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letters

Oops
Corrections

Honi apologises to Justin Penn, 
whose article in Edition 6, 
‘International Student Visa 
Reform’ was cut off. For the full 
version please see: http://honisoit.
c om/2015/04/ in te r nat i ona l-
student-visa-reform/

We Want to Hear From You
If you have thoughts, feelings, or opinions please email: editors@honisoit.com. 

For up to date news and additional coverage:
Like us on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/honisoitsydney and; 
Follow us on Twitter at: https://twitter.com/honi_soit

Baltimore is the word. It’s the latest 
in a string of towns and cities across 

the United States that have seen radical 
protests against the wanton murder of 
young black men by police. Starting with 
Ferguson in August last year, then to New 
York City, Madison, and countless others, 
#blacklivesmatter has become the slogan 
of a new youth movement for civil rights. 
People are defying curfews and refusing 
to back down in the face of heavily mil-
itarised police, tanks, the National Guard 
and the entire political, corporate and me-
dia establishment that want everything 
back to the status quo immediately. But 
everyone in Baltimore’s poor and black 
western suburbs knows what the status 
quo means: tomorrow they could be the 
next Freddie Gray.

On 12 April, Freddie Gray, a 25-year-old 
black man, looked at a cop and ran away. 
He paid for that with his life. An eyewit-
ness to the arrest described police “fold-
ing him up like he was…a piece of ori-
gami” and by the time he emerged from 
the police van, his spinal cord at the neck 
had been 80% severed and his voice box 
crushed. He died 19 April.

Gray’s funeral on 27 April saw black 
rights activists from all across the coun-
try attend. Huge demonstrations gathered 
in the city. At Mandawmin Mall, high 
school students held a protest, which was 
met with robo-riot cops deploying mace 

and tasers. Throwing rocks back, which 
the students did, is self-defence when de-
mocracy is dissolved. Many people began 
to riot against decades of humiliation, ex-
ploitation and state-sanctioned violence 
which Gray’s death represented.

For the past week, mainstream media 
outlets, practically without exception, 
have rushed to condemn “the violence” 
in Baltimore – by which they mean sto-
len toilet paper and burned cars. Where 
have MSNBC been in the past five years 
during which Baltimore police have killed 
109 people? When did CNN give a report 
on how the life expectancy between poor 
black and rich white neighbourhoods in 
Baltimore differs by as much as 20 years? 
On 1 May, the day of the international 
working class, dock workers at the Port 
of Oakland struck in solidarity with the 
movement, infusing its demands with eco-
nomic power. Who reported that?

The media’s framing of violence lets police 
murder, systemic poverty and mass incar-
ceration off the hook, and makes damage 
to property the sin of all sins. They act like 
a net between society and itself, holding 
the mass violence of the system from pub-
lic debate, but letting through all the tiny 
acts that people do to defend themselves 
against it. The ABC said the legacy of the 
civil rights movements had been “trashed”. 
Those who have trashed it are not the 
blacks fighting on the streets, but those 

who have found a place in the establish-
ment; as high-ranking lawyers, politicians 
and businesspeople. Baltimore’s black 
mayor, Stephanie Rawlings-Blake, de-
nounced protesters as “thugs”, and Obama 
called for the “criminals” to be prosecuted 
with the full extent of the law. He’s not 
talking about the killer cops. 

Obama will invoke Martin Luther King 
Jr as a sanitised figure of pacifism, for-
getting King’s words in 1968 that “a riot 
is the language of the unheard” and that 
“large segments of white society are more 
concerned about tranquility and the status 
quo than about justice and humanity”. He 
could easily have been talking about that 
segment of black society which has now 
“made it”, and which sees the unrestrained 
anger and initiative of poor and working 
class blacks as a threat to the economic 
privilege that comes with their station.

In fact, the legacy of the civil rights move-
ment is only now being reborn. The official 
investigation has found six officers com-
plicit in the homicide of Freddie Gray, 
with the driver charged with second-de-
gree murder. 

The fight has only just begun, but up 
against such odds can anyone really im-
agine this victory without the sacrifice of 
broken glass?

April Holcombe, Arts III

A Riot Against 
the Real Violence

Dear Honi,

This semester I’ve loved the puzzles page 
and the range of brain teasers available. In 
particular, the inclusion of the sudoko’s 
smaller, lesser known sibling, the KenKen.

The KenKen is a delicate creature and 
perhaps the greatest of all the puzzles. The 
numbers interplay  across the 6 squares, 
and require creative thinking in order to 
reach a solution. However, no amount of 
creativity could help me decipher the sym-
bols in this semesters’ KenKens. Many of 
them closely resembled fuzzy black dots, 
thus the intricate difference between 6x 
and 6+ was lost.

The name “KenKen” derives from the Jap-
anese word for cleverness. Please embrace 
this meaning and print larger symbols.

Sincerely,

Kenneth Kennedy
Science IV

Puzzled 
by the 
Puzzles

Contribute to 
Indigenous Honi

The Editor-in-Chief is looking for contributors, artists and designers willing to lend a hand 
with the production of Indigenous Honi (Week 11)

Please contact Madison at indigenous.honi@outlook.com, as soon as possible, if you are 
interested in contributing or getting involved. 

 The edition will be autonomously managed by Indigenous Students, but contributors need 
not identify as Indigenous or come from Indigenous backgrounds.  
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news & analysis

The biannual inundation of brightly 
coloured shirts is upon us again as the 

Union Board elections roll around—while 
they’re going on you’d be forgiven for for-
getting another election taking place, the 
election to decide the executive of Sydney 
University Sport and Fitness (SUSF).

SUSF is a student organisation and runs 
on student money. Two of its major in-
come streams are $60 student member-
ships (this is the fee that grants you the 
privilege of being eligible to pay another 
fee for gym access), and the major portion 
of the Student Services and Amenities Fee 
it is allocated (last year it received $104 
out of the $281 each student paid; this 
year it’ll get about the same). 

SUSF members are eligible to vote at the 
solitary polling booth at the Arena Sports 
Centre on Camperdown Campus, which 
will be open from 8:00 a.m. until 8:00 p.m. 
on May 11.

Three positions are up for grabs at the annual 
election: President, Vice-President (Female), 
and Vice-President (Male). This year, the re-
spective incumbents Bruce Ross (whose po-
tential corporate governance missteps were 
revealed by Honi last week), Anika Lalic and 
Tom Carter will be challenged by students 
Daniel Ergas, Queenie Liang and Rhys Car-
vosso.

Presidential candidate Ergas, who is the 

The Election 
You Never Hear About

current SRC Vice-President, described 
his vision for SUSF: “I want to fight for 
student organisations to be student run. 
SUSF needs to be more transparent and 
accountable to its members and the stu-
dents that fund it. I also seek to ensure 
that SUSF is equitable and accessible for 
all students, including those from low-
SES backgrounds, through free or subsi-
dised gym access.” That same vision was 
shared by Liang and Carvosso in a joint 
candidate statement on the SUSF website. 

Ross cites 20 years in the position as his ex-
perience and is seeking what he describes 
as his final term. “My vision for the future 
of SUSF is that it continues to be the 
premier university sporting organisation 
in Australia, and that it provides increasing 
opportunities for students in sporting 
competition and physical well-being as a 
result of revenues generated by judicious 
commercial activities and generous 
support from our sporting alumni.”
 
When asked about the other candi-
dates running, Ross endorsed Carter and 
Lalic but told Honi he had “no knowl-
edge of any sporting involvement at 
Sydney Uni by the other candidates, ex-
cept that I have been told that the oth-
er candidate for Vice President (Female) 
is a member of the cheerleading club.” 
 
Full candidate statements are available at:
 www.susf.com.au/page/susf_elections 

Tim Asimakis on the SUSF election.

Vice-Chancellor Michael Spence 
wasn’t very happy last week. Six 

months of bad press must be getting him 
down. And who could blame him, it isn’t 
easy pushing through university reforms that 
will fuck over the majority of your students 
and make you lose all credibility in the eyes 
of academics, nor is it easy withstanding the 
endless torrent of bad press, from MyMaster 
to Jake Lynch. Not to mention the steady 
stream of admin staff leaving the university 
like rats off a sinking ship, some jumped, 
others pushed. He had to let off some steam.

First off, so incensed was Spence that 
students and staff had the gall to meet 
on Thursday to discuss the university’s 
approach to civil liberties that within hours 
he’d had someone type up a statement. 
Problem was whoever he picked clearly 
hadn’t been there, or at least, hadn’t been 
listening very hard. The statement insisted 
that the claims that the allegations 
brought against students involved in the 
Kemp protests were politically motivated 
were “simply risible”. The concern for the 
University was “whether the conduct of 
those people breached the University’s 
Codes of Conduct,” this missing the point 
that criticism of the University’s codes had 
been a primary focus of the meeting. 

It gets juicier. Needing to let off more 
steam, Spence later took to Yammer, a 
corporate social network used by university 
staff. It didn’t take long for it to get to Honi. 
It’s too good to cut, so here it is in full.

“Isn’t it funny how if you tell 
lies often enough they become 
mistaken for the truth? We have 
never banned anyone from 
Campus but that story seems 
to be doing the rounds in relation to visits 
by the Dalai Lama, Uthman Badar and the 
Socialist Equality Party. Negotiations were 
held between our China scholars and the hosts 
of the Dalai Lama for the reformatting of his 
visit to the University but eventually it went 
ahead as planned. Throughout I was clear 
that we could not withdraw an invitation 
made by an academic unless there were 
public safety concerns. With Uthman Badar 
we merely pointed out to SUMSA that they 
might further advance the cause of Islamic 
awareness week by having him, with his 
controversial views on the WTC bombings, 
on a different date to September 11. With 
the Socialist Equality Party we did not 
accept a commercial booking for a rally anti-
ANZAC on the day of our major University 
commemorations when the Police told us that 
there would be real security concerns on that 
day. They are welcome at any other appropriate 
time. It never ceases to amaze me that lies so 
quickly become the truth if they are told boldly 
and with enough self-righteousness!”
  

- Spence, on Yammer.

Fuck. This guy really doesn’t like students 
very much. Glad he’s gone in to bat for us 
in Canberra.

GronkWatch Gossip Special
Ever wanted to know what 

Michael Spence really thinks about you?

Student Politics, Why Are We Still Here?

Muzafer Sherrif, co-founder of 
modern social psychology, wanted 

to find out what makes people develop 
irrational hatred of each other. He ran a 
study called the Robber’s Cave Experiment, 
in which he got 22 kids on summer camp 
and divided them into two groups on 
different halves of the camp. Over the 
course of a month, he planned to introduce 
complications and tensions to try to foment 
conflict between the groups. He needn’t have 
bothered, because it turns out just dividing 
people into groups makes them hate each other. 

As soon as each group realised there 
was a second group on the camp, hatred 
blossomed. The groups made up names for 
themselves (Eagles and Ratters), invented 
nasty stories about the other group and 
took every opportunity to fight with the 
other group. Humans are wired to form 
“tribes” with people close to them, and 

to irrationally hate any other tribe that 
gets near. This tribalism manifests itself in 
summer camps, in feuds between wrestlers 
and football teams, in prejudice, and in 
teams of angry people with colourful 
shirts pushing each other down stairs.

If that last example didn’t sound familiar, 
prepare yourself. Usyd is about to hold 
its biannual Robber’s Cave Recreation  
Gala—also known as student elections. 
Eastern Avenue and Cadigal Green 
walkway are about to transform into a 
bitterly contested war ground. Student 
elections showcase some of the finest and 
nastiest electoral strategies you can name. 
Unfortunately, student politicians are 
notorious for using a range of underhanded 
tactics to undermine their opposition.

While they usually hide behind bright 
colours, puns and recycled ticket names, 

most candidates have some political party 
or movement backing them. When you 
see two campaigners in clashing colours 
yell at each other, you’re witnessing more 
than just student drama. You’re witnessing 
partisan tribalism, no different to the kind 
on Question Time or Q&A.

When campaigners spend all day handing 
out flyers, harassing strangers on Eastern 
Avenue and being pressured by their 
factional overlord, they only become more 
attached to their tribalist us-versus-them 
perspective. Campaign managers and 
political seniors encourage this because 
it makes campaigners more effective. You 
don’t want to let Those Awful People 
who did That Terrible Thing win, do you? 
Students begin to hate their opponents, 
which leads to shouting matches, pushing, 
vandalism, character assassination and far 
worse. This, of course, only strengthens 

the tribal hatred of That Other Team and 
creates a vicious cycle that continues until 
everyone’s former friendships are ruined, 
or the campaign ends.

Rival campaigners don’t hate each other 
for political reasons. They hate each 
other because we’re hardwired for it. This, 
incidentally, explains why all three socialist 
clubs on campus hate each other and none 
of them can explain why.

But tribalism takes its toll. Friendships are 
destroyed. Classes failed. Mental health can 
be ruined. And ultimately, the electorate 
suffers for it, because when campaigns 
are powered by self-righteousness and 
emotion, rational discourse withers away.

So this election season, we’re begging you: 
remember your opponents are people too, 
and don’t give in to the hatred.

Adam Chalmers and Angelus Morningstar know what’s coming.
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It’s generally accepted within the 
information security community that 

security through obscurity is, in many 
cases, akin to having no real security at all. 
What this means is that systems should be 
secure because of their design, not because 
attackers don’t know how they work. It’s 
a principle exemplified by the story of 
the German WW2 Enigma code, which 
was thought to be unbreakable until it 
was cracked by Benedict Cumberbatch 
and Keira Knightley. Closer to home, a 
reliance on security through obscurity 
seems to be partially responsible for the 
February 2015 breach of the University’s 
Online Recruitment System for Economic 
Experiments (ORSEE), which disclosed 
the personal information of 5684 students 
and an unknown number of staff to an as 
yet unidentified attacker. The incident has 
led to concerning revelations about the 
University’s information security policies, 
serving as yet another reminder that large 
organisations are failing to do all that they 
can to secure our data.

The ORSEE breach occurred because the 
system contained a fundamental security flaw. 
Known as an SQL Injection vulnerability, 
an examination of the ORSEE source code 
reveals the bug existed unpatched in the 
system from its first main release in 2004 
to August of 2014; for a little over a decade, 
ORSEE was trivially easy to break into. The 
moment the School of Economics deployed 
the system in 2008, they were risking the 
disclosure of users’ private information. 

Honi has obtained a copy of a report 
detailing the findings of the University’s 

internal investigation into the breach. The 
report indicates that ORSEE was initially 
deployed by the Faculty of Arts and 
Social Sciences without a security audit. 
In 2013, five years after its deployment, 
the University’s ICT group identified the 
vulnerability as part of a security review 
and developed a patch for it, seven months 
prior to the official patch distributed by 
the ORSEE developers. Shockingly, the 
University didn’t bother to deploy its 
security fix “as further development work 
was being done”, seemingly waiting until 
a planned upgrade to use the Unikey 
authentication system was complete. For 
over a year, the University knew about the 
vulnerability, but relied on security through 
obscurity and, utterly unsurprisingly, it was 
as if they had relied on no security at all.

SQL Injection vulnerabilities are a 
common, well known source of insecurity. 
Why, then, did nobody catch such an 
elementary bug? The answer lies in the 
nature of ORSEE’s development. As an 
Open Source software project, anyone is 
permitted to use the software and to access 
its source code. This access is a double-
edged sword, making it easy for volunteers 
to contribute features and improve 
the system while also giving malicious 
actors the access required to identify 
vulnerabilities. The Open Source Software 
(OSS) model is often considered attractive 
from a security standpoint, as a system that 
allows anyone and everyone to attempt to 
break it is considered more trustworthy 
than something that is Closed Source, 
inspected only by the manufacturer. In 
the case of ORSEE, however, the project’s 

niche application meant that it escaped 
the level of scrutiny afforded to larger, more 
widely deployed OSS projects. While the 
developers of ORSEE clearly bear some 
responsibility for writing and distributing 
insecure code, they are explicit in making 
no guarantees about the performance of 
their software. Ultimately, the University’s 
failure to adequately evaluate the security 
of its software is the most troubling aspect 
of the saga.

The University’s failure sees it join the 
ranks of Sony and Walmart: large, wealthy 
organisations that have compromised the 
data of their users through inadequate 
security practices. As always, it is the people 
who used the system, and trusted the 
University to manage it, who will bear the 
consequences for the breach. The student 
data disclosed varied depending on what 
information each student had entered. At 
most, the breach revealed a student’s first 
and last names, gender, email address and 
phone number. For staff members, the 
breach also disclosed password hashes, a 
source of additional concern. Password 
hashes cryptographically obscure the 
actual text of a user’s password, but weak 
passwords can often still be cracked. Staff 
who used the same weak password for 
ORSEE as they did for other services (like 
their Unikey) face the very real possibility 
that their accounts could be compromised 
as a result of the breach. While students do 
not face this level of risk, and information 
such as their name and email are generally 
available from places like Facebook and 
Twitter, the disclosure of their private 
information is still a matter of concern. 

Data dumps from similar breaches usually 
make their way online, to be stored and 
referenced with data from other attacks, 
building files that can later be used for 
identity theft. Meanwhile, “doxing” is a 
common practice in internet disputes that 
involves revealing information like a person’s 
address or phone number and inciting mass 
harassment that can be directed along those 
channels.

Ultimately, users and organisations often 
fail to appreciate the potential impact data 
leaks can have, and this underestimation is 
reflected in the way we as a society combat 
cybercrime. The ORSEE breach was 
reported to the NSW Police, but whether 
they successfully identify the perpetrator 
or not (Honi has before revealed that a 16 
year old hacker has claimed responsibility 
for the attack), the breach will still have 
occurred. The challenge we face is in 
ensuring that those who keep our data 
keep it safely. Currently, the only legislative 
requirement the University breached in 
failing to deploy their ORSEE patch as 
soon as it was ready was a section of the 
Privacy Act that mandates information be 
secured “by taking such security safeguards 
as are reasonable in the circumstances”. It 
may be that the Privacy Commissioner 
needs to offer firmer guidance, mandating 
what specific technologies and practices 
are actually “reasonable”. Without some 
form of intervention, organisations are 
likely to carry on down the path of least 
resistance, even if that path is one that 
sees your information shared beyond your 
control.

How the University Was Hacked
Chris Howell assesses cyber security and the ORSEE hack.

On the 30th of April, 2015, they shut 
down Grooveshark. This music 

streaming service was to our generation 
what offshore pirate radio was to the 
1960s. When stubborn moguls refused 
to update their business models to 
match the crafty young people and their 
bedrooms, the good people at ‘the Shark’ 
did whatever the fuck they wanted.  
 
The first time I saw someone use the 
Shark at a party, I thought it must have 
been something they were paying for. They 
were pulling up any song they could think 
of, instantly making playlists and shuffling 
them around. It was surreal. Since the 
site was a kind of music nerd open secret 
most IT types hadn’t heard of, it was also a 
glorious unblocked safe haven for cubicle 
jockeys and escapist high school students 

everywhere. In an office job I had we’d use 
the Shark constantly with a kind of awed 
disbelief. It always seemed as if the next 
song would buffer, you’d hit refresh, and 
it would be replaced by a message from 
the FBI.  But the music kept coming. 
 
Grooveshark operated in a quasi-legal stasis 
they somehow maintained for eight years. 
You could upload whatever you wanted 
and it would never get taken down. Many 
tried to sue the Shark and their response 
was basically “Get in line, buddy.” It was 
home to all kinds of rare recordings and 
often the first place for new things. When 
Random Access Memories leaked, the Shark 
had it first. The only people who seemed to 
have any success in keeping their cultural 
booty off there were Apple Records, and 
even then, you could find their stuff if 

you figured out the secret key words. 
Paul McCartney was under “MaCa”.  
Back in 2000, when the copyright 
gods tried to implement some sort of 
word-filter on Napster, people started 
intentionally misspelling things. I 
remember downloading the new album 
by “Enimen.” Then when Napster folded, 
KaZaA, Limewire and Morpheus are 
just a few of the services I can remember 
that popped up to replace and improve 
on it almost instantly. I remember fake 
industry-planted versions of songs that 
were just one line from the chorus on a 
loop. I remember when Madonna leaked 
a MP3 that was just herself saying “What 
the fuck do you think you’re doing?” We 
knew exactly what we were doing. It 
was too late for them to stop what was 
happening in any meaningful way, and 

in the process of dodging all this trickery, 
Generation Y picked up all kinds of skills 
that mostly go unspoken.

When I read Grooveshark’s takedown 
note, obviously written under duress and 
dripping in sarcasm, I felt a little sad but 
mostly proud of what they had achieved. 
The industry would probably never have 
sanctioned a legal service as incredible and 
affordable as Spotify without something 
as radical as the Shark. Technology is 
just too efficient to charge for any kind of 
information or art anymore. It’s exciting 
and scary and everyone knows it, even if 
nobody wants to say it out loud. Spotify is 
great for now, but it’s an uneasy truce. The 
pirates and bootleggers always turn out to 
be the heroes, and the kids always turn out 
to be right.

Grooveshark Dries Up
Art Rush laments the end of the days when the web was free. 
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in too deep

“Islam is a religion of hate. 
Homosexuality is the worst sin 

because it’s a sin that you are, not a sin 
that you do. Women have their place in 
the home, as they have always done, and 
as man and the head of Christ it is your 
job to uphold this. The sinners sin and 
God hardens his heart against them, their 
blood is on their own heads.”

From covered up rape to the mental 
anguish of inescapable sin, cults are all-
consuming. And I’m not really sure when 
it’s supposed to end. I don’t really know 
how to get away from it, or how to get 
out of it, without a cataclysmic end to my 
life as I know it. That might not be a bad 
thing, but it’s hard.

The thing about cults is that they’re 
literally in your blood. I’m about eighth 
generation, from one of the oldest families 
in a protestant Christian sect which 
leans more to the vehemently but quietly 
condemnatory than the radical, but which 
is just as damaging to the individual.

It’s incredibly insular. They have private 
land on the coast used for camps and 
weeks of seclusion for bible study. Having 
attempted to quietly slip out over the past 
eighteen months I field constant questions 
asking where I am and why I haven’t been 
around. I tell them my work needs me on 
Sundays.

The only real way to enter the cult is by 
birth, and the only way to leave is by death, 
in one form or another. A friend recently 
married outside of the cult, and was told 
by many people in no uncertain terms that 
they would have no further contact with her. 
Another person I know came out as queer, 
and his parents left the country to avoid the 
shame of birthing an abomination.

The Catholic Church tends to get 
more attention, but abuse of children is 
widespread. I know a senior member of 
the church who was formally accused of 
six counts of molestation of a minor, which 
took place on camps over several years. 
The charges have been dropped and the 
man remains a prominent and important 
member, with an open secret which does 
nothing to damage his reputation. 

It is impressive that hymns can stick in 
the mind. I’ll hear a chord progression 
and suddenly Crown Him is ricocheting 
for days (the wormwood and the gall), or 
the awful trash (crown Him, crown Him,) 
that is Hillsong and Matt Redman (crown 
Him, Lord of all).

The cult has an obscene amount of money. 
It is almost exclusively high socioeconomic 
white people who patronise the developing 
world by sending young people (like me) 
to ‘help’. The fact that they all have more 
money than they know what to do with 
doesn’t stop them embezzling funds 
from supposed charities and community 
organisations, the accusations about which 
quickly disappear, if you’re important 
enough.

I and two or three friends are the last 
unmarried in our early twenties from my 
entire age group. I regularly get elbowed 
and asked why I haven’t found the right 
girl yet. I’m told it’s my turn next, that I’m 

getting too old to not have settled down, 
that God is in the bond between a man 
and his wife. 

A friend of mine is very affectionate, and 
it took me months to get to a place where 
I could allow him to hug me for more 
than a second or two. The concept of men 
touching beyond a firm handshake has 
always been sin, and I still have trouble 
with it.

I can barely stand being unclothed around 
people, and I’m only now (years after 
beginning to move away) able to interact 
sexually with people without considering 
it deep sin. I remember almost vomiting 

the first time I kissed someone (only 
last year). The concept of sin is still so 
ingrained I can’t do anything without 
Leviticus and damnation singing in every 
fibre of me, I just have to push it away. It 
usually is ineffective.

The cult has a fascinating, but not 
unexpected, idea that they are the only 
ones who Jesus loves enough to save, and 
that if you’re not in, you’re out, as it were. 
Way out if you’re a Muslim or any other 
variation on the Abrahamic faiths. Unless 
you’re a Jew, whom they fetishise as the 
Chosen (capital C included).

Women are subservient to their husbands, 
or if unmarried, considered warily (there 
has to be a reason). Their place is in the 
home, caring for their husband’s children, 
and to be educated in the church on 
Sundays—with their heads covered, of 
course, as a symbol that their relationship 
with God and their ultimate salvation is 
through their husband. 

Everyone from my dentist to my 
mechanic is in the cult. Many of them 
will communicate politely, but not really 
interact with anyone from the outside. 
I went to a school run by the cult. I was 
related by blood to all of the teachers at 
the school bar three, and about half my 
classmates.

***

If you mess up, you’re out. If you sin big 
enough (and your family isn’t old enough), 
you’re out. If you’re queer, you’re out. If you 
dissent on theology, you’re out. If you’re 
outspoken, you’re out. If you associate with 
someone who’s out, you’re out too.

One of the things I resent most is that 
I have to consider not just myself in 
my choices, but everyone I know and 
to whom I am related. To walk away is 
to die and that death is contagious: my 
parents would be as ostracised as me, not 
to mention the shame it would bring my 
grandparents, who are too old and well-
to-do to withstand this sort of thing.

I don’t think there is any place for organised 
religion any more. Religion is disgusting. I 
wish I had never come into contact with 
it. I regularly have conversations about 
religion with people who find it to be 
supportive and a positive part of their life.

I find this idea repulsive.

I remember being in a bar and hearing a group of people my 
age agree that the appropriate response to homosexuality is 
burning at the stake, or stoning. There’s a friend of a friend 
who (it is strongly alleged) rapes his sister on an ongoing 

basis. This is never discussed.

A friend’s parents tell him he is a constant disappointment 
and hide him from their friends because he decided to tell 

them he doesn’t believe in God.

A boy in my class sexually assaulted several people, including 
to a lesser extent myself, on semi-regular occasions in school. 
When this was raised as an issue, the student was told ‘boys 

will be boys’.

I remember being on camps and seeing people literally lost in 
the power of group thinking, through music and community, 
and it is sad. Completely absorbed in prayer and adulation.

Cult Following
Joshua Brent grew up in one, and will recount abuse of several kinds.
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Ongoing is a space to give ideas 
time to develop. It’s a space not 
just for stories, but for discussion. 
Email us: editors@honisoit.com

How to Tell Your 
Shit Housemates You 

Don’t Want to Live with 
Them Anymore 

1. Don’t tell them: slowly but surely 
over a series of weeks remove all of 
your possessions until only your body 
remains. Then give them the bond 
paperwork. 

This method avoids the awkward 
tension that comes with saying that 
they are shit housemates, but does 
require you to potentially pay rent at 
two separate addresses.

2. Be brutal: make sure they know its 
their fault and that they should feel 
bad that they are bad housemates. 
Remind them that they never pay rent 
on time. That they never cleaned up 
after cooking. That you did chores even 
when it wasn’t your turn and they never 
did goodwill stuff like that, that they 
always forgot their keys, that they took 
the biggest room but somehow pay the 
same rent as you. That their bourgie 
fermented milk smells bad. 

This is an effective way to never live 
or associate with them again, but does 
make for a number of awkward late 
night toilet encounters as you pretend 
the other person and their bourgie 
fermented milk doesn’t exist. 

3. Lie: say literally anything that avoids 
the glaring truth of their smelly bourgie 
fermented milk and bad habits. You 
have  miraculously been offered an 
obscenely cheap room. You are allergic 
to green paint. You found out that your 
evil step mother’s cousin lives nearby 
and you afraid of seeing her near your 
home.  You have lost your job and have 
to move back home (come up with a 
convenient excuse to disguise the times 
that you are actually going to work). 

While this is the most graceful exit 
strategy, they are likely to never 
change their shit housemate ways and 
you are obliged to invite them to the 
housewarming party of your next home. 

After we moved to Castle Hill, my 
father entertained the idea of selling 

our old house in Baulkham Hills. He had 
planned to rent it out but was having 
trouble finding a tenant. What had been 
a passing thought became a reality when 
our real estate agent convinced my parents 
that it was a good time to sell and that the 
process would be seamless. 

Within the span of four short days, our real 
estate agent put our house in Baulkham 
Hills on the market, organised an open 
home, showed the house to 35 interested 
families, and sold it for more than double 
the price at which we purchased it seven 
years ago. 

As a person who regularly frequents the 
McDonald’s loose change menu, this 
hasty and expensive procedure is alarming. 
Over the past three years, house prices 
in Sydney have surged phenomenally. 
Domain’s most recent House Market 
Report shows that while Australia has hit 
a peak of unemployment and falling wages, 

Sydney’s housing market is persisting at 
its highest in a decade. The Report also 
predicts that Sydney’s median house price 
will rise by 7-10 per cent in 2015. Climate 
change and unattainable housing, what a 
bright future we have.  

Unemployment and low wages are one 
of the many harsh realities for recent 
university graduates. The expectation of 
buying our first property takes a back seat 
in lieu of job seeking, work experience, 
and maintaining our sanity. Increasing 
levels of migration and investment activity 
have pushed Sydney’s median house prices 
upward. The result of this is evident in the 
Domain Report which also indicates that 
purchases by first time buyers remain “at 
near record low levels”. 

Federal Treasurer Joe Hockey suggested 
this issue be addressed by granting 
millennials purchasing their first property 
access to super savings. Stephen Whelan, 
Associate Professor at Sydney University’s 
School of Economics, believes this idea 

is dangerous. “Providing additional funds 
‘to first home buyers’ will merely add to 
the price pressure faced by individuals” 
Patiently saving, and buying homes in less 
desirable places, are some of the trade-offs 
needed to purchase that first home. But 
the expansion of business districts in Bella 
Vista and Parramatta, and infrastructure 
projects like the Badgerys Creek Airport 
near Penrith, will only add to price hikes–– 
those affordable outer suburbs will become 
less “outer” and therefore less “affordable”. 
At the same time though, Western 
Sydney’s public transport, particularly into 
the CBD—where all of the house-buying 
jobs are—remains woefully inadequate. 
So, we will have to start choosing between 
having a house and having a good job. 

Whelan does not believe it is all bad news. 
“Over time supply should increase and this 
will bring downward pressure on prices in 
some areas and for some types of housing.” 

I can’t help but hear both of those “somes” 
with a degree of scepticism. 

The No Homeowners Club 
Swetha Das isn’t allowed to have one.

Disability Housing Doesn’t Exist
Georgia Behrens on The University’s glaring failure. 

Access to secure, affordable, and 
appropriate housing has long 

been recognised as a key component in 
ensuring that people with disabilities have 
independence, choice, and control over 
the course of their lives. These people have 
long struggled in the Australian housing 
system, forced to its margins by a housing 
market that fails to prioritise the needs 
of a group with very little purchasing 
power. Perhaps predictably, these trends 
are replicated in the University of Sydney 
student housing market. A limited supply 
of disabled-access accommodation is 
available at the University’s colleges 
and the Sydney University Village, but 
further specialisation or subsidisation of 
University accommodation appears to be 
unavailable. Neither the SRC’s Disability 
nor Housing officers were aware of any 
initiatives being taken by the University to 
ameliorate the current situation. 

The University’s policy changes in relation 
to disability over the next few years will be 
driven by the Disability Action Plan 2013-
2018, which “seeks to enable students and 
staff with disabilities to… fully participate 
in all aspects of life, education, research 
and administration”. No mention is 

given to the provision of more, or more 
appropriate, housing for students with 
disabilities. USyd SRC Disabilities Officer 
Sam Brewer believes this is a significant 
oversight. 

“A lot of people with disabilities have pretty 
significant, reasonable anxieties about the 
challenges of coming to university, and 
need a lot of encouragement to do so.”

“If you’re living a long way away from 
campus with a disability, commuting to 
get to class or co-curricular activities can 
be incredibly arduous. Only one in every 
few buses is wheelchair accessible, for 
example, so it can take a lot longer than 
it would for anyone else to get transport 
that’s safe and suitable for you.”

Brewer believes that the most effective way 
of ensuring better access to appropriate 
housing for students with disabilities 
is, simply, to provide a larger supply of 
genuinely affordable accommodation 
close to campus. “The unemployment 
rates among people with disabilities are 
just incredible,” says Brewer. “Sometimes 
it’s a matter of not being able to find a job 
or workplace that will accommodate you; 

but often it’s just that fulfilling the basic 
requirements of a university degree while 
working around a disability takes so much 
time and energy that spending extra hours 
doing paid work just isn’t possible.” It’s 
no secret that accommodation in the area 
is inaccessible to students living on low 
incomes. 

Currently, USyd Disability Services has 
no information regarding accommodation 
options available on its website.

According to Brewer, “It can feel really 
infantilising and uncomfortable to have 
to call up someone and explain ‘this is my 
disability, this is what I need, can you do 
anything for me?’” 

Brewer puts the fact that he is able to 
support himself to live independently and 
close to campus down to “a whole lot of 
luck.”

“The fact that I am able to live 
independently and support myself 
shouldn’t make me seem exceptional,” 
he said. “It’s just me living out my basic 
human right.”
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A Place To Call Homepage
William Edwards turned to the internet for his sex education.

If a straight schoolkid can stop giggling 
at reproductive diagrams long enough 

to hear their PDHPE teacher out, they 
might learn something useful. After all, 
sex education in NSW is literally made for 
them.

Their gay counterpart isn’t so lucky. Rather 
confused by talk of urges they’ve never felt, 
that student’s first relevant sex education 
will probably be pornography. If you’ve 
both watched porn and had sex, you’re 
aware of how loosely I just used the word 
education. But don’t worry, some of us 
found another way to learn.

For two and a half years, I frequented an 
internet forum for gay teenagers. Peer-
conducted sex ed—gay boys with some 
experience patiently answering questions 
from those with none—easily beat not-
for-us presentations by awkward PDHPE 
teachers who’d rather be playing touch 
footy. And that was the least the forum 
did for me.

Young and closeted, I didn’t know anyone 
like me when I joined. Of course I was aware 
they existed, but knowing conceptually 
that people exist and actually knowing 
someone are poles apart. To finally meet 
people who shared my struggles, struggles 

I’d never spoken about, struggles I tried 
not to even think about, felt indescribably 
comforting.

Younger still, I believed in God and 
the eternal Hellfire he prepared for the 
“intrinsically disordered”. What fun 
thoughts for a child to have! By the time 
I joined the forum, God and Hellfire had 
left my belief system, but the sense of 
brokenness they helped inspire 
hadn’t.

It would be nice to say I 
learned self-acceptance 
through rational 
contemplation in a 
marketplace of ideas, 
but it would also 
be a lie. It was 
by meeting 
people like 
me but who’d 
succeeded, and 
who offered 
a bounty of advice, that I 
realised I could succeed too. And it was 
by having my sexuality loudly and often 
accepted by others, when it had never even 
been acknowledged before, that I grew 
comfortable enough to accept it myself. 
Gays, despite some claims to the contrary, 

are people too, and people as a rule crave 
validation by others. And what the fuck 
does “intrinsically disordered” even mean?

Yet I could only ask so many questions 
about gay sex and relationships before 
changing topics, and I could only be told 
to have pride so many times before I got 
the point and wanted to be told something 

new. So it isn’t 
surprising that I 
started using the 
forum for more.

While it was 
always a self-help 

tool—when you’re 
constantly surrounded by 
people unlike yourself, 
immersion among your 
own kind is wonderfully 
therapeutic—I also 

made a number of intense 
friendships over my years there. 

Attending a small high school I 
had little choice of offline friends, so I 
handpicked my online ones.

I chose well. The best of them became 
wells of obscure common interests 
and indispensable sources of entirely 
unqualified counselling. To this day my 

most devoted supporter and confidante is 
a friend I met there. It’s almost scary to 
think that one day, years ago, if I hadn’t 
Googled what I did and clicked the right 
link, I wouldn’t have met them. Who else 
haven’t I met? Who haven’t you met?

As it happens, someone else I met was my 
first date, also my first kiss. And he would 
have been my first boyfriend, had he not 
moved to Melbourne where, I suspect on 
reasonable grounds, he probably started 
eating quinoa. Fuck trams.

I left the forum—a confraternity helping 
each other because no one else would—
when I’d already gained all I could from 
it. My questions were answered, I learned 
to accept myself, and I met some of the 
most wonderful friends I’ve yet had. It was 
an unparalleled support network to my 
younger and more vulnerable self, and a 
resounding success precisely because I no 
longer need it.

And I hope for a future when no one 
needs it. When gay youth receive proper 
education, are accepted by their offline 
communities, and needn’t search across 
oceans to find anyone they can relate to.

Until then, I’m just grateful some of us can 
find solace in online communities.

If you were to find yourself walking 
through the streets of Sydney’s inner 

east in the past couple years, perhaps to 
run a key across the cars parked outside a 
Messina store, then you may have noticed 
an odd trend appearing in the area. The 
inner east’s hip, good-looking, wealthy, 
kind of emaciated twenty-somethings 
are now accessorised with giant fucking 
dogs. Those type of dogs that appear in 
DMX videos, or who feature in a plot line 
to The Wire that you made a principled 
decision with your partner to fast forward. 
These animals, who could be mistaken 
for extremely well-built men in tight fur 

bodysuits crawling on all floors that I have 
to repress in dreams, drag their owners 
from market stall to cafe.

Before recently, I would not actively avoid 
a heavily breathing Rottweiler hauling its 
owner’s ass through the streets despite 
the image being kinda irksome. Yet on a 
brisk Saturday morning not long ago, I 
noticed from afar a woman sitting outside 
the front of a cafe in Surry Hills with 
aforementioned breed of dog. The pet 
looked like one of these men I keep telling 
you about but with a hyena-spotted print 
imprinted on its fur, covering its muscular 

body. Maybe I noticed it because I wanted 
it to fuck me.

Anyway, the dog—by all accounts 
unprovoked—ended up biting a passerby’s 
foot. Shit hit the fan as the woman, 
maybe in her sixties, was wailing as blood 
and a knocked over cider spilt onto the 
pavement, the dog left barking at her as 
its owner tried to calm it down. The cops 
and paramedics would later turn up and 
the woman’s loss of blood under control, 
but the whole situation was befuddling 
and kinda sad: will the dog be put down 
now? Maybe even the owner? Why is the 

image of a small-time Etsy retailer trying 
to subdue this very strong, very pissed-off 
dog so unsettling? 

After Australia’s turd-of-a-painter Brett 
Whiteley relocated his studio to Surry 
Hills in the 1970s for easy access to dope, 
we saw affluent, soul searching residents 
looking for some cultural authenticity 
adopt the area’s cultural history into their 
make-up. Which is seemingly harmless 
but no doubt ham-handed when it ends 
in replicating the fashion of the few poor 
people left living in your area, but possibly 
disastrous when it extends to choice of pet.

Dominic Byrne gives you something to chew over.

Dog Bites Woman
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Sugar daddy dating had always appealed 
to me. It was ‘sex work’ without 

the stigma. Prostitution disguised. You 
could say “an older man is helping me 
out” instead of “I sucked this dude’s dick 
for 20 bucks”. Basically, it was a win/
win for those who wanted sex (the rich, 
older men) and money (the young, broke 
women) but couldn’t resolve themselves to 
the full blown, brothel route. 

For those unfamiliar, the sugar daddy/
sugar baby arrangement is a practice where 
an affluent, often older male ‘helps out’ 
and ‘pampers’ a young, poorer woman, in 
exchange for company and sex. Payments 
for the women’s services vary from cash, 
to designer handbags to lux trips abroad. 
For someone like me, whose last lover 
wouldn’t even buy me a frozen coke from 
the Maccas drive through after fucking me 
doggy style in his Honda Fiat, it sounded 
like a dream. 

Since hearing about the phenomenon 
through sex blogs and think pieces, I was 
hooked on the idea. I lapped up every 
fantastical story about private planes, 
room service caviar and threesome fucking 
in a five star penthouse. It seemed hot. 
Dangerous. And totally classy. 

But whilst my curiosity was rampant, I never 
acted upon the idea until late last year—
when I found myself boyfriendless and with 
a net worth of $5.69. It was desperate times, 
and I thought fuck it, I’ll make an account 
on seekingarrangement.com. I could be a 
whore for Hermes, suck cock for Cartier. 
Sure the balls would be a bit saggier than 
I’m used to, but hey, life isn’t perfect you 
know? 

***
I made an account as the illustrious 
“Monica”—an intelligent, classy, university 
student, sick of dating “broke university 
guys”. I uploaded photos that I believed 
screamed sophistication with a touch of 
slutty—face selfies with just a little bit of 
cleavage action. And the messages quickly 
followed. Most were from men wanting 
discreet affairs—one guy even had the 
audacity to send a picture of himself with 
his newborn (barf ). Others were simply 
looking for sex without soliciting sex 
workers. One straightforward email read 
“1000 for 24 hours. No sex, but you will 
have to be naked. And wear a dog collar.” 
Which sounds hot, in a weird fetish way, 
but when you realise the proposition isn’t 
coming from some Christian Grey type—
and instead an overweight 62-year-old 
businessman from Taiwan, the prospect 
becomes less alluring. 

It wasn’t the goldmine of rich, successful 
attractive silver foxes I’d imagined—and 
instead a cesspit of lonely, desperate dudes 
needing to get laid. However, amongst the 
dads older than my own dad, and divorced 
bankers wanting my “pussy”, I found, what 
I thought to be a diamond in the rough.

Jonathan was a 29-year-old advertising 
executive who resided in a Potts Point 
penthouse overlooking the harbour. He 
was average looking in the way that if 
there were no benefits of fucking him, I 
wouldn’t, but I wouldn’t be disgusted in 
myself for doing so. On the site, we talked 
about normal things like travel and study, 
and once I had assessed that he wasn’t 
some axe murderer ready to go Ted Bundy 
on my ass, we arranged a lunch date. 

We made arrangements to meet at an 
upmarket Asian eatery in one of Sydney’s 
wealthiest suburbs, Woolloomooloo. I 
arrived fifteen minutes late and slightly 
pissed—I’d spent my train ride down 
skolling beers to much judgment and 
prying eyes of fellow commuters. I decided 
that I couldn’t do this date without booze 
to free my inhibitions, so I got a little tipsy. 

As I waited, I noticed a little pudgy man 
resting on the wharf opposite me. With his 
receding hairline, he took on an uncanny 
resemblance to George Constanza, with a 
horrific neck beard. 

George Constanza with a neck beard 
started to approach me, and then it 
dawned on me. 

Fuck. This is my date for the afternoon. 

“Oh wow you’re even prettier in person!” 
He smiled, wickedly, like he’d struck the 
motherload.

Dating a Sugar Daddy
Claire Williams found it’s not such a sweet deal.

***
The meal was great, there was no doubt 
about it. But as much as I wanted to enjoy 
myself and plough through loads of usually 
unattainable, expensive food, I couldn’t. 
George Constanza neck beard wasn’t only 
lacking in the looks department, but in a 
decent personality too. 

He talked about his BMW convertible, 
trips to Dubai, and his “glorious” view 
from his multimillion dollar penthouse. 
He could talk relentlessly about the things 
he owned, but struggled to talk about 
anything else. I shoved dumplings down 
my throat, pretending to listen, but really 
I was wondering if I was supposed to fuck 
him after dessert. 

He allowed me to pick the bottle of 
wine—to which I choose whatever was 
over a hundred dollars, and jokingly 
remarked that it was better than “the goon 
I had dangling over a clothes line”. My 
joke fell on deaf ears. 

For the duration of our “date” I tried, with 
might, to sway the conversation away 
from anything sexual. I let him drone 
on and on about his advertising career 
(what a total boner killer). I asked him 
about animals (he wasn’t a fan of dogs, 
another sadistic red flag). But again and 
again, he somehow managed to sway the 
conversation around to sex.

He had the audacity to ask me about how 
many sexual partners I’d had, how far I’d 
ever gone with a women and “how I felt 
about anal”. 

Yup. He asked me in a upmarket five star 
eatery if I was a fan of anal. I’m far from 
conservative, but I was so surprised with 

his frankness I nearly choked on my sago 
pudding.

***
I don’t know how I ended up in his 
prized multi-million dollar apartment 
over looking Sydney Harbour. But I did. 
And I was completely wasted. I had been 
skolling wine like it was going out of the 
style for the entire date. I stumbled around 
his living room in my boots, trying to 
remain poised. Noticing I had got myself 
into a compromising situation, I ended up 
stringing a few sentences today. 

“Uh, I have to go home… I’ve got this 
big dinner planned with my parents and 
they’ll be totally pissed if I’m not there. 
Like it’s a shame but I really gotta go.” 

I got into the elevator to leave when 
suddenly he also jumped in and pounced 
on me like some sexually inept 14 year old. 
I think he was trying to kiss me, but it felt 
more like he was trying to suck the youth 
out of me via my mouth. I was covered in 
his saliva, and retrospectively speaking, the 
image of him licking my lower face still 
makes me feel ill. 

Thankfully, as the moment was reaching 
groping territory, a Greek family on level 
3 ruined our ‘intimate’ moment.

***
Sex, for me, has always been a source of 
power. I’ve derived pleasure and strength 
from having complete autonomy over my 
sexual experiences. If I’ve wanted to fuck 
someone, I have. If I didn’t wanna fuck 
someone, I didn’t. Regardless of social 
mores, or ingrained societal sexism, I’ve 
always acted on my own terms. In that 
elevator, I felt slightly helpless. Why did I 
let him grope me? I wondered that later as 
I sobered up on the train home. I think I 
felt like I owed him something, you know, 
considering he took me out for a $500 
meal. In that moment, I kind of felt like 
I owed him. 

I am in no way devaluing sex work—I 
have serious, serious respect for those who 
use men for some coin. I went into  the 
whole thing wanting to feel empowered, 
but instead I just felt pretty crappy—as if 
my sexual independence had been ripped 
from me. 

I wish I could fuck balding men and wear 
my new Prada pumps with pride the 
day later. But sadly I’m not that kind of 
woman. 

Since then, I’ve gone back to working shit 
job after shit job, perpetually broke and 
fucking dudes with no cash payment… 
but I think I’m okay with it. 
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Fargo Not Fargone
Johnathon Parker reviews Kumiko: The Treasure Hunter.

Endless white. A fence extending 
through the snow, into an unreachable 

oblivion. Steve Buscemi, blood oozing 
from his “funny looking” face, buries a 
case containing $1 million in the snow, 
underneath the icy purgatory that is 
Minnesota. The money is never retrieved.

This indelible image from the Coen 
brothers’ Fargo, one of the most lauded 
films from the 1990s Indiewood boom, has 
been the subject of folkloric superstition. 
Urban legend, or perhaps historical truth, 
tells that a young Japanese woman named 
Takako Kenichi, convinced by Fargo’s 
opening (and fictitious) claim “This Is 
A True Story,” went searching through 
America’s Mid-West for the abandoned 
money, and met a grisly end.

David and Nathan Zeller––much like the 
Coens, a fraternal filmmaking pair who 
have pursued their aspirational artistic 
career together––have drawn upon this 

In 1994 New Zealander Wilson did 
what any young comedian would aspire 

to do and won the World Theatresports 
title. But Wilson’s career started at home 
when she was the runner up in a televised 
comedy competition in New Zealand. 
From there she got a gig writing for 
television. In her words, “work gets you 
work”. 

HS: How did you find yourself on popular 

Chatting Comedy
These comedians were in town for the Sydney Comedy Festival and were kind enough to answer a few of Honi Soit’s questions.

British panel show QI, do you have a large 
following over there?

CW: I appeared on a couple of the QI, 
Live shows the team did when they came 
out to Aus three years ago. After that, they 
casually said ‘oh, if you’re ever in England, 
you should come on the programme’. I 
made sure I was in England. I don’t have 
a following in the UK apart from people 
who liked the episodes I was on, punters 

who came to my Edinburgh show, and a 
couple of distant relatives.

HS: The Herald Sun review of your show 
complained you didn’t make fun of your 
children’s names, and that you made jokes 
about racism. Do you regret not belittling 
your children and pandering to racists?

CW: No. Who am I going to want to hang 
out with more? My son, or some bigots? 

HS: The name of your new show coming 
to the Sydney Comedy Festival is 
Undercurrents, which isn’t exactly the most 
revealing name for a show! 

CW: We all have undercurrents. Stuff 
swirling around under the surface. I talk 
about what’s going on under mine. Also, 
on the poster I’m up to my neck in red 
currants. I’m literally under currants. It’s 
my favourite gag.   

Cal Wilson

Tom Ballard captured our hearts as 
the Tom of triple j’s Tom and Alex 

until he resigned in 2013. Since then, he’s 
been busy- he hosts ABC’s Reality Check, 
makes his own podcast and MCs a raft of 
standup shows both on and off screen.

HS: Why did you leave triple j?

TB: Well I kind of won the lottery and 
got to enjoy my lottery winnings for four 
super-awesome-fun years and then got to 
the point where I thought I’d like to have a 
crack at trying to win some other lotteries. 
I loved that job, I love that station, I love 
those people, I loved that paycheck, but it 
was just time for me to spread me little 
wings and do different stuff. 

HS: How is Post-Radio life?

TB: I’ve written so many more jokes after 
finishing up radio and I’ve been able to 
tour so much more and spend more time 
developing my stuff, I really think it’s 
helped make me a better comic. Plus I can 
actually enjoy doing a gig on a Tuesday 
night and have a drink with the other acts 
afterwards instead of running off as soon 
as I’m done to collapse into bed and set 
that GODFORSAKEN ALARM. 

HS: You’re a Sydney native, but you’re 
performing more nights at the Perth 
comedy festival than you are at the Sydney 
one. What gives Ballard? Are we not good 
enough for your high brow humour?

TB: No one is good enough for my high-
brow humour; I am a prophet who delivers 
brutal truth bombs about the human 
condition and all should bow down to my 
wisdom.  Having said that, I’m doing the 
Comedy Store in Sydney, which is the best 
room in the entire country, and it’s a bit 
bigger than the Mt Lawley Bowling Club 
in Perth, so it probably works out to be 
the same amount of tickets for both runs. 
Happy now? 

HS: What kind of comedy show are you 
putting on for the festival, are we talking 
narrative, one-liners, dad jokes?

TB: The show is structured around one 
main story about a homophobic taxi driver 

I met in Newcastle, but from that spirals a 
bunch of stories and jokes about MDMA, 
the death penalty, gonorrhoea, my hairy 
back and Michael Cera.  My dad has seen 
the show and said that he liked “some 
parts”.  

HS: If you could assassinate any talented 
up and coming comedian at this year’s 
festival, who would it be?

TB: Corey White. That profoundly 
talented arsehole won the Best Comedy 
at Sydney Fringe last year and Best 
Newcomer at Melbourne Comedy 
Festival this year and it’s all extremely 
well deserved because he’s original and 
hilarious. BLAST HIM! BLAAAAAST!

Tom Ballard

tale for Kumiko: The Treasure Hunter. 
Takako has been replaced by Kumiko, a 
Tokyo native who, disillusioned with her 
monotonous job and the dull cityscape, 
travels to Minnesota to find the fortune 
from Fargo; an apocryphal fortune lost and 
then found within cultural memory.

Enamoured with a grainy VHS copy 
of Fargo, in which the tape inevitably 
deteriorates with every play, Kumiko 
becomes the surrogate for us, an audience 
for whom deriding Kumiko’s delusions 
would be easy, if not for the fact that we too 
have made compromises and displeased 
those around us in pursuit of an artistic 
self-understanding. Fargo was the film 
that reshaped my understanding of film, 
art and memory. Hence, hyperbolic as it 
sounds, Kumiko’s journey is one which 
parallels my own experience of cinema. 
Where Fargo made me a cinephile, Fargo 
makes Kumiko delusional; but when 
cinema is inherently the expression of 
illusion, is there much of a difference?

The Zellners carry on the Coens’ 
commentary on damaging ambition 
and existential contentment, and, like 
the Coens, manage to find melancholy 
in the bizarre––Kumiko’s deliberate 
abandonment of her rabbit on a train is a 
moment of tremendous heartbreak––and 
warmth within the cold, with glimpses 
of Mid-Western hospitality peppered 
throughout the film. 

This is all while narrowly dodging the 
temptations of twee quirkiness. Kumiko’s 
costume in the latter stages of the film, 
wearing a colourfully patterned quilt 
stolen from a hotel, seems to reflect the 
sensibility of indie cinema, straining for 
offbeat character idiosyncrasies for the 
sake of being peculiar. Yet Kumiko’s quilted 
attire is authentic to her characterisation; 
a desperate, penniless soul ill-prepared to 
combat the harsh winter of Minnesota.

Thus, Kumiko becomes the spiritual 
antithesis of Sofia Coppola’s Lost in 

Translation: a Japanese woman, wracked 
with solitude and ennui, travels to The 
New World in search of self-knowledge, 
but abandons the humanity she encounters 
at every opportunity. 

It seems unfair to continually compare 
Kumiko to Fargo––the pacing of Kumiko is 
considerably slower, and its tone is more 
quiet than comical, though there are some 
particularly abrasive non-diegetic noises––
but the Zellners’ explicit intertextuality 
facilitates such comparisons. Where 
Fargo ends with the hope of renewal 
after the carnage, with protagonist Marge 
contentedly sighing that there’s only “two 
more months” until the birth of her baby, 
there’s a sad yet cathartic finality implied 
in Kumiko. 

When all the humans have shuffled off 
this mortal coil, the icy purgatory that is 
the environment will remain, as indelible 
as ever.
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Bennett Sheldon reviews SUDS’ House Party.

Growing up in the Sydney private 
school system, where everybody 

was so bored with privilege that we were 
desperate for any drama to Degrassi up our 
otherwise vanilla, knee-high-sock lives, 
we thought house parties were the answer. 
If we were regular high school students by 
day, by night we were D&Ming, never-
have-I-evering machines. Looking back, 
these things may have been inevitable, 
not just due to alcohol, but also to the 
sheer density of emotion and perspectives 
physically trapped in such a finite space. 
Directors Nicky Cayless and Charlie 
O’Grady use this to great advantage in 
constructing the intensely immersive 
world of SUDS’ House Party.

House Party takes 
the form of a 
22nd celebration 

at which the audience (and actors) are 
guests. The presumed axioms of theatre 
are cast aside as, rather than sit in a bank 
and watch the show, the audience is left 
free to wander around and interact with 
the actors—and each other—however 
they please. There is no script, there are 
no restrictions on how events need to play 
out, there is only an impressive amount of 
character and relationship work and what 
happens at the party. Like most parties 
the result is climactic, and serves as its 
justification to be considered theatre, not 
just “drinks in the cellar”. 

At all points, however, the evolution of 
events feels organic to the evening, and 
this is the production’s greatest merit. 
Whilst some goal points clearly exist 
and clear, preexisting conflicts between 
characters, it is through interaction with 

audience members that these tensions 
grow to a point. I felt throughout the 
show that the audience’s behaviour 

directly affected the actors and mood 
around me, and 

whilst we perhaps couldn’t change the 
destination, the actors drew on us as the 
fuel to reach it.

Like a good BBQ (sequel?) there were 
plenty of chops on offer from the ensemble 
cast (Elliott Miller, Jenna Owen, Maddie 
Houlbrook-Walk, Maddie Parker, Michael 
Cameron, Monisha Rudhran, Nick 
Welsh, and Reuben Ward) who showed 
great skill in both traditional character 
based performance and improvisation.
One friend of mine who didn’t know any 
of the actors noted that she was often 
unable to discern who was an actor and 
who was an audience member. This itself 
touches on one of the more interesting 
questions raised by House Party, as the 
line between performance and reality is 
blurred. Due to the pressure inherent to 
such social situations, I was at times less 
capable at being myself than actors were 
at being their constructed characters. That, 
coupled with the palpable awkwardness 
which emerged throughout the evening, 
elucidates the performances we all undergo 

in such intensely social situations. The 
audience were unwittingly performing 

too, but ironically with less rehearsal time. 

My only note for the show would be 
that it at times seemed to pursue its 
prepared tensions too doggedly, rather 
than leaving room to explore previous 
unknown emerging tensions, but I feel 
like this may have been symptomatic of an 
opening night show, and I fully expect the 
cast to relax into a more open spectrum 
of narrative. Ultimately, this show is 
going to be different every night, and it 
makes me want to go back—I don’t just 
want to watch it again, I want to play it 
again. At times aspects of the actors shone 
through, or physicality seemed unnatural 
in heightened moments, but these details 
are superfluous to what makes the show 
as wonderful as it is. Cayless and O’Grady 
set out to create an immersive, interactive 
piece of theatre which uses the intense 
dynamic of a House Party to heighten a 
theatrical end and they did so successfully, 
with a fantastic cast. 

See this show, be a part of it, it’s not like 
any other show (or party) you’ll attend this 
year.

Saturday Night Drama

In a year saturated with reflections on 
a century of Australia’s involvement in 

global conflict, Sydney Chamber Opera’s 
adaptation of David Malouf ’s novella, Fly 
Away Peter, is as thoughtful and beautiful 
an offering on the matter as we are likely 
to see. Like the original, this operatic 
restaging aims to contrast the delicate 
beauty of the internality of the human 
mind with the thick, mortal, earthen 
reality of war.

This production realises the base half 
of the dichotomy beautifully; the set is 
heavy and structural (Elizabeth Gadsby’s 
design is just stunning—especially when 
it interacts with the lighting work of 
Verity Hampson); the lowest sections of 
the orchestra triumph; and the extensive 
use of clay is (at times excessive, but, by 
and large) haunting. The sense of war as 
an ancient machine, fuelled by blood, and 
ten thousand years old is terrible, lucid and 
impressive.

This horrible place is made more severe 
by Elliott Gyger’s score. His atonal, 
dissonant melodies offer no catharsis and 
shrink characters, whose countermelodies 
are dwarfed by the noise of the abstract 
battlefield.

Not all of the evocation of war is so abstract. 
There are spectacular, literal sounds of 
conflict, too. The double-bassist’s bomber 
overhead is uncanny ( Jaan Pallandi plays 
the whole part very well), while trombonist 
Matthew Harrison’s klaxon beggars belief. 
The effect is an awful soundscape. It is 
unrelentingly awful.

Special mention must go to Alison Pratt 
who masters as many instruments as she 
does moods on percussion. She nails an 
exhausting part and, be it with whistle, 
timpani, xylophone or snare, her impact 
on the soundscape is very welcome, every 
time.

The impressiveness of the earthy parts 
of this show is undermined by a lack of 
contrast. For all the centrality of Jim 
Saddler’s fascination with birdwatching, 
the lightness, sweetness, and airiness 
of his passion never makes a satisfying 
counterpoint to the digging and the muck. 
For all that the performers try to imply 
hopes that fly beyond their place in space 
and time, the gestures ultimately only feel 
like gestures.

The show does get the ethereal right 
occasionally. While emulating birdsong 

is a challenge, the orchestra is up to the 
task. And Jessica Aszodi’s sung kestrel is 
a brilliant addition to a chilling vignette.

All the performers’ voices are technically 
spot on. Unfortunately, the trained rigour 
with which Saddler (Mitchell Reilly) 
attacks every sung syllable comes at 
the expense of anything like character. 
Brenton Spiteri, though, brings a beautiful, 
warm characterisation to all of his roles, 
and each of their voices. His movement 
is equally elegant. He is a joy to watch. 
Aszodi’s upper register is at times sublime, 
at times chilling and always incredible.

Partly because the score was built around 
many solos, every instrument really shone 
at least once. It’s a pity that many of the 
performance highlights were so individual, 
because in the few instances where the 
three actors sing in unison, the effect is 
mind blowing.

Indeed, the show is full of the 
devastatingly beautiful. The pail graveyard 
is heartbreaking and (though the lighting 
changes become rapid and schizophrenic) 
the slower silhouettes and tableaux that 
frame mounting hills and going over 
trenches are flawing. Pierce Wilcox 

ensures that the language is up to the task 
of enabling these images. His libretto is 
exceptional.

I didn’t enjoy the compulsion to sing 
every line of the libretto, especially in a 
new work from a company that prides 
itself on making contemporary theatre. So 
much of the early dialogue bucks against 
it. The simplicity of Malouf ’s text in the 
first portions of the show is marred by 
its tedious delivery across many bars. The 
contrived musicality of lines, clearly to be 
spoken, becomes a problem again when 
names are listed, and scenes want to feel 
colloquial. Having every line sung really 
detracted from the special highs of the 
melodies, and robbed the show of a chance 
to ground itself in a different way. 

But the criticisms pale in the face of the 
Sydney Chamber Opera manifesto. There 
are few companies willing to take the risk 
that is currently on offer at Carriageworks.  
Production after production in Australia 
this year has promised and will promise to 
boldly grapple with the landmark events 
that birthed a nation.  Fly Away Peter takes 
up the challenge in earnest and makes a 
powerful contribution to the national 
cultural landscape, without raising a gun.

Reimagining the Entrenched 
Patrick Morrow saw Sydney Chamber Opera’s Fly Away Peter and didn’t need his lorgnettes.
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No Rhyme or Reason
When Peter Walsh’s rap career bottomed out, he turned to analysis. 

A day after Kendrick Lamar released 
The Blacker The Berry, Pulitzer 

Prize winning author Michael Chabon 
annotated it for Genius.com. The symbolism 
was obvious: Michael Chabon—respected 
member of the cultural elite—welcomes 
another artist into the sect. If Kendrick 
hadn’t made it yet, he had now. His album 
was called a classic, and it had not even 
been released. I cannot prove this was a 
media stunt, though Chabon likely had 
encountered Genius executive editor 
Sasha Frere-Jones when they were both 
associated with The New Yorker. But what 
kind of wisdom was Michael Chabon 
bringing to the table? 

“So why did I weep when Trayvon Martin 
was in the street?

When gang banging make me kill a nigga 
blacker than me?

Hypocrite!”

“In this final couplet, Kendrick Lamar 
employs a rhetorical move akin to—and 
in its way even more devastating than—
Common’s move in the last line of “I Used to 
Love H.E.R.”: snapping an entire lyric into 
place with a surprise revelation of something 
hitherto left unspoken. In “H.E.R.”, Common 
reveals the identity of the song’s “her”—hip 
hop itself—forcing the listener to re-evaluate 
the entire meaning and intent of the song. 
Here, Kendrick Lamar reveals the nature of 
the enigmatic hypocrisy that the speaker has 
previously confessed to three times in the song 
without elaborating: that he grieved over the 
murder of Trayvon Martin when he himself 
has been responsible for the death of a young 
black man. Common’s “her” is not a woman 
but hip hop itself; Lamar’s “I” is not (or not 
only) Kendrick Lamar but his community as 
a whole. This revelation forces the listener to 
a deeper and broader understanding of the 
song’s “you”, and to consider the possibility 
that “hypocrisy” is, in certain situations, a 
much more complicated moral position than is 
generally allowed, and perhaps an inevitable 
one.”

With a verbosity that would make 
Polonius blush, Chabon arbitrarily picks 

a song by Common1 and suggests some 
relation,2 but this is the kind of analysis 
that academic-types pay, and it plays into 
the same kind of anthropologising of 
black culture that I just hate.

Though perhaps I’m going too fast too 
soon. Genius (formerly Rap Genius) is 
a kind of Sparknotes for cultural literacy. 
It collates annotations of lyrics, literature, 
and legal statutes, though previously only 
dealt with rap. In that tenure, it peddled a 
transactional kind of cultural knowledge, 
granting the uninitiated an understanding 
of rap’s particularly dense mythology. 
In doing so, it created a hierarchy that 
preferences highly allusive/interpretable 
‘good’ music over music which is not. You 
don’t need a guidebook to understand 
Lil Wayne when he says “these crooked 
ass cops still winning/Black man family 
still mourning/Black president ain’t do 
nothing/We need a real nigga up in that 
office”, and Rap Genius would have you 
believe that’s a bad thing. It creates an 
arbitrary standard—one entirely outside 
of hip hop, and presumably propagated 
by white people—that forces hip hop 
through the same analytical sieve we might 
apply to Romantic poetry. It stratifies the 
ghettoisation of a kind of music that found 
its origins in transcending the ghetto. 

We see the effect of this shit in the way 
Lil B is decimated for rhymes like “Treat 
rules like windows/I was breaking the 
rules” or for having hooks like “Sunshine 
Sunshine, Looking For That Sunshine/
No Black Person Is Ugly Don’t Say That 
One Time”, or for having an entire song 
where he just says “I Love You”. He’s 
described as insignificant and uneducated 
(and that’s the most conservative of the 
criticism I’ve read of him), the same way 
Lil Wayne is described as untalented for 
rhyming “Nigga” with “Nigga” (though 
if critics wanted, they could interpret 
that recurring word at the end of the 
line as ‘epistrophe’).3 This kind of plain 
text interpretation utterly discounts the 
emphasis outside of the text and allows 
rhymes to be discounted as juvenile 
despite the complexity in the way they’re 
being performed, as when Ghostface drops 
“Ghostface!/Catch the blast of a hype 
verse!/My glock burst, leaving a hearse, 
I did worse!”, which feels just shattering 
when you hear it. I guess how I’d like 
to respond is by saying that rhetorical 
flourish is not necessary—you can get the 
same effect from flow, emphasis, or even 
just the sound—but, in the alternative, 
if it was important, then that kind of 
rhetorical flourish is far more prevalent 
than people would think.  If we try to 
actually render a line as said, we come up 
to a whole number of other problems of 
interpretation, but perhaps get a clearer 
picture of what’s going on, as in American 
Terrorist: “We came through the storm/
nooses-on-our-necks/and a small-pox 
blan-ket t’ keep us warm.”4 ( Jay Z, on the 
other hand, is highly regarded enough that 
nobody makes fun of him when he says “I 
pack heat like I’m an oven door”). It’s also 

interesting to examine how these 
songs outside the mainstream 

critical consensus (while 
still remaining within hip hop 

critical consensus) fare on Genius.  
When Rich Homie Quan raps 
“Don’t care what them white 
folks say” in the context of 

ignoring a warrant, one 
lone contributor on Genius 

interprets the line as “white folks = court 
of law”, which seems closer to the mark 
than anything Chabon could say. It’s also 
possible to interpret Emily Dickinson’s 
“I’m nobody—who are you?—are you—
nobody—too?” as basically identical to 
Chief Keef ’s “Who you!? I Don’t Know 
You!” but this analysis didn’t take me too 
far in my English tutorial and I doubt it’ll 
work in yours either.

We also end up evaluating a song’s quality 
based on how it conforms to a narrative 
(one that we probably propagate). It’s 
utterly fine for a pop icon like Taylor Swift 
to sing banally about her own life, but if 
Wacka Flocka Flame says something 
confessional along the lines of “When my 
lil’ brother died I said fuck school”, he’s 
cooked. Rap critic Noz often talks of Nas’s 
“project windows vision”: that he could 
look outside and interpret/translate the 
experience of his entire community into 
verses. I’m not at all qualified to evaluate 
the veracity of that claim, so I won’t even 
try, but I will say that there seems to be a 
fundamental disconnect between the hip 
hop that’s granted that critical approval 
and the hip hop that’s being listened to, 
almost as if we’re asking these artists to 
look through the window only so long as 
it’s one we can empathise with.5

If you watched videos from Ferguson, 
you might have heard protesters chanting 
Boosie Badazz’s Fuck The Police at riot 
squads. Today, this song sits with only 8 
contributions on Genius. As for Kendrick 
Lamar, he’s still a victim of the critical 
overzealousness that ignores people like 
Boosie. The establishment is so eager 
to anoint him rap’s saviour that they’re 
silencing everything individual about 
him. He can’t speak intimately about any 
experience without being made a stand-in 
repudiator for every perceived social ill. If 
there’s a resolution it’s a simple one: don’t 
impose on the music you’re listening to, 
and if the white liberal media is telling 
you about rap, you should probably stop 
listening. 

1.  Who recently won an Oscar, presumably attaining that same 
literary approval one needs to be taken seriously.
2.  Off the top of my head, other songs that do the exact same 
thing: Stan – Eminem; Da Art Of Storytelling pt. 1 – Outkast; or even Kendrick’s 
own awful No Make Up (Her Vice).
3.  As has been noted elsewhere, Lil Wayne also deserves props for 
normalising rapping about cunnilingus, which is not exactly relevant but is 
interesting. We’ve come a long way since Kool G Rap rapped “Because you gotta be 
brave to eat the tuna, G/So when it comes to pussy-lickin’, I’m the chicken of the sea”.
4.  And it continues: “With a seven-forty-seven on the pent-a-goooon lawwwn/
Wake-Up! The alarm clock is connected to a bomb.” That’s the kind of  rhythm we get 
in Hopkins and some Heaney, by the way. 

5.  People might also ask whether some of the critical skimming 
is a good thing. Hip hop’s obviously got a lot to answer for in terms of 
propagating some types of oppression, and for every Nicki Minaj there are 
ten Drakes. But this looks like a strange hierarchy of oppression, the same 
way everything Nicki did in “Once” in terms of rejecting narratives about 
her was discounted on the basis of some—admittedly ill-advised—fascist 
iconography in the music video. It does have the great line: “I never fucked 
Wayne/I never fucked Drake/my whole life man fuck sake/If I did, I’d 
probably ménage with ‘em/and make ‘em eat my ass like a cupcake”, which 
has at least the same number of rhetorical devices as anything I’ve read 
from Yeats.
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Evil Jobs
The subjects of the following stories were all just following orders.

When my sister graduated from 
university she didn’t have a job 

lined up. She watched a lot of TV, made 
aspirational lists and sent out a tonne 
of applications. Mostly legal stuff—
internships, research jobs that sort of thing. 

After a few months and a couple of quarter-
life crises, one application came back 
successful. She scored a job in The Hague 
with the International Criminal Tribunal for 
the former Yugoslavia. The Tribunal was an 
offshoot of the United Nations, established 
in the 90s to prosecute crimes committed 
during the wars in the then Yugoslavia, 
when ethnic tension bubbled over into 
violence. It was for VIP criminals only—
the top-level officials and commanders who 
had overseen the violence. These weren’t 
the guys who actually shot the civilians or 
macheted the children. They’d ordered their 
henchmen to do it. 

My sister was no longer unemployed. Yay! 
But she also wasn’t employed to prosecute 
the men who had (literally, or depending 
on who you spoke to, allegedly) committed 
genocide. No, my sister chose to work on 
the genocide defence team. Specifically, she 
was to defend Radovan Karadzic, better 

known as the ‘Butcher of Bosnia’. 

Karadzic was the first President of the 
Republika Srpska and Supreme Commander 
of the Bosnian Serb armed forces during 
the break up of Yugoslavia. He’s pretty bad 
as far as genocide-committing commanders 
go. His rap sheet includes five counts of 
crimes against humanity, three counts of 
violations of the laws of war, and one breach 
of the Geneva Convention. As Supreme 
Commander, he was accused of ordering 
the Srebrenica genocide, where more than 
8000 Bosniaks (mainly men and young 
boys) were murdered. Most of them were 
refugees who had gathered in the area to 
seek protection within the UN compound 
there. It was also under Karadzic’s command 
that Bosnian Serb forces initiated the Siege 
of Sarajevo. This lasted four years and 
resulted in the death of over 5000 civilians. 
He went underground in the late 1990s, 
though they finally caught him in 2008. 
He had been masquerading as a new age 
expert in alternative medicine named ‘D. 
D. David’, and, legit, was making a living 
offering treatment for sexual problems 
using ‘Human Quantum Energy’, whatever 
that is.  

When she first arrived in The Hague, bright 
eyed and fresh from law school, my sister 
was told she had to meet the Butcher one-
on-one. Apparently he insisted on meeting 
every single intern individually. I’m not sure 
if they met in his prison cell. She did say he 
was charming though. He asked about her 
life, what Australia was like, did she have a 
boyfriend. They chatted politely for a while 
then he presented her with a large framed 
photograph of himself and signed it. It was 
too perfect: a psychopathic, egomaniacal 
genocide-committer who actually gave out 
signed photographs of himself. 

My sister was one of the only non-Serbians 
on the defence team. Take from that what 
you will. Some of the other interns still 
referred to him around the office as ‘the 
President’. Their tasks were varied. One 
girl had to watch footage of massacres 
and translate it from Serbian to English. 
She wasn’t a native English speaker, so 
often asked my sister to explain the subtle 
differences between certain words—
things like ‘charred’, ‘burned’, ‘singed’ and 
‘scorched’. The speakers in the video used 
those words a lot post-massacre. They were 
referring to human flesh, by the way, not 
buildings.  

Little old men and women would regularly 
turn up at the court, wrapped in shawls—
witnesses who sobbed on the stand through 
long hours of testimony, recounting the 
horrors they’d seen, the family members 
murdered. Most of them had travelled for 
hours from small rural towns to be there. 
Karadzic would stare them down in the 
Court. My sister would sit behind him, 
staring them down as well. 

The defence team wasn’t popular in The 
Hague. It was only recently that they 
were actually allowed in the Tribunal’s 
cafeteria. Before that they had to eat lunch 
on the lawns outside the building while 
prosecution and the Court’s entire admin 
team got a hot lunch inside. It was sort of 
like UN Mean Girls, except Regina George 
was bullying genocide defenders, not the 
fat ugly girl with bad eyebrows. I think 
people realised they were needed—sure yes, 
everyone needs a lawyer—but that doesn’t 
mean you actually had to like them. 

I noticed she started to talk about her work 
differently. The history was ‘complicated’. 
There were two sides to the story, that sort 
of thing. She started asking my Dad for 
recommendations for histories of Serbia. 
Then she started to complain that a lot 
of the major works on the subject were 
‘biased’. When home for a brief visit, she 
hijacked Christmas day lunch with a 
four-hour explanation of the conflict that 
sounded, frankly, pretty opinionated to me. 

She was meant to be there for 3 months. She 
ended up working there for 18. The entire 
thing was unpaid. When she eventually 
moved on, she’d catch the train back on 
weekends to help them out. She told me 
it wasn’t weird. She was one of the more 
experienced people and they needed her to 
help out occasionally. ‘They’ of course being 
the Butcher of Bosnia, killer of children, 
murderer of thousands. 

What actually is the defence to genocide, 
you might ask. Good question. No one 
was disputing the deaths, it just seemed to 
involve a lot pedantic attention to different 
categories. Was five thousand deaths a 
‘genocide’ or just ‘mass murder’? The whole 
thing was a long, slow and laboured exercise 
in establishing an historical record, while 
the men who’d murdered civilians got to 
play the star role in a drawn out re-creation 
of their evil. 

Defending Genocide
Alex O’Connor

One of my earliest jobs after high 
school was working for Danoz Direct 

in a trendy inner suburb. As a university 
student with no family to help finance my 
studies, I took any job I could get.  I was a 
phone saleswoman for a company, which 
exploited (poor) customers into buying 
products advertised on television. Think 
the ‘all-in-one’ mop and vacuum, the ab 
king pro and other ‘amazing’ machines 
that enable you to lose weight without 
working hard—all for the low price of 
$99, plus postage and handling. Judging 
from the complaints we received, the 
products were far cheaper than the price 
tags we attached to them.

Conversations followed a strict script. 
When callers rang us up, we had to 
congratulate them for being one of the “first 
fifty callers” (this was generally a lie), “which 
means you’re able to receive this spectacular 
sapphire stoneware pan”. We’d give them 
more information about the product—“this 

pan is the only one of its kind with sapphire 
technology, its made from real sapphire, 
the food cooked is simply superb”—before 
starting the ‘upsell’.

“Because you’re one of our first fifty callers 
Shaza, I want to tell you about some 
special promotions we have just today, 
and just for you!”. The aim of upsell was 
to add extensions which would allow 
us to make $500-$1500 out of each 
sale. The immorality of this transaction 
always became apparent when we asked 
the customer when they’d like the sale 
to be debited. The people buying the 
products were typically those with the 
lowest incomes; migrants and people 
on Centrelink benefits. I remember 
one woman who asked me to debit the 
transaction on a Monday, because she 
had “got four kids at the moment, so my 
Centrelink comes in next Monday”.  I 
froze when she told me her delivery 
address—‘Claymore, 2559’—one of the 

most troubled and socially disadvantaged 
areas in Sydney.

It was always heart breaking hearing 
customers talk over the phone about their 
struggles to pay, and struggles in general. It 
was hard to be the one who was listening 
to their naivety and their vulnerabilities 
and taking advantage of it. But what was 
I going to do?

I quit the job a few weeks in because 
the people I was being paid to exploit 
reminded me too much of my parents. I’m 
the daughter of a refugee, and my mother 
would buy things from companies like 
these, which she mistakenly thought was 
beneficial for her health. On one sale, I was 
speaking to a man with broken English; 
whom I suspected also came from an 
Asian background. My guilt got the best 
of me; I told him to save his money and I 
hung up the phone. From that moment, I 
quit my job.

Danoz Direct
Summer Lea
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Working as a street fundraiser 
seemed like an easy way to make 

some quick money. Getting the job was 
a speedy process, requiring that I meet 
with some of the team leaders, do a few 
roleplays and group activities, and then 
wait a few days before getting hired. It was 
also full time, perfect for a holiday job.

Later I realised why this job was also 
known as a ‘chugger’, or ‘charity mugger’. 
The basic elements of the job involved 
harassing people on the street and trying 
to make them fork over their credit card 
details to a stranger in a colourful t-shirt. 
Worse still, albeit no fault of the charity or 
the chugger, the people who seemed to be 
most receptive to our requests were people 
from poorer backgrounds and areas, while 
the snobbish rich had already perfected 

their ‘go fuck yourself ’ response—once 
even violently.

Thankfully, I worked for a relatively ethical 
organisation (in-house employment, no 
commissions, no donations from the 
unemployed or students), but we still had 
quotas to meet and bad social practices 
were common.

It was commonplace to treat your job like 
flirting. Chuggers would target people of 
the opposite sex. Sometimes this would 
be just for kicks—people our age were 
unlikely to have the job necessary to fund 
a lengthy donation regime. One classic 
‘pick up (donations) line’ went:

‘Are you Russian?’
‘No?’

‘Well then why are you rushing so fast!’

Again, it was a much more jovial and 
lighthearted atmosphere where I worked. 
But I saw how others worked too—after 
all, you tended to visit the same busy 
places as other organisations. How some 
other chuggers operated was bordering 
on sexual harassment, with people in the 
quest for keeping their jobs somehow 
letting go of basic principles of etiquette 
and not being a predatory fuckwit.

The principles of the job were an important 
aspect, but for a lot of other chuggers who 
worked for the marketing companies; the 
job was just a job. Some chuggers would 
openly say how they didn’t give a shit 
about, say, poor children in Africa or cancer 
or whatever. Some chuggers had to carry 

around fake petitions that would solely 
be used as a contact list to call people and 
pester them for donations. There would 
also be scouts at some places—I was 
once approached by one of these charity 
marketing groups and told about their 
great commission rates and wages.

I actually quite enjoyed working as a 
chugger, although I eventually quit before 
I could get fired for not making the final 
probation quota. You worked outdoors, 
you were usually paired with someone 
great, and you did meet new people. But 
I was one of the few who worked in a 
reasonably decent organisation—many of 
the others I met in the cutthroat world of 
chugging were ruthless in their approach 
to make their commission and their boss’s 
commission.

Charity Mugging
Rafi Alam

Working event hospitality, your job 
will often have you at functions 

that you question the existence of; i.e. 
Westinghouse Kitchen Appliances’ launch 
of their new range, with the guest of 
honour being Gerry Harvey, founder of 
Harvey Norman. But rarely do you find 
yourself serving patrons at an event that 
you would describe as ‘evil’.

Perhaps it’s too harsh of a word. Barbarous; 
savage; cruel? Maybe these terms better 
suit the description of the events held at 
the Royal Randwick Racecourse. Horse 
racing impressively combines animal 
cruelty with the fuelling of gambling 
addictions, a concoction with ingredients 
that are in no way admirable, but that 
actually appears to result in a lot of fun. 

This perspective comes from the other 
side of the bar. Last year, I found myself 
working within an efficient squadron of 

bartenders, waiters and waitresses. Our 
aim? To pump our helpless patrons full of 
alcohol and high quality pub food, and to 
magically turn their wallets into betting 
dockets. 

Hired from an external event agency, 
I’m not writing out of loyalty to my 
fellow staff as, contradictory to the event 
description, the people working at the 
races are some of the most efficient, kind 
and laid back hospitality workers I’ve met. 
As are the patrons, even when they’re 
getting shit-faced on gallons of Veuve 
Cliquot. During my last shift one of my 
more kindred customers formed a bet 
placing union with me. She’d give me the 
money, I’d go to the TAB machine, and 
put money both on her horse preference 
and a choice of my own. Again, gambling 
makes me nervous, but here I was having 
the time of my life.

But my memorable experiences working 
here exist because of an organisation 
founded in animal cruelty. I cannot stand 
animal cruelty, both on a moral and 
emotional level. I cried in that Futurama 
episode where Fry’s dog Seymour patiently 
waits for his master to return. I’ve got no 
stomach for those graphic Facebook posts 
of dogs dragged behind cars. But when I’m 
working at Randwick, this context fades 
into the background music, mixed into the 
melody of Sam Smith and the tribal cries 
of gluttonous businessmen commanding 
the jockey and steed to ‘GO! FUCKING! 
FASTER! GODDAMNIT!’.

If I had stronger convictions I’d hang up 
my brushed suede apron and storm out of 
that establishment, but if you put happy 
people and a welcoming environment 
around something that damages the lives 
of both animals and humans, people tend 
to forget the latter is even there.

The Races
Harry Welsh

Honi’s 
Rankings:
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When asked to write about ‘evil’, 
the first two thoughts to enter my 

head were ‘Scientology!’ and ‘those damn 
anti-vaxxers!’ As any right-thinking, non-
evil person would, I proceeded to Google 
furiously to find some link between the 
two. I mean, surely there is a unity of evil 
just like there is a unity of the good, and 
we all know which side we’re on.

Unfortunately, however, I could find no 
evidence of a giant evil conspiracy linking 
anti-vax groups and Scientology. I must 
admit I got the latter confused with the 
First Church of Christ, Scientist over in 
Glebe, who were made famous recently 
by their exclusion from the Abbott 

government’s recent vaccination laws. (The 
First Church of Christ, Scientist, by the 
way, are pretty cool: their founder, Mary 
Baker Eddy, brought a witchcraft charge 
in 1878 against a guy called Spofford in 
Salem, Massachusetts. She was supported 
in this charge by, amongst others, Amos 
Bronson Alcott, who was a famous New 
England educator, friends with Ralph 
Waldo Emerson and Thoreau, and the 
founder of the ‘Fruitlands’ commune in 
Harvard. His second daughter was Louisa 
May Alcott, author of Little Women.)

In any case, the reason why Christian 
Scientists don’t vaccinate is that they 
believe all matter is unreal, and hence 

that attempting to treat illness using 
material intervention (i.e. vaccines) 
only impedes true spiritual healing. 
(The Transcendentalists like Alcott and 
Emerson believed something similar, 
that true reality or God is spiritual.) We 
apparently not-crazy lefties make a similar 
sort of argument in other areas: we claim, 
for instance, that trying to fix the drug 
problem via increased policing (material 
intervention) won’t work; we have to 
address the underlying social (spiritual) 
problems. So, really, the Christian 
Scientists aren’t that nuts. But are they 
evil?

One is tempted to say here, quoting 

Hannah Arendt, that evil can come from 
the most banal of origins. Maybe then 
the anti-vaxxers and the Scientologists, 
despite being well-intentioned, could still 
be evil insofar as their banality results in 
terrible things. Adolf Eichmann’s evil, 
for Arendt, arose out of nothing more 
demonic than ‘sheer thoughtlessness’. But 
if that is in fact the case, then perhaps we 
should be more careful with our own small 
thoughtless actions and our unexamined 
beliefs: just like the author of Little Women, 
we may find ourselves—good as we are—
connected, unexpectedly and inexplicably, 
to things we may wish to call evil.

Afterword on Evil
Yarran Hominh is a philosophy lecturer and academic.

I spent three years working in an 
independent Inner-Western Dive Bar. 

Like most bars of its type, it relied almost 
exclusively on revenue derived from poker 
machines and alcoholics. 

It didn’t take me very long at all before 
I had learnt the name of every customer. 
Josh* came in every day after work to 
blow money on the TAB, and purchase 
several rounds before heading home. 
Henry* permanently sat out the back in 
the beer garden, drinking and reading 
the newspaper. I never saw him arrive, 
but I always had to ask him to leave at 
midnight. By far the worst was Eric,* who 
would drink an average of 13 drinks per 
night (I got so bored I tallied them).

The alcoholics seldom mixed with the 
gamblers. You could expect conversation 
from the drinkers, especially about sports. 
The poker machine stalwarts, however, 
were not a social bunch. Only two 
individuals would acknowledge me in the 

‘VIP room’. Everyone else would sit on 
their stools, hitting buttons, losing hours 
of their life. Multiple times I had to clean 
urine off of a stool—the players had been 
too enveloped in their games to move. 

I was able to remain at the pub for so long 
by removing myself from the reality of the 
place. I did not, for the better part of my 
employment, think of most of the patrons 
as people. It was almost impossible to 
consider someone who spent 8 hours in 
any venue like ours a human. Someone 
who drinks themselves into a stupor every 
night couldn’t possibly have a family or 
friends, right? 

The catalyst for my resignation came in 
the form of three armed hold ups. They 
made me realise the numbing effect the 
bar had on patrons and staff. When I 
realised that I was being paid as a result 
of exploitation, my employment was no 
longer morally justifiable. The pub is still 
open for gamblers and alcoholics.

Publican
Daniel Russell

Working as a bookkeeper for an 
online betting company is akin 

to flying a drone.  Customers are colour-
coded based on their betting history, giving 
the bookies a visual point of reference for 
every punt that comes in. Orange means 
you’re a professional, which results in 
punitive restrictions over how much you 
can win, while green—VIPS, or softs—are 
the hard-gambling incapables, who are 
let on to bet as much as they want under 
the assumption they won’t make it back. 
Worse, once they lose, you’ve got them 
on the chase, and they’ll keep betting 
(“no longer punting, just gambling”) with 
the odds resting firmly with the house. 
The bigger firms go even further: they’ll 
observe a punter’s preferences and, in the 
case of real high rollers, offer box seats 
to sporting events to maintain goodwill 
while they fleece your pockets.  

The offices are open plan, and the bookies 
share with customer service and another 
department, whose job it is to pursue 

company debt. Customers are allowed 
on with credit, and those who fail to 
make their repayments are confronted to 
pay, and then referred to legal. Nobody 
knows what happens then, they work on 
a different floor. Each desk has multiple 
computer screens, on which all the data for 
all events and incoming bets are displayed, 
and employees have been known to pass 
tips on to friends when there’s a disparity 
between their odds and someone else’s. The 
bookies do not use telephones—phone 
betting is small, and accessed through an 
offsite call centre—and when I asked my 
friend what he thought of that he replied: 

“Not having any interaction makes it a lot 
easier, because there’s no face to it. It feels 
good when you’re winning and you’re up 
twenty grand, but on the other end there’s 
some poor bastard who’s lost twenty grand, 
and I don’t think I could do that if I had 
to sit across from him and take his money.”

Online Betting
Bridie Collins

Some names in this feature spread have been changed.
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T he Very Reverend Peter Catt is the 
Dean of Brisbane’s St John’s Anglican 

Cathedral. He formed the lobby group 
Progressive Christians Australia to give a 
voice to liberal-minded Christians. He talks 
here to Alex Downie about the struggles of 
generating media attention, the role the church 
plays in enabling domestic violence, and his 
unorthodox personal path to Christianity.

HS: How did you become religious? 

PC: I’m not from a religious family at 
all, in fact in my teen years I was quite 
militantly atheistic. I did a PhD in 
evolutionary biology, and through that 
process I discovered the idea of being 
struck by awe. Eventually I appreciated 
that that was a religious experience, and 
I found a home in the Anglican church, 
which in my experience is open to helping 
people explore the synthesis between 
science and religion. 

HS: How did your family react to you 
becoming religious?

PC: My dad was a bit disturbed at first, 
but when he realised that I wasn’t going to 
lose my social conscience, and in fact that 
I understood my religious faith as actually 
requiring social justice, he was cool with it.

HS: You’re the president of the progressive 
group, Christian Voice Australia. I was 
wondering what prompted you to start the 
group?

PC: A bunch of us thought that people 
who were politically progressive weren’t 
doing enough to be organised. There were 
a lot of conservative lobby groups doing 
a good job of getting out there, and we 
thought it was important for there to 
be more than one Christian voice in the 
public sphere. 

HS: Have you found the media has been 
receptive to a stronger Christian voice?

PC: I think there is a large sector of the 
media that prefers to be able to set up a 
clash, who like the idea of conservative 
Christians clashing with social 
progressives. We’re a bit surprised by how 
often our press releases get no traction at 
all. 

HS: Do you think that religious groups 
have a role to play in politics? What do 
you say to people who say there should be 
a separation of church and politics?

PC: My understanding is that even people 
who aren’t involved with politics are 
involved with politics in the status quo. 
You’re either advocating for change, or 

you’re supporting the current situation. So 
with refugee policy for instance, people are 
either advocating for a change in policy, or 
they’re signalling that they’re OK with the 
current policy and therefore complicit in 
Australia’s appalling treatment of asylum 
seekers. Politics works best when as many 
people as possible are involved in the 
political process.

HS: What role do you think the church 
currently plays in enabling or preventing 
domestic violence? How does the doctrine 
of headship* contribute to this?

PC: I think that male headship is a 
problematic doctrine. Certainly my 
pastoral experience is that that doctrine 
contributes to domestic violence, because 
it encourages a power imbalance in the 
relationship. So from that point of view 
it’s a problem.

The good news is that many churches 
are waking up to that. There are lots of 
churches where the doctrine of headship is 
not taught, and certainly not proclaimed. 
And I know that the Queensland church 
has a resource kit for churches to use 
to help their congregations talk about 
domestic violence. So there’s been some 
active responses to domestic violence 
from churches in Queensland, that’s the 
positive side. 

HS: What’s the negative side of it? Do 
you think there are some churches that 
encourage women to stay with abusive 
partners? 

PC: I’ve certainly heard of male pastors 
telling women to stay in abusive 
relationships. Their logic is that breaking 
the marriage vow is the worse of two 
evils. So being bashed is an evil, but her 
breaking the marriage vow is worse. So 
that would be the extreme negative side, 
my hope is that fewer and fewer pastors 
hold that view. 

Even to come back a step from that, I think 
there’s a lot of subliminal pressure, talking 
about how precious marriage is, that sees 
people obliged to stay in bad relationships. 
I think there needs to be more talk about 
how, if marriage isn’t good for a person, 
they should get out of it. Marriage is for 
people, and people are more important 
than the institution. Which I think is 
essential for Christian teaching anyway—
people matter. 

* According to the headship doctrine, a man is 
the head of a woman, and wives are to submit 
to their husbands.

The Very Reverend Peter Catt
Alex Downie speaks to the founder of Progressive Christians Australia.
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I am always on the look out for quick 
ways to make easy money. So, when my 

videogame nerd friend told me I could 
stream videos of myself playing video 
games, show a bit of cleavage, and wait for 
thousand-dollar donations to start rolling 
in from horny gamer boys, I was all ears. 

The answer, he said, was Twitch TV. I 
assumed that this seedy red light district 
of the Reddit-made Internet would be 
obscure and disorganised, but it turns 
out Twitch TV engages an average of 43 
million viewers per month. The site is 
supposedly a space for gamers to watch 
other gamers play gamer games, to host 
gamer web series and gamer talk shows, 
to learn the ways of gaming’s best gamers. 
Last year Amazon bought it for $970 
million. But I knew better. This being the 
internet, I was sure I would find a place for 
my booby sessions of DOTA 2. 

I resurrected my gamer name from year 8 
(v0wnageclown), pulled out my favourite 
bra,  did my hair and waited for the money 
to pour in. Keen to get started and learn 
the tricks of the trade, my nerd friend told 
me to look out for KittyPlaysGames, a 
cute female gamer from Canada who once 
received a $7,000 donation. 

The first thing I learnt looking at 
KittyPlaysGames’s profile was that I 
wasn’t going to make any money from 
Videogame Streaming. Problem number 
1: I don’t know how to play video games. 
KittyPlaysGames not only has a cohesive 
social media strategy, recognisable 
branding and a sophisticated subscriber/
internet life pricing set up, but she is also 
good at gaming. Not only that but she 
plays the most middle of road of all gamer 
games: Counter-Strike. 

Problem 2: It is very hard getting 
people to watch you play videogames. 
Especially if you don’t really know how 
to play videogames.  You have to build a 
reputation, invest time and energy into 
your profile and be an engaging person 
to watch. KittyPlaysGames has been at 
this for awhile and is generous with her 
personality and her time. On her YouTube 
channel she has a series called “ask Kitty” 
where she answers questions people send 
to her through the site’s chat service 
with smiles and what looks like genuine 
affection for her followers. She calls it her 
day job. I do not have that kind of time—I 
wanted this to be my one-hour-on-a-
weekend-job. 

Problem 3: Turns out streaming with your 
tits out is a bit controversial. There are 
all these online conversations about why 
female gamers on Twitch need to cover 
up their breasts and not use their sexuality 
to get money from horny gamers—boys 
call out these girls for manipulating them, 
girls call out these girls for edging out the 
less sexy girls from a space they want to 
feel included in. 

In the Twitch TV Rules of Conduct, 
above the rules about homophobia, hate 
speech, harassment and hacking, there 
are rules about sexually explicit acts and 
‘dressing appropriately’.  The website reads 
‘Wearing no clothing or sexually suggestive 
clothing—including lingerie, swimsuits, 
and undergarments—is prohibited, as well 
as any full nude torsos, which applies to 
both male and female broadcasters. 

This might be a good time to add that 
male streamers also get donations, mostly 
for their skill and banter.  Either way, it 
was quickly becoming clear to me that 
just getting my tits out wasn’t enough 
and I was going to have to do some real 
work if I was going to turn this into a 
profitable business. Scrolling through 
KittyPlaysGames’s various social media 

platforms, I realised that she really loved 
gaming and was totally into it—her 
twitter is less sexy than fan girly for the 
games she is into, the gear she was using 
and new moves she was working out. 

Ultimately though, I was out of the race 
because I just don’t get it. Why anyone 
would care enough about watching other 
people playing games to donate thousands 
of their own real monies was beyond me 
(bitcoins and dogecoins accepted too). 
Sodapoppin, for example, mostly plays 
World of Warcraft and he has had one off 
donations of $35,000 and $50,000 before. 
Who has that kind of money? And why 
would they spend it on this? On this? 

Power to KittyPlaysGames, she is making 
money doing something she loves, but 
Streaming sexy videogame playing on 
Twitch TV is not for me. Its hard, requires 
a fair bit of skill and work and really, I just 
don’t like video games enough.  

I’ve heard taking part in clinical trials is 
pretty lucrative though. 

So I Can’t Actually
Be Paid To Play Videogames

Victoria Zerbst went looking for a dream job and came up empty.
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The average Australian would 
describe the Country Women’s 

Association as a group of old women 
making scones and drinking tea. While 
they’re not wrong, there’s a lot more 
behind the women than the caricature. 
I joined the Country Women’s 
Association in 2013 after my mom 
brought home some information about 
the judging requirements on cooking 
competitions. After reading that a 
certain type of cake must under no 
circumstances have cooling rack marks 
on the bottom, I knew this was a group 
I wanted to be a part of. If they could 
heighten the making of a simple fruit 
cake to  cutthroat competition, I could 
only imagine what other things these 
women would teach me.

The generation gap is trying. I am the 
youngest member of the Hornsby branch 
by over two decades. There are active 
members who have spent over triple 
the amount of time on this earth as I 
have. It means frustrating differences in 
opinion on both sides but as the severely 
outnumbered youth, I have to adjust my 
thinking when amongst the community. 
And, perhaps not so shockingly, 
spending time amongst these women 
has taught me some things.

Feminism is my jam, so I approach the 
idea of the housewife/stay at home mum/
homemaker with a distrustful hesitation. 
When a woman at my high school drew 
connections between my love of craft 
and baking and my eligibility as a wife, 
I was terrified that I had misrepresented 
myself and my feminism. I felt that by 
enjoying traditionally female tasks, I 
had sacrificed an aspect of my strength 
or independence and I scrambled to 
compensate. Most of the women in my 
CWA branch, though, come from the 
generation that birthed and normalised 
that feminine role in the modern 
western world.

Considering many young women 
would now recoil from a community 
mostly dedicated to women cooking, 

knitting, and sewing for fear of recursion 
into their grandmothers’ generations, 
it’s not surprising how few women my 
age participate in the CWA. But this 
attitude is simplistic and dismisses the 
skills and experiences of these women. 
Many of the members of my branch 
lived through the establishment of 
traditional social feminine norms and  
their deconstruction through the second 
wave feminism of the 60s and 70s. An 
association that gives women of these 
generations a community to share in 
and an opportunity to compete tooth 
and nail to hone their crafting and 
cooking skills is its own kind of feminist 
utilisation. 

I don’t think I can stress how intensely 
serious their competitions are taken. 
At a recent Hornsby branch meeting 
things got pretty heated when jam 
judging regulations were literally turned 
on their head. New rules stipulated 
more air in the jar than previously, 
while also requiring jars be sealed with 
inverted cooling—covering the visible 
layer of air with jam. The change was 
not well advertised, and not many took 
kindly to this lack of consideration for 
competitors.

This month begins the first round of 

cooking competitions judged at branch 
level. I’ll be entering for the first time 
under Section 8: Jams, Pickles, and 
Relishes because I’m not game enough 
to compete on a cake. If our branch 
judge declares my jam worthy, I’ll 
move onto inter-branch competition 
in October where I will be expected to 
recreate, from scratch, the same first-
round winning jam. As a novice jam-
maker, the least difficult part of this task 
will be collecting regulation jam jars. 

Joining the Country Women’s Association
Feminism is Julia Clark’s jam.

The tokay gecko (Gekko gecko) is 
found across southeast Asia, and 

frequently confused with the Tokyo 
gecko (Gekko japonicus). The two can 
be differentiated by their location, or if 
found together1  by their label. The tokay 
gecko is accustomed to a dim confined 
environment, often preferring darkness 
to the point of invisibility, compensating 
for a lack of light by adjusting their sight 

past the present. Physically, the gecko is 
unremarkable, with a cylindrical grey 
body and reddish-brown spots. It is of 
interest mainly to herpetologists, who 
study the gecko’s unusually2  long tongue 
(a characteristic shared with other families 
of the infraorder Gekkota3). All geckos, 
lacking eyelids, use their tongues to lick 
clean their own eyeballs, enabling them to 
see into the future.

A Short Report on the Tokay Gecko
Constance Titterton

1. Such as in Exotic Pets on Pitt.
2. For a reptile.
3. Comprised of the families carphodactylidae, diplodactylidae, eublepharidae, gekkonidae, phyllodactylidae, sphaerodactylidae and pygopodidae
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Let the Games Begin
GronkWatch runs you through this year’s Union Board candidate slogans and logos. 

(Spoiler: there are a fuck ton of circles.)
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src officebearer reports

Indigenous Officers’ Report
Georgia Mantle

Queer Action Collective Report

These pages belong to the officebearers of the SRC. 

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

Kyol Blakeney

President’s Report

General Secretaries’ Report
Max Hall

Hi there. Over the last fortnight 
Chiara and I have had the luck to 

spend time meeting with the employees 
and Office-Bearers of the SRC to discuss 
their plans for the next year and decide 
how best to distribute our funding. It goes 
without saying that each part of the SRC 
is worthy of funding.

Our legal and casework services continue 
to find ways to meet increases in demand 
each year while providing support and 
advice to student office-bearers who 
represent you in innumerable University 
committees and meetings. It is this small 
group of people who keep an eye on 
the hundreds of rule changes that the 
University makes each year, making sure 

that everything from admissions processes 
to plagiarism policies are in line with 
the interests of students. This thankless 
task improves the university experience 
of every student, preventing (hopefully) 
some students from needing help later on 
or leaving university all together.

Likewise, the sheer amounts of work 

Office-Bearers do for students is 
incredible. The departments who gathered 
together last Friday to protest the closure 
of Indigenous communities in WA 
and the success of our Welfare Officers 
starting a conversation about students and 
substances reflect their commitment. We 
know it’s May, but if you’re not excited 
about the rest of the year: you should be.

Just as the injustice doesn’t stop neither 
do we. Last month members of the 

collective attended a march to protest the 
closure of Indigenous communities across 
Australia. Once again we will be taking to 
the streets for a National Day of Action on 
the 1st of May to stop the forced closures 
of Aboriginal Communities. The march 
will be in solidarity with our brothers and 
sisters in communities facing the imminent 
threat of withdrawal of essential services, 
which would once again force Aboriginal 
people off their own land. The march will 

conclude at The Redfern Aboriginal Tent 
Embassy where we will show our continued 
support of their mob as they stand against 
corporate development of ‘The Block’ . 

As the Indigenous collectives support of 
The Redfern Aboriginal Tent Embassy 
(RATE) continues we encourage everyone, 
Indigenous and non-Indigenous alike to 
support RATE. For updates on the going 
ons down there and to show your support 
you can ‘like’ their Facebook page, ‘Redfern 
Aboriginal Tent Embassy’. 

The Collective is also supporting our 
Indigenous Games team as they prepare 
to send some of our best Indigenous sports 
people to Newcastle in the first week of July 
to compete in the 20th Annual National 
Indigenous Tertiary Education Student 
Games. The team members are training 
hard and I’m sure will do us all proud come 
July.

The Indigenous Collective is happy to 
confirm that we have the funding to 
take seven Indigenous students to NUS 

Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander 
Student Conference which will be held 
at UTS in late July. Myself and my fellow 
Office Bearers are excited to meet fellow 
Indigenous students from across the country 
and to share our experiences as Indigenous 
people in tertiary education. We hope the 
conference will allow us to learn and grow 
as members of the indigenous community 
and provide us with information and skills 
that we can bring back to our USYD mob.

Joshua Han

We’ve made it through the first 
half of semester 1. A lot has been 

done and a lot is to come. In week 7, we 
had discussed how we could strengthen 
QuAC and organise plans for the future. 
We decided that we will be using about 
half of our meeting time for discussions 
and workshops, to have weekly lunch 

hang-outs in the queerspace and regular 
social events. We will be moving to a new 
queerspace this week. The new space is 
accessible (via lift access) and is located 
on level 2 of the Holme Building. We 
are also organising to send delegates to 
the national annual conference, Queer 
Collaborations (QC), which will be held 

in Canberra from the 7th-12th of July. We 
will also be fundraising to assist students 
at rural and regional universities to QC 
in the next few months. One of our first 
fundraising events will be held on the 
International Day Against Homophobia 
on the 18th of May. If you are interested 
in getting involved in QuAC, coming to 

social events or QC, don’t hesitate to come 
to our meetings (Mondays 1pm in the 
Queerspace) or get in contact with your 
(friendly) queer officers at queer.officers@
src.usyd.edu.au

As we move well into the 2nd half of the 
first semester this year, it’s understandable 
that many students would be feeling 
the heat of the inconvenient times that 
assignments will become due or feeling 
stressed from preparing for exams in just 
a few weeks. I would like to wish all of 
my fellow students luck in their courses 
this semester and remember that if you 
need anything, we are always here. Our 
casework staff are more than happy (and 
competent) to assist you in anyway we 

can. This includes late submissions, time 
management strategies, tips on managing 
things at home and at work while studying 
(because everyone else seems to forget 
that we have lives outside of uni). Simply 
give us a call on 9660 5222 and make an 
appointment or just drop in during our 
‘walk-in’ hours on Tuesdays and Thursdays 
between 1pm and 3pm.

Additionally, I would like to thank the 
people who have been in contact with 

me about their frustration with the 
new Student Card system, which was 
introduced this year. I compiled your 
emails and followed this issue up at 
Student Consultative Committee. The 
conversation is still ongoing and I will be 
in touch with those who contacted me 
when an update happens. 

For this week though, the University will 
be looking for spaces on campus where 
our wireless signal might be low. If you 

know any spaces that have a low signal on 
campus please let us know by emailing me 
at president@src.usyd.edu.au

If there is anything else I can do for you 
during this busy time of semester, please 
let me know via email, as I understand 
that it is very easy to be stressed out from 
now until the end of semester.
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International Student Officers’ Report

The international students collective 
of USyd has been trying to get more 

international students involved on campus 
in April. We also have a new international 
student officer get elected from the student 
representative council (SRC), Lu He.  
The officers are working together to talk 
to international students on campus and 
try to let as many international students 
to know about the legal service provided 
by SRC as possible. We try to expand 
the collective and increase the number 
of members of international students 
collective. That is why we are going to hold 

the first event of international students 
collective meet and greet night at 7pm 
on the 13th of May, this is our collective’s 
major event in May. Free food and drinks 
will be provided; the purpose of this event 
is to gather all members or non-members 
to meet each other, get to know and join 
the collective, and also introduce the legal 
service to students which provided by the 
SRC for international students, local 
students are also welcome to join, we also 
need local students to support out 
collective.

The major program of the collective in May 
is the free language exchange program. 
This idea is new from the collective, in 
order to improve international students’ 
English and, English communication skills 
and help them to get more interaction 
with local students, local students who 
wants to learn a new language or who are 
currently studying a specific language in 
university also benefit from this program, 
students are paired to teach each other 
different languages. For example, a local 
student help outs with an international 
student with English at the first hour 

and international student teaches a local 
student with their mother language at the 
second hour. Each section is 2hours and 
the collective will in charge of the match 
students with their time preference. This 
program will benefit both international 
and local students. The program will start 
from Monday, the 4th of May. We wish 
more both international students can join 
our collective and get more involved at 
university. If you are interested in the 
language exchange program, please feel 
free to email: 
international.officers@src.usyd.edu.au

Leah Li and Lu He

Wom*n’s Officers’ Report
Xiaoran Shi and Subeta Vimalarajah

These pages belong to the officebearers of the SRC. 

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

Happy fortnight! It’s been a busy one. 
Here are some highlights!

Last week you may have seen people 
walking around in shirts reading “human 
rights for human life” or something (we 
were too blinded by rage to read them 
carefully) as part of Life Week. In response, 
we had a fruitful discussion in collective 
about reproductive rights and how the 
discourse surrounding them has often 
been exclusive of many people (i.e. anyone 
not white, cis, able-bodied, rich, straight). 
We’re currently in the process of designing 
some posters to put up around campus to 
raise awareness, look out for them! 

We’ve drafted (thanks, Arabella!) our 

letter of solidarity to Purvi Patel. We’ll be 
sending it off to Indiana soon. We’re also 
collecting donations to send to victims 
of the Nepali earthquake through Guthi 
Australia. There’s a box in the wom*n’s 
room and the SRC OB room—please add 
to it! The National Day of Action for the 
forced closure of Aboriginal communities 
is today (i.e. the date our Honi report was 
due—31.04.15). Some of us are heading 
to the rally in Belmore Park and we hope 
you were there too. We’ve attached a 
picture we’re trying to get #trending on 
the interwebs, so like/share it if you see it! 

With rainbows & sunshine,

Subeta & Xiaoran

Campus Refugee Action Collective

Late March and April saw mass 
protests demonstrate the depth of 

community opposition to Abbott’s war on 
refugees. In Sydney on April 19, around 
3000 people energetically mobilized, 
demanding an end to offshore processing 
and calling for a humane refugee policy. 
The Sydney protest came on the heels of 
a massive pro-refugee mobilization of 15 
000 in Melbourne on Palm Sunday.
 
The protests coincided with yet more 
revelations about the criminal conditions 
faced by refugees in Abbott’s offshore 

camps. In early April an open letter  
signed by 24 current and former Save the 
Children and medical staff revealed that 
the Immigration Department was aware 
of women and children being abused on 
Nauru for 17 months and didn‘t respond.
The letter reveals that then Immigration 
Minister Scott Morrison covered up the 
abuse and effectively ensured it continued 
by refusing to act. The letter compounds 
the findings of the Moss Review that 
exposed evidence of sexual abuse in the 
Australian Government run Nauru center.
 

Along with the protests in Australia, 
protests by hundreds of refugees on Nauru 
have rocked the Island throughout the 
year. A new law decreed on March 23 
attempted to restrict the ability of refugees 
to protest by giving the Nauru Police 
Commissioner absolute power to ban any 
demonstration. Refugees have made the 
law a dead letter by continuing to resist. 
On April 24, 200 staged a protest against 
the Australian Government’s attempts 
to find refugees willing to be dumped in 
Cambodia. They called for “Justice,” and 
“Freedom,” and “Cambodia – never, ever.” 

Peter Dutton has been desperately trying 
to find refugees who will go along with his 
“Cambodia Solution” but the exercise has 
been reduced to a farce.
 
The damning revelations about conditions 
on Nauru and the momentum out of 
the protests in March and April have 
to be channeled into the July 25 rally 
outside the Labor national conference in 
Melbourne. We have to demand a real 
alternative to Abbott’s brutality and say 
no to mandatory detention and offshore 
processing—let them land, let them stay!

Adam Adelpour
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A scam is a trick to take your money 
directly or indirectly by getting your 

personal details. There are new, imaginative 
scams being hatched everyday. They even 
target low income earners like students 
and come in many forms including mail, 
e-mail, telephone and door-to-door.

Fake websites can easily be set up to look 
like the real thing. Giving your personal 
details to anyone should be handled with 
a large degree of caution. Even leaving 
your phone number to be called back by a 
sales rep can end in harassment or worse.  
Ask yourself why they can’t give you their 
direct number for you to call them. How 
many websites have you supplied with 
your name, address and date of birth in 
order to win a competition?

Some of the more recent scams have 
included lotteries, sweepstakes and 
competitions. Some are obviously fake, 
like the Nigerian millionaire dying 
scam, but some are very subtle, like 
the competition to win a new mobile 
phone or an iPad. Some scams involve 
government departments like the tax 
department asking you to confirm your 
tax file number so that you can claim your 
lost superannuation. Some involve people 
pretending to be from a large computer 
company offering to help you rid your 
computer of viruses.

Banks have very strict rules about how 
they identify you to speak to you. However, 
they do not seem to be so strict about 
contacting you and asking for your details. 
Ask who they are and call them back on 
the number you find yourself. Do not give 
any details, no matter how incidental, until 
you are sure of who they are.

Mobile phone ring tone offers are another 
potential scam. Once you sign in or 
subscribe, you may not be able to sign out. 
This will lead to huge phone bills.

Health and medical scams may offer 
products or services that will cure your 
health problems or offer a simple treatment. 
Often these cures and treatments do not 
work. The diet industry is littered with 
scammers.

Follow these golden rules to avoid being 
scammed:

Don’t respond to offers, deals or requests 
for your personal details. Stop. Take time 
to independently check the request or 
offer.

Never send money or give credit card, 
account or other personal details to anyone 
who makes unsolicited offers or requests 
for your information. Get a receipt for any 
money you do spend.

Don’t rely on the glowing testimonials 
they provide: find solid evidence from 
independent sources (not those provided 
with the offer).

Never respond to out of the blue requests 
for your personal details.

Always type in the address of the website 
of a bank, business or authority you are 
interested in to ensure you are logging into 
the genuine website.

Don’t open unsolicited emails.

Never click on a link provided in an 
unsolicited email as it will probably lead 
to a fake website designed to trick you into 
providing personal details.

Never use phone numbers provided with 
unsolicited requests or offers as it probably 
connects you to fakes who will try to trap 
you with lies.

Don’t reply to unsolicited text messages 
from numbers you don’t recognise.

Always look up phone numbers in an 
independent directory when you wish to 
check if a request or offer is genuine.

Don’t dial a 0055 or 1900 number unless 
you are sure you know how much you will 
be charged.

If you are scammed contact the SRC 
Legal Service or the NSW Fair Trading. 
You can also lodge a complaint online.
For more information, visit www.
scamwatch.com.au

So you can’t be scammed?  
Think again.

Did you miss a class 
or assessment due to 

the weather last week?
Apply for ‘Special Consideration’, explaining your circumstances.  

Seek help from an SRC caseworker if you have difficulties.

9660 5222  | help@src.usyd.edu.au

SRC Help at 
Satellite Campuses

The SRC is happy to help undergraduate (and CET) students on 
every campus.  We have caseworkers that visit campuses on a regular 

basis, and where possible will meet with you when necessary.

To make an appointment, book a skype meeting or  
just ask a question:

9660 5222  |  help@src.usyd.edu.au 

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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KEEP
CALM

VOTE
IN THE SUPRA ELECTIONS

SUPRA MEMBERS 
BALLOTS POSTED ON THE 24th OF APRIL

 

POLLS OPEN 
6 & 7 MAY 

11am-7pm @ SUPRA OFFICES

READ CANDIDATE STATEMENTS AT
http://supra.net.au/2015_Candidates

ALL POSTGRADS GET A VOTE 
JOIN SUPRA & VOTE AT THE POLLS  

AND

What’s Happening At SUPRA

SUPRA Wine & Cheese Rescheduling:
SUPRA regrets to announce that the 

scheduled Wine & Cheese, which was 
to take place on May 7th, will be unable 
to go forward. This is due to SUPRA’s 
exciting move to new premises in the 
Holme building. But fear not, for SUPRA 
will still be hosting the beloved Wine & 
Cheese—we know just how much our 
constituents look forward to this event. 
We ask that our postgraduates watch 
E-Grad, our Facebook page and Honi for 
forthcoming details, which will be made 
available as soon as they are finalised.
 
Postgraduate Parents Picnic
Friday 15 May
12.30-2pm, Botany Lawn

Come to a free BBQ SUPRA is organising 
for postgraduate parents. There will be 
space for kids to have fun while you relax 

and chat with other parents. Please come 
along, let us know your concerns, share 
your ideas, and enjoy the company of your 
fellow student-parents.

Also, if you’re a parent or caregiver, please 
take five minutes to complete SUPRA’s 
survey about childcare services at the 
University of Sydney online here: https://
www.surveymonkey.com/s/RXGPBY2
 
SUPRA On Social Media
Did you know SUPRA is active on Social 
Media?  Come like our SUPRA Page
( h t t p s : / / w w w . f a c e b o o k . c o m /
sydneyunipostgrads) on Facebook or join 
the conversation in our open SUPRA 
Group (https://www.facebook.com/
groups/2369669686/).  We use the hashtag 
#SUPRAPostgrads through Instagram or 
Twitter, and you can follow us or say hi on 
Twitter @SUPRAPrez. 

Student Representation Under Fire 
at Macquarie University

This week, Macquarie University is 
taking seven student representatives 

to the Supreme Court of New South 
Wales as an attempt to close the Macquarie 
University Postgraduate Representative 
Association (MUPRA).  Right now, 
students are rallying across New South 
Wales to support these Macquarie 

University student representatives.  The 
group ‘Students for MUPRA’ is hosting 
a few events in the lead up to the trial, 
and you can learn more about this group 
through Facebook: https://www.facebook.
com/students4mupra
 
As a neighbouring student representative 
association, SUPRA strongly encourages 
students at the University of Sydney to 
learn about MUPRA’s case, and consider 
how the closure of student representative 
associations in one location might 
impact student representation across the 
country.  If student representation means 
something to you, please consider sharing 
this story, its related or campaign, or 
getting involved.
 
Students for MUPRA have published 
these Key Facts about MUPRA on 
a campaign leaflet that is currently 

circulating the community:   
 
- MUPRA has represented postgraduates 
on campus since 1996.

- Since the introduction of Voluntary 
Student Unionism in 2006, MUPRA 
has survived on funds from student 
membership fees previously collected by 
the university on its behalf, receiving no 
ongoing support from the university.

- MUPRA currently has no access to the 
money students paid to become members 
of their postgraduate organisation, as their 
bank has frozen their accounts under 
instruction from Macquarie University.

- This is the FIRST TIME in Australian 
history that a university has attempted 
to use the Corporations Act to forcibly 
wind up a solvent, operational student 

organisation.

- MUPRA was the only provider of free, 
independent legal advice to students on 
campus.

- Macquarie University takes in around 
$6.5 million PER YEAR in Student 
Services and Amenities Fee payments 
from students like you. It is the ONLY 
university in Australia that provides $0 
from SSAF revenue to independent 
student representation.

Students for MUPRA suggest that 
you can help by visiting the campaign 
Facebook Page (https://www.facebook.
com/students4mupra), or attending the 
hearing from this Thursday and Friday, 
the 7th and 8th of May, starting at 10am.

Thank you for your attention. 
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puzzles

Target
Not Grouse: 50 Grouse: 60 Grouser: 90 Grousest: 150

R   G   I

Answers available next week at honisoit.com 

E   T   A

S   L   N

Minimum four letter words

Cryptic

Across

9. Uncover the reversed world (7)

10. 11-Across a verse of poetry for Qantas perhaps? 

(7)

11. Amazing intelligence researcher starts to go pub-

lic (3)

12. Prehistoric change shot off from Dearer? (7)

13. Dawn of US reins disorder (7)

14. Made in an unknown time - is it not unfashion-

able? (7)

15. Goblet of Fire - a cliché (7)

16. Intelligence is beneath reputation (13)

22. Insides of an inflected semi-triangle equals ex-

posure (7)

By Zplig

24. Hair product found in fake excrement (7)

27. Someone receiving patronage gets Roget’s new 

physical - “education” from the outside (7)

28. Pause about muscle esteem (7)

29. By way of abbreviated parts (3)

30. Building an odd ‘Ecca Fide’ retrospective (7)

31. Retinue congregate wildly without worry (7)

Down

1. Sydney University Right increased by more than 

is needed (7)

2. Turn around - greetings! (6)

3. Dirty tar is model for an oil worker (6)

4. Half a dance and loud short attacks are involved in 

this party game (8)

5. Average and dry in 3.26 light years (6)

6. Doctor with ‘Urban New Starts’ changes dark al-

coholic (8)

7. Non-military type of an engineer - one a big-name 

centre could get behind! (8)

8. Removed legal document about lease (7)

17. Reform action about realistic ends to a numbing 

drug (8)

18. Dim piece about a disease outbreak (8)

19. Muscle region that’s existing only in the mind (8)

20. Gladder to laugh before quiet, that is to say start 

roaring before quiet (7)

21.New Lego-bot from the black-market (7)

23. Even the Spanish start one after another? (6)

25. Class is found to keep company (6)

26. Penny dropped just at the start - the famous Va-

let’s annoyances (6)

Quick
By Bullz

Across 

1.Children’s doctor

6. Increased speed

9. Bizarre

11. Billionth

12. Insect stage

14. Identify

15. Atomic bomb site

16. Inspection and repair

20. Of a heat science

Down 

1. Chaos

2. Medico

3. Highest card

4. Fish eggs

5. Hands-on

6. Get used to a certain climate

7. Man-made waterway

8. Population-related

10.  Less common

13.  Fire crime

17.  Self

18.  Whatever

19.  US Surveillance organisation (init.)
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The Garter PressPreheat to 180

Tides scheduled to kiss 
your feet and the feet of 

your lover.  
Intimacy is so beautiful.  
And the world knows.

The big fight and tragedy edition FIGHT! FIGHT! FIGHT! FIGHT! 12 Rounds 50c

Editorial

IN THIS ISSUE:

Mike Whitney not 
Doing Much

page 3

McDonald’s Cashier 
has 99 Mining  

page 26

Everyone Speaking 
English in Second Hour 

of Esperanto Meetup
page 31

MAYWEATHER BEATS 
PACQUIAO, TERRIBLE 
NUMBER OF WOMEN

Regulators to 
crackdown on  

blood, semen sports
You have to get one of them in your 

hair. Which would you prefer?

God bless America

Why we will not 
capitalise on  

appalling tragedies

In the wake of the Nepal earthquake and 
the execution and Andrew Chan and 
Myuran Sukumaran, many media outlets 
have been quick to jump on bandwagons 
and produce generic, incendiary headlines 
as they cynically navigate a sea of filth.

It has been argued that it is impossible to 
conjure lucid, thoughtful opinion at the 
behest of a vicious news cycle. Looking at 
the front pages that emerge tomorrow will 
probably be a grim affair.  For the reams of 
opinion content that will be generated are 
not just talking points, they are agenda 
setters. The perfectly worded, incredibly 
hastily hammered out content that we 
produce in the coming days will literally 
change the way we have important 
conversations. It will inform people. It 
may inform policy. That is a power we 
carefully wield. 

People are suffering enormously right now, 
and it is our responsibility, not to eschew 
sensitivity and tact, but to ignore them. 
Ignore them in favour of giving people 
like you - hopefully far-removed from 
the tragedy - something to do between 
starting up in the morning and their first 
cup of coffee. Something to keep you 
going. It is a tremendous responsibility.

What can you rely on, if not our stories?

The academic opinion is that this 
compulsion to produce content only adds 
fuel to the fire. While this is a reasonable 
criticism of much of the mainstream 
commentary on the matter, what a 
lot of people fail to realise is that this 
commentary, our commentary, wields a 
privileged insight. Take comfort in the fact 
that The Garter recognises and criticises a 
whirlygig of media outlets in which we, 
and we alone, are not culpable. In times of 
great sadness, what more can we really do?

All media attention, except our articles, 
feeds this frenzied obsession. Our 
thoughts and prayers are with the authors 
of our think pieces about the departed.

Amanda Huntingslow, 
Executive Editor

Turns out we’ve been pronouncing  
George Clooney exactly right all along!
page 13

We review the Bacon Portraits at  
The National Portrait Gallery 
page 5

In a tremendous loss for women 
everywhere, Floyd “Money in spite of 
his horrible abuses against his partners” 
Mayweather has beaten Manny “Pacman” 
Pacquiao on points in a fight that has been 
dubbed The Battle of the Century.

Neither of the men who are literally paid 
to beat one another senseless managed to 
score a knockout in the forty-five minute 
grapple and, ultimately, the one whose son 
had to write an appalling testimony to the 
police detailing how his father mercilessly 
beat his mother defeated Manny Pacquiao 
in 12 rounds by unanimous decision, 
118-110, 116-112, 116-112, remaining 
undefeated.

The victorious perpetrator of several 
domestic assaults is said to have made more 
than US $120 million from a theatrical 
piece of violence that is expected to gross 
more than $300 million internationally, 
and that was watched by more than three 
million American households.

Fans paid at least $5000 to see live the 
man who routinely physically abuses 
women go toe to toe with Pacquiao, with 

some tickets allegedly going for more 
than $250000 which is nearly five times 
more than the average household income 
in America. Photos have emerged of Las 
Vegas airport before the fight, congested 
almost to the point of immobility with 
private jets.

“There are a lot of people who will try and 
tell you that boxing is awful,” says Darren 
Cantor, who saw the fight live with his 
two sons and considers that appropriate 
apparently, “They say that it’s a violent game 
that begets violence. But I don’t see that 
in the ring. I see two men scoring points 
for hitting one another as hard as they 
can, hoping to hit the other concussively 
enough to knock them out entirely.”

Many fans of the sport were quick to 
express their grief that the winner of the 
fight was not the stridently anti-abortion 
Filipino.

“I just couldn’t back someone who was so 
explicitly violent against women. Someone 
who’s only implicitly violent, though? It 
makes him a real good man, and a good 
practitioner of a real good sport.”

“I came out and my dad was hitting my mum. It happened at 4:00am in the morning... 
when all this started my mum was a sleep [sic] on the couch,” wrote Koraun Mayweather, 

Floyd’s son, after the brutal assault of Josie Harris.

We looked at a whole bunch of languages 
and, surprise! English is the best one!
page 6

The Mayweather-Pacquiao stoush has 
seen renewed calls for more stringent 
regulation of bloodsports and semensports 
in Australia.

Brian Wilters, president of the Sportsafe 
Group, has said that, while mainstram 
bloodsports like boxing and MMA see plenty 
of media scrutiny, cumsliding and gentleman’s 
relish wrestling are going virtually unchecked.

“We all know the damage that can be 
done from a concussive blow in the boxing 
ring,” Wilters says, “but what happens 
when you’re not in the safety of the ring 
any more, participating in a terrible, fast 
and loose game of jizzslip, without the 
guiding hand of a qualified cumpire?”

Semensport injuries have been consistently 
increasing since their blanket banning in 
2010, pushing many players underground, 
playing in unlicensed venues without 
proper supervision.

The initial call to ban semensport came 
after a Kieren Terry, a 17 year old high 
schooler, has killed in a backyard game of 
seed flicking.

“How many more young people do we 
need to lose to spooftoss? Or dickmilk 
skating? Or ‘The Big Gargle’? This tragic 
list just gets longer. These sports are all 
taking lives.”

“Oh, and baby gravy ball, too.”
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PUNCHING NEWS

Righteous HSC Students Vow to 
Boycott Bali Until After Exams

HUNDREDS DEAD IN DARK 
MAGIC TRICK GONE RIGHT

Vegas stage magician and former Satanist, 
‘Magnifico, the Great Flayer of Babies’ 
gained international recognition last night 
after performing in front of a sold out 
crowd, the majority of whom did not leave 
the theatre alive. 

An occultist by trade but a performer at heart, 
Magnifico has been performing unsuccessfully 
around small towns in Nevada for five years 
before he finally got his big break to stand 
before a crowd of over 600 at the Palace 
Casino on the famous Vegas strip. 

“I’ve been to a lot of magic shows and 
this was by far the most astonishing,” sole 
survivor, Adam Pullman, raved, “When 
Magnifico brought me up on stage and 
showed me my card… it was just incredible.”

Pullman suspects that the illusion was made 
possible by the fact that all other spectators 
in the room had been sacrificed to the 
Archdemon Ravganak, just enough spiritual 
capital for Magnifico to summon the ace of 
spades from the deck.

Wait for it... no, wait - watch this!

Contact: Patrick Morrow Contact: Cameron Smith Contact: Aidan Molins

Contact: Ian Ferrington Contact: Alex Richmond Contact: Joanna Connolly

The executions of the last two Bali Nine 
members have struck a chord with many 
Australians. They’re crying out for justice, 
asking why more wasn’t done sooner, and 
finding ways to make their voice heard in 
Indonesia. A group of brave young students 
are putting economic pressure on the 
Widodo regime by boycotting travel to Bali 
until at least November or early December.

Michelle Salgado, of Greenlake Senior 
College, hoped to follow in her elder sister’s 
footsteps and relieve the pressures of her 
HSC year with a group of friends in Bali. 

“But like,” said miss Salgado, “I was looking 
at my Facebook feed, and in between 
the pictures of Nat on the beach, there 
was some super tragic stuff happening. I 
won’t condone or encourage that, and I 
just can’t envisage tacitly endorsing and 
economically supporting that culture. Not 
for six or seven months, depending on my 
exam timetable.”

The sentiment is shared by many of 
graduating class of 2015, with swathes of 

students vowing not to visit Indonesia’s 
tourist capital until they have finished all 
of their final exams. 

“Me and the boys had plans mate. Drinks 
and ink in Kuta,” says local sports legend 
Mitch Henderson, of his planned trip with 
the Shellharbour Razorbacks AFL team. 

“But now, with all that going on, it’s just 
not something I can be part of. Not at this 
time of year.” 

Henderson says he’ll get a commemorative 
tattoo of Andrew Chan and Myuran 
Sukumaran in their hometown of Sydney, 
or possibly a razorback in Bali if there is a 
Groupon or Webjet deal at a convenient 
time. 

“It’s about finding the strength and 
optimism to say, ‘How can I help to stop 
these tragedies happening?’ We just have 
to hope that our actions can put Indonesia 
on a path to human rights. Ideally by the 
end of the footy season.”

When asked about his new found stage 
success, Magnifico the Great Flayer of 
Babies was humble, “You don’t perform for 
the hundreds of lives who are lost in the 
performance of demonic rituals, you perform 
for that one person who gets caught up in the 
illusion and the splendour of stage magic”.

When questioned about whether he felt 
culpable in the loss of lives, an affronted 
Magnifico hushed this reporter, saying that 
to detail his guilt would be to reveal the 
particulars of his tricks and thus violate a 
blood oath he signed when he was 14. 

An ongoing investigation into a more 
rational cause for the tragedy is being 
carried out by the local police department, 
but Magnifico is unconcerned about it 
affecting his rise to stardom.

“It’s always disappointing to learn how they 
do a trick,” a still-impressed Pullman admits, 
“But I didn’t really notice Magnifico using the 
souls of the audience members as a conduit 
for a demon, because I was too distracted by 
what he was doing with his hands.”

Projected ATAR: 99.PROUD
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VERY VALUABLE OPINIONS

Meditations on hip-hop by the best, white 
man for the job, Clarence French

I Want To Make Something Clear: 
Hip-Hop Lyrics About “Stealing 
Your Girl” Are Not About My Girl 

The Latest Hollywood  
Gossip from Amber Swamp

Breathy Minutes:
Cate Blanchett

The world war of Hip-Hop has, of late, 
seen fighting on a new front. I call it the 
“steal yo girl” phenomenon. Among the 
constant competition to present oneself as 
the wealthiest, the toughest and the most 
“real”, rappers now tie status to “stealing 
yo girl”. Successful attempts from the likes 
of Chris Brown, Trey Songz, and Drake 
demonstrate that “girl stealing” trumps 
other achievements. After all, what success, 
superiority, and primacy can one claim to 
have if one’s girl is stolen? Stealing babes is 
in vogue – but I want to make something 
perfectly clear: rap as hard as you like, fellas, 
you are not stealing my girl 

It’s not hard to imagine Trey Songz wooing 
a woman at the club with lines like “I know 
that you, you’re taken / It’ll never change 
/ Cuz it’s always been that way / But you 
know that you / Can’t fake it / He can’t 
give you what I got here right now.” She is 
probably beautiful, she is certainly taken, but 
it can’t be my beautiful girlfriend.

There’s every possibility that the artists 
don’t refer to my girl. Maybe it is instead 
a hypersexual series of machismo-heavy 
gestures included to ironically undermine 
the listener. I’m not laughing. All this 

abstract toing and froing pales in the face of 
the realisation that also they might be going 
for my beautiful girlfriend.

Underneath this innovation to the playing 
of Hip-Hop’s “great game” lies a little known 
and unsettling revelation. I would love to 
live in a world wherein “steal yo girl” lines 
are always referring to the forfeiture of other 
people’s girls. But such a world is numerically 
impossible. The acquisition of one girl 
always represents the loss of another’s girl. 
The “Say’s law” of girl stealing, therefore, 
forces each of us to action. Who knows how 
long it will be before a hip-hop artist sings 
at my girl? How many rappers might make 
moves at my beautiful girlfriend?

So let me announce publicly: steal my 
girl, and there will be consequences. The 
aftermath of the acquisition of my beautiful 
girlfriend will be ferocious. I know how my 
girl feels about acts of violence, but I also 
know how she feels about hip-hop. And I 
definitely know how hip-hop probably feels 
about her. 

Board up the doors, and the windows, and 
turn of all the beats. I fear an imminent wave 
of girl-getting. But listen hard: my girl will 
not be got. 

We meet in the lobby of the extravagant 
Hotel Cecil. My heels click against the 
faux marble floors while on all sides my 
voices echoes against the high-walled, 
high-ceiled, low-chandeliered expanse. 
Bellboys, virginal young men, in green 
velvet hats, peered at me over the similarly 
marbled counter of the concierge desk. 

I am directed towards the hotel’s café – 
slightly smaller than the restaurant, though 
all guarantee it is just as good – where I 
am seated at a crystal table in the shadow 
of an expansive aquarium, on which stands 
a vase of flowers, a summery bouquet of 
red daffodils and blue daffodils, which 
serve to obscure my vision of the expansive 
aquarium, on which the shadows of playful 
fish, playful snails and playful seaweed 
are projected on to me, and I onto them, 
a mirroring of sorts, then my eyes come 
to rest on a miniature Hotel Cecil on the 
bottom of the tank, in which I can see a 
fish’s voice echoes against the high walls. 

We are handed menus by a similarly 

virginal waiter, dressed in crisp linens, 
who announces the day’s specials with a 
significant flourish, which I ignore in the 
face of turning to look at the kitchen, in 
which a rustic procession of chefs in peaked 
hats slave over heated pans in which lunch 
omelettes and dinner omelettes are being 
prepared. 

We order glasses of sparkling water, 
which are presented in tall, ornate, crystal 
tumblers and my guest withdraws a 
handkerchief from her day luggage. 

I can’t help but find myself distracted, 
drawn like a moth to flame, by the Hotel 
Cecil’s restaurant across the lobby, in 
which I catch suggestions, intimations, 
of another world, one bordered by ivory, 
housed in mahogany and altogether 
distinct from the café in which I sit.

Cate Blanchett’s speaking tour will arrive in 
Sydney on the 17th of May. Tickets available 
from $65.

“Is God willing to prevent evil, but not able? 
Then he is not omnipotent.  
Is he able, but not willing?  

Then he is malevolent.  
Is he both able and willing?  
Then whence cometh evil?  

Is he neither able nor willing?  
Then why call him God?” 

- Christopher Hitchens

As the heavens (ha! so aptly named!) 
spewed forth their violent cloud of sky ice, 
there was but one question burnt onto my 
mind (Cicero). 

“What fool could believe in a God who 
allowed such wholesale, sky ice suffering of 
so many of his people?”

The answer is a clear one. The sort of person 
who probably spends their Sundays (and the 
rest of their lives) on their knees. Depending 
on the work of a sky man to make up for 
their own shortcomings. 

M’gentlereaders, this week my Facebook 
feed was clogged with many a servant of the 
Lord praying to alleviate the harm caused 
by these ferocious nights. Pray, they said, for 

those without rooves, pray for those without 
homes, those without power, those near the 
flooding. Surely these are the sort of godly, 
natural phenomena that warrant praise? 
And from the sort of people who believe 
that a clear sky, or beautiful sunrise, is apt 
to be celebrated as the work of the divine 
architect! Pah!

But I ask you: where was their faith when 
they were getting out their chequebooks 
to make generous contributions to local 
charities in an attempt to financially aid 
relief efforts? Where was their faith when 
they took in stray animals, displaced by the 
foul weather and panicked by the floods? 
Where was their belief in the unwavering 
power of God?

Are these the compassionate actions of 
morally consistent soldiers in the army of 
Christ? Or cowardly inconsistencies from 
those who still wield no more rigorous an 
explanation for why it rains (or, indeed, 
hails, or storms, or fires) than the bronze-
age progenitors of their system of belief?

The hypocrisy of this pray-and-act mob is 
shameful. But what else should we expect 
from the followers of a tyrannous fairytale?

The Only True Wisdom, 
by Dylon Stubbs:

On Retribution, Hypocrisy, 
and “God’s Good Work”




