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T

here is an unspoken sense
of solidarity between former
public school kids at USyd. We’ve
spent much of our lives in sweltering
non-air-conditioned demountables,
with stories of our peers’ teen
pregnancies and playground brawls
during lunch break; we openly
flouted school uniform rules with
no punishment and lived in blissful
ignorance of Latin, the inter-school
rivalry of debating tournaments,
and ‘Model UN’ (a phenomenon I
doubt I will ever understand) only to
have it dawn on us when we entered
university how disparately wealthy
other people our age could be.
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T

he past 18 months in Australian
higher
education
has
seen
destructive funding cuts, 40,000 job
losses and revelations of widespread
underpayment of casual staff. In this
feature, Honi traces how we got to this
low point in four parts: corporatised
university governance; privatisation
of funding; cost-cutting and efficiency
measures; and underreporting of the
true levels of casualisation.

The

corporate

capture

of

Australian university governing
bodies – generally known as councils
or senates – has resulted in leadership
bodies unable to guide universities
through crises; unwilling to defend
the interests of staff, students and
their own institutions; and severely
lacking in the skills necessary to
govern a university.
Appointees to university councils
are overwhelmingly drawn from the

corporate sector, excluding those
from non-commercial backgrounds
and, more importantly, those
with ‘industry experience’ in
higher education and academia.
The principle of university selfgovernance has been steadily eroded
through decades of government
policy choices and the selfperpetuating cycle of corporate
governance.

Annandale’s
witch houses
ALICE TRENOWETHCRESWELL / P. 17
The Annandale Witches Houses come
alive as dusk begins to fall. On the
northern end of Johnson Street, the
row of gothic manors sit high atop an
imposing stone wall, looking down like
Shakespeare’s crones on passers-by.

USyd’s hidden
herd...of cows
MARLOW HURST / P. 18
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ACKNOWLEDGEMENT OF COUNTRY
Honi Soit is published on the sovereign land
of the Gadigal People of the Eora Nation, who
were amongst the first to resist against and
survive the violence of colonisation. This land
was taken without consent and sovereignty
was never ceded. We pay our respects to
Elders past and present, and extend that
respect to all Indigenous students and staff at
the University.
As a team of settlers occupying the lands
of the Gadigal, Dharug, Wangal, Biddegal,
Kuringgai and Wallumedegal people, we

are the beneficiaries of ongoing colonial
dispossession. The settler-colonial project of
‘Australia’ and all its institutions, including
the University, are built on the exclusion of
First Nations peoples and the devaluation of
Indigenous knowledge systems. Beneath the
sandstone buildings of USyd lie thousands of
years of Aboriginal xhistory.
Colonialism is not a one-time event that
occurred in the distant past; it is an ongoing
structure. The genocide of First Nations
people is perpetuated and enabled by the
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government, who push ahead with the forced
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families, their Country, and their cultures.
Aboriginal peoples are the most incarcerated
on earth, and there have been over 474
documented Indigenous deaths in custody
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W

hen people speak of Honi’s radical
history, many hark back to a time
when editors would be labelled “filthy
and scurrilous” for their anti-war propaganda,
or when angry Young Liberals would toss
thousands of print copies into Victoria Park
pond. Some remember a less distant Honi, when
Max Hall and Sam Langford would ask: “Where
are all the ibis babies?” I don’t think I ever felt a
real appreciation of Honi’s legacy, until suddenly
realising we had only four editions left to cement
our own.
While I could chronicle the past year in
superlatives, it is not the editors but the times
that shape this paper. I cannot ignore the fact
that as neoliberal thinking bleeds into our
education, Honi too has begun to embrace the
sensibilities of mainstream journalism. Taking
on a watchdog mantle, it increasingly seeks
authority through serious and “objective”
reporting. The institution rewards individual
achievement and extreme productivity, with
success often being reduced to publishing output
and Facebook metrics.
But I cling to the ideal that student
journalism is, by its very nature, a form of
resistance. Our words can achieve so much more
than inform; they can mobilise and emancipate.
When readers look through the Honi archives in
five years time, they will not revel in our names,
but in our stories and struggles.
This week’s feature (pp 8-10), which follows

the corporatisation of higher education across
the decade, charts what students and staff have
felt so viscerally through years of course cuts
and austerity. Mahmoud Al Rifai’s piece on
anti-lockdown protesters and the far right (P
15) asks us to find generosity amidst upheaval
within our own communities. A highlight of
this edition is Alice Trenoweth-Creswell’s piece
on Annandale’s witch houses (P 17), capturing
our collective desire to escape the familiarity of
lockdown.
It is an understated fact that we as students
are able to set our own terms for journalism.
When we subscribe to the status quo, we cede
much of our power. I imagine a paper where the
dictatorship of genre does not exist, where cocreation is celebrated, and where politics, art,
and humour collide in beautiful fashion. Marlow
Hurst’s piece on the cows of Camden (P 18)
dares to bask in Honi’s mainstream irrelevance.
This week’s pieces interrogating classism and
whiteness within student activism (Pp 13 and
14) defy the “breaking story” in favour of deep
listening and compassion.
I can’t help but grieve the moments stolen
from us — the half-full beer glasses never
thieved, the buses to the lost property depot
never boarded. But I’m writing this editorial
in my bedroom three hours before lockdown
ends, getting ready to go to the pub. A delivery
of fresh new clothes just arrived (maybe I can
stop “dressing like a law student,” as Claire says).
And as I end the Honi Zoom call, I feel my own
moment of catharsis. I can’t wait to be a student
once again.
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Up to 250 undergraduate Arts subjects
under threat in “major attack”
CLAIRE OLLIVAIN
& JEFFREY KHOO

A

leaked list of enrolment numbers
for units in the Faculty of Arts and
Social Sciences (FASS) reveals that up
to 250 undergraduate subjects and over 240
postgraduate subjects are in danger from the
University’s latest Draft Change Proposal
(DCP).
Subjects that are at risk of being cut at
the University of Sydney include many from
Hebrew, Biblical & Jewish Studies, Visual
Arts, Philosophy and more.
Schools have been told they are required
to take specific actions to “refine their UoS
[Unit of Study] offering for 2022” in line with
the reforms outlined in the FASS DCP, and
must decide by 15 October which units to
“pause” for a year or scrap completely.
The DCP outlines that no undergraduate
units would be offered in 2022 that have
historically attracted fewer than 24 students
“unless necessary for student progression
and completion.”
A
University
spokesperson
said
FASS is “committed to maintaining the
comprehensive suite of disciplines it is
renowned for” but that a “curriculum
sustainability project” was necessary to
maintain all 50 disciplines.
1 in 3 undergraduate FASS units at risk
according to leaked data
Honi has seen a leaked list of units and
enrolment numbers provided to staff, which
shows that at least 252 of 748 (33.7%)
undergraduate units are at risk of being cut.
In calculations, Honi excluded Open
Learning Environment Units (OLEs) and
units which had an exchange or in-country
component to them, due to changed
circumstances around COVID-19.
Honi also excluded subjects which were
included on the list, but are planned to be
offered for the first time in 2022.
The list appears to be incomplete as
some units currently on offer are missing,
suggesting the University compiled the data
in a rush.
Approximately a third of the units marked
red on the list are concentrated in Languages,
followed by Education, Hebrew, Biblical &
Jewish Studies and Sydney College of the Arts
(SCA).
SCA is in danger of a 43% reduction to
its units, just two years after the move from
Rozelle to Camperdown campus which
saw a loss of facilities. Units under threat
include electives offered to students on
main campus, despite the fact that it was
hoped the relocation would facilitate more
collaboration.
A University spokesperson said that
“student enrolments are strongly up and the
SCA’s annual multimillion-dollar deficit has
been reduced to less than a million,” failing to
account for why SCA subjects were then still
on the list of potential cuts.
After already having faced cutbacks over
decades, several Indigenous Studies units
are listed as having less than 24 enrolments,
including Race, Racism and Indigenous
Australia,
De/colonising
Indigenous
Education, Indigenous Studies Methodologies
and Indigenous Wellbeing.
Since publication, the University has
promised that “there will be no reductions to
Indigenous Studies units”, and said that the
School of Languages has finalised its offerings
for 2022 without any “significant” reductions
in units of study, “and the full agreement of
its 15 departments.”
FASS3500 Service Learning in Indigenous
Communities is at risk, despite being
immensely popular with students who
participated in the community classroomstyle unit.

Restructures to FASS are being proposed
despite the Faculty forecasting a surplus of
$135 million in 2021 and admitting that it is
in a “strong financial position” as a result of
increasing international student enrolments.
FASS has cited “structural problems
in [its] business model” due to decreasing
government funding and the need to “futureproof” the Faculty as justification for the cuts,
which are intended to remove $500k-750k
from its cost-base.
Included on the list of undergraduate
units with less than 24 enrolments are,
among others:
•
29 subjects in Education and Social
Work
•
28 of 29 subjects in Hebrew, Biblical
& Jewish Studies
•
15 subjects each from the Sydney
College of the Arts and in Classics
and Ancient History
•
10 subjects each in Chinese Studies
and Spanish and Latin American
Studies
•
All 9 subjects in Indonesian Studies
and Modern Greek and Byzantine
Studies, and 9 of 10 subjects in
Arabic Languages and Cultures
•
8 subjects each in Philosophy and
Germanic Studies
•
7 each in Studies of Religion,
Sociology, Economics and Italian
Studies
With the list being incomplete, it is
possible that more subjects could be targets
of streamlining or restructuring under the
DCP. It should be noted that not all of these
units will necessarily be cut where it will
prevent students from completing a major or
minor in them.

A University spokesperson claimed that
the proposal to “increase shared teaching”
and “develop core units of study to teach
discipline-specific concepts and methods”
meant that the “very targeted reduction in the
number of units offered … will not negatively
impact [their] students.”

Almost half of postgrad units in danger;
Education the biggest loser

Students and staff oppose restructures as
a whole

Honi’s calculations show that 241 of 532
postgraduate subjects (45.3%) have less than
16 enrolments, which is the DCP’s threshold
for subjects which are 5000-level and above.
The School of Education and Social Work
in particular could lose up to 89 subjects
across the pre-K, primary and high school
curriculum, including subjects in Indigenous
education, mathematics and science.
A University spokesperson has since told
Honi that “accreditation requirements mean
there is no impact to the Education offer from
our School of Education and Social Work.”
Elsewhere, the School of Economics has
22 units under the threshold, English has 11
and Art History has 9. Due to the specialised
nature of some postgraduate departments,
several departments are facing all of their
units being potentially cut.

Sanagavarapu said that the restructure was
a “shameful and devastating attack on the
quality of education in the Faculty of Arts and
Social Sciences.”
“The slated course cuts will lose invaluable
amounts of knowledge and deprive students
of the ability to explore heterodox and niche
areas of study. Intellectual diversity should be
at the heart of a humanities education and
that is precisely what is being lost with these
course cuts.”
SRC Education Officer Maddie Clark
similarly criticised the proposal as a “major
attack on the Faculty” and said “we need a
staff and student fight back to stop them.”
“For students, it will mean many crucial
subjects are no longer taught, that people will
be left in the lurch with their degrees and it
will also mean the standardisation of classes
across the board.”
“As the University of Sydney has one of
the most diverse Arts course offerings, this
attack represents the end of these subjects
being taught in Australia overall.”
Students and staff are opposing the
Future FASS curriculum reforms wholesale
and have circulated around a dozen open
letters decrying the latest attacks on the
standard of learning.
A Clubs Against the Cuts Facebook page
has been set up to oppose the FASS DCP,
with students signing on from Sydney Arts
Students Society, Sydney University Dramatic
Society, Media and Communications Society,
International and Global Studies Society,
FrenchSoc, Italian Society, German Society,
Spanish & Latin American Society, Sydney
Uni Greek Society, MUSE, Linguistics Society,
and BarberSoc.
Gender Studies students have called a
strike for 13 October to oppose restructuring
of the Department of Gender & Cultural
Studies.
Students are building towards a Student
General Meeting called by the Education
Action Group for 27 October, where they will
vote against any change proposals to FASS.

Degrees to be standardised
FASS appears to be moving towards
standardising Arts degrees rather than
prioritising student choice.
Two core units for each major will be
required, leaving students with even less
choice for electives in other areas and to
pursue their interests.
Since 2018, degree space has already
been filled by the compulsory Industry and
Community Projects (ICPUs) that are widely
disliked by students and staff alike.
Ironically, every single ICPU has attracted
an enrolment of lower than 24 students,
meaning that by the University’s rationale,
they should be at risk of being cut.
Since
publication,
a
University
spokesperson disputed that ICPUs are
disliked on the basis that they “receive some
of the highest unit of study scores,” and
clarified that their enrolment numbers in the
leaked list were inaccurate.
Similar units offered by the Faculty
through different disciplines will also be
merged and made to be co-tabled and cotaught under the proposal.

Students call
2nd SGM of
the year to
oppose cuts
ANNABEL PETTIT

Honours to become less specialised
Honours students in less popular courses may
see some of their disciplinary coursework
units scrapped from 2023 and replaced with
a generic “methodological unit of study,”
which will allow for less specialisation in
disciplinary research methods.
For Honours courses where the overall
cohort is less than 20 students over the
past three years, the Honours pathway will
be reformed to include one shared unit of
Honours study with other areas (FASS-wide
or School-wide) and one unit of “disciplinespecific Honours training.”
Only five FASS Honours disciplines
have an average of 20 student enrolments,
meaning that all Honours courses except
Government and International Relations,
History, Philosophy, Economics and English
could face reforms under the DCP.
Students’
Representative
Council
President Swapnik Sanagavarapu told
Honi that “dedicated coursework is very
much essential to the rigour of an Honours
program — students will lose so much of
the value of undertaking honours if they are
unable to learn about higher order research
methodology within their specific discipline.”
“Not only is this worse for their education,
it’s also worse for their skills, career prospects
and prospects for further study.”

T

oday, a Student General Meeting
(SGM) to stop further proposed
cuts to the Arts was officially
launched by SRC President Swapnik
Sanagavarapu, after 200 students signed
onto a petition calling for the meeting
planned for 27 October.
At the SGM, USyd undergraduate
students will vote on a motion to
oppose the continuing cuts and school
restructures which staff and students are
facing in the Faculty of Arts and Social
Sciences.
A Draft Change Proposal outlining
these changes was recently released after
months of “consultation,” creating only
the illusion of a democratic process with
staff. The result of this process hasn’t
been a mutually beneficial agreement,
but rather a boost to university
management’s bottom line.
Any non-essential undergraduate
unit with fewer than 24 students will be
cut, while several departments including
Writing, Asian and Indian Subcontinental
Studies will be merged into larger existing
departments to save on administration
and staffing costs.

“Student choice is poor
pedagogical practice”
- Annamarie Jagose
Moreover, new mandatory units for
Arts degrees will be imposed and the
standardisation of the curriculum will be
used to justify fewer elective options, as
Dean Annamarie Jagose said in the DCP
announcement: “Student choice is poor
pedagogical practice.”
Staff in the Schools of Business and
Dentistry are also being threatened with
the humiliating “spill and fill” tactic,
described by NTEU representatives as
a “perverse game of musical chairs,”
whereby they are made to compete with
one another for fewer jobs, dissuading
solidarity among staff.
Students have vowed to oppose
every cut and restructure, and stand in
solidarity with staff who are currently
amidst EBA negotiations fighting for
better wages and conditions, particularly
showing support for casuals whose jobs
are still at risk in the restructures.
It would be the second SGM this year
after the Enviro Collective called one in
April to support the climate strike, and
the fourth in the University’s history.
Student General Meetings are the
most
democratic
decision-making
forums available to students, and are
being held across the country. This year,
Defend Democracy at Monash amassed
800 signatures for an SGM in opposition
to a ban on campus student union
campaigning, and at La Trobe it’s been
the tactic of choice for voicing student
opposition to the fake managementimposed student union, the La Trobe
Student Association (LTSA).
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Lisa Adkins
appointed
FASS Dean
MAXIM SHANAHAN

P

rofessor Lisa Adkins, the current
head of the School of Social and
Political Sciences and Deputy
Dean of Strategy, has been appointed
Interim Dean of the Faculty of Arts and
Social Sciences.
Adkins will commence the role
on 11 October as an “international
recruitment” process begins to replace
controversial Dean Annamarie Jagose,
who will take up the role of Deputy ViceChancellor and Provost.
The appointment comes at a critical
time for the future of FASS, with a
recent Draft Change Proposal (DCP)
foreshadowing amalgamations, cuts to
subjects with fewer than 24 enrolments,
and mergers for ‘underperforming’
Honours coursework subjects. As Deputy
Dean of Strategy, it is likely that Adkins
worked closely on the development of
the DCP. Much like her predecessor,
Adkins will likely face opposition from
staff, students and unions as she tries to
bring the DCP to fruition.

“Like her predecessor,
Adkins will likely face
opposition from staff,
students and unions”
Adkins’ academic background is in
sociology, and her research interests
include “economic sociology, social
theory and feminist theory.” She is the
author of The Asset Economy and editor
of Germaine Greer: Essays on a Feminist
Figure.
Before taking up the role as Head of
SSPS in 2018, Adkins was the Chair of
Sociology at the University of Newcastle,
and has previously held positions at
Goldsmiths, the University of London,
the University of Manchester and the
Australian National University.
A spokesperson for the University
described Adkins as “an outstanding
researcher and an inspirational educator.”

FASS dismisses wage theft evidence
VIVIENNE GUO

F

ollowing an ‘internal investigation,’
the Faculty of Arts and Social
Sciences (FASS), in an email to
staff from Dean Annamarie Jagose,
has dismissed evidence collated by the
University of Sydney Casuals Network of
systemic underpayment of casual staff.
In May this year, the Casuals Network
released the Tip of the Iceberg report, a
compilation of evidence from 29 casual
staff members revealing that 90% of
participants performed unpaid work
during Semester 2, 2020. One participant
reported unpaid wages amounting to
$19,065.
USyd NTEU Branch Committee
Member Rob Boncardo told Honi that
“the email that was sent out by the Dean
didn’t teach us anything new about
management’s attempts to get to the
bottom of wage theft; in fact, it reinforced
what we already know.” USyd NTEU
Casuals Representative Dani Cotton
also told Honi that “at a time where staff
welfare should be at the forefront of their
minds, this fits into a pattern of what can
at best be described as disregard and at
worst, outright aggression.”
According to the email obtained
by Honi, the University confined the
investigation to FASS “on the basis that
the majority of respondents referred
to in the Reports worked in FASS.”
Chief Human Resources Officer Karen
Haywood wrote that “the purpose of the
investigation was to determine whether
any work practices or arrangements were
being adopted by management that could
result in the underpayment to staff of
their entitlements under the University
of Sydney Enterprise Agreement 2018–
2021 (EA).”
The two-part investigation included a
‘desktop review’ of over 150 documents,
such as workload and marking
guidelines, casual academic contracts,
training and induction materials and
staff communications. The second stage
of the investigation followed up the
desktop review’s results, confirming
the findings through interviews with
managers within FASS, including Heads
of Schools, regarding the day-to-day
conduct of managers.
In both stages of the internal

investigation, the University “found no
evidence of practices within FASS that
were directed to, or had the effect of,
avoiding the University’s obligations
to pay staff for all work required to be
performed.”
Boncardo, who is one of the coauthors of the Tip of the Iceberg report,
said that the University’s investigation
“cannot be seen as rigorous.” Criticising
the desktop audit, Boncardo said that it
“cannot possibly capture the wage theft
that’s going on because we can only put
in the hours we’re contracted to do in
our timesheets. If we put in the hours
we really do, we will have our timesheet
rejected.”
Additionally, Boncardo noted the
shortcomings of the investigation’s
second
stage,
saying:
“What
management have done is go to senior
staff and ask if they have asked casuals to
do work without payment. Who is going
to incriminate themselves in response to
that question?”
The
University’s
investigation
referred extensively to the idea that
“there was also no evidence that work
practices were inconsistent with the EA.”
The EA and its provisions, particularly the
piece rate model, have been criticised as
inadequate in upholding staff rights. The
piece rate model specifies that casuals are
to be paid per piece of work rather than
an hourly rate, meaning that time spent
preparing course materials, properly
marking assignments, answering emails
and other administrative tasks often fall
out of the parameters specified by the EA.
The email dismissed the evidence
of systemic wage theft as “a mistaken
belief that casual academic staff are
entitled to be paid for any time spent
at their discretion and choice, rather
than as required by the University and in
accordance with Schedule 1 of the EA.”
“The University is not aware of any
evidence that would indicate that the
rate structure in Schedule 1 of the EA
is no longer valid and it remains the
University’s view that casual academics
can reasonably complete their required
work in the time allowed for in the EA
rate.”
The email has sparked considerable
outrage amongst casual staff at the
University. Cotton described the email
as “utterly outrageous, upsetting

and insulting.” Additionally, a casual
Economics tutor told Honi that the
University’s investigation was “an
insulting response to years of hard work
by many casuals.”
“Putting aside the instability of
working as a casual, there is no separate
time paid for holding consultation
hours, responding to [discussion board]
questions or answering emails.” In the Tip
of the Iceberg report, administrative work
such as answering emails and setting
up unit of study outlines comprised a
significant proportion of unpaid work.
While the University’s investigation
claimed that it did not enforce unfair
working
requirements
on
casual
academics, the tutor also said that
“The University and Faculty is well
aware of the issues with the marking
hours. There are ‘quotas’ for each hour
of marking — generally ten responses
per hour or six minutes each. That is
woefully inadequate when tutors need
to read extended responses, undergo the
intellectual process of verifying it against
course material and marking criteria,
and provide detailed feedback that not
only justifies the mark but also helps the
student for future study.”
Citing a lack of further information
and evidence of wage theft, the University
found no basis for further action and has
concluded the investigation. However,
Boncardo noted that “management have
at no point reached out to us for more
information.”
With enterprise bargaining underway,
casual academics have been fighting
for better working conditions and pay
rates as the expiration of the current EA
approaches.
Meanwhile, the University denied
over 4,000 casuals conversion to
permanent employment in September
this year. Many casuals continue to
pursue back pay claims, which Boncardo
says will “land on [management’s] desk
very soon.”
Boncardo
is
determined
and
optimistic about the future of staff’s fight
for better working conditions and pay
rates. “This is obviously not over for us.”
“I believe we will win.”

Fair Work issues harsh rebuke after USyd’s wage theft denial
MAXIM SHANAHAN

T

he Commonwealth Fair Work
Ombudsman (FWO) on Friday
delivered a sternly-worded rebuke
to universities over mass underpayment
scandals and their treatment of casual
employees.
The comments, made in a webinar cohosted by the FWO and Tertiary Education
Quality and Standards Agency (TEQSA)
came the day after University of Sydney
Chief HR Officer Karen Haywood dismissed
casual employees’ claims of underpayment
due to ‘piece rate’ payment as “a mistaken
belief that casual academic staff are
entitled to be paid for any time spent at
their discretion and choice, rather than as
required by the University.”
Ombudsman Sandra Parker highlighted
“instances of large-scale systematic

underpayment of employee wages,
particularly the wages of casual academics
and professional staff” and told the webinar
of “likely breaches arising from…a custom
and practice of applying piece rate style
performance benchmarks such as those
containing policies relating to marking
and student consultation, which are most
likely in breach of the relevant enterprise
agreement and have not had any worker
input or consultation.”
Parker’s comments can be seen as a
direct criticism of universities’ responses
to casual staff’s concerns — exemplified by
USyd’s recent off-hand dismissal of wage
theft. Emeritus Professor Peter Coaldrake,
Chief Commissioner of TEQSA, further
sunk the boot in: “Poor practice is probably
best exemplified by the response that
‘there’s no problem here’ and ‘we’ve got it
under control.’ That is not helpful.”
The claim that there was ‘no wage

theft’ in FASS was predicated on a ‘desktop
audit’ of staff timesheets. Staff have told
Honi that “when casuals do claim the
actual hours they work above that allowed
by the university, their timesheets are
consistently rejected. This means that
casual timesheets are routinely false
due to the constraints established by
management, and cannot be relied upon
for determinations of underpayment.”
Coaldrake agreed with this assessment:
“It’s not helpful if institutions go through
the motions of review of wage theft
compliance particularly if they do so in a
very narrow way.”
A spokesperson for the USyd Casuals
Network described the webinar as a “shot
across the bow” to universities, telling Honi
that “TEQSA and the FWO know full well
the nature and breadth of underpayment
that occurs in Australian universities,
and they have had enough of the feigned

surprise of university manager when it
is raised...It seems that everyone now
knows systematic underpayment occurs
in Australian universities — everyone, that
is, except our managers.” Emphasising
the point, Coaldrake told the webinar that
“these issues go to the proper governance
of the institutions and if governing bodies
are unaware of these issues, then I think
we all agree that institutions aren’t taking
them as seriously as they should.”
Parker revealed that the FWO was
investigating 14 universities over potential
underpayment issues. She further criticised
universities’ attitudes when outed for wage
theft: “We often hear from employers that
the underpayments are a small percentage
of total payroll. Our response is that the
amounts owed to workers are not small to
them and they are very quick to point out
to us that their executives never seem to be
underpaid.”

NEWS | 5

HONI SOIT WK 9, SEM 2, 2021

Despite 1500 students signing open letter, Int’l students
USyd refuses to reinstate Converted WAM to return to
GRACE WALLMAN
& CLAIRE OLLIVAIN

O

n Wednesday, the University
of Sydney notified student
representative
bodies
SRC
and SUPRA that they would not be
reinstating the Converted WAM (CWAM)
for Semester 2, 2021.
SRC President Swapnik Sanagavarapu
said he was “devastated” by the
University’s response, calling it a
“tremendous letdown” for the students
who signed the open letter as well as for
every student struggling this semester.
In September, the SRC and SUPRA
launched a campaign demanding the
return of the COVID-adjusted WAM —
implemented in Semester 1, 2020 to
ensure students weren’t academically
disadvantaged as a result of online
learning and the COVID-19 pandemic
— as well as the waiving of attendance
requirements for all courses and a weeklong extension of Discontinuation (DC)
deadlines.
The campaign, which was widely
publicised on social media, involved an
open letter calling for ‘no-disadvantage’
measures which gained approximately
1500 signatures. The SRC and SUPRA also
raised the issue at various committees
including the Academic Board and UE
Education.
The SRC’s open letter cited the
return of harsh lockdowns and major
increases in COVID cases in NSW during
the 2021 lockdowns as justifying the

reinstatement of CWAM, in the context
of the University having provided nodisadvantage
assessment
measures
including CWAM in Semester 1, 2020.
Sanavagarapu
explained
that
Semester 2, 2021 was unique in that it
was entirely online, with a few weeks in
Semester 1, 2020 having been in person.
The introduction of academic ‘nodisadvantage’ measures during the
pandemic is not without precedent
at other universities, with the open
letter highlighting that UniMelb had
already introduced such measures in
August. Other Australian universities,
including La Trobe have also introduced
WAM adjustments during the current
lockdowns.
The open letter also noted that
students had lost work during the recent
lockdowns, with many not having access
to adequate income support, and the
broad impacts on students’ mental
health and wellbeing as reasons for the
reintroduction of CWAM.
The letter also highlighted that
the current lack of academic ‘nodisadvantage’ measures at the University
had exacerbated students’ stress levels
by increasing the existing pressure
on students to perform academically,
despite the inherent difficulties of online
learning and lockdowns.
Sanagavarapu told Honi that not
reintroducing CWAM would have
“devastating” impacts on students’
future “career prospects [and] future
study prospects.”
According to a statement posted on

the SRC’s social media, “the University’s
response to the open letter suggested
that special considerations was the
appropriate and more direct means of
addressing the impacts of the pandemic
on students.”
“Notwithstanding
the
current
attempts to reform special considerations,
the process is hopelessly inflexible and
needlessly bureaucratic. Many of the
subtle difficulties faced by students are
not captured by special considerations
or any other existing administrative
processes,” SRC President Swapnik
Sanagavarapu said of the University’s
response.
In July, Honi received multiple
complaints about excessive delays to the
special considerations process which had
negative impacts on the mental health
of students already struggling through a
lockdown and online learning.
Sanagavarapu re-affirmed the SRC’s
intent to continue advocating for the
reinstatement of CWAM and raising it in
future after the university’s rejection of
the open letter.
The SRC has called on supporters
to email Vice-Chancellor Mark Scott
(vice.chancellor@sydney.edu.au)
and
Deputy Vice-Chancellor (Education) Pip
Pattison
(dvc.education@sydney.edu.
au) demanding they reinstate CWAM.
Sanagavarapu
said
that
the
“University needs to listen to students
and take them seriously” in their calls
for greater support in the context of the
“profound disruption to learning” they
have faced this semester.

Uni cancels rest of in-person graduations
JEFFREY KHOO
& SHANIA O’BRIEN

S

tudents
have
reacted
with
disappointment and frustration as
the University of Sydney cancelled
in-person graduation ceremonies for the
remainder of 2021.
In an email on 24 September, ViceChancellor Mark Scott said that USyd had
made this decision due to “NSW health
advice.”
This is despite NSW Premier Gladys
Berejiklian signalling a “roadmap to
freedom,” which lifts restrictions on
movement and indoor and outdoor
gatherings from 11 October.
In their email, the University did
not consider rescheduling graduation
ceremonies to 2022, which Honi
understands is due to the number of
existing ceremonies currently scheduled
for 2022.
Student
Sarah
Cutter-Russell
started a petition on the same day of
the announcement. After being told
about how “deeply impersonal and
underwhelming” last year’s online
ceremony was, Cutter-Russell was
dismayed to see the University cancel inperson ceremonies in the wake of NSW
beginning to open up.
“It just feels like they’ve chosen the
easy way out, and not what’s best for

students,” Cutter-Russell told Honi.
“Their official grad website states that
USyd only has the resources to reschedule
postdoctoral/PhD ceremonies for next
year. This is something I find difficult
to accept. The uni owns all their venues,
and students pay to graduate.”
Over 500 people have signed CutterRussell’s petition, many of them students
and families who share the same
frustrations, and some who had their
ceremony for their first degree cancelled
in 2020.

“Graduations are
an irreplaceable life
experience for many”
“I think they should’ve rescheduled,
to be honest,” said Michael Gonzaga, a
Commerce (Analytics) graduate. “The
date to be able to do this isn’t that far off,
with vaccine rates being what they are.”
For Tracey*, an Arts/Advanced
studies graduate who works at the USU
in graduation academic dressing, “I
know the impact this decision has on
people’s already precarious employment
in hospitality and retail,” saying that
a cancelled ceremony “is yet another
disappointment from Sydney Uni that
seems easily avoidable.”
A source close to the University
Executive said that the Vice-Chancellor

was “responsive” to changing his
stance. “Due to the release of the Public
Health Order [last week], USyd is in a
different position to what they originally
envisaged,” they said.
Indeed, a University spokesperson
earlier this week said that “we are going
to reconsider whether it is possible to
hold graduation celebrations in some
form in December 2021.”
“Many of our graduates remain
offshore so we are creating personalised
virtual ceremonies, giving the opportunity
to participate in a graduation ceremony
in a travel-restricted environment.”
Honi’s source said that the Senate will
make a decision early next week.
Until then, graduates like Ella*, who
studied law, hope that USyd reverses
its stance. “In my case, this event is
a culmination of 26 years of sacrifice
from my parents and 8 years of many
personal ups-and-downs … Graduations
are an irreplaceable life experience for
many … [but] remote graduations almost
trivialise this.”
Ella told Honi that graduates were not
given an adequate explanation for USyd’s
decision, and that USyd could take a “
creative approach by doing outdoor
graduations … As one of the most
reputable universities in Australia and in
the world, I know [USyd] can do better.”
Names have been changed.

NSW under
pilot program
KHANH TRAN

I

nternational students will soon be able
to return to Australia in a pilot plan
announced by the NSW Government.
Under the federally approved plan,
small groups of 250 students studying
at education institutions across NSW
will be allowed to return every fortnight
starting early December. This number
will form a separate quota in addition to
existing overseas arrival caps reserved
for returning Australians.
Since the imposition of COVID-19
travel restrictions in March last year,
many international students have
been forced to study offshore. As of 13
September more than 57,000 enrolled
offshore students remain who cannot
travel to NSW to study.
However,
only
students
fully
vaccinated with one of four COVID-19
vaccines approved by the Therapeutic
Good Administration (TGA) — Pfizer,
AstraZeneca, Johnson & Johnson, or
Moderna — will be able to participate
in the program. Eligible students will
be sent an invitation by their education
provider.
This means that returnees will be
concentrated in countries that feature
one of the four vaccines as part of
their rollout and exclude key markets
such as China, which uses vaccines
such as Sinovac and Sinopharm in its
immunisation campaign.
Upon arrival, students will be
quarantined in repurposed student
accommodation buildings in Sydney. One
of the selected quarantine facilities is
The Block, a 24-storey development with
600 rooms by Scape Australia in Redfern.
This sets NSW’s plans against other
states such as South Australia, where
dedicated quarantine hubs have been
constructed specifically for returning
international students.
It is expected that education providers
will cover all transport and quarantine
costs, however students will have to pay
for flight expenses.
The pilot scheme is phased and
anticipated to expand, subject to evolving
advice from NSW Health, to enable an
increased number of students to fly back
to Australia.
Despite the pandemic, revenue from
international education stands at $26.7
billion as of August 2021 — a significant
decline when compared to the $40 billion
universities made in 2019. This follows
worries over universities overly relying
on the sector, with major institutions like
USyd having generated at least a fifth of
its income through international fees.
Peak representative organisations
have endorsed the plan. In a press
release by Universities Austra, Catriona
Jackson, Chief Executive of Universities
Australia, said: “International students
make a significant cultural and economic
contribution to Australian life, and we
look forward to a time when we can safely
welcome all students back.”
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Students hold forum on corporate, military ties of unis
CLAIRE OLLIVAIN

S

tudents at universities across
Sydney have held an online forum
to discuss the corporate and military
ties of modern Australian universities,
with over 100 in attendance including
eminent sociologist and author of The
Good University Raewyn Connell.
Deaglan Godwin, a member of the
USyd Education Action Group, co-chaired
the forum with UTS Education Officer
Ellie Woodward, and kicked off the event
by declaring the modern university “a
corporate behemoth, enmeshed in a web
of close connections with some of the
worst and most destructive corporations
on this planet.”
“Far from being a hotbed of Cultural
Marxism, they [universities] are often
at the forefront of the right-wing’s
ideological campaign,” Godwin added.
Woodward acknowledged the colonial
nature of universities, reminding
attendees that universities “have been
and still are used to actively silence and
erode Indigenous knowledge, and to
actively oppress Indigenous people.”
“What we’re fighting for is not
a return to any past glory days of
Australian universities. We are not
fighting to defend anything, but to build
a new, good, truly emancipatory radical
education system that has not yet existed
in colonial Australia,” Woodward said.
USyd Education Officer Tom Williams,
spoke to the experience of science and
engineering students working in the
Nanoscience Hub, where much of the
research space is exclusively for “private

knowledge or military knowledge that
is locked away under non-disclosure
agreements.”
“This is work that’s spent developing
weapons, developing mining equipment,
developing private tech that the
University profits off, that the private
sector profits off, but the public sees no
benefit from.”
Williams emphasised that the
research facilities rely heavily on
students for cheap labour in “ridiculously
underpaid or unpaid internships” which
are mandated in degrees.
He also noted that compulsory
Industry and Community Projects
(ICPUs) allow private industry to
profit off students’ free labour through
semester-long group projects.
“At the end of the day, we should be

that they’re not in any way associated with
the exploitation of natural resources, and
the actual natural resource companies
to which [they] are intimately linked,”
Hansen said.
“Science plays a key role in benefiting
all of these destructive dynamics in
society. It’s used by the capitalist system
to help destroy the planet … Whether
or not science wants to be involved in
politics, politics will involve science.”
The forum also featured sociologist
Raewyn Connell, who helped found
the Free University in the 1960s, a
radical experiment in emancipatory
education run by students outside of the
established university system. Connell
said that a significant factor in the failure
of modern Australian universities was
the “corporate culture” of management.

“We need to think in that practical, utopian
way about the issues we’re now facing in
Australian universities.”
hostile to uni bosses because their profits
come from us and are used to support
horrific projects that we have no interest
in,” Williams said, calling on students
at USyd to come to the Student General
Meeting to Stop the Cuts.
Dr. Steven Hansen, an earth scientist
at Macquarie University, then spoke to the
issue of research funding being directed
toward natural resource exploitation.
“There’s an interesting tension
between the scientists who like to think

Acknowledging that “there are
countries in the world where the majority
of universities are completely private,”
Connell suggested hopefully that “we do
actually have something to work with in
Australian universities for an agenda of
progressive change.”
She emphasised that there are
working models for progressive change
in the “rich and largely unknown
history of democratic and anti-colonial
universities,” citing Visva-Bharati in

India and the Bolivarian University of
Venezuela.
“Thinking outside the box and into
imagined spaces is a really important
part of any radical movement. But I would
also emphasise that utopian thinking can
also be practical. And we need to think
in that practical, utopian way about the
issues we’re now facing in Australian
universities.”
UNSW Education Action Group
member Cherish Kuehlmann spoke
further to the relationship between
universities and the interests of
capitalism in Australia.
“[In UNSW] we found they oversee
millions of dollars of research in military
technology. This includes partnerships
with weapons manufacturer Thales for
research into metamaterials that seek
to make submarines more undetectable,
more stealthy and deadly for war.”
“UNSW also recently announced last
week they’ve received a $1m donation
to UNSW’s Nuclear Engineering Masters
— the only one in the country — which
comes as no surprise in the context
of increased military cooperation
with the US and the UK, and Australia
attaining nuclear submarines amid rising
imperialist tensions with China.”
Speakers at the forum plugged a
petition recently launched by the USyd
Education Action Group, demanding
that Belinda Hutchinson resign from
her position as Chancellor. Hutchinson
acts as the Australian Chairman of
weapons manufacturing company Thales
Australia, whose parent company has
been involved in bribery, corruption and
human rights abuses.

USyd Professor Sadurski acquitted of criminal defamation
MAXIM SHANAHAN

I

n the latest decision in a longrunning
legal
saga, Professor
Wojciech Sadurski, the Challis Chair
of Jurisprudence at the University of
Sydney, has been acquitted of criminal
defamation charges in the Polish Appeals
Court. The charges related to criticisms
Sadurski made of Polish state broadcaster
TVP in 2019, linking the tone of their
coverage to the politically-charged
assassination of the Mayor of Gdansk.
If convicted, Sadurski would have faced
up to one year of imprisonment. TVP is
expected to seek leave to appeal to the
Supreme Court.
Two further civil defamation cases
remain pending. The ruling Law and
Justice Party (PiS) is appealing a final
verdict in Sadurski’s favour to the
Supreme Court, while another TVP civil
defamation case remains in the lower
courts.
The cases come against a background
of democratic decline in Poland,
with independent media and the

judiciary subject to increasing political
interference. Sadurski told Honi that he
was the beneficiary of an independent
judge in his recent acquittal, but
expressed little confidence in his
prospects of a fair trial on appeal: “the
outcome will depend on who hears
my case.” With approximately 40%
of Supreme Court judges recent PiS
appointees, and the Chief Justice a close
friend of the Minister of Justice, the
prospects for a balanced bench seem
remote. Even the prospect of TVP’s
appeal raises questions, “if it was merely
a matter of law rather than politics, there
would be little reason for cassation,”
says Sadurski.
Despite the trials and tribulations of
the legal battles which look set to extend
beyond next year, Sadurski says he feels
vindicated by the latest judgment: “I’ve
been vindicated in my claims about what
my right to public criticism means…You
can give expression to your emotions,
even if the object or the target of critique
doesn’t like it.”
In an era of strong anti-EU sentiment
in Poland, and amidst degradation of the

“If it were merely a matter of law rather
than politics, there would be little reason
for cassation”

judiciary’s independence, Judge Piotr
Kluz’s citation of European precedent
was unusual, especially in such a
“politically-sensitive” case. Sadurski
told Honi that the judgment sends the
message that “Polish law must meet
European standards of freedom of speech
and judicial independence.” European
law provides “very real constraints upon
authoritarian actors, such as PiS or TVP.
The only thing which separates us from
full authoritarianism is independent
judges.”

While the criminal acquittal has no
binding impact on his concurrent civil
cases, Sadurski predicts that the Court of
Appeal verdict will have a positive effect
on his civil cases.
TVP described a previous verdict
in Sadurski’s favour as “scandalous”
and “constituting a manifestation of
statutory lawlessness.” They have 30
days to apply to the Supreme Court for
cassation.
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Lauren Lancaster elected SRC President, Cake to edit
Honi in 2022
SAMUEL GARRETT

A

fter the biggest election in
Students’
Representative
Council (SRC) history, Lauren
Lancaster has been elected president,
and Cake for Honi will edit Honi Soit in
2022.
Lancaster
follows
2020’s
Swapnik Sanagavarapu and 2019’s
Liam Donohoe to become the third
consecutive
Grassroots
president,
narrowly defeating Matthew Carter
(Unity) by 1961 votes to 1785, a 52.35%
total of 3746 votes.
Lancaster’s victory keeps a Laboraligned candidate from the presidency
for the fifth year running, after a long
period of Labor dominance through
the 2000s and early 2010s. She is a
current SRC Environment Officer and
campaigned on her strong activist
credentials, promising to fight course
cuts and expand a range of SRC services.
Lancaster
was
bolstered
by

support from other left-wing campus
factions including Switch, StrikeBack
(Solidarity), Left Action (Socialist
Alternative),
Pump
(NLS)
and
international student-backed Penta.
Carter (unusually, a Conservatorium
student), was backed by Unity (Labor
Right), Ignite and international
student-backed Phoenix, though faced
criticism for also receiving support
from the Liberal-backed Strive and
Wave campaigns.
Meanwhile, Cake for Honi prevailed
in the annual battle for campus’ most
underpaid editorship, defeating rivals
Drip for Honi by 2400 votes to 1650, a
59% total of 4050 votes.
Despite broad similarities between
the two tickets in both policies and
politics, this year’s Honi race was one
of the most hotly contested in recent
times, and the first since 2016 between
two substantively experienced tickets.
Three other Honi hopefuls withdrew
soon after nominations closed three
weeks ago.

Cake emphasised their editorial
experience across a range of campus
publications during the campaign,
as well as a desire for more STEM
representation in the paper and
“anti-hierarchical”
editor-reporter
relationships. They had picked up a
number of endorsements from leftwing campus figures in recent days.
The Cake editorial team consists
of Ellie Stephenson, Roisin Murphy,
Christian Holman, Zara Zadro, Khanh
Tran, Fabian Robertson, Thomas
Sargeant, Sam Randle, Amelia Koen
and Carmeli Argana. All have written
for Honi this year, while Stephenson
and Robertson have both edited Pulp.
The election saw a record 6442
voters participate — a 16.7% turnout
of an electorate of 38,639. According
to historical data collated by Electoral
Officer Riki Scanlan and Deputy
Electoral Officer Cameron Caccamo,
this makes it the biggest election in
SRC history, easily surpassing the
previous record of 5732 votes in the

2019 SRC elections, and just 12 votes
behind the 6454 votes in the 2019 USU
election to become the second-largest
ever USyd election.
This is despite, or perhaps because
of, an online election held entirely
under lockdown, allaying fears that
online campaigning and voting would
drive down engagement following low
turnout in the online 2020 elections
(when neither the presidency nor Honi
editorship were contested).
3631 votes were cast on the first day
alone, surpassing the total number of
votes across the entire 2020 election,
and notable as the most Day 1 votes in
at least the last decade.
Results remain provisional pending
an official declaration by the Electoral
Officer. Counting to determine SRC
councillors and NUS delegates will
begin tomorrow morning, with final
results expected in the coming days.

SRC Election 2021: Council and NUS Results
DEAUNDRE ESPEJO
JEFFREY KHOO

A

fter four fretful post-election
days, the results of the 2021
Students’ Representative Council
(SRC) and National Union of Students
(NUS) elections have been announced
on Discord.
In the second online election in a
row, voter turnout this year was at an
all-time high, with 5103 votes cast in
the Council election for 39 councillors,
and 3227 votes cast in the election of 7
NUS delegates.
Council results
Grassroots and Switch (Switchroots)
saw the highest number of councillors
elected, collectively winning ten seats
on Council. This is a slight drop from
their eleven seats in last year’s election
— and considering that the total number
of councillors has increased this year, it
signifies a slight loss of power for the
left-wing faction.
International student faction Penta
and Labor Right faction Unite tied for
second, winning five seats each. Notably,
Yunshu Chen drew in a whopping 434
votes, amongst the highest primary
votes in SRC history, which also helped
elect two other members of their ticket.
Quota for this election was 128
votes, meaning that a candidate
who receives 128 votes or more is
automatically elected, without having
to rely on preferences flowing to them.
Two candidates doubled quota: Emily
Storey (Engineers, 274) and Ricky
Rangra (Unite, 240).
Faculty-oriented
factions
also
did well in this election, with newlyformed Conservatorium ticket Ignite
seeing four members elected to
Council and Engineers seeing three.
Ignite’s success sees a record of six

Conservatorium students (including two
Unite councillors) on Council this year,
bolstered by Presidential candidate
Matthew Carter’s run. Joke ticket
Horsegirls 4 SRC (Labor Right) galloped
in with one seat.
Other factions that saw councillors
elected include: Strive (Libdependents)
with two seats, Colleges for SRC with
two, new faction Wave with two, Phoenix
with two, Pump (Labor Left) with one,
Left Action (Socialist Alternative) with
one and StrikeBack (Solidarity) with
one.
Overall, the composition of the 2022
SRC is remarkably similar to the 2021
SRC, but with Labor Right, Ignite and
Wave picking up minor gains.
NUS results
USyd’s delegates to the NUS will be

Matthew Carter (Unity), Grace Hu
(Unity), Drew Beacom (Switchroots),
Swapnik Sanagavarapu (Switchroots),
Cady Brown (Liberal), Yasmine Johnson
(Socialist Alternative) and Mikaela
Pappou (NLS).
The results of this election are
unremarkable — the composition of the
USyd NUS delegates is almost identical
to the previous year, with the exception
of Switchroots gaining a delegate at the
expense of Socialist Alternative.
What next?
While the Councillors of the 94th SRC
have been determined by this vote,
Office Bearer positions will be decided
at RepsElect later this year. The results
of Council do not leave one coalition
with a clear majority of 20 councillors,
meaning that negotiations are likely to

be long and protracted.
After non-contested elections last
year, Lauren Lancaster narrowly won
this year’s Presidential election, while
Cake took out the Honi editorship. While
Lancaster is the third consecutive SRC
President from Switchroots, it looks like
their left-wing support on Council may
be slightly challenged in the coming
year. Penta threw their support behind
Lancaster in the Presidential election,
so they may hold votes for a broad-left
coalition.
This year’s election was the second to
be conducted online, and was noticeably
smoother compared to last year’s, where
students were sent blank emails instead
of voting links, and results took almost
a full week to be released.
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How to corporatise A
UNIVERSITY (IN FOUR STEPS)
The past 18 months in Australian higher education has seen destructive funding cuts, 40,000 job losses and revelations of widespread underpayment of casual staff. In
this feature, Honi traces how we got to this low point in four parts: corporatised university governance; privatisation of funding; cost-cutting and efficiency measures;
and underreporting of the true levels of casualisation.

STEP 1: CORPORATE GOVERNANCE
Maxim Shanahan

T

he corporate capture of Australian
university governing bodies –
generally known as councils or senates
– has resulted in leadership bodies unable to
guide universities through crises; unwilling
to defend the interests of staff, students and
their own institutions; and severely lacking
in the skills necessary to govern a university.
Appointees to university councils are
overwhelmingly drawn from the corporate
sector, excluding those from non-commercial
backgrounds and, more importantly,
those with ‘industry experience’ in higher
education and academia. The principle of
university self-governance has been steadily
eroded through decades of government
policy choices and the self-perpetuating
cycle of corporate governance.
A deliberate step towards corporate
governance
The classical ideal of a university is of a
self-governing community of scholars that
serves the public interest through serving
knowledge. Decades of incremental policy
changes have made such an ideal fanciful to
staff and students of Australian universities.
However, university self-governance still
predominates in Europe, and research finds a
strong correlation between self-governance
and academic excellence.
In Australia, the trend away from selfgovernance began in earnest with the 1988
Dawkins Report, which described governing
bodies – which then ranged from 20-30 seats,
with a majority of members drawn from
elected staff, students and alumni – as “too
large for effective governance.” It criticised
elected members for “a tendency to see
their primary role as advocates for particular
interests” rather than the university as a
whole.
In a 2002 report on the higher education
sector, which lay the ground for subsequent
legislation,
then-Education
Minister
Brendan Nelson said that “Universities are
not businesses but nevertheless manage
multi-million dollar budgets. As such they
need to be run in a business-like fashion.”
The following year, amendments to the
Higher Education Support Act were passed,
which rationalised the size of governing
bodies and required that “There must be at
least two members having financial expertise
and at least one with commercial expertise..”
Governing body make-up ignores basic
principles
The make-up of university councils in 2021
demonstrates the effect this legislation has
had in ensuring and entrenching corporate
governance of universities.
Across 37 institutions, there are 379
appointed members of university governing
bodies (the majority of whom are appointed
by councils, while a minority are government
appointees nominated by councils). Only
59 of those appointees (15.5%) have ever
worked in the tertiary sector (including
TAFE). By contrast, 188 members (49.6%)
have experience in private-sector corporate
management. Only 11 (2.9%) are drawn from
the not-for-profit sector.
The constitution of these boards has
real-world effects. Where an overwhelming
majority of members are drawn from the
for-profit private sector, universities are
likely to pursue profit and managerialism
in the organisation of their affairs. Where
a measly 1.6% of members are drawn from
the arts, humanities and social sciences,
universities are highly unlikely to put up
much opposition to government policy
which actively discourages enrolment in
those areas.
Adam Lucas, a staff-elected councillor

at the University of Wollongong, told Honi
that “there’s very little interrogation of any
of the decision-making that happens [on
council].” Lucas further questioned why, if
corporate board appointees were so fiscally
competent, universities continued to cut
jobs and courses.
Even when applying their own corporate
standards, the lopsided make-up of
university governing bodies contravenes
a basic principle of governance. Principle
no.2 of the ASX’s Corporate Governance
Principles and Recommendations holds that
“The board should…collectively have the
skills, commitment and knowledge of the
entity and the industry in which it operates,
to enable it to discharge its duties effectively
and add value.”
For example, 73% of Rio Tinto’s board
has experience in the resources and mining
sector. Representation is similar across
other large mining companies. Likewise,
banks’ boards are drawn largely from former
bankers, financial industry experts and
private equity mavens. Banks and mining
companies are ultimately interested in
the same goal – increasing profits and
shareholder value – yet their governance is
tailored to their particular industries.
By contrast, appointments to the

corporate managers. But the problem is that
universities are not corporations. They might
have a corporate structure, but they’re not
corporations.”
“What we’re producing is knowledge,
not money, and the process of producing
knowledge is collective. So the application of
the corporate model from the private sector
does not easily work. Equating the university
to a corporation is like equating the army or
the judiciary to a corporation.”
Legislative requirements
Governing body members must fulfil
two legislative requirements regarding
qualifications and experience.
A self-perpetuating scheme
Firstly, at least two members must
have high-level private or public sector
financial experience, and at least one
must have similar private or public
commercial
experience.
Universities
have overwhelmingly interpreted these
provisions, perhaps reasonably, to mean
financial and commercial experience at
large private firms at the expense of public
sector experience. The very existence of
this legislation demonstrates a hostility

sector commercial presence far beyond the
legislative minimum.
Functions and values
Secondly, all governing body members are
required to (a) have “expertise and experience
relevant to the functions exercisable by the
[governing body] and (b) an appreciation of
the object, values, functions and activities of
the University.”
According to the legislation, the
functions of the governing body are to
oversee, among other things, matters of
investment and financial accommodation,
and to approve its “business plan.” However,
it is also required to oversee the university’s
performance as well as its “academic
activities” and to approve the university’s
mission and strategic direction. Where
councils are dominated by corporate figures,
the university’s performance is reduced to
financial indicators and baseless metrics such
as rankings, major academic decisions are
rubber-stamped by incompetent members.
The university’s mission is defined in terms
of business and financial outcomes, rather
than student experience, teaching quality
and research achievement. Furthermore,
corporate council members regularly hold

STEP 2: PRIVATE FUNDING
Deaundre Espejo

W

hen it comes to university financing, it
is clear that corporate approaches have
become the norm. Over the past decade
especially, we have seen a rapid withdrawal of
government support for higher education, the
shifting of cost burdens onto students, and the
exploitation of the international student market.
Through access to unpublished data on the financial
performance of all public universities in Australia,
Honi tracked the corporatisation of universities’
financial model in the past decade.
Demand-driven funding
In 2012, the Labor government implemented
reforms that introduced a ‘demand-driven’ funding
model, where universities would receive funding for
an unlimited number of student enrolment. The
new system was designed to lift participation from
under-represented groups and, more obviously, to
meet Australia’s labour market needs.
Uncapping funding resulted in a strong
take-up of tertiary education. There was a jump in
the number of government-supported university
places, and subsequently, a steady increase in
government funding. By 2017, revenue from
government funding had reached $17.7 billion, a
55 per cent increase compared to previous-decade
levels.
The growth in student enrolments drew
the ire of the Coalition government, who were
concerned about the financial sustainability of
uncapped funding. They made three attempts at
curbing higher education spending, eventually
putting an end to demand-driven funding in 2017.
The government froze bachelor-degree spending
for two years, essentially reverting back to the old
“block-grants” which capped funding for each
university.
Universities could no longer rely on the
government to fund their operations, so they
started to “diversify” their revenue streams —
in other words, continue to shift the funding of
education from public money to private, mostly
student money.
From public to private money
Revenue from student fees — which includes
revenue from full-fee places and upfront
contributions — has been slowly on the rise for
decades. However, there was a rapid growth of
revenue from student fees between 2013 and 2019.
By 2019, student fees raked in $12.3 billion across
the higher education sector and represented a
quarter of total revenue.
A significant number of student fees during

this period came from international students.
Unlike domestic student fees, international student
fees are unregulated, which allows universities
to set their own fees and hike up tuition. By 2019,
revenue from international student fees, as a
portion of revenue from all student fees, had risen
by 239% compared to 2008. Australia now hosts
more international students than any other major
country globally.
Now operating in a competitive global market,
universities seek to position themselves as “worldclass” leaders in “global research and innovation,”
despite countless attacks on education. University
managers insist that academic staff are ‘selling’ a
commodity, emphasising that university rankings,
student surveys and other performance indicators
are a measure of the quality of teaching, rather than
tools for marketisation and commercial gain.
Hiking up student debt
While there was a net increase in government
funding in the past decade, this has not resulted in
meaningful investment in higher education. Much
of this funding comes in the form of student debt,
meaning a large proportion is expected to be paid
back. Income-contingent loans now comprise over
a third of government funding.
By 2020, student loans as a proportion of total
government assistance had risen by 138% compared
to 2008 levels. In the meantime, meaningful funding
in the form of fee contributions Commonwealth
supported places and research grants, for example,
has plateaued.
Increased debt is another way in which the cost
of higher education has been passed onto students,
signalling another step in neoliberal decision
making.
Impact of COVID-19
COVID-19 and the subsequent closure of Australian
borders pushed international revenue streams
into crisis. In 2020, revenue from student fees
took a $1.1 billion hit, while other more volatile
income sources, including investment income and
consultancy contracts, also fell by $1.2 billion.
Despite the financial impact of COVID-19,
the government did not provide any additional
financial support to universities and excluded
public universities from JobKeeper payments. They
then introduced the Job-ready Graduates Package in
June last year, further amping up the cost of degrees
for domestic students, particularly humanities and
arts degrees.
The new legislation was an unequivocal attack
on higher education, further pushing the financial

Figure 2. Unpublished data: Academics for Public Universities, 2021

Figure 3. Unpublished data: Academics for Public Universities, 2021

burden onto students. It resulted in a 15% cut in
total public funding per student, and a 7% increase
in student debt — which university executives have
taken sitting down.
Unable to push student and revenue growth,
it is clear that university managers are opting to
replicate their pre-COVID corporate strategies

— searching for new markets, axing staff, and
improving greater “cost efficiencies” through
drastic cuts throughout the sector. But in the fight
for a free and liberatory education, we must oppose
the idea that Universities should finance their future
through the pockets of staff and students.

STEP 3: COST-CUTTING EFFICIENCY
Deaundre Espejo and Maxim Shanahan

U

niverities are often called ‘degree factories,’
and this no hyperbolic statement —
university leaders have indeed embraced
factory-like philosophies of cost efficiency, where
each department, course, and worker becomes
itemised, ascribed a financial value and is
constantly forced to justify their place within the
institution.
As a direct result of funding shortages,
we are seeing three ways in which university
operations are fundamentally changing: increased
managerialism, rising staff to student ratios, and
the casualisation of the workforce.

Figure 1, Unpublished data: Academics for Public Universities, 2021

governing bodies of universities – which
have radically different structures to private
companies, and are interested in entirely
different outcomes – are made to fit a
generic corporate board profile. Bankers
and consultants abound; there are more
appointees from Macquarie Group alone
than there are from arts backgrounds, and
career directors stake their turf.
Universities are not-for-profit entities,
yet their governance ‘skills matrix’ points
entirely towards unabashed profit-making.
Universities are interested in the production
of high-quality public interest research and
teaching, yet people with a basic knowledge
of higher education and representatives
of academic fellows have been pushed out
to make way for Fellows of the Australian
Institute of Company Directors.
Alessandro Pelizzon, an academicelected member of the Southern Cross
University council says that there is a
“schizophrenic
relationship”
between
governing bodies and universities. He told
Honi that “these corporate managers are
very effective and very well-functioning

to university self-governance in the first
place. However, beyond this minimum
legislative requirement, university councils
have, by their own appointments, become
stacked with members from the finance and
commercial worlds. Inevitably, corporate
governance entrenches itself.
Adam Lucas told Honi that “elected staff
members [on councils] are inevitably locked
out of committees” by corporate-oriented
majorities. One result of this has been
the skyrocketing pay of Vice-Chancellors,
with remuneration committees stacked
with private sector appointees aligning
executive salaries with corporate standards.
More relevant is control over nominations
committees. For example, at the University
of Sydney, the seven-person committee
contains no staff or student-elected
members. With such control, nominations
are more likely to be made from existing
corporate networks, rather than from the
academic and education ‘industries’ which
are foreign to the committee’s members.
In this sense, corporate governance
perpetuates itself, leading to a private-

multiple directorships, limiting the attention
that can be given to understanding the
specificities of universities, and the issues
which they face. It is highly questionable
that governing bodies dominated by CBD
CV stackers can have the “expertise and
experience” relevant to the non-commercial
aspects of university governance.
The same problem applies to the duty
to have an appreciation of the object and
values of the university. How can council
members who have no university experience
beyond a decades-prior Bachelor’s degree
satisfy this requirement? Previously, these
shortcomings may have been balanced out
by the presence of higher education ‘industry
experience’ and a greater number of elected
members. However, the corporate capture
of governing bodies has prevented this,
redefining the “objects and values” away
from knowledge and public service towards
profit and corporatisation.

The budding middle manager
Performance management — the use of targets
and metrics in order to improve staff ‘efficiency’
— has become a central feature of Australian
higher education. With performance indicators
such as drop-out rates, graduate employment,
and the number of publications being increasingly
tied to government funding and international
rankings, universities have embraced corporate
managerialism in order to maximise their output.
The proportion of non-academic staff across
universities has remained relatively stable in
the past decade. However, there has been a
noticeable growth in management-rank positions
across the sector. In 2017, the proportion of
middle management positions had grown at the
highest rate (122%) compared to 1997 levels.
The proportion of senior management roles also
increased at a considerable rate of 110%.
In marked contrast, the proportion of support
roles declined significantly (70%). The number of
regular professional staff has grown, though at a
slower rate than management positions.
As a result, the cost of maintaining the nonacademic workforce at Australian universities has
slowly but surely increased. We now see a higher

education system led by HR, operations and
marketing managers, leaning over the shoulders
of staff to ensure they perform profitably.
Poor financial management
Despite increasing managerialism, poor financial
management at universities has failed to convert
the surpluses earned between 2008 and 2019
into sufficient reserves in the event of a financial
crisis. In 2020, the university sector still recorded a
surplus, but it was at its lowest in at least ten years.
Operating results across the sector were a total
surplus of $680 million, hardly enough to absorb
the losses of COVID-19.
University executives are paid exorbitant
salaries, while positioning themselves as acting in
the interests of staff and students. In 2020, ViceChancellors across 40 universities collectively
took home $31.18 million, a modest decrease
compared to the $36.74 million of the previous
year. Additionally, over a third of university
council members across Australia earn a salary
over $500,000.
Soaring staff to student ratios
Staff to student ratios – another key indicator of
university performance – have suffered a steady
rise in Australia since 2017. Data from Times
Higher Education rankings from 2017 to 2022
shows that the average number of students per
academic staff member (including casuals) has
increased from 28.1 in 2017, to 32.2 in the 2022
statistics.
At UNSW, there was a 50% rise from 26.3:1 in
2017, to 40.5:1 in 2021. At Macquarie University,
that figure rocketed from 32.8:1 to 69.6:1 over the
same period.
Australia’s figures stand in stark contrast
to the situation in the United Kingdom, where
the average has hovered around 16:1 for the

past decade. By far the UK’s worst performing
university on this metric – the Open University,
which is a distance education provider – had a
ratio of 31.8:1, lower than the entire Australian
average. Australian universities also perform
significantly worse on staff to student ratios than
American universities. The US’s worst institution
for staff to student ratios – the University of
Central Florida – had a ratio of 36.3:1, better than
many of Australia’s best-renowned universities.
The low regard with which universities
increasingly view their academic operations can
be seen in the precipitous increase of academic
casualisation and the concomitant ills of poor
conditions, insecure work and wage theft.
Casualisation on the rise
Much has already been said about the scourge of
casualisation in Australia’s universities. — another
way in which universities have kept costs down.
As Jeffrey Khoo explains, it is difficult
to calculate the number of academic casuals
employed in Australian universities. However, it
is generally estimated that between 50% and 70%
of academic university staff are casual employees.
Casuals are easily exploited: universities do
not have to provide leave entitlements or basic
conditions; they are not paid during non-teaching
periods; and the piece-rate method of payment
forces casuals to provide unpaid labour marking
papers, developing materials and responding to
students’ queries beyond their allocated hours.
Indeed, on Friday the Fair Work Commission said
that they were “quite concerned” about “largescale underpayment” of casual academics.
The re-employment of casual academics is
often predicated on the entirely arbitrary measure
of student course and teacher evaluations,
perpetuating underpayment as sessional

staff perform unpaid work to attempt to meet
performance guidelines. If casuals were to work
only to their paid hours, then acceptable standards
of teaching, marking and course preparation
simply would not be met.
The casualisation of Australia’s academic
workforce is reminiscent of the most distasteful
corporate practices: reducing expensive fulltime and part-time employees while loading up
on cheap casual labour, skimping on conditions,
staff wellbeing and basic employment rights in
order to save a few bucks. In their turn to casual
labour, universities have demonstrated that they
are willing to sacrifice teaching quality, academic
outcomes, and staff conditions in order to increase
student output and lower costs.
A depressing picture for students
Against the backdrop of a performance-driven
culture, Australia’s staff to student ratios and
rampant casualisation paint a depressing picture.
Students know this well; lumped into outrageously
sized Zoom seminars, dulling any ability to form
relationships with academics and participate in
meaningful class discussion.
Universities’ embrace of post-COVID
‘blended learning,’ culling of ‘underperforming’
courses and continued job cuts will only see ratios
continue to rise. The rise of staff to student ratios
and casualisation is indicative of universities’
willingness to cut back on the costs of their core
‘business’ – employing academic staff to teach and
research – while maximising their income through
the output of students.
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STEP 4: COVER YOUR TRACKS

In defence of studying History

Jeffrey Khoo

I

n September, Macquarie University
Professor of Accounting and Corporate
Governance James Guthrie conducted an
excellent analysis of employment figures
at Victorian public universities. Facing
mass redundancies across the sector
(up to 40,000 jobs lost last year) and
endemic casualisation, Guthrie’s point
was simple: to understand the full extent
of the crisis in higher education, you need
transparent, accurate and consistent
methods of reporting workforce data.
Inspired by Guthrie’s article, I set out to
investigate NSW’s 11 public universities.
After combing through Annual Reports
and publicly-available data, I found major
discrepancies in how NSW universities
chose certain metrics and calculated
employment figures, even between their
own data sources. Ultimately, NSW
universities underrepresented job losses
in 2020, especially for casual staff.
What were the issues in Victorian
public universities?
Guthrie found that there’s no real
requirement for presenting employment
data in universities’ Annual Reports. If
you take any five universities’ Annual
Reports, some will give you pages of
detailed tables, while some sneak in a
number in a throwaway sentence or a
“snapshot” summary.
You’ll also notice that while some
universities report the “headcount”, i.e.
the absolute number of staff members,
some report the “full-time equivalent,”
or FTE. This reduces a part-time or casual
employee into the proportion of hours
of a full-time employee (who represents
1 FTE). For example, a part-timer who
works one day a week represents 20% of a
full-time employee, or 0.2 FTE.
The issue is that FTE obscures the
exact number of part-time and casual
staff at a university. If a university reduces
its FTE by 10, there’s no way to know if
that represents 10 full-time employees,
20 part-time employees or more than 50
casuals. This has real ramifications when
Vice-Chancellors, university executives
and the media engage in public discourse
about austerity measures, voluntary
redundancy programs and underpayment
of casual staff. In January, Guthrie and
Tom Smith argued that universities
“should report real staff numbers not
accounting abstractions”; as “casual
and insecure workers were the first in
the university sector to go with the
pandemic,” representing people as FTE
makes it “easier when you want bodies to
disappear.”
What are the requirements for
reporting workforce data at NSW
universities?
In short, there aren’t many.
State governments set the reporting
requirements for public universities,
which are considered “statutory bodies”
(they hold special status under law, and are

set up by Acts of Parliament). According
to the Annual Reports (Statutory Bodies)
Act 1984, aside from financial statements,
public universities just have to submit a
“report of operations,” in their Annual
Report including information about
their “management and structure” and
“summary review of operations.”
Because of these vague and unhelpful
requirements, NSW public universities
practically have carte blanche in how they
calculate and present workforce data. In
particular, how they calculate that elusive
FTE figure, estimating the workload
of thousands of casual employees, is
unknown.
Thankfully, public universities submit
statistics to the Australian Charities and
Not-for-Profits Commission (ACNC),
which are publicly available on its Register.
This includes the headcount of full-time,
part-time and casual employees, as well
as FTE and volunteers, and is generally
more reliable than Annual Report data.
Universities also had to comply with
Division 3, Part 3 of the Public Finance
And Audit Act 1983, e.g. presenting their
financial statements in a particular way
and keeping proper records about their
operations. This was repealed on 1 July
2021, signalling that universities may be
subject to less scrutiny for reporting the
true state of affairs in the future.
What were my main findings?
1. Glaring discrepancies between
Annual Reports and stats from the ACNC
Trawling through Annual Reports
felt like wading through a corporate
wasteland, with universities throwing out
wildly different metrics (headcount, FTE,
“continuing” vs “fixed-term”). None of
the figures in a university’s Annual Report,
which often excluded casuals, lined up
exactly with their ACNC statistics, which
included casuals. Sometimes they were
inexplicably wrong (if my comparison is to
be believed, Southern Cross University’s
casuals constituted -7.4 FTE in 2020).
This may be because universities
extract data at different times. Several
Annual Reports display employee
numbers as at 31 March, when universities
have to finalise employment data with
the Department of Education, Skills and
Employment (not publicly available).
By contrast, ACNC stats are for the
“last pay period” before 31 December
- when a great number of casuals are
not on the university’s books due to the
summer break. This significant caveat,
as Guthrie reported, means casuals are
underestimated, and leaves data prone to
manipulation and misinterpretation.
Additionally,
some
universities
report to the ACNC as part of a broader
group structure, which includes affiliated
entities. For example, UNSW’s corporate
group includes various trusts and clinical
research organisations, which have their
own employees.

Table 1 - note casuals is likely an underestimation. Source: ACNC

2. A trend of excluding casuals from
Annual Reports
7 of the 11 universities’ annual reports
explicitly excluded casual or sessional
staff from key statistics about their
workforce (and only 2 of those, Newcastle
and Southern Cross, included casuals in
a separate calculation). The remaining 4
universities were unclear.
Perhaps this signals that universities
are unwilling to confront the extent of
casualisation in higher education. If
they did, the numbers would change
drastically. ACNC data shows that casuals
make up at least two-fifths of employees
at NSW universities (25,085 casuals of
60,260 employees in 2020 = 41.63%),
compared to a completely wrong “total”
of 29,093 in casual-less Annual Reports.
It would reveal, for example, a massive
shedding of casuals at the University
of Wollongong in 2020 (1512 of 4880 =
30.98%); and despite that, more than
half of staff which remained were casuals
(3368 of 6127 = 54.97%).
3. A major reduction in headcount
across NSW in 2020
The ACNC statistics are alarming:
in 2020, the workforce in NSW public
universities shrunk by over 13,000 (from
73,369 to 60,260) (Table 1). It provides
more evidence that universities bore
the brunt of the pandemic, and in turn
introduced rash and punishing austerity
measures to misguidedly cover up a lack
of government support. Most of this
leakage came from 10,000 casual staff
losing their jobs.
The total headcount in 2020 Annual
Reports, while incomplete (as not all
universities reported it), is actually slightly
higher than 2019; probably because they
were reported as at March 2020, when
lockdowns were be a temporary novelty
and austerity was not in full force.
4. Confusion around the make-up of
their workforce
Despite the ACNC requiring this data,
no NSW university broke down their
workforce by full-time, part-time and
casual employees in their Annual Reports,
which would have helped illuminate
broader trends in employment. This
meant I couldn’t compare both headcount
and FTE for NSW universities like Guthrie
did for Victoria. Universities often
preferred reporting the split between
academic and professional/general staff,
and slightly preferred reporting FTE over
headcount.
5. Potential recalculations across years
In a later article, Guthrie discovered
that some Victorian universities were
actually “recalculating” their employment
figures from year-to-year, by uploading
updated versions of old Annual Reports

without disclosing this to the public.
While all the figures I saw were consistent
between years, I may have been an
unwitting victim.
What were some of the numbers for
each university?
Due to space, this edition does not
include all NSW unis. Visit honisoit.com.
USyd (Table 2) excluded casual staff
from its annual reports. And in its ACNC
statistics, USyd claims that casuals made
up over 10% of its workforce in 2020, and
almost 18% in 2019. However, this is a
gross underestimation, due to the ACNC’s
reporting period excluding several
casuals as outlined above. Data from
the Workplace Gender Equality Agency,
which is reported as at 31 March, corrects
this to 47.5% in 2020 and 46.2% in 2019.
USyd’s Annual Report says that its
workforce expanded in 2020, while its
ACNC total decreased by almost 1000.
For reasons outlined above, neither
are completely accurate. The Annual
Report split employees down academic/
professional and continuing/fixed-term
distinctions, which did not correlate with
any combination of full-time/part-time/
casual employees, again displaying the
perplexing nature of these reports.
UNSW’s 2020 Annual Report included
almost 2000 full-time and part-time
employees that were unaccounted for in
its ACNC statistics. The Annual Report
also massively failed to include almost
13,000 casual staff in 2019 (9000 in 2020),
meaning that UNSW’s casualisation rate
hovers at around 63%, conservatively
estimated. Overall, despite what Annual
Reports say, UNSW’s ACNC statistics show
that over a quarter of UNSW employees
lost their jobs in 2020 (20,323 to 14,441).
UTS’ Annual Reports for 2019 and
2020 provided academic/professional
headcount and FTE, but also exhibited
discrepancies with its ACNC statistics.
Their FTE calculations were completely
off - it had 3888 FTE and 3417 headcount
(excluding casuals) in 2020, implying that
each full-time or part-time employee
completed more than one full-time
employee’s workload.
On Page 1, they also confusingly frame
FTE (which, for some reason here, does
include casuals) as “persons”, which is
incorrect. Like UNSW, UTS’ casualisation
rate hovers around 61-63%.
Ultimately, transparency in reporting
employment figures allows us, as
observers, to properly assess the impact of
government underfunding, redundancies
and job losses on NSW universities,
and ensures that they can’t cover up
their tracks. Even though it might be
uncomfortable for universities, the truth
is this: the numbers don’t lie.

Table 2 - note casuals is likely an underestimation. Source: ACNC,
USyd Annual Reports 2020 and 2019

RYAN LUNG
“It helps us to think about a different,
maybe better world.”

I

n his oft-quoted 1921 interview with
the New York Times, the industrialist
Henry Ford declared that “History
is bunk. What difference does it make
how many times the ancient Greeks
flew their kites?” Aside from this insult
by Mr. Ford, I’ve received my fair share
of ridicule from my own friends about
choosing History as a major.
Society likes to imagine that our
degrees exist in a pecking order.
Supposedly, the higher the ATAR required
for enrolment, the more challenging,
valuable, and prestigious the course.
So-called “job-ready” subjects are given
pride of place in the Education Minister’s
budget. Meanwhile, universities across
the country have been relentless in
slashing funding for the Arts. But even
among students I have noticed a certain
disinterest in History.
In the popular imagination, History
is mainly thought of as the study of
Kings, Queens, and the two World Wars.
The discipline’s focus on documenting,
analysing, and interpreting the past is an
approach that is often mistaken for mere
sentimentality and nostalgia. For many,
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the idea of studying dead people and
events that have long since passed seems
unappealing. That we should give so
much thought to tradition and heritage
seems out of step with the spirit of our
age.
This is a misleading view of History.
It is not confined to anachronistic subject
matter. Instead, it’s a vast, wide-ranging
field that combines detailed study of
society, politics, economics, literature,
language, and sometimes even science,
under one umbrella. In my own studies,
I have come across many obscure topics
that at first seem devoid of meaning
for the present-day, only to find that
they provided insights into the world in
which we live. I’ve learned that how old
a certain subject-matter is should not be
used as a yardstick for its relevance.
In my first semester, I took an
amazing unit called Birth of the Present:
The World Since 1750. We were assigned
an article to read by famed Marxist
historian E.P. Thompson about how the
development of industrial capitalism
redefined workers’ sense of time in the
17th century. His discussion of how
various Indigenous peoples kept track
of their day and English clock-making
methods baffled me at first. What did
the lives of people who lived in entirely
different cultures, hundreds of years into
the past, and thousands of miles away

have anything to do with my own world?
It was explained that factory
managers’ demanding expectations of
their workers could help explain the
fast-paced rhythms of contemporary
life, as well as our tendency to schedule
every moment of our day. Seemingly
antiquated, centuries-old customs and
practices in England would be exported
around the world through imperialism
and globalisation.
I realised that History is a lens through
which we can see the hidden origins and
dynamics of our contemporary world.
Past injustices and power structures
become much more apparent in the
present. When we recognise that the
contemporary world is just the sum of
the past, we begin to see everything in a
new light.
Students, such as myself, who are
interested in politics, the economy, or
foreign relations often decide to major
in Politics and International Relations or
Economics – seeing more value in their
contemporary focus. At least anecdotally,
those units seem to be more popular. But
History can be just as illuminating in
those fields of inquiry.
I contacted Dr David Brophy, Senior
Lecturer in Modern Chinese History, to
get a sense of how an academic might
understand History, its relationship to
other disciplines, and its place in our

society.
“Depending on where your interests
lie, history can intersect with a range of
disciplines, because they all historicize
to some degree,” he said.
“I see history as a way of thinking
about connections between spheres that
are often kept distinct – the economic,
social, political etc., and adding depth to
our perspective on these connections.”
In addition to the benefits of its
multidisciplinary approach, Dr Brophy
believes that History can also provide
us with an enhanced perspective on
international affairs. He studies far-flung
places like China and Russia – parts of
the world that are often misunderstood
in Australia – and hopes to improve
students’ understanding of how political
interests shape historical perception of
such places.
But perhaps the most important
reason to study History is that it makes
us question the status quo.
“History gives us a sense of today’s
world not as something pre-ordained,
but as the product of human activity,
and that what’s been made can also be
unmade.”
“It helps us to think about a different,
maybe better world.”

It’s been too long — we must revive the NSW campaign for
international student travel concessions
KHANH TRAN
ART BY NAFEESA RAHMAN
Little progress has been made in over
three decades.

E

very year in the annual SRC
elections, candidates and factions
promise to lobby for the extension
of travel concessions for international
students. These are pledges which go
largely unnoticed in the larger scheme
of Council businesses and the constant
attacks on higher education levelled by
the Federal Government and university
management.
Little substantive change has
materialised. Today, despite efforts
ranging from a 500-person petition
to parliamentary representation, no
progress has been made in over three
decades. In fact, the only small win, in
the form of discounted MyMulti tickets,
was abolished in 2016.
NSW’s intransigence stands in
stark contrast with Victoria, where
the international student community
managed to secure a significant win
in 2015 when undergraduate students
became eligible for a 50% discount on
MyKi annual passes. This plan was the
fruit of a concerted, years-long effort
between advocacy groups, the state
government and universities. Notably, as
stated by Minister for Public Transport
Jacinta Allan in 2015, Victoria’s travel
concessions were co-funded by a 5050 split between the government and
universities. Furthermore, the plan was
bipartisan, having been a legacy from the
preceding Napthine ministry.
It is hard to deny that the Victorian

model was premised on a profit
incentive, due to the economic benefits
international students bring to the
state. After all, as of 2019, international
education is a sector worth some $40
billion. Although imperfect, six years
on, the Victorian initiative continues to
thrive and goes some way to alleviate
financial hardships encountered by
overseas students.
In comparison, a short history of the
tense relationship between Transport
NSW and international students started
in 1989, when the liberal government
under Premier Nick Greiner withdrew
the discounts. Another watershed
moment arrived in 2006 when the Sydney
University Postgraduate Representative
Association
(SUPRA)
under
the

“Why then should hardworking New
South Wales’ families be expected to foot
the bill for providing them with half fare
travel on public transport?”
For international student advocates
such as Mabel Coelho, Watkins’ speech
dismisses the difficulties facing her
community: “Sydney is one of the most
expensive cities for [international]
students, so a lot of us are at a
disadvantage,” Coelho said. “I struggled
a lot with financial stability and jobs
especially when the pandemic started.”
She notes that the unaffordability of
living in Australia has impacted her
mental health. Indeed, according to
a report by Professor Alan Morris,
overseas students face a multitude of
housing, work, and wellbeing challenges

“If international students are open to talk and
share stories, and others are willing to listen,
I believe we’re going to make a big difference.”
behest of Jenny Leong, took the Labor
Transport Minister John Watkins to the
Administrative Decisions Tribunal and
won the arguments on the basis that
exclusion of international students was
discriminatory.
However, this victory was short-lived,
with the government swiftly enacting
legislation to render the tribunal order
ineffective. This was based on the
argument that all international students
were wealthy and thereby should not
enjoy concessions: “They then pay up
to $40,000 to the Federal Government to
undertake their degree,” Watkins argued
on the floor of the Legislative Assembly.

— in some cases even resorting to hotbedding.
Despite these challenges, Coelho
believes that the crux to overcoming
public misperception of issues facing
international students lies in building
understanding
through
mutual
communication and listening between
the lived experiences of locals and
students: “If international students are
open to talk and share stories, and others
are willing to listen, I believe we’re going
to make a big difference.”
Hence, for advocates like Coelho,
a shift away from the narrative that
the sole contributions of international

students lie in profitability and towards
a narrative based on multiculturalism,
collective achievements and community
belonging is key to mobilising grassroots
community support for her community in
order to secure positive policy outcomes.
To this end, groups like the Overseas
International Student Hub (OISH) have
been providing a supportive space for
students as they navigate the transition
between their culture and independent
living in Sydney.
Down south, despite the exclusion of
postgraduates, the Victorian community
remains committed to push for change:
Luba Grigorovitch, Victorian Branch
Secretary of the Rail, Tram and Bus Union
says: “The RTBU supports the campaign
to ensure public transport is affordable
for all students in need. Now more than
ever we must pull together as a society
to ensure our recovery doesn’t leave
anyone behind and removes barriers to
get people back onto public transport as
soon as it is safe to do so.”
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1000km in her shoes
LAURA BANCROFT
“I’ve been really frustrated by the
nursing school, but look at what we
did in two weeks.”

T

his week, Honi reporter Laura
Bancroft sat down with Emilie
Heath from the ‘1000km In Her
Shoes’ campaign to discuss sexual
violence experienced by female nursing
students on clinical placement.
***
Laura Bancroft (LB): For those
unfamiliar with the ‘1000km In Her
Shoes’ Campaign, could you explain what
it is, and what you hope to achieve?
Emilie Heath (EH): The ‘1000km
In Her Shoes’ involves me running and
cycling every day to raise awareness of
the unsafe conditions nursing students
are put through when travelling to work,
and in the work environment itself. I
wanted to show people who had also
experienced sexual violence on clinical
placement that someone was trying to do
something about it.
Two weeks into [the campaign], I
wrote a letter to the Dean of Nursing. As
always, the institutional response from
the University was disappointing — it’s
always “there’s nothing we can do.” If
we’re not going to see these changes from
the top, I thought, why don’t we create
a collective network where students can
help students?
So what started as a campaign has
now become a fund, paying for $50 uber
vouchers for students to get them home
safe. It also pays for opal cards, with a
$500 stipend for international students,
as we don’t get concession cards in New
South Wales. It’s mutual aid — not a

charity or a foundation. It’s seeing the
need and doing something about it. I’ve
been really frustrated by the nursing
school, but look at what we did in two
weeks, the funds were there. That’s how
it started and where it’s going. I’m in
week three now.
I’m low income, always have been,
and to see how many barriers there are to
education, let alone going into a public
service job like nursing. Students should
not have to ride and run 1000 kilometres
to a placement, because these barriers
exist.
LB: You signified that the University
is liable for the unsafe environments that
they’ve sent female nursing students
into. How would you like them to start
taking accountability and responsibility
for this?
EH: I think what we need first and
foremost is education. The University
needs to take an honest look at the
statistics and give us a heads up that
you will be sent into these places where
people will try and harm you. We never
really got a heads up that was happening.
It was always just like “oh remember to
press your shirt remember to wear black
shoes”.
[The nursing school] keeps saying
they have all of these pathways and
procedures for reporting, but I’m here
to say they don’t work. I’ve been doing
this for almost a year, trying to talk to
the nursing school and I’m still not 100%
sure what these pathways are. I have met
resistance every single step of the way —
I’ve had a facilitator who didn’t take [my
report] seriously, and completely negated
my experience.
Reporting sexual harassment and
assault is a tough thing to do. I have
personally been criticized by the

Barriers to campus life for public school students
University for not coming forward sooner
— as if it was my fault that I didn’t report
it. That’s unacceptable. Another thing
that the university is really pushing
back on, is that they haven’t heard about
[sexual harassment and assault] from any
other student. But when you look at the
national conversation, why would any
woman come forward? The [University]
treats us terribly, they tell us that our
experiences didn’t happen, they don’t
matter, that they’re not serious enough,
that there’s nothing that they can do.
That needs to change.
LB: We know that historically health
care workers, but particularly nurses have
been mistreated through daily workplace
interactions, and the lack of support
from both federal and state governments.
What are the gendered aspects of the
mistreatment of nurses?
EH: What nurses experience is
gendered violence. Healthcare situations
can become about power balances,
where male patients feel like they have
no control or power in their health care
situation. They take back some power
by committing violence against women,
which is inexcusable. There has never
been any protection for women. But also,
nursing is seen as women’s work that has
traditionally been undervalued.
LB: In the article you wrote for Honi
a few months ago, you raised that the
sexual violence health care workers
experienced during clinical placements
points to a larger cultural problem within
Australian society. What are some ways
we can combat this toxic, misogynistic
culture?
EH: For women on the individual
level, joy and rest are acts of resistance.
For everyone else, listen, uplift, and
believe the women in your life. There is

something to be said for gathering around
and supporting women in all facets
of life to help them feel empowered.
It is however more of a systemic,
institutionalised problem. Currently, the
way the law is structured, if you are an
employee of a hospital, you get workers
protections.There are also legal avenues
if you are a visitor to a public place and
you get sexually harassed. However,
there is this grey area of unpaid workers,
which include students on a clinical
placement. We’re not employees of the
hospital or the university. and there are
no legal protections for unpaid workers.
That needs to change, because unpaid
workers are some of the most vulnerable
in society.
On a university policy level, the
bullying harassment policy has adopted
its definition of sexual harassment
directly from the Sex Discrimination
Act 1984. However, they’ve taken it and
put such a high threshold for sexual
harassment that it doesn’t protect
women at all. As it stands now, it helps no
one except the university avoid liability.
LB: Do you have a message out there
to female nursing students who are
currently battling with this sort of abuse?
EH: The message I have is that
you deserve better. You deserve a lot
better than the way things are currently
structured. There’s no excuse for
sexual violence that women in general
experience, but specifically nursing
students have experienced, and there’s
no excuse for the inaction of the
University and hospitals. It’s not okay,
and I think it’s very rare that we hear
that. When there’s been so much inaction
you internalize it, but know you deserve
much better.

Joy out of what there is: USyd’s community garden
MATTHEW LIM
ART BY NANDINI DHIR
The soft scent of honey often catches
in the air at the volunteer-run garden.

T

he community garden at our
University is a mysterious place.
Overgrown herbs fill every crack
in the ground. Empty pots sit tumbled in
heaps on metal workbenches. Even the
greenhouse roof flutters in the wind, torn
to shreds over time by a particularly bold
pair of noisy miner birds.
The place certainly lives up to its
name of ‘Ground up’ community garden
— most of the timber that holds the
place together has been salvaged from
recycling bins — or more recently, from
the dumps at the PNR construction
site. As you can imagine, the upcycled
aesthetic almost perfectly fits a garden
focused on “creating joy, out of what
there is.” After all, the garden doesn’t
receive any funding from the University
and is left to run on a patchwork of
supplies from the Bunnings clearance
bin, generously contributed by a small
group of community volunteers, which I
joined at the beginning of this year.
But despite its dilapidated exterior,
the community garden is always
beautiful. In summer months, tomatoes
climb up a fishing line and strawberry

plants grow in the husk of an old
wheelbarrow, half buried in the dirt. The
thirteen garden beds, each one around
a metre wide and ten metres long,
are carpeted in flowers — nasturtium,
sunflowers, borage, cosmos and whatever
seeds the wind decides to bring with it.
The flowers are highly beneficial for the
local bees and dragonflies, which have
greatly declined in recent years due to
the lack of biodiversity in urban areas
and society’s general dislike for creepy
crawly things. Many insects find a meal
or a home in this small garden, no bigger
than the size of two tennis courts, and
in return the soft scent of honey often
catches in the air.
In Autumn and Winter, the rains
and cooler temperatures mean the beds
are filled with edible foods; rocket,
lettuces, spinach and silverbeet and all
manner of vegetable staples, bursting
with lush vibrant greens that almost
glow in the right sunlight. These seasons
help promote a much closer connection
and appreciation of the food we eat.
Indeed, there’s something about seeing
how much effort goes into growing an
eggplant, or waiting six months to grow
a bowl of broad beans that’s truly eye
opening — many of us rarely stop to
appreciate the foods we have access to
today.
Fruits and vegetables also require
a great deal more nutrition from the
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soil than flowers do, so the soil at the
garden is constantly being cultivated
by volunteers. The compost system
breaks down garden clippings into fresh
soil — rich and deep with the smell of
mushrooms and decay. The cycle of decay
and rejuvenation defines the simple
relationship volunteers have with the
space. When you take something from
the garden, you have to give something
back.
There are issues too — the garden
is susceptible to the occasional snail
attack and could do with a real minigreenhouse instead of the overturned
fish tank currently in use. But far more
than a means of producing food for
volunteers, the garden plays a much
more meaningful role for campus life.
At a time of so much
mental stress, stepping
into a lush garden,
calmly vibrating with
life, is extraordinary
in its ability to relieve
symptoms of anxiety,
depression and isolation.
An act as simple as
watering a plant can
remind you to care for
yourself, in the same
way that you care for
each seedling; a gentle
reminder to drink some
water, get some sunlight

and breathe fresh air.
The garden makes do with what
it has — and it doesn’t need anything
more to provide a healing, charming
and joyful place for the community. It’s
a small monument to the fact that with
enough resourcefulness and creativity,
there will always be enough light, enough
dirt and enough time to find enjoyment
and accomplishment in something
wonderful.
I hope that once we return to campus,
many more will be able to appreciate this
beautiful space. And to anyone who has
been struggling through these difficult
periods we have endured, please come
and say hi. There is much more room
for those who want to experience it for
themselves.

CLAIRE OLLIVAIN
Speaking with friends who went to
public schools about student politics
and education activism.

T

here is an unspoken sense of
solidarity between former public
school kids at USyd. We’ve spent
much of our lives in sweltering non-airconditioned demountables, with stories
of our peers’ teen pregnancies and
playground brawls during lunch break;
we openly flouted school uniform rules
with no punishment and lived in blissful
ignorance of Latin, the inter-school
rivalry of debating tournaments, and
‘Model UN’ (a phenomenon I doubt I will
ever understand) only to have it dawn
on us when we entered university how
disparately wealthy other people our age
could be.
I am of a lower middle class background,
but the norm of wealth at this university is
so distorted that there is an unbridgeable
gap between my own experiences and that
of many of the people I’ve met since first
year. Barriers to participating in campus
culture become pronounced from O-Week
but originate many years beforehand in
a tiered schooling system delineated by
class and unequal opportunity, having an
effect on who gets into university in the
first place. For public school students,
and particularly working class first-infamily students (a category I don’t fall
into), starting at university can feel like
navigating an intimidating new terrain
which everyone else was given a map to but
yourself. The habit of asking what school
people went to becomes a subtle form of
exclusion, as does having to pay to join
societies or go on pub crawls to become
involved in campus social life.
After requesting data from the
University on its yearly intake by school
type, my first reaction was surprise that
the number of comprehensive public
school enrolments, at 28%, was not lower
— close to the private school intake at 32%.
Friends I showed the data to had similar
responses, suggesting that USyd’s more
privileged demographic is concentrated in
our circles of Arts, Law, stupol and other
extracurriculars, which perhaps doesn’t
reflect the real cross-section of students.
I wouldn’t be the first to observe that the
representation of public school students
in campus culture, particularly student
politics, is low. There are dozens of USyd
Rants about the elitism of the University
to the point of cliché, and it’s routinely
brought up during election season,
weaponised across the political spectrum
to discredit candidates. The reality that I
am writing this article in my capacity as an
editor of this paper is an immense privilege
most former public school kids would not
be able to afford. Involvement in student
media is largely inaccessible for students
who work to support themselves and
don’t have the connections or confidence
to participate in extracurriculars. This,
combined with the meagre stipend of
an editor and the fact the role is decided
through elections, creates an endless cycle
where poor students are virtually locked
out of a voice on student issues.
In my interviews with university
students and education activists who went
to public schools, the exclusive private
school culture of debating was a common
subject of discussion. Lia Perkins told me
that she had wanted to do debating while
at her school, Sydney Secondary College

Blackwattle Bay, but not enough people
were interested, so took up the opportunity
upon arriving at USyd. “I went along to the
first orientation for debating at uni and they
talked a lot about how it’s open for anyone
to join and you don’t need experience. Then
I went the next week, which was the first
week of debating. We were split into groups
that would have to debate without much
preparation beforehand. I was debating
a group of four men and there were three
people on my team and all, if not most, had
done debating before. I ended up crying, it
was not a good experience.”
Roisin Young Murphy, who went to
Tempe High School, similarly described
being put off ever going to debating
again after entering a conversation about
what high schools people went to and

or inaccessible for students working to
support themselves. “A lot of people don’t
want to go to a collective meeting because
they don’t know anyone going even if
they agree [with the politics]. I’ve talked
to people who work nine-to-five and can’t
go to meetings because they’re usually
working during the day — I often have to
miss out on meetings if I’m at work. Those
are definitely barriers.”
These barriers mean that it’s
predominantly not working class people
who end up speaking for working
class people in the student left, as was
amusingly on display at a September SRC
Council meeting. “If the people doing the
activism aren’t the people experiencing
the issue, there’s a disconnect there, and I
do think that may have a negative effect,”

Source: University of Sydney (unpublished data); chart created by Honi
being made to feel like an outsider during
O-Week. Roisin also lamented the loss of
the Learning Centre, describing having to
constantly catch up with peers: “Without
the Learning centre, I wouldn’t know how
to write a university essay. My parents
don’t have degrees and I didn’t go to a
school where that sort of higher-level
expectation was the baseline.”
Lia agreed that there was a big
difference in confidence, both socially
and in academic ability, that puts private
school students at an advantage. “I think
there’s a few things that give them more
confidence: more attention as you’re
growing up and as special people getting to
access something; the culture that you’re
an elite and therefore you must be an elite
of somebody else. Smaller things like, they
went to a private school that had Model
UN; I didn’t even know that was a thing,
but people did that at high school and
were the President of their school’s finance
society,” she said, laughing.
Lia went to a partially selective school
in the non-selective stream, and in our
discussion noted that selective schools
were different to private schools, but
that the prestigious ones “have people of
the educated elite who would’ve gone to
private schools if they hadn’t gotten into
a selective school. They might’ve gone to
the same school captain get-togethers with
people from private schools too.”
On entering student politics, Lia said
she became involved after joining the
Enviro Collective at the start of first year
where there were other public school
students who seemed familiar: “But then
it was quite scary being involved in a big
group that had people from backgrounds I
couldn’t really imagine.”
She observed that student activism
can seem intimidating from the outside

Lia said. “But I do think there is a section
of the student left that are from a working
class background and that’s why they’re
attracted to it.”
Lia’s perspective is that of a former
public school student who became involved
in student politics early on. Contrastingly,
another student, who wished to remain
anonymous, described wanting to avoid
stupol altogether as a first year, saying that
it “felt like a dick-measuring competition
between selective and private school kids
who would just want to be politicians.”
They observed that some students who
went to private schools would talk down
their social position out of embarrassment:
“People who did go to an elite private
school should recognise and be upfront
with that privilege and not hide it.”
Dashie Prasad, a former Queer Officer
of the National Union of Students, went to
Chester Hill High School, a public school in
Western Sydney: “It is the closest school
to the Villawood Detention Centre, so a
whole bunch of students that come to the
school are actually refugee students and
immigrants and being based in Southwest
Sydney, really close to Fairfield, it has the
highest new immigrant intakes. It’s mostly
ethnic, migrant communities.”
Like everyone I spoke to, Dashie said
that most students from their school went
straight into work or TAFE rather than
to university, and that trades programs
were encouraged more than academic
extracurriculars. “For a lot of kids from
those backgrounds, they’re like, why the
heck would I spend an extra four years
[at university] doing unpaid internships
when I can actually go and start making
a living from Year 10 to look after myself,
take care of my family. It never practically
makes sense for them … When rich kids
come to the uni they’re often like ‘this is a

rort, the university system is stealing from
students.’ But it’s like, the povo kids out
West figured that out already.”
Dashie sees representative roles
as having an even higher barrier for
involvement than extracurricular activities.
“That cultural aspect of who-knows-who
really becomes apparent when it comes
down to election time, and when it comes
to who’s even involved in it at all … Coming
from a public high school, our SRCs aren’t
doing the same networking as I think a lot
of private school SRCs do.” Students who
went to public schools are more likely to
see their goal at university as just getting
their degree and a job, rather than thinking
about leadership roles and extracurriculars.
As the discussion turned towards
education activism, Dashie emphasised the
need for a stronger “long-term vision for
what fully-funded public higher education
looks like, what the fight for that looks
like, what our vision for that is and what
that practically means.” They observed
that there are problems with private school
kids behind that fight not recognising what
public education in Australia actually looks
like, and the lack of quality it has: “Even the
demands for fully-funded public education
right now are lacking because that just
means underfunded universities with the
way that the Liberals would deliver that.”
Dashie believes that the university
student movement should engage more
with public and low-SES high school
students to encourage them into left-wing
values and spaces, rather than letting
universities do the work of bringing them
in, which they said encourages them to
become “neoliberals who believe in the
system.” One way this could be achieved
is by SRCs doing outreach at events like
the Western Sydney Careers Expo, where
the only representatives are student
ambassadors picked by the university. “We
should be giving out information to high
school students about which universities
we consider as good or bad because high
school students are the ‘customers’ of the
university,” Dashie said.
“If we want to challenge the university
on capitalist lines, I think supporting
university staff members and the NTEU as
well as showing solidarity with the NSW
Teachers’ Federation is a great place to
start but the other part is ensuring that its
student population is as diverse as possible
and aware of the university’s harm, and I
think that can be done by engaging with
high school students.”
Overall, they stressed that the lack of
representation in stupol is “a very small
symptom of a very big issue” — a selfperpetuating cycle that isn’t going to
disappear without very active efforts to
engage working class and former public
school students in the short-term, and a
large-scale transformation of the education
system in the long-term.
A system overhaul is needed: for
the abolition of private schools and
standardised testing, to designate equal
funding per student, reform the public
curriculum so that it encourages students
to be aware of their work rights, and deliver
a free and democratised education system
holistically across schools and universities.
For Lia and myself, our “strongest
politics in high school was being against
private schools.”
Education activism doesn’t start and
end at university, it starts in every high
school student who sees the injustice
of how students in private schools have
been granted better opportunities, simply
because of the wealth of their parents. It
is time we engage with these students and
build a holistic education movement that
bursts the privileged bubble of student
politics.
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Whiteness in student politics and activism
DEAUNDRE ESPEJO, VIVIENNE GUO, JEFFREY
KHOO, SHANIA O’BRIEN
Twelve student activists shared their experiences

T

o any newcomer to USyd student politics or student activism,
it is immediately apparent that these spaces are extremely
white. While left-wing movements have broadly come a
long way in terms of intersectional politics, with anti-racism and
decolonisation part and parcel with popular movements, anti-racist
work is never finished.
To unpack the ways in which whiteness is experienced by people
of colour within student politics and activist collectives, we spoke to
twelve PoC students who have worked in organising spaces. We do
not argue that the campus left is racist — rather, we investigate how
whiteness interacts with other salient social inequalities like class
and locality, and affects our lives at university and in the broader
world.

EXPERIENCES OF WHITENESS
There was a consensus that whiteness remains prevalent in student
politics and activism. SRC President Swapnik Sanagavarapu and
Anie Kandya, former Autonomous Collective against Racism (ACAR)
Convenor, note that several spaces consist largely of white students.
Swapnik Sanagavarapu: It’s obviously true [that] student
activism is predominantly white, disproportionately, compared
to the general cross-section of campus… [but] there’s not an
insignificant amount of people of colour in student politics and
student activism, especially over the past few years.
Anie Kandya: Looking at the track record of the people that
really rise to prominence [in activism], they are both white and
affluent.
The fact that student politics and activism are naturally social
environments that largely consist of white people influences how
people of colour engage with these organising spaces. Women’s
Officer Amelia Mertha describes the feeling as “stifling.”
Anie Kandya: There’s a kind of thinking that being active, wellknown and well-liked in these spaces means that you’re a good
activist. While I don’t want to invalidate the hard work that
people are putting in, you have to fit a certain criteria in order to
get any kind of standing.
Amelia Mertha: If you’re a person of colour you have to prove
yourself more for some reason… I honestly don’t feel comfortable
opening my mouth sometimes, I don’t feel like I’m going to be
taken seriously.
Several interviewees talked about the way white people take up
space. Misbah Ansari, a long-term member of activist collectives on
campus, and Kandya pointed out that white activists’ engagement
with people of colour can be tokenistic.
Misbah Ansari: White people in these spaces read a lot
of writing by PoC authors, especially black authors. Then they
start coaching other people on these radical concepts. But then
when people of colour point out flaws in their activism, they will
dismiss us — which completely misses the point these authors are
making.
Anie Kandya: A lot of times, people of colour are perceived
as only operating from an “ethnic” perspective. When people
of colour would raise certain issues, others didn’t really feel like
those were issues they took onto their own.
Burnout affects people of colour and white people in different ways,
notes Mertha and Mahmoud Al-Rifai, SULS Ethnocultural Officer.
Mahmoud Al-Rifai: There’s a very interesting phenomenon
in which white activists actually contribute to the activist burnout
of people of colour … you could sometimes be even undermining
or invalidating the racial justice work of activists of colour.
Amelia Mertha: [Toxicity in the left] usually ends up
affecting women of colour the most; they’re the ones who are
going to be pushed out.

BARRIERS TO ACTIVISM
In non-white communities, activism is often looked down upon.
Almost all our interviewees experienced pushback from parents and
peers with different cultural ideals.
X*: For a lot of people from brown upper-middle class families,
their concern is getting a good job and getting out of here. It’s
been hammered into them since they were children.
Anie Kandya: We’re tasked with survival, above all… providing
for our families with no safety net. I organised and spoke at rallies,
and my parents don’t know a single part of it because they would
think that it’s bullshit.
Mahmoud Al-Rifai: My parents don’t like me [protesting].
They’ve come from police states, where you shouldn’t be going
against the government. The intelligence agencies will knock on
your door. I have to tell my mother Australia’s not like that.

Locality is another barrier to involvement in student activism.
For former ACAR Convenor Kowther Qashou and Kandya, living
in Western Sydney made it difficult to be involved in important
discussions and work that occurred on campus.
Kowther Qashou: Getting involved in student activism is a lot
harder when you have to commute for hours every day. Many of
us can’t stay past nine or ten o’clock at night to wheat paste or do
other work.
Anie Kandya: I constantly felt that I was missing out, as all of the
important stuff happens when people are just hanging out at the
pub. At caucuses, I often felt that all of the important discussions
and decisions had already been made beforehand.

THE ROLE OF CLASS
While recognising the intrinsic relationship between race, class and
locality, several interviewees believed that class was instead the more
salient feature within student politics.
Swapnik Sanagavarapu: The left on campus and elsewhere is
dominated by privately educated people or people that went to
selective schools. They live in a generally upper-middle class with
all of the cultural and intellectual sensibilities of the professionalmanagerial class.
X: More than anything, I saw a class divide when I first entered
stupol. I immediately noticed the brands of clothing these people
were wearing. That was more of a jarring experience because I’ve
never seen that kind of stuff in my life.
Former Honi editor Ranuka Tandan and ACAR member Khanh Tran
pointed out how involvement requires significant work for little to
no pay, which shuts out many people of low-income backgrounds.
Ranuka Tandan: Editing Honi requires twenty-plus hour weeks,
which makes it difficult to work in other paid jobs. We only get
paid around $220 a fortnight. That wouldn’t cover much more
than your UberEats and late-night Ubers home.
Khanh Tran: Activism is a constant cycle of organising and
building protests. At the end of the day, the people who are
organising at the core tend to be those who can commit the most
time.
X and Tran also noticed that social circles tend to be divided along
class lines:
Khanh Tran: There’s a lot of vibe checking that occurs when you
first get involved in student politics. The high school you went
to plays a significant role in determining which social group you
belong to. These factors are not immediately apparent, rather,
they form a less tangible part of socialising within stupol.
X: Within activist spaces, the people who tend to be friends are
often of the same class more than the same race. You see people
from extremely privileged upbringings forming friendship groups
— most of them are white, but there are a couple that aren’t.

ACAR AS AN ORGANISING SPACE

Baopu He: [I didn’t really consider] the binary between
whiteness, and POC, because it just so happened that we were a
POC-majority ticket. … I was thinking, when observing student
politics, a lot more about the dynamics between international
students and non-international students.
International students often don’t have the privilege of being as
“visible” as domestic students, due to their more precarious status.
Khanh Tran: The reason why [international students are] not as
involved is that sociocultural gap, a very different starting point
in terms of political awareness. And then, after getting past that
entry barrier, how that commitment is maintained.
Importantly, Y thinks that domestic students often exclude
international students and exhibit whiteness, which “is deeply
rooted in Australian culture.”
Y: The game is designed for whiteness, without anything
changing, because whiteness is the mainstream race in Australia.
… Whiteness is more about your culture, not just your skin colour.
SRC Councillor Ashrika Paruthi says that international students
lack information about the SRC, forming a “vicious cycle of underrepresentation”. They say it’s “imperative” to revive the International
Students’ Collective so activists can unite in their experiences.
Ashrika Paruthi: … collective spaces lay the strong foundations
required for the recognition of collective experiences - both
related to suffering and empowerment. … [it would facilitate] the
preparation of a roadmap to recovery from everything that the
community has been through.

ANTI RACISM VS IDPOL
Interviewees contemplated how to promote anti-racism in activism,
without straying into identity politics. Sanagavarapu provides this
distinction:
Swapnik Sanagavarapu: Anti-racism is much more material
in its outlook. It’s much more focused on instances of structural
racism, or political projects that are associated with, or produce,
racially biased outcomes. Whereas identity politics is much
more focused at the micro level on individual or interpersonal
interactions — fixating on the way that people speak, trying to
scrutinise covert microaggressions. I don’t think that is really
mutually exclusive, but care a lot less about the latter and care a
lot more about the former.
While identity politics is antithetical to left-wing organising, people
of colour sometimes feel uncomfortable bringing up race, as they fear
they’ll be dismissed:

Interviewees described the Autonomous Collective Against Racism
(ACAR) as a safe, welcoming space for people of colour to begin
getting involved in activism - there’s a certain energy that doesn’t
exist in other student activist spaces.

Anie Kandya: [I have found myself] not wanting to bring up
race because you don’t want to seem too idpol. It feels like there
needs to be some kind of inherent justification, or case study, or a
particular instance I can point to where [racism] manifests for it to
be taken seriously. But it’s fucking hard to communicate a feeling.

Khanh Tran: I think ACAR is the bridge between [political
newcomers] and the institutional body of activist knowledge.
There’s more of an understanding of the obstacles facing our
community when it comes to being involved in activism.

Misbah Ansari: When white activists dismiss something as
identity politics, it’s a very shallow response. They’re saying “our
approach is a lot more academically and politically superior than
yours” and nothing else.

Misbah Ansari: This year, since the Convenors are relatively new
to student politics, it’s a more comfortable and welcoming space.
It’s a lot more accessible to people who don’t know about leftwing, grassroots politics.

X also points out that conversations about class are almost nonexistent:

Swapnik Sanagavarapu: I think it serves a very important
function of giving people of colour a place to organise around
particular issues that might not get much priority into spaces with
different orientations.
However, some felt that campaigns organised by ACAR — save for
last year’s Black Lives Matter protests — have received less support
compared to other collectives.
Kowther Qashou: When I entered spaces like Enviro and WoCo,
it was very evident that more white people tended to take up
leadership positions ... so [in my experience,] ACAR definitely got
less support from those spaces.
Anie Kandya: The way that I see it is, if white people can’t use
a space to prove to themselves and others how woke they are or
how much they care, then it’s not [prioritised]. Not to say that
their efforts aren’t genuine, but I think often they see spaces and
collectives as what they can get from it.

INTERNATIONAL STUDENTS
2019 Honi editor Baopu He and Y* say that the bigger divide in

Protests, truth and generosity in the COVID age
MAHMOUD AL RIFAI

student politics is between domestic and international students.
Y: I don’t think local students really understand the needs of
international students because they’ve never experienced it.
Our need is understanding and an unbiased view. I think there
is a long [history of] division between the two groups. … The
only time [domestic students engage] is [when] they want me
to translate something or help them with campaigning, getting
votes, that’s all.

X: I feel like class is more of a sore point for these people than
race. When you mention that their families are wealthy, or that
they live in one of the most expensive suburbs in Sydney, most
people will say, “I don’t want to talk about this.” They’re so eager
to distance themselves from money to fit into these spaces.
It is important to remember whiteness is not something that can be
eliminated or ‘fixed’, but it requires a constant introspection that is
perhaps lacking in student political spaces:
Mahmoud Al-Rifai: Whiteness is something that’s very
ingrained, like capitalism. It’s something that really requires a lot
of introspection and sometimes people aren’t willing to do that.
When it comes to addressing whiteness in student activism Mertha
perhaps puts it best:
Amelia Mertha: A lot of people do walk around thinking that
they know everything, that they’ve learnt everything, and they
don’t sit down and listen, in fact there’s a lot of listening that
white people could do still.
*Names have been anonymised to protect the interviewees’ identities.
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How can one be generous to a crowd
that has blatantly put thousands of
individuals at risk?

A

nother figure of truth’ is an annoyingly
broad conception which could be
construed in many ways. Would a
mere shift in the Overton window be classified
as ‘another figure of truth’? Would a new
articulation of a grievance that was once
poorly articulated be ‘another figure of truth’?
Difficult times call for difficult discussions.
And what could be a more difficult time
for us all than the age we have now become
accustomed to: the COVID age? As of 8
October 2021, there have been 240 million
confirmed cases worldwide, with 5 million
deaths. As the adage of Stalin goes, one death
is a tragedy; a million deaths are a statistic.
Add in the economic and mental health toll of
the pandemic and you have yourself a far from
ideal situation.
Now, during such pain and suffering, who
could be doltish enough to protest the few
weapons capable of ending the war against
COVID: vaccines, masks, and lockdown? The
answer: many. Melbourne and Sydney saw
thousands take to the streets in defiance
of lockdown and curfews, readily opposing
medical advice.
Generally, anger is not a very constructive
emotion. It can mobilise, no doubt, but its
utility ends there. These crowds were angry,
violent, and immersed in a version of truth
radically different from our perception of
it. While participants would claim that the
protests were characterised by the pursuit of
freedom and all that is in the ‘public interest’,
their outcomes were violent, harmful and
nothing short of dangerous.
Factor in the obvious far-right presence
and the difficulties enliven to an even
greater extent. The (mis)management of the
pandemic is not the focus of discussion; it is

now a radical, dangerous, irrational crowd that
has dominated headlines. More importantly, it
has led to contradictory rhetoric that is hard
to reconcile.
Police presence is, all at once, criticised,
spurred on and celebrated. It was not just a
workers’ struggle against an oppressive state
of affairs. It had no leader, saw the desecration
of monuments, and was characterised by the
constant reiteration of white supremacist
logic. Yet, in contradiction and paradox, one
can find ‘a’ truth. Not ‘the’ truth, but ‘a’ truth. A
truth that is at once generous and empathetic.
What could I possibly mean? How can
one be generous to a crowd that has blatantly
put thousands of individuals at risk? What
response other than severe condemnation
could deter and address the harm done?
Generosity and empathy are not idealistic
gems, born of a moral tradition and pursued
in absolute terms. One inevitably risks lending
legitimacy to a far-right movement that
capitalizes on the pandemic, unemployment,
and lockdown measures to propagate a
dangerous political agenda. This agenda
enforces a conspiracy theory of a pro-science,
liberal elite, hellbent on destroying their
version of ‘society.’ This movement must
be stopped, but the pandemic has made
it attractive to the disenfranchised and
politically illiterate. Policing these individuals
further cannot yield a positive outcome.
Opposition is an interesting affair. Revolt
against orthodoxy, legitimacy and power is
seductive. Policing opposition does not stifle
it; on the contrary, it lends even more force to
its mechanics and infrastructure. Therefore,
generosity and empathy are required. When
high school friends who make a living off
working on construction sites find a voice
in Islamophobic anti-lockdown crowds
and double down on this narrative when
challenged, I cannot help but feel the standard
approach of policing and the reiteration of
government talking points could never be
useful.
When these crowds reject the science

Protesters at Melbourne’s Shrine of Remembrance in third day of lockdown. Source: James Ross/AAP Images

and the evidence, one must begin to draw
on empathy and generosity to ask why. This
question does not mean to entertain their
flawed and dangerous view of the world.
Instead, this question aims to ensure that
such protests do not happen again.
The ‘truth’, I believe, that should be
pursued from now on is that many individuals
believe a narrative that will get them out
of the slump they are in a slump caused
by the toxic amalgamation of an unruly
state of affairs: covid, lockdown, economic
decline, political and scientific illiteracy,
distrust of government, disinformation. To
label a sizable minority of the Australian
population as far-right neo-Nazis abdicates
us of the responsibility to articulate legitimate
grievances in a way that ensures the growing
far-right movement can no longer draw
on a disenfranchised working class. It also
assumes that individuals are incapable of
change. But even if they are not, one must
always assume that individuals are capable
of progress. Progress is built on the tenets of
faith that our communities, which are made
up of people, can be persuaded. The rhetoric
of forceful anger against protestors goes
against this basic grain, for their opposition

and marginalisation is a source of legitimacy.
Perhaps a truth that recognises the
failures of a government before and after
COVID, a truth that sees protestors and their
baseless views as symptoms of a difficult
and existential threat, will yield the result of
delegitimising the far right. The manifestation
of that truth would require us to do away
with our labels and anger and implore us
to radically lift and invest in the welfare of
the Australians who were hit hardest by the
pandemic. This would require a change in our
rhetoric, our solutions and economic nous.
Yet finding this truth is difficult. It would
require generous engagement with a side
that is not so generous. It would require
disregarding the sheer damage and selfishness
of protestors. But there is, in the words of
Foucault, a certain pleasure that arises from
doing so, since this access to another form
of truth not only helps us make sense of
irrationality but equips us with the capacity
to prevent illegitimate manifestations of
legitimate grievances. This begins with
generosity.

Hope, trauma, and the homeland
NAZ SHARIFI
Reflecting on inter-generational
trauma.
“Even the air of this country has a story to
tell about warfare. It is possible here to lift
a piece of bread from a plate and following
it back to its origins, collect a dozen stories
concerning war—how it affected the hand
that pulled it out of the oven, the hand that
kneaded the dough, how war impinged
upon the field where wheat was grown.” Nadeem Aslam, The Wasted Vigil

T

hursday 15t August 2021 was not
an eventful day in suburban Sydney
but thousands of kilometres away,
in Afghanistan, the world seemed like
it was ending. For some, the world did
end on that day, and everyday since.
As the Taliban paraded the streets of
Kabul again, it became reminiscent
of the 1990s, the only difference this
time was that the Taliban spoke perfect
English and it was all captured on highdefinition footage around the clock. The
entire world erupted and watched on in
fascination, in fear and in pity as to what

would become the state of Afghanistan.
I, on the other hand, sat solemnly
at my desk feeling numb. I thought
about my family who would be targeted
for being Hazara, I thought about my
childhood home, I thought about the
young people who had built their entire
dreams based on a free Afghanistan. A
dream that was pulled out of their chest
and left to bleed out on the pavement.
A dream hanging from the sky, betrayed
by the same people who had promised
freedom. I thought about why I deserved
the luxury of comfort while my fellow
Afghans were facing their worst fears. I
thought about my great grandparents
surviving a genocide. But above all else, I
thought about how helpless I felt. These
feelings were not new, they are felt by
all young Afghans living in diaspora. We
carry these feelings with us like a shadow,
etched into the very fabric of our being.
These feelings connect us to our heritage.
These feelings are a result of being
born into the cradle of war, built on
intergenerational trauma, and fuelled
by recurring catastrophes. Afghan youth
are not strangers to any of these. On
that Thursday, we were reminded of how

deep this trauma reached. A trauma that
came in waves, built a home in our lives,
and changed how we saw the world. Our
trauma is not prompted by events, by
words or actions. It is the kind of trauma
that becomes a loyal companion, one that
lingers on the possibility of hope. And as
we watched on from afar as the remnants
of hope crumbled, we came to the sombre
realisation that we were not going to be
the last generation as we had thought—
the last one that would be burdened by
this fateful companionship.
Another generation would continue
to be displaced, forced to flee, and
become numbers in a case study. Another
generation would be forced to choose
between surviving and their dreams—
just like my parents had to. Another
generation would be void of a childhood,
of peace, of a homeland. Another
generation would be sold the dream
of safety at the cost of their heritage
and their identity. This war did many
things, but one of its most destructive
achievements was to steal youthfulness
from our young.
Just as the war stole our childhood,
people claimed it gifted us resilience and

strength. What they did not realise is that
resilience came at a price too high. This
rhetoric of resilience led to invasions, to
massacres and to an entire generation
feeling the heaviness of strength.
All we wanted to do, even for a
moment, was stop worrying about
whether the next phone call would bring
news of death, or if Afghanistan would be
on the news again for another “misfired
missile” on a children’s school. All
Afghan young people wanted to do was
to be young, to not fight for every ounce
of freedom. All we wanted was simply to
be, without expectations.
We knew deep in our hearts that this
was not possible. There was too much at
stake, too much left to fight for. We knew
how it felt to have our childhoods and
youth stolen and to feel responsible not
to let yet another generation be lost to
the same fate. We knew how important it
was that we continued advocating when
the world simply moved on.
It was a lonesome journey but we
knew if we did not commit, another
generation would be lost.
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Ultimo’s KMT building: a Chinese Australian monument
LUCAS KAO
The history of the CNPA building.

W

hen walking along Ultimo Road
heading for Chinatown, one will
encounter a white and blue building that
stands apart from its surroundings. The
building was the headquarters of the
now defunct Chinese Nationalist Party
of Australia (CNPA), a foreign branch of
the previous ruling party in China. To the
untrained eyes, the building is simply
an architectural curiosity. However, for
Chinese Australians, it is a monument
to their unique political and cultural
identity.
Chinese Australians have been
seeking to build a home, a “jia”, in this
land since the birth of Federation and
the White Australia Policy in 1901. Many
were inspired to fight for their place
by the anti-imperial and democratic
republican project playing out in China
under Sun Yat Sen.
The CNPA was born during this era.
The goal was to create a sense of belonging
for those that stayed behind after the
Gold Rush, united by a common language
and culture. It also sought to build a
diverse community that was open to all,
with no gender bias nor discriminations
against clans, affiliations, and ethnicities.
The party also contributed to the antiimperial cause in China, which had hoped
that change in the Mainland would dispel
the culturalist attitude against which the
White Australia Policy was established:
a belief that the Chinese culture was
‘backward’ due to its imperial history. In
research by Mei Fen Kuo and Judith Brett,
it was estimated that the CNPA ranked
third for overseas affiliate donations to
the Republican forces.
The building was purchased during
this period, in 1921, to serve as the
headquarters of the party. With it,
members worked tirelessly to improve
Chinese Australian welfare. Chinese
newsletters were published to keep the
public informed, many were assisted
in finding jobs, some formed unions,
whilst the party held events and picnics
to help recreate a semblance of home
in Australia. These initiatives sowed the
seeds for an idealistic, community driven

future.
Unfortunately, in 1925, Sun Yat Sen
passed away and with that, there were
seismic changes in the fortunes of China
and the Chinese-Australian community.
His successor was generalissimo Chiang
Kai Shek who decided to forgo the
democratic effort for which many had
fought. Under him, thousands were

executed in purges against Communists
and labour organizers, and the Chinese
political landscape was forever changed.
This shift was reflected in the CNPA
as well, with the Chinese-Australian
efforts against White Australia suddenly
turned against its own. According to

John Fitzgerald, a party purification
committee purged around 3000 members
from the Sydney branch — roughly 50%
of the membership.
This moment in the CNPA’s history
marks a profound conflict within
the
Chinese-Australian
community
of the time. It forced them into the

two opposing camps: pro-Nationalist
Republicans against Pro-Communists.
A fellowship of shared language and
culture was no longer sufficient to keep
the peace.
From 1928 onwards, the Sydney
headquarters was turned into a spying

station against ethnic Chinese in Sydney.
Files were kept on those who were critical
of the government in China and the
CNPA went from fighting for the rights
of Chinese Australians to betraying the
community to protect a distant mainland
elite.
As the world marched solemnly into
the 1940s, great civil unrest continued
throughout China. Chiang’s Chinese
Nationalist Party saw its demise during
this period, fleeing to Taiwan in 1949.
Power was then transferred to the ruthless
Chinese Communist Party, under which
political and class persecution became a
norm.
Despite unrest in the mainland,
conflict did not further seep into the
Chinese-Australian community at the
time, as thoughts of consolidation now
occupied their minds. The community
became more diverse, helping refugees
from all corners of Asia to escape
political persecution at home. Broad
ethnicity and shared trauma became a
new uniting force. Many were given a
home in Chinatown and sustained by
a community largely healed from the
previous decades of division.
An organised effort against Chinese
deportation, a product of increased
scrutiny under the White Australia policy,
featured heavily as well. Though major
cases were lost, small cases led by CNPA
affiliates, such as Martin Wang, were able
to successfully prevent the deportation
of five people in 1949.
Out of the ashes of conflict, a
community was seeing itself heal
and thrive. Under this rehabilitation,
the CNPA also reclaimed its role as a
community institution. Gone were the
days of espionage and surveillance,
the CNPA began to organise sporting
competitions for youths and adults.
The building stands today as a
mark of reconciliation for the thriving
community. Many were without family,
fleeing persecutions, or simply lost, but
all saw a home in Australia. Eventually,
what they had dreamed, had become
a reality. In 1957, Chinese people with
fifteen years residence in Australia could
apply for naturalisation. White Australia
was officially abolished in 1973, allowing
this land to be called home, a “jia”, for
Chinese Australians.

Lady Newtown’s guide for respectable sharehouse stoners
LADY NEWTOWN
ART BY FERGUS
BERNEY-GIBSON
Etiquette for baked
babes.

W

hether you’re living
in an overpriced
terrace or you’re smoking
out the window of your
parent’s house, there
are many things you can
do to become a more
considerate stoner.
Regular
stoners
might be nose blind,
but they most definitely
still stink (especially
to non-smokers and

asthmatics.) Bongs, pipes
and cones are great, but
they are very pungent;
not the best option in a
less tolerant household.
Vapes are a discreet
stoner’s best friend,
but if you’ve built up a
high tolerance, they’ll
be less effective and hit
you slower. Make sure
to clean your equipment
frequently. Give those
babies a dip in rubbing
alcohol every once in a
while (your lungs will
thank you later). And
clean up after yourself,
too — avoid leaving your
filthy paraphernalia out
in communal spaces.

Don’t smoke inside
unless you’re in a wellventilated
area
or
unless your housemates
don’t care. It’s best to
smoke outside when
you can; we’ve all seen
the pictures of walls
that have been exposed
to long-term smoking
(bye-bye, bond!). If you
live in a sharehouse, it’s
important to be open
with your housemates
and figure out everyone’s
tolerance.
It’s
not
just housemates you
should consider — some
concerned
neighbours
may
threaten
to
report you, and some

considerate
landlords
may threaten to evict
you. If your housemates
and
neighbours
are
uncompromising,
it
may be time to find a
more
stoner-friendly
residence.
Etiquette
can
sometimes be tricky and
awkward to navigate for
stoners, but it’s a must if
you live in a shared space.
So mind your manners
dearies!
Disclaimer: I am not
an expert, just a simple
recreational enjoyer of
cannabis.
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The wicked witches of the Inner-West
ALICE TRENOWETH-CRESWELL
ART BY SHANIA O’BRIEN
Ghosts, gargoyles, gardens.

T

he Annandale Witches Houses come
alive as dusk begins to fall. On the
northern end of Johnson Street, the
row of gothic manors sit high atop an
imposing stone wall, looking down like
Shakespeare’s crones on passers-by.
Kennilworth, Highroyd and Hockingdon
each command a towering, eerie
presence, but none arrest the spirit
as forcefully as The Abbey. Gargoyles
chatter away at the top of the mansion’s
turrets, gazing out on Blackwattle Bay
now glimmering and churning with
reflections of city lights. The Lady in
White wanders the lonely halls of The
Abbey, and the women painted onto
intricate tiles reminisce about the rowdy
parties of the free-love era.
The sandstone walls of The Abbey
have borne witness to over a century of
mischief, magic, and Masonic rituals.
Today, families file past on their way down
Johnson Street to play by the waterfront,
and drunken teenagers stumble by after
long bacchanalian nights of drinking
at Jubilee Park. All the while they spin
yarns about the rambling old home and
its mysterious former residents.
Rumours of the house’s haunted
history swirl around Sydney’s Inner West.
Mediums gathered and ghost hunters
trawled the halls in the 1970s, carting
their ectoplasmic machines in search of
the paranormal.
“I’d say we are good and haunted,” Dr
Davis, former owner of The Abbey, told
Woman’s Day in 1967. “The front door
opens and there are footsteps that sound
as though someone is coming up the
stairs, but when we investigate, there is
no one to be seen.”
For decades residents have slept with
the light on. Doors slam shut of their own
accord, pets become highly strung, their
fur standing on end, and neighborhood
kids are sent running by a peculiar
presence in the dungeon. The mysterious
sound of bells and ghoulish bagpipes
haunted the Davis family, following
them into the old music room and
encroaching on their domestic peace.
Deceased relatives are known to appear
from time to time. Dr Davis’ wife saw
what she believed was the ghost of her
father watching her ominously from the
belltower. Mrs Davis herself is thought
to have returned following her own
death. And time and time again, former
residents claim to have caught a glimpse
of a female figure — the Lady in White —
haunting the manor of an evening.
“Once, I was in the music room and
her ladylike footsteps came in the front
hall, up the steps and into the room,
which went cold … I couldn’t get out fast
enough,” Francesca Davis told the Daily

News. One witness insisted the lady
was the victim of a 20th century murder
enacted during a brief period when the
manor served as boarding house for
private schools.
The house is filled to the brim with
ghoulish statues. Sandstone lions
decorate the now-manicured front yard
warding off the faint-hearted, severed
heads adorn bedroom doors and stone
figures are decorated with droplets of
red paint. The crimson wallpaper still
covering communal areas harks back to
the mansion’s 19th-century construction
— decked out with wooden paneling and
faux-gothic furnishings.
The Witches Houses were built
in 1881 by John Young, the former
Mayor of Sydney, father of the bowling
green, engineer of London’s ephemeral
Crystal Palace, and builder of much of

at St Mary’s, and modeled the house on
the Scottish baronial manors she was
accustomed to. Yet, despite its gaudy
interior replete with quatrefoil motifs
to garner good luck, The Abbey didn’t
do the trick. Young’s wife never arrived
and the house remained uninhabited
in the mayor’s lifetime. Young was a
high-ranking Freemason and his cultish
tendencies extended to The Abbey’s
decor. Tessellated paving, Masonic
trefoils and eight-pointed stars are
dotted throughout in friezes and tiles,
leading many to believe the property was
briefly repurposed as a Masonic Lodge.
Young’s unrequited love wasn’t the
only heartbreak witnessed by The Abbey.
In the 1920s, the house was acquired by
prominent solicitor Ernest W. Warren,
only for his wife to die in a car accident
several years later. Afterwards, the house

St Mary’s Cathedral. He pioneered the
construction of Annandale, attempting
to establish the suburb as a rival to
wealthy eastern enclaves like Darling
Point. In Young’s own house, just steps
from the Abbey, he created Australia’s
first bowling green and opened it up
to the public, making way for an iconic
Aussie take on an age-old pastime that
has kept seniors out of strife and given
barefoot twenty-somethings an excuse
to drink beer in the sunshine ever since.
The Abbey was constructed as a
gift for Young’s wife, Eleanor, to lure
her away from England. He pieced
together stained glass windows, stole
numerous gargoyles from his day job

was reconfigured as apartments and a
variety of families moved in. Whilst it
couldn’t give Warren the sanctuary he’d
hoped for, it provided comfort and refuge
for working-class families with nowhere
else to go. The children who grew up in
the mansion ran rampant around the
area, or so they say. They played hideand-seek at the local public school,
scooted about the factories and dived
into Blackwattle Bay when the summer
heat got too much.
The Abbey brought artists and writers
into its orbit too: Mark Twain is said to
have stayed the night there, and novelist
Christina Stead penned her final works
under the exposed beams and vaulted

ceilings of the Abbey’s spacious studios
and living rooms.
Geoffrey Davis moved into The Abbey
in 1959. It was the year that Six O’Clock
Rock hit the screens and the Sydney
Opera House began construction. Davis
filled the house with old LPs, magic
lantern slides, cloisonne vases and
collections of seashells. There was never
a dull day in Davis’ Abbey. From time to
time he would fill the swimming pool up
with trout and the family would spend
the day casting lines into the water.
Davis was a prominent surgeon
and pioneered the provision of birth
control and safe abortions in Sydney
and internationally. He was a member of
the Sydney Push, a left-wing intellectual
subculture that grew out of Sydney Uni
and the pubs in its surroundings. Robert
Hughes, Frank Moorhouse, Eva Cox and
the like spent long nights at The Tudor,
Flodge, and the British Lion debating leftwing libertarianism and the philosophy
of John Anderson. Their parties at The
Abbey were notorious.
Bottles of wine balanced atop piles
of old books, couples curled up on
couches beneath stained glass windows
and huddled under The Abbey’s gothic
archways. The Bushwacker Band took
the stage and leftie folk sounds echoed
through the property, drifting all the way
up to the turret where guests hid away
from the crowds. Academics, artists, and
activists poured in until the early hours
of the morning. And when the sun peaked
over Blackwattle Bay, Davis was known to
push the party-goers out the back stairs
with a wooden broom.
Eventually the sun set on the
Sydney Push and the wild nights at the
Abbey came to an end. Ivy grew over
the sandstone facade, wallpaper slowly
peeled away and dust began to fester and
settle in untouched corners of the castle.
Davis died in 2008, and a year later
his children sold the property to Ann
Sherry, the CEO of a cruise company.
The smoke stains left by bohemian
water pipes and French cigarettes
were scrubbed away, the disintegrating
floorboards were replaced, and the
dungeon — once motheaten and mystical
— has been repurposed as a cellar and a
yoga studio. She revived the once junglelike garden into an inner-city Garden of
Eden. Passionfruit, rhubarb, and lettuce
grow plentifully, the grotto is filled with
tulips and bougainvillea clambers up the
gate, enveloping the mansion in vibrant
colour.
Just last week The Abbey was put
back on the market. The $15 million slice
of history will cast a spell on a new family
and entangle it into the house’s mystery,
just as it has former residents for over a
century. “I’ve lived elsewhere for years
and years and years, but it was always
there,” Davis’ son Gervase told House and
Garden magazine. “It was always a part
of us.”
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The Cows of Corstorphine
MARLOW HURST
ART BY SHANIA O’BRIEN
USyd’s hidden heard.

A

fter rust appeared in the 1861
and 1863 wheat crop of Camden
West, things looked pretty grim.
As an agricultural town that had pivoted
heavily to flour production, lucrative
sales to the Sydney market were critical
to the region’s survival. But that wasn’t
the end of Camden West, not at all. In
1885, thousands of acres of the Camden
Park Estate were subdivided into smaller
plots and sold off to interested buyers.
Among them was GA Porter, and it was
his farm Corstorphine, dubbed after the
Scottish town of the very same name,
that sold the first bottle of Camden milk
to Sydney.
Acquired in 1954 by the University
of Sydney for use as a Veterinary
Science facility, Corstorphine Farm was
purchased with three £50,000 grants
from the Interdepartmental Committee
on Wool Research, the Australian Meat
Board, and the Australian Dairy Produce
board. On top of that, the Rural Bank
of New South Wales provided £10,000,
the Commonwealth Bank of Australia
£7,500, Grazcos Co-operative Ltd. £2,000,
the Bank of New South Wales £2,000,
Imperial Chemical Industries of Australia
and New Zealand £2,500, and Wiliam
Cooper and Nephews (Aust.) Pty. Ltd.,
£500. To say it was a farm designed by
committee is an understatement, with
ten financiers (including the University

itself) Corstorphine had a whole cabaret
of capital concerns.
But beyond the board rooms and
banks windows there lies a farm like
no other. Nestled on the banks of the
Nepean River, rich, alluvial soils that
have fed the lush pastures required for
dairy. Upon those fields of verdant green,
350 Freisian cows roam on hoof and trot.
From day to day, they munch on emerald
grass and bask in the radiant Camden sun
— living a bovine life of leisure. According
to Kenny Oluboyede, Dairy Operations
Manager at Corstorphine Dairy, the herd
has been “blissfully unaware of the whole
COVID situation.”
And Kenny cares deeply for his
“beloved cows.” While he says there are
too many to name, each has their own
number and staff know “who’s who” in
the herd. So who is who in the herd? Well,
while there aren’t any notable friendships
amongst them, they all get along pretty
well with one another and, more notably,
with their handlers. The Corstorphine
routine is “stress-free and easy-going.”
From before the rise of Camden’s blazing
sun to just after its twinkling stars make
their evening appearance, farm staff
are hard at work feeding, milking, and
making sure their ruminant charges are
safe, happy, and healthy.
However, after a virtual tour of the
farm itself, the authors of this article are
able to paint a creative picture of life on
the pastures. Blossom, a white cow with
a heart-shaped spot on her forehead,
is best friends with Babyccino, a light
chestnut calf. They spend summer days
grazing in the vast fields, bathing in the

How to actually make your
garden bee-friendly

lambent light of the sun.
But when they’re not frolicking,
they’re hard at work. Every year,
these Friesian Friends produce
about two million litres of fresh
Australian milk for the Sydney
market. Sold commercially, the
proceeds of these sales partially
offset the farm’s operating costs
and supports the research and
teaching conducted on site. From
VET6310 to VET6102, all the way
to AVBS1002, Corstorphine and
its cows support a range of units
and projects in the School of
Veterinary Science. Before COVID
struck, improvements in calving
and treating lameness were the
watchwords in Corstorphine’s
break room, research that can
hopefully soon continue.
Milk production has luckily
not
been
affected
though.
Corstorphine diligently supplies
its milk to Bega Cheese, which
then processes it into wellknown products like pasteurized
milk, iced-coffee, yoghurt, and of
course, cheese. These products
connect students who live and
study in and around campus to
our lovely Camden cows, even
if they choose not to brave the
treacherous thirteen-hour journey
to the estate. So next time you’re
mixing yoghurt into your morning
muesli or assembling an evening
cheeseboard, just remember to
thank the cows — the Cows of
Corstorphine.

MAXIM ADAMS
ART BY MAXIM ADAMS
Tips for the wanna-bee gardener.

I

love Spring because the insects come out.
Greeting the sun, baby mantises skittle
out of their egg cases, mosquitoes whine
through the air to peddle their grim wares,
and my garden comes alive with bees. From
their phenomenal memory for geography
to their surprising facility with the concept
of zero, bees deserve their place as the
public face of all insects, and for millennia
have been a source of fascination, terror
and consternation. For me the dominant
feeling is melancholy. It’s impossible to
contemplate their wonder without also
recalling colony collapse, extinction crises
and their mysterious disappearance,
echoing catastrophic declines of insects
worldwide. This dread drove me down the
rabbit hole of research into how to make my
garden more pollinator-friendly, and I hope
the fruits I’ve gleaned may be of some use
to someone.
If you want bees in your garden, you
need flowers (truly I impart great wisdom).
Yet the challenge, of course, lies in picking
which ones to get, especially whether to
opt for native or exotic cultivars. I love
native gardens perhaps more than the next
man, but bees are surprisingly flexible. Our
backyard marigolds are a crowd favourite
among the stingless bees, and blue-banded
bees go absolutely berserk for a hit of Thai
basil nectar (albeit flying too fast for me to
ever photograph, the bastards). Honeybees
are even more versatile pollinators, who
delight in everything from low-lying clovers
to the upper reaches of a bottlebrush.
Scientific research broadly says the same:
different plants attract different species of
bees, but anything with flowers is enough to
get started.
While the variety of plants isn’t
particularly important, as long as they have
sustained and extensive blooms, what is
important is how you plant them. A rookie
error is to sequester lots of different flowers
into individual pots; a bee-friendly garden
should instead have sprawling bushes,
covered in dense blooms. When a worker

On jacarandas in bloom
EAMONN MURPHY
ART BY ELLIE STEPHENSON
On the spring staple.
“There rose a Purple Creature —
That ravished all the Hill —
…
Creator — Shall I — bloom?”
(Emily Dickinson, 1863)

E

very year, a purple creature blooms.
As spring fades away, as coats find
their place in wardrobes, forgotten,
and as late sunsets bathe the city in
crimson light, we gaze at the jacaranda
trees that ravish the hill.
To be precise, Emily Dickinson spoke
of the gentian, but I feel that her ode
rather suits the jacaranda. Dickinson’s
frosty New England isn’t the spot for a
subtropical tree, but here, it abounds. The

jacaranda mimosifolia hails from distant
Brazil, and in the mid-nineteenthcentury, a specimen was planted in
Sydney’s Royal Botanic Garden. A wave
of indigo flowers began to flow across
the city, and the jacarandas flooded the
streets in delicate rain.
When I was little, my mother told
me a story about the jacaranda. Once
upon a time in old Sydney town, there
was a midwife, and to every little baby
that she brought into the world, she gave
out a little jacaranda sapling. As each
family arrived back home, they planted
that little sapling in their front garden
— the jacarandas sprung up everywhere.
Whenever I see a jacaranda, I like to think
of it as a tribute to a certain, long-lost little
newborn. The Australian poet, Douglas
Stewart, wrote, “The jacaranda flames
on the air like a ghost,” and as I reflect
on this, I think of the new baby from
another age, lying beside the sapling, the
two growing as one, the blond-haired boy

“As the violet trumpets burst from their stems,
we coo. The trees flaunt their blossoms, filling
the late spring air with honeyed perfume, and
we’re mesmerised.”
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learning to climb the auburn trunk, the
first kiss below the boughs, the man, now
grey, hobbling over to collect the fallen
twigs, and the jacaranda standing proud
for centuries after him.
Doesn’t a jacaranda in bloom bring
the same joy as a twinkling newborn?
As the violet trumpets burst from their
stems, we coo. The trees flaunt their
blossoms, filling the late spring air with
honeyed perfume, and we’re mesmerised.
We gather in hordes, the Magi bowing in
worship. We take countless photographs,
savouring the ephemeral moment.
We find joy in knowing that when the
jacaranda comes to life, good things are
on the horizon.
The jacaranda is the bringer of the
jollity that is summertime. Once the
flowers wither, weaving a bruised lilac
carpet on the footpath below, we’re there.
The sunrise swims, meditating in the
wide blue sea, the strawberry ice-creams
that melt in the afternoon sun and the
evening barbecues that float into the
morning.
Some lament that the jacaranda
incites a “purple panic,” a result of
the synchrony between its bloom and
university examination periods. I think
that it’s a welcome sign of the beautiful
times to come. I have always waited
impatiently for the jacaranda to bloom,
for the purple creature to ravish the hill,
for the ghost to flame on the air, and I
cannot wait to spot the first hints of a

blossom this year. Recently, I heard from
a friend who wrote that this summer will
be the one she muses on when she’s old
— the flowering jacaranda will herald the
occasion.
The late Argentine poet, María Elena
Walsh, once sang…
“La vieja está en la cueva
Pero ya saldrá
Para ver que bonito nieva
Del jacarandá.
The old woman is in the cave, but
she’ll come out to see how beautifully the
jacaranda snows.”
Romanticism, of course, can be
indulgent; for so many, this summer will
not be a thing of beauty. Yet, I hope that
when the jacarandas bloom, we can see
how beautifully they snow, and dream
just a little.

bee dances to communicate the location of
a flower patch, the duration and urgency of
her movements reflect how abundant the
nectar is, which in turn attracts others to
tune in and follow her on a second journey.
I’ve seen first-hand how a chance visit
from a single bee to a blooming cherry tree
quickly avalanches into a veritable swarm.
In any bee-oriented garden, it’s ideal
to have variety: there are over 200 species
of bee in Sydney alone, each with its own
preference of floral height, colour and
shape. For some, their tongues are so short
that a bell-shaped flower is forbidden fruit,
forever out of reach. Hence, opting for a
hearty combination of flowering trees,
bushes and ground cover is the best way
to get as many visitors as possible. If you
want to leave the casual servers and enter
the world of ranked competitive gardening,
then choosing species with different bloom
timing, to cover as much of the Spring–

Autumn period as possible, will add further
panache to your design.
If there were one simple action you could
take to help our pollinators, it would be to
stop using pesticides. A determined worker
bee can travel many kilometres in a day,
thus any one garden won’t make or break
a day’s foraging. On the other hand, the
tiniest traces of insecticides or fungicides
can be lethal for native and European bees
alike. Nurseries and garden centres, with
seedlings grown under the fluorescent
lights of sealed greenhouses, sell us a
myth of perfection in which all plants are
verdant and unblemished; not so in nature.
Precluding a freak locust swarm, pests may
pilfer a few leaves but rarely kill their host
plant, so I promise your backyard will live
without the help of sprays. A well-seasoned

garden will also come to harbour predators
that regulate the numbers of caterpillars
and aphids with little-to-no human
intervention. From my bedroom window,
I can watch spider wasps determinedly fly

into cobwebs and capture the unwitting orb
weavers, the hunter becoming the hunted
as the two predators keep each other in
check. This is a delicate balance, best not
ruined by the whiff of pesticide.
The secret is that a pollinator-friendly
garden is a wild garden, mimicking fields
before we partitioned them into backyards.
It’s simple in concept but enormous in all its
implications. A tidy flower patch is of course
better than nothing, but to truly love bees
is to embrace chaos, and to let nature take
its course.
Alternatively, there is the option of
cutting out the middleman and setting up
a hive all of your own. A bee is a simple
creature, unaware of your toils, and tender
care radiates such warmth and humility. To
me, it is just so human. The most seasoned
keepers I’ve met refuse to squash even
a single worker when they check on the
brood or swab the comb for honey. While
not really my area of expertise, I extend two
pearls of wisdom I’ve gleaned in my meagre
years: firstly that “stingless” bee is more of
a name than a description, and secondly
that the smell of banana coincidentally is
the same as honeybees’ danger pheromone.
Good luck.
I’ve reserved space here for a pet peeve
of mine: bee hotels. If you’ve never seen
one, it’s a cluster of hollow sticks, designed
to mimic the habitat of elusive solitary
bees (widely acknowledged as the “sigma
males” of the insect world). People trip
over themselves to buy them, entranced
by the prospect of entomological clout.
And yet, this particular emperor is starkly
naked. When insect visitation is actually

measured, the hotel is exposed as more of
a mausoleum, overrun with invasive species
and predators like the parasitoid ichneumon
wasp (see below). I personally find the wasps
pretty endearing, though bear in mind my
ideal woman has an ovipositor. Still, solitary
bees are a worthy addition to any backyard,
and to house them you don’t need artificial
tunnels, but rather trees and shrubs whose
branches will naturally form hollows as the
garden matures.
Carl Sagan once postulated: “If you wish
to make an apple pie from scratch, you must
first invent the universe.” The less quoted
corollary is that if you want to save bees in
your garden, you must first invent an entire
ecosystem. There truly are no quick fixes:
a thriving bee community needs nothing
less than a healthy balance of flowers,
habitats and even natural predators. It’s
a microcosm of the futility of individual
action in the face of impending climate
catastrophe, and the anxiety I feel is very
similar. Do we judge our actions on their
morals or their consequences? Is it worth
the effort better expended in collective
action? These aren’t answerable questions,
so I can only heed what I know to be true: if
beekeeping is an act of humility, saving bees
is an act of grace. Planting a flower, holding
off on pesticide or resuscitating a tired
worker with nectar — even if kindness is
not its own reward, these gestures still carry
hope and empathy. To me, that is enough.

Alana Louise Bowden
January 29, 1986 – October 4, 2021, Aged 35

I

t is with broken hearts that we write of Alana
Bowden’s passing.
Alana graduated with cross-disciplinary Honours in
Theatre and Performance Studies and Studies in Religion in
2020, winning the University Medal with an outstandingly
original thesis at the intersection of those two fields.
Alana was destined to become, in her own words,
an “Academic-Witch” and an “interdisciplinary artist”
discovering “the intersection between performance,
gender, art and magic through embodied and collaborative
experience.” Within these two departments she “had found
a home – and perhaps more importantly, envisioned a
future.”
Alana’s dream was seemingly ripped from her when
University of Sydney management tried to axe both of her
beloved departments in one foul, cost-cutting swoop at
the beginning of 2021. As Alana articulated, “this visceral
experience of devaluation and anxiety [for creatives within
universities] is nothing new.”
Alana refused to accept the proposal, nor the erroneous
fiscal logics underpinning it. In 2021, instead of commencing
her PhD, she instigated a campaign to save her two beloved

departments: Save USyd Arts.
It was within this context that we, students of the Save
USyd Arts campaign, came to know the incredible force that
is Alana Bowden.
Alana’s warmth lit up a room – or a Zoom – and inspired
our hearts and minds to believe, to care and to act. Her heart
and humanity came forth in every interaction, a testament
to the power, energy, creativity, and light that drove her, and
as a result drove all of us. She was the campaign’s brain, its
vigour, its creativity, its persistence, and its power.
Because of Alana, and the staff and students she inspired
into activity, the Save USyd Arts campaign successfully
saved both of her two departments from being closed down.
This win was but a seed of what Alana could have won
at the University and against slimy, corporate bastards
everywhere in the years to come. She was a magical warrior,
a no-bullshit bison ready to butt heads with management
even when others felt powerless. That fearlessness will
forever remain a lesson to us.
It is perhaps the greatest of all tragedies that after
securing a future for Theatre and Performance Studies and
Studies in Religion at the University, Alana was never able to

begin her PhD, nor was she able to carve out the radical new
niche in spiritual-performance academia for which she was
destined. All of our minds and existences would have been
richer for this.
Alana will forever be remembered. In every struggle
against the dismal careerists, neoliberal hypocrites and
corporate vandals who now perch like gargoyles atop the
University of Sydney, Alana Bowden’s passion, politics and
power will be reaffirmed. Alana will give us all strength and
creativity as we fight for our education again, just as she did
throughout 2021.
Alana was hungry to defeat the “Future FASS” restructure
and course cuts in their entirety. We will continue this fight
with her power within us.
Alana lives in all of us to whom she gave such light.
She is the spider on the wall.
She is punk.
She is loved and remembered by all of us.
Students of the Save USyd Arts campaign
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The life of a “regular”

The troubles of translation: Squid Game
SOO CHOI
ART BY LAUREN LANCASTER
This article contains spoilers for
Netfllix’s Squid Game.

I

n the final scene of Squid Game,
the protagonist Gi-hun confronts
the Front Man, the organiser of
a competition where 456 selected
contestants,
all
burdened
with
insurmountable financial debt, play a
series of Korean children’s games with
deadly consequences in the hopes of
winning a life-changing cash prize. Gihun, unable to forget his traumatic path
to victory, says to the Front Man: “it
wasn’t a dream.” Except, Gi-hun doesn’t
actually say this at all.
Squid Game, a surprise global hit,
is possibly the most successful Korean
series of all time, and is on track to the
be the most popular original Netflix
show ever. To the millions of Squid Game
viewers around the world, the series’
accessibility is dependent on the subtitle
and dub tracks offered by Netflix. While
I cannot speak for other subtitle tracks,
the English CC subtitles, which are the
default setting for most Netflix users
otherwise primarily consuming Englishlanguage content, appeared to differ
repeatedly from the Korean dialogue.
One such example: the addition of Gihun’s “it wasn’t a dream,” although he
says nothing of the sort in Korean.
The
difficulty
with
assessing
translational ‘accuracy’ lies in the fact
that translation is fundamentally an act
of interpretation; the fact that there are
54 notable modern English translations
of Beowulf alone indicates that objective
accuracy is elusive, or even meaningless.
While subtitles are often considered
more akin to objective transcriptions
rather than literary works, scripts, just
like novels, must be interpreted. Such
choices are often clearly seen in the
translation of culturally specific terms,
like the Korean word hyung, used by
men to refer to an older brother, or
close older male friend. Hyung connotes
social intimacy, and so, when Sang-Woo,
an embezzling investment manager,
invites Ali, a Pakistani immigrant and
fellow contestant, to call him hyung,
the subtitles translate this as Sang-Woo
telling Ali to call him by his first name
instead of ‘sir’. While the subtitles forgo
a literal interpretation of hyung, they
preserve the social significance of the
invitation, which implies a more casual
friendship.
While it’s clear that culturally specific
terms must be somewhat localised to
the target language, the Squid Game
subtitles appear to do this rather
inconsistently. The word oppa, although
now corrupted in social consciousness
by koreaboos and K-drama parodies, is
used by women in three main contexts:
referring to an older brother, referring
to a close older male friend, or referring
to a romantic older male partner. When

Mi-nyeo, a cunning woman with an
unknown past, tries to convince Gi-hun
to be her partner for the fourth game, she
calls him oppa, translated as ‘babe’ in the
English CC subtitles. While I would say
this is a justified choice that reflects the
intimate and potentially sexual tone that
Mi-nyeo is invoking, when she similarly
tries to convince Deok-su to recruit her
for his team in a game two episodes prior,
her use of oppa is translated as ‘old man.’
Notwithstanding the fact that the latter
is also not an entirely correct translation
of the word, the inconsistency of the
translation in similar contexts raises
questions around the soundness of the
subtitles.
I should acknowledge here that
many of the awkward translations in the
Squid Game subtitles do not functionally
impede the viewer experience. Where
the subtitles read as the Front Man
saying, “you should celebrate” to Gihun following his victory, rather than

Korean and consequently undermining a
later scene where Ali fails to understand
Sang-Woo’s explanation of the rules of
the marble game, foreshadowing SangWoo’s ultimate deception that leads to
Ali’s death.
A more heavy-handed example arises
in the final confrontation between Gihun and Il-nam, when Il-nam reveals
himself as the original mastermind of the
game, who chose to compete in his dying
days to ‘feel something.’ When Gi-hun
asks Il-nam if he got what he wanted,
the subtitles for Il-nam’s response begin
with “hell yeah,” even though in Korean,
Il-nam does not give any such affirmation
before the rest of his reply. The insertion
appeared, in my view, awkward and
uncharacteristically flippant, altering
the composed conversational tone
Il-nam had maintained. The issue
however, is that my gripe with the
subtitles is dependent on my personal
understanding of the character; what is
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calling herself a ‘dream girl’, seems an
unnecessary choice when no similar
phrase is originally used, and stunts the
flow of the dialogue.
As mentioned, there is no clear
answer as to how one can identify,
let alone remedy, subpar translation.
Translation
will
always
be
an
approximation, vulnerable to awkward
and out-of-context choices; the show
could even be seen as self-aware when an
American VIP comments, “Squid game —
what an odd name.” But, in increasingly
viewing foreign-language content, we, as
consumers, must also recognise subtitles
as necessary endeavours to place works
in new, and sometimes unyielding,
contexts. If Bong Joon-Ho implores us
to overcome the “one-inch-tall barrier
of subtitles,” we must also think of who
builds those fences, and why.
Ultimately, foreign-language content
is becoming more accessible and more
popular through the globalisation of

HARRY GAY
What do we owe to those who serve
us? What do we owe to those we
serve?

E

very shift at work, I have a routine
I follow during my lunch break. I
walk a predetermined route and
stop by all the local haunts, greeting
those inside and picking up all the
same meals. When I walk through the
doors, the person behind the counter
gives me a warm smile, and I follow suit.
More recently, we’ve had to rely on the
crinkling of our eyes or the raising of
eyebrows to signal a hello, but it is an
acknowledgment of the other’s presence
nonetheless. After the usual pleasantries
— “Hi, how’s it going?” — but before I
even begin to order, they already know
what I want: “Crispy Pork Banh Mi?”
“Toasted Ham and Cheese Croissant?”
“King Prawn Nigiri?” Or sometimes they
even just say: “The usual?”
Thus is the life of a “regular,” and
there’s something comforting about
the relationship between me and the
person behind the counter. It is a fleeting
ephemeral one. We both know why I am
there, and we can talk as much or as little
as we want. There’s a feeling of safety in
this repetition, of getting “the usual.”
And sometimes, after visiting enough,
you get benefits: mates rates, discounts,
a free drink. I am rewarded with my
loyalty, that I chose this place out of any
other to return to.
On the other side of the counter, you
feel similar joys. There’s a feeling of pride
in remembering people’s names or orders,

and catching up with how they’re doing
in life. When I worked at Pizza Hut, I
made sure to try and remember all the
names of our regular customers. I would
ask them how they’re going, and often
give them free food for their continual
return. I can still recall the names and
orders of some of our most frequent
customers.
Adam:
Double Pizza Meal
1x Deep Pan Super Supreme Pizza
1x Traditional Pepperoni Pizza
1x Garlic Bread
1x 1.25L Bottle of Pepsi
John:
1x Medium Cheese Lovers Pizza
1x Can of 7Up
Sara:
2x Large Thin Cheese Lovers Pizzas
1x Cheesy Garlic Bread
All three customers would come in
or dial up everyday for the two years
I worked there. It became so frequent
that I knew if they were calling by just
seeing their phone numbers. It got so bad
I would complete their sentences, even
doing so when they read out their card
number — needless to say, I noticed that
their debit card had changed the next
time they ordered.
In many ways, the life of the regular
has been simultaneously strengthened
and strangled by the recent lockdown.
Forced to go for walks within a 5km radius

In many ways, the life of the regular has been
simultaneously strengthened and strangled by the
recent lockdown.
of our homes has meant not only the
discovery of local cafes and restaurants
you might never have been to before,
but more importantly the strengthening
of the relationship with the businesses
you frequent the most. What might have
been an occasional trip to your local
corner store or cafe, has now become a
desperate lifeline in your daily activities.
The frantic trip up the road for a coffee
has become the saving grace for families
and couples, soothing boiled up tensions
and making the grind of work that much
easier while locked indoors. At the same
time, businesses you might have gone
to more frequently pre-lockdown might
have lost their revenue stream and have
closed up for good. While you have
lost connections with some businesses
forever,
new
relationships
have
blossomed with ones closer to home.
All
these
relationships
are
transactional in nature. We come and
go for a particular product. When
an employee gives out freebies, it is
rewarding the customer for their loyalty
to a particular brand. But why would we
do this? We don’t owe anyone anything.
Most of the money will be going to the
boss. We have no reason to reward these
people or, as a customer, to be rewarded.
In giving out freebies and discounts
to regulars we are collectively
acknowledging our struggle under

capitalism. The person serving us is
almost never the boss, nor are the people
coming in every day. When we had
mothers struggling to put food on their
table, we gave them extra food or slashed
their prices. When a man slept in his car
just outside our shop, we brought him
a free box of pizza everyday so he had
something to eat. The stock price for
these foods is ridiculously low, and so I
knew that the corporate oligarch of Pizza
Hut could spare a few cents to help those
in need. In giving out free food, providing
discounts, and forging friendships across
the counter, we are creating a kinship
between humans, making life just a little
easier, and reminding us that we’re all in
this together.

Bring back the home aroma
‘congratulations on your victory,’ or
an entire range of quite abrasive cuss
words are mellowed by their frequent
translation to “freaking” or “goddamn,”
the point can still be made out by the
viewer. Even where the subtitles are
noticeably off, viewers can still rely on
the visceral audio-visual aspects of the
series, which may lessen the importance
of subtitle ‘inaccuracies.’
But, for a show that writer-director
Hwang Dong-Hyuk spent over ten years
creating the dialogue for, where should
the line be drawn for the subtitle quality
that is owed to viewers? A starting point
may be where the translation alters or
omits key parts of characters. For example,
Ali refers to Sang-Woo as sajangnim,
a term of respect roughly translated
as ‘sir’ or ‘boss,’ and calls Il-nam, an
elderly player with a brain tumour, ‘old
sajangnim.’ The subtitles however,
translate both terms of address as ‘sir,’
failing to convey Ali’s slightly awkward

Literary translators into English often earn less
than a living wage, which arguably shapes
a lack of respect for, as well as the quality of,
translation work.

to say that the translator didn’t include
hell yeah to reflect what they perceived
as a more casual conversation? Another
explanation perhaps lies in the fact that
these are the English CC subtitles, as
opposed to the English subtitles which
appear to differ. If the CC subtitles are
intended also for those who may be hard
of hearing, are such additions intended to
convey tone that cannot be ascertained
solely from written language?
But, even if the additions were
intended to convey tone, this isn’t
something that is standard practice
in English CC subtitles for Englishlanguage content. And despite the
difficulties of assessing the accuracy of
Squid Game’s subtitles, it is clear some
of the English CC translation choices
are unnecessarily awkward, and had
clearly available alternatives. When Minyeo attempts to solicit Sang-Woo as
a teammate, she says to him in Korean
‘I’ll do whatever you tell me to…you’d be
surprised at what I can do’. The English
CC track however, translates this as “I’ll
be your dream girl all night long … I’ll do
anything you tell me. I’m not a regular
girl.” The latter removes the more subtle
sexual undertones of the invitation,
couched in the language of being an
obedient teammate, and ultimately, put
simply, sounds tacky. A grown woman

streaming platforms; shows like Money
Heist, Kingdom, Call Your Agent!, just
to name a few, rank across Netflix leader
boards. In 2021, Netflix is investing
US$1 billion in Asian original content,
and is now turning to African original
content following the release of its first
original South African series Queen
Sono. Yet, Netflix regularly outsources
and underpays for translation work, with
Glassdoor showing wages as low as US$6/
hr, and online testimonies claiming that
Netflix offered pay of 0.08€ per word
translated. As David Bellos observes,
literary translators into English often
earn less than a living wage, which
arguably shapes a lack of respect for,
as well as the quality of, translation
work. If Squid Game is any indication
of how valuable non-English-language
content will be for Netflix going forward,
investment in original content must be
accompanied by a wider discussion of
what subtitling is, and how to support
those who undertake it.

LUKE MESTEROVIC
On missing the comfort of home.

I

t’s the smell, I tell people. That’s how
I’d know I was home. I’d stumble
through the front door after an
anxiety-ridden day and be greeted with
the smell of home. Everyone knows that
scent; it’s neither good nor bad but you
know it so well that you can’t imagine
life without it.
You love it because it’s more than
a scent. It’s a sigh of relief, to know
that you can tear your shoes off, have
a shower and let the tempo of the day
wind to a gentle close. I never realised
how much of a luxury it was to feel that,
and I couldn’t imagine what it’d be
like to lose it. But in lockdown, as our
homes have become classrooms, offices,
libraries and lecture theatres, they’ve
lost what made them homes to begin
with.
Home — what was once a retreat
from the stresses of work and university
has now become the source of those
stresses. Every decibel of our formerly
public lives now reverberates into our
bedrooms, kitchens and bathrooms
from our phones and computers. We no

longer have a place to escape the noise,
because the noise now lives amongst
us, its every utterance keeping us from
relaxing. How can you find the serenity
of your home when you’re not allowed
to leave it?
I’m writing this in the backyard,
on our splintered bench that wobbles
in the wind. I’m out here because this
is the only place in lockdown where
my mind will let me finish a thought.
There’s no internet. Just a gentle breeze,

have to find my zen tomorrow. Again.
Back in my bedroom, I join the
meeting room. Camera off, with the
laptop tilted a fraction to the right so
people don’t see the Star Wars poster I
haven’t taken down since year three. It
seems that every tutor’s fear is talking to
a wall of names, so faces flicker onto the
screen, a gallery of lobotomy eyes and
mouths ajar. They’re staring at me as I
speak, every twitch, shiver and stutter
a sign of my omnidirectional anxiety.

Home — what was once a retreat from the stresses
of work and university has now become the source
of those stresses.
the rustle of leaves and the blades of
grass between my toes. Yes, there are
the hideous shrieks of the cockatoos
who are currently having an orgy on the
garage, but the backyard has maintained
a semblance of serenity nonetheless. I
have to enjoy it while I can, because I
have roughly an hour before my laptop
overheats and begins to burn through
my trackie dacks. I try to meditate, but
my phone interjects – I’m reminded that
I need to remember that I have a Zoom
call on soon. That’s fine. I guess I’ll just

Radio silence in the breakout room.
The hour’s up, I slam the screen shut.
Ten deep breaths. Eyes closed. Vinegary
droplets stream down my arm. I need
some time – just a moment – to switch
off and try to relax. An hour later, I’m
learning who WatchMojo considers to
be the top 10 bald dudes. But instead of
focusing on Vin Diesel’s polished dome,
all I can think about is how I haven’t
started an OLE that is due in under
a week. The noise is too loud – I can’t
study or sleep. I’m in purgatory, lying in

limbo between the shame of what I am
and the guilt of what I ought to be doing.
If I can’t spend a few months in my home
without going insane, how can I possibly
get anywhere in life? Let it all stop. All
I want right now is to walk through that
door and smell the home aroma.
This article is about a month in the
making. It’s taken that long because
my ego and I can never decide on the
ending. I wish I could unfurl my secret
to overcoming the stresses of lockdown
and communicate it to you through wit
and literary flourish. I wish I could tell
you about how I’ve started a hobby farm,
or a Zoom hip-hop dance crew, or got
into a really healthy routine that’s kept
my body at the top of its game.
But I can’t. I have nothing to offer
you but comfort. The comfort of knowing
that it’s not just you, that other people
also freak out and sweat profusely
during Zoom meetings. The day will
come – I hear it’s soon – when we’ll be
able to step into our homes again, to
amble through our front doors and be
greeted by that sweet, homely scent
we each know and miss. Until then, I’ll
be out here on the bench. Enjoying the
serenity and waiting. Either for the noise
to leave or for my laptop to overheat —
whichever comes first.
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Inpatient
NIAMH GALLAGHER
People’s Choice Fiction.
There’s a snail in the laundry, slippery and
prone; wrapped in filmy gauze and crunchy
shell. She’s followed the trail of the morning
glory through the broken window and down
the rusted tin of wood lacquer. I recognise the
restless look in her slow-motion gaze. The tag
on the back of my t-shirt scratches dully and my
left eye keeps twitching – I got up too late, the
milk is sour and clumpy. I think of the tins of
sardines in my cupboard and wonder when I’ll
grow to hate the grit of their tiny spines on my
teeth.
The washing machine is stuck, souped shut
with grey slimy water. I can hear the clothes slap
against the hull. The manual is on my laptop,
carefully balanced on the moulding pillows we
all forget to put inside when it rains – it always
comes so quickly. I squat down and wrench the
dial open. From the wheezing machine gushes a
tsunami for the slug and the abandoned sock at
my feet. I watch the inevitability of gravity snake
into the soil, sweet fertiliser for the jacaranda
and fern. I stick my hand inside the opening,
run a finger round the circumference and feel
circular segments slide with me. I grasp an end
gently, and it begins to roll out. Soft clinking of
pearl on high-shine metal, it slides and slides,
but I cannot find the end. Intertwined like some
kind of spell are long strands of bluish hair,
cobalt zip ties and wispy feathers tied in cherrystem knots. My calves hurt; I want this to be
done. I grope deeper inside the void and it coils
around my hand – pulls back with a force which
finds the morning glory pulsating with jealousy.
–
A spider resting on the part of my nose I
can only see with one eye. Hirsute lover of my
blinking appendages, she kisses soft but stings.
I wonder with a dim curiosity what she is doing
with this body. I see with the strangest clarity
her sweet boba eyes glimmer on to my own. A
pin-prick on my jelly gaze. Scuttle, squeeze,
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scrape – she’s gone. Later I shiver as she
explores the interior of my skull, laugh softly at
the disappointment she must feel. Someone else
has already spun a web.
Icy steel on my back. Insects crawling over
my thorax, my thighs; trying to find their kin.
They glint in the light. They slice me open
like a cold spoon in melon. The x-rays don’t
show where she’s gone, the nimble spinner!
But they’re finding webs all along my bones,
dripping with dew. They stop to admire the
work, stick sanitised fingers in the crimson soup.
Hold the silvery strands up to the light, twisting
a finger round and round. Small neat stitches all
over the body, an army of unsatisfied ants.
–
I spend my days staring up at the sky through
the dripping grate above me. Inertia whispers
through my eyelashes, curves down my ear, rests
in the hollow of my collarbone – exhausted from
the exertion. This room is a circular receptacle
for my sodden thoughts, clumps of hair and
slimy suds rendered soft carpet. Eventually
the stink of wild orchid body wash and purple
shampoo sluices from my ears, but it clutches at
my hair, slick and sticky. I learn from the spindly
nurse (who peers down and echoes) that there is
an official consensus on my condition. I scrunch
my nose and try to look past her obscuring face
and into the clouds. I’ve absorbed the spider,
but if I stay down where I am it might, if it’s not
entirely gone, crawl back out. I nod obediently,
but I can feel her, all eight legs tip-tapping on
my spine. I run a finger along the scars, wonder
if I should let her in.
Footsteps above me, a light stride that isn’t
the nurse’s small pattering. They stop, and my
view of the sky is ruptured by a face – a lovely
face. Oaken eyes, aquiline nose; smoky pearls
dangling at their ears and a sepia bandage
curled round their neck. They mouth something
to me, but I cannot read their whisper through
the grate. The face disappears. I’m left with the
lingering grasp of their dragonfly fingers curled
over the grate, dirty half-moons reaching to
touch.
–
I’m allowed to come up sometimes, to
lounge on pillows tattooed with mould. It takes

The San Catalina Resort
CAITLIN MARINELLI
Shortlist for Fiction.
From across the sea, a leaky old boat was
destined for the shores of San Catalina. Palm
trees stood quietly; long shadows draped over
golden dunes. The sun grazed the hairless head
of Jorge Ramierez as he, out of habit, adjusted
the lapel of his blazer. Through glints of light
that shone through fingers as he looked out
upon the horizon, a silhouette amidst the mirage
emerged. A young man, pale cheeks flushed and
glasses slipping down his slick nose, stepped out
of the boat.
“How do you do, Mr. Alexander Roscoe?”
Jorge Ramierez said. “If you follow me this way,
we can check you in.”
If one was to ask Alexander what brought him
to San Catalina, he would respond plainly that it
was the most beautiful isle south of the tropic.
It had long surpassed topic of conversation at
the Country Club – where his mother’s friends
would talk at great length of their latest visit –
and was firmly settled in the consciousness of
Vermont intellectuals. Not to be outdone by
the likes of academics and widows, Alexander
had given himself an indeterminate amount of
time off work to vacation the south. This was all
perfectly understandable given that the funeral
– which he had no intention of attending – was
set to occur this afternoon some hundred miles
north. No matter, the proceedings were sure to
go off well without his presence, his mother and
sisters would see to it.
Indeed, San Catalina a sun-soaked paradise,
the likes of which he had seen only glimmers
of in watery pina coladas, crab infested sands,
and evenings filled with a million flittering
mosquitos. Promises of romance blew through
the breeze as it threaded the half-naked bodies
scattered across the sand. Bellhops, all starched
black slacks and red caps, carelessly kicked up
sand as they carted away trays and glasses. And,
how divine was that breeze! Scents of salt and
sea, fragranced with coconut and oil and rum.
Alexander followed the deft footsteps of the
concierge across the beach, leaping onto the
garden path that led unceremoniously to The
Reception Hall.
The concierge said, “If it pleases you, I can

take your suitcase up to your room while you
sign in,” and Alexander passed him the case.
His sandy sliver toed shoes tapped like a
typewriter on the tiles of The Reception Hall.
He was still yet to message home regarding his
absence. It could wait…although, since he had
the opportunity, perhaps he should inquire if
The Resort was even able to send off telegrams
so far north. The funeral was surely underway
and now, after such a fool hearted endeavour,
what could there possibly be to say to the
grieving widow. Mother STOP, no, too direct,
Dear Mother STOP I apologise for missing
Father’s funeral STOP, that would not do either,
best to pretend the telegram had been sent
before he had missed the funeral, as to elevate
assumptions, albeit correct assumptions, that
he had purposefully evaded the funeral, Dear
Mother STOP I regret to inform you that, too
long, Dear Mother STOP I cannot go to Vermont
STOP Condolences Alexander. Perhaps it would
be best not to send a telegram after all.
At the other side of the Reception Hall,
a man with a guitar case tapped the elevator
button, swearing under his breath.
The receptionist smiled up at Alexander
and asked him if he would like the room on the
top floor or the one closest to the beach. No, it
would not do to send a telegram and he would
not inquire. It would risk spoiling the trip.
“Goddamned elevator…”
Alexander looked over at the musician,
noting the large yellow aviators that obscured
his face and the sliver of torso that shone
through that gaudy print shirt. Then a woman
entered in The Reception Hall and pressed the
elevator button. Through the sepia tint of his
glasses, the pretty young thing scrunched her
nose and smiled at Johnny.
Perhaps the room on the top floor would
be best. Sweeping views of the peninsula, the
morning breeze from the balcony; solitude,
typewriters, wine. Perhaps too secluded
however…
“Where is that young woman staying?”
Alexander asked as he gestured to the woman
who scrunched her nose at the smell, perhaps,
of the musician. The receptionist did not know
where that beautiful woman was residing. No
matter, the top floor would do.
As the receptionist handed over his room

me half the time to allow my eyes to unfurl, to
accept the glistening sunlight. There is a tree
in the corner of the yard, strangled by vines.
Both are brown and withered. I see the lovely
face I saw before. They’re leaning over a rotting
fence. Hey. Their high voice lies thin and raspy
on the tilting breeze. I try to say it back but a
soap bubble emerges instead. They laugh, and
in it I grasp a twitch of birdsong. It strips my
tongue of creamy muck, the spider scrambles to
hide behind my liver. It’s ok, they say with wry
comfort; I’m not too good at talking these days
either.
They’re much older than I first thought; I
didn’t catch the web of wrinkles around their
mouth. Silver-flecked hair rushes down their
back and an old noise band adorns their tank
top. The tattoos along their chest have turned a
watercolour abstraction of fathomless green. A
long scar glints on their neck, soft blue from the
veins mapping it. Be careful, a Bowerbird might
try and take you home, I say, pointing to the scar.
There’s still a soft gurgle to my speech, some
underground spring rushing up. Oh they already
have, and with this wiry proclamation they open
their mouth and twitter a mechanical chirring.
The heat of the day travels from my sticky
thighs to my cheeks. A hidden Myna bird
squawks. Some opalescent fear of being rude
robs the question from my lips, but determined
it writes itself onto my sun-turned face. I was a
singer once, got sick of it. Their throat constricts
and up comes a rattling cough. Sick from it? I ask
softly. You could say that – the looks of people
when they heard my voice and wrapped me neatly
in their soft-venom of identity. Anyway, I heard
about these doctors from my great-aunt. She trains
Dalmatians and wanted to be close to them. She’s
got these great big splotches all over her now. They
shake their head at the memory, hair swimming
in the movement. Oh, I interrupt, excited, I think
I saw those doctors too. I follow their well-worn
gaze along the scars rippling my arms and legs.
They shake their head and beckon to me.
I’m not so used to walking these days, shaky and
wet. When I reach them, they sniff, and frown. I
forget that I’m immune to the smell of sulfates
and bleach. They reach out to my down-turned
cheek and carefully remove a long clump of dark

hair, carefully pasting it onto the fence next to
a pock-marked relic of chewing gum. Grasping
my hand, they run my fingers over their scar.
We both shiver. How can you do it? I try my own
call but it’s all suds and echoes. They reach out
their own hand and lightly press on my voice
box. The spider jumps. You won’t be able to
do it. They changed out half of my voice box and
frankensteined it back up with a Bowerbird’s. I can
feel it, the stitches and the slightly larger lump
to the left. Did the bird die? I mean, was it already
dead? Their face becomes inscrutable, almost
chastened. I try to clear my gurgling throat;
the spider seems caught in the swell. Familiar
footsteps down the stairs behind us. I look up
to see which nurse it is, and when I turn back
around, they’ve flown their perch. Can’t you
come in – didn’t I see you before? I whisper out
into the decaying palm fronds, broken tongs
and abandoned fridge. Some ancient council
clean-up left to obscure the view. The nurse
reaches around my arms and whispers like a
knife; you need your rest. Escorted back down to
the hollow of my skull.
–
Something is tracking slowly across my
cheek – only the snail. She’s made a big journey
down here, from window to detergent-stained
tiles. I pull my hand and out comes the end of
the necklace. I feel its warmth, its wetness. Rub
my eyes, see the sun dripping into the strangled
jacaranda.
I’m heaving home the shopping when my
eye is drawn to a slender speckled bird pulling
up worms from underneath someone’s rosemary
bush. The worm glints and I lean over the rusty
fretwork. Freshwater pearls robbed from the soil.
I whisper softly. Oh. One indigo eye stares deep
and long. She’ll come out soon enough. The end
rips out with a drizzle of dirt, the bird evaporates
with the treasure.
Bending down to pick up the slumping bags
my diaphragm surprises me with a heaving
cough. A huntsman the size of my palm crawls
out of my throat. In horror and wonder I watch
her shake off the viscous dew, the trail of snot
caressing her teddy-bear abdomen. A farewell
nip behind my ear and she’s over the fretwork,
spinning out webs of tendon and vein.

key, she mentioned that the Jazz Lounge on
floor three had recently been refurbished, a
famous musician – disguised as a lounge singer!
– was to play there that evening. Jazz was not
Alexander’s genre of choice. In truth, he would
rather appear a tad pretentious, listening to
Bach, stretched out a sunlounge with a glass of
wine and Dostoevsky, than court the idea of a
night out in the smoky haze of some sordid jazz
lounge.
Yet, as he entered the Jazz Lounge that
evening, it was clear that the normal staples of
drunks gulping cheap cocktails and coloured
musicians banging on instruments were not to
be found in San Catalina. Low tones of a dark
voice and the airy deep vibrato of saxophones
soared with the soft tinkles of piano. The
musician’s fingers curled upon the keys, back
arched like a writer at his desk and microphone
kissing his lips, as his body contorted to match
the contours of the music. As the musician
looked around, Alexander followed his gaze and
there, only a few stools down, sat the woman
from the elevator.
Alexander had never been one to ogle
beautiful women. In his life there had been
too many to come by and most could be easily
won with a cold shoulder and a smile. Yet this
woman was quite remarkable. Eyes transfixed
at the mirror behind the bottles at the bar, she
made no move. The condensation from her everwarming glass of tonic dripped a perfect circle
upon the napkin; undrunk.
Jorge Ramierez, having found a moment
to himself, leered in the doorway of the Jazz
Lounge. He smiled as Mr. Johnny – a daft
pseudonym made up by the distinguished
musician –stepped off the stage. The bosses
would be pleased with him bringing business
to the hotel – three shows a day five nights a
week. With his airy floral shirt and a white blazer
swung over his shoulder, Mr. Johnny drifted to
the bar, nearing the unsuspecting Mr. Alexander
Roscoe.
The musician slid down the bar, knocking
Alexander’s elbow as he said, “She’s a beauty,
isn’t she?”, and it seemed the musician’s thought
mirrored his own – albeit far more lecherous.
The musician swept back his long hair, greased
by sweat, and sat upon the plush barstool. As he
crossed his legs, pink socks flashed against the
yellowing ends of bell bottoms.
“The most beautiful I’ve seen since I
arrived,” Alexander said as he turned back to his

whiskey.
“Barkeep, another round for the both of us.”
Johnny flashed a charming smile and a rolled bill
that refused to flatten. “She barely looked at my
set. I thought I would get to play guitar here, they
said I would get to play the guitar. But they just
want me to play piano and sing.” Johnny smiled
at the businessman – for he certainly looked the
business-type with his horned rimmed glasses,
jutted jaw, and tailored suit.
The businessman turned back to the woman
as he said, “How strange is it, that two men such
as ourselves, despite our dispositions, despite
our paths, can be led to the same desire for the
same woman.”
Johnny agreed. As he looked to the woman,
he saw the raw jewels that adorned her slight
fingers, and her rebellious spark of amber hair.
Yet it was within the tenderness of those fingers
and the softness of the smile that played upon
her lips, that she seemed to sing a rhapsody of
truth and freedom that synthetic music and
record deals and cocaine could never provide.
He was possessed by the thought that to be
loved, even for a night, by a woman like that,
would be enough.
Yet, Alexander knew that his own desire for
the woman was unparalleled. His desires and
sufferings alike were far more realised than the
charades of suffering orchestrated by famous
musicians costuming themselves in the poverty
of a lounge singer. No, this was true suffering;
the absurdity of inane conversations repeated
in different mouths at the garden party or the
country club or the office or father’s funeral.
Only she could satiate it.
Oh, how those men suffered, for they looked
so destitute at the bar as they stole glances at the
woman. How terrible for the rich and the famous
to look upon their lives and realise that it is
not enough. Jorge Ramierez, steadied himself,
surprised that he had indulged in the pity of men
who would never know his name.
“Enjoy your drink, I have a woman to attend
to,” Johnny said as he shrugged on his white
jacket.
“Wait a moment. If it is not too bold, I must
say that I feel as though myself and this woman
are perfectly destined for each other. Perhaps it
is I who should approach first.”
The musician laughed in his face. “It seems
that we have reached an impasse for I, too, feel a
connection with this woman.”
The businessman offered a tight-lipped
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smile. “It would seem that way.”
“Hullo there!” Johnny called over to the
woman.
“Stop it,” Alexander said.
“She can’t hear me.”
“She’s ignoring you.”
Johnny eyed the businessman suspiciously
as he began to walk towards the woman. The
businessman shadowed him; breath heavy on his
collar.
The two men stepped towards the woman,
and…how strange. Upon closer inspection, those
eyes were milky and that skin, soft and iridescent
but a moment ago, now emanated that slight

yellowing hue of jaundice. When Alexander
looked upon her face, some off-coloured milky
discharge secreted from the hollows of her
sockets. When Johnny looked upon her ears, he
could see that they were covered in clumps of
wax and flecks of dried blood. Her rouge lips, too,
seemed no longer crafted for song, but to bare
desiccated scabs.
“Can she not see us?” Alexander asked.
“Is it at all possible that she can, but will
not?” Johnny said.
“Don’t be a fool.”
“Well then what do you suggest?”
“I suggest you leave and allow me to speak

with her.”
“Not likely! If anything, it is your presence
that disturbs her.”
Although Jorge Ramierez knew that a man
of conviction was a hard man to change, he
half supposed the two men would recoil at the
woman. It was to his pleasure that the revelation
of her falsity only heightened the fervour of their
pursuit. No matter what the men did to ingratiate
themselves to her, be it to throw money at her feet
or wave in her face or pull at her hand, she did not
stir, and they in turn felt that they had not tried
hard enough yet. Of course, it was easier to blame
themselves, blame each other. Because to not be

seen at all was as painful as it was humiliating.
So, the two men, as worldly and honest as
they thought themselves, indulged in histrionics:
arguing with the other, swearing at the other,
casting insults upon the other. And the woman
simply sat, drink untouched, gazing at her own
reflection.
The two men continued to fight and, with no
clear winner in sight, Jorge Ramirez quietly left
the Jazz Lounge to attend to another guest, who
was destined to arrive shortly.

Swan

outside our window sometimes, pausing every
now and then to gaze reverently at the muddy
little river by our house as if standing at the
mouth of the Thames itself, and think, god help
us. She has lost her mind.
When we first arrived, our primary work was
forgetting the past. This was especially difficult
for my siblings, who grieved for everything we
left behind – believing, as they did, that all of
it would soon be rubble. But I faced a different
kind of grief, namely that of a sixteen-year-old
girl who is ripped from the burgeoning world of
adult sexuality and dropped in a corner of the
earth where the closest thing to a male presence
is the badger in the reeds. In short, I missed
men. I longed to be looked at by them, and to
look at them back; I missed everything that was
implied in that exchange, all the hesitation and
superb, awkward theatre, which really is the only
fun we English can have in our otherwise squat,
domestic, endlessly prosaic lives. I was back in
the orbit of my mother, the undifferentiated
state. I watched her at night in the bed across
from me, her mouth stupid and wide open in
sleep, producing guttural noises that kept me
awake in the darkness. “Why do you sleep with
your mouth open?” I asked her one morning.
“I’m just saying,” I went on, “it’s not that hard
to close your mouth.” For a second she looked
like she might kill me, right there. My siblings
stared at me over their breakfast as if they feared
for my life. But then she just turned back to the
sink and kept on cleaning. “You can swap with
your sister,” she responded flatly. “She can sleep
with me.”
The other form of work, which was mainly
my mother’s, was to outlast the rest of the
world. This meant self-sufficiency, which meant
food, and if she found transforming our sodden
patch of land into the source of our livelihood
a daunting task, she didn’t show it. All day she
plowed into the earth like some mad settler,
leaving us to wander along the river for hours
on end. “Don’t go too far,” she told us once, in
lazy fulfillment of her maternal obligation, but
honestly, what did she suppose we might find?
We were alone for miles in every direction; she
had ensured this herself. We were so alone that
while we waited for her sad-looking crops to
grow we faced a three-hour drive each week to
the closest Sainsburys. “Would you come find us
if we got lost?” my sister asked, in her annoying,

guileless way. At this my mother paused. “Of
course I would,” she said seriously, then kept
digging.
Nature has a strange quality here. Things
seem dreamlike, suspended, and I can never
say exactly why. As we walked along the river
that day the October light was pale and buttery.
I watched a fly lift off the tip of a reed and
disappear over the water, where my brother and
sister were wading up ahead. I trailed behind,
listening to their laughter and answering the
occasional questions they stopped to ask.
“When do you think we’re going home?” my
sister asked me. My brother was poking his head
into a washed-up log somewhere ahead of us.
“I don’t know,” I replied. She looked at
me as if waiting for something more. “Why?” I
continued, “You don’t like it here?”
My sister considered this for a moment. Her
face was thoughtful, her mud-stained hands still
at her sides.
“What about dad?” my brother said,
running back toward us. “If the world is ending,
maybe we should find him.” My sister nodded
in agreement beside him. “Maybe he could stay
here with us.”
To this proposition I had no response, so I
turned away and kept walking. The truth is that
my siblings haven’t seen our father since they
were four years old, when he left my mother for a
woman who worked at the hairdressers and wore
cheap body spray. I have this information from a
monologue thrust upon me at the age of eleven,
which is the only time in my life I have seen
my mother cry. From the backseat of her car I
watched her grip the steering wheel so hard her
nails went white, and listened, dumbfounded,
as she related the story of the woman our father
left her for. It was around this time that she
developed a disdain for all the women in our
neighbourhood, including the one with the
red nails. It is also then that she began
the project of erasing our father’s existence
from our lives, to enter a state of disavowal so
consistent it continues to be almost admirable.
And so I couldn’t answer my brother’s question
because in a way, our father does not exist. As
far as our mother is willing to acknowledge we
are three random homunculi, spawned into
existence by the same force of will she was using
at that moment to make crops grow from the
most destitute English soil I have ever seen.
Thankfully, my brother seemed to have

already forgotten the question. My sister shot
me a last meaningful look and seemed to accept
that it would not be answered, running ahead to
join him in her baggy mud-stained jeans. The
river was turning a pale, cloudy colour, I noticed
then, almost mossy, like a fly’s wing. I had the
sense that somewhere else, somewhere miles
away, the world was burning.
It was early November when we found it. My
brother came into the house looking breathless,
with an urgency in his manner that made us turn
towards him. Maybe we were bored. News of
any kind, after all, was news we weren’t getting
elsewhere. Maybe we were eager for action, or
beauty, neither of which the English countryside
was supplying in abundance. Whatever the
reason, when he spoke we stood up and followed
him through the yard, each pausing when we
saw it. “There’s a swan in the river,” he’d told
us. We blinked at him stupidly. “No, it’s caught,”
he said, “it’s caught in the banks.”
It looked as if it had been there for days,
lying in the reeds with its enormous wings laid
beneath it. In the city I’d seen birds dead from
cold, but in this slower, muddier death I saw
something different, something less haunting
and more strange. It seemed not to be breathing,
its neck draped across the bank like something
within it had snapped loose. But the river was
misty that morning, the light so otherworldly,
and for a few backward moments none of us
could be sure if it was dead or still dying.
“Should we help it?” my brother asked.
“No,” said my mother. “Don’t touch it. It’s
already dead.” She was right, of course. And its
body itself, the physical cage, was also dying.
There was a hole in its chest where a wound had
been, and out of it was tricking a clear liquid
that wasn’t blood, more like rusty water. It had
been shot, I figured, or maybe attacked. Maybe it
had struggled, or just surrendered, knowing its
fate was already ordained. Suddenly my sister
reached down and touched it, stroking its huge
muddy wing with the back of her hand. When I
glanced at my mother she looked almost tired.
“It’s dead,” she said again, but we had already
heard her. We already knew why we were here.
This was the outer edge, the furthest point away,
as far as our lives could carry us. This was the
boundary at the end of the world.

GRACE ROODENRYS
Shortlist for Fiction.
This is the end of the world. That is what
my mother says: my mother, who also says
that the woman down the street is having an
affair because she paints her nails red and is
prone to long absences on Friday evenings. I
am not saying my mother is wrong about these
things, but merely that she has a tendency for
exaggeration, which is exactly what I told her
when she sat us down one morning and said,
the world is ending. Everyone you know is
going to die. Her voice was so serious then that
I couldn’t help laughing: a mean little laugh
that mocked her grave silence, and she shot me
a look of contempt that said, you have no idea
what is coming. Or, I am a mother, you are not.
And what could I say to that? You can’t argue
against a mother’s will to protect you from the
world’s end, imaginary or not. Beside me my
little brother was rubbing sleep from his eyes,
as if still trying to apprehend why she’d woken
us. “The world’s ending?” he asked. “People will
die?”
“Yes,” she replied. “Yes.”
“Don’t believe her,” I told him later. “Don’t
believe her, she’s insane.” But honestly, there
was a moment when she was speaking when
I hadn’t been so sure. I had turned toward the
window and seen council bins in rows and tiredlooking yard plants outside, and for a second
everything appeared so worn, so close to giving.
When I turned back to her she was looking right
at me with a gaze so knowing I had to look away.
The truth is that I have always suspected my
mother knows something more than me, that
she is smarter than she seems. This still is not
especially smart, but it is something.
England. A rainy, miserable island at the
edge of the world. Crammed inside my mother’s
car as we left the city, I began to contemplate
the unspeakable possibility that I could die, at
sixteen, in fucking England. The longer I sat
considering this the more I felt compelled to
open my door and make a rolling-dive for it;
I could be a hundred metres away, I figured,
by the time my mother stopped the car, and
what was she going to do, come in after me?
That’s a shame, she’d say, watching me flee
over the moor. Let’s carry on then. But I sat
pondering the prospect for too long. Soon we
arrived at a grubby, tin-roofed house whose
slanted structure gave the whole thing a look of
exhaustion, as if it had been longing to fall over
and die since first erected. There was an expired
smell in the air that seemed to be coming from
a muddy-looking river beside us. “When it
happens, we won’t even know from here,” said
my mother from the driver’s seat, and I realised
with horror that she was right.
My mother thinks the world is going to
end at 12am on January 1st, 2000. She believes
this not on the basis of any religious nuttery
but rather on the grounds that at the turn of
the millennium every computer in the world
will crash, and every human structure run by
machine will come down with them. As for
my brother and sister, who have had five years
less the privilege of observing our mother, they
appear all but sold: they ask things like, what
about people who are on planes at midnight? or
where will all the money go?, to which she replies
somberly, I don’t know guys, or, breathing out
deeply and shaking her head, really, I just don’t
know. As for myself, I really haven’t thought
about it too much. I’m not sure, in my heart, that
I care if the world ends or continues; either I will
be dead in the ground in a year or I will still be
in England, and the way I see it, these fates are
not so different. My main suspicion is that my
mother herself doesn’t believe it, that for all her
exaggerated maternal commotion, she knows
not a word she’s said is true. I see her working

A Ballad on the Boardwalk
WILL SOLOMON
Shortlist for Fiction.
Sitting some six-hundred metres west of Praça do Comércio,
On a Southern post of Portugal’s coast, a man with a needle in his hand
Attempts to touch me.
With The Woman In the Dunes by Kobo Abe in my hands,
I am resting, reading on the bay. The novel is about sand, you could say,
A woman, a man, and other things.
A battered voice begins to sing – A frail man by the bank,
Leaning on the breakwater brick – He’s purple and pale, sick.
A calloused king, hair mank, thick.
He’s wearing a woven hat, sandals slapping at his scabbing heels,
Near enough to where I’ve sat to hear. He feels along the balustrade
And eyes the fleeting passers-by who sprawl across the esplanade.
He pulls his penis from his pants and starts to piss upon the wall,
A dozen voices call. Who is this man of mischief?
Has he no qualms at all?
Driven by this sordid shock, the flock around disperse and scowl
Before he puts away his cock and starts to curse and raise his hand:
A middle finger and a growl.
The others have fled, I stay a while (so as not to leave a page unread)
And smile at the thought that this is no Belgian fountain –
The Port of Lisbon has this instead.

I hide my book back in my bag and glide my sunnies down my nose
To note what now is in his hand: another jabbing instrument.
No, not his hose, a simple, silver syringe.
I cringe at the apprehension. He presses the skin on his side
And stretches it wide to create the tension needed to slide the needle’s
little incision
In with a sullied surgeon’s precision.
He ceases shooting up, skin uncut, interrupted by my motions
And the notion that I, solely unfazed by his urination,
Judged him now, some abomination.
He lurches, hurtling to a run, with an outstretched arm,
With a sweaty, sunburnt palm, and begs me in his native tongue
Some string of things I can’t comprehend.
I contort my back in an awkward bend, so as not to have those fevered
fingers
With bitten up ends poke me harsh enough to note the pressure.
I stoke the heat and retreat, hell for leather.
Fifteen metres now, I turn and gleam the needle, still unused, protruding
From his grip. He spits and spirals with a wild sadness. I’m glad I haven’t
Shit myself, I hadn’t planned for this.
These were memories of a day I remember most acutely,
Dare anyone refute me.
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President

Ask Abe

SWAPNIK SANAGAVARAPU
This week has been another busy one
as always for me and the SRC - I’m looking
to finish many of the projects I started as
I come towards the end of my term as
President.
To start with the disappointing news,
the University decided this week to not
implement the CWAM. As I said in the
SRC’s media release on the topic, this is a
tremendous letdown for the close to 1500
students who signed our open letter, as well
as for every student who’s been struggling
through online learning and lockdowns this
semester. The campaign isn’t over however.

Students have clearly demonstrated that
they need support, and the University
ought to take them seriously. If you’ve
signed the petition for the CWAM or you’re
just passionate about the idea, please email
the Vice Chancellor and DVC Education to
ask them to reinstate the CWAM.
In other disappointing news, the Faculty
of Arts and Social Sciences is currently in the
middle of a scorched earth campaign which
may see the loss of up to 200 undergraduate
units of study in the faculty due to “low
enrolments”. Worryingly, the Faculty is
proposing that Honours coursework for

small disciplines be replaced with a generic
interdisciplinary honours research course
- stripping the honours programme of its
rigour and intellectual diversity. Along with
these cuts, the independence of Gender
and Cultural Studies as a Department is
likely to be lost. I very strongly urge all
those students who are concerned about
these developments to attend the Student
General Meeting against the Cuts on the
27th of October. All the details can be found
on the Education Action Group’s Facebook
page.
I continued my advocacy for students

in other areas this week. I raised the
issue of inconsistent fees across units,
continued
raising
issues
regarding
special considerations and continued
the SRC’s work in reforming the special
considerations system. I also met with the
University to discuss elements of their
plan for reopening, including crucially, the
possibilities of in person graduations by the
end of this year.
As always, please get in touch if you
have any issues.
Until next time,
Swapnik

SRC caseworker help Q&A

Stress and
the Impact
on Your
Study

Education Officers
MADDIE CLARK AND TOM WILLIAMS
The past fortnight has been a
very eventful one for the education
campaign. The full details of future FASS
have been clarified and we have been
organising around those. While theatre
and performance studies and studies of
religion have not been cut, we are seeing
mergers and restructures that threaten
arts education broadly. There is a trend
towards far more generic and shallow
undergraduate degrees, with departments

such as gender and cultural studies and
linguistics being merged, putting over 200
courses at risk as well as permanent and
casual jobs. This comes as shameful spill
and fills are proposed for dentistry and
business.
In response, we have been heavily
building the SGM and actions in the
leadup. We reached the 200 signatures
necessary for the SGM last week and
have confirmed the date. The EAG is co-

hosting the gender and cultural studies
in person protest next week and have
been passing motions to stop classes and
come to the action. We have organised an
in-person stunt on the 20th, and much
building has been going into the SGM
the week afterwards – which we strongly
encourage students to come to! The past
two meetings and two working bees have
been very busy.
Tom spoke at the NSW forum on

“exposing the modern universities”,
talking about how the university heavily
relies on intense exploitation to develop
weapons of war and climate destruction.
The forum had 150+ attendees, and
featured NTEU life member Raewyn
Connell.
Make sure to sign the SGM petition
and come along on the 13, 20th and 27th!

Women’s Officers
AMELIA MERTHA AND KIMBERLEY DIBBEN
Rad Sex and Consent Week
Rad Sex and Consent Week 2021 has
cum and gone! A huge thank you is in
order for the many people in our collective
who pulled this together. And whether you
attended a live event, listened to a podcast
or watched a video, thank you for your
support over the week. We hope you bring
these conversations, skills, knowledge and
a radical love for community into your

own spaces. We can’t wait to do it all again
next year.
But the gift keeps on giving! You
can access all our online resources from
the week from the drive linked on our
Facebook page (University of Sydney
Women’s Collective). We also have some
hot new Rad Sex printed zines, new tote
bags, and stickers to share when the SRC
is open again.

Hands off Gender and Cultural
Studies!
As two Gender Studies students, we
feel it is imperative to retain the radical
and autonomous nature of Gender and
Cultural Studies (GCST) at USyd. Many
of our members, and to some extent we
ourselves, have been called to action in
the very classes on the chopping block.
These GCST units at risk are critical to

leftist feminist organising, such as the
work of WoCo. The existence of Gender
and Cultural Studies at USyd is itself a
product of feminist organising of the
1970s (to read more, see Maddie Clark’s
article in Women’s Honi 2021).
We will continue this legacy in the
upcoming fight against management to
keep the truly crucial department from
losing its radical autonomy.

Intercampus Officers
GRACE HU, MATTHEW CARTER, KRISTINA SERGI AND ALEXANDER POIRIER
The Con has been quite a cynosure
within the stupol scene in recent times,
featuring
prominently
within
the
presidential debates.
FoodHub
In Semester 1, Matt Carter successfully
motioned to the SRC to extend its
FoodHub initiative to the Con, and on 20
April he drove to the Wentworth Building
to pick up 30 boxes, bringing them to
the Con, and with the assistance of the
Conservatorium Students’ Association
(CSA), have now distributed them to Con

students. Because of the lockdown, Matt
drove back to the Con to retrieve these
boxes, to then post them from his house,
with the cost of postage taken on by the
CSA and SRC. This has meant that many
Con students have been able to much
more easily benefit from the initiative,
without the need to travel all the way to
Main Campus (something that takes in
excess of 40 minutes on public transport).
Satellite Campuses
Given this is only the second InterCampus report since 2015, we’re thinking

it might be appropriate to give an update
on the changes to the Satellite Campuses
since then:
Sydney Conservatorium of Music
(SCM) has seen a significant growth in
student numbers, but has largely remained
the same.
Sydney College of the Arts (SCA) has
now been moved from Lilyfield in Callan
Park, to Main Campus within the Old
Teacher’s College. It transitioned from
being a seperate faculty into a department
of the Faculty of Arts and Social Sciences.

Camden Campus (veterinary science
and agriculture) has remained largely the
same.
Cumberland Campus (health) was
closed at the start of this year, and, along
with other health disciplines, have moved
into the Susan Wakil Health Building.
The Cumberland Student Guild was also
dissolved.
Westmead Precinct has added a new
Westmead Hospital Block K.

Refugee Rights Officers

Global Solidarity Officers

ISABELLA D’SILVA AND DREW BEACOM DID NOT SUBMIT
A REPORT

KIGEN MERA, ALEX WHITEHEAD, HAORAN ZHAO AND
SOPHIE HASLAM DID NOT SUBMIT A REPORT

After more than a year and a half of
being in this global pandemic, it is
certainly obvious that most people
are impacted significantly by the
uncertainly, isolation, and distress of
our current situation. Not surprisingly,
lots of students are feeling lonely
and isolated from their family and/or
friends, which has a negative impact
on their studies. Perhaps you are
experiencing that too.
In the middle of yet another
online semester, there are still lots of
students who are not adapting easily.
Some students have found that they
have submitted incorrect files for
assessments, while others can’t learn
the information as well as they did
in person. There are several students
who have not even been on the Uni
campus and are missing out on the
social aspect of being a student. While
NSW vaccination rates continue to
steadily increase, students in NSW will
start to see an easing of restrictions,
but we really don’t know when our
borders will open for international
students to return. Until things return
to “normal” please consider taking
steps to support good mental health,
as well as good study practices.
There are a few online resources
available through the Uni and in the
broader community. The Library has
Peer Learning Advisors (https://www.
library.sydney.edu.au/help/pla.html)
who run some social activities, as well
as being able to help with study skills.
The USU have over 200 clubs and
societies that are holding different
types of online social events, in a
wide range of interests. Headspace
(https://headspace.org.au/eheadspace)
have an online forum, especially for
students, to talk about the challenges
they are experiencing, and some of
the things they are doing to help
themselves. The Uni even has an app
which is a peer support and mental
wellbeing resource (https://www.
sydney.edu.au/students/talkcampus.
html). It may also benefit you to
speak to a counsellor either at the Uni
(https://www.sydney.edu.au/students/
counselling-and-mental-healthsupport.html) or in the community
(https://headspace.org.au) to develop
strategies to deal with isolation.

While it is completely
understandable that you might
be feeling distressed, the Uni still
considers academic honesty very
seriously. You need to reference every
source that you use to write an essay.
You need to complete your own work
when writing code, that is, not look at
another student’s assignment, and not
get help for that assignment from a
coach or tutoring company. When you
are doing an online exam, you should
not access unauthorised materials
(e.g., notes, canvas, another computer,
etc) and you should not be wearing
headphones. Any academic honesty
breach may lead to a fail grade for that
assessment or even a suspension from
University.

After more than a year
and a half of being in
this global pandemic,
it is certainly obvious
that most people are
impacted significantly
by the uncertainly,
isolation, and distress
of our current
situation.

HEALTH CARE CARD

Hi Abe,
I have a few health things going
on, and the cost of doctors and
medications is really hard to
manage. Also, I haven’t been to the
dentist since I started uni, and my
parents can’t help with any of these
expenses. Do students get any help
with this kind of thing or am I on
my own?
Regards,
Toothache
Dear Toothache,
I’m sorry to hear about this
situation, but there might be
something that can help. You
may be eligible for a Low Income
Healthcare Card. If your income

averages under $636.00 per
week as a single person with
no children, over an eight week
period, you can apply for the card.
The benefits include cheaper
prescription medication, bulk-billed
medical and dental care (subject
to the practitioner’s discretion),
ambulance cover, and in some cases,
discounted power bills.
If you meet the income test, you
don’t need to already be receiving a
Centrelink payment to be eligible.
Lots of students are eligible for this
card and they may not even know
it – and it could help you access the
care you need while saving you lots
of money.
Regards,
Abe

Don’t miss the SRC’s
Essential Student
Guide to Living on
Little Money!
Available on the SRC website:
srcusyd.net.au/src-help/money/
guide-to-living-on-little-money/

If you need a couple of extra days
for an assignment, you can try asking
your subject coordinator for a Simple
Extension of up to 2 days. If you are
too unwell to complete an assessment
you should apply for Special
Consideration. You have three working
days to submit your application
and where possible you will need to
provide a supporting document from
a doctor or counsellor dated ON or
BEFORE the day the assessment is
due.
If you feel so desperate that you
think you should breach academic
honesty standards for an assessment,
please talk to an SRC caseworker
about what your options are. We
provide a confidential service that is
independent of the University.

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

Crypto Crossword
Across
5
6
10
11
12
14
15
20
22
24
26
27
28

Searching for
answers? Go to
honisoit.com

Where a river diverges into a variant that kept us from seeing each other (5)
Beta fight reverend with youth organisation member (8)
Opposite Old Town Road (7)
Spiderman Villain votes into office Rocket Raccoon without majority (7)
Pussies nor tits appear as an appropriate method for taking cocaine (5, 2)
How to have a good trip: eat regularly plus begin dieting (4,3)
Bemoan chauffer, what a tool (11)
Harm a Dachshund with secret force (7)
Degree for a student driver most important in this suburb! (7)
Cover brush in suburb (7)
Communist leave noisy suburb (7)
Midsommar and Wicker Man Showing at the Ritz (8)
Vinci’s stomach helps make maps (5)

Down

All answers begin with the letter U.

QUIZ!

1
2
3
4
5
7
8
9
13
14
16
17
18
19
21
23
25
26

Head of cocaine heists (8)
Head to a restaurant for dinner (3,3)
Sailor in the trash can (1,3)
Journey noisily to suburb (4)
Dan Kind of from Denmark (7)
Playwright speaks of Czech regressively (7)
Left unit destroyed up to now (5)
007 and Princess slam in suburb (5)
Multiple new black banks (5)
Both Robert’s hearts beat (5)
Spooner married diet tree (7)
Pre Victorian Monarch swallowed a chemical substance (8)
Boyish suburb (5)
My Nona ambiguously Masks Identity (6)
Broadcasters aimed aimlessly (5)
Annie Hall Quotes commercial, Freud theory and Pacino backwards (2,2,2)
Leave Bali Smashed (4)
Richard Roxburgh shows right gun to exterminate leader (4)

Columns
Samuel
Garrett

S

hort, cowardly toadstools do
not fit the typical profile of an
adventurer in the public imagination.
Leadership and exploration are
typically cast as the preserve of stoic
and headstrong men, infallible in
their judgement and unflappable in
the face of adversity. Captain Toad is
none of these things. He spends much
of Super Mario Galaxy cowering in
fear, deferring to his fellow members
of the Toad Brigade in dangerous
situations and running from danger.
Yet through his fears, anxieties and
doubts, his loyal devotion to his
friends remains. Where once he
would stay with the Starshroom ship
in Galaxy, he comes to risk life and
short limb for Toadette in Captain
Toad: Treasure Tracker. Whether by
luck or determination, Captain Toad
pulls through when it counts. It is
his softer, kinder, more joyous spirit
of exploration, in which cowardice
need not be seen as the enemy of
the intrepid, and misadventure is the
purest form of adventure, to which a
more timid and wholesome class of
explorer can aspire.

2. This US President shares their first name with a seminal novel from the
modernist era.
3. The Radius and which other bone make up the forearm?

5. What name is shared with both a Bond girl actress and a Disney villain?
6. This NBA team lost consecutive finals against Michael Jordan’s Chicago Bulls in
1997 and 1998.

Across

Down

9
What you shoot when you
play Basketball (5)
10
Siesta (3)
11
Congrats (5)
12
Jamaican Band (7)
13
A pill that spies have (7)
14
Musical Note (5)
16
Tree outside Fisher (3)
17
Fantasy Race (3)
18
Norwegian Band (3)
20
Former Soviet State (7)
21
Vanilla, Cube, T (3)
24
Dnab Hsilgne (3)
25
Korean Band (3)
26
Sandwich (5)
28
Disco Band (3,4)
30
Bug Band (7)
33
German Band (9)
34
Opening Band (5)

1
Melt (4)
2
Copper Band (6)
3
Of Man, Of Skye, Of Wight (4)
4
Extra Australian Band (4)
5
Dune Band (5,5)
6
Swedish Band (4)
7
Mexican Band (8)
8
Euro-Carribean Band (5,1)
14
Breast Band (3)
15
Arm band (5)
16
When a Politician Wastes
Time (10)
17
Desert Band (5)
19
Where you might find the
Sopranos (2, 6)
22
Neon Band (3)
23
Reprimand (6)
27
John, Friedman, Keynes (6)
29
Wolfs Down (4)
30
What Cadel Evans and Lance
Armstrong Ride (4)
31
Australian Band (4)
32
Mediocre (2,2)

this moment, a business student’s
dress and their self-image fuse
together to hoist them to the summit
of their worldly ambition. The once
sleek scent of ABS has now turned
into the ineffable scent of polyblend
- you can almost smell the money.

O CAPTAIN!
MY CAPTAIN
TOAD!

1. The world’s busiest airport (pre Covid times) is located in this country.

4. What was the name of the naval vessels the Germans used to blockade allied
shipping lines in the Atlantic during WW2?
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Tyler Dane
Wingco

Quick Crossword

Felix
Faber

WHY BREAKING THE
SPINE OF
BOOKS IS
GOOD

he’d seemed satisfied, offering Mal a
cigarette. The Great Southern Hotel is
a charming, dilapidated relic of what
was probably once a grand Art Deco
hotel attracting interstate travellers
from Central Station. It can be seen
in the polished wood and marble
veneers, Egypt-inspired brickwork
with its namesake in big letters
across the top. We decided to drink
out on the street, lending the night
an almost Parisian feel if it weren’t
for the sound of the greyhounds on
the television. There was something
relieving about the lack of pretence
at the Great Southern. I plan to
return the next cold and rainy night
to watch the trams go by.

Shania
O’Brien

L

ike many people who enjoy
reading, I can get caught up in
the appeal of books. Something
about a pristine book triggers the
materialistic little piggy in me, and I
get more fixated on the appeal of the
book (the thing) rather than the book
(the story). My very simple solution
to this, is to immediately break the
spine of every book I read.
As wonderful as a book’s design
and construction may be, it is always
secondary to the story. Books are not
made to sit, untouched, on a shelf,
arranged decoratively. They are
meant to be dog-eared, annotated,
and read. This can feel difficult - a
book, after all, is a beautiful thing. But
it is a thing designed to be read. So,
if you feel a psychic horror towards a
book being ruined by crumpled pages
or worn edged, I suggest that you rip
the bandaid, break the spine, and just
read the fucking thing.

DISASTER
DREAMS

W

e stand outside our house, but
the street is wrong. It slants
further and further down every time
I blink at it, and passersby cut their
palms on concrete trying to crawl up
it.
The porch turns into a pier, and we
watch as green water recedes enough
to build a city within. Blooms that
break out of the ground are engulfed
in floods. The sea comes back with
a vengeance, but it circles us as it
washes the rest of the docks away.
I look down at my hands and find
blood pooling where my skin folds.

Marlow
Hurst

DARLINGTON
CAMPUS (THE
LEFT BANK)

MESSENGER
REACTS

H

ome to the newer schools of
business,
architecture,
and
engineering, the Darlington campus
is a breeding ground for a new world
order set in principles of practicality
and a trend-centric culture, doing
away with intellectual thought in
their dress - surface value only.
Architecture and engineering
students are partial to practicality
and functionality. They opt for a
work-wear aesthetic in Carhartt
gear that’s justifiable compared
to
Carhartt’s
gentrification
in
Camperdown. Having to stay whole
nights in their studios to finish
projects, a cultural understanding
in the school is the “24-hour” look:
hoodies, loungewear, and a pillow or
two is their survival kit.
The “work hard, play hard”
mindset is very much encouraged by
those at ABS that take Musk’s tweets
as gospel. Business students like to
keep up with trends, informed by
their studies of fast-paced markets
and climbing the corporate ladder.
It’s onto the next best thing - but at
what cost?
Fast fashion consumption is
noticeably higher amongst business
students, where the insatiable
“need” to stay trendy speaks to their
sensitivity for sniffing out trends - in

Joe
Fidler

THE JEWEL OF
GEORGE STREET

T

he Great Southern Hotel lies
at the foot of the mighty
brutalist Service NSW building in
Haymarket, its charm unadulterated
by gentrification. On a rainy winter’s
night, this part of the city with its
neon lit pawn shops, restaurants and
adult bookstores becomes an 80’s
idea of a dystopian future. While both
robots and blimps are notably absent,
there is a Korean War Veteran on stilts
dressed in clown make-up, as well as a
light rail that occasionally meanders
down George St. After a long evening
of practice, the band and I decided to
get a drink from The Great Southern
Hotel. We faced up to the towering
Eastern European bouncer. He gave
us all a scrutinising look and asked
“ID?” to which we obliged. The
bouncer further inquired, “Why you
all dressed in black?” Mal answered,
“We’re in a dance crew”, and to this

I

n a world of custom messenger
reacts, there’s a ruthless race to
leave your mark on the group chat.
When we can choose anything from
sparkle love to flaming love to purple
love, if you’re not tailoring, you’re
failing. So how best to customise
without waste or wither? To start
with, when you pick one — stick
with it. Your emoji identity must be
precise and well honed, a volatile
selection of reacts will compromise
your memorability and efficacy. The
same goes for duplicated reacts.
The purpose of any messenger
customisation is to set yourself apart
from the rabble. In any chat, it is a
sad truth that there may only be
one: one pulsing heart, one arrow
heart, only one. So do not try and
contest or contend, you’d be amazed
at how quickly an emoji can become
intertwined with the self. We all
have unique identities in the group
chat, they’re constructed through
the dramas, the late night chats, the
nicknames and the catchphrases.
But in this era of custom reacts, we
must all pursue a higher plane of
customisation, one where you’re
recognised not by your profile, name
or presence — but by the pixelated
glyph you mark each and every

message with, a prose and practice
that is entirely your own.

Abe
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Growl.
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’m always on the lookout for bitches,
and boy have there been some
around lately.
Honorary Dogtorate
My floppy ears pricked up while I was
looking through my ASX investments
with my accountant this week and
saw that Senate Fellow Richard
Freudenstein (a former Foxtel CEO)
had become Chairman of AI company
Appen which works with the US
Intelliegence
Community
(great
investment, load up readers!$$).
Anyway, the weird thing is he replaced
Chris Vonwiller as Chairman, who just
got awarded an honorary doctorate
at USyd the other month for doing AI
shit or something idk. And guess who
is the Chair of the Senate’s Honorary
Awards Committe? Mr. Freudenstein!
Crazy amiright lmao.
Suckers unilaterally leaking shit
(SULS)
I have very little patience for SULS
election gossip (its almost time for
my walk). Anyway, a scent has wafted
my way which says that Bastard Ben
and Thrushy Thrishank have struck
a deal which will see Ben take Pres
and Thrishank VP Careers. BUT all
three VPs will be JD students (wtf).
Which means goodbye to VP hopefuls
Mahmoud, Onor and Zara, and hello
again to old Board Pres Irene as VP
Education. This Ben boy will busy
being Board Treausurer AND SULS
Pres next year which makes me
wonder whether he’s simply a soulless
CV stacker or a kind-hearted twink
who wants the best for law students!
Engineers erect for reps elect
Engineers are set to be kingmakers
between Groots and Unity for control
of the SRC. My sources tell me the
Engos are open to exploring things
with Unity, but are likely to stick with
Groots bc they want a stable majority
and would like to give Lauren workable
OBs which is quite cute of them. But
these things don’t come for free!
Shockingly, Groots made an offer to
give the eager Engineers an Ed Officer
position wtffffff SAlt are going to be so
angry when they hear this!! Anyway,
it looks more likely that Engos will get
a Welfare position which is still crazy
considering they were troglodytes a
few years ago. Also, my source told me
Ben Hines could get VP under some
Unity deal but that doesn’t sound right
to me tbh. Ok I’m going for my walk
now, I’ve got to take a massive shit.
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Students forced to picnic
with proctors for midsem
exams
MARLOW HURST

I

n response to the ongoing
pushback against ProctorU,
USyd is now offering fully
vaccinated
students
the
opportunity to take their exams in
groups of four on a picnic blanket
in Victoria Park.
Exams will be conducted on
turkish bread and students will
be required to write in balsamic
vinegar. One loaf of notes is
allowed per student in open book
assessments.
The proctor joining them will
provide soft cheeses and water

crackers, while each student is
assigned either hard cheeses,
pastries, prepared fruit in a
tupperware container, or napkins
and cutlery.
For take home exams, students
can make their own charcuterie
spread and eat it in their garden,
deck, or simply next to a window.
The University has said it will
be mandatory for proctors to make
small talk about “What’s been
happening during lockdown?”
for a maximum of 5 minutes,
after which point the exam will
commence and the proctor will
make intense, almost unnerving,
eye contact for the full duration.

Top 5 most #inspiringlegalminds to
have graduated from Sydney Law
SID LAW

N

SW has a new premier
and of course it is
a
#SydneyLawSchool
alum!
Congratulations
to
Dom
Perrottet,
the
46th
#NSWPremier. He completed
his #BachelorofLaws at Sydney
Law School in 2007. To celebrate,
we’re listing our top five most
#inspiringlegalminds to have
graduated from Sydney Law
School!
5. William McMahon
Australia’s 20th Prime Minister
wasn’t the first inspired legal
mind in his family – his father,
William Daniel McMahon, was
a solicitor, heavy drinker and
habitual gambler. Though he
failed his final school exams, he
was #inspired enough to make
it into USyd in 1927. Like all
Sydney Law alumni, McMahon
went far in life, and continues to
hold the hotly contested position
of Australia’s worst prime
minister in surveys of historians.

4. John Kerr
People forget that the man
whom “nothing would save”
was a Sydney Law graduate…
but it’s true! A card-carrying
executive board member of the
CIA-established anti-communist
Association
for
Cultural
Freedom, it was only thanks to
Kerr’s Sydney Law-bestowed
#inspiration that he was able
to wisely dismiss the CIAdisestablished pro-communist
ratbags
of
the
Whitlam
government.
3. Michael Spence
Who? Weekly’s 2020 Sexiest
Man Alive, Michael ‘The Mind’
Spence first flexed his #inspiring
credentials when he established
the ‘Inspired’ campaign in May
2013, shortly after blocking a
visit from the Dalai Lama and
shortly before cutting the ribbon
on his 1,000th job cut. Sadly,
after narrowly failing to close
a deal with the Ramsay Centre
for Western Civilisation, Spence

returned to the Mother Country
where he has continued to do us
proud.
2. John Howard
Australia’s greatest living
prime minister completed his
#BachelorofLaws at Sydney Law
School in 1962 exactly 39 years
before using his inspired legal
mind to illegally inspire two
decades of racist immigration
policy after saving the world’s
richest country from 433 Afghan
refugees on the Tampa.
1. Dominic Perrotet
NSW’s 46th Premier and
Sydney
Law’s
favourite
#inspiringlegalmind is ready
to follow in the footsteps of
his predecessors and do us
all proud, standing for Faith,
Family, Freedom and Fucking up
the icare workers compensation
scheme. We’re all so proud of
you Dom and can’t wait to see
what else you can fuck up in the
future.
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