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Acknowledgement of Country

The University of Sydney Autonomous Collective Against Racism meets and  
organises on the sovereign land of the Gadigal people of the Eora Nation. 

This land was never ceded, bought, or sold. 

The creation of this autonomous edition, the meetings of the Autonomous Collective Against Racism,  
and our learning as students, all take place on stolen land. 

We acknowledge First Nations sovereignty across this continent,  
and stand in solidarity with dispossessed First Nations peoples.

Invasion has never been a single event. It remains a structure.

Since the arrival of white colonisers in 1788, Aboriginal people in this country have been subject to dispossession, 
cultural extermination, and genocide. Beginning with the Frontier Wars, white Australia has always considered  

the existence and survival of Aboriginal people to be a threat to the emergent settler colony.  
The Stolen Generation and other attempts to extinguish Aboriginality are testament to this fact. 

In 2018, 230 years after Invasion, the Australian government passed new laws enabling the adoption of thousands 
of children from the state’s foster care system without parental consent. Aboriginal children and young people make 
up almost 40% of those in the out-of-home care system and these laws are a testament to the way in which the state 
maintains control over Aboriginal lives.  The reforms contained in the Children and Young Persons Amendment Bill 

2018 make removals permanent. The statistics are not empty numbers. 

A new Stolen Generation is currently being perpetrated under  
the guise of child protection only twelve years after the Apology.

The ongoing effects of colonialism manifest in the day-to-day realities of lower life expectancy,  
higher rates of homelessness and disproportionate rates of incarceration for Aboriginal people. 

By participating and benefiting from the institutions built on stolen land,  
all of us share some degree of complicity in colonialism.

But as people of colour, our relationship to this colonial apparatus is not so straightforward.  
Colonial violence has set the stage for the virulent xenophobia, racism and Islamophobia that threatens  

our safety in this country. At an international level, it is the same European colonisers that displaced  
Aboriginal people who systematically underdeveloped our homelands, forcing us to migrate in search  

of “better opportunities”. Anti-colonial struggles around the world are interconnected and  
we stand in solidarity with all people who fight for their liberation and self-determination.

We pay respects to Indigenous elders past, present and emerging. As writers, artists and students,  
we acknowledge that Indigenous knowledge, art and culture has existed on this land for tens of  

thousands of years. As editors, we acknowledge that our contributions are not enough to  
compensate for the lack of Aboriginal voices in student activism and in this university more generally.  

As a collective, we recognise that true anti-racist activism must firstly be anti-colonial. Thus we end by recognising:

Always was
Always will be 
Aboriginal land.

This week’s edition of Honi Soit comes to you courtesy of the Autonomous 
Collective Against Racism. As convenors of the collective, and editors-
in-chief, we begin by acknowledging the tireless work of the editorial 
collective, without whom the edition would not have come together. 

We’d also like to give our thanks to the many contributors and artists who 
provided invaluable creative contribution.

As migrants living in a deeply racist settler society, we often struggle to be heard. 
As a collective, we fare a little better. To have our imaginations, our philosophies 
and our ideas in print is a special opportunity – one that we felt we must do 
right. When a few of us decided to run for ACAR, we had a particular vision in 
mind. Simply put, we wanted to bring colonialism, fascism and imperialism to 
the table, and to do so autonomously. Despite the successes of the student left in 
many areas, we feel they fall short in addressing the complexity of racial issues, 
especially when career activists are often motivated by white-saviour complexes 
and misguided political ideologies.

The theme for our edition is propaganda. As committed anti-imperialists, we 
drew inspiration from the style of propaganda of the Organisation of Solidarity 
with the People of Asia, Africa and Latin America - commonly known as the 
Tricontinental Organisation. We follow in the footsteps of Sergei Eisenstein, 
whose breakout film ‘Battleship Potemkin’ (1925) inspired us, and remains a 
classic of radical art. The point of propaganda for us, is not the propagation of 
false beliefs, but an ethos and a spirit. In many of the images and works that 
gave us inspiration, the goal of propaganda was raising critical consciousness, as 
per Paulo Freire, and providing an aesthetic framework to underpin a search for 
truth. 

This edition has discussions of home and family alongside historical, political 
and cultural investigations. Our feature, written by Amanda Dheerasekara, 
reignites a forgotten spirit of class struggle by exploring a forgotten moment of 
revolutionary fervour. We hope that our edition illuminates critical perspectives 
from the racialised margins of society. We hope that the spirit of radicalism that 
inspired us, also inspires you. We hope that you enjoy this edition.

In Solidarity,

Ellie, Himath and Swapnik.

FIRE Fighting In Resistance Equally (FIRE) are installing water filters in 300 homes in Collarenebri. After months of government 
inaction, for communities with no reliable access to safe drinking water, this will finally provide a more permanent solution. Every 
single home that needs a filter will get one. 

The Sydney Uni Enviro Collective are helping FIRE raise funds for this project. 
FIRE will be installing the Puretec CT15 filters from May 5 to 12.

You can make a direct payment to Bendigo Bank:

Account name—SAWC Sydney 

BSB—633 000

Acc No—150 758 621

(there are no spaces, but we have included them for ease of reading)

Please write “Water Filter Gift” in the description tab so that we know what 
the money is for. “Gift” and “Filter” are the essential words.

We have provided a QR code to the FIRE donations page. 

This information has been provided courtesy of FIRE.

Fundraiser for Indigenous 
communities affected by drought
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Black deaths in 
custody continue 
28 years after royal 
commission
One of the most open 
manifestations of the colonial 
violence of the Australian state 
against Indigenous peoples 
is their relationship to the 
carceral system; in particular, 
the epidemic of deaths in 
custody. Since the conclusion 
of the Royal Commission into 
Aboriginal Deaths in Custody 
in 1991, 410 First Nations people 
have lost their lives while in 
police custody. Meanwhile, not 
a single police officer has ever 
been held criminally liable for a 
death in custody.

 
Deaths in custody are necessarily 
linked to disproportionate rates 
of incarceration for Aboriginal 
communities. In particular, 
public order offences (eg 
swearing, drunkenness) are 
used to target Aboriginal people, 
due to racist and often classist 
biases inherent in judgements 
about public order. One of 
the most notable cases of this 
occurred in 2017, when 55-year-

old Yorta Yorta woman Tanya 
Day was removed from a train 
in Castlemaine and detained 
for public drunkenness. She 
fell and hit her head in the 
police cell and died from a brain 
haemorrhage.

Structural discrimination 
is also entrenched through 
imprisonment due to unpaid 
fines and being on remand. 
Despite the procedural 
appearance of these laws and 
policies, in reality they provide 
authority to incarcerate and 
brutalise Aboriginal people 
on spurious grounds. In a 
wonderful but rare win for 
Indigenous peoples, community 
advocates have successfully 
forced the WA government 
to repeal imprisonment for 
unpaid fines in light of the 2014 
death in custody of Ms Dhu, 
who had been arrested for the 
same offence.

Epidemic of 
violence against 
women of colour 
continues

Human cost  rises as American 
imperialism intensifies  

 Content Warning:  
Gendered Violence, Sexism

N E W S D I S C U S S I O N

Natalina Angok, a 33-year-
old Melbourne woman, was 
found brutally murdered in a 
Chinatown alley on the morning 
of Wednesday 24 March. She 
was the 21st woman to die as 
a target of gendered violence 
this year in Australia's shameful 
epidemic of violence against 
women. In a separate but 
similarly disturbing incident, 
earlier this year 32-year-old 
Sydney dentist Preethi Reddy 
was reported missing by her 
family after she failed to return 
home after having called to 
inform them she planned to 
come home. Her body was later 
found in a suitcase in her car 
in Sydney's Eastern suburbs, 
believed to be killed by her ex-
boyfriend. 

On average, one woman is 
killed by her current or former 

partner every week.  Women of 
colour are disproportionately 
targeted due to additional 
factors such as racialised 
violence.

There has been a glaring lack of 
significant public outrage over 
the loss of Natalina Angok’s 
life. Speaking to The Guardian, 
We Keep Vigil organiser Karen 
Pickering has said “If she was 
a young white woman [killed] 
in the city I think there might 
be a different response”. In 
commemoration of her life, a 
vigil was held on the 26th of 
April outside the Victorian 
State Parliament.

 Content Warning: Graphic Violence, Rape

Since the fall of the Soviet 
Union, American hegemony has 
been unleashed on the world. 
To ensure a constant supply 
of cheap labour and resources 
for American corporations, 
American military might has 
been unleashed against states 
in the Global South who refuse 
to be compliant in their own 
exploitation. The multitude of 
US interventions, invasions and 
covert operations since 1991 
has produced a death toll that 
grows steadily every day.

In a UN report issued on the 
24th of April, it was confirmed 
that NATO coalition forces were 
responsible for more civilian 
casualties than the Taliban in 
Afghanistan - the very same 
Taliban who the US claimed to 
be protecting Afghan citizens 
against. While the total amount 
of deaths can never truly be 
ascertained, the UN reported 
that 2018 was the deadliest year 
for Afghan civilians since it 
began documenting casualties 
in 2009. 

On the other side of the 
Persian Gulf, the US has been 
responsible for the massive 
loss of life in Iraq. Since the 
first Gulf War, there has been 
a staggering number of deaths 
attributable to the US and 
its allies: the most widely 
accepted estimates are around 
1 million. The sheer flippancy 
of the American empire was 
exposed when US Secretary of 
State claimed that the 500,000 
children killed by American 
sanctions (UNICEF) were 
“worth it”. 

The situation is most dire in 
Yemen. The US-backed Saudi 
Regime has carried out over 
18,000 airstrikes between 
2015 to 2018, 48% of which 
intentionally hit civilian targets. 
A conservative estimate notes 
that nearly 130 children under 
5 die each day from hunger and 
disease. Upwards of 20 million 
Yemenis don’t have access to 
clean water and sanitation. 
In a leaked report last week, 
it was revealed that Western 

Slavery 
returns in 
modern 
Libya
The overthrow of Muammar 
Gaddafi in 2011 by NATO 
forces has led to a total collapse 
of order in Libya. The lack of a 
stable central government has 
led to power being dispersed 
amongst Wahhabist groups and 
warlords. Most disturbingly, 
the instability created by the 
Western intervention has led to 
the return of slavery. 

According to the 2018 Global 
Slavery Index, armed conflict, 
state-sponsored labour, and 
forced marriages are the main 
causes behind 9.2 million 
Africans being forced to live 
in servitude. Refugees fleeing 
the instability in Libya are 
being placed in detention 
centres where they are often 
sold off in slave auctions. 
The UN’s International Labor 
Organisation reports that three 
times as many people today are 
held in captivity and slavery 
than during the Transatlantic 
Slave Trade. 

Netanyahu vows to 
name Golan Heights  
settlement after 
Trump
A lesser-known element of 
the Israeli occupation of Arab 
lands has been the occupation 
of the Golan Heights, an 
internationally recognised part 
of Syria’s sovereign territory. 
Benjamin Netanyahu, in an act 
condemned by the International 
Community, has proposed to 
name a new settlement in the 
territory after US President 
Donald Trump. This comes 
after Trump’s illegal recognition 
of the Golan Heights as part of 
Israel. 

After a bloody Israeli victory 
in the Six Day War (1967), 
the Israeli Defence Force has 
enforced a strict occupation of 
the Golan Heights. Contrary to 
international law and all pre-
existing UN resolutions, the full 
illegal annexation of the region 
occurred in 1981. Since then, 
the area has been central to the 
settler-colonial project of the 
Israeli state.

This recent act of official 
recognition of the Golan 

Heights has been rightfully 
condemned in the UNSC and 
UNGA as legitimising an illegal 
and illegitimate occupation. 
Under international law, 
land ceded during war is not 
legitimately held by a state. 
While the Arab League has also 
condemned the violations of 
Syrian sovereignty, this move 
has been highly hypocritical in 
light of the expulsion of Syria 
from the Arab League and 
the efforts of Saudi Arabia to 
normalise diplomatic relations 
with Israel.

Netanyahu's brazen defiance of 
international law comes on the 
heels of a historic re-election for 
a 4th term, cementing the long-
term rightward shift of Israeli 
politics. Netanyahu's Likud 
Party has increasingly courted 
ties with fascist Zionist parties, 
including the "United Right" 
coalition. Most disturbingly, 
Netanyahu campaigned on the 
promise of annexing the entire 
West Bank, which has been 
illegally occupied since 1967. 

arms sales are essential to the 
Saudi war. Despite this, Trump 
recently vetoed a bill to end US 
support in Yemen.

American imperialism has also 
reasserted itself in its historical 
"backyard", Latin America. As 
part of a broader campaign of 
sabotage and regime change, 
Donald Trump has recently 
appointed noted war criminal 
Elliot Abrams as the US Special 
Envoy to Venezuela. Abrams' 
previous achievements have 
been well documented in the 
public record. As Assistant 
Secretary of State to Ronald 
Reagan in the 1980s, Abrams 
was responsible for the cover-
up of the El Mozote Massacre in 
El Salvador, where US-backed 
forces murdered, tortured,  
and raped 1,200 Salvadoran 
peasants as part of a broader 
counterinsurgency campaign.

 Content Warning: Violence, Racism

Wentworth (Still) Must Fall

In evaluating the success of the Rhodes 
Must Fall campaign, a particular 
reactionary caricature comes to mind 
– that decolonisation means historical 
erasure. While acknowledging the racism 
embodied in the glorification of Rhodes, 
the liberal critic would play into the false 
narrative that  our struggle was one over 
censorship. Right-wing critics doubled 
down, with The Telegraph’s Harry Mount 
calling protestors “hypersensitive, 
unsophisticated, uneducated”. 

Our goal is precisely the opposite 
of historical erasure – it’s historical 
recovery. Recovery of histories of 
people slaughtered on mass; people 
whose memories are barely a footnote 
in Western mythology. While we can’t 
recover the millions of voices silenced by 
murder and systematic discrimination, 
we can set the facts straight.

William Charles Wentworth was a 
politician, journalist, and very notably, 
a coloniser. In 1813, he rose from his 
aristocratic upbringing to popular 
prominence by discovering a crossing 
over the Blue Mountains. This route 
into central and western New South 
Wales ignited the flames of settler-
colonial violence, facilitating the 
frontier conflicts that led to the deaths 
of tens of thousands of First Nations 
peoples. The ‘discovery’ as expected was 
fraud: the path was used by Wiradjuri, 
Gundungura and Dharug peoples for 
tens of thousands of years preceding 
it. For Wentworth, this actualised in 
personal wealth and political power – 
an influence which helped establish The 
University of Sydney. 

What results is the Wentworth Must Fall 
Campaign. Our immediate goals are 
simple: rename the Wentworth building 
and tear down the Wentworth statue in 
the Great Hall. We seek to decolonise 
at large, and publicise the colonialism 
Wentworth represented. It’s a process of 
historical rediscovery. 

*** 

A Sinhalese man and a Koori woman 
walked into a bar. The following 
conversation is an attempt to document 
what the Wentworth Must Fall movement 
hopes to unravel. 

Georgia:  “We started this campaign in 
2017 when a friend of mine was reading 
a book on him [Wentworth] and came to 
me saying “Georgia - this guy is fucked”.  

I think this University could turn 
around and name [the building] after 
an Indigenous Warrior and think that 
they’re doing good stuff – but nothing 
will have changed. The immediate 
aims are symbolic - but there is power 
in symbolism. That was what was so 
exciting about the Rhodes Must Fall 
movement in South Africa. It began 
with ‘fuck this guy let’s get him off 

our campus’ and went further to Fees 
Must Fall because the colonial legacy 
he instated is immanent in things like 
African access to tertiary education, 
wealth disparity and so on. And that’s 
decolonisation. It is something to get 
people talking about colonisation and 
colonies … but it’s never a means to an 
end. There's work to be done.”

Himath: “I think that's entirely correct. 
With the decolonisation movement, 
you’re platforming what colonialism 
actually was. I think one of colonisation’s 
biggest functions is to rewrite the history 
of an entire nation.”

Georgia: “Everybody knows 
Wentworth’s name, but knows nothing 
about what he actually did. To me, 
that’s rewriting history.  Surely it’s 
more historically accurate than putting 
someone up on a pedestal when they 
don’t deserve it.  A lot of people bite 
into the ‘post-racism’ myth of the 
Australian state because of the so-called 
multiculturalism of Australia. But any 
idea of multiculturalism is built on the 
idea of assimilation. Decolonisation 
challenges this very idea."

Himath: “In the wake of the Christchurch 
shooting, there’s so much to reflect 
on – especially with with the shooter 
being an Australian. In his manifesto, 
although claiming that nationalism and 
fascism acknowledge the sovereignty of 
different people over their nation-state – 
he completely overlooks that the white 
ethnostate he admires requires the 
destruction of national sovereignty of 
the non-white world. To him, Australia 
always was white land. To me, that's why 
decolonisation plays a necessary role in 
the struggle against fascism. How do 
you see the decolonisation movement 
mixing in with the fight against the alt-
right?”

Georgia: “Yeah, absolutely. The 
decolonisation movement 
counters at its very core 
the assertion that 
fascism and the alt-
right have. That 
is, in Australia, 
we need 
to reclaim 
a White 
Australia. 
A n y 
r igorous 
notion of 

sovereignty would contradict the claim 
that the ‘White Australia’ to be returned 
to was not a legitimate government. And 
while the target of fascist movements in 
Australia is Muslims and immigrants, 
it’s important to remember that so 
many people come from countries that 
are targets of Western Imperialism. We 
can’t be separating things in an identity 
politics way. Like ‘you are the victims 
now, we were the victims then’. The 
relationship goes both ways. We can’t 
focus on racial identities in isolation. I 
think Frantz Fanon speaks to this - when 
he talks about being aware of the person 
who is anti-semitic, they will feel the 
same towards you. This is what makes 
decolonisation invariably a part of anti-

racist movements. There's no point 
in isolating them when we’re fighting 
against fascism."

Himath: “I think that proves that our 
[migrant] voices are silenced by the same 
structures that silence colonised voices. 
The big threat of decolonial movements 
to the status quo and to the people 
who hold nationalist views is that it 
delegitimizes them, and it delegitimizes 
them in the most intellectually honest 
way - by uncovering the reality of 
the historical past they glorified 
with myths. It’s the same reality that 
white supremacists forget when they 
hold Western Civilisation t o 
standards it doesn't deserve 
- like it wasn’t built off 
the labour and natural 
resources in Sri Lanka and 
India; like it wasn’t built 
off slave labour from the 
Africas. 

Georgia: “There's 
this really cool 

Lebanese-Australian anthropologist, 
Ghassan Hage. He makes this really cool 
point that a lot of the reasons why white 
fascists are really afraid of a foreign 
invasion is because they know it's 
possible to take over a country the same 
way they did. I think something you 
brought up about wage-labour and capital 
is that a lot of people regard pre-colonial 
Indigenous ways of being and knowing 
as somehow not successful. They’ll look 
at things like there's no mass production, 
there’s no agriculture – which if you read 
Bruce Pascoe’s Dark Emu you’ll know is 
untrue. What there isn’t evidence of is 
a system of exploitation on the scale of 
capitalism. What I think is successful 
is that Indigenous people have been 
here since time immemorial and haven't 
created a fucked-up system that is 
tearing the planet apart. When we talk 
about this idea of Western Civilisation, 
what are we talking about? Systems of 
exploitation, slavery, ecocide?”

Himath: “I've felt that engaging with 
decolonisation movements in Australia 
has made me much more cognisant of 
the colonial legacy that has impacted my 
family and the sovereignty of our people.  
Yet, the well taugh aphorism describing 
the British, 'they built the roads', is the 
way false, abstract catchphrases take 
over our consciousness of day-to-day 
life. When we mumble these words, do 
we ever stop to think – these people 
subjugated my ancestors to poverty, 
appropriated the wealth from our lands? 
What good are roads when people still 
beg in the street?  As we discussed 
earlier – there is no one who erases the 
past like colonisers.”

Georgia: “It’s like that quote. History is 
written by the victors."

“ When you hear someone insulting the Jews 
pay attention; he is talking about you. […] Since 
then, I have understood that what [this] meant 
quite simply was the anti-Semite is inevitably a 

negrophobe.” - Frantz Fanon

Himath Siriniwasa and Georgia Mantle have a chat about historical erasure 
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M i n i m a l i s m ,  M e a n i n g  &  M a r k e t s
Altay Hagrebet knows that the interest in minimalism is not so simple.

While lifestyle blogs and marketing regimes have 
come to fill the consumer consciousness, minimalist 
movements have become the new trending fashion. 
The seemingly unstoppable rise of Marie Kondo 
has blasted minimalism into the Western cultural 
imaginary. Despite the multiplicity of these movements, 
minimalism and its aesthetics have been bound by a 
singular core principle: one of subtraction. Yet, as its 
path in modernity continues, the realisation dawns that 
nothing is sacred in the age of global capital.

Subtraction, more familiarly understood in the West 
as ‘reduction’, fills the heart of minimalistic ideals and 
forms – the reduction of excess or the unnecessary 
until only the essential elements remain. Within the 
sphere of Modernism, the seminal works of Truitt to 
Malevich to Pollock in the Abstract Expressionist and 
Minimalist movements, all make up the foundations of 
this principle. However, the philosophy of subtraction is 
deeply rooted in the traditions of East Asia, namely Zen 
Buddhism and Taoism – prioritising self-cultivation 
over complex rituals. 

Minimalism’s ascent was not free of political 
considerations. At a time when social movements like 
the Black Panther Party were heavily repressed, the US 
hoped to cultivate an image of openness in opposition 
to the supposed repressiveness of the socialist bloc. 
Covert CIA patronage for Abstraction in the 1960s 
helped popularise it on a global scale, highlighting 
the “freedom” of artists in the capitalist world when 
compared to the allegedly restrictive nature of Soviet 
socialist realism.

The engagement of pioneers in the movement with 
Asian influences is well documented. But alongside 
Malevich, Pollock or Truitt, it is important to note 
the contributions of their contemporaries from the 
East-Asian diaspora. These include the revolutionary 
works of Toshiko Takaezu and Tadashi Sato. The work 
of Takaezu represents a genuine reinvention of East-
Asian principles and a reconnection with cultural 
heritage: the forms of her pottery are fundamentally 
modernist, yet reminiscent of Zen traditions. Their 

works represent an important contribution to the style 
of Abstraction, where the autonomy of the artist or the 
art itself is prioritised above realism. Yet, these artists 
remain comparatively obscure, being largely sidelined 
due to the cultural dominance of their Western 
contemporaries.

Despite their creative importance and culturally-
ingrained roots, traditional sacrality and context are 
easily discarded in the neoliberal era. The eventual 
co-option of minimalist aesthetics by the neoliberal 
apparatus was more than just a singular act of cultural 
desecration. The striking simplicity of minimalism and 
its psychological imprint provided fruitful ground for 
competing firms to utilise in marketing their brands. 
Moreover, minimalism provided a convenient cultural 
backdrop for the notions of efficiency and eliminating 
unproductive excess that constitute the inherent logic 
of neoliberalism. The clean edges and sleek lettering 
of advertisements are now indelibly etched into the 
consumer consciousness. Without cultural context, 
minimalism becomes the deification of the excess that 
contemporary self-help blogs seek to criticize. 

It is precisely here, where aesthetic continuity exists, 
but contextual or cultural solidity remains in the void. 
A hollowed imitation of its forebearer, the traces of 
Minimalism’s origins now reinforce orientalist tropes. 
It is here seen with the case of Japan. Its existence is not 
one of hapless victimization – Japan’s agency is present 
on world markets and in cultural exchange. Instead, 
an idealized image and abstraction is reinforced by 
neoliberal minimalism, where Japanese culture is 
subjected to the Western gaze. 

Often articles from the likes of Insider fetishise Japan’s 
‘obsession with minimalism’ – a fetishisation immanent 
in the Western obsession with Marie Kondo. Both are 
underpinned by an orientalist and one-dimensional 
view of Japan’s alleged cultural homogeneity, and its 
separation from the corporate (and only) minimalism. 
Japan’s history, however, proves far richer than the 
myth of singularity. Though it is true that Zen is quite 
thoroughly integrated in certain aspects of Japanese 

society, Japanese culture dates back thousands of years 
and minimalist art only serves as one of its facets. 
Comments that portray minimalist Japanese prefectural 
flags as reminiscent of corporate logos, rather than the 
opposite, ultimately obfuscate minimalism’s cultural 
origins. 
 
As Japan is pinned as the uniquely, but also not quite true 
minimalist culture, China is nearly always juxtaposed 
as its polar opposite – one where maximalism and the 
lust for the excess defines art. Investigating Chinese 
art and philosophy disproves such homogeneity, 
considering Zen (Chán), as well as Taoism both have 
their origins in Chinese history. One such example is 
that of the furniture of the Ming dynasty, emphasizing 
the accentuation of raw material form and simplicity. 

Global capitalism’s desecration of culture is imposed 
upon racialised populations not just via ideals but also 
through material means. China’s integration into the 
world market and its function as a repository of labour 
for manufacturing served to further the orientalist 
constructions of China’s inherent maximalism. It is 
only now that artists are able to re-engage and reinvent 
traditional paradigms. We see the emergence of various 
architectural and design practices such as Neri&Hu, 
a Shanghai-based architectural practice dealing 
with traditional minimalist design elements in the 
contemporary era. 
 
They are one of many that demonstrate the efforts to 
functionally resist, at least temporarily, the cultural 
desecration and stagnation imposed by global capital. It 
is not a nostalgic cry for help when artists like Takaezu 
and Sato, nor Neri&Hu, create pieces reminiscent of a 
long-gone past. Instead, they yearn to find the new in 
the old, to illuminate our connections to the past rather 
than to resurrect the cold and lifeless. On the homepage 
of Neri&Hu’s website lies a simple quote from Antoine 
De Saint Exupéry:
 
“We don’t ask to be eternal beings, we only ask that 
things do not lose all their meaning.”

Empire and Resistance
Ken Pak explores the hidden history of radicalism on the Korean peninsula

The turbulent geopolitical conflicts of modern Korea are 
rooted in the history of colonisation that preceded its 
partition. This was an era marked by an unprecedented 
scramble for colonies – until the outbreak of WWI, the 
Western powers carved up parts of Asia and almost all 
of the African continent. Nevertheless, the colonisers in 
Korea were Japanese.

The colonisation of Korea by the Japanese was a 
phenomenon inextricable from the colonial ambitions 
of the Western world. In the 1860s, Japan’s rulers 
embarked on a project of industrialisation as part of 
their efforts to avoid conquest by Western powers who 
were preparing to divide Asia amongst themselves. 
Two of these powers, the British and the Americans, 
decided to back Japan’s development and establish an 
imperial junior power - a regional watchdog that would 
assert its own dominance in the region.

From the outset, Japanese colonialism mirrored its 
Western counterparts. Following the seizure of Korea 
by 1910, Japan began to restructure the country into 
a profit-producing colony. The agricultural lands of 
southern Korea were to supply Japan with rice. In 
the northern provinces, factories were built in close 
proximity to mineral resources which were 
to be extracted by Japanese companies.

Life for Koreans under 
the colonial regime was 
harsh and humiliating. Colonial 
capital exploited workers to exhaustion, schools 
were required to teach in Japanese and more than 
100,000 women were forced into military prostitution. 
Moreover, social restructuring turned Koreans on each 
other. Cadres of pro-Japanese Koreans were trained 
to collaborate with the colonial administration. This 
included a Korean-staffed police force under Japanese 
command that would turn on their countrymen when 
ordered.

American corporations shared in the exploitation of 
Korea. Even before Japanese occupation, US companies 
had been overseeing major infrastructural development 
in Seoul, aligning their interests with Japanese 
imperialist ambitions. In the decades following Japan’s 
takeover, American companies used more than 50,000 
Korean workers to mine the country bare. However, 
the American alliance with Japan began to break down 
when the latter started to assert itself as an independent 
power in the region. 
Contrary to the ahistorical and fascistic narratives 
of Korean contentment under Japanese colonialism, 
resistance was constant and arose in many forms, 
including worker and peasant non-cooperation, 

assassinations and guerilla struggle. Anti-colonial 
resistance came to a head at during WWII with the 
establishment of the Korean Liberation Army. The 
defeat of Japanese colonialism at the end of the war 
renewed manifestations of independence that have 
now been written out of Western accounts. 

The national aspirations of the Korean people culminated 
in the creation of the Korean People’s Republic (KPR). 
It proclaimed a transition to full independence and a 
program of radical social change, including democratic 
governance through a network of people’s committees. 
Its 27-point program contained demands for land to be 
distributed to farmhands, women’s emancipation, an 
8-hour work day, an end to child labour and illiteracy, 
and guarantees for rights and freedoms.

However, the KPR was short-lived as its ideas ran 
contrary to the ambitions of both the Soviet Union 
and the US. Under the American military occupation 
in South Korea (1945-1948), Governor General Hodge 
refused to work with the KPR. Contrary to popular 
sovereignty, people’s committees were banned – a move 
that was met with numerous uprisings. Unlike Stalinist 
narratives of a passive Soviet occupation, KPR socialists 

in the North were purged or re-educated 
in order to promote Kim Il-sung’s 

cult of personality and remove 
M a r x i s t 

theories of working 
class self-emancipation from 

the political discourse. The People’s 
Committees were integrated into the state 

infrastructure of the DPRK, consolidating the power of 
the Worker’s Party of Korea.

Meanwhile, little was done by the “US liberation forces” 
to alleviate the hyperinflation, food shortages, high 
levels of unemployment and poor living conditions 
plaguing the mostly agrarian South. Instead, former 
colonial collaborators were given high-ranking 
positions as advisors and intelligence operatives who 
would assist the US in witch hunts. Independence 
activists who led the anti-colonial struggle in decades 
past, were once again being persecuted. This time 
for their affiliation with the KPR and the worker and 
peasant unions.

Three years of American occupation set a precedent for 
US involvement in the political repression instituted 
by future South Korean dictatorships. After the second 
dictator of the supposedly democratic South, Park 
Chung-hee, was betrayed and assassinated for a violent 
anti-union crackdown, Chun Doo-hwan installed 
himself as the new President through a coup d’etat and 

indefinitely declared martial law.

As historical precedent notes – such repression 
is not taken passively by the Korean population.
Gwangju workers took up arms and liberated the 
city in 1980 after student activists were brutalised by 
government troops. Survivors of the subsequent US-
backed massacre describe the first-hand experience of 
immense ecstasy as people prepared to die in defence 
of  freedom after decades of oppression: “I witnessed 
a rapid proliferation of revolutionary aspirations and 
actions, of a community of love created in the heat of 
battle”.

To this day, the Gwangju Uprising is a historical 
battleground for social and political forces, bringing 
with it questions of colonial collaboration, dictatorship, 
US imperialism, unions and the Left. In retrospect, 
what is clear about Gwangju is that it was an act of 
resistance against U.S. imperialism: a radical assertion 
of the sovereignty of Korea in the face of political, 
economic and cultural domination.

The era of radicalisation during the mid-1980s 
reintroduced anti-imperialist thought and writing to 
the workers’ movement in South Korea, tying their 
struggles for better wages, freedom of assembly and 
improved working conditions. As information about 

Gwangju was leaked, it was 
revealed that the Pentagon had approved the massacre 
before it was carried out, affirming a belief in the 
connection between the labour struggle and anti-
imperialism.

The experience of the South Korean working class 
during the 80s and 90s ultimately shattered illusions of 
peaceful labour-capital coexistence and any faith in the 
state to consider the interests of workers. A resurgence 
of radical democratic union activity was triggered by 
the 1997 Asian financial crisis, which saw mass layoffs, 
casualisation and wage cuts. It instilled an energetic 
distrust of government, after it had accepted IMF 
structural adjustment loans as an excuse to roll back 
the gains achieved during the 1987-1990 strike wave. 

Contrary to narratives of the passivity and contentment 
of South Koreans, the spirit of Gwangju has inspired 
subsequent general strikes and radical action. The 
legacy of Korean radicalism can be seen in the recent 
“Candlelight Demonstrations” against rampant 
corruption under the now impeached President Park 
Geun-hye - a victory claimed by the millions in the 
streets.

Art by Altay Hagrebet
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Strange Thirsts, Queer Desires
Amelia Mertha rejoices and laments QPoC experiences.

A now deleted 2011 tweet from the poet Warsan Shire once read, “strange thirst, 
queer desire.” These four words have, since then, become a kind of quiet, steadying 
pulse I use to ground myself while negotiating the liminal, and often cathartic, expe-
riences of being a queer brown immigrant in a white settler nation. 

Being a queer person of colour in a white space can manifest as a magnified and pun-
ishing version of that feeling when you don’t quite know where to put your hands 
having your picture taken. My heart breaks when friends and lovers tell me they do 
not feel queer enough amongst white and white-passing people. This has to do with 
ways we can openly desire and move in space (dancing, for example) as much as the 
way we might present as queer in our clothes and style. In a general sense, white 
gays need to do better. In Sydney I have felt completely safe to be my queer brown 
self only twice - last year at an event at Freda’s curated by a WoC and this year, with 
USYD’s PoC Revue. In the past year I have come to prioritise queer platonic intimacy 
with my friends of colour both locally and overseas. This is how I envision my being 
and future in this world; I’m not alone in needing this.

We need to know that we’re not alone. We need to know where the gaps in our con-
versations, about and for QPoC in our communities, fall. This is why I sought out the 
voices and visions of other queer people of colour for this edition of ACAR Honi, 
an edition that is primarily thinking through decolonisation and anti-imperialism. 
While the four respondents are anonymous, make no mistake: these are our friends 
and family. They are on campus and in our community. Queer peope of colour have 
always been here, and we are not going anywhere.

How do you foster the most important aspects of your queer platonic friend-
ships?

By forming and keeping community, especially with queer friends I might share oth-
er identities with.

Honesty, respect, sensitivity, support, empathy, transparency and love are all import-
ant aspects of any relationship. I try to apply these values in daily actions to maintain 
healthy friendships. Dialogue must be open, ongoing and accepting. If not, how will 
we grow?

I try and nurture my queer platonic friendships through regular check-ins, which 
can be via text, call or in person. I try and create spaces where each person can trust 
and feel comfortable disclosing experiences and feelings related to mental health, 
homophobic/heteronormative encounters, and the range of fluctuating emotions be-
tween loneliness and empowerment.

Making time, checking in at hard times, actively creating homely spaces to share with 
friends outside of queer community events or parties through low key downtime 
hangs and making food, sharing books, trying to work on being vulnerable with my 
friends so that they feel safe being vulnerable in return. 

Finish this sentence. The queer community needs to talk more about...

...accommodating religious queer people who might not find community within their 
own religious communities.

...racism and the domination of whiteness within these so called ‘safe’ spaces for the 
queer community.

...trans youth, LGBTQIA+ Bla(c)k people and the need for culturally-specific services, 
especially for queer POC youth.

...how intersectionality doesn’t mean your queerness saves you from complicity in 
racism.

What do space and mobility, and safety, mean to you in white queer spaces?

Safety to be ourselves and speak up on issues that affect us, including white suprem-
acy.

My definition of space, mobility and safety shifts massively to alert, caution, unease 
and extreme mindfulness when in white queer spaces because higher risks of harm 
based on my race and gender comes into play. 

White queer spaces do not feel safe to me. I have my guard up, police my body and 
movement, and expect to deal with microaggressions from white cis able-bodied 
people who move through queer spaces with a sense of ownership.

Having another PoC present, having reflective conversations about why PoC might 
not show up to queer events, having majority PoC performers on stages of queer ven-
ues, not having to hear an acknowledgment of “queer elders” after Aboriginal elders 
at the start of an event ever again.

Do you find that your practices of decolonisation and dismantling white su-
premacy inform, or feel inextricably intertwined, in how you navigate queer-
ness in a settler nation? How?

In some ways, yes [...] many queer spaces are overwhelmingly white [...] I seek out 
queer POC/Indigenous ppl as comrades. Colonisation also plays such a large part in 
how queerness is perceived in our home countries (and how that transfers to here). 
It’s all about changing those narratives as part of a decolonisation process.

Definitely, everything is interconnected! All aspects of life affect the social, cultural, 
political and economic. Decolonising practices and actions of anti-colonial resistance 
to dismantle white supremacy, have no off switch. Either you believe all beings de-
serve rights or you do not. It is also important to respect the land you are on and 
understand that we are on stolen Indigenous land and sovereignty was never ceded. I 
think in order to decolonise and begin to dismantle white supremacy on a structural 
and cultural level, one needs to unpack how heteronormativity and societal ideals 
(monogamous marriage, having a nuclear family) are inherently capitalist and colo-
nial. This means that queerness and decolonisation are linked by how they actively 
resist the current status quo which the settler state upholds through power and vio-
lence towards the queer + BIPOC communities. 

For me personally, as a queer Filipinx person I am actively trying to learn about 
pre-colonial Philippines and my ancestors’ relationship with queerness. My Tagalog 
ancestors worshipped Lakapati, the giver of food, who was a transgender goddess of 
fertility and agriculture. There was no pre-colonial word for ‘queer’, ‘gay’, ‘same-sex 
attracted’ etc, which makes me assume that queerness was not treated as any differ-
ent.

Yes! They’re inseparable at every level but something I’ve been thinking about a lot 
lately is racialised meanings of home and queer intimacies - specifically sexualised 
queer spaces. Discourses of queer sex positivity in Syd are often really white-centric 
and don’t leave much room for recognising histories of Indigenous and PoC intimate 
forms that are non-het. Importantly, they never consider how the meanings of home, 
intimacy, family, child-rearing and monogamy can be closely entwined with survival 
and safety under white supremacy for PoC.

Mujer Ecuatoriana /
Ecuadorian Woman 
Elizabeth Mora

Soy mujer Ecuatoriana. 
Desde la capital, 
nos visita una Serrana.
Debajo un sol Guayaquileño, 
nació una costeña. 
Dentro el Rio Napo, 
respirar una Warmi. 
Y en las islas Galápagos, 
la madre tierra, 
sonríe a los turistas, 
en admiración de ella. 

From Ecuador, I am.
I, a woman of the regions.
From the capital of Quito,
I am Serrana - the highlands.
Under the sun of Guayaquil,
a coastal woman lives. 
And in the Islands of Galapagos, 
Mother Nature spies on tourists,
who, eager to relish in her beauty,
admire her kin.   

Soy mujer Ecuatoriana. 
A woman from Ecuador. 

Tengo identidad. 
Soy el reflejo de una historia 
que aun continua. 
Y que nació antes de mí.

Soy indígena. 
Soy Afroecuatoriana.
Me preguntan: 
¿negra o mulata? 
Soy mestiza. 
Soy blanca. 
Me preguntan:  
¿de dóndes eres?
¿de aquí o allá? 

Soy mujer Ecuatoriana. 
I am Ecuador, woman, I am. 

A nation’s history is written on the surface of my skin.  
A story which continues. 
Which began before I knew life.

I am indigenous. 
I am Afro-Ecuadorian. 
They ask: 
black or mullata? 
I am mestiza.
I am white.
They ask me:
 Where are you from? 
 Here or there?

Home
Rameen Hayat

I packed home in 10 kg suitcase
Shoved amongst make sure you pray 5 times
And make sure you call everyday 

Home bursts at the seams
Held together by fibres and fear
of losing the known

I search for home amongst red soil
empty cul de sacs
I search for home in the skies
amongst the expanse of the milky way 
in burnt sunsets

I find home in the laughs of big bellied men
In the steely resolve of short women
I find home in a bottle of chilli sauce
Eggs and rice 

I find home in the struggle
In cracked backs, raw fingers, burnt skin 
In steel caps and thongs 
Of men missing shorelines
In pursuit of picket fences and respect

I make home in firsts
using a clothes dryer 
in savouring solitude 
the rebellion of my existence 
staring men in the eye 
I find comfort in their discomfort 
I find it in surprised faces
hushed whispers 
in looks
And sometimes I lose it there too

I lose home in between the quiet 
I lose home in missed prayers and forgotten phone calls
amongst the unfamiliar
in the unfamiliar

Rediscovered
In the noise of backfired cars
In the sight of abandoned cars
Unnecessary arguments
Necessary wins
Friends who take care
Pages of books finally taken off reading lists
Rewritten
In the empty pages of notebooks
Finished stanzas
Told stories
memorialised
written
and packed
amongst home in a 10 kg suitcase
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Tribute to Sri Lanka

Mum,

I was going through some old photos the other day when I found one that was 
not like the others. It was a school photo from when I was six and it didn’t 
fit quite as snugly into the cheap plastic pockets of the album, having been 
stuffed in rather unceremoniously as though the person had been in a great 
hurry. I sat for a while just staring at it, before sliding it out of its plastic pock-
et. Looking at the photo, the photo of someone who I had known before, had 
been before, ignited some strange feeling of disconnection. She was, at once, 
both me and a total stranger.

This girl in the photograph must have been about seven or eight. In her two 
neat plaits, I could see the careful handiwork of 妈妈 (Māmā), an endearing 
mimicry of the intricate hairstyles worn by the women in the Chinese operas 
that Māmā loved to watch.

I used to resent you for that, the missed connections in the little things be-
tween mother and daughter. Every other girl in my class on photo day was 
talking about their mums, how they styled their hair and buttoned them into 
their freshly ironed uniforms. I stayed silent. I had been woken up that morn-
ing, like most mornings, by the sputtering of your dusty Toyota as you left for 
work.

I looked back at the photo and my eyes were drawn to the white lettuce trim 
turtleneck that the girl wore underneath the black school pinafore.

To me, that turtleneck stuck out like a sore thumb. It was a reminder of the 
fact that we couldn’t afford the expensive white polo shirts that lined the 
shelves of the school uniform shop. All the other girls had them.

That photo remained burned into my mind, hours after I had closed that 
photo album.

Primary school was a tough time for me, as you know it is for most kids. I 
didn’t have a lot of friends, and when the ones I did have asked to come over 
to play, I lied and wove narratives of deterrence as though on instinct. I didn’t 
want them to see the peeling paint, the grey carpet, the eclectic collection 
of furniture that could only be a result of many roadside findings of other 
people’s discarded things. I didn’t want them to find any chinks in that armour 
that I had so carefully erected around myself.

There were also rhymes that circulated around the playground at lunch, which 
at first seemed innocent and catchy, but in reality, hid the sinister bedrock on 
which a dangerous shame would grow.

Chinese,

Japanese,

Dirty knees,

Look at these.

This particular song was usually accompanied by obscene stretching of the 
corners of eyes. The day that I discovered that little taunting song, I came 
home and asked you to never drop me off at the front of the school again. I 
never went to another parent-teacher interview again. I didn’t want my Chi-
neseness to show.

I could hear that rhyme in the back of my mind when, years later, I lost my 
temper at you and yelled:

“Why can’t you be normal?”

The second the words left my mouth, it felt like the last candle had been blown 
out. You heard the underlying accusation.

“Why aren’t you rich and white?”

 That rhyme haunts me still.

Now, over a decade later, I have started to unpack these memories that have 
been stored away in a dark, forgotten corner of my mind. I was cruel to you 
that day that you argued with Dad on the liángtíng (凉亭 or Chinese pavilion), 
after you gave him an ultimatum: his parents or you.

Dad moved out two years ago.

I don’t blame Dad for his choices. I don’t blame you for yours either.

I know now that you have never wanted anything less for me than to be happy. 
I never wanted you to live with the shame that I carried for being Chinese or 
for not having money. I had always kept my Chinese side at arm’s length, but 
in the end, we are a proud people. In our fervent pride, we feel shame equally 
acutely. It poisons those that it finds a home in, burning its way through their 
veins and into their hearts.

I never wanted you to hate yourself for the things that you couldn’t give me, 
you who had given me everything. In truth, you did more – and are more – 
than I will ever deserve. I’m so sorry that I was embarrassed by you.

I am no longer ashamed to be Chinese. I am not ashamed to come from a 
working-class family. I am not ashamed to be a child of divorce. I am not 
ashamed of you.

I think about that school photo a lot, of that little Chinese girl with an uncer-
tain smile and a uniform that didn’t quite fit. I mourn her sometimes, but it is 
time to lay her to rest. She carries her secret shames with her.

 
Love,

郭倩孜

As we enter into the fifth month of 2019, we acknowledge and pay our respects 
to the lives lost in Sri Lanka last week. On the 21st of April, while many were 
observing Easter Sunday mass, three churches across Sri Lanka and three ho-
tels in the capital of Colombo were the targets of a series of coordinated suicide 
bombings. 253 people were killed and up to 500 were injured in the attacks, 
many of whom were children. Moreover, a further 10 civilians were killed this 
weekend in a police raid. The scale of human loss and devastation is obscene 
and we stand in solidarity with Sri Lankans and all those affected. 

Speaking as an editor born in Sri Lanka, I am at a loss for words at the scale 
of human suffering that befalls our country. As a majority Buddhist nation, it’s 
unimaginable that the inescapability of human suffering described in Buddhist 
philosophy extends beyond metaphysical description to reality time and time 
again. A motivating factor in my move to Australia was the horror of the civil 
war, and its impact on civilian populations – Tamil, and Sinhalese. My parents 
constantly grew up in a climate of fear, with one insurgency after another. De-
spite escaping the trauma, this horror is inherited by the diaspora. As we hear, 
story by story, of family, friends, acquaintances whose lives were torn apart, we 
vicariously inhabit the lived experiences of the generations preceding us. As a 
Sinhalese man who had benefited from the wealth and prosperity of Colom-
bo life, it’s confronting to understand that my pain is an infinitesimally small 
part of the collective suffering of my 
people. 

I cannot do justice to the history of 
what has happened. From colonisa-
tion to independence, from ethnic 
cleansing to mass-killings, from pov-
erty to governmental despotism – my 
perspective captures only a minority 
of conflict fought along class, ethnic and gendered lines. This event to me is 
another iteration of the flux between small periods of prosperity, and large pe-
riods of pain. Amanda’s amazing feature article on the following page elucidates 
the horrors of Governmental despotism in the 80’s and 90’s. Anyone with be-
liefs in democracy, press-freedom and civil liberties were challenged by tyrants 
who tried to maintain a status-quo on the accumulation of their private wealth.  
Even the so-called Democratic Socialism espoused by post-independence 
Sinhalese nationalists is fraught with violence. Modern Sri Lanka was built 
on the displacement and subjugation of the rural, Tamil poor whose hopes of 
well-being were squandered by the Civil War, Indian paramilitary occupation, 
and economic warfare. The revolutionary socialists of the ‘80s continued the 
tradition of Sinhalese chauvinism, whose visions of utopia excluded those who 
were Tamil. While it’s difficult to go in length to the complexities of Modern Sri 
Lankan history, I can only point to our constant division. Whilst this polemic 
may sound naive in nature – to unite in the face of suffering, it is necessary to 
mention in a place confounded by so much division – on class, on ethnicity, and 
now, on religion. 

In the wake of the attacks, mob violence has led to the assault of Muslim com-
munities all across Sri Lanka. Multiple reports have been made over Sri Lanka 
of gangs of men breaking into houses, smashing down doors, dragging people 
into the streets, and beating up children. Islamophobia is a phenomenon that 
needs to end before we end up in the next mass conflict. How many more must 
suffer until we understand that our divisions - whether they be socioeconomic, 

How many more must suffer until we 
understand that our divisions - whether 
they be socioeconomic, ethnic or religious – 
constantly draw us into conflict?

ethnic or religious – constantly draw us into conflict?
In spite of Islamophobic discourses, it is important to recognise that the ide-
ology informing these terrorist attacks is alien to the majority of Muslims 
in the world. The spread of hyper-conservative Wahhabist interpretations of 
Islam is not the result of some inherent deficiency in Islamic theology. Rather, 
they are the result of highly cultivated, century-long geopolitical strategies 
from the dominant imperial powers of the day.

Before the 19th century, the dominant interpretation of Islam around the 
world was Sufi; emphasising a personal relationship with God and an appre-
ciation of other religious traditions, within and outside Islam. Similar ideals 
predominate in the practices of most Muslims today. To brand someone a 
kafir, a non-believer, was unheard of among Muslims of the time, yet it is a 
discourse that predominates among ISIS and other similar groups.

The roots of Wahhabist ideology can be found in Islamic revivalist move-
ments of the 19th century, however its modern manifestation is primarily 
the result of British colonial designs. To aid in the domination of the Arab 
world after WW1, the British cultivated an alliance with the most reactionary 
force in the region - the House of Saud. For two centuries, the al-Saud family 

had been one of the most power-
ful Arab tribes in the Hejaz, and 
had wedded themselves to the 
rigid doctrines of Muhammad 
Ibn Abd-al Wahhab (from whose 
name Wahhabism is derived). 
Wahhabi doctrine proclaimed a 
return to the golden age of Islam, 
condemning mainstream pro-
gressive interpretations of Islam 

as innovation, contrary to the word of God. When the British chose to grant 
the al-Saud family a state, they institutionalised the chauvinist ideology of 
Wahhabism in the Saudi state.

Since then, imperialism has used Wahhabism as an ideological bulwark 
against progressive and revolutionary movements across the Global South. 
In a rare moment of candidness, Crown Prince Mohammed Bin Salman of 
Saudi Arabia admitted that the Saudi-operated Muslim World League had 
been used to spread Wahhabism across the world throughout the Cold War 
to assist the United States in countering the rise of progressive national lib-
eration movements. In South Asia, the military dictatorship of Pakistan en-
gaged in a period of “Islamification”, turning the country into the defacto base 
of Wahhabism in the Indian Subcontinent. This is the context out of which 
the terrorists in Sri Lanka emerge. Only recently, it was demonstrated that 
Saudi backed Wahhabist groups in Colombo have been actively victimising 
Shia and Sufi Imams, refusing them Islamic burial and even inciting violence 
against them.

In such a context of hatred, we should know that colonialism divided us once, 
but it should never divide us again. We reject the politics of fear. We reject 
intercommunal strife. We stand in solidarity with the victims of these attacks, 
and with all oppressed people fighting for their liberation.
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In the mad rush of August 2008, when the final 
preparations for our move to Sydney were being 
made, an envelope of photographs fell into my hands. 
Most of the prints I recognized from albums and the 
other prints were duplicates that apparently didn’t 
make Thaththa’s final versions.  Mixed in with the 
duplicates and discards was a set of photographs from 
the mid-‘80s and ‘90s that I had never seen before. 
Among them was the photo of Gayan I keep with me 
now — an original print of the version used in his 
‘missing student report’. I didn’t know who he was 
at the time; I assumed he was a relative I hadn’t met, 
someone from the extended family. Which, in a way, 
I suppose he was. 
 
I kept the photographs in a box with 
me throughout high school and early 
university. Quite often, I would lay them 
out on the floor of my bedroom and go 
through them. I’d study the faces, the poses, 
the architecture, the greenery, the art on 
the walls — some of which I recognized, 
some of which I didn’t. During one of 
these routine examinations, I learnt from 
Amma that the young man in the worn 2’ 
x 2’ photograph was Gayan, a friend of hers 
who was killed in ’89. 
 
I have learned most of what I now know – 
about politics and the people of the Janatha 
Vimukthi Peramuna (JVP) revolt of 1989 
– from listening to Amma and Thaththa, 
from their conversations with each other 
and with friends from their university days. 
Without fail, there always came a point 
in every visit, in every trip or some such 
gathering when, as a group, they’d mull 
over that time. Us children would watch 
and listen. There is something vacuous 
about being born of such a generation — 
a generation whose collective bravery and 
idealism was a force to be reckoned with; 
a material and ideological threat significant 
enough that the government set their 
troops on them. By virtue of being the 
products of our parents’ shared, brutalised 
trajectories, there’s an unspoken comfort 
that, as their children, we take from each 
other.
 

* * *

The student movement in Sri Lanka’s south had become 
a powerful force by the 1980s. Their ranks swelled 
in this period, due to them being left to mobilize 
opposition to the increased dictatorial tendencies of 
the United National Party (UNP) government. There 
was a lot of overlap between the student movement 
and the JVP, the largest grassroots Communist party 
in the country – in terms of membership, ideology 
and activities. 
Both movements were rooted in the island’s poor and 

largely rural masses. Indeed, most students and JVPers 
came from such backgrounds. If it were not for access 
to free education, it is unlikely that many of them 
would have been able to access secondary schooling 
and university studies. In the decade preceding the JVP 
insurgency it was this segment of society that bore the 
brunt of the UNP’s free-market policies.  
The resistance that unfolded tried to meet the tyranny 
which precipitated it. Following 7 years of increasing 
economic hardship and racial disharmony under 
Sirimavo Bandaranaike’s SLFP government, the 
UNP secured a parliamentary majority at the general 
election of 1977. This is known as the starting point for 
the despotism, corruption and militarisation that have 
come to be so deeply entrenched in life on the island. 

In conversation with Amma and Thaththa, it’s clear 
that this is what their experience leads them to believe. 
It’s hard to disagree, after hearing their memoirs and 
reading about the period – when all policies and events 
are unfolded on paper.
 
Within about 6 months of becoming Prime Minister, in 
February 1978, UNP leader J. R. Jayawardene transferred 
the Parliament’s state powers to an Executive Presidency 
and assumed this position himself. He did so without 
holding a presidential election. In 1979, the Prevention 
of Terrorism Provisional Act was introduced on the 
pretext that it was necessary for fighting the growing 
militancy of the Tamil separatist struggle in the 
North. These laws could be invoked once a state of 
emergency was declared under the Public Ordinance 
Act. Significantly, they did not grant the presumption 
of innocence for parties accused under the Act. Nearly 
a decade on, these laws were brought into force in the 

South of the island during the crackdown on the JVP 
insurgency. 

The traditional opposition to state corruption was 
defeated in one brutal event.  The union movement 
which had traditionally led these fights in the period 
immediately prior to and after independence was left 
in shambles after the defeat of its general strike in 
1980. In an unforeseen and unprecedented response, 
all 130 000 public servants striking in protest of 
the rapidly rising cost of living were summarily 
dismissed by the government. The unions continued 
an established tradition of strike action going in – no 
previous movement ended in complete defeat. The 
UNP government’s response dealt a heavy blow to 

the tradition of union organising. The 
government had set out to show mass 
action was a futile effort, and in large part, 
they succeeded.

In 1982, the government issued a document 
of policy proposals, known locally as a 
‘White Paper’, titled ‘Education – Proposals 
for Reform’ which outlined its plan for 
privatising the free public education system. 
The Inter-University Student Federation 
was established that same year and led a 
nation-wide opposition movement which 
forced the government to withdraw the 
White Paper. 
 
Both Amma and Thaththa entered the arena 
of left-wing political activity through the 
student movement. As a high-schooler, 
Thaththa became heavily involved in the 
White Paper fight of 1982. Amma very 
clearly identifies the PMC fight of 1987 – the 
student movement’s next major campaign – 
as the turning point for her, as it was for 
many others of that generation. 

The PMC fight was a particularly crucial 
moment in the broader socio-political 
landscape as it directly fed into the JVP 
insurrection. In protest of the beginning 
of a pay-to-enter private Medical School 
in Colombo, the students of Faculty of 

Medicine of the University of Colombo collectively 
boycotted their exams. This effectively brought the state 
medical education system to a halt, and by extension, 
that of the private medical college as well. The Colombo 
campus shut-down indefinitely and remained so for 
the next 3-4 years. For Amma, the realisation of just 
how powerless those of little wealth and status were 
rendered in the face of the well-connected, how difficult 
it was for an ordinary group of people to confront this 
injustice, was borne out of this struggle to guard free 
public education. 
 
These events significantly contributed to the growing 
discontent among ordinary Sri Lankans about the 
trajectory that society had taken under the UNP 
government. It was, from the outset, a common person’s 
struggle.

Following the UNP cracking down on the opponents 
- The JVP along with other far-left parties were 

proscribed in 1983. Following this, the government’s 
war against the Tamils in the North intensified, as 
did their crackdown on left-wing, anti-government 
activities in the South.

These movements brought to the fore the frustrations 
that had been rising within the Sinhalese psyche since 
the UNP came to power. Ultimately JVP’s growing 
political cachet culminated in a full-blown Marxist-
Leninist insurrection. 
The sparks of the revolution grew hereon to such an 
extent that troops were retreated from the North and 
redeployed to the South.  Beauracrats and military 
dogmatists would claim the necessity as they reflected 
on their violence, as the militancy of the JVP led to 
widespread democratic political mobilisation. About 
40 000 people were killed, or ‘disappeared’.  All of 
these were by Sri Lankan military forces and pro-
government paramilitary groups in the South. The 
violence against JVPiers and JVP-sympathisers, 
at times in situations where people were merely 
suspected to be involved with the JVP, spanned from 
1987 to 1991. By March – April 1990, all but one of the 
JVP’s politburo had been killed/disappeared, as had a 
significant mass of its membership. Thaththa, who was 
deeply embedded in the JVP’s ranks, left the country for 
France in 1991 to avoid being killed and to continue the 
JVP’s reorganisation effort from abroad. Amma left for 
France in 1992 to join him there.  
 
Despite the work she did for the student movement 
and the JVP’s activities following the PMC fight, 
Amma was never officially a member of the JVP. She 
met Thaththa through Students for Human Rights, a 
radical organisation that documented the abductions, 
killings and disappearances that were taking place 
under the UNP government’s watch and smuggling this 
information out of the country to raise international 
awareness about the situation. Gayan had been the 
General Secretary of Students for Human 
Rights and was also a representative of the 
IUSF; someone both Amma and Thaththa 
worked very closely with. He was abducted 
and disappeared by army personnel in 
December 1989. 
 
Unidentified dead bodies were a common 
sight in the streets and canals in those 
days. Often naked and battered, sometimes 
limbless or decapitated, sometimes burning 
on rubber tyres. Amma first came across 
the administrative term ‘unidentified dead 
bodies’, or නාදුනන මළ සිරුරක්, while working for Students 
for Human Rights in late ’88. She was handed a single 
sheet of grid paper which had a list of locations where 
unidentified bodies had been seen, how many bodies 
there were and what conditions they were in – burnt, 
burnt with tyres, burnt beyond recognition and so on. 
This data, along with records of missing school students, 
university students and other civilians were collated 
and filed. Some were smuggled out of the country and 
the rest remain in the country. The files that Amma has 
with her now are a small portion of this large collection, 
most of which have since been misplaced. Amma had 
kept these files hidden in her home, bundled up in her 
mother’s saris, through the worst of the insurrection. 
They were almost found once during a search of the flat. 
She left them with the JVP when she left for France in 
1992. Looking after them was no longer a life-or-death 
matter by this point; those cards had more-or-less been 
dealt by then.

I think much of Thaththa’s bitterness – I don’t know 
if he’d agree with me using that word – has more to 
do with the JVP’s failure to do justice by everyone 
who was killed or disappeared, than anything else 
– “they’re so scared of that past – that militancy, that 
revolutionary spirit…They fear that if you talk about 
the people who were disappeared, that past will come 
to the fore. Their mission is to forget that past. And to 

a large extent they have.” Yes, he remains very critical 
the JVP’s part-hypocrisy, part-political spinelessness, 
part-Sinhala chauvinism when it comes to the issue of 
Tamil self-determination in Sri Lanka. Talking to him, 
there is clearly a great deal of regret at how regressive 
the JVP has come to be in this sense; “It’s like any other 
Sri Lankan political party. Well, of course, they talk 
about globalisation, workers rights. But at the same 
time, when it comes to the mother of all problems in 
the country, the National Question, they shy away from 
it.” But more than anything I think it’s about the sense 
of personal loss that is tangled up with the collective 
memory of ’89 and the Party’s unwillingness to persist 
after redress in the 3 decades that have elapsed since.
 

While writing this piece I was asked if I thought I’d 
inherited my parent’s cynicism. My initial response 
was to question the word ‘cynicism’. For whatever 
Amma and Thaththa have said in the past - whatever 
criticisms, or hesitancies they may have about a 
given progressive/left-wing endeavour - I have never 
witnessed them being totally dismissive of such 
attempts. Experiencing something like the insurrection 
no doubt changes a person and takes time to recover 
from. I feel it’s more a matter of that than cynicism. To 
this day, Amma remains somewhat forgiving of the 
JVP’s failings; “There is a lot to be desired, I’m sure. But 
I still have some respect for anybody who is engaging 
in that spectrum of politics. A lot of people run them 
down – people who were in it especially. But I still feel, 
if I am to run them down, there are many others that I’d 
have to run down before that.”
 

* * *

 
Thinking about ’89, it often strikes me that it really 
did end in total and utter defeat. It was a failure in the 
sense that they set out to achieve something and didn’t 
achieve it. The critical mass of the rebellion was taken 
out. Between the two of them, Amma and Thaththa 
lost friends, brothers, lovers, comrades, acquaintances, 
mentors…I have often wondered how society comes 
back from something like that. How is it when so many 

bodies are plucked off the face of the earth? 
Is it roomier? Quieter? I instinctively find the 
notion of a people’s revolution in the Marxist 
sense a lovely one. But I feel unsure. And I 
think that a large part of it is because of the 
defeat in ’89 – what and who my parents lost, 
everything and everyone – I feel it too.

 Amanda Dheerasekara searches for meaning in the tragic history of the Sri Lankan student movement

නාදුනන මළ සිරුරක් (Nadhunana Mala Sirurak) — 
Unidentified Dead Bodies

Rohana Wijeweera,  
then Chairman of the JVP

 “I instinctively find the notion of a 
people’s revolution in the Marxist sense 
a lovely one. But I feel unsure. And I 
think that a large part of it is because 
of the defeat in ’89 – what and who my 
parents lost, everything and everyone  

– I feel it too.”

CONTENT WARNING: GRAPHIC VIOLENCE
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Black Angels Do Exist
Kiki Amberber

yesterday I called you an angel and you smiled in
bitter air it
cuts tongues in half, so
I cannot say my name, so
I am named instead by such loud words, see:

here I stand, that violent tragic ghost
they warned you of.
didn’t you know that a black person living is invisible?
I breathe my own corporeality out hard
through my nose, it is cold

tell me how to hold myself and all this death too
my skin is gravel made smooth
up close the specks dance
off a bridge again and again
remind me, how many black bodies make a black person?

in drier air my name spills so strong out of mouths that know
it means ‘saint’

The Dressing Room
Donnalyn Xu
 
At the dinner table, we eat kamayan, to let our hands
taste the food first. Our hands know sacrifice
the way only women do. A fistful of rice

means comfort. An open mouth & a belly full.
The sharp zest of calamansi runs down my palm
into a dish of soy sauce. In this dream, the kitchen
 
is a dressing room – we peel the layers
like a second skin & listen to the careful rustle
of movement around us. I watch myself
 
in every mirror & become a girl made of windows.
Shy as a peach tree, blossoming like banana leaf.
All the quiet in me. This act of undressing
 
is always nameless & I refuse to wilt. My mother
never taught me how to cook, but I know what it means
to save the last serving for someone else.
 
I walk away from the table as my father would.
Chair untucked, plates scattered. Footsteps
carrying the weight of someone foreign.

Art by Amelia Mertha

Art by Ranuka Tandan

Words and art by 
Amelia Mertha
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Whiteness is so ingrained in our 
everyday lives that it is seen as 
‘normal’. Everything around us reflects 
whiteness, including what we listen to, 
watch, and read. When I was younger, 
I wished I was ‘normal’ (read: white) 
because I assumed it was the default.

Representation can be a relief 
from everyday whiteness and can 
provide a critical and necessary voice 
for people of colour, but it is hardly a 
revolutionary concept. In fact, it is the 
bare minimum.

It is important to consider that 
representation is a two-way street. 
Positive representation certainly exists, 
but so does negative representation 
and fictional works can play such a 
large part in how we conceptualise 
the world and people around us. In 
Orientalism, Edward Said talks about 
the ‘Orient’, also known as the Global 
South, existing in the European cultural 
imaginary as an uncivilised and inferior 
“Other” that exists in contrast to the 
civilised West.

Western representations of people 
of colour in film, television, theatre, 
art and literature has historically 
involved the use of dehumanising and 
exaggerated caricatures. Take minstrel 
blackface, for example. It was popular 
amongst white people in the 1800s and 
involved white people dressing up as 
African-Americans and imitating them 
in a way that depicted them through 
degrading stereotypes. It was also 
popular amongst white Australians 
who dressed up in blackface as a way 
of mimicking Aboriginal people.

Contemporary campaigns 
surrounding the issue of representation 
have been focused on positive 
representation of ethnic minorities on 
television and in film. 

However, the definition of what 
good representation looks like differs 
from person to person, from community 
to community.

I can’t speak for other 
communities, but representations of 
my own (Palestinian, Arab, Muslim) 
communities are rarely done well, if at 
all. Arabs and Muslims have typically 
been represented through the white 
lens as terrorists, backwards, and 
barbaric. When they are portrayed 
neutrally or positively, it is often in a 
tokenizing way that doesn’t address 
their background. They are used as a plot 
device to advance the white character’s 
main story, or are one-dimensional 
characters that lack nuance and resort 
to tropes.

The show Community is a good 
example of when white writers try to 

write Black and Brown characters. 
For example, Abed is a twenty-

something Palestinian-Polish 
community college student who is 
played by Indian-American actor 
Danny Pudi (because we all know 
Brown people are interchangeable!). 

In the show, his heritage is rarely 

My visits to my mother’s family home 
in India delighted me when growing up, 
which is as gargantuan as you’d imagine 
a house to over twelve people would be. 
Lovingly named ‘Gharonda’, it held my 
maternal cousins, uncles and aunties, as 
well as my grandparents; a typical joint 
family household. My mother weaves 
me tales of her adolescence — sharing 
everything, including a bed, with her 
sisters until they each got married.

These days, I chastise my mother 
for being able to spend limitless hours 
on the phone with her older sister 
everyday; counselling, gossiping, 
exchanging recipes and plotting. They 
are separated by several oceans but my 
mausi (aunty) can recount each meal 
our family has eaten, every argument 
we’ve had, all the way from India.

 It isn’t hard to understand why 
my parents cannot merely trade in 
their collectivist upbringings to the 
individualistic ones of Western society. 
Holding onto every tangible aspect of 
their earlier lives, which were largely 
embedded in a sense of unity and 
community, is the foundation upon 
which they have built our lives in 
Australia, and the values they refer back 
to in rearing the household.

 However, for all the joys that a 
close-knit family can offer, there is 
often a large divide between myself and 
my parents. I’ve found this disconnect 
evident in how brown families treat 
issues that are still seen as ‘taboo’; we 
fall short in our treatment of sexuality, 

queerness and sexual assault among 
other topics. In particular, we fail 
miserably at discussing mental 
health.

 From experience, brown families 
exhibit a notable lack of nuance in 
the discourse surrounding mental 
health. Often present is the deluded 
belief in a dichotomy for mental 
health, where one is either ‘normal’ 
(or completely mentally stable all the 
time) or ‘crazy’ (affected by any sort 
of mental health issue that isn’t easily 
digestible or explainable). We aren’t 

given the right tools to properly and 
adequately deal with many strains on 
mental health, and we are taught to 
idealise and aspire to stoicism. This 
completely neglects the reality that a 
large number of people can and will 
be affected by mental health issues 
within their lifetimes, whether it 
be short-term stress or long-term 
issues like depression or anxiety.

As such, a stigma has been built 
around mental health issues, to the 
point where those being affected 
often go undiagnosed. This is for fear 
that reaching out for help may bring 
invalidation or ostracisation from 
their family, not necessarily brought 
upon by a lack of love or empathy, 

but by a clear difference in education 
and perceptions of the issue, owing in 
large to differing upbringings.

I have never seen my father cry. My 
family has been through extremely 
trying times, and spent the larger part of 
almost six years frequenting hospitals, 
and yet not once did I see my father 
externally express his disillusionment. 
This is not to say that I’d ever want to 
see my loved ones upset. However, 
I know there was significant mental 
duress that fell onto my parents’ 
shoulders, and whilst my mother had 

outlets for her grief, I saw my father 
internalize a great deal of his. This is a 
trend that I have seen mirrored in all 
the male figures in my family, and, for 
the most part, our community. Men, 
in particular, are taught to believe that 
masculinity lies within their ability 
to present and act as the strong, stoic 
head of the household. They are urged 
to internalise emotions so as to not be 
seen as ‘feminine’ or ‘weak’, with the 
synonymy of those qualities speaking 
lengths about the role of misogyny in 
how brown families approach mental 
health issues. 

In the end, it all comes back to 
the issue of us prioritising how we 
are perceived by our community, 

 From experience, brown families exhibit 
a notable lack of nuance in the discourse 

surrounding mental health. 

addressed in a meaningful manner 
and is rarely handled with care. 

Even in the episode when we 
meet his family, his dad is played by 
a Pakistani-American actor and his 
cousin is portrayed as a woman who 
wears the niqab even though the 
majority of Muslim women do not wear 
it. They pretend to speak Arabic which 
sounds like gibberish. Although Abed’s 
portrayal itself is not really negative, 
it is clear that there is still work to be 
done there.

Representation is often done best 
when we tell and write our own stories. 
Randa Abdel-Fattah’s books are a great 
example of this. She approaches the 
Arab-Australian experience through 
her characters in a nuanced way that 
leaves room for diverse narratives and 
fully-fleshed out characters with agency 
that aren’t merely reductive stereotypes.

because our collectivist mindset 
means everyone must take this into 
account. When our ‘image’  becomes 
the centre of the discussion we have 
about mental health, our needs can be 
glossed over and hushed up for fear 
of them becoming a topic of gossip. 
When the good intentions of families 
are superseded by the need to maintain 
one’s image in the community, we 
lose the opportunity for productive 
discourse and learning experiences 
about mental health.

In an ideal world, the collectivism 
of Indian families would provide a 
network of caring and supportive 
family members. However, when the 
norm is for every personal decision 
you make to be up for debate by your 
extended family and community 
back home, it inevitably feeds back 
into a culture where our lives are 
something that is up for debate and that 
everyone is entitled to an opinion on. 
It is important to consider how this is 
especially toxic for those already dealing 
with internal conflict and anguish.

It is also critical to understand 
that critiquing or rejecting certain 
patrilineal, familialistic notions present 
in traditional Indian family structures 
does not make me any less Indian. 
Meaningfully engaging with my 
culture should not have to mean blindly 
internalising values, regardless of how 
toxic they may be, but should mean that 
I’m able to unlearn and criticize much of 
what we’re taught is to be revered about 
our culture in order to self-determine.

 It is time we dismantle the 
long-standing shame and stigma 
surrounding issues of mental health 
and other seemingly hard-to-stomach 
topics in our communities, and pick 
apart the notion that our worth is 
based on how well we fit the mould of 
‘sanskari’ brown children. Challenging 
counterproductive cultural habits that 
actively harm our own livelihood is 
nothing to be ashamed of. 

Representation is Not Revolutionary
Kowther Qashou interrogates why the representation of PoC is not enough.

Emotional Dynamics and Immigrant Parents
Anie Kandya reflects on her Indian upbringings.

“I really hate the word ‘diversity,’ it suggests 
something…other. As if it is something…special. 
Or rare. As if there is something unusual about 
telling stories involving women and people of 

color and LGBTQ characters on TV.” 
- Shonda Rhimes

However, one or two or even three 
Brown, Black, and Indigenous voices 
do not change the fact that Australian 
media is overwhelmingly white and 
impacts the narratives that are filtered 
through.

Essentially, representation works 
as a platform. Who gets to represent 
our stories and how they get to tell 
them also depends on who has access 
to social and financial capital to be the 
face of, or even make those stories come 
to life. Many people of colour write 
their own stories, but often when our 
stories are not written by us, we get 
a one-dimensional view of what our 
experiences look like. Perhaps, even 
a person of colour that fits the ideal 
definition of the “model minority”.

Even on a political stage, we see 
people of colour entering politics on 
federal, state, and local levels. On one 
hand, it is refreshing to see people 
of colour bringing their experiences 
and knowledge to an institution that 
is very white and very male. On the 
other hand, Australia remains a settler-
colonial state that has committed 
and continues to commit atrocities 
against Aboriginal and Torres Strait 
Islander people in this country. Even 
if, hypothetically speaking, a person 
of colour rose to the top and became 
Prime Minister, it does not change the 
fact that whiteness is deeply woven 
into the fabric of this country. It will 
take more than a Brown or a Black face 
to undo 200+ years of colonisation.

While representation can be a force 
for good, it is hardly revolutionary or 
liberating. It is the result of people 
of colour playing catch-up in white-
dominated industries and institutions. 
It is normalising what should already 
be normal.

Even when we approach 
representation in “real life” such as in the 
news media or in politics, it merely is a 
tool for navigating whiteness and not the 
be-all-and-end-all.

Waleed Aly is a critical Muslim voice 
in the media especially surrounding 
issues of racism, Islam, and Islamophobia. 
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From Stonewall to Firewall

Overnight, a community can be swiped empty. It was 
around the 14th of April when users of China’s big-
gest social media platform, SinaWeibo, awoke to the 
complete disappearance of the popular super topic 
‘les’ (lesbian). The super topic, similar to our ‘tag’, had 
once boasted over 46 million posts and reached up to  
140,000 followers. Upon the discovery, users flooded 
the site in protest. “We Are Les,” proclaimed the tor-
rent of angry posts, pushing the term ‘les’ onto Weibo’s 
top searched items. Alongside this was an outpour-
ing of selfies that showed women with mouths taped 
shut by black crosses, a single red tear painted beneath 
their eyes. The backlash coloured Weibo in a rainbow 
flag. Not long after that, China’s notorious messaging 
app, WeChat, banned the use of all rainbow emojis in 
usernames. 

This is not the first time that LGBTQ communities 
have faced censorship within China’s cyberspace. Last 
year, a “clean-up” campaign was launched by Weibo 
that included the removal of all LGBTQ content, cate-
gorising it within the realms of violence and pornog-
raphy. After an outburst of personal letters, threats 
of legal action, and protests against the company, the 
decision was reversed — a small leap of success for a 
community that has yet again vanished within key-
strokes. Much like the grim implications of recent 
events, it points to increasingly strict control over 
public morality and Internet freedom within China’s 
digital spaces. 

Social media platforms like Weibo have to follow reg-
ulatory guidelines enforced by the Chinese govern-
ment. Known as the ‘Great Firewall’, these guidelines 
are implemented under opaque standards that allow 
not only for their malleability but their ambiguity. 
This gives every opportunity for the government to 
eliminate undesirable content on the Internet by clas-
sifying it as corrupted or pornographic. These online 
restraints have only grown tighter over the years. Un-
der President Xi Jinping, these restraints have severely 
intensified to not only secure China’s cyber-sovereign-
ty but to enforce a standard of social morality forged 
by the government. This is a standard that categorises 
homosexuality as part of ‘abnormal sexual relations’ 
akin to incest, perversion, sexual assault, and violence 
according to the 2016 censorship guidelines issued by 
the State Administration of Press, Publication, Radio, 
Film and Television. 

Over the past years, censorship guidelines have suc-
ceeded in suppressing many platforms that pro-
moted issues of gender and identity. This includes a 
permanent ban on Feminist Voices (a popular digital 
archive that played a key role in the #MeToo move-
ment in China), censorship of all scenes that depict-
ed homosexuality in the film Bohemian Rhapsody, and 
the required removal of all videos depicting same-sex 
relationships by the China Netcasting Service Associ-
ation. These attacks on freedom of expression mostly 
take place within the cyberspace. However, they are 
absolutely reflective of the structural inequalities that 
already exist in society that have seeped over time 
into digital realms. 

Anh Nguyen explores the struggle for Queer Rights in China against digital censorship.

Even more bleak are the real world consequences of 
LGBTQ communities openly expressing themselves. 
China’s laws in regards to violence and pornography 
serve as a backdoor for the purge of LGBTQ voices. 
In October 2018, a novelist under the pen name of 
Tianyi was sentenced to 10 years in prison for includ-
ing explicit depictions of homoeroticism in her work. 
Charged with the production and distribution of “ob-
scene material”, her novel Occupy was categorised as 
harmful to the maintenance of public morality.  These 
attacks on digital spaces are a mirror to the wider 
struggle for queer expression against the backdrop of 
political censorship and legal ambiguity.

Despite the great restraints on freedom of speech, 
the Chinese cyberspace remains a vital ground for 
the LGBTQ community. Due to the absence of offline 
spaces available for queer narratives, the internet acts 
as an essential safe space. What emerges are queer 
networks: networks that insecurely rock between 
the efforts of digital-activism and cyber-censorship. 
The cyberspace serves as a particularly vital aspect of 
queer expression in China, a country where open dis-
cussions of sexuality are rarely tolerated in everyday 
life.

Queer digital platforms also help transcend activism 
beyond the borders of China. The best example of this 
is Queer Comrades, the only established and independ-
ent Chinese LGBTQ webcast as of today. Described by 
most as an ‘online TV channel for gay people’, the site 
has broadcasted more than 100 talk shows that focus 
not only on the characteristics of China’s queer cul-
ture, but also cover global LGBTQ issues. All of Queer 
Comrades’ videos are subtitled in English, enhancing 
accessibility for international audiences and widening 
the scope of awareness on China’s LGBTQ issues. The 
webcast’s marked international presence is indicative 

of the need for this struggle to extend beyond the 
Chinese blogosphere in order to combat governmen-
tal censorships. Being China’s only consolidated queer 
website, with many others being short-lived due to 
censorship regulations, Queer Comrades understands 
the ways in which global exchange helps strengthen 
the capabilities of queer activism within the Great 
Firewall. In connecting China’s domestic queer com-
munity to the rest of the world, digital platforms like 
Queer Comrades are pushing towards a stronger, glob-
ally integrated LGBTQ+ movement. More important-
ly, globalised digital spaces facilitate queer dialogues 
between China and the voices that resound beyond 
the Great Firewall.

Nearly 34 percent of China’s 688 million netizens ac-
tively engage in microblogging through Weibo.The ex-
istence of a digital queer community points towards 
a brighter future ahead — as awareness on LGBTQ 
issues continues to increase even amidst strict cen-
sorship attempts. Perhaps, what we are witnessing is 
not only a call towards the protection of these digital 
spaces, but also a demonstration of great resilience by 
a community that refuses to be silenced in the face 
of mounting political control. As one treads through 
the precarious lanes of censorship, the collapse of the 
Great Firewall still remains beyond sight. However, 
as long as there exists a narrow path of latitude, the 
queer comrades of China (with their smartphones 
ready in hand) will continue to march on.

Art by Amelia Mertha

My Father’s Destiny
Elizabeth Mora reflects on a simple twist of fate.

Art by Ellie Wilson

Amidst the chaotic hum of New York City, my 
father had a strange encounter that would ultimately 
change the course of his life.
It was a hot day in the city. My father was walking 
down 47th Street to the jeweler’s shop where he 
worked. He noticed an older woman struggling to 
gather her groceries on a steep sidewalk.
My father knelt beside her and began to gather her 
fallen apples, oranges and canned foods. In return 
for his gesture, she offered my father a glimpse into 
his future. A rare and unprecedented gift for what 
my father perceived to be a natural and logical act of 
kindness on his part.
She briefly stared into my father’s eyes, using her 
weathered hands to uncurl his fingers. She delivered 
the following prophecy:
“This place, this city, is not your final destination.”
Her black-rimmed eyes met my father’s expression of 
surprise and disbelief. She raised her eyebrows and 
continued to speak. “Your heart will be the anchor 
that moors your body beside the woman who will 
bear your children. You will know her as a siren who 
bears your mother’s name. A name that is rare and 
therefore sufficient proof of the truths I have told 
you.”
She paused and began to chuckle as my father sub-
consciously pulled his hand away, wary and fearful of 
her words. “Are my words too generous?” she mused, 
seemingly reading his mind. “Am I overstaying my 
welcome?”
My father was a ripped-jeans-wearing, Bronx-bound 
Latino with a cigarette perpetually behind his ear.  
He wore his self-confidence like the bronze, dia-
mond-studded lion that dangled from his neck. The 
shock of being told his life’s fate made him stiffen his 
back—he puffed his chest, and shook his thick, curly 
mane of dark hair over his pale shoulders. He bent 
his legs as if assuming a fighting stance, leaning into 
his back leg, tilting his chin upwards and folding his 

arms. Could she be telling the truth?
As the son of a provincial witch doctor in Ecuador, 
he didn’t take the woman’s words lightly. Yet, his 
steadfast belief in fate—that nothing happens by 
chance—seemed to ring hollow. Tears sprung to his 
eyes at the memory of his uncle transferring him his 
life savings on his nineteenth birthday, telling him 
that he could now travel to “the land of dreams” and 
“vivir sin pobreza’”—live without poverty.
“My destiny is here, Señora,” my father curtly replied, 
quashing his emotions with a stiff smile.
With that hint of innocent curiosity, the woman 
divulged the rest of her wisdom, “She will give you 
daughters, only daughters…. together you will suffer 
greatly. But the trials you will endure will teach you 
to love her greater still. Luckily, and for this I am 
glad, in the end, you will be compensated for this 
suffering. I can see the gold waiting for you.”
 ………………………………………………………………………
New York City, 1987.
When my parents met for the first time, my Aus-
tralian mother was dressed in a mini Barbie pink 
dress with thick triangular shoulder pads. A cropped 
electric blue blazer hugged her waist. Her hair, a del-
icately sculptured afternoon cloud, cushioned a red 
lipped, daylight moon.

My father was entranced.
After minutes of studying a crisp map of New York 
City Highlights, my mother looked up at that [a]mo-
ment, catching my father’s gaze. She smiled to herself, 
trusting her instincts.
“Buenas tardes,” my mother began. “Me pudiera ayu-
dar?” Good afternoon. Could you help me? I am not 
sure how to get to the Statue of Liberty.
“¿Sabe, señorita? Si gusta le acompañó…. mi nombre 
es Edgar, a sus ordenes,” my father eagerly replied. 
You know what, miss? If you think it’s okay, I can 
take you there… my name is Edgar. At your service.
My mother struggled to suppress a wide smile. 
“Porque no!” Why not!  She replied, briefly looking 
down at her flashy pumps. “Mi nombre es Eugenia… 
gracias.” My name is Eugenia… thank you.
 ……………………………………………………………………
Over 25 years later, my father, an aging face of mul-
ticultural south-west Sydney, never tires of retelling 
this improbable love story to anyone willing to listen. 
He never skimps on the detail, and his energy is nev-
er lacking. I am often by his side as he recounts, and I 
enjoy it every time. His black mane is now peppered 
with grey, and his speech is now full of Australian 
colloquialisms like “bloody” and “mate” as well as 
more familiar Ecuadorian slang. These quirks track 
the lifespan of an accidental migrant who has made 
Australia his own. He doesn’t regret coming here. 
Abandoning his dreams of a better life in the United 
States and distancing himself further from family in 
Ecuador wasn’t easy. But as my father often con-
cludes, “how could I live with myself without her… 
she gave me my daughters … my gold.”
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Crimes of the Future
Divide & Dissolve 

Politicians In My Eyes
Death

Q.U.E.E.N feat. Erykah Badu
Janelle Monae

El Kofeyye Arabeyye feat. M-1 
Shadia Mansour

Come Up and Get Me
Death Grips

Native Tongue
Mojo Juju, Pasefika Vitoria Choir

Assimilate feat. Tasman Keith
Omar Musa

Flag Shopping
Heems

Black Power. White Powder.
Killer Mike, 2 Chainz

G.O.A.T
Princess Nokia

I’m Good 
Wafia

Song 32
Noname 

Alech
Carthago

Electric Funeral
Black Sabbath

Bad Girls
M.I.A

Oh Bondage! Up Yours!
X-Ray Spex

Close Your Eyes  
(And Count to Fuck)
Run the Jewels,  
Zach De La Rocha

Queen Bitch
Lil’ Kim

9th vs. Thought
Black Thought

Rude
Shygirl

Queen Of This Shit
Quay Dash

Pressure
Little Simz, Little Dragon

Uno
Freddie Gibbs, Madlib

A  Wall
Downtown Boys

Vice President 
Dane Luo and Caitlyn Chu

they go through University. 
Thank you to the many students 
who came and heard from SRC 
and SUPRA caseworkers at 
the SRC, University student 
support services, NGOs and 
local organisations. The SRC 
also benefited from the ability to 
meet and establish relationships 
with other service providers 
and staff members.

Reforming Electoral 
Regulations

We have spent over 200 
hours working on reforming 
the SRC Regulations pertaining 
to how we conduct our Annual 
Elections in September each 
year and any by-elections and 
referenda that occasionally 
happen. Thank you to the 
students who reached out to us 
with ideas and the staff of the 
SRC for their assistance. We have 

worked with Niamh (General 
Secretary), Hayden (Disabilities 
Officer), Wilson (Disabilities 
Officer), the Immediate Past 
Electoral Officer and other 
members of Council to present 
a revised set of Regulations to 
the Council meeting next week. 
Some of those changes include:

• Simplifying all the Regulation 
provisions so that it is clearer 
and easier to follow
• Introducing a defamatory 
standard for statements made in 
an election so that our elections 
are nicer
• Changing polling booth 
locations and times to meet new 
buildings and infrastructure in 
our University
• Expanding the postal vote 
provisions for students at 
satellite campuses and students 

with a disability 

Know your Student Rights  
– Disability Services

The University’s Disability 
Services help students with 
a range of situations. Some 
are long term or permanent 
disabilities that are physical 
(eg deaf, blind, in a wheelchair 
or mobility device, HIV); some 
may be learning (eg dyslexia 
and ADHD); and some may 
be mental (eg schizophrenia, 
bipolar, eating disorders, anxiety 
and depression). They also help 
students who are experiencing 
long term (more than 4 weeks), 
temporary situations that 
may disadvantage them from 
studying (eg pregnancy, injured 
limb or glandular fever). 

They can arrange for 
adjustments to support a 

student’s special needs, which 
may include extra time 
for assessments, assistive 
technology, or specific help in 
being able to access lectures and 
tutorials. It is a free, confidential 
service, but please bear in mind 
that they may be a short delay in 
getting information from them, 
or booking an appointment. If 
you need adjustments for the 
end of semester exams, make 
sure to contact them as soon as 
possible. If you want to discuss 
other ways to find help, our free 
caseworker service can give 
you contact details for services 
that might be appropriate for 
you. The SRC caseworkers are 
independent from the University 
and offer confidential advice. 
Call 9660 5222 to book an 
appointment with a caseworker.

Hello there! We hope you 
really enjoyed the mid-semester 
break because it couldn’t have 
come at a better time for us. 

Vice President Consultation
The Vice President 

consultation drop-in times are 
every Thursday 11am to 1pm in 
the SRC offices. Come and have 
a chat! For satellite campuses, 
email us at vice.president@src.
usyd.edu.au.

Health Days
We are incredibly proud 

to have hosted two successful 
Health Days at Mallet Street 
and Cumberland. In total, we 
engaged over 300 students 
at Mallet Street and another 
300 students at Cumberland. 
It was amazing and terrific to 
introduce students to all the 
services that can help them as 

Welfare Officers
Ellie Stephenson, Madeleine Powell, Liam Thomas, Mingxiaox Tu

The Welfare Officers acknowledge 
the Gadigal people of the Eora Nation, 
upon whose land we do our work. We 
recognise the responsibility of the Welfare 
Department to do actively anti-racist and 
anti-colonial work, and to prioritise the 
experiences of Indigenous people.

The Welfare Department has identified 
3 key concerns to work on:

1. Student support services and the 
insufficiency of CAPS for students

2. Inaccessibility of subjects which 
refuse to use content warnings or have 
assessments which can be harmful to 
students (e.g. PSYCH assessments which 
require students to restrict food intake, 
which could trigger disordered eating)

3. Students’ rights at work and the 
importance of ensuring that students are 
able to access information and help about 
exploitation, underpayment and poor 

conditions at work. 

Keep an eye on our Facebook page,  
@usydwelfaredept, for updates!

Our work can’t be separated from 
students’ wider quality of life and, 
therefore, society broadly. Given this — 
and especially in advance of the Federal 
Election — I want to highlight the 
importance of engaging politically with 
systems which profoundly marginalise 
students. In particular, I believe that 
the welfare of students is predicated on 
challenging economic injustice which 
threatens their dignity and quality of 
life, and resisting prejudiced worldviews 
which exclude people on the basis of their 
identity or ability. The Welfare Department 
will contribute to activism challenging 
these systems. 

From Ellie on behalf of the Welfare 
Department.

General Secretary
Niamh Callinan and Yuxuan Yang

The general secretary mainly 
focused on the following basic 
affairs: 

• SSAF Funding Negotiation 

• The SRC, managerial 
committee of the university 
and other related student 
organizations have been 
gathering together to discuss 
several critical issues regarding 
the allocation and distribution 
of SSAF Funding for 2019. The 

base pool of SSAF has been 
announced, and the contest pool 
is scheduled to be published 
after the meeting of student 
life committee in early May. We 
acknowledge the endeavor and 
contribution from the President 
Jacky He and Vice-President 
Dane Luo of SRC.

• Meeting with SRC OBs 
for their annual projects and 
relevant budget.

• Relevant meetings have been 
convened by General Secretaries 
for the purpose of discussing 
the annual projects and budget 
with OBs and Senior Executives, 
Vice-President Wanlin 
(Caitlyn) Chu attended these 
meetings. Currently most of the 
departments have submitted 
their respective budget template, 
further comparison between 
individual projects, budget 
from other SRC Departments 

(Legal Service, Case Worker 
and Management) and the 
aggregated funding of SRC 
will be conducted recently. We 
will dedicate to catering to all 
reasonable demands and the 
result will be announced at 
council meeting in June. 

• Distributing free breakfast 
in eastern avenue for student 
fortnightly. 

• Free breakfast distribution 

scheme purposed by the 
General Secretaries has been 
launched in Week 8, over 100 
serves of free breakfast (BAE 
roll, yogurt, juice and fresh 
fruit) have been distributed. 
Feedbacks we received from 
participating students indicated 
that our expected objectives 
have been satisfied, and we are 
looking forward to attracting 
more participants in our future 
event.

The SRC condemns the 
extremist action and the 
malicious attempt to violently 
tamper with Sri Lankan 
residents’ Easter celebration. The 
SRC will work to fight against 
the injustices and violence in 
this world, stop the development 
of hate and inequality, and raise 
our voices against any form 
of action that forcefully ruin 
the peace of our community. 
On behalf of the University 
of Sydney Student Student 
Representatives council, I send 
my deepest condolence to all the 

Families in Sri Lanka who have 
suffered the loss of their loved 
ones.

Changing Student  
Code of Conduct

On Tuesday the 16th of 
April, I presented along with the 
USU, SUPRA and the science 
faculty representative to speak 
on restructuring the student 
Code of Conduct. We genuinely 
believe that the current Code 
of Conduct has problems such 
as being inaccessible, difficult 
to understand, and setting too 

much expectations on students 
without informing students of 
their rights in return.

After careful consultations 
with various stakeholders, and 
reaching out to the student 
community, all student 
organisations that are presenting 
believe that the Code of Conduct 
should be better named as a 
“Student Charter of Rights and 
Responsibilities” and should 
detail the specific rights that 
students are entitled to as well. 
The process of modifying the 
student Code of Conduct is 

continuing, and further updates 
will be informed to students 
through our media platforms 
when progress has been made.

Best Wishes to every student 
returning to university from 
Mid-semester Break

Finally, I sincerely hope 
every student had a relaxing and 
enjoyable mid semester break, 
and I wish all students a smooth 
transitioning back to university 
and a fruitful remaining of the 
semester.

President 
Jacky He 

Note: These pages belong to the Office Bearers of the SRC. They are 
not altered, edited or changed in any way by the editors of Honi Soit

Condolence to Victims of  
Sri Lanka Easter Bombing
Easter is supposed to be a 

time of peace, harmony and 
joy for most Christian families 
around the world, but for 
some families in Sri Lanka, 
their holidays have become a 
terrifying experience of loss, 
heart breaks and trauma. On 
Sunday 21st of April, 100 
innocent individuals were killed, 
and 500 were injured as a result 
of the bombing of churches and 
hotels in Sri Lanka. 

Notice of Council Meeting 
of the 91st Students’ Representative Council, University of Sydney

DATE: Wed 8th May 
TIME: 6pm 
LOCATION: New Law 026p: 02 9660 5222   |   w: src.usyd.edu.au  
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Tim Anderson reinstated after letter 
of recommendation from Assad

Image: Russian President Vladimir Putin and Syrian President Basshar al-Assad discussing the 
fate of Tim Anderson as part of recent bilateral negotiations. See more on page 3. 

Ramsay Centre 
establishes new 
degree in Race 
Science
In a surprising move, the Ram-
say Centre has announced that 
as a part of their Bachelor of 
Western Civilisation, students 
can now undertake a 3-year ma-
jor in Race Science.

While the move has been met 
with opposition from student 
activists, not all students are 
discontent. Thomas Jeffries, a 
third-year student and member 
of the Liberal Club, has recently 
enrolled in the major. “I thought 
that I would enjoy Economics, 
like every other Lib [sic.] on 
campus, but I’m really taking to 
PHRN1011, Intro to Phrenol-
ogy”, he told the Times. “Now 
I can use General Equilibrium 
models to measure the skull siz-
es of all the brown people on 
campus.” 

By the end of the major, Jeffries 
hopes to undertake research to 
prove the existence of a crime-
bone in brown people’s skulls. 

Socialist Alternative disbands after being asked 
“What about Venezuela?”
Disturbing scenes on Eastern Avenue today as the Socialist Alternative disband nationally, after being 
asked, “What about Venezuela?” by an unidentified law student. In response to the news, Nicolas Maduro 
has resigned as President of Venezuela, leaving the country open to further instability. Sources indicate 
the US studies centre is currenly establising diplomatic relations with Juan Guaido. More on page 5.

Big Dog Association announces joint bootlicking 
venture with ADFA
A press release by the Big Dog Association (BDA) has revealed a new series of military programs in 
partnership with the Australian Defense Force Acadamy (ADFA) on bootlicking. Seargeant K-9. who 
was deployed in Iraq as part of a bomb-disposal unit expresssed his enthusiasm to The Times. “I’ve 
often heard that representation isn’t revolutionary.  But for the first time – I feel like my identities have 
been truly represented. With the force of intersectionality guiding our warfare all people can taste the 
sweet tase of freedom by licking American boots”.  The details of the first day of training have been 
anounced. Taking place onthe 31st of April, participants – humans and dogs alike– will be given a tast-
ing plate consisting of military-grade RM Williams to build tongue-on-leather endurance.  

Shock upset 
as Afghan 
wedding 
destroys 
American 
drone.

The New PoC Times.
BAGHDAD, TUESDAY, APRIL 3, 2019.

See more on page 10.
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