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Contents Editorial 
I recently learnt how to say no.

It was at the departure gate in Brisbane 
airport, less than a week ago. He was very 
pleasant, very concerned. He told me they 
have a group in Sydney who pray for people 
like me.1 There were no curious onlookers 
or self-righteously indignant friends; I 
didn’t need to laugh or be embarrassed for 
him.2 I just said “no thank you”, and it was 
the easiest thing in the world.

Saying yes isn’t easy. Yes to commitment 
and obligations, yes to bruising criticism 
justified and unjustified.3 Everyone who 
has contributed to these pages said yes.

But it’s hard to demur with grace. To 
disappoint people. To know that there are 

things that you should do but can’t, that 
you’d love to take on but mustn’t.

I won’t apologise for this paper. For the 
messiness and the irreverence and the 
inadequacy of it and of us. For pandering, 
for not pandering. I won’t take on the 
moral burden of de-problematising 
500000 words of content—a burden 
foisted on me by people who tell me I 
have a responsibility to bring progressive 
change to privileged institutions, and 
in the same breath call me this editorial 
team’s token woman of colour.

No thank you.

Rebecca Wong

Bored
This semesters recent student election 
campaign was one of the most drab, 
boring, colorless and unmotivating 
campaigns on campus in recent years. A 
drab array of boring tickets and campaign 
hacks (with a few usual former campaign 
suspects morphing into either Boost, Strip 
or Grassroots this semester). 

We wait to see who the successful ticket 
was and if their drab policies will either 
boost or strip away the chances for 
students to get a better deal on campus. 
Yawn !

Owen Loney
Arts III

For Shame
Dear Honi,

Unable to enter the Honi Soit 2015 Opin-
ion Competition, ‘Shame’, I have taken 
it upon myself to write here some of the 
things which have made me utter ‘shame’ 
under my breath of late, an unfortunate 
habit I picked up from my mother. I have 
CC’d to this email ales2167@new.york-
er.com, on the assumption that the New 
Yorker determines its staff email address-
es in the same way Sydney Uni does its 
students, and that, as fate would have it, 
Amelia Lester has been blessed by the bu-
reaucracy Gods with the same four ran-
dom digits as me. 

1. It is a shame that someone paid me 
$10/glass for my two glasses of godawful 
sparkling at last week’s Law Ball to save 
waiting in the line for the open bar. I say 
shame, because much like the street mer-
chant in Monty Python’s Life of Brian, I 
expected you to haggle; almost begged you 
to haggle; or at least felt it was a shame I 

didn’t ask for the whole 50 I spied in your 
wallet if I knew it would be that easy.

2. It is a shame that, faced with Malcolm 
Turnbull’s letters to Honi published in last 
week’s Honi that I have been reduced to 
desperately trying to guarantee my own 
political obituary or triumph in these 
pages. I say shame (translated to German, 
that’s mein kampf ) because without Face-
book sharing of these posts, I fear editors 
of Honi future will never seek out the Mi-
crofilm archives of my past misdemean-
ours.

3. It is a shame that the girl, who was sit-
ting opposite me in the Lawbry before I 
began this letter, and asked me to mind 
her laptop for half an hour, has still not 
returned 1.5 hours later. I need to pee, but 
am convinced that shady character in the 
corner of the Malcolm Turnbull Dome of 
Silence is waiting to strike. I say shame 
because this is the fourth time this same 
girl has struck me with this dilemma this 
semester. It is a personal shame, in that my 
persistent existence in this place clearly in-

vites this exploitation.

Yours in shame,
Ryan Hunter.
JD I.

We Want to 
Hear From You!

If you have thoughts, 
feelings, or opinions 

please email: editors@
honisoit.com. 

For up to date news and 
additional coverage:

Like us on Facebook at 
https://www.facebook.com/

honisoitsydney and; 
Follow us on Twitter 

at: https://twitter.com/
honi_soit

Oops
Corrections
Oops
Corrections

Elle Triantafillou was credited 
as the sole author of ‘Love 
Lost’ in Issue Eight. In fact, 
the review was co-written by 
Triantafillou and Alice Joel.

1. That is, blind people.
2. Or awkwardly sit next to him on a bus for 10 minutes like last time.
3. And a nocturnal lifestyle and a diet of pizza and burritos and cheap curry and not 
seeing your friends for a year I don't think I even have friends anymore oh god.

Editorial II 
Goodbye.1 
1 I’m writing this at 11:40 pm on a 
Monday night and Honi, gracefully, is not due 
until Tuesday due to Labour Day. My highest 
aspiration with this paper was that people 
would read it and not feel like they’ve wasted 
their time. Still, there are always alternatives 
and now more than ever I find myself in a 
conversation between what is and what could 
have been. 

When I lived in Bondi, people would get 
drunk overnight and swim at the beach. From 
the balconies, you could see discarded clothes 
among the nested pigeons. Occasionally, those 
swimmers wouldn’t turn up, and a concerned 
onlooker would call the police who would call 
the coast guard, who would launch a helicopter. 
No matter what time of night on hearing the 
sound we would all leave our apartments and 
mass along the balconies to watch the search: a 
single brilliant light from the chopper piercing 
through the water and revealing clear blue to 
the floor. Sometimes, the person would turn 
up (usually, they washed up sober along the 
rocks and wandered in an embarrassed way 
along the coastline to recover their clothes) 

and sometimes they wouldn’t. And in those 
latter cases, there would be no talk among the 
observers and, instead, we would all withdraw 
wordlessly as the helicopter did and go to bed. 
In the same way, there were stories we didn’t 
recover and voices we didn’t represent, and it 
remains in the back of our heads unwritten. 

Honi, for me, has been an attempt to 
communicate. The surprise was realising the 
joy I derived from helping others speak their 
work. I feel sincerely grateful for everyone who 
devoted their time to making our paper, and 
to everyone who devoted their time reading it. 
Admitting you like a Bret Easton Ellis novel 
at univeristy is like shitting in an elevator. They 
won’t kick you out for it but you’ll develop a 
reputation.  Still, I adore the way he concludes 
Lunar Park and will, in all its melodrama, 
appropriate it for our paper:

“You can always find us here, whenever 
you want, right here, our arms held out and 
waiting, in the pages, behind the covers, at the 
end of Honi Soit.”

Peter Walsh
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The University’s troubled Business 
School development is facing claims 

of negligence after a student was injured 
by a collapse of a temporary wall installed 
by the contractor. The student, who is now 
planning legal action against the building 
site contractor, John Holland, was injured 
when the wall collapsed on him during a 
storm in April, trapping him until he was 
helped by passers-by. 

Will Allington was walking past the 
new Business School building site off 
Abercrombie Street on the evening of 
April 20 when a section of the wall 
swept up in the wind knocked him to the 
ground, fracturing his kneecap and very 
nearly hitting his head. 

The incident left Allington in a cast and 
on crutches for three months, as well as 
running up significant medical, travel, 
education and income costs.

Allington’s solicitor, Denis Fitzpatrick, 
said he sent two letters to John Holland 
since April but both have yet gone 
unanswered, something he described as 
“unusual”. 

“Whoever constructed that fence we will 
allege was negligent in either failing to 
properly construct the fence, failing to 
warn the public that the fence was unsafe, 
or failing to inspect the fence as to its 
structure and soundness, resulting in the 
fence falling over on my client,” he told 
Honi. 

When contacted, a spokesperson for 
John Holland refused to comment on the 
matter. 

The legal action comes at a difficult time 
for the project. As reported by Honi, a fire 
tore through parts of the Business School 
in June, leaving extensive damage to three 
floors of the building and contributing to 

Harassment should be taken seriously, 
but is not during election season. It 

is expected that campaigners will approach 
you on your way to university, when you 
are rushing to complete an assignment or 
just trying to enjoy a conversation with 
a friend. Not only will they approach 
you with their broad smiles and garishly 
coloured t-shirts, but they will attempt 
to entice you with the commonly recited 
phrase ‘if you vote now, no-one else will 
harass you.’ Either you cast your vote in 
order to put an end to the harassment you 
are experiencing, or you are harassed more 
—democracy at its finest. 

For groups that campaign on tickets 
fighting for ‘student welfare’, ‘sex positivity’ 
or a ‘safer campus’, it seems bizarre that 
their campaigning methods rely on 
intimidation and harassment. Consent is 
rarely a concern for a seasoned campaigner 
––every undergraduate student is a vote, 
whether they want to be or not. Of course, 
this is not the first article to decry the 
unsafe environment created by elections. 

There have been many written in the 
pages of Honi Soit, but each year they are 
read, acknowledged and ignored for the 
next election. We want to change that, so 
the Wom*n’s Collective will be proposing 
electoral regulations and pushing for 
broader SRC reforms to create a safer 
environment for students on campus. 

With student politicians in our ranks, we 
know that this behaviour is not always 
designed to intimidate and isolate students, 
but intention stops being relevant when 
this behaviour is repeated campaign after 
campaign despite clear opposition. There 
are a number of different behaviours that 
need to be addressed. Among them–– 
targeting vulnerable voters, like students 
who clearly do not speak English well and 
‘spoiling votes’ ––a term used to describe 
the process of campaigners mobbing a 
voter so that they are intimidated into 
not voting. A lot of this behaviour is 
entrenched in the system of student 
politics, so the Wom*n’s Collective will be 
proposing the following reforms to help 

address them–- 

1. All campaigners should have to seek 
active consent before campaigning. This 
would involve simply asking a student (as 
is commonly practised anyway), ‘do you 
mind if can I talk to you about the student 
elections?’. Unless a student explicitly 
says ‘yes’, the campaigner cannot proceed 
to talk to them. Responses that do not 
equal ‘yes’ include ‘I’m in a rush’, ‘I’d rather 
not’, ‘I’ve already voted’. Any campaigner 
who breaches these regulations should 
be penalised as a campaigner would be 
for any other breach––stepping over the 
voting line, lying about their campaign etc. 

2. The Executive of the SRC should make 
and have available at the voting booths 
‘I’ve voted’ SRC stickers, funded from 
the Executive’s discretionary budget. A 
sticker should not be a bargaining tool for 
campaigners and force students to vote. It 
also means that students who do not want 
to disclose their vote, for whatever reason, 
do not have to.

I’m only just coming to terms with what 
happened to me thirteen years ago. I’ve 

repressed it for so long; I’m overreacting, 
I asked for it, I deserved it, I said yes in 
the beginning so what reason do I have 
to be upset?

It was done by a family friend’s son. I 
was sleeping over when he said he would 
show me his if I showed him mine. I was 
confused until he started taking his pants 
down. I said yes.

I had a look, I can tell you I wasn’t 
exactly impressed. He then tried to start 
touching. I told him no, pulled up my 
pants and went into bed. He followed 
me and put his hands down my pants 
and tried to enter me. It hurt.

I moved from bed to bed, trying to get 
away. He just followed. Eventually he 
gave up, and I fell asleep. When I woke 
up the next morning he told me he had 
“played” with me during the night.

Fast forward about ten years and I 
have started dating this guy. He liked 
going through my phone to see if I was 
cheating, telling me what to wear, telling 
me what to eat, when to eat, who to be 

friends with, and mostly he liked to tell 
me when we were going to have sex.

The first time we had sex, the first time 
I’ve ever had sex, I said no because it hurt. 
He didn’t stop. Another time I didn’t 
want to have sex because his brother was 
outside and it made me uncomfortable, 
he pulled me onto the floor and said 
it was fine. I tried pulling up my pants 
but he pulled them back down. I said 
I wasn’t comfortable. He entered me. 
We broke up. Everyone knew why and 
tried to talk to me about it. We got back 
together. It took almost two more years 
to realise I despised him. I still have to 
listen to his friends joke about what he 
did to me.

Both events have messed with my self-
esteem and my self-worth. What stopped 
me from learning that this wasn’t my 
fault was the fact that these aren’t socially 
considered “violent” attacks. I thought I 
didn’t deserve to feel this way because I 
wasn’t beaten or threatened with a knife. 
I thought if I was just stronger it wouldn’t 
have happened. You see the wom*n 
in sexual assault cases being attacked, 
people saying that their experiences 
aren’t “that bad” and “if they didn’t want 
it, why did they let it happen?” Every rape 
is violent. Every sexual assault victim has 
every right to feel however they like. If 
you tell someone that their experience 
wasn’t “that bad” then you are a terrible 
human being. 

CONTENT  WARNING
SEXUAL ASSAULT

Closure
Anonymous on violence and her sexual assault.

3. The Executive should also print stickers 
for students who do not want to be spoken 
to with, ‘Please do not campaign to me’. 
These can be distributed by the SRC and 
also by campaigners. That way students 
who do not want to be spoken to do not 
need to repeat their request a number of 
times before they are heard and listened 
to. 

The reasons these reforms are important 
are pretty self explanatory, especially for a 
group of people (student politicians) who 
largely consider themselves ‘left-wing’. 
Harassment can trigger experiences of 
sexual harassment, make students with 
mental illnesses feel uncomfortable and 
on a basic level, undermines the autonomy 
and safety of students. 

The SRC does important work and so do 
the campaigners who fight for positions 
on the SRC Council every year. It is 
a discredit to the work of the SRC to 
continue to win votes like this. It is not 
democratic, it is not fair, and must change. 

the project’s ongoing delays. 

The opening date of the school, part of 
the $180 million Abercrombie Precinct 
redevelopment, has been pushed back by 
seven months to semester one 2016. The 
string of setbacks raises questions about 
John Holland’s management of the site, 
though when asked they declined to give 
any official explanation for the delays. 

Further, the troubled redevelopment comes 
as the University begins a construction 
binge, expected to significantly reshape 
the campus over the next few years. The 
binge comes as the University struggles 
to deal with over 500 items of backlog 
maintenance, as recently reported in Honi.

The University was unable to respond with 
comment in time for publication. 

The Students Support Aboriginal 
Communities Collective (SSAC) 

would like to pay our respects to the 
traditional custodians of this land, the 
Gadigal people of the Eora nation. It 
is a honour and a privilege to gather on 
this land as a collective and as we do so 
we pay our respects to Elders past and 
present. We acknowledge the atrocities of 
colonisation on the Indigenous people of 
this land as lives, traditions and cultures 
were decimated. We acknowledge the 
voices of Indigenous people within 
our Collective and respect their lived 
experiences as Aboriginal people and 
turn to them to guide us in the work we 
do to support Aboriginal communities. 
We acknowledge the continual benefits 
that non-Indigenous members of the 
collective receive in a country that 
devalues the lives of Indigenous people. 
We acknowledge the need to make 
meaningful reconciliation and commit to 
doing what we can to see this become a 
reality.

We are a collective of students from 
universities across Sydney who are 
passionate about supporting Aboriginal 
people in their struggle for justice. 

Our group formed in direct response to 
the Federal and State government plan 
to close remote communities around 

the country, and in the context of the 
local struggle of the Redfern Aboriginal 
Tent Embassy (RATE) for affordable 
Aboriginal housing on The Block. 
Members of the group were involved 
with RATE at its establishment in May 
2014, and supported the campaign for the 
15 months during which the Embassy 
occupied the Block. This struggle ended 
with a Federal government offer of $5 
million to ensure that affordable housing 
for Aboriginal families is prioritised 
in the opening stages of the Block’s 
redevelopment. This shows the power 
of ordinary people to change things. As 
RATE founder Aunty Jenny Munro said 
“resistance will get you a lot further than 
acquiescence will”. 

Many of SSAC’s founders were involved 
in the 50th anniversary of the Freedom 
Rides celebrations in February 2015, 
commemorating the historic 1965 bus 

trip organised by Sydney University 
students, including Charlie Perkins, 
which exposed deeply entrenched racial 
segregation across the state and raised a 
new national awareness of the deplorable 
living conditions of Aboriginal 
communities. We visited communities 
in Dubbo, Coonamble, Walgett, 
Collarenebri, Moree, Bowraville and 
Kempsey, listening to community elders 
relating their experiences of the original 
Freedom Ride and the problems which 
continue to affect their people. 

MSSAC members involved in the 
February trip saw that while more overt 
expressions of racism have been muted, 
the situation in regional NSW remains 
anything but fair. We saw that a lot of 
work still needs to be done to secure justice 
for Aboriginal people, and have decided to 
form SSAC in order to devote our time, 
energy, skills and resources as university 

students towards this purpose. 

SSAC have just written and ratified a 
constitution as of 21st September, in order 
to give our group the degree of structure 
necessary to make long-term plans. We 
are currently planning another Freedom 
Ride-style trip around rural NSW for the 
coming January. We hope to use this trip 
as an opportunity to our connections with 
Aboriginal communities around the state. 
We understand that every community is 
different, and that in practice supporting 
communities will look different in each 
place. This could involve protests and 
demonstrations, but also volunteering, 
research, fundraising or campaigning for 
legislative change. Luckily, we are a diverse 
group with many different skills, and hope 
to be able to use these skills to support 
communities in whatever ways they deem 
necessary. 

Over the coming months, we’ll be holding 
reading groups, fundraising events and 
organisational meetings. 

If you are interested in supporting 
Indigenous justice and want to get 
involved, get in touch! 

Email us at students4aboriginalcommunities@
gmail.com, or contact our Facebook page 
“Students Support Aboriginal Communities” 

‘Consent’ Isn’t Just a Campaign Slogan
Sydney Unviersity Wom*n’s Collective on how to make campus a safer space during student elections.

2016 Freedom Ride Gains Momentum
The Students Support Aboriginal Communities Collective on their plans and how to get involved.

Student Injured in Building School Collapse
Tom Joyner reports on an accident at Usyd’s Business School.

Art by Michael 

Lotsaris
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in too deep

“At 4:23 am on Monday April 27, 
1976 militant gay liberation 

forces stormed the offices of the well-
known subversive news-rag Honi 
Soit and commandeered issue 10 for 
their own purposes. A number of 
heterosexuals (the SRC does have a few) 
were exterminated in the bloodbath.”

Thus starts the best editorial ever written: 
that of Honi Soit Homosexual Issue, 
published May 4th 1976. Other highlights 
include the execution of Honi’s then 
editor Michael Gormly, the kidnapping 
of Rupert Murdoch’s daughter, a vow 
to eliminate all straight media, and a 
declaration of “World Homosexual 
Revolution!”

The Homosexual Issue (hereafter 
referred to as Homo Soit) wasn’t this well-
known subversive rag’s first foray into 
gay journalism, but it was the first time 
an entire issue was “almost exclusively 
homosexual” in creation and content. A 
reductive interpretation would describe 
Homo Soit as a forerunner to modern 
Queer Honi. I interpret it as so much more.

When Homo Soit was published no anti-
discrimination laws protected gay people, 
consensual gay sex was a crime punishable 
by fourteen years imprisonment, and 
someone who killed a gay person could 
use their victim’s sexuality as a legal 
defence, reducing a murder charge to 
manslaughter or receiving an outright 
acquittal. Given this legal hostility—
which is to say nothing of the dangerous, 
sometimes fatal, social hostility gay people 
experienced then as now—the creation of 
Homo Soit required great bravery. Editor 
Jean Rhodes, her editorial collaborators, 
and the writers publicly and irreversibly 
attached their names to life-changing 
stigma. In a way it’s surprising the issue 
was ever printed.

In another way it’s less surprising. 
Honi in 1976 was a radically left-wing 
newspaper, dominated by articles about 
socialist revolution, feminism, and Sydney 
University’s campaign for a Department 
of Political Economy. Articles about 
gay liberation, though less often than 
any of the above, were published with 
some frequency. Honi backed foreign 
revolutionaries, it backed feminists, and it 
backed hard done by academics; it wasn’t 
out of character for Honi to back gay 
people too.

Decades later, Honi’s backing is 
an interesting read. Exploring the 
relationships between 70s gays and 
sport, classics, pop culture, parenting, 
Christianity, revolutionary socialism, 
education, law, feminism, polyamory, 

straights, and each other, Homo Soit is as 
diverse as it is brave, as entertaining as 
historic. What follows is a brief celebration 
of this gay old rag, and my love of gays, 
history, and gay history manifest in inky 
form for your reading pleasure. 

* * *

A purple-filtered photograph of two 
women kissing, captioned: “HOW 
DARE YOU PRESUME I AM A 
HETEROSEXUAL”. The front cover 
of Homo Soit is striking, militant, and 
unambiguous. The paper as a whole 
follows suit.

Over the page, the aforementioned 
editorial looms large, labelling readers 
“liberal heterosexist deadshits” and 
announcing that “gun in hand… our 
glorious millennium will begin, all 
heterosexuals being painfully oppressed 
into oblivion.” Several letters to the 
editor celebrate the issue’s existence 
less violently, my personal favourite 
complaining “that this does not happen 
every issue. I am sure that the quality of 
the paper would be much improved if all 
workers on and contributors to Honi Soit 
were homosexual.” Quite right.

Thereafter comes 22 pages of print 
media’s flesh and blood: articles and 
advertisements. 70s Honi was simply 
bursting with ads, far more so than 
contemporary Honi. While most of these 
are perfectly uninteresting, a large number 
of gay ads are heartening. Among them: 
a monthly newspaper called Campaign 
offers subscriptions for under $1 per 
month, a Gay Liberation dance raises 
money for Elsie Women’s Refuge and 
Rape Crisis Centre, and registration to 
attend the Second National Homosexual 
Conference is open.

Most of the articles are keenly intelligent, 
treating their subjects with a degree of 
consideration and a sense of purpose 
which, in my opinion, far exceeds the 
bulk of contemporary queer writing. That 

opinion may seem odd, given the popular 
view of gay history as linear—everything 
was terrible for the gays until a string of 
prophets: Garland, Madonna, Gaga, and 
Macklemore, shattered our chains—but it 
is wholly earnest. 

Over a quarter of Homo Soit is filled with 
content about womanhood, lesbianism, 
and feminism. An article titled ‘Lesbian 
Feminist Collective’ explains the need 
for intersectional approaches (some years 
before the term intersectionality was 
coined) to feminism and gay liberation, 
and contains lyrics to a poignant song 
titled ‘Lesbian Nation’. Another article, 
‘Woman Power’, features a rather 
extensive lesbian bibliography, while 
‘Lesbian Mother’ expertly debunks every 
argument against same-sex parenting still 
being used today.

The majority of articles apply equally to 
gay men and women. The title of ‘Bolshie 
Dyke Commie Poofter’—a history of the 
relationship between homosexuality and 
socialism, featuring a portrait of Vladimir 
Lenin demanding straights “Release 
Oscar Wilde! Release all imprisoned 
homosexuals”—nicely illustrates this 
sense of inclusiveness. The contrast 
between that facetious title-picture 
combination and the militancy of the 
article proper is reflective of the whole 
paper, which deftly balances the gravity 
and seriousness of gay liberation with the 
humour and sensibility of gay culture.

On the graver side, ‘Education’ critically 
interrogates how the NSW education 
system marginalises gay students; the 
problems it illuminates remain unsolved 
today, its recommendations still as 
applicable. Whereas on the lighter side, 
‘Gay Sport’ uses humour to highlight the 
glaring homoeroticism resident in that 
beloved stronghold of toxic masculinity: 
the sporting field.

A final mention. ‘Homosexuals and the 
Law’ analyses legal discrimination against 
gay people, violence against them, the 

aggressiveness of male sexuality, and 
the limitations of law reform as a path 
to equality. The writer, Lex Watson, 
synthesises these ideas to great effect, 
linking them into a coherent and 
persuasive whole. Readers are enlightened 
not only about anti-women and anti-
gay violence, but also about their shared 
causes. I’ve dwelled on this article, one 
gem among many, because it demonstrates 
the intellect and passion for change which 
led Watson to become a key figure of gay 
liberation in Sydney. He later founded 
ACON, an HIV/AIDS education, 
support, and advocacy organisation which 
saved and continues to save innumerable 
lives.

I will always be grateful to the gay activists 
who earned the freedoms I enjoy, and to 
Honi Soit for giving them a platform.

* * *

There is no mass socialising force to teach 
the next generation of gays their history. 
Schools, families, and religions fulfil this 
function for straights, yet in most cases 
they obscure gay knowledge through 
ignorance, malice, or both. That is why 
gay people must proactively seek their 
past. And Homo Soit is part of that past. 
It is a rare insight into one of the most 
widely ignored (and when acknowledged, 
usually misunderstood) aspects of human 
knowledge.

It’s also wonderfully entertaining. 
Homo Soit was the product of militant, 
intelligent, and witty people, and that 
shows on every page. Read it. You will 
be a better person for the experience. 
And if my endorsement isn’t enough, the 
following letter to the editor, published 
some weeks after Homo Soit, is very 
persuasive.

Dear Editors,

The blatant bias evident throughout the 
year climaxed with the ‘Homo Honi’ of 
several weeks ago... By my somewhat less 
than wholehearted support of homosexuality 
I am, of course, displaying my seduction by 
the evil establishment, and my unnatural 
conformity to the unreal concepts of the past... 
However, ignoring the relative virtues of 
homosexuality, with what justification did 
‘Honi’ devote a whole issue to it? Why should 
one pressure group be privileged ahead of all 
the others? If the rationale behind the decision 
was thrust home to its logical conclusion, then 
issues should be devoted to every group of 
crackpots on campus...
Yours sincerely,

Tony Abbott
Eco/Law I

HOMO SOIT
William Edwards dug through the archives (again).
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perspectiveperspective

Radicals, radicals everywhere!

Alex Downie and Sarah Mourney spoke to Sharada Srinivasan about organising India’s first ever women’s-only debating tournament.

Two weeks ago, the Australian 
government began distributing the 

pamphlet “Preventing Violent Extremism 
and Radicalisation in Australia”—a 
document that contains a number of 
dangerous ideas in disguise. Produced by 
the Attorney General’s department in 
consultation with, among others, the AFP, 
the Australian Multicultural Foundation, 
and Monash University, its language is 
careful and moderate, and most of the 
ideas are balanced and nuanced. Professor 
Bouma, who contributed to the pamphlet 
and who heads Monash University’s team 
of contributing researchers, commented 
that he stands by the document, and 
particularly the research behind it, and 
reiterated that its focus is on fostering 
a caring society, encouraging the early 
interventions by friends and com-
munities that could save individuals at risk 
of violent radicalisation and harm.

The document is dangerous because it 
stigmatises radical politics. It tries very 
hard to pretend that it’s not doing this, 
but there are a number of very troubling 
sections that give it away. The pages 
abound with cheery stock photographs 
of smiling young people, but behind 
the multicoloured flags and impossibly-
straight phalanxes of teeth, the pamphlet 
is deeply problematic.

In a university with a proud tradition of 
radical politics, civil disobedience and 
non-violent activism, we should all stop 
and take serious notice.

Making radical political activism 
“illegitimate”:

In Professor Bouma’s introduction, we’re 
told that “[radicalisation] is not necessarily 
a bad thing, and does not mean that these 
people will become violent”. Referring to 
the suffragettes and their fight for women’s 
voting rights, a side-panel reminds us that 
they “can be seen as a radical movement”.

According to this first chapter, this good 
variety of radicalisation is different from 
“radicalisation towards violent extremism 
where individuals advocate or use violence 
or other unlawful activity to support their 
beliefs.” Violence isn’t necessarily the end 
product of radicalisation, and many radical 
people, even very radical people, may 
never turn to violence. This is the part of 
the document written by a professor and a 
respected expert in the field, and it shows, 
because it actually makes perfect sense.

Perhaps having forgotten Prof. Bouma’s 

thoughtful definition of radicalisation, 
we flip over to the glossary to remind 
ourselves. Here it tells us that radicalisation 
means starting to want “drastic change in 
society that would have a negative impact 
on the rights and freedoms of others” 
[all emphasis mine]. So…not like the 
suffragettes then? 

In this glossary, deradicalisation is 
apparently “the process of fostering a 
change in an individual’s belief so that 
they accept that violence is not justified in 
pursuit of an ideological, religious or politi-
cal goal,” in direct opposition to Bouma’s 
explanation that not all radicalised people 
support—or will ever support—the use of 
violence.

This is the genius of this document—it 
relies on thoughtful research, presents 
these nuanced definitions in the 
introduction, and then proceeds to just use 
the words and ideas any way it wants to. 

More little lapses give the game away. The 
pamphlet talks about people “radicalised 
to the point of promoting violence”. It 
refers to violence by saying that “this level 
of radicalisation is rare” but that “once 
someone is involved in violent extremism”, 
(not if, but once), they need help. This 
kind of language leaves no room for the 
idea that somebody intensely radical may 
well become the next Fred Hollows, rather 
than the next Man Haron Monis.

One of the diagrams prepared by the 
researchers has been perplexingly labelled 
“Levels of Intensity”, which is completely 
different from what the diagram actually 
shows: levels of propensity towards 
violence.

Where in the circle diagram labelled 
“Levels of Intensity” do we place people 
like the radical and peaceful John Pilger? 
What about “extremely” radicalised people 
like the Aboriginal strikers at Pilbara in 
1946, whose leaders were repeatedly 
imprisoned for their cause?

There are more behaviours that indicate 
that a person is “at risk”. For instance, 
those who “become nervous about the 

activities of governments, security and 
intelligence or law enforcement” or don’t 
“entirely trust the government or the 
police”. These are “patterns of thinking” 
that “take a long time to change”. That 
circle of ‘notable’ radicals is growing larger 
and larger by the minute! As for the now-
famous Karen—the environmentalist and 
alternative music fan—she couldn’t recover 
from the devastating personal impacts of 
radicalisation until she completely gave 
up on civil disobedience. In order to be 
‘legitimate’, she had to turn to lobbying 
parliamentarians.

And there’s the secret. Civil disobedience 
and other law-breaking protests are not 
the same thing as violence—in fact there 
are cases where they may be a moral 
imperative—but this pamphlet cynically 
conflates them. Disruptive protesters are 
“at risk” of going “a step further”—just 
one step, not to the side, nor off the path, 
but further, as the pamphlet put it—into 
political violence. The pamphlet reveals a 
resilient and stigmatising idea that there 
is something inherently suspicious or 
dangerous about politically radical people.

The unwarranted focus on ideological 
violence:

This smooth disingenuity in the name of 
national security is baffling. In Australia 
only 113 Australians have died from this 
violent extremism (including overseas) 
since 1978, far fewer than those who have 
died falling off ladders. Despite this, the 
Attorney-General’s office estimated in 
2014 that $630 million over four years 
would be spent on counter-terrorism (a 
greater sum than that dedicated to the 
scourge of falling from ladders). 

This spending focuses on rare, exotic violence 
that has hardly ever claimed any victims 
in Australia, and neglects the violence 
that claims lives every day. This pamphlet 
is complicit in ignoring all violence that 
isn’t caused by an extremist ideology, but 
by a combination of systemic, mainstream 
factors (like misogyny or Islamophobia or 
poverty) and the often nasty psychological 
profiles of the perpetrators. 

sixty-six Australian women have been 
killed by their husbands and boyfriends so 
far this year,1 according to the organisation 
Counting Dead Women. Around 100 
women die this way every year, compared 
to the 113 people who have died from 
terrorism over the past 37.  

Domestic violence is not considered the 
result of ‘violent radicalism’, it’s just the 
status quo, so it isn’t mentioned in this 
pamphlet. Nor are the 250-or-so ‘normal’ 
murders that take place every year. Nor are 
suicides or car accidents, both of whose 
death tolls dwarf terrorism’s and could 
be significantly reduced with additional 
funding and infrastructure. 

The Australian government, like the 
Australian public, is obsessed with 
ideological violence. Symbolically, it 
threatens and opposes our very way of 
life, our values, our community cohesion, 
“Team Australia”. It’s perfect for fear 
mongering. 

When anxieties about security dominate 
the press and public discussions, 
there’s no time for systemic changes, 
meaningful reform, civil liberties, due 
process, privacy—all become a luxury. 
We turn helplessly to the government as 
a guarantor of our threatened values and 
security. We want the government to 
promise that when we get murdered, our 
killer will be mentally ill, a misogynist, a 
narcissistic sociopath, a drunk person—
anything other than an ideologue.

While the focus on the restorative role of 
the community and social relations in the 
pamphlet is encouraging, it is a shame that 
it also treats non-violent protests, such as 
civil disobedience, as totally illegitimate. It 
is also a shame that, despite the efforts of 
the researchers, the pamphlet consistently 
chooses to use language that coalesces 
the radical with the violent, if they just 
become radical enough.

This is not Northern Ireland during the 
Troubles. Thousands of people are not 
being dragged by ideologies and ethnic 
divisions into mindless, spasmodic, 
tit-for-tat violence. When concerning 
outbursts of internecine violence have 
occurred here, the cause—xenophobia and 
racism—has been mainstream, not radical. 
The publication of such a pamphlet gives 
credence to a climate of fear and division 
in which Australian schoolteachers are 
handed a document to teach them how 
to combat violent extremism even, or 
especially, in its apparent absence. 

There are thousands upon thousands of 
very radical people in Australia today. 
Some of them have quite nasty views. 
Only a handful have turned or will ever 
turn to violence. Hundreds of people—
while never embracing a recognisable 
radical ideology—will kill their friends, 

their neighbours, their partners. Some will 
be mentally ill. Some will be drunk. Some 
will be terrible people. It is statistically 
unlikely that many of the killings will be 
committed for what are deemed radical 
ideological reasons. It’s an awful fact of 
life that human beings kill each other a 

lot, and it rarely makes sense.

While ASIO moves into its new $700 
million lakeside headquarters in Canberra, 
mental health services, Aboriginal 
community organisations, refugee legal 
representation and women’s ‘frontline’ 

crisis shelters are starved of funding 
because of a ‘budget emergency’. We 
remain obsessed with the exotic, and we 
neglect the boring victims of the status 
quo who actually suffer and die on a daily 
basis in Australia.

1 On Friday night, another woman died violently. She was 47, and belonged to the Yirrkala Indigenous community in Arnhem Land. The police are treating her death as suspicious 
and have taken a 49-year-old man into custody. Her story does not seem to have come to the attention of Fairfax or News Corp papers. It seems likely that she is the 67th victim 
of domestic violence this year.

Also on Friday, a child attacked and killed a police employee outside Parrammatta police station, before himself being shot. The Saturday papers, starved of detail, gave the event 
cursory and restrained front-page coverage (shootings are, after all, fairly exotic here). By Sunday, it was revealed that the attacker’s name was Farhad Khalil Mohammad Jabar, 
and reports were that he had yelled “Allah” over the dead body. The Sun Herald and Sunday Telegraph each dedicated six full pages to the event. The event “highlights the rise of 
young extremists” and is “teenage terror” according to The Sun, and the teen is an “apprentice to evil” according to the Tele, who warn of “radicals” who are “poisoning teens’ minds”. 

Some kinds of violence sell more newspapers.

The proposal to set up a women’s-only 
tournament polarised the Indian 

University debating circuit. As Sharada 
Srinivasan told us,  “the first question 
people asked was—why do you need 
one? The second question was—what 
is role of men in this tournament? The 
third question was—do you really think 
this is a circuit that tries to systemically 
discriminate against women?“

The move to create an Indian women’s-
only tournament started in earnest at 
the beginning of 2014, with a series of 
conversations between senior female 
debaters. The tournament was conceived 
as a response to the structures that prevent 
Indian women from accessing the same 
opportunities as their male competitors.

As Sharada explained, the best debaters 
frequently travel to other universities, 
within India and internationally, to 
compete at intervarsity tournaments. 
This can be a problem for India’s female 
debaters, many of whose parents forbid 
them from competing because “the notion 
of being a free traveller for some reason is 
in tension with the cultural values you are 
imbibed in as a woman in India”. 

These problems are then compounded 
by Indian universities, which often 
accommodate parents’ conservative 
attitudes. Sharada told us that, “getting 
permission [to attend tournaments] at 
a university level is also hard for a lot of 
these women. There is a university called 
VIT, which has one of the largest women 
populations within the debating circuits 
in India. But they can’t send any women 
to tournaments… because their university 
administration simply doesn’t permit 
these things… women in VIT can’t debate 

at internals after eight in the evening.” 

Sharada feels fortunate not to have faced 
these constraints. While her parents were 
reluctant to allow her to travel when she 
first started her undergraduate studies, 
this was because she had been diagnosed 
with pulmonary tuberculosis the year 
before and was still undergoing treatment. 
Sharada’s mother, who spent seven years 
working in an Indian paramilitary force, is 
“very independent and liberal”, and after 
that year her parents were “very helpful” in 
supporting her debating career. 

This year alone, Sharada has travelled to 
14 tournaments, and she spends most 
weekends debating. Over the course of 
her debating career, she debated with a 
number of women with whom she would 
establish the Indian Women’s Debating 
Championships (IWDC). Radhika 
Radhakrishnan, who was ultimately 
the tournament director, was Sharada’s 
teammate for two years as she finished 
her undergraduate degree, and Sharada 
spent the last debating season speaking 
with Achitha Jacob, a co-founder of the 
tournament. 

The women worked hard, but initially 
struggled to build support for the 
tournament within the debating 
community. “Early in 2014, there was a 
potential case for sexual assault within the 
[Indian Debating] circuit”. The “person 
registering the complaint was well known, 
and a key part of the then-conceptualised 
IWDC, and it was against a member of 
the debating community who otherwise 
holds a lot of respect…. it became a social 
media circus”. 

The incident derailed plans to host the 

IWDC that year. “I don’t think building 
traction for IWDC in that environment 
would have been productive. The social 
media circus happened over the same 
period we were trying to gain interest in 
the tournament and adjudication core.”

It took another year to get the tournament 
running. “In January, Achitha Jacob [a co-
founder] called me and told me we can’t 
just have abstract conversations about how 
to improve women’s debating in India. 
We need to collect, and see if we have 
support, and if we do then we need to do 
this project.”  

As the tournament approached, Sharada 
and Achitha were appointed co-Chief 
Adjudicators, and became responsible 
for setting topics for the tournament and 
organising the adjudicators. 

Their actions received intense scrutiny—
for instance, a decision that men could 
adjudicate at the tournament, but would 
not be able to chair the adjudication 
panels, was criticised by a number of 
senior male debaters. Sharada explained 
that they claimed that the absence of male 
chairs would hurt the women, as their 
“experience” would have better helped 
women debaters to “develop”.  

Nevertheless, the tournament was 
ultimately a success, with over 90 women 
attending from more than ten different 
cities. It looks like IWDC will continue 
to grow into the future, as four universities 
have tentatively expressed an interest to 
host the tournament next year.

IWDC is one of a growing number of 
women’s-only debating tournaments 
worldwide.  Similar competitions exist 

in Australia, England and Canada, 
and all have developed to address the 
conspicuous underrepresentation of 
women in debating: at this year’s Worlds 
University Debating Championship, 
the most prestigious tournament on the 
debating calendar, only two of the ‘top 20’ 
best speakers were women.  

Sexism is not confined to the Indian 
debating circuit. In fact, as Sharada 
observed, “comparing the Indian circuit 
to some of the stories I’ve heard outside, 
especially in the British circuit, we don’t 
have as much systemic, intentional 
discrimination”. But for all circuits, it is 
only with the concerted efforts of debaters 
like Sharada, Achitha, Radhika, and of the 
all women involved in organising IWDC 
that change finally, slowly, happens.

Madame Speaker

Perrin Walker downloaded a pamphlet from the internet and is now radicalised.
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In the language of land rights pioneer 
Wali Wunungmurra, there is a 

correlation between the word ‘yooga,’ 
which means “two” and the word “yura 
yooga,” which means doubt. It suggests 
that with the ability to chose, so too comes 
the capacity to feel uncertainty. Last Friday 
Wali Wungunmurra passed away. The final 
years of his life were spent watching this 
sense of uncertainty gnaw its way into the 
conscious of this country.  

While Australia has finally begun to desire 
reconciliation, compelled by activists 
like Wunungmurra and an almost banal 
sense of white guilt, there is also a rising 
uncertainty over how we should actually 
act on reconciliation. No one is quite sure 
how to represent black causes when all we 
have is the political language of a white 
society. 

Nowhere is this doubt more pronounced 
than in debate over the Aboriginal Land 
Rights Act, a piece of legislation brokered 
in part by Whitlam and Wunungmurra. 
Protesters frequently march on the 
manicured lawns of Parliament, against 
amendments to allow mining and 
agriculture expansions in the Wave Hill 
area. 

I remember visiting that place once. There 
was a weatherbeaten plaque marking 

where Whitlam poured sand through the 
fingers of Vincent Lingiari. It enshrined 
the area as not only a scared site for the 
Gurindji people, but also in the historical 
landscape of Australia. This was where the 
handover, by nature of being symbolic in 
itself, recognised the deeply emotional 
connections to land and culture severed by 
the government. Where we tried to redress 
atrocities that had bled onto our nation’s 
historical bedrock, leaving it dirt red. This 
was the birthplace of reconciliation.

Yet, Wave Hill is also an area ripe for 
mining and agriculture opportunities. For 
all the protesters marching against the 
amendment, equally, there are Indigenous 
Australians benefiting from jobs and 
wealth flowing from such opportunities.  

It is an uncomfortable reality. One which 
might be easily dismissed as a mere 
platitude from heartless, Gina Rhineheart 
type mining tycoons. We are however 
forced to consider whether alleviating the 
socio-economic condition of Indigenous 
Australians is more important than 
preserving their culture. And moreover, 
whether such preservation only benefits 
a select few, whilst investments stands to 
benefit collective society.

What is even more awkward is that 
such debate will usually fall to white, 

middle class politicians to resolve, thanks 
to the complete lack of Indigenous 
representation in parliament. It will be a 
Labor back bencher who has to discuss 
how mining will leave rock art and sacred 
burial sites rotting at the bottom of shaft. 
It will be a Greens MP who stands up and 
speaks of the environmental threats, the 
pollution, the deforestation. It will be him 
who describes how agriculture expansion 
in Wave Hill caused PH levels rise to such 
levels that soap refused to lather with even 
the water from bathrooms. That those 
who mined and farmed became dirty with 
desperation and guilt.

And I, as a seasoned Greens voter will be 
tempted to agree. But it feels inappropriate 
to do so. It feels almost colonial, the 
way we inadvertently take, butcher and 
leave only the anglicised remains of 
Indigenous Australian beliefs. The way we 
generalise the preference some Indigenous 
Australians have for the  preservation of 
culture and nature as the desire shared by 
all. 

For so long, we, as a country that has 
fought for Indigenous Australians to be 
recognised as more than flora and fauna, 
failed to see them as people with the same 
human complexities. It is only now that 
we are slowly realising there is no one 
archetypal Indigenous view of the land, 

but many, formed by varying, fleshed out 
experiences and desires and concerns. 
From experiences penetrated by cultural 
trauma and a desire to reconnect with 
heritage, to those centred on migration to 
pragmatism and concerns about finding 
work. It is an inconvenient realisation. 
One which causes profound doubt over 
the future of reconciliation. 

However, with all this mind, let me stress. 
I am an optimist. The very existence of 
such doubt makes me feel like we have 
come a long way since Whitlam and 
Wunungmurra. From the days where a 
politician needed to remind this country 
to care about reconciliation. The presence 
of doubt today not only drives robust 
public discourse, the kind key for good 
politics and good policy, but it is a sign 
that we yearn to make the best decisions 
for reconciliation. Wali Wungunmurra’s 
life of activism was not spent in vain.

It is not that Australia has stalled on 
reconciliation because we don’t care. 
Rather we care to such a deep extent that 
we have been paralysed by fear of making 
the wrong decisions. All I can hope is that 
this doubt is not necessarily a bad thing. 
That whilst guilt may have compelled 
us to pursue reconciliation, doubt will 
help ensure it is realised in the best way 
possible. 

White Doubt
Tina Huang writes 60 years after Whitlam and Wunungmurra.

Last Thursday, in the dead of midsem, 
a handful of hip ‘n’ trendy academics 

gathered on campus for a seminar on 
#socialmediaforacademics (where they 
quickly learnt that long hashtags don’t 
fly, and shortened it to #usydtwitter). The 
livetweet was consistently more riveting 
than my #ECOP2612 essay, so I followed 
it for an hour to bring you this special 
report. 

We begin with the 140 character 
equivalent of the awkward pre-lecture 
mic test, followed by the 140 character 
equivalent of the awkward response. Then 
a stretch of slightly patchy feed, as first-
time Twitter users assemble their training 
wheels and launch into preparatory 
calisthenics. Then—abruptly—we’re off, 
with a stunning rendition of what the 
Oscars Selfie would have looked like 
were Ellen DeGeneres a white dude and 
everyone else not interested. A cryptic 
tweet follows, claiming that someone “used 
to get txt msg from Obama in the early 
days of #twitter”. It is unclear whether this 
implies correlation or causation. 

Ten minutes later, we’re handed “the key” 
to Twitter via the handy acronym “P.I.E.” 
(Promotion/Information/Engagement), 
a term so corporate it could only come 
from USyd. One can almost glimpse the 
circa-2004 clipart undoubtedly being used 
to illustrate the concept (almost, but not 
quite—most of the attendees haven’t worked 

out how to add photos to tweets yet). 
“P.I.E.” is a real hit, presumably because 
it implies some actual content, and our 
nascent Twitterati lap it up. Another hit 
is the mysterious hashtag #some, which 
is #sometimes capitalised as #SoMe. This 
turns out not to be the narcissist’s clarion 
call I thought it was, but instead some 
newfangled abbreviation of “social media”. 
This is never explained by the livetweeters, 
who seem to have forgotten the I in P.I.E. 

stands for information. 

Still, as the event drags on, people seem to 
be getting the hang of Twitter. Someone 
posts their very first hot take, touting @
mikebairdMP as “a good example of 
balancing the professional and personal 
image on Twitter.” Presumably this means 
livetweets of The Bachelorette are on the 
cards for the USyd faculty, possibly with 
some cheeky theoretical analysis on 

the side. Others commit themselves to 
objective, facts-driven reporting, going 
so far as to livetweet a recommendation 
that livetweeting incorporate personal 
opinions, without offering a single opinion. 

Then, of course, there are the fails. @
stefano3141 floats “Impact factor? 
more like Tweetpact factor!” to the 
rousing applause of a single favourite.1  
Meanwhile, @larissasydney produces the 
most confusing typo (I assume) of the 
event, recommending that academics don’t 
“face plank on your students” lest they 
#tweetregret later on.2 

Despite this promising content, towards 
the event’s end both the attendees and I 
began to lose interest. It’s possible that 
we all migrated to better parts of Twitter, 
flinging training wheels aside to cycle off 
into a new world. Then again, the opposite 
is also possible—a Twitter tricycle wreck, 
with bewildered and shaken academics 
stumbling back to the offline world, 
hashtag-shaped abrasions bloody on knees 
and elbows. 

Whatever the outcome, I have this to 
say: USyd academics of Twitter, if you’ve 
found your way from twitter.com to this 
venerable rag, I apologise. While last week 
you were briefed extensively on the risks 
and rules of Twitter, the livetweet neglects 
to mention the most important: Twitter is 
public. And it’s forever. 

I Followed A Usyd Twitter 
Conference and All I Got was this Lousy Selfie 

Sam Langford on Twitter and academia.

[1] Should have stuck to impact factor, or to condense it in the vein of #SoMe, just #impactor (noun): an object (such as a meteorite) which collides with another body. For example, 
the brutal mass of second-hand embarrassment that hits me in the face when I read these tweets 
[2] Other things you might #tweetregret: not proofreading.

Don’t Bet Your Life 
(But Others Are Fair Game)

Phillip Seymour Hoffman died in 2014 
age 46, which was worth 54 points. 

If something were to happen to Amanda 
Bynes, you would get a cool 71, which is 
probably a more interesting gamble than 
just selecting George H.W. Bush (91 yo) 
who would only give you 9. Such is the 
way of the Celebrity Death Pool, a form 
of gambling  gaming where you select an 
optimistic list of ten public figures to die 
in a particular month or calendar year, 
receiving points based on how many you 
predict. 

Stiffs.com, the self-described “home of 
death on the web since 1994”, hosts the 
most famous of these competitions, and 
doubles as a sarcastic celebrity obituary 
database. OJ Simpson’s lawyer Johnnie 
Cochran is memorialised in rhyme (“If 
he doesn’t breathe, you must bereave”), 
while Christopher Lee only warrants a 

pun (“Dead Lee”). This year’s competition 
is 10/12ths finished, with the leaderboard 
being controlled by users CHAD and 
DePressED, who paid the $15 entry fee 
between four and six times apiece to use 
different lists. Q. What makes a good death 
list? Being aware of all the old celebrities 
with terminal diseases is a start, though 
it also means a high likelihood of ties as 
everyone’s picking similar people. Q. Nah 
nah, tell me the good stuff. How do I win 
this? Okay okay, get your hands off me. It’s 
always handy to take a few high-risk high-
reward selections. Young talented people 
around the age of 26 do feel the allure of 
27-club immortality and are less careful 
around their drugs. Q. Any other tips or 
tricks? People on death row are celebrities 
in the United States and if you time your 
letter writing campaign properly, you can 
likely force a stay of execution until the 
month you need them to die.  

Work At UTS

I take it on good authority—which is to 
say I read it on an anonymous Japanese 
web forum—that a level of the UTS 
tower is no-go for staff and students alike. 
The reason? Building One—which was 
constructed as a testament to humanity’s 
hubris in the face of God—intersects with 
the path of the radio tower at Sydney 
Airport. Specifically, it intersects with one 
office, and day after day microwaved the 
professor within at regular intervals. He 
took like 30 sick days, which is enough 
to make even the NTEU blush, and then 
eventually dropped dead (with a lot of 
apologies from the NTEU: “Oh what a 
tragedy” and “How could we have been so 
callous?”). 

The staff member who died was, towards 
the end, seen speaking in tongues, which 
was quickly diagnosed as Tower of Babel 
Syndrome by a visiting Fine Arts student 
who mistakenly thought appending the 

word “syndrome” to the end of an allusion 
would somehow transmute it into a living 
breathing disease. It ended up being a 
brain tumour the size of the stone that 
felled Goliath—a reference lost on the 
Professor, who was both a committed 
atheist and operating on 50% because 
of the tumour, so the doctor (Catholic/
tumourless) cupped one hand around her 
other fist and said: “This big.” 

Two Ways To Gamble With Life
Peter Walsh on the punt best left alone.

Art by Zita Walker
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Very Silly: Jetpack Collective’s  
Sandwich Short of a Picnic

On YouTube, there’s a particularly 
harrowing documentary you can 

watch at any time. It’s called “Uni” (you can 
find it by searching “Uni Simon Target”) 
and it explores the political, romantic and 
comedic lives of students at this university 
twenty years ago. It mostly follows the 
famous/infamous Chaser boys (Charles 
Firth, Andrew Hansen, etc.) as they put 
together an Arts Revue, mess around in 
student politics, and fall in love. Part of the 
entertainment is the “then and now” fun 
of seeing “oh wow, that’s what this place 
would look like with slightly more defunct 
clothing styles and typeface design”, but 
that is where the differences end. What is 
incredible about this doco is how little has 
changed. It leaves you in a Groundhog-
Day-like haze where you walk around 
campus with the eerie, inevitable feeling 
that this has all happened before, and it will 
all happen again. 

And for the obnoxious evangelism of 
student politics and the awkward cringefest 
of campus romance, that inevitability is an 
inevitability. These are things that seem to 
be built into the DNA of edgy 18-22 year 
olds. But in campus comedy we can escape 
the cycle. Sure, revues aren’t meant to be 
perfect. But if cast members and writers 
could just see a few years into the past of 
their show they could see what has been 
done, and see that a lot of the things they 
incorporate into their shows just kinda 
suck. 

Puns are a good example. There is a 
distinctly human journey we all go on 
with puns. We are born innocent into this 
world, thinking puns are great. Then we 
all put down our Christmas crackers and 
our copy of “1001 Jokes” and venture in 
the cold, harsh, real world without them. 
Then at a certain point in our university 
life we think they are funny again for a few 
months, maybe a year. This period is when 
many revue sketches are written. And then 
eventually we realise puns suck no matter 
how ironic a platform you view them from, 
but this endpoint is something that could 

be reached far earlier if casts were able to 
see previous revues. 

Shit jokes are not the only thing you are 
able to recognize when you see revues 
from an outsider perspective. It allows for 
a degree of political distance. When you’re 
in a revue it can be difficult to see you’re 
part of something which is, for example, 
continually and systematically placing 
women in marginal, non-comedic “straight” 
roles, while the majority of comedic roles 
which are given to men. It’s something that, 
for directors, can be hard to see until it’s too 
late. A hard copy of the past would make it 
much more evident. It’s clear as day when 
you watch the Chaser boys navigate their 
way around an entirely male centred sketch 
comedy scene twenty years ago. A lot has 
changed, but too much has stayed the same. 

We live in an age where having one or two 
semi-professional video makers record a 
few shows a year on the right equipment 
is relatively inexpensive. There are other 
initiatives, like an opening night party, an 
awards night, and the Sydney Uni “best-
of ” Revue, all intended to support revues 
and showcase their work, but what could 
support revues and showcase their work 
better than a thorough, decent, digital 
archive for seasons to come? It’s capable of 
drawing in people who wouldn’t otherwise 
engage with revue season (I didn’t know 
what a revue was until I saw a video online 
a little more than a year ago), it’s a good 
showreel item for performers looking to 
move on to bigger and better things, and 
there are a bunch of sketches in that could 
potentially do really well online. That’s an 
exciting thought, too. 

I don’t mean to insinuate that quality is the 
most important part of a campus performing 
arts scene. We all know that theatre, improv 
and revues can be about a whole lot more 
than that. But giving people a way to 
see what’s possible and what’s optimal 
shouldn’t scare anyone away. Hopefully it 
will encourage people to participate and 
encourage everyone to not be shit. 

A Sandwich Short of a Picnic, the nominal 
sequel to last year’s Fringe show A 

Crow Short of a Murder, is a 20s farce set at 
a picnic where everyone is in love with the 
wrong person. Moira is in love with lovelorn 
fop Bertie, who pines for modern gal Emily 
as she dreams of being whisked away 
by Florence Thunderbritches. Eccentric 
George falls for Susannah who falls for 
Bertie when he pretends to love her to make 
Emily jealous—until she meets a Scottish 
golfer and falls head over heels at first sight. 
Thunderbritches tries to woo Moira, his 
socially inept Russian manservant tries to 
woo everyone, a man pops out from behind 
a bush, and the cook and gardeners just can’t 
keep up. 

It is, in a word, silly. And silly is fine. Silly 
is great, even, and can be exceptionally 
valuable when done with an appropriately 
delicate hand. Throughout most of this 
show, however, humour is decidedly 
hamfisted. 

Sandwich feels like watching a less 
nuanced season of Blackadder. One of the 
funniest characters on paper, Florence 
Thunderbritches, is at times almost a carbon 
copy of Blackadder II’s Lord Flashheart. 
Writing feels loose in a lot of places. Jokes 
meander, often labouring the point and 
rendering a payoff less satisfying. At times 
the script is sorely in need of editing—the 
plot, which repeats the same pattern ad 
nauseum, eventually grows tiresome and is 
hastily finished off, unhelped by the large 
cast size. Often the script seems to rely on 
a certain silliness in performance to breathe 
life into it.

There are some true talents amongst the 
cast of Sandwich. Josh Magee commands 
the stage as the occasionally unintelligible 

Charlie O’Grady didn’t drink the iced tea.

yet nonetheless fun to watch Scotsman 
Brash O’Phimble McNamee, and Chad 
O’Neill as Thunderbritches is very funny. 
Performers Ian Ferrington, Janes Hughes, 
and Belinda Anderon-Hunt, too, slide very 
well into the naive humour of the show and 
are a pleasure to watch. Certain performers 
appear to be part of a different show entirely, 
having not committed to the blithely over-
the-top gaiety and melodrama which is 
core to pulling off farce. At times, as well, an 
apparent lack of rehearsal seems to weigh 
down performers with the potential to be 
compelling—lights go down pre-emptively 
several times during scenes, flubbed lines 
diminish their comedic impact, and the 
repetitive nature of the narrative arc is not 
helped by the bulk of actors maintaining the 
same level of intensity throughout. 

Sandwich, even for a farce set in the 1920s, 
feels incredibly dated as a show made in 2015. 
Cookie cutter female characters tended to all 
fill the same tropes with little to distinguish 
them, and each of their unwavering quests 
to be stitched up with a man were entirely 
without irony, nor critique for the misogyny 
inherent in the comedic genre. As much as 
one does not necessarily go to see a farce 
expecting a deconstruction of the genre, 
and nor should one expect this, 21st century 
texts—whilst they may well authentically 
represent attitudes of the time in their 
content—stray into dangerous territory when 
they imitate these attitudes in their narrative 
framing. There is very little which can be 
said about each female character—which 
the exception of the cook, played by Harriet 
Hope Streeter, the only one who ends the 
play without a beloved—beyond the fact that 
they are in love with a man (or, several men, 
depending which way the wind is blowing). 
Of course, farce is built on caricaturish stock 
characters, but in the case of the women there 

is little more than a vague outline filled with 
gender and flightiness. 

This, I think, is the central critique that 
can be made of Sandwich Short of a Picnic. 
As a piece of farce, and a period piece, its 
creators and performers tried too often 
to have its cake and eat it, too. It feels as 
though the show’s writers panicked about 
the elements of the farce form that are 
problematised in contemporary culture, 
but didn’t see fit to drop those elements. 
At two different points the show makes a 
point of identifying the “wise and exotic 
foreigner”—going so far as to vocalise 
that trope in the character of Alfonso Del 
Toro, who proclaims he exists to “solve all 
of [Moira’s] problems”. He then proceeds 
to fill this trope wholly and, what’s more, 
fulfils the stereotype of the queer foreigner 
when, in a somewhat unpleasant punchline, 
he is revealed to be in a relationship with 
hypersexual dandy Thunderbritches. Satire 
requires more than doing a thing and then 
shouting “JUST KIDDING!”, and for the 
most part Sandwich fails to follow through.

None of this is to say that Sandwich wasn’t 
a good time. Performers were warm, 
and dealt with technical mishaps with 
humour and grace, storylines (whilst overly 
complicated) were sweet and played to a 
traditional simplicity not often found in the 
knowing and apathetic shrug-and-eye-roll 
of contemporary comedy. It had no desire 
to make you think about Important Things, 
no pretense of a goal beyond making people 
happy. And certainly at many points this 
was effective. Laughing at something silly, 
whether it makes you think about the world 
or not, is never a bad thing—one merely 
hopes that work which makes no attempt 
to break a norm does not therefore reinforce 
one.

“Self-titled” is a zany journey into 
Cyrus’ many-splendoured mind. In 

“Self-titled” the man behind the off-beat 
observational blog Animalog  (http://
animalog.tumblr.com/about) delivers his 
first break from straight stand-up and it’s 
a pleasure to watch.

The most exciting part about watching 
Cyrus’ comedy is that it plods onwards as 
if it were a relaxed conversation with the 
comedian. His style is sincere, unassuming, 
and preoccupied with telling an interesting 
story, usually based on his Iranian heritage 
and experience.  His stories are personal 
and told amid numerous absurd non-
sequiturs that somehow hold the piece 
together. 

“Self-titled” was openly under construction 
and framed as a trial run. It was pleasant, 
touching, and quirky in all the most 
splendiferously Bezyan-esque ways. The 
show dwells on Cyrus changing his name 
from Danish to Cyrus and contemplates 
his identity, truth, and deception. He also 
spends a good three minutes dancing to 
a boppy ode to potato chips (feat.) Cyrus 
eating potato chips. True to the trial run 
it was unpolished and needed a tighter 
storytelling method to ensure the comedic 
energy was sustained. True to the trial run 
as well, though, this show made a promise 
that the polished show in next year’s 
Comedy Festival will be a well measured 
and complex stand-up show.

Cyrus Bezyan  
is Self-Titled

Sean Maroney Aidan Molins killed the radio star.

One for the Archives: 
We Need to Record Revues

It was very late at McDonalds one 
time and I was there (yep, I’m one of 

the crazy ones LOL). I did quite a classic 
order (for my standards) I got a chocolate 
thick shake, a chicken n’ cheese burger 
and a cheeseburger. But this dude after 
me ordered a triple cheeseburger with two 
extra chicken patties and 4 extra sliced of 
cheese and extra extra pickles. Woah. The 
moment I heard his order, I was intrigued, 
I even remember his order number: 174. I 
had to talk to him and ask him about what 
motivated him to do that. He wasn’t in a 
super chatty mood even though he was 
pretty friendly but I did manage to get 
some info off of him. He looked like he 
was in a state where he needed a big feed 
and this was indeed a big one.

Let’s analyse the burger, the main portion 
or the chassis of the burger was the triple 
cheeseburger. Now if I’m looking for a 
Maccas burger, my go-to would normally 
be the double cheese, it has a good ratio of 
cheese to other elements, it’s well flavoured 
and seasoned too. Triple is a bit much for 
me, but I’d go it. Now this man wanted 
his burger to pack a bit more much more 
punch. That’s where the two bird fillets 
come in, if you want a challenge and a 
whole lot of bite in your burger, this is the 
way to go. But now your thinking, that 
sounds awful dry and meaty (because of 
the two extra chick fillets). You’d be right 
and I had a feeling he knew too. Thus, the 
extra cheese; McDonald’s cheese is actually 
quite moist and is a good counter point to 
the dry chicken (though, for extra points 
I’d throw in a bit more sauce.) Instead of 

That Time I was in  
McDonald’s and Someone  

Did a Crazy Order:

sauce though, this man chucked on some 
extra pickles. This brings a much needed 
zesty-ness to the burger and the wetness 
of the pickles would do just a good job of 
balance as condiments. What a choice.

Was this guy a forward thinking and 
modern man? Did he just stumble upon 
a great burger choice? I don’t know, but 
you’ve really gotta consider stuff before 
ordering this big boy. I rate this experience 
of seeing this man: 7.8/10

Aaron Chen eats.
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for caseworkers—these ad hoc measures 
are the extent of their safety net.
 
The particular struggles of vicarious 
trauma in the refugee sector are clear in 
the difficulties faced by the psychologists 
contracted by the Salvation Army to 
work in detention centres on Nauru and 
Manus Island. While writing this piece 
I discovered that the psychologists are 
required to spend an equal amount of 
time off the island resting as they spend 
on the islands working. The policy was put 
in place after it became clear that, despite 
all their training, the psychologists were 
struggling to cope with the stress of the 
work. A source close to the process told me 
that even with the policy in place, many of 
the mental health professionals who had 
worked on the islands for any extended 
period of time now suffer from depression 
or severe anxiety. Like the other strategies 
to cope with trauma, there doesn’t seem to 
have been any real effort to measure how 
effective ‘down time’ might actually be.
 
Professionals working with refugees on 
the Australian mainland face many of 
the same challenges. Settlement Services 
International is an organisation, run for 
profit, contracted by the government to be 
the first point of contact for refugees when 
they arrive in Australia or are released from 
detention into the community. They’re the 
people that pick you up from the airport, 
drive you to your new apartment and 
explain how the country works.
 
On average, SSI’s 250 caseworkers are 
each responsible for assisting around 40 
refugees. All of SSI’s caseworkers have 
tertiary qualifications in social work 
or psychology, and SSI has extensive 
reporting and monitoring strategies to 
help their employees handle the mental 
stress of their jobs. 

David, the Manager of Humanitarian 
Services for SSI, describes the difficulty for 
caseworkers who come to know and care 
for their clients:
 
“Often caseworkers don’t like to admit 
that they need help. There’s this real sense 
that I’m this trained caseworker, I’m meant 
to be able to deal with this, but I’m not. 
It can lead to rescuing behaviour, so the 
caseworker going beyond the call of duty 
to help a person who’s in need. It can mean 
people taking sick leave because they feel 
stressed about coming to work.”

~

Many of the problems faced may not seem 
like a particularly unexpected result of 
working so closely with people who have 
escaped extreme trauma. But the trauma, 
for refugees and for the people who help 
them, has been made a great deal great 
worse by the political race to the bottom 
over the last two decades. 

The demonization of refugees takes a 
toll on those who are otherwise proud 
to say they work alongside resettled and 
recently arrived refugees in Australian 
communities. David from SSI sighs as he 
reflects on our national conversation about 
‘boat people’,

“Most of us don’t talk to our families 
about our work … when you’re working 
with refugees, the biggest frustration is 
that most of the public rhetoric is actually 
political propaganda, it’s not actually truth. 
You can’t help your family and friends 
understand that because they haven’t 
met the people you have. So that does 
compound the stress.”

The jobs of people working on the ground 
were made especially difficult by the 
constantly shifting policies of the Rudd-
Gillard-Rudd-Abbott era, as each sought 
to outdo the other and appear tough on 
refugees. 

Tanya Jackson-Vaughan, who is CEO of 
the Refugee Advice and Casework Service 
(RACS), describes how the shifting 
legal landscape has left refugees and 
caseworkers uncertain about the future, 
“When nothing was happening [during 
Rudd 1], there was shame for many people 
who couldn’t explain to their families why 
they weren’t able to help. And then when 
the policy changes came in [ending the 
chance of family reunification for those on 
temporary protection visas], it really has 
been like a kick in the guts for those people 
who realised, ‘I am never going to see my 
family again.’”

David from SSI describes how “people 
have been in limbo with no idea of what 
the future will hold, and at the same time 
the policy keeps changing so it creates 
this massive protracted uncertainty that is 
difficult for clients and difficult for staff.”
 
RACS was one of many community legal 
organisations that lost nearly all of its 
government funding when significant cuts 
to community legal services were made in 
the 2014 federal budget. Despite losing 
about 85% of its funding, RACS remained 
afloat thanks to community donations and 
ad hoc government contracts, but it has 
ceased to provide ongoing representation 
to any clients, and many of its staff have 
been forced to spend their time fundraising. 
The funding cuts also created extra stress 
and uncertainty for RACS employees and 
volunteers, who stood to lose their jobs 
when the cuts were announced.
 
In a climate of government inaction and 

neglect, community groups and social 
enterprises are increasingly stepping up 
to deliver services that the government 
does not, even extending to professional 
training. 

The Bread and Butter Project was set up by 
the Bourke Street Bakery to train refugees 
to be bakers and assist them to transition 
to fulltime employment in the baking 
industry. Kayleigh, the Project’s Trainee 
Manager, explains that while there are 
difficulties in monitoring and maintaining 
the mental health of staff and trainees, 
the work is incredibly rewarding and can 
help to balance the potential stress of the 
job. The project recently graduated a class 
of new bakers and expects to take on a 
new cohort of trainees in the near future 
to provide with the professional training 
they need to gain a new career in Australia. 
They hope to provide an example for more 
private organisations to provide a platform 
for refugees to build new lives in Australia. 

While these enterprises do give refugees 
something of a safety net they beg the 
question—why are they the ones doing 
it? That refugees to have to rely on the 
kindness of a commercial bakery for job 
skills, or for caseworkers to have to spend 
time fundraising rather than helping their 
clients, speaks volumes about our national 
ambivalence towards refugees.
 

~
 
The most startling consensus that emerged 
among social service organisations I spoke 

to is that over the next decade, the focus 
of their work with refugees resettled in 
Australia is likely to be the trauma caused 
by our government’s own detention 
centres.  The original trauma that caused 
these people to flee their homes is in many 
cases only secondary to the damage done 
by their time in detention. 
 
George told me that when he stepped 
off the boat in the Port of Melbourne 
on the 7th November 1950, “Australia 
opened its arms, and it’s been a good 65 
years”. When future Australians eventually 
reflect on this period of our history, we can 
only hope that they might be able to see 
some sliver of redemption in the sacrifice 
and dedication of community groups 
manned by workers like George, who have 
persevered through government cuts and 
personal stress to help those who arrive on 
our shores in desperation, pleading to call 
Australia home.

How can I help?

The organisations mentioned are always 
looking for donations. You can find more 
details at: 

RACS Australia: https://www.givenow.
com.au/racsaustralia 

Blue Mountains Refugee Support Group: 
http://www.bmrsg.org.au/help-refugees/
financial-donations/

Bread And Butter Project: http://the-
breadandbutterproject.com/index.php/
make-donation/

Alternately, email your local State or Federal 
MP to lobby for better government services. 

Sam Molloy and Alex Downie on how you get by when you’re struggling to be someone else’s safety net.

In 1941, when George Winston was seven, 
he and his mother were stopped by the 

SS at a checkpoint  between his mother’s 
work and their lodgings in the Jewish 
ghetto in Lwów, modern-day Ukraine. 
Any Jews stopped there were immediately 
taken to a transit camp outside the city, 
and then to the concentration camps.

George’s mother pleaded with the officer 
in fluent German that she had always been 
a lover of German music, literature and 
drama. She attempted to convince him 
that her son was not Jewish. “In the end 
Mother had only one weapon left: ‘Haven’t 
you got a wife and children ?’ He said: “’Yes, 
I have a boy and a girl.  Go on, run away!’ 
and we took off as fast as our legs would 
carry us, hearts pounding”.

The next year, George and his mother 
narrowly escaped to Romania as stateless 
refugees, and after eight years they made 
it to Australia. Thanks to the community’s 
support and his own tenacity and drive, 
George went to university and had a 
long and successful career as an electrical 
engineer and entrepreneur. In 2001, he was 
a founding member of the Blue Mountains 
Refugee Support Group and today, aged 
81, he is the group’s Secretary, helping 
to support over 1000 refugees every year 
throughout Western Sydney.

Since the group’s founding, it has grown 
to 660 members, making it the largest 
community group of its kind in Austra-
lia. Because government services are, as 
George describes it, “very patchy” and 
“grudging”, the group does everything 
from visiting detainees at Villawood, to 
coaching a cricket team in Katoomba 
for Tamil men who are “going crazy 
with boredom” because they are banned 
from working under their Temporary 
Protection Visas, to providing emer-
gency financial support for families who 
find themselves teetering on the edge of 
homelessness and hunger. 

Much is rightly made of the treatment 
of those who reach our shores and are 
locked up in camps on client states in 
the Pacific Islands, by a government so 
ashamed of its own barbarity that it con-

tinues to prosecute whistleblowers who 
report instances of physical, sexual and 
psychological abuse. But refugees living 
in the community also receive inadequate 
support from the government. In the ab-
sence of a safety net, there exists an ad hoc 
network of community groups, non-prof-
its and contracted organisations.
 
George is “happy to carry on” working with 
refugees. Because of his early background, 
he “still feels like one of them, so while I 
am healthy and strong, I just keep going”. 
But for “the people who do it long term, 
it’s tough”. The burden adopted by the 
volunteers and private organisations that 
step in where the government has failed is 
one of the silent hardships brought about 
by our nation’s treatment of refugees, as 
well as a story of resilience and incredible 
care.

~

Virtually none of the regular members of 
the Blue Mountains Group are trained 
social workers or psychiatrists. Yet as 
George tells me, they often find themselves 
adopting the role of mental health workers, 
working through the “long term, gentle 
process of healing to nurse people back to 
normality”.
 
One member of the group has housed 
Aziz*, a young Tamil man who suffered 
extreme trauma during years of persecution 
in Sri Lanka, and then years more locked 
in our camps. When Aziz was released 
into the community he couldn’t cook an 
egg for himself or leave the house. Because 
of inadequate mental health services, the 
Blue Mountains Group found themselves 
stepping in to provide him with care and 
support. Only after months of support was 
Aziz recovered enough to go to the local 
shops by himself.
 

Volunteers from community organisations 
like the Blue Mountains Group do valuable 
work, but there are serious questions 
about the strain placed on the untrained 
volunteers who step up to act as de facto 
psychologists and social workers. 

‘Vicarious trauma’ is the term used to 
describe the impact on mental health 
caused by regular contact with people who 
have experienced trauma. Recent research 
has indicated that the brain wave patterns 
of those who work with trauma survivors 
often comes to mimic the patterns of the 
survivors themselves. One of the greatest 
fears for many organisations is that their 
own workers will come to suffer from 
mental illnesses brought about by their 
work.

George said that the members who 
regularly visit detainees in Villawood 
sometimes struggle with the experience. 
“It tears you apart visiting innocent people 
in high security prisons, with no prospect 
of release. Of course it’s stressful.”

Community organisations operate 
with little funding, and can struggle to 
find effective means of helping their 
volunteers. Some require their volunteers 
and members to undergo training with 
STARTTS, an organisation that offers 
training for other organisations on how 
to appropriately assist those who have 

experienced trauma, and how to reduce the 
risk that their workers develop secondary 
traumatic stress. 

You have to ask yourself whether that 
basic training is sufficient for those dealing 
directly with refugees. After all, even those 
who work for professional organisations 
with far more extensive protective 
strategies struggle to manage the trauma 
they experience. 

~

Vicarious trauma is common amongst 
professionally trained social workers 
and psychologists in every field of 
work. Standard coping and monitoring 
strategies to shield workers include things 
like mandating time off, and requiring 
caseworkers to attend regular meetings 
with psychologists. Even then, there 
is relatively little research about how 
effective those current strategies actually 
are in protecting against vicarious trauma. 
The best organisations can do is monitor 
the number of sick days their employees 
take and institute self-reporting standards 

“It tears you apart visiting innocent people in high security 

prisons with no prospect of release. Of course it’s stressful.”

Ocean 12, a cricket team established in 2013 by 
Noeline Nagle and the Blue Mountains Refugee Support Group. 

Refugee Services 
Stretched to the Limit

George Winston, Secretary of the 
Blue Mountains Refugee Support Group
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With growing up, comes the inevitable 
loss of life’s little pleasures. One 

merely needs to read a BuzzFeed article 
about the “30 Things All 90s Kids Will 
Remember” to feel a stab to the heart, even 
as impending adult decisions need to be 
made.  

I long for the days of Panic! At the Disco, 
Supré and first sips of goon, but most 
notably, I miss the days of “sorry mum 
said no.” 

The authority of that one sentence is 
something that no other excuse can 
compare to. Sure, it was annoying when 
my mum actually didn’t let me go to a 
party unless there was adult supervision, 
but there were also times when I could 
not think of anything worse than getting 
drunk in a park in the middle of winter 
and didn’t even bother asking mum before 
using her as a scapegoat anyway. As I leave 
my teenage years I yearn to use my mum 
as an excuse to get out of things.  

Some might say that maybe if you don’t 
want to go to something you should tell 
the host the truth. However, if I told 
someone who had been working on a 
start up sandalwood company that I 
feared attending their opening would be 
detrimental to my personal brand, it would 
offend the person. Moreover, I don’t want 
to lie to them and say that something has 
come up when they organised this event 
last year and it’s honestly just taken me the 
365 days to think of an adequate excuse. 
In an ideal world, my mum could think 

Let us, for a moment, take a journey 
into a hellish dystopia.*

Imagine, if you will, a world in which every 
university student is expected to spend 
daylight hours—every last hour the sun 
is visible in the sky—banging their head 
against a hard surface. It’s been that way 
for hundreds of years; nobody can imagine 
things being any different. Any student 
who speaks up against it is welcome—
after all—to abandon their education.

Other university students, particularly 
tutors and lecturers, are expected to 
enforce these standards on each other, 
by administering savage beatings to any 
malingerers caught not banging their 
heads hard enough. Nobody dares to stop, 
nor to speak up, fearing their lecturers’ 
eagle eyes. Each unfortunate young 
scholar has the same secret thought: “if 
enough of us could just stop at once…”

In the schools, the young are made to start 

banging their heads, from dawn ’til dusk—
taught that their place in respectable 
society—if they ever aspire to the life of 
a graduate—depends on their building 
strong neck muscles and tough forehead 
calluses. Their teachers brutalise them 
savagely for noncompliance; beatings 
become harsher as they grow older.

Once those kids grow up and become 
teachers themselves, at school or at 
university, they feel a deep sense of 
pride and accomplishment at just how 
effectively and thoroughly they are able to 
bang their heads against the wall, so that 
they themselves become the most strident 
defenders of the whole sordid order.

Let’s say that you, dear reader, despite 
being an acclaimed young headbanger, 
always found the whole process deeply 
suspect. Meeting a professor to discuss 
your recent progress in headbanging, you, 
rubbing your painful, grazed forehead, 
dare to ask: “Why don’t we all just stop? It 

doesn’t serve any purpose!”

The professor, somehow unable to extend 
their honed sense of scholarly skepticism 
to this strange practice, replies, “You just 
have to do it—all academics have to do 
it, you won’t be accepted as an academic 
unless you learn how to do it really well”.
Referencing. Reference lists. 
Bibliographies. Endnotes. Footnotes. Style 
Guides.

All such style guides for referencing 
should be replaced by a single, overarching 
instruction: “write, (clearly and 
unambiguously), enough information 
about your source that it can be easily 
located, and that its reliability and 
credibility can be assessed”. Problem 
solved. Any diligent and conscientious 
student will rise to the occasion, and if 
they don’t, then they can just lose marks 
for bad referencing, the same way people 
lose marks today for putting commas in 
the wrong place. 

If a ‘correct’ reference is in fact so 
abbreviated that changing a single piece of 
punctuation could make it indecipherable, 
then the ‘correct’ style probably isn’t 
the most clear and unambiguous way of 
conveying the information.

What is the point exactly of the whole sick 
hazing ritual for new academics? What 
is the point of fishing for hours through 
a truly horrid, squat, beige little book 
in order to find the precise and correct 
reference format for a 'highly-upvoted 
comment made on RapGenius by a high-
reputation user, critiquing the lyrics of a 
rap song released only on YouTube by an 
anonymous rapper'. 

Still, we need to graduate, don’t we.

Thump thump thump thump thump thump 
thump. 

*With apologies to blogger Scott S Alexander for my terrible misappropriation and retooling of his fantastic explanation (in his article "Meditations on Moloch") of philosopher 
Nick Bostrom’s idea of a ‘dictatorless dictatorship’. Ah, sorry, we have to graduate. (''Bostrom, N";; -->> Alexander, S:S:, "Meditations on Moloch", Hypertext Transfer Protocol 
Document, The World's Wire netWeb, aitch-tee-tee-pee-colon-double-forward-slash

The Dictatorship with no Dictator
Perrin Walker has a sore head. 

Art by Michael Lotsaris.

Gronkwatch: Lies, Damned Lies, Statistics
Riki Scanlan brings you the analysis you crave.

In a surprise turn of events, recent 
research has shown that popular people 

get elected. Candidates who receive large 
‘personal votes’ (i.e. votes for individual 
people) have a higher tendency to get 
elected (see fig.1). This suggests something 
about the nature of student elections, 
though your authors are unclear what that 
is. We have all seen pastel-coloured shirts 
over the past few weeks—now here’s the 
round-up of the Council and NUS results.

Grassroots secured the dominant spot on 
Council as the largest faction, with eight 
seats; however, the three Labor factions 
combined amount to sixteen seats, one 
shy of an outright majority. GronkWatch 
understands that one of their number, 
Tiffany Alexander, is not a member of 
NLS, although she will resign her seat to 
an NLS member in the new year. Socialist 
Alternative, well-known for Red Flag 
and petitions, jumped from their lone 
councillor last year to a total of three. 
Meanwhile, the other socialist faction, 
Solidarity, elected a councillor for the first 
time since 2012—they ran an underdog 
campaign on the unfortunately named 
“Stop Abbott, not the Boats” brand.1 

In another surprise, the Liberals elected 
four councillors, their strongest showing 
since 2011.2 But student politics lacks any 
semblance of party unity: Liam Garman, 
elected on the charmingly named brand 
“Ayy Lmao”, is not aligned3 with the 
other three Liberals. Filling out the final 
space on council is Cameron Hawkins, 
an independent who ran with the 
presidential-candidate-who-could-have-
been, Cameron Caccamo. The reason 
for this is unclear: either the decrease in 
total vote resulted in an increase in the 
share held by minor parties; or the relative 

absence of any significant big campaign 
conflict allowed the smaller fish to better 
assert themselves on the ground.

In summary, the new style of wheeling 
and dealing between factions resulted in 
an old styled Council: nobody will possess 
an iron grip over Council. Instead, the 
new year will likely see a series of complex 
negotiations and heated debates between 
factions at the monthly Council meetings. 
In particular, the annual budget seems a 
possible flashpoint for dispute. Given the 
UTS Student Association’s recent decision 
to slash collective budgets in order to fund 
a three-fold increase in National Union 
of Students affiliation fee (from $40 000 
to $135 000), which is rumoured to be a 
strategy to prop up the financially ailing 
NUS, it may be the case that the Usyd 
Labor factions will push for a rise in the 
SRC affiliation fee. It is unclear, though, 
whether they share the same political bent 
as their UTS brethren. Whether Socialist 
Alternative would join such a push is 
unclear: to date, they have been hostile 
to the other major factions due to being 
locked out of the electoral deal. 

The deal between the Labor factions and 
Grassroots is expected to hold steady up 
until the closure of the Representatives-
Elect meeting, where newly elected 
councillors decide on who shall occupy 
the key office-bearer roles of the SRC. 
These include the Vice-President, General 
Secretary, and Education Officer, amongst 
others. Labor and Grassroots are set to 
scoop up nearly every position, with the 
exception of a single General Executive 
spot. The Executive is the committee that 
oversees the operation of the SRC, so it 
can wield significant power. The Liberals 
have an outside chance at securing the 

position, but they require the votes of both 
Liam Garman and Cameron Hawkins. 
As it stands, unless the minor factions 
consolidate some of their votes, it will 
likely result in Grassroots and Labor 
scooping up the position.

The National Union of Students (NUS) 
has an annual conference, to which 
the USyd SRC sends seven delegates. 
NLS (Labor Left) and Unity (Labor 
Right) typically hold the lion’s share of 
delegates from around the country. Sydney 
University is particular important because 
of our size: every delegate carries a certain 
amount of votes, roughly linked to the 
number of students at the campus. Unity 
secured three delegates; NLS received 
one; and the remaining three went one 
each to the Liberals, Socialist Alternative, 
and Cameron Caccamo. However, USyd 
Unity were set to expect four, if not five, 
delegates which would have helped 
cement Labor Right control—it is widely 
expected that they will possess close to 
half of delegate votes nation-wide. 

Part of the reason for the underachievement 
of Unity was their reliance on Grassroots. 
The pre-election deal required 

Grassroots to hand out ‘How to Vote’ 
cards with Unity candidates for NUS. But 
it turns out that, out of Grassroots’ overall 
eight hundred votes, under two hundred 
went on to vote for the Unity NUS 
candidate. This may have implications 
for pre-conference negotiations between 
states and factions as to who will receive 
which of the highly sought after NUS 
National Office-Bearer positions. 

This year’s election was broadly expected 
to be a non-contest and, largely, that 
turned out to be true. The surprises lay in 
the nominations of joke candidates and 
the election of smaller factions. Because of 
that, the new year’s Council is a melting 
pot of alternating political standpoints—
the question, though, is whether this will 
force genuine political deliberation in the 
typically static scene of student politics.

1. The other-other socialist faction, Socialist 
Alliance, was nowhere to be found due to a 
lack of undergraduates eligible to run. 

2. They have had a smattering of councillors 
over the past few years. 

3. Sometimes characterised as in-fighting. 

fig. a: popular people get elected.

that sandalwood opening was code for 
drug den and not let me go. This would 
create an instant pretext and I could spend 
the night working on my career as a full 
time raw vegan instagrammer. 
 
But alas, this excuse is not viable.  As I 
live at home, there are still certain events 
that my mum doesn’t like me going to and 
certain people she doesn’t like me hanging 
out with. There have been times where 
I’ve been asked to stay back at work til an 

ungodly hour or go to a suss party that 
my mum has been less than impressed by. 
Being the angelic beacon of hope that I 
am, I don’t want to lie to my mum, nor 
do I want to disappoint her. This is where 
the event becomes problematic, because if 
I said that my mum didn’t really want me 
going to a cool event my street cred would 
be in tatters, my boss would never give me 
shifts again and my mum would question 
my adulthood as I’d still be asking her 
permission to attend things. The hardest 

part of  adulthood is not filing tax returns 
or paying bills, it’s going to events that 
you’d rather not attend because it’s the 
polite thing to do. 

To put it simply, don’t invite me to your 
sandalwood start-up opening. My mum 
didn’t say no, nor do I have a feasible 
reason not to go; I just really, really, don’t 
want to come. 

Because I Said So
Olivia Rowe has to make up her own excuses now.



src caseworker help

As a University of Sydney student you 
have many assessment rights. Policies 
entitle all students to full information 
about course goals and requirements and 
this information must be given to you 
before the end of the first week of a course. 
Information you are entitled to includes:
• assessment criteria.
• attendance and class requirements.
• weighting – breakdown and calculation 

of assessment marks.
• explanation of policies regarding 

‘legitimate 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 

appropriate workloads and deadlines.
• written consultation before the 

halfway point of the unit if assessment 
requirements need to change.

• changes must not disadvantage students
• adequate arrangements to cater for 

disabilities and other requirements.
• access to staff out of class time at 

reasonable hours.
• fair and relevant marking procedures
• anonymous posting of results  

(or arguably de-identified at least).
• timely return of assessments
• helpful feedback.
• access to exams up to four 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. 
See if you can go through the assessment 
and discuss your performance with them. 
Make sure you know how the mark was 
worked out – including any scaling or 

marks deducted or changed for reasons 
not directly related to that particular 
assessment. Your questions and concerns 
may be resolved at this stage, helping 
you understand 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 
appeal 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. First 

the lecturer/Unit of Study Coordinator,  
then the appeal person (usually an 
Associate Dean or Sub Dean) in 
the faculty, and then the University 
Student Appeals Body. Each will 
provide reasons to their decision.

7.  If you cannot resolve appeals internally, 
you may be able to approach external 
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 in 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 Assessment 
And Appeal Rights

Ask Abe
SRC Caseworker HELP Q&A

Dear Abe,

I moved into a room in a house at the 
beginning of the year. I now want to move 
out, but when I asked my landlord for my 
bond back, he says I did not pay any bond. 
This is not true. What can I do?

Moving

Dear Moving,

The first thing is to find the receipt that 
you received when you paid your bond. If 
you did not get a receipt, it will be difficult 
to prove that you did pay the money. After 
all, why would you hand a large sum of 
money to someone you do not know or 
trust, without getting a receipt. If you 
transferred the money or paid by cheque or 
money order there would be a paper trail. 

If you paid by cash in front of someone 
else, you might be able to ask them to be 
a witness for you. It certainly sounds like 
the landlord is unwilling to return you 
money, so I would suggest getting advice 
from an SRC caseworker on whether you 
need to make an application to the NSW 
Consumer and Tenancy Tribunal to get 
your money back.

Abe.

Abe is the SRC’s welfare dog. 
This column offers students the 
opportunity to ask questions on 
anything. This can be as personal 
as a question on a Centrelink 
payment or as general as the state 
of the world. Send your questions 
to help@src.usyd.edu.au

If you require assistance with an academic appeal, contact the SRC Caseworkers 
phone: 9660 5222 or email: help@src.usyd.edu.au

When does your  
student visa run out?
It is your responsibility to ensure that you comply with all your student visa  
conditions, especially the length of stay allowed under your visa entitlement. 

You can find out about all the applicable visa conditions and your visa expiry date using the  
online service (Visa Entitlement Verification Online – “VEVO”) on the Department of Immigration  
and Border Protection website. Use this URL: https://online.immi.gov.au/evo/firstParty

When accessing this online service, you will need your passport number and other  
identification details which can be found on the visa grant email sent by the Department.

If you are not sure how to use VEVO or have trouble with this online service, you  
can get FREE help from the SRC registered migration agent by contacting 9660 5222.

Make sure you put the visa expiry date in your calendar and remember to NOT overstay your visa! 
Overstaying leads to serious legal consequences which in some situations may require you to  
leave Australia immediately and you will not be able to come back again for 3 years. 

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  |  MARN 1276171

Your Rights As A Tenant

ELECTIONS 2015
Electoral Officer’s Report 
Students’ Representative Council

I declare the following persons elected:

PRESIDENT:      Chloe Smith

HONI SOIT:       Scoop for Honi

NUS DELEGATES:    7 

7 Delegates in order of election: 

   Chloe Smith                     Quota  =  336

   Robby Magyar                 Quota  =  323

   Michael Elliott                   Quota  =  323

   Eleanor Morley                Quota  =  323

   Cameron Caccamo         Quota  =  323

   Justine Amin                    Quota  =  300

   Dimitry Palmer                 Quota  =  290

STUDENTS’ REPRESENTATIVE COUNCIL:   33 to be Elected

Those elected are listed below by the ticket order on the  
ballot paper

2015 CANDIDATES STUDENTS’ REPRESENTATIVE COUNCIL

A Boost for a Safe & Fair Campus 
 Matthew Campbell

B Boost for SRC 
 Chloe Smith  ** 
 Michael Elliott  ** 
 Tiffany Alexander

C Boost Student Rights 
 Atia Rahim 

D Grassroots for Refugees 
 Louisa Bochner

E Grassroots for a Sustainable Campus 
 Liliana Tai  ** 
 Jaden Harris

F Grassroots for Feminism 
 Tian ni Huang  **

G Left Action for Free Education 
 April Holcombe  ** 
 Ridah Hassan

I Launch! for SRC 
 David Hogan

J Boost for Women  
 Isabella Brook

K Boost the Colleges 
 Justine Landis-Hanley  **

N Boost for Fair Education 
 Ilya Klauzner 

P Boost for Science  
 Oliver Plunkett

Q Liberals for College 
 Tom St John Baker

S Stop Abbott, not the boats 
 Dylan Griffiths

T Boost for Textbooks on HECS 
 Lachlan Ward  **

U Free Parking 
 Alice Strauss

V Boost for Mental Health 
 Christopher Warren

W Grassroots for Arts 
 Michael Sun  **

X Grassroots for Recognition  
 Georgia Mantle  **

AD Grassroots for Mental Health 
 Siobhan Ryan 

AH Grassroots for Queer Power  
 Monique Newberry

AI Boost Student Welfare 
 Dylan Williams

AM ayy Imao 
 Liam Garman  **

AO Boost Student Housing 
 Sean Tingcombe

AQ Boost for International Students 
 Zhitong Liu  ** 

AS Camerons for SRC 
 Cameron Hawkins  **

AV Boost for Social Justice 
 Michelle Picone

AZ Liberals 
 Dimitry Palmer  **

AY Left Action for SRC 
 Vinil Kumar  **

   
Those names marked with an ** were elected with a full quota.

Paulene Graham.

Authorised by P. Graham, SRC Electoral Officer 2014.
Students’ Representative Council, The University of Sydney 
Phone: 02 9660 5222  |  www.src.usyd.edu.au
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Welfare Officers’ Report
Luciano Carment

These pages belong to the officebearers of the SRC.  They are not altered, edited, or changed in any way by the Honi editors.

President’s Report
Kyol Blakeney

Welcome to the back alleys of Honi 
Soit once again. This is the point 

at which I usually make a joke about how 
nobody reads these reports but…it’s the 
end of the semester and I’ve run out. On 
that note of finality I should mention 
that this is the last report from this year’s 
welfare department, so I thought I would 
be horribly indulgent and reflect on the 
year that’s past. As a welfare officer I 
learnt so much about the incredible work 
done by SRC welfare and legal service 
but was also deeply troubled by the lack 
of compassion in the way high level 
university management treats students 

who are struggling. Even at one of the most 
elite institutions in the country people are 
falling through the cracks because they 
don’t know what help is available or are 
afraid to reach out. 

This year’s department was ambitious and 
I’m proud of what we achieved, starting 
the welfare action group, working with 
Sydney Alliance to represent student 
voices in consultations for the Bays 
Precinct development, creating the 
Your Words, Your Stories campaign to 
start a candid dialogue about student’s 
experiences with drugs and alcohol and 

much more. However being ambitious also 
meant some projects such as the creation 
of an emergency food bank, publishing a 
student budget cookbook and translating 
SRC material into multiple languages are 
still ongoing and will have to be handed 
over to the next group -one year is such a 
short time! Hopefully whoever takes over 
has a passion for helping other students; 
there are big tasks ahead. 

Finally, since it’s our last report, I’d like 
to get a little mushy. I was so lucky this 
year to get to work with three incredibly 
wonderful, passionate capable wom*n: 

Sarah Enderby, Ivana Radix and Eden 
Faithful. Working with these three I 
learnt that it doesn’t matter what faction 
or political party you belong too or what 
kind of -isms you ascribe to. If everyone 
involved in student politics was like these 
three fantastic wom*n then the university 
would be a much better place. 

Goodbye for now everyone, take care of 
one another. 

Last week students across the country 
had a significant reason to celebrate 

and take a short sigh of relief when the 
Coalition Government decided to take the 
university deregulation bill off the agenda. 
It is important to remember that the game 
of politics is not necessarily one that has 
the public’s best interest at heart. I see this 
as a desperate political move to ensure 
the Liberal Party’s win in the next federal 
election. A Sydney Morning Herald article 
explained that the bill for deregulation 
has only been taken off the table for the 
next 12 months, at least. I believe that 
the new leadership of the Liberal Party 

will hope that the conversation around 
tertiary education policy will die down 
before the 2016 election so they may have 
another term to push the bill with a more 
favourable Senate.

So what does this mean for you? I think 
we should keep the conversation about 
education policy in the public eye. I think 
people should not forget the atrocious 
behavior of the Liberal Party, not only 
with the handling of education policy, but 
their treatment of asylum seekers, women, 
and Indigenous peoples. In the lead up 
to the next federal election we must use 

this opportunity to further pressure the 
Government and other politicians for the 
total abolishment of the deregulation bill 
along with an increase in public funding 
to tertiary educational institutes such as 
yours. We must continue to fight for a 
free education policy like the one many 
politicians who say we cannot have 
actually benefitted from. This doesn’t just 
mean that your SRC can be the only group 
of students writing letters, making phone 
calls, having meetings, and hitting the 
streets. We need your help. We need you 
to turn up to our marches and rallies. We 
need you to make a noise and voice your 

opinion. We need you to help us organise 
our next move. We need your input in 
discussion and your feet on the ground 
next to us when we stand side by side, 
united as students from all backgrounds, 
fighting for the quality education that 
every person has the right to, rather than 
the ‘privilege’ those calling the shots tell 
us it is. We need you to stand up for your 
education and the education of future 
generations.

General Secretaries’ Report
Chiara Angeloni

Over the past couple of weeks Max 
and I have been reviewing how your 

money is used and distributed within the 
SRC and by the University.

Firstly, at the Student Consultative 
Committee Meeting last month 
we proposed a Memorandum of 
Understanding regarding the distribution 
of the Student Services and Amenities Fee 
(SSAF). We had been working on this for 
a couple of months with former SUPRA 
President Timothy Scriven. 

The impetus for this Memorandum 
of Understanding was primarily our 
experiences with the allocation of SSAF 

for 2015. This year’s allocation was, for the 
first time, determined by the University 
and not the student organisations amongst 
themselves. The proposed Memorandum 
of Understanding is designed to clarify 
the procedure of SSAF allocation for 
years to come. It also seeks to recognise 
the importance of SSAF for the student 
experience, preserve the independence of 
student unions on campus, and ensure 
the transparent distribution of students’ 
money.  The outcome of this will hopefully 
be determined at the next Student 
Consultative Committee meeting – we’ll 
keep you posted.

Secondly, we have been working with 
members of the Executive to develop an 
alternative stipend allocation model for 
Office-Bearers. This model is in response 
to the mid-year Office Bearer consults 
where one of the primary concerns shared 
was the inequity of the SRC’s existing 
stipend allocation. In short, the alternative 
stipend model would see a decrease in 
the pay of existing stipended positions 
(President, General Secretary, Education 
Officer and Women’s Officer) so that the 
(currently unpaid) Queer, Indigenous, 
Ethnic Affairs, Disabilities and Carers, 
International Students and Environment 
Officers would be able to receive a stipend 
in recognition of their work. 

The SRC regulations changes necessary 
for this proposal to be implemented will 
be considered at the next Council meeting 
which will be on Wednesday October 7 
at 6pm in Carslaw Lecture Room 350. 
Feel free to come and see SRC democracy 
in action beyond 3 weeks of elections in 
September!

Wom*n’s Collective Report
Subeta Vimalarajah

This is my penultimate report as 
Wom*n’s Officer. It has been a very 

challenging, but rewarding year. I will leave 
the sentimental thoughts and feelings 
(there are many) to the last report and just 
provide a general report back for our loyal 
(if there are any) readers this week. 

Despite SRC elections and mid-semester 
break, it has been a momentous fortnight 
for the Wom*n’s Collective. In the final 
hours of campaigning, as all the hacks 
gathered on Eastern Avenue to fight 
over the handful of remaining students, 
the Wom*n’s Collective and Sydney 
University Law Society ran ‘Responding 
With Compassion’ in the Law Lounge. 

The wonderful Karen Willis joined us from 
Rape & Domestic Violence Australia and 
provided us with two hours of deep insight 
into the psychology of perpetrators, sexual 
assault legislation, how to respond when 
someone discloses an experience of sexual 
assault, and more. Thank you so much 
to everyone who came - the event was 
completely packed out, with some people 
even relegated to strange bar stools to fit 
inside. The final count - including money 
collected from a few other events, was over 
$600, not including the money raised by 
the Anti-Violence Fundraiser. 

The Wom*n’s Collective have also 
written a piece for Honi Soit this week 

about election regulations/reforms to 
be considered in order to create a safer 
campus. We know we are being optimistic 
with the extent of proposed reform, but 
hope that councillors and OB’s will at least 
consider our suggestions. We will also be 
holding our elections soon - currently 
planned for the 22nd of October, with 
nomination forms going out on the 8th of 
October. This year, due to a policy voted 
on last week, the Wom*n’s Collective will 
only be voting for one Office Bearer (OB), 
with the other to be pre-selected by the 
Wom*n of Colour Collective. 

Given upcoming OB elections, I’m hosting 
a Candidates Information Session on the 

8th of October at 4.00pm in the Office 
Bearer room of the SRC, so please come 
along if you are interested. Even if you are not 
interested in running as an OB, it is a great 
opportunity to learn about the bureaucracy 
behind Collectives! Afterwards, there is a 
performance workshop being run by Sarah 
Gaul, Victoria Zerbst and Kendra Murphy 
as part of Verge.  

Xiaoran has also been working hard on 
re-stocking the books in the Wom*n’s 
Room. With a few other committed 
Collective members she has collected new 
books, sorted the old ones and recorded 
everything in an online catalogue. Look 
out for a launch event soon! 

Vice President’s Report
Madison McIvor

With the wrap up of elections just 
behind us, I want to focus on 

how students and hacks interact. It’s a 
great thing to be involved in the SRC: I 
can’t count how many people I alone have 
referred in for casework assistance with 
accommodation, special consideration, 
financial struggles, Centrelink woes and 
more. 
We are able to provide something 
incredible to our student body here at the 
SRC, and with another year of elections 
complete, we need to remember that 
it is critical to focus on this. The petty 

politics and juvenile stunts that the stupol 
arena is known for can no longer afford 
to dominate the scene - we need to be 
redirected back to what we are elected to 
do: to serve and to represent. 

I encourage everyone involved in student 
politics to really examine what they want 
to achieve in the coming year and think 
about why we had such a poor voter 
turnout. 
Don’t let the status of stupol drive students 
away from the body that represents their 
interests - the body that houses them 

when they have nowhere else to go - that 
supports them when they are at their 
most vulnerable - that is wholly and to 
its very core for the student. Instead, I 
implore you to continue on what I and 
others have been striving towards this year 
and work to refresh the student politics 
scene, refocusing your energies on serving 
students. 

Never forget that the SRC often deals with 
very vulnerable people. We have a huge 
responsibility to protect and support our 
students of all identities across campuses 

and across degrees. 
The students we serve can’t afford for us 
to lose sight of their interests in favour of 
the factional drama that always seems to 
plague us. 
The SRC deals with real people and real 
problems: be as dedicated to supporting 
students as you claimed to be during your 
campaigns and push for excellence! 

Autonomous Collective Against Racism
Eden Caceda, Kavyá Kalutantiri and Lamisse Hamouda 

As the end of semester two quickly 
approaches, our term as ACAR 

Officer Bearers sadly draws to an end. 
However, there are many exciting events 
happening in the next couple of week.  
As part of Verge Festival, ACAR has 
teamed up with Outspoken to bring to 
you “Towards a New Consciousness”, 
a themed spoken word poetry feature 
night on identity and belonging. Held at 
the Red Rattler on the 14th of October 
at 7pm, it will feature Abdul Hammoud, 
Lorna Munro, Abe Nouk, Rameen Hayat 
and will be hosted by Zohab Zee Khan. 
It is a ticketed event so please ensure you 
get tickets fast! The event will be raising 

money for the Aboriginal Women’s 
Sexual Assault Network, known as ‘Hey 
Sis, We’ve Got Your Back’, a network 
of Aboriginal women from all parts of 
New South Wales, who are committed to 
working to prevent sexual assault in their 
communities. 

In the following week the Red Rattler 
will host another event, ACAR’s very first 
revue! It is currently in production and all 
details will be out in the coming week. 

Our online resources campaign is also in 
its final stages, if you have any ideas for 
any particular resources that you would 

like included please email us with any 
suggestions. 

We’re currently working on changing the 
name of ‘Ethnic Affairs’ to ‘Ethnocultural 
Department’ in the hope that the change 
in name will reflect the autonomy and 
self-representation we’ve sought to bring 
to this position. It is essential that we 
continue to enshrine self-representation 
within our institutions for people from 
minority ethnocultural backgrounds, 
indigenous peoples and those who identify 
as people of colour.

On the 8th of October, a cross-collective 

information session will be held in the 
Student Representatives Council’s Office 
Bearer Room at 4pm. We encourage all 
students, who would like to take an active 
role in ACAR, to attend. The session aims 
to shed light on the various duties and 
processes that Officer Bearers experience 
during their term. 

Finally, we would like to thank everyone 
for their support over the past year. It 
has been a very eventful year and we are 
looking forward to the upcoming events 
to reflect, share knowledge and celebrate 
ACAR’s second year as a collective.
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Postgraduates spend a great deal of time 
trying to improve their career prospects. 
This effort often includes taking up 
casual employment whilst studying. 
However, no postgraduate ever expects 
to experience the bad side of this kind of 
work: the exploitation of casual workers.

SUPRA’s Student Advice & Advocacy 
and Legal Services find that many 
postgraduates employed in casual jobs 
in Australia experience insecure work 
conditions and employers who contravene 
Australian workplace regulations.

International students’ vulnerability  
in the Australian workplace
Redfern Legal Centre, which provides a 
solicitor for SUPRA’s Legal Service, has 
previously campaigned that employers’ 
exploitation of international students’ 
knowledge of Australian workplace laws 
is an increasingly systemic problem. 
As highly publicised evidence of such 
students’ vulnerability, the 31 August 
2015 episode of the ABC’s Four Corners 
alleged that 7-Eleven franchises have 
breached Australian standards in their 
treatment of their workers, many of 
whom are international students. The 
program highlighted employment 
practices that cause some postgraduates 
to seek help from SUPRA: unpaid trials, 
payment below minimum wages, lack 
of penalty rates, not being paid on time 
and being forced to work more hours 
than the number permitted by student 
visa conditions – all are prohibited under 
Australian laws.

Kris* is studying a coursework Masters 
degree at an Australian university. He is 

from India, where he was employed in 
professional positions. During his first 
semester, Kris sought casual employment 
at a well-known café chain. 

“They didn’t inform me it was a trial 
when they called me via telephone, I was 

informed when I reached the café. The store 
manager informed me [that] if I performed 
well he would hire me...After awhile he 
called me [over]...and he mentioned that 
I was not performing well. He informed 
me that I wasn’t getting the job as I wasn’t 
fast enough…he hadn’t even mentioned 
what he was expecting from me. He could 
have informed me about how I was going 
earlier, not after working for like 5 hours... 
I went to him the next day to enquire about 
my payment for the trial, at that point he 
mentioned the breakage that he said I had 
caused. However, I didn’t cause the breakage, 
a girl slipped, and I was rushing to catch 
her...I didn’t receive any payment.”

The casualisation of employment  
in Australia
The Australian Bureau of Statistics has 
found that, during the last three decades, 
casual workers have increased from one 
sixth to one quarter of the Australian 
workforce. In an economy reliant on 
casual workers, postgraduates should not 
wrongly assume that worker exploitation 
is something that only affects newcomers. 

Farah* is an early career researcher and 
social activist. When she undertook her 
PhD, she was a domestic student.

“When I was a postgrad I applied for a job 
making and serving food at this place...

in a mall. They told me I had the job and to 
come in for training. They never paid me for 
the training...I asked what the wage was. 
The manager said $13.50 an hour, which is 
below minimum wage. She also said not to 
discuss pay with my co-workers. So of course 
that’s what I did as soon as I got a chance. 
The other worker said she was being paid 
even less than $13.50. I went to the United 
Voice Union to see what I could do. And then 
they gave me a job as a union organiser.”

The fears of the precariat
The casualisation of the workforce has 
led social commentators to coin the term 
“precariat”, which evokes their concerns 
with the social and cultural impacts of this 
employment trend. A lack of permanent, 
well-paying jobs with fair conditions 
leaves workers feeling precarious, not only 
in a financial sense but a psychological 
one too. Many postgraduates are learning 
that this link between labour precarity 
and psycho-social insecurity is found 
not only in the hospitality sector, but in 
academia as well. 

Dr. Lara McKenzie is an early career 
researcher, examining students’ and 
graduates’ search for stable academic 
employment in Australia. Beginning 
during her PhD candidature, Lara has 
had twelve different job titles over the 
last eight years, for casual, part-time and 
fixed-term positions. Her experience 
exemplifies NTEU data indicating that 
nearly two thirds of all university staff 
are employed insecurely. I asked her why 
being an academic appears to mean doing 
lots of work for free. 

“It doesn’t feel remarkable when it happens 
and everyone around you is doing it. ‘This 
is going to benefit you’ – this is used as a 
justification. I think fear comes into it as 

well. There’s fear that if you speak up, they 
won’t hire you again. I can’t point to any 
one person and say that they would do this, 
but you don’t quite know…As a research 
postgrad I often worked as a research 
assistant – at the end of the project you’ve 
collected all this data but there is no more 
money to pay you. Then [the lead researcher 
says] ‘let’s turn this into a publication’. You 
do this because it will be helpful to you in the 
future...you’re invested in it but that’s when 
your labour is no longer paid.” 

Learning about organising
These case studies illustrate that 
postgraduates’ professional development 
should include learning about workplace 
rights. The exploitation of students in 
casual employment via unfair or illegal 
practices deserves the attention of 
SUPRA’s constituents. 

If you’re worried about your work 
conditions, you should seek advice from 
your union, be it your student association 
or the trade union for your sector. 

All workers have the right to organise 
and to join groups that advocate for 
their interests. The government provides 
avenues for workers with concerns 
or complaints about their casual 
employment. For more information on 
support services including unions, and  
on how to access government channels 
for resolving employment grievances, 
please consult SUPRA’s website or 
contact the SAAO Service. 

*Not their real names. 

Exploitation of Postgraduates  
in Casual Employment

By Vanessa Caparas, SUPRA Student Advice & Advocacy Officer.

The Postgrad Pages
PRESENTED BY

I asked what the wage was. The manager said 
$13.50 an hour, which is below minimum 
wage. She also said not to discuss pay with my 
co-workers. So of course that’s what I did as soon 
as I got a chance. The other worker said she was 
being paid even less than $13.50.

‘This is going to benefit you’ – this is used as a 
justification. I think fear comes into it as well. 
There’s fear that if you speak up, they won’t hire 
you again.
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Rally for Trans Students’ Rights  
at Sydney University

Forty students rallied in support of 
transgender students’ rights at Sydney 
University on Wednesday 17 September. 
A teach-in and speak-out organised 
by ‘Queer Kats’, a group on campus, 
the rally was addressed by Charlotte 
Amelia, convener of NSW/ACT Queer 
Student Network and NSW NUS 
Women’s Officer. Charlotte gave an 
acknowledgement to country and spoke 
of the support she gathered for gender-
neutral bathrooms at the University of 
NSW. Gender-neutral bathrooms are 
important for trans and genderqueer 
students, because they can suffer verbal 
and physical abuse from bigots who 
challenge their gender identity.

Andrew Guy, a young trans man who 
featured on ‘The Project’ also spoke. 
Andrew spoke of how campuses could 
be more trans-rights aware - making 
sure university administration recognise 
the gender of students as they identify, 
and are. He spoke of non-binary specific 
categories being needed on campus - the 
‘x’ that is needed for student and staff 
who don’t exist or identify within the 
male/female binary. Guy also addressed 
the need for marriage equality, and how  
it would help the trans community.  

He noted that 45% of trans people have 
attempted suicide, young or old, and that 
more supportive services are needed.

Indeed a Beyond Blue report1 on LGBTI 
mental health notes a UK study reported 
84% of trans participants having thought 
about ending their lives at some point, 
and up to 50% of trans people have 
actually attempted suicide at least once  
in their lives.

University of Sydney Union (USU) Board 
Member and Queer Portfolio Holder 
Jack Whitney spoke of campaigning 
around gender-neutral bathrooms and  
a forum the USU will hold on supporting 
transgender and queer rights. Students 
Harry Winsome and Marcus Wong 
spoke at the event. Bec Plumbe, a staff 
member helping the Gender and Cultural 
Studies Department, spoke about the 
way the University could change their 
online forms, systems and bureaucracy 
to support transgender students. Sydney 
University student Andy Zepher chaired 
and helped organise the rally.

1. www.beyondblue.org.au/docs/default-
source/default-document-library/bw0258-
lgbti-mental-health-and-suicide-2013-2nd-
edition.pdf

By Rachel Evans, SUPRA Queer Officer and a Socialist Alliance Spokesperson  
for Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender, Intersex, and Queer (LGBTIQ) Rights.
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September 28 is the Global Day of 
Action for Access to Safe and Legal 
Abortion. This year the date saw the 
launch of the Greens’ #end12 campaign 
at a rally in Martin Place. The name 
comes from Division 12 of the NSW 
Crimes Act which criminalises abortion; 
Mehreen Faruqi (Greens MP) has given 
notice to introduce a bill to parliament  
to end the criminalisation of abortion  
in NSW.

A number of postgraduate students were 
at the rally in Sydney and were able to 
hear Mehreen Faruqi, Lee Rhiannon, 
Larissa Waters and the University 
of Sydney’s very own Josephine de 
Costa. Each spoke from a different 
perspective, and the hypocrisy of this 
current criminal code was highlighted 
and the disproportionate effects that 

this criminalisation has on rural and 
regional women. For example, there is 
only one abortion clinic in Albury, NSW, 
and already vulnerable women and their 
doctors are often subject to harassment 
and verbal abuse whilst attempting to 
seek medical care. 

It was extremely interesting to hear from 
a medical student’s perspective about 
the uncertainties around performing 
abortions and potential legal action whilst 
this law was still in place. Hopefully we 
can work together to ensure all women 
have access to safe and legal healthcare. 

For more information regarding this 
campaign, visit <www.facebook.com/
end12.greens>.

Postgraduate Students  
Attend #end12 Rally

By Melanie Stevenson, 1st Year Medical Student.

Photos by Marc Avena

Sydney University postgraduate students at the rally 
(from left to right: Hamish Kelly, Melanie Stevenson, Dhinushika Selvaraj, Sam Merrick)
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24 25Answers available online (really, we mean it)  

Cryptic
By Atrus

Quick
By Atrus

Across

1. This batter scored nothing, returning ball wrong 

(4,4)

5. Heist member steals $100 right from bank usually? 

(6)

10. Giant 26-down suffering homesickness (9)

11. Tossed hot salad (5)

12. Stale, boring writer (6)

13. What Sonny does in the 1960s to release single? 

(8)

15. Mass, to physicists? (4)

16. Suggested referees shift goalposts down? (2,3,5)

19. Restless dance oddly not receiving top score (10)

20. Article about mystery author (4)

23. A card with a “X”, unsealed (8)

25. Backup memory file (6)

27. Swinging unclosed, like a window? (5)

28. Girl reflecting on self ? (9)

29. Pass around control (6)

30. Knights invade without fuss (8)

Down

1. Spooner craved prostitute’s rear; foot? (7)

2. Topless ones get makeover, excepting unknown 

chicks (9)

3. Stalk good guy to the end? (6)

4. One previously classic villain (4)

6. 29-across claiming spades and diamonds deficiency 

(8)

7. Way to make Hyundai logo soil property? (5)

8. Quits hour-overtime contracts again (7)

9. Clamour about hack 1-across reporting (9)

14. Takes beads off rattles (9)

17. Sovereign Da Vinci work is a no-show outside 

vault (9)

18. Roman from European country offending small 

child - unresolved? (8)

19. Brick wall is indeed circular, protecting north face 

(4,3)

21. Where to find Superman and Lizardboy trading 

first blows for reals? (3,4)

22. Half a sphere, as in two quarters missing from 

sphere (6)

24. Relative’s home: north of West Hollywood (2-3)

26. Further primordial soup ingredients (4)

Across

1. Nuclear weapon (4,4)

5. Measurement of acceleration, often applied to 

astronauts (1-5)

10. Common name for the Sivash, a murky 

Ukrainian body of water (6,3)

11. Rowling’s retrieval spell (5)

12. Aircraft engine type, or cartoon US patriot 

Roger (6)

13. Mercy (8)

15. Pay heed (4)

16. Bawl excessively (5,5)

19. Punctured; type of tearable paper (10)

20. Soft rock (4)

23. Recompense (8)

25. Taste of 1-down; rancorous (6)

27. Striped cousin of the giraffe (5)

28. What sets us apart from New Zealanders? 

(6,3)

29. Pirate’s affirmative (3,3)

30. Light-shielding visor, as worn by 20th century 

office-workers (8)

Down

1. Headache prescription (7)

2. Style of poetry with eight feet per line (9)

3. Bought off (6)

4. Japanese seasoning most often associated 

with soup (4)

6. Rent-splitter? (8)

7. Military intelligence operation (5)

8. Anglicised names like Florence, Cairo, or 

Ayers Rock (7)

9. Inflated (9)

14. Beginners’ piano piece often played with 

closed fists (4,5)

17. Girls’ name, and 1997 film about a 

Russian princess (9)

18. Aristocracy (8)

19. One’s character; JRPG series (7)

21. Wholesale slaughter (7)

22. Equals; opposes (6)

24. Marvel’s Daisy Johnson; tremor (5)

26. Guessing game (1,3)

Target
Not Grouse: 30 Grouse: 42 Grouser: 50 Grousest: 64
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Minimum four letter words

If you can’t handle the 
heat, you are at risk of 

heat stroke.
I forgot to mention 

that Uncle Summer’s 
staying for a week!

IN THIS ISSUE:

Total Fire Ban Declared 
in Handbag 

page 17

Syrian Rebels Refuse to 
Listen to Parents 

page 28

Incredible electric boys!

Editorial

Satirist confident they will 
nail shooting comedy

Satirist struggling to nail shooting 
comedy

Satirist utterly misses mark 
with shooting comedy

Note: Ten entries are 1,5-acrosses, and so lack definitions. 

Guest Editorial: 
Don’t Let My Fee 

Fool You, I’m Just a 
Lower-Tier Editor 
at a Big Publication  

in America

Howdy partners, it’s me! The deputy 
editor of some crude analogue to the New 
Yorker or something!

Because Australia is a smaller country than 
the States, there’s a degree of prestige that 
comes just from my being here. See, the 
position that I hold at Big American Press 
Outlet is really comparable to a section 
editor, or even a particularly esteemed 
subeditor, but because you know the name 
of my Big American Press Outlet, folks 
(an Americanism, you’ll note) are willing 
to throw me the reins even though I am, 
in reality, probably less capable than the 
executive editor over here.

It’s the same reason Danni Minogue 
(a fucking GODDESS) hosts X Factor 
alongside shmucks like Seal and James 
Blunt. They are nothing. They are scum 
unfit to even lick her shoes, but there they 
are, and on higher salaries, because they 
have less lazy-accents and come from 
countries colonized a little earlier than 
this one. 

I may well be terrible at my job. I may 
sometimes forget how to spell and pretend 
it’s a question of the diferences between 
dicktionaries. I may well have done 
horrible things commensurate to being 
a vicious, small man of limited notoriety 
and deserve nothing but contempt from 
readers. 

But here I am. Writing an editorial. 
Deciding what you should consume. And 
all because Big American Press Outlet 
founded some literary prize to corner the 
integrity-in-journalism market ages ago 
and never let go.

I will earn more this week than anybody 
ever has before. Enjoy the fruits of that.

Environmentalists around the world have 
celebrated a commitment made by Sigrún 
Magnúsdóttir, Iceland’s Minister for The 
Environment and Natural Resources, to 
extract 100% of the nation’s energy needs 
from toxic masculinity by 2025.

“For too long, we have let boys be boys 
without considering that boys could 
be an infinitely renewable source of 
constructive electric power as well as 
boys,” Magnúsdóttir announced at a press 
conference on Friday.

“We will be opening six dedicated Electric 
Boy Farms in Reykjavík. The facilities are 
clean, and the boys are abundant. They will 
be big and muscly and they will want to 
impress one another.”

Doctor Samantha Hoarley of the CSIRO 
says that it’s the sort of advance only made 
possible by strong investment in research 
and technology. 

“We’ve always known, with its compulsion 
to lift heavy things and make loud noises, 

that toxic masculinity is a massively 
underutilised natural energy source. It 
hits things, and runs far, and now, Iceland 
is harnessing that… harnessing those 
yummy boys.”

While some have attributed the success 
of Iceland’s boy program to the relatively 
small size of the Scandanavian nation, 
Doctor Hoarley insists that the farms have 
applications in nations as large and sparse 
as Australia.

“This is an exportable technology. The 
hope is that, within decades, we might see 
countries around the world harnessing big 
sweaty heaving Boy Farms. For so long 
they ran the world. It’s refreshing to think 
that they might power it.” 

While harvesting energy from toxic 
masculinity has proven tremendously 
successful, scientists have turned their 
attention to its exhaust products, which 
must be stored in massive concrete domes, 
with leakages destroying the long-term 
viability of women in local agriculture.

ICELAND TO 
BECOME FIRST 

NATION POWERED 
EXCLUSIVELY 

BY TOXIC 
MASCULINITY

Leader of the British Labour Party, Jeremy 
Corbyn, has won the hearts and minds of 
many voters this morning by eating the 
entirety of Britain’s nuclear arsenal.

“I didn’t think he was going to do it,” said 
one witness. “He definitely didn’t measure 
out his water as well as he could, but he 
did it anyway. That’s the measure of a 
leader. He has won my vote.”

David Cameron, has dismissed the move 
as showmanship.

“There is a degree of moral cowardice to 
eating all of the bombs,” the Prime Minister 
said in a press release this afternoon. “Now 
there are no bombs left for anybody else to 
eat. And he calls himself a socialist.”

Corbyn said that he made the move to 
clarify his previous statements about the 
state of the British nuclear arsenal.

“I worry that people misunderstood when 
I said that I would never use a nuclear 
weapon while Prime Minister,” Corbyn 
said. “It is because they are too delicious 
to be squandered as a horrid tool of 
apocalyptic destruction.”

Commentators predict that the move may 
signal a tipping point in international 
attitudes towards nuclear weapons. The 
British armory was previously the fourth 
largest nuclear stockpile in the world, 
but is now unranked, because Corbyn ate 
every last one of them.

“The poos hurt,” said Corbyn at press time.

Corbyn Eats 
Every Last British 

Nuclear Weapon
Hulk watchers are very excited.
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Why Doesn’t Queen Elizabeth Just Die?
By  Chince Prarles

Kisses Rescheduled  
as Prescription  

Medication Only - page 31

Marilyn Monroe
Similar allegations made against priests.

[Eds - please place a 
form column about 

that shooting]

If You Can’t Handle Me at My Worst, You 
Don’t Deserve Me When I Get Rocket Legs

ISIS Is Ruining My Child’s Life! 
Metalheads Who Named  

Daughter ‘Death Cult’ Say  
She is Now Subject of Bullying.

Love Crime Still a Crime

Local Man Does Not Cry When 
Cutting Onions, Does Cry at All 

Other Times - page 9

Suspicious Jump in GP Butcher Referrals 

Attorney-General George Brandis issued 
a hasty pess conference this evening to 
address the recent wave of romantic crime 
sweeping Australia. "This government 
believes love crime is deeply criminal, no 
matter how passionate or heartfelt—even if 
committed in a hot air balloon or a clifftop 
on a warm summer's night."

His reminder comes as a punctuation to 
fifty seven instances of 'love crime', all 
of which involved two or more suspects 
'throwing caution to the wind' and taking 

The Islamic State, also referred to as ISIS, 
is known and feared for its violence, its 
despotic ideology, and its calls for radicali-
zation across the globe. But now ISIS’s ef-
fects are being felt right here in Australia, 
and its victim is a little girl’s right to be 
called by her name.

“We thought it was a beautiful name”, 
her father Jason Weathers says with a 
wistful look, “but now that she’s starting 
school, the other kids make fun of her. 
This is who she is. She’s too young to 
understand, but young enough to hurt.” 

Death Cult Weathers is a sweet, blonde 
girl, who finger-paints, and sings her own 
made-up lyrics as her father practises the 
bass guitar for his metal band Gendercide. 
But tomorrow, she’ll have to go back to 
school, where teachers say she’s increas-
ingly withdrawn. 

Erica Francescu teaches kindergarten at 
Death Cult’s school in East Melbourne. 
“It’s a multicultural environment, and 
the kids have names from so many back-
grounds. Sometimes they find it funny, but 
generally they adapt pretty quickly. I guess 
the media are to blame in this case.”

Too Much of the Sanguine in.

6 children named “Turd” this year

Experts and commentators in the 
scientific community say they are baffled 
by statements made by Stephen Hawking 
telepathically earlier this morning. 

The best-selling author and popular 
scientist is said to have literally reached 
into the minds of every eminent physicist, 
and child in the world to declare “I, alone, 
wield the secrets of the universe. I shall be 
its end.”

A far leap from his trademark digital 
voicebox, witnesses described Hawking’s 
delivery as “undulating, as if in perfect 

Hawking: "I, Alone, Wield the Secrets 
of the Universe. I Shall be its End."

A government probe is set to investigate 
whether or not general practitioners in 
New South Wales have been needlessly 
refering patients to butchers for incentives.

“I went in for a routine checkup and was 
told that I had to see a butcher to have 
my carcass broken down into stock bones,” 
said Janet Wells of Cheltenham. “This 
struck me as odd, because a butcher uses 
big heavy knives and is not in a medical 
center and wears a stripy apron.”

Janet will be one of forty patients testifying 
to the inquiry over the next six months. 
But Doctor Brian Owler, president of the 
AMA, rejects the claims.

“The fact is, butchers are equipped to carry 
out a lot of the more routine procedures 
that patients require from their local 

medical centre or clinic. When people 
come in asking to be butterflied, or 
hocked, or to have their marrow extracted, 
you don’t want to sigh, but sometimes it’s 
hard to conceal the frustration.”

The Australian Butcher’s Union has 
likewise dismissed suggestions of any 
illegitimate cooperation between parties.

“The claims are ridiculous. All referrals 
from GPs to butchers are entirely above 
board. There is nothing wrong with a local 
butcher who has a healthy relationship 
with the local GP. It’s all above board and 
it all makes sense.”

“If anything, it demonstrates the growing 
need for many Australians to find a 
butcher they can trust when they need to 
be skinned and disemboweled.”

courses of action deemed 'mad—absolutely 
mad!' by a panel of expert witnesses.

NSW Police will undergo an intense 
training process to deal with this new 
phenomenon, before the nation is all 
a-flutter with dizzy spells and sweaty 
palms. "Too often officers will intervene in 
a love crime only to find themselves active 
participants," said a police captain. "But 
they're human, damnit, and aren't we all?" 
The officer excused himself before he could 
say anything he would regret not saying.

harmony with the rolling power of every 
particle in the cosmos.”

“I was not afraid,” one source said, 
continuing, “it was abnormal, sure, but 
he knows so much. You can hear it in his 
voice. He just knows so much. I felt so 
safe.”

Hawking was sought for comment, but 
had not replied at the time of publicaDo 
not fear. None will suffer. Death is 
mere slowing. Nothing is final. I am the 
bringer of peace.

6 children named “Turd” this year
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Iptilla videat, cri senin Etra pro et atium 
sentio es! Serbi factatum meniciem pulto-
rudem, cononlostam pertelicero hoccipic 
te confirteat vividem hordiente, esidet in 
dem deffrevit L. 

I’m an avid royal watcher. I have been for 
years. Why, I’m so close to the royals that 
you could even say I was one of the royals 
(could say—but you MUSTN’T SAY). I 
know the ropes. I can name all twelve of 
the secret palaces, I can count the spots 
on Pippa’s dress as well as any old friend 
of her majesty, but it has become (heir) 
apparent that Elizabeth simply has to go.

Don’t dismiss this for the dithering of a 
mad man possibly her son, either. I am of 
no diminished capacity. Why, my capaci-
ty is so UNdiminished that I reckon that 
I would make a decent job of plonking 
the old rear-end on the old throneo. (All 
hypothetical, I am not the first in line to 
the throne – nor any other number in line 

to the throne. I am as not in line to the 
throne. I am a lay person).

Bob Dylan sang, many moons ago, about 
how the times they were a-changin’, and 
she still hasn’t gotten the hint. It’s not 
about the inexorable march of social pro-
gress, Your Royal Highness, it’s about 
YOU. And it’s getting pretty bloody tire-
some.

And I know I’m not the only one who 
feels this way. Victoria is feeling bloody 
rubbished about losing her record, and 
I have first hand accounts that everyone 
misses her around the house. 

I don’t want to suggest that anybody DO 

anyTHING DRASTIC, but I am saying 
that it’s high-time she shifted her bejew-
eled derriere and we got on with the suc-
cession at more or less the same pace as we 
have for the last five centuries. 

It’s what the sports fans want, Lizzie. We 
can only watch a static object for so long! 
So be a dear, and vacate the seat, or it will 
be vacated for you.

I think the guards are coming. They can 
smell my treason. My matricide. They are 
coming for ME! The clip clop heels of their 
jackboots smack the cobbles. The cobbles I 
COULD RULE. I WILL RULE!

A long time ago I knew a guy who seemed 
like he really liked me. I don’t want to 
sound proud, but it’s difficult to find 
someone who loves you for you when there 
are so many people willing to pretend. 
During the good times, he was wonderful, 
but every time I needed anything from 
him, he vanished or weakened or insisted 
that I was being too much. This guy just 
didn’t think I was worth his time outside 
of fair weather. 

Things didn’t work out, in the end. You 
shouldn’t spend time with a person who 
is only interested in you when you are 
cleaving the skyline in two with your 
incredible rocket legs. I mean, what’s a girl 
without thruster feet to do? Suddenly, it 
seemed obvious. Get rocket legs.

The naysayers said nay, but now I’m 

standing here (well, not altogether 
standing given I have forfeited my feet 
for thrusters), a better version of myself, 
the professor assures me, than I have ever 
been. With the press of a button, my 
shortcomings vanish and a mix of solid 
and liquid fuel sprays from my thighs 
and ignites, sending me into the air at 
hundreds of kilometres an hour.

If you aren’t interested in who I am when 
I am having a bad day, you’d better believe 
that I’m not interested in you when you 
can’t chase birds with me in the clouds, 
or race airplanes because of your paltry 
meat feet. Some days, I might not want to 
wear make up, and that’s fine, because on 
other days, I am going to circle the world 
in hours with hyper-sonic thrusters where 
my knees should be.

On your dark days, remember that, while 
he might not always love you, you can 
always blast off and fly to any point on the 
surface of the earth within 6 or 7 hours, 
and no boy trouble can bring you down 
– only some sort of surface-to-air missile 
could do that.

I’m not a spiteful person, but I am really 
going to relish zooming overhead as my 
legs generate megatons of thrust and 
people like that old partner of mine just 
have to look to the sky and watch me go.

They just aren’t worth it.



Firing staff doesn’t  
make leaders.

Oppose the USYD restructure. Visit facebook.com /sydney university education action group for more info

PHARMACY  
STAFF ARE  
ALREADY  
LOSING THEIR 
JOBS BECAUSE OF 
MICHAEL SPENCE’S 
RESTRUCTURE. 


