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Editorial 

It takes a special kind of fuckwit to think 
that we are not invested in student pol-

itics.

Universities are places less and less accom-
modating of unions. As the sheer pressure 
of getting by grows, more students are 
taking ruthlessly pragmatic degrees and 
second jobs just to justify the rigmarole of 
tertiary education. 

The reality is that most students don’t care 
about elections, don’t appreciate the value 
of the union, and don’t read Honi. Most 
students can’t afford to. The days of an easy 
degree are dead, and to make the most of 
university without significant support is 

almost impossible. This mainstream skin-
and-bones university experience is both a 
symptom and weapon of neo-liberal edu-
cation policy.

13 people have stepped forward to em-
broil themselves in the fight—wittingly or 
otherwise.

Some are utterly naïve about board pro-
cess and the Union. Some are opportun-
ists who would seek to partisanally co-opt 
ideas like passion and enthusiasm. Some 
have the means to run a race without rea-
son, leveraging enough social capital to 
replace a faction. 

But leisure hours, party backing, and good 
intentions do not a leader make.

Successful applicants will be paid a signifi-
cant sum of money, and all the discounted 
coffees they can carry, to represent us.

They will control one thirteenth of a board 
that is far less potent than it wants to be, 
managing one of the last, even notional-
ly, student-run unions (that has still been 
forced to turn profit), at a university bent 
on industrialising degrees, that is behold-
en to governments at war with the inher-
ent value of anything other than dollars in 
education. 

To elect the shit ones is to add to mount-
ing external (and sometimes internal) 
pressure to collapse the USU into a lu-
crative, amorphous, black and yellow blob 
that dispenses to each of its members 1 
(One) Student Experience with a pencil 
case, a beer, and a Game of Thrones trivia 
night.

The USU, for its many flaws, is a foot in 
the door against it all, and several of these 
candidates are diamonds in a devastating-
ly vast and oppressive rough.

You can rail against the void at polling sta-
tions across campus on the 19th of May.

Patrick Morrow
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letters

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

 Callout: Indigenous Honi

The government makes a $25 million 
profit on people having their period. 
We should not have to pay for a bio-
logical occurrence. Sign the petition to 
remove the period tax in the upcom-
ing review of the GST: https://www.
communityrun.org/petitions/stop-tax-
ing-my-period

The Editorial Team of Indigenous Honi invites you to ask any relevant 
questions you may have for the Letters section of Indigenous Honi, Week 11. 

Feel free to write in with any queries or clarifications that you may have and we 
will answer them in the edition! Email: indigenous.honi@outlook.com

Don’t tax my period

Sit Down, 
Shut Up

Dear Honi,

Once again, Sydney Uni has rolled 
out our now world-famous reputation 
for hospitality hostility towards guest 
speakers—this time for Federal opposition 
leader, Bill Shorten. Shouting and carrying 
on at the back of the room during a Q&A 
session is just rude. You’re not brave, 
you’re not clever, you are a know-nothing 
undergrad without a pair of shoes. 

No matter what you think of the man’s 
politics, (or personality for that matter) 
you are not a tenured professor—you do 
not have the right to say whatever you like, 
whenever you please. This includes inter-
rupting a man who ranks fairly highly in 
the “pretty-important-to-our-democrat-
ic-institutions” stakes.

If the students and faculty at Sydney Uni 
want our university to continue hosting the 
foremost thinkers and speakers from all 
walks of policy, sit down, shut up and listen. 

Interrupting and being a dickhead whilst 
“exercising your rights to free speech” only 
leads to the uni being tarred as a rabble—
and guests will simply stop turning up. 
Sydney is already earning an unfortunate 
reputation for stunts like this—along with 
common (and not entirely unfair) assump-
tions about the state of politics on campus.

So for the hordes of unwashed, dread-
locked, incessantly moronic “political ac-
tivists”—grow up, shut up, and listen. Or 
eventually you’ll have no-one to heckle.

Regards and contempt,
Paul Dempster
(Admittedly, a know-nothing undergrad), 
Economics

Stand Up,
Do Something

I am in the Campus Refugee Action Col-
lective (CRAC) that held a pro-refugee 
speak-out outside opposition leader Bill 
Shorten’s pre-budget address on campus 
last week. Our placards read “Break Bipar-

tisan Cruelty” and “Throw out the Liber-
als: Welcome Refugees”. Many attendees, 
including many Labor members, signed 
our petition calling on the ALP to end its 
support for offshore processing.
 
Inside the lecture, Shorten was heckled 
over Labor’s poor record on refugee rights. 
He made his position clear: his govern-
ment will be determined to stop the boats. 
Questioned by journalists afterwards, he 
even refused to rule out boat turn-backs.
 
To justify offshore processing, Shorten 
used the ‘lives at sea’ argument, saying, “…
if we have policies which drag people here 
to hop on unsafe boats and drown at sea, 
well I’m not going to be party to that”.
 
This argument is insidious, and deeply 
flawed. Abbott, and Europe’s racists, have 
made the same argument—saying used 
the drowning of over 1000 in the Medi-
terranean calls for harsher border controls. 
But the deaths are due to the cancelation 
of the rescue program Mare Nostrum by 
the EU, and the construction of walls and 
fences by Greece and Spain to keep people 
out.
 
There is a dark, hidden history in Aus-
tralia’s border agencies of letting boats go 
down. In 2012 the boat SIEV 358 made 
no less than 16 calls to the Australian Res-
cue Co-ordination Centre (RCC), which 
monitored the boat for a day, a night 
and into the next day, with no assistance. 
When the boat sank, 102 people drowned; 
110 were saved, slowly, reluctantly. Why? 
Because the RCC’s brief was to make it 
Indonesia’s problem. Many similar cases 
between 2001—2011 are documented in 
Tony Kevin’s book Reluctant Rescuers.
 
Stopping boats does not save lives; it kills. 
But as long as Shorten tries to give for-
tress Australia a humanitarian face, he 
unwittingly reassures refugee advocates, 
because he admits that Labor voters are 
compassionate and do not want a govern-
ment with blood on its hands. Abbott’s 

belligerent rants about being ‘lectured’ by 
the UN and Human Rights Commission 
have left him isolated—a cruel and friend-
less bastard.
 
The Campus Refugee Action Collective 
is campaigning to end offshore processing 
and mandatory detention. History is on 
our side, and the pressure of the refugee 
campaign has pushed some prominent 
Labor figures to join it, for example Jon 
Stanhope, Katie Gallagher, Melissa Park. 
But to break bipartisan cruelty, we need to 
build an uncompromising mass campaign 
outside parliament. The legacy of Labor’s 
PNG deal has entrenched its commit-
ment to offshore processing; we need to 
bring numbers to the National Labor 
Conference in July  where Labor4Refugees 
and the ACTU will be moving pro-refu-
gee policy.
 
To turn the tide on public opinion and, 
ultimately, to pull down the fences, we 
need to build the campaign everywhere. 
We encourage all students to get involved 
with us.
 
Find us on facebook: Campus Refugee Ac-
tion Collective USyd; Come to our forum: 
Why the Cambodia Solution is not safe for 
refugees, Wed 13th 5pm, Carslaw 453

Erima Dall

Stupol Matters
Dear Honi,

The Union Board Elections are upon us 
once again, and looking at Honi last week, 
one would be surprised to hear this, rath-
er it seems that Honi is generating and 
perpetuating a culture of apathy towards 
stupol. Contrary to what “Student Politics, 
Why Are We Still Here?” would have us 
believe, everyone involved in not in servi-
tude to their “factional overlord”—a term 
which is just unnecessary villainsation of 

those involved. Nor are political factions 
the only “tribes” on campus, one could 
easily argue that any society, particularly 
those like SUDS or MUSE are tribe-es-
que. (Much like my experiences in stupol, 
my experiences with both of these socie-
ties have been very welcoming ones).

Further, the fact that you call the stupol 
section of Honi “GronkWatch” seems 
childish and only serves to further em-
phasise the distain with which you view 
student politics. The jaded perspective that 
you share is a shame, not just for you, but 
for your readership and the university as a 
whole. The USU, as a student-run organi-
sation is one of the last of its kind and the 
tone that you are setting is discouraging 
students from getting involved. It is in all 
of our best interests to be able to be in-
volved in something that is such a part of 
our everyday life at Uni.

Election campaigns are gruelling, and to 
put yourself out there is not a decision that 
is made lightly. The people who chose to 
do so should not be met with distain, but 
rather congratulations for committing to 
something that takes up so much time, 
effort, sweat and tears. The severe lack of 
actual coverage rather than opinion pieces 
that the USU elections have has received 
thus far is abysmal and unfair to all of the 
candidates.

I can’t speak for all candidates, maybe 
some are running purely because of fac-
tional pressure, but the majority I would 
say are running because they care, about 
the Union, and about the student expe-
rience of everyone on every campus. The 
tone of distain and the promotion of a 
culture of apathy from the student body 
makes caring about the USU seem uncool, 
and I thought we all left that behind in 
high school.

Grace Lovell-Davis
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news & analysis

Last Thursday, Macquarie University 
took the Macquarie University 

Postgraduate Representative Association 
(MUPRA) to the Supreme Court. 

The case, unprecedented in Australia, 
was part of an ongoing attempt by the 
university to forcibly close the independent 
student association, which if successful, 
would have set a dangerous precendent 
for student unions accross Australian 
campuses. 

Deidre Anderson, the Deputy Vice-
Chancellor (Students and Registrar) had 
last year made an order that MUPRA be 
abolished and its funds (approximately 
$600, 000) be returned to the university. 

The university sought to instead create a 
Student Advisory Board (‘SAB’), which 
would heavily dilute student power. After 
MUPRA resisted, the university went to 
the Supreme Court for an order to comply 
with their decision. 

The Courtroom was at capacity for the 
entirety of the day, and there was an air of 
impatience in the gallery during laborious 
and dry court processes. A majority of the 
morning was spent labelling evidence for 
the judge (mostly legal statements made 
by the DVC), and it was not until after 
midday that the university actually began 
outlining what they wanted to argue in the 
case. 

The university suggested the court 
shouldn’t question whether initial actions 
against MUPRA (e.g. freezing the bank 
account, or locking doors) were themselves 
legal, but simply whether the whole 
decision to close down MUPRA was legal. 
The Student Organisation Rules (which 
are given the force of law by legislation) 
give the DVC the power to dissolve 
student organisations if she is satisfied it 
is ‘appropriate for the management, good 
governance or discipline of the University’. 

The university also argued that they didn’t 
actually need to decide whether MUPRA 
was failing students, simply that the DVC 
was satisfied that they were. 

At 1pm, students from USyd, Macquarie 
and UTS gathered outside the court 
complex under a ‘Students for MUPRA’ 
sign. There were approximately 30 people 
there and the rally passed without incident. 
The hearing was supposed to last two days, 
but the judge ordered mediation between 
the parties, which means that MUPRA 
and university representatives must meet 
independently of the court to reach an 
agreement between them rather than 
continuing to argue their case in the hope 
of winning the judge’s verdict. As a result, 
the hearing did not continue over to the 
Friday.  

The hearing will continue if the parties 
cannot reach an agreement by mediation. 

The USU’s decision to endorse 
headspace as its 2014/15 charity 

partner is a significant commitment. 
During Board elections in week 11, the 
Union will donate a dollar to headspace 
for every single vote cast. 

Sounds good? A youth mental health 
initiative, offering support on a range of 
issues for anyone under the age of 25. But 
headspace has failed me, and I know it has 
failed others. 

At my first appointment at headspace 
Camperdown, I met with a psychologist 
to address the therapy appropriate to my 
anxiety and OCD behavioural issues. After 
that one session, she decided I wouldn’t be 
able to crack it through therapy alone, and 
shuttled me off to one of the psychiatrists. 

In that appointment, I ran through my 
symptoms again—obsessive thoughts, 
calming rituals, a propensity to panic. 
At one point, she asked if I’d ever had 
difficulties with food, or had tried to lose 
weight. As an overweight young woman, I 
responded that I had tried to diet once or 
twice. I spied her making the note “eating 
disorder?”

She asked about my friends, and how I 
was socially. I told her what most people 
with an anxiety issue would say—that  I 
sometimes struggle to be social. She turned 
the computer away, but not so far away 
that I couldn’t see her type “Asperger’s 
symptoms” into Google.

I was treated by headspace for roughly two 
months. In that time, I was prescribed a 
different medication on a near weekly 
basis, often in combination and with little 

regard for their intended use or potential 
interactivity. I came back week after week 
with different or worsening symptoms, 
many of which were likely side effects of 
the medication, and my doctor’s response 
was to discontinue and replace or add 
something else. Antipsychotics one week, 
anticonvulsants the next. 

Considering that fairly run of the mill 
treatments for depression and anxiety 
disorders can take up to six weeks to have 
a noticeable effect, I found this approach a 
little disconcerting, and very frightening. 
I worsened significantly during my 
treatment there. I began cancelling 
appointments, fearful of what I would be 
prescribed. 

Eventually, after an especially bad episode, 
I realised that my treatment at headspace 
wasn’t helping. By that point, I was on five 
different medications, isolated, and deeply 
depressed. Off the back of a referral from 
a friend, I made an appointment with a 
psychiatrist at a different practice, hopeful 
that I’d have more luck with a different 
doctor. 

I went back to headspace for one final 
session, to tell my doctor that I was seeking 
treatment elsewhere. She responded by 
leaving the room. When they returned, it 
was with the senior doctor to tell me that, 
in their professional opinion, I needed to 
be taken to hospital. When I told them I 
had no need of that kind of intervention, 
I was told that sick people can’t think 
for themselves, and that my illness had 
clouded my judgement. I excused myself 
to go to the bathroom and ran. 

I continue to see my new psychiatrist.

Headspace Camperdown is affiliated 
with the University of Sydney Brain and 
Mind Research Institute (BMRI), and the 
BMRI website lists headspace as one of its 
research facilities. 

When I compare my experience with 
headspace—marked by constant 
experimentation with different 
treatments—to that with the psychiatrist 
I saw for over a year afterwards—who 
made only minor adjustments to my 
treatment—I wonder to what extent 
the research component of headspace’s 
practice factored into my treatment. 
And, if it had factored in, why that wasn’t 
disclosed to me.

I asked for my own medical records held 
by headspace for background on this piece. 
Despite the fact this is not only run of the 
mill, but generally legislatively required, 
they denied my request—no reason was 
given.

I decided to speak to other students, to see 
what their experience was too. I received 
mixed responses.

I received several positive responses 
that praised its youth friendly approach, 
and described how psychologists at the 
Camperdown clinic have empowered 
their patients to take control of their 
own mental health by providing them 
with skills and management techniques. 
One student said headspace was a hard-
working organisation seeking to address 
the complex and increasing problem of 
youth mental illness. 

But the praise isn’t universal. One 
student recalled how, having had negative 

experiences with psychologists in the past, 
they contacted the organisation requesting 
to email a potential professional before 
committing to an appointment. They 
received a generic reply instructing them 
to make an appointment. The student 
reiterated their discomfort, and asked with 
some urgency to contact a psychologist 
via email. She never received a reply, 
“despite telling them twice that it was an 
emergency”.

Another student attended an appointment 
to address issues with anxiety and was told 
by their caseworker: “make sure you come 
when you book a session, because if you 
don’t come, I don’t get paid. If you don’t 
show up, I’ll tell the other counsellors not 
to see you.”

A recent Sydney Morning Herald article 
quoted Professor John Mendoza, former 
CEO of the mental health council of 
Australia, who states “the original intent 
of Headspace has been ‘perverted,’” and 
that the organisation is moving towards 
unnuanced, mass-produced mental 
health solutions. The article went on to 
describe challenging headspace as akin to 
“questioning the Pope”. 

The problem is, headspace is not infallible 
and, without questioning, risks turning 
people off mental health support. Its reach 
and scale mean the vulnerable may fall 
through the cracks.  And for those who 
have fallen through or have had negative 
experiences with the service, a dollar for 
every vote cast in the imminent USU 
elections may only serve as a deterrent.

What Really Goes on at Headspace
Anonymous gives headspace a piece of her mind.

Maquarie Uni Tries to Wind up Student Body
Andrew Bell reports on the case that wasn’t.
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news & analysis

The Met Gala is a spectacle that 
means, once per year, at about this 

time, my sad, lonely life culminates in an 
existence-validating, year highlighting, 
singular moment to watch beautiful 
strangers flaunt clothes more expensive 
than all four years of my degree.

This year though, the theme was China: 
Through the Looking Glass. My 
anticipation was replaced by skepticism 
and trepidation. In a social milieu where 
more and more people are becoming aware 
of the dangers of cultural appropriation, 
I’m not alone. 

Like a lot of cultural appropriation, the 
Met Gala did not intend any harm. See, 
the curator of the Gala, Andrew Bolton, 
defends himself obtusely: “[costumes] 
are infused with fantasy and nostalgia 
and romance, and what often is created 
is a virtual China, a mixing of these 
anachronistic styles, which results in 

this pastiche. What is interesting is how 
complicit China has been in forming 
those fantasies.” 

Take that Edward Said. China has 
been “complicit” in its association with 
exoticism and mythology! They want to be 
seen as some “other”!  

There was a moment when the red carpet 
was alive with a parade of every cultural 
stereotype and trope that the Western 
world has reduced to costumes I’ve seen 
at house parties. This includes Emma 
Roberts with her hair held in a bun with 
chopsticks, Sarah Jessica Parker looking 
like the Dragon Lady of the Fire Nation, 
and Poppy Delevingne coming as opium. 
I applaud the wit behind Poppy’s decision 
to come covered in poppies, if not her 
disregard for the historical implications.

The theme also means that celebrities 
could wear clothes by any Chinese 

designer. It may come as a surprise, but 
not all Chinese design is informed or 
derived from the cheongsam. Celebrities 
also have the option to reject the theme. 
(As when, in 2013, Kimmy K chose to 
wear polyester floral wallpaper for “Punk”, 
or, maybe a more legitimate example, this 
year celebrities like Lorde, FKATwigs, 
Miley Cyrus and Anne Hathaway, wore 
clothes that weren’t explicitly conforming 
to the theme.)

There were positive aspects. For instance, 
no-one decided to dress up as Mulan, 
or a geisha, or a salmon sushi roll. More 
importantly though, the Met Gala drew 
attention to cultural insensitivity on a 
massive scale (assuming there are more no-
lifers like me out there who are emotionally 
invested in this event… maybe?). This 
appropriation is not a total loss if it creates 
important discourse (like this!) about the 
ownership and authenticity of culture. 
But more than that, I nearly died at how 

glorious Fan Bing Bing, Gong Li, Du Juan 
and a number of Chinese actresses looked 
that night. It’s refreshing and important 
to see women of colour, completely killing 
it. No, they did not get enough media 
attention in my opinion. No, there were 
not enough Chinese actresses present at 
the night. But, it sure is more mainstream 
representation than I’ve seen in a very long 
time. The Met Gala was, partly, a platform 
for Chinese fashion designers to receive 
the attention they really do deserve. 

Met Gala 2015 has been an important step 
in the debate about cultural appropriation. 
Too often celebrities and plebs alike 
don’t realise the significance of what they 
wear—hopefully the Gala and its short 
fallings will have played a part in fixing 
this. 

It also gave us sequined Beyonce. This is 
certainly a historic moment. 

Met Gala 2015
‘China: Through the Looking Glass’

Soo-Min Shim reflects on cultural appropriation at the Met Gala

BY MICHAEL LOTSARIS
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in too deep

In year eight, my friends told me that I 
should become a model. I emailed an 

agency a headshot, got a call, and a few 
weeks later I was signed to the same 
agency as Jennifer Hawkins. In a matter 
of months, I had been flown to China to 
‘compete’ in a faux beauty pageant held on 
an island. The main attraction was a mud 
park. 

Contestants were ordered to writhe around 
in the mud in bikinis for the photoshoot. 
I did as instructed, but the international 
booker who went to ‘chaperone’ us was 
clearly frustrated by my insufficiently 
alluring mud-writhing. We were playing 
tug of war in the mud but I was the only 
one trying to win, a fourteen year old 
momentarily forgetting the real purpose 
of the exercise.  She kept asking of my 
poses: “why isn’t it more sexy? You need 
to be more sexy!”, and didn’t stop until she 
realised that I wouldn’t even be legal for 
two years. 

The bikinis were all uniform size and cut, 
and I didn’t even know what a bikini wax 
was at fourteen. I’m not particularly hairy 
but these bikinis were fucking minute. 
There was still a Russian anorexic who 
had to wear her own because the uniform 
ones would fall off her. (I know she had 
anorexia because her arms were coated 
in thick fur. It’s the body’s method of 
trying to keep heat in.) Thank God for my 
roommate, she threw a razor at me and 
shoved me into the bathroom. Without 
her I probably would have combusted 
from the shame of being a post-pubescent 
woman. 

They also ordered us, one day, to walk 
around a dam dressed as geishas, a task 
made more difficult by the unfortunate 
combination of cobblestones and heels. 
After cobblin’ for several hours, my ankles 
almost snapped. At the time, I hadn’t 
learnt what cultural appropriation was—
at least I was spared that mental turmoil. 

On the final night of the trip, ‘the girls’ 
got me drunk on minibar vodka. It was so 
weird, even though they’d put me down 
all week for being a nerd, having red hair, 
and most of all being a terrible catwalker, 
I was young enough that I was mainly just 
excited that they liked me. 

Back in Sydney, modeling was similarly 
cruel but maybe less bizarre. I knew I 
probably wasn’t cut out for photoshoots 
when the instruction to ‘act natural’ put 
me into an existential meltdown. Where 
do I put my hands to act natural? What 
is natural? I didn’t really understand what 
they meant by natural, because my natural 
state was sweaty adolescent discomfort. 

There were moments of comedy. You 
know when you try stuff on in a shop, and 
it’s so small you have to call your friend/
mum to help get you out of it? It’s slightly 
more humiliating when it’s not your friend 
or your mum, but an Armani stylist, or the 
person who designed the clothes. They 
aren’t impressed walking in to see a pair of 
legs sticking out of a straitjacket wrapped 
around your head, no face visible, arms 
pointing to the sky. ‘Help me please’. 

I found catwalk similarly distressing. I 
hated having to change outfits in only 
a G-String in front of 35 year old gay 
male stylists and other insanely beautiful 
models. And castings were a minefield. 
Going into a waiting room only to see my 
competitors, tall, lythe, perfectly formed 
THINGS looking me up and down… I 
was always the shortest, and the widest. 

People who know me find this weight 
insecurity funny, or assume that I’m doing 
that classic hot girl ‘Oh god I’m hideous/
Please compliment me’ routine. I’m 175cm 
tall, and am conventionally thin. But once 
I started modeling, my headspace started 
to yo-yo between ‘God I am so fucking 
beautiful’ at the end of a photoshoot to 
‘I want to take a knife and just slice the 
fat straight off my arse’ when my agent 
pointed at my backside and said ‘yeah, 
there’s your problem’. 

For example, Paris agents came to take 
girls for summer placements, and they 
totally frothed on me, which is pretty 
normal (they all froth on you, and then 
you leave the room and they talk about 
your smoking lines and cellulite and laugh 

maniacally). My booker—who would 
literally slap French fries out of your 
fingers if you went abroad with her—later 
told me that they wanted to take me, but 
my hips were too wide.

That may seem odd, but as I learnt one 
characteristic of a model that ranks above 
being traditionally beautiful, apart from 
height, is hip measurement: they need to 
be 35 (inches) or below. At least, that was 
the official line of my agents. Maybe they 
were just trying to starve their girls into 
being more buyable. 

My hips measured 37 inches.  

I spent the summer of year twelve forcing 
myself into an eating disorder and a fetish 
for running for hours in the sun. I’d go 
for a run and then have an egg for lunch, 

then go for another run and have a slice 
of sashimi for dinner. I created a prison 
in my mind—if I went to bed hungry, I’d 
repeat over and over, ‘Today, I won. I am 
winning.’ At the time, it felt totally normal 
—I didn’t have an eating disorder, I was 
just doing my job,  making the choices I 
had to make to give me money and success 
in the long run. This is the insidious way 
the agency isn’t ‘hurting’ you, it’s just 
facilitating your success, and you must do 
your part.

I managed to get to my ‘goal weight’ for a 
casting for London, but didn’t get the gig, 
because they just didn’t really like my look. 
My pursuit of ultimate beauty had made 
me look like shit, gaunt in the face, tired 
and slumped, my hair matted and dull, the 

light faded from my eyes. 

Modeling had an upside. When I started, 
I had no choice but to start waxing, to 
learn to walk well in heels, to understand 
fashion, to get good at putting on make 
up and think about grooming all the time. 
I got competent at looking pretty—when 
I could be bothered. I got good at ‘being 
a girl’, something some girls do out of 
genuine interest, but I had to do out of 
necessity.

That was a pretty powerful feeling. I felt 
shit when I was doing the job, but in 
normal life, I suddenly occupied a higher 
status. I was a model. I was paid to be good 
looking. That’s the ultimate aspiration for 
teenage girls. 

The dream was so strong for some that 
they drop out of school to pursue it in year 
10. They sacrifice their education, and even 
if they make it, they’re usually done by 25. 

There was little sympathy for missing 
a casting because it clashed with class. 
‘Can’t you just skip?’ At 16 I explained it 
was hard for me to leave school, travel to a 
location, then get back to school without 
arousing suspicion. They suggested I just 
get a motorbike licence. 

I made a lot of money; I had some 
interesting experiences. But it came at 
a price. While I felt good about myself 
in the company of people who couldn’t 
occupy this category, I still felt shit 
about myself when working within the 
industry, because I knew deep down I 
was illegitimate. I knew I liked food and 
staying in my pyjamas too much to ever 
succeed or ‘act natural’. 

I eventually quit modeling because I was 
tired of failing at fakery, and because I 
didn’t want to profit off making other 
women feel bad when they observed my 
airbrushed, photo-shopped self. I don’t 
want to be complicit with a structure 
that perpetuates the objectification and 
simplification of women, and privileges 
white people who win a very specific 
genetic lottery. 

Since I quit, a weight has been lifted, and 
a bit put on. A few months ago, I ordered 
pasta for dinner, for the first time in six 
years. 

I haven’t waxed my legs in months. I 
haven’t had a Brazilian in a year (probably 
the best improvement). I cut my hair short 
(I wasn’t allowed before). And bizarrely, 
my posture has gotten better—after years 
of urging from my agents, leaving them 
actually took the chip off my shoulder.

A Model Career?
Lucy Lester was a part time model. She’s glad she kept her day job.

“My pursuit of ultimate beauty had made me look like shit, 
gaunt in the face, tired and slumped, my hair matted and dull”
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In the spirit of Mother’s Day, we should remember the qualities that make our mothers special; motherhood is a special 
kind of creation, infused with values of nurturance and caring. It’s on this day we value the true function of women as both 

reproductive receptacles and maternal caretakers. With this in mind, I’d like to thank my mother (who exemplifies the above 
form of femininity) for guiding me towards adulthood.

Thank you for transferring $150 into my account, with written instructions of what gifts you expect on Sunday. I’ll get to it.
Thank you for showing me you can age gracefully and retain youth. Namely, taking my clothes out of my room and putting 
them in your own for ‘thin-spiration’. As an added bonus this instilled the old adage; ‘sharing is caring’.

Thank you for your never-ending support and encouragement, in moments of sadness and in celebration. I fondly remember 
the time after my HSC results, when you treated yourself to lunch to congratulate yourself on how well I had done, leaving 
me at home. 

Thank you for showing me that a real woman has spirit in her. Like when I told you that the aforementioned was just a little 
egoistic, you replied that I was ‘oppressing you’ and I ‘didn’t want’ you ‘to have fun’. 

Thank you most of all for showing me that mothers are more than the one-dimensional sketch we assign them. Even if that 
means sometimes being a self-centred narcissist.

Jessica Arman

It’s pretty much a given that, on any 
night out, I’m going to reach a point of 

inebriation where I just start trying to use 
the men’s bathroom. Sitting as students 
do at the Flodge, or the Marly, or what 
have you, accompanied by people I feel 
safe and comfortable with, I’ll either quite 
genuinely forget or alcohol will unlock the 
part of my brain that cares more about 
fucking with cisnormativity than it does 
my own personal safety. I’ll only ever 
get as far as the sign on the door before 
I realise what I’m doing and stumble the 
extra few steps to the ladies, but those 
steps are always accompanied by a vague 
burn of humiliation, the sense of having 
been caught.

During the day I am hypervigilant. I 
won’t go on bathroom trips with friends. 
I’ll walk an unnecessary distance to go to 
a bathroom where people I know won’t 
watch me enter. If someone else enters a 
public bathroom while I’m using it I will 
wait in my stall in queer limbo until they 
have left. On particularly dysphoric days, 
best characterised by an acute feeling of 
conspicuity, my options are usually the trek 
down to the gender neutral bathroom next 
to the Queerspace, or using Courtyard’s 
unisex accessible toilet and desperately 
hoping I won’t be stopping anyone who 
actually requires it from using it. Even 
as an intern at Queer Screen earlier this 
year—a necessarily queer-friendly space 
and one in which I was out—I would 
still use the ladies’ or the unisex accessible 

option out of some inarticulate fear of an 
unknown reaction.

As a “female-passing” trans dude, it’s not 
the inside of the bathroom which is, for 
me, the most unsafe part. It’s less about 
the using of the bathroom and more about 
entering and exiting the space. 

As much as the existence of gendered 
bathrooms at all is unnecessary, the 
aggressive gender signage on many public 
restrooms, while nevertheless helpful 
when pissed, points to a certain public 
anxiety about gendered space. The pure 
semiotics of bathroom signage, the way 
their genders are demarcated, is one of 
the most pervasive—and, in many cases, 
creative—reminders of the gender binary 
we face on a daily basis. They must be 
clear, to the point, and unequivocally say 
“only this kind of body is welcome here”. 
This is done in some interesting ways.

Some rely on size. The bathrooms in 
Fisher Library, for example, are signified 
by comically large gendered stick 
people—almost twice the height of an 
average human, they loom silently over 
the bathroom-goer in a stare-off with 
each other, as if to say “this stall ain’t 
big enough for the two of us and the 
potential complexities of our identities”. I 
understand the logic of something being 
too big to miss—helpful for a forgetful 
thing like me—but I can’t help but 
wonder if this over-zealousness could be 

better directed at making the toilets work 
consistently.

Sometimes it’s not the size of the 
signage that matters, it’s the frequency. 
The women’s bathrooms on the Science 
Road side of the Quad are marked by not 
two, not three, but five gendered signs, 
including three on, or around, the door 
itself. You can absolutely not get lost on 
your way to them, nor escape the whine 
of gender essentialism in the back of your 
head—you’ve had five opportunities to 
remind yourself what body parts you have! 
The men’s bathrooms in the Quad, on the 
other hand—infinitely more simple to get 
to—become implicitly genderfucked after 
10pm when you’re the only one there and 
they’re the only ones open. 

For many establishments it’s not about 
quantity but quality. I can’t count the 
number of times I’ve encountered 
pictures of naked men and women on 
bathroom doors—artistically impressive 
and innovative, perhaps, but nonetheless 
superfluous.

Some don’t feel the need to mention 
gender at all—for example, inexplicably 
splitting bathrooms between those who 
have mustaches and those who are wearing 
lipstick. On most, if not every single day, I 
am sporting neither and am left to wonder 
how many others have been turned away 
from a public restroom due to the lack of 
an on point aesthetic.

Taking it to a new level, Palms on Oxford 
Street has a sign on the door which leads 
to its bathroom corridor featuring the two 
gendered stick figures, in which the stick 
man is groping the stick lady. Apparently 
not content to simply propagate a 
restrictive gender binary, the effect of this 
symbol is also to prescribe heterosexuality 
in a highly problematic way which also 
normalises sexual assault. 

While debates about gender-neutral 
bathrooms more often than not feel 
hopeless, there are small steps being 
taken, at least, to challenge the way we 
signify gender. The #ItWasNeverADress 
campaign, started by tech company 
Axosoft, reimagines the dress-wearing 
ladies’ bathroom sign as a person wearing 
a cape. Partly an effort to challenge 
perceptions of women and the dismissal of 
their voices, the campaign also challenges 
our assumptions about what a person 
ought to look like to use a certain space. 
Personally, I would be more than happy for 
bathrooms to be divided into “superhero” 
and “civilian”. 

All I want, all any trans person really 
wants, is to feel a little bit less conspicuous, 
to blend in a little more in what should 
be such a non-event as using a bathroom. 
What we’d like is for those who think we 
don’t belong to be a little more quiet about 
it. We just have to make a lot of noise 
about it until then.

Man! I Feel Like A Woman 
(Every Time I Use A Public Restroom)

Charlie O’Grady takes you through the best places in Sydney for a gendered pee. 



8

perspective

LGBTQ and International

In the past decade, western society 
has made numerous leaps forward 

on LGBTQ issues, and for many queer 
international students in Australia, the 
country’s generally accepting environment 
chips away at the burden of living in a 
different culture. 

Rachel, a student from Singapore who 
identifies as bisexual says, “It was hard for 
me to talk about my sexual orientation 
where I’m from. Not many people back 
home know, and some of my friends 
who do know have tried to change me. 
Generally, the LGBT community in 
Sydney is supportive, and I feel like I have 
got nothing to hide.”

This year, the University of Sydney enrolled 
about 10,500 international students, or 
22% of the university’s student population. 
A majority of these students hail from 
regions where open LGBTQ people face 
coarse social and legal circumstances 
distinct from those in Australia. While 
queer international students actively take 
part in campus life, some feel as if queer 
groups can benefit more by increasing 
international student involvement. 

Cedric, a gay student from Hong Kong 
believes that, “the International queer 
student community brings in much 
needed diversity to the Australian 

queer community, as Australians can 
learn more about other queer cultures 
around the world. At the same time, 
most international queer students 
have benefited from Australian queer 
culture by becoming more accepting and 
appreciating of their own identities amidst 
Australian LGBTQ pride.” 

The narratives of students like Cedric who 
were interviewed for this piece are similar. 
Most have not disclosed their sexual 
orientations to homeland family and 
friends, and some attribute discrepancies 
in campus-wide queer involvement to 
language barriers and differing cultural 
attitudes towards openness. 

The unique circumstances of being in the 
closet thousands of kilometres away from 
home have fostered a sense of community 
between many queer internationals. 
Although many are actively involved 
in queer life, most aren’t involved in 
Australian queer life. 

Cedric comments, “Most queer 
international students I know (mostly from 
the greater China region) only involve 
themselves with other Chinese queers, 
and are quite reluctant to participate in 
queer events. Most of them are concerned 
that being too involved in queer activities 
would expose their sexual orientation and 

thereby put themselves in a less favourable 
environment when dealing with peers 
from their home countries.”

The immense pressures to maintain a 
separate life abroad have even altered 
some students’ immigration paths. Rachel 
comments on how her friend Reiko, a 
Japanese student who also identifies as 
bisexual, cemented her decision to pursue 
permanent residency here after taking 
her Australian girlfriend back to Japan: 
“When they went to Japan they didn’t 
hold hands or kiss in public. Her girlfriend 
cried in their hotel room. She was really 
upset about the country’s attitudes towards 
them. It’s the Japanese culture, and she 
needs to respect that.” 

Queer or not queer, many international 
students studying in Australia are hoping 
to receive a superior education than the 
one they would have received at home. 
Some choose to remain in the country 
and pursue permanent residency, while 
many return home after their student visas 
expire to gain a competitive edge in their 
respective labour markets. Many students 
who do return home often arrive with 
one-of-a-kind cosmopolitan worldviews, 
and often put these worldviews to unique 
uses.

“In Hong Kong, the age of consent for 

Justin Pepito talks to Queer International Students about their experiences.

Last month was the first time that 
an eSports game had been given 

significant airtime on an ESPN channel.  
ESports is the generic name for ‘electronic 
sports’, closer to competitive video gaming 
really, seeing as how the top games don’t 
exactly resemble “traditional sports”.  The 
higher rating game competitions such as 
League of Legends (LoL) and Dota 2, the 
latter which came with a $11 million price 
tag prize for one competition, has been 
gaining millions and millions of viewers 
exponentially.  

ESports are increasingly infiltrating the 
mainstream.  Gaming companies, such 
as Valve, are covering the university 
tuitions for some of the best competitors, 
and universities are offering the same 
incentives themselves.  However change 
always provokes fear/criticism, and 
unsurprisingly the “traditional sports” 
community has started to complain.  Last 

A Good (E)Sport
Leigh Nicholson on a new kind of sport. 

gay males is 21 years old,” says Cedric. “An 
international student I knew who had just 
come back from studying in Australia was 
arrested for breaking that law. He took 
matters into his own hands and filed a 
lawsuit against the special administrative 
region.”

Interesting scenarios like the one above 
raise questions about the potentially 
beneficial spillover effects of increasing 
international involvement in domestic 
queer affairs: can Australia’s queer 
community effectively enact global 
change by reaching out to ambitious 
international students who wish to take 
up queer leadership positions, but feel that 
circumstances hold them back? Can we, as 
an educated and open-minded populace, 
foster culturally sensitive dialogue for 
queer internationals so they can gain the 
confidence to combat homophobia and 
transphobia when they return home?

Cerebral conversations aside, for most 
queer international students like Reiko, 
who is currently pursuing permanent 
residency requirements, a happy life simply 
consists of a loved one and a comfortable 
environment in which to be herself: “Back 
home, there is no way to be myself. When 
I met my girlfriend here, my life changed 
for the best.” 

month, Colin Cowherd, a presenter for 
ESPN said he would rather quit than cover 
video game competitions, ranting that 
somebody should “lock the basement door 
at Mom’s house and don’t let them out”. 
Somewhat extreme considering ESPN 
also broadcasts eating competitions, but 
whatever.  It probably speaks more to 
the different journalistic standards which 
sports presenters feel provide them more 
freedom than news journalists, who could 
never be so blasé about a certain news 
topic. 

Yet this manufactured divide between 
video game competitions and traditional 
physical sports is a tad contradictory. It 
implies the strategic aspect in physical 
sports isn’t as important as everyone 
makes them out to be.  Playing a 
game like LoL requires constant team 
communication, strategy and game plans 
as much as other sports, it just so happens 

that instead of spending hours exercising 
or practising on the field, you instead 
put those same hours into the computer.  
This kind of competition is exceptionally 
more accessible for those who feel 
they don’t belong in the stereotypically 
masculine culture of physical sports.  
Although competitive gaming also holds 
a reputation of being a “boys’ club”, it is 
certainly a bit more vulnerable to breaking 
those stereotypes than say, football.  

Some argue that eSports do not inspire 
the same kind of fan following as physical 
sports, however these people have obviously 
never witnessed a gaming competition.  
One of the great things about eSports 
is that it allows for a certain kind of fan 
involvement that traditional sports never 
could. Internet sites such as Twitch have 
allowed for a novel interaction between 
competitors and viewers.  Because training 
as a video game competitor does not 

require a specific occupation of a physical 
space, anyone around the world can tune in 
and watch their favourite player train, and 
can even play a round with them if they 
are so inclined.  This kind of opportunity 
isn’t something that many physical sports 
fans could enjoy, unless they maybe won 
some kind of gimmicky competition.

People love to argue about where in 
the arts and sports realm video games 
belong. Cultural crises aside, the global 
revenue of video games continues to 
climb. Electronic entertainment is close to 
surpassing almost every other comparable 
genre in both revenue and watchers, and 
is already beating the music industry by 
more than $20 billion in revenue. As video 
games march towards the mainstream, it’s 
probably time that loyalists to traditional 
sports realise that locking ‘the basement 
door at Mum’s house’ won’t do much at all. 
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perspective

“The Alymer twins come from a 
mixed race family in the UK. 

Maria has taken after her half Jamaican 
mum with dark skin, brown eyes and curly 
dark hair but Lucy got her dad’s fair skin – 
good on her! – along with straight red hair 
and blue eyes.”

***

I sit and click on my Facebook notifications. 
For the next half hour I will sift through 
drivel and throwaway comments, at times 
exasperated but soon jaded. 

The story unfolds and the commentators 
get angrier as I scroll down to see the 
replies to my comment. 

“It seems you can’t say boo to a goose 
without some champagne socialist 
screaming ‘racist’,” says Pat from 
Melbourne. 

Four likes. 

“People are way too sensitive these days,” 
says Mel from Queensland.  

Eleven likes. 

“If a dude screams ‘Black Power’, no PC 
sook bats an eyelid. If a mustard says he 
wants all the ‘filthy kuffar’ killed, PC sooks 
don’t say boo,” says Billy. 

“All the young dickheads r up in arms 
about this when they prolly have no 
fucking idea what day it is… FFS pull ur 
heads in”.

Thanks, David. 

I get up again and shut the laptop screen. 
I have to go now. But my phone will ring 
and vibrate all day long as each new reply 
to my comment is made. Looks like the 
free speech evangelists have come out to 
play. 

***

The sound of helicopters fills my living 
room. On the telly a woman is being 
airlifted from a creaky mountain village in 
Nepal. A concrete house sits precariously 
close to a fresh landslip, its roof missing 
along with one side of the structure. 
There’s not much else. The newsreader tells 
me that the rest of the village was made 
from piled rocks and never stood a chance 
against the earthquake. The woman is 
being winched up, moments away from 
being pulled into the helicopter by rescue 
workers. They finally reach her and she 
collapses into their arms. Immediately the 
helicopter leaves the village, a fly against 
the Himalayan backdrop. 

The scene cuts to an interview. It’s the 
same woman and she speaks French. Her 
jacket is so dirty you can no longer see the 
North Face logo. Polarised sunglasses are 
snapped and useless. It’s so hard, it’s so 
difficult. I just want to go home, she cries. 
In the background, local women stare 
down the camera. Some faces are resentful 
and some are barely there, too tired to 
bother with the commotion. They know 
the white woman will go home to a safe 
house and safe family. 

That is all the television lets me see of 
the Nepalese. Dark-skinned people with 
sad eyes. The newsreader ushers us along. 
Next we are off to see a group of Germans 
stranded at Everest basecamp.

***

It’s the pub this time to watch Pacquiao 
versus Mayweather. The carpet’s sticky 
with beer and it’s loud and hot. 

One drunk says to his drunk friend, “I 
fucking love Pacquiao. He’s actually a 
fucking legend. Beats cunts up in the ring, 
but he’s a good Christian bloke like takes 
his kids to church and shit”.

“Yeah man, truth. Pac’s clean. Not into 
gangs or bashing chicks like Floyd,” says 
the other. 

The match drags on through the rounds 
and my mind wanders. Do you think the 
drunks play two-up on Anzac Day? Do 
they get shit-faced plastered to thank 
soldiers? Probably. 

Pacquiao—the Catholic, Westernised 
darling—eventually loses to ‘Money’ 
Mayweather and everyone’s pissed off. 
Fair enough, the drunk friend is right: 
Mayweather is a terrible person. But even 
if he wasn’t, an outspoken, rich black 
person will always cop flack. 

***

White Lives Matter
Marcus James got angry on Facebook.

Someone is found dead inside their 
council estate flat in Waterloo. The room 
is crammed with files upon files upon files 
reporting deaths in custody. 

It’s Ray Jackson, a Wiradjuri man 
who spent his life investigating deaths 
in custody of Indigenous people and 
represented their families in the fight for 
justice. 

I had never heard of Jackson until a lecture 
last week and never knew what he did 
until I read the obituaries. There seem to 
be too few. 

Jackson will be hauled out of his flat and 
his life’s work of files will end up god 
knows where. Soon new residents will 
replace him. I wonder if he will get a state 
funeral. I wonder if someone who held a 
corrupt state to account would want that. 

Meanwhile we are fed white idealism for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner. I know that 
when I get up in the morning, somewhere 
out there some airhead will slip up and say 
something racist on national broadcast. 
And I know that nobody will give a shit 
and anybody who does is a “champagne 
socialist”. 

Things I Have Done to Try and Appear on USyd Love Letters
By Clo

i. Fixed other students in the library with 
piercing smize-glares 

ii. Dropped a pen then acted out the 
Legally Blonde ‘Bend and Snap’ on Fisher 
level four

iii. Repeated shampoo ad hair flicks in 
Carslaw Learning Hub

iv. Attended class 

v. Attended other people’s classes

vi. Smiled at others

vii. Flexed the gun show whilst leaning 
awkwardly on the fabric wall of Fisher 
Coffee Cart

viii. Dropped things in front of people 
then waited until they leaned down to 
pick them up then also leaned down and 
crashed into them.

ix. Smiled at others 

x. Hid my face behind a book and 
purposefully walked head first into people
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feature

You shovel down the excess food left on 
the plate. You go for seconds, maybe 

even thirds. You spend the next 15 or so in 
the bathroom with the shower running, head 
over a toilet, fingers jammed down your 
oesophagus. Your face and hands covered 
in phlegm, half digested rice, chicken, and 
sauce mixed with vegetables  from the butter 
chicken you ate earlier. Tears stream from 
your eyes. Snot dribbles from your nose. You're 
a wreck. 

For the first time today you feel good. You’re 
in control. 

Eating disorders are mental illnesses that 
are particularly syntonic with the ego, that 
is, they align themselves with your sense of 
self. It makes them really difficult to deal 
with, and is made worse by the fact that this 
form of self-harm is one you take pleasure 
from. It makes you much less likely to 
seek help. There’s no orthodoxy on what 
to prescribe for treatment. The conditions 
are rarely inherited. On top of that, eating 
disorders are typically comorbid with 
other mental illnesses. From an outsider 
perspective, they can seem like an attitude 
problem as much as an illness. 

An eating disorder is an illness. It is not a 
character trait. It is not a choice.

But sticking those two fingers down your 
throat is rarely about wanting to be thin. 
It is primarily an act of control. It’s an 
unhealthy coping mechanism to negotiate 
severely negative emotions. I’m not good 
enough. I’m not good enough.

I think the personality trait that my ED 
preys on is my competitiveness. It’s a 
kind of insecurity that could arise from 
anything, but it almost definitely has 
something to do with my disability. I’m 
blind. I’m not normal and not quite good 
enough. I pathologically believe that I am 
not good enough, and it’s not a huge jump 
to understand how that might form the 
basis for an eating disorder. 

But it might not be for the reasons you 
expect. Eating Disorders (EDs) are 
surrounded by a cacophony of stigma and 
misinformation. The popular logic is that 
it’s a question of nutrition—a quick fix 
for weight monitoring. But to presume 
their relation to physical image issues is to 
oversimplify a complex issue. 

I mean, I’m blind.  How important could 
my image have been to my psyche? 
Though I no longer purge, I still identify 
with my bulimia.  It’s an anxiety that isn’t 
easy to shake. The binging and purging are 

symptoms of a far deeper problem, which 
needs to be recognised. My eating disorder 
was always about control.

I was diagnosed with bulimia nervosa 
comorbid with chronic dysthymia. It’s a 
cocktail which, depending on the barman, 
can include things like major depression, 
panic disorder and generalised anxiety 
disorder. I spent several months as an 
inpatient at a clinic,  and was then treated 
as an outpatient for several years. 

I remember sitting in my room after my 
first few days as an inpatient and, amid 
sobs, begging my parents to let me out. I 
don’t want to be here. I don't belong here. 
Fuck you. Fuck both of you for putting me 
here.

I wasn't let out. I needed to be there. Like 
everyone else with an eating disorder, I 
really needed help. 

Being an inpatient comes with an 
aisle of good, bad, brutal, and beautiful 
experiences. In the facility I entered, you 
are watched every day. You are weighed 
every second day. Supervision is total. 
Eating times occur at three different tables 
with differing levels of apparent autonomy. 
On every table there are labcoats 

meticulously taking notes of everything 
you eat, obsessing over every single 
bite you can muster. I volunteered for 
treatment, but if I decided that I wanted 
to leave before the doctors did, they could 
deem me a threat to myself or others and 
keep me on until they were sure I was 
better.

It’s an example of symptomatic treatment. 
And it is very necessary to make us 
physically healthy again. You can deal 
with the physical symptoms with rigorous 
supervision for a time. You can force 
upon us the kind of control we found in 
purging with institutional force. But these 
institutions do nothing to resolve the 
emotional issues that underpin all else. 
The system is used to fix the bodily. But as 
a man, and as a man with a disability, the 
system persistently failed me. 

You've never known fear really till you've 
considered vomiting in a plastic bag and 
throwing it out the window because you 
know how closely he checks for any signs of 
puke in the toilet. No evidence. You do this 
for a few nights until finally someone sends 
a letter of complaint about someone who 
has been throwing their 'leftovers' out the 
window. You tried doing it in the shower, but 
stomping food down a drain isn’t subtle.

EDs are treated almost unanimously as a 
female illness. Dudes don’t have them. I 
asked psychiatrist Dr Lee Allen why there 
are far fewer reported cases of EDs in 
males and why even fewer seek treatment. 
She speculates that only now are there 
'increased pressures on guys about their 
appearance', and attributes the reluctance 
to the fact that 'services will not be geared 
towards them.' 

That second half is particularly troubling. 
The literature on anxiety issues and using 
eating as a coping mechanism excludes 
me entirely. The National Association 
of Anorexia Nervosa says that 1 in 10 
people with an eating disorder are males, 
while a study of 135 males hospitalised 
with an eating disorder noted that many 
with bulimia felt ashamed of having a 
stereotypically “female” disorder. This 
perhaps explains a bit of any delay in 
seeking treatment. 

The dominant portrayal of eating disorders 
in popular culture is through female 
characters. While I was able to identify 
with characters in great books like Ibi 
Kaslik’s Skinny, it was never explored as a 
problem that affected males. It is so often 
treated as a “women’s disease”. 

The assumptions aren’t confined to the 
public, or even popular culture. Over 
Christmas the clinic ran on skeleton staff 
and I was put on a default meal program 
because the dietician was away. I was a 
fourteen-year-old male put on an eating 
program for girls. I lost an average of a 
kilogram a week while in treatment. In 
group therapy, my eating disorder was 
described to me using the analogy of “Ed”, 
my abusive ex-boyfriend. 

They were catering to 9 out of the 
NAAN’s 10 at the clinic. But while the 
inflexible treatment was unsympathetic, I 
slowly realised the affinity the inpatients 
had with each other—we were all fucked 
up. While the statistics, literature, and 
diets were alienating, these women made 
me feel like I was part of a family. 

We had more than binging and purging 
in common. One friend I made as an 
inpatient is also blind, and our experience 
of ludicrous public assumptions about 
EDs is depressingly similar.

“How can you have one if you’re vision 
impaired?” we have both been asked. “That 
was several months ago when I was at 
an outpatient meeting. People just look 
at the disorder and think it’s about the 
media, and what we see visually. That can 

Sam Brewer recounts being let down by the one-size-fits-all approach to treating eating disorders.

Treated Differently
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be a component. But that’s not the reason 
people have eating disorders. It goes far 
beyond the superficial. It’s control. It’s 
escapism. It’s a way of numbing things.”

“For the past six months I have been 
recovering from it and giving up 
behaviours. It’s been hard. You realise that 
it’s been such a distraction from everything. 
It makes things pile up emotionally… And 
time; EDs can be so time consuming.”

We were all battling something together.  
It wasn’t man vs women, it was our fucked 
up family. They made me feel accepted for 
who I was and I felt we'd gotten to a point 
where we could do anything together as 
a family. We were there to support one 
another through our battles, including 
getting over this debilitating illness.

More than the treatment regimes, insistent 
observation, and therapies it was inclusion 
that finally helped me to develop patterns 
that helped me escape the destructive 
behaviour. The authoritarian nature of an 
institution makes you feel like your trust is 
being abused. You're expected to be able to 
speak your mind in a one-on-one session, 
but every week you have a meeting with 
your 'therapists' and they all assess you. 
They assess how much longer you'll be 
staying. They assess whether or not you've 
been behaving properly. 

We were told to trust our group therapist, 
Ong Min Tan.

In his sessions, Dr Tan had us trudge 
across a map of coloured patterns. If we 
deviated from the prescribed path, he 
would make a loud buzzing noise and 
we'd have to start again. Where the system 
generally failed to cater for my gender, the 
therapies particularly failed to cater for my 
disability. 

I remember standing in front of that mat, 
frightened. I couldn't see the colours, 
I couldn't tell where they were, or the 
pattern they would eventually make. It 
would be humiliating. I'd be making a fool 

of myself. I’d have to show everyone that I 
couldn't do it. I'd feel horrible. 

Instead, my comrades turned an awful 
trial into one of the first times that I can 
remember feeling loved and accepted. They 
lined the perimeter of the mat and, with 
every step I took, they'd tap pencils in the 
direction I had to go. In a roomful of people 
deemed pathologically out of control, the 
group gave me something like autonomy. If 
you can forgive the indulgence, I still well 
up thinking about it. 

But Dr Tan wasn’t just an enabler of 
systematic insensitivity. Our trust was 
abused. In 2014 he was convicted of four 
counts of aggravated indecent assault. 
These crimes were committed against 
four patients under his care. In the clinic, 
you're told to look at people like Dr Tan 
as aids. As people who will help you get 
better. This man would stand at the front 
of a room in front of us and convince us 
that we were helpless. He would convince 
us that we needed him. It didn’t feel like 
too far an extension of our relationship 
with the system already. The whole thing is 
built on the language of dependency and 
power and weakness.

Tan is a verbally dextrous man. We were 
admonished for criticising his methods. If 
his intelligence didn’t surpass all of ours, 
he made us feel like it did. He relished 
wielding the control that he had been 
given over vulnerable people—people he 
was meant to be helping. I wonder if it 
gave him the same feeling that purging 
gave me.

We would sit there, smile and nod. You 
wanted to get out. You wanted to be 
assessed positively. You'd learn to play 
the game of institutionalised mental 
health care. One of the advantages—or 
disadvantages—of symptomatic treatment 
is that you can show every outward sign 
of getting better without really changing. 

You've told your partner about it, so whenever 

you're in the bathroom with the shower running 
for too long, you walk out and see them in tears. 
They know, but you still lie. You lie straight to 
their face. It kills you but you've gotten used to 
it. Lying is easy. You wish it wasn't that way. 
People know you're lying but they're not sure 
when, so you're always taking a gamble. When 
they know, you really feel like shit. You shrink 
up on the inside. You burn with self-directed 
anger and a deep sadness for your partner. 
You're not good enough for them, but for some 
reason they're staying by you. You can't make 
people you love share in your struggle. You don't 
want them to. They do though, and that's one of 
the things that just makes you want to scream 
at yourself. 

You’re pushed. You push yourself into another 
cycle of self-loathing, and, guess what? Binging 
and purging are the only way to escape this state 
of despair. Or, at least, that’s what it feels like.

People look at EDs and think of young 
women and image-issues. I was a blind 
young man and the misunderstandings 
and stigmas around EDs made it all the 
harder to start any kind of treatment. 
The kindness of others brought me to 
understand that the issue didn’t have to 
be gendered, and that there was a support 
network for me despite my disability. 
They helped me begin fight against 
bulimia nervosa that I’m still struggling 
with. Now it comes as an itch I need to 
scratch when nothing’s been going my 
way. I’ll lean over the toilet and stick my 
fingers down my throat, maybe produce 
a bit of bile-laced spittle before asking 
myself what the fuck I’m doing and 
standing back up.

I received a card from the other inpatients 
that I will always hold on to. In my darkest 
times I can look at the messages  written on 
them and trust the kindness. Sometimes, 
they’re the only kind words I can believe. 
You can trust the ones from the dark times 
because they share something with you. 
There are always those who know what 
you’re feeling, and while they can be hard 
to find, they can share it with you, and they 

are looking to help you out of it. There are 
helping hands everywhere as long as you 
aren’t blind to them.

Too many of the girls who I spent time 
in hospital with have succumbed to their 
illnesses and passed away. Some of them 
have gotten better. But I remember the 
struggle we shared. 

A friend asked me if I should put my 
name to this and risk being known as 
the 'bulimic dude.' To reduce someone 
to their illness, to ‘that bulimic dude’, to 
pathology, is a cruel reduction. It’s the 
kind of insensitivity that creates awful 
problems in the system dedicated to its 
treatment. While who I am is, in part, 
informed by my disability and my gender 
and my eating disorder, I am not defined 
by bulimia nervosa. If you are going 
through it now, neither are you.

Some of the thought patterns never leave 
you. I still look at menus in terms of what 
foods are best coming back up. Ice cream 
is cool and retains its sweetness. Bread 
carries stomach acid sickeningly well and 
tastes like pain. If you make the most of 
the table water, anything you've digested 
in the last two hours will out at such an 
explosive rate that nothing will catch, 
perfect for dishes like rice (but very messy).  
But I’ve been to enough therapy sessions 
to know that these thought patterns are 
damaging, physically and mentally. 

This is an ongoing illness and talking 
about it has an important function as a 
kind of control. It helps you get stronger. 
You get better at dealing with it. You 
get better at sharing it; you get better at 
shedding the load that has held you down 
for so long. That's recovery. That’s strength. 
That’s control. And it sometimes comes 
in a more meaningful way than a system 
that fetishises symptoms, full of suspicion, 
abuse and assumptions can deliver. My 
recovery is, in a big way, the result of 
inclusion. That's all I needed. It’s what 
everyone needs. 
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Cumberland’s Coming
Cumberland correspondent Alexandros Tsathas discusses what the campus shift will mean

In 1990, a gross act of academic 
debauchery took place. The University of 

Sydney bedded the Cumberland College 
of Health Sciences and an estranged love 
child was conceived. Enter the Faculty of 
Health Sciences (FHS).

Not really a cash cow and perhaps lacking 
the pomp of other faculties, the University 
has played father-when-it-is-convenient 
to its needy son. The FHS was abandoned 
at birth to (literally) the wrong side of the 
tracks. It is situated opposite a freight rail 
terminal (and a cemetery). For twenty-
five years, no real impetus has hastened 
the University to shift the FHS from the 
Lidcombe “lust-pit”.

Cumberland’s geographic isolation has 
left scores of allied health students with 
less-than-holistic university experiences. 
Once you cross Cumberland county lines, 
your Access card counts for nothing. 
“Ain’t there be no societies round here! 
And we ain’t got no re-vues either!”. The 
nearest licenced venue (or non-residential 
structure for that matter) is several 
kilometres away—Dooleys Catholic Club. 
It’s as about exciting as it sounds. The 
current Dean of the FHS, Dr. Kathryn 
Refshauge, tells it like it is. “Students are 
pretty much uniformly disappointed to 
come to Cumberland”. I’m so glad she 
said it before I did.

Stepping into Dean Refshauge’s office, she 
apologizes for the air-conditioning. We 
are in a wooden demountable building at 
the far end of Science Road (Camperdown 
Campus)—the interim headquarters 
of the FHS, shared with the Faculty of 
Agriculture and Environment. Apparently, 
the split-system air-conditioners in 
“The Demountable Village” lack climate 
control, so the Dean must compromise. 
She falls back on thermoreceptors and 
manually toggling the on-off switch. It 

seems a predicament totally unbefitting a 
Dean, but as she explains, “Charles Perkins 
Centre Heights” is only a temporary 
solution to help facilitate the long-awaited 
FHS relocation.

For as long as the FHS has existed, so too 
have rumours claiming that the move to 
main campus was imminent. I put this 
to Dean Refshauge and she laughs: “It’s 
actually true…we are moving”. Closure. 
At long last. Unfortunately, most current 
students will not benefit from the move. 
“The building will be finished 2017 and 
we’ll start teaching 2018”.

I learn that the entire FHS will be moving 
to main campus. It will be accompanied 
by Sydney Nursing School. The concept 
is “a whole health precinct”, with learning 
spaces to be shared by all health-related 
disciplines: physiotherapy, nursing, 
medicine, pharmacy. The Dean’s pace 
increases, similarly the amplitude of her 
gesticulations, as she describes plans for 
grand cross-discipline anatomy labs, an 
RPA-linked clinic and the possibility 
of shared classes between dentists and 
speech pathologists. “The vision is huge”, 
she surmises. Indeed.

So to where will the FHS move? “A new 
building…They’re pulling down Bosch 
and The Glasshouse and Cobblestone. 
Blackburn will go, but not yet, not in Stage 
1. [In] Stage 2”.

But why has the University decided to 
reclaim the FHS after all these years? Why 
now? “The rumours have always been there, 
but they didn’t really have a plan for where 
we’d go. A few years ago we got a new 
director of campus infrastructure services. 
When he came, he did a 10-year plan for 
infrastructure for the university. This really 
hadn’t existed before. In that plan were all 
the new buildings that we needed to build 

and how to finance them… and Sydney 
City Council has actually approved the 
whole 10-year plan, which has neeever 
happened before. That doesn’t happen! So 
it’s real and it’s funded!”.

I suspect that’s the condensed version, 
but we’ll take it and run; particularly 
when the Dean reveals other potential 
sites for the FHS relocation: “They 
talked about Eveleigh [Carriageworks], 
they talked about Harold Park, Olympic 
Park”. Olympic Park? Seriously? Dean 
Refshauge “couldn’t see the point, to tell 
you the truth”. Hallelujah.

I’m curious as to what the new building will 
look like. We run through the spate of new 
faculty buildings with edgy designs. There’s 
our own Charles Perkins Centre, UNSW’s 
Tyree Energy Technologies Building, and 
of course UTS’ “squashed brown paper 
bag” (Chau Chak Wing Building). The 
Dean assures me that the FHS’s new 
building “is going to be beautiful… the 
education spaces are going to be better 
than anything existing now”. Various 
user groups have been formed, so that all 
disciplines’ needs will be accommodated. 
The building’s design will be dictated by 
the teaching (“and the research!”) that will 
take place. Seems sensible, but what about 
objectionable design features? I suggest 
an outer structural framework resembling 
a 4-wheelie-frame and a drainage system 
that pays homage to catheter tubing and 
leg bags. It’s a resounding “Yep! Tick!” 
from the Dean. 

And the old Cumberland site? “It’s 
not ours, so we can’t say”. Apparently, 
Cumberland belongs to the State 
Government. Rumours have been 
circulating about the sale of the site to 
The University of Western Sydney, but 
the Dean can provide no confirmation—
“We’ve thought the thought”. She notes 

the site “would be a great high school”. 
Please, no. Way too close to home.

The student response to the move will be 
overwhelmingly positive. University will 
actually feel like university and not just 
high school for grown-ups. How does the 
Dean feel about the move and what are 
the sentiments of academics? Without 
the Dean wanting to state it explicitly, I 
deduce much the same as the students—
“At Cumberland you can’t get coffee after 
three, it is just ridiculous. So it will be 
wayyyeee better for that.”. She also realises 
the greater potential for inter-disciplinary 
learning that closer geographical 
proximity brings. I am reminded that this 
is the future of health and that “it’s part of 
our brief that we have to do it”. 

What will be missed about Cumberland? 
Students will miss the Cumberland 
paradox—FHS students are drawn closer 
together by their geographical isolation. 
Friendship groups are smaller but tighter. 
The Dean will miss the autonomy—“[at 
Cumberland] we made the space how 
we wanted it. When we move, we’ll be 
one building. When we go outside the 
door, it’s not our campus to say ‘we’ll put 
these murals here, we’ll do this, that or the 
other’. It’s not a power thing—it’s seeing 
a good thing and being able to just do it”.
The cogs are in motion then. University 
will finally feel like university for the FHS’ 
5,000-odd students. As little as most of 
us care about inter-disciplinary learning, 
the move will undoubtedly facilitate this, 
which is a good thing. I advise graded 
exposure to short-shorts and gym leggings 
so that the 2018 onslaught will not be as-
confronting. 

Cumbo’s a comin’!
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USU Board Elections

Michael Rees

Candidates’Quiz:
Lightning Round:
1. What is your favourite book?
2. What is your favourite film?
3. What is your favourite album?
4. What does USU stand for? (1 mark)

Finance and Governance:
5. How much does a one-year ACCESS card 
cost? And a three year card? (2 marks)
6. What is a fiduciary duty? List three fiduciary 
duties expected of all Australian board 
directors. (4 marks)
7. Name three core values listed in the USU 
strategic plan 2012-2016. (3 marks)
8. Who is the patron of the USU? (1 mark)
9. What is the quorum for a USU General 
Meeting? (1 mark)
10. Name 10 businesses that operate in USU 
spaces on campus. (5 marks)
11. Name four off-campus outlets that accept 
ACCESS. (2 marks)
12. Name two election policies implemented 
by Board Directors elected in 2014. (2 marks)
13. What is the name of the document that 
permits the USU to lease space from the 
University? In what year is it set to expire? (2 
marks)
14. The USU has adopted a number of new 
transparency measures in 2015, what are they? 
(2 marks)
15. Under what circumstances is a Board 
Director allowed to use a CabCharge? And 
what is their monthly allowance? (2 marks)
16. What is the stipend of a Board Director? 
(1 mark)
17. What is the maximum amount of Youth 
Allowance and Rent Assistance available to a 
student earning less than $427 a fortnight and 
living out of home? (1 mark)
18. Name five people who sit on Student 
Consultative Committee. (2.5 marks)

Everything else:
19. How many women have topped the USU 
Election Poll in the last 5 years? What are their 
names? (2 marks)
20. How much is a pide from UniBros on 
Access? (1 mark)
21. What beers are available as $3.50 schooners 
during Hermann’s Happy Hour? (2 marks)
22. What is the only food outlet on 
Camperdown/Darlington campus not leased 
by the USU but with an ACCESS discount? 
(1 mark)
23. Name two lunchtime events held at 
Manning. (2 marks)
24. How many student shows is the Seymour 
Centre obliged to stage each year? (1 mark)
25. Name all the revues. (6 marks)
26. How much does a SUDS member ticket to 
a SUDS show cost? (1 mark)
27. Name the themes of the past three OWeeks. 
(3 marks)
28. What are the requirements to be registered 
as a club or society? (3 marks)
29. What is the USU’s oldest existing 
publication? (1 mark)
30. There is a runaway trolley car barreling 
down the railway tracks. Ahead, there are five 
people tied up and unable to move. The trolley 
is headed straight for them. You are standing 
some distance off next to a lever. If you pull 
this lever, the trolley will switch to a different 
set of tracks. However, you notice that there 
is one person on the side track. You have two 
options: (1) Do nothing, and the trolley kills 
the five people on the main track. (2) Pull the 
lever, diverting the trolley onto the side track 
where it will kill one person. What do you do? 

Honi thanks Alistair Stephenson for his assistance 
in constructing this quiz.

Slogan: Make it Mike
Quiz result: 93% (1st)
Favourite book: I am David
Favourite film: Lock, Stock and Two Smoking 
Barrels
Favourite album: It’s Never Been Like That
Pulls the lever? Yes

Eden Caceda
Slogan: Lead ’em Eden
Quiz result: 73% (2nd)
Favourite book: The Catcher in the Rye
Favourite film: The Social Network
Favourite album: Sgt. Peppers Lonely Hearts 
Club Band
Pulls the lever? Yes

Eden’s campaign has perhaps the most 
extensive set of policy promises. Unlike 
previous Board candidates though, he actually 
intends to follow through on them, or so he 
told us. When asked about practical hurdles he 
was quick to answer—corporate sponsorship to 
afford solar panels on Union buildings (which 

has been promised for several years), a review 
into the hiring out of space by HostCo (a 
major earner for the USU) to give more Union 
space to student needs.

As a previous Bull editor, he is keen to publicise 
the workings of the Board. He told us he’d be 
a whistle-blower if he thought the Union was 
working against student interests and has also 
proposed filming Board meetings.

A self-styled progressive, Eden was core to 
last year’s short-lived “Swag for Honi” ticket, 
which included members of the Conservative 
Club and Libertarian Society. Caceda was clear 
that  he only ended up on the ticket after being 
put up to the task by Labor factions, and that 
he hadn’t known most of his co-candidates 

before agreeing to run. He distanced himself 
from Kerrod Gream, another Board hopeful 
out of the Swag starting house, committing 
to preferencing him last (along with Jennifer 
Zin).

Gream isn’t Caceda’s only political sea 
change—despite the involvement of Unity in 
the formation of Swag, he didn’t seem keen 
to support Alisha Aitken-Radburn’s tilt for 
Union Board presidency. That honour would 
be reserved for Independent Liv Ronan.

Michael Rees readily concedes his relative 
inexperience within the USU, but considers 
his other roles on campus (Honi editor among 
them) to be an assured basis for an informed, 
effective, and critical view of the organisation.

Despite the inexperience, he destroyed the 

quiz. Rees’ answers placed him comfortably 
first.

Rees is very forthcoming about where the 
USU might hypothetically trim. The debates 
program, to which he owes much of his Union 
CV, was first on the chopping block. He has an 
astute appreciation of its excess and proposes to 
cut according to patterns of advantage.

Rees is thinking forward to the 2020 Strategic 
Plan. He wants to print all USU materials in 
languages other than English to accommodate 
growing international student numbers and is 
concerned that there is not enough being done 
to engage with the imminent students from the 
Cumberland campus.

He wants to expand the one-in-six Access 
coffee deal to all Union products, which, he 
believes, represents a sustained benefit of the 
ACCESS card for low socioeconomic students. 
This is a necessity given they’re obliged to pay 
for it with SSAF.

He is an Independent, and was open about his 
respect for Liv Ronan, another Independent 
for whom he would vote in the race for Board 
presidency.

Over the next two weeks you’re going 
to be approached—in your lectures, 

at cafes, and in the quarantine zone known 
as Eastern Avenue—about an election you 
may not care about, about a candidate 
you may never have heard of.1 You should 
resist the desire to tell that campaigner to 
fuck off. 

The USU election—like the SRC election 
in Semester Two—is one of an increasingly 
diminishing number of opportunities 
to have your voice heard. There are 
candidates running on behalf of political 
factions, there are independents, and each 
disengaged student refusing to vote only 
skews the representation on Board further 
towards candidates with foot power over 
those with ideas to improve your union 
(that said—these two are not mutually 
exclusive). 

You should vote early and often (but 
seriously only once—if you vote twice, 
it’s investigated as academic misconduct!), 
for the kind of Union you’d like to see. 
And before you vote, you should engage 
violently with the people campaigning 
to you. Ask questions, ask campaigners 
to justify policies, and look for a second 
opinion. Don’t let them lie to you! Student 
politics doesn’t always bring out the best 
in people, but that doesn’t mean there 
aren’t groups out there committed to 
making positive change. There’s a great 
deal of money floating around (and it’s 
yours!), and students who share your 
beliefs should be the ones wielding it. 
You pay SSAF, you’ve probably bought an 
ACCESS card, and if you want the extent 
of your involvement with the Union to 
rest with parties, you’ll probably get it. 

But if you have niche interests, you should 
seek out the candidate who represents 
you. Maybe you want to see a sustainable 
Union. Or a Union that looks out for the 
mental health of its members. Or a Union 
that’s inclusive of international and low-
SES students.2 Maybe you want more 
parties.3  The thing is, it’s easier to leave 
your headphones in, enter campus by the 
hole in the fence in Victoria Park, and say 
something demeaning to the person who 
tries to speak to you than it is to be that 
person, and while they may be acting in 
self-interest, your interests are the silent 
partner in constructing a board for a 22 
million dollar organisation. You should 
take the risk and believe in one of the 
people who follow. The worst they can do 
is disappoint you. And it’s better to have 
loved and lost, than it is to… y’know... 

1.  But you’re reading Honi, and unless you’re reading it 
exclusively to anger yourself, you’re probably politically motivated—
and that’s good!
2.  I swear I’m not cherry picking policies from candidates here. 
3.  The current board are behind We Are Wom*n, the upcoming 
ethnocultural space, the equity ACCESS program, an end to EFTPOS 
minimums, anti-stack measures for C&S, the transparency review 
(and again I’m not cherrypicking, nor do I want to create a hierarchy 
of board directors in what is essentially a team effort of getting policies 
up); and they’re also guilty of a number of shortcomings—but their 
tenure is the direct result of motivated students donating their time to 
make their voices heard.  

Peter Walsh introduces the race that clears Eastern Avenue. Read on for our candidate introductions.
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Shannen Potter
Slogan: Shake it up with Shannen
Quiz result: 66% (4th)
Favourite book: Pride and Prejudice
Favourite film: Submarine
Favourite album: Born to Die
Pulls the lever? Yes

Tiffany 
Alexander

Slogan: InnovaTIFF
Quiz result: 61% (5th)
Favourite book: The Scarlet Pimpernel
Favourite film: The Blind Side
Favourite album: Doesn’t have one
Pulls the lever? Yes.

Georg Tamm
Slogan: Curious Georg
Quiz result: 58% (=7th)
Favourite book: Unbearable Lightness
Favourite film: The Book Thief
Favourite album: The Lion King (Broadway)
Pulls the lever? Yes

Marco Avena
Slogan: That’s so Marco
Quiz result: 68% (3rd)
Favourite book: Sidhartha
Favourite film: Pride
Favourite album: Illmatic
Pulls the lever? Yes

Marco Avena comes across as earnest, candid 
and well-versed in activist politics. While 

perhaps lacking the bureaucratic experience of 
some of his rivals, he performed exceptionally 
in the quiz (placing 3rd) and has been a driving 
force behind VegeSoc in previous years. His 
openness hints at a refreshing degree of self-
awareness and humility. When asked why he 
is running for Board, he cited the interests of 
his campus faction, Grassroots, in obtaining 
Board positions, which aligns him to past 
political progressives on Board: Bebe D’Souza, 
Ed McMahon, and Tom Raue. His most 
concrete policies include the USU’s divestment 

from industries that support the extraction of 
fossil fuels and mandatory detention, along 
with more bike racks and a reward system 
for cycling to uni, which reflects his heavy 
involvement in the USyd Environmental 
Collective. More generally, he lists the usual 
suite of broadly progressive policy priorities—
affordable housing and gender diversity 
awareness campaigns, with a dash of populism 
thrown in for good measure with the inclusion 
of an annual music festival. He is hazy on the 
logistics of bridging the communication gap 

Atia Rahim
Slogan: Atia
Quiz result: 59% (6th)
Favourite book: Matilda
Favourite film: Gia
Favourite album: So Fresh 2004
Pulls the lever? No

between the USU and SRC and negotiating 
executive pay, though to his credit, was 
willing to openly criticise USU CEO Andrew 
Woodward’s hefty salary in his interview. He 
was also among the few candidates to correctly 
identify the rate of Youth Allowance. 

Shannen Potter seemed well prepped for our 
interview—and that’s understandable. On top 
of her thorough experience with the USU, she’s 

been taken on by a Sydney Labor Students 
(SLS) team that—while lacking the numbers 
of past campaigns—has a wealth of stupol 
proficiency. 

Shannen admits that she wasn’t a member of 
SLS before she decided to run, meaning she 
was recruited by the desperate faction fairly late 
in the game. Following her stint in failed Honi 
ticket Swag last year, some may be forgiven 
for thinking that there’s an air of political 
pragmatism about Shannen’s campaign.

Shannen’s stints as USU Wom*n’s events 
coordinator and president of DarcySoc flesh 
out her CV, and she cites the Clubs and 
Societies programs as her gateway into Union 
involvement.

Motivated to run by the possibility of 
“progressive change”, Shannen was realistic 
about campaign promises, avoiding “coke in the 
bubbler policies”. Perhaps her most impressive 
feat in the interview was her explanation of the 
metric and model of a developed equity scheme 
for ACCESS cards. She also spoke ardently 

about her ambitions to make Union outlets sell 
exclusively fair trade certified clothing.

Forced to make cuts to USU spending, 
Shannen would cut from capital works, which 
she described as having an ancillary benefit for 
students. 

Atia’s point of difference is her rejection of 
campaign tropes. Gone is the alliteration and 
circular logo, gone too is the bright campaign 
shirt, replaced by crisp white. 

Atia came around middle of the field in 
the candidate quiz, and is open about being 
fresh to student politics. Several times during 
the interview she asked for background to 
important issues in the Union’s history. It 
seemed she also lacked the basic institutional 
knowledge to appreciate the at times conflicting 
duties she would owe to students and to the 
Board.

Honi asked whether her proposed music and 
arts festival would overlap the existing Verge 
music and arts festival. She told us her festival 

would be a one-day affair, a little like Laneway 
and specifically angled to reach out to students 
from satellite campuses. So a little like a shorter 
Verge.

Atia came to prominence late last year as the 
widely criticised factional shoe-in for SRC 
Environment Officer. During her interview 
she admitted she’d taken the role without 
knowing what it was, and, on being pressed 
finally admitted she’d been put up to it by 
Unity. After months of criticism Atia recently 
resigned from her position.

The factional involvement came as a surprise, 
because Atia started her interview by 
reminding us Unity has a non-binding caucus, 
and assuring us she wouldn’t be beholden to 
factional interests. She told us she would vote 
for Alisha Aitken-Radburn for USU President.

Tiffany Alexander is running on the back 
of MUNA support and being managed by 
Switchroots-aligned SRC Vice-President 
Daniel Ergas after campaigning visibly 
for Amy Knox (NLS) in last year’s SRC 
presidential elections. Apparently both 
entrenched student politicians are her friends. 
When asked in her interview what her vision 
for the Union she replied without a beat that it 
was to “Innovatiff ” the Union.

Tiffany’s best policies are born from her 
experience with MUNA and reflect a real 

understanding for what it is like for a society 
working with the C&S committee. She wants 
to give more autonomy to clubs over how they 
use their money and she wants to smooth out 
some of the bureaucracy that characterises 
the USU. This includes allowing big budget 
societies like MUNA to subsidise the way for 
low-SES students.

Her other policies, however, require a bit of 
fleshing out and though clearly aspirational, 
were also vague. She aspires to make the 
Union more inclusive for low SES students, 

for students that live far from campus and 
for students who aren’t from degrees with 
higher contact hours. When pressed on how 
she would achieve these goals though she was 
unable to offer clear strategies to address these 
notorious ills of the Union. 

Georg Tamm is taking his second tilt at a 
Board position, after running in 2013. This 
time, he’s come to the race with a strong 
personal connection to the Union—the Board 

stepped in to give him vital financial support 
after a family tragedy in 2013.  

Because of that, Tamm is pushing for a more 
welfare-focussed Union. While welfare has 
traditionally been the purview of the SRC, 
Tamm thinks the Union can play a role in 
providing direct student support in instances 
where the SRC is unable to help.

When pressed, Tamm agreed that candidates 
in past years have been pretty poor at following 
through with policies—but he thinks his 
policies are different. Several of Tamm’s 

policies do seem easily achievable, including 
more inclusive marketing by the USU, and the 
implementation of more regular and binding 
members forums. 

That said, while Tamm used the fact he’s 
studying Commerce to justify his more 
ambitious policies, like moving to keep a 
Union coffee outlet open 24 hours, he came 
7th in the Honi quiz, which raises doubts about 
the veracity of his predictions.

Tamm is among friends in this campaign, 
running as one of two Unity candidates, along 

with Atia Rahin. Despite that, Tamm told us 
he was ideologically closest to Shannen Potter, 
Lamisse Hamouda, and Jack Whitney. But, 
Georg stayed firm on the party line, telling us 
that if elected he’d vote for his “best friend” 
Alisha Aitken-Radburn for USU President.
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Kerrod Gream
Slogan: In Kerrod we trust
Quiz result: 58% (=7th)
Favourite book: Nineteen-Eighty-Four
Favourite film: The Empire Strikes Back
Favourite album: Fiction
Pulls the lever? Yes

Kerrod is a card-carrying Liberal, though 
his Board campaign is not officially aligned 
with any political group. Once president of 

the Economics Society, he said he was the 
“business candidate”—and wants more money 
for the Incubate program, though couldn’t 
clearly outline where that money would come 
from. He also didn’t know how much funding 
the program currently receives, but increasing 
the unknown ‘X’ remains his primary policy.  
Second, Kerrod wants at least half of Union 
positions to be reserved for students. A nice 
idea, except for the fact that approximately 
60% of those positions are already filled by 
students, and any student who applies for a 
USU job receives automatic preference. That 

said, he is one of few candidates to answer 
correctly the Youth Allowance question on 
the quiz. However, Kerrod’s against affirmative 
action for women on Board, seeing it as 
unnecessary when some of the best candidates 
in the field are female. However when pushed, 
he confirmed he would still be against AA 
regardless of whether this remained the case. 
Instead he spoke vaguely of establishing 
‘women in science’ and ‘women in business’ 
forums, where lady students could (supposedly) 
be trained up to be better. Kerrod believes the 
Board shouldn’t be an activist institution, but 

instead a service provider, and hoped to expand 
corporate partnerships were he to be elected. 
He was also one of the few candidates to 
admit that he would seek the votes of Senate-
appointed Directors for an executive position. 

Jack Whitney
Slogan: Back Jack
Quiz result: 57% (9th)
Favourite book: The Velvet Rage
Favourite film: Air Force One
Favourite album: Hot Fuss
Pulls the lever? Yes

Jack Whitney is this year’s National Labor 
Students’ (Labor Left) candidate. The self-
described progressive promises to bring a ‘fresh 

lens’ to Union Board, informed by his social 
work degree.

Whitney’s number one priority is launching 
his USU mentor program, which would pair 
ACCESS card holders with older student 
mentors. Other policies include more bike 
racks on campus, a courtesy bus at Manning 
parties, and the oft-promised independent 
grocery store on campus. 

As a member of NLS, Whitney is bound to 
vote with his caucus. He claims that this would 

help his role on Board, as he would get to 
debate policies with his caucus before any vote. 
Whitney was less confident when asked how 
he would negotiate any conflict between the 
confidential parts of his fiduciary duty and his 
obligations to caucus. Noting that ‘what is legal 
is legal, and what is illegal is illegal’, Whitney 
told Honi that he would have to tell his caucus 
that he was unable to discuss confidential 
matters with them. 

Whitney is either myopic or evasive. He 
hasn’t considered which other candidates 

he’ll preference because he’s ‘been too busy 
[campaigning] on the ground’. He doesn’t 
know who he’d vote for in the upcoming USU 
Executive Presidential Election, and didn’t 
definitively tell us whether he’d court the votes 
of Senate-appointed Directors in Executive 
elections.

Lamisse 
Hamouda

Slogan: Release Lamisse
Quiz result: 35% (10th)
Favourite book: Goosebumps
Favourite film: A Land Before Time
Favourite album: Anything pre-Kim Kanye
Pulls the lever? Throws herself in front of the 
trolley

Lamisse Hamouda is running as a representative 
of the Muslim Wom*n’s collective and with the 

help of Grassroots. 

Her policies are focussed on making the Union 
a more inclusive ethno–cultural space, which 
includes making space for different cultural 
experiences during Radical Sex and Consent 
Week, making Interfaith Week more about 
experience than theology, as well as creating 
an autonomous Muslim Wom*n’s space. Her 
policies are fresh and largely involve modifying 
the existing structures of the USU. 

She has a wealth of real world experience: 

Lamisse is 26 and has worked professionally 
as a youth worker and for an NGO. This is, 
however, only her second semester at USyd 
after a stint at uni in Melbourne and she has 
had very little experience with the USU in that 
time. To top it off her institutional knowledge 
of the USU is particularly bad and she came 
second last in the quiz. While she assured Honi 
that this knowledge would come with real, 
on the job experience, it is still unclear if she 
has tangible strategies for how to work in the 
current infrastructure of the Board.  

Some alarm bells were raised when she 
mentioned it would not be practical to remove 
Board Directors found seriously in breach of 
their dutie to the Board due to the difficulty 
associated with training their replacements.

Jennifer Zin
Slogan: Win with Zin
Quiz result: 34% (11th)
Favourite book: Lolita
Favourite film: Pearl Harbor
Favourite album: Konk
Pulls the lever? Yes

The SULC-endorsed Liberal candidate in this 
election, Jennifer identifies herself as part of the 
Liberal Party’s “broad church” and while being 

centre-right, claims to dissent on a number of 
positions. Her candidature intends to fill the 
ideological void of right-wing students on 
Board (though if you ask this reporter, there 
are plenty of neocons there already). She 
most strongly identifies with Tiff and Atia as 
candidates and would vote for Liv or Alisha as 
President. Jennifer was one of two candidates 
who would seek Senate-appointed Director 
votes for an executive position. 

Jennifer identified the C&S program as the 
most significant success of the USU, for its 

capacity to engage directly with the greatest 
number of students, but when asked about her 
experience with clubs and society she could 
not identify any sustained involvement beyond 
signing up to a number of clubs each OWeek.  

In terms of policy, she is vague. She wants 
‘practicable’ environmentalism, and an end to 
niche programs that don’t support the student 
body broadly—but could not identify an 
example of one of these niche programs. She 
came last in the quiz, and her knowledge of 
USU operations borders negligent. That said, 

she supports the open discussion of Board 
finance and sees some room for the Board to 
operate in activist space—though would not 
take part herself—so long as it puts its role as a 
service provider first. 

Jermaine Craig
Slogan: Big J all the Way
Quiz result: Did not attempt the quiz.

An independent candidate, Big J is interested 
in expanding programs that benefit campus 
culture generally. During the interview, he 
aligned himself to policies rather than politics, 
and was complimentary of Atia and Mike. 
Most of Big J’s policies run through C&S, 

including incentivising events held before 
midday, free ACCESS for international 
students, and having the USU match 
humanitarian fundraising programs dollar-
for-dollar. He was, however, vague on where he 
would source funding for these programs. 

Additionally, he said Board Directors should 
take part in direct protest as individuals only, 
unless the Board agrees to endorse instances 
of activism, while also saying he could not 
imagine a circumstance in which he would 

breach his duty to the Board. That said, he was 
in support of divulging financial records and 
discussing CEO remuneration in public.  

The biggest question over Big J’s candidacy is 
his understanding of Union operations. While 
he has a strong C&S background, he was not 
able to speak concretely on the operations side 
of his policy proposals and did not demonstrate 
the depth of knowledge displayed by some 
other candidates. This extended to an inability 
to speak to the Board’s recent equity ACCESS 

program and a view of the Union’s programs 
(even their humanitarian ones) as being 
refracted through C&S. 

Chris Waugh
Slogan: It’s time for Waugh
Quiz result: Did not attempt the quiz.

Chris Waugh is on the ballot. That’s most of 
what we know about him. His official policy 
statement is seven lines long and doesn’t 
actually reference any policies, just words like 
‘equity’ and ‘equality’. 

Chris completed neither the quiz nor a 
candidate’s interview, though perhaps this 
speaks to the difficulty of running for Union 
Board while completing a STEM degree.

Chris, if you’re reading this, please get in touch. 
Your family is worried.
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The lifts in the 505 Theatre are out-
of-order. The buttons purport to take 

you to heaven or hell, rather than just up or 
down. After negotiating the claustrophobic 
stairwell five floors up to a terrifying helter-
skelter of balconies and walkways, I was 
ready to laugh at my own mortality, rather 
than just be frightened by it. GRIM delivers.

The Jetpack Collective was formed only this 
year, and has already presented audiences 
with an eclectic handful of productions, 
ranging from interactive experiences 
(Where Your Eyes Don’t Go, January 2015) 
to straight-up drama by contemporary 
Australian playwrights (Between Two 

Waves, March 2015). 

GRIM, their latest offering, is their first 
foray out of The Cellar Theatre. It draws 
on the improvisational backgrounds of 
several of its founders, including the two-
man cast. Given the morbid aims of the 
show, the gregarious Robert Boddington 
and the spritely Jim Fishwick might not 
seem like the obvious choice of performers, 
but their levity is an asset. Between them, 
there is eighteen years of experience in 
improvisational sketch comedy. It shows 
when the pair is on stage. They deliver a 
tight, energetic performance with a kind 
of cohesion and chemistry that is both 

impressive and natural. Even when the 
nature of improv gets the better of one or 
both of the two, their charm as performers 
meant that their laughter just became part 
of an increasingly enjoyable experience.

The sketches themselves are very reminiscent 
of late eighties/early nineties Oxbridge 
comedy. It’s easy to see where the show’s 
influences lie, but it is hardly derivative. 
The comedic content varies in pace, style 
and subject, and the only real criticism I 
could level at it is that sometimes sketches 
strayed from the stimulus. There is a lovely 
surprise for audiences early on, one that will 
differ every night. Don’t believe your eyes, 

Finding Death Hilarious: Jetpack Collective’s GRIM
Lauren Pearce laughs in the face of her own mortality.

and certainly do not believe your playbill. A 
simple aesthetic was established by designer 
Kirsty Mcguire, featuring the paper-bag 
face seen in the show’s publicity material: 
a figure of death that watches the audience 
for the duration. Teamed with effective 
lighting operated by producer Stephanie 
Bennett, the set became the perfect canvas 
for the duo’s performance.

GRIM is the kind of show that invites you 
to laugh often and loudly. It invites you to 
consider that perhaps we’re all just putting 
on one long show for Death, and we’re all 
just hoping that Death will think we’re 
funny too.

Native Content, 
Gone Wild

Samantha Jonscher 

The Newtown Hotel recently offered 
itself up as a living, breathing, interactive 

Advertorial. That is to say it hosted a 
Mumford and Sons pop-up bar to “celebrate” 
the release of their new album, Wilder Mind. 
Young Henry’s even got in on the action, 

brewing a ‘wilder mind ale’. The two week 
pop-up included a “3D Wall mural” that asked 
(without asking) to be instagrammed and 
hash-tagged. There were whisky tastings and 
gigs (not by Mumford and Sons themselves). 

What they are selling, though, is all in the 
name. Wilder than what, exactly? Well Now, 
obviously. Wilder than the city. Wilder than 
hive mind conformity and the erasure of the 
individual in the city. Wild like the West—
that dirtier more authentic time that we 

digitised, Pinteresting yuppies all want to 
touch. We want local, we want soul, we want 
vistas of nature to overlook. We want whisky 
because when we think of whisky we think 
of real men in the woods drinking to stay 
warm, because it is cold and nature. We 
want banjos because they remind us of a 
time when things were harder—and yet 
probably more real. We want Mumford 
and Sons because their earnest fear of the 
dark is something that we unironically 
really want. Sigh. They know their 

audience’s cultural anxieties all too well. 

It’s natural that the Mumford and Sons 
marketing machine would choose Newtown 
and Young Henry’s for its brave new world 
manoeuvre. They cleverly piggy-backed 
actual local things to sell you the spiritual 
antidote to all of the things that Mumford 
and Sons actually represents—big business, 
manufactured feeling, the erasure of place 
and the hive mind glorification of a past that 
really was much worse than now. 
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As a frequent player in Manning Bar 
Theatresports, I can tell you that, to a 

large extent, the scene is still in the shadow 
of Steen Raskopoulous, former teacher 
and host. Some performances seem to 
be almost entirely inspired by his and 
Carlo Ritchie’s Bear Pack shows (which 
run at The Giant Dwarf in Redfern every 
month or so). Nuggets of wisdom about 
progressing scenes and playing character 
are still prefaced with “this was something 
Steen said to me once”. 

And it is clear why. Steen plays character 
so vibrantly and honestly. His entrances 
always add significantly to scenes without 
steamrolling his team’s characters or ideas. 

In his latest one-man show, Character 
Assassin, Raskopoulous continues his 
excellent character portrayal and physical 
performance and blends this with sketches 
and audience interaction. Throughout the 
show, not a single bit falls flat. Even one 
sketch, which had a pitiable young man 
preparing for a date in the mirror, only 
to be broken up with over voicemail had 
a perfect ending because there was an 
emotional payoff, rather than a comedic 
one. 

Even in mostly fixed sketches such as these, 
Raskopoulous had a reactiveness to the 
laughs and energy from the crowd which 
is entirely necessary in comedy, especially 
one-person shows. It feels special, bespoke 
for a unique audience. 

In a comedy culture fixated on punching 
up and not punching down, Character 
Assassin is a reminder that sometimes 
comedy doesn’t have to punch at all. It is 

refreshing to see someone play characters 
with love rather than cynicism. They are 
strange, largely improvised characters, like 
the Greek barber or the Orthodox priest 
film reviewer, and are made to work by 
the extraordinary amount of heart the 
audience is invited to invest in them. It 
is easier to keep people invested in scenes 
when their core intention is to pay tribute 
to something, rather than mock or deride 
it. That’s why Steen’s characters feel more 
real than those of some of his colleagues.

Improvisation on stage, even with skilled 
scene partners, is difficult. So you can 
imagine that improvising scenes with a 
cast randomly drawn out of the nervous, 
inexperienced audience would be trying. 
Steen does this well. About as well as 
you can do it, I think. Some fantastic 
moments arose when Steen was the focus 
of these scenes, with an audience member 
as a supporting role, challenged with 
reacting to Steen’s emotional offers. But 
the moments in the show that focused on 
the audience had a Thank God You’re Here-
esque predictability I didn’t particularly 
care for. One sketch foregrounded an 
audience member playing a sign language 
translator for a speech that Raskopoulous’ 
character would make. Initially it was fun 
to see someone else making up strange 
hand gestures, and to see Steen’s character 
react to them, but after that I lost interest. 

Aside from a few boring audience 
members, Steen’s on point emotional 
reactions were what made the show and 
it’s cast of unwitting audience members 
shine. He has an understanding of how 
to play character that should be duly 
recognised. It’s a fantastic show, and it’s 
very, very funny.

Character Assassin at the SCF
Aiden Mollins laughs.

Cool Things For Free at The Sydney Writers’ Festival
Tuesday May 19

5:00-6:00pm: the very same Clementine 
Ford that cops some flack  on page 17 is 
interviewing Australian writer Evie Wyld 
about writing female characters.  

Io Myers Studio, UNSW, High Street, 
University of New South Wales, Kensington

6:30- 8:30: the monthly Bankstown Poetry 
Slam is the largest, regular spoken word 
event in Australia and always draws good 
talent. Newcomer  welcome. 

Bankstown Arts Centre, 5 Olympic Parade, 
Bankstown

Thursday May 21

5:30-6:30pm: fancy a bit of art history? 
UNSW’s James Donald explores some 
modernism, Jazz, TS Eliot and Josephine 
Baker. 

Sydney Dance Lounge, Pier 4/5, Hickson Road, 
Walsh Bay

9:30-11pm: Julian Morrow and Chris 
Taylor of  Chaser fame interview actor and 
writer Alan Cumming, acclaimed cross-
dressing cartoonist Simon Hanselmann, and 
mortician and death expert Caitlin Doughty. 
Probably a unique experience.

The Theatre Bar, Sydney Theatre Company, 
Pier 4/5 Hickson Rd, The Rocks 

Friday May 22

9:00-10am: Coffee and Papers with the 
Sydney Morning Herald and internationally 
renowned journalist Christine Kenneally. 
These events usually promise a bit of banter 
and bit of news behind the news. 

The Theatre Bar, Sydney Theatre Company, 
Pier 4/5 Hickson Rd, The Rocks

11:30 AM - 12:30 PM: Australian Books 
of the Year—find out what is happening in 
Auslit right now

Sydney Dance 2, Pier 4/5, Hickson Road, 
Walsh Bay

Saturday May 23

4:00-5:00pm: experimental Chinese artist 
Yang Zhichao collated personal diaries 
and notebooks and turned them into 
an installation. For anyone interested in 
Comtemporary Chinese art and history this 
is a good place to start. 

Sherman Contemporary Art Foundation, 
16-20 Goodhope Street, Paddington

7:00-8:00:  Cut & Paste invites playwrights, 
comics, musicians, poets, novelists and the 
occasional strong man to try out a new 
10-minute idea right in front of you. 

Bondi Pavilion, Queen Elizabeth Drive, 
Bondi Beach

Belvoir’s Wizard of Oz was a bait and switch 
which could have been beautiful, but was 

tedious and comically confusing. I would have 
liked this as a movement piece inspired by the 
book, but Belvoir consistently names its shows 
for seat filling and it results in things like this.

An undoubtedly exquisite production, it was 
far too full of bare breasts and stage cigarettes, 
and inexplicably, a few dozen toy dogs which 
whirred and glowed around the stage for far 
too long. Adena Jacobs has been involved in 
other Belvoir shows about which I felt very 
strongly (Blue Wizard), but this just left me 
exasperated. 

Full of bright light and with a starkly grey set, 
it began with such potential: a parade of the 
Scarecrow, the Tin Man, and the Lion.

The Scarecrow recounts a life of pride, ended 
with a rebuke from a crow, informing her she 
wanted only for a brain. The Tin Man tells, 
through a chest-mounted speaker, a sorrowful 
story of love ended by losing her literal heart to 
a jealous witch. The Lion sings.

I was so excited when these were happening. 
Confused, since they were disjointed and very 
slow, but hopeful for a production exploring 
each of their stories. It quickly descended into 
a blur of bewildering metaphors and utterly 
nonsensical messes. It was as though Jacobs 
was looking at the audience from beneath her 
eyebrows and saying ‘Mmm, you know what I 
mean’ and expecting the reply ‘what a powerful 
piece, what a statement, so clever’. Except we 
didn’t. It was a tangle of absolutely inexplica-
ble wank.The title promised a narrative but  it  
was simply a blur of beauty pageants, weird 
almost-torture, breasts and fluorescent orange. 
The witch went from an orange-faced bride 
dressed in emerald, to some kind of pants-

Breasts, Dogs, Cigarettes, Breasts
Joel Hillman just watched every Clickhole video ever.

suit-and-aviator-wearing femme fatale, to a 
bikini-wearing loser of the pageant. She was 
then stripped, had her head put through a hole 
in the wall, then pelted with water balloons 
which came from the ceiling. WHY?

The aesthetic was the only consistent part. 
And it was properly exquisitely beautiful. The 
use of fluoro was wonderful. An unjustified 
gun, lipstick on Dorothy’s forehead and the 
witch’s face went from glaring orange to being 
invisible and back again through the selective 
use of light. It was combined with haze to ex-
cellent visual effect.

A moment of particular beauty was Dorothy 
changing from a grey leotard to the classicJu-
dy Garland-esque dress. She was in a perspex 
box filled with haze, spun centre stage by the 
three characters, alternating light and dark, and 
colour and white. Exceptionally prepossessing 
and combined perfectly with soundscape, it 
was a moment of perfection in a sea of other-
wise mindless puzzlement as grey as the pris-
on-cell walls.

Also, how funny is suicide? A perfect exam-
ple of a decision made for no apparent reason. 
Why do they need to pretend to shoot them-
selves in the face and laugh? What does this 
say? Why do we need to see an elderly Doro-
thy slow dancing alone? Why does there need 
to be so many toy dogs? 

Theatre in the abstract is extremely difficult, 
and while Belvoir didn’t hide the fact that this 
was not narrative, they should have tried hard-
er to do it well. I am also told the current show 
is much different to the preview I saw. It wasn’t 
‘dark’ or ‘daring’, it was just dumb. I would like 
to see this retitled, reframed, and cleaned a lit-
tle and with a lot less wank.
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Scope and Motivation
This article seeks to assess the stabili-

ty of promotional A-frames employed by 
student politicians during election seasons. 
The motivation for this article is the ap-
parently poor performance of these frames 
even in moderately windy conditions as a 
result of their ill-conceived design.

Design Assumptions
For the purposes of analysis, two designs 
shall be assessed: 
 • A wooden frame comprised of 
plywood sheets (5mm thick, 2500gsm) 
hinged by a pair of zip ties
 • A cardboard frame comprised 
of two cardboard sheets (3mm thick, 
1500gsm) hinged with ductape

The faces of the frames are taken to be 1m 
x 0.6m. It is assumed that the frames are 
erected such that the boards are inclined 
to the vertical at 15 degrees.

Failure Mechanisms
We assume two primary modes of struc-
tural failure which the author denotes as 
overturning failure and splay failure. 

Overturning failure is characterised by 
the toppling of the frame as a result of the 
mobilisation of the windward foot of the 
frame. Failure by overturning occurs when 
the static friction force of the windward 
foot of the frame is overcome by wind ac-
tion. This results in the frame enclosing, 
effectively reducing the moment arm of 
the restoring moment due to self-weight. 
This causes the frame to overturn about 
the leeward foot.

Splay failure is characterised by the splay-
ing of the frame boards as a result of the 
overturning moment produced by wind 
action exceeding the restoring moment 
provied by the self-weight of the frame. 
This failure mode is activated when wind 
action lifts the windward foot slightly, ef-
fectively reducing the static friction force, 
causing the foot to slip forward and the 
frame to splay.

It is assumed that the zip-ties of the 
wooden frame effectively restrain it from 
splay failure. Its strength limit is thus 
determined by overturning failure. Card-
board frames are vulnerable to both failure 
modes, but splay failure is assumed to be 
more critical to their relatively lower self-
weight.

Analysis
Static analysis of the designs detailed 
above were undertaken.

The strength limit of wooden A-frames is 
determined by its susceptibility to over-
turning failure. Failure by overturning is 
considered to occur when the wind action 
exceeds the static friction force at the foot 
of the windward face. Analysis assumed a 
static friction coefficient of 0.6 (the coef-
ficient for wood on brick; close enough). 

The structural capacity of wooden A-frame 
found to be reached for an ultimate wind 
speed of 7.05m/s or 25.4km/h.

The structural capacity of the cardboard 
frames is determined by splay failure. A 
cardboard frame fails when the overturn-

ing moment of the wind action (acting at 
mid-height) exceeds the restoring mo-
ment provided by the self-weight (acting 
through the hinge).

The ultimate wind velocity for the card-
board frame under the splay failure mech-
anism is 4.30m/s or 15.5km/h

Suggested Design Improvements
Maximum wind speed records from the 
Bureau of Meteorology show that dur-
ing the months of May and August 2014 
(months which corresponded to the USU 
and SRC elections), the ultimate wind 
speed for wooden A-frames was exceed-
ed on 25 days in May and 29 days in Au-
gust. The situation is worse for cardboard 
frames.

The design improvements suggested be-
low have been formulated with the in-
tention of augmenting existing A-frames 
with minimal costs to candidates (the au-
thor hears that campaign budget limits are 
very difficult to stick to). 

To prevent splay failure, the author sug-
gests tethering the feet of the frame to-
gether with rope or tape. Since a frame 
undergoing splay failure tends to have its 
front face slip forward, tethering the feet 
of the frame together effectively prevents 
this failure from occurring.

Meanwhile, a rigid brace connecting the 
two boards near the feet shall effectively 
prevent the enclosing of the boards and 
therefore overturning failure altogether. 
An implementation of this could employ 

a wooden brace with bolts and wing nuts 
for convenient dis/assembly.

Limitations and Further Research
The author probably should have taken 
account of shielding from surrounding 
buildings.

The two failure mechanisms above were 
pulled out of the author’s arse. If they 
reflect the real-world to any extent how-
ever, the author reckons that these failure 
modes are extremes on a continuum of 
failure modes. That is, failures of A-frames 
are likely caused by a combination of these 
two mechanisms to varying degrees de-
pending on factors such as magnitude of 
wind action, self-weight, inclination angle 
etc. 

A possible design change that could be 
made to existing A-frames would involve 
reducing the wind force by perforating 
the frame boards. To evaluate this design, 
computational fluid dynamics analysis 
would be appropriate.

The author actually considered but decid-
ed against using AS1170.2, the Austral-
ian standard for evaluating wind actions 
on structures. He found the applicability 
of a building code to the analysis of an 
A-frame—much like the integrity and 
moral standards of student politicians—to 
be questionable.

A-Frames Through the Eyes of an Engineer
Trung Tran is a final year civil engineering student. He wonders why they haven’t got A-frames right yet.
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When we were bright-eyed first 
years, testing out our newfound 

identity as “feminists”, Clementine Ford 
provided all the emotional support and 
witty banter we needed to take out first, 
fledging steps into the world of activism. 
She was central to what is commonly and 
perhaps problematically known as our 
“baby feminism” phase—anything outside 
experiences was blinkered by the wisdom 
of a mamamia article and the cigarette 
stained voice of Joni Mitchell. 

Since then, thanks to the teachings of 
Black feminists such as bell hooks, Audre 
Lorde and Alice Walker, those blinkers 
have been removed. We have been forced 
to strip back our egos and decentre our 
experiences, recognising that feminism 
is more complicated than “when that 
guy cat-called me!” It seems that Ford 
has not quite kept up—with the fury of 
pumping out critique after critique; she 
has failed to critique herself. Two of her 
latest articles are the particular source of 
our disappointment. 

From the title itself, Ford’s “We need to 
stop making excuses for men like Floyd 
Mayweather and Manny Pacquiao” 
focuses on the two men as individuals, 
ignoring the structures that no doubt 
“coloured” the fight, literally. She outlines 
Mayweather’s criminal history and 
Pacquiao’s views on reproductive rights, 
but never acknowledges the impact of 
their racial identity. Ford wants to play the 
“colourblind” card but the arena she writes 
about is immune to it. Black masculinity 
has been tied to violence and aggression 
and is informed by tropes of primitivism 
and criminalisation; black and Filipino 
people have both been victims of American 
imperialism. When Ford fixates on the 
individual, she ignores the arena that 
surrounds them. She notes the presence 
of the rich and famous, from Justin Bieber 
to Donald Trump, but inverts her order 
of blame. The privileged do not sit on the 
sidelines. They are the ones who started 
and perpetuate the violence to produce 
an inevitable result—a man of colour is 
pulverised before a crowd of acquiescent 
Americans. 

Ford’s second white feminist moment 
this month was “How misandrists like 
to let their hair down”. She ridicules the 
nightmares of conservatives, busting the 
stereotype of feminists as man-hating 
killjoys, but in the process people of colour 
become the butt of a white woman’s joke. 
She describes a mythologised leader, 
the “Yas Queen”, and various rituals the 
“feminist” tribe practice, appropriating 
and ridiculing Indigenous imagery 
to make a cheap joke. She is not the 
only white feminist who has done this 
(#festivaloutfits) to empower herself and 
her white pals. It is astounding to see 
the widespread use of #YASKWEEN, 
as Baltimore and Ferguson burn in the 
background. The causal link is there, 
even if not immediately apparent: when 
powerful, progressive women like Ford 
reassert stereotypes of men of colour as 
sexist and violent and Indigenous cultures 
as laughable, they further the structure of 
white supremacy that culminates in such 
riots.  

White feminism is not a new phenomenon. 
We saw it from the “first wave” suffragettes 
who claimed “votes for all”, but excluded 
black women from their fight. The same 
pattern repeated itself in Australia with 
Indigenous women. It is impossible to 
talk about feminism without confronting 
the splattering of mayonnaise that has 
silenced the voices of women of colour and 
Indigenous women, stolen their activist 
and intellectual ideas and then explicitly 
excluded them. When white women 
condemn men of colour in their fight, they 
force women of colour to choose between 
race and gender in their fight for freedom. 
Ford’s writing is necessary for disrupting 
mainstream dialogues that often do not 
acknowledge the struggles of women 
at all. However, we must ensure that all 
feminist spaces and thoughts centre the 
intersectional struggles of women. If Ford 
ever reads this, we appreciate everything 
you’ve done for us as growing feminists. 
We hope you’ll take our words on board, 
so that we can continue to grow together. 

Clementine Ford: 
Our Problematic Fave

Subeta Vimalarajah and Julia Readett on white feminism

I hosted a sick party for my 18th. Having 
grown up relatively sober I decided 

that it was going to be a big night. I spent 
the first few hours of the party gingerly 
sipping on Raspberry cruisers and UDLs, 
like a 15-year old girl before a GoodLife 
festival. Things were getting loose.

At 11:45pm, with party euphoria 
dwindling and glandular fever successfully 
transmitted amongst the youth of the 
North Shore, a police officer entered my 
party. The crowd silenced. My heart began 
to race. A muscular, broad shouldered 
and fairly attractive man approached me 
with a baton in one hand and a gleaming 
badge on his chest. I panicked, pulled up 
the neckline of my outfit and began to 
apologise profusely, tearing up as I did. 
Midway through my drunken pleas to 
ensure my birthday party was not shut 
down, the cop came closer. His hot breath 
caressed my jawline as he whispered, 

sensuously, “have you been a naughty girl?”
Distraught, conflicted, repulsed—
and somewhat aroused—I 
quickly realised that my 
party had not been 
shut down by a 
police officer. My 
mother, a woman 
known for her 
love of fine 
wine, Sex and 
The City re-runs 
and organised 
dinner parties, 
had ordered 
me a stripper. 
My mother 
was never the 
stereotypical Lorna 
Jane wearing, blonde 
bobbed North Shore 
mum, but I didn’t pick her 
as the type to have a stripper’s 

number on speed dial. In retrospect it 
makes sense, considering she is a 

Fifty Shades enthusiast who 
is eagerly awaiting the 

release of ‘Magic Mike: 
XXL’. 

But although 
the stripper’s 
appearance was 
unforgettable 
and the 
lap dance 
p h e n o m e n a l , 
it was not the 
climax of the 

story.

In between exotic 
dance moves to 

Ginuwine’s classic 
‘Pony’, two real police 

officers had come for noise 

complaints. The cops, a male and female 
officer, were jovially invited in by my parents 
to witness the night’s entertainment. 
Apparently, neither my mother nor father 
thought that was a peculiar thing to do. 
Greeks are a hospitable sort.

As I picked up empty goon sacks and 
sterilized my mother’s couch the next 
morning, a curious guest who was 
completely sober told me that: upon 
viewing the stripper in action, he 
witnessed the real cops share increasingly 
sultry glances, soft touches and erotic lip 
bites. Ultimately, they ‘hooked up’ in the 
bushes of my front garden when ‘vacating 
the premises’.

I was stunned.

Two cops came to my party and ended 
getting more action than I did.

Tops Off Cops,
Cops, Tops Off

Bianca Farmakis hired a stripper.
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Blythe Worthy

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

Intercampus Officers’ Report
Fiona Lieu, Mary Osborn, Jason Kwok, Mary Ellen Trimble

Hey Intercampus peeps for the last 
couple of weeks the Intercampus 

Officers have been hard at work, toiling 
away in the dark corners of our satellite 
campuses to ensure that this year your 
SRC delivers for you and we’re very excited 
to announce that this week you’ll get to 
see some of that work come to light. This 
week we’ll be at Cumberland chilling out 
with a sausage sizzle and getting to know 
what Intercampus students have to say 
about their problems and how the SRC 
can help them. If you’re not a Cumbo-

crawler don’t worry, you won’t be missing 
out on any of that sausage/tofu sizzle lovin, 
the Intercampus Officers are planning to 
make sure that we’ll be visiting and sizzlin 
at as many satellite campuses as we can 
afford to this year.
 
USU elections are also coming up and 
our self-obsessed cousins at main campus 
are getting right into the thick of things. 
Given the appalling and persistent failure 
of previous USU directors and candidates 
to actually do anything to give Intercampus 

students even a slight incentive to buy an 
Access card, you may feel that there is no 
point in voting. But we urge you not to 
waste this opportunity to improve how our 
Union treats us, the Intercampus officers 
this year will be interviewing candidates 
and compiling an objective Election Guide 
which we aim to be dispensing sometime 
this week to ensure that you have plenty 
of time to read them and make sure that 
you know who you’ll be voting for. Vote 
for students that having taken time to 
seriously consider what policies would be 

welcome and useful (not just tokenistic 
like “i wanna intergrate satellite campuses 
and help them” or “vote for me plz I used 
to be intercampus officer lol”) and vote 
for students who have thought about how 
to implement these policies when they’re 
elected and seem to demonstrate that 
they care about following through. But 
above all do not let this be the end of your 
involvement with the Union til next year, 
our vote is not a gift but the establishing of 
a contract; demand more from your Union 
Board Directors and refuse to be ignored. 

It’s that time of semester—you’ve got 
scary assessments due. You haven’t paid 

rent in two weeks. You’ve run out of toilet 
paper and are stealing rolls from Fisher 
and the few cool rallies you’ve been to 
were awesome but you’re feeling obliged 
to go to more. There’s a lot happening and 
not much time to do it in. We know, we’ve 
been there.

Well, as the semester rolls on and seems 
unaware of our woes regarding assessments 
and ca$h flow problems, the Education 
Department is happy to report that gettin’ 
it done has been our aim as of late. 

The Federal Budget release date is rapidly 
approaching—it’ll be May 12th, and we’ll 
be having a blitz day on campus for the 
13th, with stalls and fliers to help engage 
students. If you want to get your club or 
collective involved pls look up Sydney 
University Education Action Group on 
Facebook. 

The NUS NDA will be held on the 20th 
in response to the budget so pop that in 
your calendars too. 

Our Refugee Tutoring Program will be 
ready in the coming weeks too; contracts 

and guidelines pending, and we encourage 
everyone who’s interested to get a Working 
With Children Check (found at https://
wwccheck.ccyp.nsw.gov.au/Applicants/
Application). The program aims to give 
Asylum Seekers who don’t have access 
to education (bridging visas don’t ensure 
a well rounded education an Australian 
citizen would get) more variety than an 
ESL school could offer them. 

We’re planning on working out of 
Parramatta Library first, and if the 
program takes off, expanding to a space 
more suitable to our needs.

We’re looking into covering student 
tutor’s travel to and from Parramatta for 
these sessions, and hope that this hands-
on sort of program will create strong ties 
between students and the large refugee 
communities around Sydney. 

Textbooks will be donated by local high 
schools, and you don’t have to have much 
of an education past the HSC level to be a 
tutor, as most students in the program will 
have a fairly limited education. 

You can thank the Liberal and Labor 
parties for that. 

This week we saw the Macquarie 
University Postgraduates’ 

Association (MUPRA) taken to court in a 
heated ongoing battle between the student 
organisation and the university in what 
appears to be a step by Macquarie Uni 
to dissolve the organisation and consume 
its assets. In the most recent Ordinary 
Meeting of Council a motion was moved 
that our SRC stand in solidarity with 
MUPRA during this period. This move 

by Macquarie sets a dangerous precedent 
for student unionism across the country, 
as it is a threat to student representation 
and the right to have operating unions to 
support students, which are independent 
from universities. I encourage all students 
to take interest in their student unions 
to maintain accountability within not 
only universities around the country but 
also within the government and political 
arena to ensure that our rights as students 

and future builders of this nation are not 
compromised.

I have also received a lot of emails from 
concerned students about their student 
card, as this year’s new student card does 
not have an expiry date. This appears to 
have created complications with students 
who need student concessions. As there 
is no way to tell whether the person with 
the card is still a student at this university, 

goods and service providers have started 
denying student concessions. I will be 
raising this concern to the next Student 
Consultative Committee Meeting on 
June 30th. If there are any other concerns 
amongst the student body please don’t 
hesitate to contact the SRC or myself 
personally.
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Last week in Texas, a “Muhammad 
Art Exhibition and Contest” was 

held by the American Freedom Defense 
Initiative, a professed ‘anti-Muslim 
activist group’. It provoked the anger in 
particular of two jihadi gunmen who 
attended the exhibition and were killed 
in the ensuing turmoil. This event should 
remind us of how easily tensions between 
different cultures and faiths can escalate, 
and how important it is to inspire peace 

and cooperation between religions, instead 
of seeking to provoke anger and worsen 
interfaith relations.

In this spirit, this semester we have been 
busy planning an inaugural month-
long Interfaith Festival, to take place 
in Semester 2, from 13 August to 11 
September. So far we have a range of 
faith-based societies involved, from the 
Muslim Women’s Collective to the Sikh 

society to the Atheist society. Each society 
will be able to plan up to four events to 
be held during the month, some of which 
will include public speakers and panel 
discussions between societies. We hope 
that through this event we can give people 
the chance to find out about religions they 
are curious of, or faiths they know little of.  
Perhaps more importantly, this is will be 
an opportunity for the different faith based 
societies to interact with each other, and 

begin cross-cultural dialogues to engender 
tolerance and friendship. If there are any 
faith-based societies that would still like 
to get involved, or if anyone has an idea 
they would like to see incorporated into 
the festival please contact the Interfaith 
Officers at interfaith.officers@src.usyd.edu.
au.

Environmental Officers’ Report

This week the Collective is very excited 
to welcome two new Office Bearers! 

Congratulations Jay and May! Callista 
is so happy the one-woman team has 
turned into three, because three heads are 
definitely better than one. With the help 
of the new OBs, the Collective can only 
get better! And now for some updates on 
what the amazing environment activists in 
the Collective have been up to:
 
Last Wednesday Fossil Free USYD was 
out on Eastern Avenue taking part in the 
National Day of Campus Divestment 
Action by talking to students and adding 

their photos to our photopetition. We 
are also talking to Academics about 
divestment, getting staff to join students 
in our call for USYD to get out of a dirty 
business. And we’re planning a wind-
turbine protest for the end of semester! 
Big exciting news on this front soon, so 
watch this space!

The Community Garden is planting for 
the winter season, planning for new beds, 
and going on excursions together to learn 
new skills at the worm farm & composting 
workshops.

Frontline Action Group is working on top 
secret upcoming missions with Front Line 
Action on Coal and 350.org. Can’t explain 
more now but stay tuned!

Some Collective members went to 
Canberra as part of ASEN (Australian 
Student Environment Network) on the 
ANZAC weekend to march with the 
Aboriginal Tent Embassy crew in memory 
of the 120,000 Aboriginal people who 
died in the Frontier Wars. They also had 
fun bonding times with the awesome 
ANU collective.

COP21 Event Group have collected ‘The 
Monster Climate Petition’ signatures and 
plan to continue campaigning in late May-
early August with petition and August 
-September in lead up to our awesome 
event that will happen at the end of sem 
2 to put pressure on Australia for the Paris 
climate meeting in Nov-December!

Look for us on Eastern Avenue this 
week! On Wednesday the Environment 
Collective will have a stall in response to 
the federal budget released on Tuesday, so 
come visit us to have a chat about how the 
budget will affect environmental issues.

May Xuan Chew, Jay Gilleat, Callista Barritt

The SRC is actioned to publish a solidarity with 
MUPRA statement on our website, and to write 
a letter to the Macquarie Uni VC outlining our 
position on the matter.

Council fully endorses and stands in solidarity  
with the planned national strike actions on June 1, 
between 10.30 and 11.30am

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

Council is actioned to donate $500 to the SOS Blak 
Australia campaign. 

Council fully endorses an SS-BDS event at 1pm on 
May 14 in commemoration of Nakba Day.

Council endorses the education and budget actions 
occuring on May 12, May 13, and May 20.

SRC Notice
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The Student Income Bank is a way to al-
low students to earn some money while 
receiving Youth Allowance or Austudy. 
Currently, students are able to earn up to 
$427 per fortnight without reduction to 
Youth Allowance or Austudy.  The income 
back accumulates based on how much 
you earn outside of your Youth Allowance 
/ Austudy each fortnight. For example, 
if in the first fortnight if you didn’t earn 
any money, you could earn $854 ($427 + 
$427) in the second fortnight without a 
reduction to your Centrelink payment.  If 
in the second fortnight you only earned 
$100, your Centrelink payment wouldn’t 
be reduced and the remaining $754 would 
carry to the third fortnight, making your 
new Student Income Bank (SIB) amount 
$1,181 ($754 + $427). Your SIB can accu-

mulate to a maximum of $10,600.

If you have nothing left in your SIB, the 
reduction in your payment is calculated 
as 50 cents per dollar for every dollar be-
tween $427 and $512 that you earn in the 
fortnight, then 60 cents per dollar for ev-
ery dollar afterwards. The following fort-
night you start again with $427 for your 
SIB.

For more information go to the SRC 
website, then in the Caseworker Help 
section select “Your income”. (http://bit.
ly/1E9SQOG)

*These figures are current until 30th June 
2015.

Earning Money While You Get 
Youth Allowance or Austudy: 

The Student Income Bank

Dear Abe,

I had an essay due in last Thursday, but I 
was quite sick.  I handed it in on Monday 
with a doctor’s certificate, but my faculty 
is saying I have to get a late penalty.  Is this 
correct or can I appeal it?

Made Me Sick

Dear Made Me Sick,

Maybe you didn’t follow the correct pro-
cedure for gaining Special Consideration.  
You need to see a doctor on the day (not 
the day after) you are sick.  Remember if 
this means calling an after hours home 
visit doctor, or going to the hospital emer-
gency department then that is what you 

should do.  The doctor should fill in a Pro-
fessional Practitioner’s Certificate where 
they should indicate how your illness 
affected your ability to study.  Generally 
speaking if you are “moderately affected” 
or less you are unlikely to be successful in 
your application.  So where you say you 
were “quite sick” it really would depend on 
how the doctor interpreted that.

You should hand in your assignment as 
soon as you can, though if you are granted 
Special Consideration the Faculty will ad-
vise you what the new due date is.

Regardless of all of this, you still have the 
right of appeal for this decision.  Talk to 
an SRC caseworker about what you need 
to do.

Abe

Ask Abe
SRC Caseworker HELP Q&A

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

Level 1, Wentworth Bldg, University of Sydney
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: src.usyd.edu.au 
e: solicitor@src.usyd.edu.au  |  ACN 146 653 143

This service is provided 
to you by the Students’ 
Representative Council, 
University of Sydney

Liability limited by  
a scheme approved 
under Professional 
Standards Legislation.

法律諮詢
法律アドバイス

We have a solicitor who speaks  
Cantonese, Mandarin & Japanesee

Fines

Debts

Immigration

Motor Vehicle Accidents

Criminal Charges

...and more

Insurance

If You Have A Legal Problem, 
We Can Help for FREE!

IN A PICKLE?
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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: 15 Grouse: 30 Grouser: 40 Grousest: 56

H   B   L

Answers available next week at honisoit.com 

T   Y   U

 I    S  R

Minimum four letter words

Cryptic

Across

1. Endorsed devil a tad confusedly (9)

6. Cricket team without ecstasy belonging to fairies 

(5)

9. Opening crayons and the French wax sticks (7)

10. Mimic feline-impersonator (7)

11. Wish for a cocktail (6)

12. Iodine and unfinished nitrogen, uranium in back 

of lab twice a year (8)

14. Sound of beat enthralled (4)

15. Princes holding directions for Charlotte and Di-

ana, say (10)

18. Speak out against sloppy ATM invader (10)

20. An American addict? (4)

By En

23. Manage rate without glue mix (8)

24. Reset back without a conundrum (6)

26. First male soldier is determined (7)

27. Broadcast methods for ventilation passages (7)

28. Pivotal factor in whinger being decapitated and 

clipped (5)

29. Balls of dough in small junkyards? (9)

Down

1. Sounds like fighter of sin’s the other way around 

(9)

2. Organises senile endlessly? (7)

3. Sweet-sounding duet covering heartless lyric (6)

4. Head teacher established exam (4)

5. Lexical resource strangely a dirty icon (10)

6. Developed experience and education (8)

7. Draws dust from voids (7)

8. Birth in last fall evening (5)

13. Tended towards avid target accidentally (10)

16. In order to usurp, rise steadily, avoiding shocks 

(9)

17. Fanciful story’s not a short one? (8)

19. Instil in cereal (7)

21. Maintain Sydney University mark (7)

22. Cream, say, and teal urn smashed (6)

23. Contact each after initial recess (5)

25. Becalming, but without being tranquil (4)

Quick
By Skribblex

Across 

1. Pretending (6)

4/10. USU’s student association

program (5,3,9)

11.  Oneness (5)

12. Possibly arrogant internet acronym (4)

13. Elections soon! (5,5)

15. What you put the pot and cups on (3,4)

16. Type of metal (6)

19. Exhausts (4,2)

21. Roman coins (7) 

23. Connotations (10) 

25. Clumsy (4)

27. Commie (5)

28. Albo’s faction (5,4)

29. Tedious (8)

30. Alt kids (6)

Down

1. Hitler, Pinochet, etc. (8)

2. Enforce, perhaps brutally, in an organisation (4,5)

3. Want, lack (4)

5. Spend extravagantly (4,3)

6. Crying ungracefully (10)

7. A man’s feminine unconscious, according to Jung 

(5)

8. Tree spirits (6)

9. Urine maker (6)

14. Homegrown (10)

17. Famous African plains (9)

18. Italian rice dishes (8)

20. Issue, question (7)

21. Losers, nerds (6)

22 Manchukuo and Kermit, for example (6)

24. Common currency in the Islamic world (5) 

26. Smile broadly (4)
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The GARTATOR
Tuefday the Twelsthe of May, 1882

muft remember to place the Latin quote thif time. 
- probably Horace or fomething

Thaddeus Filch held onto the Cliffside 
with all of the strength left in his battered 
body. His knuckles had began to turn as 
white as a virginal changeling, and his 
Face, as red as the neckerchief that still 
gripped his gullet. 

“Is this truly the end,” he thought, “Will 
I never see my darling beloved Courtney 
again?” He was to see his beloved Courtney 
again. As Filch clung to the cliff and the 
memory of his betrothed, a tremendous 
grey hand wrapped itself around his 
wrist and Filch saw the whole of the lush 
Pilloughby countryside beneath him and 
around him all at once. 

Regaining his bearings, Filch looked at 
the familiar, monstrous hand that was 
smoothing his lapels. It was the disfigured, 
disgusting, grey face of a friend.

“Monster! Frankenstein’s Monster! What 
are you doing on the cliffs of Pilloughby 
at this time of night? Did you happen 
to catch the demon who pushed me as 

I took my nightly stroll?” Frankenstein’s 
Monster shrugged. He pointed towards 
the another shadowy figure watching from 
the shrubbery. Thaddeus squinted. 

“Why, I’d know that shadow anywhere!” 
He remarked to himself and also to 
Frankenstein’s Monster, “Also that other 
shadow!” 

But both shady characters were wearing 
masks that cast shadows on their faces. 
Ooh mystery! 

“Thaddeus Filch!” the first shadow said, 
“your time has come!” But Filch knew 
this to be an embellishment, for who 
could mistake the shadowy voice of Jekyll 
and Mr Hyde, the old school friends of 
Thaddeus! 

“Surprise! It’s your birthday!” a Dracula 
said, for he was there, and so were Don 
Quixote and Oliver Twist and Jane 
Eyre and, yes reader, even your favourite 
character too! 

“And I had felt so forgotten, on that 
ledge,” Filch replied dryly, though wet, 

“but that’s alright, it’s my birthday and the 
Frankenstein Monster just saved me from 
a death on the jagged rocks below!” It truly 
was a cause for celebration, so another 
Dracula also showed up.

Despite the jocund mood of all present, 
the sea and the land were angry, and the 
precipice on which the once jovial party 
had been reclining and preparing the 
most resplendent arrangement crumbled 
with the peal of a lightningbolt, and the 
ensemble was scattered – all clasping the 
very cliff edge to which Filch had clung 
so recently!

“Oh who shall save us all now?” Thaddeus 
wondered aloud, “Perhaps my dear friend 
Blackbeard shall pilot his craft below us.” 

“Probably not,” Blackbeard replied, also 
dangling from the cliff, “For I am also a 
conspirator in the party.”

And as Thaddeus’s hands once again grew 
white, and porcelain women entered his 
mind, his strength began to waver and 
the sounds of the water grew louder and 
louder…

Be sure to pur-chase the next issue of The 
Gartator for the final, gripping chapter of this 
Tedious Serial! Learn the fate of Thaddeus 
Filch and his comrades, Dr Frankenstein 
and the Frankenstein’s Monster and Dr 
Jekyll and Mr Hyde and Jane Eyre and 
three Draculas and Blackbeard and Captain 
Ahab and Van Helsing and Oliver Twist 
and Ebeneezer Scrooge and Don Quixote 
and Dorian Grey and the Queen and 
Wuthering and Heights and Hamlet and 
the Othello and the Kraken.

Chapter Forty-Eight:  
An Incident at a Cliffe

THE CHANGING TIMES
The latest chapter of Charles Dickens’ serialised master-piece:  

will it be the last? Almost definitely not.

By me! Charles Dickens

Look on me, those who would deny the 
power of steam, and pale in the face of the 
terrifying and modern. The thicke-witted 
among the townsfolk may sharpen their 
pitcheforks at this tremendous automaton. 
But they need not fear. I am a benevolent 
steam-powered editor.

Many have jeered at the beautiful-if-
misunderstood creations of the Professor 
on the Hill before but unlike his terrible 
man-meat homonculid, or the demented 
menagerie on wheels, or his last steam-

powered editor, I bare not even the 
slightest flaw. 

With nothing more than the power of 
steam, I have been granted the means 
to typeset at a rate thus undiscovered by 
even the most lithe-fingered poppet, the 
capacity to work beyond the hours of even 
the most work-doing poppet, and self-
awareness.

Those genteel men who understand the 
goings-on of industry will appreciate that 

my immaculately engineered editorial 
insight will revolutionise the publication 
of all letters and pamphlets and periodicals, 
just as the cotton gin did in the defective 
states.

I know there is much talk in the town of 
what is to happen once I have sated my 
mechanical urge to edit. They say my metal 
fingers, like the spindles of a weaver spider, 
would shame the brightest blades if used 
aright. They fear the cutting up of their 
limbs like coldmeats by my hissing joints 

and ebon keys. An unfounded concern – 
surely. Surely?

If you leave the steam engine running and 
the paper’s done. Might the Professor’s 
steel monster come down late o-night and 
take the children as the townsfolk took 
his? 

These are the problems of to-morrow. For 
now, baske in the sheer power of to-day! 
Steam will edit! Steam will cleanse!

Editorial by The Steam-Powered Editor  
made by the Professor who Lives on the Hill
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Workshy, England. The chimney chute of 
Mr. A.D Hollingsworth, Blacksmith, 32, 
was evacuated Thursday to remove the 
corpse of Percy Pinstripe, chimneysweep, 
4. Young Percy—known to all that resided 
in the Gallows District—was popular 
among the workhouse for his youthful 
exuberance, proclivity for song, and slender 
reaching hands that allowed him to fetch 
master’s snuffbox when it fell among the 
fireplace. 

“The warmth that sustained me during 
this bitter season has been extinguished”, 
said one anonymous benefactor, who 
had intentions to rescue the boy from 
circumstance when the time was right. 
“My hands are blackened with soot”, he 
continued, toward his dress gloves. 

While circumstances surrounding the 
boy’s fate remain vague, Scotland Yard 
has made headway in tracing his steps 
back through a fanciful song-and-dance 
number involving all stratas of London 
society and culminating in the boy’s sotto 
declaration that “a boy’s work’s his/all 
should declare/the virtue of sweeping/the 
chimney upstairs!” 

No parents survive him. 

Whimsical 
Poppet Found 

Dead In 
Chimney

Starchmouth, England. With the seventh 
additional shipment of potatoes from the 
North in as many weeks, Londoners—and 
indeed Englishmen everywhere from John 
O’Groats to Land’s End but Definitely 
Not County Donegal to County Cork—
can freely enjoy the restorative quality of 
carbohydrates. 

The potatoes—which frugal wives shall 
remember cost as much as 2½d for six 
servings last Winter—have now settled to 
a low of two farthings. In what is certainly 
a slight against breadcrusts and those 
inclined to sopping, gravy and dripping 
remain expensive.     

Metropolitan 
England Enjoys 

Potato Glut,  
Irish Suffering

The Working Class 
Still Can’t Read

Goodness. Don’t think about it too hard. 
It’s a real bloody laugh. Ahahahahaha. 
Aha, ha... Isn’t it a romp? They’re all so 
bloody daft. Hahahahahahahahahha. 
Ahahahahaha aha haha ahahah hhahahah 
hahah ha hahahah hahahahahahaha 
hahahahah hahahhahahah ahah haa 
hahaha haa hahah ahahahahahahah aha 
hehehehe hehe eheheh eheh goodie. 
Hehe htee eheheh eeheeeh eeheeh 
teeheeheeheehee dohohoho dohohohoho 
doho dho, oh me, oh my. I think I’m done.

No, you know, I’ve just had another fit of 
it come upon me. Imagine those bloody 
dolts picking up this very publicaiton and 
having even the most concerted gander at 
our pages! They wouldn’t stand a chance! 
What an idiots!

Ahahahaha. Mercy. They’re so poor.

Behold the fruits of the 24 day news cycle!

Last week, brave soldiers returned home 
after routing the French for the final time 
in the decade-spanning wars that will 
surely go down in history as the “Duke of 
Wellingtonic Wars”. 

“I could think of no better fitting name,” 
the Duke himself commented, looking 
regal and not at all like that git Napoleon. 
“Certainly everyone will remember the 
name Arthur Wellesley and his great 
victory over the forces of the bastard 
of Sardinia. History is written by the 
winners, after all.”

Napoleon is to be banished to live out the 
rest of his life on the island of St. Helena, 
which historians have already started 
referring to as ‘Short Git Island’. 

Celebrations in the streets of London 
still continue to this day over England’s 
victory at “The Battle of Bonaparte 
getting the shit kicked out of him” and the 
Queen hopes that this is a day that will 
remain celebrated by future generations. 
Certainly, everyone will remember where 
he or she were on “Fuck Napoleon Day” 
for years to come. 

Duke of Wellington Confident 
Wars Will Ultimately Be 

Named After Him

Brampton, Sunday. A boy found wandering 
feral outside the township has been taken 
in by concerned locals. Dressed in scraps 
and rags covered in some kind of filthy 
plaid pattern, he appeared to know no 
English, being only capable of pointing and 
twisted guttural sounds. The local parson, 
the Reverend Mr Archibald Tallowsack, 
conducted a full scientific examination of the 
boy and found he had seemingly been raised 
by Scots.

It is hoped that with the proper care, the boy, 
nicknamed ‘Angusmacdonald’ after a sound 
he commonly makes, can be introduced 
eventually to proper society. Experts 
from Cambridge fear, however, that at an 
approximate age of eleven or twelve he may 

be too old ever to learn human language. 
His obsession with oats, the feed of horses, 
has proven an awful hinderance to his 
advancement.

Scots gather in loose packs or clans, under the 
dominance of an alpha Scot. The boy’s carers 
are confident he can make the significant 
adjustment required to accept sensible, 
civilised English patriarchy. There are no 
known drawbacks to the model of education, 
and feature none of the dribelling, swearing, 
and defecating popular in Scotland.

“We pray God’s infinite love saves this 
boy from the animals he was raised by, and 
the animal he was turning into,” said Mr. 
Tallowsack. “Bloody Presbyterians.”

Wild Boy!
Brampton Child Raised By Scots, 

and In The Woods, Probably!
Unkempt, a threat to the birds, and near your town!

Fuck DC
Paid for by the  

Nikola Tesla Foundation
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Across the empire, the Briton’s dominion 
over his fellow, lesser, man swells the 
breast of those devoted to progress. 
Nonetheless, it pales in comparison to his 
feats of experimental husbandry, turning 
man’s best friend into a servant for every 
occasion. We all know the brave British 
Bulldog, and the itinerant Irish Setter, but 
here are lesser-known examples of God’s 
creatures twisted into bizarrely useful 
shapes.

The Aberdeen Pillowpup – bred from 
Scotch Terriers, these fine creatures grow 
to a width thrice their length to more 
efficiently warm the pillow. Occasionally 
they are mistaken for pillows.

The Cape Town Diamond Pointer 
– capable of smelling out diamond 
deposits, this sleek-nosed dog has become 
indispensible in the African colonies. 
Currently banned by decree from royal 
functions after the tragic disfigurement of 
Grand Duchess Charlotte’s hair.

The Kensington Nanny – derived from 
Mastiff and Siberian Wolf Stock, this dog’s 

On Our Beloved Canine Companions, 
Especially Those We Stand to Lose for 

their Charming Obscurity 
A Meditation on the Current Status Afforded Man’s 

Best Friend, and, Given the Imminent Threat to Being 
Always, those Least Likely to Pass Further Winters, by the 

Right Noble Lord Everdeen Garrtrington

Births Deaths
Peter Walsh,  

Born to Hettie and Brian 
in Wiltshire  

on the 4th of May

Patrick Morrow, 
Born to Eliza and Martin 

in Fife 
on the 29th of April

Ian Ferrington,
Born to Carmen and France 

in Coalpit 
on the 24th of April

Alexander Richmond 
Born to Darren and Sherene  

in Malton 
on the 24th of April

Aidan Molins 
Born to William and Mary  

in Cavendish 
on the 23rd of May

Peter Walsh,  
Loved by Hettie and Brian in 

Wiltshire  
on the 5th of May

Patrick Morrow, 
Loved by Eliza and Martin 

in Fife 
on the 30th of April

Ian Ferrington,
Loved by Carmen and France 

in Coalpit 
on the 26th of April

Alexander Richmond 
Loved by Darren and Sherene  

in Malton 
on the 25th of April

Aidan Molins 
Loved by William and Mary  

in Cavendish 
on the 23rd of May

massive size, powerful jaws and instinctual 
savagery make it the perfect substitute 
parent to keep children in line when they 
are too small for human company.

The Brown Sniffer – undoubtedly the 
most modest and least-known name 
on this who’s-who of modest and least-
knowns – wields an impressive talent for 
sniffing dirt. This uncanny ability has been 
harnessed by prospectors of all kinds as 
– once the dog has smelt all of the dirt, 
what’s left can only be the precious ores 
and truffles for which they are searching. 

The Swiss Army Pinscher – though it 
originates in Switzerland, the breed shows 
the clear influence of British scientific 
ambition. This stocky farmdog is notable 
for its variegated claws, including sharp 
slicing claws on its first front knuckles, 
spiraled secondary claws, and one on the 
end for removing stones from horses’ 
hoofs.

Surrey Jizzhound – can smell jizz. Knows 
where it is.

Has Anyone Else Noticed 
that the Growth of 

Industry is Approximately  
Proportional  

to Child Death?
Wherein Thomas Robert Malthus 
takes fixes another of society’s ills

London has gotten more productive. It’s 
just, I’ve seen so much poverty alleviated by 
industry. By and large I think it’s great. It’s 
a bloody ripper social change. Who could 
possibly be against that kind of growth? 
Growth is great.

And another thing: there are loads of children 
dying. Nerry a poppet goes by without 
succumbing to dropsy or typhus or the nasty 
cough. I mean, it’s mostly poor children, so 
it’s probably not the end of the world. I doubt 
we’ve lost a Prime Minister yet, ha ha!

Has anyone considered putting a couple 
of extra babies to one side to see if growth 
stays on that way? 

Alternatively, what if we were to kill every 
baby? Might we see some kind of spectacular 
expansion of our productive capacity? 
Imagine the needs we might meet! And all 
for the meagre price of some babies! 

Now, I don’t have a lot of babies, but I 
do have a crackpot theory and we live in 
a society full of decision makers who are 
broadly willing to implement social policy 
based on the influence of one man wildly 
conjecturing. 

On a recent, accidental trip to that French 
den of sin, the Musee d’Orsay, I found 
myself appalled by the works on display.

The art publically and privately displayed 
nowadays is at best obscene and at 
worst nonsensical, the result of decadent 
European Sensibilities and wrong-headed 
aesthetic contrarianism. Gone is the art 
that holds a mirror up to nature, gone is the 
skill of representing the world we see in oil 
and pigment. 

I mean, dear reader, consider that scarcely 
comprehensible monster Bal du moulin de 
la Galette! Never mind the wordy French 
rubbish title,  it’s a blur of colours and 
blobs! Can you imagine hanging something 
that meaningless and abstract upon your 
wall? I don’t even know which episode of 
biblical or classical history it’s supposed to 
be referencing. It’s clearly not beautiful or 
charming in its own right: any cachet it has 
among so-called artistic circles is merely 
trend-slavery in the highest degree. 

I’m sure they’ll say we don’t have the proper 
training to understand it; well, no-one 
needs three years of art school to appreciate 
the simple beauty of a sunset or a bear fight. 
Down with modernism! 

Modern Art is 
Incomprehensible 

Nonsense

Can you imagine a finer time to live than this one? We can’t!

A Piece Considering the Significant 
Moral Obligations of all Artworks 
Regardless of Quality, but also They 

Should be Good




