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As I sit here and realise that I 
am set to become a Registered 
Nurse in six months, I feel 

excited, nervous, and then afraid. My 
placements at various hospitals and my 
work at the New South Wales Nurses 
and Midwives’ Association (NSWNMA) 
have revealed to me much more than 
what I had bargained for. Another day 

of COVID-19 is another anguishing 
moment for nurses and midwives, and 
every day is harder than the last. Wave 
after wave of pandemic erodes whatever 
infrastructure is left, hammering the nail 
in the coffin of a healthcare system at 
the brink of collapse.

I have witnessed the rushed confusion 
blurring into the chaos of the hospital, 
frightened patients tended to by frantic 
nurses, as it dawns that there are not 
enough medical staff to keep them safe. 

No one is safe. Nurses and midwives are 
overloaded, overworked, burnt out and 
feeling intense job dissatisfaction. They 
put their own health at risk every day 
they are exposed to COVID-19 and fear 
bringing it home to their families. 

Students are doing similar work on 
placements but are not getting paid for 
the danger we’re exposed to, offered 
even less support than paid staff — so 
essentially, none at all. While you may 
have seen this in the media, I will tell 

you the insider’s perspective of the 
danger that is unfolding in hospitals and 
what we can do to create a better system. 
While these issues have been made more 
apparent by lockdown, they are in reality 
entrenched issues that have plagued the 
nursing and midwifery professions for 
decades. Frankly speaking, nurses and 
midwives are going through hell and you 
and your family will be just as affected by 
this as I am. 
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Honi Soit is published on the sovereign 
land of the Gadigal People of the Eora 
Nation, who were amongst the first to 
resist against and survive the violence 
of colonisation. This land was taken 
without consent and sovereignty was 
never ceded. We pay our respects to 
Elders past and present, and extend that 
respect to all Indigenous students and 
staff at the University. 

As a team of settlers occupying the 
lands of the Gadigal, Dharug, Wangal, 
Biddegal, Kuringgai and Wallumedegal 

people, we are the beneficiaries of 
ongoing colonial dispossession. The 
settler-colonial project of ‘Australia’ 
and all its institutions, including the 
University, are built on the exclusion of 
First Nations peoples and the devaluation 
of Indigenous knowledge systems. 
Beneath the sandstone buildings of USyd 
lie thousands of years of Aboriginal 
history. 

Colonialism is not a one-time event 
that occurred in the distant past; it is 
an ongoing structure. The genocide 

of First Nations people is perpetuated 
and enabled by the government, who 
push ahead with the forced removals of 
Aboriginal children from their families, 
their Country, and their cultures. 
Aboriginal peoples are the most 
incarcerated on earth, and there have 
been over 474 documented Indigenous 
deaths in custody since the 1991 Royal 
Commision.

We pledge to actively stand in 
solidarity with First Nations movements 
towards  decolonisation through our 

editorial decisions, and to be reflective 
when we fail to do so. We commit to being 
a counterpoint to mainstream media’s 
silencing of Aboriginal and Torres Strait 
Islander people. We remain cognisant 
that Honi’s writers and readership are 
predominantly made up of settlers, and 
aim to platform Indigenous voices in our 
paper. 

There is no justice without Indigenous 
justice. 

Always was and always will be 
Aboriginal land.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF COUNTRY

EDITORIAL

Sometimes it is difficult not to feel that my 
student experience ended on an ordinary day 
in March last year. Likewise, it is difficult not 
to feel that my experience editing this paper 
ended on some ordinary day in June. I don’t 
remember the last time I sat in a crowded 
lecture theatre, or in our cluttered office full 
of memories, or at Hermann’s doing puzzles 
with a glass of beer in hand; there is nothing 
monumental about everything suddenly 
changing for the worse. What I do know is that 
since we were first plunged into lockdown last 
year, Honi’s community of writers and readers 
has been the only remnant of what a student 
experience once was for me.

At the very start of this year, three of us 
wandered the empty campus delirious in the 
early hours of the morning and sat in silence 
on top of New Law Building watching the 
sun rise. I remember thinking then how sad I 
would feel when the time came for us to say 
goodbye to the Honi office – I didn’t know 
then that that time would come midway 
through the year. All I hope for is that all ten 
of us can re-enter our basement for one last 
month and watch the sun set over Victoria 
Park.

 It sometimes feels clichéd to write 
about the pandemic, but the articles in this 
edition that tell stories of the crises currently 
unfolding are ones that often go unheard in 
the mainstream media. Writing about the 
Delta outbreak in NSW prisons, Deaundre 
makes a public health case for abolition (P. 
6); we have stories on the experiences of 
patients and of nurses who are systemically 

undervalued in hospitals (pp. 7 & 12). There 
are also articles which are tinted by nostalgia 
for spaces currently beyond our reach: 
Queering the Map and Moonlight over City 
Road (P. 11) both made me long to be back on 
campus.

Reflecting on the catharsis of winning the 
survival of two Arts departments this week, 
Alana Bowden (P. 10) writes that we have 
been “existing, surviving but not living” in 
lockdown, yet assures us that we will all soon 
have our own moments of catharsis. In words 
expressing everything our hope is contingent 
on in the current moment, she writes: “It 
might present itself in the feeling of the sun 
on your maskless face, on the crowded dance 
floor of a rock gig, in the meeting of your skin 
with another’s as you are held by a friend or a 
lover for the first time, or in the sensation of 
wonder as you are unexpectedly moved by a 
work in an art gallery. These are the moments, 
the places in which we not only exist, but truly 
live — in experience, art, poetry, community, 
connection, culture.”

 Collectively, we have the power to create 
another world where we can truly live: a 
world without prisons, a world where policing 
doesn’t divide the city by class and race, a 
world where nurses in hospitals and staff at 
universities are treated with dignity, a world 
where education is free, and a world freed 
from all of the systems of oppression that 
destroy life.

Shame upon anyone who thinks evil of 
those fighting to create this world.

 
With love and solidarity,
 Claire

CLAIRE OLLIVAIN
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In an all-staff email on Monday morning, 
University of Sydney Vice-Chancellor Mark 
Scott admitted to wage theft of mostly 

casual professional employees totalling $12.75 
million, following a review of payments from 
2014 to 2020.

12,894 current and former staff members 
are to be repaid after the latest revelation of 
underpayment in the university sector. Over 
half are owed less than $500, 73% are owed less 
than $1,000 per person, with 5% owed more 
than $5,000, according to the findings of the 
review.

Staff were first notified that 
PricewaterhouseCoopers (PwC) had been 
engaged for the audit into underpayment on 
13 August 2020. While initially the amount of 
underpayment was estimated to be around $9 
million, the precise outcome has only now been 
confirmed.

Scott attributed the errors to “unclaimed 
overtime or minimum engagement payments 
– that is, incorrect gathering and reporting of 
information rather than automated system 
errors.”

The total amount of wage theft for casual 
professional and academic staff is likely to be 
much higher than the figure provided in the 
audit.

The University has yet to assess the extent 
of the systemic wage theft that is built into the 
piece-rate payment model, despite evidence 
demonstrating that academic casuals work 
more hours than they are contracted to perform, 
with most of the exploitation happening in 
administration. 

USyd Casuals Network and NTEU member 
Robert Boncardo told Honi that “these kinds of 
back pay and the reviews that management do 
of payment practices to casuals, are once again, 

as we always say, the tip of the iceberg.”
“They never pick up on the way that the 

Enterprise Agreement itself enshrines forms of 
underpayment, that’s the more radical form of 
underpayment, but also the one that is, I think, 
more structural to the university.”

Boncardo indicated that the review 
demonstrates how casuals’ line managers are 
not necessarily inducting them properly or 
telling them what their rights are under the 
Enterprise Agreement, “taking advantage of 
casuals’ own lack of understanding or ignorance 
of what they’re entitled to.”

Critically, University management is trying 
to reduce the minimum number of hours staff 
can be employed from three to two in ongoing 
enterprise bargaining, which the NTEU is 
opposing because it would be inequitable for 
staff who have to travel into the city.

The majority of errors in the underpayment 
scandal arose from incorrect application of the 
existing ‘minimum engagement’ entitlement, 
which provides for a casual professional to be 
paid for three hours even when a timesheet 
records less than three hours worked.

Grant Wheeler, a member of the NSW 
Community and Public Sector Union (CPSU), 
which represents professional staff, criticised 
the University for only reviewing underpayment 
over the last two Enterprise Agreement-based 
periods.

“There is no suggestion that the systemic 
errors in payments to staff highlighted in 
the audit (95% of those errors being made 
in Professional staff remuneration matters) 
suddenly began in 2014,” Wheeler said.

“Any monies owed to those staff that 
resulted from University of Sydney errors prior 
to 2014 will be pocketed by the University 
despite being legitimate remuneration owed to 
those staff.”

Wheeler said he could see little moral 
difference between the results of the “so-called 

Employee Payment’s Review audit and those 
companies that received Jobkeeper payments, 
made large surpluses and then kept the 
Jobkeeper payments.”

“Where the University has failed to 
adequately remunerate its staff historically, it 
is meeting its legal obligations to recompense 
those staff, but is doing little more.”

“Once again the University’s response 
appears very much to be ‘why pay your staff 
correctly when legally you can get away with 
underpaying them?’”

Wheeler said this would affect Library staff 
who have been paid as ‘shift-workers’ instead 
of overtime payments, and lamented the 
University’s relationship with “long-suffering 
professional staff”.

The University is processing back payments 
for affected staff over the next six to eight 
weeks, and is now reviewing all payments made 
after the initial audit, from November 2020 
onwards.

“Last week it was the University of 
Melbourne and today the University of Sydney. 
Further proof wage theft in our universities is 
not a one-off scandal but an ingrained crisis,” 
NTEU National President Dr Alison Barnes said.

Sydney Branch President of the NTEU, 
Patrick Brownlee, told Honi “It’s a relief to 
see the University has begun to address this 
systemic problem.”

“It would be great to see the employer do 
more to ensure anyone hired is fully aware 
of their rights. We tend to have all manner of 
compliance training but yet to see something 
mandatory about treating casual employees as 
equally deserving employees.”

“Casual teaching academics are largely 
missing in this sum … While I think the 
University management is beginning to 
understand it has a problem here as well, I am 
looking forward to a positive response to our 
back pay claims on this front.”

USyd admits wage theft of $12.75 million
CLAIRE OLLIVAIN

Theatre & 
Religion 
depts 
saved from 
the axe, 
but threat 
of cuts 
remain

Honi can reveal that the 
Department of Theatre and 
Performance Studies and the 

Department of Studies in Religion 
will not be dissolved.

In a staff meeting today, the 
Dean of the Faculty of Arts and Social 
Sciences (FASS), Annamarie Jagose, 
confirmed that the departments will 
be saved from the axe.

This comes after months 
of sustained campaigning from 
students, student activists and staff, 
including a June rally attended by 
over 100 people.

After a significant amount of 
hesitation and “dodging questions” 
about FASS’ future, Jagose also made 
the commitment to no full-time job 
cuts in FASS.

However, Jagose’s 
announcement foreshadows a 
Draft Change Proposal (DCP) being 
released later this afternoon, which 
will “streamline” the structure of 
FASS.

The curriculum reforms being 
proposed in the DCP include cuts to 
undergraduate units and OLEs that 
attract less than 24 students, and 
postgraduate courses that have less 
than 20 students.

If accepted, this proposal will 
likely impact casual jobs, whose 
protection has not been assured by 
Jagose.

Slides from the meeting, seen by 
Honi, say that “the overall size of our 
HDR student cohort will be reduced” 
in line with “strategic research 
initiatives.”

There are also more requirements 
for core units, with every major 
needing at least 1 compulsory 
1000-level core and 1 compulsory 
2000- or 3000-level core unit.

The slides seen by Honi suggest 
that the School of Literature, Art and 
Media (SLAM) will be renamed to 
the School of Communication and 
the Arts. The extent of the changes 
to its internal structure is currently 
unclear.

Some internal amalgamations 
and shuffling of subjects between 
Schools are being considered, such 
as relocating Linguistics to the 
School of Humanities.

The Education Action Group 
hosted a forum last night where they 
outlined that $3.6 million worth of 
cuts to FASS are still on the table 
through the DCP.

Staff will have the opportunity to 
provide feedback on the DCP by 5pm 
on 6 October.

Disclaimer: Editors Vivienne Guo (a candidate for Council) and Marlow Hurst 
(involved with DRIP’s campaign) have declared a conflict of interest for election 
coverage (including this edition) and are not involved in any of the 2021 coverage 
of Honi Soit, NUS and SRC elections.

Australia’s tertiary education sector has 
lost 40,000 jobs over the past year, a 
report by progressive think-tank Centre 

for Future Work found. Spanning the 12 months 
to May 2021, 100 percent of job losses occurred 
in public universities, which account for around 
three-quarters of total employment in tertiary 
education.

Casual staff were the first to experience job 
losses during the early months of the pandemic. 
The report notes that by the end of 2020, 10,000 
casual jobs had been shed, relative to the 
previous year. This year, it is permanent staff 
facing the chopping block. By the May quarter, 
permanent jobs represented 100 per cent of 
the net job loss compared to year-earlier levels, 
while universities began to increase their casual 
hiring again.

These statistics reveal a drastic escalation 
in the casualisation of university workforces, 
which denies staff basic job security 
and entitlements and relies on systemic 
underpayment. Just yesterday, USyd admitted 
to wage theft of mostly casual staff totalling 
$12.75 million, while neighbouring universities 
have been audited for casual underpayment.

“Without urgent measures to limit casual 
hiring (including sessional instructors and other 
casual teaching staff), and protect permanent 
employment, the scourge of casualisation in 
Australian universities will clearly get worse in 
coming years,” the report read.

Additionally, the report found that women 
have borne a disproportionate share of the job 
cuts, representing 61 per cent of total losses over 
the last year. Against a backdrop of women being 
concentrated in casual positions, experiencing 
weaker job growth, and shouldering unequal 
family and caring responsibilities, the gendered 

impacts of job cuts become especially painful.
At the University of Sydney, a further 

round of job cuts is imminent in departments 
such as Studies of Religion, Theatre and 
Performance Studies. Other universities face 
similar austerity measures, including proposed 
job cuts at the University of Technolgy Sydney’s 
virology department, University of Western 
Australia’s anthropology and sociology 
departments, and Macquarie University’s earth 
and environmental sciences department.

Job losses look likely to continue through the 
current academic year and beyond, according to 
the report. As international student enrolments 
across the sector continue to fall (with the 
notable exception of USyd), cracks have formed 
in universities’ financial strategy, which heavily 
relies on premium fees paid by international 
students. Before the pandemic, revenue from 
international student fees had risen to $12 
billion in 2019-2020, representing a third of the 
total revenue base of the university sector.

At the same time, the Federal government 
has refused to make funding commitments 
to support universities through the current 
economic crisis. The report notes that further 
losses could be prevented by providing an 
additional $3.75 billion in annual funding 
to universities until normal teaching and 
international education can resume. “This may 
seem expensive, but relative to the scale of 
support given to other sectors in the economy 
– and relative to the revenue losses experienced 
from the Commonwealth’s decision to close 
borders – it is modest and appropriate,” the 
report reads. Indeed, the government’s most 
recent budget tagged total expenses associated 
with fighting the pandemic at $311 billion.

However, any support under the Liberal 
government is highly doubtful given the recent 
reduction in fee contributions to universities 

and the emphasis on “job-ready” degrees to 
boost the economy. “None of these job losses 
were necessary and could have been stopped 
long ago with simple and prudent government 
policy,” said USyd SRC President Swapnik 
Sanagavarapu. “Whether negligently or 
deliberately, the Government is sacrificing one 
of Australia’s most important industries and 
in the process putting an immense amount of 
people into unemployment and immiseration.”

As the number of university jobs continues 
to plummet, serious concerns have been raised 
about the declining quality of education. 
The Bradley Review of Higher Education in 
2008 found that rising student-to-staff ratios 
jeopardise the quality of teaching provided to 
students, due to the additional strain placed on 
staff to manage larger cohorts and extra work. 
Increasing casualisation will only exacerbate 
this trend. Additionally, the stress caused by 
job insecurity and the job dissatisfaction caused 
by poor career prospects further detracts from 
the quality of education, according to a recent 
OECD report. 

The report calls upon the government to 
step up with “extraordinary crisis supports” so 
that universities can retain staff and ensure 
the sector survives the pandemic. “Universities 
clearly need more resources and staff – not 
less,” it read.

“We need to reject the narrative that 
these cuts are necessary or that the University 
has been anything but willing to implement 
them,” said SRC Education Officer Maddie 
Clark, encouraging students at the University 
of Sydney to attend an Education Action Group 
forum on the Arts Faculty cuts on Wednesday. 
“They do not have to be pushing through these 
cuts and by fighting together we can stop them.”

Australia’s tertiary education sector 
shed 40,000 jobs in the last year

DEAUNDRE ESPEJO

JEFFREY KHOO
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Documents obtained under GIPA 
reveal further information 
about the University’s approach 

to education protesters and their 
communications with police during last 
year’s 3 November protest against cuts 
to the School of Medical Science and the 
occupation of the Michael Spence (F23) 
Building.

The documents requested were 
substantially redacted due to concerns 
their release would impair the security 
of the University by making public its 
practical and operational arrangements. 
This includes communications between 
security staff or with police concerning 
the management of protests, much of 
which remains undisclosed.

In May 2021, GIPA documents 
revealed the extensive surveillance 
of staff and student protests from 28 
August to 14 October, including the 
use of AI technology Dataminr. Further 
information about later protests cements 
a picture of the University’s antagonistic 
attitude towards student activists and 
willingness for police intervention when 
it caused disruption to business as usual. 
This is despite the University publicly 
claiming to support students’ rights to 
exercise free speech.

University notified police about 
protest against Medical Science cuts

On 30 October, Acting Superintendent 
of the Inner West Police Area Command 
(PAC) Alex Liouthakis emailed the 
University’s Head of Protective Services 
and Emergency Management Sarah 
Holmes to provide a link to the Facebook 
events for upcoming protests. The 
email suggests the existence of prior 
conversations where student protests 
were discussed with police, who had 
monitored the Education Action Group’s 
social media activity.

On 2 November, Operations 
Coordinator of the Inner West Police 
David Catron emailed Sarah Holmes, 
referring to the previous week’s 
conversations and informing her that 
they had attempted to identify the 
organiser for the 3 November Save Med 
Science protest but had failed to do 
so. Catron then inquired whether the 
University was “in a position to provide 
us a copy of the Covid Safety Plan or 
advise who the organisers of the event 
are so we can contact them directly to 
obtain a copy.” Holmes then informed 
the police that the University was also 
aware of the event by social media, but 
didn’t know who the organisers were or 
had access to any Covid Safety plans. 
This suggests that the University may 
have provided students’ names to the 
police had they been aware of who the 
organisers were in this instance.

Later, on the morning of the 3 
November protest, Holmes responded 
to a follow-up email sent by Inspector 
Chad Deegenaars of the Inner West PAC 
requesting updates, and informed him 
that the University had become aware 
of a Covid Safety plan submitted to NSW 
Health.

During the 3 November Save Med Sci 
protest, Director of Asset Management & 

Operations Ben Hoyle sent SMS messages 
to Vice Principal (Operations) Stephen 
Phillips and Executive Director of Central 
Operations Services Susan Turner 
informing them that F23 had been placed 
into lockdown, and providing updates on 
the number of attendees and movements 
of the protesters, particularly concerned 
that they would gain access to buildings 
following the recent occupation of the 
Michael Spence (F23) Building.

Police presence on campus during 
the 3 November protest was limited 
by contrast to previous protests. 
Additionally, Hoyle’s SMS messages 
informing his colleagues that there were 
no police on University grounds indicate 
that the University did not invite them 
onto campus in this instance. It should be 
noted that this event followed negative 
press coverage of police brutality on 
campus as well as the easing of Covid 
restrictions on outdoor gatherings. 

However, when around 100 protesters 
took to City Road, Hoyle sent an SMS 
indicating that police had been “notify 
[sic]” because the protest had become 
a “safety risk” and impacted traffic. 
Presumably following communications 
with University security — who protesters 
observed speaking on walkie talkies at 
the time — around 30 police officers in 
riot gear quickly arrived at the scene 
from both directions, roughly shoving 
students off the road and blocking off 
entry points into the University and 
Victoria Park.

Last year’s SRC Education Officer and 
organiser of the protest Jazzlyn Breen 

told Honi “I find it quite ironic and almost 
hard to believe that the same University 
management who had seen police officers 
for numerous weeks violently attack 
students for protesting, still thought 
it was a good idea to notify police that 
students were on the road because they 
were worried about our safety. We’re 
talking phones smashed, arms twisted, 
people pushed onto concrete, massive 
scrapes and grazes, panic attacks.”

“The only thing that was posing a 
safety risk was the police being there. 
We had police officers acting in a way 
that was detrimental to people’s health, 

pushing them, shoving them or causing 
significant harm in the name of health 
and safety. I and many other people 
have been led to believe that this was 
an attempt to stifle protest and to stop 
student dissent.”

After protesters were forced off the 
road, Hoyle informed Phillips that they 
had returned onto campus and were 
walking past Chau Chak Wing Museum, 
to which he responded asking if they 

were “behaving.” Despite the protest 
continuing peacefully in the Quadrangle, 
Hoyle responded “No” and sent further 
updates indicating that security was 
closely “monitoring [the] movements” of 
students across campus.

Following the protest, Hoyle sent 
an email to Secretary to Senate David 
Pacey and Chief of Staff to the Vice-
Chancellor Kirsten Andrews informing 
them that a “protest occurred from 
12:30pm today and freedom of speech on 
campus was well controlled, except when 
the protesters moved onto city road to 
stopped [sic] traffic, put themselves in 
considerable risk.”

Senior staff’s use of such language 
as ‘well controlled’ and students not 
‘behaving’ in relation to the exercise of 
free speech is further indication of their 
antagonism towards campus protests 
against the attacks on higher education 
last year. The bizarre turn of phrase 
points to a much deeper problem where 
‘freedom of speech’ is only acceptable so 
long as it doesn’t disrupt the status quo 
of the University, remaining within their 
‘control’ to quash using force.

Senior staff praised police in internal 
messages for “fantastic job” shutting 

down F23 occupation

On 28 October, following the 
spontaneous occupation of the F23 
Building, Ben Hoyle sent an SMS to 
Stephen Phillips stating that “Students 
are indicating they are remaining until 
we call the police. We have reiterated we 
will not be calling the police.” Phillips 
responded: “Yep we are not calling 
the police.” The SMS conversation was 
disclosed only in part, with several short 

messages and a long message redacted 
due to concerns it would prejudice the 
University’s security procedures.

The content of these messages or the 
phone call with the Head of Protective 
Services and Emergency Management 
Sarah Holmes is unknown. However, just 
hours later at 6pm, an anonymous source 
contacted a protest organiser informing 
them that administration staff had been 
told to evacuate and heard that “police 
may be called.” Another source contacted 
the organiser, worried that police would 
arrive shortly to “forcibly remove” 
students. The protesters became aware 
that the building was being locked down 
and soon afterwards, at 6:30 pm, police 
vans came onto campus and informed 
them that “the University [has] revoked 
their consent for you to be here.” This 
change in approach may have occurred 
because five students from the crowd 
outside the building had pushed past 
security and carried supplies including 
food and bedding to the top floor, 
indicating that they would occupy the 
building overnight.

Possibly on directions from senior 
staff of the University, security told 
protesters that police would come 
upstairs and would escalate the situation 
if students did not leave “peacefully.” 
Hoyle’s SMS messages stating that 
“The police have given the students ten 
minutes to come out or they are going in to 
get them out” suggest that the shutdown 
of the occupation was a collaborative 
effort between the University and police 
through threat of force.

In further SMS messages after 
students left, Hoyle said “It should be 
noted that the police did a fantastic job 
… All over and building is secure.”

The University appears to have 
taken a more cautious approach to its 
communications with police in recent 
years, suggesting that either their self-
described “close working relationship” 
has changed or that they have been 
careful to keep it off the record following 
backlash for previous collaborations. In 
2013, Honi obtained emails where the 
Vice-Chancellor personally thanked 
police for supporting them to break NTEU 
strikes where students were brutalised, 
even offering to buy a milkshake for 
Superintendent Simon Hardman who 
was later hired as Head of Campus 
Security. In October 2020, documents 
obtained by activist Adam Adelpour from 
May appeared to show the University 
collaborating with Inner West Police by 
asking to “meet and formulate a planned 
response” after a protest where students 
briefly occupied City Road, as well as 
sharing CCTV footage of protesters.

The University’s willingness to 
continue discussing information about 
protest plans with Inner West police, 
despite previous instances where they had 
brutalised students and staff, cements 
further evidence of their complicity in 
violence inflicted on student activists in 
and around campus.

GIPA documents shed further light on Sydney 
University’s approach to protesters and police

CLAIRE OLLIVAIN

The Macquarie University Students’ 
Representative Council (SRC) have 
banned LGBTQI+ rights motions 

from being discussed in council meetings. 
The MQ Queer Collective (QueerCo) 
were also prevented from entering the 
meeting. The ban follows several months 
of student activists campaigning to move 
a motion calling on the SRC to oppose 
Mark Latham’s controversial Religious 
Discriminations Bill.

To contextualise, MQ SRC runs 
differently to USyd’s, the most obvious 
difference being that the MQ SRC is 
presided over by a Chairperson rather 
than a President. At MQ, the Chairperson 
is not democratically elected by the 
student body, and is not a student at all. 
Additionally, Honi understands that the 

SRC is largely composed of Liberals and 
Nationals, who maintain “a staunchly 
anti-activism viewpoint.”

The Chair’s justification for banning 
the motion was that “matters discussed 
by SRC must refer to matters affecting 
student experience at MQ”, implying 
that the Religious Discriminations Bill is 
irrelevant to students.

Jay Muir, President of MQ QueerCo, 
spoke to Honi about the difficulties faced 
by queer activists at MQ who have fought 
for the past several months for the SRC 
to stand against the bill. Unlike USyd’s 
Queer Action Collective, QueerCo exist 
independently of the SRC and do not 
receive any support or funding from the 
SRC.

“What the SRC says is affecting 
students or not is just whatever they 
don’t want to talk about,” says Muir. 
“It will drastically change education 

and Macquarie has a huge number of 
students working to become teachers. 
Another reason is that Macquarie has a 
large and active queer community who 
will be affected by this bill.”

According to emails obtained by 
Honi, the Chair declined the request of 
QueerCo to attend the SRC meeting. 
The MQ SRC does not allow spectators, 
regardless of whether they are a student 
of MQ. All spectators must be approved 
by the Chairperson, who is neither a 
student nor democratically elected in a 
student election.

The Chair’s response to QueerCo 
read:

“The meetings of the SRC are closed 
to the public... It is the policy of the SRC 
to only grant waivers to this requirement 
in the circumstance that the SRC invites 
a guest to attend for the purposes of 
providing specific information or advice 

to the SRC. As such your request to 
attend has not been approved.”

The council’s decision to disallow 
QueerCo’s attendance and any discussion 
of the LGBTQI+ motion has incited 
further tensions with student activists 
at MQ. Further, this recent ban raises 
concerns around the MQ SRC regarding 
the opacity of their functioning as well as 
their unwillingness to support activists 
in their fight against queerphobia: an 
important function of student councils 
everywhere. 

An open letter dissenting to the SRC’s 
decisions has been signed by over 180 
MQ students. Despite the constraints of 
lockdown, Muir told Honi that QueerCo 
is hoping to team up with larger activism 
groups like Community Action for 
Rainbow Rights as they continue to fight 
the Religious Discriminations bill.

Macquarie Uni SRC bans discussion of LGBTQI+ motion
VIVIENNE GUO

A Draft Change Proposal (DCP) to 
the Faculty of Arts and Social 
Sciences (FASS) was released on 

Thursday 16 September, proposing a 
new round of changes, mergers and cuts. 
Proposed changes include two options for 
the restructuring of schools, and changes 
to undergraduate and postgraduate 
course guidelines.

In news that comes as no surprise 
to the 4104 casuals who were denied 
conversion to ongoing employment, no 
full-time equivalent (FTE) changes have 
been proposed.

While the DCP does not propose to 
reduce the overall number of schools, 
two options for the restructuring of 
schools have been proposed. Both 
options will involve merging and 
shuffling disciplines across different 
schools. The proposals are similar, with 
changes like the relocation of Gender and 
Cultural Studies to the School of Social 
and Political Sciences, and the merging 
of Indian Subcontinental Studies with 
Asian Studies in the School of Languages 
and Cultures being proposed in both 
options.

Option 1 proposes to move a 
combination of English and Writing 
Studies to the School of Communication 
and the Arts, while Option 2 proposes 
more extensive changes: to establish 
Film Studies as an autonomous discipline 
in the School of Communications and 
the Arts, and to relocate Anthropology, 
grouping it with the fieldwork-
based disciplines of Archaeology and 
Linguistics “to create synergies for 
exploring human diversity in the School 
of the Humanities.”

For staff, the restructuring of 
schools may see some departmental 
structures being removed from all or 
some schools, which will see current 
Chair of Department roles transition to 
Discipline Lead roles, as well as changes 

to reporting lines.
Despite promises of “synergies” and 

“high-quality student experience”, it 
is clear that enrolment numbers have 
become the central consideration for 
the quality and availability of education. 
USyd Education Officers Tom Williams 
and Maddie Clark believe that “the DCP 
is a million-dollar austerity measure 
implemented to maximise surplus... 
Fundamentally, it is a proposal that is 
directly harmful to staff and to students.” 

No undergraduate units at levels 
1-3 will be offered that have historically 
attracted fewer than 24 students “unless 
necessary for student progression 
and completion.” In postgraduate 
coursework, programs that attract below 
20 EFTSL will be either closed or merged. 
However, a unit of study being essential 
has not stopped USyd from cutting 
subjects or staff before, as was noted in 
education rallies last year. 

Under the DCP’s changes, students 
will have less variety in their studies. In 
both undergraduate and postgraduate 
degrees, many units of studies with 
similar content will be co-tabled and 
co-taught. Undergraduate students will 
experience a reduced shared pool of 
Advanced Coursework Units for Bachelor 

of Advanced Studies. Additionally, the 
DCP proposes to cut OLEs that have 
“historically attracted fewer than 3 
EFTSL”; this equates to 72 students for 
2CP units and 24 students for 6CP units. 

Meanwhile, postgraduate students 
will see the cutting of units in Table 
R that have attracted fewer than 16 
students. The overall size of the Higher 
Degree by Research student cohort will 
be reduced “to better align HDR research 
with strategic research initiatives, 
improve on-time completion rates and 
enhance the quality of our HDR student 
experience.”

It is unclear how FASS will uphold a 
“high-quality student experience” amidst 
these changes, which will overall result 
in less variety of subjects and the cutting 
of subjects with low enrolment numbers. 
The USyd Education Officers confirmed 
that “the EAG will continue to fight these 
shameless cuts, no matter how they may 
be obscured in bureaucratic jargon.”

The USyd Education Action Group is 
holding a Student General Meeting on 
October 27. Follow their Facebook page for 
more details!

FASS Draft Change Proposal unveils 
further mergers and cuts

VIVIENNE GUO

In what will possibly be the first of its 
kind, Cameron Caccamo, the Deputy 
Electoral Officer, has revealed that 

the announcement and scrutineering of 
the election results will be conducted 
on Discord. Using a purpose made SRC 
Discord server, EO Riki Scanlan and 
their deputies will present the President 
and Honi Soit election results at 8pm on 
Thursday night and allow scrutineers to 
examine these soon after. 

Starting Friday morning, a manual 
count of the SRC Council and NUS results 
will begin and will be monitored by 
scrutineers.

Explaining their decision, they 
described the unique benefits of Discord 
as “a platform that allows up to thousands 
of people to gather and take part in 
multiple message and voice channels, 
with video functionality also built in.”

Pogging to the 
polls: SRC to 
use Discord 
for election

HONI SOIT

Argghhhh!! I were nursin’ me 
wood’n leg durin’ ye olde ‘oni 
layup, an’ spied a wee gap on th’ 

spread where no article yet be! Lest I leave 
me beloved student rag wantin’, I set sail 
for more newsworthy waters t’ see what 
news there were t’ be seen. An’ shiver me 
timbers, what do I be findin’ but that it be 
International Talk Like a Seadog Day this 
here week gone by! Hang the jib and kick 
th’ bottle, truly Davy Jones ‘as smiled on 
us this day. Argghhh!!!!!

Ahoni, me 
hearties!!

CAP’N SOIT



ANALYSIS | 76 | ANALYSIS HONI SOIT WK 7, SEM 2, 2021WK 7, SEM 2, 2021 HONI SOIT

This article mentions the names of Aboriginal 
people who have died.

As the prison population experiences its 
largest outbreak since the beginning of 
the pandemic, the NSW government 

has announced a statewide prison lockdown. 
Currently, there are more than 300 COVID-
positive inmates across NSW alone, a tripling 
of cases since the beginning of September. 
This includes 84 Aboriginal and Torres Strait 
Islander people, who are not only over-
represented in Australia’s prisons but are the 
most incarcerated in the world. As authorities 
fail to manage outbreaks in several facilities, 
including Silverwater’s Metropolitan Remand 
and Reception Centre (MRRC) and privately-
owned Parklea Correctional Centre, we get 
a harrowing glimpse into the public health 
crisis of incarceration.

The COVID-19 outbreak within prisons

Infections are spreading quickly in prisons 
because they are one of the most dangerous 
exposure sites for COVID-19, with poor 
ventilation and overcrowding. With the 
prison population reaching over 43,000, many 
facilities are operating at or above capacity. 
As a result, prisons are doubling and tripling 
the number of beds in single cells, making 
physical distance impossible. Poor sanitation 
and hygiene within prisons further promote 
the spread of the virus — hand sanitiser 
and masks are not provided, and very few 
prisoners have access to hand washing. 

People in prison are especially vulnerable 
because they’re more likely to have existing 
health conditions. One in three prisoners 
have a chronic physical health condition, 
increasing the likelihood of severe 
complications from the virus. Aboriginal and 
Torres Strait Islander people, who experience 
more health issues than the general 
population, are at greater risk.

During the lockdown, inmates who 
develop cold or flu-like symptoms are put 
in “isolation” and monitored until their 
symptoms resolve. However, there is little 
difference between isolation for quarantine 
purposes and solitary confinement — a 
practice widely condemned as harmful and 
cruel. Prisoners are stuck in their cells, unable 
to attend education, training or rehabilitation 
programs, or leisure in the prison yards. 
They are also unable to access phones or 
in-cell tablets to contact loved ones. And if 
they develop symptoms or if their situation 
worsens, they can’t alert staff quickly.

Honi understands that MRRC and 
Bathurst Correctional Centre, amongst 
others, have suspended all calls with 
solicitors. Some solicitors have been unable 
to contact their clients for months, which is 
particularly concerning given that around a 
third of Australia’s prison population is on 
remand — charged but not yet found guilty 
within the current legal system.

“None of [my clients] are coping during 
the prison lockdown,” said Jenna,* who works 
as a legal representative defending Aboriginal 
and Torres Strait Islander prisoners. “There’s 
a lot of anxiety from both inmates as well 
as their families. A lot of these inmates are 
subject to inhumane conditions, cut off from 
the rest of the world, and unable to receive 

the support and treatment they require in 
custody.”

Since March, inmates have been eligible 
for the jab as part of the federal government’s 
phase 1b vaccine rollout. Indigenous prisoners 
would have had vaccine priority status in two 
categories. However, the vaccination rate for 
inmates is substantially below the general 
population. Just 21 per cent of inmates in 
public prisons in NSW are fully vaccinated, 
while 42 per cent have received one dose. In 
comparison, 39 per cent and 72 per cent of the 
NSW public have had their first and second 
doses, respectively. 

Even though prisoners are at higher risk 
of transmission and death, they have been left 
behind in the government’s vaccine rollout. 
Corrective Services have confirmed that the 
vaccines earmarked for NSW prisoners in July 
were redirected to Year 12 students doing their 
HSC exams. This speaks to a broader political 

agenda — under capitalism, where health 
resources are scarce, the health and safety of 
Australia’s most vulnerable populations are 
less important than that of the graduates who 
will soon enter the workforce.

Incarceration is a public health crisis

The health issues relating to the current 
lockdown are not isolated — prisons have 
long been quasi-health institutions, failing 
to provide proper care to people experiencing 
systemic disadvantage. In addition to chronic 
health conditions, almost half of Australia’s 
prison entrants reported a previous diagnosis 
of a mental health disorder. At the same time, 
26 per cent showed high or very high levels of 
psychological distress.

However, prison health services fall well 
below acceptable standards. 474 Indigenous 
deaths in custody have occured since the 
Royal Commission in 1991. A 2019 report 
found that 58 per cent of deaths were health-
related, including cardiovascular diseases, 
strokes, heart failure and cancer; the second 
most common cause was death by hanging 
(32 per cent). While the Royal Commission 

made several recommendations to prevent 
further deaths, including screening and 
removal of hanging points from cells, it is 
deplorable that many of its recommendations 
are unimplemented three decades later.

What’s more, there’s a system-wide lack 
of proper procedures for exchanging inmates’ 
medical information. A 1996 report found 
that most prisons had no protocol for those 
at risk of self-harm. If there was a protocol, 
it was often unsatisfactory or not followed 
by staff. Additionally, the report noted that 
medical staff and prisoners were often not 
aware of cross-cultural health issues.

You don’t need to look further than 
recent coronial inquests, such as the death 
of Jonathon Hogan in 2018, to see how these 
health failings are still playing out. Hogan 
made multiple attempts at suicide and self-
harm. While he was in custody, his son was 
born, and his relationship with his partner 

broke down. However, there was no record of 
any medical staff talking to Hogan about these 
issues. Hogan also reported experiencing 
auditory hallucinations since 2012, which a 
mental health practitioner had not reviewed 
for months. Despite being at risk of self-harm, 
Hogan was moved from a two-person to a 
single cell room with a hanging point, which 
ultimately led to his death.

Jenna also shared stories of prisoners 
being unable to access medication for 
heroin addictions and prisoners’ mental 
health rapidly deteriorating as days went by 
in lockdown. She recalled one inmate was 
able to access razorblades despite previous 
instances of self-harm. 

Indigenous deaths in custody are not only 
caused by negligence or a lack of care — inmates 
are dying from deliberate acts of violence. 
During a cell extraction, David Dungay Jr was 
pinned to the ground by correctional officers 
and died from choking. Dungay’s story 
tragically illustrates the relationship between 
health and state-sanctioned violence — 
despite being an insulin-dependent diabetic 
who had also been diagnosed with chronic 
paranoid schizophrenia, Dungay was brutally 

restrained for the act of eating a biscuit. 
Incarceration, therefore, becomes a public 

health concern on two fronts. Firstly, it is a tool 
of upholding racist power structures, actively 
harming the physical, mental, social and 
emotional health of populations, particularly 
Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander people. 
Secondly, criminalisation and punitive 
responses to social problems reproduce the 
social and economic conditions that result 
in criminalised behaviours, undermining the 
overall health of communities. Underpinning 
the prison system is a history of settler 
colonialism. As Karen Wyld, a Martu writer, 
argues: “One of the longstanding strategies 
of colonisation has been to criminalise, 
institutionalise and incarcerate Aboriginal 
and Torres Strait Islander people.” 

Reform is not the solution

The health crisis within NSW prisons 
demonstrates that incarceration systems, 
including policing, are ineffective responses 
to systemic social problems. Despite a 
promise of “rehabilitation,” incarceration is 
a violent measure that in no way transforms, 
restores, or heals. By locking people in jail 
cells, the settler-colonial state pushes them 
out of sight and mind, causing incalculable 
harm and leaving the root causes of “crimes” 
unaddressed. 

Abolitionist Ruth Wilson Gilmore 
observes  that governments are privatising 
essential public services such as healthcare, 
divesting from social welfare and investing in 
institutions of state violence in an “organised 
abandonment of vulnerable communities.” 
In this lockdown, hospitals are underfunded, 
understaffed and lacking equipment, while 
the government deploys hundreds of police 
officers and military officers to enforce public 
health orders in Western Sydney.

Honi understands a significant number 
of Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander 
people are disproportionately being arrested 
and placed in custody due to failure to 
comply with COVID-19 directors or failure 
to wear a mask. Jenna points out the irony 
of this situation — vulnerable communities 
are being overpoliced and incarcerated for 
breaching orders aimed at protecting public 
health, while being thrown into prisons which 
are high-risk settings.

Like many have said before, the carceral 
system isn’t “broken” — it is doing what it 
was designed to do: subjugate an underclass 
of people in the interests of the state. Today, 
the annual cost of running Australia’s prisons 
is over $4.6 billion (one of the highest in the 
world). With more people funnelled into 
prisons by the day, it is impossible to justify 
pouring more resources into reforming or 
“improving” an inherently violent system. 

A fundamental goal of abolitionist 
public health is to develop community-led 
solutions that tackle the social, economic 
and political determinants of health, thus 
making incarceration obsolete. Writing about 
abolitionist alternatives, Angela Davis asks us 
to forget the idea of pursuing one solution — 
the road ahead requires a constellation of new 
strategies and institutions, including secure 
housing, welfare support and educational 
access, amongst other goals. As COVID-19 
exposes the fundamental failings of our 
prison system, we must push for a world in 
which sickness and death are not the status 
quo, but where communities can flourish.

Prisons in lockdown
DEAUNDRE ESPEJO

ART BY BONNIE HUANG

The public health case for abolition.

A hospital without loved ones

O n the first day of spring, I sit on 
the front step of Claire York’s 
house. Claire is next to me, and 

at first, we chat about her morning. She 
tells me about her trip  to the beach with 
her two-year-old daughter, Amelia, who 
is now sleeping soundly in the front 
room, grains of sand still coating her 
sun-soaked skin. A little while later, 
Amelia waddles out and sits with us as 
we talk about Claire’s upcoming trip to 
the hospital.

Claire, a Sydney nurse in her early 
thirties, is about to give birth to her 
second child. “You’re lucky you got an 
interview in,” she jokes.

However, Claire will have to deliver 
during a state-wide lockdown, with 
the New South Wales Health system 
currently under a “red alert.” Visitors 
to hospitals are barred unless in 
exceptional circumstances, with patient-
visitor contact limited to phone and 
video calls. All Local Health Districts 
have a strict no visitor policy, with 
exemptions available for “women in 
labour, certain circumstances in the 
emergency department, special care 
nursery, paediatrics and palliative care.” 
Aged care facilities are similarly closed to 
visitors, except for essential care and end 
of life circumstances.

For birthing mothers like Claire, only 
one support person can visit. Claire’s 
husband, Andrew, will be by her side. 
“I won’t be able to see my daughter 
for a number of days, nor will I get the 
same amount of support [as she did for 
her first childbirth],” she says. “It’ll be a 
challenge.”

 
***

 
Claire’s concerns are by no means 

isolated. Patients, support persons, and 
hospital staff across NSW are enduring 
considerable hardship under lockdown 
visitation policies.

Telita, a student, was admitted to a 
local hospital in July 2021. “I couldn’t 
walk straight, was blind in one eye and 
had splitting pain in my head.” Though 
her partner brought her to the emergency 
department, she had to say goodbye to 
him at the door, with no way of knowing 
how long her stay would be.

While she was seen by a “lovely” 
nurse straight away, Telita waited hours 
for a doctor who immediately dismissed 
her pain and symptoms — she adds 
that a greater conversation is to be had 
here about chronic pain in women. “I 
was so uncomfortable, and couldn’t 
communicate with the doctors or nurses 
properly. Having another person who 
understands your condition to advocate 
for you, when you’re not in the position 
to do so, is incredibly important.”

A visitor who can advocate for a 
patient is invaluable. In an article for 
the Journal of the American Medical 
Association, internal medicine specialist 
Elizabeth Cuevas writes about the 
patient experience of her mother in the 
United States, who reverted back to her 
native language of Spanish as a result 
of severe pain. “With no one at her 
bedside to advocate for her, her medical 
team made decisions about her care that 

implied they did not believe her degree 
of pain … Rather, they felt she was doing 
well, improving even, perhaps falsely 
assuming that she was just an overly 
dramatic, elderly Hispanic woman who 
had trouble communicating in general.”

A support person knows the patient 
best and can contribute to more effective 
treatment. When loved ones are involved 
in patient care, lengths of stay are 
decreased, and improvements ensue in 
medical treatment and mental health 
outcomes. When visitors are involved in 
patient care, benefits abound.

Julian, a 46-year-old doctor, agrees. 
“It’s been really difficult for patients not 
to have visitors … When you’re feeling 
vulnerable and stressed, it’s hard to 
remember what you need to say, what 
your GP has advised, and a lot of critical 
things are going on.” Again, an advocate 
for a patient can be extremely helpful. 
“You need someone there who’s on 
your side,” Julian says. A hospital visit 
is already a disruption to life, where 
people are distressed, and Julian laments 
that for people who already have mental 

health problems, not being able to have 
visitors makes life even harder.

For clinical staff, a supportive family 
member can provide vital assistance. 
A loved one knows what the patient is 

normally like, and can articulate their 
needs to staff. Julian takes this even 
further. “It actually makes a doctor or 
nurse take better care of Mum, because 
they can see her as part of a family like 
theirs — not just as a patient in a gown.”

Harry Iles-Mann, a health consumer 
advocate based in Sydney, knows the 
reality of the patient experience all too 
well. “Since the beginning of last year, 
I’ve had two major health events and 
have spent 25 weeks in hospital … It’s 
not a particularly fun place to end up,” 
he says.

Without visitors, a hospital stay can 
be incredibly isolating. “Going from a 

normal, sociable life, and entering a 
hospital where all of that is taken away, is 
really destabilising,” Harry says. During 
his most recent admission, Harry was 
given his own room, completely separated 
from other patients. Though this extent 
of isolation prevents transmission of 
COVID-19, there are inevitably negative 
outcomes. “There’s less of a desire to get 
up and be social, and this doesn’t help 
rehabilitative mobilisation,” Harry says.

Harry emphasises that he is 
incredibly familiar with all the nursing 
staff and doctors, facilitating social 
interaction. However, the situation can 
be far more isolating for patients who 
haven’t been in hospital for long, and 
haven’t developed relationships with 
staff. In hospitals with particularly well-
established departments, prospective 
patients will travel from long distances. 
Without any familiar figures on staff, the 
difficulties of isolated hospital stays are 
compounded.

Harry knows the benefits of visitation 
first-hand. He says that for every major 
operation he’s had since childhood, his 

mother stayed with him for almost a 
week. “When I’ve been at my most unwell 
and unstable, Mum has been there for 
me … She’s freed up the time that the 
clinical staff need for more complex 

situations. My stays have been far longer 
when I haven’t had visitors.”

Visitation doesn’t have to be 
prolonged to be effective. While Harry 
was recovering from septic shock, he 
found himself in overwhelming pain 
and discomfort, and brief visits were a 
welcome reprieve. “Even just a couple 
of hours a day with Mum and Dad were 
enough to take my mind away from it,” 
he says. “Just for a little bit.”

Louise, a Sydney teacher, can relate to 
the visitor experience. When her partner 
was recently admitted to the hospital for 
several weeks, Louise was unable to see 
her. “I brought her up to the emergency 

department, and it was thank you, 
goodbye, from there. She didn’t have her 
phone, bag, her sleep apnoea machine 
or even a change of clothes.” The next 
day, when they moved her partner up to 
the geriatric ward, Louise brought her 
belongings to the hospital reception.

However, a week after her partner was 
admitted, Louise found an inspiring way 
for them to connect. “We were speaking 
on the phone, and she told me that she 
had a fabulous view. I walked up to the 
rotunda opposite St Vincent’s in Green 
Park, and started waving. She spotted 
me, but I couldn’t see her, so she got a 
sheet of white paper and flapped it in the 
window. Eventually, I spotted her. We 
stood there, flapping and waving at each 
other.”

Louise says that, for her partner, “just 
seeing someone, seeing me, gave her a 
bit of hope and motivation to deal with 
what was happening.” The power of a 
loved one proved true.

 
***

 
So, how can we utilise the benefits of 

visitation while in lockdown?
Coming from a medical perspective, 

Julian says that allowing visitors at the 
moment isn’t feasible. “There’s not 
enough space to socially distance in our 
departments, we don’t have the time or 
resources to get every visitor into PPE 
(personal protective equipment), and the 
risk of COVID is just too high. We have 
really vulnerable patients,” he says.

Harry argues that to substitute the 
help that loved ones provide, hospitals 
should make use of non-clinical staff. 
“Ward clerks can move around wards 
with less time pressure and fewer things 
to do.” Hospitals should increase the 
presence of non-clinical workforces, 
performing actions that don’t require 
accreditation.

Crucially, we must improve the 
dynamics of patient care. “COVID 
presents a unique opportunity to address 
baseline flaws in the health system,” 
Harry says. He mentions staffing, a 
problem that the pandemic has only 
worsened. Hospital staff simply don’t 
have the attention and time allocation 
to do the work that visitors once 
fulfilled. A mandated nurse to patient 
ratio is essential, and Harry adds the 
government must “engage in a dialogue 
with the nursing and midwife workforce 
to improve this.” Julian agrees, and 
mentions the importance of the NSW 
Nurses and Midwives’ Association’s 1:3 
campaign.

Harry raises a challenge. “When 
we move to a post-COVID state, I am 
not confident that people who are in 
marginalised communities, and people 
with chronic illnesses and disabilities, 
will be part of the population that moves 
back to normality.” While we enjoy our 
elaborate harbourside picnics and a so-
called Freedom Day, vulnerable patients 
will still rely on an overloaded system.

Ultimately, the struggle of hospital 
stays without visitors should be a 
catalyst for healthcare reform. We need 
a path forward, addressing the flaws in 
our health system, and enacting positive 
change.

 

EAMONN MURPHY
ART BY ELLIE STEPHENSON

Stories from patients in hospitals.

“Going from a normal, social life and 
entering a hospital where all of that is 

taken away is really destablising.”
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In recent months, staff-led campaigns at 
RMIT and the University of Newcastle have 
pushed out Chancellors who respectively 

chaired gambling and mining companies. 
In both cases, staff, with the support of the 
NTEU, argued that leadership of companies in 
such exploitative and harmful industries was 
repugnant to the “values” of their universities. 

The departures of Ziggy Switkowski and 
Mark Vaile raise the question of whether a 
new ethical standard for university chancellors 
is developing. In the legislation which 
governs Australian universities, including 
the University of Sydney Act, members of 
university governing bodies (such as the 
Senate) are required to have “an appreciation 
of the object, values, functions and activities of 
the University.” 

In comments to Honi, NTEU National 
President Alison Barnes said that “the 
NTEU believes that university leaders have 
both an ethical and legislative obligation to 
demonstrate their commitment to supporting 
the values of their universities….as important 
institutions that provide social benefit and 
perform public good.”

The University of Sydney’s Belinda 
Hutchinson is front of mind in any discussion 
about chancellors and ethics. When not 
performing her duties as Chancellor, 
Hutchinson also acts as the Chairman of 
Thales Australia, the local arm of French-
owned global weapons manufacturer Thales 
Group, which has a far from perfect ethical 
record. 

Thus, the question must be asked: what 
are the values of the University, and is Belinda 
Hutchinson compatible with those values?

Values

The classical idea of a university is that the 
university serves knowledge in research 
and teaching, and in serving knowledge the 
university serves society. Thus, on this view, 
the core values and purposes of the university 
are (a) knowledge, and (b) public service. 

The University lists four official values on 
its website: courage and creativity; respect and 
integrity; diversity and inclusion; openness 
and engagement. Shucked of meaning, and 
couched as corporate comms from an HR pro 
forma, it is difficult to ascertain what these 
substantively refer to. In these values, there 
are no references to scholarship, knowledge, 
research, or public service, only vague 
incantations to “encourage each other to 
explore further” and “advocate for all to realise 
their full potential.” The only near-substantive 
value statement from the University — its 
recent motto of ‘Leadership for Good’ — 
comes from its marketing department. 

Thus, the University’s own current 
conception of its values is from the classical 
ideal, and aligns more closely with the 
corporate world.

Belinda Hutchinson

Which brings us to Belinda Hutchinson. While 
Hutchinson has no experience working at a 
university, or indeed any academic experience 
beyond a Bachelor of Economics, she has 
an extensive corporate CV, with blue-chip 
directorships at Qantas, Coles Myer, QBE, 
Energy Australia, and, less reputedly, Tabcorp, 
Australia’s largest gampling company. 
In 2013, in her first year as Chancellor, 

Hutchinson resigned as the Chair of QBE’s 
board as the company posted a $280 million 
loss, far from expectations of a $1 billion profit 
that year. According to The Australian, “The 
company’s credibility was shot and serious 
questions asked about its processes, culture 
and acquisitions.”

But in every corporate career, one has their 
missteps. Hutchinson’s corporate credentials 
are proven beyond doubt by the fact that 
she wrote the Australian foreword to Sheryl 
Sandberg’s infamous Lean In.

At the top end of town, Hutchinson is 
extremely well connected. Even beyond 
the corporate world, Hutchison and her 
husband Roger Massy-Greene, a climate 
change denying former mining executive and 
Liberal Party donor, own the most expensive 
apartment in Australia’s most expensive 
suburb, Point Piper, just down the road from 
Malcolm Turnbull and UNSW Chancellor 
David Gonski, and amongst Sydney’s deepest 
pockets.

In comments to Honi, the University 
praised Hutchinson and emphasised her 
record of philanthropy: “She was awarded 
the country’s top honour, a Companion 
of the Order of Australia, in recognition of 
her eminent service to business, tertiary 
education and scientific research, and for her 
philanthropic endeavours to address social 
disadvantage.”

Hutchinson sits on a number of not-for-
profit boards, and “her family foundation 

supports a variety of community-based 
initiatives such as the Hunger Project in 
Malawi, Africa.”

While Hutchinson and her husband do 
have a consistent record of philanthropy — 
including a donation of $50,000 to St Paul’s 
College in 2019 — such initiatives would be 
a minimum expectation for a couple of such 
wealth. In one deal alone in 2006, Massy-
Greene fetched $124.5 million when Excel 
Coal, the company he chaired, was bought for 
$1.8 billion.   

Thales

In 2015, Hutchinson was appointed Chairman 
of Thales Australia, the local subsidiary of 
French-owned Thales Group, the world’s 
eighth largest arms manufacturer. Putting 
aside the obviously murky ethics of weapons 
manufacturing in the first place, Thales Group 
has a distinctly mediocre moral record. In the 
last five years alone, it has been the subject 
of corruption and bribery scandals, been 
complicit in international humanitarian law 

violations in Yemen, and is the subject of a 
complaint to the International Criminal Court. 

Bribery and Corruption

In South Africa, the corruption trial of 
former President Jacob Zuma is due to 
resume this week. Zuma is facing charges of 
fraud, racketeering, money laundering and 
corruption in relation to allegations that he 
and Thales were involved in “an organised 
criminal enterprise” between 1995 and 2001. 
According to prosecutors, Zuma, during 
the period he was National Chairperson of 
the African National Congress and Deputy 
President of South Africa, agreed to accept 
hundreds of payments from Thales in return for 
providing the company “political protection” 
and “ensuring there was no investigation” in 
relation to a controversial arms deal. Thales 
itself is also facing ongoing racketeering, 
money-laundering and corruption charges in 
South Africa for its alleged bribery of Zuma.  

In France, the former head of Thales Asia, 
Bernard Baiocco, and former Thales Group 
CEO Jean-Paul Perrier have been indicted over 
allegations of corrupt payments to former 
Malaysian Prime Minister Najib Razak in 
relation to a 2002 submarine deal. The two 
are accused of involvement in the payment of 
millions of Euros in kickbacks to an associate 
of Razak’s, Abdul Razak Baginda, in order to 
secure the deal. One payment, to a company 
controlled by Baginda’s wife, totalled 114 
million Euros. The affair first came to light 

in 2006, when Mongolian model Altantuya 
Shaariibuu, with whom Baginda was having 
an affair, was shot dead and her body blown 
up near Kuala Lumpur. It has been suspected 
that the murder was linked to her work as a 
translator on the submarine deal. Two police 
bodyguards have been convicted over the 
murder. Baginda was acquitted in 2008 after 
standing trial for abetting the murder, while 
suspicions of Najib Razak’s involvement 
persist. 

Human Rights

Thales has come under scrutiny for providing 
arms to Saudi Arabia and the UAE, both of 
whom have been accused of war crimes in 
Yemen. Last week, the UN Group of Eminent 
Experts on Yemen presented a report to the 
UN Human Rights Council, which found that 
“parties to the conflict continue to engage 
in serious violations of international human 
rights law and international humanitarian 
law.” The report also called for third parties 
to “stop providing arms and military support 

to the parties given the role of such transfers 
in perpetuating the conflict and potentially 
contributing to violations.”

Thales Group manufactures the Damocles 
Targeting Pod, and sells the product to Saudi 
Arabia, which uses the pod in bombing raids 
in Yemen. The pod is attached to fighter jets, 
and allows the pilot to “guide by laser any type 
of missile onto its target.” According to the 
French Directorate of Military Intelligence, 
the Saudi-led coalition carried out more than 
24,000 airstrikes in Yemen between 2015-
2019, causing more than 8,300 civilian deaths. 

Thales is the subject of a complaint to the 
ICC by the European Centre for Constitutional 
and Human Rights and Amnesty International 
over their supply of products that are used in 
the Yemen conflict. The complaint says that 
“European companies [including Thales] have 
substantially contributed to the aerial warfare 
carried out in Yemen and, as a result, may be 
potentially complicit in the Coalition’s serious 
violations of international humanitarian law, 
some of which amount to war crimes.”

Melissa Parke, Australia’s former Minister 
for International Development and co-author 
of the UN Group of Eminent Experts report, 
told Honi that “the flow of weapons to warring 
parties in Yemen is perpetuating the conflict 
and the extreme suffering of the Yemeni 
people.”

While Thales Australia is a separate legal 
entity to its parent company, and is not itself 
the subject of any complaints, concerns have 
been raised over its sale of MRAP ‘Bushmaster’ 
vehicles to Kopassus, an Indonesian army 
special forces group which has been accused 
of human rights violations in East Timor and 
West Papua.

****

Melissa Parke further told Honi that “It 
is concerning to note that the Australian 
Chairperson of one of these arms 
manufacturers [that supply the Saudi-
led Coalition] is also the Chancellor of 
one of Australia’s most prominent public 
universities. The University may wish to 
reflect on whether this is consistent with its 
expressed commitment to human rights.” 

When asked why it was appropriate for 
her to be leading USyd, a spokesperson for 
Hutchinson said that she “is recognised as a 
leading advocate for the critical role of world-
class education and research.” If the main 
qualification for being a Chancellor is being an 
“advocate” for education, then any schmuck 
could do the job.

If the University wishes to publicly display 
itself as a valueless corporation committed to 
little other than profit and CBD schmoozing, 
then Hutchinson is perfectly suited to the job of 
Chancellor. However, if the University wishes 
to display any commitment to knowledge 
and, more importantly, public service — the 
core values of a University — then Belinda 
Hutchinson’s qualifications, experience and 
associations are not appropriate. 

As USyd says itself, the role of Chancellor 
is “to ensure our high standing in the wider 
community.” Being Chair of the local branch 
of a company which is caught up in multiple 
large-scale international bribery scandals, 
abetts human rights violations, and is the 
subject of a complaint to the International 
Criminal Court does not ensure the University’s 
high standing in any community beyond Point 
Piper. It substantially detracts from it. 

If Vaile and Switkowski were not seen 
as good enough to lead a public institution, 
it is difficult to see how the chair of an arms 
company can display a proper appreciation of 
the values of a university.

Belinda Hutchinson should not be 
Chancellor. 

Social work degrees are notably 
hands-on and interactive, equipping 
students with interpersonal skills 

and the empathy that translates to job 
readiness. But what happens to a degree 
that requires 1000 hours of unpaid labour 
during COVID-19? And how has the 
pandemic uncovered and reinforced the 
privilege required to complete a degree 
in social work? Amidst greater pressure 
on, and precarity for, social work 
students, it is clear that a social work 
skillset is needed now more than ever 
as we deal with the devastating impacts 
of COVID-19 on mental health and the 
community.

In August, the National Tertiary 
Education Union published La Trobe 
Social Work academic Emily Bieber’s 
analysis on the impact of lockdowns on 
staff and students. Social work degrees 
have a unique set of requirements that 
are particularly hampered by online 
learning. Bieber reveals that course 
delivery holds the development of deep 
relationships at its core, but this is 
impeded by online classes. 

Kate Cartwright, a first-year social 
work student at Western Sydney 
University spoke to Honi about the 

differences in course delivery when 
online rather than in person. “I found 
the degree in the first semester to be very 
practical,” she stated. “In workshops and 
tutorials, we always had a task to do, or 
we recreated a scenario which cemented 
our knowledge of theory. Whereas now in 
Zoom classes, we are given a theory and 
are placed in breakout rooms to discuss 
and explore it.” Considering placements 
are practical, younger students fear they 
will not be adequately prepared without 
the requisite teaching in first and second 
year. 

These same fears are shared by 
University of Sydney first-year Mia 
Tsirekas, who notes that “the social 
work degree is very people-oriented 
and we have lost a lot of our first-hand 
learning experience.” In first-year, a core 
unit of study is “Social Justice Practice”, 
coupled with growing strong sociological 
theoretical knowledge. This practical unit 
of study involves extensive group work 
and a report on local social justice, all of 
which are impeded by restrictions. This 
report notably involves on-the-ground 
fieldwork experience, gathering available 
information from activists and workers. 
These connections forged in person could 
pave the way for future employment and 
facilitate understanding and growth 
in a way that is less replicable online. 
Social work student Josephine McLeod 
reiterates, “group work is inherent to the 
degree and its outcome; social dynamics 
are key to social work practice, and the 
inability to study in environments that 
best facilitate this collaboration has been 

a challenge for students and academics 
alike.” 

Units in the final year of social work 
were also affected by COVID-19 last and 
this year; some units are only taught 
in intensive mode, and were entirely 
transported online. Notably, the key 
domestic violence and child protection 
unit, which underpins many students’ 
desire to do social work, was held online 
in 2020. Social work content is uniquely 
distressing for many students, and the 
isolated environment of 2020 worsened 
the experience for many.

Arguably the beating heart of the 
social work degree is the required 
placements completed in third and fourth 
year. Honi spoke to three social work 
students at USyd and found an array of 
different situations into which students 
were plunged. For some, placement work 
resumed online and students never felt 
the same reward or satisfaction. For 
others, placement work was cancelled and 
rescheduled many times. This affected 
the certainty of degree progression, and 
placed further barriers on graduating. 

The nature of social work placements 
also changed based on community 
need, and this often placed students in 
precarious situations. Some students 
were sent to a COVID-19 testing clinic 
in order to aid the community before 
the vaccination rollout, and others were 
helping at emergency rooms in hospitals, 
forced to wear PPE all day. Rural 
placements were suddenly cancelled, so 
students were forced to abandon plans to 
settle elsewhere for three months. 

For some current final-year students 
whose placements were never able to 
launch last year, they are now faced with 
the insurmountable task of completing 
two placements this year in order to 
graduate. This equates to 1000 hours 
of unpaid, emotionally and physically 
taxing labour. For student Jazzlyn Breen, 
“the pandemic has highlighted some 
of the precarious aspects of social work 
placements… that are incompatible 
with the social justice goals of social 
work.” In general, the degree requires 
that students devote thousands of their 
hours to unpaid labour, which for many 
proves impossible given many other 
economic and emotional demands. As the 
university recovers from the pandemic, 
critical discussion is needed surrounding 
how all students are financially and 
emotionally supported during the 
invaluable experience of placements.

Despite the many challenges unique 
to social work degrees, especially when 
precarity is worsened by COVID-19 
and cuts to staff, social work students 
articulate their deep love for their degree, 
and the hard-working academics and 
tutors who have wrestled with adapting a 
hands-on degree for online delivery. This 
degree is often undertaken by students 
incredibly passionate about supporting 
the community, and out of a pure love for 
social justice. It is important that through 
all circumstances, each student’s love is 
similarly nurtured. 

COVID’s impact on social work degrees
MAXIM SHANAHAN

ART BY CLAIRE OLLIVAIN

Belinda Hutchinson should not be leading 
any university.

KRISTIN MIAO AND ARIANA 
HAGHIGHI

The pandemic has highlighted some of 
the precarious aspects of social work 

placements.

Time’s up for Belinda Hutchinson

The Afghanistan national men’s 
cricket team were scheduled to 
play a test match against Australia 

in Hobart this November, pandemic 
permitting. Such a match would have 
been a pivotal moment for Afghan 
cricket. An overseas Test in Australia is a 
coveted fixture for any cricketing nation, 
representative of true belonging on the 
test stage. However, citing their ‘sport 
for all’ mantra, governing body Cricket 
Australia (CA) released a statement 
claiming the match would not go forward 
until the Taliban’s reported position of 
prohibiting women from playing cricket 
changed. This prohibition contravenes 
the International Cricket Council’s (ICC) 
requirement that members have both 
a men’s and women’s national team, 
raising questions for the global body 
as well. Since then, Australian captain 
Tim Paine has called for Afghanistan to 
be banned from the upcoming ICC Tt20 
World Cup, Afghanistan’s Tt20 captain 
and best-known player Rashid Khan has 
resigned as captain, and the Taliban 
appeared to soften their position on the 
issue. In a rapidly changing environment, 
powerbrokers of the game and fans 
more generally must be careful in their 
application of sanctions. Disqualification 

ought to pursue the distinct goal of 
protecting women’s ability to participate 
in cricket in Afghanistan instead of 
avoiding futile and punitive measures 
with ambiguous benchmarks for success.

Politics is heavily intertwined with 
Afghan cricket. While the sport was 
introduced as early as 1839 by the 
British during the Anglo-Afghan wars, 
Afghanistan is unlike other cricketing 
nations in that the game was popularised 
with displaced Afghans in refugee camps 
in Pakistan’s Nnorth -Wwest Ffrontier 
Province in the late 20th century. The 
Taliban initially banned the sport, 
although gave it an exemption from its 
blanket sports ban and subsequently grew 
the sport rapidly for male-only teams. 
They became an affiliate member of the 
ICC in 2001, and since 2009 the game has 
seen massive growth, in part because of 
cricket’s inclusion as an official part of 
the national sports curriculum in schools.

As a full test-playing nation since 
2017, the Afghanistan men’s cricket 
team had been flagged by the Taliban 
as valuable in garnering international 
legitimacy. Doing so would continue 
the strong history of the use of sport 
for political purposes. On one hand, a 
strong international sporting presence 
has large symbolic value for nations 
on the international periphery. Mere 
participation in global events normalises 
a country’s international inclusion and 
subconsciously has the effect of glossing 
over the crimes of their governments. If 
a national team is successful, national 

unity is presented through the virile 
notions of strength on which autocratic 
governments thrive. Yet sport can 
also have the effect of fracturing 
national communities with supporters 
forging strong allegiances based on 
commonalities other than nationality. 
Stadiums can become arenas of mass 
dissent, with the anonymity and capacity 
for collective protest that crowds offer 
being recently used in football stadiums 
to challenge autocratic governments in 
Turkey and Iran in a way that is otherwise 
inaccessible.

A cricketing boycott of Afghanistan 
is considered a way of leveraging these 
dynamics. Sporting boycotts differ 
from other international sanctions 
because they are immediately visible 
to the population and can manipulate 
governments’ deep attachment to 
particular national sporting teams. But 
CA and the ICC perhaps care more about 
the symbolic rejection of human rights 
that a boycott offers. That a CA media 
release claims there is “no other option” 
but to cancel the match speaks to the 
perception that participating in sports 
matches against a country in a sense 
legitimises its government.

Weighing against sanctions, it 
is argued that banning a team from 
participating in competitions is unfair 
to the players and even the fans affected, 
as they cannot be held responsible for 
the actions of their government and are 
arguably without significant power to 
generate change. It is also concerning if 

we consider what countries have been 
sanctioned, for questions are raised about 
arbitrary selections based on western 
perceptions. The most persuasive 
argument is that sanctions are ineffective, 
with the sanctioning of a sport’s team 
being unlikely to challenge the deeply 
held ideological or strategic positions 
of a government. With a spokesperson 
for the Taliban government’s cultural 
commission recently telling SBS that, 
“We will not cross Islamic values even 
if it carries opposite reactions. We will 
not leave our Islamic rules,” a cricketing 
boycott may well encounter this problem.

Negotiating these arguments is 
tricky and requires precise targeting of 
condemnation rather than performative 
acts. For the position of CA and the ICC 
to be successful, boycotts should be 
limited to targeting female participation 
in cricket in Afghanistan. In giving a 
specific and relatively simple measure for 
the Taliban to consider, Cricket Australia 
can justify the targeting of Afghanistan 
as opposed to Pakistan, ranked 136th on 
the Gender Equality Index. The Taliban 
conceding that women will be allowed to 
play “soon” is a sign that the boycott may 
be having an effect.

Sports boycotts and the Afghanistan case
LUKE CASS

On Australia’s deicsion to scrap the 
Afghanistan test.
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Being a student at USyd can feel 
like being a drop in the ocean. 
We sit in our bedrooms each day, 

one blurred background awash in a Zoom 
gallery. We (try to) stay focused while 
our overworked and underpaid teachers 
attempt to conjure a miracle and make our 
online experience engaging.

We zone in and out, adrift.
Scott Morrison and the Liberal 

government’s tertiary education policies 
can feel like an overwhelming current: 
Arts fees are hiked, funding per student is 
slashed, university staff are excluded (three 
times) from JobKeeper.

The National Tertiary Education Union 
(NTEU) and student activist groups fight 
against the current. But sometimes it 
feels like we are in boats without oars; our 
education, at best, manages to tread water.

Instead of throwing a lifeline, University 
managers help push us under. The mini-

Morrison Vice-Chancellors (and their 
corporate manager teams) slash jobs, 
capsize departments and throw degrees 
overboard. For them, a surplus is more 
valuable than our education. As the former 
interim Vice-Chancellor Stephen Garton 
described the University to me once: “It’s a 
business!”

There are, however, vital moments 
when enough drops converge to create a 
counter current.

For months, the Departments of 
Theatre and Performance Studies (TaPS) 
and Studies of Religion (SoR) have faced 
the axe in the Faculty of Arts and Social 
Sciences (FASS), despite FASS recording a 
$35 million surplus in 2020 and projecting 
a $135 million surplus in 2021. This $3.6 
million cut, as Dean Annamarie Jagose’s 
story spun, was somehow necessary for the 
future sustainability of our education.

Students are often furious with 
management’s priorities and their disregard 
for quality education. The question is: What 
can we do about it?

As the cuts emerged last semester, staff 
in TaPS and SoR started a campaign to “Save 
USyd Arts.” Two online petitions quickly 
accrued over 2000 signatures collectively. In 

collaboration with student activists, a rally 
brought 100 staff and students together in 
the final week of Semester 1.

Stuck on Zoom in Semester 2, activism 
faced challenges. Importantly, however, the 
politics remained clear: build wide-spread, 
political opposition to the plan and present 
it in the Dean’s face, over and over again.

Sydney College of the Arts student 
and Save USyd Arts activist Isla Mowbray 
learned from the campaign that “there is 
power in collective action. We won this 
campaign through building mass support in 
the student body, through many lecture and 
tutorial announcements, passing motions 
and having conversations about why these 
cuts are happening more broadly.”

Students began by organising hundreds 
to sign an open letter to Dean Jagose. 
Motions opposing departmental cuts were 
passed in over 30 Zoom classes, one even 
to the Dean’s face during her guest lecture 
in FASS2100. Off the back of these motions, 
almost 150 students mobilised (with 
another 150 staff in attendance) to watch 
students grill the Dean at her weekly staff 
meeting. This meeting passed yet another 
motion of opposition to the cuts, again 
showing her the depth of opposition.

A week later, the Dean announced that 
Department cuts were off the table. Nick 
Reimer of the NTEU reflected, “when it 
becomes clear that the political price is too 
high, the financial imperatives miraculously 
disappear.”

Similarly, the Head of TaPS, Paul Dwyer, 
said that “to hear the Dean affirming the 
University’s commitment to the area of 
culture, including performing arts, was 
extremely heartening, and the student voice 
has been really important in this outcome.”

Despite reneging on departmental 
cuts, the Dean is still proposing curriculum 
reform. Undergraduate courses with less 
than 24 enrolled students could be cut; so 
too could postgraduate courses with less 
than 16 enrolled.

Students must pool together and again 
make a wave that crashes down on the Dean 
to save a diverse and quality education in 
FASS.

I encourage every student to join the 
ongoing Save USyd Arts campaign at the 
Education Action Group meetings and fight 
against every axe this University wields.

The Save USyd Arts campaign has 
shown that if students dare to struggle, 
students can dare to win.

When drops become waves: On the campaign to save the Arts

Moonlight over City Road: How I love the Fisher courtesy bus 

KELTON MUIR DE MOORE

The Save USyd Arts campaign 
has shown that if students dare to 
struggle, students can dare to win.

JESSICA SYED

Reminiscing the surreal experience of 
riding the campus bus.

After seven long months of the 
‘Save USyd Arts’ campaign, it has 
finally been confirmed that the 

departments of Theatre and Performance 
Studies, and Studies in Religion will not be 
cut at the University of Sydney. This victory 
is the result of sustained, collective, and 
creative pressure from staff, students, the 
NTEU, and community, and is a testament 
to the power we have when we stand 
together in solidarity. 

The importance of this win cannot be 
understated. Amid a global crisis in the arts 
and education sectors that has seen one in 
five university jobs lost across Australia, 
we have not only shown University 
management that cultural practice and 
creative research matters, but also how we 
can win what at first seem like impossible 
fights when we come together. 

Despite our consistent appeals for 
clarity, management would neither 
confirm or deny what we perceived to be 
the specific threats to the departments. 
As a joint honours graduate and aspiring 
PhD candidate in both departments and 
a staff member of Studies in Religion, I 
threw myself into the fight to protect the 
disciplines in which I had found a home — 
and perhaps more importantly, envisioned 
a future. 

So, for seven brutal months my work 
and future, along with that of colleagues, 
students and our departments were 
uncertain. Sadly, as anyone working in the 
arts or education will tell you, this visceral 
experience of devaluation and anxiety is 
nothing new. But what was perhaps worse 
than this, was the overwhelming sense that 
my work, our work, didn’t matter — at least 
not in the neoliberal system which puts 
profit before education and perceives the 
pursuit of learning and creativity to be a 
privilege, not a right.  

Although ‘God’ and ‘Art’ are easily 
commodifiable under capitalism, questions 
of value and viability are often thrown back 
in the faces of artists, students, academics, 
and others who pursue something not for 
profit, but the pleasure or power of it. In the 
case of Theatre and Performance Studies, 
and Studies in Religion, what we do and 
look at operates in an economy well beyond 
financial terms.  To study and critically 
engage with creative and cultural practices 
such theatre and religion is central to our 
ability to create, critique and explore what it 
is to be alive. We are interested in and take 
seriously, the multitude of ways in which 
humans encounter the world and cultivate 
spaces in which we meaningfully dwell. 
Knowledges and practices that sit outside 
the realm of possibility, the empirically 
verifiable or economically quantifiable 
— things like embodiment, subjectivity, 
experience, energy, feeling, fantasy, divinity 
— are at the heart of what we do. We explore 
the possibilities of experience, the limits of 
the self and our relationship to others and 
the world around us.  

And so, while any proposed cuts to 
education are deplorable, these attacks 
were, and continue to be, ideological. After 
working creatively for ten years, family 
and friends were puzzled by my decision 
to return to university — a desire to learn, 
to deepen my thinking and expand my 
creative practice appeared to be indulgent, 
let alone a waste of time if it did not leave 
me ‘Job Ready’.  But the power and purpose 
of an Arts degree lies in its unsuitability for 
this world. As one colleague put it to me — 
it prepares you for a world that doesn’t exist 
yet. It’s up to you to create it. 

And so, part of our responsibility, as 
artists, academics, and creatives, comes 
with our skill set — we are radicals, critical 
thinkers, dreamers, testers of limits and 
cultivators of fantasy. Plato famously railed 
against the power of the poet and saw them 
as a threat to the Republic. Artists, and Arts 
graduates, are dangerous. Through our work 
we challenge society, speak truth to power 

and show the world what is possible. It is no 
coincidence that both sectors, the arts and 
public universities, were offered little to no 
assistance in the Liberal Government’s Job 
Keeper Scheme. This is in addition to the 
cost of an Arts degree increasing by 113% 
in 2020. It is staff and students bearing the 
brunt of these ideological attacks — those 
in power would see us fed and watered but 
kept in our place: outside the city gates. 

But we have breached the citadel. And 
so, as I see it, the opportunities of this 
moment are many. Over the course of the 
pandemic, we have endured the loss of 
our rituals, special events and community. 
The importance of these practices only 
materialise when we are confronted with 
their disappearance — the vastness of the 
space that is left in their absence. I would 
argue that the same can be said for the two 
supposedly small departments — faced 
with their potential closure it was beyond 
galvanising to witness the groundswell 
of support from staff, students, artists, 
academics, and community members from 
around the world. Thousands of voices 
came together to resoundingly support the 
departments, not only for their institutional 
and cultural importance, but for the type 
of knowledges, communities and practices 
they investigate, support and champion. 
As we emerge from the supposed ‘cave’ 
of COVID-19, we now have tangible 
possibilities to reimagine creative and 
cultural practice at the University and its 
place in society beyond. 

Although we are celebrating the win 
today, the fight and campaign continues. 
There are still proposed cuts to courses, 
casual jobs, and degrees ahead. Earlier 
this year, FASS Dean Annamarie Jagose 
remarked that the status quo was untenable. 
I would have to agree. The status quo is the 
systemic defunding of cultural and creative 
disciplines which are practice led. The status 
quo is the devaluing of forms of knowledge, 
pedagogy and value that sit outside of the 
economically quantifiable. The status 
quo is creative and cultural practice being 

considered a luxury. The status quo is 
gutting arts and humanities faculties for the 
sake of profit margins. We must carry the 
power and joy of this win as we continue 
to collectively imagine a different status 
quo. We must join with other universities 
and demand that the Group of Eight fight 
with and for us, comprehensively and 
unequivocally condemning the systemic 
underfunding of not only public tertiary 
education but also the arts sector.

After I had logged off from the all-
staff zoom meeting with the FASS Dean, I 
was exhausted and elated. The possibility 
of a future had been returned to me, to 
my departments, to my colleagues, to my 
fellow students — to us. The moment of 
catharsis had left me overcome and unable 
to speak. I was called not to words, but to 
movement and music. I wrapped my arms 
tightly around my body and slow danced 
with myself to the stomping honky tonk of 
the Rolling Stones’ ‘Sweet Virginia’.  

Acknowledging that this piece will go 
to print fifteen weeks into Sydney’s long 
COVID-19 lockdown, I can assure you that 
your own moment of catharsis will come — 
I can only imagine the ways you have been 
existing, surviving but not living. I don’t 
know when, but it will come — when life will 
return to you, when things feel good again. 
That moment will not appear to you in 
concrete, cognitive, empirical data — there 
will be no 11am press conference.  It might 
present itself in the feeling of the sun on 
your maskless face, on the crowded dance 
floor of a rock gig, in the meeting of your skin 
with another’s as you are held by a friend or 
a lover for the first time, or in the sensation 
of wonder as you are unexpectedly moved 
by a work in an art gallery. These are the 
moments, the places in which we not only 
exist, but truly live — in experience, art, 
poetry, community, connection, culture. 
Wittgenstein was wrong — our words are 
not the limit of our world.  Sometimes only 
rock and roll and swaying hips will do. 

The poets inside the Republic
ALANA LOUISE BOWDEN

The power and protest of the arts.

Have you ever found yourself in 
Fisher at an ungodly hour? For 
some, 10pm is not that ungodly. 

But when I have been looking out the 
window at the Victoria Park pool for 
hours, and watched the sun go down as 
fluorescent overhead lights illuminate 
my diseased reflection before me, I know 
it’s time to go home. I know it’s time to 
go home when I realise it’s been nearly 
twelve hours since I wafted off the train 
at Redfern in the morning and onto 
campus.

Even if it feels “safe enough” to walk 
back to Redfern, or I could use the fresh air 
and movement, I find myself gravitating 
towards the Fisher courtesy bus that runs 
in the evenings during semester. Outside 
the looming chocolate façade of the 
library, it looks like some kind of novelty 
tourist bus, especially when the driver 
is leaning casually on its door, smoking 
— though perhaps the smoking part is a 
figment of my imagination. 

Having already freaked out inside the 
library as to whether I will miss the bus, 
I usually arrive at the stop ten minutes 
early. I am allowed on by the driver and 
the hum of the artificial heating greets 
me. How peaceful. I have always found 
the bus to be simultaneously eerie and 
comforting. Time passes so slowly while 
I am strapped up in my seat watching 
students flit in and out of the library. It 
feels oddly surreal, as if watching a time-
lapse of campus.

Frankly, the minibus environment 
reminds me of warm experiences of 
love and solidarity. Whenever I’m in 
Bangladesh, we somehow arrange fifteen 
family members into one dingy minibus 
to get from the main city of Dhaka to a 
more rural area where my grandparents’ 
house is. It also reminds me of the SRC 
hiring two minibuses to send a student 
junket to the Central Coast to stack 
out an undemocratic Co-Op Bookshop 
general meeting back in 2017. I think 
of discussions in my friend’s Tarago on 
road trips here and there, and how I miss 
those times. 

As I nostalgically reminisce on the 
stationary bus, more students arrive 
and are advised passive-aggressively 

to put on their seat belts. I really think 
there is something earnest and romantic 
about being in a minibus with eight 
random people out of the University’s 
60,000 or so students. It is the perfect 
opportunity for a meet-cute, but really, 
we are all tired at this point in the day 
— I at the very least usually find myself 
here during exam season. Students talk 
to their friends about whatever drama is 
presently occupying their social group, 
or put their headphones on and lean 
against the window to wistfully look at 
the scenery. 

The bus takes a bizarre route. The 
average student would seldom find 
themselves on the same path as the bus 
(unless you’re running across campus 
to catch a lecture at Bosch, like I did in 
first year). However, being someone who 
goes to great lengths to romanticise my 
life, I would say the scenery of the route 
is the highlight. At night when we are 
winding down Manning Road towards 
the colleges, the bus driver sometimes 
drives a little bit faster than we need 
to over a speed bump, and then glides 
smoothly towards Wesley — which looks 
like a giant castle — and onto City Road. 
Smooth FM, or something equally droll is 

usually on, and the glow of a green LED 
digital clock at the front reminds me of 
how late it is. 

This specific part of the route is so 
dreamlike to me. This might sound crazy, 
but it feels like driving on the moon in 
a rover, especially when the moon itself 
is out and bright on a particular night. If 
I’ve timed my playlist well, I listen to ‘The 
Dreaming Moon’ by the Magnetic Fields, 
while I hope tomorrow goes better than 
today. Then, after crossing City Road, I 
will peek into the Hermanns beer garden 
to see if any of my friends are hanging 
around. But this happens less and less as 
everyone starts to graduate and move on 
with their lives. 

Sometimes I feel like I am swimming 
lucidly through every life experience I’ve 
ever had as I sit on the bus, as if I’m a 
character in some cringey campus novel. 
But for me, these moments are what 
constitute the cherished and idealistic 
feeling of being a young student. I don’t 
know when my last trip on my beloved 
courtesy bus will be, but I’ll continue to 
choose it over an icy walk to Redfern. 

Where does the past live? More 
specifically, where does our 
past live?

For the most part, our personal 
histories remain confined to the space 
between our ears, the assortment of 
knick knacks one can fit into a bedroom, 
and the internet. This small and frenetic 
rendering of who we are and what we’ve 
loved feels woefully insufficient and 
suffocating all at once. Nowhere is this 
more true than in lockdown, as the slice 
of the world open to us shrinks and we 
begin to spend much more time alone 
with our thoughts.

The internet has allowed the 
modernisation of how we charter 
ourselves in spaces beyond inscribing 
initials in the softening bark of trees 
and in particular, gay geographical 
representation beyond rainbow crossings 
in various Inner West suburbs. Queering 
the Map is a cartography of global LGBT 
life. Users from around the world can 

add their own memories, stories, and 
experiences of queerness to the digital 
map with the click of a button. In this 
way, the site promises to “preserve our 
histories and unfolding realities, which 
continue to be invalidated, contested, 
and erased.”

The map takes a while to load when 
I first click on the site: The shape of 
North America is traced by thousands 
of pinpoints, state and national borders 
obscured by a litany of queer experiences. 
I quickly scroll down to Australia. There 
is a smattering of pin drops across the 
centre while the coastal capitals are 
invisible under a smudgy black pile of 
entries. Unsurprisingly, King Street is 
rendered as a major arterial road.  

“I was a big sapphic mess here!”, 
exclaims someone in Marrickville. In 
another entry over Rockwood, the author 
regrets never telling the deceased how 
they felt. Despite all of this being publicly 
available, it still feels like betraying a 
secret to commission it to words. These 
memories are not mine to divulge nor is 
this space.

Space (by space I mean the physical 
world) is always a thousand things at 
once. Political, sentimental, fraught, and 
dripping with the meaning supplanted 
on it by generations and cultures over 

thousands of years. Any map attempting 
to capture space in its entirety will 
inevitably fall short, and the beauty of 
Queering the Map lies in the simplicity of 
the idea. The entries scattered across the 
map feel anything but complete: merely 
hinting at the enormity of the queer 
experience. The sentimentality of space 
hides itself in plain sight, waiting silently 
at intersections and train stations, in 
national parks and under the roofs of 
unassuming suburban homes. For many 
queer people, it is this inconspicousness 
that makes space such a powerful vessel 
of memory. 

Chronicling queer life is nothing 
new. Since 1978, the Australian Queer 
Archives has built an extensive collection 
of LGBT history, swelling to six hundred 
shelf metres in their Melbourne 
headquarters. These fragments of the 
past are vital to preserving a history of 
love, resistance, and resilience, though 
they are intangible in the midst of 
lockdowns across the Eastern seaboard. 
We must find the history we cannot hold 
elsewhere. 

When Queering the Map went live 
in 2017, none of its creators could have 
imagined the way physical space would 
come to haunt us in a few years time, the 
pandemic rendering the world outside 

our homes elusive and often illegal 
to visit. Time outside is painstakingly 
measured to comply with health orders 
and heavily regulated borders sneer in 
the face of those who have ever loved 
anyone, anywhere else in the world.

In the last nine weeks, I doubt I have 
travelled anywhere further than a ten 
minute car ride from my home. I scroll 
across the suburbs I onced strolled—
Croydon, Camperdown, Parramatta, 
Balmain. I can’t hope to see or touch 
them and I’m not sure when I will be able 
to again. For now, this world is entirely 
virtual. 

The past lives in computers and brain 
cells and at the bottom of jammed bedside 
drawers. Accessing it, particularly in the 
form of wistful lockdown reminiscing, 
can be incredibly lonely.

Queering the Map is an antidote to 
that. One minute you’re amazed that 
someone else had their life changed on 
the same suburban station platform 
as you did, the next you’re reeling at 
the sordid accounts of encounters in 
campus bathrooms. It is a reminder that 
history is collective, and in a finite space, 
overlapping. Even in the cramped, virtual 
world we find ourselves living in, the 
ground underfoot is alive with memory. 

GRACE LAGAN
ART BY RHEA THOMAS

The renewed meaning of archiving 
queer space in lockdown.
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As I sit here and realise that I am 
set to become a Registered Nurse 
in six months, I feel excited, 

nervous, and then afraid. My placements 
at various hospitals and my work at the 
New South Wales Nurses and Midwives’ 
Association (NSWNMA) have revealed to 
me much more than what I had bargained 
for. Another day of COVID-19 is another 
anguishing moment for nurses and 
midwives, and every day is harder than 
the last. Wave after wave of pandemic 
erodes whatever infrastructure is left, 
hammering the nail in the coffin of a 
healthcare system at the brink of collapse.

I have witnessed the rushed confusion 
blurring into the chaos of the hospital, 
frightened patients tended to by frantic 
nurses, as it dawns that there are not 
enough medical staff to keep them safe. 
No one is safe. Nurses and midwives are 
overloaded, overworked, burnt out and 
feeling intense job dissatisfaction. They 
put their own health at risk every day 
they are exposed to COVID-19 and fear 
bringing it home to their families. 

Students are doing similar work on 
placements but are not getting paid for 
the danger we’re exposed to, offered 
even less support than paid staff — so 
essentially, none at all. While you may 
have seen this in the media, I will tell you 
the insider’s perspective of the danger 
that is unfolding in hospitals and what 
we can do to create a better system. 
While these issues have been made more 
apparent by lockdown, they are in reality 
entrenched issues that have plagued the 
nursing and midwifery professions for 
decades. Frankly speaking, nurses and 
midwives are going through hell and you 
and your family will be just as affected by 
this as I am. 

Unsafe working environments
Violence in the workplace

At 18, I worked at an Aged Care facility 
as an Assistant in Nursing (AIN), caring 
for people who had dementia and were 
no longer independent. There were no 
Registered Nurses in the early mornings, 
leaving just myself and one or two other 
AINs to help around 20 people. While 
helping the residents get dressed, eat or 
change their bedsheets, I was often hit 
and was even punched once. I didn’t think 
much of it, but looking back I realise I had 
experienced something traumatic and 
was offered no support. 

Violence in healthcare is frequent 
and becomes just another brunt of 
everyday life. Nursing is the profession at 
greatest risk of workplace violence. One 
Australian study found that a quarter of 
participants reported being physically 
abused and experiencing sexually 
inappropriate behaviour. Shockingly, 
76% of participants said that they had 
experienced verbal violence in the past 
six months. In another Australian survey, 
70% of nurses and midwives reported 
experiences of violence and aggression 
at work in the past year, and at least 25% 
reported that it was on a regular basis. 
The survey revealed that 79% of violent 
incidents against nurses were instigated 
by patients and 48% by the relatives of 
patients. I can’t help but think that if I 

had sufficient time to tend to over ten 
people, the residents wouldn’t have felt 
agitated to the point of violence.

Given 9 out of 10 nurses and midwives 
are women, workplace violence is a 
gendered issue that reflects the broader 
trend of countless, tragic events of 
violence towards women in society. NSW 
Health claims to have a zero-tolerance 
policy for violence and bullying, but this 
policy is rarely enforced. Dealing with 
the daily possibility of being harmed is 
one of the many reasons why nurses and 
midwives deserve more respect and a 
higher pay grade. No law or organisation 
in Australia has gone far enough to 
prevent violence towards medical staff, 
contributing to the avalanche of reasons 
nurses experience fatigue and leave the 
profession, which ultimately puts our 
healthcare system at risk.

Absence of COVID-19 Personal 
Protective Equipment (PPE)

It comes as no surprise that the people 
most at risk of catching the COVID-19 
Delta strain in NSW are frontline workers 
who encounter hundreds of people, face-
to-face, on a daily basis. Medical staff 
require fit testing, which are masks and 
other protective items that are more 
effective at preventing the spread of 
COVID-19 in hospitals than a regular 
facemask. While you might assume 
the government is providing adequate 
supplies of fit testing equipment to every 
medical worker in NSW, almost half of 
nurses and midwives have not been fit-
tested. 

In my personal experience, as a 

student on placement and working in 
COVID-19 vaccination hubs, I have also 
not been fit-tested, and neither have my 
peers. Even though COVID-19 has caused 
the deaths of more nurses than World War 
I, the plight of nurses continues to fall on 
the deaf ears of the Liberal government, 
who are actively making things worse.

Understaffing
More people are being admitted to 
hospital as disease and chronic illness 
rates rise in the population but there 
has been no increase in nurses to 
match, aggravating the serious issue of 
understaffing in NSW hospitals. 

Currently, public hospitals use a 
staffing model called Nursing Hours Per 
Patient Day (NHPPD). NHPPD is used to 
calculate the amount of nurses needed per 
shift based on the workloads of individual 
wards and hospitals. This model has led 
to inadequate staffing in NSW hospitals 
for the past couple of decades. One 
of its disadvantages is that a lengthy 
negotiation with management is required 
if more nurses are needed for each shift, 
usually while staffing levels are unsafe. 
Often, more staff can’t be rostered due to 
a lack of funding and qualified staff. 

A report evaluating the success of the 
NHPPD model found that it is sometimes 
not adhered to, meaning that not enough 
nurses are rostered to match the perceived 
workload. Notably, this problem was 

more common in regional hospitals. The 
consensus among NSW nurses is that 
the NHPPD model does not effectively 
account for patient workload, which 
creates further issues when negotiating 
for increased staff when workloads are 
high.

The main problem with the current 
model is that it’s not reflective of the 
rapidly-changing nature of hospital work. 
I have witnessed Registered Nurses who 
are rostered to work five eight-hour shifts 
a week, but have to do at least two double 
shifts a week just to come back the next 
morning at 7am, on repeat, with less 
than eight hours off between sixteen-
hour shifts. I have also seen nurses who 
work three twelve-hour shifts a week 
and are supposed to have four days off, 
only to be given two days off, then three 
more twelve-hour shifts — and their 
roster has been like this for months. This 
tenuous situation undoubtedly creates 
social pressure among nurses as well. 
If you say no to overtime, you feel that 
you are letting your colleagues down 
because they will have a more stressful 
and dangerous shift without you. Nurses 
are exhausted and burnt out, with no 
life outside of work, but if you say no to 
overtime you are shamed and overlooked 
for career opportunities. 

These problems compromise patient 
safety. Nurses and midwives have to 
watch on as their patients suffer, unable 
to help when their hands and wards are 
full. When these issues inevitably turn 
into patient deaths, nurses are often first 
to be blamed. This has led to nurses and 
midwives leaving their professions in 

droves, escalating the persistent global 
nurse shortage. Faced with unmanageable 
workloads, the quality of care nurses can 
provide is reduced, vital medications are 
missed, and errors are more likely to be 
made. Understaffing of nurses in hospitals 
elevates the risk of healthcare-associated 
infections, pressure area wounds, deep 
vein thrombosis and mortality. This puts 
not only nurses at risk, but any person 
who is unfortunate enough to find 
themselves in a NSW hospital. 

The NSW Health Minister, Brad 
Hazzard, has stated amongst the 
catastrophe of the current COVID-19 
surge that NSW hospitals are 
appropriately staffed. It would appear 
that Hazzard has not stepped into a public 
NSW hospital for many years. This is not 
the reality. The system can barely cope. 
Nurses and midwives have been forced to 
withstand the mounting pressure on the 
healthcare system for years. While we are 
routinely applauded for our efforts, we 
are completely ignored when we cry out 
for help.

Possible Solutions
Nurse-to-patient ratios

One of the ways to combat understaffing 
and mitigate violence towards nurses 
and midwives is staff-to-patient ratios. 
Only three state jurisdictions in the world 
currently have legally mandated nurse-
to-patient ratios for all nurses: California, 

Victoria and Queensland. The NSWNMA 
has pushed for the NSW Government 
to legally require nurse/midwife-to-
patient ratios for decades, yet they have 
repeatedly declined, claiming that it 
would be too expensive. This is despite 
patient ratios in Queensland having been 
estimated to save $AUD55.2m to $83.4m 
as it boosted the quality of care provided, 
resulting in lower patient readmissions, 
faster recovery rates, and reducing 
lengths of stay in hospital. 

Research also shows that better 
nurse-to-patient ratios saves hundreds of 
lives, increases the quality of healthcare 
received, and significantly reduces 
burnout. Ratios provide better working 
conditions for staff, including by reducing 
the rates of violence, and improving 
the low retention rates of Registered 
Nurses. Without nurse-to-patient ratios, 
anyone in hospital has a lower chance of 
recovering, and is at a much higher risk of 
dying or receiving poor care. 

The COVID-19 pandemic has shown 
just how essential nurses are to hospitals, 
as well as to society. Shouldn’t the 
government be doing whatever it can to 
ensure that the most essential workers 
are well-treated in their jobs? In the last 
NSW state election in 2019, the Labor 
Party promised nurse/midwife-to-patient 
ratios and the NSWNMA supported 
this promise, however, Labor has not 
recommitted to this promise. Securing 
nurse-to-patient ratios is one of the most 
pressing and important issues facing NSW 
today. Why is no organisation other than 
the NSWNMA pushing for it? It should 
be an issue that every person fights to 
improve because it affects everyone. 

Prestige boost
As mentioned, nurses are repeatedly voted 
the number one most trusted profession. 
While polls may demonstrate a high 
public opinion of nurses and midwives, 
here lies an obvious discrepancy: how 
many people know what nurses even 
do? Labelled as ‘healthcare heroes’ since 
the start of the COVID-19 pandemic, I 
am confused by how little the general 
public knows of what nurses actually do. 
I cannot count the number of times that 
I have heard people say “aren’t nurses 
just doctors’ assistants?”, and “nursing 
must be easy, all you do is personal care.” 
“Who could possibly want to be a nurse 
over a doctor?” said a family member, 
despite having a sister, a brother-in-law, a 
sister-in-law and a daughter who pursued 
nursing. 

The reality is that nursing is both as 
similar as it is different to medicine. If 
nursing was considered to be a prestigious 
and important job, rather than the lower 
tier of the healthcare hierarchy, there 
would be an influx of students studying 
nursing which would help rebuild and 
populate the much-depleted nursing 
workforce.

Nursing was once considered a trade. 
Historically, girls would drop out of school 
and undergo a few years of hospital-
based training under the supervision of 
senior nurses. Note that these nursing 
students were paid. Now, we pay to go 
on placement for over 800 hours and 
even our transport costs aren’t covered. 
This is another reason less people are 
entering the profession, because it is hard 
to perform unpaid work when you have 
rent to pay. 

Nursing was eventually 
professionalised in Australia in the 1990s, 
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transforming hospital-based training into 
a university degree. Despite now being 
tertiary-educated professionals, the 
lack of status and prestige surrounding 
the nursing profession hasn’t changed. 
Contrary to popular perception, nurses 
don’t follow doctors’ orders. Nurses are led 
by Nursing Unit Managers (NUM) who are 
also nurses, while Midwives are managed 
by a Midwife Unit Manager (MUM). One 
does not complete three to four years of 
a university degree to follow orders from 
someone of a different profession. Instead 
we work together with other professionals 
as a team for the common goal of achieving 
the best outcome for our patients. If a 
doctor prescribes something and the nurse 
does not agree, they can refuse and often 
tell the doctor what they want prescribed 
instead. In rural areas where there is often 
no doctor, nurses and nurse practitioners 
work independently, meeting the needs of 
patients without a physician. 

While people may know that there 
are nurses with different specialties such 
as mental health, theatre, or emergency, 
what is less known is that there are 
different types of nurses with different 
qualifications, skills, responsibilities and 
pay grades. Assistants in Nursing and 
Enrolled Nurses have completed a TAFE 
course, while Registered Nurses have 
graduated from university. Legally, only 
Endorsed Enrolled Nurses and Registered 
Nurses can hold the title of nurse. A 
Registered Nurse, with experience and 
post-graduate qualifications can go on to 
become a Clinical Nurse Specialist, Nurse 
Anaesthetist, Nurse Consultant or Nurse 
Practitioner; just like how with experience 
and further education, doctors and 
allied health professionals can become 
specialists. Nurses have been taking on 
advanced roles for decades with no change 
in public perception. Disregarding the pay 

difference, it is deeply wrong that nurses 
are still not treated with the same level of 
respect as even a newly graduated medical 
student. 

Despite the token appearances of 
‘healthcare heroes’, public opinion of 
the ‘lowly nurse’ has not been swayed. 
Whatever achievements held in our 
name, in our duties or our diligence, are 
seen as an extension of other medical 
professionals, when in reality, it is the 
nurse that touches the life of the patient, 
ensuring compassionate care is given 
always. So much of our respect for people 
is culturally ingrained and determined 
by persistent misogyny in society. It’s 
partly because nursing and midwifery are 
still female-dominated professions and 
medicine is still male-dominated that 
nurses and midwives are cast in a more 
servile and less qualified light. I long for 
the day where a nurse is seen as just as 
intelligent, qualified, and experienced as a 
doctor and is given the same respect. 

Improved Pay
Prestigious professions are more likely 

to have larger salaries. Despite being 
essential to society and directly impacting 
everyone at some point, nurses are not 
regarded — or paid — as highly as doctors, 
engineers or lawyers. It is obsolete to 
argue that female-dominated professions 
like nurses are not qualified enough to 
deserve a higher salary. You could argue 
that an engineer is employed privately in 
a profitable company and therefore makes 

more money than a nurse in the public 
system. But nurses can also be employed in 
multimillion-dollar private organisations, 
and still don’t get paid the same amount 
as those engineers. Yes, nurses earn more 
than the average wage, but when we take 
into account what nurses do and the 
sacrifices we make, does a nurse’s pay truly 
reflect their qualification, knowledge, 
capabilities, and the risks they are exposed 
to? Could a more competitive salary attract 
more people to the nursing workforce to 
help combat understaffing? 

I appreciate the effort to push for more 
women in male-dominated fields, but why 
has there been no effort to improve the 
pay and prestige of female-dominated 
professions? Or even to push for more men 
to enter these professions? Women are not 
and should not be content with accepting 
lower wages.

Public support
Issues facing nurses and midwives 

will only change with pressure, not just 
from the NSWNMA, but from the entire 
public. We need your help and support in 
making hospitals safe for you and your 
loved ones. Join your union and advocate 
to support the NSWNMA’s campaigns. 
Educate your family and friends on the 
issues that medical staff face and how this 
is fuelling the demise of the healthcare 
system. Pressure the government to 
protect, invest, listen to and support NSW 
hospitals, nurses and midwives. Write to 
your local MP, share these issues on social 
media, tell a nurse and/or midwife that you 

understand what they have been dealing 
with for decades. Follow the NSWNMA and 
join the nurse-to-patient ratio campaign 
once lockdown is over. 

I urge you to join us because nurses, 
midwives, students and patients are 
suffering in a system that is supposed to 
keep them safe. The government refuses 
to risk reaching out their hand to help, 
not for fear of contracting COVID-19, but 
content at the steady demise of health 
workers and patients. We must take action. 
Nurses and midwives have had enough of 
this treatment and of being cannon fodder 
in the Liberal government’s crusade to 
ruin public health in the name of economic 
management, when they are possibly the 
worst economic managers Australia has 
ever had.

***

I am frightened to graduate into a 
profession where violence and burnout 
are part of the job. I’m even more fearful 
that opening up our borders next year will 
turn our already crumbling healthcare 
system to rubble, and that I will be present 
to witness my patients caught in the 
wreckage. Even people without COVID-19 
will die if there is no change now. This 
fate is inevitable within a matter of 
months. Nurses and midwives chose these 
professions knowing about the sacrifices 
we would have to make, but we urgently 
need safer workplaces and increases in 
pay and prestige, which would address the 
shortage of nurses. 

When these changes are finally 
achieved, I can confidently say that you 
would be given the best possible care if 
you ever found yourself needing medical 
help.  

Even though COVID-19 has caused the deaths of 
more nurses than World War I, the plight of nurses 
continues to fall on the deaf ears of the Liberal 
government, who are actively making things worse.

I long for the day where a nurse is seen as just as 
intelligent, qualified, and experienced as a doctor 

and is given the same respect.
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1. the microplastic years

It’s easier now than it used to be, sliding 
through the softly-calling cracks under doors. I 
remember– we remember– the old days, when 
you used to need keys and locks and handles and 
hands and hinges, when the brass doorknobs 
still reflected real faces and glowed like hazel 
pupils in the convex hallucinations of rooms. 
Now, we push ourselves gently under the door 
frames, oozing into the hollow spaces that we 
used to occupy. 

Dust rolls into the folds of our extending 
tendrils as we seep through the living room and 
softly expand throughout the bottom floor. We 
pick up trinkets and photos and an old N64 with 
Ocarina of Time still in the game slot. The power 
has long been out in this neighborhood but we 
can rock our sprawling amoeba-body back and 
forth on the old carpeted floors and carefully 
work up enough charge to power the console. 
Specks of upheaved dust freckle quietly in the 
purple light of the old TV but we are too gooey 
and amorphous to properly hold the controller. 
Slime oozes into the buttons and they get stuck 
down so that you can’t press them again. It 
brings back childhood nights in the basement 
of friend’s houses, playing Mario Sunshine and 
secretly sipping plastic cups of vodka, stolen 
from our parents’ cabinets. 

There are many of these memories, between 
all of us. Microplastic years. Potato chip packets 
by the pool, vanilla coke, thirty-cent kazoos 
and those basketball hoops you hang from your 
door. They make fun of us, now, for all that. They 
made fun of us then, too. A long generation of 
Millennials, long and gooey and falling apart 
forever. 

It’s funny, because they knew then, 
about this. They knew that the plastics slowly 
fragmented into miniature knives, tiny puncture 
wounds that collected in the membranes of your 
cells until they couldn’t stay together anymore. 

By the time they figured out a fix, it was fine 
for our kids but too late for us. All they could do 
was stop the progress. Fifty, sixty years– there 
wasn’t much left to hold us together by the end.

2. seep through us softly

In the kitchen, in the pantry, there are 
usually a couple dozen or so old cans. We ooze 
up the walls, leaving a thin layer of mucus on the 
peeling wallpaper as we search for the rusting 
tins. We absorb them into our body when we 
find them, sucking them down our outer tendrils 
to the thick mass of flesh in the middle of the 
house. The cans bend and crush and leak tomato 

juices and creamed corn and baked beans into 
our bodies and we spit out the used cans through 
the catflap in the back of the house.

This house feels familiar to me, so I ask if 
we can look upstairs. Of course, they say. One of 
us says, remember when we tried to hold my old 
blanket and we seeped right through it? Like a 
colander? And another says, you can’t put back 
the things you touch. Of course, we know.

Finding our old houses happens frequently 
these days, especially as we grow. Our sprawling 
bacterial body is big enough now that we can fill 
up all the spaces in the walls of the house, slowly 
seeping through the electrical ports and holes 
in the plaster. The house groans and sighs and 
shivers as we move through it, inside its inner 
parts and thinking its deepest thoughts. It has 
memories and dreams that in its slumber it has 
forgotten and as our slimy tendrils reach through 
the copper wiring, plumbing and insulation, we 
remember the house for it.

In the upstairs bedroom I find my old 
Asterix collection, a guitar I used to know chords 
for, and a pair of barely-worn blue gumboots 
that I bought for a camping trip where it was 
supposed to rain the whole time but ended up 
being sunny. The posters of rock albums on my 
wall droop in their old age, wet and folded over 
except where the hardened clumps of bluetack 
have merged the yellowed paint to the paper like 
a fungal symbiosis. I try to open my old diary 
but our tendrils just ooze slime all over it and 
the papers fall apart when we touch them. Our 
liquid body fills up the floor of my old room and 
we accidentally knock my old guitar over. The 
instrument, warped with age, is too heavy for us 
to hold now and it just sinks through our body, 
dull and out-of-tune as it vanishes into a foot of 
mucus.

Sometimes people cry when they find 
their old stuff and they remember that they 
no longer have a wrist to put their old Casio 
watch, on or shoulders with which to wear their 
grandmother’s hand-me-down knitted jacket. 
But now, in the tailend of agelessness, none of 
this really feels like mine anymore. It belongs to 
the house, to its decaying slumber and rotting 
floorboards and the unfinished dreams that it 
sings in the night when it is all alone. I don’t 
have any tears for my old things, or tear ducts 
to cry from.

The last time I was here, I walked around 
alone from room to room saying goodbye. 
Why do we always talk to empty houses? We 
ask for closure from the walls and ceilings 
and floorboards and they ask for closure back, 
wondering if they are allowed to remember us 
too. Neither of us can give permission to the 
other, like the bluetack which always pulls up 
the paint, despite its deepest promises. But the 
ritual closes our eyes at night when we silently 
send tears to the rich soil of our new homes, 

scared of change, scared to have grown old. 
Scared that you can never be put back the same 
way again. When I was a kid, I would cry every 
time my mom came home with a new haircut.

If it’s quiet enough, when you move into 
a new house, you can hold your ear close to 
the fresh white paint and listen for the small 
echoing melodies of the last words someone else 
spoke to it. Now, past our bodily years, we fill the 
walls with the slime of our unbecoming and no 
one would want to press their face against the 
wallpaper anymore.

3. whispering and singing

Out past the houses here is untended grass, 
old wheat and long stalks that bristle with the 
happenings of mice and snakes. We move slowly 
down the cracked roads until we find a different 
sign of life. Across the cul de sac there is another 
oozing blob, another Millennial orphanage left 
to wander a world which belongs more now to 
the old houses and young kids. We stop a few 
meters apart in the middle of the tarmac, at an 
intersection near the end of the neighborhood. 
Like us, they are a heaving mass of long-
merged formless flesh, speaking with the raspy 
reverberations of many voices at once:

How many are you? 
I think we are maybe twenty or thirty now.
Most are now leaving the towns.
We’ve been on our own for a while.
You don’t need to be alone longer. There’s a 

lot out there. Thousands and thousands.
At once? All together?
Yes. 
Is that good?
Yes. We left to come find stragglers.
Why… out there?
The soil is rich and good. It’s a good way to 

be. It’s good to be nowhere.
I’m, we’re… scared– 
Come a little closer and remember for 

yourselves.

4. of grass and mice and snakes

Once, early on, a group of us filled in an old 
house that we used to love. This was soon after 
the membrane collapse, when merging was still 
fresh and our children were still disgusted. They 
seeped into the walls of the house and haunted 
it, were haunted by it, becoming the ghost 
stories that they told themselves in the forgotten 
evenings once their kids had stopped coming 
forever. They lived inside the wooden panelling 
and remembered and cried and hungered. 

Eventually they used up the plants and soil 
and the beloved bottlebrush and its rainbow 
lorikeets in their small backyard. So they pushed 
hard against the foundations and against the 
floor and they slowly lifted the house up off 

the ground, creaking and splintering as nails 
separated from their wooden boards. They 
dragged their termite-memories down the road 
like a great snail shell, over the bridge near the 
small creek and past the farms at the edge of the 
city, until they were in the rolling grassy fields 
where they could set the house down again. 

As they drank the rain and worms and grass, 
they filled with the stench of things they forgot 
to remember until they could not fit inside the 
walls and floors and ceilings anymore and they 
spilled out of the house, dripping softly onto the 
prairie beds. The house rotted and fell over and 
lizards lived under the crumbled wood panels 
that the grasses grew over until the house could 
not be found anymore.

5. in the old homes

Out in the whispering valleys past the ends 
of the neighborhood, we roll and slither and gurn 
like a boiling pot of water spilled through the tall 
waving grasses, moving between the thin trees. 
After some days of searching, we find the million 
others. When we meet them we carefully merge 
in, drifting through them, sharing stories and 
memories of gameboys and Calvin and Hobbes 
and airplane dinner trays and the time I got in 
trouble in year seven for selling poorly drawn 
nudes for fifty cents apiece. 

Over time, more and more join us, until 
the thin mucus bulk of our bodies thins out and 
stretches over all the horizons, just an inch or 
two thick across the continent. We part for trees 
and rocks and grasses and footsteps and lizards 
and birds and worms, a giant liquid skin over the 
world.

Sometimes our children walk over us, 
rippling through the tides of our unending 
Earthly body. One day, an army passes over 
us, fighting in the Great Freshwater War of 
‘63. We find their bodies and speak to them in 
their slumber like the houses spoke to us, until 
our slime dissolves the pages of their diaries 
and they can not pick up anything as heavy as 
a guitar. We offer for those still around to join 
us but most refuse, so we eat them secretly after 
they pass away. 

Mostly though, kids splash around in their 
gumboots in our thin puddles, laying their 
head close to the ground to hear the faint sixty-
four bit refrains from generations ago, ghostly 
lullabies in the waning nighttimes. The children 
take fallen sticks from the big gumtrees and 
cast wandlike patterns in us, reverberating 
and echoing, playing the deep and complex 
drumskin harmonics that all membranes vibrate 
with. We sink into the soil and through the 
aquifer and into the roots of plants,  whispering 
small blessings through the cement cracks in the 
basements of houses. It’s a good way to be. Good 
and nowhere.
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Good and Nowhere

Autumn

Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away;
Lengthen night and shorten day:
Every leaf speaks bliss to me
Fluttering from the autumn tree.

—Emily Brontë

They looked like small pale heads, 
submerged in coal. The leaves had already 
been cut and lay motionless on the grass. Limp, 
yellow, green.

‘They’re potatoes,’ my mum said, kneeling 
next to the black container. She reached across 
it, her long hair dragging across the soil. It’s 
brown like mine, but leans into strawberry 
blonde, with loose, looping waves.

Mum grabbed a potato and pulled it free 
from its tangle of milky roots. It was covered 
in soil, so she brushed it off with a thumb. 
She smiled at me and gestured towards the 
container.

I approached, my small hands clammy but 
curious. My fingers wrapped around a potato and 
I flinched slightly – the soil felt like an icebox. I 
pulled harder than I meant to, and it came free, 
the web of roots spraying me with dirt.

My mum chuckled slightly and told me to be 
more gentle. She brushed dirt from my school 
jumper – fire truck red with its ocean, seagull 
logo – and continued to pull potatoes from the 
container.

I looked down at my own potato and 
noticed small eyes poking out from amongst the 
encrusted soil. I always knew they were heads, 
after all.

For perfect potatoes, plant them on a stormy 
night.

Be sure to plant your onions and potatoes
at opposite ends of the garden,
or the “onions will make the taters cry their 

eyes out.”
—Victorian Gardener’s Tip

I’m knelt in the grass, sifting through a 
pile of crunchy leaves. Reds, browns, yellows, 
oranges, dark greens. I wanted to find the perfect 
one. I did this every year.

I shivered as wind blew past me, causing 
my pile of leaves to shudder. I snatched hold of 
them, bringing them into a tight hug.

Then, I saw it, peeking out at the bottom of 
the pile. Burnt orange.

I grabbed it and sprung back towards our 
porch. I jumped the cement step, passing faded 
chairs, an oak table, a worn rug. I stood on my 
tiptoes, stretching to reach the flat head of a nail 
that was never hammered in properly. I drew 
back and smiled up at my trophy leaf, waving in 
the wind.

In the decay of the moon,
A cloudy morn bodes a fair afternoon.

—Devon and Dorset Rhyme

Winter

Silly gardener! Summer goes
And winter comes with pinching toes,
When in the garden bare and brown
You must lay your barrow down!

—R.L. Stevenson

Something heavy and cold slammed into my 
face and I screamed. I twisted to see a blonde 
head sprint away, a broad grin spread across her 
face.

‘Don’t hit me!’ I yelled, tears stinging my 
eyes. I blurrily scooped up some snow from the 
ground and hauled it at her back. She dodged it 
easily and flung another snowball at me. It hit 
my side, the brown fabric of my coat darkening 
in a splotch.

I darted around the apple tree, its long limbs 
brown and bare against the white stillness. My 
jeans, baggy and wide legged, were soaked now. 
I shivered. The jeans stuck to my skin.

My two other sisters were making our 
snowman nearby, with black crooked stones for 
eyes and half a pale carrot for the nose. It rarely 
snowed that much for us to make a snowman. 
The south of England didn’t get much snow, 
especially our small seaside town. So we were 
excited.

Mum called from the porch. She was 
wrapped in olive green, with her bulky black 
camera slung around her neck. She told us to 
huddle together and held the camera up.

‘Say silly sausages,’ she said. We fumbled 
over the words, exploding into giggles.

Carrot, cures and uses
gastric disorders
infertility
to colour butter
stimulate menstruation
relieve urinary retention
wake up genital virtue
cleanse kidneys
carrot tops as decorative hair pieces

—British customs

The couch swallowed me, pulling me deeper 
into its squishy chocolate cushions. My eyes 
were half shut, warmth from the fire soothing 
my cheeks. The fire guard glinted in the light. It 
was copper with a swirl of lilies looping above a 
rising sun. Original Art Nouveau. My mum loved 
it.

My sister nudged me as a loud scratch 
sounded from the back door. I scrambled up, 
shoving my long hair out of my face.

Orange glowed on the horizon from the big 
window and I peered at the glass, hand poised on 
the door handle. The snow had melted leaving 
behind a mush of white sludge. The apple tree 
looked frozen, the garden beds gloomy and wet. 
Little pots swung from the porch roof, dappled 
with dark water.

I opened the door and icy wind immediately 
washed over me. The couch groaned and 
moaned. Axel rushed inside, his long fluffy coat 
looking slightly damp. He knocked a few baubles 
from the tree as he ran and they rolled, red and 
round, to the middle of the room.

I always wished we got more snow. 
Especially on Christmas.

I call her the Red lily, lo she stands
From all the milder sister flowers apart;
A conscious grace in those fair folded arms
Pressed on the guileless throbbing of her heart.

—P.H. Wayne

Spring

Buttercups and daisies,
Oh, the pretty flowers;
Coming ere the Spring-time,
To tell of sunny hours.

—Mary Howitt

My mum would scoop out the flesh of an 
orange and put beer into its empty shell. Then 
she’d place the oranges in the garden beds, 
nestled in shallow holes.

The mornings would bring slugs and snails 
and I’d stare at the oranges, the sun prickling the 
back of my neck. Some were eagerly sliding their 
way forwards, a trail of sticky silk behind them. 
Others were already inside the oranges, drunk 
on liquid gold.

I now know that the brown liquid kills them 
– either they drown or the ethanol in the beer 
gets them.

I didn’t understand at the time, but it still 
made feel a bit uneasy.

Hypericum all bloom, so thick a swarm of 
flowers, like flies,

clothing its slender rods that scarce a leaf 
appears.

—William Cowper

Along with the apple tree, we also had a 
pear tree. It stood surrounded by lavender, 
motherwort and foxgloves. Skullcap, lamb’s-ear 
and bluebells. A rust coloured pot hung from 
one of its long branches, growing chocolate mint 
and spearmint.

I always wanted to try the pears and would 
look up at the tree longingly. A yellow fruit was 
just within my reach. But we weren’t allowed to 
eat them – mum told us they were infested with 
maggots and saw flies. I recoiled away from the 
tree, the fruit no longer appetising. I didn’t even 
really like pears. I still don’t.

Then I hurried across the garden, grass 
rough against my bare feet, to go and play with 
my sisters, pears forgotten.

I jumped the two steps into the back door 
and saw mum. She stood by the big window, 
trickles of afternoon light speckling her skin. 
She wore a lilac singlet, half her hair tied back 
in black elastic.

She swallowed something – a grey pill – and 
said it was St John’s-wort. It was a plant, she 
said, with beautiful golden flowers.

23rd June
Midsummer’s Eve
To protect your home against witches and evil 

spirits, make a garland of the ‘herbs of St. John’ – 
St John’s-wort, plantain, corn marigold, yarrow 
and ivy – and burn it on the Midsummer fire.

St John’s-wort can also be hung in bunches at 
your door and one may look through the flowers at 
the Midsummer fire and never hurt one’s eyes.

An old name for it is amber.
—British superstition and custom

Summer

Come honey-bee, with thy busy hum,
To the fragrant tufts of wild thyme come,
And sip the sweet dew from the cowslip’s head,
From the lily’s bell and violet’s bed.

—Anon

I waved my hand in front of my face, trying 
to disperse the charcoal cloud. My dad, who was 
at the back of the garden, was waving frantically 
too, his moustache bent into a sheepish smile. 
The barbeque, made from rust coloured bricks, 
had a mind of its own.

‘Have you had enough to eat?’ asked mum, 
pointing to the plate in my crossed legs. She was 
sat in a white plastic chair, twisting the grass 
with her bare feet.

Two chicken bones. Mayonnaise smeared on 
the side. Crumbles of potato with flecks of chive 
and flakes of orange nasturtium flowers. Mum 
gathered handfuls of them from the garden for 
the salad. I always liked eating the flowers.

I nodded and mum smiled, crossing her legs 
so that the split in her red skirt fell off her thigh. 
She turned to my sister beside me, who was still 
eating, with chicken grease smeared on her face. 
Sticky.

My dad swore and staggered backwards, 
making us all jump. Orange flames licked their 
way up the fence behind the barbeque, chewing 
through the wood.

He grabbed the nearest thing to him, my 
sister’s full cup of lemonade, and threw it on the 
fire. It went out. A collective sigh of relief rippled 
across the garden.

My sister screwed up her face, staring at her 
now empty cup. She wanted that lemonade.

The nasturtium first bloomed from the blood of 
a Trojan warrior.

The flower symbolises his golden helmet
and the round leaf his shield.
The nasturtium is a tasty addition to salads.

—British Folklore

His teeth were sharp and small, like 
snapping needles. He’d chomp happily on the 
water, drenching his tan and black snout.

I’d shriek and squeal and move as close as I 
could to the apple tree. The heart of the sprinkler 
stood there, shooting out its jets of cold water. 
Axel wouldn’t come that close.

The air was heavy with heat, but the apple 
tree, with very few leaves, provided a splatter of 
shade. Axel jumped towards me and a wave of 
damp dog fur hit me like a wall. I scrunched up 
my nose and laughed, hiding behind the tree.

The apples fitted easily into a small palm 
and would strip the saliva from your tongue. I’d 
chew on them and pull a disgruntled face. They 
were too bitter for me, but the novelty of home-
grown apples was too enticing.

We never got many apples, but it was 
enough.

Here’s to thee, old apple tree!
Whence thou may’st bud and whence thou 

may’st blow
And whence thou may’st have apples enow!

—Twelfth Night Wassailing Song

‘Are you ready?’ asked mum, her hand 
wrapped around the leaves of the potato plant. 
I nodded excitedly, my sisters’ heads bouncing 
in unison.

Mum smiled and with a quick tug, pulled 
the plant up and out of the container. We all 
shrieked hysterically, gazing at the tangle 
of roots beneath the green. There were four 
potatoes – small, white and round with eyes.

Mum frowned slightly, leaning closer to 
look at the roots. Then she plucked each potato 
off, handing one to each of us. It felt cold, rough 
against my soft skin. I rolled it between my 
hands and let the soil decorate my palms.

I asked why there weren’t lots of potatoes. 
Like last time.

Mum smiled again, small lines forming 
beside her blue-green eyes. ‘Don’t worry,’ she 
said, ‘we can plant more seeds in the spring.’ She 
squeezed my arm, her fingers warm and gentle. 
‘Then we’ll have lots of potatoes.’

AYLISH DOWSETT
2nd place Fiction.

You’ll Find Her Heart In The Garden
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“Do you know what we call this?”
“No. What do we call it, Dad?”
“We call it washing the tiles”
The first time I played mahjong, my father 

reminded me how young he was when he first 
learned.

“You know, our parents would go to the 
mahjong dens, and we would sit and watch 
behind them as they played. We were not 
allowed to play, so all we could do was watch. 
We picked up all our skill there. There were 
masters, we learned from them. We learned by 
watching.”

He’d been a street kid in Hong Kong with 
a keen eye, who learned to play because there 
wasn’t a lot to do back in the sixties. I was soft in 
comparison; university educated, a late sleeper 
with bags under my eyes from absent scrolling 
at night.

“You will get better when you play. Hurry 
up!”

We gambled with money from a pot. It all 
went back into circulation. Nothing was serious.

One day, my mum had expressed, at some 
half-way point between nostalgia and jest, that 

she longed to play mahjong with us sometime.
“It’s a family activity!” she insisted, “I just 

want to play, and spend time with us.”
Fortuitously, she received mahjong tiles for 

Christmas.
“How will we find a table?” She asked. A fair 

question.
My father asked for twenty minutes and came 

back with a table he had made by dismembering 
a couple of chairs, and then laying some thin 

cardboard over the back of one of them. He 
held the table together with lots of tape. He was 
resourceful like that. He was resourceful, like he 

needed to be. The kind of resourceful that doesn’t 
go away, no matter how comfortable your life 

eventually becomes.
The whole set up was interesting. It was just 

in a space between our kitchen, and our dining 
room – we had pulled some stools out, one to 
sit on and one to hold all our coins. Everyone 
surrounding each side – as you needed to; my 
mum reminded me, mahjong is possible with 
three players but it is not ideal. And they said it 
slightly differently too. Mah-jeung. I had always 
thought it was jong. 

Washing the tiles, of course, was a 
communal shuffling of a deck of cards. The tiles 
were flat on the table, and everyone made large, 
circular motions, like the currents of a green-
and-white ocean. 

At some point, we decided enough was 
enough, and began making the rows of tiles from 
which the game would be played. Two rows of 
nine. Eighteen. You counted them out, slapped 
them against your side of the table and – hardest 
of all – lifted one row on top of the other. 

See, you could tell my father learned his 
mahjong in the dens. It was from the way he 
held the tiles. Every time he would grab one, 
he would palm it, knock his hand on the table, 
and then show it to himself, just in front of his 

stomach. His hands were elegant. He played like 
he played for money.

My mum played like she had her mother 
over her shoulder. In every half-space of quiet 
during the game, she would say “Oh, your 
grandmother would not approve, if she saw me 
play! You know why?”

I entertained her. Why?
“Gambling. Mahjong is gambling. That’s 

why you don’t need skill to win. Of course, you 
do need to have skill, but there is also luck. You 
cannot control whether you have a good hand or 
not. But mahjong is about gambling.”

I nodded. Sure. 
Unlike my parents, I played mahjong like 

a scavenger. I picked at the tiles like a vulture 
at carrion, all nails, and fingers. I squinted 
forensically at every tile, every symbol. 

“Hurry up!”. Dad got frustrated over small 
things, like the expediency between rounds. 

Two rows of nine. Eighteen. I had the largest 
hands in the family anyways, so I clasped each 
end. My thumbs wandered, unsure of location 
and decorum. 

“You’re not pushing enough. With your 
fingers, you have to use your fifth fingers.”

I pushed, and the row of tiles snapped. 
Buckled, like a bridge with a weakness in the 
middle. The sound it made was that of ivory on 
ivory on wood and cardboard.

A sigh.
“Son is always bad at using his hands. 

Your hand-eye coordination is very poor. See, 
you have to hold the tiles and bring them over 
quickly.”

He said “hand-eye coordination” in English. 
To emphasise the point, I think.

 “Roll!”
“What’s the number?”
“Thirteen.”
“No, did you forget how to count? It’s 

fourteen. Fourteen – who is the banker?”
“Son is.”
The next time I played mahjong, I was with 

my girlfriend.
It was a deal that we’d struck. She brought 

me over to play the Vietnamese version of bingo 
– a loud, chaotic affair, with gambling, alcohol, 

and high spirits. We had all been sat on the 
floor, adults, and children alike. Parents guided 
their children’s’ hand, pointing eagerly to their 
sheets if a number was called. Notes of money 

were scattered around, carelessly under people’s 
kneecaps and feet. 

“Should I do the numbers in Viet?” I asked – 
a half-joke.

“Oh, of course not! Don’t be silly.” She 
paused. “But it would be nice if you did call out the 

numbers. It shows you’re having fun.” 
She was flushing, pink like the cruiser in her 

hand.
“Is your family okay?” she asked. “Have they 

gotten out yet?”
“They are. Some are in quarantining 

in Sydney right now, the others have gone 
to England. They will be out in a couple of 
days. They were lucky with England, they got 
accepted.”

“Yeah, it must be terrible, not being able to 
go back.” She turned to me. “I remember how 
much you said you wanted to take me to Hong 

Kong.”
“No longer on the cards, I guess.” All I could 

offer. “Wait, what just got played?”
Dad responded. I understood the first bit, 

but not the last bit. “Seven what?” He slapped 
me on the head. “Coin! Remember. This, coin.”

Mum laughed and pivoted. 
“Anna, do you speak Vietnamese at home?”
“Yeah, I speak it at home.”
“Would you say you are fluent?”
“Yeah, so I went to Vietnamese school 

basically up until I was 15. My parents really 
stressed how important it was to learn your 
mother language. Like, I could go back to 
Vietnam to work there if I wanted to.”

“That’s very impressive!”
Anna turned to me. “Would you say you’re 

fluent?”
Cantonese wasn’t a second skin, more like a 

set of my dad’s old clothes. They didn’t really fit. 
The phrases and inflections seemed to tumble 
out, bowing their knees and tripping over their 
toes. I really wished that it would learn to walk 
someday, but they said it got harder to learn 
a language the older you were. Sometimes, I 
would hope that wasn’t true. 

I would have said something – lied, probably 
– but Mum butted in. “I tell you a funny story. 
This is what we think. In a past life, in his 
previous life, he was white. When he was young, 
he was so difficult. Always temper tantrum, 
always crying, always on the floor. So picky too, 
never eating anything we make. And when we 
come to Australia, he gets better! His English 
has always been his first language. But he never 
speak Cantonese well.”

The table laughed. I smiled. Mum reached 
under the table and squeezed my thigh. Just a 
joke, la.

I was eager to move it along. “Seven coin, 
right? Anyone want it? Nope? Alright then, 
Anna’s next.”

***
The next time I played mahjong, I didn’t 

really want to. I had other plans.
“Mum is bored! Come play with us. Come, 

sit down.”
I was about to leave. Go out with some 

friends. It was the late afternoon – the light from 
the windows was mellowing, growing older.

“Hey, hey, wait a moment! I’m changing” 
I yelled back in their language. I quickly put on 
my pants and walked out of my room. They set 
up in the same space as they always did – four 
chairs pulled out from the dining table.

“I’m going out now. Getting some dinner.”
“With who?” 
“Oh, just some people. You don’t know 

them. It’s okay, they’re fine, Mum.”
“You should have let me know earlier, la! 

We cooked dinner.” 
“Oh, I’m sorry.”
“Now what will we do? Your sister is already 

out, and I thought you were staying.”
“Look, I’m sorry. One round, okay? Is that 

fine?”
Mum nodded. She looked sullen – just a 

bit of empty nest syndrome or whatever it was, 
I thought to myself. Mahjong wasn’t really the 
same game with three people. Mahjong wasn’t 
really the same game in one round. 

“Just to let you know,” I forewarned “My 
Opal card ran out of money, so I’m using your 
one.” That was to Dad. 

“Okay. What time is your train?”
“5:28.”
“Okay. I will drive you to the station.”
I pulled out a chair and sat down. The wind 

was blowing east. 
“Son, why do you never stay at home? You 

never stay, or take care of us” 
“I have noticed that he doesn’t like to 

play mahjong that much.” That was my aunty. 
She had just gotten out of quarantine and had 
taken to the game quickly after only watching 
television for two weeks. 

“No, no, I do!” I pleaded, trying to win the 
approval of someone, somewhere. “I do, it’s 
just I don’t play it all the time like you do. What 
makes you think I don’t like it anyway?”

“Well, you never want to play it with us!”
Mahjong, I told myself, was great. But I 

would sit at the table and listen to my family 
chat and bicker and exclaim with happiness 
when they got a good hand. And I would 
smile, listening and translating some things in 
real time, not catching everything, grasping, 
thinking. I would shake my legs and fidget with 
my tiles and imagine a world in theory where 
my parents and I understood each other to 
perfection. Where I loved the game. And I would 
almost cry. 

“That’s so stupid Mum, what do you mean! 
Is this about me going out and seeing my friends? 
I’m allowed to have a life outside of staying at 
home, you know that right? You know, you can 
see your friends whenever you want to.”

She nodded, with the slightest of smiles. It 
was a nod that acknowledged the act, but not 
the fact. She had colleagues and family, but she 
didn’t grow up here. I probably shouldn’t have 
said stupid, either.

We washed the tiles, and the room was filled 
with sounds of clinking porcelain. As we made 
the rows, I counted in my head, one, two, three, 
four, five, six, seven, eight, nine. I finished my 
section last.

Two rows of nine. I put my fingers on the 
first and pushed. I remembered to use my pinky 
fingers. Pressing in, I lifted the row.

The bridge collapsed.
“Are you serious? You play for so long, and 

you still don’t know how to pick up the tiles?”
I looked down. Hands went and placed the 

scattered tiles back in, something like a relief 
effort. My father reached over and placed my 
tiles on top of each other. His hands were 
forceful, and the sound of him smacking the tiles 
down made me flinch.

“Be quick, okay. I need to drive him to the 
station.”

***
On the train, I closed my eyes. 
The sun was setting now, passing beneath 

the horizon. The inside of the train was awash 
with yellow, and orange. There were pools of light 
behind my eyelids.

I imagined the tiles in my hands. I imagined 
pushing as hard as I could.

JUSTIN LAI
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Asiana

Nothing tastes better than the Dean’s wine. 
Eighteen students have bunkered down for 

the night in their new home, the administration 
building of Sydney College of the Arts (SCA). 
Stormed that day by sixty students, now 
chained and locked with industrial equipment, 
the building will be held for sixty-five days, 
the longest occupation of a university 
administration building in Australian student 
history. One student’s brave, barefooted climb 
over the roof and in through a window has 
opened the only locked door: the Dean’s office. 
The occupiers celebrate, the taste of the Dean’s 
cabinet-hidden cabernets on their lips. They 
laugh and lark, lying in sleeping bags in the 
common room while playing Class Struggle (the 
board game) and toasting their success.

To many this would strike as a scene from 
the 1970s. It’s not. This is August 22, 2016, 
and University of Sydney students are upping-
the-anti in their fiery campaign against the 
disassembling of their art school.

SCA was birthed in the wake of the art 
and student movements emergent in the 
revolutionary fervour of 1968. Art, like society, 

was changing. SCA’s pedagogy usurped the 
technical institutions of the past: art was about 
ideas and learning at SCA was about embodying 
those ideas through innovative artmaking. SCA’s 
radical roots reified in its nascent daily-life with 
elected students on all major committees, a 
pass-fail marking system and a free creche to 
care for children while parents – mostly mothers 
– engaged in the richness of their free, studio-
based education.

This stand-alone, state-funded school of 
the Whitlam era was forced into a university – 
as were most art schools – by the Hawke Labour 
government’s neoliberal reconstruction of 
tertiary education in the late 1980s. Education 
has always been tied to the aims of the state. 
Minister of the newly dubbed Employment, 
Education and Training portfolio, John Dawkins, 
reinvented the tertiary sector to blueprint 
the neoliberal system we study under today: 
decreasingly state-funded universities relying 
on domestic and, increasingly, international 
student fees and corporate sponsorship that 
mass skill the national labour force and invest 
in state-prioritised technological development. 
The production line of human capital – playfully 
dubbed “human cattle” by Steve Andrews – 
in the factories that we call universities has 
proletarianized and casualised academia and 

turned students into cash-cows.
Are we destined to be herded down this 

path? Or can ‘Student Power’ be an imperative 
force in tertiary education at the fork-in-the-
road of COVID-restructured Zoom-torials, mass 
sackings of academics and Vice-Chancellor 
salaries that are annually more than a home I 
will never be able to own?

There was little inherent to SCA that 
sparked the explosive student radicalism of 
2016. While students and staff in the 1980s had 
campaigned against the school’s dissolution 
into a New South Wales Institute of Art, that 
was a distant memory at the school unbeknown 
to any undergrads. John Howard’s Voluntary 
Student Unionism – a policy of opt-in unionism 
that defunded both political campaigning and 
services for students – assured the dissolution 
of any student union presence at SCA’s campus 
by the mid-2000s. Indeed, the initial student 
response to management’s plans to minimise 
SCA onto the University’s main campus in 2015 
was a handful of students requesting a token 
consultative committee.

What did exist at SCA – and, I believe, exists 
in various formations in all education – was the 
community’s love for its school, pedagogy and 
creative practice, as well as an inherent trust 
that their managers – the Dean, Provost, Vice-

Chancellor etc – were genuinely interested in 
their success.

When the University backflipped, 
announcing SCA’s closure and merger into 
an incongruous art school at the University of 
NSW in late-June 2016, this love and broken-
trust clashed in contradiction, like steel to flint, 
igniting a burning rage in students. Staff were 
about to lose their jobs, PhD students would be 
unable to finish their theses and international 
students who had moved to Australia for this 
unique education were about to be abandoned.

The response flared immediately. When the 
University’s Provost visited SCA just days later, 
hundreds of students roasted him in a cauldron 
of their fury; they muted his microphone, 
interrupted his “spin”, chanted him down when 
he retorted and eventually chased him off the 
campus. By admonishing their administrator, 
the SCA students’ fury sparked a fuse that would 
eventually lead to the explosive and record-
breaking occupation of their Dean’s office. They 
established the campaign Let SCA Stay.

In the winter holidays they protested the 
University Senate. Nearly 500 students and 
supporters stormed the Business School and 
spiralled the staircase to deliver a petition with 
over 5000 signatures. They were stopped only 
by fences, security and riot police who sealed-
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Inextinguishable Embers

When people ask, I say I’m agnostic. But I’ll 
tell you a secret: I have dedicated my life to God 
hundreds of times. 

The first time, I was a five-year-old in Sunday 
school. Evangelical kids cartoons did their magic. 
I accepted Jesus into my life and told my teacher, 
who told my Mum. The specifics mostly escape 
me. But I remember feeling deliciously small and 
my saviour unfathomably big.

In that respect, every subsequent revelation 
has been the same. I was sure God existed at a 
bay on Sydney’s north coast, where a friend and I 
spent forty silent minutes watching waves wobble 
like jelly. Again, in a train carriage buzzing with 
commuters; again, in my garden as afternoon sun 
splintered through foliage. Outside the window 
of my boyfriend’s apartment stands a tree so 
thick and imposing that it blocks his view and 
lowers his rent. Once, I woke in the middle of the 
night to see its leaves trembling in a light wind. I 
pledged myself to God and began to cry.

But, of course, regular conversion requires 
regular deconversion. Sooner or later, I 
remember: I don’t actually believe. Faith, by 
nature, resists interrogation; and desire for 
something is not evidence of it; besides, these 
regularly-scheduled bouts of devotion could well 
be attributed to the magnificence of nature or the 
warmth of human connection.

But like an addict or a weak-willed ex-lover, 
even when I know better, I can’t stay away.

Why? I was raised in a devout Christian 
family. Around sixteen I gave up Christianity. 
God soon followed. Admittedly, my experience 
of religion is narrow: I understand little beyond 
Sydney Anglicanism. And that understanding 

is in many ways irrational and confused. I have 
never been able to entirely disentangle theism 
from religion, for instance. But this messy set of 
beliefs gave me so many good things.

The Bible, with its concern for collectives, 
mercy, and redistribution, made me a leftist. I 
was by no means perfectly ethical, but religion 
moored me to moral ambition more firmly 
than anything has done since. And faith feels 
incredible. In Ecstasy, a moving essay examining 
the parallels between her encounters with drugs 
and religion, Jia Tolentino writes that throughout 
her Christian childhood she felt “blessed all the 
time, instinctively”. So did I. To submit to God is 
to be loved, protected and known. To live a life in 
which, as Tolentino says, you “will never not be 
redeemed”. 

Faith intensifies whatever it touches. 
After half an hour’s prayer, people seem more 
beautiful, solitude more profound. If God is good 
His creation is too. Faith opened me to tenderness 
and delight. I miss almost everything about it.

Western society is heading in an increasingly 
secular direction. 30% of Australians selected ‘no 
religion’ in the 2016 census; in Europe and North 
America religious adherence is plummeting. 
This turn to secularity has, unsurprisingly, been 
accompanied by a rising distrust of religion’s 
position in public and private life.

Here, I want to make two clarifications. First, 
I don’t buy the paranoia of religious people who 
claim that faith is under attack, nor do I deny 
the institutional power religion wields. It is vital 
we hear loud criticism of religious hegemony, 
and its vast, unfair influence on life and politics. 
Second, my experience is not universal. There 
are many people for whom religion is a source 
of great unhappiness, and deconversion a source 
of great joy. While I have been fortunate to 
depart organised religion with little scarring or 

bitterness, many others have not. 
In fact, my argument is fairly modest. Simply, 

that the growing class of the non-religious should 
allow more room for uncertainty, sadness and 
even regret. These feelings need not imply that 
your conviction wavers. You can mourn what 
you chose to give up. You can acknowledge 
the genuine pleasures of faith which you have 
relinquished, even if you exchanged it for 
something better or more true.

In his article, How do faithless people like 
me make sense of this past year of covid? John 
Harris describes envying religious people during 
the pandemic: “I have not even the flimsiest of 
narratives to project on to what has happened, 
nor any real vocabulary with which to talk about 
the profundities of life and death. Beyond a 
handful of close friends and colleagues and my 
immediate family, there has been no community 
of like minds with whom I have talked about how 
I am feeling or ritualistically marked the passing 
of all these grinding weeks and months.”

This kind of lament makes secular people 
defensive. We respond that it is entirely possible 
to live a happy, connected, ethical life without 
God. Obviously, this is true. But it misdiagnoses 
the claim at hand, which is that for some people, 
faith makes a good life easier.

So, what’s the solution? One answer is 
community. Associations of non-believers exist. 
And many of them, such as Atheist Republic and 
Humanists International, do important political 
work. But these groups orient themselves in 
opposition to religion. They treat secularity as a 
worldview to proselytise, or, at least, an identity 
to bear proudly. Atheist Republic’s website 
tempts you to join its newsletter with a free copy 
of J. D. Brucker’s God Needs to Go. There seems to 
be little room for ambivalence, for the suggestion 

that beliefs which are true may also be unpleasant 
or undesirable.

The obvious response is: well, yeah. People 
don’t build communities around ambivalence. 
Just find purpose elsewhere. But this experience 
— impossible longing for faith, desire for God 
without accompanying belief — is distinct, 
unpleasant and often crushingly lonely. I don’t 
suggest that the reluctantly secular person 
should ground her identity in said secularity or 
reluctance. Rather, that the sadness engendered 
by that belief might be lessened by what Harris 
refers to as a “community of like minds”.

Open acknowledgement of secularity’s 
downsides is valuable for other reasons, too. 
Such acknowledgement shifts the tone and goals 
of dialogue between the religious and secular 
worlds. These discussions are no longer battles 
to be fought, but opportunities for empathy 
and understanding. Laying down our weapons 
invites religious people to do the same. And 
as defensiveness falls away, what remains are 
the essential demands of non-believers: legal 
protection, social acceptance, and the separation 
of church and state.

All loss is a tragedy, even, and sometimes 
especially, when you choose it yourself. 
Sometimes I feel grateful for the clarity and 
freedom of faithlessness. More often than not, I 
wish I still believed.

Towards the end of Ecstasy, Tolentino 
recalls an afternoon spent high and alone in 
the American desert, during which she felt the 
presence of God. “I sobbed- battered by a love I 
knew would fall away from me… humiliated by 
the grace of encountering it now”. Later, in sober 
hindsight, she reflects, “you don’t have to believe 
a revelation to hold on to it”. I hope not.

SOPHIE SHEAD
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A Love Letter To My Ex-Religion

off the Senate from its constituents, symbols of 
systemic fissures abound.

Let SCA Stay launched democratically 
mandated student strikes. Students deserted 
their campus en masse and flooded the 
main campus in a festival of colour. Effigies 
of management figures and bed-sheet-
banners brought belligerence to the historic 
Quadrangle’s manicured lawns. Fences were 
trounced as students set their stomping ground. 

When the occupation was finally raided 
by police on its sixty-fifth day, hundreds of 
students and supporters had visited or stayed 
a night, many thousands had signed petitions, 
many hundreds had protested. The struggle for 
SCA was on the tip of the Australian artworld’s 
tongue.

The student campaign saved a form of 
SCA. Its dissolution into the University of NSW 
was thrown out within a month and an at-first 
derisory plan for its transfer onto the main 
campus was injected with $20 million and a 
semi-suitable home for SCA in the Old Teachers 
College. While students slept in his office, the 
Dean resigned. One third of staff who faced 
sackings in management’s initial relocation 
plan had their jobs saved and all studios that 
had faced the chop were retained. Nevertheless, 
and shamefully, the University’s attacks scarred 
SCA’s unique pedagogy and the future of 
contemporary art in Australia.

Tertiary education faces a crossroads. 
Declining government funding and the COVID 
pandemic have been exploited by increasingly 

corporate governance structures: staff are being 
squeezed and sacked while students are being 
sold an expensive educational experience near-
exclusively executed from their laptop. 

The University of Sydney is a prime 
example. Management made 252 staff 
redundant in 2020 despite recording a surplus 
– “pandemic opportunism” as one staff unionist 
labelled it. Tone-deaf as ever, the Chancellor 
of the University, Belinda Hutchinson, 
recently decided to name the new $30 million 
administration building – inspiringly named 
“F23” at its inception – the “Michael Spence 
Building” after the staff-sacking, course-cutting, 
record-breaking-salaried Vice-Chancellor who 
presided over its construction in 2017. Can 
quality education harmonise with this amusia?

Let SCA Stay not only saved much of its art 
school, but it showed that ‘Student Power’ is 
more than a relic of history; it can be a driver of 
history.

Student fury remains, the cauldron further 
brewing with each post-lockdown Zoom link, 
each recorded lecture from 2018, each special 
consideration application unanswered. The 
legacy and lessons of Let SCA Stay are tinder 
to the ever-burning embers of student struggle. 
Students must fan embers to flames. Fresh 
kindling flares rapidly in a furnace; such can 
be the small struggles to ignite pathways for 
universities beyond COVID. 

When the time comes, I expect the Vice-
Chancellor’s wine will taste even better.

CONT NEXT PAGE

When we were allowed to go out, I once 
had a curious coincidence. I had finished up at 
a club and headed to catch a night bus home. As 
I waited, I saw a friend of a friend keeled over a 
garbage bin. I let him be. He had a friend with him 
holding his hair. My bus arrived, and I sat onto 
the familiar green stickers. Over the bridge of 
my mask, I opened TikTok, to the ‘for you page’, 
(TikTok’s primary content stream, an algorithm 
based endless scroll). As the bus pulled away: I 
saw the same friend of a friend, in a grainy video, 
preparing for a night out. He was pregaming 
with a group of mates, the full party palooza. It 
had many comments. He has a strong amount of 
followers, but nothing influencer level.  

As I watched him perform the glamorous 
motions of a night out on my phone, I turned and 
watched him finish throwing up. A few days later, 
on my ‘for you page’ again, I nearly scrolled past 
an ad for a mood lighting lamp. But as I did so, I 
realised that the person  introducing the ad was 
him. I didn’t think he was influential enough for 
advertising but I suppose even ‘micro influencers’ 
have snuck into digital advertising. Over the 
course of 48  hours, I was privy to three seperate 
versions of a person. Two of which are solely 
digital and intentionally created perspectives of 
them. On first thought, there’s an obviousness to 
having different digital presences. Quite clearly, 
your LinkedIn has a different set of aesthetic 
qualities than your personal Instagram.  

As do many people in creative industries, 
I have both a personal and a public Instagram. 
The public is a portfolio of work and projects, 
bundled into a ‘relatable’ format that is designed 

to be more engaging than a website. It is a tightly 
curated mix of shots featuring people, work, 
stories and matching cover art. Conversely, my 
personal is erratic and sporadic. It’s a collection 
of photos of myself and friends in social and 
personal settings. I imagine it reads as a ‘genuine’ 
reflection of my personal life.  

We may like to think that our personal 
accounts are unvarnished, free-form, ‘true’ 
depictions of our life and that our professional 
accounts are the only contrived representations. 
But that’s not true, is it? All our social media is 
curated by ourselves. I choose what pictures 
to post, I think about who follows me, I choose 
how to create this image of myself. Now more 
than ever, these digital versions of ourselves 
are becoming more and more pronounced and 
performative. Six years ago, an average person’s 
Instagram page would be a collection of images 
they enjoyed, perhaps with textured filters to hint 
at film or genre. Now, if you review someone’s 
profile page on something like TikTok, you’ll 
see most content is referential to trends, genres, 
moods or external media.  

This is partially due to the nature of the 
platform. TikTok is based around sounds, trends 
and audiovisual content. This has led to the 
majority of people on the platform using tropes 
to create content. This isn’t just an influencer 
phenomenon. Users are invited to engage with 
and perform film, television and broader visual 
art tropes. Often these tropes are signalled 
through the utilisation of user generated sounds, 
for instance the song Marlborough Nights by 
Lonely God quickly became used to denote the 
romanticisation of coming of age narratives 
and youthful adventures. Considering the 
proliferation of this content, (TikTok alone boasts 
nearly 700 million users) and suddenly you have 

thousands of minute long videos performing 
tropes we would associate with rom-coms and 
cute TV romances. Condensed into the bare 
essentials of media, and made entirely for free. 
Uncompensated performance.  

Since widespread access to the internet, 
websites have become increasingly targeted in 
what content they want you to post. Pre-‘social 
media’, most digital spaces were undefined, 
anonymous, and very small scale. Searching 
early digital history, there’s a pervasive feeling of 
being able to ‘stumble upon anything’. Message 
boards and chatrooms were generalised, (albeit 
with many themed to games or technology) 
and more similar to the forum section on the 
technology support pages of today. The way we 
existed digitally was based around decentralised 
and anonymous conversation about broad or 
nebulous topics. Occasionally you’d have person 
to person engagement and create new digital 
friends based on shared interests.  

However with the emergence of the mid-
2000s social media, eg. Myspace and Facebook, 
these websites focused broad, random posting 
into posting into anything that’s random about 
you. About the poster. Then quickly, it got more 
specific. Instagram was your photos. LinkedIn 
was your career profile. Each of these are 
effectively interested in a different element of 
your digital footprint, an element that fits into 
their user engagement and advertising strategy. 
TikTok desperately wants you to make engaging 
audiovisual content. The more tailored the 
content is to you, the more likely it is you will 
continue to engage with the content, and any 
peripheral ads. The new social media of now is so 
targeted it’s nearly perverse. 

These different selves you have tailor-made 
for the platform, are new commercially friendly 

selves that people who then engage with your 
profile can view and relate to. In TikTok’s case, 
it’s through that aforementioned stylisation of 
sociality. It’s easy to view an influencer’s life as 
a chic and cool coming of age movie when they 
are simply utilising and performing the tropes of 
a coming of age movie.  

Parasocial relationships, (the psychological 
relationships an audience have with the 
performers of mass media) are excellent fodder 
for these platforms as they are perfect for 
advertising. If you ‘trust’ someone because you 
have a parasocial relationship with them, then 
you are more likely to buy from them.  

If we combine this with the micro-influencer 
zeitgeist of the last couple years, the destination 
for digital communication is changing drastically. 
Previously, community leaders were religious, or 
civil, or even just people active in the community.  

Our present experience suggests that 
influencers, as their name suggests, have become 
leaders for many communities in digital space. 
Previously it would be untoward and disgraceful 
for someone like a pastor to advertise to the 
community. But these digital community leaders 
are different in a very meaningful way because 
they’ve been co-opted by a capital system. No 
one has a problem with the fact that their leaders 
are trying to flog them with junk for profit. 

Slowly, we are all in some form becoming 
‘influencers’. We exist digitally in curated forms, 
and our continued digital existence is the content 
that people engage with, and that companies 
can profit from. In conjunction, the abuse of 
parasocial relationships is becoming normalised 
and incentivised, and the simple horror is laid 
bare; Everyone’s out to sell you something.

FERGUS BERNEY-GIBSON
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Future Aesthetics of Cyber-Sociality
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Flushing the toilets of Fisher 
Library usually feels like the end 
of a journey. But, for your newborn 

Number 2, it is just the beginning. By 
the time you walk the few steps back 
to your study desk, your plucky poo is 
already deep beneath the asphalt of 
Parramatta Road, having set out on a 
ten-kilometre journey to Bondi that 
will eventually take it on a grand tour 
of New Zealand and the isles of the 
South Pacific. Determined to learn what 
happens to our campus sewage, I set out 
to unearth this little-known, but much 
used, subterranean voyage.

I meet wastewater wizard Chris 
Hipsley in the Fisher Library foyer. As 
the University’s Fire and Hydraulic 
Engineer, he oversees infrastructure 
projects across campus, but on this June 
morning he is a tour guide for a half-
dozen sewer-curious Honi Soit editors. 
Although the sewers themselves are 
(perhaps mercifully) off-limits to us, 
Hipsley is able to walk us through the 
first stages of the route that sewage 
takes from the lofty heights of the 
Fisher Stack to the sewer main in the 
streets below. Flushing Fisher Library’s 
Level 9 toilets injects the contents of 
the toilet bowl into the upper reaches of 
a vertical pipe which falls through the 
hollow dividing wall between the male 
and female bathrooms on each storey. 
Wastewater rockets straight down, 
completes a brief victory lap of the 
building’s south-east corner on Level 
2, and plunges into the ground beneath 
the loading zone on Barff Road.

Here, waste flows into a sewer line 
that runs along the Victoria Park fence 
— just under a metre deep, according 
to a 1960 service diagram found in the 
University Archives. Hipsley leads us 
along the line from above, manhole 
covers helpfully marking out the route. 
The sewer heads gradually downhill 
towards Parramatta Road, crossing 
University Avenue in front of the Chau 
Chak Wing Museum. These are gravity 
sewers, which rely on a slight gradient, 
rather than a pump, to propel their 
contents. Until Bondi, it’s all downhill 
from here.

Hipsley takes us as far as the 
University’s boundary at the northwest 
corner of Victoria Park. It is here 
that waste graduates from the quaint 
backstreets of the University’s private 
line to the sewage superhighway of the 
Bondi Ocean Outfall Sewer (BOOS). 
A precipitous ten-metre slippery dip 
launches your fearless faeces into a 1.2 
metre by 1.5 metre brick tunnel over 
twelve metres beneath the surface of 
Parramatta Road, where it begins a long 
traverse down Broadway.

The BOOS is a heritage-listed 
engineering marvel that shuttles the 
waste of hundreds of thousands of 
Sydneysiders to Bondi. Despite its near-
invisibility, more people unknowingly 
use it every day than cross the Harbour 
Bridge. In the 1800s, Sydney Harbour 
was a fetid dumping ground for the 
city’s untreated sewage. Plans to 
intercept this waste and redirect it to 
the ocean were drawn up in the 1870s 

and the BOOS was completed by 1889, 
exhibiting expert brickwork and notable 
as the first sewer of its kind in Australia.

“The development of any great 
system, extending over many years 
and contributed to by a variety of 
minds, is inevitably a combination of 
improvisation to meet immediate needs 
and of planning with an eye on the 
distant future,” wrote T.H. Upton in his 
foreword to the classic 1939 volume The 
Water Supply and Sewerage of Sydney. 
Indeed, after 130 years, sludge still flows 
through these same brick-lined tunnels 
to the great, if ungrateful, benefit of 
thousands.

Your Fisher poo bears first-hand 
witness to this history as it slides down 
Broadway to Central Park, then beneath 
Central Station and Belmore Park. 
Bearing north-east, it passes under a 
few private properties before reaching 
a great junction at the intersection 
of College and Oxford streets where 
sludge from various branches that 
stretch across the city’s inner suburbs 
join together in a grand chamber at the 
southeast corner of Hyde Park.

Now united in a large oviform 
tunnel, the city’s collective waste 
flows directly eastward, initially along 
Liverpool Street, then beneath the well-
plumbed bathrooms of Double Bay to the 
destination of all inner-city excrement: 
the Bondi Sewage Treatment Plant, in 
the cliffs of North Bondi.

The treatment plant is a cavernous 
facility buried under 40 metres of 
solid sandstone, hosting enormous 
tanks and 15 metre-high chambers. 
Sewage is screened for grit, plastic 
and other materials, before flowing 
into sedimentation tanks, where solids 
gradually settle. These days, part of your 
poo may also be sampled for COVID-19 
testing in a laboratory, if it is lucky. The 
resulting sludge from the sedimentation 
process is scraped from the bottom and 
placed in digester tanks, where it is 
heated for days on end, and dewatered. 

The remnants of your poo, now 
converted into nutrient-rich biosolids, 
then enjoy a road trip by truck to one 
of dozens of farms in western New 
South Wales, where they are mixed with 
soil to help grow canola, wheat, oats, 
barley and pastures for animal grazing. 
Alternatively, they may instead be part 
of the 25% of biosolids that are used to 
rehabilitate construction sites, degraded 
mines, and parkland around Sydney.

For any parts of your contribution 
that don’t join the sludge, the ocean 
awaits. The opening of the original Bondi 
sewer outfall in 1889 cleaned up much 
of the harbour, but the city’s coastline 
was not so lucky — raw sewage now 
flowed straight into the ocean, metres 
from Bondi Beach. The completion of 
the Bondi treatment plant in the 1960s 
allowed for primary treatment of the 
waste, but for growing numbers of 
swimmers and beachgoers, if conditions 
were unfavourable, a day in the surf 
meant a day floating in wastewater.

The solution was the opening of a 
deep ocean outfall in 1991. A pipeline 

shuttles what remains of Fisher 
Library’s waste 2.2 kilometres out to 
sea, releasing it across a 512 metre-long 
diffuser zone, 63 metres beneath the 
waves. The outfall releases 130 million 
litres of effluent every day — enough to 
fill three Fisher libraries. The diluted 
particulate leftovers of your humble 
poo are picked up by the East Australian 
Current, eventually drifting just north 
of New Zealand before venturing out 
into the big blue of the South Pacific.

Not having a boat of my own, it is 
clear that if I want to visit the fabled 
outfall itself, there’s only one thing 
for it: I’ll have to swim. Determined to 
track this piped pathway to its bitter 
conclusion, I head to Bondi Beach and 
wade out between the waves. I do not 
get far before I am unceremoniously 
dumped and swallow a mouthful of 
seawater. Beating a reluctant retreat, I 
am grateful that, unlike bygone years, 
the only taste that remains in my mouth 
is salt. Perhaps it’s for the best that not 
every journey must be followed to its 
end.

Lockdown sucks, and like all of 
you reading this, I am waiting 
to reclaim many aspects of my 

life (within sensibility and reason). I 
miss employment, physical classes, 
seeing my friends, being able to be near 
another human without fear of death, 
the pub, but most of all I miss the streets 
of the inner west and their art. Namely, 
stickers. 

The first time I truly started paying 
attention to the little adhesive vinyl 
artworks was in Newtown, possibly 
Marrickville, at a live show. On a 
fire hose jammed above a toilet in a 
particularly cramped stall was a picture 
of two illustrated frogs on a penny 
farthing bicycle with the caption “fuck 
the police”. This gave me a holistic sense 
of reassurance that only expletives and 
two frogs on an old timey bicycle can 
give, and like any good human born 
after 1999, I took a picture of the thing, 
posted it to social media (see attached 
image) and returned to my booth to eat 
hot chips and exaggerate stories about 
other times I was at the pub.

Stickers spring up anywhere public 
infrastructure flourishes and grumpy 
men in high-vis won’t scratch them 
off. Whether you’re at Redfern Station 
or over the footbridge in the beloved 

Flodge, stickers are slapped up anywhere 
they can be. God I miss the pub. On 
campus the most obvious place to find 
stickers is the graffiti tunnel, or rather 
the sticker colonies outside the tunnel. 
They plaster a fire hydrant towards 
Manning House, and on the back of the 
signs hanging off the footbridge over 
Parramatta Road. That being said, nearly 
any major transit hub, town-centre, park 
or pub bathroom in the Sydney area will 
have at least one bit of rogue adhesive 
vinyl. To find a local ‘spot’, a place 
where multiple random people have all 
decided to place stickers, is like visiting 
a local art gallery. It is simultaneously 
communal and private. It is a little 
urban secret society, and nothing on a 
phone screen can replicate seeing them 
in their true habitat.

Stickers strike me as the 
strangest little things, all due to their 
versatility. They are guerilla business 
advertisements, marketable art-
pieces, vandalism. All of the above are 
intertwined and indecipherable from 
each other.

These vinyl sheets are ultimately 
more socially acceptable than more 
rudimentary forms of vandalism, such 
as smashing stuff and graffiti, both 
being arts as ancient as mankind. But 
they require more money to print and 
the knowledge and time to create the 
respective artwork, earning them a 
somewhat gentrified status. With this 
status I would not disagree, but I would 
argue that stickers are an ideal form of 
street-art in the surveillance age, due 
largely to their ease of  installation.

Individuals, or possibly groups, 

paste stickers that pretend to be 
advertisements for construction 
companies, Fibro (yes, like asbestos) 
and foot fetish brothels, among others 
(see attached image), and thus disguise 
their graffiti monikers. It’s absurd and 
really very clever --  a sticker poses as an 
advertisement rather than an obvious 
act of vandalism, thus blending in with 
the apparently permissible ‘Apex Glass’ 
company stickers that line the windows 
of the corpse-like buildings along King 
Street, Princes Highway or Parramatta 
Road. God forbid we have anything to 
look at other than advertising and murals 
that have been deemed consumer safe.

Like all things, there is also a political 
aspect to stickerdom. The friendly 
neighborhood Antifa tend to make their 
presence known via stickers. It’s almost 
an old-school mark of territory rather 
than advertisement. Your not so friendly 
neighborhood Nazi’s also have stickers, 
and there is no greater shame than to 
have a Nazi sticker pasted near your own 
without damage, and it is a common 
sight online to film their destruction.

If Nazi-Antifa sticker combat was 
not absurd enough for your tastes, I’ll 
make it weirder. Under Railway Square at 

Central Station, in a tunnel that smells 
like piss, on the directional signage 
overhead you will see an overwhelming 
amount of communist furry stickers. 
These stickers have unnerving sexual 
undertones, and are so relentlessly 
placed that they have overlapped other 
artists’ stickers, and even made the sign 
completely unreadable in areas. This has 
started a small-scale war between the 
local artists and the ushanka wearing 
wolf-men, where those involved battle 
to reclaim the space with their art in 
relentless competition. Yes, you read 
that correctly, communist furries and 
graffiti writers have a turf-war over the 
railway square pedestrian tunnel. Truly 
we live in strange times.

In urban spaces such as Sydney it is 
impossible to interact with everyone. 
Our city has just become too dense. But 
these stickers represent all those people 
you share your world with but never 
see. Their views, their experiences, their 
thoughts. I find the creative flare a good 
addition to our drab light posts and 
electrical boxes, and I see little harm 
in putting a bit of colorful plastic on a 
publicly owned piece of metal. Frankly 
our canals and alleyways would be fairly 
dystopian without them. 

Where to for your Fisher Library poo?
SAMUEL GARRETT

ART BY MAXIM ADAMS

Many have flushed a Fisher toilet, but 
few know what happens next.

JACK SCHOFIELD
ART BY AMELIA KOEN

In a tunnel that smells like piss, on 
the directional signage overhead you 
will see an overwhelming amount of 

communist furry stickers.

Italo Calvino, in his Invisible Cities of 
1972, wrote:

In the lives of emperors there 
is a moment which follows pride in the 
boundless expansion of the territories 
we have conquered... It is the desperate 
moment when we discover that this empire, 
which had seemed to us the sum of all 
wonders, is an endless, formless ruin.

Jeff Bezos’ empire stretches across 
the globe. His company, Amazon, has 
physical infrastructure in twenty-
four countries; his wealth-per-second 
exceeds the weekly wage of the median 
US worker. He is the world’s richest man 
and, after having dodged one of life’s 
certainties (taxes), he is now funding 
efforts to reverse the other (death).

Scandal routinely engulfs his 
factories. Reports of Amazon workers 
having to pee in bottles were first 
rebuffed, before an apology was issued 
— and even then only admitting that 
drivers were peeing in bottles. Harsh 
and ineffective COVID-19 policies at 
numerous Amazon locations caused 
strikes throughout the US, some of the 
strike organisers, such as Chris Smalls, 
subsequently being fired for “violating 
social distancing guidelines.” 

As the head of the hydra, it’s unlikely 

Bezos has visited every one of his 
factories, improbable that he knows 
every location in a wide chain of factories, 
facilities, and sourcing locations, and 
impossible that he has met every one of 
his workers.

Like a contemporary Kublai Khan, 
Bezos’ influence stretches itself far 
beyond his capabilities. As the former CEO 
of the second wealthiest multinational 
to date, he sits within an interstitial 
space of realities. He is at once real and 
unreal. In a world where opportunity is 
dictated by monetary freedom, Bezos can 
ostensibly be considered the individual 
with the most freedom. In the concrete, 
Bezos has everything. There is no barrier 
for acquisition.

Yet, in an Oliver Sacks-esque 
contradiction, Bezos’ freedom is entirely 
one-sided. He has the empirical, the 
wealth, the power, the noise. And 
in this, he’s lost the human. He has 
become an icon of capitalism, the most 
finely polished embellishment on a 
dysfunctional Nozick machine. Articles 
exploring him look entirely to his 
business actions, the use of his money, 
his attitude as a boss. His money has 
become a shroud, a camouflage within 
which he is more notion than person. 
With notoriety and fame so widespread, 
moves notarised by the critical and the 
adoring, what is left of Bezos in the way 
of human experience? Could he catch a 
bus alone? When was the last time he 
genuinely had to introduce himself?

‘On the day when I know all the 
emblems,’ he asked Marco, ‘shall I be able 
to possess my empire, at last?’

And the Venetian answered: ‘Sire, do 
not believe it. On that day you will be an 
emblem among emblems.’

It sounds a hyper-capitalist daydream 
to attempt to construct wealth as a 
limiter, a precluder, an inhuman burden 
— a pacification to class-struggle (“Why 
do you all complain about being poor? 
I’m rich and my tears are just as human 
as yours!”) And yet, I do not think it’s 
absurd. The frictions of life, the minutiae 
and the yearnings, are all profoundly 
important, the hammers to shape the 
form. This is only, of course, when living 
with your basic needs met — a general 
plateau existing at around $75,000. 

Clay Cockrell, a psychotherapist who 
works with the “super, super wealthy,” 
describes on the podcast The Happiness 
Lab how his clients are unable to sleep 
at night, wracked with indecision and 
guilt. The internality of affluence is such 
that things should feel perfect, and they 
don’t. There is a deep-seated feeling of 
being trapped, the “Golden Handcuffs” of 
wealth.

 “I have a lot of people who say ‘I 
can’t get rid of it because it’s amazing, 
it’s great, but God there’s so much 
unhappiness, isolation and guilt that 
comes along with having this.’”

The title of the world’s wealthiest 
man is time-locked ‘greatness’. It is 

Bezos’ sole defining feature — he has 
become both the emblem and master of 
a system that exalts ruthlessness and 
extorts the less fortunate. He is less-
than-human, a formless, shapeless entity 
whose existence will be fleeting. Who 
can remember the world’s richest man of 
the 1950s? Even in the domain of space, 
Bezos is unremarkable: the pantheon of 
celebrated astronauts will not include a 
trillionaire tourist, sixty years late. There 
is no solid achievement yet recorded in 
the competition of the world’s richest 
flying to where the earth is the same size 
as their fists. There has been little solid 
achievement, too, in the life of Bezos, the 
barely-alive. 

Perhaps he knows this. It could be 
that, surrounded by bodyguards and 
tinted windows, Bezos views each park, 
cafe, town, city and country as welcome 
to only his ghost. The anonymous 
phantom that appears in every mind, 
wondering what could have been, if only 
a different choice had been made, the 
invisible spectre of the unlived life.

‘Journeys to relive your past?’ was the 
Khan’s question… ‘Journeys to recover your 
future?’

And Marco’s answer was: ‘Elsewhere is 
a negative mirror. The traveler recognises 
the little that is his, discovering the much 
he has not had and will not have.’

In that fugitive moment of regret, 
Bezos finds what is left of his humanity.

Jeff Bezos the Emblemous
AIDAN POLLOCK

Where is a billionaire’s humanity?

Sydney Stickers: Art? Vandalism? Both?
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I have spent a remarkable amount 
of time playing video games during 
lockdown and with Steam acquiring 

more than 2.6 million new customers, 
I’m not alone. Many players who have 
never touched another game in their 
life have found themselves exploring 
the medium. Among Us took the charts 
by storm and has been downloaded over 
100 million times. But when the servers 
eventually go offline and we clear space 
for more important things, how will 
this piece of our collective memory be 
preserved? How will any of our games, 
for that matter?

The Australian Centre for the 
Moving Image (ACMI) houses the 
nation’s leading archive of digital 
artwork — including video games. I 
spoke with the Head of Collections 
and Preservation, Nick Richardson, to 
discuss the challenges of preserving 
work in this relatively nascent medium. 
Immediately, he noted that ACMI’s work 
differs from traditional conservation as 
they largely focus on the content of the 
object and its accessibility. For video 
games, this largely means digitisation 
and emulation of old media. The oldest 
video games came on magnetic tapes 
and transitioned to cartridges and 
discs, but the physical media are not 
necessarily the content of interest. He 
explained with an analogy from the 
traditional art world:

“The photographing of a sculpture 
enables wider and remote access to 
understanding that sculpture, but it’s 
not really an act of preservation in 
relation to the physical object.”

Critical features of the piece 
including its appearance, scale and 
relation to its surroundings, may all be 
captured through this process much in 
the same way that an emulated copy of 
Pokémon Yellow preserves an essential 
part of the work. However, there is 
much lost in the process and this is 
where I wanted to interrogate how ACMI 
approaches preservation in a more 
holistic way, balancing accessibility and 
authenticity.

Video game emulators are pieces of 
software that instruct hardware to run 
in the same manner as another piece 
of hardware. When you load Pokémon 
Yellow on your Game Boy emulator 
for PC, the emulator repurposes your 
computer hardware to run as if it were 
a Game Boy. If you were a disinterested 
Year 10 student like me, you probably 
played Pokémon on your CAS calculator 
in class. If you had played that same 
game on your Game Boy you probably 
also know that it runs like garbage on the 
CAS. When sourcing emulated games and 

software, ACMI goes to great lengths to 
evaluate whether the emulated version 
is faithful to the original. A lot of effort 
goes into developing the “game feel” of 
a game. The satisfying responsiveness of 
a kick or the recoil on a gun take months 
to develop and they are designed with 
the original hardware in mind. I could 
(illegally) download an emulated copy 
of Super Smash Bros. Melee to play on 
my relatively souped-up 2020 gaming 
PC with an HD LCD monitor. But as 
fans will tell you, the emulator feels 
sluggish, and the absence of a CRT TV 
will destroy the responsiveness of the 
controls. For this reason, going to a 
Melee tournament feels like stepping 
into the past, with chunky silver boxes 
and that unbearable whine taking centre 
stage. While the diehards will probably 
die hard, emulations can be fine-tuned 
to align with the vision and expectations 
of the designers. Collaboration with 
development teams helps validate the 
faithfulness of an emulation. 

Some would argue that the physical 
experience of standing at an arcade 
machine or inserting your dusty copy of 
Donkey Kong Country into your SNES is 
an essential part of the 80s and 90s video 
game experiences, respectively. The 
iconic Dragon’s Lair of Stranger Things 
fame is a standout in the collection, 
preserved in all its arcade cabinet glory. 
ACMI follows industry best practice 
when it comes to these behemoths. 
Motherboards are stored upside down 
in case something leaks, temperatures 
are controlled, and spare functioning 
and broken duplicates are kept in case 
capacitors blow up (they can and do). 

Fortunately for conservators in the video 
game space, many of our most culturally 
significant works were mass-produced, 
so sourcing spare parts is an accessible 
method for halting deterioration. These 
techniques may work in the short term, 
and playing an arcade in a museum is 
great fun, but their preservation is an 
experiment in progress. Nobody knows 
how long these machines will operate, 
so ACMI employs other techniques to 
preserve the art form beyond emulation.

Documenting the lived experience 
of original gameplay is one of these 
techniques. While the physicality of 
Dragon’s Lair adds to its charm and 
grounds it in the era, the delicacy 
of computer hardware may limit the 
availability of that experience. When 
adding new works to the archive, 
ACMI often films people experiencing 
the game for the first time with all 
their spontaneous reactions and live 
commentary. They also reach out to 
development teams requesting the same. 
Richardson told me they collaborate 
with games design schools to keep their 
finger on the pulse of emerging studios. 
The Melbourne-based studio House 
House was behind the 2019 indie classic 
Untitled Goose Game — a charming 
game about harassing townsfolk as a 
goose. The developers knew the game 
intuitively and provided insightful live 
commentary on expectations of the play 
experience versus actual experience. 
Stealing a child’s plane as a goose 
elicits laughter as a new player but is 
a satisfying conclusion to time spent 
coding for the developer. In preserving 
these works, ACMI also works with 

other cultural institutions to collect and 
store concept art, original recordings, 
sketchbooks, storyboards, and more. 
Many of my favourite exhibitions tell 
the story of the artist behind the work; 
they humanise and give context to it. 
When we reflect on a game development 
process years later, the unsavoury state 
of the industry today will contextualise 
the many poor design decisions as much 
as the game itself.

Despite the documentation of code, 
hardware, recordings, and original art, 
I worry that something is still lost as 
time marches on. Playing Star Wars 
Battlefront 2 (2017) as a 22-year-old 
feels very different from playing the 
2005 original. I love the original, but 
picking it up is confronting. Everything 
looks and feels so… old. Modern design 
sensibilities and beautiful HD textures 
make engaging with the remake more 
natural. It kind of feels like playing the 
original at age seven again — in both 
instances I saw my favourite characters 
rendered in the best 3D graphics of the 
era. It is also no doubt a cash grab by 
one of the most infamous publishers in 
the business aimed squarely at suckers 
like me — I get that. I asked Richardson 
for his take on remakes and remasters. 
While he shared my cynicism, he also 
responded with a question.

“What does the new version bring 
to the conversation that is new and 
enlightens its audience beyond the 
original?”

Playing the remake next to the 
original is like looking at the before and 
after of a painting restoration. Playing 
them in sequence is like comparing an 
impressionist painting and an Instagram 
photo of the same landscape. There 
is a reflection of the zeitgeist imbued 
in the piece. While I didn’t convince 
Richardson Battlefront 2 was worthy of 
their attention, the sentiment spills 
into the way they present at the gallery. 
Mario Kart Wii is a fundamentally social 
experience. One could mod in online 
functionality, but it would lose that local 
multiplayer charm. The 2008 experience 
was playing on the couch with friends. 
This is how you play Mario Kart at ACMI. 
The game still looks old, but playing it 
there, like that, feels familiar.

In 20 years time, when COVID-19 
lockdowns are a distant memory, how 
will you remember the games that got 
you through it? How would you like them 
to be preserved? Perhaps knowing that 
Tom was the imposter every damn time 
is enough. Revisiting the cartoonish 
graphics may drown you in nostalgia 
or make you gag. On the other hand, 
maybe they did, and you have footage 
to prove it. The preservation of video 
games is challenging because the way 
we make them, engage with them, and 
play them is so varied. I’m just glad that 
people like Richardson are dedicated to 
ask whether emulation is enough.

In her book Brolliology, Marion Rankine 
described umbrellas as “humble 
interventions in those moments when 

you think to yourself: No, I would really 
rather not.”

But they’re not always intervening in 
something as trivial as rain, sleet, or snow. 
Throughout fiction and life, umbrellas have 
been used for more than protection against 
the elements. From weapons to gliders to 
shields, umbrellas are a dynamic device 
that have served their human masters 
through both rain and shine.

In perhaps the most obvious extension 
of their use, umbrellas appear frequently 
as a means of flying. As her introduction, 
Mary Poppins floats down to no.17 on a 
breeze of cherry blossoms. Like a gift from 
the gods, Poppins takes an artefact of the 
civilised urbane and turns it into a tool of 
whimsy. But this idea didn’t come from 
nowhere, in fact, the design of the modern 
parachute greatly resembles the shape 
of the umbrella and over the centuries, 
umbrellas have been used in aeronautical 
experiments. The shape and function of 
the umbrella has captured the minds of 
aeronauts since the conception of flight. In 
1779, Joseph-Michel Montgolfier pushed 
a sheep from a tower, with nothing but a 
basket and a seven and a half foot parasol 
between it and the unforgiving ground. 
The sheep floated safely down from the 
tower, much like Poppins did. This buoyant 
conception of the umbrella isn’t limited to 
1930’s children’s fiction and 18th century 
aerial experiments though. Throughout 
the Kirby games, our rounded pink friend 
can consume parasol wielding foes to gain 
their unfathomable power. With a red and 
white striped umbrella clutched in hand, 
Kirby can slow his descent from high 
places (among other things). To continue 
along the Nintendo vein, Princess Peach 
can often be seen wielding an umbrella 
throughout her in-game appearances. In 
the Super Smash Bros series, Peach’s brolly 
can be used to jump and float across the 
various arenas on offer. But it doesn’t stop 

there, this charming infection has spread 
to perhaps the most popular (or at least 
pervasive) gaming sensation of the 21st 
century: Fortnite. Instead of the traditional 
glider, players can opt for a stylish parasol 
and drift down to Pleasant Park in water 
repellent bliss. Umbrellas have always 
lent themselves to dreams of flight. The 
way they catch in the wind and shield one 
from the sky, their design and purpose are 
intrinsically attached to what’s above. It 
may be a fool’s dream to parachute with 
a parasol, but it’s a dream that captures 
the imagination of everyone - fictional or 
otherwise.

Umbrellas can and have been used 
for far more sinister means. The dreams 
of a fool are not confined to personal 
flight, nay, sometimes they reach for the 
throat more than they reach for the stars. 
Umbrellas as weapons have captured the 
public imagination for quite sometime 
now, beginning with the invention of 
the umbrella gun in the 19th century (an 
evolution of the cane gun), umbrellas 
have always enjoyed a healthy suspicion 
that they are more than they appear. This 
materialised twice in 1978, as both the 
infamous Bulgarian umbrella and the far 
less credible Umbrella Man came to the 
fore. Bulgarian dissident Georgi Markov 
was assassinated in London using the 
aptly named umbrella. Through a hidden 
pneumatic mechanism, it can inject a 
lethal dose of ricin to the victim. That dose 
left Markov dead four days later. In the 
same year, the United States House Select 
Committee on Assassinations was formed 
to investigate the assassinations of JFK and 
Martin Luther King Jr. From the revelations 
of its investigation and its notoriously 
irresponsible conclusion on the likelihood 
of conspiracy, the committee inadvertently 
positioned ‘the Umbrella Man’ front and 
center. As the story goes, film and photos 
show a man on the grassy knoll with a black 
umbrella in hand. It wasn’t raining that 
day, and to many this is damning evidence 
of guilt. Depending on who you ask, the 
umbrella propelled a bullet, a dart, or was 
just a signalling device for his treasonous 
friends. As the Umbrella Man himself, 
Louie Steven Witt, put it, it was a “bad joke” 
aimed at JFK’s Chamberlain supporting 
father. Naturally, this has all bled into the 

works of fiction. DC’s Penguin and the 
lesser-known White Rabbit, both wield 
deadly deluge deterrents. As his moniker 
is the “Man of a thousand umbrellas”, it’s 
difficult to pin down their specific uses — 
but they do everything from spitting fire 
to launching missiles to spraying acid. 
White Rabbit, on the other hand, doesn’t 
mess around: her umbrella fires explosive 
and razor-tipped carrots. It makes sense 
right? But these are all sinister applications 
of what should not be a sinister device. 
Hagrid, a character who is irrefutably 
noble of heart, has what’s left of his wand 
embedded in a petite pink parasol. In many 
ways, it makes sense to see the umbrella 
as an instrument of violence. I think we all 
feel a sense of power course through us as 
we whip out an extendable umbrella as if 
we’re unsheathing a wicked blade. Equally, 
when we press down on the handle button 
to extend its canopy, it almost feels like 
we’re activating a long range missile to 
smite enemy combatants at a distance.

Umbrellas may attack, but they also 
protect. The most sensible evolution of 
the umbrella is from a shield against the 
elements to a shield against something 
a little more dangerous. Queen Victoria 
had a chainmail-lined parasol designed 
for her protection following a number of 
assassination attempts. Of course it was 
never used (owing to its cumbersome 
weight), but the thought seems to have 
persisted. Ex-French President Nicolas 
Sarkozy had his security detail employ 
armour-plated umbrellas for his protection, 

perhaps fearing the same assassination 
attempts as Queen Victoria. In fiction, 
Kingsmen has most famously represented 
the umbrella shield in its 2014 film. This 
gadget heavy umbrella shield perhaps went 
beyond the rudimentary design of Victoria 
and Sarkozy’s, but it employed the same 
core principle. More recently, Splatoon 
2 released the Splat Brella in 2017 - a 
shotgun style weapon which can be used to 
shield from the front. The Japanese name 
for this can be translated to Parashelter (a 
portmanteau of parasol and shelter and a 
far more apt name for the purposes of this 
article). But beyond the trivialities of heads 
of state and the inventions of film and 
gaming, umbrellas have been used on the 
front lines. The Umbrella Movement that 
began with Hong Kong’s 2014 democracy 
protests. Protestors would use umbrellas 
to shield themselves and others from 
policy pepper spray and limit the exposure 
of surveillance. It’s a humble item that has 
been put to extraordinary use.

In Brolliology, Marion Rankine 
describes getting caught in the rain 
with a friend - “sodden, delirious, and 
exhausted.” She says it was an experience 
that transcended the possibilities of an 
umbrella. 

“We did not have one—nor, that day, 
would we have wanted one.”

While the umbrella has many uses, 
from a weapon, to a shield, to a hand-held 
parachute, sometimes it’s important to 
forget the umbrella and just enjoy the rain.

Emulation: is it enough in video 
game preservation? 

SAM RANDLE
ART BY AMELIA KOEN

How do you preserve such a 
personalised genre?

MARLOW HURST
ART BY SHANIA O’BRIEN

The use of  umbrellas in life and fiction.

In Japan, individuals congregate under 
a blossoming cherry tree; a picnic 
blanket is laid out and topped with 

wine glasses filled with red in France; and 
in Iran they sprawl across a roundabout, 
an isle of calm amid traffic. Picnics are a 
core element of many cultures around 
the world — but at the moment their 
popularity is surging in New South Wales, 
under the current COVID-19 restrictions. 

Playwright William Somerset 
Maugham wrote, “there are few things so 
pleasant as a picnic lunch”; and indeed, 
for many vaccinated Sydneysiders, 
the picnic now represents a crumb of 
freedom after almost three months of 

lockdown. What can now be relished in 
by the vaccinated was once a privilege 
afforded to the aristocracy. Picnics grew 
in popularity during the 18th Century, 
but began as a very COVID-unsafe indoor 
activity. Each attendee was expected to 
pay a share of the costs or contribute to 
the lavish affair with extravagant plates of 
food. Picnics were synonymous with balls 
— they often attracted many attendees, 
music was played and an elegant dance 
followed the meal. 

Just as the French Revolution deposed 
its aristocracy, the conventions of the 
picnic were also thrown out the window 
and rebuilt. Francophiles in London 
founded a ‘Pic Nic Society’ in 1801 that 
brought a rustic feel; yet, it was still a fight 
to outdo other attendees in extravagance. 
The Pic Nics ran amateurish plays 
alongside luxurious dining, which began 
to pose a threat to the theatre industry. 

Before long, the owner of Drury Lane 
theatre endeavoured to shut down the Pic 
Nics, and they were ridiculed in the media. 
Despite this, francophilia was slowly 
trickling down (unlike the riches) to the 
emerging middle class. With everyone 
desperate to hold a picnic of their own, 
they were reshaped to be outdoors, and 
simpler. 

The outdoor picnic soon shone into 
contemporary Western literature; Jane 
Austen depicted an awkward outdoor 
gathering in Emma, and it became a titular 
feature in the Australian mystery, Picnic 
at Hanging Rock. The bucolic simplicity 
of a picnic began to grow in appeal across 
the world, in particular for the middle 
class. For the British and Americans, 
picnics were an idyllic pause from the 
grisly industrial world, and paired with 
Romanticism, an artistic movement that 
lauded nature above all else. As social 

mores relaxed and the working class in 
many countries started picnicking, the 
French remained reluctant. Many feared 
appearing overly decadent, and becoming 
like the aristocracy they detested. 
Nevertheless, the French eventually 
returned to their roots - the picnic basket. 

Nowadays, the picnic is enjoyed 
worldwide. Finally, it has lost its genteel 
feel and found a strong base of camaraderie 
and kinship. Though the contents of our 
contemporary baskets may differ from 
the intelligentsia every time we spread a 
blanket, we are adding another layer to 
the complex history of picnics. The story 
of picnics is now in our hands, and how 
we inscribe its future is up to us. It is safe 
to say that Covid picnics will be a turning 
point for which future picnic-enthusiasts 
will reminisce. 

The history of the picnic
ARIANA HAGHIGHI

Reflecting on New South Wales’ new 
favourite pastime.

Beyond the Brolly
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H elen Garner’s fiction feels like the 
Australian summer at its peak: 
the days get longer, the air gets 

thicker and the scent of jasmine resurrects 
the streets from the calm comfort of the 
cold. Children run amuck in overgrown 
backyards, clamber between houses 
through gaps in fences, and fall asleep 
amongst piles of handbags at Christmas 
parties and on New Year’s Eve.

The Melburnian summer is, to Garner, 
what Verona was to Shakespeare, what 
New York City nightlife was to the 
Bennington College crowd, and 1920s 
Paris to the writers of the Lost Generation. 
Bohemians pile into sticky, overcrowded 
terraces and tensions rise just as heat 
makes its way up creaky staircases to 
their top floors. The dirty dishes pile up 
and newspapers scatter the kitchen table 
— the sport and business sections were 
discarded long ago. 

When I first read Garner’s fiction, I 
was freshly seventeen and in the depths 
of a European winter — drowning in 
cheap spaghetti and my Uniqlo puffer 
coat. When the homesickness felt 

interminable, I retreated into Garner’s 
suburban dream. I was transported to the 
backyard barbecues of my childhood: 16 
Lovers Lane played in the kitchen while 
the grown-ups reminisced about long 
nights at The Dug Out Bar. 

Garner took me back, too, to the pool at 
the end of our street. My neighbours and I 
would spend Sundays avoiding bindi-eyes 
in the unkept grass and collecting coins at 
the bottom of the pool — hoping to gather 
enough to buy a musk stick from the 
corner shop. In Monkeygrip, the Fitzroy 
Baths become a stage for dramatic action 
and emotional turmoil  — characters dived 
in and out of love, “surveyed the antics of 
the children and gossiped benevolently, 
straw hats pulled down over [their] eyes.” 
The scalding heat of a summer’s day 
exudes from the concrete slabs through 
threadbare towels, and crowds of young 
Melburnians submerge themselves in the 
bright blue water. Garner celebrates the 
nights at the Kingston, Southern Cross or 
Ormand Hall, and even more so, the long 
walks home through neon streets, pushing 
through North Melbourne’s Friday night 
crowds: “Full summer in the city: chlorine 
and rock and roll.” 

To me, Sydney is perfect in the 
week between Christmas Eve and New 
Years Day. Everyone pours out of town 
— families chuck their belongings into 
SUVs and take off up the coast, others 
head home to Melbourne or Adelaide, 
and the eastern suburbs jetset files onto 

a Qantas airbus for ski season and a white 
Christmas. The streets are deserted — If 
I’m lucky, I can get from my poky house 
just off south King Street to Bronte in less 
than twenty minutes. 

This is Garner’s Sydney. The southerly 
change bursts through the city and brings 
reprieve from the oppressive heat and 
emotional turmoil in Melbourne. Where 
back home, the flat geography and ocean-
less horizon becomes stifling, in Sydney 
the storm finally arrives. In The Children’s 
Bach, clouds “hang in lurid loops” and 
harbour glistens. Her characters wander 
aimlessly through the silent streets —  
whispers of piano, violin and clarinet 
float out of The Con, “white as an ocean 
liner, with its two high palm trees flying 
like flags … The thread of melody, never 
meant to combine, mingled and made a 
pleasant, meaningless discord.” 

Time and time again, Garner’s women 
come to Sydney with their romantic 
partners looking for an escape — whether 
that be from prying eyes of partners and 
friends; or in Nora and Javo’s case, the 
drugs — they arrive loved up but leave on 
the overnight train, alone. 

Yet, for all Sydney’s glare and colour, 
Melbourne is always Garner’s muse. After 
writing Monkeygrip, a Parisian sojourn 
left her totally devoid of inspiration. “I 
could hardly write at all there and I was 
so homesick, it was pathetic … I thought 
this place has nothing to do with me, and 
I’ve got nothing to do with it,” she told 
Jennifer Byrne in an interview for the 
Wheeler Centre. “I think that every story 
that could happen in the hearts of people 
can happen in this city just as well as any 
other. I’m not interested in trying to write 
from anywhere else.” 

 Still when I read Garner, I feel like 
I’m back at the lino kitchen table of my 
childhood home. Just like the homes of 
her characters, the kettle is perpetually 
whistling away on the stove, and friends 

and family flow in and out of the living 
room, sustained by whatever is lying 
about in the cupboard. 

Garner’s ability to capture the 
bohemian Australian Dream through all its 
seasons has cemented her place in literary 
history. She represents the complexities 
of friendship and communal living from 
her youth, in Monkeygrip, through to older 
age, caring for a dying friend in The Spare 
Room. Her characters are filled with the 
generosity of the human spirit and plumb 
the darkest depths of narcissism and 
addiction. But more than anything, what 
remains long after reading Garner’s work 
is the sound of bicycle wheels, spinning 
down suburban streets and the billowing 
of her white cotton sheets hanging out to 
dry.

This street shares its name with a hundred others, 
a brief rounded exclamation about some filial 
relation. 

Yet it is this one that we all know, The Run, onto 
which we spill, sprint and stumble as the semesters 
amble by.

And it is this one that I love, having taken up a room 
into which the sun doesn’t entirely shine, in a politely 
upright house with a little red door. 

In normal times, the pavement bears witness to the 
whispering treads of a million aspiring philosophers, 
historians, engineers, scientists, coffee-drinkers, 
flustered workers, and lovers.

Sometimes if I woke up very early it would be almost 
silent, the wrought iron of the odds across the road yet 
to be washed in the light of day. Yet, pause a moment 
and the faraway rush of the city, distant sirens, broken 
keychains tinkling on schoolchildren’s bags grew 
closer. The hum that never really ceases.

At night it was the same, hissing of tires along the 
road punctuated by warm snippets of conversation 
as commuters shed the day’s problems, leaving 
disagreements in eucalypt-clogged gutters and 
speculating about dinner. 

Now, the special quiet usually reserved for Sundays 
has become a gentle, if unsettling reminder of the 
limbo in which we lie. 

This time around I took to collecting Turkish rugs 
and lay on the floor with them, gathering dust. All 
my windows and doors are open to the street. Where 
I’d previously attend to passing shadows hoping they 
may be a friend scurrying to the train after hours, or 
the flash of the neighbours skating home, unfamiliar 
voices or hurried footsteps now just evaporated into 
the evening air.

The bottlebrushes outside are illuminated glibly 
by the amber glow of a geriatric street lamp, and at 
precisely 9pm you can hear the man who goes through 
the bins beginning his parade down our boulevard, 
collecting emerald and sienna treasures. It is symbiotic 
– without him I could never find enough room for 
stubborn cardboard boxes and tins of old passata. 

On my 20th birthday, without a word, he gave me a 
shiny euro coin. I thought of the 20 years I have spent 
criss-crossing this city and of the family at number 
160-something who haven’t – marking their kitchen 
doorframe as the years went by, my arrival nearly 
coincidental with their downsizing departure. I had 
hoped to find a home here as they did, but perhaps 
another time.

I often think about what they would’ve seen from 
their own wrought iron ledges, dancing on the periphery 
of the Block as the millenium ticked over. Part of me 
wants to believe they fought as many did in the years 
before, drawn to Lawson as a conduit and marker of the 
struggle of First Nations activists. 

But I do wonder whether they too are part of the 
group spoken of by grandparents at Christmas parties 
in vaguely consolatory tones, sighs of the gentrifiers, 
the yuppies and family guys. 

I’m sure they’ve left now, as I have, perhaps to a place 
where the ring of cicadas overwhelms conversations, if 
there were any to hear. If I wanted to I think I could find 
out who they are, but something seems to tell me no. 

Best to leave that for only Lawson to know, to have 
and hold them like it did me, but to ultimately let us go. 

Editors are always telling writers 
to make their articles shorter. 
The culling of word counts is 

rationalised by dwindling attention 
spans, superabundant content, or the 
lack of space between gargantuan 
advertisements in print. But I am far 
from casting the first stone, most of 
my edits seek to trim like taking hedge 
cutters to an overgrown thicket.

Yet, I have never shied away from 
intricate narratives in my writing, 
no matter how little they add to the 
message of the piece. When I read 
any form of non-fiction, I want to feel 
immersed in it. I want the writer to take 
me on the journey with them, every step 
immortalised in a descriptive sentence 
a harsher editor would have struck 
through. It is almost unpleasant to 
read writing untouched by the creator’s 
soul, with nothing but vast expanses of 
unadorned tidings. 

The first long-form article I 

remember reading spanned ten 
magazine pages; and I only remember 
this because I recall counting them 
on the tips of my fingers. I was twelve, 
sitting-cross legged across my mum in 
a salon. She was busy, typing furiously 
on her phone with argent foil pinned in 
her hair. It was a feature article about 
the recently-deceased editor-in-chief of 
a fashion magazine, and I marvelled at 
the dedication it took to write so much 
about another person. I still cannot 
conceive of writing a biography, but I 
also cannot explain the unparalleled joy 
of reading one. 

I receive four copies of The Paris 
Review in the mail every year. One of 
their sections is entitled ‘The Art of 
Biography’ — second only to ‘The Art 
of Fiction’ in my books — which, as 
its namesake suggests, consists of in-
depth interviews and research about 
illustrious people. In an amusing twist 
of faith, one of my favourite pieces from 
the section sees Louisa Thomas writing 
about Hermione Lee, a biographer 
herself. Originally published in ‘Issue 
205, Summer 2013,’ “Hermione Lee” asks 
the question: what is gained in learning 
about the life of an author? 

For one, you learn how that person 
works in all senses of the word. You can 
trace the way they stitch themselves 
together every morning, from every 
pinprick to every seam. But Lee also 
speaks of what is lost in the process: the 
sense of childlike wonder that comes 
with not knowing. When I hold books 
in my hands, their creators are larger 
than life. I don’t want to know how they 
take their coffee or the fact that they 
need reading glasses; I want them to 
exist slightly out of reach, a dream just 
nebulous enough to elude definition. 

But even more so than the focus on 
the subjects of the pieces, I enjoy reading 
the introductions. It is nice to know that 
Lucas Wittmann took three sessions 
to interview Richard Holmes, and that 
they went from Covent Garden to North 
London to New York. Arundhati Roy’s 
love for immersing herself in the world 
of a novel for years sheds light on the 
bridge between The God of Small Things 
and The Ministry of Utmost Happiness. 

In her autobiographical essay A 
Sketch of the Past, Virginia Woolf asks: 
how do you tell the life story of a person? 

Writers of biographies tend to 
begin with the present. In the cases 

of interview-led profiles, a subgenre 
I am partial to, standard practice is 
to describe the setting the interview 
is taking place in. Then comes the 
speculation, the snippets of private 
lives one can glean from bookshelves 
organised in discernible sections and 
slivers of paint splattered on carpeted 
floors. Does the cat linger during the 
course of the conversation, does the 
subject prefer a side of the couch, will 
knowing any of this help you understand 
a bit more than they’re willing to reveal? 

If I were to answer the question 
Woolf asks; I would say in controlled 
abundance. I have written multiple 
profiles during the course of this year 
alone; none of them exceeding the 
thousand-word mark. The image of 
the physical space the words will need 
to occupy follows my fingers on my 
butterfly keyboard, and as much as I 
favour structure I cannot help but wish 
for endless space on which to muse. 

Reflections on Helen Garner in the Summertime An ode to Lawson Street
ALICE TRENOWETH-CRESWELL 

ART BY NANDINI DHIR

On the Australian author.

LAUREN LANCASTER
ART BY ELLIE STEPHENSON

The poetry of the Redfern Run.

Controlled abundance: the art of long-form profiles
SHANIA O’BRIEN

Longing for long-form. 

“Helen Garner’s fiction feels like the Australian 
summer at its peak: the days get longer, the air 
gets thicker and the scent of jasmine resurrect 
the streets from the calm comfort of the cold.”

Authorised by R.Scanlan, 2021 Electoral Officer,
Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney 
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: srcusyd.net.au/elections

VOTE!

Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney Elections 2021

Voting will be open on 
September 21, 22 & 23 

All Sydney University undergraduate students who are currently 
enrolled are eligible to VOTE in the upcoming 2021 SRC 

elections. Voting will be online on Tuesday the 21st, Wednesday 
the 22nd, and Thursday the 23rd of September 2021.

Voting links will be sent to student emails at  
9am 21 September, 9am 22 September, 9am 23 September

 
For more info see: srcusyd.net.au/elections

Authorised by R.Scanlan, 2021 Electoral Officer,
Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney 
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: srcusyd.net.au/elections

VOTE!

Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney Elections 2021

Voting will be open on 
September 21, 22 & 23 

All Sydney University undergraduate students who are currently 
enrolled are eligible to VOTE in the upcoming 2021 SRC 

elections. Voting will be online on Tuesday the 21st, Wednesday 
the 22nd, and Thursday the 23rd of September 2021.

Voting links will be sent to student emails at  
9am 21 September, 9am 22 September, 9am 23 September

 
For more info see: srcusyd.net.au/elections

Authorised by R.Scanlan, 2021 Electoral Officer,
Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney 
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: srcusyd.net.au/elections

VOTE!

Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney Elections 2021

Voting will be open on 
September 21, 22 & 23 

All Sydney University undergraduate students who are currently 
enrolled are eligible to VOTE in the upcoming 2021 SRC 

elections. Voting will be online on Tuesday the 21st, Wednesday 
the 22nd, and Thursday the 23rd of September 2021.

Voting links will be sent to student emails at  
9am 21 September, 9am 22 September, 9am 23 September

 
For more info see: srcusyd.net.au/elections

Authorised by R.Scanlan, 2021 Electoral Officer,
Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney 
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: srcusyd.net.au/elections

VOTE!

Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney Elections 2021

Voting will be open on 
September 21, 22 & 23 

All Sydney University undergraduate students who are currently 
enrolled are eligible to VOTE in the upcoming 2021 SRC 

elections. Voting will be online on Tuesday the 21st, Wednesday 
the 22nd, and Thursday the 23rd of September 2021.

Voting links will be sent to student emails at  
9am 21 September, 9am 22 September, 9am 23 September

 
For more info see: srcusyd.net.au/elections

Authorised by R.Scanlan, 2021 Electoral Officer,
Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney 
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: srcusyd.net.au/elections

VOTE!

Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney Elections 2021

Voting will be open on 
September 21, 22 & 23 

All Sydney University undergraduate students who are currently 
enrolled are eligible to VOTE in the upcoming 2021 SRC 

elections. Voting will be online on Tuesday the 21st, Wednesday 
the 22nd, and Thursday the 23rd of September 2021.

Voting links will be sent to student emails at  
9am 21 September, 9am 22 September, 9am 23 September

 
For more info see: srcusyd.net.au/elections



SRC CASEWORKERS | 25WK 7, SEM 2, 2021 HONI SOIT24 | SRC REPORTS HONI SOIT WK 7, SEM 2, 2021

This week has been remarkably busy, 
with a number of issues taking up my time. 

The most notable of them has been our 
petition for a renewal of the CWAM. The 
petition has been remarkably successful in 
the week that it’s been up, with over 1300 
signatories at the time of signing. Thank 
you to all the SRC Office Bearers, interested 
students, student reps and even some 
candidates in upcoming elections who have 

shared the petition around and provided 
meaningful feedback to it. I’ve been 
speaking with a large number of students 
who are really interested in the campaign 
and in the SRC’s role in supporting students. 
I’ve even heard a few concerns about the 
petition which we are meaningfully taking 
on board. Please keep signing and sharing, 
the more signatures we have, the more 
likelihood of our petition being accepted! 

This has been surprisingly time consuming, 
but I’m so glad to have launched it as it’s 
worthwhile.

Aside from that, I’ve been working 
hard on committees as always. I attended 
the Academic Board this week to present 
the first version of our petition, to quite 
a lot of interest from staff and student 
reps. I also attended a focus group about 
the administrative and support services 

provided through SAS with the USU and 
SUPRA Presidents and SRC Caseworkers. 
We workshopped some improvements to 
the complaints process as well as general 
principles for how these systems should 
operate and interact with students. I hope 
that these criticisms will be well received. 

Until next time,
Swapnik. 

SWAPNIK SANAGAVARAPU

President

AMELIA MERTHA AND KIMBERLEY DIBBEN

Women’s Officers

ISABELLA D’SILVA, DREW BEACOM, LAUREN LANCASTER 
AND DEAGLAN GODWIN DID NOT SUBMIT A REPORT

Environment Officers

Education Officers
MADDIE CLARK AND TOM WILLIAMS

Disability and Carers Officers
MARGOT BEAVON-COLLIN AND SARAH KORTE DID NOT 
SUBMIT A REPORT

Welfare Officers
LIA PERKINS, SHREYAA SUNDARAGHAVAN, KATHERINE 
XU AND OWEN MARSDEN-READFORD DID NOT SUBMIT A 
REPORT

This past fortnight the EAG has been 
especially busy in the fight against cuts on 
campus, as well as building staff-student 
solidarity and working on the next major 
step in the education campaign, a student 
general meeting. 

6 students spoke at the consultation 
with the Dean last week, with many more 
members of the EAG coming along as well 
to grill the Dean. The zoom was filled with 
250 or so people asking why these cuts 
are being forced through despite large 
surpluses and bonusses for management. 

There was strong opposition from both 
staff and students and we successfully 
passed a motion of opposition. 

This lead well into our zoom forum 
with staff on Thursday night. We heard 
from casuals, NTEU members and student 
speakers from a variety of schools in 
Arts. One of many important messages 
was the importance of solidarity with 
staff fighting for improved workloads, for 
casual conversion and for retaining the 
40/40/20 model. The forum had more than 
60 attendees at its peak which was a great 

showing! 
There was broad support at the forum 

for our next major event, the student 
general meeting. We will be meeting this 
week to hash out the details of the motion 
to be passed and begin the process of 
building the meeting. 

The arts draft change proposal has 
also been released. The proposal will gut 
around a million dollars from arts, which 
will largely be casual hours, low-enrolment 
courses and postgraduate options. While 
this is better than other options on the 

table such as school closures, we still 
see this as an egregious and unnecessary 
measure that we will continue to fight. 

Finally, we have been meeting with 
the NTEU regularly and will continue to 
keep in close contact (virtually) over this 
semester and into next year. Deaglan 
spoke at an all staff meeting on behalf of 
the EAG about student support for the log 
of claims and the willingness to fight for 
better conditions.

Contact an SRC Caseworker on 02 9660 5222 or email help@src.usyd.edu.au

There are many offences you can 
be fined for, but the most common 
ones relate to breaking traffic, public 
transport, minor criminal, and local 
council laws.

Penalty notices

The most common types of fines 
are penalty notices, also called 
infringement notices, on-the-spot 
fines, tickets, or criminal infringement 
notices (CINs). They can be issued in 
person, attached to a vehicle, or sent 
to you in the mail, and contain details 
of the alleged offence and the amount 
you need to pay.  

LawAccess NSW has a great 
flowchart on your options for dealing 
with your penalty notice.

LawAccess NSW also provides 
detailed information about your 
options for dealing with a penalty 
notice, including how to pay the 
fine, what to do if you disagree with 
it, what happens if you decide to go 
to court and what you can do if your 
driver’s licence is suspended.

If you’ve received a fine for a 
traffic infringement captured on 
camera, go to Service NSW to view 
the photo images.

Court fines

If you go to court and have a fine 
imposed by the magistrate, you’ll 
usually be ordered to pay it within 
28 days. You’ll be sent a Notice of 
Penalty which tells you the amount 
you have to pay and the due date. 

Non-payment of a toll

A toll notice requiring payment is not 
a fine. However, if you do not respond 
to it, you may be sent a penalty 
notice for not paying the toll which 
is a fine. You can use the information 
here to deal with this fine.

Don’t ignore your penalty notices 
and fines

If you don’t act to deal with any 
of these fines, Revenue NSW will 
add enforcement costs to them 
and you could have your licence 
and registration suspended. The 
additional costs and penalties for 
unlicensed driving or driving an 
uninsured/unregistered car are a lot 
higher and more severe than your 
original fine.

Keep your address updated

Not knowing about a fine is not  
a defence, so always remember to 
update your address if you move, 
especially if you have a car. Penalty 
notices sent by mail and reminders 

will be sent to your last known 
address. If you haven’t updated it, 
you could find yourself with large 
debts for fines, enforcement costs, 
and additional costs and penalties.

Private fines

You may be sent a letter or given 
a document that looks like a fine 
when you breach a rule that applies 
to private property or organisations. 
This isn’t really a fine, although the 
private organisation might call it 
that. These notices commonly relate 
to private car parks such as those 
found at shopping centres, clubs, or 
on other private land. Private fines 
can’t be referred to Revenue NSW 
for enforcement, but the private 
organisation might take you to 
court if you don’t deal with it, so 
you shouldn’t ignore their letters. 
If you receive a ‘fine’ from a private 
organisation and you don’t believe 
you should have to pay it, call the 
SRC on 9660 5222, to speak to a 
solicitor.

Don’t get fined travelling on 
public transport

When using public transport in 
Sydney, you need to tap on when 
you board and tap off with the same 
card when you arrive at your stop. 
If you are transferring to another 
service, you need to tap on again and 
tap off at your destination.
When you tap on and off correctly 
with sufficient balance on your Opal 
card:

• You’re charged the correct fare.

• You won’t be fined for travelling 
on an invalid ticket.

• Your trip will count towards your 
Weekly Travel Rewards.

• If transferring to another service 
within an hour of tapping off 
the previous trip, the trips will 
be combined into a single trip 
meaning you’ll be charged a lesser 
fare for your combined travel. 

If you’re caught travelling without 
a valid ticket, not paying the correct 
fare, or using a concession ticket 
without being in possession of your 
proof of entitlement card (usually 
this will be your student card), you 
may be issued with a fine of $200 
(Maximum $550).

Further information

If you need advice or assistance in 
dealing with any type of fines, call 
the SRC on 9660 5222 to speak to  
our solicitor.

Tips on how to deal 
with fines                 Article by SUPRA

Ask Abe
SRC caseworker help Q&A

Hi Abe,

Earlier this semester I had to drop a 
couple of units after the census date 
because of some health problems.  
I managed to get a Discontinue not 
to count as fail (DC), but I don’t 
want to lose all that money on a 
unit that I didn’t actually do.  
Is there any way can ask for a refund 
or is the Uni going to keep my 
money? 

Strapped 

Dear Strapped,

You can actually apply for a fee 
refund in your situation. Depending 
on whether you’re a domestic or 
international student, the process 
will be different. 

You’ll need to provide 

documentation to explain why 
you had to drop the subjects 
after the DC deadline, and there 
is a 12 month time limit on your 
application. You will need to 
show that there were special 
circumstances (illness, injury  
or misadventure) that:

• were beyond your control;

• did not make their full impact 
on you until on or after the DC 
deadline; and

• stopped you being able 
to complete the course 
requirements.

You can talk to a caseworker at  
the SRC for advice relevant to your 
specific situation – email help@ 
src.usyd.edu.au or call 9660 5222  
to make an appointment. 

Abe

Applying for a FEE REDUND

Do you have a legal problem? 
We can help you for FREE!*

* this service is available to USYD undergraduate students and cases that meet eligible criteria

Civil Rights

Court Appearances
Immigration & Visa Referrals

Police Matters

...and more

Student Advocacy

Level 1, Wentworth Building (G01),  
University of Sydney NSW 2006 
PO Box 794 Broadway NSW 2007

p:  02 9660 5222     
int: 12871 
w: srcusyd.net.au

SRC 
LEGAL SERVICE 
APPOINTMENTS  

ARE NOW 
AVAILABLE  

BY PHONE OR 
ONLINE

Two weeks until Radical Sex and 
Consent Week

Only two weeks to go until WoCo’s 
very exciting Radical Sex and Consent 
Week in week 8!! Follow the QR code to be 
taken to our Facebook event, click going, 
and share with your mates! Look forward 
to topics such as sex work, dating and 
race, relationships, queerness, and more 
to be discussed over many online events, 
podcasts, zines, and more! Full schedule 
out soon. Follow #radsexandconsentweek 
and the University of Sydney Women’s 
Collective page and instagram (@
usydwoco)  for updates!

National Student Safety Survey

Have you gotten the survey? 
Remember to check your junk mail and 
spam inboxes to see if you are one of the 
10,000 USyd students chosen to complete 
the National Student Safety Survey. This 
survey will collate important new data 
on sexual violence and the behaviours 
and context which prelude it. We really 
encourage every person selected to 
participate to help us fight against sexual 
violence on campus. There will also be 
an concurrently-run anonymous online 
form that any current student or student 
who has been enrolled in an Australian 
university in the past five years can use to 

share more about their experiences. This 
can be completed at nsss.edu.au. 

Support 

This survey can be quite confronting 
and re-traumatising for many. A 
reminder that sexual assault and sexual 
harassment support is available via 
the Safer Communities Office. The 
Safer Communities Office is a team of 
specialist student liaison officers (SLOs) 
that provides trauma informed support 
and case management for survivors of 
sexual assault or sexual harassment. The 
Safer Communities Office also provides 
support for staff seeking advice on 

supporting students. Contact: 8627 6808 
(Available 8.30am-5.30pm Mon- Fri),  
safer-communities.officer@sydney.edu.
au. The SRC caseworkers are also available 
for practical support on 9660 5222 during 
regular office hours (9am - 5pm Mon - Fri). 

Joining the fight against sexual 
violence can help so many survivors, 
including many WoCo members, in the 
process of healing from harm. WoCo is 
a place of collective healing as well as a 
staunch leader of anti-sexual violence 
activism. We encourage all (non- cis men) 
to join in our fight together. Survivors are 
stronger when we are together.
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CROSSWORD CLUES

1 Invitation to get married (8)
6 Piece of inherited clothing (4-2-4)
13 ? Sex trader reveals more (5)
14 Italian composer of operas L’elisir d’amore
and Lucia di Lammermoor (9)
15 Confusion, misunderstanding (3-2)
16 Visible to the audience in a theatre (7)
18 31 October (9)
19 Knight’s honorific (3)
20 Africa’s deadliest creature (5)
22 Sexual urges (5)
24 ? East London precipitation in trouble (3)
26 Picture A (5)
28 Country represented by Picture B (6)
29 Elizabeth II’s husband (6)
31 ? Piece of money with ruby in the middle (7)
32 Those who participate in fictional doings (10)
34 Personification of death (4,6)
37 Holy, heavenly (7)
38 Self-centred person (6)
39 ? Dog surrounds an anomaly (6)
41 Conflict between York and Lancaster: War of the ... 
(5)
42 Palindromic song by a palindromic band (3)
43 Curiously, unevenly (5)
45 Hungarian composer Franz (5)
46 Type of contraception (3)
48 England’s Central Criminal Court (3,6)
51 Most wealthy (7)
53 ? Stalk drag movie lead (5)
54 Thinking logically, reckoning (9)
55 Japanese spy (5) 
56 Africa’s horniest beast (10)
57 German physicist Albert (8)

The Met Gala

The theme of last week’s 2021 
Met Gala was In America: A 
Lexicon of Fashion. As usual for 

the Gala, the outfits were generally 
disappointing and not that on theme. 
Instead, the interest lay in how the 
outfits ultimately pertained more 
to the theme of the 2019 Met Gala, 
Camp: Notes on Fashion. 

We can ascribe this primarily to 
the naive camp-ness of American 
exceptionalism. The ego and lack 
of self-awareness of the American 
condition manifested in genuine 
attempts to ascribe to the theme. 
The performative nature of American 
activism was exposed in the 
commonality of ‘statement/slogan’ 
outfits, each of which were ostensibly 
sincere, but came off as hilariously 
out-of-touch. 

Furthermore, American ideals of 
opulence and wealth performance 
were on display, such as Lil Nas X’s 
Versace three-in-one — an outfit 
immediately more camp than Lady 
Gaga’s Brandon Maxwell from 2019. 
Its sincere attempt at masculine 
opulence was warped by its 
resemblance to the Star Casino. It 
was hands-down my favourite of the 
night. 

Truly, the outfits didn’t reflect 
the triumphs of American fashion, 
but instead a uniquely American 
sensibility of taste. They were garish, 
glamorous, uninteresting, and very 
camp.

How much do you want the 
circuit of your dreams?” I 
asked the group chat, willingly 

feeding our slim finals hopes, 
referring to the legendary night out 
after winning a flag. The delusion of 
suburban glory and the faint hope 
of having a justification for being 
the main character on King St on a 
muggy September evening is all that 
drives us.

Letters

Columns It is a paradox; to be a humble, 
faceless individual in a changing 
room, and yet narcissistic to be 
motivated purely by the desire to wear 
a premiership dangly as an accessory 
—- an object whose significance is 
almost entirely encapsulated in its 
material existence as a shiny thing.

To share is precious, pure and 
fair — it is on the kirk1 that the most 
abiding and joyful experiences of my 
friends reside, and yet I don’t know 
many of their occupations. They 
are merely my centre half-back, my 
opening bowler, my goalkeeper. We 
share this existence as players, not 
people. On the circuit is where we 
become whole.

1 noun (informal; Australian 
English): a shortening of the slang 
term ‘circuit’, used to refer to a night 
out.

2 Solemn religious ceremonies (5)
3 Picture C (3)
4 Like a bolt from the blue, at once (8)
5 Midday meals (7)
6 Colour shown in Picture D (5)
7 ? Assembles atop Sri Lankan nature reserves (8,5)
8 Corn (5)
9 Caribbean nation (9,8)
10 ? Increases in candle materials (5)
11 Racist (10)
12 Added, subtracted, multiplied, or divided (8)
17 Yeti (10,7)
21 Finger bones (9)
23 One of the four crucial elements of cooking, according 
to Samin Nosrat (4)
25 Interim or substitute doctor (5)
27 Swedes, Italians, Bosnians, et cetera (9)
30 ? Lee has strange- sounding magazine (7,6)
33 Blood-sucking parasites (5)
35 The sound of knocking on a door (3-1-3-3)
36 Movie shown in Picture E (4)
37 Very well sealed (8)
40 First element on the periodic table (8)
44 Between sunrise and sunset (7)
47 Picture F (5)
49 Style of Greek column (5)
50 Encircles (5)
52 Intense boredom (5)
55 Word that links today’s pictures (3)

Picture A

Picture B

Picture C

Picture D

Picture E

Picture F

Clues with a ? are cryptic clues.

S FOR
SCIENCE QUIZ

All answers begin with S.

1. What is the smallest bone in the 
human body? 

2. What word is given to a number that 
can’t be simplified to remove a square 
root? 

3. Which holes in a leaf allow gases in 
and out of a plant? 

4. What is the chemical symbol for the 
element Sulfur?  

5. Which branch of science studies 
earthquakes? 

6. Which type of rock is formed nearest 
to the Earth’s surface?

Fergus 
Keane
THIS WEEK IN
CAMP

Daanyal
Saeed

THE CIRCUIT 
OF MY 
DREAMS

Ariana Haghighi and 
Eamonn Murphy

ABSURD ANIMAL 
ANECDOTES

Thanx to the Sphynx and Manx

SPHYNX:

In the Austin Powers 
franchise, there’s a cat called Mr 
Bigglesworth. He’s kept by Dr Evil, 
the films’ primary antagonist, and 
is notably hairless. Mr Bigglesworth, 
after all, is a Sphynx cat.

How Egyptian, you say! However, 
you are wrong. The Sphynx cat is 
Canadian, born and bred in Toronto. 
Their hairlessness is a product of 
natural mutation, and some say that 
their coat is akin to a supple suede.

Yet, we feel that Mr Bigglesworth 
gives the Sphynx a bad name. They’re 
sociable and friendly companions, 
brimming with love. Evil has no place 
in their temperaments, and Austin 
Powers has contributed to a vitriolic 
stream of Sphynx criticism. How 
unfair. Justice for the Sphynx!

MANX:

The Manx is the Sphynx’s 
mysterious rhyming cousin, also 
defined by its deficiency in a common 
cat characteristic. 

While cats may die yet live to tell 
the tale nine times, the Manx have 
never had any tail at all; rather, they 
have a protruding stump. Fanciful 
folklore imagines how this breed may 
have lost its tail, including a tale 
where Noah closed the door of the 
Ark on a cat’s tail and lopped it off. 

This taillessness arose as a natural 
mutation on the Isle of Man, but has 
since become an iconic feature of this 
Celtic enigma. The Isle of Man has 
profited from this cat’s hereditary 
characteristic, selling ‘How Manx 
Cats Are Made’ postcards depicting 
frightened cats fleeing from freight 
trains and little tails left on the track. 
Oh to marvel at the Manx!

Woof!

I’ve had a busy week this week. I stayed 
up well past my bedtime on two occasions 
to watch the presidential and Honi 
debates, but I’m glad I did because I was 
thoroughly informed and entertained. 

Who farted?

Is the question on everyone’s lips after 
last Thursday’s SRC President debate. I 
will not name the culprit, but I can say 
that he is Rich. 

Up the ‘riff

It was a lovely weekend, so I can excuse 
presidential candidate Lauren Lancaster 
for wanting to sip some champers on 
the sand. After seeing her opulent ‘Insta 
story,’ Matt Carter’s campaign were all 
over me telling me how working class he 
is. Here is what he got up to last weekend:
Friday night: drag (at Eastern Creek)
Saturday: activism (fully documented and 
authorised)
Saturday night: sunk a dozen cans 
watching Penrith get up over Parra
Sunday morning: Jazz practice
Sunday afternoon: Reading SRC minutes

Oops!

Matt Carter was certainly keen to tell 
everyone at the debate that Electoral 
Officer Riki Scanlan has ‘certified’ his 
activist record in the face of attacks by 
activist gatekeepers. Unfortunately, 
scathing Scanlan had different ideas, 
issuing an embarrassing clarification, 
saying that “it is extremely inappropriate 
to invoke [the EO’s] name and position 
within political debate and dialogue. 
The EO does not, and cannot, make 
determinations about the political 
substance of the elections. Stating that 
the EO has "certified" the credentials of 
any candidate is a gross misrepresentation 
of the purpose of the complaints process. 
Such statements warp and undermine 
the EO's responsibility to fairly and 
impartially administer and arbitrate 

the elections, and this is unacceptable 
conduct.” Oops! 

Oops! pt 2

Poor Matt! I think you’re quite cute and 
genuine but unfortunately you’ve ended 
up in my column for a third time this 
week! Some screenshots slithered my 
way this week showing the Con Student 
Association maybe wasn’t as radical 
as friendly Matt was making it out to 
be! I heard that the CSA didn’t want to 
meet with the unwashed student body 
when cuts were happening and said that 
“there’s nothing much we can do about 
[the cuts] because we’re reliant on the 
USyd budget”! Oops!

i love honi

Dear editors, 
What I missed most after graduating 
was picking up a copy of Honi Soit 
and perusing its fine pages of gossip, 
insight and analysis as I sipped an 
alcoholic beverage on the Hermann’s 
benches at the ungodly hour of midday. 
The University of Sydney tried to 
compensate this loss with the Sydney 
Alumni Magazine, a drab, overproduced 
rag that gave little insight into the 
student life and culture I so dearly 
adored. Most days the magazine found 
itself immediately thrown into recycling 
without second thought. 
Upon seeing I could have Honi Soit 
delivered to my door, I jumped at the 
opportunity. Sure, I might not be a 
current student anymore, but flicking 
through those pages every week fills 
me with joy, as I reminisce of the good 
ol’ days and see what the kids are up 
to these days. Thank you for arranging 
delivery of the newspaper – it is the only 
alumni paper I care for and need.

Sincerely,
former BNOC/hack

Abe
GOSSIP



The Boot
WEEK 7, SEMESTER 2 UNION BUSTING SINCE 1942

The Big Banana believes 
that the Con is not large 

enough or well-resourced 
to accommodate its many 
students. They claim it is their 
one and only policy to improve 
the Con. “I, for one, cannot fit 
inside the suffocatingly small 
classrooms”, the Big Banana 
commented. “We need to 
better allocate the University’s 
well-endowed funds towards 
the big things I want to do to 
–– I mean for the Con.”

“EAT THE RICH” the Big 
Lobster proclaims on Eastern 
Avenue. “Redistribute the 
means!” She takes a second to 

eye her pocket Marx and turns 
a page with her pincer. “I, for 
one, would never support the 
rich,” she said in an interview. 
When The Boot asked about 
Lobster’s involvement in 
the fine dining industry, she 
reddened (though it was hard 
to tell). “My mother served as 
a meal for the rich, as did her 
grandmother and her mother 
before that. My generational 
traditions don’t influence my 
politics.”

The Big Blue Groper lives 
in a school of all-male tropical 
fish, but he has been the only 
fish brave enough to enter 
student politics. “I feel like 
a fish out of water in stupol, 
where it is easier to be rainbow-

finned than conservative,” he 
told The Boot. Big Blue Groper 
believes too much algae has 
been removed from their 
school’s living area. “All this 
algae is taken away because of 
affirmative action. Just because 
we don’t lay eggs.” Big Fish 
promises to put a stop to social 
justice fighting fish (SJFFs).

The Big Mango claims they 
can save the performing arts 
at USyd. But, much like their 
namesake, these promises are 
only fruitful during election 
season with little transpiring 
the rest of the year; some could 
call it unending silence on set. 
“This year is different,” they 
claim. “The Seymour Centre 
will be ours again.” “Man-go 

vote for me please!!”, she cries, 
for “Man-ning Bar!”

When asked about his past 
7 years serving as the Chair of 
the Conservative Club, the Big 
Merino rescinded his face back 
into his chins of fleece. The 
Boot repeatedly pushed him 
on his evident Liberal base of 
followers, with a Liberal USU 
Board member endorsing his 
ticket. Big Merino maintains 
that his ticket, ‘BAAAA,’ is 
entirely unaligned, proven 
by the very cool, very neutral 
name. He promises you he 
is not one of those sheep on 
the Left who pretend to be 
something they’re not.

Uni’s redacted SMS messages 
during ed protests revealed

After certifying activism credentials, Electoral 
Officer agrees to certify marriages, bank 
records, and tax returns
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