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wholeheartedly thank our Indigenous reporters for the continuing contribution of their labour to our learning.
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THANKS TO

This edition greets you with open arms at the end of another semester. If it is 
your last, we bid you farewell, and if not, we’ll catch you around. Maybe you’re 
working on your last hand-in, or prepping for the exam block ahead. Perhaps 
you’re planning for a trip out of Sydney, hyping yourself for a hectic work schedule 
or putting your feet up without thinking of readers, TurnItIn or unit surveys.

Here, in Week 13, we are graced with a bittersweet realisation: that everything 
must come to a close eventually. This semester, relationships, jobs, opal 
concessions, life. But when you know it’s coming—an imminent inevitability—you 
can either take the reigns or step back and enjoy the show. It’s the bittersweet eve 
of departure, as time beckons you to step away or step up, that can hurt you the 
most or trace a nostalgic smile on your lips.

The next 24 pages will present you with a well-earned break. A breather. A bite-
size chance to ponder and get lost in possibility, failure and new worlds altogether. 
Strong questions, stronger voices and strengthened answers weave their way 
throughout the edition for your intellectual and emotional consumption. Many a 
piece grapples with the ever-relevant topic of race, and its anguiform presence 
in the day-to-day lives of us all: Lara airs out the ALP’s dirty laundry (page nine), 
Elijah and I tackle its effect on the sporting world (page 15), while Swapnik grapples 
with the appearance of the N-word in South Asian hip-hop (page 17). These are 
discussions we must flesh out more together.

May we also present a farewell gift: Better Honi & Gardens. Slipped into this edition, 
is an intimate look into our Vice-Chancellor’s admirable estate and expenditures, 
as well as a sneak peak into the future of main campus. It’s a real treat.

Leaving something in the past is saying yes to new beginnings. For change. For 
a different path. An opportunity to choose your destination and set off, guns 
blazing and full speed ahead. So whether we’ll be seeing you in a month or so’s 
time, or if you’re out of here for good (congratulations!), may this humble bundle 
of stapled paper wish you well on your next adventure. MR

MAILBOX
On review
Dear Honi Soit,

As a member of the USYD Art’s community I 
applaud and encourage arts criticism. I also 
abhor censorship.

However, the review posted on 17/05/2018 
of my production of Brilliant Lies was 
an emotional and unbalanced piece. It is 
unnecessary to comment on natural accents 
and physical attributes of actors. 

I am disappointed that the paper of the 
University with the longest history of theatre 
in this country fails to understand creativity 
and innovation in this medium.

I hope that your readers support Brilliant 
Lies, playing until Saturday next week in the 
Cellar Theatre at 7pm.

Yours sincerely,
Eugene Lynch

SUDS: Brilliant Lies Review, 17/05/2018

To my Editors at Honi Soit,

It has been a pleasure writing for you this 
semester especially with my own Editor, 
Lamya Rahman.

Last year, I wrote a letter to Honi which 
was published in the Semester 2 Week 11 
Edition. In that letter, I shared some of my 
experiences on being queer inspired by 
an article in the previous edition. 

At the time I had only started coming out 
to my friends, and in essence, that letter 
functioned as my coming out. I even used 
it to come out to some of my friends.

This is the last week of this semester. At 
the end of it, I would have spent my first 
full semester as an affirming gay man.

With this, I was inspired to share some 

of my experiences since writing that 
letter especially considering the theme 
for this edition. The theme this week can 
be interpreted in many ways. To me it is 
about change, reflection and letting go. 

I grew up in conservative churches, 
where queer issues were rarely discussed 
if ever. I cannot pinpoint the time I knew 
I was queer but I was lucky. I managed to 
avoid substantial harm from the churches 
I went to. By the time I wrote to Honi, I 
had already left those churches.

One of the churches I went to was a 
Pentecostal church. Pentecostal churches 
tend to appear very modern though most 
are very much conservative in what they 
believe. They also tend to make big claims 
about love. They publicise about how 
important love is and how focused on 
love they are yet they fail to acknowledge 
queer love.

On social media, I saw many things that 
were happening at that church. Straight 
relationships were being celebrated, 

there were bold claims about love, and 
everyone appeared to be happy. There 
was all this positive imagery from a 
church that wouldn’t recognise the love 
I have.

With this, changing the views of 
conservative churches is difficult. I have 
unsuccessfully tried to change the mind 
of one of my friends. I doubt I would get 
far trying to change the mind of an entire 
church. Yet, I have friends who support 
me, those who don’t just make claims of 
being loving but are examples of what 
it is like to care about other people. It is 
thanks to them that I am where I am now.

All the best,
Wilson Huang

A beautiful letter  
and semester

Honiscopes: as told by low-res Jackson’s, circa 2009
It’s that time of year again: Gemini season! The Jackson family are here to tell you who’s loving you ... and who’s not!

Taurus
Jackie says:

La-La Means I Love You, and 
with the May’s curtains drawn, 
you too should open your heart 
to The Love You Save. Can You 

Feel It? Oooooooooh.

Gemini
Tito says: 

If you ain’t in this month, 
you out. Hokey-pokey. ABCs. 
That’s the rules, chief, I don’t 
make them!  Well, go on then! 

Skedaddle!

Cancer
Jermaine says:  

I can’t find my sandwich. Has 
anyone seen it? I left it on this 
bench five minutes ago. It was 
grape jelly and peanut butter. 

Mmmm my favourite.

Leo
LaToya says: 

Your energy is unfocused and 
lacking in funk. The heart don’t 

lie and yours is telling me all 
kinds of truths.

Libra
Michael says:

The real Thriller this month is 
your energy. Take some steps 
to help counter balance dark 
thoughts. Carry a crystal. Or 
as I say, take a Rock with You.

Sagittarius
Debbie Rowe says:  

A fruitful approach is one 
which balances quantity  
with quality. Don’t stop  

till you get enough.

Scorpio
Janet says:

My 1993 smash hit ‘If’ was about 
the if/else statement used in 

multiple programming languages 
including Java and MATLAB. 

Aquarius
Paris says:

I think if you added up all the 
change in my wallet right now 
it would be like $27.64. Gnarly 

haha. You know I’m bad— 
but not at math.

Pisces
Blanket says:

Negativity is like a blanket, an 
all encompassing eclipse from 
which escape is all but futile. 

When is bedtime?

Aries
Rebbie says:

Clownery isn’t so funny when 
you’re in the thick of it, is it?  
While the world turns, you’re 

trapped in the same old patterns. 
This is all on you, don’t try and 

Blame it on the Boogie. 

Capricorn
Prince says: 

I literally cannot believe it! 
Can you? LMAO

Virgo
Marlon says:

It don’t matter if you’re black or 
white ... if you still can’t read the 
signs that they’re wrong for you. 

Take it from me:  
you don’t want them back.

Poetry
Raz Badiyan

I’ve been writing about you for longer than I have liked despite you disappearing out of my life.
The songs that you sent me, as I have noted before, still send my heart into overdrive at the thought of it once being a conversation we had;
That we actually conversed in what feels like a completely different universe;
Because nothing of us remains apart from these songs;
And what I want is for you to be completely removed from me and what I now know,
But how can I? 
You formed my foundations and adorned the non-existent walls then decided it was the perfect time to leave.
I made a playlist with these songs and instead of calling it “Songs to not listen to”, I named it “Thinking of you”;
I was never one to lie about how I feel and this made no exception.
I miss you even though I don’t want to and maybe this is all in my head;
And if it is, no one can tell me these feelings aren’t real because really, which ones even are? 
My questions are better left unanswered because to be honest, this closure will never come around and is wanted more than needed.
I wish I could tell you all this without knowing you are too distant and long gone for me to even try.
Believe me when I say that your features have become blurred in my effort to forget you and all I remember is how you made me feel.
Maybe that’s all I’ll get because it’s actually what I asked for,
And that I should stop waiting for miracles to happen.
That ship left the wharf long ago with the silent promise of return and I have held that close to me for too long.
So whether you are lost at sea or gone forever, I’ve accepted that we were never meant to end up together.
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The Business school needs to check itself 
Jacinta Keast thinks the Business school needs a subject to critique its discipline. 

Undergraduate degrees at the 
University of Sydney Business School 
currently lack a compulsory subject 
that interrogates the role of commerce 
in society, rigorously grounded in 
economic history, economic theory and 
the philosophy of commerce.

Previously, the compulsory course 
BUSS1002: The Business Environment, 
made some headway into this, focusing 
on how society affects the firm and 
drawing on literature mainly from 
commerce scholars. Under the new 
degree restructuring however, this has 
been axed.

Arts students are acquainted with 
critiquing their subject disciplines, 
from questioning historiography to 
scrutinising accepted political theory. 
These skills, and more importantly, the 
analysis itself, remains vital for Business 
students.

Learning about the philosophy of 
commerce ensures the practice of 
commerce isn’t solely a technical one, but 
is underpinned by solid reasoning about 
why we practice finance, marketing and 
management in society. For first-year 
students, philosophy would also clarify 
(or not) that they have made the right 
decision in studying a commerce degree. 
It also helps students with learning how 
to make strong arguments, avoid errors 
in reasoning, and develop (their own) 
solid foundations of ethical principles.

As future leaders in 
the private sector, it 
is key that students 

gain a thorough 
understanding of 
economic history 

so that past 
mistakes are not 

made again

Truly interrogating opposing 
viewpoints does not just benefit 
critical thinking in the classroom; 
it also means there is less risk of 
siloing knowledge on campus, 
where students from different 
faculties fail to understand each 
other’s perspectives. In the 
workforce, it allows the empathy 
and logic needed to consider 
the viewpoints of different 
stakeholders.

It is equally important that 
students learn and critique 
competing views of how the 
economy functions. While 
it’s true that Business school 
students are allowed to take 
interdisciplinary electives from, 
for example, political economy, 
the fact that many Business 
school students take a CPA track 
means that there is usually little 
space in their degree structure 
for electives. Additionally, many 
Arts units that are available focus 

on a left-wing critique of business in 
the economy, rather than considering 
both left and right arguments. Making 
the unit compulsory, rather than an 
elective, also ensures that it is not just 
those who opt-in who benefit from 
critically thinking about their discipline. 

Unlike the political economy major 
which focuses on left economic thought, 
students should be given access to an 
array of competing arguments from the 
left, centre and right in economics, and 
through evaluation, come to their own 
conclusions. Asking questions about 
economics is relevant to all majors in 
the business school. Does business 
always occupy a positive space in social 
innovation and philanthropy? Does 
neoliberalism work? Who benefits 
and who loses from our decisions as 
managers? 

As future leaders in the private sector, 
it is key that students gain a thorough 
understanding of economic history so 
that past mistakes are not made again. 
It would be beneficial for a course to 
devote time on learning in detail about 
what kind of fiscal and monetary policy 
mistakes caused the Great Depression, 
the kinds of predatory loan practices 
and cognitive dissonance that caused 
the Global Financial Crisis and the 

speculation and asset 

bubbles that caused the Asian Financial 
Crisis. Similarly, it would be helpful to 
look at how poor economic decisions 
in one country (America in the Great 
Depression) can cause political 
instability in another (the rise of the 
right-wing in Japan in the 1930s pushing 
Japan into the Second World War).

Learning about 
the philosophy of 

commerce ensures  
the practice of 

commerce isn’t solely 
a technical one

Lastly, this suggestion strongly 
aligns with the Business School’s 
stated commitments and curriculum. 
In 2016, the Business School signed 
the United Nations Global Compact-
backed Principles for Responsible 
Management Education which hopes 
to “systematically transform business 
and management education beyond 
the paradigm of shareholder value 
maximisation, towards responsible 
management education, research and 
thought leadership”.

The School’s strategic plan for 
2016-2020 states that it will be a 
“business school that questions the 
role, responsibilities and purpose of 
business and of business schools”. Its 
“business not as usual” approach will 
be one of “thoughtfully questioning the 
things taken for granted…to generate 
better economic and social outcomes”. 
Furthermore, Graduate Outcome 8 for 
the School’s Bachelor of Commerce 
degree states that graduates should 
have “an integrated professional, ethical 
and personal identity” where they are 
“able to evaluate issues relating to 
business ethics, sustainability and social 
responsibility in addressing business 
challenges”. Introducing a new subject 
of this nature would be the best way to 
practically implement these outcomes.

Business school students need a 
compulsory subject to analyse their 
discipline. Critically analysing a 
decision to accept certain principles 
and deny others allows students to 
feel more resolute in what they choose 
as a career, how they deal with tricky 
ethical situations and make them more 
empathetic people. We need more of 
that in the business world.

A r t w o r k  b y  A .  M o n

Jacob Masina locked out of USU Executive
Alison Xiao and Janek Drevikovsky report

Liliana Tai is likely to be the next 
President of the USU, securing the 
necessary six votes of Adam Torres, 
Claudia Gulbransen-Diaz, Maya 
Eswaran, Connor Wherrett and Decheng 
Sun. Jacob Masina, the other presidential 
hopeful, is unlikely to contest the ballot 
in the June 7 election. 

Tai’s confirmed ticket for the USU 
2018-2019 executive is as follows: Liliana 
Tai as President, Adam Torres as Vice-
President, Claudia Gulbransen-Diaz as 
Honorary Treasurer and Zhixian Wang 
as Honorary Secretary. Projected USU 
President Tai confirmed with Wang that 
she would take the secretary position on 
a phone call late on Sunday night. 

However, a senior Board director 
told Honi that Masina believes he will 
be offered the Honorary Secretary 
position. According to the source, Wang 
confirmed to Masina that she will reject 
any secretary offer from Tai  because of 
“trust issues” between the pair and the 
way “[Tai] handled Zhixian over the past 

few weeks”. The source went on to claim 
that Tai had originally offered the role 
to Masina. If Zhixian doesn’t take the 
secretary role, then the position will be 
vacant, which, according to the source, 
means it will have to go to Masina—
unless Tai breaks an implicit agreement 
not to have a first year on executive.

Last week, Honi reported that 
Decheng Sun was the swing vote and 
remained in negotiations with both Tai 
and Masina. 

The senior Board Director told 
Honi that Masina’s ally and fellow 
director Hengjie Sun had bungled the 
negotiations by pushing Decheng so 
far that he confirmed his allegiance to 
Tai. According to two sources, Hengjie 
allegedly suggested that Decheng would 
be an “outcast” if he refused to vote with 
the Chinese international student bloc 
(himself, Zhixian Wang and Zimeng Ye) 
for Masina. Under Masina’s exec ticket, 
Hengjie would have been his Vice-
President.

Decheng refutes this version of 
events, and told Honi that “Hengjie did 
not put excessive pressure on me. He 
tried to persuade me but everything is 
within reasonableness.”

Decheng added that there was no bad 
blood between him and Hengjie. “He 
keeps very good relationships with me 
personally,” he said. “It does not make 
sense if he used offensive words in the 
negotiations. Of course the reaction of 
Chinese community is a factor, but it is 
trivial.”

Masina himself washed his hands 
of the situation, and said “I had no 
knowledge [of Hengjie’s actions] and 
that it was “frustrating not to have 
[the negotiations] under my control”. 
However, another source told Honi 
that a major reason for Decheng’s 
confirmed allegiance to Tai was Masina’s 
misrepresentation of Gulbransen-Diaz’s 
support for his presidency bid. 

When the misinformation was 
discovered, this may have also 

contributed to the breakdown in 
negotiations. 

Tai confirmed to Honi that Decheng 
will vote for her camp. Decheng stayed 
mum and would not confirm his 
position either way: “I will vote for the 
presidential candidate and the executive 
team who are best suited for the job, 
based on their capability.”  

That said, he suggested a Masina 
presidency would have been at odds 
with his political views: 

“As you know I claimed myself 
generally left-wing in the interview. It 
does not make sense ... I’d support Jacob 
in the first instance.”

As it stands, the presidency is most 
likely to be uncontested in the June 7 
ballot; however, if Masina does wish 
to nominate, the Senate-appointed 
director’s vote may come into play, 
potentially forcing a tie and subsequent 
hat-draw.

Deep Tea 
Diving

The kids are 
   after our jobs

Two tickets have entered the ring 
ahead of this year’s Honi Soit elections. 
In April, this little mermaid gave the 
low-down on a grouping led by Pranay 
Jha, Joe Verity and Jamie Weiss. That 
ticket is still in play, however Weiss is 
no longer involved. In his place, Jessica 
Syed and Alan Zheng have now come 
on board as ticket members, rounding 
the confirmed pool to four, while 
Deepa Alam, Liam Thorne, Tanushri-
Rada Saha, and Annie Zhang are all 
but confirmed. All eight are current 
Honi reporters; Saha was editor-in-
chief of this year’s ACAR Honi, with Jha 
and Zhang serving as editors. Syed is 
2018 SRC Wom*n’s Officer and, in that 
role, was editor-in-chief of this year’s 
Wom*n’s Honi. Zheng and Alam both 
ran with Mint last year, before that 
ticket informally ‘withdrew’ from the 
race, though it formally remained on 
the ballot. 

Whether or not we can expect 
such hijinks this year, it’s clear the 
Verity-Jha ticket is a real political 
hotbed. Zheng is a member of Labor 
right faction Centre Unity, and Syed, 
Thorne and Jha are all members of 
left-wing faction Grassroots. This 

means that if elected, the four would 
need to decide whether to leave their 
factions, ‘conflict off’ stupol coverage, 
or report on politics anyway and risk 
the perception of bias, which Mint 
proposed they would. 

And now, from the latecomers’ 
corner, emerges a ticket led by Sam 
Chu and Erin Jordan. The other two 
confirmed members are Rhea Cai and 
Katherine O’Chee. All four are Honi 
reporters. Cai is 2018 Hermes editor 
and also briefly served as SULS’ 2018 
publications manager before dropping 
law and accidently disqualifying 
herself from the position. Earlier this 
year, Cai was commissioned by this 
editorial team to assist with design, 
but she has no ongoing art direction 
role.

In the first spat between the two 
tickets, Chu and Jordan made an 
unsuccessful play for Alan Zheng 
before he crossed over into the other 
camp. Allegedly, Chu and Zheng held 
talks, in which Zheng suggested that 
the two tickets should merge. Chu 
rejected the suggestion, and Zheng 
is said to have taken his idea straight 
to Jha. It looks like nothing’s come of 
it for now, and Zheng has ended up 
working with the Jha-Verity grouping. 
That said, he says he’s still “keen” on a 
merger. 

Swan Song

Vanessa Song has missed at least 
three USU Board meetings by our 
count: November 2017, February 
2018 and May 2018. Because of 
this absenteeism, the Board has 
“taken disciplinary action with her”, 
according to President Courtney 
Thompson. Under section 3.2.3 of the 
USU regulations, disciplinary action is 
defined as including “a formal warning, 
suspension of remuneration and/or 
privileges or censure”. When pressed, 
Thompson refused to provide further 
details of the action against Song. 

“We’ve spoken to Vanessa on 
a number of occasions about her 
attendance,” said Thompson. “At each 
point, she assured us that she wanted 
to remain a Board Director and would 
make a more concerted effort to 
improve.”

At the latest Board meeting, 
Song sent in her apologies after the 
meeting had started. Her apologies 
were not accepted by the Board, with 
11 votes against and 0 votes for. When 
approached by Honi, Song did not 
wish to provide comment regarding 
her absences. Honi understands her 
lack of attendance has been due to 
family and health reasons, while the 
excuse she reportedly offered for 
her May absence was a delay while 
travelling back from out of town. 

Section 1.6.2 of the regulations 
states that a Board director who “fails 
to attend two consecutive meetings 
without an apology or valid excuse” 
may be in danger of being replaced. 
Though Song missed the consecutive 
meetings of November and February, 
her final official Board meeting will 
be this Thursday’s Executive Election. 
USU Board directors are remunerated 
for their role, receiving a stipend 
of $4,416 per year. Song is also the 

Wom*n’s Portfolio Director, and it is 
unclear the number of meetings she 
has missed separate to the monthly 
Board meetings.

Looking for Yuxuan

Over in SRC land, one of the stars 
of the office-bearing galaxy has gone 
missing. Co-General Secretary Yuxuan 
Yang hasn’t appeared at any executive 
or council meetings for two months 
now. In early April, Yang told a number 
of SRC insiders—including Honi—that 
he was going home to China for a “few 
weeks”. That’s basically the last that’s 
been heard, so the story goes. 

The SRC General Secretary is 
responsible for coordinating different 
staff and student wings of the SRC, 
controlling access to its resources, and 
preparing the SRC’s annual budget. 
This year, the role is split between 
Yuxuan Yang, a member of Chinese 
international student grouping Panda, 
and Nina Dillon-Britton, a big player 
in Groots. Though the exact figure 
for 2018 hasn’t been released, it’s 
known that the role is generously 
remunerated, and Yang will take 
home at least $13,000 plus super over 
the year.  Worryingly, the General 
Secretaries are required to jointly sign 
certain contracts on the SRC’s behalf—
which might be a problem if Yang is 
9000 km away.

There are no built-in regulations 
within the SRC for an office bearer to 
be censured or lose their role if they 
don’t come to a certain number of 
meetings, and there is no precedent 
in recent memory of someone in a 
paid position who has been out of 
the country; in 2016, Daniel Ergas left 
midway through his term as co-Vice 
President to be a staffer for Bernie 
Sanders, however the vice-presidency 
role is not paid. 
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Foley’s ‘white flight’ not new for the ALP
It is necessary to acknowledge that the Australian state 
apparatus is an illegitimate colonial project. All political 
parties that operate on the terrain of the state contribute 
to this project. This always was and always be Aboriginal 
land.

Last month, New South Wales Labor opposition 
leader Luke Foley told The Daily Telegraph that 
Sydney’s western suburbs were experiencing “white 
flight”, due to the increasingly multicultural makeup 
of the area. Members of the ALP on all levels, from 
lofty Federal MPs to lowly student politicians, publicly 
criticised Foley’s comment, labelling it as divisive and 
antithetical to Labor values. But Foley’s words were not 
antithetical to Labor values. The difference between 
Foley’s comment and Labor’s official rhetoric is in the 
delivery–Foley’s delivery was vulgar, rather than soft.

As a settler colony, the modern state of Australia 
was founded on racism, promoting itself as a new 
white utopia. It offered its citizens endless opportunity 
by perpetuating the myth of terra nullius. In the 1890s, 
white settlers born in Australia became the majority 
of the population: political parties formed, and a 
formalised labour movement was born.

Foley’s words were not 
antithetical to Labor values. 

The difference ...  
is in the delivery. 

In 1900, The Toscin, newspaper of a radical labour 
movement, declared that non-white immigrants were 
a plague that  “eats into and destroys the body politic”. 

The White Australia policy, largely designed and 
promoted by Labor, both legitimised and naturalised 
white settler-colonialism, through projecting the 
title of ‘intruder’ onto outsiders, whilst white settlers 
dispossessed Indigenous people.

Lara Sonnenschein investigates the racist history of the Labor Party.

 Australia’s immigration policy was even severe for 
the most vulnerable–refugees fleeing persecution. 
During the Holocaust era the Australian government 
introduced a quota system and various other measures 
to limit the migration of Jewish refugees and survivors. 
Jews, who constituted only a tiny minority before 
1933, continued to constitute less than 0.5% of the 
population.  Bipartisan support gave the racist policy a 
veneer of credibility.

Racism was also an internal issue within the union 
movement. Driven by the ALP, unions pitted workers 
against each other, to create a perverse, unhelpful 
division: white labour vs. non-white labour. The unions 
argued that non-white workers pushed down wages 
and conditions. Aboriginal workers were banned from 
being members of their relevant unions, and Asian and 
Melanesian workers prevented from unionising.

Whilst there has been some form of progress over 
time, mostly via the provision of rights, racism remains 
a key feature of the ALP today.

Kevin Rudd’s apology to the Stolen Generations is 
perhaps one of the landmark political moments of our 
generation. Rudd and Jenny Macklin, the Indigenous 
Affairs Minister in the the former’s government, were 
key architects of the Northern Territory Intervention, 
which led to a threefold increase in the forced 
removal of Indigenous children. By 2013, the amount 
of Indigenous children in ‘out of home care’ had risen 
from 265 to 623. Moreover, parliamentary Labor voted 
to accept Howard’s Northern Territory Response Act in 
2007, which effectively classed Indigenous Australians 
as second-class citizens, subjecting them to income 
management policies, increased surveillance, and 
invasive policing, which had not been seen since the 
Protection era.

 The ALP was elected in 2007, on a platform of 
repealing the Howard government’s cruel refugee 
policies. By 2012, they had reopened the camps. Today 
Labor remains steadfastly committed to stopping those 

detained on Manus Island and Nauru from reaching 
Australian shores. Who could be surprised? This was 
the party that introduced mandatory detention in the 
first place.

Whilst the labour movement 
has abandoned white 

settler nativism for a more 
multicultural nationalism,  

the union movement  
remains racist.

Even those in the ‘left’ of the Party, who ideologically 
oppose current policy, support Labor regardless. On 
the ABC’s Q&A, Ged Kearney refused to say whether 
detainees should be brought to Australia. A day 
before,the Industrial Left at the Victorian State Labor 
Conference voted with the Right to avoid discussing 
refugee policy.

Whilst the labour movement has abandoned white 
settler nativism for a more multicultural nationalism, 
the union movement remains protectionist in its aims 
and racist in its outlook. Rhetoric like ‘Aussie jobs for 
Aussie workers’ continues the historical pattern of 
pitting local and foreign workers against one another.

 Comments like Foley’s and advertisements like 
Labor’s controversial ‘Australians First’ ad, which only 
featured white Australians, are rebuked by those in and 
peripheral to the ALP because they crudely expose the 
underpinnings of the Labor Party.

Those who genuinely seek to make meaningful 
change would be better off leaving the ALP and 
working outside the confines of electoral politics–
building communities, rather than building the Party. 
Ultimately, the only thing that changes from within the 
Labor Party is oneself.

To transfer or not to transfer?
Iris Zeng ponders the ultimate question of (undergrad) life.

What is to be done about Adani?
Prudence Wilkins-Wheat explores how we can beat activist burnout.

Though climate change is now common knowledge, 
inaction is still widespread. Weeks of chilly weather 
are enough to arrest the sense of urgency surrounding 
global warming. Yet the rate of CO2 increase is now 
reaching critical points. We expel 6.3 billion tonnes per 
year, increasing by 0.3 per cent annually. If this trend 
persists, we will exceed the carbon budget’s 2 degree 
limit the threshold the Intergovernmental Panel on 
Climate Change put in place to keep the earth at its 
currently feverous, but not yet catastrophic, level of 
warmth.

For most of us, these statistics are meaningless 
jibber-jabber. If world temperatures rise, big deal! But 
the consequences will be dire: icecaps will melt and sea 
levels will rise, slowly drowning smaller islands; at the 
same time, hurricanes and droughts will intensify. Or 
take a local example: already, temperature increases 
have been responsible for the bleaching of 60 percent 
of our Great Barrier Reef. The ocean absorbs a lot of 
the world’s carbon so when more CO2 is produced, sea 
temperatures rise, bleaching the coral. These processes 
are the Earth’s natural recalibration to climate stress;  
but it’s we humans who have placed that stress on our 
environment.

There no better example of this than mega mining 
projects like Adani’s Carmichael Coal Mine. Indian 
mining magnate Gautam Adani purchased a Queensland 
deposit of untapped thermal coal in the Galilee Basin. 
He intends to build the Carmichael mine, which would 
double Australian carbon exports by producing 60 

million tonnes of coal per year. This will clear the 
way for nine more mega-mines, quickly blowing the 
temperature parameters needed to maintain climate 
stability. Bye-bye ice caps, bye-bye islands, bye-bye 
Reef.

Usually, Queensland’s high unemployment rates 
and the need  for a ‘booming industry’ to resuscitate 
Townsville are used to justify the mine. These are  
legitimate needs, which Adani aims to address, 
according to Queensland minister Annastacia 
Palaszczuk, by creating “10,000 jobs”.

Do not fall into the category  
of social justice nihilism.

This promise is problematic. Former Reserve Bank 
economist Jerome Fahrer stated, under oath, that 
Adani will only create 1,464 “direct and indirect” jobs, 
partly due to the modernisation of mining which 
favours technology to people. The Great Barrier Reef 
provides 70,000 jobs. Adani, or any project that harms 
the Reef, will ironically raise unemployment.

Though state governments market Adani as locally 
beneficial, the Queensland farming industry will also 
suffer. Parliament has allowed the mine 60 years of 
free access to the Great Artesian Basin’s groundwater, 
which will likely consume 270 billion litres, permanently 
reducing the water table by 20cm. For local farmers 
trapped in drought, this is a death knell.

Beyond the environmental, Adani Enterprises also 
has a string of allegations against its name: there 
are accusations of  bribery, shell company dealings, 
tax haven abuse, fraud and  money laundering. The 
company has also had troubles with the Indian 
environmental regulator, the National Green Tribunal. 
Guatam’s brother, Vinod Adani, is currently under 
investigation for allegations of “siphoning off foreign 
exchange”. Yet the Commonwealth Investment Board 
is now considering a one billion dollar loan of federal 
funds to this company of corruption.

What can you do? It’s hard to know how you could 
affect the billion-dollar efforts of governments and 
multinational corporations.

Firstly, support the anti-Adani presence on campus. 
We are all guilty of avoiding their clipboards, but they 
put grassroots pressure on the government. The more 
people fight, the more people notice; and this, in turn, 
pressures politicians into addressing our concerns. 
There is a current bi-partisan agreement pushing 
forward the project. Anna Krien, author of The Long 
Goodbye: Coal, Coral and the Australian Deadlock, 
names political donations and private investments as 
the controlling factor in this parliamentary settlement, 
so protesting is needed to cut through their bullshit. 
Do not fall into the category of social justice nihilism. 
Grassroots campaigning led to the listing of the Reef as 
a World Heritage site! Interact in #StopAdani Facebook 
conversations. Pressure local representatives. Support 
USy demonstrations. Basically: make a noise. 

Where is your degree taking you?
University is meant to be where you find a purpose 

in life, but if things don’t work out, you’re told to take 
comfort in the option of ‘transferring courses’. But 
what if transferring just gives the indecisive a reason to 
aimlessly flounder for longer?

Feeling uncertain about your degree is natural. 
According to Universities Australia’s Higher Education 
and Research Figures, one out of five students does 
not complete the course they originally enrolled in, 
either transferring to another course or dropping out. 
While there is a high retention rate—according to the 
Department of Education, 80 per cent of students 
complete uni—one third of students still takes longer 
than six years to complete one degree.

Transferring is costly. 
Spending more time at USyd 
brings more money into the 

university’s coffers.
 
Students are fickle creatures. The Longitudinal 

Survey on Australian Youths conducted by the 
Australian Council for Educational Research found 
that the most susceptible to course change are full-
time students who commenced tertiary education 
immediately after Year 12. It may be a failure to cope 
with the transition to tertiary  education, where  high 
expectations for uni are often crushed, and workloads 
turn out to be unmanageably high. And there is data to 
back this up: the QILT 2017 Student Experience survey, 
21.6 per cent of university undergraduate students 
were dissatisfied with the coursework overall.

Of course, many students transfer into a course 
which they initially wanted but did not get the marks for 
earlier. But there will always be those who’ll continually 
transfer because they believe that the course matching 
their interests is just one degree-change away.

USyd recognizes this fluidity and encourages 
students to “make the most out of [transfer] 
opportunities” and “shift careers with changing 
interests”.

Transferring is costly. Spending more time at USyd 
brings more money into the university’s coffers. What’s 
more, fees increase annually, meaning that students 
may pay exponentially more the longer they are at 
uni. The stigma of staying longer at uni and the stress 
of not finding a desirable also weighs heavily on the 
indecisive.

Students are persuaded to transfer by the appeal 
of better career prospects. Rather than being stuck 
in a meaningless job, they believe it is better to find 
a purposeful degree at uni. However, finding that 
purpose could take forever, and a large number of 
students don’t end up applying their degree in the 
career they end up in. 

In fact, according to a 2017 DET survey, 41.1 per cent 
of undergraduates in all study areas said the skills and 
knowledge they received at university, was unrelated 
to the full-time job they were employed in.

Frequently, we hear about success stories, where 
students claim transferring courses was the best 
decision they have ever made. 

For instance, one student who began with a Bachelor 
of Psychology at UOW in 2014, then transferred into a 
Bachelor of Nutrition and Dietetics, and later settled 
with a Bachelor of Arts, told Honi:

“I liked the coursework [in my first degree] up to an 
extent, before it got too scientific. My current degree 
is much better, and more meaningful.”

The failure stories are swept under the rug. In 
hindsight, many students reflect  that their first choice 
was actually better. It’s not surprising that we are 
directionless. Having too many course options—98 
undergraduate courses in total as from 2019—can 
dazzle us and make us lose sight of our genuine 
capabilities, if we are not properly informed on what 
each course entails. 

Take one of the ex-students Honi spoke to, for 
instance. This student transferred into three different 
courses across eight years, including a Bachelor of 
Arts/Bachelor of Commerce, a Bachelor of Psychology 
and a Bachelor of Science (Honours). When they finally 
graduated in 2015, they wound up with an admin job.

“I have all this extra knowledge from the courses I 
took, which I guess could be useful. You never know. But 
if I had known earlier about what I wanted, I wouldn’t 
have spent all those years at uni. My other friends all 
graduated, found jobs, while I was still finishing my 
Bachelor degree with Honours.”

“Working as an admin was not what I had in mind 
once I graduated. It’s unrelated and I’m not directly 
using the skills from the courses I had taken. But, it’s 
good pay, and I guess when the right job comes, I’ll take 
it.”

Another student who transferred from Bachelor of 
Education (Primary) into Bachelor of Arts (Media and 
Communications) said, “Now that I’m doing the Media 
Degree, I actually think I prefer Education. I might just 
transfer back into Education next year.”

“My other friends all 
graduated, found jobs,  

while I was still finishing  
my Bachelor degree  

with Honours.”

The whole concept of transfer as a privilege may 
be flawed. It gives students short-term comfort that 
there are pathways to get into a desirable course and 
subsequent career, but it can be a burden for the 
indecisive. It seduces them with a false illusion of time 
to find a purpose in life, and an excuse to easily give up. 
Perhaps instead, students should develop resilience 
and learn to stick something out to the bitter end.

Separating the man from the movement
In a social sphere dominated by ‘personality politics’, 
is the emergence of a ‘Rockstar Psychologist’ truly 
surprising? With over 57 million views on YouTube and 
a New York Times best seller, Jordan Peterson is a star 
ascending. But is it possible to separate Peterson and 
his work from the following he is accruing?

Peterson quickly became a polarising figure. Social 
commentator first, academic second.

Why, or how, has a clinical psychologist and 
university lecturer from Canada attracted a worldwide 
cult following? Much of Peterson’s notoriety does not 
come from academia, but from his sporadic forays 
into politics. This was epitomised by his public disdain 
for Canada’s Bill C-16, which added an amendment 
to protect against gender identity discrimination. 
Peterson claimed that the bill “dictated speech” by 
enforcing specific gender pronouns. He also increased 
his political presence when he commented on political 
issues, from wage gaps to patriarchy, in an interview 
on Channel 4.

The message of Peterson’s advice in his latest work, 
12 Rules for Life: An Antidote to Chaos, is simple: take 
personal responsibility and set goals to overcome life’s 
inherent suffering, or as Peterson summates, “clean 
your room”.

No child willingly complies when a parent mandates 
that they clean their room. Yet the same defiant 
children appear enthusiastic to take up Peterson’s call.

The vast majority of this audience is generally not 

Ben Hines defends controversial philosopher Jordan Peterson.

enticed by his academic work.  Instead, the audience 
comes from Peterson’s public spats with authority. They 
listen for the man, not necessarily his message. That’s 
not to say all Peterson fans follow his rhetoric blindly, 
nor that his advice is inherently flawed. Examples such 
as Rule 8, “Tell the truth – or, at least, don’t lie” raises 
little objection. But Peterson has a blind legion of fans 
who would instinctively accept any idea at face value, 
and that’s dangerous.

Perhaps Peterson’s strongest stance is his disgust 
for ‘identity politics’. He claims if “the left…play that 
game” the only logical response is retaliatory and 
possibly more extreme variants. The danger lies with 
acceptance of this in isolation and totality, considering 
Peterson’s words as instructions rather than a critique.

Similarly, his repeated attacks on “Post-Modern, Neo-
Marxist” academia are lost on those with no knowledge 
of the academia, fostering strawmen arguments not of 
Peterson’s creation, but new bogeymen in the mind of 
the reader. Failing to critique ideas and implications 
has dangerous consequences, especially for those on 
a pedestal.

However, it’s foolish to completely ignore a speaker’s 
credentials. Even if Peterson’s well-read nature doesn’t 
validate his political commentary, abject dismissal of 
12 Rules as the ramblings of an “angry white man”, as 
Michael Dyson recently claimed, would be naïve, and 
admonishes any value in his work.

Other critics malign Peterson’s diametric separation 

of femininity to reflect “chaos” as opposed to a 
masculine “order”. Seen as reinforcing patriarchal 
stereotypes, these critiques neglect Daoist readings of 
his argument. Peterson’s “competence hierarchies” are 
regressive reinforcements of current hegemony. But 
is this critical analysis, or conflation with the public 
persona of Peterson, however accurate or inaccurate?

There are two sides to the coin of Peterson. A large 
part of his audience is attracted 
due to his persona, not his 
ideas, while his critics are 
also drawn to dismiss his 
character rather than his 
arguments. After all, it’s 
easier to ‘win’ when 
your opponent 
is summarily 
deemed absurd.

Arguments 
should be 
analysed in 
isolation from 
perceptions of 
the messenger. 
We mustn’t 
allow jesters to 
deceive, but we 
shouldn’t dismiss 
their truths. A r t w o r k  b y 

M i l l i e  R o b e r t s
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Four Twenty-Two: Privatise It?  
The ill-fated Jack’s burger shop on Missenden road 
had one of those feature walls typical of the the great 
hipster burger revival of 2015. A big, cartoony homage 
to canonical local ‘institutions’ complete with bubble 
text. But amid tributes to “college”, “RPA”, and “USyd”, 
two clipart interpretations of the 423 bus was perhaps 
the most authentic touch. The denizens of the inner 
west—or Sydney Metropolitan Bus Service Contract 
region six—do tend to cherish their public transport. 

Over the past few years, however, region six has 
done little to justify such appreciation. Like the eatery 
housing the wall, the 423, along with so many other bus 
routes in the Inner West, has fallen victim to corner-
cutting and greed, much of it self-imposed. 

Back in October 2015, 45 Inner West routes were 
altered, a decision that saw over 2,000 consumers 
cop an increase in their total fare. Last November, the 
Roads and Maritime Service proposed cutting stops 
and routes in the region. And on May 6 this year, nine 
Inner West routes were changed, including the 423’s 
close relative, the 422.

The NSW government said the changes, which 
included withdrawing the 462 and 463 routes, would 
offer “greater travel options”. But whether the change 
to the 422 achieves that depends on where you want 
to go. Whereas before, the route serviced the hallowed 
stretch between the Marlborough and the Lansdowne 
Hotels, now it turns left down Missenden Road towards 
RPA. After moving onto Parramatta Road, the route 
continues to Central, where it terminates well short of 
Martin Place, its prior endpoint. 

While a small minority benefit from extra coverage of 
Missenden and the Forest Lodge section of Parramatta 
Road, far greater demand exists for City Road. 
Independent Inner West Councillor Pauline Lockie has 
written to NSW transport minister Andrew Constance, 
started a petition, and moved a Council motion in an 
effort to reverse the changes. USyd students have 
similarly articulated disappointment with a route 
that takes longer to approach the university, drops 
students further away from the campus’ busiest spots, 
and increases walking time. Students who live south 
of Sydenham have been particularly affected by the 
withdrawal of their only direct route to City Road, 
while fewer total services mean longer wait times for 
those hoping to alight on King Street. 

Normally when governments make changes like 
this they do their best to frame them as good for 
commuters. But this move was notable for its lack of 
spin—“greater travel options” was all the PR machine 
could manage. But even when the supposed benefits 
are small it pays not to take institutions at their word. 
And given that the private 
firm ‘Transit Systems’ 

Liam Donohoe on the recent change of the 422 bus route and what it means for commuters. A r t w o r k  b y  T h e o  D e l a n e y 

will assume control of bus region six next month, the 
NSW government’s word seems especially worthy of 
interrogation. 

For the uninitiated, Sydney’s bus network is divided 
into 15 regions. The government awards multi-year 
contracts to companies, who then provide and manage 
bus operations within each of them. Currently, 11 
regions are managed by private operators, while the 
state-owned State Transit Authority (STA) operates 
four, including the Inner West region. But in May 2017, 
the NSW government announced that they would 
not renew STA’s contract in region six, increasing the 
amount of private contracts to 12. 

The announcement was not well received. Bus 
drivers, especially those from the affected Leichhardt, 
Burwood, Tempe, and Kingsgrove depots, struck 
shortly after, and a few months later they refused to 
take fares for a day. Commuters also expressed their 
disapproval, with tens of thousands signing petitions 
amid a proliferation of grassroots campaigns.

This is not surprising. As former Premier Bob Carr 
noted in a 2014 Saturday Paper article, attempts to 
privatise “are never popular”, adding that it needs 
to be carried out “quickly”. As Mike Sercombe, the 
interviewer, summarised: “[you must] sneak [it] 
through”. 

The NSW Liberal government clearly learnt this 
lesson. For one, they avoided campaigning on a 
privatisation platform, and have ensured privatisation 
announcements don’t coincide with elections. As a 
result, some, especially unions, have suggested there 
is no mandate for the privatisation drive. For another, 
the government has exploited broad frustrations with 
transport. For instance, Constance has maintains that 
region six’s buses are the latest on average, claiming the 
STA has received “12,000 complaints” about them. But 
sabotage has been the sneakiest of strategy of them all. 
In an interview with The New Daily, Greens legislative 
council member Dr Mehreen Faruqi revealed that 
through a Freedom of Information [application] she 
had learnt that “the government had ignored repeated 
requests by the STA to implement changes to improve 
on-time running for buses in the Inner West.” Given 
the area’s rapid population increase, a lack of new 
buses and drivers will only see a surge in congestion 
and lateness—an effect compounded when commuters 
get so fed up they decide to drive a car instead. 

In fact, in the words of Dr. Faruqi, it’s as if the 
government “wants to run it down, then sell it off”. Such 
a suggestion is not so far-fetched: the Conservative 
British government has been accused of similarly 
sabotaging the UK’s National Health Service, and so 
were the NSW Liberals before the electricity sell-off 

last year. In fact, intentional sabotage 
is a common strategy among pro-

market governments—and 

it’s actually in their interests. 
First, if public transport is bad now, then 

privatisation appears more successful. By starting the 
trend line at a lower base, miniscule improvements 
are amplified, though many can be chalked up to the 
end of active tampering and neglect. Second, bad 
public transport increases the appetite for change. 
When people become sick of losing hours of precious 
recreational and family time because of late buses an 
emotional element creeps into their thinking, a sense 
of powerlessness and a willingness to trial any fix. 
When people have an unpleasant experience,they’re 
more receptive to fixes that allegedly enhance 
accountability. And if that doesn’t work, people just 
end up apathetic about buses—unwilling to even use 
them. And that also suits the agenda: a 422 that doesn’t 
go where people want to go is a 422 waiting to be cut. 

But regardless of how they’re trying to get there,    
it’s clear    the government is not interested in 
improving services. Simply changing who administers 
the bus network won’t fix congestion caused by 
population increases and poor infrastructure. That 
the government is reducing, rather than increasing, 
their involvement at such a critical time reveals their 
true goal: to tap into the savings promised by pro-
privatisation groups like the Tourism and Transport 
Forum while also bringing the state one step closer to 
the minimal one they openly support in principle. 

This is a real shame. All citizens have a right to 
mobility within their state, and where they can’t achieve 
that on their own the state ought ward off iniquity, no 
matter the expense. Public transport that is expensive 
or non-existent threatens this and limits freedom. But 
even where routes do exist, there is something crushing 
about a system that forces people to bear the whims 
of traffic without compensation, siphoning off already 
limited hours of free time. It’s especially heinous that 
such a system disproportionately penalises workers 
the further away they live from employment centres. 
People everywhere, especially those workers, should 
expect more than the bare minimum—the state should 
go out of its way to help people get around. 

The change to the 422 is a small one that reveals a 
lot. Not only does it make life harder for groups that 
tend not to support the government, it does so in 
service of a privatisation agenda people in the area have 
resisted precisely because it will make transportation 
worse. But while the opportunity to enjoy a delicious 
Jack’s burger has passed, there is still plenty of time to 
ensure public transport avoids a similar fate. 

The short ride home
Perri Roach comes to terms with an unthinkable commute. 

“Oh sweetie,” cooed a random condescending 
passenger from across the bus aisle, “Your hair looks 
fine, honestly. You can’t even tell any of it’s missing.” 
I gazed up from the handful of hair I was clutching in 
my hand. Yes, random businessman, a single sarcastic 
thought cutting through my deluge of panic, the issue 
here is the inconvenient bad hair day, not the fact that 
a stranger behind me just took a pair of scissors to the 
back of my head. 

You probably don’t remember 
the news story that topped 

news.com.au’s ‘WTF’ section 
that week, but I do.

You probably don’t remember the news story that 
topped news.com.au’s ‘WTF’ section that week, but I 
do. Back in April 2016, I got on the 339 at the corner of 
Clovelly Rd and Mount St. I sat down in the last window 
seat on the left hand side of the bus. Directly behind 
me were two backseat bandits, a man and woman who 
sitting pretty much on top of one another. I honestly 
can’t remember what he looked like with much 
accuracy, but the mental image I’ve constructed of him 
is pretty unforgiving. I remember him as pallid and 
greasy, kind of pimply. You know that one weird crusty 
dude from your high school that wanted to be a DJ and 
wouldn’t stop trying to link you his SoundCloud? That’s 
pretty much how I remember him. The chick on his lap 
smirked at me as I sunk into my seat and pressed my 
lips together in an awkward acknowledging smile. 

I hadn’t done my readings for my Performance 
Studies lecture because it had been my birthday the 
day before, so I was skimming through them on the 
bus. After a few stops, a man in a suit sat down next 
to me; he was reading a brochure on bicycle tours 
in regional Australia. At one point, the greasy dude 
tapped the man next to me on the shoulder 

and asked if he could read the bicycle brochure after 
he was finished with it, which, to me, was one of the 
weirder bits of the whole fiasco.

“Um, no” he said, curtly.

“Did you just cut my hair?” 
I asked. The crusty dude 
snickered and said no.

At the time, I had long dark hair. Honestly, I’d been 
thinking about cutting short for a while. As the bus 
trundled past Centennial Park, the dude sitting behind 
me decided to let me know that he thought it would 
look better short too. 

As an advertisement for Spotify Premium played 
through my headphones, I heard a faint snip, shortly 
followed by another. I thought nothing of it until I 
moved to run my fingers through my hair and a sizeable 
chunk of it fell into my lap. It was very surreal; I couldn’t 
for the life of me work out where it had come from 
until I realized that it had been cleanly cut through. It 
was at this point that I started to—as one would—freak 
the fuck out. The guy to my right glanced at me for 
a moment before burying his face in his pamphlet. I 
turned around to face the couple.

“Did you just cut my hair?” I asked. The crusty dude 
snickered and said no. His equally crusty girlfriend 
was sucking her thumb, and she chuckled into her 
fist. I turned back to face the handful of hair resting 
in my palm and noted that at some point during this 
interaction I had begun to hyperventilate and that 
tears were rolling down my cheeks.

“You alright?” said the extremely unhelpful bicycle 
brochure guy. For some reason, between wracked 
sobs, I said I was fine. He decided that was an adequate 
response and continued to read his pamphlet as my 
weeping crescendoed into hysterics. People sitting 
in the rows in front of me began to glance around to 
see what was happening, and as the bus pulled into 
the next stop on Anzac Parade, the creepy couple rose 
from their seats and bustled off the bus as quickly as 
they could.

I started to cry harder and it became pretty obvious 
to the whole bus that something had gone wrong. 

B i c y c l e pamphlet guy really wanted 
to finish reading his 

pamphlet, in spite of the 
scene unfolding around 

him. Word 

travelled up the bus
             to              the             

driver
 about what had 

happened, and he 
pulled over the 
bus, opened the 
doors,

and ran off the 
bus after the couple. When 

the pair noticed the bus driver 
running after them, they bolted

     and made a break for it down Cleveland Street, 
hailed a cab and drove away.

On the bus, the people surrounding me seemed 

concerned to assure me that my hair didn’t look too 
fucked up, which was honestly the least of my concerns. 
It felt like there were at least ten middle aged men all 
calling me darling and telling me that I still looked 
really pretty, honestly sweetheart, even with my new 
haircut. Eventually everyone else was waved off the 
bus and the driver sat with me as I reluctantly filled 
out an incident report. A friend from primary school 
who had been sitting further down the bus realised 
that she knew me and kindly sat by my side as we rode 
the empty bus to central. I sunk into my seat, wishing I 
had chosen a different seat to sit in that morning. 

I got to uni about an hour later than anticipated and 
sat down in Courtyard Cafe, a little dazed. I sent my 
friend Sean some very incoherent text messages about 
why I hadn’t made it to the lecture. I still had the lock 
of hair tucked in the inner pocket of my jacket. Sean 
ran into Courtyard and hugged me and I immediately 
burst into tears again. Our friend Millie followed about 
ten minutes later—carrying a birthday present for me, 
because it was after all the day after my birthday.

Within the hour and a half I spent in Courtyard with 
Millie and Sean, the story of my haircut was on the 
news. Bicycle pamphlet guy spoke to Sydney Morning 
Herald about the “creepy, freaky” “class-A whacked” 
situation. 

Several friends who knew that the 339 was my local 
bus route linked me the news stories and said how 
weird it was, and I had to explain that actually, I was 
the girl in the story. I spent the evening sifting through 
comments on the news articles, trying to decide how 
to feel about what happened. 

What happened to me felt so bizarre that I’ve 
never really been able to accept it as a kind of assault. 
I felt humiliated, scared and violated, but what had 
happened was so bizarre that it didn’t fit into the 
narrative of assault—or what I thought assault was. I 
wanted to brush it off as no big deal.

I initially refused to launch a police report and, 
when the bus driver sat me down and spoke to me, I 
was very reluctant to even report the incident to NSW 
Transport. I received a call from a detective the next 
day. They had read the NSW transport incident report 
and wanted me to come into the station. I refused, over 
and over again, insisting that I didn’t want to make big 
deal of the incident, until the detective inquired, “what 
if this guy does the same thing to someone else?”

In writing this, I expected to 
reach some revelation about 
how to feel about it, but that 

hasn’t happened.

After a week, the moment had passed and the 
story had disappeared from the news cycle. Then, 
a month later a detective called to let me know 

that the guy had eventually been arrested, was being 
charged with assault for cutting my hair. There was a 
warrant out for him for several other minor crimes. At 
some point they called me again to let me know that he 
had plead guilty and was sentenced to counselling and 
community service. 

I don’t believe what happened has shaped me or 
particularly traumatised me, but I still don’t like to talk 
about it. When I do talk about it, I joke about it, because 
that’s the easiest way to understand it. In writing this, 
I expected to reach some revelation about how to feel 
about it, but that hasn’t happened. I still catch buses 
every day. My hair is now cut short above my shoulders. 
The incident on the bus only crosses my mind when I 
find myself on public transport with somebody sitting 
behind me. I go to brush the long hair I no longer have 
over my shoulder, out of reach.

A r t w o r k  b y   N i c o l e t t e  P T
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The hidden voice of #MeToo
Vaidehi Mahapatra speaks to author of The Red Zone Report, Nina Funnell. 

CW: Sexual assault
University is a space to talk, to agitate outdated pre-
conceptions and promote discourses of acceptance, 
progress and change. Why then, is sexual assault on 
campus so often swept under the rug?

Walkley Award-winning journalist and co-author 
of The Red Zone Report, Nina Funnell, refuses to shy 
away from the discussion. The University of Sydney 
media graduate is now an ambassador for End Rape on 
Campus Australia, and she is determined to make her 
alma mater sit up and listen.

Funnell believes the key  
to levering institutional 

change may lie with  
international students

While the focus of sexual assault reporting on 
campus has predominantly been on the colleges, 
Funnell believes the key to levering institutional 
change may lie with international students.

International students, who comprise over twenty 
percent of the student population at USyd, are a critical 
source of income to the University. Yet, they are one of 
the groups who are most vulnerable to sexual assault, 
due to language barriers, lack of domestic support 
networks, fear of losing their visa and an institutional 
bias that precludes them from seeking help and 
reporting violence.

Funnell recounts an instance where a Study Abroad 
student attempting to lodge a formal rape complaint 
was openly advised by the police that “there’s no point 
in them making a formal report, because they’re not 
going to be here by the time it would proceed to trial.”

What is most concerning is the sheer number of 
students who have been given the same advice and 
left with no recourse for justice or closure. Authorities 
appear more interested in protecting the $32.2 billion 
international student education industry than the 
safety of the very individuals who sustain it.

“If you threaten the international student dollar 
… that actually could be the thing that would make 
universities sit up and take notice,” she says.

Funnell believes that the change so desperately 
needed may only be spurned if there’s a change to the 
bottom dollar—if universities see a drop in the number 
of international students, due to a poor reputation 
for protecting students, decision-makers may finally 
prioritise student safety. She is determined to be 
that whistleblower. “No one is talking about it, 
no one is publishing on it ... [but] it’s such an 
important story to tell.”

A survivor of sexual assault herself, 
Funnell’s passion in the cause lies close to 
home. Her exposure to campus sexual assault 
began second-hand, as confidant of her friends, 
and later, as a teacher whose students came to 
her for comfort. The more stories she heard, 
the clearer it became how intrinsically 
attitudes of misogyny, 
sexism and homophobia 
were linked to collegiate 
culture.

“The turning 
point for me was 
with that pro-
rape Facebook 
group,” she says, 
referring to the 
page created 
by students 
of St Paul’s 
College in 
2009, ‘Define 

Statutory: pro-rape, anti-consent’. To Funnell, this 
signalled a watershed moment for the colleges to 
“finally … accept that they needed to address their 
toxic culture.”

67% of attendees believed that 
the #MeToo movement has 

been a decisive event in the 
history of gender inequity, 

and will lead to real change

The college’s failure to commence cultural 
intervention work, instead relying on tokenistic acts 
and “reframe and minimisation tactics” to appease 
its critics was unequivocal evidence that “something 
more systemic need[ed] to be done.”

In continuing to speak out about the subject, Funnell 
appeared as a panellist for FASS’ ‘Outside the Square’ 
event on May 31, discussing ‘#MeToo: Male Privilege 
on Notice’. Here, 67% of attendees invited to live-poll 
their opinions, believed that the #MeToo movement 
has been a decisive event in the history of gender 
inequity, and will lead to real change.

Reflecting on the zeitgeist hashtag during our 
conversation, she compares the experience of going 
public about her own assault ten years ago with the 
ease of sharing information online today.

“Back then, you had to go through these traditional 
gatekeepers” of newspaper editors who regulated 
the traffic of information from the private to the 
public sphere. Now, she believes, social media has 
democratised the public space by enabling 
survivors of 

sexual assault and rape to share their stories 
instantly.

However, our unique historical position poses the 
critical question: “How do we take the momentum 
of the #MeToo movement and then translate it 
into actual, real-world results?” In isolation, social 
media can do little more than raise awareness about 
social causes. Funnell stresses that #MeToo must be 
supplemented by meaningful educational, political and 
cultural reform, or risk becoming a mere “fig leaf for 
inaction”.

She highlights the danger of ‘slacktivism’, whereby 
individuals glean a false sense of accomplishment 
by hopping on a social media bandwagon, assuming 
that a hashtag is enough to overhaul the misogynistic 
attitudes embedded in our social interactions.

Naturally, we cannot ignore the looming presence 
of the Cultural Renewal at the University of Sydney 
Residential Colleges Report, otherwise known as the 
Broderick Review. Funnell criticises its methodology, 
revealing that USyd contributed over $700,000 
towards the independent research. One cannot 
help but question the irony of non-college students 
and taxpayers being made to shoulder the financial 
burden of investigating the misdemeanour of college 
attendees.

This incredulity only grows when Nina reveals 
that $10,000 of funding for the Broderick Review 
was directed towards reimbursing college students 
for participating in the review, in effect, “financially 
reward[ing Colleges] for their bad behaviour”. However, 
this is not to suggest bad behaviour of any specific 
interviewee—who indeed may have been a victim of 
the same systemic bad behaviour themselves

What is even more troubling, says Funnell, is 
the misguided nature of Elizabeth Broderick’s 
Recommendation 14, which proposes that the 
University should amend its code of conduct to 
prohibit “disrespectful, demeaning or unethical 
behaviours from University staff and other students 
towards College students and staff”. She argues that 
constructing a dichotomy between individuals within 
and outside of the colleges does not address the crux of 
the matter: majority of sexual assault cases on campus, 
regardless of the victim’s status, are perpetrated by 
college students. Drawing lines between ‘us’ and 
‘them’ does no more than “confer[...] special status 
on college students” without tackling ingrained 
attitudes that underpin sexual violence.

If implemented, Recommendation 14 could 
restrict journalistic freedom and the public’s 
ability to levy criticism towards the rampant 
sexism that pervades college culture. This 
prompts a reassessment of our own agency 
in holding the University and colleges 
accountable for this student safety deficit. 
Passivity, after all, is one step short of 

apathy.
What sets the Nina Funnells of this 

world apart from the rest is sheer 
courage. Funnell wields her power of 

speech as a sword and the knowledge 
that she is doing what is right as 

a shield against inbred societal 
structures that march to 

the beat of ‘change takes 
time’. We as a student 
body, therefore, 
are responsible for 
ensuring that she is 
fighting with us, not 
for us.
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Ryuho Okawa has a vision for Australia.
He has prophesised that in 300 years’ time, the 

centre of civilisation will shift down to our shores. 
A great historical figure will be reborn on this soil. 
Previously known as Confucius, he will propel the 
world into the next stage of modernity. This has been 
foreseen in the ninth dimension above. 

But now, in the present, I find myself on the busy 
road to my local Shoshinkan. A flurry of cars, trucks 
and motorcycles speeds past at all hours. If you blink, 
you’ll miss it. I turn off the Pacific Highway and come 
face-to-face with the beige exterior of the temple. A 
row of gold letters perched above a two-tiered building 
sitting on tall neoclassical columns, cast a shadow onto 
my windshield: HAPPY SCIENCE. 

Kofuku no Kagaku—otherwise known as Happy 
Science—is a New Age Japanese religion that originated 
in 1986. Devotees in over 100 countries seek a state of 
bliss through faith and soul-training, with the ultimate 
goal of entering a realm of heaven before being 
reincarnated back on Earth. There are two temples in 
Australia: one in Melbourne’s St Kilda, and the other 
here, in the Upper North Shore suburb of Lane Cove.

I’m standing at the threshold listening to the low 
murmur of chatter. Inside, in the entrance hall, there’s 
a stack of tidy books and pamphlets, beckoning me. I 

walk in. Suddenly, the background noise stops 
and five curious faces look up at me. Steam 
from freshly brewed green tea wafts over the 
smiles plastered to their cheeks. A woman in 
her fifties rises out of her chair to ask about 

my visit.
“I hear there’s a meditation this 

morning?”
Yes, she says, every day at 

9:15. The leaders are privately 
reflecting at the moment, but 

I am more than welcome to 
wait inside the Prayer Hall.  

Okawa 
proposed: 
“I’m either 

a liar, a 
storyteller, or 
the Saviour. 

You must 
choose one”

The main room of 
worship is modest in size. A 

procession row splits it in half, 
with 36 chairs spaced out evenly 

on the marble tiles. The walls are 
adorned with framed calligraphy 

and watercolour flowers painted by a 
temple regular: irises, cherry blossoms, 

water lilies. In the back corner, a harp. 
Everything seems to have its place.

Green arches form a tripartite collection at the 
front of the hall. My eyes fly up to the larger-than-life 
statue at the room’s centre: El Cantare. Supreme god, 
creator of all, a lurid mass of yellow gold. Standing on 
lotus leaves, El Cantare is draped in regalia and topped 
with a gemmed papal hat. One bent arm dangles a 
sword and the other thrusts a winged staff towards the 
congregation before Him. At His feet, a plaque reads:

I take a seat at the back. 
A handful of worshippers begin to drift in. Each 

person bows at the door before picking up a navy palm-
sized booklet. ‘The Dharma of the Right Mind’ is Happy 
Science’s main sutra, consisting of over 20 pages of 
back-to-back prayers. It must be recited twice a day. 
Mechanical blinds churn down and shade engulfs the 
room. Believers join their hands at the chest and bend 
forwards. Each line, chanted in unison, is short, abrupt 
and robotic.

A tall man to my right leans towards me. As I later 
learn, this is Steve, one of the lead Happy Science 
ministers. Through a light New Zealand accent, he 
instructs me to sit upright, rest my forearms flat on 
my thighs, and face my palms upwards. This way, he 

tells me, I can receive the Light into my heart. After 
30 minutes, my back muscles are straining. Orchestral 
music echoes above as the guided meditation tape 
takes us on a roundhouse trip to the ocean, the moon, 
and the inner depths of our souls. 

March 23rd, 1981. 
A Japanese businessman in his mid-twenties has 

a finance degree and a trading job under his belt. His 
name is Takashi Nakagawa. But on this special day, 
Takashi spontaneously receives Great Enlightenment. 
He can venture back in time, visit the future and speak 
to intergalactic creatures beyond our comprehension. 
In a past life, he was Buddha. Not only does El Cantare 
live within him, but Takashi can suddenly communicate 
with Margaret Thatcher, Thomas Edison and George 
Washington. He is the chosen one and must share the 
good news with all of mankind. 

More than 30 years later, he is now Ryuho Okawa, 
the founder and CEO of a global, multimillion-dollar 
religious organisation.

Which tier we occupy depends 
on how enlightened we are—

El Cantare sits at the top, 
along with Jesus, Moses, 

Buddha and Isaac Newton.

Okawa has written thousands of books, as I am 
repeatedly told. Each person offers a different figure: 
maybe 1500, more than 2100, around 2300 publications. 
The divine words flow seamlessly through intermediary 
to page. Many of these texts line the bookshelves of 
the foyer, some in Japanese, but most translated into 
English.  

Professor Carole Cusack from the Studies of 
Religion department at the University of Sydney saw 
Ryuho Okawa speak during his second Sydney visit in 
2012. She described the presentation as cheesy and 
unappealing. Okawa, she says, “wears a suit and is very 
bland and mainstream”. He is an exemplar salaryman 
guru whose capitalist roots are explicit.  

But when devotees speak of their Master, their eyes 
light up and passionate smiles creep onto their lips.

“He’s a grand spirit,” says Sean, who has followed 

Happy Science for five years. “He’s an amazing 
consciousness. But he’s also teaching to help the 
happiness of humanity”. 

Sean’s sentiments are shared by a reserved man who 
calls himself ‘J’. Over the years he has been coming to 
the temple, J’s life has benefitted from Master Okawa’s 
wisdom in ways he could not elaborate. “He is the 
combination of all religions in the world. He brings 
them together. He teaches people about the truth and 
educates them.”

In one of his seminars in Hawaii, Okawa proposed: 
“I’m either a liar, a storyteller, or the Saviour. You must 
choose one.”

The Lane Cove temple is four storeys tall. Its top 
floor has a study room with a television for watching 
Okawa’s lectures and the anime movies produced by 
Headquarters. Around the corner, seven bedrooms 
peek out from either side of the hallway. Most of them 
are simple, with bunk beds and desks for overseas 
visitors, but some are large enough to cater for a whole 
family. Gold-framed photos of Okawa are everywhere, 
his voice bleating constantly from the speakers above. 
The floors below hold a laundromat, bathroom, kitchen 
and staff living quarters.

Steve and I sit at the communal table outside of 
the Prayer Hall. The woman who led the meditation 
clicks past in heels and a tailored skirt. She stops and 
offers to make us tea. We accept and a few minutes 
later, she places two warm mugs down in front of us. 
Sitting before me, Steve begins to deconstruct the 
intricate world that Ryuho Okawa has painted 
for his followers. He insists that Master’s 
theologies are “very clear and logical and 
easy to understand and quite sensible 
and there’s nothing crazy in there”. 

Happy Science teaches that humans 
never really die. We live for all eternity, 
as visitors on planet Earth. After our 
physical bodies wear out, our souls 
venture back home to the heavens 
above. There are nine dimensions of 
heaven, where we roam with others 
whose spiritual wavelengths align with 
our own. Which tier we occupy depends 
on how enlightened we are—El Cantare 
sits at the top, along with Jesus, Moses, 
Buddha and Isaac Newton. Between 
this world and the fourth dimension, 
which is considered the gate to heaven, 
there is Hell: “a world that disappears 
when the earth changes to a utopia” 
fuelled by suffering and the “thoughts 
of conflict and destruction of people 
on earth”, Okawa writes.

Lack of wealth is 
the result of “poor 
mentality”. Cancer 
is the reflection of a 
“shadowed” soul, 

something that can be 
cured through prayer 

and good faith.

In order to cultivate our minds and 
expose ourselves to different worldviews, 

we must interact with others back on Earth. Thus the 
cycle continues. Our new life is mapped out, and a 
death date locked in.  We subconsciously strive to be 
better the second time round by following the lessons 
learnt in previous lives; but we cannot remember 
our past identity because “it’d be a lot of burden if 
you were, say, Abraham Lincoln and had to live up to 
expectations.”

A month after my initial visit, Steve runs a public 
lecture on negative spiritual energy. In the space of an 
hour and a half, I learn that all material problems are 
produced by the mind—and can be fixed by the mind 
too. Lack of wealth is the result of “poor mentality”. 
Cancer is the reflection of a “shadowed” soul, 
something that can be cured through prayer and good 
faith. I’m also taught that suicide is a futile attempt 
to cheat fate: suicide victims  are stuck on this earth 
until their allotted time is up, wandering unseen and 
tempting others to join them. According to Steve, 50 
per cent of illness, 70 per cent of mental health issues 
and 90 per cent of divorces are caused by possession 
by evil spirits.

Every Sunday, a seminar takes place in the Prayer 
Hall. The material varies: sometimes it draws on the 
Master’s texts, other times it focuses on individual 
betterment or spreading Happy Science throughout 
the world. This particular week is significant. Reverend 
Hironobu Sunada has just come back from hearing 
the Master speak in Japan. He has made a tentative 
translation and wishes to share the important news 
Okawa has disclosed.

At the press of a button, a video from Okawa’s 
lecture begins to play. Thousands of people 
cheer, clap and wave at the camera. Back in 

this room, a continent away, only twelve 
people have turned up. It’s an even split 
of middle-aged Japanese women and 
Caucasian men. 

We must make the most 
of the lessons relevant 

to the now, while 
Master walks on the 

planet with us.

Okawa begins his address. His voice 
is shrill and confident, blaring from the 
projector screen. In his trademark lounge 
suit and slicked-back hair, Okawa is 
emphatic; small hands flick ahead of the 
paperless stand before him, occasionally 
exploding behind his head to emphasise 
a point. It’s not long before he delves into 
geopolitics. The South Korean President is 
a reincarnation of Mussolini; a war between 
Japan and its neighbours is inevitable; US 
President Trump is respectable because 
he “always adds words like ‘in the name of 
God’ or ‘God Bless’”. 

A short, timid woman pulls me aside 
after the seminar and asks me not to be 
put off. After all, she says, Happy Science 
is the missing link between individual and 
global issues. We must make the most of 
the lessons relevant to the now, while 
Master walks on the planet with us.

Ryuho Okawa is no stranger to public 
life: in fact, he brought his religion 
into the political sphere in 2009, when 
he founded the Japanese Happiness 

Realisation Party in 2009. And he is notorious for his 
radical opinions, often framed as revelations. Last year, 
for example, he alleged that the spirits of World War II 
sex slaves, or ‘comfort women’, told him that they had 
lied about their treatment at the hands of Japanese 
soldiers—a confession that conveniently aligned with 
the timing of the Japanese Government’s attempts to 
organise a memorial and victims fund.

Australians are just too “used 
to rationalism, science and 

technology”

Ideal politics, according to Happy Science, is when 
politicians pray, reflect, meditate and listen to God 
before making decisions. When I ask about Okawa’s 
political intervention, Steve is emphatic: “It’s arrogant 
if you think that you should just decide how the country 
should be run [without] asking God what you should be 
doing,” he says. “We would hope, in the future, to have 
a Happiness Realisation Party here in Australia. And in 
every country!”

Our mass spiritual awakening as a country, led 
perhaps by Okawa’s descendants or future form, is but 
inevitable in the eyes of those who look up to him. But 
is Australia truly ready to be the new fulcrum of global 
spirituality? Will Australians ever throng to a religion 
like Happy Science?

When I ask Professor Cusack whether she believes it 
will ever reach the same popularity here as it has in its 
motherland, her short answer is no. Australians are just 
too “used to rationalism, science and technology” to 
wholeheartedly take on board Master Okawa’s “eclectic 
and unusual” teachings.

In Japan, Happy Science boasts over 10 million 
members. The Sydney branch cites a few hundred 
followers who come and go throughout the week.

I say my farewells, weaving between clusters of 
believers catching up, sharing jokes and passing out 
served plates. They look forward to seeing me again, 
hopefully in the near future. Glass doors swing shut 
behind me. I restart my engine. Soon, I’m welcomed 
back into the familiar hubbub of traffic, beeping and 
asphalt. 

It’ll take four or five more reincarnations for me to 
fully understand the teachings I leave behind.
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Do androids dream of electric greyhounds?

Case closed, but questions persist around racial slur

Mohamed Salah: The people’s player
Elijah Abraham and Emmanuel Yacoub consider the impact of an Arab football star.  

that signs, documents and their 
website warn patrons that those found 
“verbally attacking players or officials 
will be asked to leave”.  SUFC also hires 
contracted security guards at all events, 
who monitor the crowd to remove 
individuals when required.

After the incident, Brad Hemopo 
reached out to Vice-Chancellor Michael 
Spence, to air his grievances. In Spence’s 
response email, obtained by Honi, the 
Vice-Chancellor was apologetic for the 
“abhorrent” event.

Why is the mystery 
woman being 

protected? Why have 
her friends turned 
a blind eye to her 

behaviour? 

“Threatening, intimidating behaviour 
and any sort of racism or prejudice 
is simply unacceptable,” he wrote. 
According to Spence, he personally 
aired his grievances to the Executive of 
both SUSF and SUFC to ensure similar 
“behaviour does not happen again”.

With her identity shrouded in secrecy, 
it’s impossible to say whether she was 
a local or guest to the USyd grounds. 
SUFC described their supporter base 
as “diverse” and being “generally 

Jamie Weiss examines the ethics of simulated dog racing. 

There’s perhaps no better manifestation 
of mankind’s hubris than muzzles on vir-
tual greyhounds.

If you visit the gaming room of an 
Australian pub, you might see something 
weird alongside the usual sport and 
racing broadcasts—virtual horses and 
dogs. Trackside, an “animated racing 
game” offered by the TAB, is one of 
the most popular forms of gambling in 
Australia. It can often be a bit surreal, 
watching one screen with real horses 
lining up and entering the gates next to 
another screen where digitised horses 
with random names do the same. 

Australians gamble 
more than any other 

nation on Earth,  
and many argue  

this proclivity  
is encouraged  
by a system of  

animal cruelty. 
Why would you want to 

watch— let alone punt —on a 
simulation when you’ve got the 
real thing on hand? And why put 
muzzles on dogs that don’t ever 
stand a chance of biting someone 

and aren’t governed by the Dog Act 1966 
(which is, admittedly, a hilarious name 
for an act of Parliament)?

The advantages of virtual racing for a 
bookmaker are obvious. It costs next to 
nothing to run these simulations, which 
aren’t affected by weather or human 
error. Punters don’t need to make it 
to a stadium or be awake at a certain 
hour—indeed, simulations run 24/7 
and often fill the blanks between real 
races in gaming programming. It gives 
consumers more content to gamble on, 
and therefore, gives them more chance 
to win it big—or lose big too. But there’s 
another feature of virtual racing that’s 
not widely discussed—that it’s better for 
animals.

Australians gamble more than any 
other nation on Earth, and many argue 
this proclivity is encouraged by a system 
of animal cruelty. Mike Baird’s 
resignation as Premier 
following his 
f a i l e d 

2016 bid to ban greyhound racing in 
NSW demonstrates how rabid our love 
of breeding animals for entertainment 
can get. Australians love a punt – but 
why does a punt necessarily need to be 
at the expense of animal welfare? With 
virtual racing, no animal is reared, and 
no animal is forced to perform for human 
enjoyment. And while the simulations 
try as hard as possible to represent the 
real thing—even displaying muzzles on 
electronic greyhounds—there’s zero 
chance of animals facing abuse.

But while this is a positive for animal 
rights, it’s arguably less ethical for 
gamblers. Superficially, the outcome is 
the same whether the race was “real” or 
not—someone comes 1st, 2nd, 3rd, and 
you can bet on this result. But with real 
h o r s e or greyhound racing, 

there’s at 
least 

a 

veneer of predictability. The training 
regimen of a stable, the skill of a jockey, 
the weather on the day—punters can 
still purport to have a method or some 
sense of increasing their odds based on 
research and observation, as minimal or 
artificial as this may be. 

With virtual racing, any artifice 
of strategy is unabashedly thrown 
asunder. Virtual racing is effectively just 
a visualisation of a number generator; 
no different to playing the pokies. In 
fact, thanks to over-rounding and the 
high rate at which races can be held (a 
computer can generate races endlessly) 
the house enjoys a not-insignificant 
advantage.

The gambling industry relies on 
trickiness, if not outright deception, to 
make money. Products like Trackside 
imitate actual racing, to the same extent 
that they feature recurring ‘horses’ with 
recognisable names, often drawn from 
real-life winners – think Makybe Diva 
and Prince of Penzance. But as realistic 
as these simulations are, they’re not 

the real thing. They’re a carefully-
crafted clone designed to engender 
an emotional connection from 
gamblers in order to get them to sink 
more cash. So while virtual racing is 
conceivably a more ethical form of 
gambling, who’s it more ethical for?

On May 12, a young woman attending 
the annual ‘Ladies Day’ match at Sydney 
Uni’s football grounds yelled the N-word 
at a New Zealand guest player. The 
woman also allegedly said something to 
the effect of “go back to where you came 
from’”. The game had not started yet; 
according to reports, the Manly Marlins 
forward, Brad Hemopo, was warming up 
when the comment was hurled in his 
direction.

Nearly a month on, she is yet to be 
identified. The internal investigation 
around the event has concluded, bearing 
no results. Despite the public attention 
from mainstream media, not a single 
witness from the crowd came forward 
to share her name or shed light on what 
happened that day. 

Reports paint her as “unruly” and 
“intoxicated”. On the Facebook event, 
guests were encouraged to enjoy “rugby, 
drinks, music and entertainment” with a 
glass of bubbly on arrival and discounted 
drinks for ticket holders. 

When asked if this alleged excessive 
alcohol consumption could have come 
into play with the mystery woman’s 
behaviour, both Sydney University 
Sport and Fitness (SUSF) and SUFC 
denied a correlation, emphasising 
their adherence to responsible service 
of alcohol laws. Similarly, reports say 
that the presence of RSA marshals was 
increased compared to last year.

The USyd Football Club maintains 

Jubilant Liverpool F.C. supporters 
packed the stands of Kiev’s Olympic 
Stadium on May 26, the evening of the 
UEFA Champions League final against 
Real Madrid F.C., the biggest game in the 
European football calendar.

Mohamed Salah, Liverpool’s Egyptian 
star forward, watched from the field as 
the Liverpool crowd, hearts alight with 
passion, chanted “Allez! Allez! Allez!”, 
spreading their fervour through every 
inch of the 70,000-seat stadium. This 
was a crucial night for Liverpool. No 
doubt it was the single most important 
night of Salah’s career: taking his team 
through to their first Champions League 
final in more than a decade. 

The culmination of this legendary 
run was shattered when, in the twenty-
fourth minute, Madrid defender Sergio 
Ramos locked arms with Salah, bringing 
him down and dislocating his shoulder. 
After enduring five brave minutes 
of further play, Salah fell flat on the 
ground. No longer had he the means, 
the strength, or the energy to continue. 
He was broken.

The next image came to define the 
match. Salah distraught, walking off the 
field, face awash in tears, as a dislocated 
shoulder from the earlier tussle left him 
unable to continue the match.

The scene devastated Liverpool F.C. 
fans, who, after an 11 year drought from 

the upper echelons of the competition, 
made it back to the Champions League 
finals, Salah’s contributions playing no 
small part. 

However more than that, for millions 
of Arab fans across the world, Salah’s 
fall at this crucial stage was an all-too-
personal blow to the gut.

In the Arab world, a region rife with 
conflict, sectarian violence, and civil 
war, Salah is a talisman. An extremely 
skilled footballer, he has quietly become 
one of the world’s most prominent 
Arabs after a stellar debut season for 
Liverpool which saw him break the 
English Premier League record for 
most goals in a 38-game season, net 
Liverpool another top four finish in the 
League and carry his club through the 
rungs of the UEFA Champions League 
ladder into the finals.

Salah is by no means the first Arab or 
Muslim player to succeed in European 
football. French-Algerian Zinedine 
Zidane, the former Real Madrid forward 
and now manager, is considered one 
of the greatest footballers of all time. 
However, there is something profoundly 
different about Salah. In contrast to 
Zidane, and other Arabs and Muslims 
in European football, Salah, sporting a 
rugged beard and head bowed in prayer 
when he celebrates goals, wears his 
identity far more conspicuously. This 

makes him relatable to many regular 
people like him. 

It’s no surprise then, that Ramos’ 
assault on Salah was felt so deeply by 
Arab fans. Football is a sport which 
inspires nationalism and sometimes 
excessive levels of devotion. On Twitter, 
Arabs unleashed their disdain for Ramos 
with the hashtag ةخسولا_نبا (son of filth). 
In the aftermath of the match, Twitter 
ended up crashing from the sheer 
volume of tweets. The injustice done 
upon Salah incited rage, in his native 
Egypt, but also across the globe. 

It’s a thing of beauty that one man 
can unite so many people. Football, 
like most sports, is tainted by racism. It 
manifests in a myriad of ways, through 
the use of racial epithets and slogan, 
chants, and posters. Salah’s identity 
makes him a target for racism and 
Islamophobia. However, he overcomes 
this to bring fans of all colours and 
creeds together. 

One player cannot end 
racism in 
f o o t b a l l . 
Salah is 
b e l o v e d , 
but so was 
Z i d a n e . 
But at this 
point in 
time, where 

Millie Roberts probes the case of Sydney University Football Club’s mystery racist. 

YOU can dance! YOU can ji-ive! Having 
the time of your li-i-ife...
 Is there anything more electrifying than 
a room full of strangers, dancing in the 
dark, belting out every word to Dancing 
Queen along with you? You catch the 
flash of a white-soled sneaker and the 
glint of a smile as its wearer bops past 
before being swallowed by the darkness 
once more. Any other time, they would 
be a stranger. But tonight, you are 
united by the same rhythm—the same 
irrepressible urge to just dance.

The applause is thunderous. It lifts 
you up on its wings and carries you to 
the opening bars of Don’t Cha, where it 
starts all over again. 

This is an average night at No Lights 
No Lycra (NLNL), a dance community 
started in 2009 by two university 
students in inner-city Melbourne. Its 
premise is simple: there is no light, 
teacher or technique. 

Marketed as a “casual free-form 
dance class”, NLNL aims to remove 
the exclusionary elements of dance: 
competitive pressures, the restriction 
of performing to entertain an audience 
and overall, the self-consciousness of 
being watched. Instead, NLNL wants to 
tap into everyone’s ability to just move. 
And when you can barely make out the 
mass of flailing outlines around you, it’s 
a lot easier to put your faith in the adage 
of ‘dancing like nobody’s watching’—
because nobody is!

No lights, no lycra: Dancing in the dark
Vaidehi Mahapatra gets her boogie on with the latest in community dance. 

What began as five people boogying 
in the dark has burgeoned into a global 
dance movement where people gather 
every week in cities across Australia, 
New Zealand, North America and Europe 
to shimmy their troubles away. 

Alice Glenn, one of the founders of 
NLNL, maintains that, despite spreading 
across the globe, the movement’s key  
aim is to promote accessibility and 
inclusivity.

These weekly dance 
nights offer an 

attractive halfway 
point between a  
low-key Netflix  

binge at home and  
a full-blown night  
out on the town.

“Each location is unique in terms of 
music, location and dancers. However 
the core values and concept remain 
the same. It is always drug and alcohol 
free, all ages and genders, accessible 
financially and a clear focus on joy.”

At first glance, NLNL appears to be 
the perfect, wholesome alternative to 
clubbing. There are no sleazy drunk 
guys, no age barrier and no need to 
jostle with a rowdy, sweaty moshpit for 
some breathing room. 

With five locations across Sydney 
and with entry fees of only $7–10, NLNL 
also makes for a much more affordable 
alternative to a night out. 

But is an hour of cardio before and 
bed by 10pm really what people want?

Despite slower growth in recent 
years due to lock-out laws and declining 
alcohol consumption, the Sydney 
nightlife scene is, believe it or not, still 
alive and kicking. Indeed, a 2017 Australia 
Market Research Report estimated that 
the pubs, bars and nightclubs industry 
generated revenue of $17.2 billion over 
2017–2018. 

Yet NLNL doesn’t appear to be cutting 
too deeply into that market.

The movement’s focus on promoting 
mental and physical wellbeing seems at 
odds with a student culture that often 
centres on drinking, partying and sexual 
encounters.

“Often times [the clubbing scene] is 
about more than dancing and enjoying 
music;” says Alice, “It’s about rebelling 
and finding their independence.”

NLNL appeals more to the gap in 
this market—to those who might be 
uncomfortable, anxious or just fed up 
in the typical clubbing setting, and feel 
as if nightlife as it stands today doesn’t 
really cater to their needs. These weekly 
dance nights offer an attractive halfway 
point between a low-key Netflix binge at 
home and a full-blown night out on the 
town.

Although NLNL undeniably offers 
a refreshing alternative to the regular 
nightlife scene, the movement is seeking 
to grow through its philanthropic appeal 
and potential. Alice envisions integrating 
the concept into schools through 
programs which encourage teenagers 
to “switch[...] off from social media” 
and express themselves freely through 
movement. Perhaps, in the future, 
university campuses will also be on the 
menu. 

The organisation also offers the 
opportunity for individuals to become 
ambassadors and run dance sessions in 
their own communities. This will allow 
students looking to earn an income 
alongside study to develop business 
acumen and make a contribution to 
their local area. NLNL’s nearest venue 
is on Church Street in Newtown, only 
minutes from USyd’s main campus.

Hitting the town fuelled by Passion 
Pop or rum and cokes is hardwired into 
the Australian psyche, and it’s a big step 
to reject your normal social scene in 
favour of NLNL. 

But the emotional and physical 
benefits of dancing cannot be 
underestimated: the rush of endorphins 
and euphoria that comes from finally 
letting go of your insecurities speak 
for themselves. With exams around the 
corner, the best way to unwind is in 
a safe space, pulling your best moves 
without fear or judgement.

drawn from the wider community, 
including the University”. However, they 
emphasised that students “do not make 
up the majority of the viewership”.

And yet, Fairfax reported at the time 
that she is “believed to be known by 
people at the ground” and there is also 
a “strong suggestion she knows she is 
being chased down”. According to the 
University, if she was ever found out to 
be a student, her actions would breach 
the student Code of Conduct as well 
as various bullying, harassment and 
discrimination policies and procedures 
which could lead to fines, suspension 
or expulsion. Staff or affiliates could 
face disciplinary action or termination 
of employment. The University did 
not specify if these punishments could 
or would be applied retrospectively 
if new information arose. A SUFC 
representative told Fairfax that the 
person, regardless of who they are, 
would be banned from future games.

The methods and findings of the 
investigation are not fully transparent. 
Fairfax reported that interviews were 
conducted and the rugby club had 
asked “anyone in attendance … to come 
forward if they [had] any information”. 
There were no public appeals on the 
Facebook event, page or SUFC’s website. 
SUFC sent an electronic newsletter to all 
members and supporters, and according 
to Fairfax, SUFC partnered with Manly 
officials to find out who made the 

comments.
When Honi probed about the findings 

of the report, SUFC reiterated that they 
could not identify any individuals who 
either witnessed or were responsible 
for the racial abuse. However, as David 
Haigh, Executive General Manager puts 
it, “The scope of SUFC’s investigation 
was to identify the individuals… not 
to question whether the [racial abuse] 
occurred or not”. 

Thus, with no one coming forward, 
no further action was deemed necessary 
and the investigation closed. SUFC has 
finalised their report, distributed it to 
the relevant parties and, as a University 
representative told Honi, because they 
were unable to identify anyone involved, 
no further action will be taken to track 
or reprimand the offending person. 

Yet more questions remain: why is 
the mystery woman being protected? 
Why have her friends, who would have 
most likely attended the match with her, 
turned a blind eye to her behaviour? 
Why has no stranger, in the same row 
or surrounding area, thought to report 
what they saw or heard? Even players 
from the USyd team have refused to 
provide comment to Honi.

While the severe repercussions of 
her actions would shock the perpetrator 
out of coming forward, the complacency 
of those around her and lack of 
determination by relevant USyd bodies 
to track her down are more concerning.  

politics can no longer be separated 
from sports and entertainment, Salah 
represents a genuine hope for unity for 
people of the Arab world experiencing 
distress and discomfort. 

Earlier this year, a video circulated 
online featuring Liverpool fans roused 
in a chant dedicated to Salah. Set to the 
tune of English band Dodgy’s 1994 hit 
“Good Enough” the lyrics are as follows: 

Mo Salah-la-la-la-la
Mo Salah-la-la-la-la
If he’s good enough for you
He’s good enough for me
If he scores another few
Then I’ll be Muslim, too.

For his fans and 
inhabitants of the 
Arab world, Salah 

is more than good 
enough; and he’ll 
score another 
few, no ifs. 

Artwork 
by Deepa Alam
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Grace Johnson questions the Archibald Prize’s expanding definition of portariture.

A portrait by any other name
Swapnik Sanagavarapu thinks it’s time South Asian hip-hop artists relinquish use of the N-word. 

Brown boys and bad words

Connor Parissis had the time of his life. 

Parahoy: Paramore at sea

I can remember the first time I heard NAV. The Toronto 
rapper/singer burst onto the rap scene nearly two 
years ago boasting an impressive co-sign from the The 
Weeknd, crooning about drugs and obscene wealth 
over melodic trap beats. None of that mattered to me, 
though. What caught my attention was that NAV is 
Indian; a self-style “brown boy” I could relate to.

That’s why it was so confronting when I heard NAV 
say “n***a”. Most people with a basic understanding 
of hip-hop culture or even social norms know it’s 
unacceptable for a non-black person to say the 
n-word. Yet, NAV’s co-opting of the term is emblematic 
of a growing trend among young South Asian males. 
Friends and acquaintances proudly sing the n-word 
whilst listening to NAV’s music, and adopt it into their 
vernacular. This begs the question: why do ‘brown 
boys’ feel comfortable and even justified in using the 
n-word? 

There is little-to-no positive representation of 
South Asians in the mainstream media. I can remember 
my excitement when Waleed Aly started hosting The 
Project. For the first time I felt positively accounted for 
in mainstream Australia. What little I saw of people like 
me on TV had came through stereotypical caricatures. 
Online comedian Neel Kolhatkar sums it up well when 
he asks “who did I have to look up to? Apu from the 

For South Asians,  
hip-hop culture seemed  
like the antidote to our 
perceived effeminity

Simpsons? Raj from the Big Bang Theory?”
Falu Bakrania, author of Bhangra and the Asian 

Underground, says “dominant notions of Asian and 
black men construct themselves relationally, wherein 
the Asian is seen as being effeminate and the black as 
hypermasculine.” 

For South Asians, hip-hop culture seemed like the 
antidote to our perceived effeminity. As an increasingly 
popular cultural marker, engaging with hip hop music 
allowed South Asian musicians to gain cachet in 
mainstream media. Using the ‘N-word’ suggests an 
imaginary relationship to the Black struggle or to the 
violent inner-city life borne out in hip-hop, supposedly 
demarcating one as cool and masculine as opposed to 
bookish and effeminate. 

At the same time, hip-hop has almost transcended 
its Black roots to attain a certain appeal of universality. 
The themes of resistance and resilience prevalent in 
hip-hop have been adopted by various minority groups 
around the world. For young South Asian males, hip-

hop has become a means of expressing frustration at 
racism and xenophobia in the post-9/11 era. Politically 
conscious South Asian rappers like Heems of Das 
Racist are at the forefront of this pushback, rapping, 
“They’re staring at our turbans / They’re calling them 
rags / They’re calling them towels / They’re calling 
them diapers / They’re more like crowns / Let’s strike 
them like vipers”. 

Many who use the ‘N-word’ recognise the word is 
steeped in a history of slavery, colonialism and white 
supremacy. But even those as politically conscious 
as Heems have attempted to justify their use of the 
word by affirming their personal affinity with the 
black experience, drawing parallels between post-9/11 
racism and the fight for black rights. 

But at the end of the day, ‘brown boys’ do not 
have to endure the overwhelming material and social 
disadvantages that are characteristic of being Black.

Ultimately, the issue is not that South Asians 
shouldn’t participate in hip-hop culture.

 It’s that we should do so respectfully. We should 
recognise we are guests in what is predominantly  
Black culture and we should respect that we will never 
have a claim to ownership of that culture. And a good 
first step towards respectful participation is to stop 
using the N-word.
 

Jamie Weiss says ‘game over’ to the Bauhaus Movement.

Duel of the Dual Screens 
The Nintendo DS was Nintendo’s most ambitious 
project and its legacy on game design and philosophy 
cannot be overstated. The DS revolutionised how we 
play and think about gaming and kicked off a tradition 
of aggressive innovation that Nintendo continues to 
this day. Not only is it a piece of gaming history, but it’s 
a piece of my history. 

Half my childhood was spent playing Mario Kart and 
Pokémon in the dead of the night, hiding under the 
covers of my blankets so my parents wouldn’t notice 
the glowing backlight. 

In 2006, Nintendo released 
the DS Lite, a supposedly 

‘refreshed’ version of the DS, 
and that was a mistake;  

a sin I will never  
forgive Nintendo for

DS stands for ‘dual screens’ and the design of the 
DS is nothing less than ingenious. The two screens and 
touch screen functionality are ridiculously practical. 
The DS in many ways democratised gaming—gaming 
was no longer just buttons and joysticks but also 
drawing and natural hand gestures, the touch screen 
lending itself to more artistic and accessible titles. 
You could play your own Game Boy Advance games 
on it too, and multiplayer was a cinch with its WiFi 
capability. Most importantly for young me, the DS goes 
into standby when you close its two halves together—
meaning I could quickly snap it shut and hide it under 
my pillow if rumbled by Mum or Dad in the middle of 
the night. 

Aesthetically, however, is where the DS revelled. I 
remember marvelling at how futuristic it looked the 
first time I saw an ad for it as a kid. A fait accompli of 
brutalist product design, the DS is a chiselled clamshell, 
sturdy and no-fuss. Tough enough to stand up to the 
day-to-day abuse as a children’s plaything, but elegant 
enough to pass as a PDA or even a BlackBerry.

But Nintendo’s love of the DS wasn’t as everlasting 
as mine. In 2006, Nintendo released the DS Lite, a 
supposedly ‘refreshed’ version of the DS, and that 
was a mistake; a sin I will never forgive Nintendo 
for. The DS Lite is an abomination that laughs in the 
face of good design and shits all over the original DS’ 
glorious legacy.

The DS Lite was intended to be a sleeker, refined 
version of the OG DS. It’s far less angular than the 
OG DS, slightly smaller and (allegedly) easier to use. 
Many people complained the OG DS was too big, but 
after picking up a DS Lite for this article, I find the 
DS Lite too small—my hands wrap all the way around 
it.

I never had a problem handling the OG DS when 
I was a kid, so why the unnecessary scale down? 
That’s strike one. Strike two is that 
the DS Lite is simply less functional 
than the OG DS. Its buttons are less 
tactile, its speakers are 
smaller, and the Game 
Boy Advance cartridge 
slot is shallow and the 
cartridges poke out, 
unlike the OG where 
they fit in flush. The DS 
Lite is just simply less 
satisfying to use. The OG 
has a weight to it, the DS 
Lite feels flimsy. The OG 
has robust, clean angles; 
the DS Lite is smooth and 
bland. The OG clicks together 
softly, but firmly; the DS Lite 
snaps together.

Most importantly, strike 
three: the DS Lite fails 
aesthetically. One of the 
biggest supposed selling 
points of the DS Lite was that 
it was a prettier product. 
More modern, more cool; a 
minimalist improvement to 
the ‘ugly’ old DS. But this is 

the core design flaw, that it applies minimalist design 
principles at the expense of functionality. Brutalism 
and minimalism are similar but different schools of 
artistic thought. They both describe a practical, honest 
and communitarian approach to design that prioritises 
functionality above all else. And this is where the 
DS Lite is dishonest — it is form over function, an 
emperor’s new clothes of a device. Give me the DS 
v1.0—stoic, iconic, and above all else, fun.

Artwork by Brendan O’Shea

The Archibald Prize has documented the changing face 
of Australian society. It was first awarded in 1921 after a 
bequest from J.F. Archibald to support portraiture and 
the memory of great Australians.

A tradition was born: artists, working mostly on 
commission, were to paint portraits “of some man 
or woman distinguished in Art, Letters, Science or 
Politics”.

This explains the monotonous stream of realistic 
portraits that dominated the early years of the Prize. 
Artists used tonal realism and prestigious settings to 
flatter the subject. Paintings conformed to the award-
winning aesthetic and displayed a Victorian sensibility.

Portraiture has changed. Look at any of the 2018 
winners and finalists. Even the seemingly traditional 
works show not only a change in aesthetic but in 
conceptual thinking: what’s in a portrait?

William Beckwith McInnes was the first to receive 
the Archibald Prize. His subject, Desbrowe Annear, 
poses in a prestigious setting. We know he is someone 
important. The tonal scheme is as serious as his 
expression.

Another of McInnes’ winning portraits depicts artist 
Ester Paterson in Silk and lace (1926). The male gaze 

dominates the conservative image of woman. The 
pose is haughty and aristocratic. You feel the sense of 
propriety that dictated women’s lives.

These paintings reflect the Victorian concept of 
self—you are what you see in the mirror.

William Dobell dramatically shunned this tradition 
in 1943. He painted Joshua Smith with undeniable 
elements of caricature and abstraction. Dobell claimed 
that he retained a certain likeness, but the portrait was 
so controversial that it went to the Supreme Court for 
allegedly defaming and satirising the subject.

People asked, “Is this even a portrait?”
Dobell said, “I use an element of distortion in order 

to make the portrait more like the subject than he is 
himself.”

Is there such a thing? Can a painting represent a 
person better than they are? Does it even have to show 
the person?

Brett Whitely’s painting, Self-portrait in the studio 
(1976), hardly shows his face—the painting mainly 
displays his studio. The artist’s surroundings, then, 
express his character and psychological space. Here, 
portraiture is less about a scientific likeness and more 
about personality.  

Wendy Sharpe’s Self-portrait as Diana of Erskineville 
(1996) is a complete image of individuality. She is 
dressed in thongs, animal print pants, a green bra, 
and a sultry expression. Her slouched position 
symbolises indulgence, as well as the Australian sense 
of informality. The vivid palette is in extreme contrast 
with the dignified colours of silk and lace, exuding 
energy and sensuality instead.

Progressing the narrative of portraiture is this year’s 
winners and finalists—21 out of 58 are self-portraits, 
double than that of recent years.

There has been an increased fascination with 
celebrity, certainly, but the rise of social media has 
given platform for many others to consider themselves 
celebrity also.

In the beginning, a portrait showed what was 
socially acceptable and ‘correct.’ Later on, realism 
gave way to ‘truthful’ abstraction—that is, showing the 
personality and essence of the sitter. This also meant 
that the artist had more say in the representation and 
perception of the sitter. 

 Selfie-culture has seeped through the walls of the 
Art Gallery of New South Wales, but what it really 
shows is this: the construction of identity is now in our 
hands.

In your life, you might hear a song, or an album, that’s 
capable of immersing you in a whole world of comfort, 
sadness or nostalgia.
 Lyrics like gospel, you try to commemorate the 
artists through posters on your bedroom wall, an 
iPhone wallpaper, or tattoos on your arm. Since 2007, 
Paramore have not just been my favourite band, but 
also my escape from reality. 

Last year was the worst of my life. Between full-time 
study, four jobs, and a marriage equality plebiscite, 
reality became a little too much to bare. 

There are moments when you just snap. For me, that 
was booking a cruise from Miami to the Bahamas, all on 
my own. I know what you’re thinking—who goes on a 
cruise by themselves? 

But this wasn’t any regular cruise, it was a four-day 
festival hosted by the one and only Paramore.

Alone and confused, I bid farewell to my parents, 
boarding a sixteen hour flight to Miami. The decision to 
travel solo seemed ludicrous to those around me. “Why 
would you do that?” “Aren’t you scared?” Yes, in fact, 

I was terrified, but something inside of me called for 
something this drastic, a change from the monotony. 
Alone in a continent I’d never laid feet on, I found my 
way onto the ‘Parahoy!’ cruise ship, that would take me 
to tropical paradise.

As the orange sunset sunk behind the Atlantic Ocean, 
I stood amongst thousands of people on the crowded 
pool deck, as Hayley Williams belted the lyrics to Rose 
Colored Boy; “Cause I’ve been through a lot, really all 
I’ve got is just to stay pissed off, if it’s all right by you.” 
This moment, I can’t forget.

There’s an inarticulable comfort in meeting people 
who share your obsession—who come from worlds 
vastly different from your own. There was my cabin 
mate who’d only just escaped a Jehovah Witness cult 
two years previous. 

We spent the long music-less nights regaling each 
other with stories of our pasts. 

A mother of two who’d left her kids at home to join 
the fun found me drinking coffee in the afternoon 
sunlight, glitter covering my face as I waited for the 

next gig. “You look beautiful, can I take a photo?” she 
asked. There was a guy who’d managed to smuggle 
five ounces of weed in his prosthetic penis, and we 
bonded over our love of illicit substances and the queer 
community. 

I learnt many things on board Parahoy, Firstly, the 
taste of regret after spending $400 on alcohol. More 
importantly, I became more comfortable with myself, 
embracing all the clichés of living in the moment, 
dancing like no one’s watching, and savouring these 
precious memories.  

No longer am I afraid to strike up conversation with 
a stranger or find shame in going to a café alone. I 
thought to myself, I should not be ashamed to enjoy 
the things I like, to colour my hair the way I choose, to 
dress the way I like, to travel halfway across the world 
to see my favourite band on a cruise ship… 

There’s no point in waiting for somebody else to 
accompany you. Book that flight, take that drive, follow 
your most obscure dreams. These are the stories we 
will tell.

Artwork by Matthew Fisher 
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P U Z Z L E S

Minimum 4 letters per word. Proper nouns preferred. 5 words: Pippin, 15 words: 
Faramir, 25 words: Gandalf, 35 words: Tom Bombadil 

Target

Cryptic
Across
4. Mia went back to music school (3)
9. Reverend, ditch moray in cereal (7)
10. Why gun lobbyists in? And the   
philosopher? (3,4)
11. Bill rents iPads (7)
12. Mother of monsters wrongly chained 
(7)
13. Spooner’s irritant shackle causes  
angina (9)
16. This light verse lies not / in the  
clue’s phrasing, but in / its syllabic
form (5)
18. Indeed if I cement building (7)
21. Allures tangled wreaths (7)
23. Icy poet (5)
24. Basic French and the crazy go 
together (9)
28. Mufasa’s brother starts, largely 
embarrassed, turning pink (7)
29. Describe former savannah (7)
31. Oh! She, an ER reporter, is in the 
Pacific islands (7)
32. Routine abortion before birth (2,5)
33. Dearly odd and backward young  
man (3)

Solutions

Puzzles by TournesolSomewhere only we know: Morisset, NSW 2264
Nick Harriott reaches a dead end. Down

1. Non-white embraces alien one - 
artistic! (6)
2. Reliable pen (6)
3. Destiny sounds fair (4)
4. The last frontier!? I’ll ask her how it 
sounds (6)
5. Caring friend begins reading Nazi 
aphorisms, lol (8)
6. It’s free where the chimney is (2,3,5)
7. Phone ABC news programme (8)
8. Light-bulb adaptation, I dare say, 
loses rays (4)
14. Concealed in hash I did (3)
15. Races this lot ran drunkenly (10)
17. Uni regressive in its tuition (3)
18. Health of a Cockney dwarf (3)
19. Wedding vow with subsequent 
heathen (8)
20. Ultimate net value: poor (8)
22. Helena’s lost hens in a meadow (3)
25. Anatomical shutter (6)
26. Picks on the daisies so irregularly (6)
27. Imagine writer the French number 
among knights and Newtons (6)
28. Nearly put glasses into tin (4)
30. Prune a tree (4)

Across
1. Pair of Olympians renowned for their 
perfect scores in Sarajevo 1984 (7,3,4)
10. Country of Buddha’s birth (5)
11. Raise the stakes (2,3,4)
12. What Robert Burns calls a mouse, 
what Jack Sparrow calls the kraken (7)
13. Crowe, Howard, or T Davies (7)
14. Jim, Tony, or Eddard (5)
16. Hairy red fruits, like lychees (9)
19. Jane, Elizabeth I, or the sixth Zodiac 
sign (3,6)
20. Walls built into ditches so as to not 
interrupt a view (2-3)
22. Native American people of the 
Southwestern U.S. (7)
25. Ptitim: __ couscous (7)
27. Aristocratic Roman (9)
28. Parts of Yellowstone are in this state 
(5)
29. Composer of ‘An American in Paris’ 
and ‘Porgy and Bess’ (6, 8)

Down
2. Where Annie starts (9)
3. Bates, Pennyworth, or Passepartout 
(5)
4. ‘The Iron Horse’ of Major League 
Baseball, affected by ALS (3,6)
5. Thespian (5)
6. U.S. states that relied primarily on 
slavery for income (4,5)
7. Bert’s pal (5)
8. Collective name for obelisks of 
London, Paris, NYC: Cleopatra’s ___ (7)
9. Jackal-headed god of embalmment (6)
15. When the queen taps you on the 
shoulders with sword, she’s doing this 
to you (9)
17. Title given to an important member 
of clergy (9)
18. Relating to Jews from Central or 
Eastern Europe (9)
19. Spike used for camping, also not a 
bad murder weapon (7)
21. Puccini’s ‘Madama Butterfly’ was 
adapted into a musical set in this city (6)
23. Test-tube experiments: in __ (5)
24. Frodo’s sword (5)
26. German realm (5)

Quick

I got on a train to Newcastle on a whim. When I say a 
whim, what I really mean is I got on a train to Newcastle 
after spending years thinking, “wow, it would be 
amazing to just get on a train and not know where I 
was going,” and then, one day, finding myself just sad 
enough and just lonely enough to do it.

There’s no profound reason for why I chose 
Newcastle. I was just looking for somewhere new and 
quaint and interesting. If I hadn’t grown up in the Blue 
Mountains I’m sure I would have (unadvisedly) headed 
to Lithgow. If I didn’t already know better, I definitely 
would have headed south to Waterfall, drawn by the 
image of a train line literally ending at a waterfall. I 
chose Newcastle because I rarely travel north, and 
deep down I hoped that on the way there I would look 
out the train window, see a small town full of friendly 
strangers and realise I belonged there. (If you can 
believe it, this did not happen.)

Once I was on the train I realised something: 
hopping on an old rural train because you’re on a 
spiritual adventure does not change the train. The air 
is still, for whatever reason, warm and heavy. There are 

still normal train people, and there’s still fuck all to do.
At train stations, I would glance out the window and 

assess if it was “my stop”. Otherwise, I kept myself busy 
reading a book, writing in my notepad and playing with 
a miniature deck of cards.

I stayed on the train for three hours.
On the way, I passed rivers and lakes where people 

had built tiny homes next to old wooden jetties. Possibly 
cut off from electricity, definitely cut off from roads. I 
wondered what their life was like. Probably involved a 
lot of fish—for food and recreation.

I passed a lot of small towns, hills, ranges, and a few 
larger towns too—tempting stops, but I decided against 
them at the time. They probably would have been a lot 
more stimulating than where I ended up.

The thing about not knowing where you’re going 
or why you’re going there is that you’ll always be 
wondering if the next stop will feel right. One of the 
towns the train stopped at (a retroactive Google Maps 
search leads me to believe it was either Gosford or Woy 
Woy) probably could have given me everything I was 
looking for. But I didn’t trust it. I was never inspired 
enough to pick myself up and get off the train. 

When I eventually did disembark, it was because I 

started to suspect waiting was leading to diminishing 
returns. 

The stations were becoming less lavish, the thriving 
town hubs were becoming nothing more than rows of 
houses. At one stop, all I could see was highway and 
bush. I decided I would get off at the next town.

I’d forgone using my phone for geographical data at 
this point, trying to “feel” the adventure, I guess. If I 
hadn’t, I would have realised just how close I was to 
arriving at Newcastle.

When the train finally arrived at the next town, 
I gathered my belongings and hopped off. I was in 
Morisset. It wasn’t a particularly astonishing town. If 
you’re from Morisset, I’m sure you know its secrets 
and its hidden beauty. Or, if you’re anything like me, 
you’re reading someone write about your hometown 
in a way that elevates it far above what it deserves. 
(My hometown is Leura. It has nice gardens and an 
overpriced lolly shop. It looks nice in autumn and is too 
far away from everything.)

Now that I think about it, I don’t think I even took my 
phone, because I distinctly remember getting off the 

train and writing down when the trains back to Central 
would be. I don’t remember how I was measuring the 
time—I think I may have been wearing a calculator 
watch—but I do remember the trains only came by 
every hour.

Anyway, I was in Morisset. Strange, enchanting, 
exceptionally normal Morisset. I walked down the main 
street, contemplating if maybe the local library was 
where destiny would take me. Eventually I conceded 
that it was probably just a small, boring library that was 
not, in fact, tended to by a manic pixie dream librarian 
(I was young, OK?) and walked away from the main part 
of town.

Strolling down wide empty streets, walking on 
footpaths that often gave way to nothing but grass and 
dirt, I realised that this could be any Blue Mountains 
town. If I grew up in Morisset, it’s incredibly likely that 
I would yearn to be somewhere else and end up on a 
journey to Leura, complete with its own equally wide, 
poorly-maintained streets.

The difference between walking through Morisset 
and Leura is that if I had been walking through Leura, I 
would not have ended up at a cemetery.

It was a small cemetery. 

Multi-denominational from memory. I guess you 
can’t be too picky in a small town. There were rows 
of old and new gravestones. Some names too hard to 
make out, and others freshly etched. I spent a while 
inspecting them, pacing back and forth, imagining 
what these people’s lives were like. Occasionally there 
would be gravestones that would lend some context: 
immigrants from the United Kingdom, local town 
leaders, volunteers. 

I spent as long as I could there. On this one sad, 
lonely day where I would rather catch a train three 
hours away from my home than just reach out to a 
friend, the Morisset cemetery provided me solace. 

I sat there in silence. 
I watched the sunset. 
I filled the last page in my notebook, and I haven’t 

opened it since.
I made it back to the station just in time for the last 

train I’d written down. It could well have been the last 
train of the day. 

When I got back to Sydney I did catch up with a 
friend. He asked me what I did that day. I lied and said I 

was just in the city. I could tell he didn’t believe me, but 
he didn’t probe. We saw a movie.

Later in my life, during a party game, I once told this 
story to someone who asked me to tell them something 
I’d never told anyone. In return, they told me they once 
paid for a taxi ride with a blowjob. I feel like they always 
win that game.

The next time I ever told this story was a year later. 
I told it to my girlfriend, who had been on so many 
depression-fuelled escapades herself that my story 
paled in comparison.

I started to feel like the strange power this secret 
story gave me was weakened every time I told it. But 
now, writing it out, I realise that it’s worth letting go 
of the magic of it all; that Morisset isn’t special; its 
cemetery isn’t special. It’s only special to me because I 
went there once on a very sad day and busted a long-
held theory of mine that there was some small town, 
somewhere, where I must belong. 

I mean, who knows. Maybe there is, but I have 
a sneaking suspicion that really—if that place does 
exist—it could be anywhere.

Target: Musicates



SRC CASEWORK HELPSRC REPORTS

As semester one draws to a close 
I thought it would be the perfect 
opportunity to remind you about 
academic advice from your SRC. We have 
SRC caseworkers who are professional 
and experienced staff who can assist 
you by providing independent advice, 
advocacy and support. The service is 
FREE, independent and confidential. 
Phone for an appointment at (02) 9660 
5222. We also have drop-in sessions 
(no appointment required) on 1-3pm 
Tuesdays & Thursdays.

If you need a short extension for your 
assessment tasks, simple extensions are 
still available at the discretion of your 
unit of study co-ordinator! You can 
ask your course co-ordinator for two 
days extension on a non examination 
task, eg. a take home assignment. This 
is an informal arrangement, and does 
not stop you from applying for Special 
Consideration (still within 3 days of 
original due date). 

Also did you know that if you apply to 
discontinue a subject before the last day 
of semester you will get a Discontinue 
Fail (DF)? You will incur HECS & it will 
affect your “academic progression”, 
however, it will not affect your WAM. 
This is particularly important if you are 
avoiding Show Cause & Exclusion. 

Lastly, the Higher Education Support 
Legislation Amendment (Student Loan 
Sustainability) Bill 2018 has been 
rammed through the parliamentary 
system and is tabled for the Federal 
Senate somewhere between June 18 -28.

This legislation seeks to:
(1) Lower the minimum HELP 

repayment threshold to $45,000

President
(2) Index repayment thresholds with 

CPI (over the mid-term this will push 
repayment thresholds to minimum 
wage)

(3) Create a combined HELP loan cap 
of $104,400 (or $150,000 for Medicine & 
Dentistry)

By creating a HELP loan cap, the 
legislation will price tens of thousands 
of Australians from postgraduate 
qualifications due to the cumulative 
cost of common undergraduate & 
postgraduate degrees. 

There are already almost 40,000 
enrolments in programs of study where 
the combined cost of relevant courses 
typically exceed $100,000 (Management 
and commerce (27,893); Law (9,634)). 
This means the legislation will force 
these students to pay up to $50,000 
of tuition fees upfront, or seek dodgy 
private loans in order to pay for their 
qualifications. The National Union of 
Students, along with student unions 
across the country, will be working 
with members of the Federal Senate 
Crossbench to ensure Parliament rejects 
this legislation. If you are interested in 
keeping up the fight for free, quality 
education, join the SRC Education 
Action Group on Facebook. 

Feel free to email me at president@
src.usyd.edu.au if you have any concerns 
or wish to get involved with the SRC. If 
you are experiencing any academic, 
personal or legal issues and wish to 
seek the advice of an SRC caseworker or 
solicitor, contact us at (02) 9660 5222 or 
help@src.usyd.edu.au.

Imogen Grant

Dear Abe,

I’ve been working since I was about 
16 years old. I’ve never prepared a 
tax return and I’m now scared that 
I might get in trouble, or owe lots 
of money. What should I do to break 
this cycle? 

Sincerely,
Over-taxed

Dear Over-taxed,

The SRC hosts TaxHelp, where 
Australian Taxation Office trained 

volunteers help you to complete your 
tax returns, including ones from 
previous years. This service is free, 
and available to University of Sydney 
students who have a “simple” tax 
return. That means you earn around 
$50,000 or less, as an employee. 
Unfortunately this does not include 
self employed people, including ride 
share drivers, food delivery people, 
and private tutors. 

Appointments are available during 
second semester each year. Call the 
SRC office to book your appointment.

Sincerely, 
Abe

Lots of people experience stress 
and anxiety throughout their lives. 
When this affects your day-to-day 
activities, like being able to pass 
subjects at uni, being able to work, or 
have good relationships, it is a good 
idea to get some help. Counsellors 
(including psychologists) can help 
you to develop strategies to deal with 
the many different situations that you 
have in your life. Ask your GP (regular 
doctor) for a referral to a counsellor 
that would suit you. They can give you 
a Mental Health Plan that will give you 
a rebate on the cost for counselling 
through Medicare or Overseas 
Students Health Cover. The SRC has a 
list of free or cheap local counsellors. 
CAPS, the University counselling 
service, is free to all students, though 
please note that they do not provide 
PPC’s in most situations. Almost all 
counselling services will have a wait 
of at least a couple of weeks. Check 
their availability and make a booking 
as soon as you can. In the meantime, 
if you would like to talk to someone 
immediately you can telephone or 
chat online to Headspace or Beyond 
Blue. It is OK to look around to find 
someone that works for you.

There is no shame to seeing a 
counsellor. If you are sick, you need 
help. There is no shame to having 
a broken leg, or the flu, and being 
mentally unwell is no different.

There might be other things you 
can do to help your mental wellbeing. 

Some people find that exercise, 
meditation, yoga, music, and art can 
help. A healthy, balanced diet is also 
undeniably good for your mental 
health. Maybe you’ll benefit from 
being in the company of friends. 
The uni is a great place to meet new 
people, by talking to those in your 
classes, or by joining one of the many 
clubs and societies.

If being unwell, mentally or 
physically, is causing you to fail 
assessments, you might want to 
apply for Special Consideration. You 
will need a Professional Practitioner’s 
Certificate (like a doctor’s certificate) 
on or before the day of your 
assessment, submitted no later than 
3 days after the assessment. If you are 
too sick to get yourself to your doctor, 
consider calling a home doctor service 
– check the internet for details. 
Generally speaking your illness will 
need to have severely affected you. If 
you need help with this application, 
talk to an SRC caseworker. Be aware, 
though, that late applications without 
a very good reason will generally not 
be successful.

If you are feeling at risk of self 
harm contact Lifeline’s 24 hour 
crisis support service by calling 13 11 
14 or having an online chat at www.
lifeline.org.au. You can also talk to a 
GP or counsellor, or one of the many 
community organisations that are 
here to help you.

Ask Abe
SRC caseworker HELP Q&A

TAXHELP: Assistance to get on top of your Tax

Level 1, Wentworth Bldg, University of Sydney
02 9660 5222  |  src.usyd.edu.au
solicitor @ src.usyd.edu.au
ACN 146 653 143  |  MARN 1276171

Work Issues
Govt Services

Car Accidents
Consumer Disputes

Police, Courts

...and more

Visa Issues

法律諮詢
法律アドバイス

We have a solicitor who speaks 
Cantonese, Mandarin & Japanese

Liability limited by  
a scheme approved 
under Professional 
Standards Legislation.

Do you have a legal problem? 
We can help you for FREE!*

* This service is provided by the Students’ Representative Council, 
University of Sydney and is available to USYD undergraduate students.

NAT 72807-05.2016 [JS 36891]

Get free help with  
your tax return from  
a Tax Help volunteer

›  Are your tax affairs simple?

›  Do you earn around $50,000 or less?

To find out more, contact the ATO on 13 28 61.

Create your myGov account and link to 
the ATO before your Tax Help appointment.
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Get free help with  
your tax return from  
a Tax Help volunteer

›  Are your tax affairs simple?

›  Do you earn around $50,000 or less?

To find out more, contact the ATO on 13 28 61.

Create your myGov account and link to 
the ATO before your Tax Help appointment.
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Get free help with  
your tax return from  
a Tax Help volunteer

›  Are your tax affairs simple?

›  Do you earn around $50,000 or less?

To find out more, contact the ATO on 13 28 61.

Create your myGov account and link to 
the ATO before your Tax Help appointment.

Available to USyd undergraduate students through the  
Students’ Representative Council (SRC)

To book an appointment call:  9660 5222
Available until the end of semester 2.

Stress and Anxiety: 
Getting Help and Support

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
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Exclusive: Slapping Newborns on  
the Bottom Has No Medical Value

hunny Sem One Quiz Answers

Theo Murray Former Baby 

Student Relishes Thrill 
of Crossing City Road 
Slightly Before Green 
Man Appears
Joe Verity Traffic Reporter

VC Michael Spence Hopes  
For Building Named After Him, 
Wonders if He’s Been Racist 
Enough To Get One

A series of shocking documents 
recently leaked from the Medical 
Board of Australia have revealed 
that the practice of spanking 
newborn babies has absolutely 
no medical value. The idea that 
dangling a newborn by their legs 
and slapping them square on the 
cheeks has long been purported 
as useful, or at worst innocuous, 
but in fact it is mean and really 
scary. 

Similar reports, previously 
suppressed by The University 
of Sydney School of Medicine, 
reveal that when spanked a lot of 
babies cry. In a public statement, 
the School of Medicine claimed 
that the vicious hitting of a 
vulnerable infant is necessary 
to “shock them into breathing.” 
Yet there is already a harmless, 
less labour intensive way of 
doing this. The entire process of 
being born, from the sights to 
the smells and the sounds, is so 
incredibly baffling to babies that 
they are consistently shocked 

into breathing before they are 
ever grabbed by the ankles and 
struck unawares. So how has this 
remained secret for so long—
and why do the big mean doctors 
do this?

“It’s not some kind of weird 
sex thing,” said Dr Sandra 
Meanperson* (names have been 
anonymised). “It’s just a prank 
that got way out of hand, like 
detoxes or root canal.” 

“For me, it’s all about 
superiority,” Dr Pat Maliciously* 
told hunny. “The most important 
thing is that whenever someone 
cuts me off in traffic, I know that 
one of my colleagues has already 
slapped that bastard right on 
the butt-cheeks while they 
were naked and screaming.” 
No matter the motivation, the 
result is clear: holding someone 
upside-down by the foot and 
hitting them on the bottom is in 
fact not nice, and very mean.

This week, Vice-Chancellor 
Michael Spence spoke out about 
his hopes for a future University 
of Sydney building to be named 
after him, but pondered if the 
Uni’s current naming policy 
of selecting renowned racists 
might preclude him from being 
nominated.

“Wentworth was a great man, 
but an even better racist. He called 
Aboriginal people “orangutans” 
and even campaigned to ensure 
Aboriginal people couldn’t give 
testimony in court, allowing 
the white people who killed 50 
Gamilaraay people to walk free,” 
Spence told hunny. “How do you 
compete with that?”

“The best I’ve done is sack 
our Indigenous deputy Vice-
Chancellor and water down 
the Wingara Mura – Bunga 
Barrabugu Strategy,” Spence 
continued. “It’s not as catchy as 
some of Wentworth’s early work 
but I hope it’s enough to make 
me stand out from the crowd.”

Spence is optimistic some of 
his racism in the international 
arena might secure his place in 
the University’s sordid history. 

“Even our most prolific 
racists tend to stick within our 
borders—and why wouldn’t 

they—but I’m quite proud of 
the scope of my racism. The 
investments we’re currently 
making with arms companies 
will result in the deaths of all 
manner of foreigners, all over 
the globe. That’s racism you can 
take to the bank!”

Despite his efforts, there 
is a chance Spence has been 
barking up the wrong tree. Jordi 
Austin, head of Student Support 
Services, has said that her 
actions to hinder meaningful 
change to prevent sexual assault 
on campus makes her a real 
contender. 

“The University of Sydney 
can do more than just honour 
exceptional racists. In this 
#MeToo era, I hope that my 
efforts to ensure there are no 
genuine efforts made by the 
University to prevent sexual 
assault and support survivors is 
recognised.” 

When asked what building 
she might want named in her 
honour, Ms. Austin was succinct, 
“as a lean-in feminist, I think a 
building similar to the Tower of 
Pisa would be appropriate.”

O-Week 
1. The Byzantine era. 2. Alfredo. 
3. They cupped the sack, not the 
shaft. 

Week 1 
1. Ernest Hemingway. 2. His 
father. 3. The ceiling.

Week 2 
Picture Puzzle: “Kiss from a 
Rose” - Seal (1994)

Week 3 
1. The bald eagle. 2. Subaru. 
3. Famous celebrity television 
host Bert Newton.

On the way to his tutorial on 
Thursday, local thrill-seeker 
and Government student Artie 
Walker stepped out onto the City 
Road pedestrian crossing before 
the little green man appeared 
in act that has been called 
“outrageously confident” and 
“brazenly self-assured”.

Reading the flow of traffic with 
a telepathic precision cultivated 
over years of attending tutorials 
in the Merewether Building, 
Walker started making his way 
across City Road just as traffic 
hit ‘the sweet spot’—the brief 
moment when cars are still 
rolling to a stop, but before the 
pedestrian light changes.

“Stepping out onto that road 
is one of the highlights of my 
day,” Walker told hunny. 

“I wasn’t even in a hurry. 
There’s just something about 
getting in an extra couple of 
seconds on that little green man 
that makes me feel alive like 
nothing else.”

As a solitary Walker strode 
nonchalantly past fellow 
pedestrians into what appeared 
to be oncoming traffic, onlookers 
were purportedly stunned 
beyond belief.

“I was just thinking to myself, 
‘what is this absolute loose unit 
doing?’” explained one witness. 
“We all thought he was going to 
get hit. I still don’t know how he 
did it!”

Walker is reportedly 
considering a similar feat on 
Parramatta Road, but cites the 
lack of a substantial audience as 
a potential deterrent.

Katie Thorburn Building Whisperer

Week 4 
1. Imogen Grant. 2. Krav maga. 
3. USyd’s first Magic: The 
Gathering tournament.

Week 5 
1. A small trebuchet. 2. Yesterday. 
3. A lengthy process.

Week 6 
1. Kripke’s famous process of 
rigidification using the “actual” 
modifier. 2. Ants.

Week 7 
1. Bitcoin. 2. Ethereum. 3. It’s the 
same as caramel Paddlepops.

Week 8 
1. Nelson Mandela. 2. Yes. 
3. Really.

Week 9 
1. Antarctica. 2. Nike Air Max. 
3. The left one.

Week 10 
1. Vegemite toast. 2. French Earl 
Grey. 3. Milk.

Week 11 
1. Your mother’s maiden name. 
2. Your first pet. 3. The street you 
grew up on.

Week 12 
1. The Platters. 2. Plaid. 3. Patter.



See you next semester

Keep in touch!

Love, Honi xx
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At home with 
MR SPENCE

A source of envy for Vice-Chancellors around 
the world, this two-storey free-standing 
residence is home to none other than the 
University of Sydney’s Vice-Chancellor, 
Michael Spence.

Situated in a steep, leafy Woollahra street, 
a neighbouring Mediterranean-style villa and 
palm trees across the road create a relaxed feel 
before you’ve even walked through the door.

The late Victorian home has changed 
significantly from its original form, but its 
character remains. Samuel Schumann from Di 
Jones Woollahra told Honi that based on it’s 
location in a “sought after suburb” and recent 
sales in the area, the property would currently 
be valued between $7-$7.7 million.

The Vice-Chancellors’ current residence in 
Woollahra is but the latest in a short but 
impressive list of stately abodes afforded 
to our beloved campus Principal. Though 
the tradition is “standard practice” among 
Universities, Australia’s oldest ivory tower 
makes sure to bring their usual touch of 
expense, exorbitance, and inexpedience to 
the affair. But despite its impressive features, 
Spence’s digs is neither the grandest dwelling 

A garage at street level provides a secure 
entrance with a gatehouse feel. A newly-
installed lift and small staircase bring you up 
to the level of the lawn terrace. Walking past 
the pool and gardens on the roof of the garage, 
the long paved path and stepped-back location 
of the house creates a feeling of grandeur as 
you approach.

The steep slope of the area allows for 
expansive vistas of the surrounding district 
and greenery, with further glimpses 
Northwards towards the harbour, while the 
rear of the block descends into a near-jungle of 
plant life.

The house was bought by the University 
for $2.6 million in 1987 and converted into 
a home, with the University earmarking a 
further $3 million for renovations, as reported 
by The Sydney Morning Herald.  It has been 
home to Vice-Chancellors ever since, with the 
newest tennant becoming custodian in 2008.

Adjusted for inflation, the total outlay at the 
time equates to just over $13.4 million today.

In a secluded Eastern Suburbs setting, almost exactly halfway between Sydney’s glistening 
beaches and shimmering city, this family home isn’t too detached from the sandstone of 

Sydney Uni after all.

est. $7.7 million Wybalena
THE GATES OF HISTORY

of the lot, nor the most distantly located. 
There is no record of the Vice-Chancellor 

being provided a dwelling until 1967. Prior to 
that it’s not clear how VC’s managed like the 
rest of the population, although some of the 
earlier campus administrators revealed their 
anarchistic proclivities by squatting in the 
attics of the Quad. 

That all changed when Professor Bruce 
Williams was appointed VC in 1967. In an
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effort to win Professor Williams’ return to 
Sydney, the University agreed to provide him 
with a lodging. A Sydney Morning Herald 
disclosing the arrangement at the time also 
reported that USyd was the “last to supply 
a VC with housing.” As if to compensate 
for the delay, the University purchased the 
famous Hunters Hill mansion ‘Wybalena’ at 3 
Jeannerett Avenue. 

Built in 1874 out of sandstone quarried 
nearby, the mansion has housed many 
distinguished members of Sydney’s ‘elite’ over 
the years, in a tradition that continues today: 
in February just this year it was purchased 
by former Australian treasurer and USyd SRC 
President Joe Hockey for nearly $8 million. 
But a tradition Mr. Hockey no doubt hopes 
he hasn’t inherited, activists once spray 
painted political economy slogans outside the 
residence as a protest. 

With the retirement of Professor Williams 
in 1981, the University realised that 19th 
century sandstone manors cost a lot to 
maintain and are altogether quite ridiculous, 
selling the property for $605,000 ($2 million 
in today’s terms). With the appointment of 
Professor John Manning Ward to the Vice-
Chancellorship, the Senate began looking 
for a new place, but took so long to find an 
appropriate one they undertook to compensate 
poor Ward for his living expenses. 

Doing little in the way of reducing commute 
times, the University purchased a property at 
14 Serpentine Parade, Vaucluse for $507,000 

($1.76 million today), making a profit from the 
‘Wybalena’ investment in the process. When 
the place was listed on the market in 1995, the 
property advertisement in the SMH boasted of 
its “harbour views from the city to Manly”, its 
“5 bedrooms”, and its “1,100m2”” footprint.

The first Senate Finance Committee Senate 
report to mention the purchase was on the 7th 
of June 1982, which noted, “some alterations 
would be needed.” The logic, it appears, was 
to provide good kitchen and recreational 
amenities so the VC could entertain, reducing 
the need (and cost) to venture elsewhere. Alas, 
their promise to “have further information 
for Senate later” was either broken or realised 
in a manner lost to history. Not letting the 
lack of transparency stop them, activists from 
the early 90s recall that the Vaucluse house 
was incorporated into a ‘Fat Cats’ campaign 
targeting the hypocrisy of fee rises. 

The appointment of Dom McNichol to VC in 
1990 saw another change of address. Clearly 
impressed with the East, the University bought 
up in one of Woollahra’s most prestigious 
streets in 1990, and the VC has been gifted 
that property ever since. A report from the 
front of the SMH’s ‘Sunday Notebook’ on the 
11th of November 1990, noted the houses’ $2.6 
million cost ($5 million today), adding that 
the Finance Committee minutes disclosed the 
allocation of a further $3 million for repairs. 
According to the University, the purchase was 
financed by the sale of the Vaucluse property 
sold in 1990. 

But when the Vaucluse property was sold 
in 1995, presumably by its next owners, it 
netted $1.45 million ($2.48 million today), 
close to half the Woollahra houses’ upfront 
cost. With inflation figured, it’s unlikely that 
any difference in housing market conditions 
explain such a large deficit. As such, it seems 
the University must have sourced money 
elsewhere for the purchase. It is also unclear 
where the millions of dollars spent on a 2013 
renovation came from.

In a recent correspondence, the University 
was quick to note the provision of a residence 
was “standard practice for many universities 
in Australia and around the world”, echoing 
the same arguments given in 1967. But it’s 
neither tradition nor principle that keeps this 
expensive habit aflame. In their haste to issue 
a defence, the University revealed the true 
force at play: a desire to provide the most 
attractive offer to get the ‘best’ possible VC. 
And with Vice-Chancellors increasingly drawn 
from the private sphere, or acting as if they 
are operating within it, inducements like an 
enormous expenses sheet, a free house, and a 
large wage are crucial. 

Quoted in that same SMH article back in 
1990, USyd SRC President Vanessa Chan 
offered a condemnation of the Woollahra 
purchase that strikes even harder now than 
it did then: “it is ridiculous, especially when 
higher education is so underfunded and 
teaching staff are being forced to undertake 
industrial action to obtain proper wages and 
conditions.” 

It is said that when he was Vice-Chancellor 
Professor John Ward wanted to have every 
USyd staff member over to his house for 
dinner at some point. My only hope is that 
Michael Spence is struck by a similar rush of 
generosity, and is moved to have your humble 
Honi editors round sometime. 



Lights Out

Gustatory Delights

Ponderous Prose

Drive off

with Spence

with Spence

with Spence

with Spence

Soar Above
with Spence

Spence’s Expenses

Very English, very posh.
The Stafford $650 per 
night

Hang high in Shanghai.
Hyatt on the Bund 
$1752.43
Incl. limo service $322.39

Beaufort Hotel is synonymous 
with rollicking in riches:
4 nights in Deluxe Twin for 
$2525.88

You’ll be composing 
arias for this restaurant. 
3-course dinner for four  
at ARIA, $968.99 
Incl. 2x $120 pinot noir

Combine your dinner 
with a little dancing. 
The Ivy, $400 
Incl. $80 Chaume Arnaud 
vintage wine, $40 sirloin A light dinner could leave 

your pockets light too.
Blue Water Boathouse 
$330
Incl. $42 Mahi-Mahi, 
$42 Barramundi, $38 
Heirloom carrots.

Head here for a spot of 
regal relaxation, 
Parlour Wine Room $100

Do you care about the 
internationals? 
Cultural Intelligence 
$42.11

Spence unlearns 
accommodation. 
Accomodating Muslims 
under common law $150.78

The ultimate in ground 
travel.
Private driver $266.22 per 
day

For stylish spontaneity: 
Book a cab for $109.14 per 
day

If you’re a DIY-er, then 
hire a car for a self-led 
adventure.
EuropCar $1204.11 for 3 
days

You can even fly 55 
minutes to Canberra in 
bliss. 
Qantas $2182 for two

Talk Business. Mean 
Business. Fly Business.
British Airways 
$17,922.88 return to UK

Fly above the glittering 
Yellow Bank river and 
Hong Kong skyline.
Various Airlines, 
$46,207.78 a year

Let Loose
with Spence

Spence spent a busy year living in luxury, all paid for by the University of Sydney, in addition to his 
salary of $1.4 million. Here are our top recommendations from Spence’s lifestyle in 2017, so that you 
too can experience our Vice-Chancellor’s vices. 
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Science Road is set to become a massive 
Arts & Visitor precinct as the University moves 
ahead with it’s new Public Realm Strategy 
report.

The report, prepared by famed Gehl 
Architects, details a strategy which addresses 
approvements to USyd’s public areas under the 
University’s 2016-2020 Strategic Plan.

Jan Gehl, founder of Gehl Architects, holds a 
key to the City of Sydney after his 2007 Public 
Spaces Public Life report proposed that George 
Street could become a “great organizing 
spine”, including a light rail connecting 
Central Station and Circular Quay.

NOW
The transformation of the Science Road 

precinct can be said to have been started with 
the renovation of the Holme Courtyard into 
Courtyard Café.

The construction of the new FASS Building 
came next, which is close to completion in it’s 
location behind the RD Watt Building.

Feels like Holme
Today playing second fiddle to Eastern Avenue, it’s a surprise to many that Science 

Road is the traditional beating heart of Sydney Uni. 
Now the University has a plan to restore Science Road to it’s former glory.

The most recent development has been the 
steps towards the establishment of a new 
‘Northern gateway’ to the Parramatta Road 
footbridge.

The area in front of Old Geology has been 
landscaped with sandstone elements from the 
Quadrangle, LED lights installed on the side 
of Footbridge Theatre, and tables and chairs 
placed in the area.

The former ‘smoker’s corner’ of the Botany 
Lawn has also been upgraded with landscaped 
gardens.

SOON
The University plans to pedestrianise the 

carpark spaces behind the Vice-Chancellor’s 
office, creating seating areas and raised timber 
decks which could be used for pop-up kiosks. 
In the longer run, bollards will control vehicle 
access up Science Road, while permanent 
kiosks will be built outside the Old Geology 
Building and in the space currently occupied by 
the Woolley Building carpark.

LATER
When the FASS building has 

opened and Sydney College of 
the Arts is finally located in 
the Old Teachers’ College, the 
University plans to create an 
improved forecourt outside 
the Wallace Theatre to connect 
the two as the ‘study’ end of 
Science Road.

The Chau Chak Wing 

Museum, complete with 
restaurant, will form the 
‘public’ end of Science Road, 
and visitors will travel past 
the Quadrangle into the ‘High 
Street’ plaza in line with the 
Footbridge. 

The University plans to 
develop the forecourt of 
the Bank and Pharmacy 
Buildings, with the potential 

for new coffee carts, cafés, 
or restaurants in front of the 
Edgeworth David Building, 
in the Science Road Cottage, 
or for a change of tennants 
in Footbridge Station or any 
space of the Bank Building. 

Science Road, once USyd’s 
main street, will soon reclaim 
its title.
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Artist Robert Andrew sees university as a 
meeting point—a physical and metaphorical 
place for sharing and deepening knowledge. 
Andrew, a descendant of the Yawuru people 
of the Broome area in the Kimberley, Western 
Australia, consulted with local communities in 
the design of his work.

The visual basis of his work is the word 
‘Garabara’ from Eora language, meaning 
“dance, a method of dancing”. Andrew 
searched for a term which conveyed that over 
time and across cultures, this site—in this 
instance, the university—has been used to 
embed and transfer knowledge. Dancing, he 
writes “is used in ceremony, for storytelling 
and the passing of knowledge and knowledge 
systems to the initiated, the uninitiated and to 
other groups/clans from different geographical 
areas”.

Andrew believes, like all complex knowledge 
systems, the world is not instantaneously 

A new approach to public art

FASS Building - Robert Andrew

understandable on first glance. Differing 
perspectives reveal different outcomes. By 
etching, milling, painting and inlaying, 
the word ‘Garabara’ becomes sculptural, 
its form and boundaries reflected by 
natural processes of change such as 
erosion and leaching. The final result: 
an embodiment of how old and new 
knowledge systems overlap, interact, and 
change with one another. 

CNC routing of granite panels creates 
an erosion pattern. Andrew modelled 
the erosion patterns of the work from 
sandstone erosion along the Bondi 
coastline. Embedded organic bronze 
and mild steel have been inserted in the 
granite to create areas of eroded text. The 
image above shows “GARABARA”—but 
legibility will change according to levels of 
lighting. 

Beneath, on the ground, pavers have 

polished or honed surfaces, clear coated to 
create a reflective surface reminiscent of actual 
water on the floor. This imagery reflects the 
coastline sandstone which inspired the work, 

Dale Harding plans to interconnect three 
different public artworks at the City Road end 
of Eastern Avenue through aesthetics and 
content. Harding, a descendent of the Bidjara, 
Ghungalu and Garingbal peoples of Central 
Queensland, identified three different locations 
for connected artworks:

1. a monumental sculpture outside the 
Madsen building,

2. a wall painting in the LEES building, and
3. a wall painting inspired by rock art on the 

blue wall. 

The exact concept for the artworks is still 
under review by the University in the ‘design 
development stage’, but Honi can share 
Harding’s original vision. Harding cited his 
past work (above) as potential for further 
exploration. 

The pieces act as a homage to the rock art of 
Harding’s ancestors—the sandstone of their 
country connecting to Sydney via the Great 
Dividing Range. By bringing this art to the 
university, Harding fills in the gap between 
USyd and their culture and landscape.

Eastern Avenue - Dale Harding

but also continues (perhaps intentionally)
the design of Eastern Avenue, where pavers, 
when wet, are designed to create a mirror-
like finish reflecting the sandstone buildings.

Dale Harding, Know them in correct judgment, 2017.
Installation view at The National Art Gallery of New South Wales, Sydney.

As part of the 2016-2020 Strategic Plan, the 
University of Sydney will undergo an aesthetic 
transformation. Coming soon to our beloved 
campus is a series of public art projects, 
commissioned with the intention of creating an 
innovative, artistic legacy at USyd. 

Under a new ‘Art in Public Space Strategy’, 
ten artworks are planned, all by Aboriginal 
and Torres Strait Islander artists. By having 

Aboriginal art as the aesthetic and ideological 
backbone of forthcoming public art projects, 
the University is hoping to better connect 
with the Redfern Aboriginal community as 
well as Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander 
communities Australia-wide.

In this week’s edition of Better Honi and 
Gardens, we give you a sneak peek into two of 
USyd’s upcoming public artworks.
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Lighting 
the way

After Gehl Architects identified 
areas on campus that could become 

better public places, twenty-four 
Architecture, Design and Planning 
students worked with CIS on ‘pilot 

projects’ in four campus locations to 
create nighttime destinations.

After the success of last year’s project, the USyd designlab is well underway with Pilot Lights 
2018. This year, it involves ten projects from fourty-one students, and will highlight the 

new campus entrance from Victoria Park, as well as along Science Road. Under the theme of 
digital placemaking, the displays will run from 4:30pm to 8:30pm on Friday 8th June.

USign (top)

Salaam Hamad, Admira Nuradzhani, 
Jolly Pearl Gomez

Rainbow Boxes (bottom)

Baoling Han, Xitong Huang, 
You Wu

1. Message Strip

Junwen Chan, Daniel 
Navarro, Tingyi Pan

2. Projection Tree

Yuyan Liu, Yuxi Tang, Johnny 
Zhang

3. MxN Place

Martin Bevs, Tom Fulcher, 
Lester Li

(Top to bottom)
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Considering all 
avenues

Is it time to rip it all up and start again? The 
real question, says Dr Dallas Rogers, is who 

would get to draw the next plan?

Before learning about the Public Realm 
Strategy, or any of the University’s current 
plans for public spaces, Honi had been 
entertaining an idea:

Is it time to rip up Eastern Avenue and start 
again?

“I think I need to explicitly say, I’m certainly 
not encouraging students to go and do this,” 
says Dr Dallas Rogers, a Senior Lecturer 
within the School of Architecture, Design 
and Planning at USyd. But as for a thought 
experiment, Rogers says it would be far “more 
radical, and far more interesting” to have 
students involved in an ongoing design process 
for anything university related.

“[Universities are for] the people that 
contribute to the life of the university: so that 
is teaching staff and students... and the design 
of public spaces should reflect those things.”

What would this space look like if we actually let 
those people design it?

Eastern Avenue’s current state is partly due 
to a 2004 refurbishment, which for $10 million 
dollars, pedestrianised the street and laid the 
pavers and cobblestones that we know today. 
Part is due to the discovery of rot, which in 
2013 led to the felling of almost all trees. And 
part is due to the Australian Government’s  
2017 Hostile Vehicle Guidelines for Crowded Places. 

Honi reached out to architecture students 
to provide their vision for Eastern Avenue, be 
it permanent or temporary. ShenWern Guan 
suggested that “there aren’t many places in 
the university that provide open study spaces” 
and that Eastern Ave may provide the answer.

Dr Rogers goes further: students might start 
gardens, grow produce, or even demonstrate 
new ways of living. Campus Infrastructure 
& Services (CIS) Campus Planning Manager 
Juliette Churchill welcomed the idea of 
any student feedback, as once the F23 and 
LEES Buildings are complete, CIS will begin 
refurbishing the City Road end of Eastern 
Avenue.

As for Honi, we’d just love some more grass.

Spot the difference: 

Architecture student 
ShenWern Guan provided 
Honi with a concept (left)

for Eastern Avenue, which 
broke it down into a much-

needed open study space as well 
as a thoroughfare.

Honi compared this with a concept layout 
for Eastern Avenue by Gehl Architects 

(below). Gehl proposed the provision of 
“a program of groundfloor alterations” for 

“additional functions and activities”.

09:00 AM 12:00 PM

Hottest spots on campus
Feeling the heat? The University uses your WiFi data to 

create maps of campus populations. 

In 2017, Honi reported that both Deakin 
University and the University of Melbourne 
were using campus WiFi data to develop real-
time maps of students’ locations.

The University of Melbourne had gone so far 
as to propose a plan to manipulate student’s 
movements on campus by controlling their 
WiFi access until they returned to areas of 
campus belonging to their faculty.

These maps, obtained by Honi as part of the 
Public Realm Strategy report confirms that USyd 
has used WiFi tracking data to map students.

Universities claim that their data does 
not breach students’ privacy because of the 
anonymity of tracking, and thus does not 

require them to notify students.
These maps, produced by the University of 

Sydney’s Institute of Transport and Logistics 
Studies (ITLS) show a ‘typical semester day’ on 
the Camperdown/Darlington campus.

A clear pattern is visible throughout the day, 
as students arrive for their first classes and the 
uni population grows to it’s peak at 12pm.   

In a Pedestrian Movement Survey, for the 
same report, it was found there are more 
students spending lunchtime at Manning 
House with a peak of 325 than those on Eastern 
Ave, with a peak of 250. The data also shows a 
steep unexplained drop-off in students at 3pm 
on the Engineering/PNR Learning Hub lawns.

03:00 PM 06:00 PM



Wright’s Point 
c. 1857


