
SEMESTER 1 WEEK 13
2 JUNE, 2010
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Faking being an art connoisseur

Interview with Wil Anderson

SPECIAL: Guide to the 2010 World Cup

THE WORLD GAME*
ARRIVES DOWN UNDER

*it's called football, not soccer, ye dig?
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eurovision’s on. how 
about that. #zing

About 7 days ago
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SUPRA 18

Have your finger bitten off  by a panda and have 

it regrow as a spork

OR

Your deepest, darkest,  most incriminating 

secrets are printed on Fantales?

FAQs

Would the neighbourhood children rename you 

‘Old Sporkhand’?

Yes, and would subsequently throw spoons, forks and 

pandas at you on your way home.

Would people know it’s me on the Fantales?

Yes, and Fantales suddenly become the highest selling sweet 

in the country.

Can you subject the panda to criminal jurisdiction?

No, it only abides by the laws of  the jungle. Any 

action would be classed as Assault & Beartery. or False 

Impandament. 

Would you rather
THE  HYPOTHETICAL:

07

11

06

Life question: “How fast is your horse going?”
Craft moment: Socialist Alternative “Detention Centre”
Most alarmingly common filename on server: bear.tif
Best and most aesthetically pleasing image pun: See page 4.
Number of  bottles of  flat soft drink dominating office 
meeting table: 7

This Week's:
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Carmen Culina gets oratorial at the Kirby Plain Speaking 
Competition.

David Mack got excited about extended library 
hours. Nerd.

Joe Payten watches the media fuck up again.

Joe Smith Davies really doesn’t like Hermann’s.

Jacinta Mulders challenges you to 
pronounce ‘Biennale’ in at least seven ways.

Ted Talas sups upon college culinary delights.

Lars Oscar Hedstrom has a chip on his 
shoulder about paying for sauce.

Bridie Connellan interviews Wil Anderson, and 
look, he’s gonna be honest with you.

The Profile

Lewis d’Avigdor revisits Kent State four 
decades on.

Damiya Hayden wants to Bash a Mormon.

Bridie Connellan ended up at the Wrong 
Prom.

Joe Smith-Davies looks at Australia’s place 
in the World Game, and the realistic future 

of  football down under

Marina Pliatsikas tuned in to one 
musical Juggernaut.

Oh wait, wait a minute Mr. Postman. Unless you have more to 
deliver in which case by all means proceed kind wizard of  letters.

Carmen Culina wore a pashmina to the art 
gallery.

Monica Connors prefers to wear headphones in Stuvac.

09

David Mack will sue ya for going to Tetsuya’s. 
He won’t, but he did have the barramundi

1 0
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The Score
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Liz Schaffer wanderlusts over snowflakes, 
faulty Eurostar, and watermelon vodka.

David Mack heard a little some’something

Jesse Buckingham economises study groups.

Henry Hawthorne certainly saw THAT exhibition. Didn’t you 
see him there?  Must have been by the benefactors’ lounge...

Patrick Magee read a book. Hooray!

Chris Martin gives you the 411 lowdown 
jiggy knowhow details on the 2010 World Cup.

Joe Smith-Davies tells you how you should 
lay your bets.

HONI'S WORLD CUP GUIDE

Arghya Gupta tours le France in the 
Tour de France.

Kirsten Wade talks cane toads and 
cockroaches.

Naomi Hart is not gay, Irish, New Zealander, 
or an eccentric filmmaker but sure knows some 

cats that embrace their own stereotypes.

The Usual Suspects
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NEXT WEEK’S BEST LETTER PRIZE: 
Semester’s over, suckers.

THIS WEEK: 
 Daniel Graham wins a packet of Mi Goreng

the stalker

1 1

Slight twang

Dearest Honi eds, 

I am generally a massive fan of  your 
work but I must complain about the 
layout and design of  last week’s article 
on the Large Hadron Collider. By 
printing it in dark blue font on a black 
background you made the feature article 
of  the week unnecessarily difficult and 
painful to read! Kudos to anyone who 
managed to squint their way through 
what was actually a really interesting 
article, and wasn’t tempted to give their 
eyes and intellect a rest by reading the 
fashion feature on the opposite page. 

Hannah Morris
International and Global Studies II 

Eye spy

Just...suspicious

In the words of acclaimed philosopher 
Richard Martin, “When you feel the heat, 
the world is at your feet, no one can hold 
you down if you really want it. Just steal 
your destiny right from the hands of fate, 
reach for the cup of life ‘cause your name 
is on it.” Well then…“Ricky”, here we go. 
Olé Olé Olé.
 
On the cusp of the 2010 World Cup this 
week we explore the raging beast that is 
football, from the stats on the field and 
punters bets (p. 14)  to a roaring feature 
examining the future of the world game 
on Australian soil. There’ll be no calling 
it ‘soccer’ around these parts as our 
cover so delicately details, and any who 
commit such a fallacy will be locked 
soundly in a small bucket with a slightly 
aroused star tortoise, Justin Bieber’s 
bowlcut supervisor and this guy (p.8) the 
morning after the Logies. Now that’s a 
warning more convincing than an Italian 
field injury.
 
On a morbid note, as June gets born 
or something, it’s evident that one part 
of the year has passed on. Peacefully 
and holding a bag of crisps. But when 
one writes an obituary, it would be 
prudent that only the positive aspects of 
such a figure are to be discussed, a fact 
overlooked by Associated Press this week 

with their treatment of Gary Coleman. 
But with our thoughts on the matter to be 
found on page 5, I am determined our 
beloved Semester One does not receive 
similar treatment. Thus;
 
“Failed artist Semester One, known 
affectionately to many as ‘ Hades’ 
or ‘Bitchtroll’, has (almost) died after 
suffering from intense overexhaustion and 
a general disposition of towelthrowbia. 
Semmy, 13, had been on middling life 
support after being casually hospitalised 
at the University of Sydney Medical 
Service on Monday, according to a 
begrudging family statement. Liked-ish 
daughter, distrusted friend, dependant 
junkie, botched musician; the letdowns 
of this infamous figure are vastly 
underestimated, with her legacy leaving 
many in a state of shock, general 
disappointment and anticipation of her 
younger hotter sister.”
 
I kid. I kid. It’s been real. It’s been fun. 
Thankyou incessantly for bearing with us 
and our penchant for routinely making 
no sense on pages 2 and/or 3. But like 
any well worn and moderately sweaty 
publication it’s time for a month-long 
shower and shampoo. Ready, rinse, 
repeat. We’ll be back in a bit… and this 
time it’ll be (h)online.

 Bridie Connellan
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Dear Honi,

In response to Montana Rosekelly’s 
college section on the “Palladian Cup”, 
I would like to point out the inherently 
flawed nature of  competitive music.  In 
sport, ranking of  candidates is essential: 
there is a criteria and an individual or a 
team beats the other one(s).  In music, 
this is never the case.  There is no points 
system, there is never a winner and a 
loser. All musical events that impose 
these constructs are infinitely subjective.  
Music ain’t the Olympics.

Yours,
Sam Pender-Bayne
Music III
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Attn: Honi/The Garter

It has come to my attention that master 
of  social nicety Chester Fancyspoons has 
the same visage as Quintus Fourenstein, 
a cat that lives in Camperdown 
(Quintus can be found on Facebook: 
http://www.facebook.com/#!/profile.
php?id=1839658524&ref=ts ). You will 
note that their names are also the same 
number of  syllables. Is it at all possible 
that this popular columnist is in fact a cat 
in its early forties?

Curiously,
Laurence Rosier Staines
Arts, Hons (Philosophy)

Overwhelming
mediocrity.
Underwhelming 
criticism. 

Letter of the Week!

USU Wants You
I felt I had to respond to “Non-Voter” 
in the May 19 issue, who wouldn’t vote 
[in a student election] because the lines 
weren’t “short and quick.”

You’ve missed the point of  
voting [in student elections], 
which is dangerously stupid. People 
around the world have fought and 
died for their right to vote [in student 
elections]. To exercise that hard-won 
right, people go through a hell of  a lot 
more than waiting in a queue outside 
Manning Bar, and you have the audacity 
to resent it because it’s not convenient. 
You must be an incredibly misguided 
fool to write a self-righteous letter about 
it to a campus publication. You don’t 
have a valid complaint [except that the 
Union carried out an incentive-based 
campaign to attract more voters but 
then didn’t seem to put more staff  on 

at the booths to accommodate the extra 
numbers]. You’re just so spoilt that you 
don’t realise how lucky and free you are 
[not to vote in student elections when 
the outcome doesn’t seem worth the 
effort]. Don’t keep that ignorant attitude 
[toward student elections] when you 
become an adult [and you vote in real 
elections].

Daniel Graham
Arts IV
With thanks to Jason Dunn (Letters, 
Week 12).

Dear Honi,

As a prolific letter writer last year, 
some have been expecting my outrage, 
concern, or criticism to be dashed across 
your letters page with more enthusiasm 
than a telegraph operator with a nervous 
twitch.  But, I have remained silent, 
idly watching your descent through the 
weeks.

Your mediocrity is what I feel is most 
overwhelming.  I have never seen a 
student publication with so little life.  No, 
I lie, The Bull achieves that title.  Your 
investigative reporting smacks more of  

Today Tonight than Carl Bernstein; but 
that’s not really a problem.  I believe, 
ultimately, that your newspaper has 
been tainted by years of  quality so 
low, even publishing twenty-four pages 
of  naked people would have been an 
improvement. Oh, but Honi, you lack 
that humour and class that is needed 
from a critical student publication.  Your 
news is lacklustre, you fail to access 
really essential parts of  the student life, 
and you miss opportunities for proper 
discussion when you go for cheap laughs.  
You do have an active gossip column 
going, and that’s great to see the comic 
value with The Garter, but putting images 
of  the Red Shirts and saying they’re the 
Manning protesters just places you as 
stereotyped privileged white north shore 
and eastern suburbs kids.

No person is going to be thrilled with 
your publication every week.  We’ve 
tried making the SUPRA pages more 
interesting, though I still doubt anyone 
reads them because of  their history 
of  being dull.  Don’t make Honi into 
another filler for the recycling.

Yours, etc.

John Nowakowski
PhD Candidate (Engineering)

Coffee quandary
Dear honi humbug, 

I need help. Admittedly, I missed coming 
even fashionably late to the show that is 
caffeine. Choking down my first double 
espresso just last week (long night) I 
couldnt help but ponder where the 
best place on campus is for coffee. Is 
it campos, fisher or carslaw, with their 
endless lines, or is that just due to close 
proximity to,well, everything? Should 
i be making the trek to footbridge for 
a mocha, but line up for a good latte 
at campos? You’re quite the wealth of  

I... stand... 
corrected.
Small correction to be made regarding 
your Vampire Weekend concert review 
in Honi. They closed with ‘Walcott’, not 
‘Cape Cod Kwassa Kwassa’.’Walcott, 
don’t you know that it’s insane, don’t 
you want to get out of  Cape Cod, out of  
Cape Cod tonight?’ Yeah.

Julian van der Zee
Arts III

CORRECTION:
In last week’s edition, we incorrectly 
attributed the review of STC’s Honour 
that appeared on page 11. The review 
was actually written by Elizabeth 
Schaffer. We profusely apologise for 
this mistake! Liz rules. (See page 6.)

It is that time of  semester again, when we find that we have such precious little time to do 
what really makes us happy. Fortunately for me, what makes me happy just walked into the 
room. Yabba dabba do, I am looking at...you! 

I can tell from one look at your brown hair that you’ve been walking in the rain sans 
umbrella. Naughty naughty - you might catch a cold. But I can help. I can be your blow 
dryer. Hzzzzzzz. Your green shirt, which I can see now that you have removed your 
pretty black coat, has not been spared from the elements. Hzzzzzz. Your jeans, which 
cannot decide if  they’re black or blue, are drenched from below the knees all the way down 
to your dainty, delicate ankles. Hzzzzzzzzzzzzz. 

You sit down at one of  the tables overlooking Eastern Avenue, just across from where 
I am operating a computer on the third floor of  Fisher Library. You remove your 
shoes, and stretch your toes. Oh my. Finally, you remove a green course reader from 
your large black bag and get to work. Good girl. Now if  you don’t mind, I’ll just sit here 
until my time runs out.

Think you were stalked? Send a photo of  yourself  to honi.soit@src.usyd.edu.au and you may win a prize!

knowledge for the uneducated so i beg 
you help me honi kenobi, you’re my only 
hope. 

- in need of  a caffeine fix 

Last week’s victimcorrectly identified himself  and is the 
the lucky winner of  an Honi Soit prize 
pack! Jonathan Kristeller will receive 
personal congratulations from MGMT... 
through the magic of  SONG, on their 
new album...  Congratulations. Well we 
thought it was only appropriate.
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Library turns a 
new page

Fulfilling an election promise, SRC 
President Elly Howse has successfully 
campaigned for longer library hours 
during Stuvac.  Through Stuvac and the 
first week of  exams, the SciTech library 
will trial special extended hours so any 
student can have a place to bunker down 
and get some last-minute study done.

“I’m very happy,” Howse told Honi. 
“There’s still a lot of  work to do but we 
have got the ball rolling.”

SciTech was selected as the safest venue 
to host the trial in consultation with the 
University’s Security Services, who have 
extended the hours of  the Security Bus 
service to suit. “I’ll continue talking with 
the libraries over the rest of  the year,” 
Howse said. “If  the trial goes well, we 
will have something behind us for a 
Semester Two program.”

“I’m still trying to get the libraries to 
extend their Sunday hours, but there 
are several industrial issues we need to 
navigate,” she said.

From 7-21 June, SciTech will open:
Monday to Friday 8am - midnight• 
Saturday 9am - 5pm• 
Sunday 1pm - 5pm• 
Exception: Queen’s Birthday weekend • 

Monday 14 June, 9am-5pm

David Mack explains that student 
politicians aren’t (always) all talk.This year’s Michael Kirby Plain 

Speaking Prize, more widely known 
as the Kirby Cup, was once again a 
rewarding evening of  entertainment. 
Now in its fourth year, the annual Union- 
run competition gives students the 
chance to refine their speaking prowess 
in a competitive and constructive 
environment. 

This year’s finalists were plucked from a 
bevy of  talented speakers who emerged 
from a series of  heats and semi-finals. 
The competition is open to speakers 
of  all experiences so it was great to see 
fresh faces from a range of  backgrounds 
crop up next to the expected sprinkling 
of  seasoned debater-types, who revel 
in the opportunity to express an 
opinion without the threat of  rebuttal. 
International students were given an 
opportunity to compete in the English as 
a Second Language Division, which was 
a 2009 initiative. 

The USU President and 2007 Kirby 
Cup Winner, Pat Bateman, opened the 
evening and was followed by an address 
by the patron of  the competition, 
Michael Kirby. Although Kirby had to 
dash off  to prepare for his own TED talk 
(which he has since delivered and where 
he was bizarrely reprimanded by the 
TED organisers for turning up in a suit 
and a tie), it was not before he passed 
some insightful tips to the audience. 

Whilst acknowledging that the evening 
was a celebration of  the art of  speech, 
Kirby extolled his Ten Commandments 
for plain language, a testament of  useful 
hints to “make yourselves beloved for 
those for whom you write” (die-hard 
fans who missed out can check out 
the original article in the Australian Bar 
Review). 

Sophia Chen’s decision to ‘walk on 
the wild side’ with an insightful speech 
on social media nudged her ahead of  
fellow competitors Yun Liu and Victor 
Yip to win the ESL Prize and $500. 
The calibre of  the ESL speakers was 
impressive both in manner and in the 
sophisticated treatment of  speech topics; 
hopefully this division will continue 
well into the future. Sadly, the diversity 
of  the ESL category did not extend to 
the Open Division with disappointing 
lack of  female representation amongst 
the five finalists. Nevertheless, the 
standard of  the speeches was equally 
notable, and the audience heard about 
a range of  topics varying from the 
limits of  rationality, Texan education 
reforms, and abstinence only education 
programmes in the US. 

In addition to the prepared speeches 
of  four to five minutes, Open Division 
speakers were given three minutes 
to prepare an impromptu speech on 
the topic ‘Tomorrow When The War 

Kirby Cup Grand Final
Carmen Culina on some of our most talented speakers.

Began’. All speakers rose to this nerve-
racking challenge with aplomb, and Tim 
Whelan’s humorous and pointed critique 
of  AFL scandals left many audience 
members in stitches, and helped earn 
him first place and $1000. Interestingly, 
Whelan did not actually make it through 
the semi-finals, and only made the 
Grand Final after Ed Miller pulled out, 
no doubt making his victory all the 
sweeter.

The other Grand Finalists in the Open 
section were Mitchell Liddle (who was 
the runner-up), Sriram Srikumar, Joseph 
Ware and Jack Gow.

FACT!
Canada was founded by 
maple syrup companies.
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This year, the Biennale of Sydney 
turns seventeen. The contemporary 
art festival witnesses an biannual 
migration of local and international 
art to the harbour and its surrounds, 
where it will remain in public view 
until the first of August. The theme, 
‘THE BEAUTY OF DISTANCE: Songs 
of Survival in a Precarious Age’, 
seeks to explore the changing world 
we live in, as a continually mutating 
platform for cultures, identities and 
ideas.  

A popular destination for the 
festival goers is Cockatoo Island, 
which can be accessed via a free 
ferry service which departs from 
the Commissioner’s steps outside 
the Museum of Contemporary Art. 
There is something distinctively 
ghostly about Cockatoo Island’s odd 
conglomeration of sheer sandstone 
drops, colonial buildings, convict 
caves and industrial shipyards. The 
works pepper the island, housed in 
guardhouses and concrete storage 
bins, old cottages and warehouses, 
all of which certainly make any 
visitor’s romp more exciting than 
the average contemplative gallery 
wander. 

Additionally, so much contemporary 
art makes for a really interesting 

Jacinta Mulders is just bein’ gnarly.

juxtaposition with the rugged 
surrounds. There’s something uniquely 
‘Sydney’ about the way that the crème 
of international art is pocketed away 
within this vestige of our colonial 
history.  

Because all the works are quite 
firmly conceptually based, the 
artworks striking a chord with the 
intuitive taste of the onlooker are 
bound to differ. Nonetheless, there 
are highlights impressive for their 
aesthetic and conceptual strength. 
Cai Guo-Quiang’s exploding cars 
are the most impressionable of 
the exhibition, aerially suspended 
and spanning the length of a 
warehouse. Shen Shaomin’s meeting 
of communist leaders, including a 
breathing, life-size model of Fidel 
Castro, is a simultaneously unnerving 
and powerful response to what the 
artist perceives as failed annual G8 
summits.  

Other artworks are more aesthetically 
inclined. Dale Frank’s moody resin 
paintings establish a metaphor for 
the death by drowning of a 19 year-
old convict, the watery greens and 
blues connoting his last moments 
with resonating, eerie beauty. Other 
highlights include Ruben Patterson’s 
glittered canvases, Daniel Crook’s 
‘time-slice’ digital video, and Brodie 
Ellis’ installation of sensory overload. 
There is a lot of video art, and a 
fully comprehensive tour is difficult. 
Additionally, some works run the 
risk of alienating viewers with their 
bizarre hyper-conceptual slants. 
But then again, at the Biennale, one 
sometimes gets the feeling that this 
may be exactly the artist’s intent...  

#4 NOT HERMANN’S

STUFF USYD 
STUDENTS LIKE

On the university bar food chain, which 
is more ornamental water feature 
than deep sea shelf, Hermann’s is 
definitely the bottom feeder. Ask your 
common-or-garden hipster if  he/she/
it wants a drink with Bernard and they 
will: (1) probably not get the willfully 
obscure reference to famous American 
composer Bernard Herrmann and 
(2) upon realising you are referring 
to Hermann’s, attempt to beat you to 
apathy with a copy of  The Brag. 

It’s not that Hermann’s is inherently 
uncool: it’s uncool by association. For 
one, it’s on the wrong side of  the tracks, 
the City Road boundary between the 
world of  university and the world of  
the perpetual iPod headphone wearing.  
Secondly, it’s in the Wentworth 
Building, a construction 
with the charisma of  the 
full-length audiobook of  
an accounting textbook, 
as read by the panelists on 
The 7pm Project.  Thirdly, 
its closest neighbours are Uni Brothers 
Kebabs, Camperdown’s answer to 
Sugarmill, and that Chinese place that 
sells food that has almost certainly come 
out of  a large, unmarked vat. Finally, 
Hermann’s is taberna non grata because 
it is responsible for hosting the most 
flagrant misnomer on USyd’s social 
calendar: the Union election ‘party’. 
The stench of  anxiety and amber liquid 
pervades the place for days.

Joe Smith-Davies

HONI'S SOUNDTRACK TO . . . STUVAC
1. “Eye of  the Tiger” – Survivor

Stuvac has just begun and you feel more 

pumped than the meat heads at City 

Gym. As a result of  buying a Red Bull 

every 20 minutes, you’re now on a first 

name basis with Ahmed in the 7/11 

store. 

2. “In My Room” 

– The Beach Boys 

There is one week left until exams and 

you’re having difficulty realising that it’s 

not the time to write in your journal, 

cruise online for a good time or turn on 

your webcam. This should be the time 

for study.

3. “Under Pressure” 

– Queen & David Bowie

The stress is starting to build and 

is driving you insane. Rather than 

studying you have started to worry 

about crazy things like whether you 

should have a catheter inserted because 

you won’t be able to pee in the exams.

4. “Can’t Be Tamed” 

– Miley Cyrus

To relieve the pressure it’s time to find 

your nearest strip club. Just like your 

daddy and many a Labor politician 

before you, it’s time to put some 20 

dollar notes into G-strings. The rash you 

get afterwards is just a bonus distraction 

from study.

5. “Somebody’s Crying” 

– Chris Isaak

Yes, Chris knew somebody was crying 

and that somebody is you. When your 

course reader may as well have been 

written in Yiddish for all the sense it’s 

making, it has reached the stage where 

you should replace your vodka intake 

with water. 

6. “Should’ve Been A Cowboy” 

– Toby Keith

Face facts: you never really wanted to 

be a lawyer, it was your mum’s dream. 

As the reality of  exams approaches, 

perhaps consider alternative career 

paths: cowboy, gay pornstar or the 

Unabomber?  

7. “Don’t You (Forget About Me)” 

– Simple Minds

This is the song to play as you pen your 

suicide note. It is time to say goodbye to 

your loved ones before you snort some 

anthrax and throw yourself  into the tiger 

enclosure at Taronga Zoo.

8. “Who’s Got The Crack” 

– The Libertines

Rethinking the suicide, you’ve visited 

The Cross and instead sourced a bottle 

of  Adderall and some crack cocaine. 

Like a good crackhead, you’ve lost your 

pants and watched the Disney channel 

for 13 hours straight. 

9. “I Dreamed a Dream” 

– Susan Boyle

Having developed the shakes from 

your new drug habit, it’s time to resign 

yourself  to inevitable exam failure – 

it’s time for some Susan Boyle. From 

the musical Les Misérables, this song 

reminisces about happier times before 

“life has killed the dream I dreamed”. 

10. “Down by the Riverside” 

– The Harlem Christian 

Tabernacle Church Choir

It’s the day before your first exam and 

now is the time to find Jesus. The guy 

that spends his time hanging off  a cross 

is about to become your best friend and 

gosh darn it, your fingers will be raw 

from praying for a miracle.

Monica Connors

MEDIA
As if  the loss of  Gary Coleman wasn’t 
enough to put a dint in our week, the 
obituary written by AP and run by 
the Herald was a thorough and brutal 
dismantling of  the diminutive man’s 
character: “Gary Coleman, the adorable, 
pint-sized child star of  the smash 1970s 
TV sitcom Diff ’rent Strokes who spent the 
rest of  his life struggling on Hollywood’s 
D-list, died on Friday after suffering a 
brain haemorrhage. … His adult life was 
marked with legal, financial and health 
troubles, suicide attempts and even a 2003 
run for California governor.” OK, a few 
questions. The guy just died, why do have 
to be such a jerk to him? Did he owe you 
money? And since when is running to be 
governor of  California comparable to a 
suicide attempt?

Dennis Hopper also passed away this 
week, and clearly on another bad day 
for AP’s obit writer: “Hopper’s acting 
career languished as he developed 
a reputation for throwing tantrums 
and abusing alcohol and drugs. …
When it was released, The Last 
Movie was such a crashing failure 
that it made Hopper unwanted in 
Hollywood for a decade. At the same 
time, his drug and alcohol use was 
increasing to the point where he 
was said to be consuming as much 
as four litres of  rum a day.” Dennis 
Hopper was generally considered to 
be pretty insane, though, so I guess 
this one’s slightly more excusable.
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‘rolled’. He and Moxham-Hall may defy 
the caucus and vote for Brooks.

With his frequent appearances in 
this column, it’s no surprise that Pat 
Massarani has taken an interest in our 
publication, but his recent appearances 
in our office early on Monday mornings 
is getting a little creepy. During the 
election, Pat offered his ‘services’ as a 
Director Massarani Student Publications 
(one of  the five people elected and 
trained to read our weekly editions 
for defamatory materials or copyright 
breaces, of  which Massarani is not one) 
to proofread this section, presumably 
so he could read an advance copy.  We 
politely declined. He then asked Elly 
Howse, SRC President, if  he could read 
her copy, but she also declined. Last 
week, when he barged into the office 
and was again told he could not read an 
advance copy by the edition’s Editor-
In-Chief  Shaz Rutnam, he ignored her 
protests, found the page in question, 
read it and stormed out of  the room. 
So, Massarani, if  you’re reading this on 
a Monday morning, I guess the infinite 
regress continues.  

THAT'S WHAT
SHE SAID

The best hearsay, gossip and rumours on campus.

ALL THE PRESIDENT’S 
MEN

MEET OUR NEWEST ‘DSP’Another name to add to the list of  
people considering a run for SRC 
President in next semester’s SRC 
elections: Johnny De Graff, a second 
year student, who is running with Unity 
(Labor Right). De Graff  is also said to 
be receiving support from the WHIGS, 
who have chosen not to support Ross 
Leedham who was one of  the leading 
Whigs in last year’s SRC elections, in his 
run for the top job following his decision 
to support independent Sibella Matthews 
over WHIGS President Tom Robson in 
the Union elections. 

The Union’s Board of  Directors is in the 
process of  trying to figure out who will 
form the next Executive. Frontrunners 
for President include Mel Brooks, 
Dave Mann and possibly Lizzy Watt. 
Brooks appears to have the support of  
Scott Brownless, Viv Moxham-Hall 
and Michael Buckland, and Mann 
apparently has support in Giorgia Rossi, 
James Flynn, Sibella Matthews and Watt 
(although it’s still unclear whether Mann 
or Watt will be at the top of  the ticket). 
Ben Tang and Alistair Stephenson have 
apparently decided to base their vote on 
the Presidential proposals, rather than 
aligning themselves with either bloc. 

All of  this comes after some major 
behind-the-scenes wheeling and dealing, 
including an emergency NLS caucus 
meeting called by SRC President Elly 
Howse so Watt (an NLS member) 
could get caucus to reverse a previous 
decision to support a ‘ticket’ with 
Watt as President and Brooks as Vice 
President, and instead support a Watt-
Mann combo (Still with us?). Apparently, 
Brownless walked out of  the meeting 
as he was unhappy with Brooks being 

PAYING FOR SAUCE

all up in 
my grill : 

Charging for sauce is an outrage. Like 
procrastination and saying the letter ‘h’ 
with an ‘h’ (as in ‘haytche’), it should 
not be tolerated. If  we ever amend the 
Australian Constitution, sauce should be 
one of  the most basic rights, enshrined 
along with swearing and sarcasm.

The foundational institutions of  
Australian food culture are arguably the 
Fish ‘n’ Chip Shop, the Chicken Shop, 
and the Local Bakery. On any given 
main drag in any given suburb, one is 
inevitably faced with these appealing 
options. And thus all standard products 
from such institutions (constitutionally) 
demand tomato sauce. Tasteless, useless 
white carbs are paired with grey, low 
quality protein. Such a combination 
insists on crimson, sugary goodness to 
gain access to people’s designated pie-
holes. 

Outrageously, most places will charge 
you exorbitantly extra for this, the 
most necessary part of  your meal. I 
say exorbitantly because any charge is 
too much. You wouldn’t sell someone 
an egg, and charge them extra for the 
yolk, would you? Of  course not, that’s 
ridiculous. So whether it’s 20 cents (the 
very cheapest you’ll get your sauce for), 
or 50 cents (increasingly common), it’s all 
too much. And especially don’t be fooled 
by the plastic ‘tubs’ of  sauce some shops 
are claiming. While these tubs recognise 
that you need a higher volume of  sauce 
than provided by those stupid little-
pinchy disasters, you may as well buy a 
beverage. They cost like $3, and they’ve 
just been squeezed out of  the freaking 
30L MasterFoods monster out the back 
and labelled “relish”. Relish! Are you 
kidding? That’s like, the opposite of  what 
I do to your pseudo-product, wily small-
business owners.

I understand there’s no such thing as a 
free lunch. Tomato sauce, as with water, 

the environment and dignity, has its 
price. But not a large one. I imagine, 
though I may be wrong, that when 
comparing a $5 burger and a $5 large 
chips, the profit margin on the burger 
is a lot smaller than the chips. I mean 
there’s tomato, bread, beetroot, cheese 
and what have you; compared to an 
industrial sized bag of  frozen potato. 
Yet tomato sauce gets included in your 
burger, and charged for your chips! Is 
it simply because you apply it yourself ? 
Whatever, it’s an outrage. 

What’s more, we all know this. Rich 
or poor, such a fee is the sauce of  
much discontent. In fact, the tomato 
sauce fee turns what are normally 
law-abiding citizens into part-time 
criminals. How many of  you just steal 
the damn sauce? Hands up, don’t be 
ashamed. I totally sympathise. Even if  
it’s the only exception to your otherwise 
unimpeachable conduct, you shouldn’t 
be reduced to this. Tomato sauce 
stealing may well be the gateway theft 
leading to a life of  crime. 

If  you don’t steal, you feel exploited, 
and forced to comply. For all intents and 
purposes, I think ‘hot chips’ means ‘hot 
chips and sauce’. I don’t even care if  
my chips cost a bit more if  it includes 
an ample amount of  sauce. At least I 
can budget accordingly, without having 
any nasty silver surprises ketchup with 
me. I mean, how good are those shining 
sites of  free-flowing sauce? Such places 
do exist, whether it’s a help-yourself  
bucket of  sachets, or simply a table of  
condiment squishers. Manning Bar, for 
instance, is a blazing ray of  light for 
such a cause: there’s even vinegar and 
gravy. Such outlets truly understand 
the food they provide, and are duly 
rewarded in loyalty. Not just because it’s 
refreshing, but because it makes their 
(generally) crappy food taste better. 

So please, reward those liberal with 
their condiments, with both your 
business and glee. And to those who 
continue to demand outrageous prices 
for the most basic of  goods – steal, 
boycott, or at least grumble at them 
until the world is a better place. For you, 
and for me, and the entire human race.

Lars Oscar Hedstrom  

Wanderlust
Liz Schaffer got snowed on.

England and snow have had quite a few 
years to get to know each other. They 
hang out at the same parties, have an 
epic crush on the Queen and drink 
the same warm beer. So why does the 
motherland’s first snow of  the season 
constantly turn the country into anything 
but a pristine Christmas card? 

My first London-based snow encounter 
occurred on 19 December 2009, the 
night several Eurostar trains thought it 
would be a fantastic idea to break down 
in the Channel tunnel. Apparently the 
‘wrong’ type of  snowflake had fallen 
in France, been sucked into the train’s 
engine and destroyed the wiring (and 
toilets). For 16 bloody hours. 

I wasn’t on this train but I was meant to 

be catching it the following day. However, 
with the wrong type of  snowflake 
continuing to fall and Eurostars freaking 
out left, right and centre, it was time to 
find another way out of  England. 

This seemed easy enough: a train to 
Dover, ferry to Calais, car to Lille and 
crème brulee for dinner. But alas, I had 
forgotten about England’s little issue with 
snow. 

Paying for a train to Dover was relatively 
hassle-free (and comically enhanced by 
a way-too-cute-for-its-own-good police 
puppy running free through Kings Cross 
Station). It was only once I got to the 
platform that I realised my ticket was 
useless. The train had been cancelled due 
to snow.  

Thus, armed with nothing but sheer 
determination, and seven months worth 
of  luggage, I ventured an hour down the 

line to Faversham, a town where nothing 
really happens. Ever. 

I waited here for an announcement 
explaining earnestly that the snow had 
melted, I would get to Dover and the 
Eurostar had remembered how to start, 
but it never came. It was taxi time – 
expensive taxi time. 

Despite winding my way through snow-
covered fields in an iconic black cab and 
momentarily remembering why I loved 
England, the thousand-strong crowd 
waiting impatiently for the Dover ferry 
nearly exterminated my travel bug. 

I should point out that my parents had 
temporarily crashed my European 
adventure, and, as seasoned travelers, 
decided this was the ideal time to crack 
open the watermelon vodka. The vodka 
had been transported from Sydney in 
a suitcase packed with newspaper and 

nothing else. I clearly come from classy 
stock. 

Needless to say, my memories of  the 
Channel crossing are a tad hazy. I have 
no recollection of  waiting in piles of  the 
‘wrong’ snow for a non-existent bus, or 
finding out our train tickets, purchased 
in London, would not be accepted by 
the French conductor (quite possibly due 
to his continued annoyance over some 
long-forgotten war). 

What I do remember is arriving in 
Lille, a good 15 hours after originally 
intended, where it had stopped snowing 
and warmed up to a delightful 0°. It was 
here, in a shady car hire office that kept 
talking us out of  getting insurance, that 
I accepted just how fantastically brilliant 
travel can be. No matter how right or 
wrong the snow, you’re always going to 
end up somewhere. 

UNION BOARD EXEC 
STALEMATE

FACT!
Humans and bears are the 
only animals to consciously 
walk down hills in straight 

lines.

Know 
something
we don't?
Email us at

honi.soit@src.
usyd.edu.au

David Mack
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The Scenario

No sooner has the sun set on the 
Archibald, but another has risen on 
the Sydney Biennale.  The idea of  
going to every single art exhibition in 
Sydney makes about as much sense 
as the aforementioned metaphorical 
universe containing two suns.  Unlike 
that universe, however, the amount of  
daylight hours on earth is not sufficient 
to warrant spending most of  them 
each day gallery-hopping. With that 
irrefutable logic in mind, here are 
some pointers on how to maintain your 
sculpture-culture-vulture status.

Don’t say

“Which exhibition?” You’ve already lost 
the game.  Of  course, it could be any of  
the hundreds of  exhibitions currently 
showing in Sydney, but for the purposes 
of  high-mindedness there is only really 
ever one exhibition. Recover: “Ah of  
course, I sometimes forget that I’m 
back in Sydney... The Continent has 
literally millions of  exhibitions showing 
at any one time, and that’s usually just 
in one exhibition alone!”  Dazzle them 
with your sophistry and perhaps the 
occasional squirt of  paint. 

Some piecemeal principles also apply, 
as each exhibition is its own unique 
beast with its own unique genre: don’t 
comment on the vivid landscapes of  the 
Archibald (remedy: you were referring 
to the “landscape of  Tim Minchen’s 
physiognomy”); don’t discuss bodily 
proportions in the Wynne (remedy: you 
were referring to the “fleshy tones of  the 
Australian landscape”); don’t juxtapose 
this year’s Biennale with last year’s 

Biennale (remedy: you were referring 
to last year’s Venice Biennale, in which 
case you’ve a double Faking It situation 
on hand).

Do say

Vague is vogue.  Raising such forgettable 
topics as curatorial choices, lighting, 
framing and café refreshments goes 
a long way in avoiding a discussion 
of  the art works themselves.  Proceed 
to a whitewash of  disapproval: if  the 
exhibition involves Monet, van Gogh or 
Picasso, it was a “celebrity exhibition, 
a gross commercial stunt pandering to 
the base appetites and wallets of  the 
great unwashed”.  If  it didn’t contain 
those three artists, look towards the 
horizon and confuse your company with 
nostalgic comments (“that the artists of  
today could learn much from the Great 
Masters”) and perhaps a further squirt 
of  paint.

The attitude

Perhaps the best defence is attack.  
Silence your company by relaying 
with tired disappointment the various 
plebeian remarks you overheard in 
the gallery: how dare someone say 
that “their five-year-old child could 
have made the same art”, or that 
“the painting is so good it looks like a 
photograph”, or “thank fuck, a spare 
seat, I’m buggered”.  There’s a good 
chance that everybody makes at least one 
such comment in a trip to the gallery, so 
you’ll give your company good reason to 
shift the conversation to fairer climes.

Henry Hawthorne

That you've seen that 
exhibition

COLLEGE
Ted Talas eats like a pig.

We’ve all been in this scenario: You’re 
in first year. You’re sick of  spending 
your lunch breaks on the top floor of  
Wentworth with your only company 
being yourself  and a dirty meat box. 
You’re desperate for mates. You get 
invited by a super-keen random from 
your tutorial to a study group with 
another group of  super-keen randoms. 

You’re sceptical, for two reasons. First, 
they’re super-keen randoms. You’re 
probably better off  spending your time 
alone drowning in your post-high school 
sorrow rather than battling through the 
inevitably awkward chat. Secondly (and 
more relevantly to this discussion), you’ve 
got no idea if  they are even intelligent. 
But, being an open-minded (aka naïve) 
first year, you decide to go along. 

Two hours later you come back scarred 
from the experience. The awkward chat 
was horrific. To add salt to an open and 
gangrenous wound, you’re in no better 
position to pass Accounting 1A because 
everyone ended up being clinically dumb 
and you learnt nothing. You know you 
made a green-horn error. In despair, you 
order another meat box. Another error.

Here is why you should never go to a 
random study group if  you are an above-
average student. 

The model: 

Assume that the spectrum of  people’s 1. 
intelligence ranges from 0 to 1. 

You know nothing about the 2. 
intelligence of  the members of  the study 
group. The group members have no way 
of  verifying their intelligence with you. 

Each group member, including you, 3. 
knows their own intelligence. 

You will only gain from the study 4. 
group, and hence be willing to attend, if  
you are less intelligent than the group. 

Because you know nothing about 5. 
the group’s intelligence, you form an 

Jesse Buckingham will convince you with the Theory of Adverse Selection.

expectation of  the average intelligence 
of  the group. Assuming student 
intelligence is uniformly distributed 
between 0 and 1, the average intelligence 
will be 0.5 

The result:

If  you know your intelligence to be 1. 
less than 0.5, you will rock up to the 
study group because you stand to learn 
from the group. 

If  you know your intelligence to be 2. 
greater than 0.5, you won’t rock up to 
the study group because you stand to 
gain nothing. 

The result is that only people that will 
bother rocking up to a random study 
sesh are those of  a more desperate 
disposition. 

What message can we take from the 
result? Taking the model at face value, 
you could try and break down the 
information asymmetry between you 
and the group. Probably don’t ask for 
their academic transcripts, but maybe 
slip in a sneaky “what did you get in the 
mid-sem, bra?” to suss out their capacity. 
That way, the ‘market’ will function 
more efficiently in pairing people of  
similar intelligences.

On the other hand, we should take 
very little from the result. The model 
is only as strong as its assumptions. In 
reality, we stand to gain from people of  
a range of  intelligences. Education is a 
two-way process of  giving and receiving. 
Interaction between people of  different 
capacities is a mutually beneficial 
experience. If  you live university life as a 
cold hard utility-maximiser you’ll end up 
a lonely (insert genderless noun). That 
is, unless you’re an absolute battler. In 
that case, you’re set. All study groups, 
especially the random ones, are an 
absolute blessing.

As you walk through the halls of  any 
college, past the overturned bins and 
kicked in doors of  these residential 
wastelands, you are immediately hit by 
a most peculiar smell. And no, it’s not 
the garlicky stench of  the semi-digested 
kebab you’ve managed to step in, nor 
the unique musk of  the Highlander, Dail 
or Salisbury after a big night. Instead, 
it’s the smell which wafts up from the 
college’s engine room: the kitchen. Even 
worse, it’s the overpowering smell of  
your dinner.
 
You don’t need to be Matt Preston 
to work out that college food leaves a 
lot to be desired. Instead of  pursuing 
Michelin Stars, the food services 
conglomerates which run college 
kitchens are more focused on meeting 
food safety requirements. However, this 
lack of  culinary innovation and gourmet 

cooking is understandable if  you keep 
in mind that across a single year, a 
college kitchen may have to produce 
over 200,000 meals. Ferran Adria’s El 
Bulli only manages to serve 8,000 diners 
a year, suggesting that what the college 
kitchens lack in molecular gastronomy 
they make up for in efficiency.  But, 
unfortunately, you can’t taste efficiency. 

So, what’s on the menu? 

Breakfast
The most important meal of  the day 
is also the hardest to stuff  up. The 
standard selection of  toasts, spreads and 
cereals is enough for the majority of  
residents. The more adventurous hot – 
or should that be lukewarm – options are 
slightly more hit and miss. Novelty also 
plays an important role at the breakfast 
table with weekly specials such as waffles 

at Women’s and omelettes at Paul’s 
always going down a treat. The major 
problem with breakfast is that it requires 
you to get out of  bed before 10am, a 
major physical challenge for most college 
students.
 
Lunch
Lunch at least begins to introduce 
some variety into the diet of  a college 
student. Pastas, salads, pastas, curries, 
pastas – any further description is rather 
impossible since the exact ingredients of  
these dishes remains a deeper mystery 
than what goes on behind the iron gates 
of  Sancta. Burgers and barbecues are 
perhaps more successful, and by some 
twisted logic, therefore, rarer meal 
options. 

Dinner
The quality of  a college dinner depends 
on what night of  the week it is. Formal 
dinners are usually acceptable multi-
course affairs as the food attempts to 
compensate residents for having to wear 
academic dress. Such events also give 

college residents a unique opportunity 
to drink wine, sometimes even from 
a bottle. Nevertheless, all dinners are 
ultimately variable ranging from the 
strangely pale and transparent Wesley 
gravy to the schlop’n’rice endemic to all 
colleges. The only concrete rule is to be 
wary of  soup, a dish whose ingredients 
seem entirely dependent on what has 
been for dinner the last week and the 
setting on the kitchen’s industrial blender. 

I guess if  none of  these options really 
tickle your fancy there are plenty of  
alternatives: a bad dinner at college 
immediately provides a cash injection 
into the King St economy. 

However, it seems the quality of  college 
food is really a moot issue since it’s a 
significant improvement on the boarding 
school fare to which most residents are 
accustomed. And anyway, residents can 
always scurry back to the North Shore 
for a nourishing home-cooked meal from 
mumsie. Even Matt Preston couldn’t 
argue with that kind of  service. 

Why you should scrap the study sesh



88 The Profile

Hi, I'm Honi Soit, you 
must be Wil Anderson
Bridie Connellan tried to get a word in with Australia’s most controversial comedian. Keyword: tried.

I’ve got to be honest with you, I’m in 
my pyjamas. I’ll put on some pants 
and go and do my show at night 

but I plan to be in my pyjamas for most 
of  this day.” Nice. It’s a good morning 
for Australia’s most loved and hated 
professional comedian.

Moseying around his Melbourne home 
on a Friday in sleepwear must be a rare 
treat for Wil Anderson, as the comic sits 
mid-way through his Wilful Misconduct 
tour. With Sydney as the last leg, this 
kind of  odd rock-star schedule seems to 
be moderately messing with his mind. 
“You know it’s interesting to be home 
because I’ve essentially been on the road 
for the last six months,” he says. “It’s like 
comedian daylight savings time: we work 
when other people are playing.” 

Anderson’s difficulty readjusting to 
reality after a tour comes to the fore 
when dealing with the structured 
machine of  television production. With 
difficulty suppressing his eight-year-old 
giggle, Anderson is surprisingly candid 
as he recalls his dealings with network 
insurance policies.

“Before you get this insurance you have 
to do a medical, and one of  the questions 
on the form is, ‘In the last year name any 
time that you have taken illicit drugs and 
what those drugs might have been?’ And 
they leave three lines. I was just like… I 
am a stand-up comedian… who has been 
on the road pretty much constantly for 
the last eight months. Ah… I could give 
you a manilla folder full of  what I could 
best recollect? How about I tell you what 
I didn’t take? I know I was at my mum’s 
house this night so I’m pretty sure that 
Thursday was clear. I AM SMOKING 
A JOINT AS I’M FILLING IN THIS 
FORM. PLEASE DO NOT ASK ME 
ANY MORE QUESTIONS!”

Anderson’s detachment from reality on 
tour really resonates when he recalls a 
tale from the Edinburgh Fringe Festival 

that might not go down so well with an 
OH&S-obsessed producer. “I was at one 
of  the gigs I did, and [the organisers] 
came up to me at the end and did the 
classic, ‘Oh mate we don’t have any 
money.’ I was spewin’ because it was three 
o’clock in the morning, it was my fifth gig 
for the night and I was only doing it for 
the cash, and he goes ‘Oh, we could pay 
you in drugs.’ In my head I was like, I 
really wish I could bring back 50 per cent 
of  that for the tax department and 50 per 
cent for my agent.”

The funny thing is, if  Anderson was 
arrested, no Australian newspaper would 
be surprised. Holding a rare position 
as one of  Australia’s most popular and 
controversial comedians, this brazenly 
outspoken lad just can’t seem to keep 
his mouth shut. “The thing is, I never 
consider any of  the things that get blown 
up into controversy to be controversial,” 
he laughs. “I just assume that everyone 
thinks the same things that I think.”

This morning Anderson speaks from a 
$40 Nokia after his iPhone went ‘missing’, 
or what one may infer as ‘confiscated’ 
after Tweeting from the Logie Awards last 
month. His online commentary landed 
the 36-year-old comic in hot water as his 
cache of  digs included, “When did Sigrid 
Thornton become Gollum?” and “Hey 
Dr Harry... That yellow hat is fooling 
nobody. We all know you are bald.” 

Anderson has an obvious interest in 
“keeping the bastards honest”, dissecting 
advertising in the The Gruen Transfer, 
giving current affairs a serve on The Glass 
House, and generally making a mockery 
of  print news on Good News Week and 
stand-up performances. But with press 
watchdogs having a field day after the 
Tweetfest, this Melburnian local claims he 
forgets his context. “You’ve gotta readjust 
the things you talk about onstage,” he 
laughs. “People are fucking writing in the 
paper that I made some joke about John 
Mayer having herpes. I’m like, man, please 
don’t come to my live show! If  you think 
that’s offensive, you’re not going to like 
the shit about Hey Dad.”

Anderson’s tone seems one of  honest 
disbelief  at the backlash against his 
comments. “Poor John Mayer, he’ll go 
home and cry himself  to sleep on all his 
money, wipe up his tears with his millions 
of  dollars and then fall asleep gently 
nuzzled in the bosom of  a supermodel,” 
he quips. “Honestly, when I made that 
joke I had a guy on radio say to me ‘How 

dare you! What were you thinking?’ And 
I was like ‘Mate, I’ve gotta be honest 
with you, I was drunk and I couldn’t spell 
gonorrhoea.’”

Ultimately, Anderson’s attitude seems to 
boil down to two words: fuck it. “Look, 
my only loyalty is to my audience,” he 
says. “My only responsibility is to say 
what I honestly believe. Some people are 
trying to be intentionally provocative, 
but I don’t ever try to do that, I really 
don’t.” Really? Even when Media Watch’s 

Jonathon Holmes blares the headline 
“Night of  nights brings out the Twit in 
us all”? “Ultimately, I think my honesty 
resonates with the people who believe 
the same sorts of  things, and it pisses off  
the people who don’t. If  Today Tonight, A 
Current Affair, and the Herald Sun are pissed 
off  at me, I’m probably doing a good 
job.”

Despite a penchant for attracting 
the scandal police, Anderson’s early 
morning responses expose a rather 
inquisitive and critical mind that is often 
confused with crassly stirring the pot. 
Following the Tweet incident, The Daily 
Telegraph even ran a poll entitled “Is Wil 
Anderson funny?” with two options: a) 
Yes, he’s hilarious or b) No, he’s funny 
like tinea. But in a field as subjective 
as the entertainment industry, comedy 
practitioners such as Anderson inevitably 
find themselves faced with this kind of  
criticism. “It’s amazing what people get 
offended by,” he says. “There’s a bit in my 
new show that was provoked by a woman 
who wrote me a letter [because she] was 
offended that I made a joke about a Star 
Trek buff  masturbating on Good News Week. 
I just found it insanely hilarious that she 
got upset about the Star Trek masturbation 
gag but was fine with the [Josef] Fritzl 
shit.”

A student of  the University of  Canberra, 
Anderson chose to divert from his chosen 
career path as a journalist, a decision he 
shows little regret about. “I’ve been telling 
dick jokes to strangers in bars for longer 
than I went to school,” he says. “So the 
small window of  my life that involved 
journalism doesn’t really have any 
influence one way or the other.” But as a 
comedian who tends to focus his assaults 
on news, corporate bullshit and current 
affairs, surely comedy and journalism 
have found their mutual ground in his 
mindtank? “Look, I’m gonna be honest 
with you, the two have blended quite 
a lot, but I think what attracted me to 
journalism is that glorious idea of  the 
Fifth [sic] Estate and blah blah blah, but 
I guess you get older and more cynical 
about whether the people who control 
the flow of  information ever allow you to 
actually say what is really going on.” 

But where does Anderson see the 
difference between his comedy and his 
own work in print, radio and television 
journalism? His stance could not be more 
blunt. “Comedy is free speech on speed,” 
he says, with nonchalant confidence. “I 
can get on stage and I can say whatever 
I want, express whatever opinion I want 
to say and no-one has the right to tell me 
what to say and what to think.”

But comedy, like journalism, can be a 
fairly depressing profession, with many 
comedians suffering varying mood 
disorders. Anderson, however seems 
happy with his career decision and sees 
no point dragging your feet through a 
hated career. “It wouldn’t have mattered 
if  I was doing journalism or if  my job 
had been cleaning the whipped cream off  
strippers’ breasts at the end of  the night. 
If  I wasn’t doing what I really wanted to 
do, I was never going to be happy doing 
it.”

But with avenues for venting his two cents 
from radio to television to the stage, does 
Anderson feel he has a unique means of  
making his opinion heard? “Certainly, I 
mean people have such a great fear of  
comedy,” he says. “‘Comedian Makes 
Joke’. Is that really a story? [Critics are] 
scared because comedians are the people 
who say what they see, and call the 
bullshit.”

With a twinkle of  ironic moral-
mongering teetering down the phone line, 
something says Anderson’s tone is getting 
philosophical. “All comedy lives in the 
reality, the gap between what we perceive 
to be real and what is really happening,” 
he laughs. “Now that can be politics or 
it could be the way we treat biscuits. 
Comedians are the people who say the 
Devil’s wearing no clothes.”

So when he decides to change out of  
his pyjamas at some stage today, what’s 
next for this philosophising, criticising, 
energising, frivolising larrikin of  
Australian comedy? A career in politics 
perhaps? “Nah. As George Clooney once 
said, ‘I’ve taken too many drugs and had 
too much sex for all that to come out.’” 
Parliament, exhale.

Comic sans audience.

“Comedy is free speech on speed. I can get on stage 
and I can say whatever I want, express whatever 
opinion I want to say and no-one has the right to tell 
me what to say and what to think.”

“
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Queer Eye for the Straight Guy
The fab five began every episode dressing down their straight subjects, satisfying gay stereotype numero uno: being hypercritical.  Their particular 
critiques could not conform more to the typecast: Kyan, for example, was the hair, grooming and personal hygiene expert, while Carson had a 
penchant for fashion and personal styling.

Although the boys gossiped, glamourised and got totally gay with gusto, they only rate fourth because they did more to validate bigoted pigeonholing 
that is blatantly unrepresentative of most gay men than did that pesky blow-job-giver at the SRC Queer Collective O-Week this year.

Dylan Moran
Moran’s smorgasboard of cultural portrayals includes how the English colonised Africa by exchanging beads for “everything from where I’m 
standing until the horizon”, and French couples sensually “picking up yesterday’s croissant crumbs with their sweaty feet”.  But his particular talent 
is Irish-orientated self-depracation.  He says that the perception of Irish people as “twinky-eyed fuckers with a pig under their arm, high-stepping it 
around the world, going, ‘I’ll paint your house now, but watch out, I might steal the ladder later!’” as “only half true”.  He admits the Irish could never 
participate in English colonial projects: they would intend to show up, but only after meeting their brother for a drink.  The dishevelment, drawl and 
apparent drunkenness are all part of the package.

Woody Allen
In Annie Hall, Allen plays an angst-ridden, Brooklyn-born, Jewish stand-up comedian.  Allen himself started his career as an angst-ridden, 
Brooklyn-born, Jewish stand-up comedian.  Since then, he has not only played archetypal Jewish roles but drawn on Jewish stereotypes in his jokes, 
such as, “I’m very proud of my gold pocket watch. My grandfather, on his deathbed, sold me this watch.”  Despite his occasional insensitivity (he 
described being married by a Reform rabbi – “A very Reform rabbi. A Nazi”), he has evaded the scathing criticism directed towards other self-aware 
Jewish comedians, perhaps because he’s denied that his jokes are intended to denigrate Jewishness.  He once said, “I have frequently been accused of 
being a self-hating Jew, and while it’s true I hate myself, it’s not because I’m Jewish.”

Flight of the Conchords
Bret McKenzie and Jemaine Clement, the members of New Zealand’s fourth most popular guitar-based digi-bongo acapella-rap-funk-comedy 
folk duo, Flight of the Conchords, are deeply cognisant of their mother country’s backwater status.  Their manager in New York, Murray, works in the 
New Zealand consulate which shares a building with an All Asian Massage parlour and an Escott Sausage Casino.  In one episode, Murray applies his 
expertise to a tourism poster, suggesting adding a fourth exclamation mark to “New Zealand… Rocks!!!”  None of their New York acquaintances know 
where New Zealand is.  Most importantly, their inferiority complex to their counterparts across the Tasman is palpable.  Murray knows that Uluru shits 
all over the tourist attraction he’s touting in New Zealand: a fence made of toothbrushes.

Pristine Ong goes inside the new home for outsider art.

COOK
Lucy Bradshaw cuts the cheese.

CHEESE!

PEOPLE WHO HAVE EMBRACED STEREOTYPES ABOUT THEMSELVESCOUNTDOWN
4

3

2

Naomi Hart

1

HZA113126 Version 1, 1 April, 2010 

Do you  have mild asthma? 

A study to assess an anti-inflammatory combination for the treatment of 
asthma & COPD, to be studied in mild asthmatics 

We are looking for men and women: 
 Aged 18-65 years 
 Diagnosed with mild asthma, otherwise  
 generally in good health 
 Not taking inhaled steroids 
 Who do not smoke 
 

Reimbursement for time & expenses will be  
provided  

(limitations may apply to reimbursement) 

 
This study has been approved by the Bellberry, HREC, Ref: A46-10 
 
This trial is being run at the GSK Medicines Research Unit located in the  
Prince of Wales Hospital: Parkes Building, Level 10 East High Street  
Randwick, 2031 

 
volunteers.4.trials@gsk.com 

or visit 
www.gsk.com.au/mru 

(and go to the current clinical trials page) 
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DANCE
Bridie Connellan got grooving to the group dance to end all group dances.

Unequivocally, I confess to being possibly 
the most atrocious and most socially 
inappropriate dance-fiend one is likely 
to encounter on a space intended for 
skilled grooving. Indeed, a “d-floor” the 
coordinated are calling it. Rather. It’s a 
rare crowd who will allow the likes of  the 
aunty-dance to be an acceptable form of  
movement and expression, but thankfully 
for the box-stepping, scissor-splitters 
amongst us, a big old train warehouse 
wants to see you (and me, amazingly) 
work it.

Wrong Prom is a flip-off  mass dance-
class-slash-party where costumes and 
delighted echoes of  “Oh man they 
are NOT playing this song!” shimmy 
around the tin shed of  CarriageWorks 
in Darlington. Early in the evening, 
attendees are instructed in a group 
dance routine, as Urban Dance Centre 
choreographers teach a basic sequence 
for the masses, before acclaimed DJs spin 
themed classics into the night. With the 
initial Flashdance-themed night sending 
the corrugated roof  skywards last month, 
upcoming installments include dance-film 
themes Blues Brothers, Grease and Chicago.

The host of  next month’s shebang, 
Sydney-based playwright, actor and 
MC Drew Fairley, claims what last year 
was a popular Sydney quirk, has now 
become more anticipated than Lady 
Gaga’s breakdown. But where to for 
those dancers with awkwardness to burn? 
“I think the thing about Wrong Prom 
events is that they are very much for the 

person who watches all those dancing 
programmes on TV and says ‘I could 
never do that… but I’d like to’,” Fairley 
told Honi. “It’s very welcoming and what’s 
been great is that the people who come 
along and seem a bit nervous, thinking 
they’ll just watch, will be on the dance 
floor on their back doing high kicks and 
busting out all the things they would 
never try.”

Jamie Dawn, executive producer at 
CarriageWorks hopes that inexpensive 
events such as Wrong Prom will attract 
students and thrifty arts fanatics, as they 
attempt to keep entry fees to a minimum. 
“My vision for the CarriageWorks 
program is one of  accessible, relevant 
and diverse contemporary cultural 
experiences,” he told Honi. “People 
should feel welcome and encouraged to 
participate, take risks, try new ideas, see 
new work. In order to do this we need 
to stay relevant, diverse, welcoming and 
affordable.” 

Quite the old skool hiphopappotamous, 
“think electric boogaloo with better 
hair,” Dawson says the next dance-off  
adventure will be a surefire spirit-lifter 
for the chilly season. But with the artistic 
vision of  mum-dancing excellence, 
Dawson believes so-called “daggy 
dancing” is a universal guilty pleasure. 
Why? “Because it’s fun,” he says. “Pure, 
simple, ridiculous celebratory fun. A 
connection to be made with hundreds 
of  other people all in one room for the 
same reason – to let our hair down and 

celebrate the ability to not take ourselves 
seriously.” Fairley could not agree more: 
“We put so much emphasis on the way 
people look, there’s always a bit of  a 
‘you might meet someone’ feel,” he says. 
“I think a lot of  people just want to go 
somewhere where it’s actually just about 
the dancing. That’s what a lot of  people 
really miss in clubs; you can’t just muck 
around with your friends. People love the 
opportunity to come in hilarious attire 
with padded shoulders and a big wig and 
just shake it, because it’s fun. You don’t 
have to try and look sexy.”

When funds are scarce and economic 
downturns are putting people on tight 
fun budgets, the difficulty for arts spaces 
and collectives such as CarriageWorks is 
encouraging punters to put their pennies 
towards participating in events like Wrong 
Prom. Dawson, however, doesn’t see a 
problem. “I think after the excesses of  the 
past few years, people are now looking 
back to community for a connection, for 
simplicity and for celebration,” he says. 
“The further we are removed from face-
to-face contact in our everyday lives, the 
greater this need for connection is. The 
Arts provides people with a connection, 
with something tangible and something 
real.”  Real? I’ll give you real. Just watch 
this hand-jive… See you on the floor, 
y’all.

Wrong Prom #6 (Blues Brothers) 
kicks off  Wednesday 23 June from 
7.30pm at CarriageWorks, 245 
Wilson Street, Darlington.

Intergalactic, planetary... before they 
decided to be musicians, the Midnight 
Juggernauts must have dreamt of  being 
alien-hunting, space-trekking, indie 
astronauts. 

The band’s obsession with all things 
cosmic and interplanetary continues 
in their second album, The Crystal 
Axis, which sees cleaner drum beats, 
hints of  grinding guitars and more 
experimentation with the synthesised 
sound effects that gave their first album 
such an ethereal, spacey sound. 

From their opening haunted-house 
sounding sequence to the final showdown 
of  wild, out-of-key, distorted synth, the 
band have pleasantly managed to stick 
to their trademark formula of  simple, 
repetitive beats juxtaposed with noise. 
And lots of  it. If  ever a Broadway musical 
about ghosts, aliens and cowboys at the 
circus was conjured, its musical score 
would sound something like this. 

Structured as a kind of  three-chapter 
saga, the first part of  the album flows 
seamlessly, with each song punctuating 
a constant, deep soundscape like an 
elongated pulsating heartbeat, while the 
tracks to follow take on a more funky, 
disco-inspired feel. 

Sounding as though they’ve experimented 
with every single instrument they had a 
chance to play with, The Crystal Axis is 
significantly less dark and primal than 
their first album Dystopia, with songs such 
as “Lifeblood Flow” taking on a euphoric 
80s feel, coupled with frantically breathy 
vocals. 

The last few tracks seem to act as a 
final showdown to some sort of  warped 
film score – a disturbing collage of  
echoing voices and eerie circus-esque 
loops building in intensity underneath a 
constant, driving drum beat. 

While the band admits that there is little 
forethought that goes into much of  their 
writing, and many of  the songs on the 
new album are the results of  “happy 
accidents”, the music is undeniably 
theatrical, with striking interjections of  
opera and choir vocals surfacing in many 
of  the tracks. The overlay of  different 
sounds is seemingly incongruous and 
bizarre, yet together it just... works. 

While the album features a good mix of  
catchy melodies and erratic noise, those 
who like their music to have a bit more 
of  a structure may be left wanting. The 
album won’t leave you humming its tunes 
absentmindedly on the bus, but there’s 
undeniably enough pop goodness to 
get a crowd doing the moonwalk or the 
monster mash. 
  
The Crystal Axis is available in stores now. 

SOUNDSOM NOM NOM

Tête-à-Tête

The first step is to get someone to pay for 
you: a parent, a sickly relative planning 
their will or a sugar momma, they just 
need to have more cash than you and be 
willing to treat you to a once-in-a-lifetime 
dining experience. Approaching this with 
the thought that I was never going to eat 
anywhere like this again meant I was able 
to truly savour every morsel the kitchen 
threw my way.

Tucked away in an elegant mansion 
at the edge of  the CBD, this boutique 
restaurant is a Sydney-staple and has 
been gracing international dining lists 
for years. The unique fusion of  Japanese 
and French cuisine earned chef  Tetsuya 
Wakuda immediate acclaim and set a 
new standard for cosmopolitan dining in 
Australia. 

Arranged around a central courtyard 
with a simple, sophisticated Japanese 
rock garden, the restaurant is a series of  
rooms; walls overflowing with stunning 
works of  art to create an intimate and 
personable atmosphere and the sense 
that you’re eating in someone’s home. 
Each course of  the 12-piece degustation 
menu is announced by a waiter, and the 
staff ’s professionalism, attention to detail 
and menu knowledge is arguably without 
parallel in this country. 

The first course is a 
chilled avocado soup 
topped with potato ice 
cream and tonburi (a 
Japanese garnish), and 
is at once deceptively 
simple and ingenious 
(I mean, potato ice 
cream? Come on) as 
the tartness of  the 
avocado sits comfortably alongside the 
chilled potato. An array of  exquisite 
seafood dishes follow: sashimi of  kingfish 
with blackbean & orange (slender and 
brackish), delicately arranged New 
Zealand scampi tails and a grilled fillet of  
barramundi with braised wood ear and 
chestnut mushrooms (surprisingly earthy 
for fish, but nonetheless a triumph). The 
chef ’s signature dish is the ocean trout 
confit with a konbu (seaweed) crust, 
served on a bed of  celery and apple, and 
is arranged with a modernist austerity 
that speaks to Tetsuya’s Japanese heritage. 
It is a harmonious blend of  different 
flavours: the softness of  the fish is brought 
to life with the seaweed zest, there is a 
crisp sweetness to the apple and celery, 
and the accompanying roe is a thoughtful 
addition.  

The meat dishes vary from table to table. 
We were presented with a hearty serving 

of  grain-fed Tasmanian Angus beef, 
tender roasted slivers of  duck breast and 
smoky shreds of  braised ox tail supported 
by sea cucumber (of  all things) which is 
perhaps the dish of  the night. Admittedly, 
the desserts did slightly underwhelm, 
with the exception of  a salted chocolate 
pavé that was delightfully confusing to the 
tastebuds. 

While it’s well beyond the traditional 
student fare of  mi goreng, toast or 
Newtown Thai, Tetsuya’s is well worth 
taking out that second mortgage. Sensing 
we were plebs, the thoughtful waiter even 
offered to print us each personalised 
menus, so we could forever reminisce 
about the time we pretended we were 
somebodies. 

Tetsuya’s Restaurant, 529 Kent St, Sydney. 

NB: May cost more than your degree.

David Mack is a lucky little ess oh bee.
MIDNIGHT 
JUGGERNAUTS
the crystal axis

WRONG PROM

Marina Pliatsikas got spaced out.
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ART
Carmen Culina thinks the MCA makes cool art. Read that back, acronyms rule.

GIGITY
get out of the house, we dare you.

Renaissance Man at Generic   
Collective’s 1st Birthday

Generic Collective is a crew of 
homegrown DJs (some from USyd) set 

to celebrate their 1st birthday with a 
special appearance by the Helsinki 

Dub-duo Renaissance Man. 
Friday June 11

9pm
The Civic Underground

$20 Moshtix pre-sale/ $25 door

The Good Man Jesus and the Scoundrel Christ 
sees Philip Pullman returning to the 
central themes of  his ground-breaking and 
achingly beautiful series His Dark Materials, 
namely the corrupting role of  the Church 
in spreading the message of  Christ and, in 
this instance, the means by which history 
becomes legend.

This reworking of  the early days of  
Christianity is nothing new. Norman 
Mailer attempted it in his excruciatingly 
po-faced The Gospel According To The Son, 
and more recently Howard Brenton wrote 
the controversial yet still incredibly dull 
atheist tract Paul, a play dealing with the 
eponymous apostle. In Pullman’s novel, 
the Messiah is in fact a pair of  twins: the 
zealous and uncompromising Jesus and the 
quiet, reflective Christ.

The Good Man Jesus is a better piece than 
either of  the aforementioned works, almost 
entirely due to the strength of  Pullman’s 
writing. He has abandoned the ornate and 
at times rococo description of  his children’s 
books, and instead strives for a graceful 
simplicity in which phrases like “hands 
red with blood and shame and wet with 
tears” shine all the more brightly for their 
sparseness.

But this is an imperfect work. It fails 
because Pullman confuses his message 
towards the last third of  the novel: it’s all 
very well to laud the beauty of  the material 
world, but to condemn human fallibility on 
the same page is contradictory and pious. 
It’s unfortunate too that Pullman feels the 
need to throw in an attack on the current 
pedophilia crisis, since it panders so much 
to the popular conception of  the scandal 
that it comes across as little more than a 
vicious aside in an otherwise beautifully 
expressed sentiment.

While an engaging and at times gripping 
read – and full marks to Pullman for going 
head-to-head with Christianity rather 
than his usual trick of  dealing in ciphers 
and fantasy – The Good Man Jesus stumbles 
before the end because the author forgets 
the very lesson that he himself  points out 
in the book’s conclusion: the story is more 
important than the moral*.

*Unless, of  course, it’s all an exceedingly 
clever piece of  meta-narrative, in which 
case I beg Philip Pullman’s forgiveness.

PAGES
Patrick Magee on Philip Pullman’s 
latest literary effort.

CANVAS
Lewis d’Avigdor looks at the art of protest.

Thirteen Seconds. Sixty-One Bullets. 
Four dead Students.  On 4 May 1970 at 
Kent State University, Ohio, the National 
Guard opened fire on unarmed students 
who were protesting against American 
involvement in Vietnam and Cambodia, 
killing four students and injuring nine. 
In an age of  much lamented student 
apathy on political issues, the Kent State 
Exhibition serves as a potent reminder of  
how quickly dissent can descend into chaos 
and tragedy.

While the 60s may have been swinging, 
it wasn’t all sex and LSD. The exhibition 
revolves around a single artwork by 
Richard Hamilton, an influential artist in 
British pop art. In May 1970, Hamilton set 
up a camera in front of  his TV, snapping 
anything interesting that was broadcast in 
the news. Hamilton captured the image 
of  a dying student protester. At the time, 
Hamilton lamented, “it was too terrible 
an incident in history to submit to arty 
treatment. Yet there it was in my hand by 
chance – I didn’t really choose the subject, 
it offered itself. It seemed right, too, that 
art could help to keep the shame in our 
minds.”

The print itself  is stunning, coming from a 
silkscreen print edition of  5000. Hamilton 
used many translucent layers of  ink to 
build the image and the subtle overlapping 
colours creates, in the words of  Sydney 
University’s senior art curator, Dr Ann 

Kent State: 
Four Decades Later 

Stephen, “an effect of  electronic light.”

The other artworks are a response to this 
central artwork. On the whole, however, 
they lack the gravitas of  Hamilton’s 
touchstone piece. This is partly due to 
the comparative quality of  the work, but 
perhaps more likely a result of  the simple 
fact that Kent State was a major historical 
turning point, where it seemed that the 
very fabric of  American civil society (and 
hence, perhaps, the Western world) was 
being torn asunder.

At times, the atmosphere of  the exhibition 
feels a little contrived. Barbara Campbell’s 
interactive Kent State Newsprint calls 
for the visitor to make their own rubbing 
from haiku phrases she compiled from 
newspapers taken from 4 to 7 May 1970. It 
was hard not to feel a little ridiculous doing 
this.

However, Michael Callaghan’s “State 
murder in Tehran” comes closer to 
evoking the same sense of  tragedy as 
Hamilton’s work. Adopting a similar style 
to Hamilton, Callaghan captures the 
moment immediately before and after 
the death of  the Iranian student, Neda 
Agha-Soltan, who was shot in Tehran 
last year, protesting against the 2009 
elections.  Callaghan succeeds in creating 
an effect even more powerful than the 
viral YouTube video “The Angel of  
Death” from which the image derives. It 

is a striking reminder of  how history can 
throw up the same tragedy in a different 
time and place.

Raquel Ormella attempts to transcend 
the boundaries of  the gallery by entering 
her work in the public domain. Students 
may have seen banners along Eastern 
Ave, such as “one document among 
others” which retells the story of  the 
tragic shooting of  David Grundy by 
police in 1989. Whilst this is laudable, 
against a backdrop of  Union election 
propaganda, I feel doubtful of  its efficacy 
in raising inquisitive eyebrows. Indeed, 
the juxtaposition of  these posters, during 
a Union election based on self-promotion 
rather than deeply felt political beliefs, 
demonstrates just how dissimilar a 
University we attend compared to Kent 
State, circa 1970. But at least we are safe.

This reflection on the Kent State 
shootings is warranted. Whilst the 
exhibition, launched by a ‘sit-in’ entitled 
“the students are revolting” may seem a 
little artificial, it is impossible to recreate 
the same sense of  urgency and tragedy. 
Nevertheless, this artistic reminiscence 
makes some headway down this path 
and the exhibition is worth checking out.

Showing at the University Art Gallery 
(Located in the archway linking The 
Quadrangle with the Macleay Building, 
Science Road) until 18 July

17th BIENNALE OF SYDNEY

Even as an ‘arty person’ and regular 
exhibition frequenter the prospect 
of  visiting the MCA often makes me 
apprehensive. Despite populist ideals, 
the works on display are usually totally 
inaccessible in their conceptual post-
modern abstraction (*cough* wanker). 
Even with my big words I usually have 
no idea what is going on at all - even 
after reading those enlightening little 
explanations that accompany the works. 
Fortunately, my preemptive trepidation 
before entering the Biennale was wholly 
unnecessary. 

Based on the curatorial theme ‘THE 
BEAUTY OF DISTANCE: Songs 
of  Survival in a Precarious Age’, the 
exhibition showcased recent works 
by Australian artists alongside their 
international counterparts. Not only were 
works on display consistently flawless 
in their execution, but the poignancy 
and relevance of  topics dealt with sent 
me reeling. The sprawling stainless steel 
branches of  Roxy Pain’s ‘Neuron’ (2001) 
sculpture that stood in the MCA courtyard 
pitted notions of  organic evolution and 
decay against industrial construction. 

Directly inside, Sun Yuan and Peng Yu’s 
playfully hostile photo installation ‘Hong 
Kong Intervention’ (2009) explored the 
challenges faced by Filipino migrant 
workers in Hong Kong. Perhaps, my 
favourite work was Shen Shaomin’s 
socially aware ‘Bonsai Series’ (2007-
2009).  Shaomin uses traditional Chinese 
bonsai techniques to mechanically coax 
and coerce the limbs of  fig trees into 
disquieting and tortured shapes. The 
work’s commentary on the scientific 
manipulation of  the environment is 
resoundingly clear and its simplicity left a 
haunting impact which lasted long after I 
left the sandstone building for home.

STAGE
I hate Mormons. Bash: Latterday Plays by 
Neil Labute got the playwright kicked out 
of  the Church for good reason. I left the 
Cellar Theatre last Wednesday night with 
punching a Mormon in the face on the 
top of  my list of  priorities.

A collection of  three one-act plays, two 
monologues and a duologue, Bash is 
a pretty heavy-going night of  student 
theatre. I’m often quite sceptical 
of  SUDS’ ability to get away with 
productions exploring the very worst of  
man’s inhumanity to man purely because 
we are amateurs, but Bash succeeds 
primarily because of  the strength of  its 
ensemble. Nick Starte and Ben Rice’s 
sociopathic creeps were well-rounded, 

Emily Eskell’s dutiful, clueless wife was 
charmingly sad, and Harriet Gilles’ used 
and emotionally abused teenage mother 
was just tragic. Gilles’ performance was 
slightly inconsistent with the other two 
acts, as the rest of  the actors used solid 
American accents while Gilles used her 
regular, Australian accent. Also, perhaps 
because of  creative differences between 
Gilles, SUDS president, and director 
Ellana Costa, Gilles’ character was much 
more sympathetic and pathetic than 
Starte and Rice’s stone cold bastards.  
Overall, though, the pieces worked 
well together and the acting was strong 
enough to let Costa explore some really 
disturbing themes without it seeming 
hokey and, well, amateur.

The set design was great, clean and to-
the-point, although the claustrophobia 
of  the piece might have been more 

Damiya Hayden hit a guy.

BASH
effectively emphasised by extending the 
set to enclose the audience. The lack 
of  an intermission was a good call, not 
allowing the audience to draw a breath 
between acts. The show didn’t run too 
long to make the lack of  an interval 
unacceptable, and by the end of  the 
show you were left not knowing whether 
you wanted to sit and mope for a while 
or run out the Cellar doors for a couple 
of  cigarettes. I went the latter route.

Ultimately, I enjoyed Bash more than I 
have most dramas SUDS has produced, 
and I’m particularly impressed 
given that this was Costa’s debut. I’d 
encourage anyone interested in campus 
drama to come along to the production’s 
second and last week. 

Bash runs Wednesday 2-5, 8pm, The Cellar
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It probably doesn’t rank as one 
of  the all-time “where were you 
when…” moments, but I remember 

the night that Australia failed to qualify 
for the 1998 World Cup more vividly 
than any other influential episode in 
the recent history of  Australia. Apart 
from the match, the evening was fairly 
unremarkable. My dad was away in 
Melbourne at the game, so a mate and 
I went to a local arcade to play some 
Daytona USA. I don’t really even 
recollect the goals, only the throaty 
cheers of  the burly arcade owner that 
heralded them. It was only after the final 
whistle sounded and the last 50 cent 
piece had been swallowed by Daytona’s 
coffers that the occasion made an 
indelible imprint on my memory. 

It was the silence that got me. The 
silence in a packed MCG, the silence in 
the commentary box, the silence in the 
little booth where the arcade owner sat, 
head in hands. There was something 
very final about that silence, only 
amplified by the raw emotion displayed 
by the players, and it felt as if  something 
almost unattainable had been in our 
grasp, only for it to be snatched back 
from whence it came, never to return. By 
1997 it had been 33 years since Australia 
had qualified for a World Cup. And at 
that moment on that balmy November 
eve, the chasm of  time never seemed 
wider.       

Fast forward to late 2002 and the gap 
was wider still. Another World Cup 
had passed the Socceroos by after 
Frank Farina’s men were overcome 
in Montevideo by the brilliance of  
Recoba and the unbridled hostility of  
the Uruguayan crowd. And while our 
earnest ambassadors were putting up 
a good (if  not a particularly successful) 
front on foreign soils, all was disquiet 
on the domestic front. In the face of  
widespread allegations of  corruption 
and mismanagement and almost 
deafening calls for reform, Soccer 
Australia (SA), then the sport’s governing 
body, remained largely unmoved. Nick 
Grenier, briefly president of  SA before 

With another World Cup fast approaching, it seems 
appropriate to take down the plastic trumpet from our 
lips and assess whether the future of football in this 
country is as bright as John Aloisi’s gnashers or as barren 
as Scott McDonald’s run of representative form.

a league of their own
When the 2010 World Cup kicks off on June 11, football in Africa 
will reach its zenith and the Socceroos will be there to revel in 
the moment. After decades in the doldrums, football in Australia 
has finally found its feet. But does our footballing future hold 
such dizzying highs? Joe Smith-Davies laces up the Copas and 
investigates.   
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resigning due to the deep-seated culture 
of  inertia in the organisation, at the 
time described the situation as “a fight 
for the soul of  soccer…between the 
reformers and the troglodytes”. For a 
while, it seemed the troglodytes might 
clinch it, and it was only the threat of  a 
withdrawal of  funds by The Australian 
Sporting Commission that broke the 
board’s resolve. They resigned en masse, 
paving the way for a new governing 
body, the Australian Soccer Association 
(ASA), and just as importantly, a new 
benefactor, prominent businessman 
Frank Lowy. 

This sequence of  events was arguably 
the turning point, at least at an 
administrative level, for football in this 
country. After enduring an organisation 
which provided nothing apart from, 
according to Grenier, “30 years of  
failure”, Australian football lovers 
finally had an overarching entity with 
a semblance of  structural stability and, 
significantly, financial security. After 
renaming itself  the Football Federation 
of  Australia in 2005 (to the delight 
of  Messrs Murray, Slater et al., and 
the chagrin of  “wogball” detractors), 
the organisation enjoyed a long and 
particularly triumphant honeymoon. 
The Socceroos’ 2006 World Cup 
campaign was the irresistible fulcrum 
upon which the Australian public 
pivoted, until it was unceremoniously 
dislodged by Lucas Neill’s errant torso, 
and Australia’s entry into the Asian 
Football Confederation (AFC) was 
unanimously ratified on 10 September 
that year. Four years on, and with 
another World Cup fast approaching, 
it seems appropriate to take down the 
plastic trumpet from our lips (or vuvuzelas 
as they’re called in South Africa) and 
assess whether the future of  football 
in this country is as bright as John 
Aloisi’s gnashers or as barren as Scott 
McDonald’s run of  representative form. 

From roots to  roos: Growing 
an Australian way of football

If  required to use one word to account 
for the growth of  the round ball game 
in the last 10 years, the vast majority 
of  Australian football fans would 
plumb for that undeniably kitsch but 
deeply evocative moniker “Socceroos”. 
And if  pushed to isolate it to a single 
episode, the unanimous choice would 
be the extraordinary Australia-Uruguay 

qualifier. The collective roar of  triumph 
that erupted as John Aloisi wheeled 
away from the penalty in bare-chested 
euphoria was ringing in the nation’s ears 
for days afterwards and anyone who 
remembers that moment will be hoping 
for others like it in South Africa. 

From a completely dispassionate 
perspective, however, the chances 
of  winning in 2010 are pretty slim 
(approximately 1.69% according to one 
statistical study). Indeed, one of  the 
most vociferous spectators that night in 
2005 (check YouTube for confirmation), 
former Socceroo and chief  SBS Football 
Analyst Craig Foster told Honi that, 
following the World Cup,  the Socceroos 
must do better to make the most of  
their position in the AFC. Foster asserts 
that victory in the 2011 Asian “must 
be our aim”. “The Asian Cup is our 
Continental Title, and we have never 
won a single title in football”. Foster also 
asserts that not enough has yet been 
done to build our relationships with the 
AFC, footballing or otherwise. 

This theme of  relationship–building, 
whether at an international, domestic or 
grassroots level is integral to the growth 
of  a uniquely Australian way of  playing 
football. One of  the vital upcoming 
decisions in this respect is choosing who 
to replace Pim Verbeek as manager 
of  the Socceroos after the World Cup. 
Foster argues that two indispensable 
criteria for selection are  “technical 
qualities to assist A-League coaches 
and the improvement of  Australian 
football generally” and the “ability to 
bring through youngsters into a senior 
team, educate them and manage their 
transition, whilst still achieving results”. 
A manager with these attributes, who 
immerses himself  in the Australian 
footballing infrastructure, could certainly 
contribute to the development of  a 
distinctly Australian style of  play, which 
Foster thinks might be “a cross between 
Germany and Brazil”.        
       
As fantastic as that sounds, it may be 
a while before Australian teams are 
renowned for their ability to “joga 
wunderbar”. Ross Warren, brother of  
legendary football campaigner Johnny, 
believes that nowhere near enough is 
being done to encourage local coaching 
talent. Warren told the Herald with the 
same winning frankness as his brother 
that “We [Australia] are so far behind 
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sport, one they have never
heard of,” says Craig Foster on the issue.
        
Perhaps the FFA was still feeling the 
hangover of  this wrangling when 
it submitted its official bid book to 
FIFA, because the occasion was a 
comparatively subdued affair. While the 
English had David Beckham personally 
hand over their book to Sepp and the 
US circulated mini bid books to more 
than 77,000 fans at an international 
friendly in New Jersey, the reportage 
of  Australia’s book was restricted to 
a solitary media release and twitter 
updates. 

However, while reservations exist 
concerning the extent of  FFA’s 
resources to advance the bid, it seems 
the Australian public is really getting 
behind it, with more than 200,000 
people already signed up to the official 
bid website. But are the exhortations 
of  the masses and the FFA enough to 
convince the 24 member FIFA to make, 
to paraphrase Lowy, the lucky country 
lucky once more? A probability study 
conducted by banking giant Goldman 
Sachs thinks not, concluding Australia 
“should get ready [A World Cup] for 
2026”. Given the credibility of  bankers 
in a post-GFC world, I really like our 
chances. 

We'll never talk alone

Despite the issues that remain with 
the A-League and at an institutional 
level, Foster identifies the media as 
the most difficult hurdle football has 
yet to overcome in this country. “The 
mainstream press does not in any way 
reflect the popularity of  the sport,” 
he says, and believes the amount of  
coverage of  other football codes, such 
as rugby league, is “fundamentally 
contrary” to the game’s size in the 
community and importance regionally 
or internationally. Whether or not a 
new breed of  journalists is able to give 
football “a voice more commensurate 
with its scale” as Foster desires, is up for 
debate. But there are enough youngsters 
screaming for the ball on a Saturday, 
punters discussing the pronunciation 
of  “Lavicka” over a pint and English 
commentators waxing lyrical over the 
possibility of  a month of  Antipodean sun 
in 2020 to ensure that, unlike in those 
agonising minutes in 1997, football in 
Australian will never fall silent again.                                               

other countries in developing coaches 
it’s not funny.” It also seems that state 
football federations are ill-equipped 
to aid any development. Even though 
registrations are growing at alarming 
rates in this state, many still regard 
Football NSW with particular animosity. 
Foster, for one, calls them “Anti-Football 
NSW”.  
                 
Top marks for the A-League?

The A-League launched in 2005 to 
an appreciative public. For the long-
suffering Australian football fan, this 
was the dawn of  a new era, a chance 
to completely banish the spectre of  the 
NSL to the dark recesses of  history. 
For the unconverted, it was a novelty, a 
new competition with new teams, new 
stars and a $3 million whizz-bang ad 
campaign produced by Ridley Scott’s 
production company. The 2005/06 
season was an unequivocal success, 
culminating in a tightly-contested final 
at a packed-out SFS in which Dwight 
Yorke, Sydney FC’s charismatic marquee 
player, scored the winner. Although it 
would be overly critical to say that the 
standard and profile of  the league has 
dropped in subsequent seasons, it is 
quixotic to assert that it has gone forward 
in leaps and bounds. 

A study of  average crowd figures over 
the five seasons of  the A-League reveals 
that attendances oscillated between 
the 10,000 (10,955 in 05/06) and 
15,000 (14,610 in 07/08) in the first 
four seasons, only to dip below the 
four digit mark last season (9,796). The 
2009/10 season did see the introduction 
of  two new teams, Gold Coast United 
and North Queensland Fury, who 
experienced contrasting fortunes, but 
worryingly the average dropped for five 
of  the eight pre-existing teams. These 
figures mean that two new teams which 
will join the league over the next two 
seasons (Melbourne Heart in 2010/11 
and Sydney Rovers in 2011/12) have a 
decidedly wobbly springboard of  support 
from which to launch themselves. 

With those figures and the imminent 
expansion of  the other football codes 
in mind, the 2010 A-League offseason 
is absolutely crucial to sustaining the 
future of  the competition. Reassuringly, 
it seems Sydney FC, at present NSW’s 
only A-League team, understand the 
need to secure their share of  the Sydney 

sporting public. In a move welcomed 
by those who perceive the franchise as 
having minimal involvement in the game 
at a grassroots level, FC has brokered 
alliances with 10 associations (deals 
with four more are in negotiations) 
to tie the club to between 120,00 and 
150,000 registered players across the 
city. “What’s more obvious than starting 
with your primary targets? We’re talking 
about a huge group of  players at junior 
and senior level - almost 20 per cent 
of  boys aged 6-15 play football with a 
club. That’s the logic, start with that 
core group,” said Edwin Lugt, CEO 
of  Sydney FC, in reports about the 
initiative. So irrefutable is the logic that 
it begs the question: Why has it taken 
so long for measures like this to be 
implemented? 

The league will also receive a fillip from 
the decision to allow teams to have an 
additional marquee player on their roster 
next season. Under the new system, 
the marquee players will be divided 
into “Foreign Marquee Players” and 
“Australian Marquee Players” and both 
will be outside the salary cap. This could 
prove a massive bonus for the league 
given the familiarity of  many of  the 
Socceroos, and its effect will be greatly 
enhanced if  the national team has a 
good run at the World Cup. 

This year also sees the first time an 
elite club will played in Australia since 
Manchester United graced these shores 
in 1999. Everton’s three match pre-
season tour will attract enough publicity 
in its own right, but the presence of  
Tim Cahill in the Toffees’ midfield adds 
a completely different dimension. In a 
recent interview Cahill was effusive when 
discussing the tour: “I’m so thrilled that 
Everton are coming here, it’s massive 
for such a big club like that to be in 
Australia and we’ll show the fans just 
how passionate we are about football.”           

However, Timmy’s talismanic qualities 
can only go so far. Two clubs are 
embroiled in ownership strife and the 
Asian Champions League is yet to truly 
enthrall the players of  the participating 
clubs, let alone the Australian sporting 
public. It may be a case of  two steps 
forward, one back for the A-League, 
but at least it isn’t an exercise in never-
ending backpedalling like the NSL.     

Will FIFA Come Play?

The FIFA World Cup is the biggest 
sporting event in the world, bar none. 
Hosting a successful World Cup in this 
country would provide huge benefits to 
sporting infrastructure and tourism, not 
to mention a potentially massive boost 
to the economy. Furthermore, having 
a World Cup in the backyard would 
propel football to a whole new level 
of  popularity. Similarly glowing terms 
were used at the unveiling of  Australia’s 
dual bid for the World Cups of  2018 
and 2022 on June 14 last year. FFA 
Chairman Frank Lowy described hosting 
either event was a chance to “give 
Australians a lasting and living legacy for 
years to come”. 
Almost a year later, the aura of  optimism 
surrounding the bid has noticeably 
dimmed. In January, Sepp Blatter, 
divisive quote-maker extraordinaire and 
occasional President of  FIFA, remarked 
that “it would be a good solution … if  
the candidates for 2018 would only be 
those from Europe”. 

This extremely damaging proclamation 
provoked a hasty defence of  the large 
amounts of  government expenditure 
going into the 2018 bid by Kevin Rudd, 
typically prefaced by the word “mate”. 
The outlook for our 2022 bid is not 
especially bright either. At a recent press 
conference in Doha, Blatter said that 
“the Arab world deserves a World Cup” 
and Qatar, competing solely for the 
2022 tournament had “a good chance to 
become the first nation from this region 
to host it”. Add to this the fact that the 
US are also in the running for hosting 
duties in 2022, and could provide more 
than 5 million sold-out seats and the 
most profitable World Cup in history at 
a pinch. 

Arguably the greatest blow to the bid 
was not dealt by any FIFA executive, 
however, but by the AFL and its odious 
patriarch Andrew Demetriou. If  the 
bid succeeds, the AFL stand to gain 
as much as the FFA in new stadium 
infrastructure and astoundingly still 
expects compensation for alteration of  
fixtures up to 12 years in advance. “My 
concern is that the FIFA Executive will 
look at the Bid documents and question 
why they would award a football World 
Cup to a country that devalues the game 
enough to gift a significant amount of  
the tournament proceeds to a different 
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14 The Score

OLÉ OLÉ OLÉ:
HONI'S GUIDE TO THE WORLD CUP

The Tournament
The first FIFA World Cup to feature 32 teams was France 1998, but the 
tournament itself  has been around since 1930. For South Africa, the teams are 
split into eight groups of  four, with each nation meeting the other three once. The 
two winners of  each group advance to the Round of  16. From there, matches 
are knockout fixtures, all the way to the Grand Final in Johannesburg on 12 July 
(Sydney time). 

With a bit of  luck, the group placings will come down to the seventh and last of  
the tie-breaking criteria – the drawing of  lots by FIFA. That’s a barely glorified 
version of  pulling names out of  a hat. In 1990, Ireland advanced ahead of  the 
Netherlands by the only drawing of  lots in World Cup history. In all likelihood, 
the groups in South Africa will be settled by the far less exciting method of  wins, 
draws and losses. 

The opening match of  any World Cup tournament attracts inevitable hype, 
but South Africa v Mexico on 12 June falls short in the ‘big game’ stakes. The 
real first round highlights will be Uruguay v France on the same day, Group C’s 
England v United States, Netherlands v Japan (Group E, 20 June) and the 26 June 
blockbuster, Portugal v Brazil (Group G). Australia’s opening clash with Germany 
on 14 June looms as a genuinely absorbing one, even for the neutral, and it’ll be 
difficult not to enjoy New Zealand’s inevitable capitulation to Italy the following 
week.

The Rules
The really big games, of  course, arrive with the knockout stages – as do the 
horrors of  the penalty shootout. When it comes down to the final 16, matches that 
remain drawn at 90 minutes will extend with 30 minutes extra time. Thankfully, 
the ‘golden goal’ rule disappeared before Germany 2006, and any matches locked 
up after extra time will finish in the shootout. In the absolute sporting climax of  
nerves, courage and disaster, expect elation, tears, and shirtless footballers and 
fans. If  the teams’ conversions are equal from their first five penalties, they’ll 
alternate until one team misses and the other scores, or everyone gets bored and 
goes home. Unlikely, though. 

The shootout is a pretty simple concept, much like the game of  football itself. 
Still, there are a few intricacies in the rulebook of  which to be aware. Even the 
top referees can’t seem to agree on interpretations of  the offside law, but it more 
or less stops strikers waiting close to goal, unmarked, for long passes to arrive over 
the top of  helpless defenders. Yellow cards are dispensed for foul play, diving, 
and bare-chested celebrations, and two yellow cards in a match earn a player an 
early bath. The red card is a straight sending off, but these are usually reserved for 
properly dangerous tackles and headbutted retaliations to motherly insults.

The Favourites
Spain enters the tournament as the bookmakers’ favourites and as FIFA’s second-
ranked national team, behind Brazil. The Spaniards have underachieved on the 
pitch for much of  the last few decades, and have never won the World Cup. Their 
current team, however, boasts talents from Iker Casillas to David Villa and Fernando 
Torres, and reigns as Euro 2008 champion. Throw in the strength of  the Spanish 
domestic competition, La Liga, and Spain is Honi’s pick to lift the trophy. 

Elsewhere, and in a bitter reality for Australian sporting fans, England has a real 
chance at realising a triumph overdue since 1966. Fabio Capello’s team will waltz 
through its group against the USA, Algeria and Slovenia. They’ll be hoping to avoid 
the shootout at all costs, with the English habit of  choking at the penalty spot the 
biggest obstacle to glory for the likes of  Wayne Rooney, Frank Lampard and John 
Terry. The Netherlands, too, could make a charge to Johannesburg, with in-form 
Champions League stars Wesley Sneijder and Arjen Robben numbering among the 
players to watch at this tournament. 

It would be foolish to discount Brazil, but something about its squad, assembled 
from clubs in all parts of  the world, does not invoke terror as it has in the past. 
The Brazilians have a tough group draw against Portugal, Ivory Coast and the 
unpredictable North Korea. With the controversial omission of  Ronaldinho, their 
players will need to be at their best for the entire month to have a chance at their 
customary success. Less can be said for Argentina’s campaign, with this celebrated 
footballing nation in danger of  an embarrassingly early exit under blind faith in 
former hero Diego Maradona as head coach. Even the world’s best player, Lionel 
Messi, will have trouble dragging Argentina to the final rounds.

The Aussies
How expectation has grown in such a short time. Five years ago, just qualifying for 
the World Cup was an immense achievement for the Socceroos. Now, the public’s 
sights are higher and the task is tougher. In all honesty, a return to the Round of  
16, where we bowed out controversially against eventual champions Italy in 2006, 
would be a reasonable success.  

The Aussies’ first opponents, Germany, are daunting but not insurmountable. 
The Germans have an irritating habit of  winning World Cup matches: the last 
time they bombed out in the first round, in 1938, Hitler discharged his anger by 
invading Poland. The current squad, though, is weakened by injury. Taking a 
draw against either Germany or Serbia, a win over Ghana is our best hope of  
progression. 

For all the talk about Harry Kewell’s groin and Pim Verbeek’s philosophy, the true 
strength in the Australian side is its character. Kewell is important and Tim Cahill 
indispensable, but the team only wins as more than the sum of  its parts. Desire 
and concentration to the end of  the 90 minutes is Australia’s key, proven against 
Japan and Croatia in 2006. Classy goalkeeper Mark Schwarzer will rely more on 
the experience of  defenders Lucas Neill and Craig Moore than on their declining 
speed. 

The Socceroos’ lack of  depth is their major concern, but a flash of  brilliance 
from a substitute might still be crucial to their fate. The headbanded behemoth, 
Josh Kennedy, has a habit of  arriving late in the game to score awkward but 
important goals. David Carney’s talents and pace on the wing could be handy 
for coach Verbeek, and Brett Holman will be keen to mirror his club form on the 
international stage. 

The best places to follow the Socceroos’ progress are the big screens at Darling 
Harbour and Star City, but SBS’ commitment to show all 64 matches on live 
digital TV is the couch potato’s dream.  That means we’ll be spared the possibility 
of  Channel Nine’s Ken Sutcliffe and Eddie McGuire waxing on about ‘soccer’ and 
‘kicking goals’. And if  the Socceroos do happen to drop out early, we can always 
just cheer for whoever’s playing Italy.

Chris Martin makes sure you won’t get offside when the Mexican wave begins. Or doesn’t.

A  guide   for  punters
Favourite Our Pick Rank Outsider

Winner Spain Netherlands New Zealand

Worst haircut Niklas Bendlner 
(Denmark)

Bacary Sagna (France) Ronaldo (Brazil, 
only because he’s not 
playing)

Best World Cup song Shakira, “Waka Waka” K’Naan, “Waving 
Flag”

As yet untitled Simon 
Cowell/Dizzee Rascal 
collaboration

Best commentator Clive Tyldesley Martin Tyler Andy Harper

Golden boot Lionel Messi 
(Argentina)

David Villa (Spain) Shane Smeltz (New 
Zealand)

Golden ball Lionel Messi 
(Argentina)

Xavi Hernandez 
(Spain)

Ryan Nelson (New 
Zealand)

Golden glove Iker Casillas Mark Schwarzer 
(Australia)

Ri Myong Guk

FIFA Fair Play Award Brazil Australia North Korea

Best coach Vicente del Bosque 
(Spain)

Fabio Capello 
(England)

Diego Maradona 
(Argentina)

Referee for final Howard Webb 
(England)

Massimo Busacca 
(Switzrland)

Graham Poll (England)
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SRC Help...

AGE CHANGE to 24

You are now considered ‘Independent’ for 
Youth Allowance once you turn 24 years 
old. 

This means Centrelink will not look at 
your parents’ income when assessing your 
eligibility for youth allowance. 

1 JULY DEADLINE -  
INDEPENDENCE thru INCOME

Applications for ‘Independent’ Youth 
Allowance on the basis of  income in an 18 
month period must be in by 1 July 2010, 
unless you left high school in 2008 and 
took a ‘gap year’ in 2009.

Between 1 July - 31 December 2010, 
2009 ‘gap year’ students can be assessed 
as independent if  throughout 2009 you 
intended to start uni in 2010, and you 
commence full-time study between 1 
January - 31 December 2010.

You must also meet one of  the 
following conditions:

• You need to live away from your parent’s 
home to study because it takes more 
than 90 minutes to travel to uni by public 
transport (including waiting and walking 
times), or

• Your parents’ combined income in 
2008/09 was less than $150,000.

• From January 2011 only students from 
very remote, remote and outer regional 
areas who have to move away from home 
to study and whose parents earn less 
than $150,000 a year will be eligible for 
independence under existing rules.

OTHER INDEPENDENCE 
CRITERIA 

• You must have worked an average of  30 
hours a week over 18 months in the last 2 
years, as of  1 July 2010 (prior to this you 
must work at least 30 hours a week for at 
least 18 months in the last 2 years), or 

• you have worked part-time (at least 15 
hours a week) for at least 2 years since 
leaving school, or 

• you are or have been legally married, in 
a registered relationship or living in a de 
facto relationship  with another person as 
a member of  a couple (including same-
sex) for at least 12 months, or you have, or 
have had a dependent child, or 

• you have parents who cannot exercise 
their responsibilities, or 

• you are unable to live at home due to 
extreme family breakdown, violence in the 
home, or serious threats to your health or 
well-being, or 

• you are a refugee without parents living 
in Australia or you are an orphan, or 

• you are in State care, or only stopped 
being in State care because of  your age.

If  you have any questions write to 
Abe, the SRC’s knowledgeable pet 
dog, at help@src.usyd.edu.au. 

Centrelink Changes:   
1.   Youth Allowance age for "Independence" has changed - Do you qualify?
2.  1 July Deadline -  INDEPENDENCE thru INCOME 

In just a few weeks from now, the world 
will be turning their eyes and their 
televisions on to the biggest spectator 
sporting event in the world. In Europe, 
they won’t miss a minute. In Australia, 
we’ll be staying up ‘til the wee hours with 
a hot coffee in our warmest pyjamas. 
Correct, ladies and gentlemen, it is time 
for the 2010 Tour de France.

This year’s Tour will be one of  the most 
exciting yet, especially for Australians. 
At the time of  print, both Richie Porte 
and current World Cycling Champion 
Cadel Evans hold top 5 positions in 
the Tour of  Italy. Another Australian 
in Michael Rogers just beat the likes of  
Lance Armstrong and Levi Leipheimer 
to win the esteemed Tour of  California. 
Never have the odds of  an Australian 
winning the Tour been better (except for 
2008 when Cadel really should have done 
better).

The Tour, for the uninitiated, goes over 
a period of  three weeks. Each day, the 
cyclists cycle between 150km to 250km 
from one region of  France to another, 
except for special ‘Prologues’ at the start 
(this year in Rotterdam), and in time 
trials, where cyclists essentially do a loop 
of  a town, individually, against the clock. 
Their time over all these stages adds up 
and the rider with the lowest cumulative 
time wins the yellow jersey.

This year, the Tour celebrates 100 years 
of  going around the Pyrenees, so the 
focus will be there. Contenders such as 
Evans, Armstrong, Rogers, as well as the 
likes of  past winners Alberto Contador 
and Carlos Sastre, will fight for the glory 
over the last week on the mountain 
range, with all the interest and roads 
accumulating at the highest road in the 
region, on the Col du Tourmalet. 

As always, there will be competition 
for the sprinters jersey, a hard-working 
cyclist will win the mountains jersey, and 
we’ll see either dogs or children causing 
the peloton to end up in a pile of  muscle 
and steel/carbon composite. Whatever 
happens, it will keep many like-minded 
cycling fans awake in the wee hours, and 
more likely, many annoyed bartenders 
tuning their TVs to find SBS2 for the 
hordes of  fans of  the best spectacle 
created by the amalgam of  sport and the 
French topography.

A CENTURY IN THE PYRENEES
Arghya Gupta explains that little je ne sais quoi of the Tour de France.

If  there ever was a time you wanted to 
be in the nose-bleed section, the first 
game of  this year’s State of  Origin 
at ANZ Stadium last Wednesday was 
certainly it. After I recovered from 
climbing the ridiculous number of  stairs 
to my seat (exercise for the week – tick), 
I got down to enjoying a bird’s eye 
view… of  everyone else getting wet. 
I didn’t, however, get a good view of  
the pre-game entertainment because 
the Hoodoo Gurus didn’t even make it 
onto the ground – they played from the 
tunnel! But I was there for the game, and 
thankfully the relentless rain, howling 
winds and chill-to-the-bone temperatures 
didn’t deter the 68,000 plus fans, because 
the atmosphere was AWESOME!

With the majority of  the stadium decked 
out in blue – an array of  fans in bright 
blue afros and light blue ponchos sitting 
on the blue ANZ seats (you’re getting my 
gist, right?) – New South Wales clearly 
dominated on this front. Sadly for the 
Blues fans, after fifteen minutes of  game 
time, it was clear that the visitors from 
the north dominated in every other 
respect. In the end, Queensland were 
just too classy.  Their line up, including 
the likes of  Darren Lockyer, Greg Inglis 
and Billy Slater, was flawless and they 
didn’t let being the underdogs, an early 
deficit or a late comeback from NSW 
get them down. Like the rain, they were 
relentless. And it proved successful.

New South Wales, on the other hand, 
made some fatal errors, and not just 
during the game. The selectors picked 
players out of  position to ensure they 
were in the team, like Jarryd Hayne, 
fullback for Parramatta Eels but stuck 
out on the wing on Wednesday, while 
Jamie Lyon, who typically plays in 
the centres, played at five-eighth for 
Origin. The selectors were clearly their 
own worst enemies – Hayne moved to 
fullback and New South Wales scored 
twice. Go figure!

The aftermath of  the game has seen fans 
and NRL commentators alike calling for 
the axing of  various players, coach Craig 
Bellamy, and team selectors. New South 
Wales certainly isn’t short of  talent on or 
off  the field; it’s just a matter of  choosing 
a coach and a team that can match and 
ultimately overcome the dominance 
of  the Queensland side. But we have 
to ask ourselves, based on last week’s 
performance, is it really possible for 
cockroaches to overcome cane toads?

Kirsten Wade reports on the banana benders’ victory.

FEELING BLUE

And they’re off!

This year’s sides.

FREE COUCH
SRC is giving away a comfy 
secondhand 3-seater couch 
to a student home. 
Pick up in person from
SRC Wentworth Bldg.
Call 02 9660 5222.
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President's Report
Report of the SRC President, Elly Howse // president@src.usyd.edu.au

Quality of Education Survey 
Thank you to all the people who participated in the  
NUS Quality of Education Survey.
Your answers will be used to help us campaign to  

improve the standard of your education.

Notice of Council Meeting
The next meeting of the 82nd SRC will be held on June 1st at 6pm,  
room 405 Eastern Avenue
On the agenda: proposed changes to SRC electoral regulations. 
For agenda please contact: c.mcclure@src.usyd.edu.au

NUS Conferences Coming up  
over the Mid Year Break... 
International Students' Conference:  5-6th July, Hobart TAS 

Education Conference:  7th-9th July, Hobart TAS 

Queer Collaborations:   5th-9th July, Wollongong NSW 

NOWSA (Network of Women Students Australia) Conference:  
 
14th-18th July, Newcastle NSW 

Indigenous Students' Conference:  
29th July - 1st August, Redfern NSW

If you are interested in attending or for more information,  
go to unistudent.com.au or contact the SRC President on 9660 5222

Last week I covered a few of  the things I 
campaigned on when the Activate! team 
and I were running for the SRC. This 
week I want to talk about more broadly 
the campaigns we’ve been focusing on 
and the wins the SRC has had this year 
so far.

Here’s what I had on my how-to-votes:

Vote 1 today for an SRC that’s:

Active:•	  Campaigns for a fair 
education system – Decrease HECS! 
Fair Youth Allowance! Transport 
concessions for International students!
Focused:•	  Defends our right to better 
learning conditions on campus – 
smaller class sizes, 100% wireless 
coverage, 24 hour libraries.
Engaged:•	  Tales a stand on student 
issues – Affordable housing, HECS 
places for Summer and Winter 
School.
Progressive:•	  Campaigns on broader 
social justice issues and stands up 
against discrimination.

So, at the (almost) end of  Semester 1, I 
haven’t quite ticked every box, but hey, 
there’s still another semester to go!

The	SRC	office-bearers	and	I	have	
been extremely active this semester in 
campaigning for a better, more equitable 
and accessible education system. We 
may not have any further decreases in 
HECS at the moment, or international 
student transport concessions, but I’m 
committed to making sure at least one of  
these issues are brought to centre stage 
by the end of  2010. In fact, I follow the 
NSW Premier on Twitter and I look 
forward to continuing to tweet her about 
the lack of  transport concessions for 
international students. We have a very 
big plus on our side though – universities 
around Australia, including our own, 
overwhelmingly support transport 
concessions for international students in 

NSW and Victoria. We just have to keep 
fighting!

The SRC has been at the forefront of  
discussion about what a demand-driven, 
deregulated higher education system will 
mean for current and future students. 
We have been talking to the media, 
to students and to politicians about 
the need for a fairer Youth Allowance 
system, and through an organisation 
like NUS (National Union of  Students), 
we	were	able	to	get	significant	wins	for	
Youth Allowance reform. That couldn’t 
have happened without amazing days 
like Noodle Day and the National Day 
of  Action, in which students took part 
all around the country. That kind of  
nationalised form of  peaceful, direct 
action	for	a	specific	issue	is	hard	to	do	
well, but NUS and student organisations 
like the SRC have gone above and 
beyond in 2010. It is because of  our 
fantastic student organisations that Youth 
Allowance	changes	were	finally	passed	
by Senate, and that scholarships were 
put in place again to assist students in 
accessing higher education.  

As President, I’ve also had the 
opportunity to directly involve the SRC 
in decision-making around improving 
learning conditions on campus. 
From Academic Board, the highest 
academic decision-making body in the 
University, to a Teaching and Learning 
Working Group for redevelopments in 
Carslaw, PNR and Wallace, you can 
bet your bottom dollar I have been 
there, representing you and your fellow 
students. From surveys to submissions, 
the SRC has involved students in 
Teaching & Learning issues, the Green 
Paper and more. The SRC had the 
opportunity of  participating in the 
NUS Quality Education surveys, and 
we had over 500 students from USyd 
fill	out	a	survey	for	us.	It	was	a	great	
result, and NUS has at least 6,000 
results to create their response going 

into another election in which higher 
education funding and support seems 
to be at the back of  politicians’ minds.  
These are two very huge wins for the 
SRC and NUS for 2010 – fantastic work 
by students from USyd and around 
Australia!

Student representation has also 
been increased this year, particularly 
throughout the Arts Faculty. This 
means we have more students being 
involved and talking to their faculty 
and departments about things like huge 
class sizes. Next up for representation 
are Science and Economics & Business, 
so keep an ear out for your chance to 
be involved! The SRC has indeed been 
focused on the issues that matter to 
you, like getting a seat in your lecture, 
having a chance to talk in your huge 
French tutorial, and engaging with the 
University on issues like improving 
wireless and internet access and library 
opening hours. Just as I write this, I 
recently found out that Scitech will trial 
extended opening hours from Mon-Fri, 
8am-midnight from 7th June – 21st 
June. I’m still working on extending 
opening hours on a Sunday, but that’s a 
little more complicated than I initially 
thought. The Scitech trial will also see 
the security bus extended until just after 
midnight. It’s a start, but we are getting 
there. I’ll continue working through 
Semester 2 to see what other times we 

can get extended for the main libraries 
across Camperdown / Darlington 
campus. 

Some	final	things	–	last	week	I	sent	off 	
a proposal to the Provost for HECS 
places for Summer and Winter School, 
as well as proposing to those creating the 
University’s Strategic Plan to increase 
the percentage of  affordable university 
housing from 15% to 20%. At the 
beginning of  Semester 2, I can give you 
an update on where those things are. 

The SRC has been campaigning for a 
fair education system, a green campus, 
women’s rights and against racism, all 
in one semester. I feel a bit tired reading 
all of  that but I am very happy to reach 
the holidays – although you will still 
find	me	in	the	SRC	hard	at	work	during	
them!  Except for when I go to some 
conferences…

Thanks to everyone who has been so 
supportive and helpful throughout this 
semester, I am really looking forward to 
the	next	one	with	all	of 	my	great	office-
bearers, Executive, councillors, Honi Soit 
editors and friends in the University. 

Happy holidays and best of  luck in your 
final	assessments	and	exams!	
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Ask Abe
Q & A with students 
who need help and a 
dog who has all the 
answers. . .

Send your letters to:  
help@src.usyd.edu.au 

General Secretary's Report
Report of the General Secretary, Donherra Walmsley // gen.sec@src.usyd.edu.au

Women's Report Report of the Women’s Officer, Rosie Ryan // 
womens.officers@src.usyd.edu.au

Well, semester’s almost over, exams and 
essays loom, but you can see the light 
at the end of  the tunnel of  assessment 
hell. This semester has been a big one 
for the SRC, with Noodle Day, the 
National Day of  Action, the Green 
Paper, and Quality Surveys keeping 
your student representatives very busy. 
The action isn’t over just yet though. 
On Thursday the 3rd, there will be a 
rally organised by the CCCC (cross 
campus concession coalition) demanding 
justice for international students, 
specifically focussing on the recent 
changes to immigration laws which 
have screwed over many international 
students. The rally is from 10am-12pm 

at Town Hall, and I’d definitely encourage 
anyone interested in making sure that 
international students are treated like 
people instead of  cash cows to come along. 

Next semester promises to be equally 
active for the SRC – the University’s White 
Paper will be released in July, and with a 
Federal Election looming, we’ll be putting 
some pressure on all politicians to step up 
their game as far as tertiary education and 
student support is concerned. Remember 
that if  there’s something you’re passionate 
about and want to see changed, you can 
contact us to get involved – after all, 
we’re your student representatives, and 
we are working to improve your student 
experience. 

 
Finally, I’d encourage you all to take 
advantage of  Scitech’s extended 
opening hours (8am-midnight 
weekdays) during stuvac and the exam 
period – if  we show the University that 
students need this by packing out the 
library, it’ll enable your representatives 
to put pressure on the uni to extend the 
hours further. Eventually we want 24 
hour libraries on campus, but it’s going 
to be a process of  incremental increases 
fought for in drawn out negotiations 
with the University. 

Good luck with your assessments and 
exams!  

On Saturday 29th May, there was a 
fantastic rally for abortion rights at 
Martin Place. Women and men both 
turned up in droves to support changing 
abortion legislation and removing 
abortion from the NSW Crimes Act 
of  1900. Many students from the 
University of  Sydney were there to 
loudly proclaim the importance of  safe, 
accessible and legal abortion to any 
woman whoever should need it or ask 
for it. 

The case of  the young Cairns couple 
was firmly in the forefront of  our 
minds. Imagine being prosecuted for 
having an abortion? Imagine being 19 
years old and facing court for taking 
an abortion drug? The SRC Women’s 
Collective and department have been 
focused this semester on abortion rights 

because of  the huge effects conservative 
abortion legislation can have on 
young women, particularly students. 
Women students can have little money 
(as do most students!) and be alone 
or alienated from family and friends 
when at university, which is why they 
need support from confidential services 
and freely available contraception and 
access to abortion. Abortion is currently 
‘accessible’ to those women who can 
afford to pay. It’s an expensive business 
and completely cruel to expect women 
to pay upwards of  $400 for an abortion. 
We all know contraception fails. We 
all know that women can be sexually 
assaulted or raped. We all know that 
women can often be in distressing 
situations where they feel they cannot 
have a baby. So why not support a 
woman’s right to choose – don’t let 

the law choose, or let conservative 
politicians choose. Take abortion out of  
the criminal code and support women 
who want to have power over their own 
bodies.

Thanks to members of  the Women’s 
Collective for a wonderful semester! But 
it’s not over yet, because next semester 
there are two fantastic campaigns 
coming up that will be run by the 
SRC and NUS. The NUS Women’s 
Officer will be launching on 23rd June 
in Melbourne the campaign ‘Abbott’s 
Heaven. Your Hell’. After that is 
NOWSA (Network of  Women Students 
Australia) conference in Newcastle from 
14th-18th July. If  you’re interested in 
attending, please contact me asap. See 
you next semester and have an amazing 
holidays!

Education Report Report of the Education Officer, Gabriel Dain // 
education.officers@src.usyd.edu.au

The final data has been sent off  from 
Sydney Uni for the National Union 
of  Students (NUS) Quality Education 
survey. I hope you all filled in a survey, 
either at our stall in Carslaw/Eastern 
Avenue or online. Last time I checked, 
NUS had received just over 6,000 
responses from around the country (that’s 
from 39 university campuses in Australia). 
The NUS target was 10,000 but some 
campuses really struggled to get the 
campus target of  250. Why? Because they 
didn’t have student organisations, or these 
organisations had little funding or were 
run by CV-stacking schmicks who didn’t 
care about the importance of  quality 
education (or a national representative 
body for students). 

Four years on from VSU (Voluntary 
Student Unionism), universities are still 
reeling from the shock of  this legislation 
and the devastating effect it has had on 
campus life and on student organisations. 
Instead of  being fully funded and working 

hard to represent students’ interests, 
many student organisations have folded, 
have been taken over by private services 
or simply have no money to do anything 
apart from employ one caseworker. At the 
University of  Sydney, the SRC has been 
surviving since 2006 on money stretched 
thinly across the range of  services we 
provided for undergraduate students. 
We have 4 caseworkers (including one at 
satellite campuses like Cumberland, SCA, 
Westmead and the Con), a secondhand 
bookstore, a fabulous weekly newspaper 
Honi Soit, and office-bearers who 
essentially work full-time to represent you 
in every arena of  the University.  

This could change though. In 2010, the 
SRC had its funding from the University 
reduced by 7% of  our total 2009 funding. 
That’s equal to the cost of  printing Honi 
and handbooks for a year. That’s equal 
to the cost of  running two Councils, 
Executives and Presidents. That’s equal 
to the cost of  providing free legal advice 

and support for students. With CPI 
increases and even a slight increase in 
undergraduate students, this funding cut 
represents more than 7%. In 2010, the 
SRC is running on a funding level similar 
to 2006, though the student body has 
grown and demand for the SRC’s services 
and representation has risen by at least 
30%. Next semester we are also trialling 
an Honi Soit website, which is something 
you all wanted and voted for last year. 

What next? If  you want to see the SRC 
representing you into the future and 
supporting students with our amazing 
services, email the Vice-Chancellor, Dr 
Michael Spence and tell him the SRC 
needs more funding for 2011! His email 
is vice.chancellor@sydney.edu.au. Good 
luck with the rest of  the semester and 
email me if  you are interested in coming 
to NUS Education Conference in July in 
Tasmania. 

Dear Abe,

I have had a rough semester. After going to 
the doctor I have been diagnosed with a kind 
of  extreme anxiety. I am starting to get some 
treatment now which is great, but have fallen 
behind on 2 of  my subjects and I just don’t 
see how I can pass them now – the other 2 
should be fine. Is there anything I can do at 
this late stage that may be helpful?

Worried

Dear Worried,

Please do not stress about this. There are a 
couple of  things you can do. Firstly, make 
an appointment to see a Disability Services 
Officer. Take along documentation from 
your health practitioner that describes your 
condition, how this affects your studies 
and any medication that may affect your 
ability to study. Disability Services will 
assess your case and discuss what they can 
do for you, particularly given that exams 
are coming up and you may have missed 
some assessments. Broadly speaking, they 
can provide direct student support services 
and liaise with academics to minimise the 
impact of  disabilities (including anxiety 
and depression) on your studies. They 
do this by recommending ‘reasonable 
adjustments’ to academics to enable you to 
study without disadvantage. In their liaison 
with academics Disability Services will not 
usually need to share or disclose information 
about your disability, they simply discuss 
the reasonable adjustment/s you need. You 
can contact them on 8627 8422 to find out 
more information or 8267 8433 to make an 
appointment. 

Secondly, it may be possible to apply for a 
Discontinue Not Fail (DNF) for the 2 subjects 
you think you have fallen too far behind in 
as a result of  your condition. To do this you 
would write to the Dean of  your Faculty 
requesting DNFs. You need explain why you 
did not withdraw from these subjects before 
23 April (the normal deadline for DNFs), this 
is usually because things got worse after this 
date and/or you could not have withdrawn 
before this date. You will need to highlight 
how this was unpredictable and out of  your 
control. You will also need to explain why you 
have been disadvantaged in 2 subjects but 
feel able to pursue the other 2. SRC HELP 
caseworkers are happy to help you with a 
draft of  such a letter and can also give you 
advice about possible fee refunds. Contact 
them on 9660 5222.

Finally, don’t forget about the special 
consideration policy. If  something unexpected 
happens that affects your performance 
in an exam, speak to Disability Services 
immediately if  it is connected to your 
condition or apply for Special Consideration. 
Don’t forget that special consideration 
applications must be in within 7 days of  the 
assessment or deadline.

Good luck with the rest of  semester, and 
reach out to the people who can help you.

Abe



Doctoral Student Bullying
a complaint of harassment and/or 
discrimination, or within the context 
of a potential research misconduct 
concern. We treat each case 
individually and tailor our advice 
to what we think will get the best 
outcome for the student. It is not a 
substitute for having an adequate 
policy for hearing and resolving 
bullying complaints, but we do 
work hard to protect students, and 
support them to get a resolution of 
their case.

Secondly, we are in conversation 
with our Council and with 
University staff about improving 
the policy situation. There is 
recognition within parts of the 
University, that an anti-bullying 
policy and resolution procedures 
are required for students. The issue 
has been raised in Committee 
settings and we intend to work with 
SUPRA’s Council to raise the issue 
again. Separate to any such policy, 
the Academic Board also recently 
supported the proposal to establish 
a Graduate School. It was suggested 
that one of its roles could be to 
manage a confidential process for 
raising concerns about supervision. 
The process should be kept at arms 
length from Faculties. Implemented 
well, such a process could give 
students the confidence to come 
forward with problems earlier, and 
before they become entrenched 
bullying situations.

If you have experienced bullying 
SUPRA wants to hear from you. 
The Student Advice and Advocacy 
Officers (SAAOs) can help. SAAOs 
are employed by SUPRA, to offer a 
free, independent, confidential, and 
professional casework service for 
postgraduate students. Call 9351 
3715 or email help@supra.usyd.
edu.au for assistance.
 

Adrian Cardinali
Student Advice and Advocacy Co-
ordinator

forward with complaints. Students 
using SUPRA’s casework service 
have reported a belief that they 
could be victimised and ostracised. 
They have reported a fear that 
if they complain whilst they are 
a student they won’t be able to 
finish their degrees, and that their 
careers might be over. We also 
find it hard to encourage students 
to come forward, because there 
is currently no bullying policy in 
place to protect students. The only 
bullying resolution processes in 
place at the University cover staff 
and affiliates, not students. The 
University’s general complaints 
resolution processes available 
for “non academic grievances” 
and “resolution of problems” 
procedures for supervisory 
difficulties, are not adequate. 
They are not robust enough to 
give students assurances that 
bullying complaints will be dealt 
with effectively and they will be 
protected.

From the perspective of SUPRA’s 
casework service that leaves 
us trying to do two things 
simultaneously. Firstly, where we 
become aware of cases of alleged 
bullying, we attempt to find the 
processes and the people in the 
University that seem best suited to 
deal with the particular complaint. 
For example, we sometimes advise 
students that they should raise 
their bullying concerns as part of 
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prepared a paper titled “Is this 
bullying? Doctoral students’ 
experiences of supervisory 
bullying”, to be presented at the 
International Doctoral Education 
Research Education Network 
Conference in Malaysia, in 
April 2010. Her paper notes that 
academics are placed under 
enormous workloads and some 
transfer the pressures to doctoral 
students in the form of bullying. She 
does not suggest that this happens 
in every case. She identified 8 
student experiences reported on 
anonymous blogs. She identified 
themes emerging from the blogs, 
including “confusion, unrealistic 
work demands, criticism, anger and 
rage, inappropriate attention, and 
use of power”. She gave examples 
of each theme. For anyone involved 
in supporting postgraduate 
students the case examples are 
harrowing.

One student thought “of my 
advisor as an enemy that I need 
to evade, not a friend or mentor”. 
Another said their supervisor was 
“dismissive of my ideas, talks 
down to me condescendingly, 
brings me down in front of other 
people, slams her fists on her 
desk while raising her voice, and 
criticizes my slightest mistakes, all 
while minimally acknowledging 
solid work I have done”. Another 
described a supervisor who made 
unwanted approaches, asking 
her to “to meet me for a meal on 
Valentine’s Day at a very expensive 
restaurant as ‘a treat for all your 
good work’… I need a way out”. In 
response, a blogger said “a friend 
of mine had a similar experience… 
when she stood up for herself and 
rejected her supervisor’s advances, 
he made her life hell… She felt 
she couldn’t complain as the 
Old Boys’ Network always closes 
ranks”. I wish I could say this kind 
of bullying does not happen at the 
University of Sydney. Unfortunately 
I can’t.

We are aware of bullying concerns 
raised by postgraduate students 
within confidential casework. It 
is hard to get students to come 

The student-supervisor 
relationship is rarely equal. 
The power difference that typically 
exists can leave students feeling 
vulnerable to bullying. The issue of 
bullying of doctoral students has 
been raised in two national forums 
over the last couple of months. The 
first was The Research Excellence 
Experience in 2009 workshop held 
in Melbourne in December 2009. 
Hosted by the Council of Australian 
Postgraduate Associations (CAPA), 
and supported by the Federal 
Department of Innovation, Industry, 
Science and Research (DIISR), 
the workshop included student 
participants from around the 
country. A full report is available on 
the DIISR web site.

In response to a question about 
what aspects of supervision 
could be improved, one group 
“highlighted the importance 
of transparency in grievance 
resolution for research students. 
The value of independent advice, 
and the importance of being able 
to access an independent arbiter 
when conflicts or concerns arise 
was also discussed. Participants 
noted they felt research students 
were more vulnerable to bullying 
and intimidation than other student 
groups, which they described as 
the ‘down-side of [the] student-
supervisor relationship’. Supervisor 
contact was seen as problematic 
when it was unsupportive, or where 
supervisors failed to recognise or 
acknowledge difficulties”.

The workshop was followed by a 
conference in Adelaide where Dr 
Suzanne Morris from the University 
of Queensland presented a paper 
on Supervisor Bullying. She also 

One student 
thought “of my 
advisor as an 
enemy that I need 
to evade, not a 
friend or mentor”

SUPRA Sports
Are you looking to keep fit, have a social afternoon, and get involved with activities that keep your heart racing? SUPRA would like invite you to be 

part of its sporting community. No matter what your level of fitness or desired involvement is, come along!
SUPRA is committed to providing safe sporting experiences for women, so female students are especially encouraged to come along!

SOCIAL SOCCER
When:  Fridays from 3-5 pm.

SOCIAL BASKETBALL
When: Tuesdays 3 - 5pm

For more information contat Chihong at SUPRACHOI@gmail.com



      
As I sit down to write this 
column, I’m feeling quite sad. This 
is my last contribution to Honi 
Soit, ever, as SUPRA Co-President, 
and SUPRA’s last Postgrad Pages, 
ever. After two and a half years of 
Postgrad Pages, and a year and 
nine months at the helm of SUPRA - 
it is truly the end of an era.

Like the other student organisations 
at Sydney Uni, SUPRA has taken 
a funding cut in 2010. We have 
actually not had a funding increase 
in three years, so our budget has 
effectively been cut to below 
2008 levels, while all our services, 
activities, and publications are in 
higher demand than ever.

SUPRA began publishing in Honi 
Soit because we didn’t receive 
funding to keep publishing our 
magazine, eXpress, after VSU 
was imposed in 2006. This meant 
collaborating more closely with 
the SRC, which was great! But 
it also meant that we couldn’t 
afford to employ a staff member 
to co-ordinate and lay-up our 
publications. SUPRA’s publications 
have suffered ever since, despite 
the dedication and hard work of 
our administrative staff who have 
put in many long hours of overtime 
and extra effort to ensure that 
SUPRA continues to communicate 
effectively with our constituents 
and the rest of the university 
community.

SUPRA will continue to keep the 
student community up-to-date 
about relevant education and social 
justice issues through eGrad and 
our brand new website (www.
supra.usyd.edu.au).

But if you feel as strongly as we do 
that student publications shouldn’t 
be compromised, write to the Vice-
Chancellor at vice.chancellor@
sydney.edu.au or Deputy Vice-
Chancellor (Education), Professor 
Derrick Armstrong at derrick.
armstrong@sydney.edu.au. Or you 
can write to your federal Member 
of Parliament to tell them how 
important student publications are 
for our welfare.

Students to rally in protest 
against unjust immigration 
changes

International students will be 
rallying this week against changes 
to migration regulations that were 
announced on 17th May.  The 
changes have removed a whole 
range of options for international 
students to apply for Permanent 
Residency through acquiring a 
bridging visa after graduation.

On 17th May, the Minister 
announced a new Skilled 
Occupation List (SOL), to replace 
the Migration Occupations in 
Demand List (MODL), which was 

withdrawn in February.  The SOL 
gives priority to particular fields 
and occupations for migration 
purposes.  The new SOL is far 
smaller than the MODL was, and 
cuts out a number of fields in which 
international students are currently 
studying. This is particularly 
devastating for those students who 
are studying courses that    are not 
recognised overseas, essentially 
rendering the thousands of dollars 
they have paid in fees forfeit. 

While Minister for Immigration, 
Senator Chris Evans, insists that 
these changes were informed by 
research undertaken by Skills 
Australia, this process was rushed 
and not at all transparent. Many 
employers in fields that have been 
excised from the SOL are insisting 
that migration is the only way to 
meet the skills shortage in their 
fields.

There are a lot of indications that 
the Skilled Migration programme 
changes are totally arbitrary, and 
driven by an electoral strategy 
designed to make the Labor 
government appear ‘tough on 
immigration,’ rather than based on 
the country’s actual skills needs.

Firstly, the government’s investment 
in the VET sector through 
budget measures announced 
in May indicates that there are 
widespread skills shortages in the 
country. Divesting the country of 
qualified international graduates 
is nonsensical in the light of other 
policy responses to Australia’s 
workforce needs.

Secondly, the timeframes are 
totally arbitrary. For instance, the 
announcement in February capped 
the number of General Skilled 
Migration visas lodged before 1 
September 2007, to be processed 
this year. There was no rationale 

for choosing this date, aside 
from ensuring that the country’s 
migration program is “driven by 
demand”.

Given the government’s bungled 
and incoherent policy about a 
higher education system “driven 
by demand,” it’s curious that 
their migration policy is being 
justified same rhetoric. Or, perhaps 
because the government has been 
making a great deal of effort to 
politically isolate international 
students by using racist rhetoric 
around immigration, applied also 
to refugees and asylum seekers, it’s 
unsurprising that most of Australian 
society is accepting the line that 
students are objects that are here 
for ‘Australians’ to use to better ‘our’ 
society.

The rally will be on Thursday 3 June, 
from 10 am, starting at Town Hall 
Square. Join international students 
in protesting this unjust treatment.

 
Rashmi Kumar
SUPRA Co-President
president@supra.usyd.edu.au
      

THE SUPRA POSTGRAD PAGES
YOUR Postgraduate 
Representative 
Association
Becoming a member of your 
postgraduate representative 
association gives you the following 
benefits:

•	 Access	to	our	confidential	
student advice  and advocacy 
service and legal service

•	 Participate in SUPRA events and 
activities

•	 Receive regular email updates 
and electronic publications 
(eGrad)

•	 Use the SUPRA Resource and 
Meeting Rooms

•	 Vote or run in the SUPRA Council 
elections

•	 Actively participate in your 
representative student 
association.

Address:	Raglan	St	Building	G10
Darlington Campus
The	University	of	Sydney	NSW	2006

Phone:	(02)	9351	3715
Toll-free:	1800	249	950
Fax:	(02)	9351	6400

E:	admin@supra.usyd.edu.au
Web:	www.supra.usyd.edu.au
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Cadigal Green

WHERE IS SUPRA?

Complete your subscription online at 
www.supra.usyd.edu.au/subscribe 
then follow the links if you would 
like to become a SUPRA Supporter. 
Alternatively you can complete a form 
at our stalls or drop into the SUPRA 
office.
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Signing off…

There are a lot of indications that the Skilled 
Migration programme changes are totally arbitrary, 
and driven by an electoral strategy designed to make 
the Labor government appear ‘tough on immigration’, 
rather than based on the country’s actual skills needs.
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THE 
HONI SOIT
CROSSWORD

SUDOKU   

1. 1930 and Uruguay 2. Anastacia 3. 5 4. Just Fontaine 5. True 6. Graham Poll 7. The Black Stars 8. Andres Escobar 9. (a) 10. Girls Aloud 11. Sergio Augero 12. 
Italy 13. 201 14. Victory as both a player and a coach. 15. Archie Thompson 16. False (199,854) 17. Indonesia (1) 18. The Jules Rimet Trophy 19. Peter Wilson
 20. Lucas Neill 

RATED: Hard. Like a diamond. A blood diamond.

BENNY “ROBERT 1 -DOWNY JR” DAVIS

THE TAKE HOME

Across
1. Smart-spoken man from the box (11)
7. Teapot to revolve topless (3)
9. Unmarried dickhead scored one! (7)
11. Fish took a long time to make car ports 
(7)
12. Needle Bar broke and activated again 
(9)
13. Sounds broke on set (5)
14. Dines on piece of cake at supper (4)
15. Laid rye out swiftly (7)
17. Half an Eqyptian goddess lives (2)
20. 1st and third tray, thanks
21. Cat tied up to order (7)
22. How Eminem talks backwards to fight 
(4)
26. Garlic sauce robots overhead! Let it 
begin! (5)
27. Sleep regulator developed in store 
on…(9)
28. …mountain the day before sleep (7)
29. Outermost ten met about unraveling (7)
30. Scold little king (3)
31. Said by supporters of newly elected 
union leader, or of anything to be 
abolished by him? (4, 2, 3, 2)

Down
1. Coming in like man in man? (9)
2. Sidetrack like a dark skinned man? (7)
3. All-in-one craft woman (6)
4. Self-serving found in boring man (9)

5. Bordered and turned good deed (5)
6. Beat gas (8)
7. Pressing like an ancient city’s citizen? (6)
8. Roosts in the birdhouse (5)
16. Powder put off man (9)
18. Harsh twine man lost a thousand (9)
19. Hard working like a man from 
Indonesia’s capital (8)
23. Caustic like word play man? (7)
24. Logical like a businessman? (6)
25. Motionless white noise (6)
26. A man worker (5)
27. A bar in vice is silky smooth (5)

Across
1. Clever (11)
7. Pot (3)
9. Scored one run (7)
11. Car holes (attrib. Moe) (7)
12. Activated once more (9)
13. Sounds (5)
14. Ingests (4)
15. At hand (7)
17. Exists (2)

20. Thank you (colloq.) (2)
21. Order (7)
22. Brawl (4)
26. Dip (5)
27. Chemical regulator of sleep, mood and 
appetite (9)
28. Hillary’s conquest (7)
29. Far-gone (7)
30. Scold little king (3)
31. Said (uncommonly, almost never) when 
sharp taste is to be sufficient (4, 2, 3, 2)

*Questions themed around 
this week's issue.

1. When and where was the first World 
Cup held?

2. Who sang the official song of the 2002 
World Cup?

3. How many goals have the Socceroos 
scored at the World Cup: 5, 7 or 9?

4. Which Frenchman scored 13 goals at a 
single World Cup?

5. True or False: Dizzee Rascal has teamed 
up with Simon Cowell to produce a World 
Cup anthem?

6. Who was the referee who gave Josip 
Simunic three yellow cards during the 
Australia-Croatia game in 2006?

7. What is the nickname of the Ghana 
national side?

8. Which Colombian player was murdered 
in 1994, after scoring an own goal at that 
year’s World Cup?

9. A meia is:
(a) a central attacking midfielder
(b) the centre circle
(c) a Brazilian shopping centre

10. Which all-girl band is Ashley’s Cole 
soon to be ex-wife Cheryl a part of?
  

11. Which Argentinean striker is married 
to Maradona’s daughter?

12. Which country has hosted the most 
World Cups?

13. How many goals have Brazil scored at 
the World Cup: 181, 191 or 201?

14. Brazil’s Mario Zagallo and West 
Germany’s Franz Beckenbaur are the only 
two men to achieve what at the World 
Cup?

15. Which Australian has the honour of 
scoring the most goals in a single World 
Cup Qualifying match?

16. True or False: The highest attendance 
for a World Cup match is over 200,000?

17. Which of Australia’s neighbours holds 
the record of playing the least World Cup 
matches of any competing nation?

18. What was the official name of the first 
World Cup trophy?

19. Who captained the Socceroos side at 
the 1974 World Cup?

20. Who is the current captain of the 
Socceroos?

Down
1. Entering (9)
2. Periphery (7)
3. A woman’s name (6)
4. Self-serving (9)
5. Gradually approached (5)
6. Strangle (8)
7. Pressing (6)
8. Roosts (5)
16. Washing powder (9)
18. Severe (9)
19. Studious (8)
23. Sharp to the nose (7)
24. Logical (6)
25. Still (6)
26. Cause (5)
27. Bedding material (5)

SPOT THE DIFFERENCE
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Monty Sideways
If he were a color he would be this one.

INSIDE
REGGIE MARMADUKE 
WRITES SOME PRETTY 

EXPLOSIVE AND WALKEY 
AWARD-WINNING STUFF 

ABOUT A MANDARIN 
Or is it a tangerine, or a 

tangelo?

WHICH PURPLE IS THE 
BEST PURPLE?

Find out in our special lift out 
on the love child of blue and 

red.

AN ENTIRE PAGE OF 
MAGIC EYES

One of them is a boat.

‘YOUR SAY’: WHAT’S YOUR 
FAVOURITE COLOUR OF 

BROWN?
It’s light brown. Page 47.

GARTER PRESS CAN NOW 
AFFORD COLOUR PRINTING

A spokesperson for British Petroleum 
has revealed that the cause of  the 
ruptured oil well in the Gulf  of  Mexico 
is in fact “a massive fuck-up.” 

“Our official report into the situation 
has revealed that we completely dropped 
the ball here,” said Deidre Goldsmith, 
official spokesperson for the company. 
“We’ve managed to determine, through 
analysis of  the flow rates from the hole, 
that something has really fucked up, like 
monumentally.”

The rupture, which has resulted in 
the worst oil spill in US history, has 
been leaking crude into the ocean for 
close to five weeks now. “Our thorough 
investigation has concluded that we are 
officially incredibly sorry for what we 
have termed ‘one of  the most fucked 
things we’ve ever done,’” Goldsmith 
said to a press conference. “At some 
stage during the construction of  the 
well, some half-wit employee has clearly 
forgotten to do something, and it’s 
resulted in this colossal balls-up.” 

The spill is estimated to be somewhere 
in the vicinity of  75 million gallons, and 
is threatening an environmental and 
economic catastrophe across hundreds 
of  kilometres of  US coastline. “We have 
determined a number of  precautionary 
measures that we will implement in the 
future to prevent such an occurence,” 
said Goldsmith. “This whole thing is 
completely and entirely pants,” she 
added. 

The British energy giant has tried 
a number of  solutions, including 

attempting to top kill the well. 

“We’ve now shifted from the top killing 
phase to attempting to plug the hole.  In 
hindsight, the top killing was a really 
shit idea,” said Goldsmith. “We envisage 
the plug being an effective solution to 
stem the flow, but if  that doesn’t work 
we’re pretty fucking stumped.” 

The plug will take between four and 
seven days to install. “Fuck I hope it 
works,” Goldsmith said.

“Real big fuck-up” blamed for BP’s ruptured oil well 

The Garter Press can now report that green looks like this

The Garter Press, a paper that for the past 
367 years has been delivered in black 
and white and also some different shades 
of  grey, has finally broken into the 21st 
century with its inclusion of  colour to 
its pages. At the disposal of The Garter 
are cyan, magenta, yellow and black inks, 
which the people at the printing company 
assure them can be combined to make any 
number of  colours, even purple. 

This comes as exciting news to reporters 
from across all disciplines who can now 
report on areas which previously would 
have been impossible. These include, 
but are by no means limited to, balloons, 
rainbow serpent news and stories about 
zebras (wearing colourful clothes).

Reggie Marmaduke, political 
correspondent and person who owes me 
$50 for Jenny’s going-away present, said 

that he thought the addition of  colour to 
the paper would breathe new life into the 
publication.

“It’s exciting that readers are finally 
going to see the paper as we always 
intended. Plus I’ve been sitting on this 
story about a mandarin for 3 years,” said 
Marmaduke, flouting the style-guide 
which dictates that numbers lower than 
ten be spelled.

“But the editor has been adamant that 
people would confuse it with a tangerine. 
Well no longer!” he finished, marching 
into his office, not realising that the 
problem wasn’t at all solved.

Sports reporter Chuck Preston was 
also excited about the prospect of  the 
introduction of  the spectrum to The 
Garter. 

“At last I’ll be able to tell the teams apart. 
It’s been a bloody nightmare, until now 
it’s just been guess work. Now I know 

Usain Bolt is black!”

However, not everyone is so excited. 
Walter Cheshwick, a senior editor at the 
paper, expressed his concerns from atop 
his desk earlier this morning.  “We’ve 
let the devil in here!” he screamed, 
gesticulating wildly and hurling his 
pencils at me.

“Oh sure, you’re all so proud of  your 
fancy colours now, but just you wait, 
you’re angering God and a great flood is 
coming!”

Cheshwick concluded his tirade by 
throwing a cup of  water on whoever was 
still listening.

Mick Haggarty
Rural Reporter and Sheep Farmer

Goldsmith next to a man wearing an orange tie and a blue sit. Her hair is blonde.

PURPLE AND ORANGE. NEITHER RHYME NOR REASON. ESPECIALLY NOT RHYME. AS IN THEY DON’T RHYME WITH ANYTHING. TRY ME.

SEE, FRANK?
We totally did finish a Rubik’s 

cube.Poison Your 
Husband

HOW 
TO

MOUNT FUJI
NOT a mountain of apples. So don’t expect it to be a 

mountain of apples.
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A GAME 
OF TWO 
HALVES

With Rick Brumby

A horse, a horse – my kingdom 
for a horse! 

Surely some of the most moving 
and insightful words ever written 
on subject of wanting a horse. 

But who wrote them? Or should 
we perhaps be asking, “whom 
hath per chance hath writted 
these?”. Have you guessed(eth) 
yet?! That’s right, today in 
the wonderful world of words 

we are looking at The Bard, Old 
Shakestaff, Wee Willy Shakespete 
– Mr. William Shakespeare to his 
friends and also to history in the 
wonderful world of words!

But of what interest would 
some old dead man be to Maisy 
Snuffington and to her readers 
also? He’s so outdated! You might 
scoff. Isn’t he just for Men of 
Letters and Professors of Words? 
You cry. I’d rather listen to some 
music on my new iMusic! Well, 
hold onto your horses (and get a 
kingdom for them!) because as I’ve 
typed before in this column for 
you to read, Shakespeare did a lot 
more than write stuffy old novels!
 
He was a creator of characters 
as memorable as any today! He 
dreamt up amazing people like 

Romeo, Oberon and Julius Caesar 
and places like Venice (The 
Two Gentlemen of Verona) and 
Errors (An Comedy of Errors). 
Historians and Shakespeare 
experts, or “Sexperts”, estimate 
that in old Shakespeare’s short 
lifetime (he died tragically 
at 22) he created over 5 
billion characters! That means 
that if ever we wanted to 
put on productions of all of 
Shakespeare’s works at once, the 
whole world would have to pitch 
in to play all the parts (I wonder 
who’d bring the oranges for half 
time?!). This is where the phrase 
“All the world’s a stage” comes 
from.

Shakespeare was king of his 
castle (literally!) in his own 
day, being the most popular 

entertainer of his own day, even 
more popular than jesters or 
ye olde shadow puppet shows. 
These days though, Shakespeare 
is often viewed as only 
entertainment for the super-
smart like people at Mensa, or 
Who Wants to be A Millionaire – 
but that’s not true at all!

Plenty of movies have been made 
around Shakespeare’s stories, 
some of them featuring noted 
hollywood spunks and spunkettes! 
Just watch Interview With The 
Vampire to see what I mean!

But once again, time has once 
more gotten the better of us 
again in this our Wonderful Wold 
of Words!!  As Olde Shakey 
would say, all’s well that finishes 
in a good manner goodbye! 

 

Well, it’s that time of  year 
again when every four years the 
World Cup rolls around, and we 
all start to catch the Dreaded 
Sickness of  the Round Ball, also 
known as Football Fever. Is the 
fever contagious? Oh, it’s not a 
real sickness? What is soccer? 
So let’s answer some of  these 
questions, and take a look at the 
Aussie lineup.  

Goalkeeper: Mark Schwarzer is 
a huge part of  the Australian 
side, and will be the starting 
man between the sticks. Hope-

fully, Schwarzy won’t have to 
stop too many goals, but if  he 
does, the hopefully he stops 
most, if  not all of  them, as this 
tactic of  stopping goals has 
been crucial to Australia’s past 
victories. 

Defence: Lucas Neill, the skipper 
of  the side, will be the rock in 
the backline. He has been like a 
rock in the backline for Austra-
lia, what with his ability to stop 
moving things when they hit 
him, and also in the metaphor 
way where he is a rock of  sup-

port as captain. He will be ably 
supported in the backline by 
the rock-like Scott Chipperfield, 
who is arguably the best player 
in the world, arguable for the 
very reason that most people 
would readily argue that he is 
absolutely not the best player in 
the world.

Midfield: Here is the engine 
room of  the side, with Big 
Timmy Cahill driving the 
steam train, and Grella and 
Bresciano pushing it along as 
well. Little Timmy and the boys 
have raised the expectation bar, 
but no one’s accusing them of  
moving the goalposts. When 
push comes to crunch, Australia 
will have to be willing to throw 
its last trump card into the fire. 
You only get one crack at the 
cherry against a team like Ger-
many, and if  Australia wants to 
progress, then the midfield are 

going to have to step up the lad-
der and grab that cherry with 
both hands.

Attack: It is in attack that Aus-
tralia will have to score most, 
if  not all, of  their goals. And if  
Australia want to score goals, 
which they do, then they’re 
going to need Harry Kewell’s 
groin to cooperate. Another key 
figure in the attacking line will 
be Nikita Rukavytsya. He has 
been the talk of  the qualifiers so 
far, and has bags of  experience 
that he filled with experience 
at famous clubs KSV Roeselare, 
FC Twente and Perth Glory, 
bags that will weigh him down 
as the experience in them is 
heavy and useless.

Dark Horse: By now, we have 
all heard the rumours that Pim 
Verbeek is considering call-
ing up a horse into the squad. 

The horse has been shrouded 
in controversy, with questions 
surrounding his nationality, 
whether the call up is too late 
and also that he is a horse. “Sure 
the horse has four legs and can 
reach a velocity of  50 km/hr, 
but I thought I got some good 
touches in the qualifiers,” com-
plained Scott McDonald, who 
was overlooked for the horse. 
But Verbeek seems firm on the 
decision. “We select the horse 
for his gallantry of  football,” he 
told me. “It can in the game of  
centre-field play because it has 
the effective skills of  distribu-
tion to colleague players, or in 
front we look forward to further 
because of  its remarkable speed 
movement. It large addition to 
our glorious command will be,” 
Verbeek laughed mercilessly.

Let’s hope this crazy Dutchman 
is right.

Hey, Guys. Thanks for rockin’ 
up to this the last tute of the 
semester. I know it’s a stretch 
to expect a high attendance at 
this point of the semester, so 
no dramas! But seriously, I’ll 
be taking note of those people 
who aren’t here and they’ll be 
receiving zero for their class 
participation. 

I just wanna congratulate you 
all on a what I think has been 
a great learning experience. I 
really feel we’ve succeeded in 
creating an atmosphere where 
everyone could have their voice 
heard and feel comfortable 

in having their say. I should 
add that I have tallied up the 
amount of times everyone 
spoke in the class and you if 
didn’t feel ‘comfortable’ having 
your say more than twice a 
class, it’ll be reflected in your 
final mark and you’ll be forced 
to repeat the subject. 

A note on the exam for all you 
keen-beans! I really wanna 
stress that it’s not like your 
other ‘formal’ exams, and there 
will be a lot of freedom for you 
to express your individuality 
and personality in your re-
sponses. That said, if you don’t 

meet a strict set of confidential 
criteria agreed upon months 
ago by myself and the course 
coordinator, you’ll be on the 
fast track to fail town.  

I’ve also tried to make sure that 
the examination room will have 
a ‘chilled out’ atmosphere so 
as to best reflect all the times 
we spent ‘maxin and relaxin’ in 
our tutes. However, you should 
know that if there’s any talking, 
loud breathing or writing after 
the exam is over, the examina-
tion supervisors have been 
instructed to remove you from 
the room, tear up your exam 
and expel you from all current 
and future tertiary studies.

I’m going to pass out these tu-
tor assessment sheets, where 
you’re able to record your 
thoughts on the teaching qual-
ity and the subject as a whole. 

I’ll leave the room now, so feel 
free to be as honest as possible 
because your feedback can 
help improve the course for 
future students! It’s probably 
worth remembering though 
that I’m fairly familiar with all 
your handwriting now after the 
amount of in-class exercises 
I’ve made you do, so if you say 
anything that could endanger 
my tenure I’ll totally get my 
revenge against you. 

I’ll probably see most of you 
out on the town, and I hope 
that you all add me on Face-
book so we can continue our 
lively debates! But if I see any 
discriminatory or offensive 
posts or status updates I won’t 
hesitate to notify your parents, 
the university and the Federal 
Police.  

Thanks for the memories, guys!

I’m Just A Young, Chilled-
Out Tutor Who’s Been 
More Like A Friend But 
Who’ll Soon Be Failing 
You

THINKING ABOUT 
LAUNCHING YOUR 

BEAR INTO SPACE?

DON’T!
This is a bad idea for the fol-

lowing reasons:

It will be expensive.•	
It will be difficult to find a •	
spacesuit large enough for 
a bear to wear in space.
Bears are dangerous and •	
should not be angered.
It would anger your bear •	
(see above point)
Ghosts.•	
There are enough bears in •	
space already.
Bears hate space.•	

REMEMBER THE RHYME: Keep your 
bears out of space / On the ground 

is their place.

PLEASE CONTINUE TO ENJOY OUR COLOUR PAGES! BUT BE CAREFUL TO 
NOT MISTAKE THE LIFE-LIKE NATURE OF OUR PICTURES WITH REAL LIFE.



Lifestyle
COLUMN∞
“I’ve been watching this column 
for some time,” writes Alan 
Gardner of  Mosman, “and I’m 
growing increasingly concerned 
by the amount of  women 
writing in. When was this 
legalised?” Good question, Alan! 
We’ll look into it! 

“Does anyone think it’s a 
coincidence that both William 
Shakespeare and Winston 
Churchill both start with 
the letter W?” asks Donna 
Hampton-Clams of  Inverness. 
Now that you mention it, 
Donna, no! 

Max Fillington of  Mollymook 
remembers a time when ice 
creams cost five cents! “A few 
months back, five cents would 
buy you as much stolen ice cream 
as you hide in your backpack 
and steal from the corner store.” 
Bloody inflation! 

Kombo Ngiege of  Nigeria has 
emailed us about an exciting 
business opportunity that 
only requires our credit card 
information. Sounds legit, 
Kombo!  

Looks like we’ve finally got 
an answer to our question on 
cloud formation! Professor 
Calinda Priorthi of  Meteorology 
Department at the Queensland 
University of  Technology wrote 
in to let us know that this topic 
isn’t remotely interesting in the 
slightest. Thanks for clearing 
that up, Professor!

CLASSIFIEDS

Send your submissions to Column∞: 
ohgodicouldhavebeenadancer@garter.com

The Garter wishes  
all the best to

Henry Hawthorne, Ben 
Jenkins, David Mack and Joe 

Payten.

who we’ve shot from a cannon 
toward space. 

The Garter Press

BIRTHS

COURSES AND  
PRIVATE TUITION

RETIREMENTS

WANTED TO BUY

LETTERS
Garter Folk,

I write in response to your article 
on the Eurovision song contest. 
You said Germany was the vic-
tor. As a citizen of Poland and a 
student of history, I find the idea 
of Germany winning anything 
highly unsettling and would like 
to remind the editors of the no-
tion of a ‘slippery slope’. 

F. Sloviachek (King Bear of 
Poland)

To The Esteemed Editors of The 
Garter,

God is dead.

Yours (un)Faithfully, Nietzsche.

To Nietzsche,

Yeah, well you have pneumonia.

God. 

Dear The Garter,

I find it a disgrace that the lead-
ers of the world are not doing 
more to curb the deadly threat 
coming their way. By which of 
course I refer to myself. Deliver 
the bullion or I’ll activate the 
volcano.

Yours Mercilessly,
I.D.M

To The Garter,

As a resident of Armidale, I 

wish to draw your attention 
to the stunning lack of cover-
age in your paper of the events 
unfolding at Llangothin. Aside 
from a brief article outlining the 
rebel’s stockpiling of food and 
weaponry, there has not been a 
single report about the fall of 
Boorolong, the siege of Spring 
Mountain or the death of UN 
negotiators in Inverell. As far as 
I can tell, this is the only bloody 
secession in the country recently 
or ever.

Yours,
C. Richmond  

The Garter Press has just discovered a neat way of saving 
time, keeping in touch with friends and sending funny 

poems to your nephew. 

It’s called an Internet, and now you can own one two 
by “logging on” to www.how-could-i-possibly-be-accessing-

this-if-i-didn’t-already-have-the-internet.com

FEELING BLUE? ADVERTISE IN THE 
GARTER! YOUR COMPETITORS WILL BE 

GREEN WITH ENVY!GREEN
fantastic use of the new colour pages 
dolores! thanks for taking the initiative.
Ed.

BLUE?

NEW species of domestic 
animals: sculpture vulture, 
cloister oyster, verandah 
panda – will be put down if 
cannot find home, sad loss 
both to would-be-family and 
scientific community.

ONE Banana Hammock. I 
don’t actually know what this 
is, but I thought it sounded 
funny. Wait? It’s a what? Oh, I 
don’t want one of those.

SEXY kittens. Definitely not 
sex cats. Please don’t tell the 
RSPCA. 

DIPLOMATIC gifts to ex-prime 
ministers – found on nature 
strip – will sell back to giver-
nation and spark international 
unrest if no higher offer.  
Starting bid: $50.

“ROW”: 16 definitions, all 
unique!  Get in line fast, no 
squabbling, oar there’ll be 
trouble!  $2/meaning.

ONE tiny coffin. Wachu talkin’ 
bout, funeral home? 

OWN your own bear today – 
as seen in the movies – minus 
music but double plus teeth!

CLEANSKIN WINE – why no 
label, you ask?  Drink and find 
out! I.D.M.

GHOST in my machine.  Not 
a metaphor for cybernetic 
glitch!  Looking for discount 
Harvey’s Ghost Cleaner.  STAT!

INTELLECTUAL property 
rights to the word ‘the’ – as 
infringed in this ad alone 
twice already!  Buy for $10, 
live like a king.

SHOP ethically! Buy tree, eat 
tree, be tree. 

TAZOS. Will trade for more 
tazos. Or maybe some 
Dragonball Z discs, I don’t 
have all of those yet. I think 
I’m missing Vegeta.

MIXED lollies. Definitely not 
all the leftover shit ones from 

my party last night put into a 
bag.

MIXED metaphors. They’re 
not rocket surgery. 

LICORICE. Chocolate-covered 
or plain. Sounds sort of like 
an African-American woman’s 
name. Tastes delicious. 
Call me if you have any. 
0429443235.

SICK of not being able to 
tune your own piano?  Tired 
of flat notes on your viola?  
Recorder sounds like an out of 
tune recorder?  Industrial ear 
plugs 2 for the price of 1 (still 
a lot).

LEARN LANGUAGES. I speak 
lots of them. Almost definitely 
more than you. And before 
you ask, I’m not offering to 
teach you any of them. Waste 
of money, this ad was.

IVAN D. Mulchbeast has 
retired after a life of 
honourable public service to 
pursue a career in science and 
the manufacture of nuclear 
warheads. We wish him the 
best of luck. 

WEAPONS grade uranium, 
nuclear enrichment facility, 
missile launcher. Contact I.D. 
Mulchbeast.

MY NOVEL. After a career 
pregnant with possibility, and 
a 15 year gestation period, I 
finally bring forth my debut 
novel into the world. Please 
buy it. I really should’ve 
put more thought into my 
marketing strategy.



Cheapest 

BOOKS 
on sydney UNI campus

www.src.usyd.edu.au
Current second-hand text books!

Students’ Representative Council 
The University of Sydney

UNDERGRADUATE STUDENTS 

Support & Advocacy
•	 Centrelink	Advice
•	 Academic	Appeals
•	 Discontinuing/Withdrawing
•	 Students	at	Risk
•	 Show	Cause
•	 Exclusion
•	 Tenancy	Advice
•		Fee	Refunds
•	 Harassment	&	Discrimination
•	 International	Students
•	 Plagiarism	&	misconduct

Free Legal Advice
•	 Referrals
•		Discrimination	&	Equal	Opportunity
•		Employment	law
•		Minor	criminal	matters/traffic	
offences/	fines

•		Victims	of	violence
•		 	Debts

Find the SRC at...
Level	1	Wentworth	
Building	(downstairs	
under	the	City	Rd	
footbridge)
Ph:	02	9660	5222
www.src.usyd.edu.au

SRCdown StaiRS

Student 
Central

wentworth 
building

The	SRC’s	operational	costs,	space	and	administrative	support	are	financed	by	the	University	of	Sydney.

SRC Books - Cheapest books on campus!
•	 	Buy	&	sell	your	textbooks
•	 Search	for	books	online	SRC	website
					Wentworth	Level	3	(opposite	newsagent)

Emergency Loans
•			$50	emergency	loans	for		
					students	in	need	

Student Publications
•		Honi	Soit	weekly	newspaper
	 see:www.src.usyd.edu.au/honisoit
•		Student	Handbooks

Student Rights & Representation
SRC	Representatives	are	directly	elected	by	
students	each	year	to	stand	up	for	students’	
rights	on	campus	and	in	the	wider	community.

YOUR VOICE
YOUR SRC

ASK US 
ABOUT

BECOME A MEMBER! 
Join in person at SRC Office 
or SRC Bookshop  
phone 02 9660 5222

•	We	buy	&	sell	textbooks	according	to	demand
•	You	can	sell	your	books	on	consignment
•	We	are	open	to	USYD	students	&	the	public

Search for text books online	
www.src.usyd.edu.au/default.php 
Call	02	9660	4756	to	check	availability		
and	reserve	a	book.

Location: Level 3, Wentworth Building  
(Opposite	Donut	King	&	NAB)	
Hours:	Mondays	to	Fridays	9am	-	4.30pm	
O-Week	&	1st	week	of	semester,	M-F,		9am	-	4.45pm	
Phone: (02)	9660	4756			
Email: books@SRC.usyd.edu.au

CITY ROAD

Butlin Avenue

Fisher Road 

Eastern Avenue

Footbridge

Main Gate

Level 3 

Carslaw

Mereweather Wentworth

BOOKS
Sell Buy Exchange




