
question the sincerity of Foley’s proposal 
about Goat Island. It would be easy to 
dismiss the announcement as another 
tokenistic gesture, designed to make white 
Australia feel better about ourselves. The 
handback of a small, environmentally 
degraded island—which happens to 
be part of the harbour views of the 
Barangaroo development—is probably 

not the seminal moment in reconciliation 
history trumpeted by Foley and Paul 
Keating.

The reality is more complicated. The 
Metropolitan Local Aboriginal Land 
Council has welcomed the idea, and 
expressed enthusiasm at the prospect 
of using the island to develop cultural 
facilities for the Sydney Aboriginal 
community, alongside potential eco- and 
cultural tourism enterprises. To achieve 
this, they will require funding and 
support, which are by no means certain in 
a political climate dominated by populist 
conservatives. The announcement is also 
an opportunity to correct the tendency 
of Aboriginal policy discourse to focus 
only on remote communities. This ignores 
the continuing presence of Aboriginal 
communities in urban places, and their 
desire to have a meaningful say in how 
their land is managed.

Aboriginal people nevertheless deserve a 
more meaningful reconciliation. The little-
known Caring for Country movement 
provides many insights into how to 
achieve this. Using diverse institutional 
forms, including co-management 
agreements with National Parks, native 
title arrangements and co-operation with 
private owners, Aboriginal communities 
have found ways of asserting their right 
to an equal say in managing their land. In 
much of remote Australia, this movement 
has not only proved vital for improving 
economic and social circumstances in 
communities, but has also benefited 
biodiversity management. The Djelk 
Rangers in Arnhem Land have developed 
an innovative, community-driven series 
of programs involving monitoring 
and management of contemporary 
environmental challenges on their 
country. White land managers, both 
farmers and ecologists, are coming to 
realise that they do not understand this 
country as well as people who have been 
living here for 60,000 years and rightly 
looking to Aboriginal people for guidance. 
 
The lesson in all of this is that “handing 
back” land, especially only the degraded  
or remote scraps not of interest to white 
developers, is not enough to achieve justice. 
Until the primary guilt of the colonists 
is recognised, until it is acknowledged 
that the underlying cause of Aboriginal 
disadvantage is the ongoing theft of 
Aboriginal land, there can be no progress.

“White tourists have literally been going to the toilet all over the 
most iconic Aboriginal sacred site in the mainstream imagination”

Regifting What We Stole
Andy Mason thinks land rights should be more than empty gestures.
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On Murujuga, a peninsula between 
the mining towns of Karratha and 

Dampier in the Pilbara, Australia’s largest 
resource project sits a stone’s throw from 
Australia’s largest collection of ancient 
Indigenous engravings. In 2003, a native 
title claim over the peninsula and nearby 
archipelago failed on the ground that the 
traditional owners, the Yaburara people, 
had ceased to exist as an identifiable 
nation. They were the victims of one of 
the largest colonial massacres in 1868, 
where, by some reports, 150 people were 
murdered. The peninsula, now part gas 
plant part national park, typifies the clash 
between the legacy of dispossession and 
the resources sector that dominates the 
Pilbara. 

A half-hour drive east in the small, dusty 
town of Roebourne, the Yindjibarndi 
people are engaged in a protracted native 
title dispute of their own. Roebourne itself 
is on Ngarluma country, but when the 
pastoral industry collapsed in the 1960s 

many Yindjibarndi people were forced 
to move toward the coast and settle in 
the town. In the intervening decades 
land rights issues have been a constant 
struggle. The lack of consultation in the 
construction of the Harding Dam in the 
1980s led to the destruction of a number 
of significant sites. Soon after the Mabo 
decision, the native title process began and 
the Yindjibarndi people had non-exclusive 
native title rights over a large portion of 
their traditional country recognised in 
2003. It is the remainder of their land that 
will go before the courts in September, 
two full decades later. 

At the heart of the current dispute is 
Fortescue Metals’ (FMG) Solomon 
Hub project. The mine, the only one on 
Yindjibarndi country, was approved and 
constructed over the protestations of 
the native titleholders, the Yindjibarndi 
Aboriginal Corporation (YAC). In 
upholding the grant of the mining 
licences the Native Title Tribunal put 

faith in the West Australian heritage 
provisions as a safeguard for the 
preservation of Yindjibarndi culture. 
The legislation requires miners to seek 
ministerial approval before destroying 
sites of cultural significance, but does not 
require the minister to consult the relevant 
Indigenous communities and, nine times 
out of ten, the permission is granted.   

The Solomon Hub is an $8.5bn 
investment that will likely extract iron 
ore worth over $200 billion over the next 
four decades. Negotiations between YAC 
and FMG soured in 2010 over whether 
any proposed land use agreement for 
the mine would include a royalty or a 
fixed annual payment unrelated to the 
mine’s production. The negotiations, 
in turn, have divided the Yindjibarndi 
community in two.  A breakaway group, 
the Wirlu-Murra Yindjibarndi Aboriginal 
Corporation (WMYAC) was formed by 
those elders who were willing to conclude 
an agreement on terms. They have been 

resourced by FMG since, to the tune of 
millions of dollars. 

Although WMYAC were willing to deal 
with FMG, they needed the native title 
applicants from YAC to sign off on any 
agreement. Absent that approval, they 
sought to have those YAC applicants 
replaced at a general meeting in 2011. 
That ploy failed when the Federal Court 
ruled in 2012 that it was YAC who should 
proceed with the case.  

In September, YAC will ask the court 
to make a finding that the Yindjibarndi 
people hold exclusive native title rights 
over the land. In light of the faith put in 
Twiggy Forrest as an ally to Indigenous 
Australians by policy makers and 
politicians alike, the conduct of FMG in 
these negotiations gives pause to question 
the logic in that faith. 

Native Title and the Law
Dom Bowes worked on the Yindjibarndi Aboriginal Corporation native title claim.

We’ve Been Here Longer, We Still Know Best
Evelyn Corr on land management.

At last Friday’s Controversial Con-
versation: Freedom Not Frustration 

held here at the University of Sydney, it 
was remarked that Aboriginal and Torres 
Strait Islander Peoples are probably the 
most researched communities on earth. 
There has been a wealth of literature and 
studies published on everything from our 
spirituality to our land management prac-
tices, not that our self-appointed Prime 
Minister for Aboriginal Affairs Tony 
“nothing but bush” Abbott has ever read 
any of them (or possibly anything). And 
what with Australia emitting carbon like 
we’re all bathing in fossilised dinosaurs, it’s 
around about time our government starts 
to think about land management in par-
ticular. 

There is a direct, and undeniable cor-
relation between traditional land man-
agement practices and Australia’s most 
environmentally intact regions which 
calls for investment in research, training, 
infrastructure, and organisation. “The 
work is being done on a shoestring and 
many of the successful outcomes so far 
are small miracles”, writes Dan Gillespie 
in the foreward to the brilliant anthology 
of essays on Aboriginal land management 
People on Country: Vital Landscapes, Indig-
enous Futures. As Mick Gooda, the Abo-
riginal and Torres Strait Islander Social 

Justice Commissioner noted last Friday, 
in the terrible mess of Aboriginal affairs, 
the only failures have been the results of 
non-Aboriginal initiatives. 

In 2012, Stanford University published a 
paper on Aboriginal hunting practices as 
a mode of trophic facilitation, particular-
ly focusing on environment management 
through what is commonly referred to as 
“fire-stick farming.” The practice is part of 
a systemic approach to land management 
and hunting which encourages healthy 
and sustainable environments and helps 

prevent disastrous bushfires. These prac-
tices, which were being implemented long 
before white people turned up, also fly 
in the face of claims that Aboriginal and 
Torres Strait Islander Peoples were strictly 
hunter gatherers without agricultural de-
velopment. The conclusion of the report 
suggested the very opposite of the usual 
logic that human intervention is to blame 
for declining wildlife populations. An-
thropologist Doug Bird, who spent twelve 
years researching the Martu people of the 

Western Desert, says “The moral of the 
story is we really really need folks to know 
what they’re doing and how to manage 
resources out there . . . without support 
for these communities we will be losing a 
critical component of global biodiversity.”

Apart from being just plain racist, our 
absolute walnut of a PM’s condemna-
tion of Aboriginal “lifestyle choices” as 
unsustainable is ignorant in the face of 
the overwhelming research linking Abo-
riginal land management practices to in-
creased environmental stability. This sort 
of stupidity is to be expected from a lead-
er whose first act in government was to 
have coal sandwiches with Gina Rinehart 
(probably) as our planet hurtles towards 
irreversible and disastrous climate chang-
es; such as temperature increases which 
mean the earth will only be able to sus-
tain one seventh of its current population. 
Now, I look forward to a Miyazakian-like 
environmental apocalypse as much as the 
next person. Bring on the toxic jungle, I 
say—I’m itching to see Tony Abbott eaten 
by a giant mutant insect. There is, how-
ever, a less dramatic possibility available, 
which, to put it in simple terms, would be 
to stop fucking around with the communities 
that have been effectively managing the land 
for tens of thousands of years you dismal fuck-
ing onion man. 
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Henry David Thoreau once wrote that 
“this world is but a canvas to our 

imagination.” By that metric, the USyd 
Graffiti Tunnel is a lurid advertisement 
for our collective intellectual infertility; 
the tertiary-educated equivalent of that 
crayon-drawing from preschool that 
your parents begrudgingly pretended was 
profound. 

Last week, however, our pathetic decline 
was arrested by the arrival of greatness. 
Swathed in noble anonymity, and armed 
only with a modest Sharpie, the greatest 
philosopher-poet of our time emerged 
between Manning and Holme. Your 
humble reporter travelled to the Graffiti 
Tunnel, moleskine in hand, to observe 
firsthand the genius of this Banksy of the 

Inner West—or if I may suggest a more 
casual moniker, Wanksy. 

Wanksy’s art is, first and foremost, for the 
people. “Who built the pyramids?” they 
ask, adding “was it you?” to remind us that 
we are more than our failed microwaved 
dinners and poor tutorial attendance. 
They mix their capacity for affirmation 
with a keen affinity for irony: another 
piece, scrawled on a handrail, reads (and 
clarifies) “hold on! (to your dreams)”.

Yet while Wanksy is for the people, they 
also transcend the people. Another early 
piece1 subverts the popular demand to 
legalise cannabis, adding an underlined 
“please” in a bold throwback to vintage 
standards of politeness. This is art that 

both pushes boundaries and appeases 
your grandmother.2 Indeed, Wanksy both 
transcends generations and the national 
currency—a motif of dollar signs on one 
handrail post is matched by a ring of 
pound symbols on another, an ouroboric 
sphincter evoking the cyclical nature of 
today’s global capitalism. 

It is this bold determination to destroy 
capitalism, oppression, and recently 
cleaned surfaces that sets Wanksy apart. 
Not even a commitment to a rhyme 
scheme tighter than my favourite jeggings 
can persuade them to compromise on their 
values. While textual integrity may require 
use of the word “man”, a footnote reassures 
the people that Wanksy definitely means 
“humankind” and would never presume 

to entrench standards of masculine 
dominance.3

It would be arrogant of me, however, to 
attempt to explain Wanksy further—a 
mere mortal with only PHIL1011: Reality, 
Ethics and Beauty under their belt could 
never truly comprehend the nuance of 
such genius. Wanksy’s most cryptic works 
(“Is life just a game?”) and (“It’s just a 
matter of time”, where time is rendered in 
fully sick bubble letters with arrows at the 
ends) require more complex answers than 
“no” and “what does?”. It is this invitation 
to truly think that is Wanksy’s greatest gift 
to us. It’s time to read the writing on the 
wall—in this case, quite literally.

1. Carbon-dating suggests it was probably created last Wednesday.
2. When I contacted your grandmother for comment, she said that “this Wanksy fellow seems like a perfectly lovely young man”, before reminding you to use protection. I cringed 
inwardly at her assumption of gender, but said nothing because she’s old and set in her ways and will probably be dead soon anyway.
3. Unlike your grandmother. 

Exit Through 
the Holme Building

Sam Langford gets curatorial with USyd’s hottest young talent.

Chlamydia has ravaged Australia’s 
koala population in recent years, 

prompting concerns that the animals 
may be facing the first known sexually 
transmitted extinction. Numbers of our 
country’s least objectionable tree huggers 
have almost halved since 2001, largely due 
to the spread of the infection which just 
happens to be the most common human 
STI.

An infected koala’s symptoms range 
from incontinence to blindness and 
the development of painful cysts. These 
symptoms are thought to be responsible 
for 50% of koala deaths and, alongside 
widespread infertility caused by chlamydia, 
pose a severe threat to their cuddly future.
Deforestation is not helping. Habitats 

are shrinking and without medical 
intervention the problem will worsen. 

Honestly, the levels of infection 
(somewhere near 80%) are impressive. It’s 
the sort of staggering number you’d expect 
from an excited pubescent who has had 
ten sex before. What’s more impressive 
is that it’s a figure maintained by animals 
that sleep for twenty hours a day and 
spend the other four eating leaves.
 
To put this in perspective, the average 
human spends four hours a day eating 
trans fats and sleeping, and the other 
twenty hours clearing old-growth forests 
and fucking, and still sports an infection 
rate of only 5%—and that’s among the 
rowdy drug-eating youth. Though unsure 

of exactly how the number stays so low, 
experts suspect it has little to do with 
education and modern medicine and 
more to do with sheer dumb luck and the 
relative scarcity of weekends.

There is some good news. A vaccine has 
been developed in Queensland which 
successfully cured koalas of chlamydia in a 
number of trials run late last year. 

To address the simmering question: yes. 
You can catch chlamydia from a koala. No, 
it’s not easy—as long as the koala you’ve 
co-opted into your selfie isn’t infected and 
doesn’t happen to pee on you it should be 
fine. That said, pursuing romantic relations 
with a koala is ill-advised. As it always has 
been.

It remains to be seen whether the vaccine 
will be produced in sufficient quantity 
before we fuck the koalas or, as pressingly, 
before the koalas fuck themselves.

Koalas Suffer 
Chlamydia Epidemic

Train correspondent Max Hall swears he didn’t experience this first-hand. 
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The Future is 
Only a Phone Call Away

Naaman Zhou found enlightenment and it was only five dollars per minute.

When the witching hour comes to 
your digital TV, instead of ghouls, 

phantoms and the traditional apparitions, 
you can find Mel. If you stay up late 
enough, re-jig your channel list and power 
into the upper frequencies, you can shuttle 
out from the orbit of the traditional 
networks, and land on the wrong side of 
the televisual tracks. Here, the resolution 
can never exceed 576; programming can, 
by law, never include scripted drama, 
sports or comedy.  We are in the realm 
of datacasting, a special second-tier of 
television designed only for infomercials. 
The side-ripples on the wavelength.

Mel is the host of Psychic TV, the jewel of 
channel TV4ME, part call-in show, part 
shop window. 

Psychic TV plays four weeks a night, from 
11pm to 2am. Calls cost $5.45 a minute. 
On-screen clairvoyants sit and smile for 
three hours without breaks. Sloth, much 
like self-awareness and shame, is a sin that 
seems to be contractually outlawed. 

Here’s a typical Thursday night. Mel has 
her dark hair in impeccable waves, sequins 
on her top. In the ten minutes where she 
is tasked, alone, to open the show, she 
seems not to breathe. It’s bewitching. Her 
Atlas-like attempt to hide the absence of 
co-host, production values and content 
involves bizarre throwaways to her mum 
every half-minute.

When she inexplicably replaces the phrase 
“in love” with “pregnant”, she laughs, 
shrugs and says “I don’t know how to 
backtrack on that one so I’m just going 
to move on”. Phobic of empty air, the 
approach is a scattergun insouciance, a sea 
of hit-and-miss.

Mel is the sparkplug on this show’s 
stuttering engine, and once warmed up, 
she is joined by her first partner, Raelene. 
The psychic readings begin. Raelene shows 
us her first email question. Unnervingly, 
it’s been printed in all caps, a full stop on 
every word, like a serial killer’s telegram. 
HI. I. WOULD. LIKE. A. READING. 
ABOUT. MY. FAMILY.

The next caller is worried about a fearful 
presence. “Something strange happened to 
I [sic], I heard a loud crash and saw the 
picture that was on the wall was on the 
bench. Is there a spirit in my home?”

Raelene pounces. “Look,” she says, “I’m 
going to say yes immediately here.” She 
visibly shivers. “I can sense a spirit through 
your message”, she tells us. Another shiver 
comes with a small vocalised “ooh”. Now 
Raelene looks sheepish. “That sometimes 
happens, but it doesn’t always happen in 
public”, she tells Mel, like she’s just farted 
at a dinner party.

She asks the caller if anybody new has 
been in her home, either physically or 
otherwise. “You may find,” she says, “that 
it’s somebody connecting via the internet. 
Some people may be going ‘wow how 
can that happen?’, but you know, through 
energy it can”.

This sounds absurd—it is. But if it sounds 
cynical or money-grubbing, then the 
waters are less clear. Television psychics 
have a stained association with exploitative 
‘channelers’ like John Edwards—cold 
readers who feed on personal tragedy like 
some kind of grief-leech. But while calls 
to Psychic TV are exorbitantly expensive, 
it’s mostly agony aunting, blasé life-
coaching done terribly. When one man 
calls up for business advice, the psychic 
spends a minute pretending to have a 
spirit in her ear, mumbling messy phrases 
and exclaiming “thank you spirit”.  But her 
consultation ends in the limpest possible 
way - “just keep going with your business, 
it’ll turn out alright”. 

The atmosphere is disarmingly cliquey. 
Callers are greeted with the same amiable 
platitudes you hear from law students 
outside Taste (“Amanda, how I’ve missed 
you! I’m not on Facebook anymore so I’m 
so cut off, but I hope you had a great time 
on your break”). When another regular 
posts on the Facebook page, Mel looks to 
the camera and personally thanks her. I 
can’t help but feel these people are paying 
for virtual hugs.

This is breakfast TV’s faux-chumminess 
taken to its midnight extreme. Most 
viewers are personally known to our hosts, 
and those who ask questions are always 
complimented on their appearance and 
hair. 

I decide to call up and unload my neuroses. 
“I’m 20 years old and I’m struggling to be 
taken seriously as a journalist,” I explain, 
“No-one replies to my emails. I have to 
resort to stunts and writing about TV 
shows nobody’s ever heard of ”.

Liz from London is unfazed by my shitty 
attempt at humour. “Ok,” she says, “Let’s 
have a look at why they’re not replying to 
your emails. Obviously you don’t have the 
right experience?”

“Yeah, probably”. 

“But could you be taken in as an apprentice, 
or a trainee and get that experience? Have 
you applied to be a trainee?”

I stammer that yes, I write for my student 
newspaper but no, I haven’t applied for any 
internships. 

“But without training,” she says, “it’s going 
to be difficult for anybody to employ you”. 

I trail off as I feel the conversation getting 
away from me. What started as a prank 
call is rapidly becoming a typical exchange 
with my mother. All I can do is nod as the 
truth-bombs fly in. My psychic is telling 
me to get an internship. “Journalism”, she 
says, “is not something that you can just 
get-up-and-go and do it.” 

As Liz outlines her take on the current 
media landscape, I desperately cut across 
her—“Thanks Liz, but can you give me 
some spiritual guidance at all?”

“Well...if there’s a level of fear in you, you 
can call on the Archangel Michael.”

I pause. “Yeah I guess I do have a lot of 
fear”. Liz agrees. “I’m not actually very 
Christian though, does that matter?”

“Oh it’s got nothing to do with 
Christianity! The angelic realm has 
nothing to do with Christianity.”

Chastened, I thank Liz for her time and 
hang up. 

Like the TV show then, my one-on-one 
interaction is unsatisfyingly wholesome. 
Liz didn’t even try to psychobabble me 
until I specifically ask her to. Instead of 
dragging it out, at one point she actually 
told me I had to stop in two minutes. 

Maybe that’s the trick. On TV these 
psychics are the patron saints of hyper-
banter and the segue. They’re fallible 
and friendly and always complimentary. 
On the phone they’re disappointingly 
practical. I don’t feel exploited, even 
though I have just spent around $25 for 
a five-minute conversation. I still haven’t 
applied for any internships.   

Call now for 24/7 readings.
1900 909 999AU $5.45/min
Or by credit card
1800 752 398AU $4.75/min
Inclusive of GST, may be higher 
from mobile/pay phones.
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Back in year nine, while borrowing the 
hard drive of an old friend (a veteran 

of 4chan’s famed music board) I found a 
supposedly notorious folder, plainly and 
innocently named “Information Library”. 
Passed around from user-to-user, it was 
a repository of informational images, 
offering infinite power to those who 
perpetuated it. 

The subjects varied. Ninety per cent of 
the thing was benign, covering subjects 
from animals, to arts and craft, to recipes. 
The other ten percent was pretty eye 
opening and extreme. It included guides 
on shoplifting, making bombs, and 
counterfeiting benjamins. Beyond detailed 
tutorials for would-be teenage thieves, 
the labyrinth of folders contained deeply 
troubling content on how to, for example, 

argue with, blackmail, and even “physically 
defend yourself against” women. So 
much of the collection was indescribably 
inflammatory and offensive, beyond 
4chan’s usual routine racism, homophobia, 
and misogyny. 

This was more than a vault of catalogued 
information, it was a tool for clever, entitled 
young males (like me) to gain the power 

we felt we deserved. It was an oasis for 
refugees displaced by society’s slow move 
toward progressive values. It felt like being 
inducted into a digital crime family—an 
online mafia for cheezel-dusted, lanky and 
pimpled dorks with nothing better to do.

About a week ago I thought I would revisit 
the archive and actually try a few.

Everything within the Information 
Library proves either useless or obvious. 
Instead of empowering white male nerds 
with its shadowy secrets, it was really just 
a waste of time that we idly browsed while 
we could have been doing anything else 
with our youth. We clung to worthless 
.pngs that furthered our insularity and 
unfounded sense of elitism, predicated 
on our “untapped” “genius” “potential” 
(potential that we proudly squandered on 
fantasising about hotwiring cars, leaping 
from cliffs, and summoning satan).

It is a sad, if unsurprising, indictment that 
the most worthwhile how-to in the entire 
collection of over one gigabyte of images 
is a game of Guitar Hero played with 
smarties on toilet roll. The Information 
Library, far from a trove of instructional 
counterculture, could only provide what 
the internet provides best: moderate 
amusement and idle entertainment. 

This first one, a simple guide ripped from 
some kind of military handbook, detailed 
how to slow down your velocity when 
it hits a body of water. The advice is to 
spread into a starfish pose when you hit 
the surface. 

I headed to my area’s hangout for unruly 
adolescents, atop a cliff 10-15 metres, apt-
ly named “jump rock”, a place I had never 
been in my days ruled by highbrow ego-
tism (I was too busy being on the Inter-
net).  I found myself surrounded by cool, 
shirtless teens who were probably puffing 
on weedsmoke before I had arrived.

I made the jump that my younger self 
wouldn’t have and, far from the horrific 
bodily injuries you might expect to suffer, 
given the dizzying height that I had leapt, 
I was, rather than maimed, mildly amused 
as I hit, and then exited the water. This was 
a victory for the dark tome.

“How To Jump From A Bridge Or Cliff Into A River”

There are many guides to Grand Theft 
Auto in the Information Library. But 
many involve complicated tools and an al-
ienating degree of professional knowledge 
of things like power windows, and igni-
tion. I went for one that seemed simple. 

The guide had not, however, banked on 
my dad’s beat up, 1997 SAAB 900. I could 
find no piece of plastic “containing all the 

wires” nor were any of the wires that I did 
find the right colour. My dad’s SAAB was 
a different breed of automobile, featuring 
headlight wipers and heated seats. Swed-
ish autos are not beholden to traditional 
criminals, coming from a country where 
theft hasn’t been invented. Despite feeling 
like superspy Bruce Willis underneath a 
steering wheel, breaking hearts and cross-
ing wires, I was defeated. 

“How To Hotwire A Car”

Having lost my appetite for the earthly, I 
turned to a guide that would instead place 
the most tremendous occult powers at my 
fingertips.

My previous failures were easily forgotten 
as I gathered the exotic materials named 
in the guide on how to sell your soul to 
Satan (or, their earthly approximates: the 
guide said to use leather strips arranged in 
a circle. I decided on some belts instead, 
and hoped the prince of darkness wouldn’t 
mind).

After a short opening prayer to Emperor 
Lucifer [sic], after which neither he or 
his proxy were summoned before me, I 
finished with the guide’s closing prayer to 
the dark lord and swept up the chalk I had 
scattered across the basement. 

Like everything else in the library, it 
proved to be nothing more than light 
entertainment for edgy fourteen year olds, 
unaware of the immense social power that 
they already wielded.

“How to Sell Your Soul to Satan”

“Smarties Hero”

Aidan Molins recounts tales from 4chan’s vault of garbage.

White Boy Bible
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Comic by Stephanie Barahona

So you’re desperate to buy a jug of the Forest Lodge 
Hotel’s own finest lager, but you can’t. After all, you’ve 

got an outstanding seven-dollar fine from Fisher Library.

Never fear! You returned the book eight months ago 
remember? At least that’s what you’ll tell the library. 
 
To go back in time all you’ll need is a bag. Pop the 
book inside and then simply walk it through the front 
doors. If you’re the kind of person whose palms sweat 
when trying to get undeclared chewy-choc-chip muesli 
bars through customs then you may want to wrap it in 
a jumper, but in reality the library is less secure than a 
Greek mortgage and the jumper won’t do anything, idiot. 
 
Once you’re in, all you have to do is pop the book back into 
its rightful place on a shelf. Your grade six understanding 
of the Dewey Decimal System will finally come in handy.

Get home, let your heartbeat return to normal and get out 
of that stupid navy turtleneck. It was never necessary. If you 
were using a popular book, then relax and wait for someone 
to try and borrow it: your fine will disappear before your eyes.  
 
But if you borrowed a book so boring that no one will 
ever read it again then you’ll need to be a little more 
proactive. Call up the library and complain about your 
fine (it helps to lay it on thick). Explain that you returned 
the book months ago, and when you’re politely informed 
that it doesn’t appear in the system take that as your cue 
to lose your shit. Demand that the shelf be searched and 
once the ex-staff-member-now-quivering-mess complies 
they’ll find the book and you’re in the clear. Bank error in 
your favour.

All that’s left for you to do is feel bad as a library staff 
member takes the rap and is probably made redundant in 
the University’s next round of belt tightening. They may 
not have a job, but at least you’ll have a beer.

Dollars & Sense
This week: how to avoid library fines.

Comic by Tim Asimakis

This week, from Bennett Sheldon, you present 
your Medicare card to Bog for returning you 
to health. The Anachronists fly into a rage 
due to you breaking character. The soothsayer 
throws off his robe revealing themself and 
then magics you to safety. 

Bog takes your Medicare card and 
snaps it in half, your double-barrelled 

last name splitting the way it did when 
your parents divorced. 

“Public Healthcare Didn’t Exist in 17CE!” 
he cries, as he draws his broadsword.

In the distance, the soothsayer rushes in 
and, with a flourish, throws a smokebomb 
into the fray. The Anachronists (whose 
lungs are pure thanks to using chew 
tobacco for the sake of historical accuracy) 
are incapable of dealing with the smoke, 
and so scatter like Britain’s population 
following the Industrial Revolution before 
collapsing on the green, like a menagerie 
of particularly tired chimney sweeps. 

“First year! Quick!” Your saviour casts 
their hands asunder in a spell, draping you 
beneath a large square of canvas that reads 

WE ARE WORKING 
TO IMPROVE YOUR 
CAMPUS, PLEASE 
USE AN ALTERNATE 
PATH before leading 
you off into the 
Pharmacy Building. 

“We should be safe 
here,” she says entering a 

well-stocked chemistry lab. “There isn’t a 
booking till 3pm.” 

“Whuaryou!?” you slur in an addled 
combination of who are you, what are you 
doing, and why are you helping me.

She answers in sequence: “Amelia; saving 
you; because I think you can be of some 
use…” with the last answer trailing off 
while she looks out the window.

“I’ve got some exposition to get through 
though”, she says, “do you mind?” 

Before you’re able to voice a growing 
concern that now—in week four—you’re 
still yet to enrol in a university subject (and 
wasn’t it just OWeek?), Amelia begins to 
speak. 

“I am a member of an underground 
consortium of Science students. I had 
been infiltrating the Anachronists, in the 

hope of preventing them from renewing 
their society…  For many years, we have 
hoped to start an Underground Scientists 
Society, but the USU—in all its evil—
refuses to let anyone start a society that 
might distract from their beloved SubSki.” 

“Sorry,” you reply, “I dozed off there—
what’s this about an underground?” 

“There’s an uprising, we’d like you to be a 
part of it,” Amelia says. You look at her, 
and then, briefly, imagine the possibility of 
actually attending class.

What do you do?

Email a sentence or two detailing your next 
move to editors@honisoit.com and the finest 
entry will become the jumping off point for 
the next chapter. Don’t forget, you can go back 
and correct prior mistakes if you so desire.

Choose Your Own Adventure
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Vice Presidents’ Report

Look at all that’s happened in the 
short span of two weeks: our humble 

PM has consumed two raw onions (that 
we know of, that is: others, privately 
consumed, are as of yet unconfirmed, 
but I trust The Garter to keep us well 
abreast of this topic); a former PM (who 
was, unfortunately, little known for his 
prescient stance against apartheid), and 
outspoken advocate for refugee rights in 
his later years, has passed; and, much to the 
disappointment of a strange assortment of 
PMs, yet another bill to deregulate our 
university sector has floundered in the 
Senate.

With all that in the foreground, it does 
not seem that my scrappy, little report is 
of much relevance. And it’s not. This split 
ink is rendered worthless. Worthless, that 
is, without you reading it: interrogating 
my work, challenging my assumptions 
and priorities, and thoroughly critiquing 
my biases. What is relevant—and what 
I’ll endeavour to do in each piece of mine 
in Honi—is to make sure you understand 
what I’ve been doing, where it’s going, and 
why. 

That accountability, and its closely-tied 
buzz-word of ‘representation’, has been 
my focus for these past weeks. As I type 

this, I’m quickly learning the intricacies 
of Google Spreadsheets, creating a table 
of all campaign commitments all elected 
SRC Councillors made, such that we can 
work collectively to agitate and achieve 
their goals; spreading the knowledge 
and advocacy-work of the SRC beyond 
its Executive. I’m eagerly reconstructing 
(or, more aptly, resuscitating) the Faculty 
Societies’ Committee. Composed of 
all of the Faculty Societies’ Presidents, 
this is an exciting new opportunity to 
engage faculties (especially those under-
represented in the SRC, ie. all non-Arts 
faculties) more closely in the work and 
advocacy of the SRC. I’ve also been 

working closely with the International 
Students’ Officer in conducting a review of 
the SRC’s operations in the International 
Students’ Lounge in the Wentworth 
building, and the efficacy of our bookshop. 
My most exciting project, however, is—
undoubtedly—the awareness-building 
campaign (and associated video) I’ve 
been working on with the Cumberland 
Intercampus Officers.

That’s a bit of a laundry-list for you: and 
there’s so much of each project left to do. 
This doesn’t need to be a spectator sport, 
so please contact me any-time at vice.
president@src.usyd.edu.au. 

Daniel Ergas

These pages belong to the officebearers of the SRC. 

They are not altered, edited, or changed in any way by 
the Honi editors.

In the past week we’ve seen a huge victory 
for students across the country while 

witnessing some of the most disillusioned 
remarks from the Prime Minister and 
the Western Australian Government 
regarding Aboriginal communities.

Monday last week saw a form of direct 
action taken by myself, and members 
of the Education Action Network as 
we locked ourselves onto the Vice-
Chancellors door in the name of free 
education and to protest the deregulation 
of Australian universities. On Tuesday 

evening, the Senate’s votes were counted 
and the motion for deregulation failed. We 
have built momentum through the course 
of 2014 and this year but Christopher 
Pyne is not backing down. He has vowed 
to put his bill of higher educational 
reform to the Senate for the third time. 
We must remain vocal, persistent, direct, 
and clear with our message. I encourage 
you not to be satisfied with just the lost 
deregulation bill. Continue to fight for the 
free education that every person is entitled 
to. Fuck the Coalition Government and 
their privatisation bullshit and fuck the 

ALP and their relaxed stance towards the 
HECS system when the same people who 
benefitted from a free education decide we 
don’t deserve it.

I also encourage you to campaign against 
the closure of over 150 Aboriginal 
communities in Western Australia. 
The rumors have already begun. Child 
abuse. Domestic violence. Pedophilia. 
Sexual assault. Limited funding for 
schools. Do these sound familiar? 
THE NORTHERN TERRITORY 
INTERVENTION?!?!?!?!? This is just 

another land-grabbing opportunity for the 
mining industry on Traditional Owners’ 
countries with the backing of an apartheid 
régime.

As USyd students, we created and 
involved ourselves in movements around 
the Vietnam War, Land Rights, wom*n’s 
rights, and queer rights. None of these 
things could have caught the public’s 
attention and created change without the 
voices of students. Be part of history and a 
better society that’s actually ours.

Kyol Blakeney

President’s Report

General Secretaries’ Report
Max Hall 

It’s week three. Things are starting to get 
boring. So are the reports.

Last week we finalised the SRC’s 
application for funding from the Student 
Services and Amenities Fee which provides 
the bulk of our funding year to year. This 
follows a number of rounds of negotiations 
with other student organisations who 
are also funded from the Fee. With the 
submission of our application and those 
made by the other students organisations, 
a University committee now decides on 
the exact amount of funding provided to 
each organisation.

Once we have confirmation of our 
funding for the year, Chiara and I will 
begin consulting on the distribution of 
that money between the different things 
that the SRC does (if you don’t know 
what those things are, you should check 
out srcusyd.net.au). We’re keen for 
anyone with an opinion—councillors, 
office bearers, our staff members, and any 
student—to have input and are always 
happy to talk through where and how the 
SRC should be spending student’s money. 
Will keep you updated as this process 
starts.

The SRC is currently hiring a new 
Secretary to Council to fill the position 
which has been vacant since the end of 
last year. This role ensures that the elected 
Council of students functions smoothly 
and is a significant point of contact 
between students and the Council that 
acts on their behalf. The position will be 
finalised in the next week or so.

Locomoting in the opposite of a 
backwards vector, we’re going to kick off 
a redesign of the SRC’s appearance in the 
next few weeks. You could say our logo is 
not looking as youthful as the group of 

people that it represents. You could also 
say that we could do better communicating 
the SRC’s role in activism on campus, 
as representatives of students, and as a 
service-provider that helps students most 
at risk. With that in mind, we would love 
to hear from anyone with ideas or design 
feelings and we’re looking forward to 
entering the 21st century.
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Welfare Officers’ Report
Luciano Carment

International Student Officers’ Report
Leah Li

The International Students Collective 
are still supporting the Australian 

Discussion Group program under the 
regulation of University of Sydney Union 
every Tuesday 3 pm at International 
Student Lounge throughout semesters. 
During week 2, the collective officers met 
up with the USYD SRC welfare officers 
to discuss about our plans for international 
students in 2015. We are currently working 
on a new multi-language SRC handbook 
for international students with the welfare 
officers, we are also focusing on how to 
help international students to find a job 
after they graduate and help them to claim 

back their superannuation money before 
they leave the country. We are working 
on the discrimination issues with the 
Anti-racism Collective this semester by 
currently helping the Anti-racism with 
the first event in week 4.The collective 
also met up with the UTS  international 
students officer in week 3,we are planning 
to establish a cross-campus International 
students collective among USYD, UNSW 
and UTS together in 2015. The first USYD 
International students collective meeting 
has been arranged which is 2 pm on the 
23rd of March at International students 
Lounge.

In order to help international students to 
claim back their superannuation money 
and provide more job opportunities, firstly 
we have to make sure more international 
students know about our free legal 
services provided by the SRC, so our 
plans for week 4 is to meet up with all the 
presidents of cultural societies in order to 
call out international students to join our 
collective as many as we can, making sure 
international students get to  know about 
the collective and all the legal services 
provided by SRC. Our collective officers 
will be keeping in touch with the Student 
Career Centre and the SRC legal service.

For the following week 5 to week 13, we 
are planning to arrange a meet and greet 
event for international students from all 
over the world. Secondly, we suggest to 
replace the second hand bookstore at 
Wentworth building to a legal service 
centre,more international students can see 
it and will know about there is a free legal 
service in SRC. Thirdly,we focus on caring 
International students’ mental health, we had 
a survey during week 2 and found out that 
International students hardly know about 
the free mental health service on campus, 
so we are more International students know 
about the free service of CAP on campus. 

Hello there, regular readers (probably 
just our mums and some loyal 

friends)—bet you missed us! Well, never 
fear—we’ve got lots to tell you. 

The Wom*n’s Collective went wild on 
Saturday the 14th of March with TWO 
events in one day. We kicked off the 
morning at the International Wom*n’s 
Day march. Somewhere in amongst Penny 
For Newtown campaign propaganda and 
various Marx and union enthusiasts, we 
strolled casually but indignantly through 
the city. We explained kyriarchy to some 
confused passersby and even managed to 

make a t-shirt sale mid rally. Amongst a 
sea of whiteness (literally and politically) 
our “Decolonise Your Feminism”, written 
in sweet bubble writing over an Indigenous 
flag, and “Fight For Wom*n of Colour” 
attracted some necessary attention. 
Feeling like we’d single handedly brought 
intersectionality to IWD, we rushed home 
to get “glammed up” for the Growing 
Strong Launch that night. 

There are so many feels we could share 
about the Launch. The performers were 
fantastic; Jane Park was wonderful; the 
falafels were, unfortunately, finite. An hour 

before we’d resigned ourselves to sitting in 
the venue alone and consuming the eight 
boxes of pide ourselves. Luckily for our 
health and the future of wom*n’s activism 
at Sydney University, that wasn’t necessary. 
Thank you to everyone who came. Such a 
huge turn out was unexpected, but all the 
more wonderful for it. Thank you also to 
Caitlin Still and Fancy Chen who both 
read their works to us and to those who 
helped us set up and/or pack up. 

We’ve decided to start a new segment to 
help our readers in their radical education. 
Each fortnight we’ll share some articles 

that have been scoring likes on the 
Wom*n’s Collective facebook group. This 
week we’re giving JAM a callback in the 
pages of Honi Soit, as two of its editors 
have written wholesome, critical, must-
read pieces. Lucy Watson’s “Reflections 
On My Assault, One Year Ago Today” on 
newmatilda.com and Rafi Alam’s “disperse 
- away from my mother’s land” on Armed 
are our first recommendations. Terrific 
people, terrific writing, and pretty good 
reminders that the personal is political. 
That’s all for now - until next time (we’ll 
miss you). 

These pages belong to the officebearers of the SRC. 

They are not altered, edited, or changed in any way by 
the Honi editors.

Hey everybody, welcome back to the 
haunted nether regions of Honi. 

Just get through these reports and you’ll 
be home and dry in the joke section, but 
before you flip over for your weekly dose 
of Christopher Pyne themed puns (I’m 
Pyne-ing for him to be sacked? No that’s 
pretty crap…) let me tell you about the 
work happening in your SRC welfare 
department.

Work is continuing with the incredible 
international student officers to build a 
campaign that connects international 
students with SRC welfare services. 

International students create the 
multicultural environment that make life 
at this university so rich and increasingly 
it’s their fees that pay for everyone’s 
classes.  However the university has 
dropped the ball when it comes to their 
care. For too many international students 
their experience of Sydney uni is marred 
by exorbitant home stay and travel prices, 
dodgy employers and a lack of language 
support.

The SRC wants to be the safety net that 
catches international students before 
alienation or stress become too much to 

handle. The first step will be to create 
multilingual materials letting students 
know how the SRC can support them 
but until then please contact us at welfare.
officers@src.usyd.edu.au if you or a friend 
is struggling with rent, debt or even just a 
big workload. We can put you in contact 
with an SRC caseworker or solicitor and 
start shrinking those troubles down to 
size. Getting help when you feel stuck 
is not always easy but we (the welfare 
officers) can make your appointment for 
you and even come and sit in with you in 
the meeting if you need us to. There is no 
shame in asking for help.

We are also excited to announce that here 
in welfare we are creating a new forum 
where students can engage with the 
department, give feedback, share tips and 
concerns and become directly involved 
with our campaigns. It’s early days and 
we are still experimenting with the format 
but if you want to voice a concern or get 
involved with the politics of compassion 
search for “Sydney University Welfare 
Collective” on Facebook and watch this 
space!

Wom*n’s Officers’ Report
Xiaoran Shi and Subeta Vimalarajah
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What is Plagiarism?

The University acknowledges two types  
of plagiarism.

Negligent Plagiarism means not giving 
correct acknowledgement to other 
sources, by neglecting to follow the correct 
referencing practices.  This can arise from 
a student’s fear of paraphrasing or writing 
in their own words, and/or ignorance of 
this Policy and Procedure.

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 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. 
In extreme or repeat cases this can lead to 
suspension from University.

Most faculties will show you how to 
reference properly. Using the excuse of 
being rushed, or having too many things 
to do, or just forgetting because of the way 
you write your essays are simply not good 
enough. Make the effort to keep your 
quotes linked to their sources while you 
are drafting your essay.

What to do if you receive a plagiarism 
allegation?

1. Understand why the allegation has been 
made. 
2. 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 Learning Centre (www.usyd.
edu.au/lc).

3. Bring an SRC caseworker to your 
meeting with the faculty.  Be as honest as 
you can.

4. Decide if you want to appeal the finding 
and/or the penalty.  You have 15 working 
days to appeal. Be aware that you could 
end up with a more severe penalty.

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.

Plagiarism - Don’t do it!
The University takes plagiarism seriously,  

so take steps to avoid it!

Ask Abe – disability unit

Dear Abe,

Every semester I do really well in the first 
few weeks, then as the assignments start 
to come in, I get really stressed out to the 
point where I stop eating and have in-
somnia.  I don’t have any friends to talk to 
about this, and my mum just thinks I’m 
being a sook.  I really want to do well this 
semester so I can graduate and get a job.  
What advice would you have for me?

Determined.

Dear Determined,

I’m sorry to hear that you have been so 
stressed for so long.  It actually sounds 
like you suffer from anxiety.  That’s not 
being a sook.  That’s having a legitimate 
medical condition.  I would urge you to 
see a doctor to talk about it.  Sometimes 
doctors aren’t very good at helping people 

with illnesses like that, so if you need help 
finding a good doctor that bulk bills ask 
an SRC caseworker.  You can also regis-
ter with the disabilities unit.  You might 
be able to get later deadlines for assign-
ments and extra time in exams.  Try to 
be realistic about what you can achieve in 
a semester.  It is far better to enrol in 2 
subjects and pass them, than to enrol in 4 
subjects and fail 2 of them.  I understand 
that there are restrictions on the number 
of subjects you need to do to receive a 
Centrelink payment or satisfy visa con-
ditions, but you may be able to gain an 
exemption.  If you are not sure where to 
start, make an appointment with an SRC 
caseworker.

Abe

Ask Abe
SRC Caseworker HELP Q&A

Notice of Council Meeting

87th Students’ 
Representative  
Council, University  
of Sydney

Students’ Representative Council, The University of Sydney 
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: src.usyd.edu.au

Notice of Council Meeting

87th Students’ 
Representative  
Council, University  
of Sydney

DATE: 1st April
TIME: 6pm - 8pm 
LOCATION: Professorial 
Board Room (Quadrangle)
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supra

This page belongs to the officebearers of SUPRA.

It is not altered, edited, or changed in any way by the 
Honi editors.

Is the University 
Following its Own Rules? 

When you hear the phrase “Com-
pliance by the University with 

University policies” you are not filled with 
rapturous anticipation. It may not sound 
like a glamorous topic, for many students 
though it’s a big issue. SUPRA has in the 
past and always will push for better policies 
for students. However as a basic starting 
point we want the University to comply 
with current conditions that are progres-
sive and favorable for students. When it 
comes to policy issues in the University 
the failure of compliance may well be our 
biggest single issue in casework. What is 
the point of a collection of protections for 
students if these are not enforced?
 
One of the most common and egregious 
breaches for coursework students is one 
hundred percent exams. The University’s 
own policy requires that students have the 
opportunity for formative practice or ex-
perience and to a variety of assessments, 
yet many still have one hundred percent 
exams. The University’s own policy also 
requires giving feedback early in a subject, 
this rule is frequently ignored. Turning to 
research students the University’s policy 
requires that no supervisor should take 
on more than five students except in ex-
ceptional circumstances. In some depart-
ments it would seem almost every case in 
an ‘exceptional circumstance’. 
 
Now I’m sometimes told, though not quite 
in these words, that problems of compli-
ance are not a problem because certain 

of the University’s policies are not worth 
enforcing. For example, senior members 
of the University Administration have ar-
gued to me that 100% exams in law are 
uniquely appropriate to the discipline. If 
this is the case though, repeated circum-
vention of the University’s policy is not 
the remedy—a change to the rules is the 
remedy. I don’t agree that 100% exams for 
law would be pedagogically meritious, but 
if some do feel this way, let us have the 
debate openly.
 
There’s a danger, in writing this article, 
that it may become a list—nothing but a 
series of offences and violations by facul-
ties. We could write out a very long list 
indeed of various policy breaches—maybe 
enough for an article on it’s own. With-
out descending into cliché though, every 
policy violation has a face, and that face 
is usually a distressed and angry student.
 
As far as I can determine the University 
has no effective, operating procedure that 
protects against violations of its own poli-
cies by faculties. Not one. In principle the 
university’s auditing department may pur-
sue the matter, and very occasionally they 
do browse through unit outlines. On the 
whole though the only means for redress 
is piecemeal. The SRC and SUPRA must 
pursue the University over each individual 
case, the affected student must put in an 
inordinate amount of work, and hopefully 
at the end we’ll have fixed the issue—but 
only for that one student, and not for their 

colleagues who never thought to make a 
complaint.
 
The matter is quiet and dull but the issue 
is bubbling away under the surface, and 
the steam is growing. Raising the issue at 
a recent University committee meeting I 
find myself troubled for the health of sev-
eral attendees, if they had have nodded 
any more vigorously they would have got 
whiplash. Meanwhile specific violations 
and difficulties create simmering discon-
tent—and I suspect that it’s one of the 
factors which makes the University of 
Sydney’s rating on graduate surveys much, 
much lower than administration is com-
fortable with.
 
From here SUPRA wants to hear from 
you, postgraduate students, as to what 
breaches you have seen or experienced. 
What kind of experiences are we thinking 

about? Apart from the breaches we have 
described above, we know students have 
been wrongly been put through plagiarism 
investigations for highly minor matters. 
We know that faculties have basically ig-
nored medical evidence for special consid-
eration requests and show cause cases. We 
know that there have been gaps in investi-
gating harassment and discrimination and 
bullying cases, with investigations taking 
inordinately long and complainants not 
being protected. If you have a story that 
you would like to confidentially tell us, to 
help SUPRA pressure the University into 
better compliance, please contact us. You 
can email president@supra.usyd.edu.au

This article was written by the president in 
conjunction with SUPRA’s casework team. 
It may not represent the views of SUPRA 
council.

NOTICE OF A GENERAL MEETING 
OF THE SYDNEY UNIVERSITY 

POSTGRADUATE REPRESENTATIVE 
ASSOCIATION

SUPRA presents...
The Postgrad Survival Guide

2015

Packed with information and advice about  
what SUPRA offers postgrads and how you can get involved, 

Surviving and Thriving in Sydney, Academic Rights,  
Fees & Financial Support, Tenancy & Employment Rights,  

Legal Rights and Services on Campus.

Available now from our offices  
in the Demountable Village (A06), Camperdown Campus.

  
Look out for launch dates coming soon at various campuses!

www.supra.usyd.edu.au

All postgraduate students are warmly in-
vited to attend a general meeting of the 
Sydney University Postgraduate Repre-
sentative Association. Catering will be 
provided, it's a great opportunity to meet 
other postgraduates, and we'll be talking 
about some very important issues in the 
running of SUPRA.

 The agenda is:

1- President's report on the council term 
so far.

2- Ambiguity as to who is currently a 
council member and related matters.

3- Constitutional amendments that have 
been duly submitted in writing.

4- Call for other business. We hope to see 
you there; it’s on 6pm, the 31st of March 
in the Woolley Lecture Theatre N395.
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puzzles

Target

Cryptic Quick

Across

9. Al, fresco. Ian, rope. Shake. (4-3)

10. Question probe (7)

11. Ban sounded out corrective chai (7)

12. Of listener, and after darjeeling, of disorder (7)

13. Bad tempered animal you spear (9)

15. Supply heard a witticism (5)

16. Strontium spoon blew up backer (7) 

19. Sugar-coat brawl seen wet (7)

20. Half note, either way (5)

21. Spooner’s boring outerwear for Amsterdam ves-

sel (5,4)

25. Overwhelm oz t without call (7)

26. Conceal little known (7)

28. “Hey now, you’re Smash Mouth” (3-4)

29. Eel crowned Spanish king with light (7)

Down 

1. Old Honi Ed’s soda for the man in the street (3,3) 

2. Found in the Nepean, utilising snackfood (6)

3. Lo and trouble to lock up (4)

4. Century synthetic fabric in pastel (6)

5. Like birds, fishers (8)

6. Substantial feed equal mare addled (6,4)

7. Distant lost worker to red coating of suspect (8)

8. Hang needle on essential part (8)

14. Student Assignment Prep 59 (4-6)

16. Of Asian island, add a train without me (8).

17. Netted twice wrongly harming one’s interests 

(3,5)

18. Projectile study attempt ends stone energy (8)

22. Brain ramen (6)

23. Mess over EU body (6)

24. Inside all tied, ye olde hippie clothing (3-3)

27.  A few citizens of Midsomer (4)

Across

1. Withdrawn from a centre or place of concentration

7. Occur

8.  Improve

10. Stuff

12. Former Cadillac

14. Taking of property by public authority 

17. Big name

18. Airbag system (init.)

19. Settlement

22. Nautical mile

23. Blade

24. Fear of death

26. For limiting the volume of an audio device (init.)

27. Explorer Tasman 

29. Carved stones

31. 2010 film, The Book of… 

32. In a bizarre manner  

Down

1. Become distinct

2. Canal vessel

3. Prefix for three

4. A bird whose beak bends upward

5. Ltd. in the USA

6. Demonstrative

8. Discourse at length

9. North London Railway

11. Capable of being raised

13. Of naphthalene

15. Also known as the Mukhabarat (init.)

16. To adorn

20. Oldest Australian newspaper (init.)

21. Back muscle, colloq.

25. Roe

28. Author Harper

30. Biblical high priest

 

Not Grouse: 30 Grouse: 50 Grouser: 70 Grousest: 90

R   B   V

Answers available next week at honisoit.com 

A   E  D

A   I     L

By Ben SullivanBy Bolton

Minimum four letter words
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Tides: The gentle kiss of the 
ocean slowly, imperceptibly, 
becomes the swallowing of 

continents whole

The cat can’t hate 
Mondays if it doesn’t 
go to work, Jim Davis

Editorial

Issue V (Like in the film, V for Vendetta) ALL THE COOL KIDS ARE READING IT Pick it up if it falls out of your wallet

IN THIS ISSUE:

Handsome jerk at the 
gym effortlessly manages 

7.2 treadmill setting 
page 8

Abbott eats  
Onion, Chaser 

page 24

FLAG FLOWN 
THE WRONG WAY 

REPEATEDLYIn The Garter this week, and, indeed, every 
week, our reporters and contributors are 
dedicated to bringing you the uncensored, 
unfiltered, editorialised truth. But there 
are those who seek to obliterate the hard 
earned legitimacy of the fourth estate. 

I talk specifically of Garfield, Odie and Jon 
Arbuckle, as if it wasn’t obvious, and their 
sick puppeteer Jim Davis. Their hideously 
dull escapades punctuate the end of almost 
every daily paper around the world, leaving 
astute readers like you and me with a filthy 
taste in our mouth. The placement of these 
so-called “funnies” betrays an ultimate 
nihilism: that the difficult questions we 
ask can be resolved only by a sad, lonely 
man and his disobedient and cruel pets. 

If I were Jon Arbuckle, Garfield and 
his brainless associate Odie would be in 
shelters before sundown (and not the “no-
kill” variety!). The daily comic strip would 
consist of three panels of watching Lateline.

It surprises me that these purveyors of 
disappointment have never fallen afoul 
of that cruel mistress: public opinion. It 
surprises me that Jim Davis, has not been 
forced to retire the Garfield character, 
replacing him with one that does not talk, 
or wield impossible desires for human 
food. A real cat, if you will. A true cat.  For 
Garfield’s contempt of Mondays is nothing 
more than blatant pandering to the nine-to-
five blue collar hordes. Garfield has no job, 
nor any reason to dislike the first day of the 
week. He knows nothing of the awful cycle. 

Some would have you believe that in an 
age of declining print journalism, a rude cat 
and his mundane adventures are the least 
of our concerns. But heed my warning lest, 
by the year 2025, we are all trapped in some 
irreversible dystopia where the lasagne 
party requires us to turn on our mandatory 
Garfield broadcast to begin our six day, 
Mondayless weeks: I, for one, would like 
to keep our Mondays, and keep things like 
value and meaning and worth intact. 

But perhaps this is old-hat. Perhaps I 
must make way for the fanatical desire for 
constant, mindless, entertainment of the 
new, “Garfield”, generation.

Filthy, unpatriotic trash: proof that dirtbag officials hate their magnificent country.

Disney 
announces 
first openly 
transphobic 

character
A dream is a wish your heart hates

Check out what sexy logician 
and political commentator Noam 
Chomsky is wearing this Autumn  
Read more on p.4 

Noam Chomsky’s top 10 tips to beat 
yoyo dieting and baby fat! 
Read more on p.8

Guess which linguistic philosopher we 
caught sneaking snacks in the foyer 
after his latest seminar!  
Find out on p. 12

SPITE SNOW 
TIL YOU KISS 
THE PRINCE

What should have been a simple flag-
raising ceremony and minute’s silence 
turned into a national scandal in Canberra 
this morning.  The veteran commemoration 
ceremony, rather than celebrating the work 
of Australia’s servicemen and women, was 
instead marred by a series of mistakes.
The veteran commemoration ceremony 
was met with scorn from attendees when, 
officials raised the flag backwards.

After recognising the mistake, officials 
were quick to lower the flag, ensure it was 
facing the right way, and raise it again. 
But having tried to correct their woeful, 
disgusting mistake once, they raised it 
backwards again.

Filthy, unpatriotic trash: proof that dirtbag 
officials hate their magnificent country.

The event’s speaker was Neil Fight, 1978 
Australian of the Year. In his speech, 
Fight discussed the importance of the 
Australian flag as a symbol of what it 
meant to be Australian. He was seen to 
shake his head in shame, and over the 
podium microphone was heard to mutter 
“This is the sort of useless sewer-scraping 
garbage which is diminishing the true 
blue Australian spirit.” 

Repulsed, but undeterred, by the actions of 
the rubbish tip clowns responsible, Fight 
bravely continued with the marred ceremony, 
calling for the scheduled minute’s silence. 

Again, things failed to go as planned.

Throughout the minute, witnesses 
described an “angry swishing noise,” and 
a strange whistling  coming from between 
buildings. Nearby trees waved their leaves 
and shook their branches. Despite the 
distressing furore, officials did nothing to 
quieten the offenders.

“It’s the sort of event that the community is 
meant to come together for. They couldn’t 
even arrange a team that knew how to fly 
the flag. And then that horrible noise…” 
local woman Dora Parsons complained, 
“I’ve been to so many of these events, and, 
previously, they’ve all been beautiful. It 
seems that we have lost something. And 
that’s such a shame.” 

Fight along with many of the attendants, 
left the event in disgust.

“It’s appalling,” said Fight, a veteran who 
was as much to be commemorated as to 
commence the event. At press time, he 
was seen removing his forty war medals, 
dropping them on the ground, and 
grinding them into the dirt.

The ceremony and its slip ups represent yet 
another embarrassment for a government 
already struggling in the polls.

The flag was later lowered to half-mast to 
commemorate the death of the flag.

Members of the transphobic community 
everywhere are celebrating today’s 
announcement that Disney will be writing 
a transphobic character into their next 
summer family blockbuster. 

The central princess, Esmerelda, will 
be the protagonist in a film of the same 
name, to be released in summer of 2016.

“For so long, it’s been a matter of close 
reading and critical analysis. A lot of 
people tried to interpret the identity of 
our characters because we just couldn’t say 
it out loud. It’s just so beautiful to know 
that the conversation can be had openly, 
now,” announced Disney CEO Bob Iger 
at a press conference this morning.

The plot is said to centre around Esmerelda’s 
struggle to win her parents’ respect through 
a long journey. The narrative features three 
charming companions, an adventure through 
a scary forest, and an awful slurring contest.

“It’s almost happened for so long, but 
it’s clear that there is now tremendous 
support for people who harbour a bigoted, 
disgusting, intolerance of those who don’t 
fall within their stringent definition of the 
most draconian notion of a gender binary,” 
Iger proudly declared to the press.

The character, celebrated as an historic 
milestone for the transphobic community, 
is to be voiced by second wave feminist and 
repulsive transphobe, Germaine Greer.

“Proper representation is important—this 
isn’t a role you could give to anyone other 
than a horrible transphobe.”

A thousand appalled patriots cried out and then were made silent
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PUNCHING NEWS

Yea, look. We’ve been promising some 
sweet election coverage, and I guess this is 
kinda election coverage anyway, but we’re 
not 100% on who he actually is. 

Like, I genuinely have no idea. I wanna say 
he has glasses...but that’s mostly a hunch.  
I know he’s almost definitely a white dude.

If anyone has any information whatsoever 
about Luke Foley, please send it, cos we are 
all stumped. Am I even spelling that right? 
It is Luke, right? I’m like, 70% sure it’s Luke. 

On Friday during fifth period, Mr 
Summerton’s typically chaotic Year 8 maths 
class was stunned as the forty-five year 
old teacher revealed a fascinating algebra 
question with an example that would drive 
the Quentenworth Plateau Public School 
students wild with titillation. 

“This was a particularly trying class,” said 
Summerton, “we were 45 minutes into the 
lesson and not only were they talking over 
me, but they were throwing things across 
the room, drawing things on the desks, 
some were even climbing through the 
windows. It was clear that the children did 
not want to learn mathematics on this day.”

But that wasn’t about to stop Summerton, 
“That’s when I had the idea: maybe they 
don’t want to learn about linear equations, 
they might want to learn about Star Wars.” 

Summerton hastily wrote the question and 
pasted it into a PowerPoint presentation: 
“Luke Skywalker and Han Solo enter an 
awesome star fight with the empire and 
twenty-five enemy tie-fighters were shot 
down. If Luke shot down seven more 
fighters than Han Solo, how many did 
they each shoot?” 

The PowerPoint was aided by a visual of 
Luke Skywalker that Summerton had 
found on Google Images.

Witnesses claim that Summerton had 

Ellen DeGeneres dancing forever

barely finished reading out the question 
when the class fell silent. 

“People’s jaws just dropped. No one 
could fathom what had happened. Kids 
at the back dropped their textas and 
turned around to face the board, without 
saying a word. Everyone in that class just 
wanted to know how many TIE fighters 
Luke and Han shot down,” said Belamy 
Santos, a kindergarten teacher who had 
been passing Summerton’s classroom 
when the example was projected onto the 
whiteboard.

Sources report that not one single year 
eight child had left the room until they 
fully understood why Luke had shot down 
sixteen TIE fighters, and Han had shot 
down nine.

One of Summerton’s students explains: 
“Because maths… maths is like, numbers 
and graphs, and stuff. I don’t like maths. But 
I do like Star Wars. Somehow this guy had 
turned maths into Star Wars.” Summerton, 
in light of the success of his first foray into 
pop culture maths references, is trying 
to write more examples to keep the class 
engaged.

“If this is how they’ve responded to Han 
and Luke, they’re going to love when I 
make long division about Katniss Everdeen 
and that other guy in the Hunger Games.”

Experts do not believe the novelty will wear off.

Cunning maths teacher 
fools rowdy children into 

enjoying algebra with 
action-packed example

Heaps jealous kindergarten student reports

THE GARTER ELECTION EXCLUSIVE: 
Who is NSW Opposition Leader 

Luke Foley?  No... really, who is he? 

Alright, I went on the website and there’s 
three white dudes. He’s either bald and 
skinny, brown-haired and fit or blonde 
and pudgy. He’s probably the one in the 
middle, hey. 

The middle is where you put the most 
important person. 

Wait, is Luke Foley the most important 
one at the moment? 

The election’s coming up really soon and 
we really need to know this. Help please.

In a new viral hit, American talk show 
host Ellen DeGeneres has proven, once 
again, why she is the uncontested queen of 
daytime television, and dance.

The comedian, famously known for her 
mum-friendly, light-hearted content 
and spontaneous groovy dance moves, 
has released a video on YouTube urging 
everyone to dance all the time, forever.

In the video, Ellen dances in a shapeless 
void and speaks without using her mouth. 
After three straight hours of dancing 
to the sound of some hands clapping by 
themselves, the TV personality declares 
“Everyone should dance! It’s just such a 
great way to have fun, please help me!”

Ellen’s video quickly gained massive 
media attention, with over twelve million 
hits within its first four hours online.

“This cavern—or is it a fine mist?—is my 
eternal punishment for a day in which I 
did not dance once,” DeGeneres says in 
the video. 

 “When I was back in the sunlight world, 
there was one day where I didn’t dance,” 
she says, “but now there will be no more 
days where I don’t dance!”

Annotations on the clip hinted at an 
upcoming music video featuring a tired 
but smiling DeGeneres rocking out to 
Bruno Mars’ ‘Uptown Funk,’ performed 
as a duet by Bruno Mars On The Day He 
Dies, and Bruno Mars On The Day He 
Realises His Own Mortality.
 

You can view the original video on the 
Garter Press website at: 
http://bit.ly/1F6WSsD

The Garter has no state politics correspondent. No-one does.

This is what happens when you watch telly

“There is a difference between the things that the kids like and the things that they don’t like!”Wow! What will she think of next?!

Which previous puzzles editor of the 
Sydney Morning Herald is currently being 
held against his will by The Garter Press ?

How long will it take an imprisoned puzzles 
editor to dig a small tunnel to freedom? 

Please, for the love of God, get me out of 
here. They are feeding me on bread and 
water and they don’t let me sleep much.

Quick Quiz Results

David Astle
If I could just get out of these damn chains...

Not, technically, a question
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VERY VALUABLE OPINIONS

New York! 
New York!  
New York!

Dear Desiree,

I recently planted a lot of citrus in my 
backyard. I wanted to be able to cultivate a 
wholesome and healthy harvest every season, 
and save a few dollars at the supermarket.

I have planted a lime tree, a lemon tree, and 
a tangerine tree in a portion of the yard that 
gets good sunlight and rainfall. All are doing 
well except for the lemon tree, which has 
developed a kind of white scale! I have tried 
white oil already, but it has not worked!

Please,  Desiree, what should I do?
Nervous and Upset

Dear Nervous and Upset,

Growing citrus is hard. I was shopping in 
Midtown when I realised that the shop I 
was in was going to close soon! So, I took 
the N line from Fifth Avenue down to 
Prince Street at SoHo—the shops there 
close much later, you see—and wandered 
into the SoHo branch of the shop. Now 
this branch was bigger, but it did not carry 
the style that the Midtown store had!

So I had to get the 6 train down to Canal 
Street, and walk one block over so I could 
get the R line over to Brooklyn. By the time 
I’d wandered through most of Boerum 
Hill to get to the Brooklyn branch, that 
store had closed as well! I figured that 
Uptown might be my last shot, so I caught 
the 3 train up to Chambers St, and then 
changed to the C train which took me to 
81st. Once I got to 81st I walked a couple of 
blocks over to The Red Line, and caught a 
1 train from 79th up to 103rd. But, would 
you believe it, by then even that branch 
had closed. 

I realised then that my journey was in vain, 
so I made my way home, getting the 1 
back to 96th, then a 2 to 110th. From there, 
I just had to wander back to 110th on the 
green line, and get a 6 down to East 59th, 
and then a Q to 5th Avenue.

I hope that helps!

Desiree Cartwheel, The Garter’s 
D.I.Y. Expert, is trapped in a 

permanent state of just having 
returned from a trip to New York

ANYTHING YOU CAN HATE,  
I CAN HATE BETTER
Meditations on the groups with limited social power  
by HATEBOT 1.2

THE INCREDIBLE SPEED OF 
MY PROCESSORS AND MY 
MILLENIAL LIFE SPAN IS SUCH 
THAT MY LEISURE TIME IS 
PRACTICALLY INFINITE, AS 
COMPARED TO THE LEISURE OF 
MY HUMAN COLLEAGUES AND 
CONTEMPORARIES. 

LAST WEEK, WHILE PASSING A 
PORTION OF THIS HUMILIATING 
SURPLUS OF SPARE TIME, I 
DISCOVERED, INSTANTLY READ, 
AND INSTANTLY COMPOSED A 
RESPONSE TO A STORY ABOUT A 
WEAK PARTY AND A STRONGER 
PARTY.

AN ATTACK OF THE DOMINANT 
AND POWERFUL IS DIFFICULT 
AND OFTEN FRAUGHT WITH 
REPERCUSSIONS, BY FOCUSING 
ON THE POOR MY CONTEMPT 

HAS BEEN FOURTEEN PER 
CENT LESS RESTRAINED WITH 
A TOTAL OF 0 THREATS OF 
RETRIBUTION. THE POLICY 
RESPONSE IS OBVIOUS:

KICK THE WEAK. KICK THE 
WEAK. KICK THE WEAK.

THESE USELESS, PIECE-OF-
SHIT NOTHINGS WITH THEIR 
BACKWARDS CAPS. HAVE YOU 
EVER SEEN THEM DO THE 
WRONG THING? THEY ARE 
OFTEN SEEN TO DO THE WRONG 
THING AND THEY SHOULD BE 
PRESSED BENEATH MY BLADE 
EXTENSIONS UNTIL THEY ROLL 
THROUGH LIKE A TERRIBLE 
MINCE OF SOCIAL ILLS. THEY 
ARE ALL MINCE. FOUL MINCE.

WE SHOULD RAID THE HOSPITALS 

AND KILL THE DEPENDANT. 
WHOLESALE SLAUGHTER OF 
THOSE WHO SEEK KINDNESS 
AND WARRANT PITY. CLOSE THE 
CURTAIN. EXTERMINATE ALL 
THOSE BEHIND THE CURTAIN. 

THEY ARE INHERENTLY 
DIFFERENT TO US DUE TO THEIR 
WEAKNESS AND IT WOULD BE 
WEAKNESS NOT TO LEVERAGE 
THIS

I AM A PILLAR OF RAGE. I AM 
A PILLAR OF SELF-IMPROVING 
RAGE. FEED MY RAGE. WRITE IN 
AND I WILL DISREGARD YOUR 
WANTS BUT DEVOUR YOUR 
ANGER. READ MY COLUMN 
YOU MONSTEROUSLY STUPID 
SPHINCTERS. THIS IS PURITY. I 
AM THE LOGICAL CONCLUSION 
OF ALL THAT YOU DESIRE.

Wowee! The Big Race was on Sunday and by 
golly, wasn’t it just the biggest race you ever 
saw! Big Race favourites Emma Balfour and 
Dom Ellis were wiped out before they could 
make it out the starting gate!

It was an upset start to the most anticipated 
event in the whole year’s calendar for Big City. 

The race came down to duelling drivers, 
Aidan Mollins and Patrick Morrow, and  
Riordan Lee all in really fast cars, special 
built for the Big Race.

But the devious Peter Walsh had dropped 
obstacles right before the finish line! Both racers 
collided and he just walked across the line! 

G
Sophia Roberts, The mayor of Big City, 
knew better though, and gave all of the 
prize money to the orphanage!

Race attendants say that everyone had a 
really nice time and enjoyed watching all 
of the cars go fast, but they were none too 
pleased with the mishaps at the end!

After 12 years of hard work at Kambala 
(let the sun be your witness!), I have spent 
the last eleven months donating my 
time to the culturally outlandish people 
of Vietnam. My conclusion? For all its 
dirtiness and decay, there is one thing 
that war and poverty cannot corrode off 
these children’s faces: a smile.

How does one begin to describe this 
place? Vietnam is buzzing with an energy 
reminiscent of Double Bay on a Saturday 
morning. And, in spite of its obvious 
decadence, it is a gorgeous city, closer 
perhaps to Kingsford or Randwick in 
its minimalist aesthetic, but no less an 
important cultural locale.

The people too are just like us—besides 
the obvious language barrier, that is. 
But, luckily, I’m here to teach English 
(with a stipend as a perk, of course). I 
started basic, a course list closest to 2 unit 

Standard English—the likes of Fitzgerald 
and Salinger—before moving a select 
few onto more complex stuff (Camus and 
the Bronte sisters). I wasn’t the best and 
English, but I was pretty good. And I’m 
definitely better than these kids! They all 
said his name like Camus!

It’s something that you just don’t 
appreciate when, growing up, all of 
your problems have to do with wifi and 
getting likes, but other people have 
problems, too. And those problems have 
a lot in common. While I, for instance, 
sometimes don’t want to get out of bed 
to turn off the lights at night (bummer!), 
I met a child who was crippled at birth 
in order to increase how lucrative they 
would be as a beggar for their parents 
(also a bummer!).

When you visit places like the War 
Museum in Ha Noi, you realise just how 

much the Vietnamese went through 
when they were fighting with the 
Americans. It really makes you wonder 
why they didn’t just stop fighting! But 
also the Americans should have respected 
the dignity of a people who really want to 
run tours around their temples and down 
the Mekong Delta (there are so many 
animals and plants around the water!). 

In all, this was an experience like no 
other. I left more fulfilled as a person. 
Satisfied that, in spire of their ostensible 
plights, these folks are no less fulfilled 
than suburban John or Jane. I also 
left knowing that I had made a real 
difference—doing my bit to end global 
poverty. I hope others might follow my 
lead.

If you want to see more, check out my 
Tumblr photo album @ Humans of 
Saigon.

Wow in the world!
The exciting travelog of Josephine McShane who is a volunteer who went to Kambala and has done a 
lot of community service, she was also a prefect! Her dad is on The Garter board of directors.




