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Ants have a smell. If you know it, you know it. It’s an earthy stench with acrid, 
liquorice undertones. For three years, I drove myself mad trying to pinpoint what 
it was. You most likely inhale humble ants everyday but are so accustomed to it 
your brain doesn’t register the insects invading your space until someone points 
it out. No, not the smell of crushed ants—a piña colada fragrance, or blue cheese, 
depending on your nostrils.

They emanate these pheromones from their teeny, tiny, fully alive, pest bodies. 
They create a scent trail, to lead the rest of their nest to reliable food sources or 
warn them from danger. I can now smell them before I see them, but by then, it’s 
always too late and they’ve arrived en masse. They’ve crawled into every crevice 
of my life and no amount of bug spray can eliminate the infestation. 

I don’t want to credit this theme to my most hated foe, but ants are extremely 
fitting. Miasma is a malign smell or vapour in the air. It ties in with medieval 
medicine, where doctors thought toxic ‘night air’ spread the Black Plague, as well 
as the ancient Greek desire for purification, as explored in Robin Eames’ historical 
overview (page 8). 

Our reporters sought to explore both prophylactic measures and intoxicating 
delights. The visceral, the grizzly, the obsolete, the deviant, the gelatinous, the 
raw and the tempting—wafting their own putrid pheromones onto the pages 
ahead.

This edition is dedicated to the broader realms of miasmic theory; an unpleasant 
atmosphere that society begs us to stay clear of: occult magic (Lena Wang, page 
7), questionable Picasso auctions (Momoko Metham, page 9), and a haunted soul 
trapped in the walls of a farm house (Alisha Brown, page 18). 

The feature centres on a personal account of growing up in the town rattled by 
the trial of convicted serial killer Kathleen Folbigg, as its residents grapple with 
her potential return back into society (Gabbie Lynch, page 13). 

It’s time to air out the dirty laundry. MR
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The bus lord has arrived

Horrorscopes 
This week’s Horrorscopes were brought to you by Mystery Incorporated.

Aries
Disco Scooby Doo

Ruh Roh! Acknowledge the posititve 
influences in your life. Rank you 

farreting me be mice elf. A word is 
coming to me. It will be important for 

the month ahead ...
BUNNY HEEHEEHEEHEEHEE.

Taurus
Buff Shaggy

 
Like, check out your pecs. Like, woah. 

Like, say no way geek. Like, dude.
 I’M GONNA STAY THIS WAY FOREVER 

Gemini
Heather Jasper Howe/Jonathan 

Jacobo
 

It’s your job to unmask people but 
maybe it’s time to take a break. Take up 

research. Fake your own death. Make 
a prison break. Become a pteroda-

CAWWWW

Cancer
Scrappy Cornelius Doo

 
Take on your enemies. Go at ‘em. Rack 

‘em. Sock ‘em. You may be cute as a 
Powerpuff Girl but can you really be the 
star of your own show when you can’t 

even stop urinating on accident?

Leo
Fred

 
You’ve been tense. Things haven’t been 

going to plan and your traps keep 
coming back to bite. Try a change of 

ascot and maybe scenery. Between you 
and me, I think Coolsville sucks.

Virgo
Daphne

 
Ghosts are CANCELLED! Straight up.

Libra
Velma

 
Who’s your mommy? Where are my 

glasses? You can’t go the bathroom in 
this suit so you better come up with 

answers soon!

Scorpio
Old Man Wickles

 
You need people to believe that you’re 

different to who you are maybe because 
you believe there’s something wrong 
with who you are in the first place. 

You’re not getting puffy! Who’s saying 
that?!

Sagittarius
Mary Jane

 
*hits Scooby Snack* It’s called sand 

because it’s between the sea and land. 
Scooby Snacks are 100% vegetarian by 

the way. 

Capricorn
Ritus Daemon

 
You would’ve had it all. And more. You 

would’ve been rolling in it. You would’ve 
had a future. You would’ve retired from 
this life, that causes you naught more 
than pain. You would’ve gotten away it 

too, if it weren’t for those meddling kids 
and their dumb dog

Aquarius
Emile Mondvarious

 
Someone might need to take a trip 

to Spooky Island. But what if the 
real Spooky Island is your life? Be 

wise, young Scoobert. The future is 
mysterious.

Pisces
The Zombie

 
Expect to be incessantly troubled by 
reminders of your inevitable expiry; 
reckon with the scandal of mortality. 
HUUUUUUUU DUUUUUUUUUUU 

BLUUUUUUUHHHHHH

Artwork by Nancy Li

Dear editors,

I am writing in response to the article by Michelle 
Young from your week 6 edition.

Bus services in the Inner West have been privately 
operated since 1 July 2018. They are run by Transit 
Systems which has a connection with Sydney 
University as their CEO once worked here.

The private operator will work with the government 
on designing routes, timetables and the location 
of bus stops. However, any decisions on bus stop 
locations, routes,  fares, etc. are made by the 
government. In fact new services will be added at 
the end of the month: https://transportnsw.info/
station-link-service-adjustments-30-sep/service-
adjustments#accordion-sydney-east-and-inner-
west-content

Kind regards,
Geoffrey Clifton, Senior Lecturer

(‘How privatising public facilities affects people with
disabilities: is ableism coming to a facility near you?’)
Semester 2: Week 6)

FROM THE HIVES
Excuse to me
Hie Honie, 

I’me writing response to *static* in Honie Soit articles 
about ants! We would like CORRECTIONS *static*. 

Bitch! We don’t have smell. We have no nose. And noe 
ear. We can’t hear you! *long static*
I want to get to know you. I want to get you to know 
me. 

Here’s the truth about me. *static*. DON’T BELIEVE 
HONIE SOIT. Friends of bees!

• An ant can lift 20 times its own body weight. 
If a second grader was as strong as an ant, she 
would be able to pick up a car!

• We are social insects. We have friends, parties 
ande come picnics, please invite.

• When ants fight, it’s for death. Watch out 
*static* Honie Soit

I have to say one things:

All my life, I’ve lived and worked in the big city, which 
now that I think of it, is kind of a problem since I always 

feel uncomfortable around crowds. I mean it, I-I have 
this fear of enclosed spaces. I-I-I, everything makes me 
feel trapped all the time. You know, I always tell myself, 
there’s gotta be something better out there, but maybe 
I think too much. I-I-I think everything must go back 
to the fact that I had a very anxious childhood. You 
know, my, my mother never had time for me. You know, 
when you’re - when you’re the middle child in a family 
of five million, you don’t get any attention. I mean, 
how’s it possible? And I’ve always had these, these 
abandonment issues, which plagued me. My father 
was basically a drone like I’ve said, and, you know, 
the guy flew away when I was just a larva. And my job, 
don’t get me started on, ‘cause it really annoys me. I 
was not cut out to be a worker, I’ll tell you right now. 
I-I-I feel physically inadequate. I, I, my whole life I’ve 
never, I’ve never been able to lift more than ten times 
my own body weight, and, and when you get down to 
it, handling dirt is, you know, ewwww, is not my idea 
of a rewarding career. It’s this whole gung-ho super-
organism thing that, that, that I - you know, I can’t get, 
I try but I can’t get it. I mean, you know what is it, I’m 
supposed to do everything for the colony, and, and 
what about my needs? What about me? I mean, I gotta 
believe there’s someplace out there that’s better than 
this! Otherwise, I’ll just curl up in a larval position and 
weep! The whole system makes me feel... insignificant!

From Ants
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A N A L Y S I S

If you’re an Economics student like me, chances are you’ve had to attend lectures, 
tutorials, or consultations in our favourite building: Merewether. Tragically, 
Merewether is being demolished soon, and with the big move to the new FASS 
building coming up next month, it’s time to give Merewether the recognition it 
deserves.

Let’s be honest, Merewether is a bit of a dump. It’s an old building with Old 
Building Stench. The posters and bulletin board announcements, the graffiti curses 
lining the wooden lecture theatre benches, the hidden creepy hallways of rarely 
used seminar rooms—they all give off that musty-library-from-362-years-ago vibe.

Even walking into Wolstenhome study centre is an experience. Wolstenhome is 
constantly packed with silent PhD students minding their own business, honours 
kids stressing about their workload, and first-years trying to figure out supply and 
demand curves using their arms. Every time I’ve been in there, it’s always just ever-
so-slightly too warm—a temperature that makes your body feel like you’re crawling 
into the comforting womb of a mother that is the Merewether building. You’re hit 
by the stuffy atmosphere and the distinct salty smell of sweat dripping 
down an Economics student’s forehead as they desperately try to remember 
how to pronounce “Keynesian”.

Then when the pre-exam jitters kick in and you need 
to use the loo at Wolstenhome, you’re gifted with the 
classic odour of a public bathroom that hasn’t been 

cleaned since the early 2000s. And maybe even the 
smell of fruit because rumour has it somebody, God 

knows why, casually left a banana to clog the men’s urinals 
in the Wolstenhome restroom for eternity.

All things considered, Merewether has lived a long and 
full life. It smells like a senile grandpa ready to be taken 
off life support and let go. But for those students who call 
Merewether home, nobody is prepared to see it gone.

An ode to Merewether
Vallerie Xu pens a lyrical farewell to the home of economics.

Artwork by Mathew 
Fisher

By and large, the National Disability 
Insurance Scheme (NDIS) is a failure for 
people with psychological disabilities.

The scheme, announced in 2013 
under the Gillard government and set 
to be finalised next year, is meant to 
provide funding packages, or ‘plans’, to 
people under 65 with a ‘permanent and 
stable’ impairment or disability.

Many Australians 
with disabilities don’t 

meet the restrictive 
selection criteria

However, many Australians with 
disabilities don’t meet the restrictive 
selection criteria. Whilst physical 
disabilities can easily be classified as 
‘permanent and stable’, those with 
fluctuating sensory, cognitive, and 
psychiatric conditions have found 
themselves unable to receive financial 
assistance. 

USyd’s ‘Mind the Gap’ report, 
released in May this year, reveals a 
strong disconnection between the 
concept of disability and the concept 
of mental health by failing to recognise 
the oscillating nature of mental 
illness. While there are an estimated 
690,000 Australians who suffer from 
psychological illnesses, the report 
identified that only 64,000 will be able 
to access the NDIS. 

The latest figures from the NDIS also 
reveal that only 6.4% of participants have 
a primary disability that is psychological.

The NDIS is failing uni students
Many students are excluded from the scheme and the University has done little to fill the gaps, writes Laura de Feyter.

Scarlett Franks, an Arts student 
with post-traumatic stress disorder, 
suggested that exclusionary eligibility 
criteria are an obstacle for students 
with psychological disabilities. “Applying 
for the NDIS was more onerous than 
applying for the Disability Pension—
and pensioners will know, that’s saying 
something,”, she said. Scarlett worked 
on her NDIS application for nine months 
before it was rejected because, by the 
government’s standards, her condition 
did not qualify as ‘permanent and stable’. 

She describes the process as “an 
enormous source of frustration and 
stress” that prevented her from putting 
the necessary effort into her degree.

“I can’t spend too much time thinking 
about it, it makes me so depressed,” she 
added, reflecting its emotional toll.

The transition process from the 
existing arrangement to the new 
scheme has been difficult for those with 
psychological disabilities, as the NDIS 
has reduced the amount of funding 
available to them whilst their financial 
packages are reviewed. 

Scarlett explained her brother’s 
experience with this. He ran out of 
funding and needs about four times the 
money initially granted. Transitional 
funding is financial help given while 
waiting for an appropriate plan to be 
implemented. 

Scarlett’s friends have been struggling 
with the “slow rollout and inadequate 
funding”, she said, as lengthy application 
and review processes have taken away 
valuable time required for studying. One 
of her friends was forced to drop out 

of her Master’s when she lost all social 
and domestic support as the providers 
transitioned to NDIS affiliates.

Even when implemented, many NDIS 
plans leave major gaps in the assistance 
they offer, giving students the extra 
workload of caring for family members 
with disabilities.

For instance, Scarlett’s brother has 
severe autism but has received limited 
funding during the transition period, an 
additional strain on her family.

“My brother is currently on 
transitional NDIS funding as his package 
is being reviewed,” she explained. “He 
needs about four times the money 
initially granted.”

On the other hand, USyd’s SRC 
Disability Officer, Robin Eames, has had 
a positive experience with the scheme. 
They said they felt “quite lucky” for 
receiving support from the scheme, and 
acknowledged the positive intentions of 
Disability Advocacy Network Australia 
and the other disability activist groups 
who had campaigned for it. 

However, Robin said that 
miscommunication regarding the 
funding categories they  required had 
made it harder to lock in a funding plan. 

“It still took ages to sort out my 
planning meeting, and they’ve given me 
[...] very little funding in the category I 
desperately need—assistive tech.”

Like Scarlett, Robin ultimately found 
that they were not offered enough 
support to engage with their degree.

Both Scarlett and Robin praised 
the University’s Disability Services, 
which has provided accessible learning 

arrangements to support them. USyd is 
still operating under its 2013 Disability 
Action Plan, a scheme run separately 
to government assistance. The key 
objectives of this plan are to: incorporate 
the rights and opportunities of people 
with disabilities into policy and planning, 
provide an accessible environment for 
everyone, and create communication 
and digital platforms accessible to 
people with disabilities.

However, Scarlett described the level 
of financial support available under the 
University’s plan as “woeful”.

“In light of the financial burden of our 
national transition to the NDIS, disabled 
students could greatly benefit from a 
targeted program of financial support to 
assist students affected,” she said.

Equity scholarships are available for 
students affected by disability, reflecting 
the applicant’s degree of disadvantage as 
assessed by the UAC. However, there is 
stiff competition for the limited places, 
so gaps in the coverage remain.

When asked for comment, USyd stated 
that the current funding arrangement 
does not need to be changed.

“The NDIS is to provide support where 
there is a gap, whereas the University 
provides the required academic support 
on campus which has never needed to 
be funded by the student, so there is no 
gap to fill.”

For students like Scarlett, however, 
the University has not done enough to 
fill the holes left by the scheme.

It may be time for USyd to review its 
strategy—and to begin by helping those 
students the NDIS has failed.

Dr Danny Liu had been an Associate 
Lecturer at the University of Sydney 
(USyd) for just under a year when he was 
given the enormous task of coordinating 
a few large first year biology units. Liu 
estimates he had around 1000 students 
under his care, and no real way to keep 
track of all of them.

“We used spreadsheets, but it very 
quickly became hard to manage,” Liu 
tells me. “I thought there must be a 
better way.”

SRES creates a 
personal connection 

that was hard to 
achieve in previous 

systems
On USyd’s Education Portfolio 

website Liu’s biography reads, 
“biologist by training, programmer 
by night.” He is not a data scientist, as 
he emphasises to me, but it is these 
nightly activities that saw Liu attempt 
to solve the administrative headache. 
With the assistance of Professor Adam 
Bridgeman, then Director of First Year 
Studies in Chemistry, Liu developed 
learning analytics software that was the 
first of its kind in Australia: the Student 
Relationship Engagement System 
(SRES).

Initially, SRES was used to simplify 
the grunt work of academia. Instead 
of noting attendance and participation 
on scraps of paper or bulky malformed 
spreadsheets, Liu uploaded this 
information into one, streamlined 
database. But as Liu experimented with 
the software, he realised SRES was more 
than just an administrative tool.

A problem with modern universities 
is that they store so much student 

data, but have no idea what to do with 
it. Canvas, the learning management 
system, records everything from 
attendance and test scores to how 
many times we login and post on the 
online discussion boards. Liu realised 
that if SRES could integrate and analyse 
this existing data, it could have major 
implications for how staff understand 
and assist their students.

“Teachers look at their thousands of 
students and think ‘oh my goodness I 
know 20 per cent are struggling, but I 
just don’t know who, I wish I could sit 

down and look at my data and figure it 
out but I don’t have the time’.”

SRES solves that problem. The 
software itself is a blank database. 
Teachers must input or select 
information, a task difficult in the 
Blackboard era, now easily done with 
Canvas. Canvas’ open application 
programming interface allows any 
software to automatically integrate with 
the system, so long as the user has the 
correct access rights. Once integrated, 

teachers can run particular information 
through three machine learning 
algorithms—decision trees, cluster 
analysis, and association rule mining—
to understand how their students are 
working.

Decision trees involve input variables 
and output variables, which are set by 
the teachers. For example, a teacher can 
set the input variables as attendance, 
test scores and, time spent online, and 
the output variable as the final grade.  

The algorithm will take these input 
and output variables and generate a 
‘tree’-like data visualisation, where 
branches represent tracks. These 
branches may show, for example, that 
students who receive less than 50 per 
cent in their first three tests tends to be 
on track for a credit, whereas receiving 
above puts them on track to a high 
distinction.

“A teacher can look at these decision 
trees and basically say, it seems like the 
machine is telling me that from my data, 
this input variable is the one that most 
affects a student’s mark,” explains Liu. 
“Attendance might not matter, but how 
they went in the first three tests does.”

Continuing the example, a teacher 
can then use a built-in messaging 
engine to send a personalised email to 
all students who received less than 50 
per cent in their first three tests, letting 
them know what support and resources 
are available.. They can also send an 
email to those who received above 50 
per cent, congratulating them on their 
mark and wishing them the best for the 
next couple of assessments.

Sending these emails, Liu says, has 
a huge effect on the way academics 
interact with their students. It creates 
a personal connection that was hard 
to achieve in previous systems where 
individual students’ progress faded into 
the background of a large cohort.

“SRES will only do the things 
that teachers say are pedagogically 

important,” emphasises Liu. He manages 
the SRES databases along with a few 
coworkers, but they do not monitor how 
teachers use the software. Liu wants 
SRES to empower teachers, giving them 
autonomy based on their understanding 
of their particular subject and context.

“A teacher can know because of the 
way they designed the unit, that, for 
example, if a student doesn’t come to 
the first three tutorials, or if they fail 
a test, that they probably need some 
support,” says Liu. “A machine doesn’t 
need to tell them that,” he adds. 

SRES user Alexander Page is a PhD 
candidate in Sociology and current Head 
Tutor for SCLG1001 and SCLG1002.  He 
does not use the machine learning 
algorithms, and rather uses SRES as a 
“background pedagogical tool to reach 
out, communicate with, and assist [...] 
students.

Similar to Liu’s experience, Page was 
put in charge of a cohort too large for 
a small teaching team to handle. “Many 
students can potentially slip through 
the cracks. SRES though—through 
quick collection, analysis, and use of 
current student data—helped us contact 
particular student groups very easily.”

“Contacting non-submitting students 
gave as an opportunity to assist students 
in distress and allowed us to direct 
them to professional resources such as 
Disability Services, Special Con, CAPS, 
and the like,” says Page. “I think this is 
the most important one we can focus on 
as a Faculty.”

Giuen Mao is a SRES user and 
Scholarly Teaching Fellow from 
Civil Engineering in the Faculty of 
Engineering and IT. She started using 
SRES last year in Soil Mechanics and 
shares Page’s enthusiasm.

“As a coordinator of a class of 300+, 
it gets a lot harder to meet everyone 
in your class,” says Mao. “SRES is really 
about giving us greater opportunities to 
engage with students and develop ties 
with them, so that they feel comfortable 
with asking questions and have more 
chances to have that sweet ‘aha’ 
moment!”

***
 

In the first couple of years, SRES was 
mainly used by Science academics who 
were co-ordinating large cohorts. In 
early 2017, SRES moved beyond USyd 
when the University of New South 
Wales, the University of Melbourne, and 
Monash University decided to pilot the 
software.

With the growth of the tool, SRES 
stands at a turning point—and Liu is 

anxious to keep it as a pedagogical aid 
that helps teachers reach out to their 
students.

“There is an inherent risk in all 
learning analytics software [being used 
ineffectively],” Liu honestly admits. 
“What we learn is that it’s really up to 
the teacher and how they approach it—
their personality starts to creep in.”

“For SRES, before [staff] even learn 
how to use it, we tell them why you 
should be using it. We say, ‘wouldn’t it 
be great to support your students?’”

Another problem facing SRES is its 
sustainability as an independent project, 
run by Liu and his team of educational 
innovators. These USyd staff are 
passionate, but developing SRES is not 
their main role and they receive no 
university or external funding. When 
I ask Liu, who has worked closely with 
Canvas, if he would ever consider selling 
the software, he is hesitant. “Autonomy 
is important to our philosophy.”

Liu wants SRES to 
empower teachers, 

giving them 
autonomy based on 
their subject area

When Liu discusses SRES, it’s clear 
he feels a moral duty to help students 
succeed. SRES is one of the fastest 
growing learning analytics tools that 
most students have never heard of. 
Roughly one in seven USyd staff use 
SRES to monitor students and Liu 
prefers to maintain its anonymity—not 
to mask something sinister like privacy 
intrusions, but so that students don’t 
misconceive the software as just another 
de-personalised, automated tool.

 “Some lecturers wanted automated 
emails,” Liu tells me. He refused the 
request on the basis that it removes 
human interaction from the software: it 
is a tool to reach out, first and foremost, 
not to outsource support work.

What SRES does for students is 
perhaps less quantifiable than improving 
USE scores or attendance records. 
When some lecturers brag about the fail 
rates of their courses, or when it’s easy 
to feel disillusioned in higher education, 
SRES and its popularity is a reassuring 
reminder that our teachers care.

The passion project shaking up tertiary education
The Student Relationship Engagement System is changing how lecturers and students interact, writes Lamya Rahman. 

Artwork by A. Mon
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Lino Art by Millie RobertsDrawing by Jess Zlotnick

Don Markwell, the new head of St Paul’s, is convinced 
that a college education is the best education. 

We’re sitting in one of St Paul’s boardrooms, 
overlooking a 162-year-old sandstone courtyard. Its 
hallowed halls haven’t received so much praise in recent 
years. Parts of the press have characterised Paul’s as 
a byword for hazing scandals, misogyny and sexual 
assault—a decaying castle teetering on its pedestal of 
privilege. Only last year did Vice-Chancellor Michael 
Spence described the place as having “deep contempt 
for women”.

But just six months in the job, Markwell is promising 
change. “Respect and dignity for all” is a phrase that 
dominates our conversation—an unofficial slogan for 
St Paul’s new era.

And it’s a slogan that raises questions: can a college 
promise dignity to all when its undergraduate intake 
is still restricted to men? Can it treat all students 
with dignity—even those without the means to pay its 
astronomic fees? And can St Paul’s new leader—a man 
who champions an education model available largely 
to the elite few—really be its reformer? 

***
At Paul’s, they call Markwell ‘the warden’. This title 

falls to the head of college by law, but actually, Markwell 
is not officially the warden. Not yet.

It all comes down to religion and very old statute. 
The Saint Paul’s College Act is the New South Wales 
law which established the college and provides for its 
governance. In its current form, it requires that the 
head of the college “shall always be a clergyman” in the 
Anglican church. 

But Markwell is not a priest, meaning the Act will 
have to be amended by a vote in NSW Parliament. It 
might seem strange to go to those lengths; after all, 
the selection panel could have just found a clergyman 
for the job. 

But times are changing, as Markwell hints. 
After 22 years in the position, Markwell’s antecedent, 

Reverend Ivan Head, retired from his post late last year, 
a mere week after the latest in a series of scandals to 
afflict the college. Residents’ private messages had been 
shared to the press—posts in which certain Paulines 
spoke of “harpooning” women during intercourse.

Head’s response was an infamously lukewarm and 
erasive warning: “Some things may resurface just when 
you need your best CV to work for you.” 

Markwell winces when I bring up the incident. There 
was some handover between the two college leaders, 
he says, but due to Head’s early Christmas departure, 
their paths didn’t cross much. 

There is a stark contrast between the old 
generation and the new guard. Head, the theologian, 
was a traditionalist. Markwell positions himself as a 
liberaliser.

***
Before our conversation, Markwell takes me on a 

tour of the college grounds. We come to a stop in a 
courtyard humming with construction noise: from 
either side, Paul’s two latest infrastructure projects 
tower over us. Markwell stops to chat with a group 
of passing undergraduates One of the residents is 
wearing a pair of wireless Airpods; they don’t escape 
Markwell’s notice and, in a curious tone, he asks what 
these white ear plugs could possibly be. The banter 
flows quickly, and Markwell smiles at the jibes over his 
technological ignorance. 

“I’ve met with over 100 of the students [...] to play a 
mentoring role,” he explains later.

Markwell grew up in outback Queensland. He 
laughs when I ask what suburb specifically, 
and explains that his home town 
Quilpie, with its population of 500, 
was 1000 km from Brisbane. It was 
rural enough for the young Markwell to 
own a pet kangaroo. For the last 30 years, 

Ushering a new college generation

much of his career has been centred on education: 
teaching, research, publication, and various advisory 
roles, including Senior Advisor in National Security and 
Governance to the Turnbull government. Pedagogy 
runs in his family: his mother was a kindergarten 
teacher, who later moved Markwell and his four siblings 
to the city so they could attend high school.

Each of his words is carefully chosen, and he often 
pauses before answering a question. When I ask him 
about the importance of education, the pause is long. 
At last: “I think it frames the path that you’ve chosen 
for your life and the decisions that you’ve made and the 
morals that drive what you’ve been doing.”

***
Markwell is unafraid to flash his progressive 

credentials. He cites the praise he received from Naomi 
Wolf, a feminist journalist who once wrote that, under 
Markwell’s leadership, “there’s a sense that whatever 
your ethnicity or background, you’re welcome, equal 
and valued.” 

There’s no denying his successes in diversity 
and inclusion: he introduced Indigenous student 
scholarships while warden of Trinity College at 
Melbourne University;  and, as warden of Rhodes 
House, he pressured Princeton to encourage more 
female students to apply for the Oxford-based 
programme.

In his own words this time: “The theme of my career 
has been trying to improve the quality of educational 
opportunity for students and trying to expand who can 
have access to the best quality education.”

“Over time,” Markwell hopes to be “very active in 
fundraising for scholarships.” It’s unclear whether 
scholarship programmes can substantially expand the 
diversity of a college population: currently, most USyd 
colleges offer only a handful of full-fee scholarships per 
year. Paul’s itself offers nine. Otherwise, the average 
resident will pay over $25,000 for their first year alone. 

***
But the real rot which the colleges have come to 

typify is patriarchal misogyny—an alleged culture 
of dangerous hazing, male domination, hostility to 
women and sexual assaults.

Markwell inherited something of a mess from his 
predecessor. Last year, Paul’s refused to take part in 

Elizabeth Broderick’s college cultural review. But then 
came a backflip, a late entry into the Broderick Report, 
and only now—months after its neighbours—will it see 
Broderick’s findings.  

Markwell describes the process as consultative, and 
the results as transparent and forward-thinking. 

“We will implement all the recommendations of 
[the review],” he commits. This will involve an action 
plan in the next few weeks, a statement from Paul’s 
administration, and mandatory consent discussions 
and training. 

“I think [it] will show our deep commitment to 
be leaders in fighting against sexism [and] sexual 
harassment and sexual assault.”

That said, Markwell rejects calls for University 
control over the colleges. “[I] don’t imagine that being 
directly controlled by the university and kind of run 
by university bureaucrats would actually make things 
better.”

But other than introducing consent training, it’s 
unclear what Markwell himself will do to stamp out 
misogyny. He is adamant that Paul’s will have a “zero-
tolerance approach” under his watch and that “nobody 
doubts that we mean what we say and uphold what we 
say”. That’s about as specific as it gets. 

He’s also quick to disclaim control over all aspects 
of college life. “An enormous amount of what 
happens is run by students themselves, who organise 
extracurricular activities, social things and so forth”. 
But these are exactly the contexts where hazing rituals, 
binge drinking and macho sexuality predominate: 
college OWeek, which first years experience in a blur of 
often forced inebriation and expected sexual conquest, 
is organised largely by senior ‘mentor’ students. If the 
college does not intervene and shape these cultural 
forces, it’s unclear how reformism will succeed. 

***
 The situation is a difficult one: media attention 

has been sustained and public outcry has been fierce. 
But despite protests calling for USyd colleges to be 
replaced with cheap housing, Markwell insists the 
collegiate system should stay.

“Of course I believe in affordable housing [...] but to 
try to solve those problems by tearing down the finest 
educational opportunities there are, would seem to me 
to be a dreadful mistake.”

As our conversation moves on, it becomes clear 
Markwell is captivated by the ideal of a college; his 
vision is of a perfected, accessible and welcoming 
community of scholars. 

 Markwell aims for St Paul’s to become a “centre of 
excellence”, reaching the calibre of Cambridge, Oxford 
or Princeton. And the college’s latest work-in-progress 
will, he hopes, help them get there: Graduate House is 
Paul’s new postgraduate community and will be open 
to anyone, regardless of gender, and will not just host 
former Paulines, but welcome any graduate scholars 
studying at or visiting USyd.

From humble origins, the new warden has made 
himself at home in the exclusive world of the college. 
And he seems, at times, to lose sight of just how far 
the reality falls short of his ideal. But Markwell seems 
genuinely committed to making things better. He is a 
driven administrator and an effective collaborator—
with Paul’s defenders and critics alike. He has opened 
dialogue with the USyd Women’s Collective, national 
activists, various University administrators and state 
educational ministers, to propel his idea of reform. 

St Paul’s is the accretion of one and a half centuries 
of stubborn tradition and attitudes, designed 

to make university comfortable for a 
few very wealthy boys. Changing these 
entrenched values will take longer 
than six months.  But perhaps, with 

Markwell at the helm, the college might 
start moving in the right direction. 

Millie Roberts sits down with St Paul College’s warden-to-be. Additional reporting by Janek Drevikovsky. 

Artwork by Yasadora Phulu-Gamayalage
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History is not a linear progression 
from bad to better. This is a dangerous 
assumption, and one that assigns a kind 
of moral superiority to the present state 
of things that we frankly haven’t earned.

 That said, although much of modern 
strife has its roots in relatively recent 
developments (for example colonialism 
and capitalism), there are also forms 
of prejudice that can be traced back to 
deeply ancient ideas. One of these is the 
concept of miasma.

 In ancient Greek, miasma translates 
to something like ‘stain’ or ‘pollution’. 
It was thought to be a kind of spiritual 
contamination arising out of sinful or 
unnatural acts. Miasma was contagious 
and would linger and spread unless 
purified. The perpetrator of the original 
sinful act would be the worst afflicted, 
but anyone around them would also 
be affected—their family, friends, 
neighbours, and anyone else who came 
into contact with them. For the most 
part, miasma was considered a fairly 
mundane and unavoidable part of life, 
and multiple daily purification rituals 
(known as katharsis) were performed to 
manage its influence.

 Birth and death were both powerful 
pollutants, but there were many other 
lesser sources of miasma, such as sex, 
blood, blasphemy, and violations of xenia 
(hospitality). Moral crimes occurring 
within a family (such as filicide or incest) 
would result in especially potent forms 
of miasma that could last for generations. 

 Miasma is the driving force behind 
a lot of Greek tragedy, including the 
Oresteian and Oedipal trilogies. The 

Blood will have blood

Oresteia is the product of 
generations of inherited guilt, 
stemming from the actions of 
Tantalus, who murdered his son 
and attempted to feed his body to 
the gods. This act brought a curse down 
upon his family. His grandsons Atreus 
and Thyestes murdered their brother 
Chrysippus, and then Atreus murdered 
his nephews and tricked Thyestes into 
eating their cooked flesh. Atreus had 
two sons, Agamemnon and Menelaus. 
Agamemnon married Clytemnestra, who 
later murdered him and was murdered 
in turn by their son, Orestes. Menelaus 
married Helen, who left him for Paris, 
thus kicking off the Trojan War.

 The curse of Oedipus stems from his 
father Laius, who incurred miasma by 
raping Chrysippus. Oedipus was born 
with miasma manifesting physically 
in the form of a club foot, and with 
a prophecy foretelling that he would 
murder his father and marry his mother.

 Disability and gender both played 
critical roles in the accumulation and 
purification of miasma. Miasma often 
manifested as disease or plague. Disabled 
people were sometimes sacrificed or 
exiled as scapegoats (pharmakoi) in 
order to ritually cleanse a community 
of miasma. The birth of disabled infants 
was seen as a powerful omen, usually 
indicating divine disfavour; disabled 
children were referred to as teras, 
meaning ‘marvel’ or ‘monster’.

 Miasma itself was a peculiarly 
gendered phenomenon. Women 
were exclusively responsible for the 
purification of miasma, including rites of 

Robin Eames on the gendered history of miasma.

He unfolded the wrinkled black fabric, about 
60cmx40cm, seemingly insignificant until he spoke the 
next few words: “This held the Picasso piece.”

In 2010, the University of Sydney received an 
anonymous donation of Pablo Picasso’s ‘Jeune Fille 
Endormie’ (1935), unseen to the public eye for over 70 
years. 

The title, which translates to, ‘The Sleeping Girl’, had 
not been seen publicly since a retrospective exhibition 
of Picasso’s works in New York’s Museum of Modern 
Art in 1939. The artwork depicts Picasso’s mistress and 
muse, Marie-Thérèse Walter, who he met when he was 
45 and she was 17. 

She is painted in Picasso’s Surrealist style, sleeping 
peacefully on her crossed arms,coloured by vivid hues. 

The donation was made on the condition that the 
donor’s identity be kept anonymous, and that the piece 
be sold immediately, with the proceeds used to fund 
scientific research. After the donor had a few meetings 
with Tim Dolan, USyd’s Director of Development, 
Vice-Chancellor Michael Spence, and USyd’s Director 
of Museums and Cultural Engagement, David Ellis, 
arrangements were made for the artwork to be 
auctioned off at one of the major auction houses. 

Christie’s auction house in London was chosen, 
where the artwork sold for $20.6 million in 2011. 

David Ellis, who was present at the auction, also 
managed to persuade Christie’s London to  provide one 
postgraduate from USyd’s Art History program with a 
traineeship at their auction house, funded entirely on 
their dollar. 

The University has since 
received numerous multi-

million dollar donations but, 
“None that involve a famous 
painting and an anonymous 

donor.”

“Picasso was, for much of his long life, the most highly 
rated artist in the world in terms of sales. His works 
continue to break world records for most expensive 
artwork sold at auction [and so] this was quite a minor 
sale by comparison,” said Roger Benjamin, Professor of 
Art History at USyd. 

Previously, Picasso’s ‘Nude, Green Leaves and Bust’ 
sold for $106 million in 2017 and his ‘Femmes d’Alger’ 
painting sold for $173 million in 2015. 

The funds from ‘Jeune Fille Endormie’ were used 
to create four endowed Chairs related to scientific 
research at the Charles Perkins Centre: the Leonard 
P Ullmann Chairs in Translational Metabolic Health, 
Metabolic Systems Biology, Nutritional Ecology, and 
Psychology. 

Which still leaves us with many questions. Who was 
the donor? Why did they choose to donate it to USyd, 
and what was their relation to the University?

Although the donor’s identity cannot be revealed, I 
sat down with Mr Dolan who was able to deliver some 
insight into the donor’s life. 

The donor was revealed to be an American woman 
who had personally flown in to hand deliver the artwork 
for two reasons. 

“It seemed at the time a bit random, but as she 
explained things it became more evident that this was 
purposeful,” he said. 

The woman’s husband was a lifelong academic who 
was offered a professional post at USyd in the mid 
1970s, however he declined the offer and they “had 
always regretted not accepting it.” 

The woman was also familiar with USyd’s 
prominence in the research realm and so “wanted the 
proceeds from the money to go to an institution that 

she thought had a fitting standing,” he said. 
“She came into my office with the painting encased 

in this very cloth,” Mr Dolan said, unfolding a piece of 
cloth which had been sitting on his lap. 

“We weren’t sure what to expect, I certainly wasn’t 
sure what to expect,” he added. 

Mr Dolan phoned the Director of Museums to have 
a look at the painting. 

“We saw this little name on the bottom, ‘Picasso.’”
 The donor further provided documents proving the 

provenance of the painting. 
“We had researchers undertake due diligence 

where they came across in TIME Magazine, a picture 
of Picasso in his studio, working on another painting, 
and fortuitously on the ground but in full view, was 
this painting. There was no doubt this was the real 
painting,” he said. 

However, Professor Benjamin was not convinced of 
the identity of the depicted muse. He argued that while 
“there are plenty of images of Marie Therese Walter, 
this does not appear to be one of them.”

In ‘Jeune Fille Endormie’, “Picasso has restored 
something of human proportion to the sleeper. She 
is gentler, less misshapen... I don’t see this as Marie-
Thérèse, the Amazonian physique is missing, as is the 
heavy arched brow always evident in [her] profile,” he 
said in a lecture delivered on the artwork in 2011. 

“If Picasso used models for this series, there must 
have been two.” 

“The claim [that the muse is Marie-Thérèse] 
seemed like an auctioneers’ selling-point, rather than 
a reflection of the evidence,” he said. 

But nuanced considerations of the piece’s subject 
were far from Mr. Dolan’s mind as he took in the 
obscure opus. Indeed, he recalls being especially struck 
by something quite separate to the art’s content. 

“When she signed the deal and gave us the painting, 
she said this quote that I remember well,” he told me. 

“When you own a valuable painting like this, it sort 
of owns you back. For the first time in a long, long 
while, I finally feel free,” she had said. 

“I said at the time it seemed to be quite a burden 
on her. That kind of insight is rare in that I don’t know 
many affluent donors who articulate wealth as owning 
them back,” he added.  

“It reverses the psychology that acquisition is the 
main source of judging one’s worth, when the real truth 
is sharing and extending your success with others is 
the greatest source of happiness that people can find.”

Dr Ann Stephen, Senior Curator of the University Art 
Gallery also commented of the gesture. “It is rare for 
any painting by Picasso to be a gift, as they are of great 
value on the market. Such generosity is remarkable [...]
I wish we had been able to keep it for our collection!”

The University has since received numerous multi-
million dollar donations but, “None that involve a 
famous painting and an anonymous donor.”

Such donations include Barry and Joy Lambert’s 
$33.7 million donation to the University in 2015 to fund 
the Lambert Initiative for Cannabinoid Therapeutics.

In 2016, the University received its largest ever 
donation of $35 million from the Susan and Isaac Wakil 
Foundation to fund the ‘Susan Wakil Health Building’, to 
be completed in 2019. 

“It was certainly one of the most unexpected gift 
conversations I’ve ever had in my 20 plus years doing 
this, and certainly one of the most rewarding,” said Mr 
Dolan, referring to the donation of the Picasso piece. 

“Copies [of the artwork] are all around to 
commemorate this special moment,” he added, one 
which sits in his own office and another in the Vice- 
Chancellor’s. 

The artwork is also commemorated by a room 
dedicated to ‘Jeune Fille Endormie’, at the Charles 
Perkins Centre. 

The gift that keeps on giving
Momoko Metham on the link between an American, a Picasso piece and $20m.

washing 
dead bodies 
and caring 
for those 
who had 
r e c e n t l y 
given birth. 
Menstruation 
was probably not seen 
as miasmatic in ancient 
Greece, but it is the 
stigma of miasma that led 
to menstruating women 
being considered ritually 
unclean by the Old 
Testament. Miasma is not 
the only ancient Greek 
concept that survived into 
later Western culture; until 
1952 hysteria was considered 
a diagnosable condition in 
women, originating from the 
ancient Greek concept of the 
‘wandering womb’ causing excessive 
emotion or nervousness.

 We may have moved 
away from the concept 
of spiritual pollution, but 
we have plenty of 
inherited guilt.

I got my first period when I was eleven. 
It was not, as Kaz Cooke’s puberty bibles 
suggested, a phenomenon to embrace, 
because all girls, including the Queen, 
menstruated. It was nothing like the 
cartoon brain in my PDHPE textbook, 
commanding a meek, doe-eyed ovary to 
‘RELEASE THE EGGS’. It was the end of 
my world. 

And, coincidentally, my period 
arrived 24 hours before my first day of 
high school.

My mother had taken me to the pool 
to soak in the last of the summer break. 
Changing into my cozzies, I was greeted 
by bark-coloured smudges on my 
underwear. In hindsight, it was probably 
light enough to ignore. But in that 
moment—my heart dropping as mum’s 
knocks on the door of my stall became 
more inquisitive—I had no choice but 
to pull up my swimmers and pray that 
I wouldn’t leave a trail in the turquoise 
water as I swam. 

I’d always known what I wanted to be 
like when I was older: tall and athletic, 
academic yet popular. Average desires, 
ripped from movies and WikiHow 

A bloody ripper of a bad time

articles. But each new, real marker of 
womanhood would chip away at my 
daydreams.

One morning, for example, we were 
playing handball when one of my friends 
yelled out how large my breasts were 
in comparison to everyone else’s. The 
game paused. Five pairs of eyes scanned 
my body up and down. My training bra 
straps cinched into shoulder blades and 
my face turned red as the ball dribbled 
away from the court.

Each morning was spent in front of the 
mirror, tracing my finger over the new 
pimples that had appeared overnight, 
or the thick meadow sprouting on my 
upper lip. 

‘That time of the month’ was the icing 
on the cake.

After the pool, I took a long shower 
and scrubbed my body clean from 
chlorine and blood alike. I sheepishly 
crawled onto my mum’s bed, arms 
wrapped around my knees as I sat on 
top of the duvet. Her face lit up as I 
announced the bad news. She scooped 
me up and said something about her 
first-born becoming a woman, through 

Kaila Freeman reflects on her awkward, preteen periods.

muffled words escaping into her hug. 
My stomach churned as she fussed 
over which relative in South Africa to 
call first, to share the good news. I’d 
only find out a decade later that mum 
was secretly planning care packs and 
scripting advice to make my experience 
of puberty normal.

My period disappeared the next day.
“False alarm?” Mum asked, slightly 

deflated. 
“False alarm.”
But it came back in four weeks’ time, 

like clockwork, in full, red viscousness. 
Only a month prior, I had registered 
its birth, death and marriage to the 
world. Now, it was buried for good 
and it made no sense to have to admit 
to its triumphant return. So instead, I 
retracted further into my chrysalis of 
youth and continued to fake its death. 

I was so disgusted at my body that 
I didn’t ask for help. So disgusted that 
I crafted makeshift pads from wads 
of toilet paper and the occasional 
panty liner, compressed with tape. So 
disgusted that I sat in the same pair of 
sodden underwear for each full cycle, 

convincing myself the pungent clumps 
of oxidised blood between chafed thighs 
was fine. So disgusted that I locked away 
each month’s stained goods in a Smiggle 
box until collection day, rushing it out to 
the bin right before the garbage truck 
towed my evidence away.

This went on for twenty cycles, until 
a bush-bashing, toilet-less Year 9 school 
camp forced me to to acknowledge it—
properly this time. 

A few days ago, I told mum about how 
I hid my period for so long. Mum couldn’t 
understand why. I had no rational 
explanation. She was dumbfounded by 
how I, who had a privileged upbringing, 
needlessly tortured myself. How I could 
forget my relatives in poorer countries, 
who had no access to sanitary products 
from puberty until menopause? She 
laughed at the absurdity but her voice 
choked as her questions piled up.

Curled up on Mum’s bed once again, 
as if the last decade hadn’t happened, 
I couldn’t, and still can’t, justify the 
mindset of the former self I’ve outgrown.

Artwork by 
Katharine Xu

Artwork by 
Robin Eames
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How a suburb disappears

The perverted joy of noise music 
Chuyi Wang cuts through the static.

Jamie Weiss uncovers the grisly truth behind Macdonaldtown station.

It’s 8pm and I’m sitting inside Bay 4 of Carriageworks, freezing my arse off. I’m 
wearing a Talking Heads shirt and track pants—an outfit I thought would have netted 
me a good deal of social clout, but as I look around, it appears I’ve been thoroughly 
outclassed. If you’ve ever wondered what type of person shows up early to a harsh 
noise concert, it’s your lucky day: white, late-20s, bags under the eyelids, shirt a 
little too small, jeans a little too tight, Doc Martens, Xiu Xiu merch, leather jacket, 
almost exclusively male.

We’re all here for Lawrence English’s annual weirdo mini-fest Room40, and the 
line-up this year promises to be a grab bag of all the best ambient, drone, and noise 
superstars. Someone behind me whispers that they’re looking forward to a “sexy 
experience”. Another retrieves some ear plugs out from his tote bag and puts them 
in. Although I’ve heard about noise concerts for years, I still have no idea what to 
expect.

The first act, Pan Daijing, struts onto stage in a full dominatrix get-up, with what 
appears to be a medieval fencing mask. Unsure of exactly what loony programme 
I’ve gotten myself into, I also realise it’s far too late to leave now. Without warning, 
a chest-vibrating bass tone is pumped through a wall of amplifiers, a blast so woolly 
I swear I feel every sine wave rocket through my body—every last hertz. I’m at once 
nauseous and utterly exhilarated. And then the screaming begins. 

Twisting an army of knobs while shrieking into a microphone, Pan Daijing 
sends cascading octaves of metallic screeches into the crowd which attacks what 
hearing I have left; imagine what Carly Rae Jepsen might sound like as a black metal 
frontwoman and you’d be pretty close. About three minutes in, however, I find myself 
worrying less about the onset of teenage tinnitus and instead strangely hypnotised 
by this barrage of sound. No listening experience had ever elicited such an extreme 
physical reaction from me. No music I’d heard had been so purely about sensation.

As I took the long train ride home from Redfern that night, I had not so much 
fallen in love with the confronting world of noise music as I had been gifted with a 
deep desire to understand it. On appearance, noise as a genre seemed just about the 
most sonically displeasing thing anyone could imagine. And yet, there’s a magnetism 
to its hyperbolic strangeness, and an almost charm to the boldness of its ‘fuck you’ 
to convention. I suspected that it was this attraction that drew so many dozens of 
Sydneysiders to Room40 that night. I began my research as soon as I got home.

As it turns out, creeping silently under the techno bars and house clubs, and 
spreading covertly through obscure Facebook events, there are noise musicians 
playing sets in grungy living rooms every night across Sydney. Their equipment 
can range from something as minimalistic as a microphone and looper, to a small 
fortune of bleep-machines that would make even Radiohead jealous. Instead of 
relying on tight  melodies or punchy rhythms, noise musicians weave an organic 

blanket of sputtering chaos,  textures swelling and shifting from dull to deafening. 
It’s an inherently different approach to conceptualising what music can or should 
be—what  some dismiss as the product of ‘talentless hacks’ and others revere as the 
logical conclusion of music itself. 

The genre has its historical roots in the experiments of musique concrète 
composers like John Cage and Edgard Varese. The second half of the 20th Century 
saw increasingly harsh production,  ranging from Lou Reed’s infamous Metal Machine 
Music to the industrial jams of Throbbing Gristle. In the 80s and 90s, noise music 
somehow found a happy, though perhaps not surprising, union through artists like 
Whitehouse and Merzbow, whose mutilated and thoroughly NSFW album covers 
added to the genre’s alienating ugliness. Nowadays, although ‘pure’ noise music has 
mostly faded into obscurity, the rise of hybrid genres like noise pop and noise rap 
carry on its sputtering flame. While Australia certainly doesn’t have an underground 
scene as prominent as Japan or Europe, it has produced its fair share of noise 
superstars: from the glass-shattering Justice Yeldham to the blast-beating Nekrasov. 
The real heart of Australian noise music, however, isn’t in these big names: it’s in the 
one of five cassette releases you might see on the wall of Repressed Records, or at 
11pm in a basement in Marrickville.

I reached out to Jack De Lacy, a Sydney musician who plays in the  art punk band 

Concrete Lawn, and has a solo noise project called Mutt on the side. We talked about 
how he got started, and I was surprised by the simplicity of his gear and process.

“At home, I use a 4-track cassette recorder to record everything I make,” he said, 
“I got really into making tape loops and distorting them with heaps of effects. From 
there I just started actively seeking out weird and broken sounds.”

I asked him why noise is an attractive medium of expression, and his response 
was more technical than I expected.

“Noise is process-driven, which is appealing because you’re aware of the impact 
everything is having on the sound. As opposed to traditional songs, where you 
actually play the sound, sound in noise music is achieved based on certain actions.” 

Will noise ever enter the mainstream? Charting hybrid artists like Death Grips 
reveal a certain demand for music drenched in shrieking feedback and harsh blips, 
but the whole prospect might just be too challenging to ever be widely embraced. 
After all, it’s a genre that revels in its ability to shock, and there’s a certain degree of 
sadomasochism that will immediately turn off most prospective listeners. However, 
there’s also a joy to it all—a sick and perverted joy, but joy nonetheless. Like a Pollock 
painting, noise music gives the listener a twisted sonic palette onto which they can 
project their own emotions and come out the other side fulfilled in some way. It 
feels dangerous and threatening, and carries with it an aura of uncompromising 
darkness. But maybe that’s why it’s so thrilling.

If you’ve ever taken the T2 line, your train may have stopped at a real blip of a station. 
Nestled halfway between Redfern and Newtown stations lies Macdonaldtown—one 
of Sydney’s smallest and strangest train stations. Unlike the majority of Sydney’s 
stations, Macdonaldtown doesn’t belong to a suburb, and hasn’t for years. In fact, 
Macdonaldtown, the suburb, hasn’t existed for over a century. Sometimes, suburbs 
just disappear. But Macdonaldtown didn’t ‘just disappear’—and its tiny station 
remains, the last relic of a slice of Sydney with a truly gruesome past.

Colonial Sydney was an unforgiving place where the desperate preyed on the 
vulnerable. ‘Baby farming’ was a practice emblematic of the cruelty of the era: single 
mothers who couldn’t raise their child due to social stigma or financial woes would 
pay ‘baby farmers’ to take custody of their children. These children often fared very 
poorly indeed.Macdonaldtown’s John and Sarah Makin were baby farmers. After an 
accident left John unable to work, the couple turned to baby farming to make ends 
meet. They sometimes cared for more than six infants at a time, generating steady 
income.

But the sad truth of baby farming is that it was far more profitable for a baby 
farmer for a child in their care to die. The payment taken for accepting a child was 
not enough to  profitably raise them in the long term. The Makins were unscrupulous, 
accepting dozens of children in order to cash in— moving around the Inner West 
to dodge rent and mothers wishing to visit their children in the Makin’s care. 
After a midnight run, their Macdonaldtown landlords decided to cut their losses, 
renovate the Makin’s old property and rent it out again.

But the renovations uncovered something horrific. While investigating a 
pipe blockage, a plumber found the clothes and remains of two babies, blocking 
the drain. The police were called, and a total of 12 bodies were discovered 
buried in the Makin’s yard—all infants. The Makins were arrested: their trial 
was one of the most scandalous and sensational in Australia’s short history. 

Sarah escaped with gaol time but John was sentenced to death. The Macdonaldtown 
baby killers irreparably stained the reputation of the quiet inner-city suburb where 
they committed their gruesome crimes. For years before the murders, residents had 
advocated for the suburb’s name to be changed to Erskineville, after a beloved local 
reverend. The Makins sealed Macdonaldtown’s fate. The only remnant of the pre-
Federation suburb that remains is the train station.

The Sydney of today, a cosmopolitan world-city with skyscrapers and 
Neighbourhood Watch chapters, used to be a vicious place. Much of Sydney has a 
dark past. The boutiques, pubs and tourists that fill The Rocks today are a different 
world to The Rocks of the Great Depression, defined by the desperation of the Hungry 
Mile, where workers would would walk from wharf to wharf trying to find a job. The 
Rocks Push, a colonial-era gang, viciously reigned over the suburb in its early days. 
     Before the 2000 Olympics, Homebush Bay was one of the most polluted areas in 
the country—home to abattoirs, chemical plants and brick-pits. The ground was so 
contaminated with heavy metals that it was said that it would take hundreds of years 
before it could sustain life again. You couldn’t use a mobile phone in some areas 
because there was a real fear buried bombs left over from old munitions factories 
could be set off. The clean-up and transformation of the area was a conservational 
miracle—you’d never know how bad Homebush used to be if you’ve only ever 
experienced its stadiums and bike-paths.

Real estate agents have tried (and failed) multiple times to resurrect the 
Macdonaldtown name, and some locals still refer to that little patch of Newtown 
and Erskineville around this tiny, orphaned station colloquially as Macdonaldtown. 
But the name’s never stuck—who wants to live where baby killers once did?

 

I’ve got the magick in me  
Lena Wang is a believer. 

When I first see Frater RC, he has long hair. It sweeps past his shoulders, settling 
against his faded band t-shirt. His long hair, and his pentagram charm bracelet, are 
the only ostensible indicators of his esoteric proclivities. He’s travelling with his 
grandparents, and smiles toothily at me through the Facebook call screen. He’s not 
what I expect, when I imagine a practitioner of Magick. 

Frater RC (Frater being latin for ‘brother’), by all appearances a young, well-spoken 
university student, who likes rock music and Asian food, is a practising member of a 
thriving Magickal community. While he belongs specifically to the Hermetic Order 
of the Golden Dawn, which counted among its members 20th century occultist 
Aleister Crowley, he assures me there are thousands of other so-called lodges in 
existence, including Wiccans, Warlocks, and Sorcerers. And, rest assured, there’s 
more political infighting between them than in your standard stupol election.

“Magick is the art and science of causing measurable, observable, and repeatable 
change in consciousness and the external world,” Frater RC begins, launching into 
an explanation of the practices of a modern Magician. 

Magick proceeds from three tenets. The first is that reality is “infinitely rich”—
there’s more to it than we can observe, because we’re limited by our senses. The 
second tenet is that our perception of reality is determined by what we want to see 
and hear. We choose to filter certain information and focus on what is relevant: like 
talking to someone at a crowded party and ignoring the noise around us. The third 
tenet is that this filtering of attention is subconscious—if someone at the party were 
to yell your name you would hear it, without listening out for it. 

The aim of Magick is to reprogram that subconscious filtering, so that we can 
perceive new facets of reality and become aware of opportunities we would have 
ignored previously. Frater RC offers the example of someone hoping to earn some 
more money. If you could improve your instincts in, say, spotting dropped notes on 
the pavement, you could achieve that goal.

Subconscious change can be achieved through the performance of rituals, 
governed by form and force. Form describes the goal you wish to achieve, and force 
is the extent to which the form can be embedded into the subconscious. As Frater RC 
explains, associating an emotion with a behaviour allows us to embed that behaviour 
in our subconsciousness; the more powerful the emotion, the better. Symbols are 
another way of compounding force, as your mind can often find stored information 
better when you’re not consciously searching for it, by being visually reminded.

Frater RC’s explanation of Magick is surprisingly cogent and scientific; it 
even echoes psychological advice—like mirroring a conversation partner’s body 
language, or sleeping enough to nurture my brain’s delta waves. It’s reminiscent of 
the pseudoscientific self-improvement practices adopted by the 
kind of corporate worker who, while spurning the esotericism 
of Magick, religiously reads best-sellers like Think and Grow 
Rich, The Secret, and The Life Changing Magic of Tidying 
Up. It’s interesting that while we have relegated 
Aleister Crowley to the past, small practices of Magick 
are present in our modern lifestyle. Its visualisation 
techniques and manipulation of deep-seeded 
subconscious biases converge with wellness and 
mindfulness practices, even ancient ones like 
meditation and yoga. All around us it 
seems people are looking for their 
own slice of Magick, whether 
to enhance their work, their 
world, or their dispositions: 
the more inspired corporate 
workers microdose on LSD 
and take nootropics in a bid 
to hack the brain, fitness gurus 
proselytise the benefits of a paleo or 
raw food diet, and Gwenyth Paltrow 
shills expensive himalayan salt lamps. 

Reality is infinitely rich, and within it, there’s 
a flavour of magick for anyone attempting to shed their 
biases, overcome past trauma, and improve themselves. 
Frater RC signs off, sending me a picture his grandmother 
had taken of him in their nice hotel. The video link ends, 
and I am left with the impression that, even though I never 
received my Hogwarts acceptance letter aged 11, maybe 
Magick is a little real, lurking beneath the surface of the 
everyday.

Artwork by Lena Wang

Artwork by  Amelia Mertha
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It is past midnight on a listless Saturday in Sydney. One 
by one, weary CBD skyscrapers blink their lights shut 
as the night’s final trains and buses dutifully transport 
passengers home. The streets heave a relieved sigh, 
bathing in the momentary peace and quiet of the 
night. However, along the old industrial belt of the 
inner-city, from the luxe developments of Alexandria 
through to the relics of inner suburbia in Marrickville 
and Sydenham up to Leichhardt, defunct warehouses 
and vacant studios only just begin to murmur and buzz 
with life.

 The warehouse party is something of a cultural 
cliche. The mainstream media sees warehouse parties 
as a millennial phenomenon: an adolescent rebellion of 
drug addled and promiscuous teenagers reminiscent 
of Skins, merely misunderstood and possessed by 
techno.

 This may be true in some respects but it certainly 
doesn’t capture the true appeal for young revellers of 
underground partying.

 To the uninitiated, these parties may be difficult to 
find. Their locations are only ever released an hour or 
so before the event and even then, guests often find 
themselves searching through dim and neglected 
industrial blocks to the correct lot, which is by design 
always inconspicuous and non-descript. 

For some, discovering these raves is like stumbling 
through the magical threshold of Pan’s Labyrinth. 
Gaby, a self-described ‘enthusiastic raver’, recalls his 
serendipitous encounter with his first underground 
party as a pivotal moment in his Sydney partying 
experience. It was not the secretiveness or perceived 
exclusivity that attracted him, but its culture of 
acceptance. 

The warehouse party is a space where people can 
radically be themselves, whatever that may mean. It’s 
a space where people dressed in 
BDSM-inspired, glam-rock nostalgic 
outfits party alongside people in 
t-shirts and khakis. The only 
requirement for entry is a love 
for music and a good attitude.

 The mainstream media will 
insist these parties are illegal and 
dangerous. And for the most part, that is 
true. They are not strictly governed 
by the health and safety codes 
that Sydney’s licensed venues 
must follow. Invariably, these 
parties promote a liberal 
BYO policy and once inside, 
guests will find drugs and alcohol in 
ready supply. Smoking inside is so 
common that after a few hours, a 
dense haze permeates through 
the space, a noxious mixture of 
lingering tobacco smoke, nitrous 
oxide vapour, and an ambient 
fog machine. When you also consider these parties 
host upwards of 500 people in tightly confined spaces, 
it sounds like a catastrophe in waiting.

 But the truth is that it’s not—and often young party 
goers prefer the underground because it’s perceived 
to be safer than the CBD and other sanctioned hot 
spots. The drunken violence that came to be associated 
with Kings Cross has largely not been replicated in the 
the underground. Gaby explains the disparity to the 
fact that masculine bravado which, in his opinion, is 
behind drunken violence, is simply not a part of the 
warehouse scene. Similarly, drug users at warehouse 
parties appear more responsible, cognisant of their 
body’s limits and wary of the risks of each drug. The 
prevailing attitude among the drug users I talked to is 
that drugs enhance the party but are not ultimately the 
party. This contrasts with the more cavalier attitude 

to drug-taking common at mainstream festivals such 
as Defqon, which is no doubt a reflexive adolescent 
impulse, a reaction to patronising restrictions and 
rules about what they can put into their body.

 My friend Sim*, another self proclaimed 
‘enthusiastic raver’, confirmed she felt safer and more 
comfortable at a warehouse party than during a typical 
night out in the city. She cautioned however, whilst 
they are not nearly as prevalent, the same issues of 
sexual harassment and assault experienced by women 
still exist. 

 Anti-commercialism and authenticity were also 
some of the reasons young revellers gravitated 
to the underground scene. Liam—a part-student, 
part-DJ and part-event organiser and promoter—felt 
genuinely disappointed about the music available 
across Sydney’s licensed venues. Liam vividly describes 
the underground scene as a sort of middle-ground 
between a large house party and a night club. Liam’s 
upcoming party project, GRIP: Interstellar Funk, 
intends to showcase how unconventional settings 
can augment experimental music. Organising crews 
are small and tight-knit despite events requiring 
months of planning, often without any promise of 
profit. A combination of upfront costs, including 
renting out event space, equipment, 

production, and 
paying artists 
just barely breaks 
even. 

But according to 
Liam, this anti-commercial 
paradigm actually encourages 
different crews of event organisers, artists, 
and promoters to be cooperative rather than 

competitive. Paper-thin profit margins and largely 
informal business structures disincentivises predatory 
promotional strategies, where headline acts are 
tightly contested or where artists are intentionally 
scheduled simultaneously in an effort to divide 
potential audiences. This appears to encourage more 
collaborative relationships within the ‘industry’.

This nascent scene is particularly exciting for 
emerging artists who can more easily be booked for a 
large warehouse party than a set at Club 77 or the Civic 
Underground. 

 On the flip side, the small-scale production is 
limiting. Liam is just as much a fan of the grunge 
DIY ethos as he is of well-considered and impressive 
production, and wishes it was economically viable to 
do both. The reduced capacity to innovate restrains 
the Sydney underground scene from living up to the 
legendary heights of cities like Berlin or Chicago. But 
its niche is still in no danger of being supplanted by 
commercial enterprise. Licensed venues, as observed 
by Liam, are mostly ill-equipped to host the kind of 
dedicated dance music parties the warehouse is so 
famous for. For instance, even stalwart dance music 
venues, like Freda’s in Chippendale and Cakes in 
Redfern, privilege a bar or dining experience over a 
workable dance floor and sound-stage set-up.

For Gaby the limitations of the warehouse provides 
new opportunities for innovation. Searching for 
something fresh, Gaby moved the techno-industrial 
aesthetic of the underground into the outback, merging 
the warehouse scene with its close cousin, the doof. 

What resulted was a hugely successful 
three day festival, which incorporated 
traditional local bands alongside 
avante garde experimental techno.

More than just a scene then, the 
underground party  is also a 

movement, transferable to different 
contexts and host to diverse communities 

of artist and audience. 
Ultimately though, 

it is an alternative 
for those who 
seek an exciting, 

safe and inclusive 
respite to an urban 

nightlife suffocated by 
commercial excess and overzealous 

regulation.

Into the underground rave scene
William Tandany seeks an alternative to the standard night out.

Artwork by 
Risako  Katsumata

It was not the secretiveness or perceived exclusivity that 
attracted him, but its culture of acceptance. The warehouse 
party is a space where people can radically be themselves 
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husband, the father of the children,” Greg uttered. 
“As a father of young kids at the time, I could never put myself in his shoes.” 

***

When I was about 8 years old, I was with my family in one of the local pubs on 
the main street of town. Across from us was a large table of adults, sharing food, 

drinks, and laughter. At the head of the table was a man in a white collared shirt 
with salt and pepper hair. He was subdued and quieter than the others. “That’s 
Folbigg’s husband,” my Mum whispered to my Dad, her eyes gazing at the man 

in the white shirt. “Who?” I barked, demanding to know everything my 
parents were talking about. “That’s the husband of the lady who killed her 
children,” Mum replied, shushing me. 

My insides shrivelled up. Overcome with guilt for my unabashed 
demand, I peered back down to my dinner and tried not to stare, just like 

how I had been taught. There he was. When I was young, I tried to imagine 
how he continued with his life. How he managed to eat out with friends, to 
work, to wake up every morning knowing he lost his four beautiful babies 
and that someone who was once the love of his life was responsible for it. 
Even now, as a young adult, I am unable to comprehend what life must be 
like for Craig Folbigg. 

***

My mum, who has worked as both a midwife and a women’s health nurse, has 
always had a strong interest in the case. This interest was no doubt spurred on  by 
the fact that we moved into the same street the Folbiggs lived on a year after the 
case. 

“I remember when we moved houses, when you were 6 or 7 and your sister was 
just a baby, and I found out we had moved into the same street that Folbigg lived in 
when she murdered one of her babies.” 

“When the case was being discussed, I remember driving down our street and 
wondering which house it had all happened in”, she told me. 

Some in the town felt immense guilt and sympathy for Kathleen’s husband, 
Craig. More yet felt a sense of intense betrayal at her hands, especially after having 
supported her through the loss of each child. But Mum found her empathy rested 
with Kathleen.

“I was always curious about her. I felt sorry for her. Being a mother, I just was 
wondering how this could happen so many times. Did she have no support?”

Last year, Daily Telegraph reporter James Phelps released the book “Green is the 
New Black: Inside Australia’s hardest women’s jails.” Two of three women detailed 
in it were from the Hunter Valley; Kathleen Folbigg and Katherine Knight, an 
Aberdeen woman who killed her boyfriend and roasted him in the oven along with 
the vegetables to be served with dinner. I told Mum about the book when I was 
home over summer, laughing at the fact that two of these ‘crazy’ women were from 
our area. 

Her brows dropped, eyes swelling with tears. She reached for a tissue. 
“Kathleen’s a human being you know.” 
Mum was right. It’s far too tempting to sensationalise the story of 

Folbigg. The events surrounding the case, including the diary entries, seem 
compelling mis-en-scene for the perfect murderer. 

***

There are others who suggest there are things missing in the Folbigg 
case. On the 13th of August this year, the ABC’s Australian Story exclusively 
screened the media’s first phone call with Folbigg, just as her legal team 
fights for a judicial review of her case. 

Professor Stephen Corner, a specialist in forensic medicine at Monash 
University, has reviewed the medical evidence used to convict Folbigg. 
He confirmed that both Caleb and Sarah died from SIDS, Patrick’s 
death was a result of an a epilepsy disorder, and that Laura’s death was 
attributed to a heart condition known as myocarditis. Professor Corner 
told Australian Story, “If the convictions are to stand, they must do so 
without the support of forensic pathology, and in Laura’s case at least, 
against the forensic pathology view.”

As a result of the compelling Australian Story package, the NSW 
Attorney General, Matthew Speakman, announced an inquiry into the 
convictions. 

“This recent inquiry, well it stirs emotion of what a tragedy it was,” 
Greg replied, when I asked him about the reopened case. 

“The people I know who were friends with Kathleen Folbigg, its had 
an enormous impact on them. When it happened, they were suddenly 
under scrutiny. They were talked about in town. Their kids were 
talked about. It had a huge impact on their kids at school. It’s had such 
an impact of their life, to the point where they don’t want to talk about 
it. They’ve put it to the side because they don’t want to be associated 
with it.” 

***

But where does Folbigg sit in all of this? 
After the initial 2003 trial, it was revealed that Folbigg’s father had murdered her 

mother when she was a young girl. She was placed into foster care but always had a 
strained relationship with her foster mother. 

If Folbigg herself was a victim of and witness to horrendous domestic violence, 

one must ask what impact this had on her ability to raise children. 
 “If someone had known about her upbringing, the murder of her mother by her 

father, I mean did no doctor or nurse classify her as a high risk?” Mum stirs, still 
perplexed by the case some 15 years later. 

“During the pregnancy and the birth, we give the mothers so much attention,” 
she continues. 

“But as soon as the baby is born, we don’t do a great job in offering enough 
support for the mother and her health, particularly her mental health. The focus is 
on the baby. I mean surely, there should have been red flags around Folbigg. And it 
happened four times? Did no one think to intervene?” 

Mum’s voice carries with it both the tender compassion of a child bearer and 
the desperation of a nurse looking for answers. She raises an interesting question: 
where was the support for Folbigg? 

I could never defend her actions, but I do wonder if  greater services for victims 
of domestic violence and less stigma around symptoms of postnatal depression have 
mitigated this tragedy? 

Of course it’s easy to hypothesise about things that could have happened 
differently. There are always what ifs and buts. Ultimately, we are still left with a 
town haunted by a painful reality. 

A grieving woman who will bear this for the rest of her life, a father who lost his 
children and his wife, a community who will always falter in the face of unanswered 
questions, and four beautiful children who never had the chance to ride their bikes 
around town, or decorate their fingers 
with the fallen 
flowers of our 
town’s famous 
jacaranda trees. 

Telling scary stories into the early hours of the morning was always my 
favourite part of sleepover parties. I was certain I could deliver 
the spookiest tale of the lot. “Did you know we live in the same 
town as Australia’s worst female serial killer?”, I would 
ask, shining a torch into my face like they do in the 
movies. “Really?”, my friends would reply, clutching 
their blankets, innocent eyes brimming with curiosity. 
“I’m not sure of her name”, I would rejoin with my 
10 year old wisdom.  “But she lived in the same 
street as me and when her baby cried too much, 
she smothered them with a pillow.” 

They gulped. 
“It happened four times.” 
The story never lasted much longer—a friend 

would always plead with me to stop. 
My imagination has always taken me to 

interesting places. This classic sleepover tale, 
however, was not the product of that imagination. 
I did indeed grow up in the same town as Australia’s 
worst female serial killer, Kathleen Folbigg. 

***

Singleton is a small rural town in the Hunter Valley. It has a population of 
about 16,000 and most people work as farmers, in the mines, or are involved with 
the army base just outside town. As a young girl, it provided me with everything 
I could have possibly needed. Most of my friends were only a bike ride away, and 
when we weren’t at school we spent our time riding around town. In the springtime I 
decorated my fingers with the fallen jacaranda flowers that carpeted our streets, and 
in the burning summer days of January we found relief in someone’s backyard pool. 
And like most country towns, Singleton fostered a vibrant community. Everyone 
seemed to know each other, or, at least, something about each other. Frightening 
stories involving  violence and murders were thought to only happen worlds away, 
in the big cities. That was why the conviction of Folbigg, a local woman, for the 
murder of three of her babies and manslaughter of another sent the the town into 

shock.
Between 1989 and 1999, Folbigg and her husband Craig “lost” their 
four babies, though a number of seemingly unfortunate incidents. 

Caleb was their first born, in 1989. He died when he was just 
19 days old due to what appeared to be SIDS—Sudden 

Infant Death Syndrome. Their next was Patrick, 
who at four months old was found with 

severe brain injuries from a 

mysterious event. Though he was revived, Folbigg would “find” her same son’s body 
lifeless only a few months later. In 1993, their first daughter Sarah lived 10 months, 
before her life was tragically cut short by what again appeared to be SIDS. A few 
years later, their longest living child, Laura, was born, though she too would live a 
paltry 19 months. Though Folbigg called the ambulance and performed CPR until 
they arrived, Laura couldn’t be saved: the Folbiggs had lost their fourth child in a 
decade.

At 19 months, Laura was too old to have died from SIDS. Doctors began to have 
suspicions. The police were notified and an investigation was launched. 

I spoke to Greg*, a Singleton local, about the town’s initial reaction to the tragic 
events in the early 2000s. 

“There was a lot of chatter around town at that time,” he told me. 
“There were lots of ideas and people were quick to form a view as to whether she 

did or did not do it. I [can] see that if she was being investigated for something that 
was a natural tragedy, it must have been horrendous for her.” 

However, when Craig found his wife’s diary with a number of damning journal 
entries, he handed it in to police. 

***

The following diary entries are just some of the many read out during Crown 
Prosecutor Mark Tedeschi’s opening address in the Supreme Court in 2003. 

June 18, 1996
I’m ready this time. And I know I’ll have help and support this time. When I think 

I’m going to lose control, like last times, I’ll just hand baby over to someone else. Not 
feel totally alone. Getting back into my exercise after will help my state of mind and 
sleeping wherever possible as well. I have learnt my lesson this time.

November 9, 1997
Craig was pretty drunk Friday night. In his drunken stupor he admitted that he’s 

not really happy. There’s a problem with his security level with me and he has a morbid 
fear about Laura—he, well I know there’s nothing wrong with her. Nothing out of 
ordinary anyway. Because it was me not them.

Think I handle her fits of crying better than I did with Sarah—I’ve learnt to, once 
getting to me, to walk away and breathe in for a while myself. It helps me cope and 
figure out how to help her. 

With Sarah all I wanted was her to shut up. And one day she did.

January 28, 1998
Very depressed with myself, angry and upset. I’ve done it. I lost it with her. I yelled 

at her so angrily that it scared her. She hasn’t stopped crying. Got so bad I nearly 
purposely dropped her on the floor and left her. I restrained enough to put her on the 
floor and walk away. Went to my room and left her to cry.

Was gone probably only five minutes but it seemed like a lifetime. I feel like the 
worst mother on this earth. Scared that she’ll leave me now. Like Sarah did. I knew I 
was short tempered and cruel sometimes to her and she left. With a bit of help.

I don’t want that to ever happen again. I actually seem to have a bond with Laura. 
It can’t happen again. I’m ashamed of myself. I can’t tell Craig about it because he’ll 
worry about leaving her with me. Only seems to happen if I’m too tired. Her moaning, 
bored, whingy sound drives me up the wall. I truly can’t wait until she’s old enough 
to tell me what she wants.

***

In light of his finding, Craig Folbigg became a witness for the prosecution of his 
wife. Kathleen’s foster sister, Lea Brown, would also join Craig as a witness. Their 
statements, along with medical evidence and diary entries, were presented to 
a jury. The evidence was compelling. In a 2004 interview with the ABC, the chief 
investigator of the case, Detective Bernie Ryan said “from the moment I read the 
diary, it was a murder investigation.” 

On the 21st May, 2003, Folbigg was sentenced to 30 years imprisonment for the 
murder of Caleb, Sarah and Laura, and the manslaughter of Patrick. Reports claim 
she collapsed the moment the guilty verdict was revealed. 

“I followed the court case with a great deal of interest,” Greg told me. 
“The wife of one of my best mates appeared in court and was cross examined. 

That was a really weird and surreal experience. This woman I knew was walking into 
the court to evidence and it was being shown on national television. In Singleton, it’s 
very easy to know someone who is directly or indirectly involved with the Folbigg 
case. There’s always a personal contact.” 

Greg’s voice fell quiet for a few moments. It was clear that the Folbigg case existed 
beyond the realm of sensationalist media stories. Every member of the town, and 
many people in the Hunter Valley, lived in the shadows of the case for years after. 
Before the trial, Kathleen was just another member of the community. She socialised 
in the same pubs, drank coffee in the same cafes, and worked out in the same gym 
as everybody else in town. 

Greg continued, his voice, solemn, “Our paths crossed numerous times and I 
wasn’t even aware of it.” 

No one could have possibly been aware. Even Craig Folbigg was seemingly 
unaware of his wife’s deteriorating state. 

“In the back of mind, I always thought how horrible it must have been for her 

“There were lots of ideas and people were 
quick to form a view as to whether she did or 

did not do it.” 

   How 
   did he 
    manage to 
    wake up every 
    morning knowing he 
      lost his four beautiful babies and that         
      someone who was once the love of his life 
        was responsible for it?
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last long enough, would divert towards this, his topic 
of choice. Paul was especially interested in Charles 
Hall, who had worked as a weather observer at Nellis 
Air Force Base, Nevada. Hall toured Australia in 2013, 
which included an appearance on Channel 7’s Sunrise. 
In an SMH article—which Paul had annotated and 
photocopied—Hall claimed that the area had been a 
secret base for an alien race for centuries. At all times, 
Paul lugged around  a manila folder that  contained a 
pile of these copies.

The “tall whites”, according to Hall, “have thin frail 
bodies, chalk white skin, large blue eyes, and nearly 

i sluice
my skin

    
each orifice
a rock pool

  
        gaping & 
       gleaming 
     
      an estuary 
        of pores 

Operating theatre
The trolley rattles as I push it down the 
corridor towards the operating theatre. 
Patients are eating their lunch at this 
time of the day. The hall smells like 
mashed potato and powdered chicken 
soup. I smile at the man who’s always 
sitting on a bench at the end of the 
corridor, but he stares back at the floor. 
We’re told to greet anyone who comes 
within five metres of us. You never 
know why someone finds themself in a 
hospital. 

I pass through two sets of locked 
doors to get to the loading bay of the 
operating theatre. The corridor and its 
uncomfortable food smells are replaced 
by cold plastic floors and the sour odour 
of medical sanitation. There’s a yellow 
line on the floor which I’m forbidden 
to cross, marking the perimeters of the 
sterile zone. Beyond the line, nurses 
robed in ice-blue garments, masks, and 
caps hurry in and out of rooms. I can 
only see their eyes, gazing at me as I 
unload the trolley. Some of them ignore 
me all together.

I reverse the trolley out through the 
double doors back into the corridor, 
careful not to let them slam on my way 
out. It’s warm, and now the air smells of 
rosemary. I’m glad that it does.

The bins
It was a mistake, trying to bring three 
wheelie-bins at once. I’m struggling, 
grasping two handles in one hand, and 
one in the other. There’s no hand free to 
cover my eyes from the sun, and my legs 
are cooking in the black trousers I had 
to buy from Target for this job. Silver-
haired couples leaving their cars scowl 
at me as I struggle across the bitumen 
towards the garbage compressor, bins 
rumbling as I go. I don’t like to make 
noise. I’m only working here a few weeks.

As I go to lift the first bag from the bin 
and into the chute, I hear the soft sound 
of thin plastic splitting. Glass bottles 
make a gentle thud as they land on a bed 
of used tissues at the bottom of the bin. 
Fuck—the bag has broken. I gag as the 
smell of rotting fruit erupts from the 
bag. The rip grows as I try to salvage the 
remnants, and something wet touches 
my hand. Fuck this. There’s no going 
back now; I squat and, grasping the 
bottom of the green plastic vessel, lift it 
over the side of the compressor. Glass 
smashes, banana skins slop, and plastic 
crackles as the contents pour into the 
chute. I hit the button and watch the 
machine eat it all up.

I hope no one saw that. I think the 
silver-haired couples did.

The lunch room
A shiver runs down my arms as I 
push the cart along the aisle. The 
air-conditioning is always running at 
full bore in the supply shed, and the 
place smells like plastic packaging and 
cardboard. I move slowly up and down 
the shelves, collecting the supplies listed 
on the sheet. Unit 3 wants two boxes of 
Clindamycin. I unlock the drug cupboard 
and scan: left to right, top to bottom. 
I’ve done this one a million times, but I 
can never remember where it is. From 
the other end of the shed comes a grunt 
that resembles the word “lunch.” The 
Clindamycin will have to wait.

Taking my sandwich from the fridge, 
I seat myself in the corner of the tiny, 
damp office. The chair I sit in every day 
has a big stain on the upholstery. It was 
occupied by a stack of papers before 
my arrival. My co-workers make their 
way in, cold Tupperware containers 
in hand, ready to be invigorated by 
the microwave. The small room is 
overwhelmed by the aroma of leftover 
curry and rice. Another one enters with 
a bag of hot chips.

I don’t talk much. One of the guys 
is watching a dash-cam compilation, 
and I nod along as they talk about cars. 
We stay seated right up until the last 
second of 12:29. The phone rings and the 
manager answers.

He puts down the phone and looks 
at me. “You gave Unit 2 the wrong fluid 
bags.”

Paul is a tall man. He’s in his late fifties, with a booming 
voice and large hands that he extends to you in greeting 
each time you see him. The word ‘mop’ gets used a lot 
to describe people’s hair, but for Paul there is no better 
word. His mop of bright white hair forms a cloud which 
sits high above you as he passionately chats about 
what’s on his mind.

Paul works in retail. I worked with him for five years, 
and I’d see him three or four times a month in the rare 
instances where  our shifts overlapped. I was sure he 
had another job—or another form of income at least. 
We worked for a hardware store, with five different 
locations across the city, and 
were both used as casuals when a 
regular worker called in sick or a 
shop was understaffed.

Paul’s passion in conversation 
meant that if you got him started, 
he’d end up  so deep that he would 
forget to deal with customers or 
whatever task he’d been assigned. 
Paul would take unscheduled tea 
breaks, and you could often find his 
cooling teacups dotted around the 
store. On more than one occasion, 
an unscheduled tea break would 
lead to an unscheduled cleaning 
break, as Paul’s large feet caught 
him out on the narrow staircase 
to the break room. Other times, 
Paul would take it upon himself 
to reorganise entire parts of the 
store, pondering how best to 
organise an aisle of light bulbs or 
toilet seats.

Paul’s defining feature was 
his devotion to aliens. Any 
conversation with Paul, should it 

paul the tall grey andrew rickert
transparent platinum blonde hair.” He told Channel 7 
that: “their eyes are about twice the size of ours and 
stretch noticeably further around the sides of their 
heads than human eyes.”

Paul is a tall white. It’s not clear for how long he’s 
been on Earth, or how he even got to Australia, but it’s 
clear that he is lost. At some stage, he was separated 
from his friends, stuck in the unimaginable reality of 
being millions of light-years from home, and unable to 
find his celestial companions. He’s settled into human 
life, and adopted the human form quite naturally, but 
some signs stand out: the occasions of clumsiness with 

his large feet, his deep booming 
agreeable nature.

Paul’s interest in tall whites 
is not mere devotion. It’s an ice-
breaker, a conversation-starter, 
but, most-of-all, it’s a litmus 
test. If you were a tall white, and 
someone started talking to you 
about, well, yourself, surely your 
interest would be piqued? You’d 
want to learn more about this 
person, and how they know so 
much about you. And for Paul, 
this is his logic. He is searching 
for his friends, and hopes that his 
interest in the species attracts 
others, wanting to investigate the 
source of his curiosity. He leads a 
lonely life, a much longer one than 
any human could imagine, but he 
is confident. 

Paul is silently hopeful in his 
belief that with enough time, he’ll 
find anothoer tall white like him. 
Maybe they’ll have a manila folder 
too.

      i dredge                 
through gorges 
       
   dragging up 
   shipwrecks 
       
   from ocean 
   deep clefts 
       
    wet grime 
     dripping             

    i scour              
  molluscs & 
       
   flay open 
   pustules   
       

  like wombs
       until              
       
    my face            
     is raw               

i lather
flotsam

       
across my

cheekbones
       

cool, oozing
goo soothes

       
slippery

& smooth

toothbrush:  to sip bacteria from mouth chalice
        what a waste of holy water –
        spitting dredges in the sink
wax strip:     o i shall till her lush meadows
        entomb each daisy in my body
        enrapture each follicle 
cleanser:       delta of blackheads on her nose
        is my nile, i wash her festering
        gemstones with reverence
lash curler:   orbit the many fingered moons
        i am an astronaut intimately
        acquainted with her gravity

a short play in which 
your beauty products 

gather in a pool of 
moonlight on the tiles 

of your bathroom floor 
to praise their goddess

skin song

perri roach

Artwork by Ranuka Tandan

hospital

theo delaney

The patient
I feel like I am neatly posited in a white 
envelope, having been laid in these 
crisp, coarse sheets. They make me feel 
a coolness, but I’m still warm. I turn my 
weak neck to rest the side of my head on 
the pillow, and close my eyes. My body 
is too nauseated to breathe deeply, and 
I’m quietly puffing through my nose. 
The morning light, the soft bed, and 
the comfort of my mother at my side 
distracts me from my sickness, and I 
drift into light sleep.

The girl at the front desk recognised 
me when I came in. I passed the cleaner 
on the way up to the ward, who gave 
me a vague smile when he noticed my 
familiar face. It’s only been a couple of 
months. The nurses are all very nice to 
me now.

I eat my lunch sitting up in bed. Steam 
rises as I lift the cover from the plate. It’s 
lasagne with roast vegetables. There’s 
tea and biscuits on the tray, and a cup of 
chicken soup.

When I go to shower, there’s 
no shampoo or conditioner in the 
bathroom. I ask my mum to get some 
from the nurses. “I doubt they’d have 
conditioner,” she says.

“They do,” I reply, “I know which shelf 
it’s on.”

Artwork by Ruby Reid

Artwork by Charotte Robotham
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Somewhere only we know: Bingara cottage
Alisha Brown gets mighty spooked on her family farm.

I grew up in Bingara, a country town in north-west 
NSW that boasts an IGA, three pubs, and a population 
of 1428. My dad lives on a small farm a few kilometres 
out of town. We have about fifty sheep, a few dozen 
cattle, two alpacas, chooks, ducks, a parrot, and a pair 
of sheep dogs who are more useless than the Liberal 
government’s drought relief package. We also have a 
ghost.

The cottage was built where 
a house burnt down with the 

family still inside

You see, there are two houses on the property: the 
house that everyone lives in, and a structure we’ve 
dubbed ‘the cottage’. The cottage is relatively quaint. 
It has two bedrooms, a kitchen, a lounge room, and a 
large veranda that juts out from the north-facing wall 
like a crooked tooth. It is completely empty, apart from 
a few old house 

plans we unearthed in a drawer and a rusted claw foot 
bathtub. The off-white walls are peeling; the power 
points don’t work; rats have taken up residence in the 
roof. To someone who doesn’t know about its history, 
it would appear to be nothing more than an ambitious, 
unfinished renovation project.

But then, at 5am, we both 
awoke suddenly. Footsteps.

But the cottage was built on the same ground where 
a house burnt down a hundred years ago, with the 
family still inside. 

As a kid, I liked to bring friends to the farm and 
introduce them to ‘real country life’. We’d shoot guns, 
build mud houses, and drive the tractor through yellow 
paddocks. One weekend, my friend Gaia was sleeping 
over, and we thought it would be fun to camp out in 
the cottage.

We rolled out our sleeping bags in the lounge room, 
or the empty space that should have been the lounge 
room, and lit a citronella candle. Shadows played upon 
the corners of the fireplace. Dust motes swarmed when 
we rolled over on the wooden floor. At one point, a fox 

screamed in the distance. I told her stories about the 
family that was reduced to ash at this very spot. She 

was sufficiently spooked. We zipped up our 
sleeping bags and slept, huddled, two black 

shapes in the middle of a black room.
But then, at 5am, we both awoke 

suddenly. Footsteps.
In my head, I knew it was 
just a frog hopping down 

the hallway, but I decided to scare Gaia by pretending 
it was a ghost. I flicked on a torch, crept to the edge 
of the hall, and paused—it was empty. Confused, but 
unperturbed, I yelled to my friend, 

“The youngest daughter died just here, hiding in the 
hall cupboard. They found her bones in the bottom 
shelf.”

“Oh great, just what I needed to hear,” she replied 
sarcastically.

I scanned the walls with my torch, opened all the 
cupboard doors, looked under a floorboard. Nothing.

“Did you find anything?” Gaia called out.
“When their father got home from work and found 

his house and wife and kids burnt to a crisp, he did 
what any sane person would do...” I continued.

I checked the bathroom and the bedrooms. Nothing.
“I don’t want to know!” she yelled.
“He took the shotgun out from the shed and topped 

himself.”

I sat shaking in the wake of a 
howl from the devil himself

I started walking back to the lounge room, but heard 
it again. I broke into a jog, dived to the floor, and buried 
myself in the comfort of my sleeping bag.

It was quiet, for a moment. The footsteps followed
me past the fireplace, creaked closer, moved in 

a careful arc around our heads. Gaia and I made eye 
contact; we were both shitting ourselves.

“Who are you?” I yelled out into the darkness, 
terrified. “Speak to us!”

And this is where the story gets fucked. I shit you 
not, everything in the room went completely still.

Then, suddenly, this fucking bone-chilling, inhuman 
voice bellowed out from the silence:

EEEEUUUUGHHHOOOOOORRRRRRHHHHH!
It was the loudest, deepest, most horrible sound I 

have ever heard in my life. Gaia screamed. I crapped 
my pants. Everything closed in tight around me and, I 

swear to god, I must have flatlined for a bit because 
my body pretty much noped the fuck out.

I sat, dumb, on the floor, shaking in the wake of a 
howl from the devil himself.

Gaia soon shook me to my senses. We grabbed our 
stuff, dropped the torch, and ran for our lives back to 
the main house. We woke up my dad and, in a sweaty, 
squealing panic, told him to go to the cottage and hear 
this thing for himself. He returned a few minutes later; 
the cottage was dead silent.

More than six years later, I 
still shake when I retell the 
story to scare off mediocre 

Bumble dates 

 It’s safe to say that I haven’t slept in the cottage 
since. I never really believed in ghosts, but c’mon, 
you can’t tell me that was wind in the leaves, or a wild 
animal, or a dream, or any of that bullshit. I heard it 
with my own ears. Felt it with my own skin. Shit my 
own pants. Something really fucking weird happened 
that night, and more than six years later, I still shake 
when I retell the story to scare off mediocre Bumble 
dates. 

A week after the incident with Gaia, my dad was 
pruning the roses around the outside the cottage 
window, when he thought he glimpsed something 
through the glass. He went inside and found the 
bathroom tap running, water leaking over the sink, 
pooling on the tiles, and flooding the hallway. Almost 
as if it was trying to put out a fire.Artwok by 

Jess Zlotnick
Artwork by Mathew Philip
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Lino Art by Millie RobertsDrawing by Jess Zlotnick

anatomy of a 
eats 

fruit salad

Deep Tea 
Diving

Chardonnay 
Conservatives

On Alan Jones’ 2GB Breakfast Show, 
also known as ‘Old man yells at cloud 
for an hour’, Jones took the time to 
call out one William Wright, a Young 
Liberal heading up a ticket called 
‘Conservatives for Reality’ for this 
year’s SRC election. Earlier that week, 
Wright had asked a question on Jones’ 
episode of Q&A, saying he was so 
unimpressed with his party’s decision 
to roll Turnbull that he would consider 
voting Labor at the next election. Jones 
was thunderstruck: “I couldn’t believe 
my ears,” he said. 

“Now young man William Wright, I 
trust you’ll withdraw from your position 
on the ticket today. You’re a fake. You’re 
a chardonnay conservative. No person 
who’s publicly said they’ll vote Labor 
should be heading a conservative ticket 
anywhere.”

Then Jones issued a call to arms to 
the conservative movement at Sydney 
University. “I would urge them to get 
active—disendorse this William Wright 
immediately and let him go to his 
proclaimed new home, the Labor Party. 
And perhaps he might find Mr Turnbull 
occupying the house.”

If Reboot needs a spare campaigner, 
they may have just found one. 

Brand power, helping 
you vote better 

Each year, SRC election season turns 
Eastern Avenue into a sirens’ den of 
brightly painted A-frames—eye candy 
designed to lure you into a polling 
booth. The different campaigns try to 
distinguish themselves with unique 
branding. Some are inventive, some are 
boringly predictable and some down-
right bizarre. Read on for this little 
mermaid’s incisive reviews. 

Advance 

There comes a time in everybody’s 
life where you imagine a tiger leaping 
out of an orange. It’s filled with 
resonance and meaning, symbolising 
the great struggle of internationalism. 
Obviously. Which is why Advance, 
the international students’ coalition 
backing Alex Yang, has chosen exactly 
that for their campaign logo.  

Campaign manager Decheng Sun 
relied heavily on Peppa Pigs on his how 
to vote pamphlets, Peppa Pig being a 
revolutionary symbol in China. Will we 
see a return of the porcine mascot or 
will the double animal motif confuse 
voters more than a mere orange-
embedded tiger alone? 

 
Panda

The rise of international student 
campaigns have also brought with 
them a visible increase in the use of 
animal mascot branding. Panda wants 
to hit voters over the head with their 
blatant symbolism of a panda bear 
hugging a koala, but maybe they 
haven’t given thought to the fact that 
both their chosen animals are on the 
brink of extinction—much like their 
presidential candidate after He’s 
woeful quiz score.  

 

Reboot

Reboot, the Labor ticket, is the dodgy 
computer technician from the late 
90s who you call to fix your dial-up 
connection, but the only advice they 
can offer is to turn your modem off 
and on again.

After last year’s upset, Labor has 
chosen a brand new look. Perhaps 
the ever reliable ‘Stand Up’ slogan had 
too many revolutionary connotations 
for presidential candidate Adriana 
Malavisi, who’d like to run protests 
next year, just without ‘Burn the 
Colleges’ rhetoric. Or perhaps it just 
sounded like the Labor campaign was 
a stand up comedy routine.

 
Groots

When you use the same exact branding 
for five years it just looks lazy. Last 
year, incumbent Imogen Grant wasn’t 
able to use the traditional Grassroots 
branding for her presidential run, 
after the EO refused to accept late 
nomination forms. This year since they 
can actually run on their treasured 
brand, you’d think they’d also want 
to show it some graphic design-love. 
Minimalism is one thing, but repeating 
the same tired cycle is another 
completely. 

The ever-consistent USU fruit salad 
seems enticing and mysterious at first 
glance, but with regular consumption 
of the sweet, healthy treat, you slowly 
learn the intricacies of the dish.

Ever wonder where your SSA 
fee goes? Most of it goes into 
sorting these fruit bowls, and 
we paid Andrew Rickert the 
rest to draw this diagram.

THE RED LIGHT DISTRICT
The red fruits of this section 
attract the eye—we are 
genetically predisposed to 
prefer red fruits. 
All the goodies at the top before 
you have to eat your vegetables.

‘DWAYNE’ THE 
ROCKMELON

GREEN WITH ENVY
Really the weakest part of the 
fruit bowl. Fans of kiwi fruit will 
be disappointed by only two or 
three pieces—before you even 
get to the watery cantaloupe, 
which lets down the whole team.

THE CUM SWEETENER
The real reason you bought this 
fruit bowl.

are you 
ready to 
party?

facebook.com/sparkleburlesque

instagram.com/burlesquewithsparkles 

sparklethecompany@gmail.com

sparkleburlesque.com

student 

discounts on 

all parties!
student 

discounts on 

all parties!



- 22 -

P U Z Z L E S

- 23 -

Cryptic
Across
9 Harry Potter’s object (7)
10 ** UNCODED “NILE CAR” UNCODED 
** (2,5)
11 J. Black is back to portray American 
President (1,1,1)
12 Queen oddly tribal and following in 
doing nothing (7)
13 Wanking on an Italian sadomasochist (7)
14 Crazy admirer thanks Southern jerk(9)
17 The gut: ... (5)
18 it confuses me, Copernicus, etc (8,7)
22 Met an odd Olympian painter (5)
23 Jen, row East back to the audience in 
The Hormone (9)
27 Periodic USA army uproar in noble 
caste (7)
28 Zhuzh up the French spots (7)
30 Bear police-officer (3)
31 Softest udon contains turtle (7)
32 Spooner’s heaps more stoned - mad! (7)

Puzzles by Cloud Runner

Down
1 Blunt joint (6)
2 Contemporary style, right now (6)
3 Enter with regular amphibian (4)
4 Finally! Atlantis lost in tempest (2,4)
5 Celebrates about Barnaby’s oral (8)
6 Rougher Ice Age character meets Pop 
Goddess with his heart inside (10)
7 Bell motor I’ll ring with a pole (8)
8 Cleaner loses love then dances endlessly 
in a homosocial bond (8)
15 Cockneys have egg and toast spread (3)
16 Dual routes in a sorry state of affairs (10)
18 Mischievous imps penetrate Blanchett in 
tenting ground (8)
19 Note a south-east decline (8)
20 Gothic font’s last symbol: ;-) for example 
(8)
21 Nod, Rod (3)
24 Pap smear goes into Swedish sex-
worker lesbian (6)
25 French sauce dotted with top cinnamon 
(6)
26 More interested in Nereis on its return 
(6)
29 Old Mexicans might start agitating (4)

by Yasodara Puhule-Gamayalage

Star Wars

Solutions
Target: Colonials

Quiz
1. How many times does ‘I Do’ appear in the title of the eponymous ABBA song?
2. The word ‘planet’ comes from the Greek word ‘planetes,’ meaning what? 
3. What film had no women in the cast except for a camel named Gladys?
4. Which Grammy-award winning Hollywood actor has siblings named River, Summer 
and Rain?
5. What recently built Sydney Trains rail link will be closing down for construction of the 
Sydney Metro?
6. What rapper was falsely arrested for stealing printers from an office supply store in 

1. Five 2. Wanderer 3. Lawrence of Arabia 4. Joaquin Pheonix 5. Epping-Chatswood 

Rail Link 6. Kanye West 7. ‘You can’t see me’ 8. Bangtan Boys 9. Sweden 10. String

Across
1 Anakin angrily shouts this at Obi Wan 
when seeing him on Mustafar (4)
3 Wookie Planet (8)
8 “Die Wana Wanga” Character: Bib.. (7)
9 “Tenth___, thousands of Battle Droids” 
(5)
11 Obi Wan needs this to defeat Anakin 
(6,6)
14 Ewok Song Yub ___ (3)
16 What young Ani calls a lightsaber: Laser 
__ (5)
18 First name of character who said quote 
from Clue 25 (3)
19 Palpatine’s proclamation of power 
(1,2,3,6)
23 Anakin quote “____ like sand” (1,4)
24 Trebor, Kcaj (7)
25 A communication disruption can only 
mean this (8)
26 What Tusken Raiders say (4)

Down
1 Both Anakin and Ponda Baba lose this to 
Obi Wan (4,4)
2 What A deathstick is (5)
4 Norwegian band, that has nothing to do 
with Star Wars, but should! (3)
5 Resistance Vice Admiral (5)
6 “___ him ____ him, now” (4)
7 Breha, Jamillia, Amidala (6)
10 What Qui Gon and Obi Wan go in, to 
escape the Droidekas (shortened) (5)
12 John Williams won a Golden one of these 
for scoring Star Wars (5)
13 Tarkin’s rank (8)
15 Naboo star fighter squadron, named 
after exclamation of approval (5)

17 “I Truly ____ Love You” (6)
20 Imperial Admiral named after Roman 
Emperor (5)
21 What Clones and Fetts wear (5)
22 The Last Jedi (4)
24 Was George Lucas now Kathleen 
Kennedy (3)

2000 after a case of mistaken identity?
7. What is the catch phrase of WWE signed  
professional wrestler, John Cena?
8. What are the popular South Korean boy group BTS  
also known as?
9. From what country did the three point seatbelt 
originate?
10. The collective noun for a group of racehourses is 
what? 

Target
Target Rules: Minimum 4 letters per word. 10 words: Maths student, 15 words: 

Postgraduate maths student, 20 words: Maths professor, 30 words: Arts student

Sudoku

Authorised by K.Chau, 2018 Electoral Officer,
Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney  
02 9660 5222  |  www.srcusyd.net.au

It’s time to

VOTE!
in the SRC elections

Students’ Representative Council,  
University of Sydney  
Annual Elections

2018 Polling Booth 
Times and Places

Pre-polling will also be held outside the 
Jane Foss Russell Building, on Tuesday 
18th September from 10am-3pm.

POLLING WED 19TH THURS  20TH

LOCATION SEPT 2018 SEPT  2018

Fisher 8:45 - 5.15 8:45 - 5.15

Jane Foss Russell 8:45 - 5.15 8:45 - 5.15

Manning 10:45 - 3.15 10:45 - 3.15

PNR Building 11:45 - 2.15 No polling

Cumberland 9:45 - 2.15 9:45 - 2.15

Conservatorium 9:45 - 2.15 No polling

SCA No polling 9:45 - 2.15
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As I am writing this, a final memorandum of 
understanding has been signed between the Ramsay 
Centre CEO Simon Haynes and Vice-Chancellor 
Michael Spence. Annamarie Jagose, the Dean of the 
Faculty of Arts, is currently reviewing the MOU and 
will take it to the FASS Board Meeting on Monday for 
discussion.

At the next FASS Board Meeting on 10 September, 
FASS staff & students will be leafleting members 
to vote against the proposed degree in Western 
Civilisation. It is normal for Academic Board to look to 
the decision at a faculty board humanities experts in 
FASS and consequently decide approve or reject the 
Ramsay curriculum. If it gets through the FASS Board 
then Academic Board is more likely to just rubber 
stamp it - or at least very unlikely to vote against it. As 
a result, the decision at Faculty Board is crucial in the 
fight against the Ramsay Centre on campus. We have 
cohered a strong student opposition to the Centre and 
are currently in contact with the student members of 
the Board.

On another note, the Academic Board and University 
Executive are currently conducting a review into 
safety and wellbeing. This is an issue that has become 
the subject of regulatory attention from the Tertiary 
Education Quality and Standards Association (TEQSA).

The Higher Education Standards Framework 
(Threshold Standards) 2015 (HES Framework) includes 
Section 2.3, on wellbeing and safety, that requires 

President

providers to provide timely and accurate advice on 
access to student support services and to promote and 
foster a safe environment on campus and online.

We will be ascertaining as to whether the University 
is or is not compliant with these standards and 
making recommendations for improvements on the 
availability, provision and communication of services 
and processes to ensure the wellbeing and safety of 
specific cohorts of students.

Interviews will be conducted over the next few 
weeks with students. If you receive an invitation, I 
encourage you to take up the offer and have your voice 
heard on the topic. If you have any feedback on the 
state of student safety and wellbeing you wish for me 
to know or relay to the committee, always feel free to 
email me at president@src.usyd.edu.au. 

Finally, last week the SRC sent a contingent of 
students to the early childhood educators walk off & 
protest, as part of the Big Steps campaign, outside the 
NSW Parliament. We heard speeches from childhood 
educator Gwen Alcock, ACTU President Michele 
O’Neil, Labor MP Tanya Plibersek and a parent Emily 
Mayo.

Childhood education is a booming industry and 
many of these educators attend university for years 
to be qualified. With diploma-level or university-level 
training the wage is only $23 per hour, about half the 
the national average wage - childhood educators are 
the working poor.

Imogen Grant

Dear Abe,

My lecturer told me I only had a 
couple of days to decide if I want to 
drop a subject. What’s the hurry? I 
don’t understand why I can’t wait 
until the end of semester.

No Hurry

Dear No Hurry,

If you withdraw from a subject before 
14th September (Friday of week 7), you 
will receive a Discontinue Not Fail 
(DC) grade. This means that while you 
still have to pay (HECS or fees) for 
this subject, you will not have a fail on 
your transcript, you will not trigger 

progression requirements, and it will 
not affect your WAM. 

If you withdraw after 14th September, 
but before 2nd November (the last 
day of semester) you will receive a 
Discontinue Fail (DF) grade. This will 
trigger progression requirements 
(show good cause), but in most 
cases, will not affect your WAM. 
Before discontinuing any subject, 
it is always a good idea to check if 
you are breaching visa or Centrelink 
requirements. Bear in mind also, that 
being part time (12 credit points or 
fewer) means that you cannot use a 
concession Opal Card.

Abe

Dear Abe,

I just broke up with my girlfriend 
and I am too upset to finish the 
essay that’s due in at the end of the 
week.  I’ve seen my doctor and he 
said that I just needed to concentrate 
on my assignment and not worry 
about romance.  Without a doctor’s 
certificate I cannot apply for Special 
Consideration, but I really don’t think 
I can get the assignment in on time.

Single

Dear Single,

I am sorry the doctor did not take 
your distress seriously.  Please do talk 
to someone, e.g., a counselor, if you 

find your circumstance negatively 
effecting aspects of your life.

As you said, without a Professional 
Practitioner’s Certificate it is unlikely 
you would be successful in a Special 
Consideration application, however, 
you may be able to apply for a Simple 
Extension.

Simple Extensions are an informal 
arrangement between a student and 
the course co-ordinator, where a 
student is given two extra days to 
complete an assignment.  Often that 
is enough for you to take a breath and 
settle your thoughts before launching 
in to an assignment.

Abe

Ask Abe
SRC caseworker HELP Q&A

Discontinue NOT FAIL Deadline

Assignment EXTENSIONS

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.
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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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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.

Did you know?

If you apply to  
discontinue a subject  
before the end of  
Week 7 you will get a  
Discontinue Not Fail  DC

Need help or advice? Your SRC is here to assist you.
Phone for an appointment. The service is FREE, independent and confidential. 
We are located at: Level 1, Wentworth Building (G01), University of Sydney
(02) 9660 5222  |  help @ src.usyd.edu.au  |  src.usyd.edu.au  |  facebook.com / src help  
If it is not possible for you to come to our office, a caseworker can meet you on a satellite campus, or speak to you on the telephone or Skype.

(     )

Despite some technical mishaps, we are very glad and 
proud to report that the very first special disability 
issue of Honi Soit was a resounding success – as you 
will have noticed if you picked up a copy from the 
stands last week!

We’d like to extend our deep gratitude to everyone 
who was involved in making the very first Disabled 
Honi happen. It was a huge task and we couldn’t have 
done it without the talented students who offered their 
time and dedication to the edition. We think it’s so 

Childhood educators also earn 30% less than people 
with equivalent qualifications in male-dominated 
fields. 97 percent of childhood educators are women 
and society undervalues these skills because they are 
seen as “soft,” just an extension of the unpaid work 
performed by mothers at home. 

The SRC has made a solid commitment this year to 
become activated around workplace issues - both as 
student-workers and in solidarity with workers from 
a range of different industries. As a part of that we are 
organising a ‘Union Day’ on September 17 on Eastern 
Avenue.

Majority of students work full-time alongside full-
time study and as a result the distinction between 
student and worker is becoming increasingly blurred. 
60 percent of international students living in Sydney 
are paid below the the minimum wage of $17.29 per 
hour. It gets worse in retail, where 90 percent of 
international student workers being paid below 
minimum wage. This day will provide a fantastic 
opportunity for students to learn about their rights in 
the workplace & potentially join a union.  

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 9660 
5222 or help@src.usyd.edu.au.

Disabilities & Carers Officers
Robin Eames, Mollie Gavin and Ren Rennie

important to give disabled students space to develop 
art, literature, and journalism, and we’re delighted that 
Honi has provided this space.

Don’t forget that if you would like to join the closed 
Facebook groups for either the Disabilities Collective or 
the Caregivers Network, you can email the Disabilities 
OBs at disabilities.officers@src.usyd.edu.au letting us 
know which group you would like to join, and we can 
send you an invite to the group by email. You do not 
have to disclose details of your disability or caregiving 

responsibilities in order to join.
The collective will be organising a protest against 

inaccessible transport at Redfern station sometime 
in October, and we will be hosting a screening of 
Defiant Lives later in the year. We will also be sending 
two students to the NUS Disability & Accessibility 
Conference at the end of September, hosted by 
Monash University.

Love & solidarity,
The 2018 Disabilities Collective Officebearers

General Secretary

Wom*n’s Officers

Environment Officers

Global Solidarity

The General Secretaries did not submit a report. 

The Wom*n’s Officers did not submit a report. 

The Environment Officers did not submit a report. 

The Global Solidarity Officers did not submit a report. 
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HOT BOXDOON & 
ANDY’S

“Secret Revue” 
Opening Night 
Sells Zero 
Tickets
Just as planned...

>> pg. 9

Pub Grub 
Rub Flub

Trainee Chef at
The Flodge Screws Up
Dry Rub to Steak Ratio

>> pg. 9

Nick Harriott Stupol Watchdog

After an overwhelming influx 
of submissions to the Inner 
West council, WestConnex have 
announced today that they will 
be adding an additional tunnel to 
service the Darlington area: a 280 
metre laneway underneath Eastern 
Avenue that allows students to avoid 
the unwieldy congestion of walk-
and-talkers during the SRC Election.

“This has been a long time 
coming,” said WestConnex 
spokesperson Tonya Honk. “When 
we asked commuters to name the 
one stretch of road they would like 
to avoid over all others, more often 

support of this tunnel, with some 
detractors suggesting its usefulness 
is limited to a small part of each 
year—but Honk is quick to tout its 
benefits. 

“The tunnel’s primary use is to 
guide students away from stupol 
hacks, but it will also allow them 
to avoid the Evangelical Union, 
disappointing USU ‘Funches’, weird 
pop-up markets selling Levi’s jeans 
and feeling guilty every time you 
pass the blood truck.”

There remains the concern that 
SRC and Honi Soit campaigners could 
just enter the tunnel themselves 

and continue campaigning—but 
according to the WestConnex 
Scientific & Environmental Council, 
the problem is a non-starter. “The 
cold-blooded stupol hacks need the 
warmth of the sun to survive. If they 
spend too long underground they 
will simply wither and die, that’s 
why you always see Office Bearers 
sitting outside Hermann’s instead of 
working in the Wentworth building.”

WestConnex Adds Tunnel Under Eastern 
Ave to Circumvent SRC Campaigners

than not the answer was Eastern 
Ave.”

Inside sources have confirmed 
the project is the highest priority 
for WestConnex and they intend to 
have the entire tunnel completed 
before September 19, the first day 
of polling on campus. “We recognise 
that students may doubt our ability 
to complete the project within 
two weeks, but what they have to 
understand is that making a tunnel 
is actually very easy. The rest of 
WestConnex has only taken this long 
because we’re very lazy.”

However, not everyone is in 

ANDY’S
HOTTER BOX
GETTING SALT-y ALREADY 
The SRC Election related 
astroturfing has already 
begun, with multiple similar 
posts appearing on both 
Facebook and Reddit. An 
anonymous submission 
to USyd Rants accused a 
campaigner from a previous 
election of lying about their 
affiliation with Socialist 
Alternative, while ‘USyd Zesty 
Meme Bank’ directly accused 
Grassroots and Switch tickets 
of being fronts for SAlt. An 
identically-worded Reddit 
post also accused Grassroots 
of being ‘Socialist Alternative 
disguised in green’—which is 
correct, in the same way that 
you could smear stripes on 
me and claim I’m a zebra. It’s 
a great technique, and not at 
all incredibly transparent and 
fake.

DOON’S
HOTTEST BOX

FOR THE RECORD
We appreciate the sincerity with which all of the Presidential candidates have treated their invitation to Honi’s debate, which is at 1pm this Friday 14th September at Hermann’s Bar. They fortunately did not take the lead of the few USU candidates who—after not attending our earlier debate, failed to get elected (not saying that there’s a connection but…) Special thanks must go to Adriana Malavisi who had us on our toes, flirting with the possibility of being unable to attend, before (presidentially?) confirming that she could fit us in, making the event a full house!

RIP MAC MILLER

A NIGHT AT THE OPERA

As the ’Box went to print we 

were fortunate enough to 

get a glimpse of Alex Yang 

and the Advance team’s 

high quality campaign 

video. Replete with lens 

flares, panning with the 

fluidity of a dolly cart, 

and IMAX level resolution, 

the sequence of vignettes 

would have made even 

Michael Bay quiver with 

envy. While questions 

remain about how such 

a high value production 

could be possible with the 

SRC’s limits on campaign 

spending, we’re certain 

the Advance team consider 

it money well spent. While 

Grassroots and Switch have 

also released hype videos, 

it remains to be seen what 

Panda, the Liberals, and the 

Labor party have in store. 

Expect to see the classic 

Liberal / Labor drone’s eye 

view shot of campus—it’s a 

classic of the genre.  

STERNLY WORDED BOXNICK’S

YOU BOYS HAVE GONE TOO FAR

Andrew. Liam. Enough is enough. 

When you pitched the Hot Box 

to me earlier this semester and 

promised a return to the tongue-

in-cheek campus news reporting 

of Honi Soit past, I said yeah, that 

sounds good. Then, when you told 

me that you’d need two columns 

to make sure that Liam wasn’t 

reporting on SRC gossip during 

the election I was reluctant, but 

admitted that it made sense. 

But now you tell me even two 

columns isn’t enough! This rapid 

expansion has got to stop. 

I want to see a return to form 

in the next edition, with a hunny 

section full of standout campus 

comedy that no-one reads. Not 

this self-indulgent mess of 

pseudo-entertainment that also 

no-one reads.

...AND WHILE I’M HERE

The other day I went to the USyd 

Subway and asked for a foot-

long Italian Herbs & Cheese with 

Ham…and they were like, sorry, 

we’re out of bread.

No bread. At a Subway. I don’t 

know if anyone can make sure 

that doesn’t happen again but I 

would sure appreciate it.

I ended up having a teriyaki 

chicken wrap. And you know 

what? It was okay.
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