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respects to their Elders past, present and emerging. Sovereignty has never been ceded.

A

s we approach the height of the semester, with many major assessments due just down the road and
exams around the corner, students are understandably feeling trapped within the bubble of student
life. However, this analogy can be extended beyond Monash to a state and even national level as we
are almost in a state of national lockdown, being shielded from the events that are happening elsewhere
in the world, whether we like it or not.
We see the Australian government banning flights from India until mid-May, stranding not only COVID
but also loved ones from reaching our shores as the COVID situation continues to worsen in India. We
see the conflicts in Africa and the Middle East competing for public concern and aid in the middle of a
pandemic that still is on the forefront of our minds. And of course, we are still a university separated
between those on-campus and those overseas, those online and those in-person.
Many of us here in Australia are looking outwards, beyond the bubble, happy that most of us have the
liberty to visit and embrace our loved ones here in Australia but we still feel COVID’s presence in many
aspects of our lives and are restless with questions. When will we get to travel again without fear of
lockdowns and restrictions? When will we get to reunite with those who are overseas? What can I do to
help make this all go away quicker? What can I do to get back to the way things were, whatever you view
‘the way things were’ to be?
For Edition 3, 2021 of Lot’s Wife, we are looking not just beyond our bubbles but also within them to see
what we can learn about ourselves and about each other. Through brush and pen, stylus and keyboard,
our contributors explore what popular culture can teach us about the human condition and the world
around us, makes us ask ourselves who and what makes a ‘home’, and examines how environmental
destruction and climate change is damaging our largest bubble, humanity and our Earth.
Here at Lot’s Wife, we want to mirror all of the voices that make up our diverse Monash student community
and to project them into the world beyond, no matter where you are and no matter what barriers may be
preventing you from being on-campus or in-person. We value your voice and believe it should be heard.
Lot’s Wife is intended to be a publication that intermingles unique perspectives and allows different
bubbles to interact, discuss and debate in a safe and inclusive environment, so we would love to hear
from you to ensure that your voice is included as well.

Words by Tuyen Pham
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there is no sympathy
for what the wolves dragged in
only something in the beckoning / a
s o b e r / and yet
furiously tranquil tempest of
hymns sung into frayed hair
with words that taste like
water(that holds worlds inside of it)
and in the above / paper cranes in flight
wings in the midst of
c l e a v i n g / hopelessly arched towards
the poles and so not long for this world
(there are too many atoms
screaming to make way
for b r e a t h
)while valleys clothed in bitter rust
tremble like spent lungs
as the world is taken by
a storm
(and in the distance
I point out
a solitary flag)

Overall, we hope you enjoy reading Edition 3, 2021 as much as we enjoyed editing it and compiling the
amazing work from our contributors. Thank you to all who made it possible, we look forward to sharing
more of our students’ skills and talents in the near future.
- Lot’s Wife Team
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To be Safe During a
Pandemic
Words by Arushi Thakral

I am sitting in my balcony as I write this. Like the sky, my
mind is gloomy.
I’m thinking about those who’ve lost their lives and those who
had to watch them leave. Helpless cries and screams that I
hear through my screen. It’s hard to believe, because I’m safe
and privileged and away from reality.
So, have I experienced a pandemic? I’d say no! Because a
yes would be a slap in the face to millions, and I’m not ready
to commit that crime.
But if you tell me I’m undamaged,
don’t you dare!
Because the damage is within me.
It’s an eternal return with no escape
It’s a puzzle and a test
Is it a curse or am I blessed—?
To be safe during a pandemic
When you wonder, why me?
You wonder if it’s gloom or glee.

Art by Shrusti Mohanty
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yet another epic night.

Sleeping Beauty
of Melbourne

Then, there was the small gang that was usually

Words by Zoe Gomez Cassardo
I spent the first 18 hours in Melbourne immersed in

plates was forming in front of the guy in charge

flashed by my window. Traffic-free streets and

phone, hoping for some response to the lovely –

of cooking pancakes. And then there was Luis,

cherry blossom trees.

slightly desperate, but not too on-the-nose – post-

bowl sitting alone in a secluded corner, my heart

movies on my laptop, sheltered under the humid

soundlessly yelling for company.

fort of towels that hung from the bed above my
own. It is a popular belief that you make tons of
friends staying at a hostel. But I had been there
for a week and people didn’t strike me as very

The problem was: he was always asleep or gone.

disregarding the big sign asking us to “please take

Never ever – not even once – did I see him arriving

off your headphones” – everybody was connected

or leaving the room. I tried to wait up at night until

to their own Bluetooth universe.

he came back from whatever he’d been doing,
but my jet-lagged, exhausted body would give up

No one looked so interesting anyways. On a typical

every single time.

morning you could easily spot all the microcultures
populating the breakfast lounge. The group of

After a week and a half had passed and I had done

20-somethings was the most notorious of them

nothing but sleep, stroll the nearby streets, and

all: it was a group of tired-looking, cracked-voice,

lament over being lonely in a new city, I decided

mascara-shadowed-eyelids

were

that enough was enough. So, I took my rainbow

slowly sipping coffee to gain their energy back for

scarf, marched to the tram stop and I took the first

people

who

8

The wind started to pick up. I took a deep sniff of

open. “Come on in, friends, my guts are a lot of

the salty air and tasted it on my cracked lips. A

fun,” he seemed to be saying. I got on top of one

swooshing my hair at my face.

cooking their solo meals or washing dishes and –

the phone out of my pocket... nothing.

clown face sitting there with its mouth wide

through the little pile of books and festival flyers

globetrotter,” I thought. “I need to meet him.”

it. At times, the kitchen was packed with guests

personality and an unnameable eye colour? I took

I got off at Luna Park. There was a massive sun-

take a decent picture of myself, but the wind kept

bottle with a small engraved Opera House. “He’s a

some other polite one-liners, but that was about

couldn’t help but wonder: does he have a charming

adventures,” I thought.

just next to mine. I often found myself going

from São Paulo, a postcard from Vienna, a water

“Sorry, did you finish with the microwave?” and

bottle before leaving the hostel that morning. I

play ball outside, ride bikes and go on exciting

of the concrete cubes at the front and I tried to

not be discovered snooping. There was a keychain

were a few instances of “Crazy weather, huh?” or

it note I had stuck on my bed neighbour’s water

“This is the kind of neighborhood where kids

But there was this guy, the one on the bunk bed

he kept on his bedside table, discreetly enough to

interested in making new friends at all. There

melody always slipping from its mouth.
As I walked around, I was constantly checking my

I was the one with the book and the oatmeal

The days flew by as I remained in bed watching

and the sun-clown guy – an enticing carousel

south, the fancy houses of sleepy neighborhoods

exactly quarter past seven.

was all-consuming.

showing on the top of tram 96 in yellow lights.

of the table. A line of hungry guests holding empty

approached down the hallway every morning at

hostel I could afford didn’t even matter: this jetlag

ocean, and the people walking across the sand,

As the tram started to travel further and further

of the hostel. The distant shuffling of his slippers

a room of 10 reeking bunk beds at the cheapest

tram that came my way. “St. Kilda Beach” was

chatting over laptop computers on one of the ends

an old Spanish man and a never-leaving guest

the deepest sleep I’ve ever had in my life. Sharing
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couple came running after a dog carrying a stick,
a whippet with its paws and muzzle full of sand. “I
wish I had a partner to run with at the beach. We,
too, could have a dog and name it Cucaracha. It

“I wish I had a friend to take my picture for me,” I

would have to be a small dog.” As my daydream

thought, “so I could hold my hair and do a funny

went on, a sudden whoosh brought me back

pose.”

to reality: it was the dog, now hurtling after a

I looked around and everybody was already

seagull. I checked my phone again, nada.

engaged in their own look-how-much-fun-I’m--

The far-away stormy sky was growling and so

having photo sessions, so I didn’t dare to ask.

were the waves, but what was rumbling the

When I finally hopped off the concrete block

loudest was my hungry stomach begging for a

and walked away, it hit me that the charm of the

little lunch. I ran my way down to a little fish and

neighbourhood didn’t end at the amusement park:

chip restaurant I could see in the distance, but

every corner of that mysterious place was filled

when I was close enough, I saw the sign that read

with the most marvelous little details. It was like

“closed for the winter season.”

a patchwork quilt, really, made out of fairy tales

I pressed my nose to the glass door and cupped

and Tim Burton’s imagination. Green hills and

my temples to see inside. There was no way I was

palm trees covered the whole area, and then some

going to find a more perfect spot for my lunch.

random pathway would come out of nowhere and
lead to a hidden castle-like house with a view of the

It had tables made of wooden barrels where you
9
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could sit in the shade of a palm tree with your toes
on the sand and your eyes on the sea. Maybe,
if you were really lucky, you would even have a
crowd of angry seagulls wrestling over a chip for
your amusement.

dolls. They had a jar of lemonade, cookies and a
zinc pot with a dollar sign on it.

I stubbornly triple-checked that the door was
indeed closed and there were no lights inside.

The one that seemed like the eldest looked at me
and said, “Are you interested in any of our things?”

“You can only get fish and chips at Acland Street,
lady,” yelled a man sitting nearby.

“Sure!” I said, “these are quality rag-dolls from the
good old days. Why are you selling them?”

So I went to Acland Street. I was on a mission to get
my fish and chips, come back to the perfect beach

“Well…” she hesitated. “I guess we’re too big now

restaurant, and watch the storm while sitting at

for rag-dolls.” She looked at her younger sister,

one of the barrel tables out the front. The mission

seeking agreement.

was a success: I got my meal, went back to the

“Look,” the youngest sister said, and showed me

spot of my dreams, and ate the fish with my bare

how she could place her tongue through the little

fingers.

window formed by two missing teeth.

A warm, beautiful rain started pouring down. Half

I left them a couple of dollars in exchange for a

the sky was pitch-dark and terrifying, and the

cookie, waving them goodbye as I resumed my

other half gifted me a rainbow that matched my

walk home. I thought, “I wish I had a sister with

scarf. I felt thankful to have myself to appreciate

whom–”

that moment – no plus-one required.

My phone buzzed inside my pocket. I took it out

The sun was sliding down, brushing pink, yellow

and read: “Hey, Sleeping Beauty. I found your

and orange tints onto the sky by the time I started

post-it. I would love to go out for a coffee sometime.

back to the tram stop – head down, gaze fixed on

I meant to ask you before, but every time I see you

my steps. Suddenly, I saw an arrow chalked on

at the hostel you’re always asleep or gone!”

the pavement. Then another. Then another, then
another. I followed them obediently until I reached
a full chalked message: “Garage sale. Come, we
have snacks!” I lifted my head to find two little
girls giggling behind a stand, displaying a variety
of baby electronic toys, some books and old rag

10

11

Lot’s Wife • Edition Three

Lot’s Wife • Edition Three

Art by Shrusti Mohanty

Home
Words by Maya

Home
It’s the bakery I would go to for the perfect after-school snack
It’s the library that started my reading addiction
It’s the parks where my mum warned me about creepy men
It’s the shopping centre I’d walk to a million times
Home
It’s the path where I fell off a skateboard and injured my head as a teen
It’s the elderly neighbour who would always wave
It’s the high school where I sat on the oval laughing with friends
It’s the hidden rooftop where I smoked my first cigarette
Home
It’s the 802 bus that I take each morning to get to uni
It’s the place I got my first summer job
It’s the hours spent studying at Matheson
It’s my favourite cafe, where I celebrated my 21st
Home
It’s the tree I walked past everyday, now wondering how it got so big
It’s the neighbour’s young kid who now stands taller than me
It’s the footpaths I walked miles in, not knowing one day it might be my last
It’s the first place I ever called home
Home
It’s the times spent laughing with friends
It’s the firsts, the lasts and the in-betweens
It’s the place of good news and bad
Home
It’s knowing my time is limited, that this place will no longer be home
And as I leave home for one last time
It’s knowing I’m headed off to a better place
Home
It’s a place of memories

12
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Anti-Asian Hate:
It’s an Australian
Issue Too

received 178 reports of hate crime in two weeks. It is
important to remember that these numbers are likely
to be much higher, as noted by Queensland police
commissioner Katarina Carroll in April 2020, given
that many racist incidents were underreported. This
idea correlates with the AAA’s findings in early 2020,
where it was discovered that only 5.6% of those
surveyed had gone to the police after.
Within the public, sighted occurrences where AsianAustralians have been aggressively targeted, robbed,
assaulted or verbally abused have been reported
numerously. For example, the ABC recently reported
that a Chinese Australian family in Melbourne’s East
was targeted two nights in a row, with ‘COVID-19
China Die’ vandalised on their garage in red spray
paint, and a window suffering a large rock being
smashed through early in the morning. Across the
states and territories in Australia, videos depicting
female individuals being intimidated and attacked
on the streets have also become viral on the internet;
their aggressors were shouting threats such as “we’re
going to kill you”, “Asian dogs”, and “you Chinese
virus spreader”.

Words by Jessie Wen
Content Warning: Racism
#StopAsianHate has become one of the trending
hashtags on the internet across social media
platforms, catalysed in response to the killing of six
Asian women in a massage parlour at the hands of
a 21-year-old white male in Atlanta, Georgia. The
incident has added lost lives to the growing list of
violent Asian hate crimes seen in the United States
and globally, including Australia.
Since the onset of the COVID-19 pandemic in
January 2020, Human Rights Watch has reported
an increase in anti-Asian racism globally, including
in Western democracies such as the UK, France and
Canada. The report demonstrates a stark rise in
racist hate speech and crimes targeted at those from
Asian backgrounds and those taken to be perceived
as Asian, targeting most notably the women and
the elderly. The Centre for the Study of Hate and
Extremism reports that whilst overall hate crimes had
decreased by 7% in 2020 within the United States,
those targeted at Asian-Americans had risen by
nearly 150%. The Stop APPI Hate Centre in the United
States reported receiving about 3800 reports of
hate crime incidents from March 2020 to February
2021. These racial attacks against the Asian diaspora
worldwide has only been further exacerbated by
political rhetoric from world leaders, headed by past
US president Donald Trump calling the pandemic
the ‘China virus’, a personification of the disease
that links it intimately to a specific ethnicity. Other
politicians have perpetuated this othering effect
towards Asians, including Australian One Nation’s
Leader Pauline Hanson in Australia, and Brazilian
former foreign minister, Ernesto Araujo.

Whilst it is true that recent events have occurred
mainly through the lens of the pandemic, it also
reflects the undeniable reality of racism that
continues to pervade multicultural democracies,
both systemic and at the individual level. Xenophobia
targeted towards the Asian community has been a
prevalent issue in the US for centuries, dating back to
the Chinese Exclusion Act of 1882. The White Australia
Policy beginning in 1901 mimics this sentiment,
excluding immigrants of non-European descent,
mainly Asian and Pacific-Islanders, from entering
the country. Whilst change has been made, the
resurgence in racism across different racial groups
in response to global events, such as COVID-19,
demonstrates that there is still much work to be
done. As the Australian Human Rights Commission
reports, racism today has seen one in five Australians
experience race-hate talk and more than one in 20
Australians being physically attacked.
Since the recent Black Lives Matter movement,
issues of long-standing racial prejudice and injustice
against minorities have increasingly become a main
topic of discussion, creating a wider ripple impact
and spurring greater activism internationally. Now,
with the denial of the Atlanta attack by the police
as ‘non racially motivated’, this has been met with
widespread criticism and outcries. The immediate
response from communities has centred around
public condemnation of the issue. Grassroots
organisations, big media companies and celebrities
have joined in creating greater awareness against
Asian discrimination.

Unfortunately, Australia has not been exempt from
the rise of anti-Asian racism, especially instances
exacerbated by the pandemic. A report surveying
more than 3000 people, published by the Australian
National University in late October 2020, found that
more than 8 in 10 Asian-Australians had experienced
discrimination that was COVID-19 related in that year.
Furthermore, a database organised by the advocacy
network Asian Australian Alliance (AAA) in April 2020

14

In Victoria, the Andrews Government has introduced
local anti-racism initiatives grants of up to $500,000,
in support of community organisations tackling racism.
Yet there remains to be seen a unified policy or program
at the Federal level. Instead, we have seen Prime
Minister Scott Morrison only publicly condemn the rise
in anti-Asian racism. However, as Erin Chew, the activist
and writer behind the AAA has noted, “The only way
to combat this racism is to speak up and to be united
against this hate”. As such, there requires more to be
done.
According to the Human Rights Commission, Canberra
has lacked a national anti-racism strategy since 2018.
This is a concerning reality, and in light of recent events,
demonstrates the inadequacy of national government
bodies at addressing racism issues beyond the surface
level. As Professor Biddle from the ANU Social Research
Methods explains, “Governments have a responsibility
to carefully design and implement anti-discrimination
laws.” In light of this, Australia’s Race Discrimination
Commissioner Chin Tan has submitted a national antiracism framework concept paper calling on the Federal
Government to take action, highlighting “racism [as]
an economic, social and national security threat to
Australia ... [with] [t]oo many Australians ... regularly the
targets of racism.” It is yet to be clear what the Morrison
Government’s stance is on this and whether action will
be taken.
As Martin Luther King Jr once said: “Injustice anywhere
is a threat to justice everywhere”. It is imperative for the
government to take action. By making an active stand
against racist ideology and discrimination, we can
create a safer space for all Australians.
Note from the Author:
If you would like to report a racist anti Asian hate
crime, visit bit.ly/3el4XAO
To read more on the findings of the Australian Asian
Alliance COVID-19 Racism report, visit bit.ly/3eWzpjN
This piece was originally published by Pivot. Read more
at: pivot.mias.org.au
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The Bypass
Words by Sarah Jane Hurst

Past the flattened dirt road and the fluorescent orange poles, and the
yellow-footed chain-link fence. Past the border of spindly blue gums and
the mosaic of large grey pipes, there are mounds of warm-coloured dirt
and butter-yellow heavy equipment vehicles: excavators, bulldozers,
graders, backhoe loaders, pipe layers, scrapers and dump trucks.
Their murmuring is like the scheming of politicians as they mould the
landscape to their liking. Strong winds carry the loose earth. Ash-grey
sky. Plovers squawk and screech as the unwelcome guests invade their
nests.
In the early morning you used to be able to hear the songs of native
birds: magpies, butcher birds, mud larks, rainbow lorikeets, cockatoos
and galahs. Now, you awake to the foul curses of raucous men and the
sick sputtering of machinery as it warms up after a night of hibernation.
The ground is covered in swirls of oranges and browns like an oxidised
oil painting. Shouting orders. Cerulean-coloured tarp. A lone hawk flies
overhead. Intense heat, dry air and the pained screams of wildlife as
their homes crumble for the advancement of mankind. Clay. Wood
chips. Rusted machines. NO TRESPASSING. The scent of petrol.
You may cry if you need. We all mourn the beauty that has been stolen.
Remember the dust scratching your nose, throat and eyes. Feel the
blistering sun on the back of your neck, and the harsh wind cracking
your lips. This is what we have to look forward to.

Art by Myles Blum
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Tree Creature
Words by Arwen Verdnik

You have a fever, tree creature.
You are ill, my dear.
You forget even the sound
of my heart’s birdsong
in your ear.

Tree creature, you are old,
and yet
I know your withered face,
you miss the world you came from —
that far, elysian place.

Where sylphids caper in the breeze
and trill upon the dawn,
the verses of your happy sphere —
my love,
that land is gone.

You must not understand, tree creature,
what you long to find.
The home you seek
falls not away
but evermore
behind.
Art by Myles Blum
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Far- Right
Extremism:
Why Australia
Should be
Cautious
Words by Charlene Fernando
Content warning: violence and Islamophobia

From the outset, the 2020 US election results
elicited apprehension, with whispers circulated
on the possibility of violent clashes. However, the
overwhelming majority would probably never have
foreseen just how detrimental such backlash could
be. The January 6 Insurrection, which culminated
in the storming of the United States Capitol
Building by far-right groups, was termed by FBI
Director Christopher Wray as an act of “domestic
terrorism”. The Insurrection demonstrated not only
the fragility of democracy but also cautioned
against misguided beliefs that far-right extremism
could never penetrate Western democracies.
This article will observe the rise of far-right
extremism in Australia and consider the possibility
of similar acts being committed domestically.
Although various forms of extremism may be
regarded as “far-right” in nature, this article
aims to consider ideologies associated with white
supremacy, neo-Nazism and neo-Fascism.
According to ASIO Chief Mike Burgess, it has been
identified that a significant majority of individuals
who subscribe to these ideologies are, on average,
around 25 years old and overwhelmingly male.
Although motivations may differ, they largely
involve a fear of societal collapse, conspiracy,
or a specific social or economic grievance. This
supposed ‘fear’ is attributed to the existence of the
‘other’, who are blamed for actual or perceived
social/economic issues. In Australia, this has been
largely manifested through Islamophobia and antiimmigrant movements.
Early last year, Mr Burgess also warned how “the
extreme right-wing threat is real and … growing”
in Australia. Although the chances of knife, gun
or vehicle attacks were said to be low, ASIO did
not rule out the possibility of more sophisticated
attacks being orchestrated.

22
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Far-right supporters at a rally, Source: ABC News
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Since that time, far-right extremism
investigations have grown from 30 to 40%
of ASIO’s total caseload. Statistically, this
suggests that Australia may be at a much
higher risk of facing a far-right terrorist attack
than in previous years. The possibility was
exhibited in December 2020, when an 18-yearold NSW teenager with links to neo-Nazism and
white supremacy was arrested and charged
with “encouraging a mass casualty terrorist
attack”, with police alleging that he had
accessed bomb-making instructional materials
online.
We may be familiar with images of aggressivelooking individuals, often carrying Australian
flags as a sign of their ostensible patriotism,
whilst unapologetically pulling the Nazi salute.
Almost sardonically, however, Mr Burgess
rejected the image of “skinheads with swastika
tattoos and jackboots roaming the backstreets
like extras from Romper Stomper”. But what’s
concerning is that because far-right extremism
is largely no longer manifested through
such clichéd imagery, institutions and the
mainstream public may fall into a cycle of
complacency.
New Zealand’s Royal Commission into the
terrorist attack on the Christchurch mosques
found the very same. Although it was
concluded by the Royal Commission that there
was “no plausible way [Brentan Tarrant] could
have been detected except by chance”, given
his relatively secluded lifestyle, communities in
New Zealand perceived that “counter-terrorism
effort[s] has been focused exclusively on
Islamist extremist terrorism, and … this is not
unique to New Zealand.” The Commission also
heard from some people more broadly who
were frustrated that the concerns they raised
about the rise of right-wing extremism and
Islamophobia in recent years were not acted
on.
It must be reiterated that these sentiments are
not unique to New Zealand. In Australia, true
efforts to counter the rise of far-right extremism
have been hijacked by party politicking and
word-plays. Despite ASIO’s warnings, the then
home affairs minister Peter Dutton rejected
calls to differentiate between different forms of
extremism, labelling such distinctions as “silly,
stupid and petty”. Similarly, prior to the 2019
Federal elections, Nationals leader Michael
McCormack contended that the decision to
preference Pauline Hanson’s One Nation Party
above Labor and the Greens stemmed from
the fact that they were more aligned with the
far-right party. Regretfully, it appears that
even at the highest levels of politics, there is
an inclination to associate terrorism with the
‘other’, represented by images of militants
crossing state borders to commit attacks on
Australian soil.
What can be gleaned from this is perhaps
negligence, but also potentially willful
blindness to the rising power of far-right
groups.

It isn’t difficult to draw parallels between
these statements and former US president
Donald Trump’s refusal in the first
presidential debate to explicitly condemn
white supremacist and neo-Nazi groups.
These actions provide legitimacy to far-right
ideologies. It would also not be a far stretch
to view these as an attempt to incorporate
what would otherwise be classified as fringe
elements into the mainstream.
Further exacerbating this is the absence
of formal monitoring systems for violence
motivated by far-right ideology. In particular,
experts have emphasised the pressing need
for a properly resourced and maintained
open registry of hate crimes and incidents,
rather than the incomplete collections that
currently exist. The under-allocation of
resources and attention also drifts to the
online sphere. Several participants in the
New Zealand Commission commented that
“counter-terrorism agencies had failed to
monitor the online posts of the individual and
other people or groups with extreme rightwing views and they felt this failure allowed
the attack on 15 March 2019 to occur.”
A study commissioned by the German foreign
ministry demonstrated that COVID-19 had
enabled far-right groups to expand their
operations globally, including enabling
international organisations to undertake
radicalisation activities in Australia. There
are concerns that new forms of far-right
movements that have emerged in recent
years are “leaderless, transnational,
apocalyptic and oriented towards violence”,
and certainly, the increased capabilities
of technology have facilitated recruitment
beyond state borders. In March 2021, it was
found that four neo-Nazi groups which are
banned in Europe and North America were
also operating in Australia, largely using
online platforms and encrypted messaging
services.

The Australian Federal Police’s current stance
is that it is actual criminality and intentions
to commit criminal acts which are subject to
liability, and ideology is not. However, hate
speech on online platforms do not exist in a
vacuum and can inspire and provoke violent
acts. It may not necessarily be as overt as in
the case of the US Capitol riots, in which the
actual planning of the attacks was facilitated
on public websites. Rather, there may be
propaganda material and indoctrination on
the supposed harms caused by the ‘other’,
as evident in the National Socialist Network’s
website.
This brings up a difficult question. At what
point should ideological discourse be
considered criminality? Should the possibility
of such discourse inspiring acts of domestic
terrorism be taken into account, or should
authorities only deal in known variables,
such as knowledge of an impending act of
terrorism? These are difficult questions to
answer and ones that only tend to inspire
more questions.
What is certain is that there must be an
appropriate balance between civil liberties
and police intervention. This balance
between avoiding undue censorship and
calling out hate speech that may transform
into violence will be difficult to reach.
Any solution must be reached through a
collaborative and multifactorial approach,
with input from both governmental and
community organisations. For now, Australia
should exercise caution and not regard this
as a form of extremism which they are more
comfortable with compared to others.
This piece was originally published in Pivot, a
Monash University International Affairs Society
publication. Read more at pivot.mias.org.au
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eyes on him. Like a child sucking his thumb, so unused to female
attention.

They certainly weren’t good friends, I could tell from
the hesitation when they got up to get another round of drinks.
Their hands hung uncertainly at their wallets, and the nervous
one, Joe, was only drinking beers to be polite, wincing whenever he felt the bitter yeast on his tongue, the heavy bubble of
alcohol. He probably craved a red wine, but it would’ve seemed
churlish to ask for one, sacrilegious even to a “boys night out.”
He moved his hands from the table to his hair, to scratch an
imaginary itch, to look over his shoulder.

Words by Amy Hale
Content warning: manipulation and sexual violence

Tonight, we were hungry for anecdotes in the way
that a lion stalks its prey. We wanted a night where we were
in charge. Victoria Street, the site of our pre-drinking, had
become too dark. Howls and shrieks echoed from dark corners, so we took the 109 tram into the city, swaying slightly
from the booze that the bartender had kept ploughing us
with. Katie had taken her top off on the tram just to see what
would happen but people barely looked, so she put it on with
a sad little smile before we bounded off our carriage, waving
a cheery goodbye to the confused tram driver. She’d left a
copy of The Female Eunuch on her seat, so we chased after
the tram to retrieve it, which made me feel the same mixture
of pride and embarrassment that a parent of a particularly
precocious child might feel.

Katie talked about the different types of men she
had met at university like breeds of dogs, each as deplorably upper-middle class as the next. The sausage dog boys
were safe and small, they reminded her that she was in a
nice, sheltered neighbourhood. They wore graphic T-shirts
and their big floppy ears almost widened to hear whatever
she had to say.

There were skinny greyhound boys too – intellectuals with tortoise-rimmed glasses and smelly denim jackets
who moved through the campus as if they were ice-skating.
They complimented her by calling her “ethereal” or “graceful,” even if she was halfway through a sausage she’d gotten
for free at an Arts Society barbecue. They were dangerous…
blithe, smooth and stuffed with socialist opinions that they
barely believed, so ashamed they were of their upbringing.
Katie hated them but I revered them. I begged them to tell
me what their favourite cassettes were. I got on my knees for
them. I pretended that I believed in “ethical non-monogamy”
(their term) for them, as they would invariably cheat on me,
no matter how serious the relationship.

We were trying too hard for a story, forcing
conversation with insipid older men who had regretful
tattoos. One had a faded female face on his bicep with the
word “Natalie” curling below in cursive. They were visiting
Melbourne, and we could smell the reek of tourism seeping
from their beefy armpits, their farmer’s tans. I loved looking
at farmers’ tans, they reminded me of my uncles with their
shirts off: their biceps brown as Mallee dirt, their chest hair
a yin-yang of lambswool, silvery and black. Their accents
were a little rougher than ours, and they looked around the
stylish venue with incredulous half-open mouths and tumid
bellies, astounded that pubs were able to serve anything but
parmas. Perfect victims. Katie probably thought them silly,
but I imagined her wearing a little skirt and gumboots out in a
paddock. She wouldn’t know where to step, she’d be perpetually worried it would be a cow pat, or she’d half hope it would
be an Alice in Wonderland rabbit hole.

Katie abhorred the greyhound guys and instead
veered towards poodly boys with sharp blazers and ironed
collars who wore cufflinks entirely unironically and accidentally called their lecturer “mummy.” They always had long,
curly hair, because it was a novelty to grow it out after strict
dress-codes in high school. She liked that they were posh
and small, beefy, tanned, well-fed.

When I went out with Katie the first few times, I
experienced what it was like to bubble with inconsolable
rage, to fume after men like senile fathers brood over their
neighbours. We shook our fists at their childlike nakedness,
their propensity to run through sprinklers. I loved that we
disrespected them. We hated their secret clubs and the
way that they almost artfully excluded us in conversation,
tactfully mentioning the ‘game’ on the weekend, as a cue for
us to exit. We especially hated when the nights turned sour
and men forgot how to walk straight, charging forwards
on a dangerous, lilting tilt. They appeared invincible and
completely unrestrained, rabid, off the leash.

They were loyal to their wives, each taking turns to
step outside and give them a call, as dutiful and timely as a
chef takes a cigarette break. I wondered whether they had
wives at all or it was all a clever ruse to have a time-out, the
introvert’s mystery. Perhaps they were like the chefs, taking
up smoking just so they could leave the insufferable heat of
the kitchen. One of them, Joe, was shaky on his calls, licking
his lips too often. His eyebrows were plucked, and I imagined his wife shaped them once every little while, coaxing
his head onto her lap. I noticed that his nails were bitten to
the quick and he placed them in his mouth when he felt our
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“Where are you from?” Katie asked Joe, putting her
elbows on the table. He glanced at her breasts; her black bra
pressed them together like a hug. “You’re not from here. But
you’re not from there, either,” she gestured towards the other
men, and in the general direction of the North.
“I’m not from anywhere exciting. I’m Billy’s cousin from
Adelaide, just joining him here for his Bachelor weekend. It’s not
been the best weather, but.” Billy nodded at the sound of his
name.
“This is a Bachelor weekend? Why didn’t you say so?”
Katie got up to order some shots (she would’ve never called a
waitress over with the click of her fingers).
“Oh no, we’re being good. Our wives are at home.
We’ve rented a hotel and Billy’s got the Strictly Ballroom Blu-Ray
– we’re all set, thanks.”
“No, you should be bad! What have you done before
this pub?”
“We went to this little Vietnamese restaurant for dinner,
The Golden Windmill. Was very different from home.”
there!”

“Oh I love that place! My dad’s mistress used to work

“Oh awesome,” Joe replied, with obvious awkwardness. The others stopped talking, and the comment hung in the
air. With her snaggletooth hidden behind her top lip, Katie looked
so much younger, more innocent.
“Great food though,” she replied. “I hear they do an
excellent Pad See Ew.”
“Oh, that’s good.”
“Yeah, it is.”
distress.

There’s an old anecdote about a woman who is
drowning in an ocean but her friends think she’s waving, so
they wave back until she disappears underwater. I would
never be the kind of friend who would just wave back, and
I think it’s because with Katie, I always assume the worst. I
keep my optimism in my back pocket for Big Dreams and
Career Goals, not Katie. For her, I reserve my strongest
stuff, my aged-whisky pessimism and a life-vest, blown up
at the ready to haul her into shore.

The night passed like nights with strangers tend
to do – precariously. There’s a sense that either party
may simply tire of the other’s company, get up and leave.
Especially since this interaction endured in platonic limbo,
it would only end if someone crossed a line or if the men retreated all the way back to their hotel room, chugging mini
vodkas and writing conciliatory texts to slightly annoyed
wives. I could feed myself off this limbo for a while, persist
in my own dead space, imagining all of the potential of this
encounter. A whole life carved from conversation. If we were
men, they would’ve chatted to us with the freedom and
ease of politicians, smiling wide and nodding hard. I barely
noticed that Katie had disappeared with one of the men
from the bar, one of the devoted husbands.

She told me after it had happened that the best
sex was forbidden sex, when it was all animalistic desire,
sheer voracious hunger. She was hungry for an anecdote,
for the delicious knowledge that she made him break a vow.
But she was his story to tell friends in guilty whispers, to lie
awake at night and fantasise over. She was fodder to have
a sordid wank to, a lock of her lovely long hair still wound
around one of his T-shirt buttons. She told me he spanked
her and pulled her hair, but she didn’t mind. She told me
he offered for her to stay the night in his hotel room, which
was nice, but she slept in her own bed, avoiding the edges.

I waited for the tram like a child waits to grow up;
it seemed like forever. I shivered with the cold and the fear
that it would never come, that I would be stuck here among
the night’s clouds and the phantoms of the past. I hated
that Katie and I only ever got our power by doing something reprehensible, and that even then, we never, ever won.
They always did. A stray greyhound crossed my path and
looked at me with a winsome cock of its head, with hungry
eyes. I looked down on him and told him to go home, there
was nothing left here for him. I felt so fed up with the listless
night, the starless sky that stretched on forever and ever. I
felt so fed up with the ghosts, the phantoms. The things that
subsist, the things that never die.

I couldn’t help but interject to save my flailing friend in

“Excuse me,” I pulled her by the shoulder towards the
bar. We needed to order another round.
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I know the way they look at me:
as though the hem of my life,
spun delicately across two decades,
has been caught on the edge
of a sharp shard in time.
The catch slows my march;
footsteps heavy, shoulders hunched.
With force, I attempt to gallop
but the snared edge splits –
tearing –
long and wide.
A chasmic void in the fabric of my well-spun adolescence;
darkness amidst the variegated embellishments.

Words by Maiysha Moin
Content warning: sexual
assault, violence, mental
health, grief
This piece was inspired by
the Four Corners coverage
of the sexual assault
allegations against former
Attorney-General, Christian
Porter. Kate, the anonymous
woman allegedly raped
by Porter, was a young
woman of sharp intellect
and a bright future ahead of
her. This seemingly pivotal
moment in her adolescence
shaped the many years
following and defused
the light of her highly
anticipated future.
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I once gleamed with success:
young, bright-eyed, ambitious, they said.
But in a single sacrilegious moment
I was torn.
For your sparkling triumph
of collecting another little death,
my flames were extinguished.
Through the gash
the melancholia clambers in,
wrapping around the limbs and
pulling me under into the murk of depression.

Art by Joshua Nai
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December 9th
Words by Djuna Joy
You are lulled by the rhythmic drone of the bus as
you pass through the outskirts of Buffalo. The dull
light that gives a grey tint to the low-rise buildings of
downtown now follows the bus, making the occasional farm houses appear dreary and lacking in detail. The mesh pocket of the chair in front cradles the
book you’re proud of holding but won’t read. Sobs
interrupt you. It’s the lady next to you who claimed
the aisle seat “due to an out-of-place ankle bone.”
Your sympathy turns to frustration. The sudden reek
of mandarin peel causes an instantaneous ache
that travels to the back of your skull and forbids the
sleep that typically occupies you on these longer
trips.
Through the greasy window, evening is a banner
of navy. When, you wonder, will the driver switch
off the probing overhead lights? As your eyes pan,
a single black hair catches your attention and disrupts your view of the blurry outside. It looks like it
has been woven into the headrest by a previous passenger’s movement. You pinch it and flick it across
the lady sitting in the aisle seat, like you would a
cigarette butt…
While J shaved his legs on the kitchen
bench, you exhaled through your nose into his roommate’s glass and trapped the smoke inside with your
palm. For the brief time you were there, you rode
your bikes together by the empty grain silo. You
tried to recreate the sounds of the elevator roaring
and the buzzing grain that once would have echoed
through the immense structure. Your wheels purred
around each other and propelled icy fragments
at your calves. The sun shone cold in Buffalo. Even
when there was no sun the silo still cast a heavy
shadow onto the snow-covered ground and sleetglazed road. Your borrowed bike would slow and
struggle through the shadow as if winded. Until J
mentioned it, you didn’t know you were on Richard
Road. All you knew was that in the mornings the
road appeared monochrome and almost two-dimensional, the fire hydrants flattened against the fallen
snow. In the colourless street, the cars looked to you
like presents, snow-wrapped beneath bald trees. You
noticed rust-tinted icicles that dripped from the silo’s
few straight edges. Sometimes the light of the cool
sun refracted in the hanging ice like bulbous fairy
lights...
Through the cracks in the seats, you make
out the end of a nose. Talking lips tug the nose tip
downward. You overhear some of the whispered
snippets. They feed your sleeplessness. You’re listening to a story set in a love hotel in Osaka. Although,
you can’t hear too clearly over the humming of the
bus. When the next audible thing is,

The intended listener of the Japanese tale is hidden by red pleather...
—Breakfast at Amy’s Place?
asked J. You passed three or four stores on a side
street covered in sheets of grey snow.
—I wouldn’t call it a street. It’s more a half-moon
piece of pavement that sticks to the main road like
an ugly mug handle,
you said while you searched for the neon sign
of the open diner. The heat inside bit at your
colour-drained fingertips. Jam and honey in oneserve wraps were piled on tables and drinks were
served in plastic cups. An unbranded hot sauce in
a gummy-bear shaped bottle was handed to you
by a young server. The checkerboard floor and
red benches stole your senses from the dirty coffee and wooden pancakes. It was a cheap diner,
but you didn’t have to pay for refills.
—How much do I tip?
you asked J, as he licked the red sauce trapped
under his fingernail.
—Whatever. Don’t put it there. Just leave it on the
table...
The bus stops. A man with face-swallowing glasses stands from the seat next to the Osaka
chicken woman and, in a half-squat, strains for
the overhead locker. A short bounce of the engine
throws his balance and he falls open-palmed onto
the chair’s shoulder. The engine is now off, and the
bus is parked at a gas station somewhere. Snow
begins to fall diagonally in front of the fluorescent
beams. Tiny bugs throng to the overhead bus
lights.
—Is there coffee? A vending machine anywhere?
your neighbour asks. When there is no reply, she
hunches herself up with layers and limps off the
bus… J walked back from the bus stop bathroom.
He seemed taller than the crowd. Your goodbye
was short. The coats are returned to racks and
you fix your slack seat belt. Underneath you, the
engine hums again, this time without the sobbing
accompaniment. You look away from your book
webbed in the chair and try to sleep as the bus
picks up a new beat in the fresh snow.

—A caged chicken was someone’s carry-on,

Art by Shrusti Mohanty

you wonder if it is your voice or the storyteller’s.
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How K-pop
Can Teach You
Economics
A Q&A with Senior Lecturer in
Economics, Dr Wayne Geerling
Senior Lecturer in Economics
from the Monash Business
School, Dr Wayne Geerling, led a
study on how K-pop can be used
to teach key economic concepts
to university students.
Wayne and his research partners
Angelito Calma (University of
Melbourne) and Jadrian Wooten
(Penn State University) produced
a series of online music videos
and teaching guides which
were then incorporated into his
first year microeconomics unit
at Caulfield and Clayton. Each
teaching guide provides the
music video of a K-pop song with
English subtitles and economic
commentary, information about
the artist, a list of concepts
covered in the video, a warm-up
exercise and a set of discussion
questions.
After completing the unit,
students could also take part
in an optional survey to share
whether K-pop had helped them
in their learning experience.
Wayne talked with Lot’s Wife
campus and analysis editor,
Xenia, about how the K-popeconomics pairing came to be.
Xenia: What was it about
K-pop in particular that made
you and your colleagues
think that this would be a
good resource to engage with
underrepresented groups?
Wayne: I have been using
English-language pop culture
in my classroom for more than
a decade. As an instructor, it’s
easy to use pop culture that you
(and your students) are already
familiar with. The default is,
therefore, Western-centric, e.g.
America, UK. Last year, I decided
to be more intentional about how
I use pop culture in class. I had
begun accumulating foreign-

language pop culture from
across the globe, e.g. music, TV,
film, YouTube commercials.
My classroom has evolved over
the last 15 years, so why shouldn’t
my use of pop culture change to
reflect the fact my classroom is
incredibly diverse from a cultural
and linguistic perspective? I see
this as a natural transition and
creating more inclusive and
diverse teaching resources is
actually a lot of fun. One of the
biggest challenges is how to
find the material but with K-pop
there’s no shortage.
The K-pop project grew out of this.
I created 12 K-pop ‘Music 4 Econ’
videos (an edited music video
which includes English subtitles
and economic commentary).
I then found two academics
interested in collaboration and
we wrote three teaching guides
– one each for BTS, BLACKPINK
and EXO-CBX – with summaries
and discussion questions for
educators who wish to use these
music videos in their classroom.
K-pop is now a multi-billion
dollar industry. Groups like
BTS and BLACKPINK sell out
international concerts within
minutes, including venues in
the United States and the UK.
Sales associated with BTS
contributed close to $5 billion
to the South Korean economy in
2018 – more than the country’s
national airline, Korean airlines.
According to a BBC article in
March, BTS were the best-selling
artist of 2020 by worldwide sales,
downloads and streams.
Digital music is now available
through global platforms such
as YouTube and Spotify and has
accentuated the growth of K-pop
internationally.
The
appeal
of K-pop extends well beyond
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the Asian fan base thanks to
social media platforms such as
Facebook, Twitter and YouTube.
International fans can now view,
download, purchase or stream
music from across the globe.
K-pop now contains more English
lyrics, which makes it accessible
to people who don’t speak
Korean. The BTS song ‘Dynamite’
topped the US Billboard charts in
August 2020. This was their first
song sung exclusively in English!
So there’s no better time to use
K-pop in my classroom. It’s the
hottest music genre in the world
right now.
X: When did you start including
pop culture elements in your
teaching?
W: I have always liked the idea
of using different mediums and
activities in class. When I started
my career in 2006, most lecturers
just used PowerPoint and few
would ever conceive of using pop
culture clips in class. It wasn’t
until I moved to America in 2012
[Wayne spent four years at Penn
State University and two years at
the University of Arizona] that I
began to experiment more. I was
now part of a broader economics
education community, in which
people were encouraged to be
more innovative. During this
period in America, I developed a
reputation for being an innovator
using media and active learning
techniques.
Five to 10 years ago, it was
difficult to use foreign-language
pop culture in class, but over
time, language and cultural
differences have broken down
and audiences are now more
receptive to foreign-language
popular culture. And K-pop is
now reaching students who
don’t know much about the
genre because it is played on

commercial radio. Students
listen to music in their everyday
life, so it’s the ideal medium to
teach abstract ideas..
X: How did you decide
which K-pop songs would
best illustrate the economic
concepts you wanted to
explore during the unit?
W: In this semester, I am using
four K-pop songs in my unit. The
choice is based on two factors:
1. Popularity of the artist.
Students are more likely to
connect with an artist they know.
BTS and BLACKPINK are the most
popular K-pop artists.
2. Use the most suitable song
(English or foreign-language)
to illustrate economic concepts.
This semester, I am using:
•
•
•
•

EXO-CBX - ‘Ka-Ching’
(scarcity)
BTS - ‘No’ (externalities)
BLACKPINK - ‘Kill This Love’
(sunk costs)
Yoon Mirae - ‘Flower’
(behavioural economics)

X: How do you think K-pop
can help teach people without
economics
backgrounds
about economics?

The K-pop music videos are slick
and regularly set global records
for downloads. The visual
aspect of the music video is as
important as the lyrics. Each
K-pop video I show in class has
the English lyrics and economic
commentary, so students are
able to connect the lyrics with
the themes of the unit.
When you use K-pop and other
music genres in class, you
need to be intentional about
its use to maximise the value.
Playing a song in isolation is
not really useful. I like to use a
warm-up activity, then follow
the music video with questions
and discussion. Having a postactivity assessment in the form
of a quiz is a great way to see
what students have actually
learned.
X: Why do you think we don’t
see as much international pop
culture being used to teach
economics?
W: Economic educators have
been teaching with pop culture
for decades, but the idea of
using foreign-language teaching
resources to create a more
inclusive and diverse classroom
has only recently been taken up.

W: Students with no background
in economics often find it easier
to understand a difficult or
abstract concept through pop
culture than with a graph or a
mathematical explanation.

In the previous decade, barriers
to consuming foreign-language
media have fallen with the
growth of streaming and the
rise of YouTube (with English
language subtitles). The supply
of available foreign-language
media is growing.

The importance of using music
to teach economics is well
documented and goes back
to the early 2000s. Music is a
great way of connecting with
students because it taps into
their experience of everyday life.

The lack of diverse teaching
materials is now a demand side
issue. Most instructors are still
risk averse. My hope is that this
K-pop project (which includes
teaching guides) will further
reduce the costs of using foreign-
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language media and allow
instructors to diversify their
curriculum.
I am not advocating for
instructors to restructure their
entire course around K-pop or
foreign-language pop culture,
rather
make
incremental
adjustments to their existing
pedagogical approach. The
progression towards using more
foreign-language clips in the
classroom should be a gradual
decision based on marginal
analysis.
X: Is there another pop culture
medium that you think would
help teach economics and that
you might research more into
in the future?
I see the use of foreign-language
pop culture as a new frontier in
teaching. I’m open-minded about
what I use in my classroom. I am
often guided by my students and
other academics who share new
ideas. My most recent project
uses media from across the globe
to teach economics (11 teaching
guides from 11 different countries
to explain 11 different economics
concepts).
You can go onto the Lot’s Wife
website for bonus interview
material.
Wayne’s K-pop research has
been accepted for publication
by the International Review of
Economics Education. You can
read the draft manuscript at:
https://dx.doi.org/10.2139/
ssrn.3732471
If you have any pop culture
suggestions for Wayne, you can
contact him at wayne.geerling@
monash.edu
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Champion Boy
Spice Girls

In Frame: Emma Nguyen
“Blue was the unlucky colour for my
zodiac and look at me I’m behind on
10+ lectures”

In Frame: Clare Kim & Clara Lee

@alex.liu

In Frame: Kathy Lee & Becca Nguyen
& Eevie Sian
@kathy.lee & @bec_nguyen @eeviesian

Same Pose

In Frame: Alex Liu
“This is my gym fit”

@clxrekim & @clara_lee__

Art by Kathy Lee

Bromance

In Frame: Ricky Ma &
Marcus Ng

@_maricky & @marcuskayloong

Minimal Effort

Tried to Match

In Frame: Yasmin Lay & Jessica Ngo
“Can’t even coordinate our outfits
after 6 years of friendship”

In Frame: Phil Guo

@yasminlay_ & @jess.ngoo

@phil.guo
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Yin and Yang
In Frame: Linh Thái & Daniel Yan
@hotline_blinh & @dan.yan0301

In Frame: Nicholas Tran &
Phuong Pham
“It’s a comfy fit”
@nickshleeps & @p.huongph
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Online Learning

Cousins

Bonnie and Clyde

@jennzlv & @jessle_ng

@jason_liuu_ & @ivyyyyyyyyyin

In Frame: Jenn Ly & Jess Le

Kinda Basic Pinterest

It Was Brown This Time

In Frame: Nguyet Nguyen
“I saw this fit on Pinterest and it works
with every sweater colour”
@03newin
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In Frame: Kathy Lee & Sereena Chhor
@kathy.lee & @sereenachhor
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Flowers
In Frame: Linda Chen

In Frame: Jason Liu & Ivy Yin

@cod3rgirl_

Eshay Bah

In Frame: William Zhang

In Frame: William Lay
@willlay0203
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Theatre Review: Treats
(Southbank Theatre)
Words by Clara Yew
I’ve missed this.
The theatre beckons you, ‘Come, sit in the dark
and feel something.’

Her portrayal starts off as shrill and assertive
as she articulates her desires to both of the
men. Yet, as the show progresses Coleman
draws out Ann’s vulnerabilities as she becomes
increasingly distressed and subdued.

It’s been so beautiful to see Melbourne come
back to life. Masks off. Music on. Capacity limits
increasing. With all of that comes the revival
of our beloved local performing arts scene.
Or sometimes, if we’re very lucky, something
entirely new arises.

Martin brings nuance to the character of Patrick.
Initially, Patrick is depicted as a befuddled fool
who is the butt of every joke, but Martin’s acting
emphasises the earnestness in all that Patrick
does. He is trying to tell Ann he loves her, he is
trying to accommodate Dave’s intrusion, he is
just trying so hard.

Enter Fever103. Now personally, I would have
thought that lockdown would have been the
worst time to start a theatre company, but their
co-founders, Director Monique Marani and
Producer Harry Dowling saw it differently.

The role of Dave could be simplified to an
aggressive, resentful man full of bravado, and
Jacquinot’s acting certainly conveys this. If I
met Jacquinot’s Dave on a train, I would change
carriages. He is scary, provocative, and prone
to violence. Yet Jacquinot manages to bring
out the intricacies, insecurities, and traumas
of such a man in his acting. I never liked the
character Dave – nonetheless, I was startled by
how much I could empathise with where he was
coming from.

Their take on Christopher Hampton’s 1976 play,
Treats, was both comedic and confronting.
Viewers become well acquainted with this
duality over the two hours of the play. Hampton
has previously explained that he wrote Treats in
response to his work on the translation of Ibsen’s
A Doll’s House, where the female protagonist
decides to leave her destructive relationship in
the end. In Treats however, Hampton focuses on
a woman who stays put.

The polarising duality of each character
shines through the direction of Marani. She
has meticulously nurtured the flow of the
show so that the shifts in the relationships of
the characters are palpable, believable, and
perturbing. Marani is not afraid to make her
characters unlikeable. It is in this discomfort
that she works her magic. Her added wordless
scenes (to avoid copyright infringement!) are
a compliment to an already enthralling script.
Crucial to these scenes is the unsettling yet
bewitching soundscapes of Chelsea De Wit and
Daniella A. Esposito.

The entire play takes place in a disparaged
English flat where journalist Ann (Ashleigh
Coleman) lives with her new partner, the
steadfast yet hapless Patrick (James Martin).
Their mundane evening is interrupted when
Ann’s ex-boyfriend, Dave (Nicholas Jacquinot),
returns from reporting on the Turkish invasion of
Cyprus and proceeds to force his way into their
home and their relationship.
Coleman is captivating as Ann. She gives the
character a lovely posh British accent that I
want to say is from London.
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Lot’s Wife: What’s your role in this production?
Please explain it to me like I’m five.

Ann’s flat is brought to life through the
thoughtful set design and lighting by Georgie
Wolfe. Most notably, Wolfe is responsible for the
most enchanting window lighting in any play I
have ever seen. My eyes were glued to the stunts
and intimate scenes skillfully choreographed by
Georgia Kate Bell. They reminded me of the way
a car hugs a telephone pole after an accident;
terrifying, impactful, still, but oh gosh you can’t
look away. Oliver Scholast excels as stage
manager. There were easily dozens of props, but
the audience never notices a transition.

Harry Dowling: It’s the producer’s job to coordinate all the technical and logistical aspects
of the show. I run all the non-creative parts of
the team.
Monique Marani: I manage the creative
process. At the beginning, I select the text, which
Harry has been heavily involved in. I develop a
vision for the show, what we want to say with the
show. The easy part is picking a play, there are
so many good scripts out there. It’s deciding the
message. I must have read Treats upwards of a
dozen times. I was researching Piaget, Jung…

A bit of an interview…
I was lucky enough to sit down for a coffee
with some of the crew of Treats at the Monash
Club. Call me naive, but I was surprised by how
close in age to them I am. Monique Marani and
Harry Dowling have opened their own theatre
company, while I have trouble opening Moodle
and checking my grades. In fact, Harry is also
studying at Monash and mentioned his heavy
involvement with MUST (Monash Uni Student
Theatre), along with other crew members.
Joining me at the table were:
•
•
•
•

(Marani lists just about every psychoanalyst
and theatrical theorists that my highschool
Theatre Studies teacher taught us about, and
then some. She’s brilliant.)
MM: My favourite part of directing is talking to
actors. A character could have three lines and
the actor should go through that process and
know their favourite, childhood traumas, what
they had for breakfasts, wants, needs, and
desires.

Monique Marani (Director/Co-founder)
Harry Dowling (Producer/Co-founder)
Georgia Kate Bell (Stunt & Intimacy
Choreographer)
Oliver Scholast (Stage Manager)

Oliver Scholast: A stage manager is a really
broad sort of job. A lot of it is making sure
everything is safe. Admin. Running the show.
Coordinating props…
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Art by Sarah Zijlstra

Words by Celine S-F
Content warning: themes of
depression

MM: The stage manager keeps the chaos in
check. The producer organises the chaos. And
the director creates the chaos.
Georgia Kate Bell: And I witness it.
LW: Do you also choreograph it?
LW: What’s one thing I should look out for when
watching the show?

GKB: At times. I was brought on two weeks into
the project. I worked with Monique to facilitate
two main fight scenes and an intimate scene.
It’s about making sure actors feel comfortable in
scenes while making them realistic. In the same
way a dance is choreographed, these scenes
are planned to a tee, to ensure the scene can be
replicated every night.

HD: Look out for the mirror and where you think
it is.
OS: My fake blood.
(There’s a whole anecdote about him mashing
strawberries during rehearsals that didn’t make
the final draft. Watch me ask my editor for
forgiveness).

LW: One of my favorite lines from the presser
[press release] Harry sent me was ‘you will see
yourself in these characters for better or for
worse,’ can you elaborate on that?

GKB: The punch.

HD: That’s the thing. When you watch a play like
this you’re getting a window into someone’s life.
As with your own, if anyone was spectating you
throughout your life they would see the good,
the bad, and ugly. All kinds of things. There’s no
good guys or bad guys in this show; there’s just
people.

MM: The moments of light and shadow.
***
Fever103 presented Treats at the Southbank
Theatre from 8–11 April 2021. Be sure to keep an
eye out for their future performances. With a
debut like this, I can’t wait to see what they do
next.

MM: It’s what we want to do with this company.
We want to treat theatre as a galvanisation of
the self. You are going to see yourself in all of
these characters. That’s the human experience.
It’s as exhilarating as it is disappointing, and
boring. And painful. Life is very painful. But how
better to celebrate that than through a beautiful
drama like this.

Peeling back the layers to find the core
of where it all began,
where the soul crushing manifestation
of teeth gnashed on my bones,
when I tried to speak,
tried to climb out of the flesh mound
that confined me but kept me warm,
kept the hail from pummelling in my
skull as I lifted my head,
lifted it to climb the walls I built myself,
to keep you out,
to keep you all out but too clawed for
attention, in a quest to be seen.
But this time, I want in.
I want to wake up to the same sunlight as others, not draw the drapes,
I want to watch it perform crystals scapes on my ceiling moving with the chandelier
caught by the breeze,
the breeze that ensues from the cracked window,
shooting pollen from blossomed magnolias, craving attention and warmth like I do
from anything that will whisper my name and hush me to calm,
hush me to a vibrant field
that cushions me as I blink
and fall into its embrace,
into its quest to live and die and do it all again,
to live with the assurance of death and live out each day as though it were my last,
as though I would be picked from only the flowers that show,
or from the roots to be remembered and admired elsewhere,
or be cut back to make room for another,
to make room for something that blooms yellow when I’ve only ever bloomed
faded shades of blue,
for I couldn’t accept my story, couldn’t accept that blue is something worthy too and not just
what’s held me back, but what’s made me wise, heartily felt.
May your blues surge and not define you, as you mingle with your social loneliness,
in search of something new, something to soak your mind in and call yours.
I just hope you pay a visit to the old you too,
or at least remember her, from time to time.
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A Sublime
Existence
Words by Zoe Parsons
Content warning: anxiety
My head is a muddle, there is so much commotion,
pinpoint something, something, in this frenzied emotion.
Thoughts, a cyclical torment, around and around,
like a ship on a reef, I’m stuck. Run aground.
Loathing it fills me, a hatred so deep,
mainly for myself, it keeps me from sleep.
Strength, resilience, they laugh in my face,
nothing is wrong, yet I’m such a disgrace?
Knowing myself: an impossible task,
dichotomous and changing, I must don a mask,
one that smiles and laughs and dances till dawn,
is bubbly all over, yet deeply forlorn.
Connecting to others is hard in this state,
“Who really cares?” is my constant debate.
Bubbling and churning, it will all overflow,
all this negative energy, where will it go?
I just want to scream, chop off all of my hair,
run away to the forest, and simply live there.
For that’s where my brain goes quiet for a time,
just me and the trees, an existence sublime.

Art by Lucia Roohizadegan
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Art by Clara Yew
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Why Superhero
Movies Matter
Words by Seamus Mintrom

Why do superhero movies matter? It’s a question
that I’ve never stopped to ask. Why am I so
fascinated by these films? Why are we, as a
culture, so obsessed with them? Maybe it’s
because these movies have come out so frequently
over the past decade that we’ve never been given
a moment to not think about them. First, Avengers:
Endgame came out, then Spider-Man: Far From
Home, and then Joker. So not being able to stop
thinking about them might have been true... until
2020.

The first superhero movie I can remember watching
was Batman (1989) when I was nine years old and
much like the audiences who saw it first in 1989, I
loved it. Tim Burton’s vision of Gotham was unlike
anything I had ever seen before and I would play
that Lego Batman video game over and over just
to listen to the score by Danny Elfman. Now as an
18-year-old, I can recognise that the film doesn’t
really have a story and the gorgeous visuals and
one-liners certainly take the driver’s seat. But do I
still love it? Yeah, I do.

It’s pretty telling that we kept talking about
superhero movies in a year that had barely two
of them to scrape together. So clearly it’s not just
Hollywood forcing these movies down our throat.
No, we genuinely connect to these movies for some
reason and they are only becoming more popular.
This month alone I’ve watched: the Sam Raimi
Spider-Man trilogy, Wonder Woman, Avengers:
Age of Ultron, Superman Returns, the Captain
America trilogy and Thor: Ragnorok. Now, I’ll be the
first person to say that not all superhero movies
are great. Yeah, there are a ton of bad ones – I just
named some, but there are more good ones.

My point is that what’s special about superhero
movies is that when you grow up, your perspective
of them changes, not just about their quality but
also about the characters. You might notice that
the best superhero movies have extremely childlike crazy action juxtaposed with mature drama.
As a kid, a scene where Spider-Man goes home
to his small, lonely apartment might fly over your
head but as a ‘grown-up’ it means the world to
know that your favourite superhero feels just as
miserable as you do. I mean, show Star Wars
to a five-year-old and a 35-year-old who have
never seen it before and they’ll probably have
very similar feelings coming out of it, and that’s
not a knock to Star Wars. The fact that you can
always watch those movies the same way you did
as a child is likely why people feel so nostalgic
for them. But it’s because of superheroes’ duality
– Bruce Wayne and Batman, T’Challa and Black
Panther, Diana Prince and Wonder Woman – and
the way that we perceive them depending on our
age that we keep coming back to these movies: it’s
new every time. As a kid I saw the super but now I
see the human – the person behind the mask.

Before writing this essay I considered: what’s the
obvious answer to why superhero movies are so
popular?
Well, they are big budget ‘crowd-pleasers’ which
is accurate. Seriously, what does the word ‘crowd
pleaser’ even mean? It describes a thing that can
appeal to and engage people of any age. First off,
I’m going to take you back to 2011.
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We wear masks every day, and I’m not talking about
those ones. I’m sure this has been drilled into you at
school assemblies and in YouTube videos all your
life but it’s true. I wear a mask, you wear a mask. It’s
pretty much a fundamental aspect of the human
condition, the struggle between our true selves and
the one we are trying to display to the world. What is
your real identity? Clearly this theme is not exclusive
to superhero movies but literal masks as a metaphor
for duality is present in almost all of them and is
what makes them unique. For some heroes, their
physical mask is the disguise, for others their face is
the disguise, and in some cases, both are disguises
and the real person is buried underneath. Despite not
having a secret identity, Steve Rogers, aka Captain
America, constantly grapples with being perceived
as a living legend, but on the inside, he is really a
man out of place in modern times. This is why in the
final battle of Captain America: The Winter Soldier,
his old-fashioned costume symbolises the values he
holds onto, in an America he doesn’t recognise.
Flash-forward to April 2018 and I’m watching
Avengers: Infinity War in the cinemas on opening day
with a crowd of fans who are collectively immersed
in the world Marvel Studios built. This was the single
greatest moment I’ve ever experienced in a theatre
and I’m fairly certain that I’m not alone in saying
that. Why though? It’s understandable that those
who aren’t invested in the Marvel Cinematic Universe
would label it a ‘roller coaster thrill’ out of context.
But we have to remind ourselves why these movies
are popular in the first place. Marvel didn’t grow to
make consecutive billion dollar movies out of fan
service or explosions. No, these movies are huge
because people see themselves in Tony Stark and
Steve Rogers.
You might say that superheroes wearing masks is so
far away from us but it’s exactly like us. Their duality is
universal – they are always hiding something. Who’s
the real person? Spider-Man, who rescues people,
or Peter Parker, who works at the Daily Bugle and at
a pizza delivery restaurant. Neither. The real Peter
Parker is someone no one else knows. His apartment
depicted in Spider-Man 2 is one of the rare places we
truly see him unmasked. Similarly, behind the ego,
the real Tony Stark has chronic anxiety issues and the
real Bruce Wayne copes with unresolved trauma from
the death of his parents. The silver screen is a mirror,
at least to me. I, like everyone else, wear an invisible
mask every day, so no wonder these characters are
always on my mind.
Art by Ruby Comte
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Sometimes I’d rather appear better than just be
better and then there comes a day when you wake
up and realise that the mask you’re trying to wear
just doesn’t fit anymore – in fact it never fit.
Maybe that’s why there are so many grown
adults from all around the world who genuinely
love superhero movies, maybe that’s why Thor
arriving in Wakanda (Avengers: Infinity War) is
so memorable. Because in a world that tells you
to grow up and put on a mask, sitting down in a
theatre and watching literal masked characters
struggle with their emotions and vulnerability is
one of the only times where you can take it off.

In The Dark Knight’s boat scene, Gotham civilians
on two seperate ferries are forced by the Joker to
decide, within an hour, to either save themselves
by detonating the bombs on the other boat or
waiting until both boats explode. Ultimately the
civilians make the decision not to sacrifice the
other, proving the Joker’s belief that all humans
are inherently immoral is false. In the Spider-Man
2 train scene, New York civilians save Spider-Man
after he stops a sabotaged train from falling off
the tracks. Directors, Christopher Nolan and Sam
Raimi understood the effects that superheroes
have on an audience. In Batman Begins, Gotham
City is depicted as basically hell on earth – it’s
corrupt beyond the point of no return. So Bruce
Wayne returns to the city saying his goal is to
inspire people out of apathy because he knows
he can never end crime. So those scenes hit
hard because superheroes are not ‘above us’ or
high and mighty. Instead they are one of us, and
the most powerful thing a hero can do is inspire
individuals to make changes in their own lives.

I used to think that as a kid you look up to
superheroes and when you’re grown up you see
eye to eye with them. Now, I would like to add
something to that statement. Maybe you relate
to them more, but that aspirational quality of
superheroes never truly goes away. Let me ask
you, what are the most memorable scenes from
The Dark Knight and Spider-Man 2? Okay, well
there’s a lot. But arguably the emotional peak of
those films are the boat scene and the train scene
respectively where the focus shifts to ordinary
people.

So why do superhero movies matter? Why are
we fascinated by these films and why am I
obsessed with them? Well, these movies speak to
the internal conflicts of people from across the
world and yet at the same time they are loud, in
your face and filled to the brim with extravagant
action. Ultimately, it is this mixture of childhood
wonder and relatable struggles that make them so
memorable, so relatable and so inspiring.

Art by Ruby Comte
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MicroFiction,
MacroFeelings

Art by Zoe Gomez Cassardo

Words by Zoe Bartholomeusz

“Nowhere I’d rather be,” I said, kissing his chest.
He squeezed my shoulder. “I love you. I hope you
know that.”
Even now, a tear forms.
A whole year it took him.
Did I ever truly know?

Art by Joshua Nai
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Sweet
October
Words by Eliot Walton
Content warning: sex and erotic themes
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one sweet october night
we shared a single bed
the sweat of our skins
perfuming the air
your breath brushed
my cheek
heating and cooling
by turns
hair flared across pillows
nightgowns tangled
at our feet
In. Out. In. Out.
soft breaths, and
the city’s sounds
whisper by the window
but cannot break
our sacred stillness
the dawn rays creep in stripes
discovering our nightgowns
our shoes, our socks
our wounds, our wilds
sweet sleeper, when you wake
you roll and stretch and yawn –
all liquid-languid motion
all softness and smiles
Good morning. Good morning.
your eyes are sun-warmed earth
your skin, rose-petal soft
the sun intrudes at the window
and we drop the blind
to banish him
we fold together –
feather-touches and
butterfly-kisses
and we stay
just a little longer

Art by Clara Yew
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All There Is

Lot’s Wife • Edition Three

Words by Jazz Everitt

All I ask is that you cling to me.
Hold me in your palms;
a mass of opened petals,
warm like glass,
that watches blushing skies in the summer.
All that I am,
seems not quite it
but I think it has to do.
I lie amongst a bed of daisies
with the narcissism of a sunflower
hoping that I, one day, may bloom too.
But if it is so that I might not,
and instead exist as just myself
lying here, amongst the daisies,
then I hope, at least
I will be okay.
And if this is all there is
then I am grateful,
that I should be so lucky
to touch the sun.

Art by Myles Blum
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Cover Art by Tatiana Cruz
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