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Lot’s Wife.

I will need to cut my teeth as a poet on the
gilded razor haloes of
glib salespeople, if

Lot’s Wife acknowledges the traditional custodians of the land, the people of the Kulin Nations. We pay our
respects to their Elders past, present and emerging. Sovereignty has never been ceded.

only to write a poem
worthy of your lush eyes
that gleam and glimmer like the Amazon.

W

elcome to Semester 2 at Monash University Clayton. We hope that this semester brings you all more certainty
in the wake of the recent lockdowns which consumed our holidays, resulted in cancelled trips, and meant
working from home for most of us. Nevertheless, we still have some faith that the upcoming 12 weeks will
involve some normalcy as many of us experienced in Semester 1.

*

Since our last editors note, a majority of the Australian population has been subjected to lockdowns, with Victoria now
recording over 170 days under stay-at-home orders. It seems as if we jinxed the enviable position of Australia in our
previous message to you all when we called upon everyone to look outwards to the wider world. Even though vaccine
rates continue to increase and we can finally see an end to this crisis, albeit distant, we need to remember that we live
in unprecedented circumstances and that changes to how we work or study could happen at a moment’s notice.

Locally, there are various ways you can all have some enjoyment on campus. With the return of semester brings the
return of student events, with the MSA and student clubs spending a lot of time and effort to make something fun for
you all. If you didn’t in Semester 1, ensure you expose yourself to on-campus activities in Semester 2 if you can. We now
know what it is like not to have these festivities so don’t miss the opportunity to immerse yourselves in fun with your
fellow students.
Before signing off, we find it necessary to address the vaccination rollout and media coverage of COVID-19. While not
all journalists and commentators are guilty of this, we warn against the fear-mongering and moral panic created by
the media. This includes public appearances by our leaders in which they pit themselves against each other, flaring
tensions and incensing the general public. This does no good and only serves to embed more disdain in an already
anxious public. As we strive to develop herd immunity through the vaccine rollout, we encourage you to seek the proper
medical advice prior to getting vaccinated.
Coming to a close, we cannot reiterate enough our desire for the end of 2021 to bring about more positive change. We
need to get past the issues of COVID-19 and bring some stability to all our lives.

- Lot’s Wife Team
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Words by Oliver Cocks

Not everything is doom and gloom and there are a few sweet points to distract us from the pandemic. The Olympics
have now commenced, serving as the first major international sporting event since the onset of COVID-19. However, this
coming together of athletes from all corners of the world hasn’t been without its own controversy, with doubts over
whether it was appropriate to utilise valuable resources and risk the safety of millions in holding this event. While this
is arguable, especially since the Olympics in recent years have been blown out of proportion financially, the event
provides an opportunity for countries to engage with each other and use sports as a forum to resolve impasses. This is
needed during the COVID-19 era more than any other time in modern history.

P(r)oem

In this edition, we continue to celebrate the creative talent of many of our writers along with exploring important issues
facing us all. This includes insight into Australia’s vaccine rollout, climate change, gender equality, and our economy.
We live in both dire and exciting times with unprecedented changes at local and international levels. We call upon you
all to use your voice and give your opinion on new challenges we face. Pen and paper, or now Word document and
keyboard, is crucial in initiating a constructive dialogue on the future we will build for ourselves and future generations.

burning
and
burning
anew
you
write
my
breathings
with
words
as
laden
as
winter
as
sharp
as
kerosene
*
I will need to invoke the Muse,
reports of whose death
have not been much
exaggerated (then, that’s life,
is it not?), but who, in
their unfathomable, intractable
beauty, will give me the strength
to write you a poem.
Art by James Spencer
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Words by Tehseen Huq

Content warning: sexual harassment, mentions
of rape
When I was nine years old, my mum sat me
down and gave me a lecture on all the different
ways men can and will want to hurt my body
and how society is sure to blame it on me.
Her sombre voice laced with a threatening
undertone petrified me. I didn’t understand
much of it back then. I wondered if boys were
also on the receiving end of such warnings.
My innocuous mind could not comprehend
how my body, as a woman, could be such a
problem.

I remember watching the news which showed
families of rape victims crying hysterically.
Demanding justice. Begging for justice. I saw
vulgar comments on social media, comments
that made me shudder with revulsion. People
berating and debasing the victim. To them,
the emancipation of women is unfathomable.
I struggled to love my body. So did my female
friends. It’s hard to have a healthy relationship
with your body when you are surrounded by
so much negativity. Every time I hear the news
of another rape victim, it’s as if I can hear their
cries. But all I can do is commiserate and hope
I’m not the next one in line because, after
all, what can I do? I can’t change society’s
mindset in a day or even in a few years.
Such misogyny has been embedded in our
culture for generations. A generational curse
of normalising the segregation of women. Of
viewing women as second-class citizens.

I thought I’d forget what she said as time went
by, that this was just one of those many stupid
things that she was unnecessarily paranoid
about. But society didn’t let me forget as I grew
up. In fact, society induced a debilitating fear
in me. I constantly looked over my shoulder no
matter where I was or what I was doing.
My body is an object of desire and also an
object of flagrant criticism. The paradox is
incomprehensible. I remember holding my
dad’s hand as I walked home from school. I
remember the wandering eyes of two middleaged men. I remember their lurid stares as
their eyes traced every inch of my body. I was
six. My brain didn’t register how I was feeling
as the hair on my body stood erect. Now I
know what I felt was fear, pure unadulterated
fear.

I dream of monsters with beguiling eyes
chasing me. Their malevolent laughter echoing
through a dark forest. I run as far away as
I can but I can’t escape. They grab me with
their filthy hands. I’m impotent in their grasp.
I’m a prey in a hunter’s net. I see a girl in a
tattered red dress, her clothes barely clinging
to her body. Her hair is disheveled and her
face is smeared with mud. Her virulent gaze is
directed at the monsters. But she knows that
she is powerless. She can’t help me. Her gaze
swings towards me and I don’t know if she’s
pitying me or welcoming me to her world. She
is simply a spectre, a spirit stuck in a limbo.

I think of the time when I went shopping with my
family and I could instinctively feel someone’s
lascivious gaze on me. I turned around, but
not fast enough. I felt a hand brush my back. I
flinched. I told a friend from school. She said it
happened because I didn’t cover up properly.
As if me wearing jeans and a t-shirt warranted
a touch without my consent. As if my body is
just a vessel without life, simply there to entice
the perverse male gaze.

And when I’m dragged to the depths of
oblivion thrashing and screaming, I think
I hear a squeaky voice laced with fear: “I’m
sorry”. I don’t know if I imagined it.
Perhaps, she was another soul of an angel
gone too soon from this world. She was
someone’s daughter, sister or friend. She was
someone.

I remember the newspapers strewn across
the coffee table in my living room, all with
conspicuous headlines of rape cases.
6

My heart aches. I wake up in a cold sweat,
struggling to breathe.
Sometimes, I also have pleasant dreams. I
have dreams of us living in a world where
women are treated equally and equitably. A
world where a woman in a powerful position
of leadership is considered just as valid as a
man in that same position. I dream of a world
where women can embrace their sexuality
and their sexual prowess. Where women
are no longer subjugated or chained to the
norms of patriarchy. They have a myriad of
opportunities and can be anything they want.
It’s a world where rape is no longer a possibility
because women are given the respect and
bodily autonomy that they deserve. They
travel with alacrity, and being alone on a
highway in the middle of the night does not
scare them. The gender pay gap does not exist
either. In this utopian world, women are strong,
confident, and they live with intrepidity and
free will.
I want to say that as we continue fighting for
our rights, perhaps we’ll see a world like that.
But we still have a long way to go. I was born
in a country where women are still tortured,
raped, denigrated, and denied basic rights
and respect. Once I moved to Australia, I’ve
seen a massive difference in the way women
are treated here. But I believe that we can’t
have a moment of reprieve until the entire
world can say with conviction that women are
safe everywhere – in every corner of the world.
I am not free until every single woman is free
to live without fear and apprehension.
Fighting for our rights is an endless battle
but we owe it to ourselves and to the future
generation of women. We must stand in
solidarity and remake the world into a
place where women feel secure and can
unabashedly chase their dreams, and pursue
their destinies.
7

Lot’s Wife • Edition Four

A Letter to My Body

Lot’s Wife • Edition Four
Art by Lucia Roohizadegan

Words by Simone Kealy
Content warning: body-image issues

Dear Body,
As a human, and especially as a person
with a female body, I have always had an
undercurrent of resentment against you and
the limitations you have set me. Consequently,
I am writing this letter to remind myself that
having a body is not a curse but a blessing.

What it does mean is that I will now try to
remind myself about how you – my body
– have kept me alive for 21 years, and will
hopefully continue to do so for a while to
come. Then maybe, slowly, I’ll begin to hate
you less and possibly even grow to appreciate
you.

When I was a child, I read a book called The
Girl Who Could Fly, which centred around –
you guessed it – a girl who could soar in the
sky. Maybe that’s where I developed the first
inkling of resentment against you. I didn’t have
wings; I didn’t have hollow bones like birds; I
didn’t have feathers. I had vivid dreams where
I could fly through the sky and when I awoke,
I felt disappointed that my hopes had been
dashed.

For instance, when I was 11, I had appendicitis.
I’m not exactly grateful that I had it, but I am
grateful for how quickly I recovered after an
entire organ was literally removed from me.
Now all I have left is a small, smooth scar on
my abdomen to remind me that I not only
survived, but recovered. This scar and several
others are reminders that bodies heal, and how
resilient you are to withstand the challenges
and struggles that life throws at you.

Over the years, I slowly moved away from
these fantastical dreams, and I simply wished
that I was less skinny, and then more skinny.
I wished that I didn’t have back pain, knee
pain, headaches, appendicitis, wisdom teeth
and tinnitus. I grew apart from you, viewing
you as something other than me, something
that was separate or foreign, or at the very
least something that simply helped my brain
continue to function and get me through each
day.

Honestly, this strikes me as miraculous.
It’s also important to remember all of the
small aspects of you that are a product of
generation upon generation of evolution, and
that often go unnoticed. Like your eyelashes,
which help stop sweat from getting in your
eyes, or your body hair, which assists in
regulating your body temperature.
Writing all of this down may not change
my behaviour or my thoughts about you
completely. But next time I’m in the shower
with a razor in my hand ready to shave, I’ll try
to pause and remember why you are the way
you are, and how you came to be this way.

To entrench these views, films, TV, and social
media told me that you were not good enough.
You didn’t have clear skin, hairless arms and
legs and a flat stomach, and therefore I didn’t
have worth. Both society and myself had
worked together to hate this amalgamation
of muscle, bone, cartilage, hair, organs and
sinew.

In essence, thank you for sustaining me, for
healing me and for keeping me alive. We have
been through so much together, whether those
experiences have been positive or negative.
Yet through it all, you have endured. You are
wondrous.

But after so many years of hating you, I’ve
grown tired. So now, I’ve had enough. This
does not mean that I will stop under-valuing
you – to be honest, I will probably continue to
do so.

Yours sincerely,
Simone.
8
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Armchairs
in the
Bedroom
Words by Jess Vandervinne

The white corridors stretch beyond me endlessly. I force
my feet to move, composing my face with determination.
As I make my way past the walls, my eyes are drawn
to each doorway as I pass. Room after room of frail old
men, faces dazed, tucked into armchairs or swallowed
up in bed. I flick my eyes back down to my shoes, always
a moment too late.

And a bruise. I have never seen one so dark. Almost
black, it worms in a splotchy pattern along his side, like
spilt ink on paper.

I step back once more, finding solace behind the wall.
Tears well until my vision blurs, but I look up blinking
harshly, gaining control over them again.

It strikes me with a jab. Her lone struggle is registered
clearly on her face. But I haven’t been there to recognise
it.

“Look at these battle scars,” he grins, eyebrows raised.
I take him in, one arm holding onto the sink for support.
My mind can’t connect this fragile outline of a man with
my solid father.

I stand listening, floating outside the closed door.
Yellow light flitters at the cracks and I hear their voices
mumbling, but I remain in the dark, shutting myself out.

“I can take that.” It slips out of my mouth as I approach
her.

I raise my eyebrows back and bob my head, impressed,
but my face is tight. I slip away, allowing the wall to
separate us. I look up and blink hard until the feeling
ebbs.

“I’ll do some weeding up here.” She settles down to the
same level as the plants.

Dad finally catches my gaze in the mirror.

From where I sit tucked in an armchair, I watch them like
an unnoticed spectator to their married life. Floating. It’s
only when Mum tells me off for staring that I realise I’m
not an omniscient onlooker.

I practically had to push her outside. Every moment
revolves around him. She has been rooted to his side
since he came home, even more now after the incident.
Yet, I can feel myself edging further and further from him.
My armchair now lies empty. The string that intertwined
us so closely, stretches taut as I close the door behind
me, a protective wrap covering my heart.

In the first days when he was back, she sat by his side
spooning soup into his mouth tenderly.

I pull and trim and snip at the garden, angling my head
to the side critically.

“You know his hands work, Mum,” I joked.

I notice a withering plant before me, the leaves curling
up in pain at its tips. A vine roped tightly around its frail
stalk. Brown tainting the pure green. I hook a finger
around the tip of the vine and hold my breath as I
carefully peel it from the green stalk, but still the leaves
shake pitifully and flitter to the dirt. When the procedure
is over, it still tilts oddly, as if only a fragile half of itself
remains.

She just laughed and stroked his hair, as he smiled up at
her; utterly absorbed in one another.

His room is much the same, squeezed inconspicuously
in the corner where two walls meet. I pause at the
door, taking him in. Sitting in an armchair, his usual
domineering frame looks feeble. His face is scrunched
up in a grimace, eyes squeezed shut.

But now, her hands are cold and professional. They fuss
about him, picking the crumbs off his sheets pointedly
and badgering about his medication.

Finally, I pull down my face mask and knock gently on
the door, wrestling a tight smile onto my face.

Dad too, is different. I register his distant gaze, how he
pushes away her hands, responding with a dry “yes
dear.”

“Hey Dad.”

And so, he slips further away. He shifts from the
domineering lead to a frail recluse, book tucked tightly
under his nose. Eyes slowly closing when our voices
rise in argument or jest, instead of breaking them up or
joining in with the banter.

His eyes open to look over at me. He gives me one of
those typical closed-mouth, Dad smiles.
I suppress the urge to cover my face with my mask.

How quickly we slip into roles.

I carry the armchair roughly into their bedroom and
drop it down into place. The finishing touch. I smile
with satisfaction at the mismatched chairs stolen from
different parts of the house, arced in a circle in my
parents’ bedroom. All turned to face him as our orbit.

A quiet thump echoes ominously off the tiles. I look at
her, and she looks at me, frozen in this moment. Silence.
Mum is the first to her feet, her heels thumping down the
hall. My mind is frozen, but my body isn’t and of its own
accord it trails quickly after her.

He pulls himself up into a seated position on the bed,
wincing with that same pain-filled grimace.

She squeezes into the bathroom and the door closes
slightly behind her. I touch it with my fingertips and feel
the pressure behind the door, but it refuses to open more
than a crack.

Curled up in my armchair, I avert my eyes quickly back
into my book. Frowning in concentration, I try to haze
out the sounds of his grunts as he struggles to his feet.
With another glance, I see him hobbling slowly to the
bathroom, an arm roped tightly around his stomach as
if holding his organs in place.

I stand outside staring at the white panels. My thoughts
are racing, but my body is unfazed; my arms hang
limply by my side, my face still.
“Are you okay? You passed out, honey.” Mum’s voice
is soft and soothing, but through the door I can hear it
tremor.

I walk past the bathroom, and catch a glimpse of him
shirtless, examining himself in the mirror. My body grinds
to a halt at the doorway.

I crack the door an inch and see them on the floor: Mum
sitting upright cradles Dad’s head in her lap. His body
dwarfs hers. It’s stretched out long on the tiles with
his legs blocking the door. His face is sickly pale, eyes
flitting.

I count the five holes where they had entered his rounded
stomach. Each tiny bandage is dotted with dark blood
to show where they dug, resealed.
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My body instinctively wants to draw away at this
closeness, but my mind wills it to remain. I hug her
abruptly. It is a clunky embrace, her arm extended
stiffly so as not to spill the tea, but we still fit together
perfectly. My head resting low on her shoulders, I can
feel her release as she exhales.
I walk onto the balcony and smile meekly as I hand the
cup to him.
“Hey,” Dad says, lightly holding my hand back before I
turn away. “I’ve been distant. I’m sorry.”
Dad’s softened face looks at me fully, eyes scanning my
own, piercing deep to my core.
My eyes well with tears instantly, but I let them breach
the rim. They fall, hot down my cheeks and keep coming
in silent streams.
“So have I,” is all I can manage to reply.
I pull a chair closer to him and lean my head on his
shoulder.
We look out from the balcony, where the plants are a
deep green, fresh after the rain. The rise and fall of his
chest synchronises with mine as we breathe a linked
breath.

Finally, she probes him tentatively.

“I’m here now.”

Where are you George? You’ve gone off somewhere. We
need you.

It could have been said by either of us.

He clutches at the armrest of the chair till his knuckles
whiten, his face red and distasteful.
“You have no idea, I’m in constant pain. Constant. Let’s
see how you deal with it!” he spits.
He’s looking at Mum. Eyes angry and unrecognisable.
From this side of the room, I will myself to dissolve into
the sofa, but my insides are being wrung like a dishcloth,
anchoring me to the ground.
Her mouth parts to say something and she glances at
me for a word, a look, anything – but my wide eyes
just stare back and then dart to the floor. Once again, I
remain on the outside. Closing myself off and shutting
them out.

Sitting at the kitchen counter, I catch a glimpse of
Mum pouring the kettle. I’m struck by her methodical
movements, and yet there’s a tint of care. She dips the
teabag once, twice, until the water becomes a milky
brown. As she lifts it by the tag and slips it with a thump
into the bin, a drop splashes on the counter.
I notice how her shoulders curl forward slightly, under
the weight. Looking up at me now, she smiles tightly, her
head tilted to the side at my sudden seriousness. But her
smile is tired, and her eyes are dull.
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Ch op

Words by Huang Yanchao

A continuation of ‘Pop-hiss’ (Edition 1, 2021)
and ‘Crack’ (Edition 2, 2021).

“Have I told you what I think my name means?” Teng Ye
asked as he tossed the ball to Wei Wen.
“Err, no?” The question clearly took Wei Wen by surprise,
and he fumbled the ball. The duo was in a small park,
somewhere between the high school that they had attended as teenagers and where they lived. It was a park
whose name no one really bothered to find out.
They were shooting hoops at the basketball court they
had been playing at since high school. The ball had
almost succeeded in escaping, but Wei Wen bounced it
back towards himself at the last possible moment.

“Well,” Teng Ye continued, “‘Teng’ 腾 means ‘bringing to
greater heights,’ while ‘Ye’ 业 means ‘industry’ or ‘being
hardworking.’ So, I guess my parents wanted me to be
successful and hardworking.”
“It does sound like what you are now… at least in uni.”
“I guess.”
The faint sound of children playing reached the court,
and the pair turned to watch the nearby playground.
They both envied the children, who looked so carefree
and joyful. When they were their age, Teng Ye was either
being shuttled to enrichment classes or being taught
by his late aunt, while his parents were busy with their
family business. Wei Wen had to look after his younger
sister – or in Wei Wen’s words, they had to babysit each
other. His dad worked long hours, while his mum had to
look after Wei Wen’s sickly grandmother. Wei Wen and
Teng Ye couldn’t remember being that carefree.

“Yeah, something like that. I don’t think they chose it
on purpose. Perhaps it was some unconscious desire or
something.” Teng Ye took aim and threw the ball. But he
missed.
“So, do you want to take over the business?”
“I… I don’t know.”
Wei Wen had the ball now. He held the ball in his hands
because he knew that tone: it was the one Teng Ye used
when he wanted to avoid making decisions, and Wei Wen
didn’t want to disrupt Teng Ye’s thoughts. He knew that
there was some not-so-subtle family pressure for Teng
Ye to inherit the import business, though no one made
him promise anything. They did things like getting him to
work part-time at their office during school holidays, or
would bring him on visits to long-time business partners
during Chinese New Year.
Teng Ye wasn’t exactly keen on the idea. Yet he wasn’t
against it.
“I never knew what I wanted to do with my life,” he said,
staring at the kids playing in the playground. “It was just
‘follow what you’re told to do and be successful.’ Whatever success means.”
Wei Wen remembered having countless such conversations with Teng Ye. They agreed that his parents’ whole
life revolved around their family business, and they didn’t
want to be like Teng Ye’s parents. Not to mention his late
aunt too, who had passed on recently from a sudden
stroke. She prized academic achievement over a lot of
things. Teng Ye had to often tell himself that good grades
aren’t everything. And he was glad Wei Wen was around
to teach him how to loosen up a little.
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Wei Wen just applied for whatever he qualified for, and
took whichever course accepted him.

He caught the ball and tossed it back, and positioned
himself near the base of the pole. There was a loud
metallic clang as Teng Ye’s ball rebounded. He caught it
again and bounced it a couple of times. Unexpectedly,
he stopped, holding the ball in his hand for a full ten
seconds, deep in thought. Then he gave Wei Wen a dead
serious look, and said, “Maybe we should ask them.”

Wei Wen shot another hoop. “Is it true that parents pin
the hopes of their child using their name?”
“Seems possible. I want to think it’s for our benefit.”
“Well,” Wei Wen sighed, “in any case I don’t live up to
my name. I’m neither great nor well-educated.” (‘Wei’ 伟
means ‘greatness.’ ‘Wen’ 文 means ‘studious’ or ‘well-educated.’)
“But you can make people laugh.”

Yet, they both knew he had a point.

“What’s the big deal with that? I only make stupid jokes
and do silly pranks. Definitely not Wei or Wen.”

Teng Ye continued. “If they never speak about it, we’ll
never know what they think. Maybe I was wrong about
the name thing. Maybe they only wanted me to be
happy and they thought that by being hardworking and
successful, then I could be happy.”

“What would you rather they had named you?” Teng Ye
asked. “Xiao Hua?” (‘Xiao Hua’ 笑话 means ‘joke’.)
They both chuckled. Teng Ye seldom teased.

Wei Wen was hesitant. “My parents will probably give
me a long lecture on getting a stable job and stuff. And
being an engineer like dad, who I only see on Sundays.
For the grand duration of one dinner.”

“Hey, why do you never prank me?” Teng Ye asked,
catching Wei Wen by surprise once more.
Wei Wen’s expression turned serious, another rare phenomenon.
“When I first knew you initially, I thought you were a
serious person. Being a prefect with all the good grades.
I thought you couldn’t take jokes. But after knowing
you… I haven’t thought about why not. I… just never felt
the need to.”
“There’s a need?”
“Like I never had the desire to prank you. Perhaps…”
Wei Wen thought for a long while. He bounced the ball
around, but slowly this time. Then he shot through the
hoop. “Because I didn’t need to impress you or pretend
that I liked you by fake-smiling. I knew you liked me as a
person.”
“I see. But I didn’t have much of a choice. It’s not like I
had other friends.”
They both chuckled again, and continued to shoot
hoops. Wei Wen was clearly the better player, able to
score from nearly anywhere within – or sometimes even
just outside – the three-point line. Teng Ye hadn’t scored
even once.

“Well,” Teng Ye said as he caught the ball, “I’ve never
told anyone this… but I hate my name.”

Teng Ye took the ball. He bounced the ball twice and
attempted a throw from the free throw line, but it was an
air ball.

“Wasted,” said Wei Wen. But Teng Ye pretended not to
care, trying not to let his disappointment show. He took
the ball and continued trying.

“Neither did I,” Wei Wen said. The two had had extensive
discussions about choosing their paths after high school.
Most of the time it felt as though they were walking
around in circles. Nothing felt interesting enough. In the
end, Teng Ye took the course he thought he would hate
the least.

“You know,” Wei Wen continued, “I was wondering what
hopes our parents had pinned on us.”
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Wei Wen forced a laugh. Maybe just like Teng Ye, he hated his name, too. He couldn’t live up to his own name, or
more precisely, his parents’ expectations. All he could do
was shoot some hoops and make people laugh. No job
stability in that.
“Honestly,” said Teng Ye, “I’m expecting something similar from my parents too. But I don’t want any regrets.
Like with my aunt. Perhaps it’s time to talk to them
about what they want for me. And try to figure out what
I want. Not exactly sure how I’m gonna achieve that,
though.” He steadied himself as he prepared to launch
the ball another time.

Teng Ye’s ball cut through the hoop cleanly, without
touching the rim. The sound of the ball sliding past the
net was satisfying.

“Not knowing what to choose was fine when we were still
in high school,” Teng Ye continued, watching as Wei Wen
shot and scored. “But when it came to university, I didn’t
know which course to take.”

“So, you think your parents chose your name because
they want you to inherit the business and expand it?”

“That tells you that they value stability. Maybe that’s
where the ‘Wen’ comes in. Education means income
stability. And your dad makes the effort for the dinner to
happen. Even if only once a week.”

Chop.

“Why bring this up all of a sudden?” Wei Wen asked. He
tossed the basketball at the hoop, but it bounced off the
board. He ran a few paces to catch it, then passed the
ball to Teng Ye.

He took a deep breath and sighed. Wei Wen waited.
Teng Ye wouldn’t want to be interrupted. “The name
sounds like they wanted me to improve their business,
since ‘Ye’ also means business.”

They both paused. They knew it would be a tough conversation to have with their parents. It would be tough to
even suggest such a discussion. Since they were young,
they had been told to just listen to their parents. Not
discuss, just listen.

It was at Teng Ye’s thirtieth-or-so attempt when the ball
almost went in. It bounced off the inner rim.

Wei Wen high-fived his friend.
“You know, I’m going to take it that the ball agrees with
me,” Teng Ye joked.

Teng Ye launched another air ball, and continued staring at the net. Wei Wen had caught the hint that Teng Ye
wanted the next couple of throws.
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A thin smile appeared on Wei Wen’s face – a genuine
one.
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Art by Des

Words by Maya

Tick Tock
I write this poem
While staring at my never-ending to-do list
Another day wasted
Procrastinating
Tick Tock
Time goes by
As I sit here
Waiting
Wasting my time

Tick Tock
Consumed by dread
Of Mount Everest
Cursing myself
Wondering why
And just like that, the day is consumed
With nothing accomplished

Tick Tock
Another day
No progress made
The work once hill-high
Now becomes Everest peaks

Tick Tock
The mountain becomes smaller
Yet it feels like there’s no end in sight
Ploughing through the day’s work
Being productive for once

Tick Tock
My mind’s running on full speed
My body becomes tense
Jaws become clenched
Heart racing on full speed

Tick Tock
I’ve sunken into this mess
Isolated
Sleep deprived and starving
Hair a complete mess
Working

Tick Tock
I finally sit down
To start something
Maybe
But alas, today was not the day
The weather was too nice
It would have been a shame not to bask in
the sun
Tick Tock
The deadline is looming
I sit down on the chair
An hour or two
I make good progress
I work until my stomach rumbles
A quick lunch break
Which somehow turns into two
As the day soon turns into nightfall

Tick Tock
The end is near
The mountain’s getting smaller
Consumed in regret
And hope I will never do it again
Despite saying it a million times
Maybe I’ll learn the next time
Tick Tock
The mountain’s disappeared
Instead, my body lies here unable to get up
Run down by the cold
Completely exhausted
For now, it’s my mind’s turn to shut off
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Sink

Unshaven, you observe, but at least in a polo, so you
give him points for that and he says,
“Hey, it’s nice to see you guys,” and the angels chorus
in response and your heart swells. It swells with blissful,
dizzying hope and wildly-placed optimism, and a few
excruciating long hands on the grandfather clock
pass before he grabs his beer, offers a surly “G’night”
and a salute to the crowd and shuffles back into the
black hole of the basement.

Words by Tuyen Pham

Content warning: depression

We had no idea, they’d said. He’d been staying late
for weeks. First one in, last one out. We thought he was
just working on the Schofield case, but he never turned
it in. It’s like he was trying to get fired. We’re so sorry.

You are left there in the slowly dimming nostalgic glow
of friends and good food because somebody has
stabbed a needle into your bubble, and it falls down
in silvery, easy-to-miss pieces on the marble floor.

Your mother’s suggested a mid-life crisis. Your sister’s
suggested drugs, or alcohol, or both. But you know.

But it’s a new day. You slide a plate in front of him with
as chirpy a “Good morning” as you can muster, and
his customary halfhearted grunt of reply scatters the
air. And just like that, you settle into your routine like
jigsaw pieces slotting against each other – muffled
chewing. The relentless turn of the clock. Scrape of
plastic fork against plastic plate. You’ve long stopped
waiting for him to initiate those painful daily attempts
at conversation. You remember when you used to do
that. Looking up at him expectantly, hoping that he’d
cash in on the silence. Now, you suppose, it’s your turn.

You’ve been trying the ‘sink’ method again. It’d gotten
clogged up over Easter and in a fiery spurt of spite
you’d left it sputtering like a car engine, an elephant in
the room, loud and obnoxious and surely unmissable
– but alas. It had almost become a game, counting
the number of the times he walked past the kitchen
without even offering a sideways glance. You’d spent
two weeks washing dishes in the bathroom sink before
you’d given in and pulled out the plunger. Yet here you
are again, trying the same thing over and over, hoping
for a different result. Try and lose, try and lose. Try.

“Has that place – what was it called – Stuart and
Stevens – called you yet?”
“Stuart and Sons,” he mutters. “And no.”

By the time he finally emerges from the shower you’ve
got eggs going on the stove, and bacon to cut through
the foul smell of dishwater. A plastic vase holds up
a pathetic bundle of lilies in the centre of the table,
wilted and worn down from the slow bruising of time.
Marian from work had brought them over for Tuesday’s
potluck, unclipped and dry to boot, but recalling the
last time you’d received flowers you’d accepted them
with grace anyway. You remember the dress you’d
worn that night, the one with the polka dots and the
bulky clasp. “You look perfect in that dress,” he used
to say. “Wear it whenever we go out.” It’d taken you a
good 15 minutes to find the suitcase you’d stashed it
away in for deep storage.

“Right.” You push the scrambled eggs around your
plate until they form a cloud. “Is that the phone
interview one?”
“No, it was the private firm in the CBD.”
Relapse. Isn’t it strange how silence falls thick around
your shoulders like a blanket of snow – muffles your
ears, creeps up around the hem of your socks. Always
at your back. How long can you take it for? Weeks?
Months? Years? You don’t want to find out. You’re at
the end of your rope and there’s a break somewhere
in the line and if only you could find it, take it, and
tie the ends together until they look somewhat like a
functional unit, maybe something would come of all
this. Instead you settle on cutting into your sausage
with a touch more aggression than is required, the
screech of your knife doing well to fill up the void
between you and him.

It’s funny, how hope is. It’s anaesthetic. Amnesiainducing, even. It hands you your nice dress and your
wedding ring and slips rose-tinted glasses around
your ears. Closes you in a bubble and shoves you from
behind onto a conveyor belt, a belt that carries you
down the hallway, past the bathroom, past the halffurnished living room to the dining room where your
friends await, holding their casseroles and platters of
cheese and they erupt in “Oh it’s been so long”s and
“We should catch up more often”s as if in chorus, and
then a shadow stumbles onto a wall and he’s there.

“Medicare won’t cover any more psych visits.” His
voice is like winter.
It occurs to you that you forgot to season the food.
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The rubbery chunk of scrambled egg turns over
and over in your mouth,overcooked and neglected
and hard to swallow. Like a badly-executed lie.
“Do you like the one you’re seeing now?” you ask.
“Can’t afford to start with another one, can we?”
His left pointer finger starts tapping, and you’ve
been taking up space in this partnership long
enough to know that this is a nervous tick of his,
something that only emerges when the fire meets
the gasoline. Your eyes, they wander over those
frigid, cortisol-ridden hands – those hands that
used to hold you and touch you and wipe away
your tears, but now mainly hand you things, dirty
dinner dishes and bank statements but mostly
nothing at all. A cauldron rises in your throat and
as your eyes trace that grey, once-handsome face
you feel it bubbling over, so you try. You reach
across the table and fold your hand over his for the
first time in a lifetime, and it is a quiet reunion. Try,
lose. Try, lose.
Try.
“We’ll just cut down on shopping a bit. We can live
without extra virgin olive oil, can’t we?” You pass
over a reassuring smile, hoping he’ll catch on to it.
It only takes him a few seconds to move his hand
away but it is enough. Oxygen returns to the room,
and you are no longer suspended mid-air with
nothing to hold on to, but floating.
“You know I love you, right?” You put it like a
question, as if you don’t know the answer.
A heavy pause.
“Yeah.”
“Okay.” Silence falls, but it is thinner this time, the
ice broken just a touch. Just a crack. You stack his
plate on top of yours and place the forks to the
side, your fingers trembling. It’s only as you turn
for the bathroom that you feel cold skin brush the
back of your neck. The corners of your eyes blur as
you stand there, bated breath, while a hand pulls
the braid of hair out of your shirt collar where it’s
been tucked in, and rests it gently on the small of
your back.
What do you say? Thank you? You make a
murmuring noise in the back of your throat and
float towards the bathroom, where you stack the
dishes in the too-small sink and lean against the
wall. Feel the corners of your mouth turn up of their
own accord. And if you drifted outside into the
kitchen you’d be able to see him standing there next
to the clogged sink, a plunger between his hands.
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It’s Not You,
It’s Me
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Words by Arushi Thakral

I’ve been pirouetting around social media my entire life. It’s been my soul mate and
my muse. Up until recently, I scrolled mindlessly and struggled to set boundaries, so
much so that I preferred texting people over actually meeting them.
What’s funny is that the online world makes me sick now. My phone, my laptop, and
even television, make me want to cry out loud. They are like that toxic partner that
you keep going back to and regret each time.
It’s ironic how we once preferred sailing alone in the deep waters of our social media
feeds, and that’s all we’ve got now. Distance isn’t a choice anymore, and technology
is our only friend. I ask myself why it feels so weird – isn’t this what I always wanted,
to be on my own, scrolling through Instagram or watching a random series on my
laptop, without having to leave my bed?
I have all the time in the world to do what I always wanted, and it turns out my
perfect life makes me anxious, stressed, and surprisingly unhappy.
All the while, I’ve been in contact with people more than I ever have before. Through
texts, video calls, and emails, I can keep in touch in exactly the way I used to prefer
– but now, all I want is to meet my friends at the cafe I used to resent going to. I want
to sit together, have a glass of red wine, and “cheers” the night away. Being the most
socially awkward person to ever exist, wanting a digital detox is a big deal.
Now that online is the new normal and the internet our saviour, I wish I had a rewind
button, to fall back to when virtual was a possibility and not a replacement.
I think I’ve changed. The world around me isn’t the same anymore – well then, how
could I be?
So, I have a confession to make. Technology, my best pal, I don’t think it’s working
anymore. It’s not you, it’s me!
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Naomi
Osaka:

lineswoman in the fourth round. Seven-time Grand
Slam champion Venus Williams also repeatedly
missed press conferences throughout her career.
Only just this year at the Australian Open did
Serena Williams leave her press conference in
tears after losing in the semi-final. Grand Slam
rules state that athletes must attend post-match
press conferences within 30 minutes of the match
ending, or risk being fined up to $20,000. However,
hearing from players immediately after a major
sporting event, where they haven’t yet processed
the outcome, seems counter-productive.

Is it simply
because we
are used to
it?

American basketball player Rod Benson told
National Public Radio (NPR) that he believes
the reason press conferences are held so close
to a game’s conclusion is purely for the “crazy
reactions” that the media believe they can
incite from athletes. By focusing on athletes’
heated breakdowns or tempestuous comments
immediately after the game, the media can
continue to gain attention and profit from these
athletes.

Words by Lara Christensen

Japanese tennis star Naomi Osaka, ranked
number two in the world at the time of writing,
recently decided to skip the post-match press
conferences that are compulsory at the French
Open. Her decision not to face the cameras, citing
mental health reasons, has caused upset within
the tennis community and beyond, with fellow
tennis stars Rafael Nadal, Ash Barty and Novak
Djokovic agreeing that press conferences are a
painful but necessary part of the sport.

Why can’t the press conferences be held the next
morning? Once an athlete has had the time to
process what has happened and answer questions
with the benefit of perspective. Wouldn’t it be
beneficial for journalists and media organisations
alike? Veteran sportswriter Will Leitch argues that
he struggles to question athletes in the press
conference environment in a way that would “elicit
any sort of meaningful, introspective, enlightening
answer”. As a result, press conferences can be
boring, tiring and disingenuous, with their public
format working more to encourage spectacle and
pantomime, rather than hard-hitting journalism.

However, for 23-year-old Osaka, press conferences
are a source of stress and discomfort, likening the
process to “kicking someone when they are down”.
Osaka has been frank and fearless about her
mental health struggles, admitting that she has
suffered “long bouts of depression” and anxiety
since the 2018 US Open, where she defeated her
childhood hero Serena Williams to win the title.
During this match, Williams received three code
violations from the umpire and the American crowd
vocally booed Osaka during the presentation
ceremony. Osaka’s efforts and humility were
overpowered by the American crowd’s palpable
booing, in what appeared to signify the beginning
of her battle with mental health.

Hamish Bidwell also argues that as a sports
journalist, he finds press conferences “excruciating”
as more often than not, there is an agenda at play
with certain people getting to ask their questions
first in order to set the tone. He further argues that
press conferences are an ordeal for both athlete
and journalist, stating that he’d be happy to gain
the same sort of information from a press release
or social media statement.

Osaka is not the first athlete (cue GIF of Seattle
Seahawks Marshawn Lynch, “I’m only here so I
don’t get fined”) nor the first tennis star to skip a
post-match press conference.
Djokovic, current world number one, skipped a 2020
US Open press conference after he accidently hit a
20

The idea that an athlete’s refusal to attend a press
conference hinders the fourth estate from asking
difficult but necessary questions is moreover an
inaccurate depiction of current sports journalism.
The Associated Press is already in the business of
using artificial intelligence (AI) to create sports
coverage in order to win the race of who can
publish first, indicative of our world of instant
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news. Using AI-driven automation allows media
organisations to increase their revenue, covering
more content.
However, what fuels these algorithms is part of
a larger question. In 2018, Wimbledon used AI
to assist their production teams in the editing of
highlight packages. What the AI analysed most
were player emotion, movement and crowd noises.
This seems to suggest that media organisations
are focused on amplifying the spectacle, but at
what cost to our athletes? Sport is theatrical and
dramatic by nature intertwined with the highs
and lows of being an athlete, but where is the line
between coverage that accurately tells the truth
and selectively magnifies the bad?

they would “probably not be the athletes they
are today”.
As a result, Osaka was the highest paid
sportswoman of 2020 and according to Forbes,
the highest paid female athlete ever. The immense
level of privilege and opportunity that comes
with being an international sports star needs to
be recognised and acknowledged. But it is also
just as important to address the heaviness that
comes with this level of stardom, let alone from
being a young woman of mixed race. It should no
longer be acceptable to simply dismiss someone
who has spoken about their mental wellbeing as
soft and selfish.

When Osaka wrote to the French Open officials
in a private email informing them of her decision
in advance, they rejected the opportunity to work
together and create a media format that is more
compatible and instead treated her like you would
a terrorist in a hostage negotiation situation,
refusing to engage. After her decision to drop
out of the French Open was made public, Gilles
Moretton, head of the French Tennis Federation
wished her well in a public statement and refused
to answer any questions.

It seems that we as a society take issue with
people, especially celebrities, who cite mental
health problems, as if our compassion and
understanding has conditions. Yet we know
that mental health is ubiquitous and does not
discriminate based on profession with Michael
Phelps, Ronda Rousey and Ian Thorpe all having
spoken out about their struggles with depression.
Nevertheless, the response of the wider public has
not yet helped to destabilise the taboo or stigma
surrounding these issues. To accuse Osaka of
being weak and fragile, when she admitted to
the world that she suffers from mental health
problems, is contradictory as someone who is
weak and fragile would not have the courage to
speak so honestly.

Benson also argues that in the 21st century we
have lost clarity around what an athlete’s job is:
to perform at the highest level possible. However,
it is now linked with the ability to carry networks,
create headlines and grow the sport. Tennis legend
Billie Jean King publicly pondered whether making
yourself available to the media as an athlete is
one of the key responsibilities of a sportsperson.
Is it possible for athletes to just want to play sport,
without the charade that comes with it?

As aforementioned, Osaka has the financial depth
to withstand fines and sanctions, providing her
with the opportunity to defy tennis regulations.
However, athletes with similar mental health
problems may not have the capital to reject the
press. Osaka is inviting us to consider how we can
do better for our athletes and how we can change
the press conference culture to mean journalists
have something of substance to report on.

Whatever your thoughts are, Osaka and other
athletes should be encouraged to push back on
aspects of their careers that they think need to be
improved. Aside from all contention, what remains
clear is that athletes should, at the very least, be
able to critique and voice their experiences in ways
that are constructive for the industry at large.

In a tweet now gone viral, best-selling author
Matt Haig implored his audience to consider
how the media treats women with mental health
problems, from Meghan Markle, Amy Winehouse
and Princess Diana, writing that “the women
change, but the humiliation doesn’t”. Osaka’s
actions shouldn’t be ridiculed but rather seriously
considered.

However, it is important to understand that sport
and tennis in particular would not be the success
that it is today without the media attention that it
has inspired. Athletes of the last decade like Maria
Sharapova, Andy Murray and Roger Federer have
all worked to get the game of tennis into our living
rooms and on our TV screens. As Nadal said when
asked about Osaka’s decision, it is likely that
without the media and the TV rights that follow,
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Clubs
& Societies Updates
MSA
Departmental
Note from the President

Queer Department

Prioritising the continued return of Campus Life

MSA Queer is responsible for representing and
advocating for queer and questioning students on
campus. This includes running events and raising
awareness about queer issues.

Semester 1 saw a fantastic return to campus life, largely
owing to the most successful O-Fest to date. MSA will
be working hard to ensure this sense of belonging and
community on campus is furthered in Semester 2 as
more classes return in-person.

Queer Ball is our most popular annual event, and we’re
excited to bring it back for 2021! It’s also open to allies.
The date is TBA, dependent on COVID-19 restrictions,
and more details will be announced in early Semester 2.

MSA is providing an extensive array of events and
initiatives for students to look forward to next semester.
This includes our first ever cross-campus Monash
Student Organisation event, Lunafest – a night of
music, rides, and fun, exclusively for Monash students.

We have LGBTea at 10am every Tuesday in the Queer
Lounge, for queer and questioning students only.
Come along for some chats and dietary-friendly homebaked snacks! We also have Queer Beers at 3pm every
Thursday at Sir John’s Bar, which is open to allies. Some
finger food and jugs of alcoholic and non-alcoholic
drinks will be available, so you can come and unwind
near the end of the week!

Academic Safety Net (ASN)
MSA is proud to have played a vital role in securing
the extension of the Academic Safety Net (ASN) into
Semester 1, 2021. It is integral that this support system
is continued into Semester 2 so that all students have
the support they require, given that circumstances are
still far from ‘normal’.

Other things our department is doing include:

COVID-19 continues to induce sporadic lockdowns,
threaten the economic security of students, provoke
added stress and anxiety, and disrupt learning. The
ASN has been vital in mitigating these impacts. Until
a proper vaccine rollout has been achieved, the ASN
should continue to be accessible to all students.

•

Events for Diversity & Inclusion Week (Week 8)

•

Attending Queer Collaborations (national queer student
conference) in December

•

Organising autonomous groups e.g. TIGD (trans,
intersex, gender diverse) and QTIPOC (queer, trans,
intersex people of colour)

Follow us on our social media to keep up to date!

MSA will be fighting for the extension of the ASN into
Semester 2, 2021. The University must prioritise student’s
needs in an ongoing and uncertain pandemic.

Public Facebook
page:

International Students

Private Facebook
group:

Instagram:

Offshore and onshore students are faced with vastly
different circumstances, which is creating vastly
different challenges. Innovative solutions are needed to
ensure these needs are met.
In collaboration with MUISS, MONSU Caulfield, MONSU
Peninsula and MPSU, MSA sent a letter to the University
calling for the reduction of international student fees.
MSA also helped secure a hotline for international
students who faced tech issues during the Semester 1
exam period. MSA will continue to support and advocate
for international students into Semester 2 and beyond.

Education (Academic) Department
The 2021 Annual Teaching Awards
The MSA Education Academic Affairs portfolio is excited
to be hosting the Teaching Awards in Semester 2. At this
event, we announce the winners of the teaching awards
for 2021 as well as the volunteer of the year award from
the MSA Volunteers.
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On the guest list will be all nominated teaching staff at
Monash, the students that nominated them, and any
other students who would like to come along! Please
send an email to charlee.hawkes1@monash.edu if you
would like to receive an invitation (all students are
welcome!).

semester, including more succulent planting, a dog
café for residents, weekly yoga classes, some epic
parties and much more! For updates on our events and
initiatives, give us a like on Facebook @MSA.residential
or email msa-residential@monash.edu.We look forward
to meeting more of you throughout the year!

Universal Submission Time

Creative and Live Arts Department

The MSA Education Academic Affairs portfolio will be
putting forward its second recommendation this year
that the Education Committee consider approving a
universal submission time at Monash for assessments.
Whilst it is not possible for this to be one singular time
(e.g. 11:55pm) due to a bottleneck of submissions on
Moodle at one time, the MSA will be recommending
that there be three separate submission times, 12pm,
5pm and 11:55pm (AEST), and that all Monash Moodle
assessments be due at one of those times. The goal of
simplifying the assessment experience and achieving
consistency and certainty for students.

Creative and Live Arts have had a crazy Semester 1 and
we’re very excited to be able to bring the same great live
music and entertainment to Semester 2. Wednesday
Sessions will be back bigger and better than ever
before with student artist supports, huge bands,
and the best vibes around. We’ll have performances
every Wednesday on Lemon Scented Lawns that are
unmissable.
More than just Wednesday Sessions, we are reaching
out to more student musicians to give Monash the music
support that it deserves so you’ll be seeing a lot more of
the amazing talent everywhere you go. More than that
there’ll be food fairs, comedy, and other entertainment
all over Clayton so wherever you are you’ll be able to
get the full university experience.

Online Past Exam Database
Finally, we will again be putting forward our second
recommendation that the Education Committee
consider approving a university-wide online past exam
database. A past exam database will ensure that all
students have equal opportunity and access to past
exams, which are an invaluable resource when it comes
to studying for exams.

All this and much much more awaits Monash in Semester
2 and we can’t wait to see you all there!

People of Colour (POC) Department
The MSA PoC department had an incredibly enjoyable
first semester, with many successful PoCnics and
Film Screenings. We had such a great time meeting
other students of colour and sharing our different
experiences, and we are super excited to announce
even bigger and better things for the next semester!
Starting in Week 2 we are thrilled to announce we
are collaborating with the MSA Women’s department
in their week-long Women’s Leadership Conference
Week. We are hosting a leadership panel for women
of colour (ally-friendly), discussing the importance of
representation in white/male dominated fields. PoCnics
(autonomous) and Film Screenings (ally-friendly) will
continue in alternating months. Additionally, we have a
talent presentation (ally-friendly) planned for Week 11;
if you are a student of colour who is wishing to perform,
please get in touch with us! We hope you are as excited
for the new semester as we are, so we look forward to
seeing you at our events!

Residential Communities Department
Hi all! Welcome to the MSA Residential Communities
Department. We are Alan and Lily, your departmental
office bearers. The Residential Communities
Department is the new kid on the block, only established
at the beginning of this year. Essentially, we aim to
enhance the experience of residents living on campus
at Monash Clayton. We work to achieve this through
events, communication, and representation.
During Semester 1 we ran some super cool events and
initiatives, and we are hoping to deliver even more next
semester! Semester 1 saw residents receive a welcome
snack drop and free yoga classes weekly. Additionally,
our ‘Unwind’ event in collaboration with the fantastic
Monash Vegan Society delivered mindful succulent
planting, along with an incredible pasta salad (you
can peep the recipe on our Facebook page). Further,
our department has worked alongside Mannix College
and Monash Residential Services to improve the safety
of residents at venues such as Dooleys and The Nott.
Keep your eyes peeled for more exciting events next
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Education (Public Affairs) Department

As always the Welfare Instagram will be popping off
each week with new and exciting content so make sure
to give us a follow and keep up to date!

Hello there! It’s Helen and Alex from the Education
Public Affairs Department! We are so excited to kick off
Semester 2 with really exciting initiatives!

We’ll be ending the semester with Welfare on Wheels to
get you through the last of the exams for the year with
free snacks and goodies to get you through Semester
2 exams! Look out for our volunteers at the library
entrances!

Digital Counter Faculty Handbook (CFB)
Moving on from the traditional printed Counter Faculty
Handbook, we wanted to deliver our students’ reviews
to others without the need to sacrifice our greeneries
and also for our students to access it whenever they
want to! We have decided to establish an online
platform that enables students to submit and read
unit reviews anywhere, anytime. Keep an eye out for
announcements on our Facebook page!

Women’s Department
In Semester 2, the MSA Women’s Department is proud
to deliver the first ever MSA Women’s Leadership Week,
comprising a week of networking events and panel
discussions which will inspire women’s empowerment in
their careers and the workforce. This week will facilitate
an accessible and inclusive space for all women to
build networks, seek advice and guidance on career
opportunities and learn from inspiring women leaders.
We have two fantastic events planned – the Women
in Leadership Panel and Networking Night and the
Women of Colour in Leadership – Why Representation
Matters evening.

Monash University Financial Wellbeing Survey
In collaboration with the National Tertiary Education
Union (NTEU), the MSA have created a survey with
the aim of understanding financial hardships that
both domestic and international students are facing,
and assess the effectiveness of financial support
packages by Monash and the Victorian and Australian
governments.

Additionally, we will be running our classic Tea-Time
talks on a Wednesday 2-3pm in weeks 3, 5, and 6 at
Wholefoods. Each discussion centres upon a different
topic. Come along for some deep chats, snacks and to
meet some new friends!

The responses we’ve seen made our hearts sink with
feelings for the hardship our students have to go through
but also gratitude for their resilience and bravery in
coping with challenges. The NTEU and MSA are hoping
to publish these responses with a launch event and
produce a report to raise awareness and advocate for
necessary changes to support our students through
these challenging times.

Keep an eye out on our instagram @msa.womens and
Facebook page ‘MSA Women’s’ for our events and
registration links!
If you have any question, please do not hesitate to
email the Women’s Officers, Chloe and Isabella, via
email at msa-womens@monash.edu

Welfare Department
The Welfare department is excited to announce its
events and initiates for Semester 2 of 2021.

Event Summary:

Welfare Free Food Mondays will be back every
Monday night starting from week 2! Come on down
to Wholefoods at 6:30pm and come enjoy some warm
food with some friends!
Week 4 will be the biggest week of all for Welfare with
our second De-Stress Fest. Starting with a special
edition of Free Food Mondays with live music, followed
by our all-time favourite a dog cafe on Tuesday and
ending with a special edition of Wednesday Sessions in
collaboration with CLA!
We also have a very special project underway with
Monash Counselling which we are super excited to
share with you all so look out for that on our socials!
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•

Women of Colour in
Representation Matters:
5-6.30pm

Leadership – Why
Monday 2 August

•

Women in Leadership Panel and Networking Night:
Tuesday 3 August 6-9pm

•

Tea Time Talks – Exercising Body Positivity: Week 3,
2-3pm, Wholefoods

•

Tea Time Talks – Sexual Pleasure: Week 5, 2-3pm,
Wholefoods

•

Tea Time Talks – How to Get What You Want: Week
7, 2-3pm, Wholefoods

Indigenous Department

D&C Department

The Indigenous Department is looking forward to
running some exciting events throughout Semester 2. We
are running events that we hope every student can get
involved in, from those who know little to nothing about
Aboriginal culture to students who are Indigenous.
We are kicking off the semester with a Word of the
Week which will introduce a word from the Woiworung
or Boonwurrung (or both) language groups to the
campus each week. Keep an eye out for these around
the uni to get a little dose of Aboriginal knowledge
each week! Further into the semester we are excited
to bring a couple of guest speakers onto campus and
find out all about their journey as an Aboriginal person
navigating through life, their struggles, triumphs and
ambitions. To kick this off we’re collaborating with the
Mental Health and Resilience Committee to explore
the intersectionality between Indigeneity and Mental
Wellness with Allira Potter. We hope to see you there
and at a couple of the other exciting events that we
have planned throughout the semester. Keep an eye on
our socials (@msa.indigenous) to be the first to know
what we’re up to!

Who are we?
The MSA’s Disabilities and Carers department is run
by and for disabled students at Monash University.
We endeavour to ensure every student receives equal
treatment and adequate adjustments, and can meet
other disabled students through social events and our
online community, a Facebook group called MSA D&C
Collective.
Who can be a part of the D&C Collective?

ESJ Department

•

Disabled

•

Neurodivergent (eg. Autistic, ADHD)

•

Chronically ill

•

Mentally ill

•

Invisibly disabled (we don’t all use mobility aids!)

•

Carers (help care for a person with activities of
daily living)

You also don’t have to have an official diagnosis or
be registered with Disability Support Services to be a
part of the D&C community. If you think the previous
categories are the right fit for you, you can be a part of
our collective too! We have space for allies in our allyfriendly events and encourage all of our lovely allies to
engage with our educational resources and events to
support strong allyship.

The Environment & Social Justice Department of the
MSA has BIG plans ahead for Semester 2! As always,
our goal is to run exciting and educational events,
initiatives and policy changes to strive for a more
inclusive and environmentally friendly campus.
Semester 1 was a great success for the department,
hosting our first ever ESJ Fest. Thus, we are coming
back again with an even bigger and better ESJ Fest in
Semester 2! Pencil in Week 3, as we will take over campus
with all things green and social justice, from free food,
small business stalls, live music, a panel discussion, the
release of our 2nd edition of our “Sustainable Eats for
Uni Cheaps’’ cookbook, a giveaway and more! We will
be continuing our RADMON show “ESJ Uninterrupted”,
which will be sure to tackle many social justice-related
topics, while producing more educational Instagram
content than ever at @msa.esj and even showcasing
and producing environmental art.

What can you expect in Semester 2?
This semester we will be running a Disability and
Inclusion Week during Week 6, which will include
giveaways, events, Auslan classes and a showing of the
award-winning documentary Crip Camp. Follow us on
Facebook to keep up to date with our upcoming events.

AGM Financial Reports

Be sure to follow us on our socials to keep up to date
with all the exciting things planned!

Financial reports for the Monash Student Association
were passed at the Annual General Meeting and can be
viewed here: https://bit.ly/MSAFinStatement2020
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Vaccination in
Perspective
What’s it Like to be Vaccinated?

Lot’s Wife • Edition Four
After the second dose I was completely fine and had
no side-effects at all.
Other comments
I think that the handling of the vaccine rollout and
the government/media rhetoric around the Oxford–
AstraZeneca is appalling. If boomers don’t want the
Oxford–AstraZeneca vaccine then they should move
aside and yet young people, who properly consent to
receive it, have it. The Government’s lack of a strong
public health advertising campaign promoting the
vaccine is also ridiculous.

THE PFIZER EXPERIENCE
Age: 20
Gender: Female
Location of vaccination: Victoria

Warning: This article should not be considered medical advice. None of the
participants and the author are not medical professionals. Please seek medical
advice before being vaccinated.

Vaccine received: Pfizer–BioNTech
Doses received: Two (March & April)
Experience with first dose

Advisory Group on Immunisation (ATAGI) about the
age of those who could have the Oxford–AstraZeneca
vaccine and I was really eager to get it, knowing
that I would be at significantly higher risk of severe
complications of COVID-19 because of my chronic
illness. Booking a vaccine was easy and the process
couldn’t have been more straightforward.

On 1 July 2021, only 6.0% of the Australian population
had been fully vaccinated (1,520,932 individuals).
This has ramped up significantly since 1 June which
only had 2.0% fully vaccinated (502,968 individuals).
While vaccine rates are projected to increase further
with the delivery of more Pfizer–BioNTech vaccines
and our first shipment of Moderna vaccines, media
commentary of the COVID-19 pandemic has given
rise to some hesitation over whether young people
should be vaccinated. This is largely due to a lack of
information on what it is like to be vaccinated.

One thing that did make the process a little bit
annoying was the sort of responses I got from the
vaccination staff, who just saw me as a young person
and made an instant judgment about my health on
that basis alone. It was annoying to be required to
justify that my illness was severe enough and to be
met with suspicion.

Lot’s Wife has reached out to vaccinated people to
ask them about their experience of being jabbed,
including their thoughts on vaccination centres
and any side effects they felt. This includes the
perspectives of various ages and genders, along with
an international comparison.

I had an overall positive experience receiving my
COVID vaccine. The vaccination centre was very
close to where I live. The centre was very efficient with
providing the vaccine in a timely manner and so I only
had to wait about 10 minutes before I was seen by an
administrating nurse. The nurse was very professional
and carefully explained which vaccine I was receiving
and provided me with a detailed list of the possible
side effects I could experience.
The injection itself was almost painless. After the
administration of the vaccine, I was taken to an
observation area where they closely observe you for
25 minutes for any adverse reactions. The staff were
polite and welcoming, and they worked hard to get
people in and out of the centre as quickly as possible.

THE OXFORD–ASTRAZENECA EXPERIENCE

After the first dose I was pretty sick. For about three
days I had general malaise and myalgia pretty much
akin to a really severe cold. I could very easily have
spent those three days in bed.

Age: 22

Experience with second dose

Experience with second dose

Gender: Male

I attended a state vaccination hub in regional
Victoria for my second dose because I had moved
back here during the university holidays. My second
dose was absolutely a breeze. At that time there was
general hesitancy amongst the population about the
Oxford–AstraZeneca vaccine because of the ATAGI
recommendation that it only be given for those aged
over 60 years as a first dose. I had anecdotally heard
that a lot of people who had received their first dose
would not present for their second dose of Oxford–
AstraZeneca against medical advice. I had no second
thoughts about presenting for the second dose – I
trusted the medical advice.

My experience receiving the second dose was very
similar to my first experience. I attended the same
vaccination centre. I did not have to wait too long to
be seen and I was in and out of the centre within 40
minutes. The staff were polite and welcoming on both
occasions.

Location of vaccination: Victoria
Vaccine received: Oxford-AstraZeneca
Doses received: Two (March & June)
Experience with first dose
I attended a GP clinic near me around about the
second week of being eligible in Phase 1b of the
rollout of the vaccine. This was before there was
any recommendation from the Australian Technical
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After the first dose, I didn’t experience any significant
side effects. The injection site was numb but did not
hurt.

After the second dose, the injection site was numb but
it was also painful to lift my arm up too high. I also
developed a significantly high fever about five hours
after the second dose. Fevers are listed as one of the
possible side effects and it resolved within a day and
after I took Panadol.
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Other comments
I feel that people should take advantage of the fact
that the vaccine is free of charge and they should get
vaccinated as soon as they’re eligible.

Experience with first dose

THE NEW SOUTH WALES EXPERIENCE

I had a specific appointment with my clinic when
my clinic was doing a vaccination date. I arrived on
time, got my name checked off. I went up to the nurse
and received the vaccination. Everyone had been
explained to me by the doctor prior. I went to the
waiting room for 15 minutes, and then went home. It
was such a simple process.

Age: 22
Gender: Male
Location of vaccination: New South Wales

Afterwards, I felt fine and there were no side effects
whatsoever.

Vaccine received: Pfizer–BioNTech
Doses received: Two (April & May)

Other comments

Experience with first dose

It is a no brainer to receive the vaccine. It is better than
dying.

I attended the mass vaccination at Olympic Park in
Sydney, a 4:45pm session. It was unfortunately rush
hour time, so it took a while to process everyone.
I was waiting for about two hours before getting
my vaccination. There was an additional 15-minute
waiting time afterwards so all in all it was about two
and a half hours all up.

THE AMERICAN EXPERIENCE
Age: 34
Gender: Female

Afterwards, I felt mostly fine, though a bit tired (had
a long day beforehand). I had an early night and was
feeling great the next day.

Location of vaccination: California, United States

Experience with the second dose

Doses received: Two (December 2020 & January 2021)

I received my second dose at Olympic Park again, this
time at 4pm. It was much faster this time; the entire
facility was now a well-oiled conveyor belt. I was in
and injected within 15 minutes, barely enough time
to catch my breath until the mandatory observation
period. I was again surprised at the speed at which
they were processing people.

Experience with first dose

The evening after my second injection was similar
to my first one. I felt quite tired but otherwise was
generally well. The next morning though I genuinely
felt like I had come down with a cold, no sneezing or
coughing but really tired, chills and sore joints – also
happened to be the coldest day Sydney in 25 years. I
felt pretty under the weather for half the day and took
some Panadol after lunch. The symptoms generally
had cleared up by dinner and the evening. I felt pretty
normal the day after.

I just had a sore arm after the first dose.

Vaccine received: Pfizer–BioNTech

I was one of the workers at the clinic so it was the
ending hours and there were a few extra doses so I got
my first dose. The staff were great as they were my
co-workers and injection was painless. I was slightly
nervous.

Experience with second dose
There were no changes regarding the actual
experience from the first time. It was very similar.
About 12 hours after receiving the vaccine my arm was
extremely sore and I could barely lift my arm above
my shoulder. I started to get chills and felt really cold.
I took some ibuprofen because I had to go to work and
I was fine about 30 minutes later with no other side
effects other than a sore arm for another day or so.

THE SENIOR EXPERIENCE
Age: 73

Other comments

Gender: Female

It’s a relief to be able to be vaccinated and know I’m
somewhat protected.

Location of vaccination: Victoria

Art by Kathy Lee

Vaccine received: Oxford–AstraZeneca
Doses received: One (May)
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Climate Change: Simply
a Risk to the Earth’s
Climate?
Word by Anna Thompson, UNIT Research Analyst

According to the TCFD, climate risk is “a combination
of physical and transition risks which may pose
financial and reputational damage to financial and
non-financial services firms.” Investment risk is the
potential for investment returns to differ from an
expected return. With a multitude of possible future
climate change scenarios existing, there are multiple
possible consequences on investments and therefore
climate risk feeds into this investment risk. Reasonable
expectations could be set by investors concerning the
future climate, yet there is still the risk that it will differ
from expectations. Climate risk is typically separated
into physical and transition risk.

Climate change, one of the most defining challenges
in this century, is a long-term alteration of temperature
and weather patterns that define the Earth’s climates.
Science tells us that further alteration and warming is
inevitable in both the short and long run. Thus, in this
uncertain environment, climate change has recently
and rapidly transformed from being a corporate
social responsibility issue to one of top regulatory
importance. The Paris Agreement is a legally binding
international treaty concerning climate change
and was ratified in 2016 by a number of signatories
including Australia. As a result of this agreement, the
issue of climate change has become more prominent.

Physical Risk
A number of regulatory initiatives, such as the Task
Force for Climate-related Financial Disclosures
(TCFD), have been enforced in the past decade. The
initiatives have made asset managers responsible for
incorporating climate risk considerations into their
investment decision making, governance and risk
management. Asset managers are now responsible for
reporting on the administration, strategy, climate risk
and measures concerning such.Thus, they will want to
examine the exposure of their firm to climate risk and
ensure the processes for capturing this exposure are
current and foolproof.

Physical risks concern the possibility of weather
and climate-related damage affecting asset prices.
For example, a one-off event such as a flood that
damages properties or crops, or the impact of
long-term effects of climate change. These events
impose costs by damaging existing assets, stock,
and disrupting demand and operations. Certain
investments are more sensitive to physical risks - for
example, agricultural companies have a higher risk
of drought-related costs than an accounting firm. If
portfolios and funds are not created in a way that
manages and mitigates this risk, these investments are
exposed to increased valuation risk.
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Stranded Assets

This is the transition risk. As climate change worsens,
market participants are likely to change their
attitudes: governments may become more open to
taxing emissions, and consumers may shift their
demand towards more environmentally friendly
products. This creates transition risk such as:

Stranded assets are those which are unexpectedly
devalued as a result of climate related events. When
physical risks, such as the risk of climate events
destroying particular physical inventories or certain
sectors becoming obsolete as a result of a regulatory
or societal retreat from activities which contribute to
climate change, materialise, they can result in assets
becoming stranded.
Stranded assets pose risks to investments and are
often used as the general unit of measurement when
debating the possible financial impacts of climate risk.
The London School of Economics estimated the value
of global financial assets that are at risk from climate
change as being US$2.5 trillion, while The Economist
estimated it as being US$4.2 trillion. Stranded assets
are important in managing financial risk to attempt to
avoid loss after an asset has become a liability. Asset
managers are expected to be wary of the possibility of
investing portfolios or funds in companies or sectors
prone to stranded asset risk. However, re-positioning
portfolios due to possible stranded assets needs to be
adequately explained by asset managers due to the
possibility of incurring unnecessary costs for investors
and compromising their returns.

•

The risk of consumers switching to invest in firms
with more environmentally-friendly track records;

•

The risk of firms with high carbon emissions
facing high future regulatory costs;

•

Or the risk of media announcements regarding
harmful environmental practices that can
negatively affect a company’s market value.

Conclusion
Climate risk is persistent and will continue to evolve
into the distant future. As a result, institutions must
integrate considerations of this risk into their business
strategies, and risk management and governance
processes in order to not only keep up with the
increasing regulations but also ensure their business
can survive in the long-term. As climate change
is a problem that will persist long into the future,
addressing climate risk is something that needs to be
integrated into everyday decision-making, rather than
being a one-off process.

Transition Risk
As discussed above, there is mounting regulatory
pressure on companies to alter their operations and
activities in order to mitigate negative environmental
externalities. Coupled with heightened social pressure,
risks arise as a resulting shift towards a greener, lowcarbon economy.

Monash students can be aware and informed of
the impacts of climate risk and the signs of a firm
adequately handling this risk and having a forwardlooking attitude. This will assist in making informed
financial decisions.
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Empire
Words by Flynn Howard

Have you felt
the motherland
the old stones
and breadth
of seasons?
In frost and rain
storms rattle me
and mountains scream

A sacrament
for the masses
we feast on fruit
of conquest
dry-aged for a millennium

Thunder scolds
ancestral pleas
of guilt bequeathed
the good book speaks
Still I dream of Saxony

The stench of blood
and fields of dead
the harvest
miles away

The trees are mine
by imperial right
Charlemagne
glowing
in the cold lamplight
Fields of Iron
in Frankish blood
your lust for war stains
consecrated mud:

Masters of the plough
Plots
of rot
passed down
A crown
that fits too well.

Art by Owen Robinson
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In Conversation: Don’t Try
to Box in Terry Presume
Words by Reece Hooker

Terry Presume may be the next big thing, but the
Nashville-based rising star isn’t scared by the moment.
Presume speaks to Lot’s Wife about improving his
craft, repping his hometown and how his upcoming EP
is another step forward.

like an Eminem acolyte than a Sir Paul McCartney
collaborator. Although the talent pool in Naples runs
deep, the arts scene remains underappreciated
beyond city limits.

In his music video for ‘ZaZa and Some Runtz (Smoke
Break)’, Terry Presume sits shirtless on a closed toilet
seat, pinching a lit blunt between his thumb and index
finger. The camera zooms in on the musician’s face,
highlighting his septum piercing and litany of face
tattoos. He stares the camera down and flashes a grin,
before the shot cuts to Presume dancing through a
decrepit room, soaked in red light, as he brushes past
crowds of women. It feels like a rap cypher on acid
and serves as a delightfully surreal introduction to
Presume, an enigmatic rising star out of Nashville.

“The scene never really feels like it’s thriving,” said
Presume. “I sense it will soon, it’s honestly been long
overdue.”
Music Video – Did Me Wrong
Presume left his hometown with $200, crossing the
country to try his luck in Los Angeles. Although he
didn’t make a long-term home there, Presume’s time in
the City of Angels expanded his world view and gave
him another network on the other side of the country.

To explain what a Terry Presume song sounds like is
a futile endeavour. His sound encompasses ‘glum,
bluegrass ballads’ (according to MTV), it’s timelessly
authentic (via Complex) and ‘somewhere in between
Raury and André 3000’ (courtesy of Sparky). Put
alongside Presume’s early output as a rapper and his
‘country-inspired production’, you’ve got one of the
most versatile up-and-comers in music today.

Then, spurred by his older brother, Presume moved
to Nashville, where he’s based today. Living in the
country music capital of the world has undeniably
influenced Presume’s development as a young
creative. Presume points to his improvement as a
guitarist as a direct effect of living in Nashville, as well
as learning “how to control [his] musical complexities”.

The diversity is, in part, a product of his environment,
Presume explains.

Music Video – None of This Alone

“I listened to a little bit of everything [growing
up], whatever my ears liked was what I gravitated
towards,” he said. “I guess that kind of gave me
freedom in my art now.”

The journey thus far has helped make Presume a wellrounded artist whose confidence is growing in tandem
with his popularity. In his view, the forthcoming EP will
be his best quality release yet.

Music Video – ZaZa and Some Runtz (Smoke
Break)

“I’m not recording and producing the majority of
it all in my bedroom,” he said, explaining what
differentiates this project from the rest of his
discography.

Presume’s music is imbued with that sense of freedom
and dare. On his forthcoming EP What Box?, releasing
29 July, Presume steamrolls traditional genre
boundaries. The lead single ‘Did Me Wrong’ flips a
crooning chorus and noodling guitar into confessional
rap verses, whilst ‘ZaZa and Some Runtz’ is crunchy
and funk-infused, feeling like a lovechild of Thundercat
and Young Thug.

The results speak for themselves: What Box? is an
undeniable level up, a step into the spotlight for
an artist who is starting to scratch the surface of
his considerable potential. It’s a moment that Terry
Presume seems more than ready for.
Oh, and as for Australia? Presume’s on his way.

Along with the range of music he grew up on, Presume
has lived a nomadic lifestyle as an adult that has
broadened his world view and given him a depth of
lived experiences beyond his years.

“When society eases off COVID and I get to touring,
I’ll be out there screaming into a mic.”

Raised in Naples, Florida, Presume found his feet
rapping ferociously alongside local titans like DC the
Great and Backhouse, the rap collective that gave
Dominic Fike a start back when he sounded more

Art by Grant Spanier
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When Memories Can’t Live
up to Expectations
Word by Stephanie Patouras
Before I turned 18, everything in my life was coloured
with a kind of meaninglessness. I went through the
motions acutely aware that once I was 18, things would
start to matter. I had crafted adulthood through such a
romantic lens that it was never going to live up to my own
expectations.

And don’t get me wrong, I was having really good times.
Each weekend was filled with laughter and stolen traffic
cones, sunrise slowly arriving. These should’ve been
lovable memories. Instead they were sites of scrutiny and
internal warfare.
Now, I still find myself ruminating on whether I’m really
having as much fun as everyone else. When Saturday
nights turn into barely-remembered Sunday mornings,
I’m defeated by the fact that the memories have been
tainted by nausea and exhaustion. When Thursday nights
are spent casually having drinks and spending quality
time with friends, I’m restless for the night to become
something more worthy of a ‘story’.

I remember writing page-long letters to my mum, grovelling
in attempts to change her mind on a minuscule event that
I don’t even remember now. Each party, sleepover and
brunch carried an emotional weight far greater than it
deserved. I felt the disappointment of not being allowed
far more deeply than simply missing out. I felt robbed of
the life I was supposed to be living. I genuinely sat and
wondered as a pre-teen how if I was to die right then and
there, with the compounding list of things I’d missed out
on, I just wouldn’t have lived a life worth living.

I look around at all these people doing the exact same
things as me and can’t help but imagine that they’re
doing it better. They’re having more fun, they’re happier,
more fulfilled.

I know that sounds incredibly teen-angsty and like it
should be in some sort of coming-of-age movie, but it was
an important feeling that dictated how I valued my life.
The fear of unfulfillment sat sluggishly in me, bringing
down every experience I went through, consistently
letting me know that things should have always been
better. That the way I lived my life was always five steps
behind where I’d be fully happy.

It would be so simplistic for me to sit here and blame this
all on social media, the punching bag for young people’s
insecurities and failures. While obviously it does allow me
to look at other people’s best moments and compare mine,
I can’t in good conscience sit here and say my problems
are external. My insecurities lie within me, formulating my
thoughts and etching themselves into who I am.

Turning 18 brought with it the never-ending possibility of
real, adult living. The promise of clubbing, driving and
drinking was the marker of finally feeling part of it all,
and I gave it all a red hot go.

Neither am I even jealous of strangers online. Those lives
seem so removed from mine that living like them is the
same kind of pipe dream as winning the lottery. Instead,
I’m jealous of the people that I’m closest to – the ones
whose middle names I know, which songs they like to
dance to, and the shows that calm them down. It’s the
very people I’m sharing my experiences with that I feel
inferior to.

I’d been given the freedom and space as an adult to go
where I wanted, to party and dance. But it was difficult to
balance attempting to enjoy my newfound independence,
while simultaneously worrying about whether they lived
up to my expectations.

Sometimes I think it’s purely narcissism to believe that
unless my life is the most fun and important of them, it’s
meaningless.

My parents always told me that I’d be able to do
everything I wanted when I was an adult. That at 18 things
would fall into place simply because I’d be in control of
them.

It’s probably about having control. I feel no control in
other aspects of my life: my career, my passions, and my
future. So, I feel I need l to closely monitor the parts that
are meant to be fun.

I don’t think this could’ve been further from the truth.
With my life now in my own hands, there was no one else
to blame when things didn’t feel quite perfect.

It doesn’t matter that I don’t know what I’m doing, if that’s
exactly what 20-somethings are notorious for, right?

Every Saturday night amidst the obvious fun I was having,
there’d be a singular moment, facing towards the stage
and away from people who would notice, where I’d stand
and look into the flashing lights. The bodies dancing
around me, music blaring, everything letting me know
that this was the best night of my life. I still couldn’t trust
it. As I danced and sang, having a good time, I was still
preoccupied with whether this was the most fun I could
have on a night out, whether it was all hitting me enough,
and whether my friends would look back on this night as
one of the best and remember me as part of it.

This unwavering desire for something slightly more –
more fun, more intense, more noteworthy – is really just a
sign that I’m a little bit lost in it all. I’m flailing alongside
my life rather than sitting in the driver’s seat.
I can’t keep relying on the fun parts of my life to make up
for my uncertainty in the rest of it. But I don’t even know
where to start.
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Horse & Sparrow
Word by cam clay
Content warning: vomiting, bodily fluids, substance abuse

Suddenly aware of the arrow in its chest
And the selfsame blood and feathers before its eyes
And the sensation of falling
And the realisation that the ground has grown impatient
Of the bird’s many simultaneous realisations as it rushes up to meet it halfway
Manic panic eyes break feather-flush flop

Words dribble down your arm onto the damp pavement

Twitch twitch

And by damp pavement I refer to the previously dry highway

Hushing

Stretched out like PVA glue in the sticky hands of a stupid child

Hush

Serving as a tightrope walk into the mouth of Saturn

Hum.

You get what I mean yeah anyways

You get what I mean yeah anyways

This damp pavement guides us to the door where we

This twisted figure spins its head toward

Slip through the grease of the teeth and down the oesophagus

Freshly-laid carpet

Into the pit of the stomach and greet the mouths of the meek

And ejects selfsame blood and feathers

Like-minded individuals with a knack for themselves and the things they’ve been doing

To an alarmed chorus of archers

Nod sip scratch sniff five times before tilting toward your non-existent best friends

The scenario vaguely reminds me of some psychological concept

And say you’ve gotta go but “we’ll chat later yeah alright catch you round”

Perhaps I’m thinking of reduction theory

Leaving behind a signed baseball mitt in the hands of a collywobble

But in less of a you-know-me-I-know-you sense

Tending to the pitch that screams across the sky

And more of a
I-am-utterly-disgraced-before-you-so-I-guess-we-can-only-go-up-from-here kind of way

Time passes
And the wet slap of hands against the breathing doorframes

Prowling boredom slobbers over my shoulder and

Controls the momentum of people passing by

Goose skin catches the breeze to the grass downstairs where

Arriving and leaving talking of talking

We pretend to exist in the same space as the planes

Leaving while arriving as they talk of talking

We once glimpsed through the windows

Talk as they leave about how they’ll soon talk as they arrive

Same ones that slipped between our fingers

Talk as they arrive about how they plan to talk while they leave

And proceeded to slime-drip

Presently leave their past self’s arrival where they talked about talking and have thenceforth retained the subject of
‘talking’

Ooze

Enough of that for now though

Toward the faint scream that hangs above us or perhaps across for them I suppose

I drip between the floorboards into the basement below

As our feet sink into the moist dew canvas spread across the lawn

And witness a twisted figure

Provoking the sense that if we remained here forever

And by twisted figure I refer to the drunken ragdoll

We could hi-five the centre of the Earth and

Clipped into the cotton of the couch

End up in China despite the fact that we are not in America

Frozen but thawed like a flying bird

Against the best wishes of a stupid child with sticky hands
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There’s a New Political
Kid on the Block
Word by Santino Raftellis

Content warning: coarse language
There is a third option… the most frightening
(and time-consuming) of all. They may instead be
confronted by the resident Marxist on campus –
an odious creature operating as the spectre that
haunts/lecture-crashes first-year introduction to
international relations classes. Flyer in one hand,
petition in the other, their rapid-fire dialectic on
Trotskyism is enough to make you contemplate
being killed in Mexico by an NKVD operative wielding
an ice pick. Unnamed University officials posit that
the uptick in student demand for support services
correlates to a deficient email spam filter for the
unwitting student who signs a petition to “Impeach
Trump”.

Disclaimer: the views expressed in this article
are those of the author and do not necessarily
reflect that of Lot’s Wife. Lot’s Wife encourages
writers of all political affiliations to submit
articles for publication.
Why The F**k Do We Have Two Labor Clubs at
Monash?
Looking at the Monash Clubs Guide you’d be forgiven
for double taking when you see not one, but TWO
Labor Clubs at Monash University. For students not
entering their first year, this may come as a startling
surprise – where the f**k did this other Labor Club
come from and why is it called Unity?

There’s also the Greens, but since the demise of
Richard Di Natale and the decline of turtleneck
adoption in the party, there’s no point talking about
them...

The answer is more straightforward than you’d think.
The Traditional University Experience Before
2019.

Most Students Aren’t Socialists or Conservatives
(or Marxists For That Matter).

Let’s go back to 2019 – when students last enjoyed
a physical Orientation Week before COVID hit.
Most new students arrive at university with an air
of nervousness, a desire to make new friends, and
an interest in involving themselves in the plethora
of extracurriculars. They’re greeted by the usual
assortment of sizzling sausages, ice-cold cans, and
white tents filled with students spruiking their clubs/
Ponzi schemes. Most students arrive at university
with a limited involvement in politics and so their first
conversation with a campus political club may very
well be their first ever involvement with a political
party.

It seems almost painful to have to declare something
so obvious, but most students don’t fall into the
dichotomy of being a conservative, or a socialist
(and almost certainly not a Marxist). Unfortunately,
all students were effectively confronted with this
choice when they walked across the Menzies Lawn
for the first time in years gone by.
Monash Labor Unity was developed by students who
reject this dichotomy. We know that most students
feel profoundly for people less fortunate in our
society and feel strongly about environmental, social
and economic injustices – and get particularly vocal
about it after a beer or two. But we also know that
they are deeply pragmatic and know that politics
is a matter of nuance and balancing contradictory
values.

As the sun beats down on the Menzies Lawn and
speakers blare an assortment of eclectic music, their
first political encounter of their tertiary life may be
meeting a representative of the Monash Liberal Club,
who talks to them about how political correctness
and woke culture are destroying Australia, and how
free speech is being undermined on campus by the
crazy lefties.

We’re conscious that a large portion of the student
body is uncertain of their exact political values,
(most of us were too when we dipped our toes into
being involved). The other political clubs probably
won’t say this to you – but it’s okay to be politically
uncertain. You’re allowed to be moderate on some
issues and progressive on others.

Alternatively, their first political encounter may
be with a member of the Monash Australian Labor
Party (ALP) Club led and populated by students who
declare themselves as ‘socialists and activists’. The
offer of an environmentally-conscious tote bag is
almost enough, but perhaps the idea of identifying
as a socialist, an activist or both is terrifyingly alien
and uncomfortable.

There is nothing wrong with defining yourself as
a centrist, or politically ambiguous when pressed
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on your political beliefs. As a political club with
a philosophy situated on the moderate wing of
a progressive party we are uniquely placed to
understand these sentiments.
Monash Labor Unity is populated by people who
grew up in households and communities where
people expressed dissatisfaction with political
parties, and how far removed they can sometimes
be from the bread-and-butter issues that affect our
families and friends. Our ultimate aim is to provide a
home for discourse, for discussion, for debate, and
ultimately, for discovering your political beliefs. The
Labor Party is at its best, and Australia ultimately
prospers, when more people get involved in the
process of politics, and more people get involved
when they feel comfortable doing so.
In Conclusion
If you are a progressive Monash University student,
frustrated by the dominance of left-wing Instagram
discourse, Marxist morality or conservative hogwash,
consider signing up to the Breakfast Club of the
Monash University political clubs: Monash Labor
Unity.
Like most Tinder bios probably ought to disclose –
we don’t really like labels. That’s why we might just
be right for all you students who call yourselves
centrists, progressives, social-democrats, or just
really ‘liked Malcolm Turnbull’ but became steadily
disappointed by how he turned out.
Don’t abandon our political system to the loudest
voices in the room, get involved so that you can
give voice to the ordinary, everyday concerns and
frustrations of your friends, your family, and your
community.
You owe it to them.
P.S. If you’ve figured out why we’re called Unity by
now, we’d love for you to reach out and let us know
because we’re not really sure why we’re called that
except that it’s some sort of historical quirk...

Santino Raftellis is the President of the Monash Labor
Unity Club, a member of the Australian Labor Party,
a trade union official with the Transport Workers
Union, and works at the John Curtin Research
Centre.
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Whether this was the desired effect was
hard to say, or indeed whether there was
any desired effect at all. I thought about
him endlessly; the way his burnt auburn
hair tucked itself neatly behind his ears, the
perfectly weighted droop of each blazer
sleeve, the soft, worn cotton of his bag. The
moment of his arrival rippled the recesses
of my mind like an anvil dropped mercilessly into a koi pond.
~

Art & Words by Kat Kennedy

An Ode to J

I did not see him in the several weeks following the contract law incident. Nor, it appeared, did anyone else. I have no doubt
that this was by design. As ferociously as he
arrived J seemed to have dissolved into thin
air, his image fondled lovingly as it leapt
from the lips of one student to another. After a week he was the son of a celebrity, two
weeks an artistic genius. Four weeks into
the semester a girl with long brown plaits
told me that J was so preoccupied with his
laboratory research – he might even cure
cancer – that he couldn’t attend his meagre
contract law classes, or any of his other law
classes for that matter. Fortunately, I had
my hands full being unimpressive so wasn’t
bothered by such rumours.
At the beginning of week five, I caught an
earlier train than my regular one. When I
walked into my lecture theatre, J was sitting at the back. I walked in and sat in a
middle row, on the aisle, so as not to appear
either too eager or too disengaged. Beauty
is in the detail.

J was the kind of person who so diligently
and meticulously constructed his personality that, even after many years of observation, you could never quite assure yourself
of exactly who or what he was. If he had
a real name I didn’t know it. Being around
him was infuriating. Being friends with him
was debilitating. He was, without question,
a nightmare of a human being. I loved him
with all of my heart.
On the first day of semester he disembarked from the bus at its university terminus and strutted across the tarmac in a
bedraggled plaid blazer, loose black pants
and pitch black Doc Martens suitably worn
to dispel any suggestion of newness. Newness was a faux pas of the highest degree
and indicative, he later informed me, of an
unconscionable servitude to fast-fashion.
This, as with most of J’s advice, went in one
ear and out the other. Primarily because I
didn’t know what he was talking about and
was too embarrassed to ask. But also because J carried keys on a ring attached to
his belt despite neither living out of home
or driving. They could have been for a postbox, or a vending machine, or something
equally pointless, but he wore them with
immodesty all the same. Every time he approached me with advice the keys would
jingle, fake keys to fake doors, and I would
clench my palm around a well-exercised
grain of salt. Had I had more time with him,
I could have made a diamond.
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On that first day, J was unspeakably late
for class. He erupted through the doors of
the auditorium just as the lecturer ripped
the HDMI cord from her laptop to cease
teaching. Looking up at the rows of students
hunched over plastic tray-table desks, J
asked if this was contract law, and upon receiving an answer in the affirmative, pulled
a beret from his tote bag, slipped it onto
his head, turned, and left. I had never seen
someone act in such a deranged, narcissistic fashion in my life. I doubt I ever will
again.
My instinctive reaction to unconventional
people is to dislike them. I’m like a dog that
way, as my parents kindly put it.
However, to say I disliked J was to remove
the circumstance of nuance. Watching him
was like watching a needlessly explicit and
convoluted crime documentary. It made me
feel in equal measure outraged, virtuous,
and confident in my capacity to successfully commit homicide.

We sat in silence for about a minute. Leaning on the back of my chair, I twisted,
looked upwards towards J, and told him
that I liked his shirt. He was wearing a long
silk shirt, white with gold trim, with silver
cufflinks shaped like arrows. He had a white
turtleneck beneath. Under the sterile theatre lights, he looked gaunt but glorious,
hallowed by the eerie glow that enveloped
his lanky posture and cast soft shadows on
the seats before him.
I waited for J to respond, but he didn’t. He
stared at the floor with pensive elegance as
though waiting, patiently, for me to remove
myself from his presence. I turned back
to face the front, ready and willing to be
claimed by an aneurysm.
Thank you, he said, after two or three minutes. That is how we became friends.
~
Lots of people found our friendship confusing. Even my lecturer, who up until then
had ostensibly been suffering from a highly
acute and localised short-sightedness that
erased me from her line of vision.
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I felt ugly. I did not like the attention. I asked
J if he really wanted to be where he was,
next to me, and he said he did. I asked him
again.
Of course, J once said, it’s just like in Brideshead Revisited. I told him that I hadn’t seen
it, and he told me that the movie adaptation didn’t capture the valour of the original
anyway. I told him that I hadn’t read it either
and he said that he thought as much. Then,
he reached into his tote bag and pulled out
a worn paperback copy and gave it to me. I
did a little vomit in my mouth.
Around exam time, I confronted him to tell
him that he was the craziest person I had
ever met. This was just after he told a tutor to go fuck himself during an argument
about practice questions. I met him in the
corridor after the class – J having waltzed
out impassively – with a stern will to be uncompromising. I told him he was crazy, the
craziest person I knew, but he cut me off
and said that was just university baby, and
that in the real world everyone was a bit
crazy. That was how he talked, too; a pastiche of twentieth century phrases tumbling
uncomfortably from his untrained mouth.
Then he pulled a cigarette from the pocket
of his velour pants and asked if I fancied a
walk. I didn’t.
J smoked a lot, though I suspected he had
asthma. Once I caught him slurping Ventolin out of an inhaler. He described his
prescription as ironic and further evidence
of the trappings of a medical profession
insistent upon a pill panacea, though this
sentiment was interrupted by significant
coughing. He smoked a lot because people
expected him to, I assumed. Maybe it was
because he wanted to – I could never really
be sure. Fake keys, fake cigarettes.
~
These are only some of the memories I have
of J. They are the ones that many people
share. Memory works best that way; pooled
from many sources, swirled and teased and
folded together like egg whites fostering
stolen air.
All the same, they are not sincere. Because
that was the thing with J. Sometimes you
saw him but more often, you didn’t. You
would reach out your hand and he would
grasp it, tenderly and familiarly, but distinctly enough so that you knew it wasn’t
true.
It makes missing him all the more difficult.
Not because you have lost him. But because
what you grieve is, and remains, unclear.
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Gossip Girl’s Complicated
Entanglement with Misogyny:
What the Reboot Needs to Fix
Words by Stephanie Patouras
Content warning: sexism, gender violence

Gossip Girl’s
entire hold on
a generation
was found in
its controversy.
It engaged
with storylines
surrounding
eating disorders
and substance
abuse but never
faltered in its sexy
colouring.

There’s a certain beautiful nostalgia woven
into the experience of watching Gossip Girl.
It’s thrilling and sexy and posed a perfect
escape for me, who growing up always
lived feeling like I was right on the outskirts
of my real life. Being closely monitored and
kept within strict boundaries by my wellmeaning parents manifested itself into a life
that always seemed half full. Gossip Girl
epitomised all the excitement, drama and
adulthood that I craved. Seeing outrageously
attractive teens confidently experiencing a
glitzy world like adults presented me with a
fantastical script of what I wanted my life
to be. Like most content made for teenage
girls, Gossip Girl is often dismissed in its
influence and bearing on society. However,
as the reboot is around the corner, I think it’s
important to look back on how the original
let us down.

The marketing for
season two of Gossip Girl was a roundup
of headlines criticising the show juxtaposed
with salacious stills. Forefronting headlines
like “Every parent’s nightmare” against an
image of Selena being kissed on the neck
only fuelled teenagers to engage with the
show and consequently be scandalous
and exciting themselves. The intertwining
of scandal and sex is ultimately what made
the show so successful but unfortunately,
it also meant heavy issues were left underanalysed and glamourised.
I would argue the most appealing aspect
of Gossip Girl for any young, boyfriendhungry, just-figured-out-what-sex-is teen
was Chuck and Blair’s relationship. It
continuously ripped our hearts apart and
then pumped us with dopamine so we
begged for it all over again. For as long as
any woman can remember, society saturates
us with the idea that if a man is mean to us,
he likes us. It’s reiterated through rom-coms
like The Ugly Truth and classics like ‘Grease
and is fundamental to perpetuating genderbased violence. Conflating love with abuse is
a reality not a single person would endorse,
but when Gossip Girl packaged it neatly
within “bad boy” Chuck Bass, we rooted for
him and searched for him in our own lives.
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social learning theory, outlining how we
learn behaviour through watching others
and understanding the consequences they
are met with. If we see someone go to jail for
stealing, we probably aren’t inclined to steal.
Chuck Bass obtained huge success, married
Blair, retained all his friends and preserved
the idealistic romantic lead of the show.
There were no penalties to deter male viewers
from embodying his behaviour or encourage
female viewers to expect respect in their
romantic relationships.

Media representations of behaviour matters.
American philosopher Judith Butler theorised
gender as essentially performative. We learn
appropriate behaviours for genders and
emulate them, creating the illusion of innate
gender differences. These performances help
concrete our societal position as a particular
gender. We learn these behaviours from
family, friends and the TV shows and movies
we love. The incessant “bad boy” trope we find
in media like Gossip Girl provides permission
for harmful behaviour to be expected of and
performed by men.

I know that agency is an important aspect
when discussing the impact of representation,
and I don’t think young men and women are
complete pawns to television. We make our
own decisions and are responsible for our
own behaviour. Moreover, the scandal of
Gossip Girl is the crux of its success, and
the reboot won’t survive without it. However,
it’s important to understand how media is
impacted by and impacts on our broader
culture. As our expectations around media
are changing, it is a beautiful tool to explore,
express and correct issues. The Gossip Girl
reboot has a rare opportunity to be cognisant
of its past and reorient its focus. Allowing
the audience to enjoy drama and gossip
without unwittingly engaging with sexist and
patriarchal behaviour that is lauded rather
than thwarted.

There are countless times when Chuck’s
behaviour was pretty disgusting. Whilst rewatching the show during lockdown, I was
genuinely taken aback by the language
Chuck used when chastising Blair for sleeping
with him. He states, “You held a certain
fascination when you were untouched.”
The specific use of “fascination” and
“untouched” conveys that women’s value is
held within their purity. It’s a clear example
of archaic gender stereotypes that have
stagnated women’s position in society for
decades. The line presents women’s sexuality
as something to be consumed by men rather
than a facet of themselves. It suggests that
women’s sexuality is not to be pleasurable for
the woman, but instead a tool to attract men
when utilised appropriately. The devaluing
and dehumanisation of a woman due to her
sexual history has insidious consequences
in our real world. It fuels the constant
victim blaming we see in relation to sexual
assault, where assault and harassment are
justified through the construction of women’s
promiscuity as inappropriate and therefore
punishable. There are multiple instances
where Chuck displays sexist, abusive
behaviour towards Blair but this dialogue is
arguably most important. It exists within the
scene carelessly; its simplicity and flippancy
contributing to broader discourse politicising
women’s sexuality and placing it within
the hands of men. The longer that male
characters use women as vessels for their
pleasure, the longer women will be victims in
our real world.
Gossip Girl not only presented us with a
sexist character but also didn’t inflict any
consequences on him. Canadian-American
psychologist Albert Bandura conceptualised

Art by Lucia Roohizadegan
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Memory of Water
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Perhaps it is foolhardy to seek
water: everything must thirst and
perish eventually. We walk where
water used to flow, caverns carved
deep into canyons and historical
seabeds. The tracks of memory
etch dark and angry on walls and
underfoot.
The Regime only covers so much
space – what lies beyond its reach
in the rest of the world, we do not
know.
I can only try to remember the
God of Water. She had appointed
me a guardian of this knowledge,
and one can guard quite well
if one does not recall what the
knowledge is. You were there. You
know it too. What was it?
The gods are asleep. Dead. Only a
rumble, faint, underfoot. A hungry
militia, marching through the wide
tunnels. No one else heard it, but
Ed sensed that the earth was
stirring. Something was waking up.
5.

Content warning: Grief
1.

Start with a greeting

My heart. My friend from the
womb.
2.

Tell her the reason for
the letter. Tell her you
love her

How are you? I miss you and your
letters. They burned the night the
Regime came. I am searching for
water for your bones. The Minister
had given her word, but I do not
trust her. I left before the Regime
could change its mind.
(Optional: Apologise
for the delay)
It was a rushed beginning to the
journey. Hina and Ed helped me
pack. They are unneeded, but
Hina insisted and Ed would be in
danger from the Regime had they
stayed.
We crossed tunnels, through to
the heart of the Bush. I left with
very little. Ed the scholar is always
recording, instinct built from living
in a Regime where scholarship is
censored. Everything remembers –
I remembered, but I have forgotten.

I am searching for answers; for
you.
I burn your letters as I write them.
There is an altar at the Archives,
where burned offerings make their
way to the Collected. I have been
burning letters to you, begged for
the Minister to grant clemency –
allow my letters to reach you. The
Regime cannot make an exception.
3.

Tell her something from
home

I carry the house key with me.
Around Hina’s throat, I’ve strung
the heart locket. I am always
thinking about home: the shape
of the house from afar, uneven
windows, the table where we
spread our papers. I cannot go
home. Us Old Folk will outlive the
houses we stay in. I was only home
when I was with you.
In the locket, a painting of your
eye. The left one, the one you’ve
always hated.
Said it was too dark, too much. I
cannot remember what you look
like anymore than I can recall the
ocean. I trace Hina’s neck, the
golden chain cold on her skin. We
cannot pry open the locket.
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Times change things. If we can
open the locket at all, what will be
inside?
4.

Tell her something from
her friends

You would be proud of how Ed
has grown up. He is completing
his final year in archaeology.
He studies tunnels and talks to
rocks. He is still young. He would
be much younger had he stayed
back, and the Regime would mask
his eventual disappearance as
they do to scholars. I extended
protection and tutelage for his
sake. He is like you. When Hina
sings your songs, Ed tells us that
the earth sings back.
I suspect you’ve known Hina for
longer than I have. We are a party
of one rock-whisperer, one trickster
and a god’s used-to-be favourite.
The gods are dead and nature is
no more.
Hina misses you, but she has let
you go. She tells me –
“You know she cannot read the
letters you’ve penned.”
We do not speak more on the topic
of letter writing.

Tell her you have not
stopped looking

I know it is a fool’s errand, to
run after a disappearing myth.
What could tricks and rocks do
to incite a dead memory? I am no
God or Hina. I could not demand
or bargain for lost knowledge.
The literature is lost and buried
in the last of its bearer – me.
Sickly me. Hina draws dreams
and fragmented memories to the
surface of my mind, but all I can
remember is you. I am searching
for water in exchange for your
bones. The rules are set: to bargain
for a Collected in the Archives, the
Minister must judge and weigh its
value. The price for retrieving your
bones is all the world’s water. For
you, I will do anything.
6.

Tell her you remember

This is true: I did not forget. I forgot
because you asked me to.
This is true: You were the God of
Water and you have given me
longevity. As water flows, I will live.
This is true: I forgot out of love.
The Regime began its god-killing
to create fear. Gods do not live
forever. Gods are too powerful. The
Regime does not like competition.
It will usurp the gods’ reign.
You died to forewarn the godkilling Regime.They took away
your bones and tried to kill me, but

fear could not undo a thing halfdead. I am older than the Regime. I
will give them their water.
Water was stolen away at your
death, but water predates the
gods. It will return in a world’s
flood. We only stole time, delaying
the inevitable.
This is true: I wish for water to flush
the Regime and its Archives clean,
dismantle the filthy machinations
held in place by stolen Collected. I
wish for records to be wiped clean
– no more Ministerial-approved
names and positions. No more
fear. No more killing.

A militia marches underfoot. A pop.
Water fissures through a fault line
splitting the earth open. Ed stares
back at me, mouth slack. The
water is angry. Good, as it should
be. Let it come.
I will bring you home. Your eye
blinks at me from the open locket.
7.

Signed, dated, burned

I am burning this letter at the
bank of the river. Water rises, first
at ankles, then to the knees. The
ground is mud.

You have asked me to forget and
escape the burden of godhood, in
return for your long life. I wish that
I was the lost god instead, for you
would still live then. You were the
beloved – good, true-hearted, the
people’s champion. The gods had
always lived in you.

I delivered a message. The regime
ends. The flood comes.

This is true: I would trade this all
to have you back. I am the sister
without a heart. The world cannot
compare to you.

Those who wish to live have been
fleeing - first in secret before
news of the flood, then in earnest
when they know the Regime is no
longer the greatest threat to their
livelihood. Humanity is climbing
and digging. Where water cannot
touch and humans can breathe,
they will carve living spaces and
wait.

Hina, the God of Thieves. She took
away our memory of water and
took water away. At a price, she
would be willing to let the flood
reclaim the world. She is more god
than human, hard lines and an
unforgiving mouth. I kissed that
mouth and asked for the return
of the flood. It will wash the world
anew.
I am willing to do anything for
you and Hina is willing to do
anything for me. She will not
drown in the flood, but she will
not live a life worth living. I keep
things interesting, and no one
else appreciates her tricks. I told
her that we will have a long time
together.

The Archives are in disarray.
The Collected have burst free.
Pandemonium spills to the cities.
I hold your bones in my arms.
Welcome home.

At the peak of
watching as the
everything, Hina
your bones. This
letter.

the mountain,
flood swallows
helps me burn
is not the last

I erect a tombstone of all your
tiles. God of Water. My love, my
heart, my friend of the womb. My
sister. My home. Nghiem Anh Diu.

To bargain with a god, I have given
her the name only we know. Could
you imagine that? Nghiem Luu
Lan, last of her bloodline. Sister,
hard-hearted Old Folk, enacter of
god’s will, feller of a Regime, Hina’s
flower.
Hina deems the price adequate.
Your locket sings and I can hear
your voice now, faint, but you’re
here. You are always singing.
You have the eyes of a river,
mother said. In the moonlight, on
a riverbed, I pry open the locket.
Your song is louder. Your eye tilts
underfoot. It blinks, quick as a star.
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Words by Richard Nop, UNIT Research Analyst
In 2018, the market observed an investment bubble into cannabis. Since then, a similar trend has resurfaced which
has subsequently raised investment capital – with the psychedelic craze. Commonly associated with magic mushrooms, ketamine, MDMA and LSD, these ‘magic’ substances have caught the keen eyes of investors. What’s up with
this new craze?
The WHO has estimated that over 700 million people are currently dealing with some form of mental health disorder, whether that be PTSD, addiction, depression or anxiety. Research released by the scientific, medical and
psychiatric communities reveals their capacity to provide sound treatments for mental health ailments. Policies
are changing across North America where licensed providers have been granted access to use psychedelics. The
efficacy of these magic compounds in mental health treatment could be revolutionary and is being looked at as
a source of investment opportunity. That begs the question, are investors tripping over this idea or does it have
potential as a worthwhile investment?

Psychedelics in the Political Spotlight
Psychedelics (also known as hallucinogens) are a class of psychoactive substances which affect all the human
senses, inducing changes in perception, mood and cognitive processes. Psychedelics have been used by indigenous communities for centuries. More than 40,000 patients were treated with psychedelics, and it wasn’t until the
1970s where US President Richard Nixon criminalised it as part of a ‘war on drugs’. This idea was adopted across
the world.
Richard Doblin, founder and executive director of the Multidisciplinary Association for Psychedelic Substances
(MAPS) states that what is being observed today is a “psychedelic renaissance”. At present, Canadian companies
can seek government approval of psychedelic usage for medical, scientific and industrial uses only. Oregon has
legalised the use of psilocybin (magic mushrooms) for mental health therapy. Washington D.C. has decriminalised all plant and fungi-based psychedelics. The US Food and Drug Administration (FDA) has approved the use of
psychedelics, fast-tracking research for PTSD treatment. Last year, eketamine (ketamine) became the first psychedelic drug to be approved for depression delivered in the form of a nasal spray in the United States through a restricted distribution system. With new exemptions being introduced, new rules and changing attitudes, advocates
are hopeful of the decriminalisation of this class of drugs.

The Mental Health Landscape
It has been revealed that 40% of US residents were struggling from mental health issues due to the COVID-19 pandemic, as reported by the US Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. A draft report released by the Australian
Productivity Commision estimates that mental health problems and suicide is costing Australia up to AU$180 billion
per year and treatment and services are not meeting expectations. Scientific research reveals the immense capacity of psychedelics being used as cures for mental health disorders, used to ‘reset’ the brain. This, coupled with the
lack of innovative options for mental health problems, represents a market opportunity with $2.5 to $8.5 trillion in
economic output lost every year due to these conditions.

Sector Outlook & Performance
Momentum for these forms of treatments is readily growing as the volume of scientific literature increases in support for psychedelic use. More than 30 companies in North America are now focused on psychedelic medicine and
actively raising capital. UK biotech Compass Pathways flagged a planned US$100 million initial public offering
in the US to further develop the treatment of depression using psilocybin. It has now surged over 200% since its
trading debut. Atai Life Sciences AG, a German startup exploring ways of using psychedelics into mental health
treatment, has been valued at about US$2 million in a funding round ahead of its potential listing. Around 25
companies on the Candian Stock Exchange are in the psychedelic business, with the first psychedelic ETF being
launched just earlier this year.
A 2020 report published by Research and Markets estimates that the psychedelics drug market size is projected to
reach US$10.75 billion by 2027, growing at a compound annual growth rate of 12.36% during 2021-2017. Analysts
at Nasdaq believe that the sector could bring in over US$6.85 billion by 2027. Canadian listed shares of MindMed
(a company researching psychedelics treatment) have surged over 50% in August to September 2020, and have
more than tripled since the end of October. Large funds have been invested into research and development with
the chance that the discovery of a medical breakthrough may disrupt the US$70 billion market for mental health.
With all things presented thus far, this is still a new market and these classes of drugs are still illegal. Despite the
immense excitement in this potential new medical breakthrough, policies will play a crucial role in bringing these
treatments to the market. In spite of this, this industry has revolutionary potential to disrupt the mental health
market due to the profound benefits it could create.
Sources: Alcohol and Drug Foundation, Australian Financial Review, Australian Productivity Commission,
Bloomberg, BNN Bloomberg, Casey Research, Investing News, Nasdaq, Research and Markets, Rollingstone.
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He arrives with night,
As darkness walks,
When neither child nor mouse
Does dare to talk.

His greed and hunger know no bounds –
Consuming all, he makes his rounds,
Travelling to his billion feasts,
Words by Joseph Halliwell

Christmas in July
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His carriage pulled by Arctic beasts,

Until, alas, he finds your door –
No-one hides from Santa Claus.
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Muscle Memory
Words by Jess Vandervinne

Right on three, not a minute before nor a minute
after, Albert’s long, lean frame appeared at his
door. A hermit emerging from his shell.

The timely beep from his watch brought him back
to his senses. Shaking off his disconcertment, he
hobbled back the way he came. Clenching a fist,
he tried to shut out the music of the park, but it
was ceaseless.

His little terrace house was squeezed
insignificantly amongst the identical image of
brick houses stretching along the street. With
slow, laborious steps, he walked towards the
park across the road. Bound by his body, this
was the farthest he could venture from home.

While he could block off his own flow, melodies
haunted him everywhere.
~

Holding the edge of the seat to keep steady with
one frail arm, he placed himself down on the park
bench. Albert’s hands rested on his knees stiffly.
He turned them over carefully as he examined
them, shoulders curled forward.

Perched on the edge of the couch, Albert held
a flowery teacup that clinked awkwardly in his
now docile hands. He looked out of place, even
in his own home. The bright, dated wallpaper
and old paintings merely made him seem duller,
imbuing him with a grey hue.

He detested his hands.

He looked at his wife opposite him, glasses
perched on the tip of her nose as she stitched a
hole in one of his jumpers. She thrived in her new
body. The deep creases that lined her forehead
and cheeks seemed perfect for her warm face.
Her personality overflowed from this elderly,
maternal mould.

They had once been the vessel of his body, the
avenue where his essence flowed freely through
his fingers. While his voice faltered and jarred,
his hands once moved instinctively, capable of
grasping the attention of a whole room firmly by
the chin.
Now, his hands were a constant reminder of time
lost. Wrinkled ridges and ravines of bulging veins
sculpted the weathered, sun-spotted terrain of
his palms.

He watched her stubby fingers that quite nimbly
manoeuvred the needle through the sleeve.
Golden sunlight streamed through the window
behind him, warming his back and casting a long
shadow on the carpet. The shadow, its outline full
and present, resembled him more than himself.
He sometimes felt like his body was wrapped in a
protective shell, while the inside was somewhere
preserved, like an Egyptian mummy encased in
slowly deteriorating wrapping.

He returned his gaze to the park surroundings
morosely. Children squealing and laughing at a
game of tag, the steady pace of joggers on the
pavement as they huffed past, the strong breeze
that bustled through the trees and left the leaves
rustling and disconcerted.
The sounds blurred and twisted to become a
unique melody. His fingers, seemingly of their
own accord, began to tap along with the rhythm
of sounds that swirled around him. Slowly at
first, but then all at once, they danced on his
knees, flourishing along.

That’s what he had become – a silent shadow of
a man.
She never stopped talking. She filled the gaps of
his silences with constant commentary, until they
were empty and repetitive. The words fluttered
aimlessly about the room, never landing.

With glazed eyes, Albert watched the young
boys running about. One held a stick aloft and
was chasing the others, who twisted away from
his jabs with grins. Such reckless abandon. He
watched their legs pumping quickly. The smooth,
oiled joints.

“Right.”
She slapped her hands on her knees as she got
to her feet and began bustling about the house
pointedly. She fluffed pillows, collected dishes,
and fidgeted with the table setup. The house
looked oddly tilted to the side after she had
finished, leaving it uneasy.

Eventually, Albert shifted his eyes down to his
lap and, as if his body parts were out of sync
with each other, caught his hands in the midst of
their act. He abruptly slapped them down on his
knees, the music falling flat.

Albert picked up the newspaper next to him and
lifted it close to his face.
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Over its pages, he saw her pause at the one
place in the house that held a sense of himself;
tucked away in the corner was his piano. She
tenderly adjusted a frame on the wall behind it, a
finger trailing on its border as she peered at it for
a moment. A man at a piano, a woman standing
proudly beside him.

They fit amongst the keys like an estranged
family member returning home.
Timidly, like a returning lover, his fingers started
to move. He let them move instinctively, with
muscle memory. Building in confidence the
melody gained momentum. Albert’s ears found
the song – an uplifting tune tinged with deep
sadness.

He cringed and shifted his body to face the other
way.

He warmed, colour returning to his cheeks as
his surroundings fell away and he was swept up
with the breath of sound. He was back on stage,
his withered skin peeled away. The crowd was
enthralled and she was there, looking at him
directly. Unencumbered, he relished in the divine
sense of abandonment.

She had always loved his hands. In their youth,
when he kissed her, she would grab his hands
and place them on her cheek, her own tracing
over his fingers.
Once, while he was playing in the spotlight, he
glanced over at her backstage. She was not
looking at him, but had her eyes closed, mouth
parted and hands raised slightly, as if feeling the
music inside of her. He turned back to the keys,
somehow ashamed.

But a gnawing feeling in his core pulled him
back. His fingers stumbled, stuttering. The sound
fragmented, jarring against his ears.
His eyes reopened and he hunched closer, his
body swaying up and down as he pushed through
the creaks of his joints and pressed harder into
the keys. They cluttered and clanged, until they
were groaning in pain. His eyes blurred, but he
couldn’t, wouldn’t stop.

She didn’t pester him any more about why he
stopped. Their hands simply stretched further
apart.
“I’m off to the community meeting.” Her voice
echoed through the halls, jolting him out of his
haze.

Movement came from beside him. He refused to
take his focus off the keys, but in the corner of his
eye he saw her figure, standing just beside the
lid. His heart sank. He wanted to be absorbed into
the cracks between the keys, but he kept going,
pressing the keys aggressively, desperately.

“Can you do the garbage before I come back,
Albert?” It was more of an order than a question.
She left without a second glance.
Standing at the counter, he held the roll of
garbage bags. His fingers shook slightly as he
attempted to peel the shiny black material. They
slipped – once, twice, again. His hands creaked
and cramped. Albert clenched his jaw tighter,
peeling harder now. The bag rustled loudly, but
still his fingers stumbled, like a buffering tape.

She placed a hand over his own, softly. His fingers
halted instantly, and sweet silence resumed.
She peered up at his face, eyebrows rounded to
show her feeling. For once, she said nothing. It
struck him hard.

Abruptly, he slammed the roll down on the
counter.

He looked back at her from behind his slouched
shoulders, eyes brimming.

His skin felt itchy like a scratchy jumper, and his
face flushed at this unusual outburst of emotion.
He shot a glance over to the corner, where his
piano sat patiently. His hands yearned to meet
them, to heal their pride. Albert squeezed his
hands once in a fist, and then strode over to the
piano.

“I’m – sorry.”
He hung his head and sobbed. Trying to catch his
breath, he cried heavy tears that overpowered
him. She moved her hands to embrace his
shoulders, holding him together.
Through slitted eyes, he saw tears pitter on the
white keys.

Standing across from its open mouth, his arms
extended timidly to feel the cold ivory keys under
his fingers.

But all he could focus on was her warmth, as she
clutched him close to her heart.

His hands weren’t so detestable anymore.
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Smooth

I remembered that my trash
needed to be taken out. So, with
a “1-2-3,” I lunged forward and
off my couch. ‘Felix’ was written
across one of the Uber Eats bags
piled near the bin in the kitchen.
One of my conquests from the
previous week that I’d forgotten
about, until now. I was sure he’d
turn out to be just like all the
others anyway.
I took out the trash and thought
again about going for a walk – it
really was a lovely day. I walked
back inside, up the stairs and to
my apartment.

“I need to pee,” I announced and
made my way to the bathroom.
With no actual need to pee, I
decided to sit on the ledge of the
bath for a few minutes. He was
making me nervous, I needed to
recollect myself. I took notice of
my breathing and slowed it down.
I eventually felt safe enough to
leave the bathroom. I walked
out and he was on his phone.
Probably messaging other girls.
How rude, while he was still in
my apartment. I poured myself
a fifth but he said he had had
enough for now. Pussy, I thought
but quickly caught myself. The
old me would have said it out
loud without much consideration;
constant growth, I thought and
then laughed. Let that one slip. He
looked at me puzzled.
“I’m drunk,” I announced,
hoping that he’d believe that my
intoxication was the reason for
my unprovoked laugh and not
that I was entering a psychotic
episode.

Content warning: substance
abuse, mental health issues
I woke up from an awfully long
nap and considered going back
to sleep. It was 5pm – a stupid
time to wake up I thought, but
nevertheless, I did. I toyed with
the idea of going for a walk, of
starting a new fitness regime –
but instead, I stayed sat on the
couch watching New Girl for
the fourth time. How pretty the
autumn trees looked from my
third-storey apartment. Some
bare, just branches. Some with
orange leaves just waiting to fall;
to be swept up and thrown away.
How lovely.

He focused on me completely.

Felix called and asked me to
dinner. I declined but invited
him over to play chess with me
instead. He accepted. I was being
forced out of my pyjamas; forced
to shower. It had been a little over
four days. I combed my hair out
of the ratted mess it had become
and freshened it up with some
dry shampoo. Drew wings onto
my eyes and put a little blush on
my cheeks. I looked in the mirror.
Alive, I thought.
He arrived at 8:30pm. I admired
his punctuality, but was also
hoping he’d be late because I
hadn’t finished my episode yet.
“Red or white?” I asked.
“Whatever’s open.”
I became self-conscious. How did
he know I had already opened
a bottle? “Red it is.” I clumsily
poured him a glass; I was only half
tipsy. He politely took it from me,
pretending not to notice the wine
I spilled on the floor. “Chess?” I
suggested.
“Right to it,” he said. “Yeah, let’s
go.”
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He sat on the couch and I
positioned my thrifted wooden
chess table in front of him. I
grabbed the stool and sat on the
other side. I let him be white; it
was only polite considering that I
couldn’t quite remember his name
in that moment. It was something
cat-related, I thought.
He opened by moving the pawn
in front of his king two spots
forward. My least favourite
opener. I countered with the
same. He smirked and moved his
knight. Within ten minutes I had
checkmated him and put out my
hand. He shook it.
“Good game,” he said earnestly.
I was used to people getting
annoyed with me, but instead he
seemed impressed by my chess
play.
“More wine?” I asked, and he
accepted by handing me his
glass.
Four glasses in and I started
feeling a way about him. He’d ask
me a question and look directly at
me. No wandering eyes or being
distracted by the notifications on
his phone, of which there seemed
to be many.

I was aware that my high
tolerance for alcohol was not
something to be proud of, but I still
was. It was something I had, that
not everyone did. Since young, I
would silently compete with my
friends over who could drink the
most. I always won. This followed
me into my adult years, where
I began competing with myself.
Intentionally trying to increase
my tolerance with every glass. Of
course, I succeeded – but I never
saw it as much of a problem.
It’s something I’d definitely cut
down on recently as my friends
stopped coming around, but I
had company tonight – it was a
special occasion.
The first time he came over, we
didn’t really speak. We played
chess, had sex and I asked
him to leave; nicely, of course.
This time I felt like being heard.
I made up a story about my
childhood and he asked if I had
an anxious avoidant attachment
style. He was right even though
his insight was based on fiction.
I wondered whether there was
something about my behaviour
that screamed ‘get away from
me, but don’t go too far!’ I’ve been
told by my therapist that a lack of
parental nurturing as a child is
why I attach in the way that I do
now. Not very profound, I thought
at the time.

“I worked through my attachment
style with my therapist,” he told
me. “It was probably one of the
more difficult things I’ve done.”
“I’ve gotta pee again,” I
announced, cutting him off and
actually did this time. I sat on
the toilet seat for a little longer
than necessary. Still feeling quite
nervous. I walked out and again,
he was on his phone.
Here I was, sat next to what
seemed to be a perfectly decent
human. ‘Get away from me, but
don’t go too far’ echoed in my
mind. I liked him but I didn’t trust
it. It was getting close to the time
for him to leave but I started to
think that maybe I wanted him
to stay. “Did you want to stay?”
I asked.
“I’d love to,” he answered, as if he
was waiting for me to ask. From
the time he arrived until now, the
atmosphere in my apartment felt
foreign to me. I realised now that
he brought with him a kind of
smoothness that I only felt while
listening deeply to music.
“If I’m staying, I may as well have
another glass.”
I went to pour him one but the
bottle was empty. “Shall I open
another?” I asked.
“Oh only if you’re gonna have
one too.”
I considered it. “I think I’m okay
actually.”

“Where are you right now?” he
asked. How did he know?
“I think I’m just tired,” I lied. I was
mad with myself; distracted for
no reason.
“Mate,” he announced, but there
was no triumph in his voice and
instead, concern. “Are you okay?”
he asked and I nodded.
“Do you wanna go to bed?” I
suggested.
“Sure.”
I woke up next to him. “Coffee?”
he asked.
“Of course, I can make them,”
and I was about to get up but he
softly held me down.
“Don’t stress, I’m sure I can figure
it out. How do you take yours?”
“White, no sugar.”
I could hear him fumbling around
in the kitchen. “Ah, shit.” He tried
to whisper.
“Is everything okay?” I called out.
“Yeah, I just spilled some milk on
the floor.” He handed me mine
and got back into bed next to me.
“I’m glad I called.” I couldn’t think
of anything to say.

I relaxed backward into his arms.
He had very attractive arms;
strong-looking but somehow soft.
I think the softness came from
the subtle blonde hairs that were
illuminated by the lamp every
time he moved. His face wasn’t
that great, but he really did have
lovely arms.

“Thank you.” Stupid.

“Another game?” he proposed.
We silently set up the board. He
had the king and queen in the
wrong positions, so I swapped
them around for him. “Oh shit,
thanks.” This game was different.
It felt like he knew which move I
was about to make before I did.
He was two steps ahead and I was
trailing behind. A longer game
this time; I couldn’t figure it out.

He left at around midday. I
suppose he got bored of being in
bed with me. That night I played
a game of virtual chess against a
stranger and won. I texted him, ‘I
don’t want to see you again’. He
never responded. I knew I was
right about him.
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After we finished our coffees he
suggested a walk. I declined.
Having not left my apartment
in days, I didn’t feel prepared
enough for it. Instead we stayed
in bed. He had me wrapped in his
arms and I felt safe.

Art by James Spencer

Distance

Words by L. E. Duffy
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Last night I had a dream that I was home. The gum trees swayed in the breeze
outside my window, the smell that only farms have drifting in as I sat at my
desk. My mum came in with a cup of tea, and asked what I was working on, but I
couldn’t tell her – it was a dream after all. I could hear the sounds of cricket balls
being batted against the hard earth of the garden, and I wandered outside to
see my brothers, years younger than their present selves, playing a game. I tried
to talk to them but they didn’t respond, like I wasn’t there at all. Like I was walking
through a memory, to be observed but not to be altered.
Carrie woke up sweating. Beside her, Paul slept soundly, breathing peacefully.
She put on some slippers, danced over the creaky floorboards and shut the
bedroom door behind her. In the kitchen, she made herself actual tea, the kind
her mum had sent over the other day. The kitchen was small, tucked in next to
the living room, barely four feet wide. A floral tea towel hung on the oven door,
covered in wattles, as cliche as that may be. Out the window, a car trundled
down the quiet Dublin street, and a neighbour threw light on a resident cat
before beckoning it inside.
~
When Carrie had met Paul, she’d been living in London but travelling through
Germany when they started talking in a pub one night.
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Cup in hand, Carrie opened up her computer and sat
in the blue glow of its light. On Facebook she scrolled
through photos and updates and albums. A girl from
her high school had had a baby. Another had been
out for drinks the other night and clearly thought
the world would like to know. It was funny how that
notion is universal, Carrie thought, no matter the city
you’re raised in. If she scrolled far enough through
these women’s timelines, young Carrie herself would
be there smiling, surrounded by friends and the
feeling of belonging. She would have walked home
from the same pub they had always gone to, past
the same houses that she had always hurried past.
She reached out for her phone, which had been lying
face down on the cabinet, and considered calling
her mum. It would be midday there after all.
~

“Would you ever move back to Australia with me?”
He waited a long time before responding. “I don’t
think I could do that.”
“Why not?”
“All my family is here. My friends as well. Can’t
imagine leaving them.” He had his brow furrowed in
the way he always did when he was confused.
“I moved here to be with you. Wouldn’t you do the
same for me?”

They’d done the long-distance thing for a while
until Carrie could get a job in Dublin. Paul had even
put aside his dislike of the English so as to visit her,
although he complained terribly about it when he
did.

“Never been to London,” he said, over the glasses clinking and boisterous chatter
in foreign languages.

Paul liked visiting other places and loved her stories
of Australia. She showed him around London as if it
had always been her city to show. He met her friends
and they all said they liked him.

“How is that possible?” She’d laughed, personally insulted that someone with
the geographic ease of travelling did not exploit it at every possible opportunity.
In Australia, kids grew up plotting their escape to more extravagant, exotic
cities. London seemed like the easiest way to see as much of the world as fast as
possible. Carrie had never met anyone who didn’t love the place.

“You know what, I didn’t have high expectations for
this fellow trying to steal my best friend away,” Lana
had whispered to her at work the morning after she’d
met him. “But honestly, Carrie, he’s gorgeous.”

“Don’t like the British much. There’s a lot of history there.”

“And his accent is to die for,” Alexandra had agreed.

“You’re not going to like my friends much then,” she’d laughed, and they spent
the next three weeks inseparably holidaying around Europe.

When Carrie spent weekends in Dublin, Paul had
taken her to meet his parents and taught her all the
intricacies of her new city. Carrie watched him telling
her all about where the best grocery stores were as
they walked down Grafton Street and thought how
rare it was to find someone that was so perfect for
her. They just fit together so easily.

“Yeah but that was different, wasn’t it? It was just
across the sea. This is halfway around the world.”
“Well I guess, but don’t you think it’s hard for me to
live so far away from my family?”
“Of course, of course I do,” Paul walked across the
kitchen and placed both his hands on her upper
arms, giving them a reassuring squeeze as he
lowered his eyes to meet her own. “But we’re saving
up to visit at Christmas, right? We’ll just make sure
that in the future, travelling there will be our priority
for saving and stuff.”
He had kissed her forehead before collecting the
glasses from the table and continued washing up.
Carrie was left sitting at the table, her back rigid
against the chair, her hand pressed against her lips
to stop them from quivering.
~
Paul had proposed to her two months ago. He had
been going to save the question until after he met her
family, he had said, but he just couldn’t wait. Carrie
had called her parents the next morning and put
them on loud speaker so they could hear the news
from Paul and herself. She could hear the tears in her
mother’s eyes by the end of the excited conversation,
though in the crackling of the telephone line she
wasn’t quite sure if they were happy or sad ones.

So, when she was able to get a transfer from her
current company to their corresponding office, she
packed up her things and arrived at their new shared
flat, just across the Irish Sea.
~

~

“Hey Mum, it’s me. I know you’re probably out at
the moment, being the middle of the day and all.
Just calling for a chat, that’s all really. I’m not really
sleeping much at the moment but work is fine and so
is Paul and everything. Anyway, give me a call back
whenever. Love you… Bye.”

She looked at the ring on her finger. It glinted in the
hue of the computer light. She closed the Facebook
tab and opened a new one. This time it was an airline
company. She searched for the flights to Australia
and got out her wallet, typing in the details and
getting the confirmation email. When she was done,
she slumped back in her chair and rubbed her heavy
eyes. It was a one-way ticket.

~
The subject of ‘home’ had come up once one evening
when they were having dinner together at the flat.
Paul had gotten up to clear the plates when Carrie
spoke.
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