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Back Off

Dear Honi,
 
I am writing to show my complete support 
for the electoral regulations proposed by 
the Wom*ns Collective. As stated in their 
article, attempts by campaigners to start 
a conversation are expected, but consent 
should to be explicitly given before 
proceeding.  Personally, I am usually 
quite happy to listen to campaigners, but 
there are often occasions when I don’t 
have the time to talk. I believe that most 
other students would agree. However, it 
appears that some (not all) campaigners 
don’t share this understanding. In my 
own experience, a campaigner repeatedly 
ignored my attempts to explain to her that 
I was genuinely in a rush to catch a train. 
Finally getting the message after I was 
forced to break into a run to get rid of her, 
she cried out that I was “selfish.”

Do campaigners really believe that 
incidents like these will entice people to 
vote? 
 
Anonymous

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

Oops

Dear [REDACTED],

Happy birthday for this coming Saturday! 
I hope you have been doing well these 
past few days. I really miss you. I miss you 
everyday. I think about you all the time. I 
always remember the sweet moments we 
had. Our first kiss, the cliff at Manly, and 
the night before my birthday. 

Anyways, I have been thinking about what 
you have said last time on our Facebook 
messenger conversation, when you said it 
wasn’t the right thing for you right now. 
So, should I wait for you when that time 
comes? Uhm if you say yes, yes, I would 
probably wait if you think there is still a 
chance between us. I will wait as long as 
I can. And I still believe that my love for 
you won’t just go away. Like I said before, I 
rarely fall in love like this to a person. 

Thank you for always being so honest. I 
am grateful that I have met a person like 
you. Smart, full of energy, and kind. There 
was never a dull moment with you. I wish 
you all the best. I hope all your dreams do 
come true. See you later alligator :)

I will always be here for you.

J Roam xoxo

Black out poetry is made by 
selectively erasing words in articles 
to make new articles. Here is one 
of last week’s Honi articles re-
imagined. 

If you have more, send to the us at 
editors@honisoit.com

Black Out Poetry

The editors regret the selective quoting of 
tweets from academics in last week’s issue 
in the article I Followed A Usyd Twitter 
Conference and All I Got was this Lousy 
Selfie—the piece was written in jest and it 
was our error in identifying the participants 
as clearly as we did given the piece’s tone. 

Happy 
Birthday

At 6pm on the 21st of October, 
Honi will be holding its yearly 
awards night. All readers and 
contributors are invited to attend 
and take part in a night of (free 
&/or responsible) alcohol, and 
also to hear the results of our 
opinion comp.

But we need you! This year, Honi 
will be holding a people’s choice 
award to recognise the articles 
most enjoyed by our readership. 
If there’s been a piece that has 
particularly stood out to you, 
please enter it for consideration. 

See our Facebook for more details 
on how to take part.

Notice: 
Honi Awards Night
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Alice* had a HD average in Gender 
Studies, but this changed rapidly 

after she entered into a relationship 
with her tutor. After she ended the 
relationship during the semester, for the 
first time during her years at University, 
she was getting credits. She was being 
treated differently in class; she felt “totally 
powerless” and “blackmailed.” You might 
remember Alice’s story from Honi Soit 
earlier this semester, in ‘Make Her Life 
Hell’, an article that exposed the dark 
underside of student-tutor relationships. 
Her experience raises another concern that 
needs to be addressed by the university—
marking bias. Alice’s story may be an 
extreme case, but it is symptomatic of the 
broader problems that come with with 
attributing student names to assessments. 

Assessing work with students’ names on it 
opens the door for bias—both actual and 
perceived—that disproportionately affects 
students that are already marginalised 
by academic structures. The current 
University policy makes no mention of 
bias in marking. The best we could find in 
the coursework policy was the nebulous 
assertion that “students’ assessment will be 
evaluated solely on the basis of students’ 
achievement” and that “assessment 
practices address issues of equity and 
inclusiveness to accommodate and build 
upon the diversity of the student body”. 
Sydney University is not unique. Of the 
Group of Eight universities, only Monash 
and ANU had any mention of anonymous 
marking in their academic policy. Even 
then, at ANU it only applies to final 
exams, and at Monash it is implemented 
“where appropriate and possible”. 

Psychological studies confirm the effect 
background experiences can have on a 
tutor’s perception of a student’s work. 
The ‘halo effect’ describes the tendency 
to evaluate people more favourably 
based on positive experiences in the 
past. One study found that academics 
assessed the same essay more positively 
after watching the student give a high 
quality oral presentation than after a 
poor presentation. Students who are 
more personally engaged with their 
teachers may just produce higher quality 
work. That said, students that do not feel 
comfortable developing an independent 
relationship with their marker should not 
be penalised by comparison. 

Personal bias is exacerbated by other 
more systemic and insidious prejudices, 
especially when names have racialised and 
gendered cues. In a study conducted at 
Yale, researchers submitted two CVs for 

a job that were identical, except one had a 
female name and one a male. The ‘female’ 
was rated less qualified, competent and 
hireable, and was assigned a 12% lower 
starting salary. The presence and extent 
of these biases did not differ based on 
the gender of the marker, evidence that 
we all internalise and unconsciously 
apply damaging stereotypes. This can be 
explained by the ‘expectancy effect’ where, 
to ease the high cognitive demands 
presented by marking, the marker will 
construct ‘schema’ to assign the student 
to a pre-formed group, often drawing on 
stereotypes to do so. 

During the 1990s, the UK National 
Union of Students led a push for 
anonymous marking. Numerous studies 
emerged of marking bias, confirming 
the extent to which expectancy effects 
are implicated in marking student work. 
Although they vary, the most egregious 
data was that released by the University 
of Wales. After first implementing an 
anonymous marking policy, the number 
of women achieving firsts (a High 
Distinction equivalent) increased by 
13%, while the number of men remained 
the same. Similar discrepancies were 

illustrated through an OFSTED study. 
The UK education watchdog found that 
students with African or Asian names 
received 12% lower marks in institutions 
without anonymous marking. While 
sexism and racism have diminished in 
the last decades, the results are too stark 
to ignore. 

The nature of implicit bias makes case 
studies difficult to identify. Students 
are forced to rely on instincts, which 
hardly provide substantive grounds for 
an appeal. One such example was when, 
a few years ago, a number of students 
in a Civil and Criminal Procedure class 
taught at Sydney Law School were given 
the same mark for an assessment—7.5 
out of 15. Uncomfortably, all these 
students were Asian, and were normally 
very high achievers. Despite two of these 
students seeking recourse, the final result 
was only that all marks in that tutorial 
group were increased by one. After the 
difficulty of contacting the Faculty and 
organising meetings, the difference for 
them was negligible. The story appears 

anecdotal, but without the very unlikely 
admission of negligence from the marker 
themselves, they all are. 

We made our own inquiries into how 
students perceive anonymous marking. 
SRC President Kyol Blakeney and 
Ethnocultural Office Bearer Lamisse 
Hamouda agreed that a system with 
student numbers would be more 
favourable. When we contacted the 
Director of Teaching and Learning, 
Simon Barrie, he was on leave and 
unavailable for an interview. However, 
in an email he wrote that “this is an 
interesting issue and one that I see as just 
one aspect of the complex challenge of 
assuring ‘standards of assessment’ more 
broadly.” 

Another academic we contacted noted 
that the current University version of 
Turnitin—the system used for online 
submission and assessment of work—
does not allow anonymous marking, but 
a more updated version would. There is 
a specific function that allows markers 
to easily hide the names of student 
work while it is being graded, but the 
university has opted not to purchase this 

feature. We don’t know the extra cost, 
as quotes are only provided to staff, but 
can only assume it pales in comparison 
to the cost of flashy new real estate or 
re-branding the university website. The 
SRC President, Kyol Blakeney, told us 
that there have been recent discussions 
about upgrading the software, so perhaps 
this feature will be made available soon, 
providing a simple way to anonymise 
work. 

Some people we interviewed had 
concerns about implementing a system 
of anonymous marking. One issue was 
that anonymous marking stops tutors 
from being able to provide students with 
meaningful feedback that is tailored to 
their personal academic development. 
But this can be solved relatively easily. 
The student’s name could be removed 
initially, but after grading the paper, 
the marker can look back at the name 
and provide more personal feedback, 
adding little administrative effort. 
Incidentally, this is the policy adopted 
by the Discipline of Physiotherapy at the 

University of Macquarie.

Another student worried that anonymous 
marking would divorce the identity of 
students from their work. The student in 
question, who felt they had been subject 
to bias resulting from a marker’s dislike 
of their political beliefs, remarked that 
they are “already uncomfortable with the 
extent to which the university treats me 
more like a consumer than a learner”. 
They argued that their academic work “is 
a result of my personal experiences and 
an application of my politics, and I don’t 
want it to be separated from my identity”. 

Alice, the student from the beginning of 
this story, doesn’t agree. “The reality is 
that we are already just cogs in the giant 
corporate machine of the university—
and a number isn’t going to make that 
fact more real.” Despite such inevitable 
disagreements within the student body, 
anonymous marking should at least be 
a choice for the students who would 
prefer it. Alice sees it as a way to ensure 
that “fewer students get fucked over 
by the corporate machine”—a “way of 
reclaiming a little bit of power that we 
cede by entering the institution and 
playing by its rules”.

Anonymous marking is not just 
important to ensure fairness in marks, 
but also to create a learning environment 
where students feel comfortable. 
It is often not just a matter of one 
unsatisfactory mark, for Alice it was 
a reminder of the “inherent power 
imbalance“ in that “[the marker] had the 
institutional knowledge and resources to 
further punish me if she chose to”. As a 
result, Alice felt uncomfortable about her 
participation in other Gender Studies 
units and temporarily stopped doing 
them. The effect of a mark perceived to 
be unfair is thus not just on a student’s 
WAM, but their freedom to learn and 
feel comfortable at university. 

It is perplexing that anonymous marking 
is so unspoken of in tertiary institutions 
across Australia, when the potential 
benefits seem so clear. Although there 
are administrative hurdles, we are 
keen to explore the possibilities for 
policy change. If you are have had an 
experience that is relevant to the need for 
anonymous marking, please let us know! 
University reform is a slow and at times 
frustrating process, but we are committed 
to it. If you are too, get in contact at 
usydwomenscollective@gmail.com.

*Name Changed

The Veil of Academic Ignorance
Marking at Sydney University is broken, Subeta Vimalarajah and Anna Hush know why.

After first implementing an anonymous marking policy, 
the number of women achieving firsts (a High Distinction 
equivalent) increased by 13%

A Name of One’s Own
Trans students struggle to be called by their preferred names 

at university. Samantha Jonscher looked into why. 

“I thought university would 
be a lot more accessible and 

accommodating and I’ve found it to 
be both isolating and unhelpful,” says 
Harry, a first year studying a Bachelor 
of Science at the University of Sydney. 

Harry is Harry’s preferred name. His 
legal name—his ‘dead’ name—refers to a 
person that doesn’t exist. Harry is a trans 
man and one of many trans students 
at the University of Sydney who faces 
being outed when the roll is called in 
the first class of every course he takes, 
every semester. 

In his very first class at university he was 
used as a teaching example, “for other 
students to assess their own privilege at 
the cost of my own privacy”. At the end 
of the day, trans identities are still largely 
misunderstood, ignored and dismissed 
by those unfamiliar with what it means 
to be trans. Harry says that when he 
contacted the head of department, he 
was told that the tutor in question 
would apologise for his behaviour. The 
tutor ignored Harry during the next two 
classes and in the end he dropped the 
subject.   

“This issue may seem trite and 
unimportant to people who can’t 
understand it, but using my preferred 
name legitimises my experiences and 
existence at university. To deny that 
right is to disregard the safety and rights 
of students, it makes this university 
unsafe and intimidating.”  

When you enrol at university, your legal 
name is attached to your unikey and 
your student number. This collection of 
facts is bundled together and follows you 
through university until you graduate. 
For many students, this isn’t a problem, 
but for students like Harry who use a 
preferred name, it represents a serious 
barrier to inclusion, equity and general 
comfort at university. “Calling me Harry 
removes the stress and genuine horror 
of being reminded of an identity that 
doesn’t correlate to my current one.”  

Students facing issues like Harry’s 
have very little room for movement. 
Sydney Student lets you change your 
preferred name, however, public sites 
like eLearning do not. 

Bec Plumbe is an eLearning educational 
designer in the Faculty of Arts and 
Sciences. She does a lot of work with 
the SOPHI school (which looks after 
Archaeology, Classics and Ancient 
History, History, Philosophy and 
Gender and Cultural Studies). It was 
through her work with the gender 
studies department that this failure on 
the part of eLearning to accommodate 
trans students came to her attention. 

“It was around 2011, 2012 that I started 
to hear from unit coordinators saying 
that they had a student whose legal name 
did not match their preferred name. 
More and more tasks are moving online 
and growing out of this, this is becoming 
more of a problem,” Plumbe says. Since 

then, she has been leading the charge to 
make changes to how preferred names 
are dealt with at the university. 

“It’s becoming a human rights issue, an 
equity and participation issue. We need 
to accommodate people so that we can 
make uni accessible for everyone. I’m 
prepared to fight this battle if I have to.”

Plumbe has worked out a fix of sorts, but 
says it’s a bad solution that doesn’t work 
in the long run. 

Charlie was one of the first students that 
Plumbe tried to help. When faced with 
engaging in an eLearning discussion 
under his legal name, Charlie reached 
out to his gender studies tutor. “I told 
them that I felt incredibly uncomfortable 
posting anything online under my legal 
name. I don’t want to deal with it, I 
don’t want to have that part of my life 
on display. Also it’s gender studies, that 
shouldn’t be a problem.” Plumbe was 
able to help to an extent, but it was 
limited to that course alone. “That was 
a really great thing that happened, but 
had a very limited impact, I don’t feel 
comfortable asking every tutor to work 
with me,” Charlie said. 

For a casual observer, changing the name 
that is attached to a student’s UniKey 
and student number might seem easy. 
Apparently this is not the case, “there 
is quite a bit of programming required, 
and re-mapping” she says. Basically, 
your details are linked across the various 
programs that the university uses to 
keep track of your learning online, and 
different sets of data are matched with, 
‘mapped to’, equivalent data on other 
platforms. At the moment, the preferred 
name you can use on Sydney Student is 
mapped to nothing else. 

There is another issue though. It’s easy 
enough to address this in the Arts 
faculty, but for students in social work, 
health sciences, medicine and education, 
for instance, your legal name is required 
for official registrations, safety checks 
and other legal requirements that these 
degrees demand. 

For those who might cavalierly suggest 
that trans students change their names 
legally, this is not as easy as it sounds. 
Andrea has recently legally changed her 
name. “It’s not a very nice process. If 
you’re a cisgender person and you want 
to change your name, you walk in there 
and give them money and give them the 

form and they say, “Yep! Awesome.” If 
you’re a trans person they want to know: 
“You’re not going to regret this, are you? 
You’re not going to change your mind 
are you? This won’t be one of those 
things that will be a phase.’  It took 
months of convincing Births, Deaths 
and Marriages.”  

Plumbe is optimistic about the future 
for trans students on campus. “We are 
getting a new eLearning system in the 
next two years, and when we do we 
can definitely take this into account. 
There are other solutions though, like 
changing the emphasis on how we 
identify students.” 

“I’m not the reason this is happening, but 
one of the reasons it has taken so long is 
that it’s not anyone’s job at the moment, 
so I’m trying to make it someone’s job. 
At some point I hope it will turn into a 
working group with students and people 
from around the uni for that kind of 
consultation.”  

Deputy Vice-Chancellor of Education, 
Professor Pip Pattison, assured Honi that 
this “is an issue which I am committed 
to resolving as soon as possible and we 
are exploring possible solutions”. The 
students that I spoke to though didn’t 
feel that this was the case. 

Harry told me he felt “this university 
has honestly not dealt with the issue of 
my preferred name well at all—whilst 
certain individuals have made certain 
to respect my name, the institution as 
a whole seems to treat it with blatant 
disregard”. 

Charlie agreed, “People need to start 
saying, ‘No, this is really shit.’ I think 
definitely steps have been taken but we 
unnecessarily applaud them when we 
should be like okay, what’s next.” 

At the end of the day, making statements 
about trying to accommodate students 
does not solve the problem. Andrea 
recently organised a rally in support of 
trans students on campus and no one 
from the university’s Ally network was 
in attendance. “The people doing the 
work are not the people in the Ally 
network. [People involved in the Ally 
network] pat themselves on the back 
and congratulate themselves and think 
everything is so open and wonderful, 
yet when we ask them to do things its 
like, ‘Sorry! My hands are tied.’ Makes 
me sad.”

Art by Nick Santoro
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There’s a scene in Cars (one of the 
weaker Pixar films, but we can 

put that aside) depicting the history of 
fictitious Route 66-side town, Radiator 
Springs. 

Once a bustling pit stop along the highway, 
the three-minute montage shows the 
town’s transformation into its neglected, 
underpopulated present. 

“Cars didn’t drive on it to make great time, 
they drove on it to have a great time,” the 
town attorney says of Route 66, as she 
gesticulates (as best as a Porsche 996 with 
no limbs can) towards the multi-laned 
interstate which brought about the town’s 
financial ruin.

As she speaks, the interstate disappears. 
Sepia-toned scenes of great American 
roadtrips fade in. A Randy Newman song 
plays:

Main Street isn’t Main Street anymore.

No one seems to need us like they did 
before.

The interstate reappears. With that, the 
petrol stations and cafes board their 
windows, and the anthropomorphised 
cars drive away to take the quicker route 
to their respective destinations.

Much like Lightning McQueen, the main 
character in Cars (which I really must 
stress, despite my extended and deeply 
impassioned references to it, is not that 
good), stumbled upon Radiator Springs, 
I found myself driving up a now-deserted 
George Street by accident.

A lazy Sunday afternoon incorrect lane 
choice and an unexpected journey down 
the Cahill Expressway resulted in the 
direction to turn left off Bridge Street and 

onto George from my GPS.

I was hesitant. I had assumed, as my buses 
had been inconveniently split between 
Kent and Elizabeth, so too had motorist 
traffic.

I was wrong.

Until October 23, you can drive your car 
along George Street and grieve, as I did, 
for the everyday people this construction 
project will leave behind.

With no travellers coming past its front, 
the Event family’s picture theatre seems 
doomed to ruin. The Bar opened by Queen 
Victoria herself at the turn of the century 
will likely shut its doors with it.

How will Mr Ernst and Mr Young support 
their young families without foot traffic 
from the World Square bus stop? 

I drove down George at 10 kilometres an 
hour. Not because I was stuck behind a 
bus or a lane-hogging cyclist, but because 
my eyes were so full of tears I thought 
it necessary to adjust my speed for wet 
conditions.

Like Radiator Springs, George Street has 
been bypassed. However, unlike Radiator 
Springs, there doesn’t seem to be a 
disgraced champion race car in sight that 
will save it and then sell a film studio a 
fuck tonne of boys’ pyjamas.

Immersed in these thoughts, I looked up 
to see the UTS tower, and realised my 
joyride was over.

I followed the highway west, knowing that 
I had driven down Main Street for the last 
time.

Main Street Isn’t Main Street Anymore
Mary Ward drives down George Street for the last time.

The Camden Weekender
Nina Matsumoto reports on the events surrounding Vet Revue.

The Soulmate Fallacy
Natasha Gillezeau and Camille Gray on why this soulmate stuff is bullshit.

Art by Elise Bickley.

Two close friends, Tash Gillezeau and 
Camille Gray discuss the concept of 

finding your soul mate. Tash’s parents are 
happily divorced, and Camille’s parents are 
happily married, and although both women 
are very optimistic when it comes to love, 
their parents’ relationships have undeniably 
influenced their outlook. 

Tash: A hugely influential idea about 
romance is the notion that one person is 
your predestined ‘soul mate’. A soul mate 
is someone you connect with instantly and 
you’re meant to be with forever. It sounds 
nice, but I think it’s kind of bullshit. 
It creates a delusion that a ‘perfect’ 
relationship is waiting for you—all you 
need to do is stumble upon ‘the one’ and 
voilà, the rest will work itself out. This 
ignores the fact that a good relationship 
actually requires good timing, effort and 
growth.  

Camille: Given that Channel Ten’s The 
Bachelor/Bachelorette is one of the highest 

rating weeknight programs, Australia’s 
fixation on ‘the one’ is undeniable. And 
yes, perhaps ‘destiny’ seems pretty fucking 
legit when your first kiss is professionally 
lit, surrounded by 450 cream roses and a 
rustic AF cheese plate in the foreground. 
But I’m willing to allow the ‘soul mate’ 
myth prevail because it is continually 
legitimised. I know countless older couples 
that, despite my scepticism, encapsulate 
the ‘soul mate’ complex. The fact that my 
grandfather (an atheist and communist 
pre-marriage) could be so bound to my 
grandmother (a devoted Catholic) that 
their love sustained for 64 years, is beyond 
me. Right up until my grandmother’s 
death (where he sobbed with the most 
unimaginable grief ), their love sustained. 
You don’t need Osher Gunsberg to tell 
you that something pretty special is going 
on there. 
 
Tash: Good point, but I also think that 
the belief that you’re destined to be with 
one person fuels a mentality where people 
are way too passive in their approach to 
dating. The thinking becomes “when I 
meet the right person, it’ll just happen”. 
What–you’ll just happen to go on a date? 
Please, you know what happens when 
leaving romance up to fate? A double 
suicide, à la Romeo and Juliet. That’s right. 
It’s not pretty. People should leave the idea 
that relationships magically transpire in 
the movies that espouse that myth. 

Camille: The soul-mate complex fuels the 
opposite of passivity – it can create a more 
insidious standard that leads people to 
continually shut off or overlook potential 
suitors because they appear unworthy 
or imperfect. The soul mate complex 
is inherently prejudicial, when really; a 
relationship is the most complex, dynamic 
and unexpected experience I can think of. 
I agree there’s an issue with perception 
here. 

Tash: Another issue I have with the ‘the 
one’ is that it encourages people to stay in 
relationships they should leave. But What 
If He’s My Soul Mate? The question 
should really be if you’re happy in your 
relationship and it’s meeting your needs. 
There are 7 billion people on this planet. 
Seems awfully convenient that you two 
both live in Sydney and decided to go to 
the same university. 

If you feel you have this ‘connection’ that 
could never be found with someone else, I 
promise you, connecting with others isn’t 
some one-time opportunity—it can be 
created and fostered many times over. I 
once stayed with a guy past the expiration 
date of our relationship because we were 
both convinced that we were meant to 
be together. That idea blinded me from 
seeing that although we loved each other, 
the relationship wasn’t working. 

Camille: Sure, there’s an issue with the 
concept that a ‘single’ soul mate exists for 
every person. To clarify, I think that part 
is bullshit. Even my grandfather believed 
that in Sydney alone there were probably 
100 other women he could be ‘soul mates’ 
with. But he was never thinking about 
them. If mutual growth is occurring, 
meaning that those inevitable conflicts 
and challenges are worked through in a 
meaningful way, then it shouldn’t matter. 
By repressing expectations and trusting 
instinct, the soul mate idea stands.  

Tash: I do like your point about your 
grandfather kind of just forgetting about 
his other options. He sounds like a legend. 
I’m starting to think he could be my soul 
mate... I guess my final problem though 
with the soul mate concept is that it tacitly 
and explicitly fuels the idea that marriage 
is the ultimate, highest expression of 
love. I’m not anti-marriage, I just don’t 
believe it should be revered as a better 
form of relationship over other types 

of arrangements—single/polyamorous/
not married/dating a plant and so on. 
And while I don’t think that a divorce 
necessarily means that marriage ‘failed’, 
the rates suggest marriage isn’t working 
for everyone. If we start seeing the whole 
‘forever’ thing as not necessarily the 
ultimate expression of love, we can explore 
and develop other types of a relationship 
narratives outside of those grooming you 
for a lifetime of monogamous marriage. 

Camille: I guess the thing about marriage 
and the ‘forever’ pledge is that it taps into 
the very deepest vulnerability of love—the 
terrifying fear that the person you love 
does not love you back. Being ‘in love’ is 
exhilarating because you are so unguarded. 
The soul mate complex embodies the 
notion that someone will love you 
forever; it is a guarantee that despite the 
inevitable ups and downs, this relationship 
will endure. This is what makes it so 
compelling. 

The reward of having someone grow and 
share your pain throughout your entire life 
(i.e. marriage) is in many ways ‘better’ than 
a single/polyamorous/not married/dating 
union. The inherent challenge of marriage 
is the pledge to work hard at nurturing a 
relationship. This cannot happen without 
growth and pain and hard work. So 
in many ways, it demands that people 
be open to the growth that a ‘perfect’ 
relationship entails. And this is something 
worth fantasising over. 

Tash: Haha this is your Catholic 
upbringing shining through. I love it. 
Look, right now, I couldn’t honestly stare 
into someone’s eyes in front of my family 
and friends and say the word ‘forever’—
but let’s have this discussion again in ten 
years and see how our opinion’s change. 

‘What the hell is the Camden 
Weekender?!’ 

‘I didn’t even know there was a Vet 
Revue….’

The author, a current fourth year vet student 
and active participant in both, reports from 
the field (literally). 

Every year in early Spring, a field behind 
the University of Sydney’s Camden 
campus transforms into an animal themed 
bacchanalia, as 400 or so vet students, 
friends and staff celebrate the Camden 
Weekender. Students fall down the 
rabbithole of the southbound M5 and 
become insane versions of themselves. 
One minute everyone is setting up their 
swags, you blink and then suddenly that 
quiet girl from your equine anatomy group 
is dancing on a haybale with her shirt off, 
screaming along to ‘Bitch Better Have 
My Money’. A fourth year wanders the 
paddock with a sheep drench gun full of 
Fruity Lexia.

By day, a ring full of teams wearing ram-
marking harnesses wrestles in a multi-
coloured orgy of chalk and themed 
costumes. By night, a group of dancers 
rip off their cow onesies to reveal Miley 
Cyrus costumes as they reenact ‘Wrecking 
Ball’ with calving chains and speculums 
(singing along to the hook “YOU CAME 

IN THROUGH MY RREECTAL 
WALLLLL”). Rumours spread of a 
student who tattooed “#vetlyf ” to her foot 
in an attempt to win the Wacky Races, 
a scavenger hunt for students doing the 
road trip from Sydney to Camden.

Since 1956, the Camden Weekender—
formerly known as BBGrog (as in BBQ) 
—has lured a rampaging herd of goon-
fuelled vet students to the rolling hills 
and clear open air of Camden, where 
the temporarily displaced fourth year 
veterinary students live year-round to 
hone their practical clinical skills. 

The weekend begins with day games. 
Dairy cows look on as their veterinary 
caretakers race to finish dry Weetbix laced 
with cinnamon in the Iron Gut challenge. 
Whilst OHS forced day games events like 
The Camden Cup (a bareback race around 
the back paddock on the Teen Ranch 
ponies) and Greasy Pole (a race to the top 
of ibid) to be swapped for The Scrub Relay 
and Lube Wrestling, the free-wheeling 
spirit of the event remains. 

These are followed by the crown-jewel of 
the night—the Veterinary Revue, a one-
night-only show performed to an open 
paddock full of students perched on hay 
bales. Where other revues specialise in 
high production values and triple-threat 
performers, Vet Revue features a cast of 

50 odd fourth year veterinary students 
with varying talents who pull together a 
show strong in poop jokes and references 
to lecturers between surgery classes.

The puns are spectacular. The show itself is 
called Ewerovision, and features a rap gang 
called The Beastiality Boys. Parodies come 
in thick and fast, with musical numbers 
like ‘Upcow Funk’ (as in ‘Uptown Funk’ 
but about manual pregnancy diagnosis in 
cows) and ‘Faeces are a Vet’s Best Friend’. 
As the night progresses, it’s obvious that 
the cast are having as much fun as the 
beer soaked crowd. The show ends with 7 
minutes of strip tease: there’s chair work, 
there are boys in tear-away pants, there are 
girls in labcoats and suspenders slinking 
across the stage to Beyonce’s ‘Partition’. 
In the context of a revue full of nerdy, 
sciencey, veterinary in-jokes and surgery 
puns it doesn’t make a huge amount of 
sense, but it’s undeniably hot and the 
crowd love it. 

The lights go down, the hay bales are 
cleared and a day’s worth of drinking and 
revelry unfettered by lockout laws, RSA 
or logic, comes to a head with an all in 
dance party. Triple J’s Alex Dyson takes 
the stage as celebrity guest DJ and in a 
shockingly accurate assessment of crowd 
dynamics, plays back-to-back club banger 
remixes of Disney classics. The cast have 
joined the crowd and the dancefloor space 

(an entire paddock) is being used for some 
spectacular dance moves, combinations of 
twerking, Elaine Benes’ kicks and thumbs, 
and drunk Mum dancing are on display. 
Alex Dyson plays Darude’s ‘Sandstorm’ 
and initiates a game of “catch the DJ” 
across the paddock, and for a few brief 
seconds the sheer joy of a veterinary 
cohort unleashed is dazzling.

The next Monday, as Alex Dyson tries to 
explain the revue on Breakfast with Matt 
and Alex, Matt Okine raises a point,

‘Would non-vets get any of this?’

‘Didn’t matter, it was gold—all of it—it 
was pure solid gold’

At the end of the day, making sense really 
doesn’t matter. The veterinary faculty as we 
know it is changing. Over the past years the 
number of degrees expanded as the faculty 
slowly phases out the undergraduate 
degree in veterinary science—and with 
it a generation of 22-going-on-23-year-
olds fully qualified to fist cows and steal 
puppies’ testicles. Living on through the 
dying gasps of this youthful splendour is 
a tradition almost as old as the faculty itself, The 
Camden Weekender.

Photos by 
Samuel Haber 
@samhaber
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in too deep misc

Most people would say that the late-
August ‘Border Farce’ operation 

in Melbourne was a dismal failure, both 
of public relations and execution, and 
thank Christ for that. It was also a handy 
reminder that creating quasi-military 
law enforcement agencies ex nihilo and 
slapping oversized epaulettes and fancy 
insignia on its agents doesn’t do a lot for 
community endearment. But believe it 
or not, as botched as the creation and 
inaugural major operation of the Border 

My American South exists between 
the backseat of my grandparents’ 

1992 Lexus and the horizon I can see 
through its back window. It is a lot of 
cotton fields, nature strips, gas stations 
and sun-faded barns. When I visit them 
in Tennessee, they worry that I’ll get 
bored (and not return), so we drive to 
things that might be called attractions in 
a travel guide so dishonest that it ends up 
revealing the American truth. I’ve been to 
Elvis Presley’s house three times and eaten 
at a number of train-cars-cum-buffets. 

On my last visit, in Tennessee’s wet, July 
heat, we crossed state lines on Highway 61 
and drove to Tunica, a casino precinct on 
the Mississippi Delta. 

The Delta is flat and green, but as you 
approach Tunica strange dark shapes rise 
out of the crops. These are the casinos: 
highways connect them; gas stations and 
the occasional forlorn motel punctuate the 
drive between them. 

My Grandparents’ strange shape of choice 
is Gold Strike Casino––a slab of discarded 
bullion that disrupts the tree line from 
ten kilometres out. On approach, its 
glittering name and thirty-one storeys of 
gold windows come into focus. It was the 
tallest building in Mississippi when it was 
opened in 2002. 

This excursion was billed as the highlight 
of my visit: my grandparents, Pat and 
Gary, love gambling and at age 22, I was 
finally old enough to follow suit. There 
was also eager talk of an all you can eat 
seafood buffet. For a week, Gary’s stray 
comments had been dominated by talk of 
crab legs and advice to me as a first time 
gambler: “you will only get back as much 
as you put in”. 

On the way, I ask about their attachment 
to Tunica. The story starts in the mid 
nineties when my grandfather was 
working in Chicago, as a salesman for a 
book printing company. His company 
had a factory nearby and some people 
from the plant invited him to join them 
one Friday after work. “We were driving 
through cotton fields, driving, driving, 
driving, then all of a sudden––and it 
was almost dark now––there they were, 
giant. I couldn’t believe it, out of nowhere 
coming out of the cotton fields like I don’t 
know what. I came back and told Pat, you 
wouldn’t believe this, all those lights—it’s 
just like Vegas, it was sominelse nice”. He 
stayed for three hours and struck a $6000 
jackpot. My grandfather has always been 
a lucky man. 

Pat and Gary’s relationship with Tunica 
started not long after the casino precinct 
came into existence. Those old enough 

to work in the strange shapes would 
remember a very different Tunica; until 
the early 1990s, the county was America’s 
showroom for black, rural poverty—Jesse 
Jackson called it “America’s Ethiopia”. It 
was also famous for an exposed sewer––
Google Image search “Sugar Ditch Alley” 
and you will see rows of two room wooden 
shacks, with no electricity or plumbing, 
teetering on the edge of a grotesque water 
feature. A hefty portion of Tunica’s 76% 
black population lived there.  

In 1991, however, after several years of 
bad press, Sugar Ditch was cleaned up 
by the federal government, purified and 
lined with concrete––these shacks were 
razed and their residents moved into new 
apartments, with plumbing. On these 
foundations Tunica’s delta was reborn as a 
Casino hotspot (and Sugar Ditch Alley a 
mid-market sub-division). Today there are 
nine casinos in the precinct. 

My grandparents visit often and have 
struck up a loyalty with Gold Strike. They 
like their rewards program: the more you 
gamble the more you get. Today Gary 
alone has about $1000 in comp points; 
some of these would later buy our all-we-
could-eat seafood buffet dinner. 

Pulling into the parking complex, we pass 
cars from all over the country and people 

not so different from my grandparents 
pulling wheelie overnight bags. We 
park in a VIP section––apparently my 
grandfather qualifies. 

An elevator ride later and we are in the 
lobby. Gary steps out, lights a cigarette (a 
novelty privilege) and the smoke follows 
him as he quickens his pace towards the 
machines I can see across the lobby. The 
lobby feels nicer than I want it to: high, 
vaulted ceilings, pressed tin detail, warm 
lights and chandeliers; a hush that gives 
glamour to the trill of suitcase wheels 
across granite floors; porters in matching 
suits, red carpets, red bollards. It was 
made of real money. The lobby’s granite 
gives way to the stain-concealing carpet 
of The Floor: flashing lights, stools, free 
drinks and people with bad posture and 
wide eyes. My grandfather, cigarette in his 
mouth, rubs his hands together, excited, 
and extends an index finger across the 
horizon of machines to point out a bank 
of his favourite slots. 

Now, to gamble in an American casino you 
must be over the age of 21 and carrying 
accepted ID. This includes military 
ID, American state driver’s licences, 
pensioner’s cards, American passports 
and foreign passports. I was 22 and had 
none of these in my immediate possession. 
The man between me and The Floor said 

“NEW SOUTH WALES AUSTRALIA” 
into his sleeve mic a number of times, 
however, this repetition did not add 
validity to my case and I was resolutely 
not allowed in.  

I waited in the lobby while Gary went 
to find a manager. He returned twenty 
minutes later, deflated. In the car later, he 
would tell me “I tell you what Sam, I am 
pissed” (my grandfather never swears). He 
had spoken to several layers of supervisors, 
in a quest to break state law and get his 
granddaughter in front of a slot, and 
ended up, unbelievably, receiving a very 
sympathetic apology (I blushed through 
this, Gary’s earnest misunderstanding was 
jarring). But then I also wasn’t surprised. 
He has a way about him, you see, a charm, 
a warmth—maybe it is his Southern 
diction. Either way, the supervisor seemed 
to have become personally invested in my 
grandfather’s tragedy. 

As a family we often joke that Gary has 
a magic with the machines. But maybe 
he has a magic with life too. At age 19, 
following the birth of my mother, Gary 
dropped out of college and moved with 
Pat to Chicago to find work––“my parents 
were dirt poor and school was a hardship, 
even on a full scholarship”, Gary had said 
once. He quickly found a job, operating a 
forklift for $75 a week at a warehouse near 
where they lived, in Damon––now a very 
trendy Chicago neighbourhood; at the 
time, decidedly not.  When he retired, 40 
years later, he was vice president of sales. 
His story is earnest and serendipitous. 
“Once they realised that I could read, 
write and remember things pretty well, I 
got a job in the office. Then after a time 
I was in sales, and then higher in sales, 

[1] Scrolling through the inmate roster at the Tunica Detention Center, all but one of the inmates are Black––the lone Caucasian is 76 years old and charged with “touching a 
child for lustful purposes”.
[2] When it first became a casino precinct, Tunica kept taxes low––the county ran on the ample casino revenue and assumed it would never dry up, so why save any? After the 
GFC, like all sectors dominated by middle class investment, the casinos were yielding a lot less, and raising taxes was not an option for politicians who wanted to be re-elected. The 
casinos still generate jobs, but the school system, public infrastructure and other things that would invest in Tunica’s long-term future, are all stagnant.
[3] My grandparents––along with everyone else––lost most of their savings in the GFC. Poppy wasn’t lucky enough to escape that one.

Force was, it is a long way behind an even 
stupider attempt to exercise military 
authority within Australia’s borders: the 
‘Emu War’.

The Emu War, or Great Emu War as it 
is alternatively referred to, originated in 
a concern amongst Western Australian 
farmers in the early 1930s that their 
lands were being laid to waste by the 
unassuming emu. In the words of a 
contemporary news article, “[this] 

Double Or Nothing 
On The Mississippi Delta

One Bird And 
A Lot Of Stones 

Samantha Jonscher went to a casino in the middle of nowhere with her grandparents.   

Adam Murphy on 
when emus fought the war and won.

then an accounts man, then… ”. 

The magic didn’t help him this time, but 
I was offered free soft drink refills while 
I sat in the lobby––I had brought a book. 
I watched the traffic of the revolving 
doors, watched people stand in line at the 
counter to check in, watched porters load 
bags onto gold trolleys and disappear into 
elevators, saw tips exchange hands and 
killed errant mosquitoes that survived the 
casino’s harsh climate control. 

The patrons were what I expected––old 
and dressed smart for the occasion (clean, 
pressed pants, polo shirts); fat and with 
their guts tucked into low slung pants; 
canes, wheel chairs and aids (for weight 
or aging bodies), there was a Chinese 
bus tour group and a bachelor party from 
Tuscaloosa, Alabama. Black men and 
women, in uniforms and directing foot 
traffic, served them. Pat would tell me 
later that The South is much less racist 
than The North.1    

After an hour or so my grandparents 
returned. Pat had spent $120, but was 
holding $250. Gary was up $100. He was 
disappointed; he said it was better than 
being in the hole “but it isn’t a whole lot 
to write home about”. If he was down, he 
wanted to be down after putting a lot on 
the table. If he was up, he said, he would 
hope to be up a lot more than he was. 

Gary’s spirits quickly rallied–– dinnertime 
was approaching. I may not be able 
to gamble but the buffet would not 
disappoint. 

The buffet was across the floor and I 
received a security escort. We passed 

winners, losers, drinkers, smokers and 
waitresses. The servers were in uniform: 
black tights, short black skirt, a black 
corset, heels–– the garb of fantasy. But here 
the casino lost its illusion: no investment 
could help the women––north of thirty, out 
of shape, overweight––look comfortable. I 
watched one server exchange a beer for a 
$20 tip. I wondered if she had been wearing 
that outfit long enough to have inhabited 
the woman’s body it was designed for. Or, if 
she remembered the old Tunica.  

Most of the people my grandparents went 
to school with––they had a high school 
reunion not that long ago––ended up 
staying near where they grew up. They 
mostly had jobs––job jobs––that pay bills. 
One actually worked at a Tunica casino. 
My grandparents were a different story. 
They had gone North, made it and come 
back to buy a brand new house in an 
upmarket subdivision, half an hour from 
where they grew up.  

Exiting Gold Strike’s car park, we pass 
an overgrown and abandoned village of 
“luxury Chateaus”, an abandoned station 
wagon, and a burnt-out two storey 
complex.2

On the highway home and full of crab, 
Gary told me the story of his career. It 
ended in 1999––book publishing wasn’t 
what it used to be and he took a redundancy 
package. They replaced him with someone 
on a lower salary.

“But Sam, peanut butter is awfully good 
until you taste filet mignon. What I mean 
is, to start as poor as I did, and to end up 
where I did––it should be impossible, 
unthinkable. I fell into so many things.” 3 

tough, prolific, gangling marauder of the 
sand plains … has invaded, in a frenzy 
of hunger, some of the finest fields at 
the time of ripening of the harvest to 
shear off crops with voracious beaks.” 
With their fears no doubt amplified by 
this grossly overblown language, farmers 
(who were also ex-soldiers) petitioned 
the Commonwealth government for 
assistance—of the military kind. Their 
pleas found favour in the east, and a 
small artillery force was dispatched 
in October 1932. Xerxes may have 
ordered the Hellespont whipped after 
it ruined his bridge, but it was Australia 
that decided to bring the might of the 
machine gun to bear against its native 
fauna. 

Despite a concerted campaign over the 
next fortnight, the emu proved to be a 
more formidable foe than first imagined. 
Typically the machine gunners would 
encamp themselves and wait in ambush 

for flocks of emus reported to number 
in the thousands. However, when such a 
flock approached and the gunners fired, 
the emus scattered at high speed. They 
were so effective at moving over the open 
country that a truck-mounted gunner 
was unable to keep up. In the absence of 
tactical changes on either side, this form 
of engagement continued for the whole 
campaign. When the military unit 
withdrew in mid-November 1932 after 
(very) limited success, their Commander, 
Major Meredith, was moved to comment 
that “if we had a military division with 
the bullet-carrying capacity of these 
birds it would face any army in the 
world … They can face machine guns 
with the invulnerability of tanks. They 
are like Zulus whom even dum-dum 
bullets [a particularly harmful variety] 
could not stop.” Given the prevailing 
level of racism in Australia at that time, 
this was astonishingly high praise. If the 
servicemen involved had been hoping 

for their own Defence of Rorke’s Drift 
or Great Marianas Turkey Shoot, they 
were doubtless disappointed to have 
been defeated by a strange flightless 
bird looking like an ostrich with 
hypertrichosis.  

News of the Emu War reached far and 
wide. It was significant enough to have 
been discussed contemporaneously 
in the House of Representatives. It is 
also reported to have achieved some 
derisive publicity in the UK. And 
despite the participants’ complete lack 
of success, West Australian farmers 
were to officially request military help 
in their fight against the emu scourge 
at least three more times over the next 
two decades. Nevertheless, it seems the 
gangling marauder of the sand plains was 
eventually brought to heel via the same 
method that has caused the diminution 
or extinction of countless species the 
world over: the humble bounty system. 

In my view the Emu War should be 
added to the list of military fuckups, 
like Gallipoli, that some people feel 
proud of. It is evidence that our military 
is not cut out for those pesky domestic 
operations, and that’s the way it should 
stay. In some countries, officers of the 
state enjoy confusing and overlapping 
jurisdictions, are festooned with badges 
and told that they are last line of defence 
against paramilitarios or ‘troublesome 
minorities’ or whatever. That’s how 
innocent people get killed, and on a 
tragically regular basis. It ’s insane that 
these militarised police forces were 
some kind of benchmark for whoever 
dreamt up the idea of the Australian 
Border Force and decided to install 
the buffoons who run it. So next time 
anyone in the government gets aroused 
at the thought of another Border Farce-
style operation, remember: we are shit 
at this kind of thing. Lest we forget the 
Emu War. 

Art by Stephanie Barahona 

Art by Katie Thorburn 
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profilethinkpiece

Decolonising the Classroom

Nazeem Hussain sees no shame in 
the sideline. His resume is a jumble of 
television’s vestigial limbs and off-peak 
hours—community TV, SBS 2, the 
Sunday night shift on youth radio. He 
never craves the spotlight but he is always 
on. In the briefest of conversations, he can 
dive into race and politics with a bravery 
that shames other ethnic media-types 
(this writer included) who worry that 
to talk too easily about race is to make 
yourself a large target.

Hussain headlines this year’s Verge 
Festival Comedy Gala, and in tune with 
this fringe-dweller persona, he seems 
incredibly excited. He has an affinity 
for the radical and unvarnished. An 
admiration for undergraduates. “Student 
comedy is where you get some of the most 
exciting acts,” he tells me.

The passion is partly biographical. Hussain 
got his start through Raw Comedy (an 
amateur competition designed for first-
timers) and still raves about it. “I think 
it’s amazing because it forces you to write 
comedy. People think you just get up on 
stage and start riffing, but stand-up is a 
writerly thing. There’s a process that you 
don’t realise goes on.”

Admittedly, he never dabbled in student 

comedy himself. He graduated with 
minimum fuss and went into community 
work. From there it was stand-up, local 
Melbourne TV, a seat at a desk next to 
Waleed Aly. But there’s a parallel here that 
Hussain lets me draw, between campus 

comedy and Raw Comedy, the community 
worker and the student activist. There’s a 
political value to the lack of exposure.

“Student comedy is a sort of safe space. As 
soon as you get into the broader comedy 
circuit, you start to see comedy done in a 
particular way and a lot of people tend to 

fall into line. They drop their own personal 
identity.”

Talk of identity means that in quick, 
cribnoted terms, I explain to him the 
proud USyd tradition of the autonomous 

revue. He reacts incredibly well. I float a 
concept that’s been echoing in collective 
back-channels for a while now, that of an 
autonomous people of colour revue.

He sees parallels with his own work 
on SBS’s Legally Brown and Salam 
Cafe (reason for aforementioned Aly 

proximity). He considers the utility of 
promoting non-white faces to be obvious.

“People of colour are never reflected in 
the entertainment that we’re forced to 
consume. As much as a white person tries 
to write in a way that is inclusive, they’re 
only able to tell their story. And being able 
to tell your own stories is important to our 
ability to feel we have our own cultural 
capital here, and some stake in this place.”

This is why he still values stand-up, fringe 
shows and small, discerning spaces. “For 
artists of colour—or people who want to 
express themselves more generally—you 
need to take advantage of the platforms 
that are out there. Because TV doesn’t 
really accommodate people of colour as 
easily as you might think.”

“Trying to infiltrate that main stage is 
great, but it shouldn’t be the end game. The 
end game is to engage my community, the 
kind of people who want that sort of stuff. 
There’s nothing better than having a room 
full of people, hanging out for something 
that they’ve been missing, and being able 
to say ‘yeah this is our space, and it’s the 
best feeling in the world’.”

Naaman Zhou joins Nazeem Hussain in the margin.

“The Best Feeling in the World”: 
Honi Speaks to Nazeem HussainNabila Chemaissem on how the wrong lens brings literature out of focus.

Cultural imperialism is not a new 
or foreign idea. For centuries the 

Western world has stood as a self-
proclaimed beacon of enlightenment, as a 
giant under whose feet the rest of us must 
kneel and strive to please or else be deemed 
uncouth, backwards, barbaric. Only 
recently has there been any discussion 
of the possibility that maybe the West is 
wrong, and that difference is an idea to be 
celebrated rather than demonised. Your 
curly, frizzy hair? Beautiful. Your ‘odd-
smelling’ food? Delicious! Your music, 
and history, and cultural experience? 
Wonderful, insightful and valid. 

A class on race that I attended a semester 
or so ago required that we get into groups 
for an assignment. We were asked to 
critically analyse a set of readings, and 
then link what the readings were saying 
to the messages being communicated in a 
designated Malaysian film: Sepet, directed 
by Yasmin Ahmad. My group decided 
that each of our members should work on 
a specific reading, compile notes, and then 
communicate what they had found to the 
rest of the group once they were done.

Working with these people was eye-
opening and disheartening. It became 
apparent that while university may teach 
students to think critically, this analytical 
inclinination does not extend to analysis 
of non-western texts. One particular 
reading was written by Gaik Cheng Khoo, 
an academic who grew up in Malaysia, 
but was educated primarily in Western 
universities in Western countries. Her 
arguments and perspectives on the effect of 
Islam on Malay tradition are accordingly 
tainted; she writes with a pen dipped in 
the ink of western political discourse. She 
claims that ‘many Malay women feel the 
necessity to wear the tudung (headscarf )’, 
that these women ‘claim the act of putting 

on the tudung is voluntary’, and then, 
quite ironically, cites Judith Butler, a 
western theorist, to describe these women 
as ‘gendered “docile” Muslim bodies’. 

Discrediting Muslim women who state 
continuously that their wearing of the 
headscarf is voluntary is a western practice, 
whether it be in the media or inside the 
westernised hive mind. ‘Docile’ to the west 
is not necessarily what ‘docile’ is in other 
cultures or religions, and in a non-western 
sense, ‘docile’ can just as easily refer to 
individuals who conform to western social 
pressures. Yet no matter how many times 
Muslim women say that it’s their choice 
to wear the scarf the West comes along to 
say that no, they must be lying as a result 
of their ‘oppressive’ religion. In instances 
where a particular cultural perspective is 
key to the construction of a piece, other 
perspectives must make room for it and 
seek to understand it for what it is, rather 
than imposing themselves onto it.

Even the idea of Islam as an ‘oppressive’ 
faith is a western construct, and Cheng’s 
argument falls into this trap. Saying that 
‘Islam already imposes on Muslim bodies 
“constraints, prohibitions, or obligations” 
such as observing the five pillars of Islam’ is 
a statement that is not founded in research. 
The constraining, prohibiting limits of the 
five pillars to which Cheng refers to include 
believing in God, praying five times a 
day, giving charity, fasting in Ramadan, 
and going to Hajj if you’re able to do so. 
These are not constrictions, they are not 
limits. To classify them as ‘strict regimes 
of regulated social behaviour’ is to make 
Islam seem like a 1984-esque situation, 
where Muslims lack individuality and the 
capacity to think. And if you’re thinking 
‘but ISIS!’ then please stop, because the 
idea that ISIS even remotely represents 
Islam is a western construct too, and only 

serves to prove my point that westernised 
ideals govern our thoughts and render us 
incapable of thinking for ourselves.  

Unfortunately, a lot of work still needs 
to be done before we can shed the 
westernised predispositions that we’ve 
consciously or subconsciously taken on. 
As it is, we latch on to a mainstream, 
westernised frame of thinking, and use 
that both to govern our way of producing 
thoughts and our way of communicating 
them. Not only is this reductive, but it 
runs the risk of encouraging westernised 
views of non-western art, culture, and 
history, and in doing so, removes a lot of 
the value and significance of those non-
western modes of expression. Just as I 
would not be qualified to comment on the 
cultural happenings within a Korean text, 
so too is the West unqualified to speak on 
non-western cultural artefacts before at 
least understanding exactly why and how 
the text was made in the way it was. 

More recently, I was in a class where we 
were discussing the Middle-Eastern 
adaptation of Shakespeare’s Hamlet: The 
Al-Hamlet Summit. I got increasingly 
uncomfortable as the class progressed. 
According to my classmates, the 
corrupt Claudius dressed in a burqa was 
supposedly an affirmation of the West’s 
excessive demonisation of the veil. And the 
end of the play, in which Hamlet adopted 
the quintessential radicalist attitude of 
the Islamic terrorist, was perceived and 
discussed as an assertion of Western views 
of Islam as a religion capable only of 
inciting political and social crime.   

These western assessments of a non-
western text were not only reductionist, 
but also wrong. In a readily available TEDx 
talk, the director Al-Bassam explicitly 
states that he was trying to challenge 

the corrupt Middle-Eastern politics 
which censors the kind of art and cultural 
expression that challenges and deviates 
from the government’s status quo. He 
thus posits art, his art and specifically, his 
adaptation of Hamlet, as an instigator and 
catalyst for his vision of an ‘open society’, 
in which sectarianism and fear associated 
with cultural, religious, and political 
divisions can be reconciled and different 
people can understand one another. The 
‘representations [we make] of ourselves’, 
he says, can ‘help create solutions to 
[social] fear without reactionism, because 
it is reactionism that not only allows 
people to think in extremist ways, it’s also 
reactionism that, I think, feeds the fear 
that eats up the society itself ’. 

His text is one which sought to ‘put the 
English-speaking spectator inside the 
Arab spectator in Kuwait and Tunisia’, 
but which failed to ‘fascilitate that cultural 
leap into such unfamiliar territory’ 
because perhaps that audience, like the 
one in my class, could not discard their 
western predispositions for a moment and 
understand the significant difference and 
value in the non-western issues and ideas 
being presented. 

Cultural imperialism is a very real problem, 
and when it occurs within the classroom 
it’s very scary. Societies are built from 
within classrooms, from the people whose 
ideas and perspectives go on to shape our 
world, and if those people are incapable 
of seeing this world through anything but 
the lens of one culture, then our society 
will continue to be built on ideas that are 
narrow, exclusionary, and imperialist.  

You might have seen him walking 
carefully carrying a metre-tall cake 

across Eastern Avenue. Perhaps you saw 
him on the train from Redfern, tempting 
commuters with a giant Ferrero Rocher 
tower. Or maybe he was sitting in your 
lecture, casually handing out slices of 
cookie dough crumble. Wherever you 
see him, you’ll never forget the sight of 
Arkady de Jong and his giant, gorgeous 
baked goods.

Every Wednesday, Arkady bakes an 
oversized, delicious tower of cake. Every 
Thursday, he carefully shepherds his cake 
through the train, across campus, and 
into his classes, where he gives out slices 
to friends and strangers alike. Metre-
tall fudge models of UTS, giant Ferrerro 
Rochers mounted in chocolate cake, and 
rainbow-layered, sprinkle-covered, violet-
dripping Wear it Purple towers are all 
given away to anyone who asks. 

Arkady’s been baking since he was a child, 
when he was given an a personalised 
apron “which I made sure to use as often 
as possible”. He had a knack for baking—
despite some early setbacks—which 
eventually led to him bringing “some 
delicious treats to school every Friday, 
hoping to keep everyone well-fed and 
stress-free”. Although the baking started 
simple—slices, fudge and rocky road—
Arkady’s HSC stress led to procrastibaking. 
To help him and his classmates deal with 
exam stress, he started bringing in “bigger 
and more ridiculous multi-layered cakes, 
sometimes three days a week and often to 
exams”. 

Fears that the weekly bake would stop after 
high school were unfounded. Arkady’s 
baking habits have grown even more 
ambitious. “I take cakes to my tutorials 
and share them with friends or extra nice 
people I happen to meet.” The reaction 

is always positive, though “at the start of 
semester I get very confused reactions. 
A ridiculous amount of people wish me 
happy birthday.”

Although a few friends have ordered his 
cakes for parties, Arkady has no plans to 
make his habit into a business. The cake 
business is apparently a “scary, stressful 
world, and I don’t want to reach a point 
where it’s no longer fun”.

The easiest way to get your hands on 
Arkady’s delicious cake is to “just enrol in 
all my classes”. But if that’s not an option, 
wander around campus on a Thursday, and 
follow your nose. “If you smell sugar and 
chocolate, it’s probably me!” he says. Then 
do what I did—smile, introduce yourself, 
and ask for a slice of cake. He’s happy to 
share. After all, he’ll be back next week, 
with a new cake and some new friends.

[disclosure: the reporter met Arkady last 
week and accepted many pieces of cake in 
return for this story]

Free Cake on Campus
Adam Chalmers chatted to the guy who has his cake, but lets you eat it.

A picture of a cake from Arkady’s 
instagram, https://instagram.com/rkd_
cakeboy/
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“If someone asks me for something 
redeemable in humanity, music is 

the only pure and real thing I can think         
of.” 

“It’s a dance between two lives, one 
consistent and one passionate. First alone, 
but not lacking, just there. Then twirling 
with utter wholeness with the violins 
added in. It tells a story if you look at it 
that way.”

“Love is not a thing that can be described 
nor observed, it just is.”

The above lines are sourced from the 
YouTube comments on Ólafur Arnalds 
“Ljósið”, his most popular song and 
the one that launched him from 
niche Icelandic neoclassical multi-
instrumentalist to someone who can 
play the Opera House accompanied by 
a 13-piece chamber orchestra. At the 
conclusion of his show, he clarified: the 
song was not, as people think, inspired by 
the “beauty of the Icelandic wilderness”, 
but was instead commissioned to be used 
in an advertisement by a company that 
produces bathtubs. They didn’t like the 
work. He was fired. 

The show, composed of a 75 minute 
progression through Arnalds’ oeuvre, 
was accompanied by visuals from Máni 
Sigfússon—presumably to ensure its 
relevance to GRAPHIC, “a festival of 
graphic storytelling, animation, and 
music”, which it is otherwise divorced 
from. Unfortunately, the visuals fail the 
music—they’re often distracting and so 
muted in their tones that I found it easier 
to close my eyes and let the sounds wash 
over me than to attempt to anchor them 
to what was happening on the screen. 

This is, however, a rare criticism in what 
was a wholly affecting, enjoyable show. 

The floppy-haired, floppy-limbed, 
floppy-demeanoured festival director 

welcomes us to FAST in an artist’s forum 
he calls “theatrical foreplay”. He goes 
on to invite us all to be artistic directors 
of the festival—with some 200 artists 
over the three days, he says, and another 
300 audience members, they have a 
whopping 500 people responsible for the 
monumental task of being art-bearers to 
the universe. 

The Festival of Australian Student 
Theatre is held annually in Brisbane, at 
the swish performing arts campus of The 
Queensland University of Technology. 
Students doing performance degrees or 
members of campus drama societies from 
all over Australia, most from Queensland, 
convene over the long weekend to support 
the growth of student art. Notorious for 
its misunderstanding of “write what you 
know” wank, I have waved off friends who 
told me FAST was “terrible”. My floppy 
friend, who says Theatre and Art with 
audible capitals, makes my optimism seem 
foolhardy.

***

The first piece we see in the festival is a 
harmless work-in-progress, In Spite of the 
Wreckage, about a young girl and the robot 
she builds. It is young and wide-eyed and 
innocent. The next piece we see, Of Mirrors 
and Angels, is a toddler wielding a meataxe. 
Well-meaning enough, and believable 
enough in the emotional investment of 
its performers, Mirrors was a piece by a 
group of cisgender students about gender 
identity and transphobia that managed to 
perpetuate many inaccurate and harmful 
assumptions about gender. From their 
inclusion of “asexual”, to the example of a 
castrato as someone who “had no gender”, 
the piece displayed a worrying lack of 
research. 

This is a group of students who attempted 
to challenge themselves not to write what 
they know, but in doing so have come full 
circle: each actor performs a monologue 
during the play about how they relate 
to the concepts of sex and gender. How 
one was teased for being a tomboy as a 
child, how one was a homophobe until he 
moved to Sydney and learned that was not 
okay, how one “fell in love with him before 
I knew he was transgender”. They were 
unable to relate to their subject matter in 
any way but through what they literally 
knew. 

***

Penelopa, billed as a piece of “Expressive 
Mask Shadow Puppetry and Bouffon”, 
turns out to be a one-woman trainwreck 
which makes fun of women, people of 
colour, eating disorders, rape, overweight 
people, and the sensibilities of the entire 
audience. And also women. I have never 
seen a blundering attempt to critique 
feminine beauty standards crash and burn 
so colossally. Several friends are flinching 
in their seats, and we leave without 
bothering to see if there is a Q&A.

If there were one, it likely would be of little 
use, much the same way my attempt to 
speak to the cast of Mirrors was fruitless. 
It is explained to us at the beginning of 
the festival that Critical Mass—a daily 
forum from last year’s program—had been 
axed, because the phrasing and passion of 
criticism had upset contributors to last 
year’s festival. 

They have replaced those sessions with 
Q&As, which ostensibly facilitate 
constructive criticism, but were ultimately 
mediated to impotence. Sydney audiences 
are sometimes critical for the sake of it, 
operating under the assumption that to 
dislike things is somehow smarter. The 
lazy drawl of “I just didn’t like it” in the 
foyer or the pub after a show strikes fear 
into the hearts of seasoned theatregoers. I 
enjoyed it, though, we quiver, what’s wrong 
with me? Am I stupid for liking it? This is 
just as annoying as the idea that student 
theatre can’t be critiqued because it is a 
passion project or represents something 
fundamental about its creator.

But the environment has taught me not 
to take criticism personally. That I have 
received passionate critiques of my work’s 
content and form has made me a better 
writer and director. That I can equally 
critique those same people’s work, and 
acknowledge that both are flawed, is what 
makes it an important conversation.

***

At the kebab place next to the campus, 
my co-devisor Nicky and I have an 
argument about theatre as a medium. She 
tells me she has come to realise theatre is 
inherently indulgent and frivolous, that 
it has become inaccessible and classist. 
Having quite recently decided I want to 
pursue theatre as a career, in a honeymoon 
daze at the idea of the “artist’s life”, it is 
possible that I overreact. 

Special guest and dreadlocked white male, 
Dave Something, gives a speech that night 
at the festival’s opening party, detailing his 
journey as a theatremaker and his feelings 
on the power of art. 

The piece which most dramatically 
changed his life, he says, was a nine hour 
“real, and epic” piece done by Australian 
performers about the refugee crisis. 

“Nobody wanted to leave that room, when 
it was over,” he moons, tipping back his 
be-dreadlocked head, “it actually changed 
my life. I never cry, but I cried then.”

Nicky sends me a knowing look. I 
understand. We spot Penelopa in the 
corner and collectively bristle.

***

FAST is a mixed bag. Whilst we see many 
poorly put together shows, we also see 
some very good ones. The Pillowman, a 
darkly funny Martin McDonagh play, is 
produced phenomenally by Queensland 
University’s Underground Productions, 
and Villains, a cabaret show about the 
female baddies of Disney, is widely 
praised. The people who see our show are 
incredibly lovely, throwing themselves 
into the plot and investing themselves in 
the lives of characters we have become 
very attached to. Our first audience 
elects to stay behind to discuss and ask 
questions, and the second show’s Q&A is 
very stimulating. I get the impression that 
we are not the only ones frustrated with 
an inability to engage critically with work 
in this festival.

What’s more, we acknowledge that seeing 
shows that are, in our opinions, bad, can 
be quite a good time. Friends who I have 
seen behave as if personally insulted 
by lacklustre shows put on in SUDS, or 
during Sydney Fringe, acknowledge that 
sometimes the view is better from off 
the high horse. I am far less mean and 
unforgiving of shows when there is no 
pressure to dislike something.

It is important to remember that we watch 
theatre to be entertained.

***

The South Australians, who were shocked 
when we told them our society gave us 
money to come to Brisbane, are the last 
performance we see at FAST. Their half 
hour piece, The End, is the product of a 
year’s hard work and fundraising. A simple 
yet effective split between character-based 
dialogue scenes, and hypnotic sound and 
movement sequences, the piece explores 
our understanding of death. We get to 
know five characters, and then see them 
die, dancing with the hooded figure of 
death. It’s beautiful.

Much as I might laugh at FAST, I was 
given money to come here. I was given the 
opportunity to present work to an entirely 
new audience in a different state, and I 
didn’t have to drop a single cent. It was 
incredibly easy for me to come to Brisbane 
to do this show, and it is incredibly easy 
each year for SUDS shows to do so. 
It is not so easy for everyone else. I feel 
embarrassed by how little I had to work 
for this, and how easy it has become for 
me to laugh behind my hand in a darkened 
theatre at people who have tried. 

And, of course, not everything we saw had 
tried. There were countless shows I saw or 
heard about—Welcome But Not Essential, 
about the trials of graduating high school; 
Ruminations, a confused movement piece 
vaguely concerned with mental illness; 
The Moon Men, an hilariously bewildering, 
LSD-fuelled lamentation that “there are 
no revolutions left to be had in Art”—
which were all quotidian. Our own show, 
House Party, is a culprit—but the defensive 
director in me requires me to say that, as 
an improvised immersive piece, our show 
challenges itself in form, making the 
everyday theatrical rather than insisting 
that the everyday already is dramatically 
compelling. Writing what you know can be 
done well, so long as it is not complacent, 
and complacent is a good word to ascribe 
to FAST.

***

On the drive back home I talk to Nicky. 
I conclude that, for all that FAST was 
a circlejerk, I have learned some very 
valuable lessons about theatre as both 
something to watch and to create.

I think it is right to say that theatre as a 
medium is indulgent and, in its current 
form, incredibly classist. This very article 
is as masturbatory as they come. I think 
theatre should be recognised as a thing 
among, and no more important than, the 
countless other things we all want but 
don’t really need. Yes, it can say incredibly 
important things, but it’s not an excuse to 
faff on about Derrida and the Bible and 
then scoff and say “you just didn’t get it” 
when audiences find you inaccessible. 
Theatre oughtn’t be smarmy, and it 
oughtn’t come with prerequisite reading.

It is something that—if you have the 
prerequisite fortune to facilitate your 
pursuit of the art—you have to work very 
hard for if it is to mean much at all. 

Theatre fills a desire in us to be indulgent—
to be fanciful and dream of new worlds 
and new lives. That is why we see theatre, 
to see truths about our society and the 
lives we live reflected back through 
something Other. Something more than 
real. Something spectacular. 

The thing which most tied the piece at 
FAST together was a sense of the unreal. 
A daringness to dream. I remain foolishly 
optimistic.

Charlie O’Grady wants to stop writing what he knows

500 Artistic Directors: The Festival 
of Australian Student Theatre

April Kang

Ólafur Arnalds at 
the Sydney Opera House

Peter Walsh examines Iceland’s greatest export since Eyjafjallajökull.

The characters in the New Girl are all 
terrible liars. Nick and Jess fall apart 

whenever they have to fib—although 
Nick attempts to keep lies “SSV: Short, 
simple, vague”, they are easily exposed. 
And even Schmidt, a relatively deceitful 
character, undermines his attempt to pose 
as Mitt Romney’s (Mormon) son when he 
accidentally accepts a beer. 

There is an obvious explanation for this 
character trait. The inability to lie is a good 
catalyst that creates plot momentum; sit-
coms thrive when characters are forced to 
confront truths. 

But I have a less boring theory. At the be-
ginning of the third season, Schmidt two-
times Cece and Elizabeth, two popular 
female characters. This provoked a huge 
backlash, with fans complaining that a 
“wacky, womanising douchebag” was ruin-
ing the show.  This discomfort with deceit 
makes sense in the context of the show. 
Characters who could lie—and get away 
with it—would be anathema to the fuzzy 
universe that Zoey Deschanel et al. have 
constructed. Watching the New Girl is a 
comfortable, comforting experience. The 
people are nice, and warm, and friends, 
and terrible liars.  

They Simply
Could Not Tell A Lie...

Alex Downie examines America’s greatest export since Ever.

The soundscapes are incredibly beautiful, 
and the Chamber Orchestra render 
many of his tracks with a depth beyond 
their original iteration. Most surprising 
was Arnalds’ rapport with the audience. 
Every few songs, he would take to the 
microphone to communicate something 
of what brought him to Sydney or how 
he came to compose his songs. Mostly, 
these were incredibly funny—he put the 
boot into an “Australian airline with a red 
logo” for losing his luggage, invited the 
audience to have their singing sampled 
on the next track (and promising us that, 
if we were bad, he would use another 
recording instead), and brought a drink 
on stage, first apologising, before quoting 
“someone incredibly wise” who said “fuck 
the system”. 
 
Arnalds composes delicate, sparse 
pieces—perfect to listen to through 
headphones, but sometimes difficult to 
translate in their wholeness to a 13-piece 
chamber orchestra. The hits well and truly 
outnumber the misses, but the show is 
most affecting at its extremes, either when 
the entire range of performers are being 
used or when Arnalds is able to inhabit 
the stage by himself. It’s the awkward 
spaces in the middle with the majority 
of performers sitting on their hands that 
leave us wanting. I have heard people 
disparagingly refer to Arnalds as classical 
musical for an audience that grew up on 
polyphonic ringtones, but that would 
be to undermine his talent. In the final 
song of the night, Arnalds took to the 
stage alone to perform a song inspired 
by his grandmother’s passing. There, in 
the company of himself, he managed 
to fill the space as wholly as it was with 
thirteen performers accompanying 
him—a moment of sublime in a show 
that otherwise exemplified how there’s 
nothing mystical behind creative genius, 
just hard work.

Stephanie Barahona 
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Georgia Mantle speaks to Adam Goodes, in his first interview since retiring from the AFL.

I had the privilege of being able to 
interview Adam Goodes to discuss his 

struggles, his retirement, and his future. 
As an Indigenous wom*n this was a great 
honour. For many Indigenous people, 
‘success’ is not something that we can 
easily envision. The roles of prominent 
Indigenous leaders like Adam are thus 
all the more important, as they serve to 
inspire communities and encourage all 
different sorts of success. 

Racism is something that too many 
people ignore, but Adam’s public suffering 
renewed a conversation that has long 
been suppressed. Many non-Indigenous 
people were shocked to learn that this still 
occurred, yet; within the communities it 
was just another manifestation of deep-
seated tensions and unresolved traumas.

Though there’s a temptation to editorialize 
my conversation with Adam—to include 
my voice, or my understanding—it does 
him better justice by publishing our 
discussion in its entirety. So here’s Adam 
Goodes, an Indigenous man, whom many 
would rather see silenced, speaking his 
mind: unrestricted and unadulterated.

GM: After struggling at the start of the 
year, you appeared to find some of your 
best playing form towards the end of this 
season. What do you think inspired it?

AG: There came a point this year when I 
knew that it was going to be my last season. 
I don’t know, I think when you know it’s 
going to be your last, you just really want 
to play the best you possibly can, and it was 
just—not that you train harder, or smarter, 
or go about it differently—I just think 
that knowing and playing on the edge and 
knowing that this is going to be your last 
couple of weeks, that you just really want to 
enjoy it and you really want to go out there 
and do your best. Getting into that mindset 
really helped me get to that level.

GM: So you were always planning to retire 
at the end of this season? How long have 
you known?

AG: I probably knew about two months 
before the season finished.

GM: Is everything that has happened to 
you within the game in relation to racism 
connected to why you decided to retire or is 
that just one reason?

AG: I think it’s one of many reasons. You 
know obviously my stand on racism is 
that it’s unacceptable and that we should 

always stand up to it. I think going into this 
season, you know, I’m 35 years old, I played 
a couple of games in the reserves this year 
to get my fitness back, so I think there was 
a lot of factors. And obviously with all the 
booing and everything, that was another 
piece of the puzzle that made my decision 
quite easy.

GM: After the booing and the 
repercussions of that, you didn’t make any 
media appearances and stopped playing for 
a period of time. What was that period like 
for you? What were you doing to make sure 
you were okay and how were you dealing 
with that experience?

AG: I just needed to be around people who 
really understood how it felt to be in that 
position. For me, I just needed that support 
from those people so, it wasn’t until the day 
after that West Coast Eagle’s game that it 
really hit me, and I was really down and out 
and I didn’t want to go training on Monday. 
I just figured that, for me to get the best out 
of myself and do the right thing by myself, I 
really just needed to step away and find out 
what I really wanted to do and hopefully 
getting back to where my people’re from 
and getting out bush could really re-
energise me and help heal those wounds. 
Yeah that’s what I did, I went out country 
and it was amazing. It was just great to be 
out there. 

To be honest, I didn’t want to come back. 
But you know I did. And I felt better when 
I did. I just needed that support and the 
love of everyone at my football club and my 
partner, my family—that made it a little bit 
easier to come back. Obviously the booing 

didn’t stop, but I was able to be a lot stronger 
mentally and physically to deal with that 
for the last couple of months, knowing that 
it was going to be my last couple of months.

GM: Following up on something you said, 
the importance of going back to country 
and being with community: when you’re 
away from your country and your mob, how 
do you still connected to that while you’re 
still on the field? Especially when you are 
going through a lot of emotional things?

AG: Yeah you just have to be true to 
yourself, know where you come from, make 
sure that your relationships with family 
members back in country, back home, are 
really strong so that connection is always 
there. Whenever you are feeling down or 
feeling a bit shitty, you do tell someone, you 
do have conversations with those people, 
because you need to let people know 
how you’re feeling. And for me, I’m a big 
meditator, so when I meditate, I meditate 
about country and how I’m feeling when 
I’m back there and use that as the strength. 

GM: Because you did have that media 
block out where you did take your own 
time and go back to country, was there ever 
a point where you wanted to retaliate, like 
scream, or go off at people, or yell about the 
racism you’d endured?

AG: Not really. What’s the point of me 
jumping in front of the Ten media pack 
saying exactly the same message that I’ve 
said for the last two years. You know, I 
think it’s got to the point where, especially 
with me feeling the way I did, that it was 
time for other people to say how they felt 

and how it affected them. And to see the 
response from my football club, the Player’s 
Association, other players in the league 
and people in the community—it was just 
an amazing response and that was exactly 
what I needed. I think without me saying 
anything, the message was out there pretty 
clearly. I just wanted to come back and 
focus on football.

GM: There was a lot of amazing support. 
I remember I couldn’t go on Facebook or 
Twitter without seeing people saying that 
they were standing with you, and that was 
coming from both Indigenous and Non-
Indigenous friends and family. So I thought 
that was really cool. 

AG: Yeah it was great, and I think it just 
shows that people out there do care about 
our community and they do care what it 
looks like and how people treat each other. 
Unfortunately, this situation happened to 
me and it bears on my shoulders, but the 
positivity and the conversations out of have 
been really great. 

GM: You’ve taken such a stance on racism 
and supporting Indigenous communities 
and people for a big portion of your career, 
some people consider that quite a political 
move. Do you think it is a responsibility of 
all sports people to take a stance like that, or 
do you think it’s something more personal 
that you just felt you needed to do?

AG: No, no, it’s definite personal thing. I 
don’t think there’s too many Aboriginal 
people out there who are successful that 
don’t want to help make gains for our 
people. And it definitely is a personal 

“ You need to be able to talk strongly about these 
issues but you also need to be strong enough to 
handle the criticism...”

choice. I don’t put that responsibility on 
anybody else, because it has to be your own 
personal choice, it has to be you that wants 
to do it and have the skills to do it as well. 
You need to be able to talk strongly about 
these issues but you also need to be strong 
enough to handle the criticism that you’re 
going to cop as soon as you step into that 
role. Unfortunately, when you do say things 
about people, it can be quite confronting 
and the load that you can bear on your 
shoulders can be quite heavy.

GM: How does all the media scrutiny/
attention affect you, not only in your 
personal life, but when you’re out on the 
field and playing, because it’s sometimes 
hard to separate those things?

AG: It is. I think media has a very important 
role to play, and unfortunately some people 
in the media can have very positive and 
negative effects on a large amount of 
people. I guess that’s where you need good 
leaders in the industry to help steer the 
conversation so that one side doesn’t get 
too heavily outweighed by comments that 
aren’t true. So for me, you can’t control the 
media, you have to work with media to get 
your message out there and you just hope 
that there’s enough good honest reporting 
and people in the media that can get that 
job done.

GM: After the announcement came out 
that you were retiring, there was also the 
announcement that you declined to take 
part in the lap of honor, or to be considered 
for the Madden medal. What was the 
motivation behind those decisions?

AG: I was done. I was done a couple of 
months before that, I knew when I was 
finishing. I didn’t want, once I’d finished 
footy, to be part of any other things that I 
had a choice in. At the end of the day, it’s my 
choice to do the lap. At the end of the day, 
it was my choice not to be nominated for 
the Madden medal. I had my last football 
responsibility as the club Best and Fairest 
and that’s what I was looking for. It was my 
supporters, my members, at that event, and 
you know it was a very safe environment 
for me to go to and give my sendoff to the 
people that mattered.

GM: Now that you’ve finished football, 
what else does the future hold for you? 
What can you see yourself doing?

AG: I can see myself doing a lot of the 
same, now I’ve got a lot more time on 
my hands. I’m looking forward to the 
exciting times going forward, I’m actually 
jumping on a plane today at 12:30pm, I’ll 
be overseas for two months and I’ll be back 
for Christmas. I’m really excited about that. 
I’m also still going to keep up the fight for 
saying no to racism and making sure that 
we get constitutional recognition for our 
mob, and still going to be fighting hard 
for white ribbon, and really helping men 
take responsibility when we try to stop 
domestic violence against our women and 
our communities.

GM: With your work with Recognition, 
I feel, and you may agree, that there is a 
little bit of a divide within our community 
as to whether recognition, in terms of 
constitutional recognition, is really the 
best thing for our community. A lot of 
Indigenous people have taken a stand 

against it, and a lot of people like yourself 
still support it. What do you think? Why 
is it that you personally support the 
constitutional recognition over something 
like a treaty?

AG: Well that’s the conversation right 
there. I support Treaty as well because that 
would give our mob and our people so 
many more benefits. 

I think the movement right now—and I 
don’t want to downplay what Treaty is when 
we’re trying to compare it to Recognise, 
because I don’t think we should compare 
it to Recognise—and the support that we 
have from both sides of government, is 
constitutional recognition. I just think that 
it’s a really important thing that we change 
this document. This document has so many 
things in it that don’t work for our people, 
and the biggest thing obviously is that it 
doesn’t recognise us, and there’s still parts 
of it which are racist to minorities in this 
country. 

I think if the movement right now, for 
me and both sides of government; was 
supporting Treaty, and they wanted to 
really make sure this happened for our 
people, then I think that there would not 
be one person in Australia—Aboriginal 
or non-Indigenous—that shouldn’t get 
behind that. I just hope that when people 
say Recognise isn’t what we need right now, 
I think that we should just think about what 
we’re trying to do at Recognise, and the 
way we need to change this language in this 
document so that we can then go forward 
and get Treaty, and get as much land back 
as we possibly can, or acknowledgement of 
land, at least.

GM: So for you personally, would you say 
that getting constitutional recognition is 
really only the start, and it’s a way then to 
push or more?

AG: The reason why I became an 
ambassador for Recognise is as soon as I 
found out what they were doing, and what 
we were trying to change, it was a no-
brainer for me. I wasn’t brought up on my 
own country, I don’t have language, I have 
a strong connection to my country now, 
but Treaty to me has not been something 
that I’ve been a part of, I haven’t been a part 
of that discussion. But being a part of the 
Recognise movement, I can just see that 
we can get a real big win on the board by 
changing that constitution, and making 
sure that this document acknowledges 
us and our people and our language and 
our culture forever by putting it into our 
constitution. I don’t want it to be ever 
compared as ‘constitution versus treaty’, 
because it never should be compared like 
that. I understand why our mob and the 
community feel that Treaty is a higher 
priority, I get that, but I just think that we 
can get a real big win with our constitutional 
recognition, and I’ll be supporting both of 
those things—and I am supporting both of 
those things.

GM: The way you speak about that is really 
inspiring. From my own perspective within 
the community, to have people like you in 
popular media to be able to speak about our 
issues is really important, and personally I’d 
like to thank you for that. 

In regards to representation within the 

sports community, there are so many 
fantastic Aboriginal sportsmen and women 
in AFL and NRL. How do you see the 
AFL, both your team and the game more 
generally, as supporting and encouraging 
the development of Indigenous talent 
within the game?

AG: I think the AFL and NRL and all 
sporting organisations are really reaping 
the benefits of the type of impact that 

our players, female or male, can have on 
the game. You look at grand final day in 
the AFL, Cyril Rioli just being absolutely 
incredible, winning the Norm Smith 
medal. You watch the next night and you 
see JT just running around out there with 
Justin Hodges, a few of the other boys, and 
then JT wins the medal for best on ground 
and wins the premiership, it just makes you 
proud.

For our mob, we need good positive role 
models to look up to and be inspired by, 
and there’s no doubt that the programs 
the AFL, NRL and other organisations 
put in place are helping our mob get better 
outcomes with health and education and 
becoming these good role models that we 
see today.

GM: What role do you think sport plays 
within communities? There has been a 
lot of evidence to say that good sporting 
programs really encourage health. Is that 
something that you’re eager to explore, say 
taking better sports competition out to 
communities and youth?

AG: Sport’s really important, but education 
is the way forward for me. We need as many 
of our kids starting school, going to school, 
doing their homework, and giving them 
the best opportunity to do whatever they 
want to do. There’s no better time to be an 
Aboriginal person in this country, with the 
amount of opportunities, commercially and 
individually, and I think the responsibility 
is now on us and our mob to help educate 
ourselves to make sure that we can start to 
take up some of these fantastic opportunities 
that our people have got.

GM: I guess that obviously relates your 
view on education to your creation of the 
Go foundation… it’s quite small at the 
moment in the whole scheme of things. 
Are you hoping to be able to expand that 
further?

AG: Yeah, definitely. We’ve only been 
up and running for about four years now. 
We’ve got 11 kids on our scholarships, we’re 
just about to put another lot of kids on for 
next year, which we’re really excited about. 
And our foundation has been able to do 
that without doing any fundraising yet. So 
we’re in a position next year to really move 
in a faster positive way. And obviously with 
myself having some more time free next 
year, I’m hoping that we can really get some 
big outcomes. But we also understand that 
there are a number of other organisations 
in our space doing fantastic work, and we’ve 

always been big on supporting them as 
well, because the more people in our mob 
getting the best education possible, the 
better. 

I can already see the Indigenous leaders 
coming through that are so skilled, so 
educated, often in sporting arenas, that are 
doing so many great things out there in 
the community.

GM: You mentioned your support of the 
White Ribbon program about taking a 
stand against domestic violence. Do you 
feel that’s a responsibility of you as a man, 
to stand up and say you’re completely 
against violence against women?

AG: I think it’s the responsibility for 
everyone to take in our community, but I 
think men in our community are the ones 
that are committing these crimes against 
their families, their daughters, their sisters. 
I think the reason I got involved in White 
Ribbon is there are so many people I know 
who have gone through domestic violence 
and sexual harassment, and I just wanted 
to do something to help them and to 
help my future daughters, my nieces, my 
goddaughters, my aunties going forward, 
so they wouldn’t have to go through that.

The statistics are disgusting in our 
community, and I think it should be a 
responsibility of every male to take a 
stance against it and to make sure we don’t 
do those horrible things. Because women 
are more than the people who raise our 
children, they are fantastic leaders in their 
own rights in our community, and we want 
to give them the same safe environment, 
as we would expect. 

GM: Is there anything else that you want 
to tell people about you, your future, or 
past?

AG: Not at all. I’m really interested to 
see the way you write it up. You’re the 
first person I’ve spoken to, not just since 
I retired, but since I had time off against 
Adelaide Crows, so you’ve got a good 
opportunity to produce something really 
special here which I’m looking forward to 
seeing.

GM: Oh thank you. I was really excited 
doing this interview. As I said to you at 
the beginning, as an Indigenous woman, 
talking to Adam Goodes, a sports star 
and an Indigenous man, I think there’s 
definitely something to be said about 
shared experiences. Enjoy your trip and 
well deserved break

AG: Yeah I can’t wait to immerse myself 
in other people’s cultures and get lost for a 
couple of months with my girlfriend. 

When I get back I’m going to help out at 
the university with summertime program 
with potential high school students, so if 
I’m around and you are, make sure you 
come say hi!

What’s Next 
for Adam Goodes?
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While the rest of the world 
downschedules drugs, Australia 

is considering upscheduling codeine, an 
opiate pain reliever similar to morphine. 
Currently a pharmacist can prescribe the 
drug for temporary relief from moderate 
pain, but after a recent review of codeine 
addiction statistics, regulators have been 
discussing restricting prescribing rights to 
physicians.

Physicians are the primary prescribers 
of medications, which are divided into 
two main classes. Schedule 4 medicines 
require supervision by both a physician 
and a pharmacist, and include things like 
blood pressure medication and antibiotics. 
Schedule 8 contains restricted drugs of 
addiction, such as morphine, oxycodone 
and dexamphetamine, which require extra 
documentation as well as the supervision. 
Schedule 3 medicines are those which can 
be prescribed by a pharmacist without 
the involvement of a physician, such as 
salbutamol (Ventolin), some antifungal 
medicines, pseudoephedrine and 
preparations for pain.

Schedule 3 medicines are highly 
underutilised, and are insultingly few in 
number. Pharmacists train for 5 years in 

physiology, chemistry and pharmacology 
before they can practise, only to have their 
arsenal of medicines limited to a handful 
deemed unimportant enough to not need 
a physician. The majority of my job is 
correcting physicians on medicines, so the 
idea that I know less about their use than a 
doctor is frustrating to say the least. 

Codeine is addictive, overuse can lead to 
serious toxicity, and pharmacy-shopping 
for supply is a big problem, but taking 
away pharmacists’ utilisation of an 
effective short term pain medicine is not 
the solution. 

A good case study is pseudoephedrine, 
the decongestant from which 
methamphetamine can be made. 
Pseudoephedrine is no longer available 
without a history check—the prescribing 
pharmacist logs the supply and any new 
decision to prescribe it is checked against 
the online record, to see if the patient has 
been getting too much, both to prevent 
negative health outcomes and to prevent 
nefarious use.

A similar system for codeine could be set 
up overnight which would allow clinicians 
to monitor patients’ supply and refer cases 

where they are not using the medicine 
correctly. 

New Zealand is a leader in downscheduling. 
Recently, they have taken drugs such as 
trimethoprim for urinary tract infections, 
oseltamivir for influenza, and even 
sildenafil (Viagra) for erectile dysfunction, 
and made them available for pharmacists 
to prescribe. Admittedly, New Zealand 
has a much better model of pharmacy 
and lacks the irresponsible pill mills like 
Chemist’s Warehouse, which obviously 
complicate similar moves in Australia. 

There are, of course, irresponsible 
pharmacists who ignore risks such as 
addiction and liver and kidney toxicity, 
but the idea that physicians are any 
less susceptible to patient pressure or 
inappropriate prescribing is a huge 
discredit to a very well skilled profession. 

No-one is proposing unrestricted use or 
complete free reign of any and all drugs, 
and the system involves both pharmacists 
and physicians in the treatment of patients 
and the supply of medicines for very good 
reasons, but we need to increase access to 
appropriate medications by those highly 
trained clinicians who understand their 

use well, not decrease it, and the bloated 
and backward approach to medicine 
prescribing rights in Australia is neither 
sustainable nor sensible.

Codeine Needs Monitoring, Not Upscheduling
Joel Hillman (MPS Pharm IV) wants to keep prescribing rights. 

Art by Justine Landis-Hanley.

While everyone might be discussing 
this year’s Nobel Prizes at the 

dinner table, illuminate your friends 
and family with these nuggets of life’s 
mysteries. The Ig Nobel Prizes may be 
the lesser known of the prestigious awards 
but they do not lack any esteem among 
academic circles, nor do they lack the 
vigour of good research. I bring you the 
best of this year’s Ig Nobel Prizes, the 
collection of seemingly pointless research 
with surprising applications in real life.

MEDICINE PRIZE: “The biomedical 
benefits or consequences of intense 
kissing (and other intimate, interpersonal 
activities” 

Awarded jointly to two groups: Hajime 
Kimata; Natalia Kamodyova et al.
Individuals suffering from allergen 
induced hives or welts improve on kissing. 
This is also true for coitus. Kimata tested 
this by asking participants with allergies 
to dust and/or pollen to spend 30 minutes 
kissing their lover to soft music. It was a 
pretty solid soundtrack: ‘When You Wish 
Upon a Star’, ‘My Heart Will Go On’, 
‘Moon River’, ‘Can You Feel the Love 
Tonight’ among others. A comparison 

group were asked to spend the 30 minutes 
embracing, the poor buggers. Kissing 
appeared to deregulate the hormones 
often responsible for the allergic response.

In another study, male DNA could be 
profiled, even when mixed with female 
saliva after intense kissing. This has 
implications for personal identification 
of perpetrators in sexual assaults and 
may provide valuable evidence to police 
investigations if done fast enough. 
Spermatozoa could be picked up from 
oral swabs taken up to 8 hours after a 
sexual assault and this was using forensic 
technology from 1986. Using modern 
methods, male DNA could be fully 
profiled up to 30 minutes and could still 
be detected at 60 minutes.

DIAGNOSTIC MEDICINE PRIZE: 
“Pain Over Speed Bumps in Diagnosis of 
Acute Appendicitis: Diagnostic Accuracy 
Study,” Helen F. Ashdown et al.

Considering the fatal consequences of a 
burst appendix, rapid diagnosis of acute 
appendicitis is fairly critical. A non-
invasive diagnostic test doctors have been 
sharing with each other in the tea room 

is asking about pain over speed bumps 
on the way to hospital. Travelling over 
speed bumps mimics the movement when 
testing for rebound tenderness. Using 
methods worthy of MythBusters, Ashdown 
et al. found it a highly sensitive test but 
not particularly specific. No pain is more 
likely to rule appendicitis out than pain is 
to rule it in.

PHYSICS PRIZE: “Duration of 
Urination Does Not Change With Body 
Size,” Patricia Yang, David Hu, Jonathan 
Pham, Jerome Choo

16 animals were filmed urinating and 
YouTube was searched for 28 more clips. I 
searched this myself and people actually do 
film and upload videos of animals peeing. 
Using mathematical modelling, scientists 
noted that regardless of animal size, the 
bladder always empties in 21 seconds 
(plus or minus 13 seconds). Large animals 
over 3kg urinated in jets and sheets while 
small animals lighter than 1kg urinated in 
series of drops. Following Pascal’s Barrel 
principle, the size affects the gravitational 
force acting on urine to determine the rate 
at which it is expelled. Hydrodynamic 
engineers may find inspiration in the 

urethral function to designing portable 
water systems such as water towers, water 
backpacks or storage tanks where drainage 
time won’t have to depend on its size. This 
also means every time we pee, it’ll be done 
in less than 21 seconds (plus or minus 13 
seconds) unless something’s up or you’re 
hiding from a bad tinder date.

PHSYIOLOGY AND ENTOMOLO-
GY PRIZE: “Honey Bee Sting Pain In-
dex by Body Location,” Michael L. Smith

Smith roughly mapped his sensory pain 
system by arranging for honey bees to 
sting him repeatedly on 25 body locations 
including the penis shaft, scrotum and 
nipple. 5 stings were administered per 
day for 3 full stinging rounds over a total 
of 38 days. The stings were given in the 
span of an hour with a minimum of 5 
minute breaks depending on the extent of 
lingering pain. The locations least painful 
were the skull, middle toe tip and upper 
arm. The most painful were the nostril, 
upper lip and penis shaft. Alas, let us 
also mourn the many honey bees who 
unknowingly gave their lives for the cause. 
What a way to go.

The Best of the 2015 (Ig) Nobel Prizes
Melissa Chow celebrates the best of a bad bunch.

Patrick Morrow wants a rose.

The circus was in town last night on 
The Bachelorette, and six of Australia’s 

handsomest were in for some cotton candy 
and heartbreak. This week Sam Frost, true 
to her surname, has found a syncopated 
rhythm to her heartbreaking. No longer 
content with just dispatching eligible 
young men in Rose Ceremonies, she this 
week established that she was willing to 
cut anyone at any time.  

To figure out who’s down for the most fun, 
she took the lads to a fair, which is definitely 
a real way that people like to spend time, 
and not just a bizarre, antiquated relic of 
the time before computers.

It turns out all the boys love a carnival! 
Aside from Alex, obviously, who struggled 
to have fun in the Hall Of Mirrors and 
Clowns challenge, due to his fear of 
mirrors and clowns. His early forfeit 
meant that only Dave, Davey, 
Michael, Sasha, and Richie 
would be up for a hayride. 

After Alex was hospitalized, 
we were introduced to The 
Ringmaster, a shadowy figure 
of immense magical power, 
who would play chaperone 
on a day of awkward sideways 
glances and Sasha weirdly 
standing closer to Sam 
than everybody else. He 
took everyone round the 
fairground—everyone was 
willing to play the clowns, 
ride the dodgems, and knock 
over a coconut (if only a 
coconut full of piña colada, in 
Michael’s case!).

Even though we knew 
it was coming, it was 
hilarious to watch the boys 
try not to crack in The 
Ringmaster’s Tickle Throne. 
As contestants are well and 
truly aware by this point, 
anyone who laughs in The 

Tickle Throne is transported to The Dread 
World indefinitely. Even so it was kinda 
predictable that Sasha, who hasn’t kept a 
straight face all season, was Disappeared 
into murky ectoplasm, possibly forever. 

The two boys who lasted longest were the 
two Daves. Sam was pretty impressed that 
they hadn’t been vanished by dark magics, 
and explaind the final challenge.

In what was indisputably a highlight of 
the season so far, audiences finally got 
audiences the show of rippling biceps 
that we have been begging for since day 
one. Each contestant was pitted against 
Enormo, Strongest Man on Earth, in a 
dark and wet tent on a rickety pontoon in 
a secret inlet on the lake, and only if the 
boys won would they get to spend one-on-
one time with Sam!

While Dave was initially thrown by the 
gently swaying floating, chalk circle of 
combat, his experience with motorbikes 
and raising three crocodiles meant that 
he could hold his footing for long enough 
to withstand Enormo’s initial pummeling, 
before knocking him down with a strong 
uppercut (and a little help from an 
opportune wave on the Hawkesbury!). 
Graceful in defeat, Enormo relinquished 
a perfect square of his tattooed flesh 
to the victor, as is his custom, as well as 
a key to the solid-gold cage from which 
Sam watched both wrestles in a gorgeous 
shredded gown by Jenny Kee.

Davey didn’t do so well… For all that 
Enormo was happy to concede a loss to 
Dave, he didn’t look like he wanted to 
lose again. He doused his ether rag in a 
mixture he called Dragonsblood (and later, 
Davey’sblood!) and resumed the arena 

with purple eyes and iron veins. Sam was 
visibly impressed by Enormo’s terrible, 
glistening biceps and his time-splitting, 
but he’s not on the menu!

Davey wobbled his way across the loose 
straw of Enormo’s Dominion only to 
receive a merciless thrashing. Cameras 
struggled to keep up with Davey as an 
incensed Enormo swung him around in 
circles overhead, irritated by his shitty 
one-liners (“Come wrestle with me, big, 
enormous boy” has to be one of the worst 
of Davey’s “jokes” in the series so far. Eugh).

Even though they were flying high above 
the fairground in a balloon made of the 
skins of those who have fallen to Enormo, 
Stongest Man on Earth, Dave and Sam 
didn’t look like they were having the best 
time together. When Dave went in for 
a kiss at the end of the Date, Sam made 

sure it landed squarely on her 
cheek. It was the cue for the 
sorcerers below to beckon 
the balloon back to land with 
their wind magics, before 
letting the not-so-happy 
couple ride home together on 
the back of a winged chimera. 
Embarrassing—as it was 
pretty clear that Sam wanted 
to ride into the sunset on her 
flying beast alone!

Even though he didn’t get a 
proper snog, Dave fared better 
than Davey. In accordance 
with The Binding Compact of 
Enormo, Davey was drowned 
and did not ultimately receive 
a rose. But it’s hard to feel too 
bad. In fact, at no point has 
he treated Sam like a human 
being. What a dick!

Next week, word on the street 
is Sam travels into the future 
and turns all the boys into 
robots!

Art by Justine Landis-Hanley.
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 Rebecca Wong, Sam Langford & Mary Ward, Naaman Zhou.

Labor take their leave

To nobody’s surprise, Labor SRC 
councillors again pulled quorum at the end 
of last Wednesday’s two and a half hour 
long meeting. The council was slated to vote 
on a motion proposing significant changes 
to the office-bearer stipend model. This 
would see the presidential and education 
officers’ stipends reduced in order to fund 
currently unpaid positions, including the 
queer officers and Disabilities and Carers 
Collective representatives. Most Unity and 
NLS councillors walked out after several of 
them spoke against the motion, citing the 
importance of education activism in the 
context of fee deregulation.

The bulk of the meeting was spent discussing 
changes to eligibility requirements of the 
newly renamed Ethnocultural portfolio. 
Many councillors spoke passionately 
about their inability, as white people, to 
meaningfully contribute to the discussion, 
before offering their contributions. 
Somewhat controversially it seems, from 
next year portfolio-holders must not 
identify as white.

Insert liberal arts degree joke here

There have been informal allegations of stacking 
at the Sydney Arts Student Society (SASS) 
executive election after members of the Liberal 
Club were elected to the two top positions.

Sydney University Liberal Club members 
Ed McCann and Jacob Masina were both 
elected to positions on the SASS executive* 
on Wednesday.

McCann beat outgoing Publications 
Director Whitney Duan for President, 
while Masina was elected to the role of 
Vice-President (Internal) ahead of outgoing 
Socials Director Zoe Zaczek.

Both McCann and Masina were candidates 
on Liberal tickets at the recent SRC 
elections, although neither was elected to 
office.

A student involved in student politics who 
would rather they were not named told 
Honi they first heard the Sydney University 
Liberal Club was allegedly intending to 
stack the election on Wednesday morning.

They said they then spoke to a USU 
Board Director about the rumour, who 
subsequently spoke to the Clubs & Societies 
office.

Pamela Wade, USU Clubs & Societies 
Manager, confirmed she was in attendance 
at today’s AGM to ensure there were no 
stacking issues and that democratic process 
and USU regulations were followed. 

Her presence this year was in response to 
previous complaints alleging stacking at 
SASS AGMs over the past two years. 

The SASS executive elections are particularly 
vulnerable to “stacking” by political factions 
on campus due to their wide voter eligibility 
criteria. 

Every member of the society can vote, 
and all Arts students are automatically 
members. And the correlation—or is it 
causation?—between five-year Arts degrees 
and involvement in student politics goes 
without saying.

Honi noticed a couple of Liberal Party-
identifiers in the crowd at the AGM, at least 
one of whom left after the top jobs had been 
decided, although the room did not seem 
to be filled with members of on-campus 
political factions to the same extent as last 
year, when it was rumoured that Labor 
Right faction Unity and the Conservative 
Club had joined forces to control the 
society’s Events Coordinator position.

After last year’s stacking allegations, SASS 
was recommended to introduce anti-
stacking voting regulations, although they 

were never implemented.
Outgoing SASS Secretary Eden Caceda 
told Honi informal allegations of stacking 
were made early in the morning, but he 
did not personally witness any “excessive 
stacking” at the meeting.

Cameron Caccamo, an unsuccessful 
nominee for the role of Vice-President 
(External), told Honi that he considered 
there to be ground for complaint based on 
the number of people in the room “with 
little to no involvement in the society” and 
the fact that several elections were decided 
by small margins, however he had no 
evidence that stacking had occurred and, as 
a result, would not be making a complaint.

“I have heard rumours of others having 
such evidence and C&S will deal with that 
through the appropriate channels if such 
evidence comes to light,” he said.

Questionable behaviour or not, the gender 
balance of next year’s executive is set to 
pretty closely emulate that of the Liberal 
Party’s cabinet.

Of the 14 executive members elected today, 
just five were women. Elaine Jackson was 
elected as the society’s inaugural Wom*n’s 
Officer unopposed.

The woman drought has extended to 
the society’s annual literary journal 
ARNA. Caceda and BULL reporter Liam 
Luangrathrajasombat were elected as 
Publications Directors for the society (and, 
by virtue of their appointment, ARNA’s 
editors-in-chief ) in an all-male field of 
nominees. 

Caceda told Honi the gender imbalance 
was “very unfortunate”, adding that he had 
originally decided to run for the role as a 
pairing with BULL reporter Em Shen, 
although she pulled out late on Tuesday 
night for personal reasons.

“Liam Luangrathrajasombat will be a 
fantastic fellow Publications Director, but I 
personally wish the two positions required 

one female and one male,” he said.
“Next year I am committed to including 
more wom*n in the editorial team and will 
work alongside them so next year’s [group 
of editors-in-chief ] includes one, if not two, 
wom*n.”

* If you’re wondering why you should care 
about the annual Arts society elections, the 
SASS executive’s First Year Arts Camp is 
said to be a prime recruiting base for student 
politicians in need of fresh campaigner legs 
for the upcoming year’s USU and SRC 
elections. Last year, two of the 11 executive 
members ran for USU Board. (A little out 
of proportion to the 13 of the University’s 
50,000 students who did the same.)

Online troll shown a yellow card

In what amounts to a case of fighting 
trolling with trolling, a motion has been 
proposed to the NSW Young Liberal 
Council that Kerrod Gream, a 2015 Union 
Board candidate, be “referred to the State 
Director and State Executive for disciplinary 
proceedings” for his online behaviour. 

The motion has caused ructions within the 
national youth wing of the Party. Former 
president of the WA Young Liberals, Alex 
Butterworth, claimed Gream was being 
punished for encouraging “debate” and 
views the motion as factional infighting. 
This follows an incident last month at 
the same council when tensions over the 
federal leadership spill turned to physical 
altercation. 

As for the exact nature of the online 
behaviour, Gream refused to comment. 
Neither could Alex Dore, the current 
president of the Council. Both are forbidden 
by the NSW Liberal Party Constitution 
from commenting on internal matters. 
Honi understands it most likely involves the 
Facebook page of Matt Kean, the State MP 
for Hornsby, as well as the errant tagging 
of another MP in an article about cycling 
lanes, of all things.  

When it comes to experiencing pain 
and suffering, I typically prefer it in 

the form of bad movies, and not in assailing 
evil dragon occultists alongside an eccentric 
squad of mostly non-human adventurers. 
I recently joined my first ever Dungeons 
& Dragons campaign, which has avidly 
germinated into something of an epic film 
saga, though without the advantage of a 
green screen and 35mm camera. I love it. 

Together our company of players have 
scaled the divine gamut of emotional 
turmoil, having our rage, misery, desire, and 
most importantly amusement, sacrificed 
like baby dragons to the slaughterhouse. 
This is a transcendental experience not 
always achieved in a role-playing game, 
occurring when the players get so attached 
to their characters and the world created 
for them that their limbic systems overload. 
Get some gallant music playing in your 
head as you read on. 

Presenting:
Cyrax: a slut for socialism. He strives to 
rid the world of bourgeois scum while also 
sating his kleptomania. 

Pascal von Helmark: a moustached 
aristocrat with a major in chivalry and a 
minor in crying whenever he’s reminded of 
his dead father and dead horse. 

Caerus: a cunning half elf with proficiency 
in turning people on as he acquires useful 
information.  

Omegaz: verging on psychotic. She exploits 
her weapon on the innocent when drunk 
(currently in rehabilitation). 

Nain: his love for his dwarven lineage feeds 
his willpower. Overall, a stand out bloke.
 
Aloth:  a shapeshifting druid. He is our 
token patron to the animals and a lover of 
herbal goodness.  

Together, we are a fairly unstoppable, 
though rather contentious band of heavy-
duty heroes. Individually, we are chaos. We 
are damaged, we often ruin lives, and we do 
it with an unprecedented level of drama, 
despite our libido for justice. Well, mostly. 

The scenarios our campaign has covered 

include: alcoholism, daddy issues 
characteristic of noble breeding, agronomic 
antics, sexual frustration, drug addiction, 
animal rights activism, socialist propaganda, 
and just deranged impulsiveness. Combat, 
too, remains an emotional blood bath, 
particularly when our Dungeon Master 
(Samuel Pearson) introduces loveable, 

idiosyncratic supporting characters that 
often die unceremoniously in the heat of 
battle. But as the DM said, “that’s how shit 
goes”. 

The game is emotionally taxing, but 
it’s pleasurable. One player said that if 
something bad were to happen to his 

Chasing Dragons
Zita Walker wants to be a dungeon master.

character he would be “genuinely hurt in the 
feels” and that even when a session is over, 
his concern for the wellbeing of his creation 
ambles on.  Of course, feeling so connected 
to a character is strongest when players can 
delight in the nostalgia and sentimentality 
provided in a dense, well written narrative, 
moreover emboldened by a gratifying 
repertoire of reclaimed gaming/film music 
that accompanies them as they fuck shit up.  

With infinite opportunities to embellish 

already unreal circumstances, D&D is 
never lacklustre. Let me tell you a story to 
help you gauge the liberty of the players. 
On a boat journeying to Keineglesten, the 
party discovered a caged demigriff (half 
lion, half bird) and decided they needed it. 
When loaded off the ship, they followed it 
to the villa of a nobleman named Henrik, 
to whom the creature belonged, and stole 
it. Here’s how the operation went down: 
Cyrax broke into the stables while Pascal, 
a just lad who had no intention of hurting 

anyone, introduced himself to Henrik with 
Caerus beside him, dressed as a noble lady. 
Aloth magically summoned 8 elk to distract 
the guards, and fled with the demigriff. 
Intoxicated after drinking all of Henrik’s 
wine, Omegaz shot Henrik’s wife, blowing 
her body all over the dining room where she 
then kissed Caerus. Informed of his stolen 
pet, Henrik rode after him in full armour, 
but unfortunately could not reclaim him. 
Devastated, he returned home to find his 
wife dead and his life ruined. None of us 

were proud of what happened, disturbed, in 
fact, but we learnt the ways of human error, 
and paid our taxes to the bank of feelings. 

The moral here is, I suppose, join a D&D 
campaign that makes you feel what you felt 
when you saw Mufasa fall from the Kenyan 
gorge, while also feeling like the one who 
pushed him. Let it cling to every neural 
impulse of your brain and manifest itself 
until your head gets so big that you can no 
longer wear hats.  

$

CASH
FOR YOUR TEXTBOOKS!  
USE THAT CASH HOWEVER YOU LIKE,  
OTHER TEXTBOOKS CHEAP FROM US,  
OR GO BUY WHATEVER YOU WANT.

Level 4, Wentworth Building, University of Sydney  
(Next to the International Lounge)
 
p: 02 9660 4756  |  w: src.usyd.edu.au/src-books
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Social Justice Officer’s Report
Alex Eordogh

These pages belong to the officebearers of the SRC.  They are not altered, edited, or changed in any way by the Honi editors.

The Social Justice Officer position is 
in need of serious evaluation and 

amendment. The Office’s remit is nebulous 
and the number of Officer Bearers makes 
coordination difficult at the best of times. 
Furthermore, the position is seen as a joke.

When I took this role, I thought that 
something could be made of it. I was 
wrong. I recommend for the position to 
be amended so that only one person can 

hold the Office so that they can be held 
individually accountable. The functions of 
the Office should be clearly defined and 
expectations should be set. The position 
should not just be another line in the CV, 
but something of substance. 

To give you an idea of what at present is 
involved in being a Social Justice Officer: 
Soon after being appointed I managed 
to gain access to the email account (who 

knew there was one?), and the messages 
had not been read. During my tenure 
I saw a Facebook page from the USYD 
SRC Social Justice Department sharing 
an event. I was joyful that it was active. 
However, there was no reply to my message 
querying who was running it. From the 
activity on the page I have surmised it is 
merely a front for Socialist Alternative 
and nothing more. 

For next year’s Social Justice Officers, I 
can only wish you the best of luck that 
you may do better than this year. The 
bar has been set very low. Unless the 
position is significantly amended, I would 
recommend that it be abolished.

Hugs and kisses, Alex Eordogh

Education Officers’ Report
David Shakes

This month saw deregulation dropped 
by the Turnbull government, in 

what should be recognised as a massive 
victory for students everywhere. This is 
the result of a sustained campaign against 
fee deregulation and further cuts to higher 
education funding. Higher education 
policy has not been championed by any 
political party, they only ever respond to 
public pressure, opposition and dissent, 
so congratulations should go to all the 
community groups that changed hearts 
and minds, who campaigned and rallied 
and ensured fee deregulation would not be 
pushed through. We’re seeing significant 
institutions like Universities Australia 

drop their support of fee deregulation 
after years of public pressure, and that’s a 
huge moment for the student movement.

Michael Spence went to Sydney Morning 
Herald recently, sensing that deregulation 
was not long for the Turnbull government, 
pleading that the government not rule 
out student fee hikes. This bold article 
of spin must have pleased the university 
overlords because not long after its 
release, Michael Spence, our own Vice 
Chancellor, was elected chair of Group of 
Eight Australia, and was praised for his 
“energetic commitment”. This is big news 
for this campus, because while Michael 

Spence has always been one of the more 
aggressive Vice Chancellors in backing 
the government’s reforms, the University 
of Sydney has been able to mobilise great 
numbers of students.

Following a cross campus meeting we held 
last week, which was initially planned to 
nail fee deregulation’s coffin but became 
about the direction of the campaign over 
this next period where an immediate 
attack does not exist, it’s been decided that 
the priority for the rest of the year should 
be on campus, where those immediate 
threats do exist. This includes attacks like 
the removal of simple extensions, the 

fact that students are being pursued even 
harder for plagiarism, concurrent with an 
incredibly aggressive proposed restructure 
of the university.

It was great to hear that the restructure 
had near unanimous opposition in the 
recent SRC elections, and I look forward 
to seeing what the campaign can achieve 
with next year’s council. I encourage any 
new councillors to get involved with the 
Education Action Group on Tuesdays at 
2 PM on the New Law Lawns to join the 
campaign.

Environment Officer’s Report
Jay Gillieatt

Over the break a bunch of enviro 
members went down with the 

Australian Student Environment 
Network to the forests of East Gippsland 
in Victoria to visit blockades that are 
opposing logging, learn new skills and 
help save the forest through citizen 
science. They learnt new skills, surveyed 
for endangered species and searched for 
old growth trees. The collective also ran 
our first climbing workshop and explored 
our artistic side by submitting an artwork 
to the Verge festival to highlight the need 
for action at the upcoming climate talks in 
Paris this December. 

The Paris talks represent the worlds last 
chance to get a binding international 
agreement to reduce emissions. Australia 
has an atrocious track record of attempting 
to derail such negotiations in the past, 
which is why we need to place enormous 
pressure upon the Australian government 
to be a constructive participant and up the 
woeful targets it has currently on the table. 
Recent modelling shows that the targets 
submitted by Australia and other nations 
still puts the world on track for 3.5ºC of 
warming by the end of the century. As a 
rich nation with high per capita emissions, 
Australia needs to do its fair share of 

the global effort by committing to steep 
emissions cuts and by providing funds 
to rectify global inequities so that poorer 
nations can meet their targets without 
entrenching poverty. 

Sydney University can play a role in 
spurring this change. Thats why we are 
calling upon it to give fossil fuels the flick 
and divest before Paris. The Environment 
Collective will be supporting the People’s 
Climate March here in Sydney on the 
29th of November at 1pm. Bring your 
friends, bring your family, bring everyone 
out onto the streets to tell the government 

and the world that it is time to act. To 
inspire you before the march, we will be 
screening Naomi Klein’s new documentary 
‘This Changes Everything’, on the 
incompatibility of neoliberal capitalism 
and climate action. Stay tuned for details 
of this post exams event and more by by 
liking the Sydney Uni Enviro Collective 
page on Facebook. 

Sexual Harrassment Officers’ Report
Bella O’Shannasy and Monique Newberry

“Halloween is the one night a year 
when girls can dress like a total 

slut and no other girls can say anything 
about it.”

Mean Girls, a personal and word-wide 
favourite and classic. Notoriously one 
of the most quotable movies of our 
generation. So it is no real surprise that 
a quote jumps to mind, however I am 
shocked that this is the first time that I’ve 
really considered the implications of it.

As most of us know, Halloween is 
quickly approaching. From the never 
ending Facebook events that all claim 
to be “Sydney’s best halloween event” to 

a substantial increase of terrifying clown 
costume present at Target, this new 
holiday/partying tradition grows more 
and more in popularity each year.

Yes it is true, Halloween is an occasion to 
whip out that ruined sheet you have and 
transform it into the classic toga, or the 
last minute friendly ghost but it also a 
time that allows folks to be/wear whatever 
they want to without condemnation. And 
to me that is sad.

We live in a society where fashion is often 
used to express personality, however when 
your clothing choices is deemed socially 
unacceptable, things can get bad.

There’s a real unsaid belief in the world 
we live in, that if you wear clothes with 
shorter hem lines, it’s acceptable to throw 
insults and names your way. That you 
deserve everything that is thrown at you 
based on that you wear.

Regardless of the length of your hemline, 
you should feel comfortable in leaving 
the house without having being yelled at, 
called a slut or even assaulted. One of the 
first things police ask you after reporting 
a rape is “what were you wearing?” And 
that’s something that is irrelevant, it never 
matters what you wear. you deserve to be 
treated with respect.

So October 31st and EVERY OTHER 
DAY of the year, don’t slut shame. When 
you do, you are doing so much more 
than calling someone a name. You’re 
contributing to a broader victim blaming 
system that tells victims of sexual assault 
that it is their fault based on what they 
wore.

In the wise words of all mothers out there, 
“If you don’t have anything nice to say, 
don’t say anything at all.”

If you have experienced sexual harassment 
or report you can contact the sexual 
harassment officers at harassment.
officers@src.usyd.edu.au



src caseworker help

What is Unlawful Harassment?

The University’s Harassment and 
Discrimination Prevention Policy and 
Resolution Procedure defines “Unlawful 
harassment” as “any type of behaviour that: 
the other person does not want; and 
offends, insults, humiliates or intimidates 
them; and is either sexual, or targets them 
because of their race, sex, pregnancy, 
marital status, transgender, sexual 
preference or orientation (including 
homosexuality, lesbianism, bisexuality 
and heterosexuality), disability, age, carers’ 
responsibility, political belief, lack of a 
political belief, lack of a particular political 
belief (including trade union activity or 
lack of it, and student association activity 
or lack of it), religious belief, lack of a 
religious belief, and/or lack of a particular 
religious belief; and 
that, in the circumstances, a reasonable 
person should have expected would offend, 
insult, humiliate, or intimidate.”

It then goes on to define Unlawful 
Discrimination. “Unlawful discrimination 
is any practice that makes an unlawful 
distinction between individuals or groups, 
so as to disadvantage some people and 
advantage others.”

What can you do if you feel you are being 
harassed or discriminated against?

Contact an SRCHelp caseworker. They 
can gather your information and act as an 
advocate for you to place a complaint with 
the Student Affairs Unit.

What if the bad treatment you receive is not 
technically harassment or discrimination?

The definition of harassment and 
discrimination is very specific. If you 
are being treated badly in another sense 
perhaps it is more like bullying or just 
unprofessional behaviour. This does not 
mean that it doesn’t count. It just means 
that your complaint would be framed in 
different terms to suit a different policy. 
SRC Caseworkers are still a good point of 
contact.

Who does this protect from?

Students are protected from other 
students, teachers (permanent, casual and 
contract), placement supervisors, and other 
contractors on campus.

They’re Picking on Me!  
Harrassment and 

Discrimination on Campus

Ask Abe
SRC Caseworker HELP Q&A

Hello Abe,

My friend told me that I can get back 
the superannuation payments that my 
boss made while I was working here. I am 
going home to my country in December. 
What do I need to do?

Overseas Money

Hello Overseas Money,

The news on this is great for international 
students. If you worked here your 
boss could have paid money into a 
Superannuation fund for you. This is 
meant to be savings for your retirement, 
however, since it is unlikely that you 
will be here then, you can usually have it 
now. Of course there are conditions like 
your visa has expired or been cancelled 
and you have to be out of the country 

to apply. You’ll need all of the details of 
your Superannuation fund so keep copies 
of the statements that they send you. 
Go online to apply – www.ato.gov.au/
content/downloads. Normally you will 
get your money about a month later.

Remember also, that you can fill out a tax 
refund from any wages you earned. Do 
this before you leave Australia. Again ask 
the Australian Tax Office for the forms 
you need.

Abe

Abe is the SRC’s welfare dog. 
This column offers students the 
opportunity to ask questions on 
anything. This can be as personal as 
a question on a Centrelink payment 
or as general as the state of the 
world. Send your questions to help@
src.usyd.edu.au

If you feel that you have been discriminated against or harrassed,  

contact the SRC Caseworkers 

phone: 9660 5222 or email: help@src.usyd.edu.au

When does your  
student visa run out?
It is your responsibility to ensure that you comply with all your student visa  
conditions, especially the length of stay allowed under your visa entitlement. 

You can find out about all the applicable visa conditions and your visa expiry date using the  
online service (Visa Entitlement Verification Online – “VEVO”) on the Department of Immigration  
and Border Protection website. Use this URL: https://online.immi.gov.au/evo/firstParty

When accessing this online service, you will need your passport number and other  
identification details which can be found on the visa grant email sent by the Department.

If you are not sure how to use VEVO or have trouble with this online service, you  
can get FREE help from the SRC registered migration agent by contacting 9660 5222.

Make sure you put the visa expiry date in your calendar and remember to NOT overstay your visa! 
Overstaying leads to serious legal consequences which in some situations may require you to  
leave Australia immediately and you will not be able to come back again for 3 years. 

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  |  MARN 1276171

International Students:
How to get your Tax & Superannuation back

The University is bound by state and federal laws, to protect you 
against harassment and discrimination. But what should you do 

if you feel you are being harassed or discriminated against?

supra

Feminist, Ecological Revolution  
Winning in the Middle East

By Rachel Evans and Bawer Ekinci.

Amongst the wars, bloodshed and 
imperialist occupation that dominates 
the Middle East, there is an inspirational 
revolutionary process being led by the 
Kurdish community in Rojava.

Rojava is home to some 3 million Kurds, 
most of whom have had no legal status - 
including no citizenship rights. Rojava is 
the smallest part of Kurdistan and made 
up of three semi-autonomous ‘cantons’ in 
Northern Syria. Kurdistan was brutally 
divided between Iran, Iraq, Turkey and 
Syria after WW1.

Kobane, a canton in Rojava, came under 
heavy attacks from the Islamic State of 
Iraq (ISIS) from July 2014 and showed 
remarkable resistance. Kurdish resistance 
forced ISIS to retreat in February 2015. 
The courage of Kobane’s official defence 
forces, People’s Defence Units (YPG) 
and Women’s Defence Force (YPJ), 
are responsible for the self-defence and 
rebuilding of the whole Rojava and 
gathered international respect.

International revolutionaries from the 
UK, US, Germany, Australia and other 
countries demonstrated their solidarity 
by joining the Rojava Revolution. Two 
Australian men sacrificed their lives to 
securing Rojava.

The Rojavan revolution is feminist. 
Kurdish women and YPJ lead the Rojava 
revolution. “Kurdish women were already 
engaged in the women’s liberation movement 
and politics before the revolution,” says 
Asya Abdullah, the co-president of the 
Democratic Unity Party (PYD) the 
largest political party in Rojava, “and 
when the revolution began we also took 
active part in it.” 1

It is women and children who suffer the 
most in war. Right now ISIS is selling 

women from Sinjar, a city in Iraq with 
Ezidi majority, in slave markets. 

“Thinking about women who are being 
sold in slave markets put an immense 
responsibility on our shoulders,” a YPJ 
fighter points out, “and give us strength  
to struggle for women’s liberation.” 2

The Rojava process takes a strong 
environmental stand. Jailed leader of  
the Kurdish resistance, Abdullah Öcalan, 
is influenced by political philosopher 
Murray Bookchin’s theory of social 
ecology. Öcalan points out that the 
natural resources and natural geography 
of Kurdistan, as well as some other 
significant ethnic communities, have 
been methodically exploited. Kurdistan 
has suffered from systematic policies 
of dehumanisation of spaces, forced 
migration and cultural assimilation, along 
with urban-rural transformation projects. 
This has meant ethnic and indigenous 
communities have lost connection to 
their land.

In contrast, restructuring social relations 
based on ecological and emancipatory 
characteristics ultimately undermines 
hierarchic, hegemonic and imperialistic 
features of capitalist modernity. This is 
essential for a revolutionary program 
and is the perspective taken by the 
revolutionaries of Rojava.

The Rojavan revolution is an inspiration 
and needs our solidarity. This multi-
ethnic, feminist and ecological revolution 
is a beacon of hope in a war-ravaged 
Middle East, wracked by imperialist 
occupation. Giving solidarity to the 
Kurdish resistance to help them fight 
off ISIS, and applying political pressure 
on Turkey and Western imperialism to 
stop them undermining the Rojavan 
revolution is a task for all progressives.

The Kurdish resistance to ISIS has been 
the only successful force against this 
anti-woman, brutal and barbaric cult. 
But hypocritically, while collaborating 
with its Western allies in bombing ISIS, 
the Australian government has kept the 
leading Rojavan force, the Kurdistan 
Workers’ Party (PKK), listed as a 
“terrorist organisation” since the end  

of 2005. There has been a campaign to get 
the PKK off the terrorist list but, so far, it 
has failed and the Australian government 
shamefully chose, on 11 August 2015, to 
keep the PKK on the list. This means that 
it is illegal for Australians in any way to 
support the PKK.

Progressives, anti-capitalists and socialists 
are calling for the Australian government 
to take the PKK off the list of terrorist 
organisations. Active solidarity is needed 
with the Rojavan revolution to help it 
rebuild and strengthen.

The Melbourne-based Australians for 
Kurdistan committee has written an 
open letter to the Australian government 
arguing that the inclusion of the PKK 

on western terrorist lists acts as an 
obstacle to fruitful negotiations between 
the PKK and the Turkish government 
and that the PKK should be de-listed. 
To learn more about the campaign 
or sign on to the letter, visit <http://
liftthebanonthepkk.org>. Call Rachel 
Evans on 0403 517 266 to find out how 
to help with the campaign.

Rachel Evans is the Queer SUPRA  
office bearer for 2015, a journalist with 
Green Left Weekly and a member of 
Socialist Alliance. Bawer Ekinci is a 
Kurdish activist, Sydney University 
student and a member of the Kurdish 
Youth Association.
1. www.greenleft.org.au/node/57795
2. ibid

This page belongs to the officebearers of SUPRA. It is not altered, edited, or changed in any way by the Honi editors.
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Student  
Advice & Advocacy

Service

Academic areas we can help with 
include (but are not limited to):
•	Academic appeals
•	Show cause & exclusion
•	Harassment, discrimination & bullying
•	Special consideration
•	Academic dishonesty allegations
•	Supervision	difficulties.

Our Student Advice & Advocacy  
Officers	(SAAOs)	also	possess	a	 
wealth of knowledge about the range  
of non-academic welfare and wellbeing 
issues	that	can	affect	postgraduate	
students, such as those involving 
tenancy/housing,	finances,	employment,	
mental	health	and	disability.

During our drop-in times you can see a 
SAAO	without	making	an	appointment.	
Drop-in times are 2-4pm on Mondays, 
Tuesdays and Thursdays (please arrive 
no	later	than	3:30pm).	

Students are seen by the SAAO on-call 
for that session in the order they arrive, 
so	you	may	have	a	short	wait.

You can contact SUPRA to make  
an appointment at another time or  
to receive advice via email, phone  
or	Skype.

SUPRA	Student	Advice	&	Advocacy	Officers	 
provide	a	professional	and	confidential	service	 

that	is	independent	of	the	University.	

Hours: Monday-Friday, 9am-5pm  
(closed	for	lunch	12pm-1pm).
Address: Level 2, Holme Building (A09), 
Science	Rd,	Camperdown	Campus.
Access via the lift in the Holme Courtyard 
(next	to	Courtyard	Restaurant	and	Bar).	
Our	offices	are	accessible	however	the	
nearest accessible toilet is on Level 3  
of the Holme Building, adjacent to the 
Holme	Courtyard.

for postgraduates

Phone: (02) 9351 3715
Toll-free: 1800 249 950
Fax: (02) 9351 6400
Email:	help@supra.usyd.edu.au
Web:	www.supra.usyd.edu.au
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Cryptic
By Bolton

Quick
By Zplig

Across

1 Ripen gift unwrapped where nail is? (9)

6 Heard Elle replaced sorry head truck (5)

9 Thread left of Man (5)

10 Gabe and Mick, doorway cherubs (9)

11 Arranged chapel bait into kind of arrangement 

(10)

12 Missppell! (4)

14 Swindles coverings (7)

15 Bacterium a form of Chinese energy in Japanese 

pan (7)

17 Consume too much hydrogen taken from 

hyperthermia (7)

19 Irritable disposition from dirty IV sheep (7)

20 Grey title? (4)

22 Grated novel basil unlike all the clues and this 

puzzle? (10)

25 Rip, uproot messy smelly bowl (9)

26 Pascal unimpressed without me (5)

27 Attempt street love affair (5)

28 Improvised dense solo to be tied up (5,4)

Down 

1 Cut down a bloke (5)

2 No set piece without time to produce microscopic 

part (9)

3 I heard bowler’s helper is a focal point (3-7)

4 Bolero composer in tech support journeys (7)

5 Hungry for kiss, sorta (7)

6 Freight weight (4)

7 Carpet by current World Cup sport (5)

8 Sea creature without dynamic looks a bit jaundicey 

(9)

13 Sloppy beaver slob can be seen (10)

14 Loudly bring down weed vessel (9)

16 Swelling infant magician makes Miliband 

disappear (9)

18 X-drill cost $50 and leafy spiral (7)

19 String in favour of mask lost last year (7)

21 Irritable snitch, thank you (5)

23 Uniform sits first then straightens (5)

24 Owl sound a riot (4)

Across

8. Very fast (6)

9. Wedding (8)

10. Putdown (4)

11. Reminder (10)

12. Soon (4)

13. Congestion of vehicles (7,3)

17. Sir’s partner (4)

18. Boredom (5)

19. Inexperienced person (4)

21. Poison that effects the nervous system (10)

23. Data (4)

24. High bridged facial features (5,5)

28. Kind of pool (4)

29. Raw sugar cane from Guyana (8)

30. Overlook (6)

Down

1. Republic on the island of Ceylon (3,5)

2. Stargazer (10)

3. Many bachelors fear this (10)

4. 500 sheets (4)

5. Box (4)

6. Bankrupt (4)

7. Missing part (6)

14. Building addition (5)

15. Rick and Renault, for example (10)

16. Dependent on (10)

20. Foot soldiers (8)

22. French anti-ship missile (6)

25. End of grace (4)

26. In order (4)

27. Spoils (4)

Target
Not Grouse: 10 Grouse: 20 Grouser: 30 Grousest: 40

H   I   N
T   C   T

I   W   G

Minimum four letter words

Be the best you that 
you can be, otherwise, 
we will let someone 

else have a turn.
The sun is a big eye, but 

who is watching?
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Incredible electric boys!

Editorial

This whacko reckons we should 
destigmatise mental health!  
What a loon!

99% of People Get This Wrong!
We hit the streets and asked a 
question to group that’s mostly clones 
of one person!

They’ve Crowned the Winner of 
the Nobel Prize for Kissing!

On My Absence LocaL woman 
catfished  

by the 
Garter Press

Little Engine That 
Could Junked 

for Scrap, as New 
Engines Can Faster 
and More Cleanly 

The Future is Now and It’s Clean

Many a child in the age of locomotion 
and industry has been inspired by the 
story of The Little Engine That Could, 
and today that story has come to an end. 
The Little Engine That Could has been 
retired from service and converted to raw 
materials, as new engines can faster and 
more efficiently.

Operator Interfreight paid tribute to 
the optimism The Little Engine That 
Could provided in the Depression era in 
a press statement which went on to note, 
“optimism which has thankfully been 
supplanted by optimization, as our unique 
synergy of logistics and technology delivers 
both products and investor returns.”

Today’s Class A Freight Locomotives 
not only think they can, but thanks to 
sophisticated computer systems, can 
calculate shipping times based on load 
and weather conditions, and self-manage 
thrust across multiple diesel-electric 
hybrid engine arrays.

The mountain which The Little Engine 
That Could overcame no longer requires 
pluck and determination, as its steep 
gradient has been reduced to zero after 
strip-mining was approved by state 
authorities. It is still impassable on foot, 
though ground toxins are within legally 
mandated levels.

Hello beloved readers.

Some of you may have noticed, by the 
slipping insistence against the populist, 
the increased attention paid to advertisers, 
and increasing airtime given to the thick, 
that I have not been at the helm in quite 
the capacity I would have liked in the past 
few weeks.

The truth is, I have spent much time in and 
out of hospitals, consulting with doctors of 
all politics and the news is not good. 

The torturous mental acrobatics that I 
had been doing for years to maintain my 
unflinching opposition to every kind of 
change has taken its toll. My neurologist 
says that my neural arteries are as strong as 
those of a particularly angry octogenarian’s 
and, unless I go in for particularly vast 
surgery, I may not survive another yearly 
news cycle…. Years, I used to call them.

I am in a bind.

If I receive the surgery, I must agree 
to a rigorous regime of understanding 
and compromise and tolerance. It is 
unpalatable but, without it, the efforts 
under the knife are in vain.

The options are thus: compromise or die. 
It is a real test of principle, but I have 
every intention of rising to meet it. I have 
every time so far and will again. Making 
concessions is not my strength.

I have heard tell of an exciting doctor in 
Barcelona with a radical alternative that 
entails a coalescence of a distinctly un-
ideological variety. These fantastic tales 
are, perhaps, hearsay, but they give one 
hope in what may prove one’s final days.

There is no place I would rather make my 
final stand than within this column. You 
each mean more to me than I can say.

Sincerely, eternally yours,
Amanda Huntingslow
(Executive Editor)

The photo we sent to Shelley.  
What an idiot!

Shelley Fields says that she was “incredibly distressed” to discover that we were actually 
a newspaper the whole time.

Shelley Fields of Mortlake was shocked 
Wednesday, on realising a “real looker” 
from OkCupid was actually just an 86 year 
old newspaper lying about its identity for 
kicks. Us, in fact.

Fields is a long time user of the service, and 
says that she has enjoyed many successful 
romantic interactions because of it. But we 
got her real good.

“I was drawn in immediately by his profile, 
which stressed his love of the truth and 
human appendages,” she said. “Garth was 
such a lovely man, but it’s clear now that 
was all a lie.” 

We’re pretty sure we got 
her with wordcraft, mostly. 
Rich Gelman, a director 
on the board of The Garter 
Press, says that the prank 
was “mean, I guess, but 
pretty funny.”

“The advantage of the 
digital realm is that you 
can curate all the data 

you please as precisely as you want. It’s 
a wonder of media in the information 
age, and also a wonder for anyone doing 
a really funny prank on a dating app. 
Any publication can really pretend to be 
anyone!”

The Garter Press—who went by Garth, or 
Garty— on the website, says that, despite its 
cruelty, it did not have malicious intentions.

“We were never going to try and extort 
money or anything. It was just really late 
one Sunday night and we thought it’d be 
funnier than finishing the culture pages,” 
the publication said.

The Garter Press can 
be distinguished from 
a handsome, eligible 
bachelor by its being 
primarily made of ink and 
paper, an 86 year press run, 
and an extensive editorial 
hierarchy sniggering in 
some bushes next to the 
restaurant you’re meant to 
be meeting it at.
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i Live next door to an accused terrorist 
and i have some bullshit thoughts that 
are real dumb but have them anywayDrug Ring Grants 

Wearer Incredible  
Drug Powers

Hawking: “I Have Freed a Million 
Burning Universes,  

I Shall Free a Million More.” 

Is he sad? Is he tired? No! It’s drugs!

Sakharov Prize for 
Freedom of Speech 

Awarded to Man Who  
Yells at Fat Women  

on The Internet

Friends and family of A Man Who Yells 
at Fat Women on The Internet say that 
they’re rapt that his efforts have been 
recognised with the Sakharov Prize at a 
ceremony in Espace Leopold, Brussels.

A Man Who Yells at Fat Women on The 
Internet received the prize in recognition 
of his tremendous work towards being 
mean to women who were overweight, 
predominantly on The Internet.

Elmar Brok, Chairman of the EU’s 
Committee of Foreign Affairs, the group 
responsible for the verdict, says that the 
panel was torn between two contenders 
on the shortlist.

“On the one hand,” says Brok, “we had Peter 
Greste and the team from Al Jazeera—
you know, big guns who were falsely 
imprisoned by a military dictatorship in 
the name of the freedom of the press—
but on a much more intimate and private 
scale, we have the lonely, dignified struggle 
of a man who isn’t afraid to stand up and 
say ‘Ellen Pao is a fucking Nazi and that is 
NOT an unflattering metaphor.’”

When asked what he might put the 
award’s fifty thousand euro prize towards, 
A Man Who Yells at Fat Women on The 
Internet said that he “hadn’t really thought 
about it, but it sure wouldn’t go to those 

fat chicks. Maybe I’ll get a Mustang and a 
shirt with that Voltaire quote.”

Despite the accolade, Darren shows no 
signs of slowing. He says that the battle 
isn’t over and his campaign will continue 
for the foreseeable future.

“Yea, they just have to understand that it’s 
science. If you’re fat, just don’t do it. And 
I have a right to say that, irregardless of 
whether or not they want to hear it. The 
thing is, they take up more space than 
us, and that’s disgusting. What I did isn’t 
incredible. I just did my bit by posting 
some pictures of a Swastika and saying 
‘first amendment’ a lot.”

When asked if his passion for free speech 
extended to men, the man was stern.

“Nah, it’s only chicks who do that ‘we’re 
fat and also sexy’ stuff. That weirds me out. 
Guys are usually too quiet and nice about 
it, hey.”

A Man Who Yells at Fat Women on The 
Internet joins a list of notable past winners 
including Kofi Annan, Malala Yousafzai, 
and a man who wants to wear blackface 
to a party but whose friends are trying to 
dissuade him. 

They’ve had it too easy for too long.

Stephen Hawking, who earlier this year 
fucked the beginning of space-time, 
surprised fans this morning by breaking 
free of the earthly shackles of linear time, 
and visiting every human being on earth 
simultaneously, cloaked in a garment of 
pure, cleansing light. The visitation was 
said to give sight to the blind, make the 
crippled walk again, and alleviate the 
suffering of all mankind. 

Peter Higgs, of Higgs Boson fame and a 
long-time critic of Hawking, said that the 
“characteristically grandiose gesture” was 
likely a product of his “celebrity status” 
which, Higgs claimed, “gives him instant 
credibility that others do not have”.

At the time of his appearance, every bird 
began to sing in symphony and every tree 
began to sway, though there was no wind. 
Crops were ridded of their pestilence 
and ancient riverbeds began to run, and 
became fecund once again.

At press time Hawking, appearing as tall 
as the escarpments of ancient monoliths, 
peeled off his skin and bellowed with the 
force of a collapsing star, before tearing a 
hole in the fabric of time and space and 
passing through it, vowing to emancipate 
consciousness from the physical confines 
of the multiverse.

TAKE A KNEE AND ALL HAIL

A stroke of luck for the Gold Coast Titans, 
and winger Luke Devensy, as his charges 
for possession of an indictable quantity of 
cocaine, which carries a possible 15-year 
jail term, were downgraded on appeal to 
a Level 2 Dangerous Throw, resulting in 
325 demerit points and a three-match 
suspension. This will come into affect in 
the 2016 season. 

Club Spokesman Daniel Peterson said the 
following: “Obviously you have to pay the 

price, but if you look at the tapes from all 
the angles, there’s no malicious intent, so 
we’re satisfied with the decision. We’re all 
behind Luke one hundred per cent.” 

While crown prosecutors expressed 
disappointment that Devensy had not 
faced the sanctions of the district court, 
leading Rugby League commentators said 
these things should be dealt with by the ref 
on the field, and the NRL would be foolish 
to dismiss ways to speed up the game.

Titans Player Has Coke 
Charges Downgraded to Level 2 

Dangerous Throw
The Future is Now and It’s Clean

To the astonishment of organised crime 
and law enforcement, a Haberfield woman 
uncovered the country’s most powerful 
drug ring, simply while walking her dog. 

Erica Ley was with her schnauzer 
Wellington in the local park, when the 
dog dug up something shiny: a golden ring 
forged by the Drug Lord of old, granting 
mystical power over all drugs. 

“I felt a weird compulsion to put it on. 
And suddenly I was aware of all the drugs 
everywhere. It was pretty full on, so I took 
it off. But then I got nervous and sweaty.”

Law enforcement, pharmaceutical 
companies, and organised crime figures are 
preparing for a desperate battle to control 
its awesome power. It allows the wearer to 
locate, nullify and intensify all intoxicating 
substances, as well as granting them the 
ability to feel the effects as they choose.

“Honestly, I found it several weeks ago. 

I’ve just been trying stuff out,” says Erica. 

Having announced its existence, and her 
love of drum and bass music, to everyone, 
while feeling the effects of MDMA, she is 
now forced to use it for protection. 

By increasing the potency of microscopic 
traces of various substances found in 
everyone’s body, she can incapacitate those 
who attempt to steal her prize. 

The constant threat of attack from all sides, 
and the necessary permanent wakefulness 
would be impossible to deal with, except 
that she has drugs for that.

“The troubling thing is that the more I 
wear it, the more hollow and inhuman 
I feel. There’s something draining and 
twisting me – either the ancient soul of 
the Drug Lord trying to manipulate me 
for his own ends, or possibly all these 
drugs.”

Crime News:
Man Avoids Mandatory One-Punch  

Penalty By Pummelling Corpse  
page 13

With Mardi Gras just passed us, the parade 
will always draw criticism that all it does is 
show nearly-naked men showing off their 
buff, tanned, bodies down Oxford St. But 
what of those of us who don’t look like this? 
Sorry, I mean what of those of you who 
don’t look like this? Where’s your parade?

It’s not only these images where the 
pressure mounts in the community to fit 
the Adonis mould. Just pick up a copy 
of DNA, look at the Star Observer social 
pages, or follow my Instagram (I always 
follow back!). That’s where you’ll see a 
homogenous, flawless, and unattainable 
(for some) stereotype. 

And it’s insidious. It makes you feel less-
than-perfect, a small love handle becomes 
a BIG love handle, opening the BIG door 
to insecurity, into the BIG living room 
of self-loathing. And before you know it, 
you’re working off that handle, and it’s gone 
now. But now with no handle of love, how 
can you leave the room of self-loathing in 
reverse through the door of insecurity?

And what does it get you? Compliments 
from others, sure. Higher social status, 
undoubtedly. A better economic position 
as on average beautiful people make 
12% more than ugly people? That’s just 
science. A higher level of happiness due 
to endorphins released from exercise and 
healthy living? Again, science.

But is that true happiness?

It’s time someone said: ‘You don’t have 
have to live like this!’. You don’t have to 
go the gym four times a week and fork 
out hundreds of dollars on organic low-
fat high-protein skinless chicken berry 
frappes. I do, but you don’t.

why do Gay men  
feel Pressured  

to have the Perfect 
body Like mine?

Jesse Radley-Reed, Surry Hills 
Fashionista/Writer/Waiter

did anyone see where my 
frisbee went? 
Charlie Race, Local Child.

Everyone stop! Look around your area. 
Can either of you see my frisbee? I just 
threw it. No, I didn't see where it went, 
or I wouldn’t be asking. Hold up, hold up: 
let's start from the start, and work this 
thing out.

I did a huge throw just now. The kind 
where you screw your eyes shut, twist your 
hips, and really just let fly, y’know? I didn't 
even see it leave my hand, that's how big 
this throw was. But how did neither of you 
see it leave? You were both watching the 
frisbee, weren’t you? Were neither of you 
watching? It pains me to do this, but we 
have to cross examine our witnesses now.

Let’s take Alexandra. Alex, get off your 
phone. God, how can she be on her phone 
at a time like this. Were you on your phone 
when I was getting ready to do the huge 
throw? I don't care about your parents, 
I’m winding up for the throw over here. 
Didn't you even want to catch it? I don't 
know where to start with you.

Josh, you were watching. You're an avid 
frisbee player. You wanted to catch the 
throw. You must have seen where it went. 
How could you not have seen where it 
went? You blinked? Blinking takes be-
tween three hundred and four hundred 
milliseconds, Josh. In that time, a frisbee 

thrown even at a generous seventy miles 
could only have travelled about thirteen 
metres. I don't want to get into trigonom-
etry on a beach day, Josh, but suffice to say 
between the three points of you, me, and 
the frisbee, there is no earthly reason why 
you were unable to see where my frisbee 
went. If we don't find this frisbee, just see if 
you get invited to foosball next week.

That was a good frisbee. That was a Feder-
ation-approved professional frisbee which 
cost me eighty dollars. I've now lost my 
frisbee, because somehow no-one saw me 
throw it, and I expect both of you to go in 
with me on a replacement.

Alrighty, the media has come rolling into 
our otherwise peaceful suburb, and I want 
to put some rumours to bed before the 
folks at number 7 twist and contort the 
story to suit their business.

Now, even though I never knew the name 
(or at least how to pronounce the name) 
of the boy who’s been accused of having 
weapons or making bombs or being brown 
or whatever it was, I’d like to think we had 
a special kind of relationship.

I would be out the front, watering some 
kind of English flower, and he would 
go past on his scooter, or skate board, or 
hang-glider or whatever it is those kids 
do with their time. He’d make eyes at 
me, not suspicious eyes, but certainly the 
eyes of someone who is a third generation 
migrant, rather than a fourth generation 
migrant like me.

Or at least, he used to. See, things have 
changed of late. He’s never been talkative 
(probably too busy plotting to have a 
proper conversation), but lately he’s been 
even sullener. Every day he’d plod home 
with his nose buried in a magical looking 
book with a boy on a broomstick on the 
front cover. I couldn’t quite make out the 
title, but I’m pretty confident it said “The 
Koran.”

It’s little signs like that. His family has a 
different time for dinner than mine and 
sometimes they shout at one another 
when they disagree, but in a different way 
than we shout when we disagree about 
things. They shout in this horrible, shrill 
language. “English”, they call it, but I can’t 
make head nor tail of a single word. 

They smile and bake and they never 
seem like they’re up to anything, but isn’t 
that the first sign that a family is up to 

something? You know what they say: 
absence of evidence is proof of a horrible 
crime when it’s levelled against someone 
different than you. Who knows what they 
could conceal in those hats. Hair? Only 
time will tell.

Now, far be it from me to cast aspersions 
over someone who has been on this street 
longer than I have, but I was suspicious of 
these folks from the moment I got here. 
Got here in the sense that I moved to the 
suburb—not the country. I’ve definitely 
been in Australia longer than they have…. 
Or at least, longer than the kid. He’s too 
young to have beaten me here.

If he’d been here a little longer, maybe he 
wouldn’t have done those awful things for 
definitely. Coulda grown up to be a nice 
sports star. None of that bomb business. 
Just punching folk like normal.
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