ACKNOWLEDGEMENT
OF COUNTRY
This queer autonomous
edition of Honi Soit, like all
editions before it, has been
written, edited, and printed
on stolen Indigenous land.
The University of Sydney
is situated on unceded
Gadigal land, but this
year our publication has
been created remotely,
and our writers, editors,
and artists are dispersed
over Dharawal, Wangal,
Gandangara,
Dharug,
Gadigal,
Cameraygal,
and Bidjigal lands. The
university that educates
us
and
funds
this
publication was founded to
perpetuate colonialism and
imperialism, and continues
to uphold white supremacy
both implicitly in its
paternalistic
structures,
and explicitly in its
collaboration with police
and other tools of state
violence. We recognise
that as university students,
and settlers, we have a
responsibility to staunchly
oppose these structures at
every opportunity,
and actively counter the
idea that a successful
anticolonial
movement
can be anything but First
Nations-led.

EDITORIAL
Much of the queerphobia
historically and continually
experienced by people
in so-called ‘Australia’ is
rooted in anti-Blackness,
and
First
Nations
people are subject to its
harshest manifestations,
particularly Sistergirls and
Brotherboys. The police
and carceral systems used
to abuse queer people were
established to violently
impose colonial rule when
this land was first invaded;
as queer settlers we seek
to destroy these violent
systems, and we recognise
that reform will not stop
the systemic, racist abuse
that they perpetuate.
Finally, the rigidity of the
binaries of gender and
sexuality are a distinctly
western,
imperialist
construct, and a tool of
capitalism. Decolonising
our
understanding
of
these constructs entails a
liberatory path, and is vital
in tactfully engaging in
queer resistance on stolen
land.

In 1976, the 10th weekly
edition of Honi Soit was its first
ever Homosexual Issue. Flying
in the face of unimaginable
institutional violence against
queer people, the Honi Soit
editors published a paper filled
with radical queer liberation
politics, genuinely funny
testimonals from Karl M and
Friedrich E, and poems of
queer love. Now colloquially
known as Homo Soit, the
edition is a time capsule of
the 1970s political zeitgeist,
filled with satire of university
management and prominent
figures in campus politics.
In other senses though, the
edition transcends its time and
place. Forty five years later,
the defiance, wit, and political
astuteness of queer people
across time are among its most
overwhelming
impressions.
Homo Soit’s critiques of the
misogyny of gay men, the
fight for liberatory queer
education in universities, and
its advocacy for materialist
politics within the movement

Sovereignty was never
ceded.
Always was, always will be
Aboriginal land.

issues our newspaper, we reflect
on why those prescriptions
were abandoned. Many of
From the outset we aspired our contributors contemplate
to create such a transcendent gender politics and identity in
edition, but not merely as a way that were not recognised
an uncritical tribute or an in 1976 and we celebrate this
inevitably inferior sequel. evolution in complexity.
The last forty five years have
transformed the creation of 2021 will inevitably be defined
a queer newspaper from a by the pandemic that has
radically transgressive act to changed our lives and our
a more or less uncontroversial space. After three months
one. This queer autonomous of dislocation, this edition
edition of Honi seeks to reasserts the queerness of
inscribe the queer voices innocuous places that exist
and issues of 2021 into an all around us. It pays tribute
ongoing political discussion to our queer memories and
that stretches further back the extraordinary durability
than 1976 and will extend of the queer spirit in the face
many years beyond our own of ordinary adversity. In this
sense, it is both an inescapable
relevance.
production of our time period
Homo Soit concerned itself and an inscription of the queer
with what studies of queer perspective that transcends it.
life might look like in the Ultimately though, the success
future. In this edition we or otherwise of this vision is
concern ourselves with the not for us to decide, it is left to
disappointing and hollow those who supersede us.
reality of liberal queer
theorists like the Dean of In conversation with love,
FASS, Annamarie Jagose. Oscar Chaffey and Honey
Homo Soit prescribed socialist Christensen
politics as the antidote to the 2021 SRC Queer Officers
oppression of gay people; in
broadly,
remain
pertinent to 2021.
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DEDICATED TO
Professor Annamarie Jagose,
our new Provost queen,
We of the Queer Action
Collective, dedicate this
issue to Annamarie Jagose
as a tribute to her fine
representation of all that is
gaslight, gatekeep, girlboss.
It is people like Annamarie
Jagose which keep our antiausterity fire burning.
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Queer Geography
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Reports
Puzzles
Art and Comedy

COVER ARTIST
STATEMENT
This year’s cover is a homage
to the original 1976 Homo
Soit in which queer USYD
students forcibly occupied
the honi office in order to
publish the inaugural issue,
published under the headline
“How dare you presume I am a
Homosexual”. Featured on the
2021 cover is iconic Lebanese
Australian drag provocateur
Danny Abood. Danny was a

headliner of experimental
queer performance art troupe
“Sylvia & the Synthetics”.
Though short lived (197274) the collective trailblazed
the way for later LGBTQ
Australian & international
artists. Performing illegally
in packed Sydney venues,
the group radically subverted
gender norms & made heavy
use of shock value within
a still deeply conservative,
pre Whitlam era Australian
society - such antics included
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suspension
on
hooks,
frequent splattering of stage
blood over the audience,
nudity & drag. This Homo
Soit issue is a contemporary
rendition
reflective
of
both the ongoing societal
abolishment of gender norms
& a recognition of the fact
that gender expression has
always been fluid and all
binaries a mere product of
sociopolitical construction.
Paola Ayre

ANNAMARIE JA-ghos
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WHAT’S
ON?
WHAT IS QUAC?

This issue is brought to
you by writers, editors,
and artists from the
University of Sydney
Queer Action Collective,
a group of radical, leftwing, and of course
queer, students from
a variety of faculties
and backgrounds. Our
collective is an open
but
autonomous,
democratic space for
discussion, socialising,
and most importantly,
organising for issues
relevant
to
queer
liberation. The past
year has come with its

challenges in building
community and social
movements for our
collective,
but
we
have still involved
ourselves
in
some
important campaigns
this year, such as
protests opposing One
Nation’s
transphobic
bills, the historic Take
Over Oxford Street
Mardi Gras March, and
the ongoing fight for
transition leave and
other queer-inclusive
demands in the NTEU’s
enterprise agreement
with the university.
Many of our members
are heavily involved in
holding events for both

Radical Education Week
(happening throughout
the semester), and
Radical Sex and Consent
Week (happening this
week) which are run
by and for students
to supplement our
education with political
perspectives that are
too transgressive for
mainstream education
(find out more about
these events below!).
Find us at our weekly
(online)
meetings,
and
message
our
page on Facebook for
more information on
how to get involved:
facebook.com/
USYDQueer
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RAD ED WEEK

On Thursday the 14th of October at
2pm, as part of the Radical Education
Week series, Oscar Chaffey and
Tia Ramsay will be facilitating a
discussion about the biopolitics of
sex. In discourses about the fluidity
of gender identity within the left,
sex is often counterposed as the
prediscursive canvas upon which
gender escapes. This is an illusion.
Sex is just as amorphous and
resistant to binary categorisation as
is gender. This discussion will include
references to intersex people as well
as the biological and social impacts of
hormone replacement therapy.
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Gender Studies to Shift Schools
ROISIN MURPHY

U

nder a proposal being put forward
by the Faculty of Arts and Social
Sciences, the Department of
Gender and Cultural Studies will move
out of the soon to be dissolved School of
Historical and Philosophical Inquiry, and
moved into the new School of Social and
Political Sciences.
The Department of Gender and
Cultural Studies has a radical and unique
history. Beginning with a strike in 1974 for
the first women’s studies course, “Women
and Philosophy,” studies of gender and
sexuality at the University of Sydney
have a deep-rooted relationship with
philosophical inquiry. These courses fill a
space which allows for imagined collective
thinking and ideals. This plays into the
unique learning experience students gain
in the Department of Gender and Cultural
Studies, which prioritises care and
adjustments to each individual’s needs
and lived experiences.
Many staff and students fear this
experience will be lost in a relocation,
due to what would likely involve adjusted
staff reporting measures and heightened
managerial involvement of subject
planning. Also of concern are the units of
study lost in the Dean’s push for subjects
with less than 24 enrolments to be axed.
These concerns are symptomatic of former
Arts Dean Annamarie Jagose’s approach
to tertiary education: that less student
choice leads to better outcomes. This
belief is diametrically opposed to what

attracts students to Gender and Cultural
Studies, and what allows them to become
successful thinkers through it.
On top of all this is a broader concern
among students with whether the School
of Social and Political Sciences is at all a
comfortable fit for Gender Studies. The
core of Gender Studies is about building a
better collective reality - searching for a
better understanding of lived experience
through academic inquiry. This lens
is seemingly incompatible with the
University’s emphasis on employability
statistics, and many students worry
that vocationalising the course through

discouraging the more philosophical
aspects will have a detrimental impact,
not only on the learning experience, but
also on the social impact of the course.
Despite these changes being made on
the premise of better learning outcomes
and building a more competitive image
for the University, it is materially true
that they involve less HDR student
admissions and a loss of project choice for
those students: it is difficult to justify less
unique research being done as something
to assist those goals.

The Fight for Gender Affirmation Leave (cont...)
Staff submissions to the
proposal close on October 10.
Gender and Cultural studies
students are striking on
October 13 to oppose the
changes, as well as organising a
day of action. You can support
them by getting involved with
the Education Action Group
here: www.facebook.com/
SydneyUniversityEducation
ActionGroup

The Fight for Gender Affirmation Leave
LUKE CASS
On the NTEU’s fight for proper gender
affirmation leave.

I

n 1973, the Builders Labourers
Federation (BLF) staged the world’s
first ‘Pink Ban’ against Robert
Menzies
College
and
Macquarie
University. The strike, a recognition of
solidarity between queer and straight
students and workers, was at the time
justified by BLF leader Bob Pringle in
saying “it’s the principle of the thing.
They shouldn’t pick on a bloke because
of his sexuality”. Structural homophobia
has always permeated Australian
universities, and since the BLF’s pink
ban, unions have oft been tasked with
fighting back. Boldly displayed on the
original Homo Soit’s ninth page is “many
disputes - one struggle”. It appears that
gender affirmation leave and trans rights
is the newest dispute in a long struggle
for the queer community.
The National Tertiary Education
Union (NTEU) and University of
Sydney management are currently in
negotiations about the former’s demands
for paid gender affirmation leave.
University management has offered a
one-off lump sum allocation of 30 days
gender affirmation leave, an allowance
that is more generous than most
employers across Australia. The NTEU

is demanding management give 30 days
per annum, a proposal which would give
staff valuable time off to better negotiate
the essential yet difficult process of
gender affirmation. Staff, students,
and other supporters, have recognised
the importance of this through an
ongoing petitioning effort, and Pride
in Protest (PiP) has been organising
in support of the NTEU’s demands. In
denying trans and gender diverse staff
the time required to have control over
their transition, management fails to
meet their commitment to “opportunity
for all”. This failure is unfortunately
unsurprising
considering
ongoing
corporatisation that is also failing to
adequately support other marginalised
staff members.
The NTEU’s proposal is part of
a nationwide campaign for gender
affirmation leave at tertiary education
institutions. A gender diverse NTEU
member speaking to Honi on condition
of anonymity explains that “there has
been a reckoning in the NTEU over
the last couple of years” in relation to
queer issues. In this time, the group
Queer Unionists in Tertiary Education
(QUTE) has been established within
the NTEU in what was described by a
gender diverse former USyd employee
and current NTEU member, Hannah, as a
“positive commitment...towards support
queer unionists”. A trans member,
Amy Sargeant, has recently become
convenor of this group, a change that
has facilitated greater prominence of
gender diverse voices within the union.

As such, the NTEU has reformed its
stance on anti-trans hate speech and
‘academic freedom’, a move crucial
in the wake of campus “becoming an
outpost for transphobia” according to
a gender diverse member of the NTEU.
The move serves as a timely reminder
that the global trend of transphobic
speech being cloaked in academic
language has inhibited the ability of
trans and gender diverse staff to feel
safe at work. The promulgation of trans
exclusionary radical feminist (TERF)
views, and consequent backlash, at
Melbourne University in 2019 and earlier
this year has shown that the NTEU has
a significant role in this issue. These
reforms, particularly the commitment
to gender affirmation leave are cause for
hope for some gender diverse members of
the union, being described as “fantastic”
by one member. Hopefully, a toughened
stance on academic hate speech and the
promotion of gender diverse members
to leadership positions is indicative that
the union will increasingly foreground
queer issues.
Listening to trans and gender diverse
voices ought not be merely an aspiration
for unions such as the NTEU. As Tilde
Joy, a Retail and Fast-Food Workers
Union (RAFFWU) organiser speaking
to PiP highlights, “unionism and trans
people are inseparable”. Widespread
discrimination trans and gender diverse
within society is amplified for trans
people at work.
Discriminatory employers cause

trans people to struggle to find work or, if
they do, find work with poor conditions.
The difficulty of coming out means that
they experience a perpetual state of
discomfort, being misgendered or being
forced to hide their gender identity.
Many feel that they have to leave their
jobs to undergo gender affirmation
safely. To the extent that trans people
face significant barriers in the workplace,
it is imperative that unions use their
unique power to advocate for the needs
of trans and gender diverse people and
include them in organising.
Fortunately, unions have been
important actors in a broader trend of
employers offering gender affirmation
leave. The NTEU has been successful
in securing gender affirmation leave at
UTAS, UNSW and Deakin University.
Similar changes have also been evident
in the retail sector with workers at the
Woolworths Group being offered leave,
and in the civil service, with the Northern
Territory government also approving
gender affirmation leave for its civil
servants. While unionist contributions
have been a promising take-away from
these changes, the nature of leave is
nevertheless unsatisfactory. In the above
cases, leave offered ranges in length, and
in some cases is a composite of paid and
unpaid leave allowances.
In the University’s present case,
gender diverse staff are being offered a
lump sum of 30 days (six weeks) leave
that can only be used once during their

employment. This offer is what those
within the NTEU consider a starting
estimate; despite being more than what
is presently offered, and more than
other employers offer, it is still rather
insufficient. The idea that an employee
undergoing
complex
life-changing
inpatient surgery can be fine to work
after six weeks was described as being
“just laughable”. The physical, mental,
and logistical demands of surgery are
significant and vary hugely depending on
the person undergoing surgery. A member
of the NTEU working group on gender
affirmation leave, Hannah, said that
based on some internal research, 30 days
per annum was the “best approximation
we have to work with”, considering best
practice from other workplaces and
the time it would take to recover from
surgeries relating to gender affirmation.
While already demonstrating a need
for the University to implement the
NTEU’s demands for a yearly allowance
to care for gender diverse employees,
management’s offer of a one-off payment
is still insufficient for gender diverse
staff who don’t choose to have gender
affirmation surgery. For gender diverse
people, the process of affirmation is a
difficult and ongoing process. Overcoming
administrative hurdles such as changing
one’s gender as stated in University and
government paperwork and attending
medical appointments is far from
seamless. Hannah, a former employee of
the University cited the need to obtain
a letter from a psychologist to change
their gender in the University database,
something which is an unnecessary
barrier to affirmation. Societal disregard
for trans people makes this process
unnecessarily
difficult
and
time
consuming, and management could well
make altering one’s gender on internal
documents an easier process. Trans and
gender diverse staff further engage in
a process of coming out, in personal
relationships and with colleagues, and
are often required to educate people at
work about trans issues, both combatting
transphobia and educating people who
don’t fully understand trans issues. It
is worth keeping in mind that trans and
gender diverse people engage with this
process in a “difficult frame of mind
where you might not be predisposed to
be maximally kind”, as it was put to Honi.
All of these requirements take time,
and crucially, the support of employers.
Offering gender affirmation leave, at the
very least, sends a message to people
that their workplace supports them in
their affirmation, which can be important
in this process. Being able to take time
off to improve your mental wellbeing
and ability to undertake simultaneous
demands of transitioning, and educating,
is thus incredibly important.
Gender affirmation leave is therefore
a question of genuine equity. The
rationale behind giving a one-off
allowance of 30 days is that staff can

use this leave to supplement existing
options such as sick leave. University
of Sydney academic Salvatore Babones
claims that gender affirmation is just
“one of life’s many challenges”. One of
many challenges but only for trans and
gender diverse people clearly. A lack of

The University, in turning down the
NTEU’s request, cites the financial cost of
offering more leave. In reality, it would be
a small cost for the University to pay. The
amount of people who would require this
leave, more specifically, the amount who
would use the entirety of the allowance,

“Overcoming administrative hurdles
such as changing one’s gender as
stated in University and government
paperwork and attending medical
appointments is far from seamless.”

equity is compounded by the fact that
for many gender diverse people, the
time required for transition cannot only
be taken from paid leave allowances. In
a survey conducted by RAFFWU, not a
single trans person who responded said
that they had enough allocated leave
to transition. That trans and gender
diversity not only have their experience
of gender affirmation tarnished, but also
fall behind cisgendered people who do
not experience this process unacceptably
fails the university’s role to create an
equitable workplace.
It is important to note that this

really isn’t enough to trouble an
institution that held a 106 million dollar
operating surplus in COVID-19 affected
2020. Even if it would accrue a large
cost, the comparatively massive benefit it
would give to gender diverse staff makes
this an easy trade-off to make.
More troubling than predictable
penny-pinching is the fact that rejecting
the NTEU’s demands is indicative of a
fundamental lack of understanding of
what it means to transition. Perhaps
this explains the concerning flippancy of
Australian Higher Education Industrial
Association executive director Stuart
Andrews saying that gender affirmation

“While the university is active in
making public-facing moves to
demonstrate a commitment to the
queer community, it must do more
to tangibly meet our needs.”
request would not cover trans and gender
diverse casual staff at the University. For
casuals, unstable working conditions,
and underpayment already make life
difficult. Taking time off work for gender
affirmation increases these burdens and
taking too much time off work would likely
put future work at risk. It is yet to be seen
if gender affirmation leave allowances
will be offered to casual workers, but this
issue is yet another reminder of the need
to fight casualisation in the education
sector, and indeed the gig economy at
large.

leave was “way beyond community
norms”, and was a cause of “great
frustration” for universities. Offering
a one-off allowance suggests that
management understands transition
as a one-off short-term event. Rather,
transition is an ongoing process that
significantly varies from person to
person and does not require surgery or
any other arbitrary requirement to be
important. With this in mind, Honi was
anonymously told by an NTEU member
that “the university should not have a
role in determining for the employee

what is the right way to transition”. This
is an apt sentiment that appreciates the
need to put trans and gender diverse staff
in control of their own process of gender
affirmation.
The University’s approach to queer
issues is telling. While the university is
active in making public-facing moves to
demonstrate a commitment to the queer
community, it must do more to tangibly
meet our needs. While Australian
Higher Education Industrial Association
executive director Stuart Andrews is
concerningly flippant in claiming that
gender affirmation leave was “way beyond
community norms”, and a cause of “great
frustration” for universities, queer issues
desperately deserve more attention.
Gender diverse staff told Honi that they
rarely had access to gender neutral
bathrooms on campus. Some of the newer
buildings had these facilities but they
are still lacking in older buildings. Given
that accessible bathrooms are intended
for those who need them, it is rather
inappropriate to conflate the needs
of those with disabilities and gender
diverse people by suggesting that gender
diverse staff use these bathrooms. Other
changes the University could make would
be increasing their promotion of staff
undertaking training on trans and gender
diverse issues, led by trans and gender
diverse people where possible. Given
that these programs weren’t compulsory,
or led by trans or gender diverse people
during Hannah’s employment from 20182020, there is a large amount of room to
improve on this.
For staff and the community more
generally, self-educating about trans
and gender issues can be incredibly
valuable. Attending community events,
consuming media that engages with
this issue and undergoing training when
offered are all ways of doing this. Each
gender diverse person who Honi spoke
with cited the burden of emotional and
intellectual labour in taking time to
educate co-workers about these issues.
For gender diverse students and staff,
the experience of being misgendered is
also unfortunately common. Educating
oneself can significantly lift the difficulty
of gender affirmation for gender diverse
coworkers and students.
Writing in 1976’s Homo Soit, students
lamented the conservative attitude of the
university to queer issues. The forces of
queerphobia have long aligned with the
internal workings of universities. Instead
of platitudes, putting trans people in
the driving seat and implementing their
demands would be the best way to fulfil
management’s promise of an inclusive
workplace. Gender affirmation leave is
a small step that will markedly improve
gender diverse people’s experience at
work and beyond. Management ought to
deliver it.

A petition in support of the NTEU’s fight for gender affirmation leave
is available at https://bit.ly/USydGenderAffirmationLeave
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No heterosexism in front of the children!
LUKE CASS
Historically, the stigmas of immorality
and corruption that have been tied to
queerness have caused queer issues to
be hidden from children.

Q

ueerness has historically been
painted
by
heteronormative
narratives as explicitly sexual,
dirty and shameful. Right-wing groups
have seized upon these stigmas as queer
communities have fought for liberation,
identifying children and their rights as the
easiest targets to continue their bigoted
attacks against the otherwise popular
ongoing movement for LGBTQIA+ equality.
In the minds of these queerphobic groups,
campaigners and legislators, children
must be protected from so much as seeing
queerness, and the very existence of queer
people is seen as a threat to children’s
rights. While these ideas seem to belong
to a bygone era, many right-wing groups
continue to argue that children must be
protected from queerness and queer people
today, speaking to the continuing otherness
of queer people in broader society and the
pervasiveness of heteronormativity.
Historically, the stigmas of immorality
and corruption that have been tied to
queerness have caused queer issues
to be hidden from children. Margaret
Thatcher’s Section 28 infamously targeted
“the promotion of homosexuality” in
schools, but clarified that the legislating
of homosexuality was not an indicator of

moral approval. This narrative has been
prevalent since antiquity: homosexuality
has been linked to paedophilia from its
institutionalisation in the pederasty of
ancient Greece. In French, pédéraste
is still the homophobic slur of choice.
In America, Anita Bryant’s “Save our
Children” campaign is imprinted on
the national memory, both because her
activism galvanised the queer rights
movement, whilst also impeding the
handling of the AIDS crisis in the 1980s.
For some queer people, the total rejection
of homophobic narratives, rather than
attempts to engage and counter them, was
pursued as a necessary way of challenging
heternormativity. Doing so further agitated
resistance to the queer movement.
This idea of a queer ‘threat’ to children
is what is driving worldwide modern efforts
to target children in a cultural war against
queerness. In spite of the European Union’s
condemnation, Hungary recently passed a
bill banning the dissemination of content
on homosexuality or gender reassignment
in schools. Similarly, Poland is planning
a ban preventing same-sex partners from
adopting children. Various American states
have adopted similar policies to these
increasingly autocratic nations, with South
Carolina attempting to ban LGBTQIA+
content in school curriculums and Missouri
targeting the availability of queer content
in the children’s sections of libraries.
Australia has experienced similar
queerphobic attempts to target children. In
2015, Christian minister Mark Powell and
organisers successfully lobbied for teachers

in New South Wales being banned from
showing the documentary Gayby Baby
in classes. This debate being intensified
during 2017’s same sex marriage plebiscite,
where children became the nexus of
debate. The Coalition for Marriage ran
ads supposedly airing the concerns of
parents about how same-sex marriage
would change the education system. This
manifested in legislation through the Safe
Schools program, an eight million dollar
project passed with bipartisan support,
being abandoned in NSW after generating
significant debate. More recently, One
Nation has proposed the Education
Legislation Amendment’ Bill in New South
Wales. Proposed in 2020, it intends to
prevent teachers from supporting trans
and gender diverse children or teaching
that they exist, effectively denying the
existence of trans and gender diverse
people. A national effort by the Liberal
government is similarly proposing allowing
religious schools to target queer teachers.
It would be remiss to not consider the
particular targeting of trans children, and
by extension the trans community, in these
policies. Simultaneously arguing that trans
children are a threat – often through a
trans exclusionary radical feminist (TERF)
lens –and that trans children are confused
and helpless, legislators have prosecuted
various rights limitations from preventing
gender affirmation treatments or banning
trans participation in children sports. These
attacks rip away trans people’s identity, yet
are unfortunately a continuation of the
narrative that queerness exists as a ‘mental

illness’, which evidently still has cultural
currency in the way children are viewed as
‘confused’.
Worldwide, this organised rightwing effort can broadly be considered
a reactionary effort to sustain a waning
cultural war. Right-wing groups seek
to coopt fears regarding the safety of
children – fears that we all have – to justify
stripping queer kids of their identies under
the guise of protect cis-het children. Queer
children are already marginalised by social
inequality and stigma; queer kids are twice
as likely to have experienced suicidal
thoughts than their peers, with charity Just
Like Us finding that over three quarters
of trans youth have experienced suicidal
thoughts, along with eighty-nine percent
of black queer people. The idea that
children are endangered by queerness only
worsens the isolation and lack of agency
over identity that is driving these numbers,
fighting only against the imaginary threat
of queerness.
The sum of this is the reiteration of
the need for the queer movement to recommit to challenging the marginalisation
that queer people continue to face, despite
recent progress in the form of legal rights
for same-sex couples. In the sense that
heteronormative norms and structures
within institutions such as schools
continue to cause this marginalisation,
challenging heteronormativity through
detaching queerness from morality will
stop attempts to isolate children from
seeing queer content, as there will be
nothing to protect them from.

OnlyFans sexual content ban the latest in a suite of attacks
on sex workers
CHRISTIAN HOLMAN
On the implications of
OnlyFans recent decision to
ban sexually explicit content.

C

ontent
subscription
service
OnlyFans pulled an about-turn
late last month, reversing its snap
decision to ban ‘sexually explicit content’
from its website. The platform rose to
mainstream prominence throughout the
pandemic, adding 77 million users and
becoming heavily associated with NSFW
content as users changed the way they
created and consumed pornographic
content. While performers may be
untouched for now, the move is the
most high profile of a wider trend of
governments and corporations targeting
sex workers in ways that threaten to
undo progress that has made them more
connected, financially independent and
safer.
The ban was ultimately attributed to
OnlyFans’ ‘banking partners and payment
providers’ interest in protecting children.
However many saw it as a betrayal of a
community that had been so instrumental
to the billion-dollar companies’ success.
Since it was created, Onlyfans’ userpays subscription model was particularly
attractive for adult performers as it cut out
the ‘middlemen’ of production companies
and host websites, directly connecting
performers to ‘fans’ who regularly paid for
and consumed their content. The relative
ease of setting up an account meant that
anyone, including sex workers and firsttime performers looking for alternate

sources of income, could have complete
control in creating and selling their own
content online. Yet, this was not the first
time financial institutions have wielded
their market power and refused service to
influence which parts of the sex industry
are allowed to survive on the internet.
In 2020, Visa and Mastercard suspended
payments to Pornhub, one of many sites
owned by porn giant MindGeek, following
allegations of a lack of moderation of
underage content.
Technology companies’ aversion to
adult content is often justified by being
in the interests of ‘protecting children’
and ‘preventing sex trafficking’. These
actions do not provide actual protection
for vulnerable sex workers and do not
speak to the root of sexual violence in the
industry. Therefore they have little effect
on nefarious aspects of the market, while
also removing a vital tool of safety and
evidence collection that serves to protect
workers. Scarlet Alliance, Australia’s peak
body for sex worker organising, says the
internet is not just just a place for workers
to sell their services, but also ‘a digital
tool where sex workers can access peerinformation-sharing networks, safety
information, advertising and screening’.
When classifieds website Craigslist
shut down its personal ads section in
2018, sex workers not only lost essential
advertising, but also an informationsharing forum where they could connect
with other workers. Allowing them to warn
each other of unruly clients, provide best
practices, and support to newer workers.
The censorship and removal of
content at the whims of technology
companies is detrimental for workers

well beyond lost income, particularly
for those experiencing other forms of
marginalisation across race, class, gender
expression, and ability. Trans and gender
diverse workers, already facing much
higher risks of violence, particularly rely
on these forums to communicate and
navigate a society where their bodies are
both desired and detested.
ASH, a full-service sex worker, had
most of their work move online during
the pandemic. As a brown genderqueer
performer, the ability to advertise
through Instagram and connect with
other performers, gave them more
choice in who they worked with and the
kind of work they took up. The ability to
connect with other performers gave them
access to far more information around
the opportunities available and clients
who were dangerous or dishonest with
payment, situations that previously had
no recourse due to an inability to go to the
police or consumer watchdogs.
Discussions about sex workers often
lead to moralised critiques that they push
activities further underground. This stems
from a misconception that everyone in the
industry lacks agency and engages in their
work through coercion or to merely ‘get
by’. Rarely do politicians and companies
claiming an interest in the safety of
workers advance a worker centric political
fight against decriminalisation - the main
obstacle barring them from industrial
rights and the ability to conduct their
work safely and gainfully.
Sex workers have been impacted more
severely by lockdowns than those in
other industries. In addition to the shut
down of in-person services, many had

trouble accessing government support.
Most in the industry act as sole traders
or independent contractors, unable
to provide documentation to access
transfer payments available to others.
While Onlyfans helped many pivot
towards online work, performers became
increasingly reliant on these platforms, so
the prospect of being suddenly targeted,
without notice or consultation, by
payment processors posed an immediate
threat to their income and livelihoods.
Performers had entrusted these platforms
with extensive amounts of personal
information and, kowtowing to outside
influences represented a breach of trust.
Sex work is one of the oldest and
most widely known trades, and while the
industry may have become more widely
talked about due to Onlyfans, the attention
that has followed visibility remains mostly
on their work and not the workers. Black,
brown and queer performers, who have
successfully managed to build loyal and
sustainable online followings, are now
being barred from using their accounts,
as reporting algorithms start to jeopardise
private accounts and content.
Digital tools have undeniably made
work safer, and have even been linked
to lower rates of homicide in the United
States. Online platforms have given
workers greater control as to how they
organise and structure their work and
developments in reporting technology
and AI could further improve conditions
for sex workers. However, the failure to
distinguish legitimate and consensual
work from illegal content once again
threatens the workers many claim to be
protecting.

The Art of Queer Stamp Collecting
JACK STEEL
ART BY AMELIA KOEN
A love letter to queer stamps.

I

think it is fair to say, at the very
least, that lockdown does strange
things to people. In an attempt to
stave off the boredom that comes with
staying at home for far too long, many
of us have taken up new hobbies to
fill the time. As journeying to the post
office to collect yet another package
became a frequent lockdown
pastime, I began to appreciate the
miniature art on the stamps more
and more as I meandered in line; so,
my lockdown hobby quickly became
stamp collecting.

embrace the radical roots of our fight for
queer rights.
Some queer stamps are simple
in design, such as stamps issued by
New Zealand, Spain and Sweden to
commemorate queer rights – all three of
these stamps are pride flag patterns across
the entire stamp. The Spanish stamp
was issued to commemorate
the June 1971 raid which
was ordered by the Francoist
dictatorship on the

cute hand-drawn style that is designed
to encapsulate the feelings of joy
experienced at the pride parade. In
particular, I like that the Lichtenstein
stamp has made diversity a core theme
of its take on a pride parade, as it depicts
people of all backgrounds, reflecting all
the people that make up our wide queer
community.

Stamps
commemorating
legislation
of
marriage equality
have been issued
by a few countries
now,
including
Australia,
Argentina
and
Canada.
These
stamps
are
celebratory,
momentos
of
the
battles
fought by queer
communities in our
path to liberation
Australia’s stamp,
featuring scenes from
when the plebiscite results
were released, is appealing
to me as it manages to
encapsulate the feelings of
both jubilation and relief
from when the results
of the plebiscite were
announced. The power of
this stamp is its ability to
evoke the mementos of the
past which gives the stamp
a very personal meaning to
me.

My collection of stamps is focused
on modern stamps – the bright and
colourful designs are beautiful to look
at and great at telling a story about the
subject of the stamp. Stamps are, in a
way, snapshots of time, little vignettes of
life which have been preserved on paper.
The art on a stamp can be appreciated
in much the same way that you would
appreciate a work of art on
display in a gallery – each
artist brings their own
style to how they portray
and capture the image and
emotions of their subject.
There are an incredible
number of stamp designs
in existence; far too many
to even consider attempting
to collect them all. I find
the easiest way to focus my
stamp collection is to collect
based on topics. The stamps
span a vast range of topics,
and you can imagine any
theme you want; I guarantee that
there is a stamp out there with
that design. One theme that I
collect is particularly
close to my heart,
and that is stamps
with designs about
being queer and
queer rights.
Queer themes
on
stamps
are
only
a
relatively recent
phenomenon.
The oldest queer
stamp
that
I’ve found was
only
printed
in 2010! Of
course, there
are
older
stamps which
depict famous
or notable people
who identified as queer, but I
prefer to focus my collection on those
stamps which are more explicitly queer
in design. This original queer stamp
hails from Austria and was issued to
commemorate the Vienna pride parade.
As my collection grows, I have found
that many of the queer stamps that
have been issued so far play it safe with
their designs. Not wanting to push the
envelope too much, postal agencies
like to focus their queer stamp designs
on modern rights we have won like
marriage equality and pride parades. Not
many postal agencies go for designs that

represents the universal nature of love
and relationships and is from a set of
stamps titled The Love We Deserve. The
Slovenian stamp is also very endearing,
with the two rainbow birds chosen for this
design to highlight the discrimination
that queer people continue to face in
many parts of the world. I am also just
a sucker for stamps that are not shaped
like squares and rectangles, like the
heart shape here as I
think it’s a clever
detail that can
be incorporated
into the art.

Pasaje Begoña; a queer
neighbourhood in the coastal town of
Torremolinos. It is difficult for a single
stamp to encapsulate the entire history
or the atmosphere of fear surrounding
this event, but by commemorating it,
the stamp can inspire and encourage
us to learn about the significant events
that led to the rights we take for granted
today.
Pride parades have been the focus of
a few queer stamps that I’ve collected –
my favourite two that have been issued
are ones from Iceland and Liechtenstein.
Both of these designs have opted for a

Another
common theme I have encountered in
stamp designs is queer love and queer
relationships. Stamp designs that
explore relationships are usually very
heteronormative in their representation
of society, so it is very refreshing
when they instead focus on the queer
experience. The Philippines and Slovenia
have both issued stamps around this
idea for Valentine’s Day, which I think
is really sweet. Valentine’s Day stamps
are often among my least favourite
theme of stamps – they’re often either
very cis-heterosexual in design or just
vapid. These two buck the trend, which
I appreciate. The Philippines’ stamp

Of all the stamps in
my collection, my absolute favourite
has to be one that was issued by
Uruguay. The art on the stamp is an
adaptation of a French painting, Liberty
Leading the People by
Eugène Delacroix, which
commemorates
the
July 1830 revolution
in France. This stamp
cheekily
replaces
the French flag in
the original artwork
with
a
rainbow
flag. The effect is
quite arresting and
powerful; the fight
for queer rights
is celebrated as a
movement of radical
activism, and this stamp tries its best
to capture the feelings of victory from a
long-fought battle for rights. This stamp
also serves as a useful reminder that the
fight for queer rights is not yet over,
as many queer people continue to face
discrimination today.
Collecting stamps has been a
fun hobby that has helped keep me
entertained during lockdown. The
growing number of countries issuing
stamps focused on queer themes is
heart-warming to see. The vibrant
colours and fun designs fit right into
place in my stamp album, and I think
this is one hobby that will continue even
as we move beyond lockdown!
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Queer organising in Sydney in the early 1970s
MADDIE CLARK
Mardi Gras was a riot.

1

970s Australia was swept up in
the changing times of the rest of
the world. The Anti-Vietnam War
movement was gaining momentum,
peaking in May 1970 when more than
200,000 people marched in a moratorium
across Australia. It sparked discussions
about the discrimination and oppression
faced by other minority groups. Oppressed
peoples began to link their struggle to the
global fight against capitalism. In 1969,
the Stonewall riots catapulted the plight
of the gay community onto the global
stage. Eschewing the mainstream view
that being gay was a mental disorder, a
sin, something to hide and pray away,
the politics that came out of Stonewall
and the Gay Liberation Front popularised
radical politics, birthing the slogans “gay
is good” and “out and proud”.
These politics had profound influence
on the LGBTI+ community in Sydney,
and on September 10 1970 the first queer
activist group the Campaign Against Moral
Persecution (CAMP Inc) was formed by
neighbours Christabel Poll and John Ware.
Their aims were simple: change the way
homosexuals were seen in society, change
the law, the medical profession and take
on the church. The shame, discrimination
and silence that surrounded queer issues
would be tackled head on. Their first

mission was to come out publicly, to
show others in Australia that you could
be okay, even proud, to be gay. This was
groundbreaking. In a Christmas edition of
their newspaper, CAMP Ink, the cover had
the photographs of 35 CAMP members
with the caption “We’ve come out of our
closets to wish you a Merry Christmas”.
Awareness precipitated growth, and in the
first 12 months local CAMP groups had
formed in every Australian city.
In any activist group, debates will
inevitably emerge about strategy. This
occurred in CAMP, with some prioritising
protests and activism while others
wanted to focus on culture and raising
awareness. Despite these debates, actions
were planned around Sydney. On October
6 1971, a protest to picket the Liberal
Party Headquarters was organised. This
was followed with pop up street protests
and the opening of a new Sydney Gay
Liberation Centre on Glebe Point Road in
1973. To reach out to school students they
printed and distributed a hundred “Are
you a Poofter?” leaflets which proclaimed:
“It is stupid to believe that any form of
love between people is a sin.”
In 1970, the Summary Offences Bill
was passed which gave more powers to
police to arrest demonstrators. It also
meant that activists had to apply to the
Police Commissioner for permission
to stage demonstrations. While the
gay community was far from equal in
legislation and in society, gay culture in
Sydney proliferated. CAMP activists learnt

how to make posters in the Wentworth
Building at Sydney University. A second
National Homosexual Conference was
held in Sydney in 1976. The city became a
cultural heartland of LGBTI culture, with
the Feminist Bookshop holding lesbian
poetry nights, gay pottery workshops,
social clubs like Gay Men’s Rap, and, of
course, the gay clubs that littered Oxford
St. As Lex Watson, the 1972 co-president
of CAMP wrote in the gay edition of Honi
Soit in 1976, “there is a certain paradox
about homosexuals and the law in NSW.
We have the highest per capita prosecution
rate of any State. We also have much the
most openly gay commercial world.”
This all changed with Sydney’s
first Mardi Gras. On June 28, 1978, the
Gay Solidarity Group organised a day
of activism to demand: the police stop
harassing gay men and women, the
government to repeal anti-homosexual
laws and the Summary Offences Act,
and to stop workplace discrimination to
protect the rights of LGBTI+ people. What
began as a 500 person energetic protest
march ended in violence. 53 people were
beaten, arrested and held in Darlinghurst
Police Station’s cells in the most brutal
systematic bashing of LGBTI+ people in
Sydney’s history. The following Monday,
the Sydney Morning Herald published a
list of those arrested, destroying the lives
of the people they had outed. That night
changed things. As Peter Murphy, who
was violently bashed said, “the police
were trying to break our spirit… all of

us were upset at the mass arrests and
repression… but people didn’t let it break
them. It was really a resilient movement.”
The crowd fought back, and on July
15, a 2000 person protest demonstrated
for justice. Over the next few months
a further 125 people were arrested at
‘Drop the Charges’ marches and by the
next year most charges were dropped.
The Summary Offences Act was also
repealed. Importantly, the movement
had now seen the necessity of defiant and
confrontational activism. Many different
political groups united around queer
activism, with the more conservative
elements of CAMP turning into
counselling services. As 78er Margaret
Lyons explained, “We couldn’t be put back
in the closet. It was an affirmation that
they couldn’t take away from us. More
and more people came out saying “we’re
gay and you can’t take it away. We’ve got a
right to be out.”
While Mardi Gras was a unique
turning point for Sydney’s LGBTI+
movement, it couldn’t have happened
without the coming out and visibility of
early CAMP members. In today’s context
of the far right’s push back against queer
rights, notably the Religious “Freedoms”
Bill, we can take inspiration from history.
The heroism and bravery that has been at
the core of queer people fighting for their
liberation extends from the 70s to today.
Mardi Gras was a riot and we will win our
liberation on the streets.

Situating queerness in natural disasters
ELLIE STEPHENSON
Narratives surrounding natural
disasters can often be harmful to
queer people.

I

n the face of accelerating climate
change, Australia is experiencing
natural disasters of increasing scale
and frequency. Over the last few years,
Sydney has been hit by massive flooding
and veiled in smoke from the traumatic
2019-20 Black Summer megafires.
Coverage and discourse about these
disasters has a marked emphasis on
their national and international scale:
their impacts on the national psyche, the
sense that we are ‘all in this together’,
ruminations on our collective response
to disaster. In the midst of this rhetoric,
it is easy to lose sight of the individuals
who experience disaster and the
particularities of how they are affected.
Indeed, it might seem divisive or trivial
to pay too much attention to the ways
in which identity intersects with natural
disaster.
Nonetheless, the field of disaster
studies is increasingly attentive to
questions of identity. In these high
stress scenarios, people are facing what
can literally be a matter of life and
death. People are displaced, whether
temporarily or permanently. They lose
homes and possessions. In this already
emotionally
intense
environment,
dynamics of social inclusion and
disadvantage
can
compound
the
immediate impacts of the disaster. As a
result, we need to interrogate how queer
people are affected by natural disasters.

One of the main challenges that queer
people may encounter during disasters is
displacement and a sense of dislocation.
Our homes provide safety in privacy,
a place to safely express gender and
sexuality, a place free from violence and
discrimination, a site where important
supplies like binders or prescriptions
might be kept. During disasters, queer
people are evacuated from these safe
spaces and face the trauma of loss and
damage to their property. After the 2011
Queensland floods, a survey conducted
by the Queensland Association for
Healthy Communities (QAHC) found
significant fear and anxiety attached
to being displaced during the floods. In
some instances, people were forced to
evacuate to conservative family homes
and conceal their identities. In others,
respondents expressed concern about
having strangers enter their home as part
of the disaster response.
This harm is compounded by
exclusionary and sometimes outright
hostile institutions involved in disaster
response. Unfortunately, queer people
cannot always trust that they will be
treated respectfully by emergency
services, support services and the public.
Structural violence is embedded in
the institutions and processes which
are meant to protect those affected by
disasters. Looking abroad reveals a grim
example: research following Hurricane
Katrina in New Orleans found that queer
families were systematically excluded
from social support. Lesbian mothers
reported self-describing as sisters so
that caseworkers would understand
their relationship. The queer community
observed that the Federal Emergency

Management Agency (FEMA) seemed
to prioritise service delivery to twoparent heterosexual families over those
with single parents or people who were
unmarried. Heteronormativity directly
locked out queer families from receiving
vital support.
The QAHC study also illustrated the
paucity of emergency services for queer
people after the 2011 Brisbane floods.
More than half of the respondents
described feeling anxiety regarding
their safety with emergency workers or
in emergency evacuation shelters. They
pointed to concerns that they would be
misgendered or have their relationship
invalidated by mainstream support
services.
A
2018
report
commissioned
by the Victorian Government into
the experiences of LGBTI+ people
during disasters in Victoria found
that queer people anticipated bias
and discrimination from services
providers. They also surveyed emergency
management organisations, finding
that specific training on LGBTI+ issues
was rare. While many employees were
open to accommodating queer people in
their emergency management practices,
narratives that best practice involved
‘treating everyone the same’ were
common, and outright hostility was also
present.
The outsourcing of disaster response
services to religious organisations
worsens
discrimination.
Christian
institutions like the Salvation Army,
Anglicare and the Seventh Day Adventist
Church are tasked with managing
evacuation centres and distributing
supplies. These same organisations have

waged campaigns to maintain religious
exemptions to anti-discrimination law
which lock queer people out of disaster
support and deter them from seeking it
in the first place.
Narratives
surrounding
natural
disasters and disaster management
can often be harmful to queer people.
Religious narratives continue to frame
disaster as a punishment for sin, and
the pressure placed upon communities
in times of disaster can result in more
visceral homophobia and exclusion.
Many queer people report experiencing
violence in the aftermath of disasters.
Imagery about the family, rescue triage
and heroism is reliably heteronormative
and gendered.
Natural disasters are a perfect
storm of physical stressors and social
vulnerability. For disaster management
to be inclusive, it must actively consider
and involve queer people in policy
development. It isn’t good enough
that queer people must fear bias and
discrimination during intensely difficult
moments of their lives. It is unacceptable
that the people they turn to for help may
be actively invested in their oppression.
Disasters are not just moments
of vulnerability, but opportunities
for resilience. Queer people have,
for centuries, developed systems
of resilience: they have formed
communities, created networks of
mutual aid, and filled gaps in service
provision. Including queer people in the
design of disaster responses and recovery
is both commonsense and essential for
their survival.

What is queer theory without action?
CLAIRE OLLIVAIN
ART BY TELITA GOILE
When abstracted from political
struggle, queer theory can be a
demobilising force.

I

n the original 1976 Homo Soit, an
article called Gay Studies written by
Dennis Altman speculated that “In a
University as academically conservative
as the University of Sydney it is probably
utopian to even talk about gay studies.”
Yet surprisingly, Altman does not go on
to argue for gay studies — at least not
as an academic discipline in isolation —
even questioning whether it is “an area
of great importance.”
While acknowledging that Monash
and Flinders Universities had some form
of gay studies, and the agitation it took to
win a feminist philosophy course at USyd
two years prior, Altman argued that more
relevant than lobbying for gay studies
was to counter the present moralising
attitudes toward homosexuality in
courses like law, medicine and education.
His main concern was that a course on
gay studies would be too insular, leaving
“untouched” the distorted perception of
gay people in wider society.
45 years later, gay studies is no
utopian horizon but a reality at the
University in the form of queer theory,
taught in the Department of Gender
and Cultural Studies and exerting an
influence on most Arts courses. My
English degree introduced me to thinkers
from Michel Foucault, Judith Butler, Eve
Kosofsky Sedgwick, Lauren Berlant to
Jack Halberstam; the countercultural
queer theorists I read were among the
most transformative for my view of the
world and literature.
However, as we face the everincreasing corporatisation of higher
education, the question must be asked:

what is queer theory’s relationship to
the University’s constant institutional
violence, inflicted by casualisation,
course cuts and surveillance? Has its
marginal and oppositional status — the
political radicalism denoted by ‘queer’
— been domesticated with its popularity
and its position within the ivory tower?
What does the existence of queer theorist
university bosses indicate about the
field’s proclivity for co-optation by the
mainstream?
Attacks from outside academia in
the culture wars would seem to suggest
that the marginal status persists;
that queer studies and other fields of
critical theory pose a continual threat
to conservatives. In How To Be Gay
(2012), David M. Halperin recounts the
typical shape of this hand-wringing
rhetoric, writing that “others have long
suspected that institutions of higher
education indoctrinate students into
extremist ideologies, argue them out of
their religious faith, corrupt them with
alcohol and drugs, and turn them into
homosexuals.”
Regardless of what conservatives’ long
standing fears suggest, radical thought
faces the looming threat of extinction
within
universities,
where
social
problems are commonly approached
through a cushy, individualist, vocational
lens. The introduction of compulsory
Industry and Community Projects Units
that suggest we can solve ‘real-world
problems’ like sexism through shortterm group projects has eaten up space in
our degrees that were once for theoretical
units and electives. Universities are
prone to treating queer studies as
mere fodder for vocational diversity
training modules, encouraging the next
generation of workers to believe that
the capitalist economy can be mended
through diversity. This is not the fault
of staff per se but a structural problem
of institutions where everything must be

justified under the banner of profitability,
while an axe hangs over staff’s heads
through endless restructures.
The relationship between detached
academic theorising about social
movements and the embodied knowledge
produced within those movements
has long been a contested one. Queer
studies is not inherently revolutionary,
especially not in isolation from analysis
of class or race. During the heyday of
post-structuralism, queer studies was
dominated by critique — a humanitieswide project characterised by a suspicious
style of unmasking texts for symptoms of
deeper power structures. Critique staked
a claim to being the only politically
radical method available, yet its methods
have since attached themselves to views
across the political spectrum, mutating
into everything from climate change
denial to anti-vax movements.
Nearing the turn of the century,
essays like Sedgwick’s Paranoid Reading
and Reparative Reading (1997) began selfquestioning queer studies’ beholdenness
to critique. Sedgwick suggested that a
demystified view of oppression gained
through critique — or paranoid reading
— did not necessarily enjoin one to take
action, suggesting we take seriously
pleasurable and affirmative modes
of reading as well. Moving towards
embodied approaches to interpretation
that inspire hope rather than mere
scepticism, the line of reasoning went,
could better conceive of imaginative
possibilities beyond the current state
of things. Likewise, in The Militancy of
Theory (2011), Michael Hardt suggested
that critique’s ‘melancholic’ disposition
made it insufficient to “transform the
existing structures of power and to create
alternative social arrangements.”
Abstracted from the terrain of
political struggle and situated within
neoliberal institutions, queer theory can
be a demobilising force rather than a

revolutionary one. The 21st century turn
towards postcritique — finding new modes
of reading beyond ideological criticism —
has recognised the limits of critique yet
fallen into similar political stalemates.
When framed as a response to the
denigrated humanities, postcritique risks
capitulating to conservative demands of
universities to be ‘uncritical’. FASS Dean
Annamarie Jagose’s lambasting of “the
clear-eyed, all-knowing, hermeneutically
suspicious position of the protestor who
sees through the spin” is direct from
the discourse of postcritique — a case in
point for how the turn away from critique
can sometimes be a reactionary one.
One issue with postcritique is that
its attention to affect plays into the
individualist logic of neoliberalism when
the larger political context is disregarded.
As students schooled in queer theory, we
must interrogate what it means to turn
from the collectivistic to the individual,
from the philosophical to the vocational,
and what impact theory has on political
engagement in the world. For one, it
should motivate us to fight against the
current proposed changes to Gender and
Cultural Studies at USyd that threaten
the autonomy of the Department; even
the smallest chipping away of the field
can set a precedent for future decline.
As we become entangled in our
commitments to individual research
projects within the University, we can
lose sight of the life-or-death stakes
of the collective struggle that our
research concerns. The perception of
queer studies as insular and parochial
continues, particularly when situated
within institutions inaccessible for
many. But queer studies can be political
work and it can compel us to go out on
the streets and fight for queer liberation;
and secondly, for a university where
theory doesn’t just radically anticipate a
better world in an abstract sense but is
part of the work creating it.
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A Cerulean Sea of
Queer Possibility
NIAMH ELLIOT-BRENNAN
ART BY BELLA HENDERSON
The formidable ocean of
queerness in lockdown.

W

hen I was eleven I dyed one strand of
my hair blue - bright blue, like a pure
cerulean sea. I’d been begging my parents
since six years old, and my resolution
rewarded me; six years passed and slowly
my hair was saturated in sapphire. Its blue
burrowed deep into my scalp and I felt it
grow. I was bewitched. I would take baths
just to submerge myself in water with open
eyes and watch as my hair swirled around
me like tendrils, tentative to touch.
When I was eighteen I realised I had
a crush on a girl. It crystallised as I drove
down the M4, thinking about a party from
over the weekend. Thinking about a girl.
About her silken skin gliding over mine,
her arms bracing my waist, heat from her
touch seeping into my skin and soaking my
bones. About how strange was this deluge
of thoughts about her, about how she
flooded my senses until I was suffocating
and I remember pulling over and having a
panic attack—
I remember
cold sweat dripping down my body
bubbling blood as fire flows in my veins
drowning in air grasping at breath
skin bluer than water
I felt like dying
I was raised to understand there were
no limitations to love. From my earliest
age, I knew unconditional, bottomless
love; I knew whoever I loved, I’d be loved
by my family. The anxiety storming my
mind was personal; a deep reservoir of

internalised homophobia was roiling
inside me, ready to burst. And it would
continue to swell, and swell, and swell,
because not long after I was shut away—
my world distilled into an LED screen.
There is a peculiar loneliness that
springs from a lack of experience, from
vicarious living through screens and
dreams. I am isolated from myself, wading
through thick liquid thoughts that slip
through my fingers. I feel afloat on a raft
of unknowing, I feel tempestuous and
rough-hewn—like whoever made me also
didn’t know who I’d love. I feel I need the
touch, love, heart of a girl to understand.
And right now, I am stagnant.
do you know what happens to stagnant
water?
it becomes dangerous, infected,
underneath its glassy surface it festers
unbroken by motion, I see my
reflection mirrored, a serene facade
yet I was myself split open
by
her.
not undisturbed,
I was underpowered and overwhelmed.
overcompensating? (or overthinking)
all certainty sadistically slipping away
black ink dripping sinks into blank paper
in stark definition, but rigid, unyielding
I write - I am bisexual, I am nonbinary
but it is a scarlet stain that scours the
page
because the dual sides of clarity are
sharp
it cuts both ways
this water is menacing because it is
restrained

What seems unnatural, is natural
BIPASHA CHAKRABORTY
PHOTOS BY JULIA RIVENBACK
On queer identity within Hinduism

it is not meant to be placid, but gushing
rushing over sand and rock, spraying
and dashing and surging and hissing.
it is meant to be alive. effervescent.
yet, we are stagnant.
When I was nineteen, I dyed my hair
purple - a sweet purple, like lilac petals.
I’d not forsaken blue, but heartbreaks
and heartaches made it too vivid for me; I
needed something blurred. That year, my
best friend cut my hair. I sat in my living
room and watched as hair fell like purple
rain to the floor, and I was a cloud growing
light after a storm.
There are things in the world that elude
us - the universe, the ocean, time - hidden
depths we’ll never dive to, complexities
beyond our understanding. But humans
are calibrated to compartmentalise, for
communication and control. Labels are
tools we use to categorise an otherwise
impermeable world. Labels are ways of
fitting indefinite objects into boxes of best
fit, but it is cramped and smothering and
I can’t—
breathe easy, I breathe—easy—
a drumming fills my ears
pounding, I am submerged
but if I breathe, if I swallow air

fill my lungs with it
it will drown the echoes out
Now I am freshly twenty, and I know
there are words for the waves of cresting
ineffability I feel about gender. That same
isolation that created stagnation has
removed the surveillance that dictated
my life as “woman”. The constant effluent
of gendered norms is now a trickle, easily
dammed, and as time ran on I stopped
performing. I felt hushed. I felt liminal.
Free.
think of me like the ocean’s waves,
eternally oscillating, ebbing and flowing
prismatic shades of green, blue, purple—
endlessly singular yet unchanging
or the salty breeze sweeping a cliff’s edge
bearing the echoes of the ocean as
waves smash upon jagged rocks like
hapless sailors to a siren’s call
think of me like a dewy sunrise
icy wind caressing your cheek
as granules of sand cling to sticky skin
even as you wade, deeper, chasing the
sun
think of me like the ocean.

I

grew up hating my religion. I hated
pujas, I hated the long rituals, I hated
being involved. I hated that I didn’t know
what any of it meant. Every time I would
ask my mum why she always responded:
“Because it’s our culture.”
This failed to satisfy my questions
and made me feel all of these events were
lacking any deeper value if it is only ‘just
for culture,’ and keeping up the tradition.
I had to always be involved with all the
other women during Puja preparations
whereas my dad or any other uncle or
boy my age didn’t have to. Eventually, I
vented at the apparent contradictions:
“Why doesn’t dad do any of this?”
I’d argue, but mum would press on
with her task.

and gender are divided into three natures
or prakritis: pums-prakriti (masculine),
stri-prakriti (feminine) and tritiya
prakriti (a third category). Tritiya prakriti
is sub categorised under napumsaka, a
neutral state assigned to those who do
not partake in procreation and instead is
integral to balancing the state of nature.

Shikhandi was a brave warrior who
advanced the winning of the 18-day
Mahabharat war. Born as a female, he was
raised as a son and later transformed into
a male. King Bhagiratha of the Ikshvaku
dynasty was celebrated for bringing the
River Ganga from heaven to Earth and
was born from Sapphic love.

Svairini or lesbians refers to
independent women who live on their
own or are married to other women.
Similarly, Kliba refers to cisgender gay
men. Within the Kama Sutra, oral sex
within the third gender is explored and
explicitly excludes heterosexual men to
participate. Kliba were often employed
by aristocratic women in theatre and
dancing alongside important ceremonies
as they were believed to bring good
luck. Shandha can refer to trans women
whilst Shandhi refers to trans men. Selfmutilation was greatly discouraged in
Vedic culture thus some would bind their
genitals or breasts down tightly.

On the other hand, Ardhanarishvara
is the combination of Shiva, who presides
over destruction, and Parvati, responsible
for
creation.
Their
androgynous
form symbolises the masculine and
feminine energies of the universe
uniting destruction and construction
and their indivisibility from each other.
Alternatively, Ardhanarishvara can be
viewed as beyond binaries, existing
wholly as they are.

“Hinduism does not directly refer to
homosexuality but instead are integrated
within narratives through sex change,
homoeroticism and third gender characters.”
“Why did all the goddesses have
husbands? Why couldn’t they have
wives?” I exclaimed.
“Because it’s not natural,” mum
would answer.
I felt as though this community would
never be accepting of me. It couldn’t
provide the comfort I desired, leaving me
resentful of my ‘culture.’ Growing up, I
believed Hinduism to be misogynistic
and homophobic, yet it took me so long
to realise that religion and culture are
not synonymous.
In the summer of 2020, I came across
a TikTok pointing out that Hinduism is
in fact queer-friendly, but following the
impact of British colonialism, Hinduism
had been restructured to satisfy their
interests. I was intrigued. I had to know
more and ever since stumbling across
that video I have been trying to educate
myself on the queer aspects of Hinduism
that I never knew existed. The more I
learnt, the more comfortable I felt in my
identity as a queer person.
After learning that Hinduism had
a queer dimension, it became much
harder to sustain belief in my aunties’
and uncles’ justification of queerness as
unnatural through religion. Some may
try to use religious texts to regulate
same-sex desires; however, those are
in multitude and often contradict
each other. Moreover, are harsher on
heterosexual crimes such as adultery;
proclamations I don’t think aunties and
uncles are ready to confront.
Hinduism does not directly refer to
homosexuality but instead are integrated
within narratives through sex change,
homoeroticism
and
third
gender
characters. Within Vedic literature, sex

However, today illegal practices of
castration occur amongst the trans hijra
group in the North of India influenced by
colonial Islamic rule whereas in the south
where the sultanate did not reach, the
jogappa group do not practice castration.
Bisexuals, also known as Kami or Kamini,
weren’t often included within the third
gender due to their ability to procreate.
Members of the third nature can
even be found in architectures from
ancient India. The Khajuraho temples
built between 885 AD and 1050 AD
can be found in Madhya Pradesh. The
temples present several images of erotic
acts carved into the walls including
homoeroticism, from women embracing
each other, men engaging in oral, and
group orgies.
Within Hinduism there are multiple
approaches to visualizing God and
gender depending on the branch one
may follow. The most common theology
is God as Brahman whereby God is
genderless, whereas others view deities
as androgynous or even gendered. Hindu
deities present themselves in different
avatars. For example, Vishnu who
presides over preservation also presents
himself as Mohini, the goddess of
enchantment. These deities, therefore,
transcend gender binaries.
Many gods in Hinduism can be seen as
representative of queer identities. Agni,
the god of fire, represents bisexuality
owing to being depicted as married to
both the female goddess Svaha and the
male Moon god Chandra. Budha Graha,
representing Mercury, was born neither
male nor female after their father cursed
Graha for being a product of adultery.

Hinduism is inclusive in its
history of accommodating all types
of people. Though homosexuality
was decriminalised in 2018, it is still
a topic of taboo and discrimination
within Indian culture. I’m glad that the
TikTok algorithm worked in my favour
in allowing me to start my journey in
educating myself, unlearning bias and
gaining confidence in my queer identity.
I’m still not completely comfortable with
my relationship with religion and that’s
okay as I’m still learning and growing to
this day.
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THE RAVINGS OF
HONEY CHRISTENSEN
Trying to get their money’s worth from
their philosophy degree.

F
ANONYMOUS

When TERFs talk about the “female”
reproductive system - periods, ovaries,
pregnancies, whatever - as somehow
definitive of womanhood, all I can think
is: if that’s womanhood, I want nothing to
do with it.
Having a loathsome reproductive
system makes me think about my body
in weird ways. My uterus has never really
been anything but a source of pain - I’ve
essentially been classically conditioned
since age 11 to wish it wasn’t there. In my
imagination, it’s an insidious presence in
my body: an intruder, an infiltrator. Not
only is it there - unwelcome - in the first
place, it’s also spreading little patches of
endometrium all through my abdomen.
It’s hard not to feel resentful. When
the surgeon showed me images of my
internal organs and the accompanying
scar tissue, I felt a visceral disgust. It’s
impossible to relate to the breathless
reverence many women seem to have
for the experiences of menarche,
menstruation, and so on. I would not have
opted into these experiences, had I been
given the choice. They certainly don’t feel
special, or spiritual for me. They don’t
make me feel connected to my body: my
coping method is basically very Cartesian,
dissociating my brain from my body as
much as I can.
In my mind, essentialism cannot
coexist with disability and chronic illness.
Attempts to police and regulate gender
rely on very narrow and misleading
understandings of people’s bodies and
how they relate to them. I hate my uterus.
Perhaps more vitriolically, I hate the
expectation that I should be connected or
invested in it.

or myself (and many others I’m
sure) there is no better time than
lockdown to tiptoe down the
backstreets of the brain, and ponder the
problems one has banished from busier
times, like what I am supposed to be
doing on this disintegrating clusterfuck
of a planet. A queer existentialism is of
a particular flavour, it is my personal
flavour of the month and I shall savour
every bite as I spiral and indulge in the
egoising practice of questioning literally
everything: queering existence if you will
(please don’t).
Our existence is based largely on rigid
parameters predetermined by capitalist
and colonial conditions within which we
(humans, doing existence) have a limited
range of agency. I really don’t want to
labour this point though; I think that we
all have free will et cetera but to maintain
some sort of reasonable lifestyle and for
that lifestyle to be accepted you have to
do a fair amount of reduction, you have
to stifle your quirks, kinks, aspirations.
This often entails a nine to five, a lessthan-satisfying relationship, (a hobby or a
hundred) left by the wayside.
But we already kind of know this,
right? That’s why people have mid,
quarter, sixth-life crises. The line between
acceptance and impetus to change is
difficult to walk because in acceptance
there lies complacency (depression)
and in changing, a hefty amount of
self-loathing (also depression)—yes, I
am reading Kierkegaard. And the queer
existent, of course, faces this in spades;
how much of our ‘true’ selves do we
reveal? Where does queerness fall on
the identity-performance scale? It is
surely somewhere in the middle, but the
configuration of the combination still
keeps me up at night. I, for example,
currently experience life as a windup toy,
which totters around, flops when spent,
and waits around for something to wind it
back up again, whether that’s university,
political organising or some short-lived
compulsion to action. Contrastingly,
my brain is at a rolling boil, considering
my place in the universe—considering,
considering, considering. And then there’s
a meta-judgement: what should I consider
in my routine self-assessment; which
parts do I include? My self-conception
usually emphasises the internal, because

I think that is what forms who I really
am, even when it diverges from, or even
contradicts, expression and action.
But I am a lowly, second-year
Philosophy student and not qualified to
talk about any of that stuff and it’s not
really that interesting anyway. What I
think is interesting is how many of us
have proxied gender for the totality of
our selves in this question of existence.
For many people, gender is an existential
question—queerness is a conundrum
determinate of happiness. Applied to any
individual, sexuality and gender can be
analysed on a micro scale, pumped full
of convoluted truths and meanings until
the pumper is exhausted, or the meanings
dry up. The idea of self-understanding,
born out of a complete conceptualisation
of the self is a borderline erotic one; such
an ascent toward truth can only be hoped
to be attended by pure, genderful ecstasy.
This is possibly because queerness, or
the defining of it, is more flexible than
other identifying markers, such as race
or class. Here, authenticity seems an
achievable goal, at least in relation to a

insofar as they allow the subject to be
verbally affirmed as apart from linguistic
binaries, and compel those around them
to alter their perception of the individual
in relation to those binaries. They have
no value aside from what they force
others to see, and from pure aesthetic
preference. I am forced to conclude then
that gender, unfortunately, even in the
most intellectual pockets of the discourse,
is fundamentally about aesthetics.
And what else is about aesthetics?
Being hot. Yep, being hot is, as much as we
feminists want to claim otherwise, about
what you look like. Until we stop living
under a commercial, market-incentivised
beauty model, aesthetics will always be
weaponised to erode the credibility and
esteem of the marginalised, for the profit
of the privileged and the perpetuation of
patriarchy. We can see that, as traditional,
pulpy gender discourse has become
less popular and relevant (we no longer
really care about the seven things that a
man should NEVER see you wear), it has
morphed into something less blatantly
transphobic, but just as entrenched in

—“Are you a boy or a girl?”
—“I’m hot.”
psycho-spiritual experience of one’s own
queerness, if one could only figure out
what the fuck one’s own queerness is.
What does it mean to be authentic,
or authentically queer? I have no idea,
I don’t have much of a grasp on how to
answer philosophical questions, only
how to ask them. But let’s consider that
I have a gender (kind of gross I know
but just imagine). What about having
a (nonbinary) gender and recognising
it makes me any more authentic than
people in my life who are apathetic about
their gender, or have never thought about
their gender before and probably never
will? Making gendered moves that aren’t
medical has almost no meaning in a world
of diversified aesthetics (at least in my
21st century western bubble), and aside
from language games there is nothing
to designate me a man or a woman or a
nothing, at least nothing that I have the
power to change. Using gender neutral
pronouns is one such language game, as is
burying a name, but these are only useful

market dynamics of beauty. Recently we,
~the gays~, have pivoted conversations
about gender expression slightly from
talking about a balance of masculinity
and femininity (butch, femme, twink, or
whatever) to talking about hotness.
—“Are you a boy or a girl?”
—“I’m hot.”
Here it is, the ultimate dunk on
conservatives and transphobes! And it
gets to what seems to be the essence of
nonbinarism in popular culture: a disdain
for arbitrary gender demarcation.
But what have we created instead?
The consumable enby, the enviable
fashion model, singer, your local hot
Instagrammer, club-goer or even activist.
Why is being a gender ultimately about
beauty, no matter which way you look at
it? Being dysphoric is fine because you’re
experiencing a ‘valid’ psychological pain,
but being ugly is a punishable offence.
Bodies are (in theory) allowed to be trans,
Black, fat, or wrinkled, but they have

to be beautiful as well, because that is
where their value lies. Ugly bodies don’t
exist, they can’t exist, because ugliness as
anything but a transient, redeemable state
is unmarketable. Hence, this desperate
attempt to reconcile fluid gender
expression with idealised aesthetics at
every turn.
And to be recognised, to be seen, nay,
perceived is a prison as well. We are in an
inescapable panopticon and it seems like
so little of ourselves is hidden. “Don’t
perceive me” was such a fucking relatable
moment when it became widely-memed
online, because it got across what I in fact
really want when I feel at a loss. My desire
to be seen as nonbinary, as not a woman,
nor a man, nor even anything other
than a receptacle for colour-clashing
problem-patterned outfits is rooted in
this exhaustion; my gender is completely
tied up with being seen, whether I like
it or not. Like the self comes into being
when it encounters the other, so too is
my nonbinary identity a relative one.
Eventually we might get past the gender
binary as a pervasive way of seeing, but I
will never be able to see my gendered self
without reference to others.
We need something beyond this,
beyond
gender
performativity
or
transness as a trauma of the brain. To be
able to sit with gender whether or not you
are happy with the way you look or with
how you move through the world seems
impossible, yet so important. I truly think
it is wonderful that queer people and
people of colour have revolutionised the
concept of beauty by removing it as much
as they are able from the constraints of
white colonial patriarchy. I have never
been happier with myself because, while
I still have internalised self-hatred (I have
to because I want to be relatable), I enjoy
existing a little bit away from straight,
cis beauty ideals. The people I admire or
want to emulate are starting to look less
and less like the beauty ideal as I grow up
and deal with that internalised bigotry.
But that doesn’t mean that unlearning
standards of beauty fixes our existential
anguish.
Understanding
oneself
without
reference to the world at large is of
course impossible, so we hang onto these
frameworks, bending them out of shape
to adapt to changing times and ideas. But
they have been warped such that they are
snapping before our eyes. Neither the
pathologising model of queerness, nor
the performative ‘authenticity’-aspiring
model will work for us under capitalism.
But maybe nothing will(?)

A QUEER EXISTENT
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QUEER GEOGRAPHIES
OSCAR CHAFFEY
ART BY TELITA GOILE
Queer stories hidden in the
USyd map.

Q

ueerness persists all around us.
Stories of queer life, love and
heartbreak have persisted through
millennia of oppression and have been
known to every patch of grass, every
grain of sand and every human structure.
Archiving these stories is in some ways
an impossible proposition: queer life is
an ongoing reality that resists reductive
attempts at quantitation. Queering the

OF USYD

Map is a digital archive of global queer
geography that nevertheless pursues
this goal in earnest. Despite being a
relatively meagre cross-section that
artificially overrenders the importance of
metropolitan centres of the Global North,
it fills the map with pins that radically
reclaim everyday spaces as queer ones.
There are twenty or so pins in the
main campus of the University of Sydney
on the Queering the Map website. The
entries are often brief, alluding to much
richer stories of self-discovery and love
beyond the reach of the reader. With few
expectations and a dream, I sought out to
discover some of that richness and map
it faithfully.

The seven stories for which I have
had the good fortune to be entrusted
speak to our own queer places. For many
contributors, university spaces have
become intertwined with seminal queer
experiences — first kisses, first sexual
experiences, and first love. For others,
they have been the site of refuge from
discrimination and observation. It is no
coincidence that the autonomous queer
space, whether as its previous iteration
in the Holme Building or the present
iteration in Manning House, appears
twice in this piece. In both of these
stories the importance of a space to be
authentically oneself free from the real
or perceived eyes of judgement becomes

apparent.
Each of these seven stories sheds light
into brief moments in time that become
formative and have an inescapable
intimacy. The majority of these stories
reveal that authentic queer expression
in our university spaces is often only
possible without feeling observed; this
is a sombre realisation to have about a
university campus in the heartland of
one of the world’s most queer-friendly
metropolises. These stories are barely
a drop in the ocean of queer experience
at the University of Sydney. They do,
however, ultimately allude to its richness,
its beauty and its persistence.

hair, we’d gently throw grass
at each other and sometimes
we’d forget about the nameless
onlookers and kiss. One warm
day on the eve of summer as
our second year was coming to
a close, we met on the lawns
for one last time. I delivered an
ill-fitting and overly rehearsed
break-up and then you walked
silently down the Redfern run
and out of my life forever. I lay
on the lawn and wondered how
I would ever displace the love I
had for you. To be honest, I still
do sometimes.

The Cadigal
Lawns

Under the lights of the cosy
Reginald Theatre, I played the
role of myself in my first queer
relationship — something that
just weeks prior I didn’t know I
wanted. We were both casually
seeing other people, but were
cast together thanks to the
“stage chemistry” (according
to our director) that would
slip easily into the real life
chemistry that I know and love
today.
Backstage,
my
breath
hitched in my throat and
I averted my gaze as they
walked past my mirror in
fishnets — I was no stranger to
having a ‘show crush’, but this
was new. We bonded over preshow stress messages and met
up opposite Manning House to
study before shows. I borrowed
her lavender-coloured jumper
for the walk to Redfern station
and sent a selfie of myself in

Hermann’s Bar
I met my first USyd hookup
here after a SHADES event. I
didn’t realise how much of a
geek or how much of a power
top he was. After a few chats
and a hangout later, he was the

top and I was the bottom. I’ve
moved on ever since but the
hookup that ensued from that
night will always be part of my
USyd experience.

it from the train home. At
the cast afterparty, we fell
asleep on the floor, inebriated
and drowsy, wrapped in each
other’s arms.
“But she’s straight, for
sure”, they thought.

the Quadrangle around
midnight, talking until
security told us to leave
because we had brought
a bottle of wine with us.
Perhaps if we hadn’t gone
to the Quad of all places,
it would’ve been easier
when it ended for me
to let go of the ideal I’d
created in my head. I’m
glad we’re friends now.

The Quadrangle

The new
Queerspace
in Manning
House

The
Seymour
Centre
We met at the beginning of
year eleven and for four years
you were my blanket. To all
the rest of the world our love
was not particularly grandiose
but we inhabited a safe, happy
world of our own devising. For
years we’d enter that baby gay
boy world on the hills near
Cadigal Lawns, just to the right
of the stairs. We’d bring our
lunch and peacefully watch as
hundreds passed to and from
the Redfern run, speculating
endlessly about what kinds
of lives they led. I’d run my
hands through your black

My first queer
experience
was
a
poorly
kept
secret set against a
tumultuous backdrop
of stupol negotiations
and protests. On my
birthday we kissed at
a house near uni and
wanting to escape
some
men
who
kept annoying us,
went on a walk to

At some point in the final
semester of my penultimate
year of undergrad, I visited
the Queer Space for the
very first time. Campus was
virtually abandoned as it
was approaching 6pm and
pandemic restrictions meant

that very few students were
attending in-person classes. I
took this opportunity to enter
the Queer Space without fear of
unexpectedly finding strangers
there. I opened the door to a
smallish square room with high
ceilings, a kitchenette stocked
with the basics for tea and
coffee, though no milk, and a
mismatched arrangement of
comfortable seats and couches.
It was cozy and unyieldingly
camp, just as one would expect.
What struck me most though
were the two racks of clothing
placed in a corner of the room.
My best friend later informed
me that these were for genderquestioning/transgender

The old
Queerspace
in Holme
Building
I was always resentful when the
Queerspace was relocated to
Manning with its new floors and
new furniture. Some described
the old Queerspace in Holme
as drab and dilapidated with its
old, patchwork couches likely
covered in a thin layer of human
secretion. To be fair, it was a
windowless room beneath the
bustling Courtyard Café – now
a storage room I believe, but it
was a beacon of safety, comfort
and understanding for the
young me trying to figure out
who I was and where I belonged.

people to experiment and
affirm their identities. At this
point, I was vaguely aware that
my future as a trans woman
was inevitable, though I had
only joked about it up to this
point. I grabbed a cute bag off
the rack of clothing and strung
it over my shoulder, gazing at
myself in the tall mirror leaning
against the opposite wall. There
was a pang in my stomach, one
that acknowledged how far I
had come, and how much lay
ahead of me. I was scared, but in
the quiet of that tiny room, I felt
emboldened to step back out
into the world as myself. And so
I did. I’m nearly six months into
medically transitioning now.

“But
they’re
this
affectionate to everyone”, I
reasoned.
A week later, we gasped
with laughter at an unfunny
joke made hilarious by the
vegan/gluten-free edibles that
were catered to us. We found
our way home together (not
sure how I pulled this off, to be
honest), and my heart thumped
deafeningly before our lips
finally made contact. They still
tease me for the way my voice
dropped low to stutter out my
desire to kiss. It was truly the
start of something wonderful.

Queen’s Park
My local park is near my
home and my high school.
We meet there late at night,
after trying not to intensely,
obviously look at each other in
the library. Everyone can tell
when you’re staring at someone
in a gay way, right? It doesn’t
help that you aren’t even in
the same friendship group;
sitting at a table together feels
flagrant, inviting speculation.
Slipping away to the park
is safer. It’s expansive and
dark, and intimate, because
it’s winter and you have to stay
close; the school blazers are
drafty and mock their purpose.
It’s only after several visits

to the park that I gather the
courage to kiss her, though,
hidden under the trees on the
slope of the hill. And everything
we do together afterward feels
hidden too, ensconced in the
darkness of that park, even
though it happens in other
places, in the light. But the
dark only feels safer if you’re
more afraid of what’s in front
of you than what’s happening
around you, or if you’re afraid
of yourself. It started and ended
in the dark, because secrets are
only exciting for a short time,
while they provide a hiding
place rather than a cage.
We went there again a

month ago, almost as friends. I
pointed out that it was the same
spot and she laughed as though
she only half-remembered.
Intoxicated
confessionals
poured forth, floating on
Absolut:
she loved me then (news to
me),
she loves me now (a little
bit),
she wishes we didn’t both
have girlfriends (yikes).
Lots to think about on my
homeward stumble.
These two mirrored scenes,
years apart, form a painfully
lesbian diptych. Who doesn’t
have weird associations with
the darkness of their local
public park?

I spent four to five years in
that room studying, chatting,
sleeping, eating, organising,
partying and getting frisky.
In times of turmoil, like the
2017 plebiscite, I was always
there, and so many LGBTQIA+
students on campus sought
comfort in this tiny basement
room. So many firsts and so
many lasts, that dingy basement
room, with its convenient back
alley for smoking cigarettes
in between classes, became a
refuge. I never went to the new
Queerspace.
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Sea
Women
MONICA MCNAUGHT-LEE

T

he earliest records of the Japanese
Ama (‘Sea Women’) date back to
the 10th century, though some
sources say that they may have existed
for over 2000 years. Ama free dive in icy
ocean waters to collect resources such as
abalone, crustaceans, and seaweed. In
the 20th century, Ama became famous for
their role in harvesting cultured pearls.
This skill of free-diving was traditionally
passed down from woman to woman
and it paid well, allowing practitioners
the opportunity to experience the
freedoms that came along with financial
independence.
The Ama have always fascinated me,
and when I started to understand myself
as a sapphic woman, my admiration for
them took on a new dimension. Their
physical stamina and the ability to hold
their breath for long periods of time while
pearl harvesting gave me wonderful
ideas about their potential skills in the
bedroom. Beyond the purely physical
appeal, the possibility of generations
of queer Ama gives me so much joy.
Women of colour freeing themselves
through the potential pleasures of their
own, and each other’s bodies.
Sadly, I have been unable to find
any history of sapphic Ama. However,
through writing these histories now, I
find myself able to more fully imagine
my own potential futures as a queer
woman of colour who can unabashedly
experience pleasure and joy within the
arms of my community.
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Against Queer Normalcy: what Valerie Solanas can
teach us about embracing transgression
HONEY CHRISTENSEN
Unpacking the complex legacy of
radical feminist Valerie Solanas.

I

n discovering the queer canon, one
encounters icons aplenty whose dignity
in the face of the adversity is their claim
to heroism. It is obviously convenient for
the symbols of mainstream queerness to be
victims who bore their hardships stoically,
but there is so much more to queer history
than matrydom. The western world’s
celebrated ‘normative’ queerness pushes
us toward heteropatriarchy: nuclear family
structures, monogamy, and aspirations
to wealth, in an effort to discourage
resistance to the capitalist hegemony
that it reinforces. But the queer history
that we should be celebrating is radical,
trangressive, perverse—anything but
socially acceptable. The path to our happy
‘normal’ status has been paved by these
radicals, particularly the most vulnerable
of our communities, and overwhelming by
the working classes, despite what rainbow
capitalists want you to think.
One such radical is lesbian feminist
Valerie Solanas (1936–1988), who
purported exactly opposite tactics to
the proponents of assimilation. In her
rather short but remarkable life, Solanas
completed a degree in psychology, worked
as a sex worker, shot Andy Warhol, and
wrote, mostly plays and essays. While
the attempt on Warhol’s life was a more
outrageous event at the time, the SCUM
Manifesto has—in my opinion—had a
farther-reaching, more lasting impact.
Solanas’ SCUM Manifesto is a socially
disruptive, disestablishmentarian work
that does not pander to heteronormativity
at all, but rather advocates revolutionary
misandry. Her irreverent but incisive call
to arms begins thus, going straight for the
jugular: “Life in this society being, at best,
an utter bore and no aspect of society being
at all relevant to women, there remains to

civic-minded, responsible, thrill-seeking
females only to overthrow the government,
eliminate the money system, institute
complete automation and destroy the male
sex.”
Solanas speaks to a queer pipedream of a patriarchy-less existence, and
recognises the capitalist labour-selling
system as collaboratory in the patriarchal
repression that she is subject to as a queer
woman. Her remarks only become more

incendiary as the piece progresses. She
inverts the bigoted frameworks of biology
and sociology that are usually weaponised
against women, queer, and non-white
people, and applies them to cishet men,
describing them as ‘walking abortions’
due to the makeup of their chromosomes.
Solanas employs the pseudo-scientific
terminology reminiscent of that of
eugenicists and other male supremacists
in western academia, which has been
traditionally used to justify the control

and infantilisation of marginalised groups,
thereby holding their judgements up to a
mirror by which they may be examined.
Solanas’
conception
of
transness
consequently leaves much to be desired—
the references to ‘drag queens’ are
obviously deeply problematic. Her brazen
characterisation of cis male inferiority as
a biological issue targets the irony of the
acceptability of a misogyny; it cloaks itself
in rationality, while the hypothetically

equivalent misandry is considered the
domain of the insane. Thus, while I do not
think all of the manifesto should be taken
literally, it clearly contains paralysing
societal truths grounded in the experiences
of its author.
Valerie’s method of revealing her ideas
is important as well. She does not shy away
from the visceral emotionality usually
weaponised as a weakness against nonmen. Nor does she attempt to rationally
engage with the concerns of patriarchy,

revealing that these structures have been
set up specifically to pathologise and
ostracise her experiences. Her disdain for
men, her desire to burn the system to the
ground, her queerness, aren’t palatable,
and she would never be able to reconcile
these aspects of herself with the society she
was forced to participate in, so she rejected
the premise of that society altogether.
So much of contemporary discourse
about queer issues centres a desire for
‘normalcy’, and enshrines progress that
gives us the ability to assimilate into
society, without recognising that it was
built to exclude us. The more comfortable
we become with the idea that queerness is
defined by its deviancy, the closer we will
be to actual liberation. As queer people, we
shouldn’t be trying to convince the cishet
world that we are ‘just like them.’ This
limits queerness to an internal experience
of sexual preference or gender identity,
rather than one of a materially marginal
existence in disjuncture to the marriagebaby-retirement model. Identity is not
the reason queer people are subject to
violence; it is the threat that we pose to the
capitalist hegemony, of which the nuclear
family is a foundational constituent. Being
accepted as rule-abiding queers should not
be our goal, for it will only erode the radical
spirit that encouraged us to take to the
streets and convince the world to embrace
us in the first place.
Valerie’s manifesto satisfies the
craving to lash out, to burn, to fuck up,
and to exist outside of the patriarchal
policing of women, queer people, and
other marginalised groups. Now more
than ever, as queerness becomes branded,
corporatised, and monetised, we have to
protect the uniqueness of our communities
by rejecting this gentrification, or risk our
freedom slipping ever farther from our
grasp. The queer experience will always
be transgressive; in embracing this fact
we hold our true, collective, revolutionary
power.

An olive pit, a lyre, a fig
AMELIA KOEN
Unravelling the queer-coding of the
Iliad and its representation in modern
retellings.

T

he final words of Madeline Miller’s
2011 historical fiction novel The
Song of Achilles read as follows:

In the darkness, two shadows, reaching
through the hopeless, heavy dusk. Their
hands meet, and light spills in a flood, like a
hundred golden urns pouring out the sun.
As my eyes scanned these italicised
letters, and my mind’s eye formed their
images, I realised I had never felt so
satisfied by a queer narrative. I broke the
spine of this paperback into submission,
I pried pages away from the glue of their
binding for want of getting a closer look,
and other pages still I stained with tears
and graphite.
A modern retelling of Homer’s Iliad,
the novel follows the lives of Achilles
and Patroclus as they grow up and grow
together as friends, comrades in the
Trojan War, and lovers. Confined to
closed quarters, their love as written by
Miller is a true masterpiece of language
and representation. The success of this
novel, speaking both personally and to its
10,000 weekly sales since its resurgence
on BookTok, led me to consider the ways
in which this adaptation uplifts queercoded elements woven ampongst Homer’s
original text, that have been erased and
overlooked in other modern retellings.
Throughout modernity it has been
the generally accepted position that

Perhaps the most damning evidence
for their love — spoiler alert for thousands
of years old mythology — is Achilles’
response to Patroclus’s death. Entirely
unraveled, he is inconsolable and driven
to avenge Patroclus at the expense of his
own life.
ACHILLES: “For I have no wish to live
and linger in the world of men, unless,
before all else, Hector is hit by my spear
and dies, paying the price for slaughtering
Patroclus…”
THETIS: “You are doomed to die
immediately after Hector—”
ACHILLES: “Then let me die immediately.”

Notably, there are also extensive parallels
between the behaviour of Andromache
when her husband Hector dies, and
Achilles when Patroclus dies. Both fall
to the floor after hearing of their deaths,
their hair falls over their faces and they
hold the heads of the deceased. I see these
parallels as suggestive of the role shared
between Hector and Patroclus: lovers
of Andromache and Achilles. Achilles
responds similarly to Andromache
because they both loved the deceased
they mourn over.
This behaviour is largely ignored by
modern scholars; Clarke believes believes
that it sets their relationship apart
from others, where it “goes beyond all
precedents for companionship set by the
Iliad.” In comparison, the relationship
between Odysseus and Diomedes is
entirely business-like and heroic, not
homo-heroic.
Finally, Achilles requests that their
ashes be buried together.
“My dearest companion, Patroclus,
who was more to me than any other of my
men, whom I loved as much as my own
life.”
***
The undefined nature of their relationship
is a question as old as the tale itself, as
is its divisiveness in the public domain.
In the 4th and 5th centuries BC, many
philosophers wrote and portrayed the
relationship of Achilles and Patroclus as
romantic. This can be observed in Plato’s
Symposium where the pair are used as an
exemplar of divine lovers — it was clearly
an interpretation that appealed to many

in this period of history, although there
were some dissenters, such as Xenophon
in his own Symposium.
There is surely no harm in historical
retellings that write their characters
to be queer — especially when there is
significant scholarship surrounding it,
and affirming it — but there is, however,
harm in categorically denying the
potential queerness of these figures.
Choosing to ignore queer histories, even
where uncertain, directly contributes
to the erasure that damages queer
communities today. I speak specifically
to the 2004 movie adaption of the Iliad,
‘Troy’, in which Patroclus is written
as Achilles’ younger cousin, and any
ambiguity of queerness present in the
Iliad is eliminated.
***
With a Bachelors and Masters Degree
in Latin and Ancient Greek from Brown
University; Miller’s scholarly voice shines
through the murk and brings us a story
of queer love to be proud of. Regardless
of the truth behind the myth of Achilles
and Patroclus, Miller’s adaption displays
critical engagement with Homer’s Iliad.
And, I for one, am glad there is finally a
modern work that shows the other side
of the story because the world is (and has
been) ready for an openly queer Achilles
and Patroclus.
The olive pit, the lyre, the fig. All
tender themes and moments in Miller’s
novel that are veiled with gentle, queercoded love -- I implore you to go read
them yourself.
“He is half of my soul, as the poets say.”

‘Homosociality’ and queer dating shows
FERGUS KEANE
Longing for a genuinely queer reality
TV show.

B

ART BY HANNAH ROSE

Achilles and Patroclus were outstanding
‘friends,’ and nothing more. However,
Gender Studies and Queer Theorist David
Halpern, writes that though Homer does
not explicitly depict the pair as lovers,
he also “did little to rule out such an
interpretation.” One then has to wonder,
does this ambiguity contribute to an
intentional ‘queer coding’ of the epic, or
is it merely inconsequential? Personally,
I favour the former and I suppose Miller
did too.
Perhaps even more problematically
for the Patrochilles naysayers, is that this
ambiguity throughout Homer’s original
epic is really not that ambiguous.
Achilles is callous and aggressive to
everyone but Patroclus, to whom he is
tender and attentive. As noted by scholar
W. M. Clarke, no other character in the
epic is described so frequently in relation
to their companionship with another,
as Patroclus is to Achilles. Patroclus is
frequently and regularly referred to as
“[Achilles’] dearest companion.”

ack in June, the producers of popular
dating show Love Island claimed that
LGBT+ contestants pose ‘logistical
difficulties’ to the structure of the show.
Despite being an uncompelling excuse, this
does kind of make sense within the show’s
current set-up. The show relies very heavily
on establishing a strong divide between
male and female contestants, utilising
heteronormative gender roles to create much
of the narrative drive. The binary dichotomy
between the contestants is absolutely
integral to the functioning of the show. The
vast majority of heterosexual dating shows
rely on these structures.
But queer people don’t interact socially
in the same way cishet people do. Our
methods and understanding of sex, dating,
and friendship are different, diverse, and
fluid. How then could mainstream queer
dating shows exist within current reality TV
paradigms? We’ve had short-lived attempts,
(or spin-offs) but many tend to frame the
queer contestants as inherently comedic for
their same-sex attraction or gender. If we
wanted a show that could accomplish the
same light drama and fun filled results for a
queer audience, we would need a significant
change up to the base structure of such
competition shows.
Much fuss is made in these heterosexual

shows about building to sexual intimacy.
Touching, then chaste kissing, and barely ever
sex. Even with the aesthetic ‘raunchiness’ of
these shows, the contestants are in reality
quite restrained - when contestants like Abbie
Chatfield were openly sexual, they were faced
with backlash both on the show and from
its audience. However, much of Love Island
for example, revolves around single gender
friendship dynamics. In fact, the majority
of show run-time isn’t about dating. It’s
about the gendered in-group fighting and
discussions. Making friends in these kinds of
environments is very much a necessity for the
mental health of participants. What would the
interaction between friendship and romance
look like in the absence of heteronormative
relationship dynamics?
Compared
to
our
heterosexual
contemporaries, it’s very common to be
friends with exes, or date friend’s exes. The
notion of ‘guy code’ and ‘girl code’ don’t really
work without the extensive dating pool that
heterosexuals have. They especially don’t
work when you aren’t a man or woman. Paired
with a more nuanced and fluid approach to
sex, queer contestants would likely be a lot
more relaxed and explorative across platonic
and sexual intimacy. These are things that
I, and many queer people, enjoy about our
culture.
The sexually fluid season (featuring all
bi/pan contestants) of MTV’s Are you the
one? encountered this phenomenon - early
in the season, five contestants have sex with
each other. This obviously has an effect on
the plot lines and couplings, but most of the

contestants consider the group sex harmless
fun and a maybe a touch dramatic. They’re
queer, they’re fun, they use protection and
best of all, they’re hot. Of course they’re
going to have sex. More queer datings shows
would have to address this more exploratory
understanding of sex.
Done well, it could be a fantastic
display of healthy communication, sexual
health and wellness, and a portrayal of the
multifaceted nature of queer social dynamics.
Unfortunately, this season fails to do that . The
producers didn’t move or adjust the structure
of the show to reflect queer experiences.
The idea that there is a ‘perfect’ two-person,
monogamous pairing for each contestant is
honestly rather jarring when the contestants
seemingly don’t feel the same. As a result, the
show’s queer season is rather messy and odd,
even though it is fun television.
To say that heterosexual relationships are
as culturally ‘sacred’ as they once were would
be disingenuous. The last twenty years have
proved how little the cultural institution of
heterosexual pair bonding really matters.
Shows like 90 Day Fiancé or Married at First
Sight prove that the claims of sacredness
for heterosexual pair bonding (as pushed
by conservative political parties and most
religious institutions) are false. They are
simply relationships — nothing unique or
special about them. Heterosexual culture
promotes a nuclear family and restrained
sexual activity as an ideologically-loaded
cultural relic, rather than for its actual merits.
Queer relationships (in all their beautiful
forms) have managed to resist most

mainstream commercialisation until fairly
recently. We had to fight for, and build new
socio-cultural structures that recognise
us and afford us legal protections. Beyond
that, the structure of and precedent for our
relationships is still being determined. This
raises the question: what do we want for our
relationships? Maybe we don’t want to follow
in the path of the heterosexuals. Maybe
dating shows that would actually reflect our
community won’t be able to manifest until
broad culture changes. Or maybe we can’t
have ‘accurate’ queer dating shows due to the
broadness, depth and difference in each queer
relationship.
At their best, reality dating TV is fun
and superfluous. It is titillating and filled
with drama, without being worrying or
pornographic. I personally would love a queer
dating show that reflects my community, and
offers the same casual popcorn-flick vibes
that the heterosexual community enjoys. And
perhaps, like what Rupaul’s Drag Race did
to America’s Next Top Model, the queer reinterpretation of reality TV will become more
successful, more popular, and more cultural
relevant. We can only hope.
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Purple in Prose

A journey in
queer religious
devotion

The Historical Tones of the Queer Palette

AVA LACOON & ALANA RAMSHAW
ART BY FERGUS KEANE

T

he sapphic oeuvre of Dr Martens,
flannels,
septum
piercings,
carabiners, undercuts, and overalls
has welcomed within its ranks a new
easter egg for the sapphic eye. Apple’s
line of purple iPhones have quickly
cemented their position in the pockets
and cultural identity of the queer
community.

The symbol is an interesting
subversion of what Greta Gaard describes
a, “heterocentrism’s charges of queer
sexualities as being ‘against nature”.
David Bell argues it “reminds us of our
embodied naturalness”. Having sprigs
of lavender and violets as ‘positive’
images naturalises and celebrates the
reproductive body’s link to queerness.

a veiled homophobic and patronising
remark which furthered Friedman’s
agenda of delegitimising the role of
queer women in the feminist movement.
Alice Walker’s
The Color Purple
depicts an explicit
lesbian relationship in the context of a
rural black community. This relationship
is often ignored by scholars, and
omitted in Steven Spielberg’s 1985
film adaptation of the film. Not unlike
Sappho’s use of purple in nature as a
queer symbol, Walker writes in a preface
to the novel that purple “is always a
surprise but is found everywhere in
nature.”

One would be hard-pressed to
enter a queer space without noticing
various shades of lilac, lavender or
violet embedded in people’s clothing
and the environment itself. Despite
the long-standing cultural connection
between the colour purple and the queer
community, its origins and history often
go unrecognised. Within the lavender to
violet spectrum, each shade comes with
its own nuanced political history.

In The Colour Purple, Walker
deconstructs the idea of God in the
vision of a white man and adopts purple
to symbolise the treatment of women of
colour and in particular, queer women
of colour like Shug and Celie. In the
1985 adaptation, Shug says to Celie “I
think it pisses God off if you walk by the
colour purple in the field and you don’t
notice it”, and piss God off the Lavender
Menace did.

Violet imagery, alongside that of
purple crocuses and hyacinths, was first
introduced as lesbian adornment in the
fragmented remains of Sappho’s 7th
Century poetry. She evoked arcadian
pastures filled with women who draped
lovers with purple flowers and garlands
in overtly romantic gestures.
According to Edward A. Storer’s
translation of “To Atthis”, Sappho writes:

Walker famously said, “Womanist
is to feminist as purple is to lavender”,
suggesting how lavender as a lighter
shade represents liberation only for
white women, whereas violet’s depth
reflects her belief of ‘womanism’ as a
theoretical site inclusive of all women.

Atthis has not come back to me: truly
I long to die.
Many tears she wept at our parting,
saying:
“Sappho, how sad is our fate. I leave
you unwillingly.”
To her I answered: “Go on your way
happily and
Do not forget me, for you know how
I love you.
But if you should forget, then I will
remind you
How fair and good were the things
we shared together,

In the 20th century, the gifting of purple
flowers, an allusion to Sappho, became a
secret gesture between queer women.
The gesture was even included in the
1926 play, The Captive, a reference the
play’s New York audience became privy
to and responded with uproar, resulting
in the district attorney’s office shutting
down the production in 1927 in an act
of censorship. The connection between
violets and lesbianism led to a period of
plummeting flower sales in the US.

How by my side you wove many
garlands of violets and
Sweet-smelling roses, and made of all
kinds of flowers
Delicate necklaces, how many a flask
of the finest myrrh
Such as a king might use you poured
on your body,
How then reclining you sipped
the sweet
drinks
of
your
choice.”

By the 1960s, the colour lavender
had become synonymous with sapphic
identity and was weaponised by second
wave feminist and author of The
Feminine Mistique, Betty Friedan and
other straight feminists. Friedan coined
the term “lavender menace”, arguing that
lesbianism was a sexuality contingent on
misandry. She further argued it had an
inherent aesthetic of masculinity that
was antithetical to the aims and values of
the equal rights movement.
Many feminists critiqued Friedan’s
alienation of queer women from the
movement, including Susan Brownmiller,
a straight feminist, who remarked, “A
lavender herring, perhaps, but no clear
and present danger.” Many felt this was

In May 1970,
Rita Mae Brown
reclaimed
the term by
creating a radical
feminist group called the
Lavender Menace. Two dozen t-shirts
were hand dyed and screen printed with
the emblematic name.
After posing as representatives from
the National Organization of Women
(NOW), sent to do a technical check at
the organisation’s annual conference,
the Lavender Menace shut the lights and
climbed the stage to unbutton their shirts
to reveal their lavender statements.
Posters lined the stage with messages
like “Superdyke loves you!”, “lesbianism
is a women’s liberation plot” and “we
are all lesbians”. Many women from the
audience jumped on stage and joined the
Menaces in protest.
As a result of the action, within
the year, NOW changed their policy
and publicly endorsed lesbianism as
“a legitimate form of feminism”. The
lavender-tinted glasses through which
this action is viewed erases the reality
that the Lavender Menace were a group
of white lesbians, largely silent on issues
pertaining to First Nations women and
women of colour in the queer feminist
movement.

Alice Walker’s more recent foray into
anti-semitism in her 2017 poem It is Our
(Frightful) Duty to Study the Talmud
points to an unfortunate trend that has
existed within the movement for queer
liberation: xenophobia.
It is important to acknowledge in our
colonial context, that colonisation did not
import queerness to so-called ‘Australia’,
but rather imported queerphobia as an
act of cultural imperialism. The history
of queer resistance has been interwoven
with racism and lateral violence. This
has resulted in present day maintenance
of white supremacy and white washing
of queerness that forces people of colour
and Indigenous people to the peripheries
of their own communities and queer
spaces.
Throughout history, symbols and
conventions of display have given
voice to the queer experience, freeing
it from the heterosexual gaze. Whether
it’s the bunch of lavender outside our
grandparent’s house, an argyle lilac
sweater vest, or the polished glass of a
purple phone. Even for a moment, we
are reminded
of the
past, present
and
future
of
sapphic
desire.

KHANH TRAN
Love, sex, death and God.

R

eligious devotion is a curious
phenomenon in the life of a queer
religious person. Reflecting on
my time as a Catholic seminarian, the
intersection between queer identity and
faith was constantly present . Prior to
formation, one acceded to either a vow of
chastity (where one is a virgin) or a vow
of celibacy (to abstain from marriage).
We seminarians attended masses at least
twice a day, ate common meals together
and studied the Scripture so that one
day, we could propagate the faith. Faith
was not merely a belief in a deity; it also
oriented all our activities “for the greater
glory of God” in Ignatius Loyola’ words
- the logic being that the sole subject
of any transcendental love we display,
privately or publicly, must be to Christ.
Yet,
paradoxically,
such
transcendental, devotional love – though
seemingly innocuous – may in fact
represent an intensely erotic expression
of love. When combined with queerness,
an identity revolted by conservative
strands of the Abrahamic traditions,
the queer religious devotee’s asceticism
comes to embody erotic love even more.
Let us start with Sister Juana Ines de
la Cruz (1648 – 1695) or Ines, a Mexican
philosopher, poet and Carmelite nun
famous for her criticism of the Catholic
Church’s patriarchal structure and an
important figure of Latin American
feminism.
In a cryptic poem, Phyllis, widely
deemed to be Sapphic due to her
fascination with Maria Luisa – the wife of

the Marquis de la Laguna, Ines laments
her unrequited desire for a same-sex love
interest:
‘I, my dearest Phyllis,
who revere you as divine,
who idolize your disdain,
and venerate your rigor?
That you’re a woman far away
is no hindrance to my love:
for the soul, as you well know,
distance and sex don’t count.’
At first glance, it is tempting to read
Ines’ exaltation solely as a Sapphic
confession but considering her vocation,
we must consider this confession as
unrequited and ascetic eros. Ines’
seeming lack of any significant moral
torment in Phyllis over her same-sex
love other than unreciprocated affection,
despite modern Catholic social teaching’s
condemnation of queer identity as
‘intrinsically disordered’, may be due to
the relative ignorance of lesbian love in
the law prior to the Victorian period.
Asceticism is often negatively
associated
with
the
religious,
authoritarian closet. Yet, when assumed
as not involving intercourse, these
confessions become even more intensely
erotic. As theologian Sarah Coakley
explained in her The New Asceticism,
eroticism does not merely refer to sex
but also encompass essential needs
that satisfy our bodies: hunger, thirst,
comfort, intimacy, acknowledgment,
power, and pleasure.
Ines in Phyllis exemplifies many
of these desires – hunger and thirst
for affection, a yearning for intimacy,
comfort from someone who is evidently
an unattainable lover, and whose
satisfaction would yield for Ines great
pleasure. All of these, voluntarily

constrained by Ines’ pursuit of an ascetic
life. Hence, it is at this stage in the
queer religious person’s experience, that
voluntary asceticism transforms erotic
desires into the transcendental.
Another example of this dynamic lies
in the palpable yearning evident in ‘O
Deus, ego amo te’ (Latin for O God, I love
you) — a poem by the queer Victorian
Jesuit priest Gerard Manley Hopkins:
‘Jesu so much in love with me?
Not for heaven’s sake; not to be
Out of hell by loving thee;
Not for any gains I see;
But just the way that thou didst me
I do love and I will love thee:
What must I love thee, Lord, for then?
For being my king and God. Amen.’
In justifying his own blind faith as
the seemingly tautological ‘being my
king and God’, desire becomes palpable.
Desire for qualities that humanity
sees as desirable and, fundamentally,
scarce. Namely, the divine perfection,
omnipotence, and invulnerability that
we lack ourselves. Hopkins’ and Ines’
desires, however, should not merely be
read as unrequited dedication but within
constrained queer asceticism.
Hopkins’ intense devotion to God
must be perceived through twin lens of
both his queer identity and voluntary
vow of celibacy as this inevitably colours
the nature of the queer ecclesiastic’s
faith. Curiously, O Deus, ego amo te
mirrors the matrimonial metaphor that
characterises the Catholic Church’s view
of the relationship between Christ and
the institution.
In this context, Hopkins is, so to
speak, a bride seeking union in Christ’s
body. In other words, a deliberate

direction of carnal, erotic love into an
asexual, Platonic yearning for God.
Thus, Hopkins’, Ines’ and perhaps, all
queer ecclesiastics’ prayers must be
understood as an attempt to appeal to
the desired beloved erotic subject – God
themselves.
The successful fulfilment of such
asceticism is transcendental: it means
attaining a personal, erotic relationship
with God whereby prayer or communion
nourishes hunger, social justice become
the fountain that quenches spiritual
thirst, and the act of preaching pushes
one’s boundaries. All this requires selfsacrifice, unconditional loyalty and at
times, even grief. Indeed, the 13th century
Sufi Islamic scholar Jalal Mohammad
Rumi once described his torment at
Shamseddin’s — widely acknowledged
to be Rumi’s lover — absence in his Love
Letters: ‘Tears become bloody; the heart,
naked and exposed’.
The queer ecclesiastical religious
experience, whether it be in Ines’,
Hopkins’ or Sumi’s examples, does not
mean that the lay (ie. sexual) queer
religious life is inferior. Indeed, queer
theology paves the way for a radical
reconstruction of the cis heteronormative
way in which the marriage state is
currently structured.
The sexual intimacy and union in
which lay queer religious people partake
in also exemplify the ideal union in which
the ecclesiastics who pursue celibacy
and therefore, erotic asceticism, aim
for. Erotic love constitutes just another
context where the desire to be God in
the eyes of one’s beloved is enacted
but also perpetually frustrated by the
unpredictable yet endlessly fascinating,
vissicitudes of life.
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Anais Nin
I bought Anais Nin’s unexpurgated diaries
for ten dollars, second-hand
To read my way out of the first man
I thought I loved.
For two months, the copy sat on my bedside,
Untouched, and eyewitness to
The rotating mugs
And potted orchids
And vitamin tubes
While I fucked the heartbreak out of my system
Trying to work out if I was the bullet
or the exit wound.
Un-ex-pur-gated (noun)
complete and containing
all the original material;
Uncensored.
The first girl has salt-eyes and breaks quickly
Like a word forgets its own meaning.
We lie in bed after, our bodies
A knot of pleasure in the February heat.
The second is the friend of a friend
Pushes me against the marble kitchen counter at my party
Like she is showing me the altar

Undetectable

i.

It’s not a death sentence.
That’s what entered my head
As he said the dreaded words
My mind began to wander
Back to my lonesome bed
He tells me I must wait for a blot
A western one, whatever that meant
But it was a foregone conclusion
Denial, a pretence, a delusion

In the diaries I have not yet read,
Nin asks When does real love begin?
The problem is
I like all the men
But not enough.
And I like all the women
But not enough.
Secretly, I wonder if this makes me
A fraud bisexual
A traitor
A copy of a person that is missing original material.
Un-ex-pur-gated means complete
Uncensored
Whole
But if a person is not a sentence that starts with ‘I’
And memory not a tape that begins at zero
Who can assume that the complete self exists?

So now this tale I must disclose
Immune to those ignorant who oppose
The mighty institute of many – undetectable
Yet armed with knowledge and passion aplenty.
By Mark Muñoz Villar

Who can assume we do not look for a piece of ourselves in every
body that we meet
And when we find it,
Call it ‘love’?
Like a trail of breadcrumbs leading to
You, the real you
A fantasy of wholeness.
***
Now, it is early winter.
In the suburbs, ginkgo leaves stain the concrete yellow
And the sky reflects them at sunset.
I am alone in my bedroom;
Love has stepped out to the garden to smoke a cigarette
So I pick up Nin’s diaries from my bedside table.
I peel open the pages that have stuck together
From the months of summer heat
And I read,
Trying to feel whole again.
By Zara Zadro

c’est la gout d’eau qui fait déborder le vase
Tongue and cheek formed words
You stuck sticky fingers
Flossed, scraped, hooked them out from between my teeth
Drew them out of my mouth
and chewed them up in yours
Masticated, manducated, macerated,
globules of spit
From mine to yours,
back into mine
I let them gather,
pile up until they
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from my mouth
seeping from cracked lips
Indistinguishable from tears
It took me a year to swallow someone else’s spit
The tide went out
			I grew thirsty
The smell of saliva
Still tastes sick
But I swallow anyway
By Stella Babidge

But is it really so simple to stitch desire into language? To do so presupposes that you have an archive of desire ready
on your tongue. My desires are often molecular, little creatures not yet prepared to leave my body. — Julietta Singh
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Priyanka Meenakshi writes “My gender is not neutral, my gender is brown, and hairy and lesbian. My gender
transcends white concepts of the binary, therefore it transcends the non-binary,” and that sits right with me
but how possible is it to fully exist beyond the logic of whiteness and white supremacy (dispossession,
expropriation, incarceration, appropriation) as a settler on stolen land?
The first time I thought about transitioning, I was fifteen. This was years before I learnt that in some
variations of the Hindu epic Mahabharata, Srikandi, a warrior and archer, becomes a man and marries a
Princess.
I want a creation myth for my gender but I need the soil first.
Gender is all-encompassing, it out-scales us. As such, it becomes difficult to see the edges of gender
when submerged within its logic, thereby bolstering the fantasy of its permanence through its apparent
omnipresence. In short, gender is so big, it becomes invisible. — Legacy Russell
What a treat / It is to be / Nonbinary / Ma chérie / Tee-hee-hee / Bitch — Arca
For me the gender-neutral “they/them” will always be different from the gender-neutral “ia,” “dia,”
“mereka” because “they/them” will always stand beside “he” and “she.” In English, you choose to be
gender-neutral. In Indonesian, it’s a gift from the language. — Norman Erikson Pasaribu

A non-exhaustive list of ways to describe my gender
Think of ephemera as trace, the remains, the things that are left, hanging in the air like a rumor
— Jose Estaban Muñoz

Lesbian / rumour / reincarnation / Ming-Na Wen and Lea Salonga as the voices of Mulan / fingers around a strap-on
/ the planet Jupiter / seahorse / mangosteen / elsewhere / seasonal / a river, slowing down / not not pedagogical
/ collective working bee / passionfruit flower / after Sin Wai Kin / the word “blister” / the word “shuck” / the word
“resplendent” / for some reason: Ned Flanders / the gumption of magpies / when Ross Gay writes “My color’s green.
I’m spring” / the dragon from How to Train Your Dragon / every outfit Tessa Thompson wears / speculative fiction
/ time is not of the essence / wannabe-jock / archipelago / biomythic / S-Club 7 / a keris through the heart / index /
that fucking son of a glitch / pang / tongue in the shape of a forward slash against the world

			over f
			

Anyone who knows me knows I keep saying the word archive, a spell for and against immortality or decay, but listen(!) to the
rush of my blood [in The Stacks][through my family tree][flush against your body], beloved.

I never wanted to build a “body of work,” but to preserve these , our bodies, breathing and unaccounted for, inside the
work. — Ocean Vuong

How could this happen?
Never been unsafe
Except that one time
My guard was down
I surrendered, I succumbed

And in the morning asks if I want to do it again
As we scrub the birthdayparty from the bathroom tiles.
Turning twenty, or sleeping together? I ask
An Ajax spray in one hand, a nervous smile on my lips
She laughs, the empty bottles clinking under her arm;
Neither. She says. Both.

Judith Butler says that gender performativity is a “reiterative and citational” practice and I am barely patient, and sticky, in
the margins. Citation is behaviour — my “repetition and ritual” (Butler, again). The only expectations I should want for myself
are that I let the evidence of the universe return to me, to be adorned or gathered safely or discussed at length, and to wake up
each morning alive. Yet, I am more ambitious than that.

Franny Choi writes, “When a cyborg puts on a dress, it’s called drag” and I settle coolly into my newest
avatar, taking stock of antidepressants and Spring. I imagine it wasn’t always like this: the pandemic, the
slickness in the river Goolay’yari, my devotion to these two thumbs and this phone.
Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to sext the matrix itself. Sometimes I think “QR code” sounds
like queer code. They couldn’t data journalism my gender if they tried.

by Amelia Mertha

Bone-sit / spit-dribbler/ understudy for the underdog / uphill rumor / fine-toothed cunt / sorry
/ my mouth’s not pottytrained / surly spice / self-sabotage spice — Franny Choi
I am part machine / part starfish / part citrus / part girl / part poltergeist — Franny Choi
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President
SWAPNIK SANAGAVARAPU
I hope everyone reading this has had a
restful mid-semester break, as I have. This
past fortnight has been somewhat of a
whirlwind, so I was glad to have some leave
at the end of the week and over the long
weekend.
The biggest development of this
week has been the fact that the SRC
presented our CWAM petition to the
University. It was presented verbally
before the University Executive Education
Committee, as well as delivered directly to
Pip Pattison (DVC-Education) and Mark
Scott (Vice Chancellor). There was quite

significant support from the members of
the committee, and any concerns were
promptly and satisfactorily responded to.
What is clear however is that a model of
simply excluding Semester 2 2021 from the
calculation of the WAM was not satisfactory
to support the experiences of all students
who were struggling throughout these
semesters. We proposed a system where a
COVID WAM is only included on a student’s
final transcript in the case that it is higher
than their regular WAM would be, and that
there is a choice of which COVID WAM to
include. This could be one of three things:

a) Semester 1 2020 excluded, b) Semester
2 2021 excluded, c) both Semester 1 2020
and Semester 2 2021 excluded. We propose
that all three of these potential marks are
calculated, and if any of them is higher
than the student’s regular WAM, that the
highest of these three options are included,
alongside an explanation of what the
‘COVID WAM’ includes (for that particular
student). This seeks to put students in the
best stead and aims to not unfairly flatten
the experience of all students via one model
of exclusion.
However, it would be remiss not

to mention that the SRC successfully
conducted its annual elections just prior
to the mid-semester break. It was a
magnificently successful election, with
one of the highest turnout rates in recent
years. Congratulations to Lauren Lancaster,
the successfully elected President of the
94th SRC! Congratulations also to the 39
councillors who were elected. I look forward
to seeing what you all get up to next year.
Until next time,
Swapnik

Vice Presidents
ROISIN MURPHY AND MARIA GE DID NOT SUBMIT A REPORT.

General Secretaries
PRIYA GUPTA AND ANNE ZHAO
Welcome back from mid-sem break
everyone! We hope you have had a restful
time and are ready to get back into the
thick of things, especially the staunch
activism going on.
We have been involved in organising
and building the Education Action Group’s
Student General Meeting (SGM) which is
happening on Thursday 27th of October.
This SGM has been called in response to a
proposed slate of changes to the Faculty of
Arts and Social Sciences, as well as others
including the schools of Business and
Dentistry. Part of these proposed changes
is the amalgamation of different courses,
notably Gender and Cultural Studies which
not only are important courses in and of
themselves, but were also won through
student and staff struggle! In general,
these changes will result in less courses,
fewer options for both undergraduate and

higher degree research students, and an
overall worse quality of education. We
highly recommend you get involved and
come along to the SGM, which is only
the fourth of these significant events in
USyd’s history. To find out more about the
demands of this SGM, head over to the
Education Action Group’s Facebook page
and join the group!
You may have seen a petition going
around asking the university for a
compassionate response to the current
Sydney COVID lockdown. This petition
is asking primarily for the reinstatement
of the C-WAM which was introduced in
Semester 1 2020, as well as requesting
the extension of the Discontinue Not Fail
(DC) deadline, and waiving attendance
requirements. We have been involved in
developing this proposal and bringing it to
various University committees. Its current

status is that the proposal will be brought
to the University Executive committee
where it will be voted on, unfortunately
without any student representation
present, but we are hopeful. Stay tuned!
In some exciting news, it doesn’t look
like the proposed changes to the ACNC
will go through! [You may have read about
this in some of our previous reports, but
the low-down is that these changes would
threaten to deregister charities – including
the SRC – which are even tangentially
related to someone breaking the law]. The
relevant Senate Committee has released a
report which recommends that the Senate
disallow the proposal because it threatens
the charity sector.
We have also been involved in
Radical Sex and Consent Week, run by
the Women’s Collective which is on this
week. It will be a fantastic, exciting, and

Social Justice Officers
IGGY BOYD, EDDIE STEPHENSON, AND JIAYE LIU DID NOT SUBMIT A REPORT.

Queer Officers
HONEY CHRISTENSEN AND OSCAR CHAFFEY
See Editorial!

Mature Age Officers
CORIE SUTHERLAND DID NOT SUBMIT A REPORT.

best of all, educational week of learning
everything that you didn’t get in high
school sex-ed, have felt too awkward
to ask friends about, or haven’t quite
understood from your cursory internet
searches. Come along and see all the hard
work put in by the collective over the past
semester, and learn something new!
Lastly, after a much-needed week of
rest during mid-sem, Radical Education
Week is ready to go again! The upcoming
events are on Religion in Politics,
Transformative
Justice,
Affordable
Student Housing, and the Biopolitics of
Sex!! Check out the Radical Education
Week Facebook page to see these events.
We hope you have made it through this
meaty report and are keen to get involved
in some of the above!

Discontinuing Study
- NOT Failing.
Sometimes, life brings unexpected
circumstances that completely
impact our ability to study or
complete assessments. If you had a
serious illness or misadventure that
was out of your control, became
worse after week 7 (i.e., 1st October)
and severely impacted your ability
to study, you can apply for a late
DC (Discontinue not to count as
fail) grade. You will need to show
that you were engaging with the
subject, e.g., attending classes
and submitting assessments,
before you became sick or had
the misadventure. Explain how
your illness or misadventure
impacted on your study, e.g., you
couldn’t attend class or complete
an assessment, and provide
supporting documentation from
a GP, counsellor or other relevant
professional. Ask them to focus
on how you were impacted, rather
than an actual diagnosis. There are
only a few, very limited, situations
where you can use a Statutory
Declaration or Student Declaration
in lieu of a professional’s
documentation. If you are seeking

a DC from only some of your
subjects you will also need to
explain why you can’t complete
these subjects, but can complete
the others. It is unlikely that you
will get a DC if you apply after final
results are published, so apply as
soon as possible.
Reducing your study load
may also have consequences for
international students or students
on Centrelink payments. COVID-19
has made these circumstances a
bit more flexible than before, but
check with an SRC caseworker
before applying for a DC. Becoming
a part-time student will also mean
you cannot use a concession Opal
card.
If your DC is approved you can
apply to have your fees refunded.
This is not automatic and is not
granted to everyone. Talk to an
SRC caseworker about your specific
circumstances. The deadline
for applying for a fee refund for
local students is 12 months, and
international student fee refunds
are even more strict. So apply as
early as possible.

Ask Abe
SRC caseworker help Q&A

Dealing with Allegations
of Plagiarism/Academic Misconduct
Dear Abe,
I’ve been told that I’m in trouble for
plagiarism, but I don’t think I did
anything wrong. The Turnitin report
has highlighted a lot of my essay,
but I did put references in. What
should I have done?
Not Sure.

Dear Not Sure,
Plagiarism is where you present
someone else’s ideas and words
as your own. The Turnitin report
highlights the parts of your
assessment that appear exactly in
someone else’s work, whether it
is published work, an essay from
another student, or one of your
old assessments. Where you use
someone else’s ideas, you need to

give them credit in your references.
When you use someone else’s
words, you need to paraphrase
what they have written, and give
them credit in your references. If
you do not paraphrase you must
use quotation marks and give them
credit in your references. Each
faculty uses a different style of
referencing, so check your subject
outline. The library’s Peer Learning
Advisors can help you with this
skill, or re-do the Academic Honesty
Education Module on Canvas.
SRC Caseworkers are able to
help prepare a response to the
accusation of academic dishonesty,
including plagiarism. Call 9660
5222 to make an appointment, or
send your details, together with the
Turnitin report, to help@src.usyd.
edu.au.

Do you need to DISCONTINUE
or WITHDRAW a subject?
The last day to discontinue not fail (DC) is this Friday (1st October).
Additional information is available on the SRC website:
srcusyd.net.au/src-help/academic-issues/withdrawing-discontinuing
If you need assistance or advice, or wish to apply for a fee refund:

Ask the SRC!
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Do you need help appealing
a PLAGIARISM or ACADEMIC
MISCONDUCT allegation?

Ask the SRC!

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

All clues marked with a ? are cryptics!

Omega Crossword

Across
1
6
14
15
16
17
18
19
21
23
28
29
30
31
32
37
38
40
41
42
43
46
48
52
53
54
55
56

Potassium, Triethylamine, Hydrofluoric acid, etc. (9)
Period of rest as opposed to war (9)
Mistake (5)
One of the United States, of which Nashville is the capital (9)
First name of an Australian pop-singer/27 Down (5)
Marsupial emblem of Cascade Brewing (9,5)
? Yes, Russian wizard causes harm (6)
Picture A’s title (4)
First name of Picture B (7)
Himalayan ethnic group (6)
Short-term, impermanent (9)
Closely held tenet (5)
? Crazy Liberal leader for the area (5)
Elvis song: ... Rock (9)
From Addis Ababa or surrounds (9)
German submarine (1-4)
Horse noise (5)
Cognition of information (9)
First name of American actor/singer/director/27-Down (6)
Drinking alcohol (7)
First name of Picture C (4)
Supposedly parasitic insect (6)
Middle Eastern sweet (7,7)
Common bacterium (1,4)
Changeable, fluctuating (2,3,4)
? Rats go back around one step (5)
Decorative monsters of Gothic architecture (9)
Honi Soit, say (9)

Down
Picture A

Picture D

Picture B

Picture C

Picture E

All answers begin with the letter T.

Picture F

QUIZ!

1. What slang term refers to a young, hairless gay male?

2
3
4
5
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
20
22
24
25
26
27
33
34
35
36
39
44
45
47
49
50
51

Oregano, Tarragon, Mint etc. (5)
First name of Picture D (6)
Plant attractive to felines (6)
Bedsheet material (5)
Chocolate treat to commemorate the Resurrection (6,3)
First (and only) name of Picture E (4)
Calm your farm (4,1,5,4)
Mediterranean island nation (5)
Ability to produce offspring (9)
PM of ‘07 (5,4)
Neither animal nor mineral (9)
? French of reportedly crueller nature (9)
Doyenne of the Australian stage: Nancye ... (5)
Shakespearean history play (7,2)
Teaching an infant to go to the loo (6-8)
Mother of God/27-Down (7)
Label applicable to today’s pictures (3,4)
? Take a puff on last ticket (5)
Drink sold at Chatime (6,3)
Child geniuses (5-4)
Exit, withdrawal (9)
Vaccinate (9)
Greek hottie (6)
Component of blood (6)
Type of Spanish wine (5)
? Outcrop in south-eastern depository (5)
First name of Picture F (5)
First name of Picture C’s mother/another 27-Down (4)

2. What fruit shares its name with a 2015 Sean Baker film?
3. Who plays the titular character in the film adaptation of Virginia Woolf’s Orlando?
3. In The Rocky Horror Show from where does Dr Frank-N-Furter hail?
4. Which ABBA song begins, ‘If you change your mind, I’m the first in line’?
5. What series of novels by Armistead Maupin centres on San Francisco‘s queer community?

Searching for
answers? Go to
honisoit.com

Miss Soit
Sydney Uni’s sauciest socialite comes out of retirement...
Dear plumptious beauties,
You specifically begged us not to let her out of her drab den but
Miss Soit is back for one final foray into the world of student
political spats. She has heard whispers under the covers of the
editions leading up to the closure of SRC nominations. Here’s
hoping none of the candidates will be taking any L words
before their grand showdown.

A Prudish Pumice-Ground Presidential Pugna is Playing
Out: Bette vs. Helena
Fresh from her rolling of the Womben’s Collective last year,
Bodacious Brackish Bette is back to show us that bureaucratic
baddies make the best #girlbosses. Bette’s been getting down
on her knees and begging for the support of the lubed-up
campus Lefties but they’ve been edging her away. Word on
the street is they want to principally abstain from this clash
of the titans.
Horny Hackneyed Helena has courted the support of the
cuckolded campus cu—I mean, Liberals, as well as (gasp for
air dear readers), Bette’s own EX GIRLFRIEND, the Titillating
Turned-on Tina (I hear she’s running on the politically
promiscuous brand Shine). While she’s been successful so far,
who’s to say how long she will last? Will Tina tiptoe back to
her original booty call?

Holding out for Honi? Jenny defects to state-mandated
EXERCISE and Alice joins SQUIRT
Jealous Junk-loving Jenny has jumped ship! One of the
founding SQUIRTers, she decided that she wasn’t oozing
with confidence in that ticket and left them in the lurch. She
allegedly thinks state-mandated EXERCISE is a more robust
ticket. But I know that wherever she finishes up, as an ex Vers
Collective member she’ll be eager to strip down her ex faction
to the bone—what a vindictive vixen!
Meanwhile, Audacious Arch-enemy Alice was aching in the
wings and has used this as an opportunity to slither her way
in with the sexy storytellers sucking up to students. With a
promise to periodically prod patient listeners with perky
private-school podcasts and an emphasis on erotic ASMR
newsreads, SQUIRT wants to give us a convulsing cornucopia
of content to cuckold their competitor. How will Alice
acclimatise?

Charismatic Campus Characters Clash for Council: Shane
and Tina to head off the big names
Salacious Shirt-Snatching Shane is heading up the joke ticket
Sugma Lesbians for SRC, but is being authorised by Bette’s
sister Knockout Kit (gasp, can you believe?!) Is she really as
independent and liberated as she says? Miss Soit wistfully
wonders. The endorsement of Trite Tina is shaping up to be
quite the contentious contre-temps! Tentative Tina is heading
up the stylish Shine for the Disadvantaged ticket but hasn’t
yet landed on a pick in the Presidential pugna.

Declaration of Final Results

SRC
ELECTIONS

Annual Elections for the 2022 Students’
Representative Council, University of Sydney
I congratulate all candidates who ran in the elections for their performance and engagement in student democracy.
I hereby declare the following candidates elected:

Presidential Election
LAUREN LANCASTER
MATTHEW CARTER

1961 ELECTED
1785

Honi Soit Election
CAKE for Honi
DRIP for Honi

2400
1650

ELECTED

Delegates to the National Union of Students
Order of Election
1
2
3
4
5
6
7

Ticket Name
IGNITE for NUS
UNITE for NUS
Grassroots for NUS
Switch for NUS
STRIVE for NUS
Left Action for NUS
PUMP for NUS

Candidate Name
MATTHEW CARTER
GRACE HU
DREW BEACOM
SWAPNIK SANAGAVARAPU
CADY BROWN
YASMINE JOHNSON
MIKAELA STELLA PAPPOU

Quota Elected At
404.375000
404.375000
404.375000
404.375000
344.401146
287.833051
266.336725

Candidate Name
YUNSHU CHEN
EMILY STOREY
RICKY RANGRA
MATTHEW CARTER
LAUREN LANCASTER
CELESTIA WANG
CLAUDIA ARABELLA HOPKINS
EDDIE STEPHENSON
MAX PRINCE
NICOLE YANG
RILEY VAUGHAN
ALICE GUO
JULIA TRAN
CABIRIA LIANG
CHARLOTTE AINSWORTH
BELLA ANDERSSEN
VICTOR RUIFENG LIANG
MICHAEL GRENIER
ANGUS DERMODY
ALEXANDER POIRIER
TIGER PERKINS
BRIDGITTE HOLDEN
ONOR NOTTLE
OLIVIA MANGHOLI
DANIEL BOWRON
PHILIPPA BUCKNELL
ISHBEL DUNSMORE
AILEEN TAN
MARTIN O’FLYNN
ALANA RAMSHAW
LIA PERKINS
JENNA WU
JULIAN ALLEY
MADDIE MARONESE
ASHRIKA PARUTHI
ROSE DONNELLY
JAMES BURGESS
FELIX LOCKHART WOOD
EAMONN MURPHY

Vote at End of Count
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
128.00
124.29
120.47
112.39
112.28
109.28
107.58
106.51
103.73
103.16
102.02
97.07
95.54
93.19
91.45
89.93
88.49
87.61
85.31
84.21
79.36
77.84
77.57

Representatives to Council
Order of Elections
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35
36
37
38
39

Ticket Name
Penta for Connection
Engineers for Mental Health
UNITE FOR ACCOUNTABILITY
UNITE for SRC
Grassroots for SRC
Penta of Overseas students
COLLEGES for WOMEN
Left Action Against the Libs
Colleges for SRC
Penta for Connection
Engineers for Mental Health
Penta for Connection
UNITE FOR ACCOUNTABILITY
PHOENIX for Diversity
Horsegirls 4 SRC
Engineers for SRC
PHOENIX for Wholesome Students
Wave for Change
StrikeBack for Climate Action
IGNITE for Artistry
Grassroots for Climate Action
IGNITE for Education
Grassroots for SRC
STRIVE for ARTS
UNITE THE CAMPUS
Wave for COLLEGES
Switch for Enviro Justice
STRIVE for SRC
IGNITE for Contemporary
Grassroots for Feminism
Grassroots for Free Education
Penta for Study
Grassroots for Honest Media
UNITE for SRC
Grassroots for Intl Students
PUMP for SRC
IGNITE for Jazz
Switch for Law
Switch for Mental Health

Unless other notice is published by myself via SRC communication channels and communicated to candidates,
this Provisional notice shall be taken to constitute the Final notice at 6:00PM Friday 1 October.
Sincerely,
Riki Scanlan
2021 SRC Electoral Officer

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

