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Editorial 

My mother tells all of her friends that for my first 
birthday she bought me a Bulls Onesie. My 

parents really like basketball and Chicago in the early 90s 
was the time to really like basketball. It wasn’t really a gift 
for me, I was one after all. She brought me to game night 
parties as a good luck charm.

Giving a thoughtful gift to a one year old must have feel 
like shouting into the void. They are never going to tell 
you what they think, if they like it or dislike it, think it’s 
funny, think it’s strange, think it’s interesting: it’s going to 
drool, fall over and play with your hair.

Every year my sister gives my mom a list of things that 
she wants for her birthday––my mom says she prefers 
this, my sister says she doesn’t like surprises. My mom 
says that she just wants to give us something that we will 
like, I tell her I will like whatever she gets me. Last year 
she gave me fake tampons that you can fill with alcohol 
(or other things) to sneak into venues, gigs and family 
events. I will never use them but I show them to everyone 
who comes to my house. My sister will probably never get 
smuggling tampons for her birthday.

It’s really great giving all of this to you every week. We 
don’t even make most of the things in here. We just polish 

them up so you have the opportunity to open something 
on your hopefully in-semester birthday (or in the New 
Law toilets) that you never thought you could possibly 
want. There are some cool things in here, things you can’t 
Google to find. There is some funny brain detritus. There 
are probably a few half-lies. There is a cartoon of a steam-
operated dildo. There are some hard truths––apparently 
single moms play Neopets and the public healthcare 
system fucks over the mentally ill. Anyway, Happy 
Birthday––here is a lot of things you didn’t ask for.

Samantha Jonscher
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letters

If you have thoughts, feelings, or opinions please email editors@honisoit.com. 

Response to
Professor Rutland

Professor Rutland argues that it is anti-
Semitic to accuse Israel of committing 
genocide against the Palestinian people. 
She is correct in her claim that the crime 
of genocide must occur with intent. 
However, intent can be present even 
in the absence of explicit government 
endorsement, and government polices can 
be genocidal without ever using the word 
“genocide”.

By way of example: last year, former 
Agricultural Minister Yair Shamir said 
that he was examining ways to lower 
the birthrate of the Bedouin community. 
Michael Brizon, writing in Israeli 
newspaper Haaretz, argued: “The ideas 
proposed by Shamir have a name in 
international law. They also have a name 
in Israeli law. That name is genocide.”
 
But this is not the only example. I think 
there’s some appreciable degree of intent 
to be found in the actions committed by 
Israeli soldiers, who after committing 
atrocities in the Gaza Strip, left graffiti 
such as “Good Arab = dead Arab” on 
civilian property. One prominent MK, 
Ayelet Shaked, called for the murder of 
Palestinian mothers before they could give 
birth to “little snakes”, and former MK 
Michael Ben-Ari urged Israeli troops: 
“There are no innocents in Gaza. [...] Turn 
it into rubble! Paint it red!”

For these reasons, and others, 327 
Holocaust survivors and their descendants 
last year issued a public statement accusing 
Israel of genocide and a “wholesale effort 
to destroy Gaza”.

Professor Rutland also makes the 
unfortunate mistake of equating Hamas 
with the entirety of the Palestinian people. 
Most Palestinians do not condone rocket 
attacks against Israel. Nonetheless, there 
are complex reasons for why Hamas 
enjoys support in the occupied Palestinian 
territories, and they do not at all indicate 
any genocidal desire on the part of the 
Palestinian people, but rather their 
exhaustion with the continued failures of 
Fatah and the illegitimate leadership of 

Too Cryptic

President Mahmoud Abbas.

I would question whether it is appropriate 
for Professor Rutland to invoke the legacy 
of Dr King in favour of her position. 
Last month, the Columbia University 
Black Students’ Organization released a 
statement condemning the use of “the 
image and words of Martin Luther King, 
Jr.” and the “co-optation of Black liberation 
struggle for the purposes of genocide and 
oppression” and gave their unequivocal 
support to the people of Palestine “in their 
fight for freedom from Israeli apartheid”.

The statement by Holocaust survivors 
and their descendants tells us: “Genocide 
begins with the silence of the world.” 
Instead of suffocating dissent with 
political accusations of anti-Semitism, and 
insisting that supporters of Palestine on 
campus must be docile and content with 
“dialogue” while children in Gaza are still 
dying from malnutrition, hypothermia, 
and unexploded ordnance, “we must raise 
our collective voices and use our collective 
power to bring about an end to all forms 
of racism, including the ongoing genocide 
of Palestinian people.

Fahad Ali

Oops
Corrections

Honi apologises to Michael Rees 
for labelling him a law student. 
He is in fact a former law student. 

Dear Editors,

I very much enjoyed last weeks paper 
with all its short articles. BUT there was 
one particular thing that bothered me… 
2 CRYPTIC CROSSWORDS?!?!?!?!  
REALLY??? As a regular reader I always 
look forward to trying to solve the quick 
crossword… 2 cryptic is just way too crazy.
Please put at least one “easy” crossword.

Thanks,
Isaac Lichtenstein

Last week, Honi revealed that students, 
staff, and members of public have been 
accused of misconduct during a protest 
against Richard Kemp, an ardent supporter 
of the Israeli occupation of Palestine. The 
protesters involved reject the allegations 
as spurious attempts to curb the right to 
protest on campus. 
 
Vice-Chancellor Spence claims that 
he is committed to the right to protest; 
however, his actions speak for themselves. 
The protesters potentially face serious 
sanctions through this inquiry, including 
threats to ban some from campus. This 
represents an attack on civil liberties on 
campus.

A campaign has been organised by 
students and staff, both those involved 
in the protest and those who stand in 
support. We welcome all interested parties 
to join us at our organising meeting on 
Wednesday 22nd at 1pm at the Centre 
for Peace and Conflict Studies. Next week 
there will be a public meeting to call for 
the University to retract its allegations. 
  
Speakers include Greens Senator Lee 
Rhiannon, SRC President Kyol Blakeney, 

Defend
Civil Liberties 

Dear ‘Anonymous’,

I write in response to the article titled ‘So 
You’re Thinking of Running For Board? 
published in the Week Five edition of our 
paper. The anonymous writer touts that 
they can convince you out of it, arguing 
only ‘rich, factional sociopaths’ run to be 
directors of the USU. 

I was so incredibly disappointed to read 
this article. It could not have been more 
high school. High school is the place that 
people are shunned for being passionate. 
The University of Sydney is better than 
this and the USU is exactly one of the 
organisations that allows students to care, 
engage and start something. 

I vividly remember being absolute-
ly floored walking through the stalls at 
OWeek in my first year, seeing so much ex-
citement, community and shared passion. 
From the Creative Anachronists having 
the time of their life roleplaying medieval 
times to the Model UN Society signing 
up lists and lists of keen-beans.  Student 
politics is really no different. Amongst 
student politicians, I have met some of the 
most passionate, hard-working individuals 
I think I will ever come across.

During the eight months I’ve been a 
Board Director we have overseen the 
opening of Laneway, Courtyard and Engo 
Grill. We’ve produced ‘We are Women’ 
cataloguing the history of Union wom-

and some of the protesters. Join us on 
Wednesday 29 at 1pm in the Oriental 
Studies Room in the Quadrangle to 
defend civil liberties on campus. 

USyd Defends Civil Liberties—Action 
Group

Defending 
the USU Board 

en, we’ve abolished EFTPOS minimums, 
stood up against sexual harassment and 
launched an equity ACCESS scheme.

In just a few weeks our campus will ex-
plode with the colour and movement of 
student elections on a scale unique to 
the University of Sydney. Please support 
these students when they come into your 
lectures, have a chat to candidates when 
they approach and on May 20 make sure 
you make an informed vote in the election.  
We need to build each other up, not bully 
and belittle.

Alisha Aitken-Radburn
USU Board Director

Dear Eds, 

I write in response to your article enti-
tled ‘So You’re Thinking of Running for 
Board?’. 

This year, the Board will be paid over 
$100,000 of students’ money to make de-
cisions about what to do with another $22 
million of students’ money. 

Actively discouraging students from car-
ing about where that money goes every 
year is irresponsible. Accepting that this 
will be the governance structure of the 
USU for the foreseeable future, I would 
hope that the best people possible were 
elected for the job. I would equally hope 
that you, Editors, would want the same. 

Whether you like it or not, student poli-
ticians will have control of that $22 mil-
lion, and you, as this institution’s very own 
Fourth Estate, have an obligation to hold 
power to account. 

Telling your readership that they shouldn’t 
give a shit and, by extension, that voting 
isn’t worth their time only compounds 
every problem you seek to complain about, 
discredits an important election process, 
and cheapens your paper.

Yours sincerely,
Anonymous
Liv “Rich, Factional Sociopath” Ronan
Board Director 

P.S. I didn’t think that anonymity was used 
to protect cowardly ex/failed-hacks who 
refuse to put their name to something lest 
they choose to run in some other election. 
Save it for when someone’s actually under 
threat for speaking out.  

Also Defending 
the USU Board



news & analysis

Shiran Illanperuma, a recent University 
of Sydney graduate, came to Australia 

in 2010 from the United Arab Emirates. 
He finished his studies in Media and 
Communications last year, and returned 
to the UAE when his student visa expired. 
While at USyd, he helped found the 
Autonomous Collective Against Racism 
and served as one of the collective’s four 
inaugural Office-Bearers. Back at home, 
he’s found steady, albeit trying, work as a 
reporter and a junior editor for a health 
and science journal.

“Work back home is a little soul crushing, 
especially after being acclimated to 
Australian work environments and hours,” 
he told Honi.

“Working hours in Dubai are long and 
overtime is not paid.” 

A proposal paper released in December 
2014, by the Department of Immigration 
and Border Protection, revealed the number 
of international students remaining in 
Australia after the completion of their 
studies could potentially increase tenfold 

International Student Visa Reform
Justin Pen on letting International students stay in Australia after they graduate. 

over the next four years—from 21,970 in 
2014 to upwards of 200,000 in 2018. 

The spike is attributable to changes to the 
Temporary Graduate visa (subclass 485), 
which were made following an evaluation 
of the student visa program commissioned 
by the Gillard government in 2011. 

Prior to the visa reforms, international 
students had to obtain sponsorship from 
a local employer to remain in Australia 
that fit within the designated Skilled 
Occupation List, a register of professions 
with a shortage of workers.

Under the changes, international students 
are now allowed to work and travel in 
Australia for at least two years after they 
finish their studies in Australia. The new 
rules apply to any international student 
who applied for, and received, a student 
visa after 5 November 2011, a grace period 
that Shiran missed by a year.

“Given the opportunity I probably would 
have liked to stay,” he said.

The provision of extended stay entitlements, 
which would allow international students 
to pursue work experience in Australia 
and supplement their academic studies, 
was consistent with most “competitor 
countries”, the 2011 review found. 

Indeed, a key aim of the visa changes 
was ensuring that Australian universities 
remained attractive to international 
students. The reforms were vital to “the 
ongoing viability of our universities in an 
increasingly global market for students,” 
the report found. 

The visa reforms are likely to benefit 
international students, at least after they 
graduate.  

Redfern Legal Centre (RLC) International 
Students Solicitor Nicholas Ngai said 
graduates on 485 visas would “absolutely” 
be better off than those currently studying. 

International students, who are currently 
enrolled in a higher education course, are 
subject to a number of work restrictions 
based on their visa. Temporary Graduates, 
on the other hand, are not as encumbered. 
“485s are in a better position,” Ngai said. 
“They can work full-time. That’s a big 

difference from a student who’s restricted 
to 40 hours per fortnight.” 

However, as immigration affairs and 
policy blogger Henry Sherrell observed, 
“the timing [of these changes] couldn’t be 
worse”. 

“Unemployment is slowly increasing and 
the number of recent university graduates 
is climbing rapidly due to the expansion 
of the sector under the [Gillard] 
government,” he said in a blog post.

It was incumbent for higher education 
providers, regulators and lawmakers 
to ensure temporary graduates were 
supported over the coming boom years, he 
said. 

International Students are also concerned 
that the reform does little to help those 
currently studying. Work and career 
opportunities offered by the University 
are seriously lacking, according to USyd 
Students’ Representative Council (SRC) 
International Students Office-Bearer 
Leah June Lee. 

“Sometimes we can’t even find a part-time 
job, let alone a proper job,” she said.

Dollars & Sense 

Torrenting is sometimes illegal, 
but it’s also one of the most time-

efficient ways to exchange files. Honi, 
obviously, only endorses torrenting 
things you’re legally entitled to, but you 
should be able to do so without anyone 
else knowing. There are a number of 
options. 

Firstly, you can get a seedbox, which is 
like placing another computer between 
you and the object of your desire. 
They’re generally located in utopian 
European nations and rented cheaply, 
with the guarantee that they won’t 
divulge your identity or your history if 
the feds bust their doors down. They 

work by torrenting the file for you, 
which you then download from them 
directly through an SFTP (Secure 
File Transfer Protocol), obscuring 
the digital paper trail by no longer 
associating your computer with the 
people offering the file. 

Alternatively—or at the same time—
you can use a VPN, which you 
might recall from your last holiday 
to a dictatorship. A VPN (or Virtual 
Private Network) will mask what 
you’re doing by re-routing your 
connections through a private server. 
This has the obvious drawback of 
lowering connection speeds—but this 
is better than receiving a threatening 
email from Matthew McConaughey.

Anonymous on torrenting without Metadata.

Level 4, Wentworth Building, University of Sydney  
(Next to the International Lounge)

Hours: Mondays to Thursdays, 9am - 4.30pm  
Phone: (02) 9660 4756  Email: books@src.usyd.edu.au

Search for text books online: www.srcusyd.net.au/search_books 
Call 02 9660 4756 to check availability and reserve a book.

* Cash back rate depends on book condition

BOOKS 
& GET 
40%  
OF 

RETAIL 
VALUE

SELLBOOKS 
FOR  
70%  
OF 

RETAIL 
VALUEBUY

Highest Cash-Back Rate On Campus: Get 40%, not 30%

TEXTBOOKS
CHEAP!

GET YOUR

For more info: www.srcusyd.net.au/src-books

*

This service is provided to you by Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney
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news & analysis

Several students last week received 
formal allegations of misconduct 

from the university in relation to the 
controversial protest against pro-Israel 
advocate Colonel Richard Kemp in 
March. 

A university press release also states that 
one staff member and two contractors have 
been sent allegations, reportedly Associate 
Professor Jake Lynch and two university 
security guards. The allegations, signed by 
Professor Tyrone Carlin, the Deputy Vice 
-Chancellor (Registrar) tell the recipients 
that a formal investigation by the Office 
of the General Counsel is now in progress, 
and directs them to attend formal 
interviews. The letter references university 
bylaw 62(4) which gives Carlin the 
authority to compel students and staff to 
attend an interview, though does not give 
him the power to compel them to answer 
questions. Five members of the public 
have also been sent allegations, though the 
only action the university can take is to 
prohibit them from entering campus.

However concerns have already arisen 
over the conduct of the early stages of the 
investigation. Honi Soit has seen an email 
sent in March to individuals present at 
the protest by Jane Wright, principal of 
the firm Workdynamic Australia. In the 
emails, Wright tells the recipients that 
her firm had been “engaged to conduct an 
investigation into incidents” and invites 

them to attend a “voluntary” interview. 
Several people who attended those 
interviews allege that Wright identified 
herself as a representative of Workdynamic 
throughout.

Both Workdynamic and Wright have 
a longstanding relationship with the 
university. A university spokesperson told 
Honi that Workdynamic “is on retainer 
to the University to provide legal advice 
in matters such as the one currently under 
review,” an arrangement the spokesperson 
described as “standard practice”. Wright 
is listed as a staff member on the Office 
of General Counsel website and has 
a university email address and phone 
number which are listed in the university’s 
staff directory. The spokesperson told Honi 
this was to “facilitate communication” with 
Wright, after Workdynamic was retained 
to provide “additional support”.

Honi further understands that Wright 
was tasked with investigating the protest 
against Foreign Minister Julie Bishop last 
year, and that she identified herself as a 
lawyer from the Office of General Counsel 
while conducting at least one interview 
regarding that incident. Honi has also 
seen emails sent and documents signed 
by Wright at the time, which identify her 
as a university solicitor. It remains unclear 
why similar procedures were not followed 
in this instance. 

So it would appear that the external 
investigation several people thought they 
were engaged in was, in fact, conducted 
by a firm with close ties to the University. 
This is a concern for some, who feel the 
university’s approach to the protest, and 
its aftermath, has been one-sided from 
the start, particularly in light an email sent 
to all students by the Vice-Chancellor 
Michael Spence in March titled “Concerns 
about anti-Semitism on campus” which 
made direct reference to the protest.

One student involved, Fahad Ali, 
told Honi that had he known that 
Workdynamic was on retainer to the 
university and that Wright had worked for 
the Office of General Counsel he would 
have approached his interview differently. 
Honi understands that several other 
people who have been interviewed share 
Ali’s view. Ali told Honi that had he and 
others been aware of Workdynamic’s close 
and longstanding links to the university, 
they would have pushed harder for a truly 
external inquiry. The fact that it was not 
only the protestors who received show 
cause notices yesterday has done little 
to restore students’ faith in University 
procedures, particularly in light of today’s 
revelations.

Wright did not respond to repeated 
requests for comment through her firm 
and the university.

Questions Raised About 
Kemp Investigation Lawyer
Alexi Polden reports on the independent investigation that wasn’t. 

This story was originally published on honisoit.com, see online for screenshots of Wright’s emails.

Timothy Scriven has resigned their 
position as President of the Sydney 

University Postgraduate Representative 
Association (SUPRA).

Scriven’s resignation came after the Coun-
cil passed a motion calling for them to 
apologise for a “lack of attention to the 
adequate administration of SUPRA”. The 
motion for apology, which was moved by 
councillor and SUPRA Executive mem-
ber Guien Maio, passed 11 to 6, with one 
abstention.

In the four-hour marathon Council meet-
ing, Councillors alleged that Scriven had 
failed to adequately communicate with 
other members of the SUPRA executive. 
When contacted for comment, Scriven 

acknowledged that they could have done a 
better job, but stressed that “I never raised 
my voice at another office bearer, I always 
listened to office bearers. Whenever an 
office bearer came into the office, I made 
time for them”.

It was also alleged that a notice of upcom-
ing elections for the million-dollar or-
ganisation was not done correctly. While 
Scriven conceded this failure, they empha-
sised extenuating factors: a lack of support 
because of the recent resignation of the 
SUPRA Secretary, and the failure of a Re-
turning Officer to pick up on the mistakes.

Ultimately, Scriven felt that the motion 
called them to apologise for a number of 
things that they “did not feel it would be 

appropriate to apologise for”. As Scriven 
did not wish to disobey the Council’s di-
rective, “the only appropriate thing was to 
resign”.

Scriven’s resignation was a dramatic con-
clusion to a meeting at which Councillor 
Zac Thompson, a former University of 
Sydney Union board director, had already 
unsuccessfully moved a motion of no 
confidence against Scriven’s presidency. 
Thompson brought the motion as he felt 
that Scriven was “significantly lacking in 
standards of professionalism, lacking in 
competence, and had mismanaged SU-
PRA”.

The two have an acrimonious history; 
Scriven has previously called for Thomp-

son’s resignation on the basis that he failed 
to attend multiple consecutive Council 
meetings without submitting apologies, 
and was therefore apparently constitu-
tionally obligated to resign. But Thomp-
son claims that allegations of a “vendetta” 
against Scriven are “baseless”.

Scriven’s resignation as President will be-
come effective next Wednesday, the 22nd 
of April, and it is currently unclear which 
member of the Council will assume the 
Presidential role. Scriven is also yet to de-
cide whether they will resign as a SUPRA 
Councillor, a position that they have held 
for four years.

Guien Maio was contacted by Honi, but 
declined to comment.

Timothy Scriven Resigns as SUPRA President
Alex Downie on an eventful SUPRA meeting.

Ever wanted to listen to 
a lecture on the go and 

infringe on your lecturer’s 
intellectual property at the same 
time? Never fear, Honi has the 
answer.

While the University’s Echo360 
streaming software isn’t meant to 
let you download most lecturers, 
there’s a simple Google Chrome 
extension that’ll help you pierce 
the iron dome of the University’s 
IT security and do it anyway. 
Simply search the Chrome web 
store for “EchoDownload” and 
install. 

Once done, downloading 
lectures is easy. Navigate to an 
individual lecture as you always 
would, to the right of the screen 
there should be a box “Open 
Course View”, click on that and 
you’ll be met with a list of all 
the lectures from your course, 
and, under the “Information” 
tab of the screen the option to 
download is now available.

And to think, the Echo360 
license costs the university 
$273,000, what a steal.

How To Pirate
 Your Lectures

Alexi Polden
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in too deep

In the back seat of a Range Rover parked 
behind McDonalds, a friend of mine 

opens Photoshop and edits the date on 
a receipt. An order from mid-November 
now took place yesterday. He tells me it 
probably seems like a lot of effort1 but 
when you compare the price of a meal to 
an hourly wage, he’s doing alright.  

This is the most involved version of the 
scam. Mostly he just calls up angry and 
says his food was undercooked and they’ll 
throw coupons at him to make it go away.2 
Usually though, they’re warier—falling 
profits necessitate it—and they’ll cycle 
through yesterday’s orders to see whether 
what he’s claiming to have bought actually 
exists. His order, large Big Mac meal with 
Coke, usually comes up.  

When he’s done editing the receipt, he 
zooms out to show me the work. The 
whole image is roughly A4 and of a 
receipt sitting on a scanner. In the corner, 
the receipt goes dark where it wasn’t quite 
pressed flat against the scanner bed—a 
contrived imperfection to make the thing 
seem more sincere. To now, I can’t recall 
seeing anyone use the power outlet built 
into their car, but my friend does, stepping 
out and around to the back of the car to 
plug his laptop into a printer3 in the boot,4 
and the printer into the power outlet, 
which is linked to an inverter that converts 
car juice to the kind appliances eat.

My friend (to his credit in this line of 
work) looks superlatively nondescript. 
He is of average build, with median 
blonde hair and no identifying features 
whatsoever. To look at him straight is like 
catching someone from the corner of your 
eye. I almost mistake him for someone else 
when he returns with a pair of brown paper 

bags. One’s his order, and the other—
paid for with apology coupons—is 
a cheeseburger for me. This is, in his 
words, “a gateway kind of lie”. 

We drive for a while and, on arriving 
at his apartment block, I realise I’m 
lost. He still insists on hiding me in 
the communal laundry room so I can’t 
precisely identify his residence within 
the sprawling red brick building. He 
locks the door to keep me in there 
while he goes upstairs. Along the back 
wall of the laundry room are a line 
of power outlets, each individually 
protected by a metal cover marked 
with each apartment’s number and 
a bracket for people to padlock them 
with, presumably so each apartment’s use 
of the washer/dryer can be indexed against 
their electricity bill. The outlet marked 4 is 
the most strongly locked, the metal most 
rusted and the cover seemingly immobile. 
Without knowing, I feel that it’s his. 
Figures he piggybacks off other peoples’ 
electricity as well. 

When he returns, he’s got a hard-plastic 
case—the kind you store cameras in—and 
inside, a line of wearable fitness devices 
and other tech peripherals.5 He tells me 
he hasn’t paid for them, duh, while peering 
through the louvered slats of the laundry 
room window, like he’s afraid of being 
overheard despite my standing there 
Physically Taking Notes. 

He contacts the companies online through 
their twenty-four hour chat systems—
never through email—and claims fault that 
falls within the company’s No Questions 
Asked repair guidelines. Usually, they’ll 
ask for a receipt, which he’ll either fake6 
or say he doesn’t have in a format he can 

email, and will instead propose sending it 
in with the product. They ask him to mail 
his ‘broken’ item in for repair. 

The next part requires access to dry ice and 
knowledge of the postal system. My friend 
finds out how much the product weighs 
and then places that same weight of dry 
ice in a postal box. He also “beats the shit 
out of the box” a bit too. Last thing before 
close of business at the end of the week, he 
takes the package to the post office. They’ll 
weigh the package—“ah, that comes in 
at… 400 grams?”—and deposit it for post 
the next week.7 Over the weekend, the 
dry ice will evaporate, leaving an empty 
box, and the receivers on the other end 
will assume that someone along the way 
has stolen the product. Why wouldn’t 
they? The sticker on the box (which, come 
to think of it, looks like it’s had the shit 
beaten out of it) says it was weighed in at 
400 grams.

“Don’t try it on [company name redacted 
by SRC legal],” he interjects. “No company 
is more vicious when it comes to chasing 
up these kinds of scams.”   

The demonstration concluded, he locks 
the case and returns it upstairs, before 
taking me back out. We drive down to the 
beach—mostly because he wants to show 
off—and when we stop, I have to justify 
the recording device I’ve now placed in 
sight on the dashboard. Why do you do 
it? “Because fuck paying full price.” Does 
this kind of theft actually force producers 
to increase their products’ cost? “I read 
somewhere that companies incorporate 
‘spillage’ into their prices, so if I don’t do 
it, they’re getting money for free.”8 Is there 
anything else you want to say? “Just that if 
I come off sounding petty, it’s because I’ve 
been misquoted.” 

1. In a way that sounds rehearsed. I’m also suspicious about the cost: printer ink is more expensive per litre than crude oil, but when each receipt has a dollar value of ~$13, I suppose 
he is net-better-off. 
2. You have to be mobile with this kind of lie. Each franchisee fields hundreds of these calls a week, but not enough to forget an individual’s particular timbre of (faux) rage. He’s 
got an Excel spreadsheet in which he keeps track of the stores—McDonalds, KFC, Hungry Jacks, etc—the locations—Inner West, Eastern Suburbs, etc—and the date he’s last 
been there—obvious.2a The travel costs are incalculable, and their relationship to the savings he’s making are indeterminate. I’m cloudy on the whole economic relationship between 
his everyday life and this one, and when I ask him about it he says it’s “not about the money.”  

2a. There are enough of these places to cycle through.2a.i

2a.i. Health benefits, nebulous.
3. !!!
4. The printer is by no means expensive. It’s thin like a flatbed scanner and loads sheet-by-sheet into the back, sputtering them out inch by inch, leaving ink smears and divots where 
the paper’s been bent through the spools. 
5. I am limited by publishing laws with respect to being more specific. 
6. He tells me you can download small programs that generate numbers consistent with the serials attached to certain products, and use these numbers to fake like you own 
something. 
7. The price of dry ice necessitates going for smaller products, but their price points are high enough to justify the expense, especially for resellers. 
8. I googled this, it’s from John Safran’s 1998 single “Not The Sunscreen Song”.

Petty Theft
Neither Peter Walsh nor Honi Soit endorse any of the behaviour discussed in this article. 

Comic by Dominic Byrne.
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Student Housing
Living in a bonged out student house 

isn’t for the lazy. Inspections for most 
half-affordable houses attract about twen-
ty people, and inevitably, one of those peo-
ple will have a better job and better rental 
history than you. Face it, you’ll end up in 
a dump.

Of course, there are other options, but 
they’re not great either. You could live on 
campus, but, as you can see below, it’ll cost 
you (or mummy and daddy) an arm and a 
leg. While college fees do include catering 
and a sense of entitlement, you’re still going 
to end up paying more than if you could 
scrape stuff together yourself.

Or you could try your luck living in a 
pre-existing sharehouse—just make sure 
you actually end up on the lease unlike our 
hapless reporter below.

As always, corporations come to the res-
cue. The University and the USU’s new 
bedfellows, Urbanest and Iglu student ac-

commodation could be another option—I 
just hope you enjoy living in a shoebox. 

Student housing isn’t easy, but it’s a fact 
of life, over the next few weeks you have a 
chance to share your experience, write in: 
editors@honisoit.com

If you are looking for a room, not a 
house, it can be hard, especially if you 

are new to Sydney or don’t like any of your 
friends. Here are some places to look for a 
room in Sydney:

Flatmate Finder: 
Free to sign up, but $5 if you end up 
entering into a rental agreement. You 
fill out a profile detailing what you want 
and are offered choices based on who you 
match with. Caters to older and queer 
demographics.   

Gumtree: 
People will let you take their furniture 
away for free, but not their rooms. Prices 
on Gumtree tend to run a little high but it’s 
a good bet for furnished apartments. This 
is also a good place to find a very cheap 
bunk bed and room share accommodation. 

Newtown Housemates (& Marrickville, 
Enmore, Erko etc): 
A secret group on Facebook though all are 
welcome to join. It is updated daily with 
rooms all over the inner west, and is a good 
way to access those absurdly cheap rooms 
that you only hear about second hand. 

Usyd Rental Database: 
Hosted by the University, it is a free service 
for Usyd students. The service works like a 
notice board and usually advertises rooms 
in share houses with other students but 
also home stay options with local families, 
usually at a reduced rate. 

Queer Housing Sydney: 
Another secret group on Facebook that 
works much like Newtown Housemates. 
It aims to help members of the queer 
community find safe and affordable 
housing.

Craigslist: 
Always an option, however, we have heard 
bad things about Craigslist and you might 
get stabbed. 

Places to 
find a room 
that aren’t 

domain.com

Shave cheese slowly. Easiest trick in the book. 

Aerate for volume. Leftovers get denser the longer they’re 
in the fridge. So eat a bit then use a fork to mix air through. 
That’ll make the volume rise, and appear to still be at the 
original, pre-theft level. Works best with Bolognese. 

Eat yoghurt from top of the aluminum foil lid. The thickest 
shit sticks there and people don’t notice it’s gone. 

Take all the sultanas out of their muesli and add them to 
your porridge. 

Eat contents of the pasta sauce, then smash the jar. Pretend 
it broke accidentally and you did them a favour by cleaning 
it up. 

Push their tins to the back of the cupboard. Over time they 
will forget about them. Claim them for your own.

Fuckwit Food Behaviour
So you want to steal your housemates’ food...

For The Love of God 
Get A Tenancy Agreement

When I was offered a sunny room off 
King St, in a house with two bath-

rooms, a living room, an enormous kitch-
en, a backyard, washer/dryer, and all this 
for only $160 per week with no bond, I 
thought: Nothing Bad Can Happen. Like 
a lot of student houses, the lease agree-
ment was long expired, and the original 
leaseholders were gone. 

On moving in, two friends and I applied 
for a new lease, scanning up all our em-
ployment information and rental history, 
which we gave to the two other house-
mates, as they were in contact with the 
landlord. We didn’t hear much of anything 
for a while. In the two months that fol-
lowed, we received a $1500 quarterly elec-
tricity bill (it might be worth mentioning 

my room had two power outlets), had a 
showerhead explode and gush expensive 
hot water for six hours (the two original 
housemates did not know how to turn off 
the main), and dealt with a rotating series 
of structural problems: doors fell off cabi-
nets; the fridge wouldn’t close. 

Roughly three months into my stay, I was 
stopped between bathroom and bedroom 
by one of the housemates. “We’ve just 
received our second eviction notice”, she 
said, which was funny because I’d not 
heard of a first. While they could not 
show me the notice, she said we had two 
weeks. She was particularly relaxed saying 
this and, in the coming days, I noticed 
someone else’s luggage building in the 
hall while my housemates moved around 

with an urgency you would describe as not 
urgent. The following week—after I had 
vacated—my suspicions were confirmed: 
they were staying, and had tricked us 
into leaving. One of the housemates 
approached my friend with an ultimatum. 
“You can stay, but only if you pay an 
additional $20 per week and also a new 
bond.” He left that week, but as far as I 
know, they’re still in the house. 

I sought advice regarding that electricity 
bill I paid (which, despite being the re-
sponsibility of past tenants, we paid as a 
‘bond’ and also to keep the lights on) and 
whether I could recoup any of the money 
from the housemates who tricked us, and 
was told I didn’t have enough evidence. 
Am I fucked, or???
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BodyLab and Junk Science
Anna Egerton thinks scientists should take a look in the mirror.

‘Men prefer slender women’. This is 
the conclusion of a study recently 

published by Professor Rob Brooks and 
his team at the Evolution and Ecology 
Research Centre, UNSW. Setting out to 
describe the phenomenon of ‘mate choice’, 
the team created BodyLab, which they 
describe as a ‘digital ecosystem’. Using 
virtual 3D models of 20 real bodies, 
they apply a series of random ‘mutations’ 
to create 120 different body shapes. 
Anonymous online participants then rate 
these figures on a 7-point scale, from least 
to most attractive, and the winners are 
‘bred’ to create a new generation of bodies.

To me, this study sounds like the brainchild 
of a eugenicist, a college dudebro at a 
party who enjoys rating women out of 10, 
and a company designing inflatable sex 
dolls. Reducing ‘mate choice’ to a 7-point 
evaluation of creepy medium-grey, 
feminised bodies with pixelated faces and 
smooth, hairless skin, turns the complex 

sociocultural phenomenon of attraction 
into a sanitised, quantitative process. The 
active subjects of the study (men) select 
passive, objectified forms (women) on the 
basis of neck-down physical appearance 
alone. Apparently, ‘the most dramatic 
result was that the average model became 
more slender with each generation’, 
leading Brooks to conclude that ‘subjects 
liked the look of slender models with 
especially slender waists’.

When bodies slip down the rankings (read: 
gain weight), they drop out of the BodyLab 
system; writing for The Conversation, 
Brooks notes, ‘the families “bred” from the 
most overweight individuals at the start of 
the experiment were eliminated in the first 
few generations’. The cultural narrative 
linking extra weight with poor health 
is seemingly corroborated, if only by the 
conditioned prejudice of the anonymous 
participants in the study. Socially 
undesirable individuals are bred out and 
a new, slimmer population is created—the 
undertones of social Darwinism are hard 
to miss.

In his column for The Conversation, Brooks 
writes, ‘science doesn’t belong to one 
political position or another’. But science 
is not done in a vacuum—it is carried out 
in the real world, by real people, with real 
identities and real political beliefs. To 
think that we can shed these at the door as 
we don lab coats is naïve at best. 

BodyLab is a good example of how social 
values inevitably permeate all science from 
the bottom up. There is strong evidence 
that the composition of a research 
team can influence the assumptions 
behind a study, as well as the design and 
methodology used. Statistically, groups 
that are diverse in gender, race and other 
factors attract more citations and get 
published in better-ranked journals. The 
authors on the BodyLab paper are three 
white men and one woman; perhaps 
with more representation of women and 
minorities on the team, the profoundly 
sexist and heteronormative assumptions 
behind the study—like the Neolithic 
concept that ‘mate choice’ can be reduced 
to men selecting women, could have been 

picked up and eliminated. 

Exactly why we needed a study to confirm 
that perceptions of attractiveness are indeed 
shaped by prevailing beauty stereotypes is 
beyond me. Why such a study received 
extremely competitive government 
funding from the Australian Research 
Council is even more baffling. Studies like 
this one play a dangerous role in reifying 
sexist and heteronormative opinions by 
legitimating them as ‘scientific fact’. As 
feminist philosopher of science Sandra 
Harding writes, ‘our methodological and 
epistemological choices are always also 
ethical and political choices’. As long as 
scientists buy into the myth of the political 
neutrality and universality of science their 
research will continue to tacitly uphold 
the discriminatory values of mainstream 
society. 
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子曰，“有朋自远方来，不亦乐乎？人

不知而不愠，不亦君子乎”

Confucius asked his disciples: Isn’t it 
nice to meet friends from far away? 

Isn’t it possible that some gentlemen don’t 
become angry when they are treated as 
somebody random?

According to my primary school teachers 
and textbooks in China, the answer is 
absolutely “yes” to all of these questions. 

Having moved to Sydney to study my 
PhD, I am not so sure anymore. Is it 
actually nice to meet friends from far 
away? Is it actually possible to befriend 
someone from a different culture, let 
alone do something nice together? The 
Internet can only teach you so much—for 
a long time I couldn’t tell the difference 
between cricket and baseball. 

Can I be someone’s friend, not just some 
colleague or acquaintance? Is it annoying 
to have me around? 

And that second question—is it even 
possible to not be angry when you realize 
that people around you don’t think that 
you have a personality? I am more than 
my education and my academic interest 
but despite the fact that I speak English 
quite fluently, I cannot express myself 

in English, I cannot communicate my 
personality in English. 

In Chinese I am humorous and smart. In 
English I am someone without character. 

These doctrines, planted in my mind 
when I was six years old, have turned 
untrue most of the time since moving 
to Sydney. I must say that the answer to 
both of these questions is usually no. After 
a year and a half of life here in Sydney, I 
have mostly been treated as colleague and 

an acquaintance, and I am still angry that 
people do not recognize me for who I am, 
for being someone with a personality and 
rich inner life. 

But it is also sometimes yes. Some people 
here have come to treat me as a friend and 
find it nice to be with me. I have let go 
of some of my anger and I have patiently 
developed my personality in English—
one that is humorous and smart. 

I have to admit it is the existence of the 

both that makes my life in Sydney really a 
pleasant experience.

Maybe the reason Confucius asked these 
questions was to show how difficult these 
situations can be. 

More often than not, we just have to 
bravely accept that the answer is no. 
However, we must be willing to say yes 
and make an effort sometimes—these 
opportunities are precious.

Made Up for Me

Trying to be Someone

Astha Rajvanshi on makeup and self-esteem.

When I was 13 I started wearing 
makeup. 

It began with a shaky black line drawn 
with an unsteady hand across the bottom 
rim of my eye. I was at an all-girls school 
so there weren’t really any boys around to 
impress, though I’d like to think that I was 
on the receiving end of adoring gazes from 
strangers on buses. 

One day someone pointed out that makeup 
isn’t allowed at school, and because I was 
the only one wearing it, I immediately 
froze in embarrassment and felt very silly. 
Then I went home and decided that being 
told what I could and couldn’t do with my 
body was total bullshit, so the next day I 
drew the same shaky lines and smacked 
my lips with some watermelon lip-gloss 
from a tiny jar from The Body Shop.   

A few years later I got a job at a makeup 
store and started to learn the tricks of the 
trade—trying on every brand of lipstick 

and every palette of eye shadow I could 
find. I refined my eyeliner technique and 
experimented with a few different styles—
lower eyelid, upper eyelid, winged, cat. 
When I could apply eyeliner on a moving 
bus and without a mirror perfectly, I knew 
that I had mastered the art. 

Now, makeup is a part of my daily morning 
routine: foundation-face powder-eye 
shadow-eyeliner-mascara-blush-lipstick-
lip gloss. Some days I’ll put it on even if 
I’m not leaving my house. In my tallboy, 
there’s a special drawer dedicated to it—a 
recycled shoebox carrying all my OPI nail 
polish, dozens of lipstick tubes scattered in 
one corner, eye shadows stacked neatly on 
top of each other. 

When I discovered feminism, I found 
myself in the throes of a moral quandary. 
It’s the age-old question only a liberal 
feminist can ponder, since makeup is a 
luxury that only said group can usually 
afford. Was I feeding a deep-seated 

insecurity, purposefully manufactured by 
capitalism and resolved by the cosmetic 
industry? Was I subservient to the desires 
of the male gaze? 

Admittedly, the times I’ve dared to step 
out in public without any makeup have 
been rare and with good reason, but if I’ve 
ever run into someone whose approval 
I might crave, I immediately panic and 
think, ‘oh my god, I look like crap today’. 

Maybe this means that a part of me suffers 
from low self-esteem. 

If I’m being honest though, most of the 
time I put makeup on because I just love 
it. Painting my face as if it were a blank 
canvas is fun and gives me a few seconds 
of (guilty?) pleasure. Maybe I should try 
to be happy with my natural self. Some 
feminists might tell me so. 

Anonymous on the trials and tribulations of being an International Student. 

I Forget 
You Because
I Love You

Florence Fermanis

Forgetting your mother’s birthday 
is right up there with accidentally 

killing the family goldfish. Twice. It was 
with this knowledge that with three hours 
to go I bribed my brother into claiming 
that the gift he bought was a ‘joint-gift’ 
and the card was a ‘joint-card’. 

I forgot because my memory’s pretty 
pathetic, and my mother is not on 
Facebook. That little red gift icon was not 
there. The one that reminds you to send 
your birthday wishes and avoid looking 
like the jerk who forgot when even 
primary school friends ‘remembered’. That 
little red icon that gives way to the little 
pop-out box that lets you simply reword 
the default message- adding the correct 
emojis depending on how close you are 

as friends (plus or minus memorabilia of 
drunken nights out, subject to the length 
of the friendship) and pressing enter. You 
can even look at other people’s messages 
for inspiration, if you’re stuck. 

It’s an economy of sorts; a birthday 
message for a like, or a message on my own 
birthday when the time comes. I look like 
a good friend, and you look like a popular 
person. Everyone wins. 

 So I guess forgetting my mum’s birthday 
means that I actually care about her. I 
mean, it is my fault, but it’s a good thing. 
I suppose I’ll remember next year, if my 
mum gets Facebook. I’m quietly hoping 
she doesn’t, though.
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I was supposed to meet Noel Fielding 
in a hotel room. Flashbacks to the 

14-year-old dreams I had of hanging 
out with hip British comedians, drinking 
at underground bars and going back to 
swanky hotels suddenly filled my mind. But 
like the moment that teenage journalist in 
Almost Famous realises he is in fact not 
cool and none of the band members really 
like him, my dreams crashed before my 
eyes. I was given the classic excuse of “time 
restrictions and flight changes.” Noel and 
I were not meant to be, and a phone call 
was to be our only connection. 

Neither awkwardly quirky nor dressed in 
tweed, Fielding is certainly not your classic 
British comedian. He achieved cult status 
in the UK and abroad through The Mighty 
Boosh—a punk, hallucinogenic series that 
defined bizarre. Now, an international 
comedy superstar, Fielding is taking his 
myriad of weird and wonderful characters 
on the road for his first solo, international 
stand-up tour.

“The Moon is in the show with his new 
alter ego, The Dark Side of the Moon. 
Naboo is in the show but he’ll be playing 
my wife, and various other characters. 
There will be some animation. Tom 
Easton is also coming; his character is 
Antonio Banderas. He plays a triangle and 
is having an affair with my wife.”

An Evening with Noel Fielding is billed 
as anything but normal. On the screen, 
it’s unpredictable, but live, it’s downright 
absurd. Though Fielding loves the erratic 
nature of the stage, and the thrill of an 
immediate audience reaction.

Getting Surreal with Noel Fielding
Sophie Gallagher profiles the unique British comedian.

“Stand-up is easier because it’s live and a 
real buzz. Television is like creating a giant 
collage that you’re not sure anyone has 
seen. You spend three years on it and you 
have no idea if anyone has even watched it. 
It’s not as rewarding.”

Stand-up is also where he began. In the 
late 1990s, he developed his act using 
physical comedy and songs in surreal 
routines. How he even got there though 
is a mystery; he never wanted to be a 
comedian.

“Growing up I was quite funny, like a 
cheeky scamp. But I had no interest in 
being funny. I wanted to be an artist. 
When our teacher left, she wrote a poem 
about all her students and she said, ‘Noel is 
really funny and can make the class laugh.’ 
And then she said that my best friend 
Paul was a good artist, and I was furious 
because I wanted to be the good artist. 
When you’re a kid the idea that you’re 
funny means nothing to you. You’re like 
‘What’s that, what am I going to use that 
for?’ Furious! I wanted to be Picasso.”

Whether he’s playing an intersex merman 
called Old Gregg, or being a team captain 
on Never Mind The Buzzcocks, you can see 
his artistry at work. An innate energy and 
drive led to his success, having a constant 
determination to master his skill. It’s also 
what attracted long-time comedy partner 
Julian Barratt to him in the first place. In 
those early days of The Mighty Boosh, he 
knew it would be successful.

“It was the arrogance of youth. Dave 
Brown [who plays Bollo in the Boosh] 
actually said to me once, ‘Wow look there’s 
a picture of you on the same page as The 

Beatles, bet you never thought that would 
happen?’ And I said, ‘Yeah I did actually!’” 
he laughs. “When I was young I thought 
we would make it because… well me and 
Julian were writing dialogues together and 
I suddenly had an epiphany and thought, 
oh this is good, this could get really big. I 
don’t know. I am very thankful and lucky 
that people got into it because it is quite 
unusual.”

The Mighty Boosh ended in 2007 and 
he hasn’t worked with Barratt since, 
though they have discussed making a 
film. Whether age will translate across to 
the characters is another question, with 
Fielding now in his 40s. Can we one day 
expect to see him play a punk grandfather 
version of Vince in the imminent Boosh 
film? 

“Maybe the character of Vince is a bit 
difficult to keep doing because he’s a 
young Camden kid, he thinks he’s going 
to be in a band. He’s very naïve and 
innocent and vain and sort of stupid, you 
know, but in a sweet way. I think as you get 
older it’s difficult. My stand-up is much 
more spiky, so I could always do that. 
John Cooper Clarke is still going and he’s 
one of my heroes. He’s a legend, and he 
still wears a great suit, has a great haircut, 
looks amazing and is still funny, so he’s my 
inspiration.”

Indeed, stand-up may increasingly be 
Fielding’s place to shine. Luxury Comedy, 
his solo television series that followed 
on from the Boosh was divisive, receiving 
some strong negative reviews. Criticism, 
especially through social media, is 
something Fielding admits he has trouble 
dealing with, even though he tries to use it 

to his advantage. 

“I’m a sensitive person so obviously any 
criticism is hard. I mean, someone said 
that Luxury Comedy was like the second 
9/11, and I was very hurt by that. But then 
actually, I wanted to use it on my DVD as 
a quote, so you get over it very quickly. But 
with the onset of the Internet, there’s a lot 
of opinions you’re getting, that you don’t 
necessarily need to see or hear or respond 
to.”

I ask him what’s next, and he answers 
quickly: “suicide.” Anything else? “I’d like 
to write some children’s books. I’d like to 
write an animation, like a full animation 
that I’m not in. A film! The Boosh film 
would be great to do. I’m not sure… I’d 
like to do something different. Write 
a play? A novel? You’ve just got to keep 
testing yourself and pushing yourself, in 
a way; evolving, otherwise it gets boring. 
Maybe I’ll open a dance school. Ballet? 
Origami? Bull fighting? Cookery Show? 
Not sure.”

It’s clear that as long as he gets to explore 
creatively, he’s happy. He tells me he 
“buzzed off The Goodies, Monty Python, 
Scott Milligan” when he was younger, and 
seeing these performers inspired him to 
create a show that could try and stand 
alongside them. Now, whether it’s through 
art (he had his first exhibition, Psychedelic 
Dreams of the Jelly Fox in 2008), or by 
wearing an incredible glittery dress on The 
Big Fat Quiz of the Year, Noel Fielding will 
continue to make his own unique mark on 
the world. 

An Evening With Noel Fielding is at the 
State Theatre April 22 & 30 and May 1. 
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Patrick Morrow has never had an instant of happiness.

Subtracting Rather Than Adding

Where it discretely appears, Beckett’s 
writing of love is the most 

beautiful. For all the talk of scabies and 
infections and impotence and catheters 
and limpness and pain, there’s real love 
in there. The utter poverty from which 
glimmering instances of gentleness and 
kindness and vulnerability arise makes 
them so precious. As such, I was confident 
that a night of all the fleas and garbage 
cans and spit-flecked rags and blindness 
of Endgame constituted a wonderful date.

Perhaps my partner didn’t. They pulled out 
at the last minute. 

So I did the university equivalent of 
calling Mrs. Cousins “mum” and invited 
my teacher instead. Doctor Mark Byron 
taught me Beckett six months ago. His 
PhD comes from Cambridge. He has 
edited a collection of essays on Endgame, 
he has written on Beckett’s work in every 
form and genre, and is one of the most 
respected writers on modern drama in the 
country. As Mark buys me a glass of wine, 
we meet no less than four people that he 
has taught in his time at The University 
by the bar. One of them is now a resident 
director at the STC. 

I read Endgame in year twelve, and forget 
how many ‘m’s are in Hamm.

On the way in, Byron explains to me that 
his memory of any text is as a table of 
intertextual citations. He knows specific 
lines are coming or going based on an 
imminent allusion to Milton, or Dante, 
or Shakespeare (and in Beckett, there 
are many. They are not always “direct 
citations”, Byron explains, but often “dull 
echoes” of the canon. This echo was a trait 
peculiar to English that ultimately drove 
Beckett to French) I find this funny and 
laugh, because I am stupid.

Though we were seated in the second 
row, as you enter the back of the theatre 
it is clear that this is to be an opulent 
production. Charged with staging a “Bare 
Interior. Grey Light. Left and right back, 
high up, two small windows, curtains 

drawn,” Upton and Weaving have built 
a cathedral. The set is a very beautiful 
monument to Beckett.  

“It’s a problem in Beckett studies,” says 
Byron. “It’s difficult to know how to 
navigate the phenomenon of Saint Sam. 
He’s the patron saint of the capital ‘a’ 
Artist.” For all that Beckett wrote of the 
abundance in nothing, he also did little to 
dispel his own mythos. “It afforded him a 
degree of privacy,” Mark explains. 

The excess that most bothered me was the 
merciless pillaging of the script for shit 
jokes and double-entendres. While Clov’s 
physical performance is remarkable and 
rigorous and precise (reminiscent of, if not 
quite equal to, Luke Mullins’ extraordinary 
performance as Lucky in last year’s Godot) 
the attitude he takes to script is less 
elegant. It takes so much more effort to 
make laugh out loud jokes of lines such as 
“I haven’t made you suffer too much?” than 
it does to play them for the simple anxious 
questions that they are.

Byron tells me that his love of Beckett arises 
from the way that terrible scarcity begets 
artistic plenty. In Worstward Ho Beckett 
describes language as an “unlessenable 
least”—that all our words are a thin, almost 
insubstantial film that sits on the surface of 
the world as it is. He says that working with 
Beckett texts is a “frustrating” and “very 
cruel” process. “It’s something you have to 
work through… he induces a whole world 
of creativity through pain.” 

It is not an ideal that this production works 
hard at. It offers handholds, and catharsis, 
and pathos, and it loses something for 
it. It feels compromised and sometimes 
overplayed. You don’t need to make 
concessions for the audience to appreciate 
the text. “These plays are robust enough to 
withstand whatever abuse is heaped upon 
them,” Mark says. 

Hamm insisting that Clov stays for “The 
dialogue” is a very obvious wink to the 
audience.  So much of the script is a clear 
exercise in meta-theatre, and you don’t 
need to accompany each of Beckett’s 
attacks on the fourth wall with a shout of 
“watch us mess up this fourth wall!” and 
then have everyone mime pulling down a 
fourth wall.

Mark accounts for this performative 
excess with our location. At one row from 
the front, the comic excesses and pathos 
were “maybe more evident to us than 
the people in the back.” He goes further, 
and invokes the design again: “You can’t 
imagine doing tragic pathos in a cramped 

room. [The height] imbues an empyrean 
possibility in the set. The altitude is a 
visual citation of something beyond the 
play’s central existential point. The pathos 
and the openness may be related.”

Endgame has plenty of beautiful moments. 
The performances are all technically 
excellent, with Weaving an unsurprising 
standout. Beckett is very good at what 
he does, and in instances where Upton 
trusts the profound poverty of the script, 
Hamm’s delivery of beautiful allusions like 
“get out of here and love one another” hits 
with the force of all the compassion in 
Christendom. It made me cry a bit. 

I cried with my teacher. At a play. It was 
the least cool I had ever been.

Clov silently and stilly watching 
Hamm invert the epic monologues of 
Shakespeare’s protagonists is beautiful; 
Clov’s understated fear at the prospect of 
letting a rat starve to death is beautiful; 
the noble stoicism of Negg and Nell is 
beautiful; these are all very moving, proudly 
small moments. They are incredible.

And then all the magic is horribly dashed 
across the bonnet of an Audi TT emblazoned 
with “ENDGAME” in the foyer. 

It’s hard to divorce the theatrics either 
side of the show from the production 
itself. A sightless, chair-bound Weaving 
railing against darkness and emptiness for 
two hours jars horribly with the clinking 
of glasses and saccharine schmoozing of 
NIDA undergrads, eminent Australian 
theatre-makers, members of the press, and 
all the rest. Mark notices Bronywyn Bishop 
laughing in the foyer. She likes tobacco 
advertising, attempted to make burning 
the flag an offence, and passionately 
defends our vestigial appendage to the 
British monarchy. Why is Bronwyn 
Bishop at an art thing? Let alone this 
apparently big and important one?

“To do the two biggest plays back-to-back 
is a statement of intent,” begins Byron’s 
charitable reading of the circumstances, 
suggesting the STC wants to establish 
itself as a “serious player in the Beckett 
theatrical world.” The cohesion in the 
design of both last year’s Godot and this 
Endgame is really beautiful. Both are 
impressive renderings of physical poverty, 
and in the same way that Beckett once 
described Hamm and Clov as Vladimir 
and Estragon several years on from the 
ditch, this production of Endgame is an 
extension of the aesthetic universe of last 
year’s Godot. 

I think the continuity implies more. In 
Endgame, Weaving has aged a lot and 
festered a little and reiterated his place as 
a mainstay in the STC repertoire. With 
the imminent exit of the Blanchetts and 
appointment of a new, suitably impressive, 
artistic director for the company, Weaving’s 
credit as assistant director begins to look 
less aesthetic and more functional and, 
perhaps, legitimising.

He is an excellent performer both in 
Endgame and elsewhere, but if this 
saturated treatment of Beckett is the mark 
of his directorial influence, it may be a 
disappointing succession. If his were to be 
an epoch of big names capably performing 
big roles, the STC under Weaving would 
become entrenched as a theatre by the sea 
for WASPs, beholden to their magnanimity.

Mark’s rebuff to my righteousness is fair: 
“Regardless of what you think of the 
politics of this, using personal relations to 
get the likes of Philip Seymour Hoffman 
over to do the work that he did here… 
that’s woven of the same fabric.”

Byron compares this production to 
the STC’s lavish, 2013 production of 
Brecht’s Threepenny Opera.  The musical is 
a seething rebuke of commercialism and 
excess, and especially of their intersection 
with art. Any “well-heeled” staging of 
Threepenny is a fuck you to its cast and 
crew and audience, especially any staged 
in the Roslyn-Bloody-Whatever Theatre 
(Mark’s improvisation). This is a theatre 
company with a cavernous ode to the 
Packers and an Endgame sports car and I 
don’t know how to resolve that dissonance 
satisfyingly.

I think Mark and I are agreed that this is 
a show worth seeing. The play is beautiful, 
and with less drive to pander to an opening 
night crowd, it would likely be gentler and 
more nuanced. But even if it isn’t, Mark 
makes another good point about the play 
and its author: “He belongs to everyone. 
He’s French, an Anglophone, and Irish, 
and a dramatist, a novelist, a poet, a non-
fiction writer, a philosopher, a theologian, 
a painter, a pianist, the whole bit. It says a 
lot about the afterlife of the artist and his 
body of work.”

Let everyone take a piece, then. This is a 
fine production of a wonderful play, but 
the popularity of the STC and Hugo 
Weaving and the Beckett Estate make 
them institutions that are big enough and 
influential enough to do even better. 

Next date is Mark’s pick and I think he 
wants to see The Avengers.
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In its first concert of the year, the Sydney 
University Symphony Orchestra tackles 

an ambitious range of works, from Wag-
nerian opera to the stylised orientalism of 
Rimsky-Korsakov’s ‘Scheherazade’. I am 
Ensconced near the front of the great hall 
amongst the learned and distinguished el-
derly, who probably know a lot more about 
orchestral music than your reviewer.

The lilting vibrato of a flute solo eases us 
into an enjoyable rendition of Debussy’s 
‘Prelude to Afternoon of a Faun’. Aided 
by my proximity to the stage, the instru-
mental buildup attains an intimate spa-
tial element, with waves of sound moving 
through woodwinds, strings, and the lone 
harpist. Drawing inspiration from a poem 
by Stéphane Mallarmé, Debussy’s piece 
musically renders the erotic desires and 
dreams of a faun pursuing nymphs in the 
woods. While lacking any form of discern-
able eroticism, the piece evokes a pleas-
antly languorous ambiance, occasionally 
interrupted by the determined rustling of 
a program by the gentleman next to me.

SUSO takes full advantage of the per-
formance space with Wagner’s ‘Overture 
to Der fliegende Holländer’. Alternately 
frenetic and brooding, the score provides 
a contrast between the sonorous ardour 

of the entire orchestra and the gentler, 
muted tones of brass and woodwinds, sans 
strings. The brass section occasionally feels 
as if it is reaching for notes, and the acous-
tics of the Great Hall prove somewhat in-
adequate for the orchestral wall of sound 
created by the score.

The centrepiece of the concert, and the 
most technically and emotively subtle 
work, is Rimsky-Korsakov’s ‘Scheheraza-
de’, based on the Arabian fairytale. In his 
musical reimagining of Persian and Ara-
bian folklore, Rimsky-Korsakov attempts 
to infuse the work with an “oriental” fla-
vour. This influence is unclear to your 
(symphonically uneducated but demo-
graphically Asian) reviewer, though the 
second movement sounded somewhat like 
it was in the key of B minor. Despite the 
occasionally awkward execution of tem-
po changes between and within the four 
movements of the work, the orchestra 
generally handles the many expressive 
shifts commendably well. Executed flaw-
lessly, the recurring violin motif is clean, 
pure and almost unbearably sweet.

SUSO’s music is at its best when under-
stated and instrumentally stark. In these 
moments, it touches on something not 
unlike magic.

As part of the Sydney Comedy 
Festival, the University of Sydney 

Union has made a spectacular monster. 

Every year, the Union commits a 
tremendous amount of its resources to 
projects that are, on paper (and often also 
in practice) entirely ridiculous. Revue 
season is a chance for brilliant stupidity. 
The things you will do as part of a revue 
you will likely never get to do elsewhere 
ever again. The Sydney Uni Revue is the 
biggest and most polished and most 
expensive show on the Union calendar. It 
plays twice before vanishing to a higher 
plane where everything is beautiful.

Sydney is, tragically, one of the lasts places 
where this degree of madness is possible. 
It is such a privilege to have the chance to 
be funny.

It’s also a privilege to end a show with a 
confetti cannon and twenty adults dressed 
as children. The show was set in a dream 
factory. I made a man play Casio keyboard 
for twenty minutes. There was a dancing 
seafood buffet. Some cowboys were there. 
The year before, chocolate fell from the 
sky and we pretended we were Spain. The 
whole damn country. The year before that 
candy fell out of a computer and we went 
to war against heaven.

I have seen glow in the dark Tron Dances; 
a musical tribute to family friends; a lion-
themed celebration of marriage equality; a 
spectacular eulogy to Charlton Heston set 
to a Mika track.

I owe these, and so many other beautiful, 
improbable, stupid, memories—the best 
friends and times that I have ever made 
and passed at this place—to a very noble 
premise: giving kids a bit of assistance and 
total autonomy.

The Sydney Uni Revue is a celebration of 
that, and all of last year’s dumbness, and 
there are a whole lot of dumb things to get 
involved in now. 

If you enjoy performing, or enjoy writing, 
or just enjoy—or even think you might 
enjoy them, come along, and then do all 
those things.

If any of this is not persuasive or moving, I 
guess you had to be there.

And you can be there, and you should.

See the Sydney Uni Revue this Thursday 
and Friday, 7.30pm at the Seymour 
Centre.

Sunday Symphony
Rebecca Wong reviews SUSO’s Scheherazade and Other Tales.

A Laughing Matter
Patrick Morrow regrets nothing.
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1.

There’s a Camus quote that runs “Should I kill myself, or have a cup of coffee?” 
One Tuesday morning, I ran out of coffee.

*
My relationship with the public mental health sector got serious two weeks before. I went to my regular psychologist appointment presenting 
with psychosis: hearing voices, seeing things that aren’t there, blacking out and losing time, &c., &c. As a trade-off for refusing to get in an 
ambulance should she call one, I allowed my psychologist to ring the crisis team from the local public hospital. They agreed to see me the 
next morning.

My mother polished the dining room table. I wondered if I should offer them tea when they arrive, or pack in case they take me away. I threw 
an Evelyn Waugh novel in an overnight bag. That would do.

The crisis team was less than helpful. At that stage I wasn’t experiencing thoughts of self-harm, and as soon as I reported as such, they tuned 
out. I was instructed to stay on my current medications and wait six months to see if there was a change. I would later find out that the team 
recorded “eccentric personality” as the suspected cause of my hallucinations. They didn’t want any tea.

I’ve sought treatment for major depression 
and generalised anxiety disorder for almost a 
year now. At the end of January my GP started 
me on Lovan, an Australian brand name for 
Prozac, known around the world as “sunshine 
in a pill.” A prescription like mine is common. 
Out of every 1000 adults in Australia, 89 of 
them are on anti-depressants at any given time. 
They stabilise mood, relieve anxiety and ease 
patients back into a normal sleeping routine.

Most of the time.

A frighteningly common side effect of anti-
depressants is, in fact, suicidal thoughts. Most 
guidelines recommend that GPs monitor 
patients carefully for the first few weeks. I 
wasn’t informed of any of this and went back 
to my GP some weeks after starting Lovan 
to report that I felt more depressed, and was 
sleeping less than ever.

I was advised to double my dose. The week 
after the crisis team visited me, I all but 
stopped sleeping. Most nights I got less than 
an hour. 

2.

Postcards from Suicide Watch
Anonymous had a psychological break and still wasn’t crazy enough for the public system.

What follows is a first-person account of breakdown including the graphic description of psychosis and self-harm. If you should ever need to talk to someone about your own or 
another’s mental health, call Lifeline on 13 11 14. If a life is in danger, call the emergency services on 000.

Hallucinations and delusions, as I’ve experienced 
them, are a mixed bag.

I had several hallucinations. On a train, the woman 
next to me opened up a newspaper, and on its pages 
were photographs of me. Once, while I was driving in 
the CBD, some of the buildings began to bend and 
waiver in the wind, like grass.

Voices come in two forms: indistinct and distinct. 
Indistinct voices are akin to a group of people 
whispering in the next room. They’re muffled, and, as 
the phrase hints, unable to be heard properly. Distinct 
voices have an even larger variance. Sometimes I 
could hear someone calling my name off in the 
distance, while being in an entirely empty house. 
Sometimes it would be a phrase overheard that day 
on an infinite loop inside my head. Sometimes I 
would be in the middle of thinking and something 
would snarl “STOP THAT” or “SHUT UP”.

They became more and more insidious. On that 
Tuesday, I was told to go to the bathroom, sit in the 
bath, take the nail clippers and tear open my arm 
with the blade.

3.

There wasn’t one particular thing that went 
through my head when I decided not to kill 
myself.

I didn’t think about the friends and family I 
would leave behind, the job I would never have, 
the people I would never fall in love with, the 
things I would never see. I didn’t think about 
the countless times my family had referred to 
my uncle’s successful suicide as cowardly. I didn’t 
even worry about the physical side, the pain of 
dying, or the atheist’s fate of eternal emptiness.

I just thought: No. Not now. Not today.

Every second after that thought is what matters.

There’s no delicate way to tell the people you live 

with that you almost killed yourself two minutes 
ago, and now need to be driven to the hospital. 
This situation becomes even more delicate when 
you live with your parents.

I told my mother that I needed to go, but that I 
first needed to cut my nails so I wouldn’t scratch 
myself. On my request, she sat next to me so I 
wouldn’t do myself any harm.

6.

I waited three and a half hours before I was seen 
to. An ED doctor tried to take a blood sample 
from my arm. Three needlestick wounds later, 
they left without their sample. That was on my 
request. I figured that after the day I had, I was 
entitled to be a bit of a diva.

4. 5.

I was eventually seen by two psychiatrists, 
one who spoke to me in calm dulcet tones 
and another who played scribe. I was asked 
the usual questions: medical history, drug 
history, relationship history, what kind of 
symptoms I was experiencing. I was told 
that I was either experiencing psychosis due 
to advanced depression, or I was in the early 
stages of schizophrenia.

They gave me new pills, told me there wasn’t 
a bed available, and sent me home.
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At first, the new medication worked well. 
I started sleeping all night, every night.

It took Mum a long time to get over that 
day. For the next two weeks she took 
me everywhere with her. We were both 
afraid of what would happen if I was left 
on my own.

The hospital scheduled a follow up 
appointment a few days later with a 
different psychiatrist, who informed me 
of the prior ‘eccentric’ verdict and told 

me that I shouldn’t have turned up to 
emergency. That, mind you, was after I 
had called every psychiatrist in my area 
and begged for an appointment, and 
was told by several professionals to go to 
emergency.

The second psychiatrist didn’t see the 
need to give me a concrete diagnosis. 
“What difference would that make?”

7.
Between the start of my psychosis 
and my appearance at hospital 
falls a month. I stopped eating, 
looking after myself, sleeping. I 
had to call in sick at work almost 
indefinitely. I’ve suspended my 
studies in the hope that I can get 
myself back to functioning before 
the start of semester two and my 
scholarship payments have been 
frozen.

I’m still no closer to a diagnosis. I 
still know very little about what’s 
going on.

Another aspect of psychosis is 
doubt. Doubt in what you’re 
seeing or hearing, doubt in what 
you perceive as reality, doubt 
that your symptoms (and even 
your doubt) are genuine. I have 
spent the last month questioning 
if I’m real, only to be told by a 
system not interested in treating 
me that buildings bending over 
themselves and voices telling me 
to shut up are just quirks.

8.

I have begun to view this year as pre-
attempt and post-attempt. At three weeks 
post, my medication started to become 
less and less effective. I slept less, and 
when I did, I had strange, multilayered 
and frighteningly lucid nightmares. The 
kind of nightmares wherein you scream, 
this is a dream, I will wake up very soon, 
but you never do. Or you dream about 

waking up, only to find that you’re still 
trapped, still running from yourself.

Even when you do wake up, how can 
you be sure? Some of my dreams are so 
realistic, I’ve found myself searching my 
phone for text messages I remember 
receiving only to discover that they never 
existed.

9.

As my psychotic self begins to seep back 
in at my edges, both ‘relapse' and ‘recovery’ 
become dirty words. Everyone walks on 
eggshells around me. Even I’m starting to. 
I have no idea what’s even wrong with me. 
I have no idea what’s going to happen over 
the next six weeks, or six months.

I can’t even put my name on an article 
detailing my experiences. What if someone 
I work with finds it? It’s self-evident that 
“often loses touch with reality” doesn’t look 
that great on resumes.

Is it starting to seem hard to find a happy 
ending to this story?

10.

There is one.

I mentioned earlier that I’ve suffered from 
anxiety for a long time. Probably all my life, 
on one level or another. A very common 
part of anxiety is feeling as if you’re a 
burden on everyone around you, that 
you’re just a little too needy to be likeable. 
It’s a metaphorical voice in the back of 
your head whispering that everyone hates 
you. In my case, that became a literal voice.
This experience might not ever turn 
off that voice, but it’s given me a logical 

argument against it. I had to shadow 
various family members for two weeks, 
family members who were more than 
happy to accommodate me. The few 
friends who knew what was going on 
contacted me every day to find out how 
I was going.

The happy ending is not finding out that 
people like me. It’s being made aware that 
I’ve always got somewhere to go, whether 
that’s towards recovery or relapse.

11.

This is really what I’m getting at. 
I survived, and that’s great, but 
the mental health system wasn’t 
the most helpful apparatus in the 
process of surviving. I shudder 
to think about the thousands of 
individuals out there who have a 
mental illness and are homeless, 
or estranged from their families. 

What happens to them when 
they’re told they just have an 
eccentric personality, and there’s 
nothing that can be done? 
What happens to them when 
the medication starts to stop 

working? Or they’re sitting on 
the edge of a bath somewhere?

I’m not an expert, but surely 
there’s something we can do. 
This is a problem that can be if 
not fixed completely, minimised 
a great deal. I think, more than 
anything, we need to grow up as 
a society and learn to talk about 
mental illness. Admitting that 
you hear voices should not be one 
of the scariest things a person can 
do. We need to create a culture 
where individuals can be taken 
seriously and kept safe.

12.

13.

I used to complain that I never 
had a ‘great formative experience’. 
This would not have been my first 
choice. Or my second. And I’m 
not going to pretend that what 
hasn’t killed me has only made me 
stronger. But I’ve learnt a lot. And 
I am better equipped for the next 
time it happens.

Only you know what is normal 
for you. If you feel that something 
isn’t right, speak up about it. Kick 
and scream until someone hears 
you. Don’t wait until it’s too late.
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Battery Operated Orgasms!

Ellie Rogers takes you on a safari of sex toys.

1. Make sure you’re smiling in an ironic way so that the shop assistant who is totally 
not used to this now and thinks you’re totally weird knows that you’re being satirical 
the whole time. 

2. Some shop assistants actually want to be helpful. One insisted on using a couple of 
vibrators on the tip of my nose to test them out. This has since been backed up by 
some sly googling but that doesn’t mean it wasn’t weird. 

3. If you’re hoping to ask for advice from the shop assistants try to find one with a 
good understanding of English—though if one day I’m playing charades and get 
‘two-way strap-on where one is anchored in my partner’s vag and there are no 
straps’, I am ready. 

Pro Tips

That one near Chinatown

Don’t tell the shop assistant I sent you I 
have literally taken so many dates there 
because my banter is well prepared. Go 
for the midrange dildos, stay for the 
inexplicable room of erotic literature and 
films—a real piece of history. 

That one near Newtown train station

I literally saw a biodegradable dildo for 
sale. There is nothing Newtown can’t do.

Max Black

A staple for kinky white middle-aged 
homos. If you have $200 but no gimp 
mask and feel like these resources could 
be arranged better, their leather room is 
the place for you. Quite honestly I’m just 
putting this here because a cute girl works 
there who goes to USyd who I talked to 
once and I’m hoping this reaches her. 
Come revive my nerve-less clit, you cutie. 

By this point you, like myself, should 
have literally burnt off all nerve endings 
in the general area of your clit. No one 
including yourself is capable of pleasuring 
you anymore and occasionally you have to 
actually look down to ensure your partner 
is still present when receiving head. 

Short of attaching silicone to a power 

tool of your choosing, the only remaining 
recommendation is the Hitachi. A popular 
rec with those in the know and once 
mistaken for a microphone on popular 
reality TV show Honey Boo Boo, this baby 
will set you back roughly a million dollars, 
and in the interest of honest journalism I 
should admit I don’t own one (donate to 
my PayPal). 

So you’ve played around a bit and think 
you’re ready to step it up a notch. Aside 
from adding to the collection with 
similar but slightly adjusted features—
my collection, for example, all bear the 
names of figures in Greek mythology—
you might want to start experimenting 
with other areas or sensations. Because 
I am such a big fan of vibrations on my 

clit and not a big fan of anal penetration, I 
prioritise the former. So I would personally 
recommend my most recent purchase: the 
dolphin. Aside from being thicker and 
stronger than your regular dildo, it is also 
a dolphin. The relaxed smile fixed on her 
face suggests a deep mutual contentedness 
that could put anyone at ease.

I consulted a close personal friend and 
long-time crush after a totally-not-date 
to a sex store where I picked out a mid-
range vibrator for her. The official review 
for this one is “same orgasm for less 
effort… I just felt lazy”. After reminding 
her this is supposed to be the appeal, she 
suggests thinking of it as “a quickie rather 
than a night in”. As far as practicality goes 
be sure to pick something with a rubber 
or silicone lining if you’re sensitive. I’d 
recommend a nice simple vibrator rather 

than a massager or dildo because I am a 
ruthless economist and this is the second 
best two-for-one deal I will ever get (the 
first is any threesome from Tinder). My 
own first sex toy was a four inch bright 
pink joke gift from a friend accompanied 
with the line ‘its probably the biggest 
thing you’ve had in there’. Which, to be 
fair, was completely true. This slightly-
larger-than-a-tampon friend has seen me 
through five relationships (the two are not 
at all related). 

The first time I entered a sex shop I had 
just been turned away attempting to 

re-enter a gay bar on Oxford Street with 
a fake ID. I couldn’t get through to my 
friend inside the bar, and was suddenly 
aware of the night going in a much worse 
direction than anticipated. In the height 
of my panic, a figure bathed in a neon 
blue glow descended from the stairs across 

from me. Beckoning my drunken, worried 
and underage self in, this aging lesbian 
sheltered me for the next few hours. 

Perhaps it is because of this gratitude and 
sense of safety I felt that I enjoy thrusting 
pulsing pastel dildos into my vag. Either 
way, I have an extensive collection and a 
number of recommendations. 

The Beginner: California Exotic iTap

The Intermediate: Fun Factory Dolly Dolphin

The Seasoned Pro: Hitachi Magic Wand
Fave Spots

(Cuddles Not Included)
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Over drinks one night, I was informed 
by a friend of mine, Bella*, that 

another friend of mine, Greg*, apparently, 
used to scribe for David Malouf. David 
Malouf being the internationally 
acclaimed Australian author. Greg being 
absent from weekly trivia drinks. 

I really really like David Malouf. So I asked 
my friend Bella to tell me everything she 
knew. 

They had been neighbours since Greg was 
small, she said. David sometimes babysat 
for Greg, she said. David and Greg’s 
parents were friends, she said. Then, she 
said, when Greg was old enough, David 
asked Greg to come over and do some 
typing for him, while he dictated. Greg 
was David Malouf ’s scribe. 

I did the timeline. Maybe Greg wrote (in 

the most literal sense) Ransom, maybe he 
wrote Dream Stuff and Every Move You 
Make, maybe some of his essays, poetry? 

This was all the more exciting to discover 
because David Malouf seems seriously 
preoccupied with childhood innocence. 

Malouf ’s stories are of early memory, 
of first contact, of naivety, but also of 
corruption, trauma, disillusionment and 
that moment of self-awareness that comes 
when you realise that world is what it is. 
It seemed so perfect to me that to write 
these stories—painful stories and honest 
stories—he used a young boy as his 
translator, from his mouth to the page, 
reimbursed for his time. Perhaps little 
Greg was not the first? Maybe there 
was another young scribe before Greg.  

I imagined a miniature Greg, sitting 

behind a typewriter—for some reason—as 
David paced behind him. 

I had to speak to Greg about this casual 
job he held in his childhood. We arranged 
to meet, with David’s permission of course.
 
Over udon, across from Railway Square, 
Greg said that I had been terribly misled. 
Yes, he knew David. Yes, David babysat 
him as a child. Yes, his parents were friends 
with David. But Greg had not written any 
of his books. He did look over an essay 
once, and help him do some academic 
busy work—for which he was reimbursed 
and age 21. But he didn’t write David’s 
novels. 

I was disappointed to say the least 
(although it made sense, young children 
are not known for their spelling nor their 
transcription skills). 

I had re-read An Ordinary Life with this 
tableau in mind. I imagined little Greg, 
or a different little Greg, as the Child 
and Malouf as Ovid. The Child is savage, 
wild, innocent. He is the only one there to 
bear witness to Ovid’s genius in exile and 
after time it seems the Child, in his savage 
innocence, is the thing that gives Ovid’s 
art existence, reassuring him that he is still 
alive, still real—without him, without his 
reflection, Ovid and his art do not exist. 
But the Child also frees Ovid from his 
culture, from Rome, from the Universe. To 
think of a little Greg pulling David into 
this world to remind of him of what is true 
was beautiful. 

But obviously not the case. Malouf, one 
assumes, is fine all on his own. 

*Names have been changed.

An Imaginary Life with David Malouf
Samantha Jonscher disappoints herself.

Uncle Rhys was a character. Always 
had a story to tell: one week a fisticuff 

with the local pharmacist over too-
frequent planogram changes; the next, his 
scheme to torpedo FlowerPower. Uncle 
Rhys would always serve this salad when 
we visited him with mum. “The secret…”, 
he’d boom as he rustled out the last of the 
chips from their packet, “…is just that!”. 
He was referring to the way the different 
chip varieties are indistinguishable when 
tossed together, so the lucky salad-
muncher is always in for a surprise! 

Uncle Rhys was always very protective of 
his recipe; it took some convincing before 
he finally passed it on. I’ve since made it 
countless times, and I can’t help but feel 
as though he purposely left something 
out—just so that no one could make it 
like he did. When I put this to Uncle 
Rhys, he agreed—“Damn straight there’s 
something left out… a liberal sprinkling 
of ol’ Uncle Rhys’ loving”. Oh Uncle Rhys.

Uncle Rhys’ Secret Potato (Chip) Salad
Serves 60.
Prep time: 93 seconds.
Cooking time: n/a.

Ingredients
170g Crinkle Cut Original (salted) Potato 
Chips (Uncle Rhys always used Smith’s 
“Share Pack” range).
170g Crinkle Cut Salt & Vinegar Potato 
Chips.
170g Crinkle Cut Cheese & Onion 
Potato Chips.
French Fries to garnish.

Method
1. Take a large mixing bowl.
2. Empty the original chips into the bowl.
3. Whilst stirring the contents of the bowl, 
slowly add the salt & vinegar chips.
4. Whilst stirring the contents of the bowl, 
slowly add the cheese & onion chips.
5. Toss the salad using fingertips—take 
care not to snap the chips. Uncle Rhys 
actually preferred the “stir-fry” method of 
tossing (see picture).
6. Garnish with French Fries as desired.
7. Enjoy shocking your friends as they try 
to discern chip flavours!

Uncle Rhys’ Secret Potato (Chip) Salad
Alexandros Tsathas shares his family’s proudest recipe.

Notes
• For a gluten free alternative, substitute 
potato chips with kale chips.

• Find your combo! Mix different chip 
flavours, textures and brands to create a 
signature blend.
• Grain Waves are a great alternative for 
those wanting to boost their wholegrains.
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At high school lunch breaks, I wander 
the asphalt grounds in a loop, envying 

the attractive chatter amongst friends. 
Each loop starts and ends in a little circle 
of misfits who I don’t really like. I say one’s 
a pussy; he says I’m a faggot. Outcasts are 
shot down so much we shoot each other 
because that’s all we know. I look the same 
as they do—green catholic blazer—but I 
muse each night on wandering to North 
Head and spiralling down to the rocks 
below. 

My loop deliberately takes me past the 
claimed spot of a particular circle of friends. 
I confide in one of them on occasion, 
attracted to his apparent contentment and 
easy friendship. He’s tall, good-looking, 
and an evangelical Christian. I want so 
much to have what he has, or what I think 
he has, which amounts to what I don’t 
have. I think, then, I am a ship abandoned 
on the rocks with flotsam floating in a 

stormy sea. Like the proverbial drowning 
sailor, I clutch at the straw he offers. 
Which is meaning through God. 

I throw myself into religion and find 
meaning. I text him when I need him to 
say I’m okay and credit him with saving 
my life. I go to his church youth group as 
he suggests; I attend his regular holiday 
religious camp at his prompting. These 
Christians are warm and accepting—
the embers of faith burn strongest when 
stoked together into a fire, or so the 
metaphor goes. I idolise his easy faith 
and fill my difficulty with apologetics—
Christian philosophy. I sing hymns loudly 
at my school assemblies. 

But I avoid the topic with schoolmates 
and family. I lead separate lives: a life of 
professed faith; one of none; and the 
tamped-down depression resting beneath. 
I cannot maintain these divergent facets 

of my life. They cleave me into two and 
existential misery rears its head in another 
shape. I don’t tell Him out of shame of 
failure. 

I begin to rewrite my narrative as idolatry 
of Him: first for his attractive happiness; 
next for his easy faith. Next, we’re on a 
wharf on a class trip to see a dark Irish play. 
I hug him and say hello and, as the others 
go to buy ferry tickets, he sensitively asks 
if I’m gay. I scoff at the idea but later that 
night at home I text him confusedly and 
say “Maybe.” Another double life reveals 
itself: I cannot admit this at the church or 
to the homophobic and sexist schoolboys. 
My narrative is reframed again as a queer 
crush on Him, the avowedly evangelically 
Christian boy. 

I am deeply confused: there are too 
many me’s; too many histories; too many 
contradicting presentations to manage. So 

I run away; move out from home; sleep 
around; go to uni. I cut and cut away at the 
contradictions like a shipwright chipping 
barnacles off the hull of a ship in dry-dock. 
I see my past and myself clearer. I realise he 
was not all so happy as he seemed; I realise 
his faith was not so holy as I thought; and 
I realise my idolatries for him were desires 
to be something I am not. 

Dear You, I cast you aside (though you will 
not read this). I thank you anew (though 
not for saving me). I write you out of the 
centre of my history (though you remain a 
part). I’d write the sappy line here—“I love 
you still (though something something 
something)”—but I won’t. This society 
is too fucked to end a narrative about 
homophobia and mental health with a 
cliché.  

Green Blazer, Black Heart
Riki Scanlan rewrites their history of mental health and homophobia. 

Neopets hasn’t changed much since 
2004. The site today is a primary-

coloured relic of an era where drop-down 
menus and outer glow were the height 
of cutting edge. The homepage recalls 
computer mice with dysfunctional roller-
balls, and printer paper with perforated 
edges. If you close your eyes, you can 
almost hear the dialup modem. 

When the haze of nostalgia clears, though, 
the horror comes into focus at 20 kilobytes 
per second. The “users online” counter 
has conspicuously disappeared from the 
homepage, an act of censorship perhaps 
intended to disguise the massive virtual 
death toll. Cheerful anthropomorphic 
creatures dot the landscape, faces frozen 
into grimace-like smiles. This is a children’s 
website, but it is no place for children. 

And strangely, it no longer is. 

They refer to themselves variously as 
“mature”, “established users”, or, in one 
case, as an “elite group of adults with zero 
tolerance for drama.” They range from 
eighteen to thirty-ish, and a number of 
them are stay-at-home parents. They have, 
so they say, flourishing “IRL lives”. And 
yet, inexplicably, they make the near-daily 
pilgrimage back to Neopets, to huddle in 
the forums and talk about “the lag” like 
ordinary people talk about the weather. 

I meet them in the forums one evening, 
having hunted down my old password. One 
of them complements my “siggy”, short 
for “forum signature”, which is notable 
in that it is neither song lyrics nor faux-
philosophy. My conversational partner, by 
contrast, signs off every message with a 
reminder to “never let someone who is a 
few fries short of a Happy Meal tear you 
down. Live, Laugh, Love.” 

The conversation swings between 
reminiscence about the golden days of 
Neopets, and a steady stream of parenting 
tips, recipes, and mundane updates on 
household chores. The moderators remind 
those conversing that they must be “semi-
literate”, which is defined as “n0+ t@
lk1n lyk d1$”. Anything else, it seems, is 

fair game, except “hell”, “damn”, and any 
mention of politics or religion. I am briefly 
suspended for mysteriously contravening 
one of these rules. When I return, I 
have missed one post, in which someone 
apologises for delaying the creation of 
a feral dog roleplay group, blaming their 
carpal tunnel syndrome. Consensus is 
reached that it is probably okay for them 
to take some time off Neopets to recover, 
so long as it’s a one-off thing. 

In a particularly active period, I witness 
someone suggest that another user take 
Neopets less seriously. Things deteriorate 
rapidly, until, foaming at the keyboard, 
they descend into a charmingly censored 
argument about how hurtful it is to call 
someone’s “baby” a “bunch of pixels.” I 

sit back with a box of digital popcorn 
(procured at the low, low cost of 599 
neopoints) and watch the drama unfold. 
Many unhappy smiley faces are posted.  
A bystander looks to the sky and offers 
a neutral observation that the lag is bad 
tonight. 

I leave the forum and visit my actual 
Neopets. They are all dying from hunger, 
but their moods range from “content” to 
“delighted”. They will always be this way: 
pixel-perfect children who never grow 
up, or move away from home, or get into 
trouble, or fall off the rails. They remain 
perpetually motherable, even if it’s the 
parents who need taking care of. 

Baby Made Of Pixels
You won’t believe who Sam Langford found on Neopets.
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The perks of living near a bus depot 
are almost always counterbalanced 

by drawbacks.

Perk: you always get a seat. Drawback: you 
spend quite a long time sitting in it. Perk: 
the late night bus stops there. Drawback: 
you only need to fall asleep for five min-
utes and you’ve woken up in a locked, dark 
bus in the middle of an industrial area that 
would be shady if its tenants didn’t include 
Horseland and a children’s craft centre.

But there was one perk of living near the 
bus depot I thought the cruel world of 
public transport could never take away 
from me: having a chat to the—not-yet-
behind-schedule—bus driver.

There’s the bus driver who so vividly re-
membered driving me to and from high 
school that, three years later, he asked me 
as I got off, “Did you move house?” (For 
the record: No, I had not. My well-bubble 

In an embarrassing turn of events, the 
co-editor of UNSW’s student news-

paper, Tharunka, has been caught deleting 
articles from the publication’s archive for 
(surprise!) real petty and political purpos-
es. Brendan Byron, a young Labor-Right 
hack, last week admitted to deleting mul-
tiple articles that criticised him personally 
and/or his esteemed student faction. 

It’s not the paper’s first political scandal. 
This year, editors have been criticised for 
actively advocating for factions on cam-
pus. Some have also reportedly deleted 
Facebook posts and comments criticis-
ing them as mouthpieces of the Student 

In the Week Five issue of Honi Soit, 
Anonymous attacked the type of per-

son who would run for the Board of the 
University of Sydney Union. The article 
outlines some genuine issues with the 
Board but offers no solutions. Throwing in 
the towel because you’re too cool to care 
isn’t good enough.

Before dealing with the meat I’ll address 
two criticisms that Anonymous makes 
about board directors—that they tend to 
be wealthy, and that they are involved in 
“factionalism”.

Yes, being on Board is easier for wealthy 
students. The annual stipend of about 
$4000 is a pittance compared to the hours 
expected. If you want a more equitable 
board, increase the stipend so poor stu-
dents can do the job and afford rent.

As for factions—what’s the problem? If 
you’re sensible and don’t like the way La-
bor Unity behaves, that tells you some-

thing about the Labor party, not factional-
ism in general. A faction in student politics 
is a group of people who share a political 
outlook. The alternative to factions is to 
have directors that don’t represent ideas, 
only themselves. This already happens to 
a certain extent, but with greater transpar-
ency measures now being introduced on 
board you can hold these selfish person-
alities accountable to the ideas they claim 
to represent.

The main point of Anonymous’ article is 
that the Board is mostly run by entitled 
pricks who care more about a line on their 
CV than actually doing a good job. The 
solution to this isn’t abstention, it’s war. If 
you hate the typical student politician, get 
rid of them.

The character of the Board is not some 
immutable law of the universe. Except for 
the two unelected Senate appointed direc-
tors, you choose who sits on the board. In 
elections for government, parties are con-

trolled by their corporate donors, laws are 
already set up to favour rich white men and 
your vote is just one of millions. In Union 
Board elections spending is capped, the 
political landscape changes in the blink of 
an eye and your vote actually matters.

The USU has an annual budget of over 
$20 million. That is your money. You can 
decide whether it is spent enriching the 
lives of students or turning Manning into 
another bland shopping centre. If you 
manage to become a Board Director you 
have an incredible opportunity to create 
change.

A common refrain is that potential direc-
tors promise the world in terms of policy 
and do not deliver. In this case, directors 
deserve some blame but they are not the 
main culprits.

After the introduction of Voluntary Stu-
dent Unionism by Howard, the USU re-
formed its business model. The USU is 

run by a layer of highly paid staff who run 
the organisation more like a corporation 
than a union. Student directors are treated 
like roadblocks to the efficient manage-
ment of this corporation. Policy proposals 
from directors are buried in committee, 
while proposals from management are 
rushed to board meetings to be rubber 
stamped and implemented. Transparency, 
democracy, inclusiveness etc. are valued by 
management insofar as they are good sell-
ing points for potential members.

So yes, shit’s fucked but abstention won’t 
fix it. There are some good people on the 
Union Board, but they need others to join 
them, and a movement of engaged stu-
dents to keep the pressure up. Go to Board 
meetings and call people out on their 
bullshit. Hold a sit-in of the President’s 
office. Show that you care about those rare 
positive steps like gender neutral toilets, 
equity ACCESS cards or fighting Ab-
bott’s education policy. There is power in 
the Union, but only if you get involved.

Get Involved or Get Out
Former Union Board Vice President Tom Raue on how Board could be better.

Mary Ward just wants someone to talk to on her daily commute.

Hail to 
the Bus Driver

Joanna Connolly thinks deleting is dumb. 

Unity Labor faction, with contributors 
blocked for similar reasons. 

In response to the criticism, Byron has 
taken to Facebook. “You got something to 
say to me, say it to my face and put your 
name on it. I can take legitimate criticism, 
but I’m not going to put up with cowardly 
bullshit,” he posted last Monday. 

As to why he deleted the content, “I de-
leted it because Tharunka should be better 
than a weapon you use to bludgeon fellow 
students with. It should tell the truth and 
it should fight for things.”

Honi understands Tharunka hasn’t been 
telling too much truth recently. While 
supposedly a fortnightly publication, there 
have only been two hard copy editions ac-
tually produced this year. 

GronkWatch was at the candidates forum 
on April 16th and can confirm that there 
are a total of 13 candidates contesting this 
year’s Board Election. Two additional can-
didates, Jermaine Craig and Chris Waugh, 
have entered the race, while Jesse Seton—
despite confirming his candidature last 
week—was not on the ballot. Will Khun 
has also withdrawn.

Gronks Actually
 Are All Around Us

wrapped sisters and I were just so consist-
ently late our mum would drive us to the 
next bus stop.) There’s the other bus driver 
who will tell me that I’m running late if 
I catch the bus after 6:40am. (And, as I 
struggle to get by without mum’s sneaky 
lifts, she’s right.) 

Unfortunately, no human interaction is 
safe from the spread of wires, terminals 
and chips. 

While once I had wandered onto the bus 
each morning, MyBus10 in hand, chat-
ting to the driver as they crossed off the 
ticket’s trip number, now my experience is 
cut short thanks to Opal. 

It’s a two-second affair. Step, tap, ping. 
Step, tap, ping. My fellow passengers 
and I come through the conveyor belt. If 
someone needs to buy a ticket, we don’t 
stop for them. Instead, we awkwardly 
reach our card around them to maintain 

the efficiency of Gladys’ regime.

The driver nods as we pass. 
He knows. We know. But, 

under the spell of Opal, 
neither of us are able to 
do anything about it.
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It’s now been 118 days since Christmas. 
As a good, Jewish boy, you may not 

have expected this nativity commentary 
from me. This is not from any newfound 
religious awakening (cue disappointed 
Rabbis worldwide), but to emphasise a 
broken promise. 

Scott Morrison, in the midst of a coercive 
rhetorical kidnapping of a hapless cross-
bench, committed to taking all children 
out of detention by Christmas. A little, 

merciful compromise wrapped in 
abhorrent, archaic legislation.

And yet, there are still 227 children in 
detention centres. 103 on the remote, 
lawless Nauru. How can this be? 
Offshore detention centres are no place 
for children. Or people. 

I wish there was at least a little 
contention about our treatment of asylum 
seekers, instead of a quiet, reactionary 

bipartisanship. I saw a small bit of what 
that contention could look like at this 
past Sunday’s rally for asylum seeker 
rights. And yet, not a single major news 
organisation covered it. These, the same 
bureaus that report on asylum seekers 
almost academically, an ethnographic 
study in inhumanity. I’ve met so many 
people in just the past week that care 
deeply about other people’s rights, albeit 
in different ways: from the presidents of 
Faculty Societies, to the executives of 

SUSF’s sporting clubs, to everyone at the 
rally. I know that these are people who 
together will stand up for refugee rights. 
It is only a matter of time.

118 days is a really long time. To be 
honest, I know very little of the man born 
in a manger. But from what I do know, 
He, too, was a refugee.

Daniel Ergas

Vice Presidents’ Report

Subeta Vimalarajah and Xiaoran Shi

Hey there,
We’d like to begin this week’s report 

by talking about another collective on 
campus, and a pretty wonderful one at 
that. The Wom*n of Colour Collective is 
an autonomous space where people share 
experiences, discuss future projects, and 
generally are rad intersectional feminists. 
In fact, the collective just elected their new 
office bearer, Aulina Chaudhuri, and we’re 
beyond excited to work together on film 
screenings and autonomous discussions 
that focus on re-education and prioritising 
wom*n of colour perspectives. One project 
we have in the works, currently titled “fucking 
up a white hot mess” is a wom*n of colour 
feminism workshop, potentially (hopefully) 
to be submitted to run at this year’s NOWSA 
(NUS Wom*n’s Conference).

It’s been a while so we have a long list 
of things to report. We’ll try and be 
comprehensive. (And we’re sorry that 
wom*n’s activism on campus can’t be 
sufficiently summarised in so few words; 
we’ll endeavour to fight against kyriarchy 
less productively in future.) The National 
Day of Action took place before the mid-
semester break, you may have seen our 
glorious hot pink 8 metre long banner 
that read “FEMINISTS 4 FREE ED”. 
That was a sweet cross-collective initiative 
—thanks to UTS WoCo for letting us 
use their space and everyone who helped 
out. After the workshop a few of us went 
to a public lecture given by intersectional 
feminist theorist Sara Ahmed on calling 
out and challenging hegemonic norms. 
If you’d like to read some amazing notes 

taken by collective member Julia Readett, 
shoot us an email (usydwomenscollective@
gmail.com) and we’ll send them over!

Another project we’ve been secretly 
working on is our “fEMPOWER” 
workshops. During our first meeting, 
collective member Georgia Behrens 
pointed out that very few wom*n have 
any knowledge, let alone a critical 
knowledge, of feminism before they come 
to university. As a result, being bombarded 
with asterisks, kyriarchy, and the names of 
radical black activists (luv u Angela, bell) 
can be very overwhelming. As a result, 
we’ve decided to look beyond the hallowed 
halls of Sydney University and are 
searching for consenting young feminists 
in local public high schools. More on this 

later (the project is developing as we speak 
and we’d need the whole of wom*n’s honi 
to give you a proper update), but if you’re 
interested in getting involved, request 
to join the “USYD feminist education 
workshops” group on Facebook.

Other things include: our Pride Week 
stall, sexual harassment campaign, writing 
letters to Purvi Patel, discussing the 
USU’s BROSOC, a stall at the Other 
Worlds Zine Fair, Wom*n’s Honi, self-
defence workshop for the USU Health 
& Wellbeing day etc. etc. Thank you loyal 
readers, may you return first timers.

With lots of feminist love and rage,

Xiaoran & Subeta

Wom*n’s Officers’ Report

General Secretaries’ Report
Chiara Angeloni

Three months of negotiations and 
two rounds of funding applications 

later, the University has announced how 
the 2015 Student Services and Amenities 
Fee (SSAF) will be allocated between its 
student organisations. This was decided by 
the SSAF Allocation Committee, chaired 
by Professor Tyrone Carlin (Deputy Vice-
Chancellor (Registrar)) and comprising 
the Deputy Vice-Chancellor (Indigenous 
Strategy and Services) Professor Shane 
Houston, two Deans (Professors Peck and 
Rhodes), and the Director of Corporate 
Finance, Mr Matt Easdown.

The Committee has determined that 
the SRC will be receiving just over 
$1.65 million from SSAF this year. This 
represents an increase of 9% on last year’s 
$1.51 million.

We have since begun preparing the annual 
budget. Max and I would like this to be as 
consultative and collaborative a process as 
possible. Office Bearers have been invited 
to submit a funding application for their 
department, outlining the projects they’ve 
got in store for 2015 and how much they 
plan to spend. After having reviewed 
them, it’s safe to say that many exciting 

and progressive ideas abound, which we 
aim to support wherever possible.

We would also like to ensure our 
hardworking members of staff are 
supported in the budget. This includes 
allocating sufficient funding to maintain 
and (where possible) expand the casework 
and legal services the SRC provides, which 
face increasing student demand each year.

We have also been in contact with the 
National Union of Students (NUS) 
regarding affiliation in 2015. Throughout 
the first 4 months of our term, we—

together with the President, members 
of Executive, and other SRC Office 
Bearers—have attended NUS National 
Conference and been in contact with 
NUS Office Bearers regarding the union’s 
plans and funding arrangements for 2015.
Ultimately, the SRC is a student 
organisation that runs entirely on student 
money. With that in mind, we welcome 
any input from you, dear student, as to 
where your money goes and how it should 
be spent. If you have any questions or 
concerns, feel free to drop us a line at 
general.secretary@src.usyd.edu.au.
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Issy Hellig, William Khun, Tim Sullivan and Laura Webster

Hey friends! Your Ethnic Affairs 
Office Bearers/Autonomous Collective 

Against Racism (ACAR) Office Bearers 
here! We’ve had a busy time at ACAR 
finalizing our plans for 2015 and we’ve got 
some fantastic things in the works! 

As mentioned, we are currently assisting 
the USU in developing their new 
sensitivity training program so we can 
ensure that the USU is a welcoming and 
safe space for all People of Colour (PoC) 
on campus. 

Many of us continue to attend the Critical 
Race Discussion Group (CRDG). Let us 

take this moment to clarify that CRDG 
isn’t owned or run by ACAR, but we love 
supporting the group and facilitating 
students seeking to engage in nuanced 
critiques and understandings of race. 

We are also collaborating with the 
Muslim Wom*ns Collective to support a 
campaign based around tackling racism 
and Islamophobia on campus and in wider 
society. 

Lastly, we have Verge Festival coming up 
in October this year. We will be organizing 
an autonomous poetry slam event for a 
non-autonomous audience! If you identify 

as a PoC, as an individual marignalised by 
White supremacy or structural oppression, 
please pen your feels into a poem and 
prepare to share your heart with us on 
stage. We’ll be ready with a sign-up sheet 
and beatnik clicks.

In more serious news, concerned students 
have approached us about the state of 
PoC politics at UNSW. As a result, we’re 
planning the rollout of a PoC awareness 
campaign, one in which we hope to work 
together with UNSW students with the 
aim to create awareness in university 
communities of understanding the term 
“People of Colour” and why autonomous 

representation is valued and important. 

The official government definition of 
CALD (Culturally and Linguistically 
Diverse) is a problematically homogenizing 
acronym that fails to distinguish the 
structural hierarchy of oppression and 
White supremacy of which manifest in 
the lived experiences of people of colour. 

Please remember you can contact us on our 
facebook page—Autonomous Collective 
Against Racism (ACAR) or find us at our 
regular weekly meetings on Wednesday 
12pm at the Education Studio Room 229.

These pages belong to the officebearers of the SRC. 

They are not altered, edited, or changed in any way by 
the Honi editors.

Residental College Officers’ Report

Ethnic Affairs Officers’ Report
Lamisse Hamouda, Eden Caceda, Kavya Kalutantiri and Deeba Binaei

Riki Scanlan

Student Housing Officers’ Report

As your Residential College Officers 
on the SRC we are committed to 

improving the experiences of campus 
and university life for Residential College 
Students through fighting directly for 
their interests. At the outset of our term 
as Residential College Officers, the four 
of us decided that a major priority for 
us would be to foster a positive dialogue 
between the SRC and the administrative, 
leadership and student bodies of University 
of Sydney Residential Colleges. An 
important step in achieving this has been 
to enact processes to boost the profile of 
the SRC and its important services within 
the college community by liaising with 
key figures within the leadership bodies 
of colleges as well as initiating discussions 
with college students. Some of the SRC 
services that are directly relevant to college 

students include the legal representation 
that can be provided by the SRC, support 
in academic appeals, emergency financial 
support, support against discrimination 
and safe spaces for marginalised groups. 
Integral to our conversations with college 
students has been outlining the processes 
they can undertake to access these services. 

As Residential College Officers we wish 
to express our support for the work of 
individuals within the college community 
to create safe spaces for LGBTIQ* 
students within their community with 
the establishment of networks such as 
the “Intercol Free Alliance” and other 
similar groups. We are aiming to continue 
to work closely with these groups in 
the coming months to ensure their 
growth and outreach. We believe there is 

significant scope for spaces such as these 
to connect up with similar spaces on the 
main university campus and the SRC is 
best placed to facilitate interaction and 
dialogue.

As Residential College Officers we 
are passionate and determined to fight 
for the physical and emotional welfare 
of Residential College students and 
ensure that they have access to adequate 
information and support services. 
Knowledge of sex and consent is important 
for all University of Sydney students and 
we want to ensure that information is 
disseminated to everyone, especially given 
the poorly lacking sex education offered 
in High Schools. In light of the success of 
the USU’s Radical Sex and Consent Day 
last year, we are currently working with 

the Sexual Harassment Officers to look 
into initiating sex education programs 
in tandem with the administration and 
leadership of Residential Colleges. 

We would like to take this opportunity 
to further encourage any college students 
reading this article to get in contact 
with us, and the SRC, about absolutely 
any concerns that they have that are 
relevant to campus policy. This includes 
any improvements that could be made to 
the services that the SRC provides or to 
university services that the SRC has the 
capacity to lobby for on behalf of college 
students. 

For more information, email us at 
residential.colleges@src.usyd.edu.au

Miller’s Point is classic Sydney-
town. Today, it’s primarily made 

up of public tenants in state housing.  
For decades, it’s been home to a vibrant 
community with families that can trace 
a rich history back to the working-class 
homes of dockworkers and seamen. 

And it’s under threat. The Baird State 
Government is intent on selling off the 
community housing in the area and 

handing over the ‘prime waterfront 
property’ to private hands and developers. 
While the state government claims it will 
reinvest the proceeds into public housing, 
there is no clear plan for such projects. 

In the 1970s, the community was saved 
from similar sell-offs by the Green Bans 
of Jack Mundey’s Builder’s Labour 
Federation (BLF), where labourers 
refused to work on the proposed projects. 

Now, however, there are mainly the fierce 
residents and local supporters. 

Why does this matter to students? 
Because the same process that fuels these 
sell-offs fuels rising rent prices around 
uni and shifty landlords packing a dozen 
international students into a four-bedroom 
townhouse. The inner city is becoming 
gentrified. The Redfern Aboriginal Tent 
Embassy is a similar campaign for public 

housing and against private development. 

The University will be building student 
accommodation—to the tune of 4000 
beds. The fear is that they will make 
‘financial’ decisions in light of local rent 
rates rather than ethical decisions for 
students. The challenge is to make them 
do right by us.
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As a University of  Sydney student you 
have many assessment rights. Policies en-
title all students to full information about 
course goals and requirements and this in-
formation must be given to you before the 
end of  the first week of  a course. Informa-
tion you are entitled to includes:

• assessment criteria
• attendance and class requirements
• weighting – breakdown and calcula-

tion of  assessment marks
• explanation of  policies regarding ‘le-

gitimate co-operation, plagiarism and 
cheating’, special consideration and 
academic appeals procedures

• early and clear statement of  sanctions 
and penalties that may bring your 
mark down, and fair application of  
these penalties

• balanced and relevant assessment tasks
• fair and consistent assessment with ap-

propriate workloads and deadlines
• written consultation before the half-

way point of  the unit if  assessment re-
quirements need to change

• changes must not disadvantage stu-
dents

• adequate arrangements to cater for 
disabilities and other requirements

• access to staff  out of  class time at rea-
sonable hours

• fair and relevant marking procedures
• anonymous posting of  results (or argu-

ably de-identified at least)
• timely return of  assessments
• helpful feedback
• access to exam scripts up to six months 

after the result
• enough time for remedial learning 

when there is reassessment

Appeals - University Procedures 
If  you believe a mark or University decision 
is wrong and you want to appeal you must 
lodge an appeal within 15 working days.

The first step is to talk to the person who 
made the decision – often your lecturer 
or subject co-ordinator. See if  you can go 
through the assessment and discuss your 
performance with them. Make sure you 
know how the mark was worked out – in-

cluding any scaling or marks deducted or 
changed for reasons not directly related 
to that particular assessment. This may 
mean attending an exam review session or 
making an appointment with your lectur-
er.  Your questions and concerns may be 
resolved at this stage, helping you under-
stand how you can improve in the future. 
Alternatively, you may feel the matter is 
still unresolved and wish to continue with 
your appeal.

1.  Make your appeal in writing and make sure 
it is easy for other people to understand

2.  Listen to or read staff  comments and 
reasons for a decision closely. Keep 
these in mind when you write your ap-
peal letter.

3.  Base an appeal on a process matter 
rather than an academic judgement.

4.  Know your desired outcome
5.  Familiarise yourself  with the relevant 

policies
6.  Know who you are appealing to: 

Lecturer/Unit of  study Coordinator; 
someone higher in the appeal chain 
within the Faculty; and then the Uni-
versity Student Appeals Body (Aca-
demic decisions only, and only where 
there has been a breach of  process); 
You must be given reasons for each 
person’s decision.

7.  If  you cannot resolve appeals internal-
ly, you may be able to approach exter-
nal bodies eg. NSW Ombudsman, the 
Anti-Discrimination Board etc.

  Administrative decisions made outside 
of  the Faculty have appeals to different 
people. Speak to the SRC for advice. 

  
Your Appeal Rights 
According to University policy, appeals 
should be dealt with:
• in a timely manner
• with confidence
• impartially and not disadvantage you 

in the future
• procedural fairness
• free access to all documents concerning 

your appeal

For help drafting your appeal talk to 
an SRC caseworker.

Your Assesment  
and Appeal Rights

Hi Abe,

I had an absolutely shocking time 
last semester and failed every subject 
I attempted.  I have previously had 
an excellent record, but had a lot of  
family problems last semester.  Is there 
any way that I can have last semester 
wiped off  my record so my bad marks 
don’t spoil my record?

DS

Dear DS,

If  you had a serious illness or misad-
venture (your family problems may be 
described as this) that was out of  your 
control, became worse after the dead-
line for DC (end of  week 7) and seri-
ously affected your ability to study, you 
can apply to have those fails or absent 
fails changed to DC (Discontinue Not 
Fail) grades. You will need to be able to 

explain how your illness or misadven-
ture affected your study. Naturally you 
will need documentation from a doc-
tor or counsellor, a community leader 
or someone else who knows about the 
issues your family have been dealing 
with. Remember that this is not just a 
method to “clean up” your transcript, 
but rather for students who have not 
had a genuine opportunity to demon-
strate their competency in the subject.

You may also consider talking to an 
SRC caseworker about having your 
HECS/fees refunded. The deadline 
for applying for a fee refund if  you are 
a local students is 12 months, but it’s 
so easy to forget that you’d be better 
off  dealing with that straight away too. 
Fee refunds for international students 
have only recently been changed by 
law. Talk to SRC HELP for more in-
formation.

Abe.

Ask Abe
SRC Caseworker HELP Q&A

Fines

Debts

WE’VE GOT 
YOUR BACK

Immigration

Motor Vehicle Accidents

If You Have A Legal Problem?
We Can Help For FREE!

Criminal Charges

...and more

Level 1, Wentworth Bldg, University of Sydney
p: 02 9660 5222  |  w: src.usyd.edu.au 
e: solicitor@src.usyd.edu.au  |  ACN 146 653 143

This service is provided 
to you by the Students’ 
Representative Council, 
University of Sydney

Liability limited by  
a scheme approved 
under Professional 
Standards Legislation.

法律諮詢
法律アドバイス

We have a solicitor who speaks  
Cantonese, Mandarin & Japanesee
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supra

This page belongs to the officebearers of SUPRA.

It is not altered, edited, or changed in any way by the 
Honi editors.

What’s Happening At SUPRA!

On the first Thursday of every month, 
SUPRA hosts a Wine & Cheese 

event. Come along and join us for good 
wine, good food and most of all the good 
company of your fellow post-graduates. 
From 6pm SUPA welcomes you to come 
sped an evening relaxing over a sparkling 
sauvignon blanc and soft camembert. 
The monthly Wine and Cheese is a great 
place to meet fellow post-graduates, make 
friends and share a laugh.

Starting from Wednesday the 22nd of 
April, SUPRA will also be hosting its 
first coffee afternoon of the year. If you 
are feeling stressed, strung out after a long 
week or just need a middle of the day pick-
me-up, SUPRA has you covered. At 2pm 

at the Parma Café, come along and enjoy 
a coffee on SUPRA. Take an hour from 
your week to de-stress with other students 
and allow SUPRA another opportunity 
to share a good time with fellow post-
graduates.

SUPRA also encourages you to come 
along to the next Post-graduate Education 
Action Collective meeting on Tuesday the 
21st of April in the SUPRA offices. Here 
SUPRA activists will attempt to stand 
up against fee deregulation and funding 
cuts to universities. These meetings 
offer a chance for post-graduates to get 
involved in the education campaign and 
fight against the government’s plan for 
universities.

SUPRA presents...
The Postgrad Survival Guide

2015

Packed with information and advice about  
what SUPRA offers postgrads and how you can get involved, 

Surviving and Thriving in Sydney, Academic Rights,  
Fees & Financial Support, Tenancy & Employment Rights,  

Legal Rights and Services on Campus.

Available now from our offices  
in the Demountable Village (A06), Camperdown Campus.

  
Look out for launch dates coming soon at various campuses!

www.supra.usyd.edu.au
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puzzles

Target

Cryptic

Across
1. Trendy if you start to change? (6)
4. Counters a cab uses to tamper (8)
10. South Australian mural almost fin-
ished with a single Japanese warrior (7)
*11. Play real mixes! (7)
12. Study concerning the present (4)
13. Unable to read or write about trial in-
volving ‘elite’ (10)
15. Cause to feel better from new ethos 
about nothing (6)
16. Dancewear outfit with a reworked top 
and bottom (7)
20. Boom in preps or ponces coming back 
(7)

21. Like better before hearing it’s an ani-
mal product? (6)
24. Lowest level to move by a donkey in 
midsummer? (4,6)
26. Load of therapy without an attempt 
(4)
28. Swiftly, briskly, and wildly saved hold-
ing of odd ruby (7)
29. Cover lets her change (7)
30. Former partner heartlessly swearing 
and defending (8)
31. Greeny adapts for solar perhaps? (6)

Down
1. I am back to draw attention to the other 
woman! (8)
2. Behaviour’s sullen with malice, held in 
about initial emotions (9)
3. See 22
5. Biologist’s first refined changing bond 
(8)
6. Practise magic with shock therapy from 
an opinion without evidence (10)
7. Sandy air turns in this Arab nation (5)
8. Seasoned sailor leads excited diver (6)
9. See 27
*14. Replace American tobacco, say, with 
a bit of THC and ecstasy at the start (3,7)
*17. Umpire let outside kick begin the ball 
- bless (9)
18. Throw off results from plane crashing 
into ship’s head (8)
19. Characteristic of owned land (8)
22/3. Shopping centre can? (6,4)
23. Inferior sounds were bearing echoes at 
the start (5)
25. Relating to a city that is either pro-
gressive or backward? (5)
*27/9. New starts to new beginnings in 
brutally long expeditions (4,5)

Not Grouse: 8 Grouse: 15 Grouser: 22 Grousest: 31

C  Y    R

Answers available next week at honisoit.com 

D  C   A

E  O   M

By Scribblex

Minimum four letter words

Quick

Across
1. Encourage (6)
4. Unreal (8)
10. Link’s magical instrument (7)
11. Obama, and Abbott perhaps? (7)
12. Clothes (4)
13. Carefully considered (10)
15. Sent away, to Siberia maybe? (6)
16. Vacation (7)
20. Sympathetic relation (7)
21. Domesticated bovine (6)
24. Spurious (10)
26. Forward (4)
28. US magician excellent at escaping 
from restraints (7)
29. Fancy; to think (7)
30. Triskaidekaphobics’ fear (8)
31. Subject to strain (6)

By Scribblex

All starred clues are albums by 22/3-Down. Thusly these clues, plus 22/3-Down, have no definition half. Down
1. Star Trek V: The Final _____ (8)
2. Hilton’s mystical Himalayan resort 
(7-2)
3. Big story (4)
5. Hard candy on a stick (8)
6. Contrary to a true US citizen (2-8)
7. The end (5)
8. Obedient followers (3-3)
9. Jeeves, for example (5)
14. Blue, in terms of gum/mints (10)
17. Empower (9)
18. Pencil’s core (8)
19. Unnecessary (8)
22. Small bag (6)
23. Wizardry (5)
25. Eyes (5)w
27. E (4)
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The Garter Press Has anybody seen the moon?

Editorial

Issue @ PRECISION ENGINEERED FOR 20% MORE READING A maiden’s kiss
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Apple Watch only 
compatible with  

Apple Wrist  
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Doctor Hu’s clinic  
as big on the Inside 
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Team of Supervillains Wrap  
Up Every Non-Batman Element  

of Gotham Takeover

Man Dead After 
Officer Mixes Up  

Baton and Enchanted 
Sword Excalibur 

Batonandsword Smith brings more

Too hot for a 
jumper but also 
too cold for just 
a shirt

A confederacy of supervillains has confirmed 
that the shutdown of the Gotham Police 
Department on Friday marks the last in a 
long series of non-Batman exercises that will 
culminate in their takeover of Gotham city. 

On Monday, an alliance of devilish 
supervillains including the ‘Penguin’, ‘Poison 
Ivy’ and ‘Scarecrow’ held Gotham ransom 
with a purloined earthquake machine. 

The group says that they are very happy 
with recent efforts to exploit public fears 
and expose humanity’s tendency for chaos 
beyond the thin veil of civility, but critics 
argue the victories may be short-lived 
given their inattention to Batman-related 
complications.

“Truly, every portion of the takeover has been 
taken into consideration and executed smoothly,” 
said The Penguin on behalf of the coalition.

The group’s demands included the shutdown 
of mun icipal operations, the closure of 
the Gotham Gazette, and the emptying of 
Arkham Asylum and Blackgate Penitentiary, 
the city’s infamous prison complex. 

“But most importantly,” the Penguin stated, 
“we have yet to see any disruption to the plan 
from the so called ‘Batman’, and I can think of 
no reason to expect any. Our spectacular plan 
concludes tomorrow, at dawn and the results 
will be… shall we say… earth shattering.”

Some have been critical of the group’s past 
inability to deal with The Batman, pointing 
to every past scheme in which a promising 
run on Gotham city has been foiled in its final 
stages by The Dark Knight. Some experts 
believe that, although the Dark Knight has 
yet to disrupt the scheme, two knocked out 

henchmen and a smoke grenade deployed 
only blocks from the Alliance’s hideout 
indicate an imminent upswing in Batman-
related complications.

In a recent statement to the press, the group 
was optimistic. “So far, the takeover has been 
an overwhelming success. The imprisonment 
of Commissioner Gordon, the looting of 
funds from the Gotham Bank, and the 
establishment of a kangaroo court run by 
Scarecrow are all indicators that everything 
will go according to plan.” 

“We are fully aware that, for some, the 
question of Batman’s whereabouts and 
the associated risk of sabotage may be 
worrisome” said the group’s spokesperson, 
Poison Ivy. “But to be concerned is to get 
distracted from our successes in every non-
Batman objective outlined in our manifesto. 
We understand that we have been blindsided 
by Batman in the past. But this time we have 
taken precautions. We have launched a city-
wide grafitti and vandalism campaign, taken 
a sledgehammer to the city’s historic ‘Bat-
signal’, and torn down the statue of Batman 
erected in city hall.” 

“It’s crucial to remember the non-Batman 
progress we’ve made. At the end of the day, 
we have a city to terrorize. The better part 
of our militia has just left to enforce curfew, 
the moon is rising out, and a storm is on 
the horizon. These are all great signs. We 
can’t let our Batman anxieties dominate us 
forever. I think things are changing for us in 
the Batman department.”

At press time, Batman was seen punching 
henchmen on guard at the compound, while 
The Penguin watched via CCTV, furiously 
shouting “Impossible!”

Another community mourns an arrest 
turned fatal, after an Oklahoma police 
deputy mistook a police baton for the 
legendary sword Excalibur. 

Officer Gareth Samuels, a community 
deputy to the Tulsa police force, fatally 
injured Jason Ross while assisting an officer 
called to a traffic stop. Police confirmed 
Samuels struck Ross from behind as he 
grappled with another officer. Reports 
the deceased was cleft in twain have not 
been substantiated; both the police and 
the deceased’s family await the coroner’s 
findings. 

Questions have been raised about the 
involvement of a community deputy in the 
arrest. Mr Samuels is an unpaid volunteer, 
but he did spend three years as a member 
of the Tulsa police department prior to 
his wandering as a knight errant, which 
included a secondment to the Round 
Table of Camelot, assisting with the case 
of the Green Knight, and the anti-Saxon 
task force. 

Samuels has been taken off-duty but 
community leaders are calling for an 
investigation into the culture of the Tulsa 
PD, right up to its motto ‘To Quest and 
Vanquish’. 

The baton was an approved police-grade 
vulcanised rubber restraint device, for 
which he had received police training. The 
legendary sword Excalibur was forged by 
elves in dragon fire and gifted to him by a 
naiad. They are both longer than they are 
wide, which is believed to have contributed 
to the officer’s confusion.

Nanananananananananananananananananananananananan

It is with great pleasure that I can 
announce that The Garter Press, in the 
next few weeks, will be part of a ground-
breaking project to properly represent the 
machinations of a press publication in an 
inferior medium to that of the printed 
word.

It has been a long time coming, and I 
know that many on the Board of Directors 
of the publication will be most excited to 
see that I have begrudgingly, tragically, and 
at long last come around to understanding 
the advantages that can be taken of the 
digital world. 

Videos are still a bit shit.

Despite this, The Garter Press will play 
host to an apparently capable team 
of cameras and people behind those 
cameras in the pursuit of something that 
Motivational Creative Executive Rich 
Gelman describes as “digital traction.”

I’m still not 100% sold on the pursuit but 
this, we are told is what is necessary to 
remain relevant.

While it is not advice that I would in 
any other circumstances give, I think it 
is an instance where I can say with some 
confidence that there might be something 
worth watching on the old silver screen!

I am told that the program will ultimately 
be streamed across the entire Internet! A 
terrifying prospect for all, truly! I hope 
I come out the other side looking as 
beautiful as I do in print in the flesh.

You will get to know me, dear reader, 
a good deal better than I ever thought 
you might, and I only hope that we both 
survive the exchange as close friends as we 
ever were.

Not at all.

Yours in the only true form,

Amanda Huntingslow

A Terrifying, Exciting, 
and INNOVATIVE 
Announcement from 

your Beloved
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PUNCHING NEWS

Caleb Walker to Play  
Every Character in  

The Fast and The Furious 8 

Record Ice Haul  
Found in Local Esky

Conservatives Fine with  
Hillary for President so Long as 

she is Paid Less Than a Man

Police to Combat Youth  
Crime with Smaller Guns

Local Police have discovered a record 
haul of ice in an esky at a barbecue in 
Wahroonga on Saturday afternoon.

Officers say that the quantity was 
cunningly obscured by a thin layer of some 
beers and soft drinks at a family barbecue 
at a large family home in the leafy suburb 
in Sydney’s affluent northern suburbs.

The police were alerted to the ice when 
some next-door neighbours, who would 
later join the barbecue, shouted “do you 
need us to bring ice? Or do you have 
some?” over the fence. 

Witnesses report that Darren Myers, “host 
with the most” to his friends, then shouted 
back “Nah, we’ve got about two bags of ice 
over here already. Don’t worry about it!”

Police estimate the street value to be 
approximately six dollars, or five dollars if 
there was a “two-bags for five dollars” deal 
on.

A police representative at a press 
conference today said that we couldn’t be 
complacent about substances like water in 
its solid state.

“This is proof that it can wind up anywhere. 
Time was, people thought it was just for 
freezers and Antarctica. This is a family 
ritual that revolved around ice.”

But the takeaway message was not a 
negative one.

“It’s a comfort to know that such a 
quantity of ice has been discovered before 
it could do damage,” the representative 
stated, “I mean… it’s hard to conceive of 
exactly how bags of ice could be damaging 
– perhaps if you were to slip, or get very 
cold – but this find is important all the 
same.”

Similar amounts of the substance were 
reportedly found at nearby Memorial 
Oval, where athletes were found keeping 
sausages cold and rubbing it on their skin.

Representatives from the GOP have today 
announced that they are not opposed to 
Hillary Clinton running for the American 
Presidency, so long as she gets paid less for 
the job than a man would. 

Republicans have voiced fears that 
appointing a woman to the highest 
office in the land, possibly before she had 
stopped having periods, was dangerous. 

Marco Rubio, who last week announced 
his candidacy in the 2016 election, has, 
unsurprisingly, toed the party line when 
questioned on the matter.

“I come from a party with a proud 
tradition of remuneration based on merit,” 
Rubio stated, “I’m concerned that equal 

pay might suggest she’s doing the exact 
same job. For instance, will she be able to 
act swiftly on threats to America given she 
should get the National Security Council 
coffees on the way in? She probably has a 
weaker handshake, also.”

“Frankly, I’m impressed that she has time 
to run for president, what with having to 
stay on top of the needlework.”

Critics have argued that this is the 21st 
century, but the GOP is unconvinced. 

“I only hope she’s as lucid during her 
3-5 days of uterine bleeding as President 
Reagan was during his 3-5 years of cranial 
bleeding.”

Fans of The Fast and The Furious 
Franchise have been overwhelmed by 
the emotional announcement that Caleb 
Walker will reprise his role as Paul Walker 
in The Fast and The Furious 8, as well as 
every other character in the film, when it 
is released in late 2016.

Caleb has said he is flattered by the gesture.

“When Paul passed…. It was a tragedy. 
But I think the solution we came to was 
a pretty equitable compromise. I think it’s 
what Paul would have wanted. We were 
always very close. By extension, I think 
that having me play the bodily conduit 
of every other character in the upcoming 
installation of the film is also what Paul 
would have wanted.”

Caleb, for whom The Fast and The Furious 
7 was a film debut, has said he’s “really 
excited to sink his teeth into a new role, 
and then another one, and then another, 
and into more and more roles until he is 
playing every role in The Fast and The 
Furious 8.”

James Wan, who directed the latest 
installation in the franchise, says it’s the 
right choice.

“We’re really honouring Paul’s memory 
here. People were so receptive to the 
change the first time round that we figured 
they would be proportionally pleased if he 
was to take over literally every other role 
in the film.”

The New South Wales Police Force has 
today revealed that the department will be 
adopting a new policy of only using small 
guns when dealing with youth crime and 
juvenile offenders.

Commissioner Rob Blowes, architect of 
the regulations, believes that this is a policy 
that will curb youth crime, which has been 
consistently rising for the past decade. 

“See the thing about kids is that they are 
smaller than adults,” says Blowes, “Their 
crimes are generally less serious and are 
almost always non-violent. To aim a full-size 
gun at a young offender is a terrifying idea.”

“But a child gun, now that’s proportional,” 
Blowes said in a press conference this 
morning.

The teeny tiny gun policy will be the 
cornerstone reform in a series of policy 
changes for the force as part of Operation 
Pacify.

“We have done extensive testing and found 

that these, smaller guns, are still incredibly 
effective at deterring and incapacitating 
children,” Blowes said to satisfy sceptics. 

“We have shot so many children with 
these tiny guns,” declared an excited 
researcher for the NSWPD, “They have 
worked every time.”

Blowes says that the change won’t be a 
catchall and that the public shouldn’t 
expect to see young crime vanish 
overnight. He is also aware that there 
are other varieties of crime that require 
addressing by the state.

“At the moment we’re looking at some 
sort of extension of the policy to apply to 
animal offenders. Of course, animals aren’t 
humans, so we can’t just expect some other 
kind of gun to work, necessarily. 

“Obviously you never want to celebrate 
violence or crime, but I think we can say 
that this is a thoughtful step forward in 
the right direction.”

Karr Driver is the fastest reporter in the world!

These men eat bullets for breakfast! Find out how!

Now what’s the rules for if you think they might be onto a good thing?
What’s cooler than cool? A bag of crystal meth
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VERY VALUABLE OPINIONS

Oh, You’re 
Travelling 

on a Budget? 
Disgusting

Vivenne Hellegas is The Garter’s 
richest columnist and she is here 
to pass judgement on you if you 

want to travel on the cheap!

What if Harry Houdini Never 
Actually Died at all?
Guest column by Barry Shmoudini

G

Not Enough Kids Died on the 
Shifty Ol’ Stairs at Hogwarts
Increasingly demented reflections on the way the world 
used to be, and ought to be, by Baptist Preacher, Gun 
Rights Activist, and Homophobe, Jeremiah Stone

When you think of Harry Houdini, many 
things come to mind. You probably think 
of brilliant magic tricks, you probably 
think of elaborate ruses, you probably 
think of tremendous illusions! you 
probably, beloved reader, think that he has 
passed.

I do not wish for a seat among the 
grand council of mischievous conspiracy 
theorists of the fashion, but I would like 
to reignite at least one so-called historical 
fact that so many of us take for granted.

I submit to you that, perhaps, Harry 
Houdini never died at all.

“Not so, Barry!” I hear you exclaim! Quiet, 
reader! Suffer me!

Just, for a moment, endure an old fool’s 
crazy theory, why not?

The story goes that the incredibly 
talented illusionist was struck four times 
(not expecting the cowardly blows, I 
might add) in the abdomen, contracted 
peritonitis and tragically passed at Grace 
Hospital, Detroit.

What if I were to tell you that Hungarian-
Americans have a tremendous constitution 
for being struck in the abdomen and not 
getting peritonitis? Yes, though all present 
may remember the story going another 
way, I contend that Harry never truly 
died at all. What if a great deception 
was practiced upon the good doctors of 
Detroit’s Grace Hospital?

What might Harry have gone on to do?
Well, I couldn’t possibly reveal all the old 
man’s secrets – even if I knew ‘em! But I 
will tell you what I do know.

Harry might have gone on to found an 

orphanage for the magically challenged in 
Holland. He would decorate the classroom 
every day with vases of tulips picked fresh 
from the acres by the attached school. He 
would sing folk songs to the children and 
the children would laugh and smile as they 
had never laughed and smiled before.

The success of the first orphanage would 
inspire Harry in the building of another. 
Imagine how many children he could 
help if, rather than practicing illusion, 
he only practiced kindness and charity. 
This new kind of grand act would see 
Houdini running hundreds of orphanages 
for thousands of children. This, he would 
come to realise, was the greatest magic of 
all.

I guess we shall never know for sure…

Or, might we?

I’ve been perusing the child aisles of the 
local lie-brary and lo and behold, the 
filth that they are dispensin’ there under 
the banner o’ so called fiction beggars my 
G-d-fearin’ belief.

Here we have children what is runnin’ 
round like they don’t have the least respect 
for no authority for any adults much less 
our creator. And who’d need it in a hellish, 
demented world where the BIBLE is 
nowhere to be seen but a woman named 
BATILDA can sport a bestseller! I was 
gladder’n anyone to see her taken by the 
snake in the sinful Potter brat’s ol’ home in 
G-dric’s Hollow. 

If J. K. Rowling had an ounce of gosh-darn 
respect for the Lord, sheda killed every last 
one of those bastard (heaven knows that 

G-d won’t recognise a marriage between 
any ol’ witch n’ wizard – LET ALONE 
a weddin’ between a normy and a witch 
or a normy and a wizard. That there is 
the nightmare-fuel of allegories) heathen 
children on the movin’ staircases of Witch 
School. 

It’s the perfect trap – gargantuan, 
unpredictable, interminable staircases 
made O’ STONES – and the chillun have 
to run all up and down ‘em ‘cos there aint 
another way of gettin’ round that academy 
of LIES. 

Who can say fer sure what lies at the 
bottom of that there stair pit? Perhaps 
it’s salvation. Probably not. Probably, it’s 
something else. Summin’ real vengeful.

I don’t care whether that there chile was 
commited to Slitherysnake or the Lion 
One – let ‘em all fall to the bottom of the 
pit with their wands and gnashin’ o’ teeth, 
and their hats and their respect for people 
of ethnicities other’n G-d’s given white!

Maybe if these chillun had a few less 
wands and a few more GUNS we wouldn’t 
have to put up with the PRO-QUEER 
agenda of recently-mercifully-blissfully-
deceased Dumblegay. G-d rest all of our 
souls if we should ever be subject to such a 
lily(but not in the sense that it’s the name 
of that lil’ bastard’s mother)-livered tyrant.

Join me this Sunday for a reclamation of 
the chillun aisles. I’ll be takin’ to every 
edition with a torch and spittin’ a prayer 
on it for good measure. 

A little birdie tells me that somebody is 
looking to travel and doesn’t want to shell 
out for it!

You should be ashamed of yourself.

I’m not going to pretend to know the 
intimate ins and outs of getting out of this 
country and into another, but I do know that 
my husband laments the cost to no end. 

You want to try Greece for less than fifty 
dollars a day? How very dare you? That’s 
appalling. Attempting to condense an 
entire nation with an extensive history 
without spending on the things you ought 
to like day trips to Mykonos and crystal 
clear horizon drop pools is holidaying sin.

If you’ve not purchased a bona fide chariot 
wheel from a desert-mining street vendor 
for the price of a small Audi, have you 
really been to Greece?

I have met people that claim you can get 
everything you could want out of places 
like South East Asia without having to 
break the bank but if you can’t afford to 
have a small local manservant break the 
bank with you, I don’t think it counts as 
a family trip.

We need to move away from this small-
minded, shallow-walleted way of looking 
at holidays. Can you really put a price 
on a beautiful journey and wonderful 
experiences?

Because I can, and it is tremendous.

Ian Ferrington 
Victoria Zerbst 
Alex Richmond 
Aidan Molins

Patrick Morrow

Wanted: For Heinous Crimes 
A Bounty of ten thousand silver pieces to 

any man, woman or child that brings me the 
severed head of any of the following: 



Callout for 
Indigenous Honi Soit

The second annual edition of Indigenous Honi will be published in Week 11. The issue is autonomously 

managed; however, everyone is welcome to contribute! If you have ideas, submissions or questions please email 

indigenous.honi@outlook.com by Friday 24th April. Final drafts will be due in the coming weeks.


