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I

n this edition of Lot’s Wife, we have collaborated with the Monash Student Association (MSA)
Welfare Department and the Disabilities & Carers Department to bring you an issue that focuses
on disability and mental health. We hope this edition gives you all more insight into the array of
individual perspectives and experiences at Monash, to learn more about something you weren’t
aware of, or perhaps to see your own experiences reflected in our pages.
We cannot ignore the fact that 1 in 5 people struggle with mental health issues, and the recent
turbulence of the COVID-19 pandemic has only exacerbated personal struggles. Many mental
illnesses are still deeply stigmatised, and mental health is inextricably linked to broader issues of
inequality.
With over 4.4 million Australians having some form of disability, it is also crucial that society more
greatly appreciates the perspective of disabled people. As many of you will know from personal
experience, disabled people face intense discrimination, and many invisible disabilities aren’t taken
seriously.
In this edition, we hope to provide a space for discussion of mental health and disability, from
informative pieces about navigating Monash Counselling, to poems and short stories that explore
disability and mental health through a creative lens. Experiences of mental illness and disability are
varied, and so too are the pieces in this edition: while many deal with dark themes – we encourage
readers to check the content warnings preceding some pieces – there are also moments of love, hope
and acceptance.
This edition also looks at important issues worldwide, from climate change and sustainability to
pro-democracy protests and the Taliban takeover in Afghanistan. The last few months have been
extremely turbulent for the entire world. As we move towards the end of the year, we are bound to
see more unprecedented events, both at home and abroad. We urge you all to use your voice during
these times to share your opinion and provide a glimpse into your worldview.
We offer a tremendous thanks to everyone who contributed to this edition. As a student magazine,
our goal is to amplify the voices of students. We hope that with this issue, we have helped to share
your voices.
Until next time,
- The Lot’s Wife Team
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Disabilities &
Carers

Hi there Lot’s Wife readers!
We are Charlotte and Thanura, this year’s Monash Student Association (MSA) Welfare
Officers. In leading the MSA Welfare Department in 2021, we have been fortunate to work
alongside two brilliant committees - the Welfare Committee and the Mental Health and
Resilience Committee. Our committee members have played a pivotal role in the outputs of
the department, particularly in the advocacy and education side of our remit. We’d like to take
this opportunity to thank them and their efforts.

A message from your Disabilities and Carers Office Bearers
Hello friends, your MSA Disabilities and Carers Office-Bearers here!

The MSA Welfare Department exists to protect and enhance the welfare services available to
all students at Monash Clayton, a mission we translated into our overarching hashtag for the
year, #WeCanFeelBetter.

We are also really proud to present this edition to our non-disabled community. We hope this
edition sheds light on the experiences of disabled people and enables you to reconsider your
world with perspective and respect. We hope this edition is the stepping stone you need to
grow your advocacy and read more from disabled creators and activists.

As Welfare Officers, we endeavoured to help students ‘feel better’ in three capacities - social
engagement, health & wellbeing and advocacy & student support. Semester 1, 2021 saw the
return of masses of students to Free Food Mondays, a Welfare department staple held at
Wholefoods and held up by our wonderful team of volunteers. We also introduced the ‘Snacks
& Shush’ initiative, a collaboration with a variety of cultural clubs and societies which aimed to
provide a quiet space for students as we returned to campus.
More recently, we have been working with Monash Counselling & Mental Health Programs
and Respectful Communities on the ‘Better Friends Project’ - a training designed for student
leaders, by student leaders, to better support their peers with mental health related concerns.
Our committee has been hard at work leading our welfare education over on Instagram @msa.
welfare.
The mission behind this collaboration with MSA Disabilities & Carers Department and Lot’s
Wife is to explore welfare, mental health and disability related issues and experiences. While
filling different spaces within the MSA, we have similar aims and virtues that we are excited to
infuse into this edition. We are grateful to be collaborating with MSA Disabilities & Carers on
this edition of Lot’s Wife, and hope that the variety of voices and lived experiences captured
within these pages make people feel seen and valued.
Thank you to all those who contributed to this edition of Lot’s Wife! We hope these pieces
provide you with food for thought from the minds of your fellow peers.
- Charlotte Barber & Thanura Ediri
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We are really proud to present this edition to our community, and hope we can continue to
find ways to spotlight disabled voices at Monash University. When reading it, we want you
to feel warmth, comfort, validation and affirmation. Sharing the stories of disabled people is
integral to breaking the stigma and creating a campus that is open and accessible.

When considering disability and creating accessible spaces, it’s easy to open your arms and
say all are welcome here. Yet, how often do you take the time to consider what you need to
put in place to create a truly inclusive place? The Disabilities and Carers department is guided
by the mantra of “this was created with you in mind”, and we hope that you can take this
quote into everything you do.
As the current MSA D&C Officer Bearers, we want to represent, acknowledge and strengthen
our community through advocacy, initiatives and events. This collaboration with Lots Wife
ensures we can provide a platform to champion disabled experience.
For everyone reading this edition, we encourage you to do so with compassion and an openmind so that you may recognise, learn, and embrace the experiences of others.
- Chloe Gibson & Tiana Sixsmith

Getting in Touch
Welfare

Disabilities & Carers

Facebook: MSA Welfare
Instagram: @msa.welfare
Email: msa-welfare@monash.edu

Facebook: MSA Disabilities & Carers
Instagram: @msa.disabilities
Email: msa-disabilities@monash.edu
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Content warning: body-image issues

Poor feedback
Or an unintentional slight
Then I look in the mirror to see what stares back at me
Erythema and stretch marks
Deposits of fat
A stomach that extends too far
And a chest not far enough
Puffy pinkness and ingrown hairs
Skin with the pallor of a skeleton
But no bones outlined through bloated flesh
A mismatch of repulsive curves
A verisimilitude of internal disgust
Externalised.
Compliments
Or a smile in passing
Then I look in the mirror to see what stares back at me
Decorated earlobes
Sculpted eyebrows
Adiposity, but obscuring hard-earnt growth
And a bulk of muscle of which I am proud
Heroically diegetic scars
Not enough hair for a beard
But enough for a nice shadow
A collection of egocentric beauty
A mirror of internal pride
Externalised.

Brutal,
Perceptive
Descriptions

Art by James Spencer

Words by Joshua Strauss
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A Tower
and Two
Keys

Lot’s Wife • Edition Five

His apartment was cluttered but cosy. He had reorganised his
living room into a mini studio and refurbished every wall, covering
the cracks with family photos.
I pulled out the portrait from my bag and asked why he had
drawn it. He sat me down on his couch and attempted to salvage
my memories, memories of school. Every lunchtime, while our
class was outside playing, he and I would sit inside and draw
together. We both shared a dream of becoming artists.
I laughed and told him I had given up on such rubbish. He chuckled. But, behind his smile, I could tell he was a little heartbroken.

Words and Art by Jesse Blue Pridham

Autumn

Content warning: drug and alcohol abuse,
discussion of suicide, blood, violence

It was a Friday evening. The elevator was broken, so I was
forced to take the stairwell up to my apartment. On the tenth
floor I discovered Madison vomiting in the hallway. I ran over
to help. Her eyes were red and her skin was pale.

It was midnight. Archie let himself in. He had put on muscle since
he’d been locked up.
He told me I looked like shit. I told him to leave, but he just snickered and began scrounging my apartment for food and beer. I
told him to leave again. This time he turned to me.
I was expecting a slap, but, instead, he reached into his pocket
and pulled out a syringe.

“Maddy?”
“Maddy! Are you okay?”

“I’m safe.”

This time I was the one who was heartbroken. It had been months
since I had gone cold turkey and the withdrawal had decimated
my memories. Or perhaps it was the drugs. Either way, I told him I
wasn’t okay with taking responsibility.

“Yes you can!

His name was Ishaan. He lived in the same high-rise as me. Five
floors above.

I knew that this was a call for help. I reached into my pocket
and pulled out my spare room key. I asked her to let me be
there for her. While she accepted the key, she denied my
offer.
This was her fight, she declared. This mess was hers to fix.

8

My body went numb. Time slowed as I turned the corner. Ishaan
was lying on the cold slabs of the floor in a pool of blood. I
collapsed next to him and begged him to wake up. I begged him
to forgive me.

“…”
“Listen to me, Maddy, you need to come home.”

His swollen right eye quivered open.

“… I can’t.”

He lifted his hand and caressed my face.

“No. You don’t understand.”

Spring

“I do understand! Please, tell me where you are. I’ll
find you!”

I awoke in a hospital room, covered in stitches. I turned to
my bedside table. Sitting next to a vase of white roses was
a small piece of canvas.

“I can’t… I need this.”
“No, listen to me! I won’t forgive you if you do this.”

It was a portrait of me.

“Ishaan…”
“Please! Please come home!”

After a trip to the shops, I stopped by Maddy’s apartment
with a gift for her. The door was unlocked. I knocked three
times yet there was no response, so I let myself in.

Once dawn arrived, I left the drawing by her bedside table
and returned home.

A week or so after being discharged from the hospital, I went to
thank him for helping me. I knocked once. As he opened the door,
I was engulfed in the smell of warm food. He was wearing an
apron smeared in old paint and cooking stains. I apologised for
interrupting, but he smiled and encouraged me to come inside.

“Where are you?”
“No you’re not. Archie’s dangerous!”

Suddenly, the door to the apartment opened. It was Maddy.
I apologised for sneaking in, but she didn’t seem to care. I
gave her the present, a drawing pad and a set of pencils.
She accepted the gift, but her happy expression quickly
turned troubled. She told me her ex, Archie, was being released from jail tonight.

Archie’s car was no longer parked in the underpass. I stumbled
into the depths of the station, calling out for Ishaan. But I was
instead met with a red stream that spilled around the edge of a
wall.

“… Yes, I’m okay.”

Winter

I called an ambulance and accompanied her to the hospital. Her family wasn’t answering, and her ex was in jail. As I
watched her sleep, I took out my drawing pad and a felt-tip
pen. I wasn’t just sketching what I saw, I was sketching what
I knew. What I remembered.

I sprinted through the tempest. My heart was thrashing against
my chest. This was all my fault. I had to find him, I had to keep
him safe.

“…”

But, by the end, our discussion became serious. I asked him why
he was trying to be friends with a wreck like me. We stopped
walking. He took a deep breath and told me his reason. Many
years ago, when his parents had died, he had decided to jump
from the tower. But he was saved before he could make it to the
roof. He was saved by a friend. By me.

Her flat was cold and barren. There was little to no furniture
and the heater was broken. To see how she was coping, I
decided to look around. Her fridge was empty, while her sink
was littered in takeaway containers and empty spirit bottles.
Her living room only contained a television, a mattress, and
a dead pot plant in the corner.

I followed the trail around a corner while calling for Maddy,
but I was met with an ambush that knocked me to the floor.
It was Archie. I yelled at him to tell me where Maddy was.
But he spat on my face and picked up a metal pipe.

“…”

He told me he had already decided, he was going to help me
bounce back. In return, I would have to accept the past. I would
have to accept that I had saved his life.

I couldn’t leave her there. Not just because we knew each
other, but because she had saved me, years ago, when I too
had given up on myself.

I noticed a small trace of puddles spattered across the
titles. Someone else was here, seeking shelter from the rain.

“Maddy! Where are you?!”

He shook his head and looked me in the eyes.

I had just left my night shift at a convenience store. On my
way home, I took a shortcut through an abandoned underground train station. It was there that I found her, lying
unconscious on the cold slabs of the floor. Her left forearm
was dotted in red track marks.

My calls for Maddy echoed throughout the underground
station. I had to find her, I had to keep her safe. I didn’t
want her to suffer anymore.

Archie parked the car in an underpass. Together, we wandered
into the depths of the abandoned train station. My phone
vibrated. It was Ishaan. Archie signalled for me to hang up, but I
answered instead.

It was a cool Sunday morning. Ishaan arrived and handed me
a takeaway coffee. Together, we strolled aimlessly through the
park. The topics of our conversation wavered like the fiery leaves
in the wind, mostly concerning trivial things. Our favourite music,
movies, and food.

Her name was Madison. She lived in the same high-rise as
me. Five floors below.

I unlocked the door and entered his flat. But he was nowhere to
be seen.

He put it back in his pocket and said if we wanted to take it, we
would have to go to the usual place.

She was embarrassed but accepted my help.

Summer

A storm began to brew. I returned home and climbed the tower
to Ishaan’s apartment.

Memories surged back. They were foggy and unfocused, yet also
pleasant. This, this right here, I could count on it to relieve my
suffering.

After helping her up, I grabbed my bottle from my backpack and gave her some water. She told me she was getting
serious nausea from her withdrawal. So, I asked her to come
with me to my flat to get some electrolytes.

[Image description: sketch of a young woman sleeping.]

I threw away the key, shattering it on the tiled floor.

[Image description: sketch of a young man sleeping.]

“… I’m sorry.”
“No! Maddy wait –”
I hung up.
Archie passed me the syringe. I felt it, the shards of my life
reforming. My anxiety and depression melted away. I was no
longer lost. I was holding the key to a happiness I could count on.
I wanted it. I wanted it so desperately.
Yet, I hesitated. I took a deep breath and took in my environment.
The walls of the station were covered in graffiti, but it wasn’t your
typical vandalism. No, it had been painted with passion and
care, even if the artist knew almost no one would see it.
I remembered. Long ago, I too had love. For my art. For my
friends. For myself.
It was then that I realised: this happiness was cold and hollow.
The happiness I wanted… the happiness I deserved… It was
warm and genuine.
I shook my head and told Archie I wasn’t going to do this anymore.
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From Sappho,
with
.
Words by Eliot

Do You See Me?
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Words by Georgia

I stand in the tall grass,
Swaying side to side
Through the changing weather,
The torrential rain, the beams of burning sun,
And the perennial night and day.
I am still here,
So why won’t you look my way?
I’m lying on the sand,
Stretching out as far as I can
Over the miscellaneous grains,
Warmth growing inside of me,
Sunkissed.

You will remember […]
[…..] for you in our youth
[you] did those things [to me]

The waves inching closer,
Calling me in,
Yet the wind pushes me away,
With a rush of bitterness –
The hole in the sand is getting deeper.
Hurry, I am going to disappear.

Waking […] dreams [torment] me
I treat well those who […]
[…..] are the ones that harm me
most of [all]

I’m flying in the sky,
Drifting back and forth,
So light,
Full of joy.
Until the dark clouds rumble,
And grow menacing.
Do you know I am here?

I want [you]
to suffer most [of all]
in this I am […]
[…] aware

Streaks of light from the sky,
Drums playing in the air –
I’m above you now,
Are you watching me?

I’m rising with the flames,
The smoke choking my breath with every inhale,
The embers are chasing me,
Preying upon me, like a pack of drifting hyenas.
I’m now one with the smoke.
Up here, I’m thinking of writing a love letter to the fresh air.
Would you read it then?
I’m underwater, finding it hard to relax,
The current is dragging me out deeper,
Sand is kicking up around me,
Blurring my vision,
Bubbles are floating around me.
Peace envelops me,
The sun shines through,
An abstract image.
I see you looking in my direction,
Yet straight through me.
So now all you need to do is look my way –
Just look my way,
And see me.

deep sounds […]
[…] and
bloodstained but [I have not]
[…]
Art by @0ojin_

Cold sweat holds me and […]
shaking grips me and […]

Editor’s Note: This poem is reconstructed from
fragments of papyri found in waste from Lesbos.
Torn pieces of tape indicate where the papyri are too
badly damaged to be read, and pieces of duct tape
indicate interpolations from partially broken words.

I am and dead
[Goldcrowned] I descend
1010

Art by Owen Robinson

Art by Owen Robinson
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Cerebral
Contagion
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Words by Maddison Lewis
Content warning: mental illness, domestic abuse, violence, body horror

Dendrites brush like fingertips,
smiling through myelin
a sheath that insulates   swarms of butterflies
eating through skin
When you walk in the room
glials pulsate and sizzle
under schisms of electrifying nerves
that anticipate your voice – listening with somas
talking down axons, like trombones for bones that ache and shake when we’re apart
Somatic semantics of my affection
Neurotoxicity
from your circulating slurs
thoughts like bacteria
chewing self-esteem
spitting fallacious salvia liquidating tissues,
melting the hippocampus that swims through the hemispheres,
a seahorse laying cortisol eggs that hatch when your hands grab my throat;
Hypoxic giggles squeezed through a flattened pipe
You permeate the barrier
of blood around my brain
and burrow like a silkworm, whose larvae crust between temporal fissures
and burst at your soft apologetic words
Episodic memories seep into sponge
You dissolve my worries
synthesise pain
like a gland that fills the lonely cavities
a malignant mass, spreading around a fractured skull
patching the cracks,
but lacerating lobes
We are terminal.

Art by Owen Robinson
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Letter to
the West
Words by Melis Layik

Content warning: mentions of violence, sexual violence, eating disorders,
and intimate partner violence
As a Turkish person, I am heartbroken.
Westerners applaud themselves for being democratic
and liberal, but how free is a society where men can
rape, assault and murder women with impunity?
In Australia, one woman is murdered every week
by her partner, to the indifference of our leaders.
Rape culture runs rampant on university campuses,
often fuelled by the unchecked misogyny festering
in private schools. Of the sexual assaults which are
reported, few ever make it to trial and antiquated,
misogynist legal requirements make a conviction
rare, even where a court establishes that there was
no consent given. Christian Porter, who is accused of
raping a woman who committed suicide last year, has
just been promoted to one of the highest positions of
power in our country. What a great country to be a
woman.

I am dejected to see my Afghan counterparts, not too
far away from my own motherland, live through yet
another disaster wrought with terror and uncertainty.
But I am further enraged, because I know what’s
coming next.
I know that Western media and leaders will soon
wield this tragedy to sharpen their Islamophobia and
divert blame for a situation that they created.
After all, it was the United States who provided arms
and finances to the Mujahideen, a militant and
fundamentalist group who evolved to become the
Taliban. The US sought to overthrow Afghanistan’s left
wing, socialist government, the People’s Democratic
Party of Afghanistan, out of their petulant fear of
the spread of communism and Soviet power. A memo
from the US embassy in Kabul from 1979 read, “the
United States’ larger interest would be served by the
demise of the [PDPA]… despite whatever setbacks
this might mean for future social and economic
reforms in Afghanistan… the overthrow of the [PDPA]
would show the rest of the world, particularly the
Third World, that the Soviet’s view of the socialist
course of history being inevitable is not accurate.”
Thus, the Middle East became the West’s twisted
warning to the rest of the world that their imperialist
and capitalist reign should not be questioned.

Westerners sneer at the burqa, while remaining blind
to the exploitative and oppressive beauty standards
they prescribe themselves. Self-hatred is capitalism’s
greatest export, and it ensures that girls in the West
are bottle-fed thinness and insecurity so that they
remain obedient consumers. Women’s bodies are
compartmentalised – boobs, butt, legs – and used to
sell products. Sexual objectification and exploitation
are rebranded as liberation. All of this has lethal
consequences, with eating disorders claiming the
most lives of any mental illness.
And yet they still scoff at the “primitive” and
“backwards” Middle East.

But they will never admit that. Instead, they will
chalk this up to the inherent violence and primitivism
of Islamic values, conflating the Taliban with all
Muslims. They will use these painful events to inflate
their Western egos, convincing themselves that “this
would never happen here.” As if misogyny and fascism
are unique to the Middle East. As if the West doesn’t
actively promote sexism and white supremacy and
pardon perpetrators of such violence.

Already, mainstream media in Australia is saturated
with headlines about the women of Afghanistan and
how they are being brutalised by Muslim men. I am
not denying the truth of these stories. But this is the
same media which relentlessly chooses to humanise
and support abusive white men in Australia and
question the validity of their female victims.
14
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The same media which gives undue nuance and
complexity to the actions of white supremacists and
men who kill their partners, with excuses like “he
was isolated and depressed and the system failed
him.” When Hannah Baxter and her three children
were brutally murdered and burned alive by her exhusband, the newspapers described how he was “in
a real bad place… because of the separation.” When
a white supremacist terrorist murdered eight people,
including six Asian women, in Atlanta the police noted
that “yesterday was a really bad day for him.”
I have a very hard time believing that these institutions
and publications care about women’s rights. Instead,
these headlines simply cement a long history of
Islamophobic reporting which seeks to demonise
Muslims as oppressive, violent and barbaric.
I know that this imperialist indoctrination is working
because I have encountered a frightening number of
people, many of whom would consider themselves
progressive, who seem to have no doubt in their
minds that Islam is innately sexist and violent. They
will pointedly refer to the Qur’an as concrete
evidence that Islam is “objectively”’ problematic. But
religion and spirituality are not defined and limited
by the words of a text. There is nothing objective
about religion. Contrarily, religion is brought alive by
the subjective interpretation of each person. White
supremacist terrorists often cite Christian proverbs in
their manifestos, does this mean that all Christians
long to be white supremacist terrorists or believe in
the supremacy of the white race? Most Westerners
would clearly rebuke this conflation as ludicrous. Yet
they have an inability to extend the same logic to
Muslims.
Unlike Westerners, ALL Muslims are burdened with the
actions of a few oppressive groups. Groups that were
created, radicalised and armed by the very Western
forces which denounce them. No doubt, the US and
Western allies are secretly snickering, knowing that
this is going to give them another excuse to expand
their imperialism and justify occupation.
I am not interested in Western pity or performative
concern for Muslim women. Instead, I direct all
Westerners to feel guilt and shame over the villainous
actions of their leaders and nations. They should
recognise that this is a direct consequence of their
imperialism, not a product of Islam. They should feel
an urgency to atone, to welcome all Afghan people
needing refuge. And if they really believe that they
live in such an enlightened and democratic society,
they need to take a good look around.
15
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The Milk Tea
Alliance
From Internet
Meme to
Pan-Asian
Movement
Words by Devan Phillipson

Protesters in Myanmar holding signs supporting the Milk Tea alliance. (Source: Japan Times)

As Gregory Wong left a Hong Kong courtroom last
August, having been charged with rioting during the
protests in 2019 and 2020, he held his right hand in
the air, flashing the famous three-finger salute of
defiance.

Protesters viewed Milk Tea as not only a pan-Asian
symbol of democracy, but also as a symbol of
resistance against the CCP.

Wong, a famous Cantonese actor in popular TV
shows and movies, had taken part in the storming
of the Legislative Council building in 2019 when
thousands of pro-democracy protesters occupied
the building. The three-finger salute he gave,
however, was not a symbol of the Hong Kong
protests, but rather a symbol used by the prodemocracy protesters in Thailand who adopted
the salute from the Hunger Games book and
movie series. The gesture would eventually become
widespread in Hong Kong, not only as a sign
of the democratic movement but also to show
solidarity with the Thai movement. Eventually, pandemocratic movements across Asia would unite
online, under the banner of one pan-Asian drink:
Milk Tea.
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Although their demands have differed, solidarity
between the protest groups has grown to the
point where they have begun to fight for each
other in their respective countries. In Thailand,
demonstrators have waved Hong Kong protest
and Taiwan independence flags to the chant of
“free Hong Kong, revolution of our times.” In Taipei,
activists have gathered to show solidarity for the
protests in Myanmar.

“[It] could potentially turn into a genuine
transnational anti-authoritarian movement – a
rejection of the Chinese authoritarian model. There
may be some repercussions for China: governments
could justify any backlash against China’s more
aggressive actions in the region by citing popular
opinion.”
The movement is also the latest to get a Twitter
emoji (alongside #MeToo and #BlackLivesMatter).
In a statement on 8 April, Twitter stated “no matter
where in the world you are, please grab a good cup
of [tea] and join the conversation to show your love
and support for the #MilkTeaAlliance.”

On LIHKG, the Hong Kong protesters Reddit-esque
forum, Hong Kongers have highlighted the benefits
of cross-promotion. Ted Hui, a Hong Kong prodemocracy lawmaker, said “The idea is that we can
speak for each other’s values within a relatively
safer environment.”

The Milk Tea Alliance has of course not gone
unnoticed by the Chinese government, who quickly
dismissed the coalition. Chinese foreign ministry
spokesman Zhao Lijian said that “People who
are pro-Hong Kong independence or pro-Taiwan
independence often collude online, this is nothing
new. Their conspiracy will never succeed.”

The Hong Kongers, veterans from their standoff
with Beijing, have created an online manual for
protesting which includes strategies to deal with
tear gas and riot police. Burmese protesters
would make the most use of this manual, with full
translations from Cantonese to English and Burmese
made readily available online. Activists in the United
States, Catalonia and Chile have all also learned
from Hong Konger tactics.

While the Milk Tea Alliance is currently in its infancy,
it has the potential to become a truly global
movement against tyranny and authoritarianism. As
self-exiled Hong Konger activist Nathan Law tweeted
(quoting Martin Luther King): “Injustice anywhere is
a threat to justice everywhere.”

According to Roger Huang, a politics lecturer
at Macquarie University in Sydney, the Milk Tea
Alliance represented much more than just solidarity
between different pro-democracy movements.

No longer just a beverage, milk tea has become a unifying symbol
of democracy and resistance. Source: ABC News

Although it began first as an internet meme to
combat Chinese nationalist commenters on social
media, it has now evolved into a proper protest
movement between Hong Kong, Taiwan, Thailand,
and Myanmar. The Milk Tea Alliance has gained
particular momentum in Myanmar after the military
coup in February. One Burmese student in Australia,
Kyi Phyu Moe Htet, said that the Milk Tea Alliance
had inspired powerful digital activism, to the point
that military junta in Myanmar had to cut off the
internet and social media.

The Milk Tea Alliance movement would begin in
April 2020 when popular Thai actor Vachirawit
Chivaree sent a tweet implying support for Hong
Kong’s independence from China. When Chinese
nationalists harassed Chivararee on Twitter with
jingoistic fervour (quite ironically since Twitter is
banned in China under heavy internet censorship),
his fans in Thailand, along with users in Hong Kong
and Taiwan, would fight back using the hashtag
#MilkTeaAlliance. The name refers to the milk tea
drunk hot in Hong Kong, the bubble tea drunk in
Taiwan, and the iced tea drunk in Thailand.

“Through internet platforms, the ideas are carried
and then the ideas carry the movement and then the
movement potentially brings about the change.”
16

Hong Kong protesters during the siege of PolyU. Source: Reuters

This piece was originally published by Pivot.
Read more at: pivot.mias.org.au
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O Filastīn
.

Art by Georgia Barrass

Words by Husna Siddiqi

O Filastīn,
she seeks you in the reminiscence of your
.
beautiful ways. The gaze of your people lowered in
endurance; head wrapped in a keffiyeh whose blackand-white fishnets breathe in the unyielding spirit of the
Mediterranean. Ageless zephyrs sail through your fertile
pastures, tinted with honey-scented amber. Your hands
were always open to her in perpetual hospitality, your
fresh waters and aromatic meats sizzling on stones were
the ambrosial delights of her childhood. Until your bounty
was preyed on, and exploited.
O Filastīn,
she yearns for you in the embroidery of
.
her mother’s dresses, the patchwork of heritage and
displacement stitching mosaics in green, red, white and
black with threads strong enough to hold the winds’ whips.
Each beat is strung to her soul, with the same fibres that
hold onto life itself, though this soundless distance has
numbed her trauma. She lights winter wicks in iridescent
olive oil that rains on her bread; sesame seeds crack open
to the flavour of za’atar, and the savour of the bakery,
once at the end of her street, enters her home. Still, she
misses the taste of your green olives, whose ancient
flavour resisted all impurities. Before your orchards were
uprooted, with political bulldozers.
O Filastīn,
. she reaches for you at daybreak, when she sits
on her prayer mat and tastes the sweetness of sunrise
on your fields. She closes her eyes, warming the silence
that surrounds her by the fire in her heart; when will her
rusting keys meet their lock again? In their place, golden
beads in her hands know the obedience of her fingers,
counting prayers for the martyrs of her land. As hours go
by, without the agitation of motion, there is a certain noor
granted to her: a visible clarity in her face, scented with
divine incense, that enters through the openings of her
wounds. O Filastīn,
. she pledges to follow your example,
and keep your fire fervent, until you meet again.
18
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A Hole
My
Height
By Parth Sharma

Content warning: depression, detailed description
of a depressive episode, references to suicide
I’d been using the new lip balm for a fortnight. Once, in
the early morning, after exercising, I noticed my lips were
undressed and drying, like pieces of old smoked fish. I
was feeling quite tired, inexplicably so, but I persevered
to at least maintain some semblance of lip maintenance.
After putting on the balm and donning the fruity incense,
the almost-presence of pomegranate, the tiredness I was
feeling multiplied. I was in my room, thirsty and restless. I
walked out into the hallway to fill up my water bottle, and
stopped dead in my tracks.
I had halted with the bottle in my hand, and the slippers
on my feet mere metres from the tap. It seemed that my
otherwise moving vitality had departed, as a butterfly
leaves a flower, as a funeral procession stops beside the
grave.
Nonetheless, there I was. I could not go another step, not,
it seemed, without tapping into some backup reservoir of
resolve.
I doubted whether I had such a thing. I’d heard about
army commandos and wilderness explorers, trapped
in unforeseen and dangerous situations, who had, by
some miracle, accessed and drank from such a pool and
survived. The sudden, dawning realisation that I didn’t
have any such space raised concern and so I halted,
wishing to figure out if I could find it in me to take another
step or not. Continue, or not? That was the question.
A sigh of discontent and resignation then came from
within, though I hadn’t opened my mouth. I probably had
no such reservoir, or if I did at one point in the past, it
was gone like bathtub water down the drain. What I was
feeling was the stunned crisis of a dry lake after the last
drop had evaporated, and it stood there, empty, uncertain
of the next refilling. Could it be tomorrow, or in 10 years?
What to do until then, wait? Continue, or not?
Until such a time as this question could be finalised or a
future plan formulated, I sat, or rather slumped, to the
floor and remained there. My mother shouted that she
was heading out for work, and I yelled back my absentminded assent, numbly wishing her a good day. It didn’t
cross my mind to alert her to anything unusual. That left
me all alone, on the floor, parched and immobile.

As if I had fallen into a hole my height, my width, my
dimension, and couldn’t get out.
Alone before, but now actually alone. The next hours would
stretch into infinity, each moment infinitesimal. Cold and
splintered thoughts settled like snow. I could taste the faint
pomegranate on my lips and remembered how I’d stupidly
left the tube in my room. That lamplit land, not so far away,
but distant compared to the new quicksand country I had
found myself in. On. Under.
Chiaroscuro in the hallway, on that day, under the cloudgrey sky. For the time being, calling for help felt like a
warranted though undeniably last resort. As though I were
waylaid but unalarmed. Relaxed, even, though it was the
ease of resignation, of letting go, the ease of the frog
as the water gets slowly hotter. I thought about escape,
about its futility, and something small inside begged me
to try anyway. I ignored that call: it had the trappings of
a falsehood.
I thought about the dawning of a petalled, undraped
darkness, trunked and sprouting waxy leaves in the night,
and how to escape it, the embarrassment of it. What if
someone came, just then, and saw me like this? What if I
were found transfixed, made obsolete and unable to move,
as if enchanted in this secluded state? I didn’t think there
was a way to flee this feeling, this fragrant, ruby swell; or
if there were, that I knew how.
Certainly, I couldn’t retreat anywhere but inside, to the
velvet theatre, to the cushion of spectacle, to the soft
slipping into a chair and never getting up; anywhere,
anywhere but towards the eater of feeling that had
hollowed a residence in my chest.
It was my fault. I had made myself sweet and now here I was
honeyed, preyed upon. A thin, small screaming started as
I went deeper, the steam escaping out of pressure-valves,
a balloon’s slow deflation. As I stared dumbly at the walls,
at the floor, at my hands, I felt I never wanted to leave this
place in the hallway, with its safety and seclusion. There
was a reason, I thought, that dogs crawled under houses
and cats nestled into the warm corners of wardrobes to
die: privacy was a comfort both supreme and compelling.
Maybe I would die here in my house, contained. Oh well. I
didn’t want to die, not really, but who was I to disagree with
what the universe was obviously saying, with inevitability.
That which couldn’t be overcome nor avoided must then
be submitted to, and I had neither the energy nor the
reservoir of strength to disobey that simple, incessant
dictum. I knew that if I were to give up my small resistance
to that chanted message, something would be lost that
was greater than my life.
You can be anything in the darkness: ugly, sad, at peace,
beautiful, hidden. You can be anything, darkly.
In my head, looking out over the dark ceramic floor, I
escape, I daydream. I see this: the black-tiled void of the
inside, matching the outside, tunnels out into an easy
autumnal scene. A creek flows over and around some
rocks, yellow-tinged by the late afternoon air.
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I see autumn taking the leaves off the trees, as payment
for the summer that has just passed, as a down-payment
for a spring that may or may not come but is sure to
be glorious and verdant. All along the banks of the little
flowing liquid lie bouquets of wildflowers, fruit trees,
tussocks: a citizenry of flora.
For a while, I dream a pleasance in place of the hollowness,
that things get better, even though I can’t imagine what
that word entails or, frankly, which future it would apply
to.
And yet, for a moment, I had humoured the little,
indestructible diamond inside which represents survival,
which was persistent and unyielding in its call for
continuation, the tough element of tenacity.
*
Back then, my mind was like a dog, and I am not a dog
person. It would wander, tie itself up going in circles,
going in wrong directions but ultimately towards a better
place. There was nothing I could’ve done to prepare
myself for such an episode, nothing that told me that
it would happen again and again, and therein lies the
great, transformative power.
But, despite it all, I sometimes find myself looking back
and asking, what if I had…
What if I had continued listening to that black hole in
my chest, from which nothing can emerge, yet which
beckoned me to follow, to freely fall in?
What if I had gotten up from that hallway, and went not
to the telephone and called my mother at her work, with
deadness in my throat and a flickering, fevered hope in
my hands, but to another, perhaps inescapable place?
What if I had believed the darkness when it built and
imprisoned me in a city of feathers, when it called me
child, asked if I wanted another chance, a power of
escape, and offered it like a Faustian peace?
What if I had… I still could.
It’s scary. I still could.

Where would I be if I hadn’t started seeing my
psychologist, if I hadn’t rung my mom, or, or… I don’t
know. I suspect there are no answers to such questions,
only machinations, only wants.
It hurt because emotion was transformed, fissioned and
exploded into a new shape, because inertia is exquisitely
numbing and motion breathlessly painful.
It hurts because I’m healing, re-setting the bones of my
life repeatedly, every time they erupt.

Art by Mads
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Words by Angelica

Content warning: anorexia

your shoulder blades are sharp. but

She wants to eat your bones.

don’t LIE to yourself.

that’s why She carves you out.

they’re NOT fledgling wings—because you are never flying (not like that)

Her words are snakes.
		

They crawl into your ears,

					

no.

take root in your brain,

														
					
whisper to you with their forked tongues.

those blades are knives.
She will use them to cut your heart out.

and they never leave.

you know it beats too loud anyway.

not really.

its shudders will cease soon
their skins
shadows shed

														
					 						
with Her help
									

without your help

remain
She’ll quieten it down. soothe away its incessant crying.
—empty bodies, like yours—
you starve. She eats.
why does it matter if the dip above your clavicle is a riverbed, when the waters run dry?

at

if the rest of you is a

least
you

desert

get

drowning in

your

drought

wings
then.

waiting for a rain that may never come?
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Art by Lucia Roohizadegan
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This is Home

Words by Isabelle Townend
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And no, he’ll never see the way
the handle becomes invisible in your grip,
the knife falling fast towards your feet
and landing just beside your toes.  
That hand that doesn’t feel like yours
– it has no sense of direction or time,
it just tingles like feet that’ve been sat on for too long,
and betrays the parts of you that can still get hurt.
All he’ll see is you – holding the watering can
long enough for him to take a photo
and show the world you’re a liar
that can do everything everyone else can do.
You go back inside and hide.
This was home...
Oh, the whole world wants you be like one of those poster boys
that’re hit by a truck but competing in the Paralympics next year.
Someone they can watch documentaries about and grin ear to ear,

Content warning: discussion of chronic pain

inspired by how disabled people can do whatever we want them to.
Bricks – white bricks with grey pebbles...
You run your fingertips along them,

“Rub Arnica on it – that fixes everything!” they say,

one hand able to feel the sharp bumps, the other hand

as if you haven’t already tried every pill and potion in existence.

loud and persistent – its aches pulling at you like TV static.

“You could earn some money –
you’d be an amazing crossing guard!” they exclaim,

This is home...

as if you’re not grieving a thousand lost dreams of normality.
You want to water the pink flowers
that blossom by your front gate,

You stumble back to your empty house,

and take in the sweet smell they emit.

to bargain and barter with the seasons,

But

begging winter to hold off just a little while longer

there’s a man with black sunglasses

so your pains won’t get worse and you won’t feel so alone.

that’s been sitting out the front

You just need the world to see you.

for hours and hours now
Your phone screen lights up the dark room.

and his presence makes your heart beat faster.

It’s a text from your friend – the one that listens.
No, he’ll never see the way

You’ll build a new life,

tears of frustration sting your cheeks

with people that understand the 95% they don’t see.

as pain shoots from your thumb

You’ll find your home…

up your arm

Art By Georgia Barrass

while your whole being aches to sleep.
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Words by Magdalena Kozlowski
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Sediment
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Content warning: discussion of chronic pain
Acceptance a silt lining
sediment
born without easing
the tumultuous question:
Why
My acceptance is not come from choosing,
but an acquiescence to choicelessness
I echo around my home like a layer of desert dust over flowers
odd and still because there is no breeze
windows shut
we cannot let the air in
Sometimes I shut the windows of myself so as
not to let the shrieking out of me.
There is little bravery in this,
the bearing of the pain –
is it brave for a paintbrush to bear its bristles?
I am clogged, the pain of my body a resin, a residue
sticking me down
striking out items on the calendar
sticking in my throat
Quietly in my shallow pool, I dance
Clumsily, I am asking for a type of rain –
calling for a storm:
wash away the dust over the flowers
unsettle the silt from the bottom of me
I am in a body without comfort and yet I have settled into the too comfortable
acceptance

Art by Myles Blum
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Words by Tiana Sixsmith, MSA’s Disabilities and Carers Office-Bearer
Historically, being disabled was built
on the assumption that two things
needed to happen – a cure needed to be
developed and somebody was required
to manage your entire life. For some
disabled people, this has meant years of
inhumane treatment and testing, stigma,
and institutionalisation in the name of
medical science.

The Social Model of Disability
Built up from the advocacy of disabled
people, this model gives voice to the
idea that individuals are not disabled
due to their impairments or diagnoses,
rather they are disabled due to global
inaccessibility. It focuses on the barriers
that prevent disabled people from
actively participating in society, and
advocates for them to be removed.

However, emerging in the 1980s came
a disability-led revolution around
the concept of understanding and
treating disability and disabled people.
Growing from a recognition of systemic
societal barriers and a call for greater
independence, the Social Model of
Disability was developed.

As an example, let’s consider a case study.
A person is visually impaired and having
difficulty participating in a university
class. The social model would suggest
that it isn’t the individual’s disability
affecting their ability to partake, rather
it is the inaccessibility of the class. The
model would call on the university and
unit coordinator to develop solutions
to prevent these barriers for impacting
the individual, i.e providing audio of
unit content, providing documents in
alternative formats or considering the
colour contrast of provided materials.

The Medical Model of Disability
According to this model, a disability is
something that needs fixing by a medical
professional. It is born from the idea that
a disability is ‘abnormal’ and focuses on
what a disabled person can and can’t do.
Ultimately, this model treats disability
as a problem and supports the ongoing
stigma around being disabled. This model
has often failed to support the individual
rights and independence of disabled
people, instead of recognising disabled
people as individuals who are able to
make decisions about their own lives and
be active members of society.

How can you actively promote the
Social Model of Disability?
Understanding what these models mean is
one thing, but knowing how to implement
the Social Model in your everyday life is
integral to being a strong ally.

If you’re developing events or communications, do so
with disabled people in mind. Whilst it’s great to say
‘everyone is welcome here’ on your Facebook event
pages, it’s important to actively implement that by
considering who may be accessing your event and how
you ensure it’s possible.
Similarly – actively consider what barriers may exist in
your community or workplace, and what actions you
can take to support adjustments. Does your workplace
have very rigid work hours? Is the lift in your apartment
building always broken? Has someone posted a video
on Facebook and it doesn’t have captions? These are all
examples of ways that society can be inaccessible – so
try and support having them changed.
Finally, instead of feeling sorry for disabled people and
asking what you can do to help – consider how you can
instead uplift the voices of disabled people. We don’t
want you to feel pity for us, we want you to consider us
in decision-making and listen to what we have to say.
Support disabled leadership, buy from disabled artists
and creators, read and listen to disabled advocates.
Resources
Youth Disability Advocacy Services, Two Models of
disability
People with Disability Australia, Social Model of
Disability
Australian Federation of Disability Organisations, Social
Model of Disability

Art by Kathy Lee
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Au d i s m
Words by MSA Disabilities and Carers

Have you ever heard of audism?
Audism is a form of discrimination or prejudice aimed at Deaf people and is supported by the idea that the ability to hear makes someone superior.
Living in a society that was made for people who can hear without difficulty
means that Deaf and hard of hearing people often face oppression. This highlights the structural and systemic problems that have created dominating and
authoritative narratives towards Deaf people.
A key part of audism is micro-aggressions and their ability to reinforce both
conscious and unconscious forms of audism. These can include:
•

saying “you speak really well.”

•

lowering your expectations around the work and educational abilities of
a Deaf or hard of hearing person.

•

instructing a Deaf person to write things down when it isn’t their preferred method of communication.

•

disparaging someone for a weakness in verbal language.

Like many other facets of society, unlearning bias towards a particular group of
people is integral to progress. In unlearning forms of audism, consider:
•

learning Auslan and accepting it as a formal language, just like Spanish
or English. There is such a thing as native Auslan speakers.

•

using real-time captioning and Auslan interpreters during events and in
visual materials.

•

reading and engaging with Deaf creators, writers and advocates.

Art by Zoe Gomez Cassardo
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Love, Life, Disability
and a Pandemic!
Words by Alice Laws

While in Mauritius I was dependent on other
people, whether at home, at school or at
work, in Australia I am more independent:
I pay my bills, go shopping, cook, attend
classes, do house chores, and overall do
more things on my own.

After a series of comedic and coincidental
events (that would take a whole other long
story but also involves one of my close
friends stating, “guys have friendzoned
you in the past, so what?”), I found love at
the age of 30. This love story pretty much
encompasses all the cheesy romance story
tropes I grew up adoring (long-distance,
interfaith, colleagues, opposites attract, to
name a few) which is ironic to me.

I want to make it very clear that I am not
dissing my home country, I love Mauritius
and I can’t wait to go back home, but
there is no denying that the mentality
there is very different when it comes to
disability issues. People with disabilities
are, unfortunately, not treated as equals
in society and that is a great loss. But I do
also think that most Mauritians have their
heart in the right place and want the best
for people with disabilities.

Long story short: a friend back home
needed a favour, so I texted another friend
(back home again) who I hadn’t talked to
in a long time and while agreeing to the
favour, he also asked me to lunch, to which
I responded, “Oh, a friendship date?” I had
long since been conditioned to think that
guys only saw me as a friend. But turns out
it wasn’t a friendship date, although we’ve
still not been on said date because I’m
stuck overseas during a pandemic… fml!

So, it’s 2020, I am on a journey to find
myself in Australia and the pandemic hits…

So even though we haven’t gone on that
date, it’s been great to find love during a
pandemic. We’ve been texting every day.
We video call as often as possible. He’s
already treated as a member of my family.
And we’ve used this physical separation
to get to know each other. I was very open
about my struggles with my disability and
how much of a toll this takes on my mental
health. I must admit that sometimes it was
easier to admit things by texting rather
than face to face, and he’s shown great
support throughout everything.

Content warning: discussion of ableism
For as far back as I can remember (which is
very far: the perks of having a great longterm memory… although when I recall the
cringiest moments in my life it is more of
a curse), I have dreamt of finding love. I
grew up on romantic chick-flicks, cheesy
romance novels and thinking Monica and
Chandler from Friends were couple goals.
So, I set myself on a journey to find love.
The only issue: I was born with cerebral
palsy, which means that i) I’m very slow
and ii) I wouldn’t be able to go very far. So
that journey would be quite short.
But I never gave up. I thought I had the
right qualifications to be great girlfriend
material: I look nice (with makeup on), I
dress well, I wear nice perfume, I know how
to cook, I am smart and witty, and I have
an overall great personality. But… love was
never found…
Over the years, I tried to justify this lack of
love in my life: the awkward teen phase,
the immaturity of boys, the immaturity of
men, friends of mine broke up/got divorced.
Thank God I didn’t have to go through that!

I need to make a confession at this point:
while everyone was complaining about
the pandemic situation, I was secretly
happy… Oh, I was definitely heartbroken
at the amount of human and capital loss.
But I was happy that I didn’t have to travel
Before my 30th birthday, I set out on a
to class every week and truth be told, the
new journey: a journey to find myself. This
pandemic didn’t make much of a change
sounds like some foolish Eat, Pray, Love
to my social life because I didn’t have a
cliché but at the beginning of 2020 I came
social life to begin with. Having a social life
to study my masters in Australia, and along in a ‘developing country’ requires money
the way I learnt a lot about myself. Growing and access to transportation. So, over the
up with cerebral palsy in Mauritius, I had
years I decided that adopting ‘recluse’ as
to adapt; to the people around me, to
a personality trait would be much more
the educational infrastructures, to my
economical than ‘party girl’.
workplace, to any type of surroundings.
I grew up having constant FOMO while
So, we’re in the middle of a pandemic and
at the same time experiencing constant
I’m turning 30…
anxiety whenever I had to leave my house.
I can’t recall at what point exactly, but
In Australia, I became someone else… I
around my 30th birthday (in April 2020)
became ‘normal’. And what I mean by
I realised that I was happy, and that my
normal is that no one made me feel like I
happiness wasn’t dependent on another
was different, that they were doing me a
human being. The thought was freeing to
favour or that they were going out of their
me. Ironically, I would find love one month
way to cater to the disabled girl.
later…
32

I think what I can take from this is that I
would have been fine with never finding
love. I needed to reach that point in my
life where I realised that I would be happy
no matter what happened. That I could be
somewhat independent and didn’t need
to physically and/or emotionally rely on
someone to be content. But also, I feel that
realising that has made me capable of
loving more freely and fearlessly.

33
33

Lot’s Wife • Edition Five

Lot’s Wife • Edition Five

How Do I Shop for a Psychologist?
Navigating the Mental Health Care System at Monash
Words by Charlotte Barber
Content warning: mental
health, illness
I remember the first time that
I called to book a counselling
appointment. I don’t remember
exactly what drew me to the
phone, but I do remember it
being a spur of the moment
decision that required me to
momentarily swallow the ‘my
problems aren’t large enough
yet’ rhetoric for just long enough
to input the number.
The phone rang, and rang,
and rang. My brain went into
overdrive trying to protect me
from this uncomfortable feeling
– the gap between knowing I had
to do something and actually
going through with it.
“Hang up. You don’t need this
support, Charlotte.”
“What would you even talk
about?”
“Someone definitely has it worse
than you.”
Before I could act on any of
these thoughts, a receptionist
picked up my call, asked me
a few questions, and I was
suddenly booked in for a few
days’ time and entered the world
of professional mental health
support (which is not as scary
as it sounds!).
Two years on, I am one of the
Welfare Officers at the Monash
Student Association and spend
many of my waking hours
advocating for stronger student
mental health outcomes. Making
that
split-second
decision
to explore my mental health
professionally has exposed me
to a larger conversation. How do
we make mental health services
more accessible? How do we
fight the stigma associated with
asking for help?
Firstly, I hope that if we make the
process of receiving professional
help blue-water clear for
students, we can progressively

suffocate the confusion and
societal taboo around openly
discussing
mental
health.
However, more importantly, I’d
like to acknowledge that seeking
professional support is not
for everyone. I have certainly
learned in my role this year just
how intersectional of a topic
it is. My subject position is not
to persuade you into seeking
help, but rather gently walk you
through the process, should you
or someone you know wish to
join me.
We’re often told to “ask for
help”, but not actually told what
this looks like beyond that first
decision. I’m not going to focus
on the reasons why people may
ask for help, as if the person
reading this is anything like
me, I’d just scan down the list
to find my particular issue and
determine whether I ‘qualify’.
Instead, I’m going to start this
journey by returning to the initial
decision to seek professional
support in the context of Monash
Counselling services.
Before you book your first
appointment – be prepared
Spend a moment thinking about
what you’d like to get out of your
experience. Would you prefer to
see a psychologist of a particular
gender? Is there a particular
area you’d like your psychologist
to specialise in? How about
language requirements? All
the information about Monash
counsellors can be found here.
Alternatively,
your
priority
may be getting in as soon as
possible, so you may not have
preferences as to who you see.
Have the following information
ready: your full name, student
ID and phone number. You may
also be asked if you’ve attended
the University Health Service
before for a GP appointment –
this is just so all your information
is consolidated in one file.
At Monash, you have two choices
for seeking mental health
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support. You can go down the
Monash Counselling route or
obtain a Mental Health Care
Plan through your GP.
Monash Counselling: Monash
contracted psychologists work
to equip students with mental
health tools and support
students. It is a free service,
and you can see a Monash
counsellor for anything that
remotely concerns your mental
health.
Mental Health Care Plan: A
MHCP is a plan made between
you, your GP and psychologist
to determine your current
mental state and outline your
mental health goals. Monash
has several Medicare-funded
psychologists, but you can
also use a MHCP at a practice
outside of Monash. You can view
a template MHCP here.
Monash Counselling or a
Mental Health Care Plan –
which one should I choose?
The short answer is that it
depends on your needs. I have
personally used both services
– I went through Monash
Counselling the first time I ever
received mental health support
because it was free, on campus
(now, predominantly telehealth)
and I could get in quickly.
Through Monash Counselling,
you can receive up to six
sessions at a time. Also, although
the name suggests otherwise,
the majority of the Monash
counsellors
are
registered
psychologists. Whereas I think
the MHCP route is helpful if
you are working through a
particular issue and would like
longer term support. However,
it is important to note that wait
times are typically longer (as
there are less Medicare-funded
psychologists at Monash) and if
you leave Monash Counselling
services, you will more than likely
have to pay an out-of-pocket fee
(you get a rebate, but the entire
session isn’t covered).

Booking your first
appointment
If you decide to go down the
Monash Counselling route,
you’ll have to ring Monash
University Health Services on
9905 3020 (open 9am-5pm
weekdays) and book a new
patient appointment. This should
be a straightforward process,
as you’ve done the preparation
already and know what you’ll
be asked. Alternatively, you
go through HotDoc for a
MHCP. Simply search ‘Monash
University Hot Doc’, choose a
GP and book a long session (45
minutes). Booking a long session
is essential – I didn’t do this
when I first booked for a MHCP
and was turned away because
there simply isn’t enough time to
go through all the questions in
15 minutes. You can get a MHCP
at any GP practice, still book in
for a 45-minute session. When
you have found a psychology
practice, your GP will write you
a referral letter to send to them.
Preparing for your first
session
Everyone’s first psychology
appointment will look different
and largely depends on the
psychologist’s
approach.
However, here are some points
you may wish to reflect on going
into the first session:
•

What would you like to
get out of this? It is okay if
you’re unsure. But asking
yourself what you’re hoping
to gain from this experience
may also help you work
out what you need to put
in (whether that be sharing
a particular experience or
being open to changing an
aspect of your life).

•

Who do you normally ask
for help from and why? This
may help you determine
what your ‘asking for help’
style is like. You may value
the friend who allows you
to vent and listens nonjudgmentally, the one who
kindly gives you tools on
what you can do next, or a
mixture.

•

What is the gap you’re trying
to fill? There is absolutely a
place for friends, family,
and a psychologist in your
support network. However,
it may be worth asking
yourself which gap a
psychologist can help you
fill.

After your first session
You may experience what Brene
Brown calls a ‘vulnerability
hangover’ – you just did a big
thing! Issues may have come
up that you’d previously pushed
deep down your chest, and that
can feel disorienting. Whatever
you are feeling right now is
completely valid, including if
you think you just wasted an
hour of your time. If you’re
wondering whether this ordeal
is worth going through again,
I kindly suggest you give your
psychologist at least three
sessions to get to know you –
we wouldn’t expect to click with
a stranger in an hour, and our
psychologist is no different.
However, after a few sessions, if
you still don’t feel like you clicked
with your first psychologist, try
to use the insights you’ve gained
to explain to a new psychologist
what you’d like from the
experience, rather than seeing
this as a ‘wasted’ effort.
I’d like to conclude by reminding
you that whatever your decision
is around seeking professional
support, it is valid. Personally,
I had to acknowledge that my
thoughts and beliefs around my
problems not being large enough
was never going to go away.
I realised that my behaviour
didn’t have to match this belief
and I went ahead and booked
the
appointment
anyway.
Ultimately, you know what you
need, and should professional
support be on your radar, I hope
this article has demystified the
process.
Disclosure statement:
Charlotte Barber is a MSA
Welfare Office Bearer, and
a Project Officer for Monash
Counselling & Mental Health
Programs. Art by Kathy Lee
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Exercise can actually be fun HHHHI

As a 20-something and a student, life can get stressful.
Unfortunately for the majority of us, we can’t exactly
afford to go to Hepburn Springs every time we have
too many assignments due. Alternatively, many free
solutions have been suggested to me by professionals
and the internet alike. Here are some of my honest reviews of mental health advice.

Again, exercise isn’t something that I’m naturally inclined to. So, when I do exercise, I do something that
I at least partially enjoy, so that I can be motivated to
continue exercising in the future.

Having a schedule is difficult, but worth it HHHHI
Personally, I do struggle with this. As a night owl, I often prefer to sleep under my nice warm covers and
keep on hitting snooze on my alarm. Even now, and
especially during lockdown, I don’t wake up every day
at the same time, despite many people in my life recommending it to me.
However, when I did follow a schedule, which involved
waking up at 8:30am every day and going to bed at
11:30pm, I found over time that it slowly became easier.
Plus, as I wasn’t sleeping in, I had more time to do what
I wanted to do, such as studying and doing other activities that were also beneficial for my mental health,
such as exercising.
Ultimately, although I do recommend adding this to
your life, it takes a lot of discipline and effort, so I’ll
give it four out of five stars.
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Consequently, I do free exercises on YouTube, which
are available for all levels of ability. Personally, I enjoy doing Zumba and HIIT exercises as they are quick,
easy, and fun, but if that’s not your style, you can do
cardio exercises, yoga, tai chi, martial arts, seated exercises, no-jumping exercises, and much more. Plus, if
you’re as uncoordinated as I am and don’t want to go
to the gym for fear of embarrassment, you can easily
do these exercises in the privacy of your own home.
Unfortunately, a lot of these workouts focus on losing
weight, so it’s important to remember that exercising
isn’t all about losing weight but, rather, maintaining a
healthy state of mind. As a result, I would rate exercise
3.5 out of five stars.
Breathing exercises are simple and effective
HHHHH
I’ve always liked breathing exercises – I mean, why
wouldn’t I, considering I’ve got 21 years of breathing
practice under my belt. As a fundamental aspect of
maintaining good mental health, I find breathingexercises are a simple way to calm me down and be in the
present.

Mental Health Advice
One type of breathing exercise is to plant your feet
on the ground and make note of your surroundings.
After that, picture a square in your mind and breathe
in for four counts, hold for four counts, breath out for
four counts, and finally pause for four. Continue this
pattern for as long as you want.

stress, and anxiety.

This exercise is great because I can modify it however
I want, and it helps me strengthen my ability to focus
solely on my breathing instead of stressing about life.
I’ve found it has really helped me get out of my head
and into the present moment. Five stars.

Escapism HHHHI

Going outside 
I’ve always been a lover of nature, so I don’t take much
convincing to go outside for a walk to slow down and
appreciate the beauty of the natural world. My views
were affirmed when I recently read a book by ABC
journalist Julia Baird called Phosphorescence. In it,
she discusses the benefits of nature and how there is
abundant scientific research that has discovered that
being out in nature, especially green spaces, helps
lower anxiety and depression and makes us happier
overall.

I live on campus, so when I go for a walk along the Jock
Marshall Reserve boardwalk and the lake near the
halls, I’m always relaxed. I would highly recommend
doing this, so of course, I’ll give it five stars.

Although it’s probably not healthy in large amounts,
I’ve always coped by escaping into imaginary worlds
since I was a child reading Harry Potter. Whether it’s
curling up to read a fictional book or watching some
Netflix, I find it’s necessary to unwind and not think
about drama in my personal life, distressing current
events on the news, or my next assignment deadline.
For me, I enjoy reading before going to bed, which I
recently swapped with mindlessly scrolling on TikTok
or Instagram. For others, escapism could come in the
form of watching TV or a movie, painting or drawing,
writing, listening to music, going for a walk, playing an
instrument, or anything else that makes you happy. As
escapism should be done in moderation, I’ll give it four
out of five stars.

The Japanese have known this for years, and they call
it shinrin-yoku, or forest bathing. Dr. Qing Li, a supporter of the practice, says it can help counter illnesses from gastric ulcers to strokes, as well as depression,

Art by Myles Blum
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Thousands of students came out across the country, it was the biggest mobilisation of students in
over 10 years.

With that amount of money, they could have
ended world hunger 110 times over, but there is
no profit in that. Since 2015, Australia’s fossil fuel
subsidies alone have increased by 48%.

Crucial to the success of this campaign was the
consistency of controversial protest and action,
alongside determined organising within student
unions. Persisting through the attacks on the protests by Liberal politicians and the media was
essential to building support among a broad
range of students and showing them that these
budget cuts did not have to be taken lying down.
Throughout the campaign, Liberal ministers were
also regularly hounded when making campus appearances. This kind of bold campaign put serious
pressure on the Labor Party and independents to
express opposition and vote against the budget.

We cannot look to any politicians to solve this.
Even the Labor Party has expressed strident and
unequivocal support for coal exports past 2050.
When Labor resources spokesperson Madeleine
King was asked if the party backs the coal sector,
she replied with a shameful “You bet it does”.
Students cannot just accept that these are the
priorities of our leaders. We have to fight against
them, to protest and demand that human lives are
put before profit.

Whilst Our Leaders Burn The Planet
Words by Allyssa Gardner, Monash Students for Climate Justice Member
In recent months, extreme weather events have
ripped through the Northern Hemisphere. The
United States, Canada and Siberia have seen
deadly heat waves and subsequent wildfires. Turkey and Greece are the latest nations to join this
list. There were also fatal floods in Germany and
China, while landslides took lives in Bangladesh
and India, and Iran is suffering a severe drought.

This system is capitalism. Company executives
and owners control all levels of production, they
decide to continue extracting fossil fuels, they decide to manufacture a few million tonnes of products from single-use plastic.
Ordinary working people have no say in what is
produced or whether the environment is devastated in order to produce it. Yet governments and
corporations try to blame individuals for their
consumer choices, with companies like oil and
gas giant BP inventing the concept of the personal carbon footprint with the sole purpose of
shifting blame from their actions to those of individuals.

All over the world people are dying from extreme
weather events that are exacerbated by climate
change. The natural rhythms of the Earth have
been disrupted by environmental destruction, in
particular the extraction and use of fossil fuels.
The Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change
released a new report confirming that we will
reach 1.5 degrees of warming within the next 20
years and possibly by 2028 in the worst-case scenario.

While they try to blame us, a mere 20 companies produce a third of all global emissions and
another 20 produce 55% of the world’s plastic.
Corporations dare to promote individual action, asking consumers how they will personally
address climate change. To challenge this, we’ll
need a movement that reminds corporations that
the fight against climate change is a fight against
them.

The climate crisis is not a concern for the future,
it is already here.
In recent years the climate movement has taken up the slogan ‘system change not climate
change’, but what system are we referring to? The
system that causes this fatal destruction of our
planet, where power over what is produced lies in
the hands of a small, unelected minority whose
only interest is holding onto this control over production in any way possible.

Businesses continue this destruction with the persistent backing of governments around the world.
A recent report by BloombergNEF showed that altogether, the G20 nations have spent US$3.3 trillion on fossil fuel subsidies since 2015.
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The capitalists, the executives and business owners, are undoubtedly to blame for this climate crisis, but can they contribute to solving it? In a time
where ordinary people are putting pressure on
businesses to take action, many are responding
by green-washing their brands with ‘green’ technology. While new technology will be necessary
in combating climate change, corporations are
only motivated by profits. This means that any
advancements in technology and climate science
are limited by what will be profitable and what
will be too expensive to bother with.

The campaign also saw a turnaround in public
opinion where fee deregulation was initially one
of the least understood and least opposed budget
proposals, but eventually became one of the most
opposed, second only to hospital funding cuts.
Creating a crisis that could not be ignored was vital to the eventual success that saw the proposals
scrapped. This case proved that protesting is not
only capable of bringing change, but is the best
way to do so.
During the 2019 bushfire crisis, tens of thousands
showed up in the streets, angry at the Morrison
government for their inaction during the disaster.
From 2018 to 2020, climate strikes saw hundreds
of thousands of students rallying in the streets
against governments and businesses committed
to destroying the planet. Making this a global
movement is crucial. Students can play a decisive
role in this, particularly in building movements
from the ground up at our own campuses.

Alongside green-washed technology, companies
are looking to carbon offsetting, particularly
through planting trees, to excuse their emissions
output. But there is not enough space on the planet to plant the number of trees needed to balance
the carbon output of corporations around the
world. These ‘solutions’ function to allow them to
defend the fossil fuel production that brings in billions in profits.

We can and should continue to make demands
on our governments, but we cannot do it as individuals, and we cannot do it by asking nicely. The
power we have as students to force change from
our governments lies in our ability to mobilise in
the streets, to disrupt their systems and build a
movement they cannot ignore.

If we cannot rely on politicians or ‘market solutions’, how do we achieve change? As students,
we do not have the monetary influence that corporations hold, so we cannot lobby or negotiate
with governments. When companies are responsible for almost every ounce of damage to the
environment, we also cannot rely on individual
actions to create change. ‘Ethical switches’ are
irrelevant in a world where company executives
are producing billions of tonnes in fossil fuel emissions a year.

At Monash, the Monash Students for Climate Justice (MSCJ) are committed to an anti-capitalist
approach to fighting climate change. We need
activists who are dedicated to fighting the institutions that benefit from climate destruction. Activists who will campaign, organise, and take to the
streets are essential to building a movement that
can win the fight against the climate crisis.

However, students have immense power in organised activism. By taking to the streets and
disrupting the structures of power, students have
successfully challenged the system over and over
again throughout history. In the civil rights, anti-Vietnam war, and LGBTQ rights movements, to
name a few.

MSCJ meets every week on Wednesday at 2pm
in H2, or on Zoom during lockdowns. If you want
to fight for climate action, join us at the weekly
organising meetings and check out the Monash
Students for Climate Justice Facebook page.

In 2014, tens of thousands of students protested
across the country to defeat a federal budget
that would have drastically cut higher education
funding and seen despicable fee increases. After
the Liberal government’s budget announcement,
activists rushed to call an emergency protest.

Art by Myles Blum
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Art By Owen Robinson

it a community cup for when you’re on
the run. The classic share house shareable is a nice way to make something
that can’t be recycled (i.e. coffee cups)
into a cute lil’ community chest, so even
when you can’t locate yours in a rush,
you have a backup!

will even give you them for free if you
give them a ring!

Buying dried legumes, spices and baking supplies in bulk saves you dosh
and can limit waste. Do one better and
buy from a local bulk/source store and
you’ll always have a share house supply of essentials ready to go. Go on,
buy 10kg of rice, you know you want to.

Food waste is annoying and unneeded.
If you think you’re not going to use all
that onion before it rebels against you
and starts growing fur, put it on a community shelf for grabs. Much like in a
hostel, this will be raided with frequency, and everyone is happy! Did you
know that banana peels make great fertiliser? Just leave them in water and use
it on all plants thriving (or surviving).

Did you know that baking paper isn’t
recyclable? Swap baking paper and tin
foil for a reusable silicone baking sheet.
I bought a giant one and cut it up to fit
our baking tins, air frier and generic
Tupperware. A one-time purchase has
served us time and time again!
Baby, It’s Tupperware Time!
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I’ve shared many a home.

No Curbside Chaos

In the last 10 years I’ve lived with over
30 housemates (excluding time on res
which was basically another 30 tacked
on there!) and I’ve learnt a fair bit about
coercing the reluctant roomie into sustainable practises.

This is recycling that can be put in yellow bins and taken by council for independent sorting.

It’s hard to be the perfect eco-warrior at
the best of times, let alone when your
Sunday nights are dedicated to sorting recycling from rubbish. You learn
to communicate carefully about being
Earth-kind in a share house.

In my suburb, glass and bottles are collected on alternate weeks. These jars
must be clean, (yes, even that dreaded
mouldy passata jar), empty, unbroken,
and lidless to be processed. In a share
house this could mean reminding everyone to keep glass separate to avoid
sorting later and encouraging it to be
washed after use for reuse or recycle.

While some were more receptive than
others, sometimes it took a little patience, baby steps and good intentions
to get the ball rolling. So, whether you’re
rooming with like-minded Earth lovers or
Oscar the Grouch, I’m here to lend a
hand (or a tote, but more on that later!).

But, what about broken glass? Apart
from not being recyclable, this puts
our sanitation workers at risk of being
injured on the job. I know it’s tempting
to Steph Curry your glass into the bin
but it’s not nice. Save the ball for the
court, kids.

Recycling 101

There’s Different Types of Plastic?

Recycling right is a life skill and not as
complicated as it seems. A lil’ research
and a second look at packaging can
help keep your plastics peacefully divided, rather than haphazardly huddled.

Visit your council website as information varies but generally it’s plastic bottles labelled 1 and 2 or food packages
labelled 5.

Much like your desire for lockdown
bangs and a pair of share house scissors you can locate, some things are
better separated.

If you are unsure, put it in the regular
bin! Wish-cycling, much like texting an
ex, is an inappropriate way to handle
trash, helps no one and ultimately, a
bad idea.
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Convenience is Key

Sometimes being the resident recycling
rodent is a burden you must bear.
Offer to drop off soft plastics at REDcycle points, set up a rubbish rundown
sheet for the fridge that makes it clear
what goes where and talk to your
roomies. If someone works close to an
electronic collection point, make them
the recycling rat of batteries and as a
reward, take their soft plastics to the
shop!
Keep a bag designated for soft plastics
near the bin, keep space in the kitchen
compost bin for more and have a rotating roster for dropping off at local
points if needed.

Pizzas boxes, clean plastic containers
and other associated plastics can be
recycled but it’s best just to bring your
own. On UberEats, there are often options to opt out of single use plastics
and cutlery! Mention it on the phone
or in-app to avoid pick-up chaos and
post-purchase guilt!
It’s Like, Organic
If you aren’t composting as a house,
you’re missing out! Not only can you be
making juicy fertiliser for your perpetually dying plants, but you can make
your regular garbage less icky with
food waste.

Waste Not, Want Not!

This can be for perishables or panic
purchases, it’s okay if you don’t want
to eat 20 cans of corn, your housemate
might! If you accidentally made too
much, offer it to others and hope that
in return they’ll do the same one day!
Maybe even a cooking night where everyone can contribute dying veg and
fruit could be on the cards and lets you
get creative in the share house kitchen!
If you notice you and your housemate
drink milk alternative, offer to share.
This will save on fridge space, aid in
shopping burdens and assist in avoiding the dreaded almond milk musk.
The Sustainable Sesh
BYO drinking vessels limit the red plastic cups of doom and save the post-sesh
clean-up! It’s not a hassle, limits inadvertent sharing of drinks (COVID, baby)
and is a super cute way to let people
get creative with their vessels of choice.
Just make sure you’re not doing anything against restrictions. xo
Keep it Clean
Swap your washing machine liquid for
powder to avoid the plastic bottles, replace your broken pegs with wooden or
metal when broken and make sure your
products are earth-friendly and toxin-free. As more bulk and organic stores
pop up don’t be too shy to try your local! You can buy powders and detergent loose and in bulk. Our waterways
and Earth will thank you!

You can buy above-ground compost
bins from Bunnings, and some councils

Join A Commune
Have communal totes, mesh bags and
jars available to all! Avoid the single-use
plastics whenever possible and lead by
example. If someone says they are popping to the shops, ask if they want to
borrow your tote or offer to grab them
theirs. In your big totes, include a few
of those little folded bags, if possible,
for unexpected emotional purchase,
such as 3kg of Oreos or bakery goods
reduced to 10c.
Sharing is caring, if you’ve got a spare
keep cup or two hanging about, make

(Source: Method Recycling)

Words by Isobel Barry

Getting share house takeaway? When
ordering, bring your own Tupperwares
when possible or eat out to avoid the
waste all together. Take a box with you
in instances of unexpected extras and
when unavoidable, save the takeaway
boxes for times when you want to take
food somewhere but it’s too impactable
to carry the Tupperware after (think
day festivals). A second life is better
than nothing, so use them kindly and
with consideration. Side note: Ferron
Liquid Iron bottles are recyclable and
perfectly sized for flasks! We stan a
sustainable sesh.

Coffee grounds, banana peels, eggshells: all in the compost, babes!
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Mr. Steal Your Style
If you need the perfect interview shirt,
formal dress, first date denim, ask your
roomies first. You can double your
wardrobe without the waste! No need
to buy new when you might only wear
something once, just make sure you
wash, return and reward with snacks
that you will also consume, and everyone wins.
Swap Don’t Stop
It’s better to have a share house where
everyone tries imperfectly, than a single minimum waste martyr. If you notice
that there are some things your housemates cannot live without, whether it be
their favourite plastic packed cookies,
individually wrapped treats or 7-Eleven
Slurpees (been there), be kind.
Lead by example, explain with kindness
if asked and demonstrate that being
Earth-kind is for the sake of us all. If
you are cooking your bomb-ass plantbased meals, make enough to share.
You don’t need to push your point, don’t
judge and if they enjoy it, reveal how
aquafaba makes great egg replacer
in baking! No politics, no pressure, just
good food, and good vibes.
I’ve had many a housemate switch to a
veg diet while I’ve been living there, and
it is the world’s greatest compliment.
And if there’s anything I learnt, people
always respond best to generosity,
kindness, and open-mindedness.
It is important to acknowledge that sustainable practices come with a level of
privilege. There are a whole range of financial, ability and circumstantial reasons that could put barriers between
achieving it to one’s full capacity.
The aim is to recycle the trash, not be
it. If you’re being judgy and mean,
not only will no one want to change
their behaviour, but they’ll want you to
change your address damn quick.
Share house sustainability is more
achievable than you think and with
these little steps, you can move forward
into bigger and better things! While
there are a million ways to be more
sustainable, it starts small and with us.
Make a share house an eco-home with
these obtainable, sustainable tips!
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Art by Melis Layik
@melis_layik
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Words by Olivia Brewer

Content Warning: implied depression

I feel it again,
one in every seven
stops me still,
spirit stripped.
I don’t want to listen to music.
I don’t want to read my book.
I sit in my rain-sheltered car
and convince myself to drive home.
Or move at all.
‘How was your day?’
Their cheery nothingness.
Easy kindling
for a spiteful fire.

My cynicism is reborn
with their fresh skin
to sink into
and talons to rip it apart.
And this tiny happy thing
I’ve unhappily destroyed
is a reminiscence ruined,
so my future self is guaranteed
a pain paid forward.
If we all burn
no one douses me,
and a bonfire
is better than
a single naked flame.

Art by @0ojin_
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Grief

I was unprepared
for how much
Grief
feels like a rolling wave
crashing against the rocks
one second
and melting into seafoam
the next

Words by Tingnan Li

the sky is grey
and I am the ocean
blue and green
and frighteningly unsettled
the water ebbs and flows
I do not know myself anymore
am I the unclosable wound or
the ever-twisting knife
the tide comes in
and my tired feet
sink further
into the wet sand

Art by Georgia Barrass
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Sports Without
Spectators:
A Natural Experiment
Words by Wayne Foo

Art by Myles Blum
For the past 18 months, the sports world has had
to make constant adjustments to coexist with the
omnipresent COVID-19 virus. The recent Tokyo
Olympics exemplified this predicament: despite
public opposition and heavy warnings from
leading medical professionals, the Japanese
government persevered, following its initial
wishes and rekindling the legendary Olympic
flame after a year’s delay. While a battery of
unprecedented yet highly necessary health
measures undoubtedly separate this Olympics
from any of its predecessors, the most shocking
and revolutionary change of all is indisputably
the decision to not have an audience.

To an extent, I believe we all crave the
appreciation of fellow human beings no matter
in what form; it is something visceral. Thus, from
this viewpoint, not having an audience strips the
athletes of a source of motivation to strive and
succeed. After all, which athlete dare say they
have not dreamed of raising a medal or trophy
in front of a sea of supporters, or of wallowing
in the sonic adulation formed by thunderous
chants of their name?

As an overseas sports fan, it served as yet another
poignant reminder of the virus, but the effect on
athletes prior to this is mostly unknown. However,
despite not knowing the specifics, this situation
has highlighted the mental health of athletes as
many face difficulties with performance under
the makeshift, ever-changing conditions.

American Beach Volleyball Player Phil
Dalhausser candidly expressed, “This whole
Olympics has been kind of a bummer.” From
my personal experience of watching the
Games virtually, there seems to be a palpable
tension in the air, and this tension is magnified
when we hear uncommon, minute sounds
such as the clatter of a clipboard. It’s an
inexplicably awkward feeling to hear these
sounds because we usually just assume they’re
happening.

This sentiment was validated in the Tokyo
Olympics, where several athletes complained
of the lack of energy and atmosphere.

As Greek philosopher Aristotle said, “man is by
nature a social animal.”
48

Perhaps the only silver lining of the uncrowdedness
of the Tokyo Olympics is that it serves as a perfect
natural experiment for psychologists to study the
effect of spectators on sporting performance.
Hopefully psychologists can take advantage
of these sui generis conditions and be able to
formulate theories to better understand the effect
of a live audience on sporting performance.

After that point, performance will start to
decrease. This demonstrates that there is an
optimum arousal level for performance, but since
arousal is a very personal perception, different
athletes have different methods of modulating it.
Music is a commonly used tool to achieve this,
or in colloquial teenager language, music helps
athletes “to get hyped up”. For example, Allyson
Felix from the USA Track and Field team said, “I
have to listen to Beyoncé, ‘I’m a Diva.’ “I have to
get that alter-ego on.”

The importance of an audience in sporting
events for athletes is widely recognised. This is
well displayed by the decision of large sporting
associations, such as the National Basketball
Association, to implement virtual fans as an
attempt to recreate the lost buzz. Consequently,
athletes have begun to train with fake crowd
noises. In a way, this is quite significant if you
consider that the audience does not at all have a
direct impact on the game itself.

But while arousal can be impacted by a myriad
of different factors, depending on the athlete,
the impact of the audience on arousal is simply
massive to all. Perhaps the best way to appreciate
this is through acknowledging the significance of
home-field advantage in sports.

A popular scientific theory used to explain
athletic performance is the Yerkes-Dodson law,
which states that performance increases with
physiological or mental arousal, but only up to a
certain point.

Home-field advantage refers to the advantage
bestowed upon the team playing at their home
arena, and this advantage is largely the product
of zealous fans doing all they can to help their
home team win.
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In the case of Liverpool Football Club, 50,000
religiously loyal fans singing “You’ll Never Walk
Alone” in Anfield is no doubt an electrifying morale
boost for the Liverpool players. With regards
to the Yerkes-Dodson Law, this is an example of
raising the players’ arousal level. While the extent
of the advantage can vary between sports, a 2018
study analysing home-field advantage across
the National Basketball Association, National
Football League, and Major League Baseball,
found that home teams won an impressive 55.5%
of their home games in the year 2015.

But we must remember that they are human
too. As the gold medalist of the Men’s 110 metre
hurdles event at the Athens 2004 Olympics Liu
Xiang forthrightly said, “I am an ordinary person
too, I just used to run faster.”

However, it is equally important to note that
there is an increase in stress associated with
home-field advantage as well, as players face
higher pressure to win and not disappoint their
fans. Therefore, with audiences being such a
big influence, I think it is reasonable to say that
removing audiences from sports is a seismic
change for competing athletes.

With these novel conditions, be it the lack of
audience or other factors, it adds on to the
already heavy weight on their shoulders. There
are almost invariably going to be fluctuations in
performance as athletes are constantly trying
to adapt to the circumstances. I hope we can be
understanding and supportive towards them if
they struggle at times.

Over the course of the past year, there have been
some dramatic upsets across several sports.
Take the Tokyo Olympics for example, the first
and second seeds in the tennis women’s single
event lost in the first and third round respectively.
The first seed of the badminton men’s singles
event didn’t make it past group stages. Some
athletes have even made the choice to drop out.
Gymnastics superstar Simone Biles dropped out
of her Olympic events as “it’s been really stressful
this Olympic Games. Just as a whole, not having
an audience.”

Many say that a large sporting event is very much
like a show: athletes gather on a centre stage and
battle for victory, whereas the audience watch
intently from the sidelines, cheering in victory,
groaning in loss. This metaphor is supported by
the popularity of the idiom “put on a show” in the
sports world – to not only compete with all your
might and emerge victorious, but with flair, too.
Presently, this “show” has had to operate primarily
behind closed doors where most of us can only
watch virtually, and as much as we despise these
conditions and dearly miss watching from the
sidelines, we must remember that athletes suffer
from this too: they are performers without an
audience. Let us appreciate this and continue to
support our favourite athletes and sports teams
while acknowledging the present situation and
hardships they face.

Unfortunately, these upsets are often met with
online abuse. I find this disheartening, and I
plead for abusers to try to be more discerning
and see things from different perspectives. I want
to clarify that I am not proposing that we as fans
do not have the capacity to make judgement
and express our opinions, but critiquing athletic
performance is incomparable to mindless,
personal abuse.
Athletes are lionised individuals. They appear
everywhere from cereal boxes to YouTube
advertisements. They carry the hope of fans to
go out and win. True, it is their duty to do so, and
their sole measure of success is their wins.
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The
Aesthetic of
Activism

Aesthetics

Aesthetic preference is generally subjective,
guided by the individual’s understanding and
appreciation for beauty. They influence dining
choices, the brands we purchase from, how
we coordinate our clothes – even indoor plants
tend to pertain to an aesthetic preference for
minimalism.

Words by Brynna Marley & Ava Dullard

Beyond this, aesthetics are strategically chosen
by brands to improve audience engagement
and deliver a product or service to align with
consumers. Brands will adapt their content and
communication styles to conform to the design
etiquette of the platform in order to stay ontrend.

If you’ve been on Instagram you’ve likely
encountered posts, stories and hyperlinks
with a purpose to raise awareness for a
social justice issue. 2020 was undeniably a
unique year, namely for online activism and
awareness. As we spent most of last year
cooped up inside due to the pandemic, our
devices provided an escape route of sorts to
the rest of the world, as portrayed by social
media. Instagram especially was utilised to
shine a spotlight on awareness, reflection, but
above all, provided a space to call for action.

Whilst certain aesthetics will generate different
reactions in individuals, there are some common
elements brands utilise due to their general
mass audience appeal. Some common features
include sans serif text, emblems of nature (most
commonly a plant), clean lines, geometric
patterns and smooth muted pastels to the effect
of a minimalist visual with no design flaws.

Instagram’s image carousel feature, which
allows users to upload ten images within
the one post, is a popular choice for sharing
activist content. These posts mimic the
arrangement of a slide-show presentation
and have since reserved the term ‘PowerPoint
activism’ for its curated design and informative
function. They often communicate the history
behind social injustice and are a source for
sharing links and commentary of the event in
focus (or a combination of these).

Substance
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As one commentator puts it: “Infographics
may give the illusion of making a change but
without actively committing to it or addressing
their own contributions to the problem it
becomes a case of performative activism or
woke washing.”
The task of condensing informative rich
content to maintain the attention of users is
something infographics do well. Infographics
serve this purpose by condensing data in a
way that communicates information quickly
with visual appeal. In a climate where attention
accumulates to capital, social media content
produced by brands and influencers alike are
curated to attract audience attention, and is
quantified by views, likes, comments, reposts
and shares.
Curators of activist content have a
responsibility to ensure what is produced is
factual to prevent the spread of misinformation.
Users who are trying to inform themselves
swiftly may benefit from these aesthetic tiles
due to their surmised and concise style, but
information may be watered down by these
aesthetics as a trade-off for substance.

There’s a strong consensus by leading social
justice organisations that the new wave of social
activism has been the most successful tool in
captivating an audience of millions, allowing the
masses to be educated on topics they otherwise
would not be.
Jonah Kay notes that “on Instagram these
graphics offered resources for activists such as
information on how to get involved and where
to protest as well as infographics detailing the
historical conditions leading up to the protests”,
information that otherwise individuals would
never be posed to think about.

The curated nature of these posts have
noticeably aesthetically pleasing qualities with
pastel backgrounds, clean, bold typefaces and
infographics that make data easy to digest.
Over time they’ve become synonymous with
showing solidarity and taking a political
stance, often reposted using the ‘Story’ feature
on Instagram. In spite of this, reposting has
been critiqued for performativeness in which
the line between intention and attention
is blurred, especially on Instagram where
aesthetic choices are integral to brand
perception and influencer identities.

Posting on social media allows individuals to feel
they are part of a movement and are actively
contributing, yet somewhere along the way,
participating in activism online transcended
from being issue-based to prioritising aesthetic
appeal.
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Where do we go from here?

If there was ever a time when the prospect of
making meaningful impact and supporting
change gleamed at the fingertips of millions,
that time is now. Due to the rate of activist
content circulating Instagram there are a
plethora of issues requesting user attention and
action even though the momentum of any given
movement is more often than not shortly lived.
This being the case, is aesthetic appeal needed
to capture the attention of users? Ultimately,
change can’t happen without the conscious
efforts of a collective body who employ a
variety of strategies to push their agenda
forward. Research, reflection and hearing from
diverse first-hand experiences that many have
generously made available may be the first
steps to take to be more informed. For others,
reposting a curated Instagram tile is the full
extent of participation. Reposting ultimately
has one function and that is to illustrate
support and spread awareness, but following
up with action is part of the chain of effect
needed to bring about change.
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To be thrown into the sea – quick, learn to swim!
Too late, the land has sucked you back.
Walking, running – it doesn’t feel like before,
But no time to practise, your race is now!
Stumble, trip – disappointed faces?
Imagined or real, is the pressure from in or out?
Struggle to the finish line –
Pain.
But they’re proud.
You’re fine, they say, it’s easy for you.
Sleep and wake, oh, so much better!
Perhaps steps are fine…
Now, remember the purpose…what purpose?
The purpose for what? Why is there a purpose?
Oh, but I swam – can I run now like before?
It’s still fuzzy.
But they’re telling me it’s time to fly!
Already overdue so can’t ignore!
I can’t fly without my family!
Where is my sleep, my skin?
Where do I fly? I can’t walk there.
I’ve forgotten how to swim…
There is a new purpose, more faces.
Faces are stolen away – now what?
Get on, get on. But for who? Where? When?
How?
I can’t find me, can’t do it without me.
Maybe I’ll float and wait and see…
Ha! Nice try! You’re already gone.

the
big
race

Words by Ruby

Art by Myles Blum

Content warning: anxiety
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It’s the
New Yes
Words by Xenia Sanut

After being sucked into my usual social media
rabbit hole, I saw someone had started a Twitter
thread where people could share something
their therapist said that changed their life.
And for a little while Twitter stopped.
It stopped being the reason to go to therapy,
and instead it became the place to get therapy.
Everyone’s advice was meaningful in some
way: how your parents did the best to raise
you, the importance of communicating your
needs. But one tweet stood out to me:
“You’re not a perfectionist,” it said. “You’re
insecure about how your best effort will be
received.”
After reading that I thought of all the projects
and writings I had put aside, because I thought
they weren’t good enough.
And then, I thought of all the interests, hobbies,
and eccentricities I hide because I’m frightened
that people will think less of me for it.
And finally, I thought of all the things I agree
to, say ‘yes’ to, even when I’ve got no time, I’m
tearing my hair out, on the verge of burning
out – because I believed that if I was to become
perfect, and if people are to think I’m perfect,
I shouldn’t complain or reject any opportunity
or task that comes my way.
If I reject them and they think less of me for not
trying or for not helping, then that’s the worst
kind of rejection.
If my future self thinks less of me because I
didn’t take that chance, then that’s the worst
kind of guilt.
So, I’m not only insecure about how my best
effort will be received – I’m insecure about how
not putting in anything but my best effort will
be received, I’m insecure about what I’d miss
out on if people don’t see my best effort.
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And therefore, the word ‘no’ doesn’t exist in
my vocabulary.

my assignment, makes me a poor organiser,
bad at time management, lazy and lethargic.
I’m a consumer, not a producer, and
producers are the only ones that contribute
anything of value to society.

And so, my social media rabbit hole became
an introspective black abyss. (Not surprised
there.)

The introspective black abyss can be cruel.

“But Xenia, isn’t that good?” you might be
thinking – or at least a person who’s selfconscious about what others think of them
might think you’ll be thinking this way.

But there is one thing that you can never get
back through hard work, something that you
can’t get no matter how many times you say
‘yes’ – and that’s time.

“If you don’t say ‘no’ then all these amazing
opportunities will come your way. You won’t
miss out on anything that’s important.”

Benjamin Franklin said, “Time is money” and
frankly, I think it needs to be prized more
than money, because the real money is time.

To some extent, that is true. I’ve gained a
lot of connections and professional skills
by saying ‘yes’ to volunteer opportunities,
leadership programs and short courses
which have led to internships, casual work
and job referrals. But I feel as students,
we’re encouraged to say ‘yes’ to everything
we can to get our foot through the corporate
door – but at what cost?

By saying ‘no’ to opportunities, one has
more time to recharge, to pursue the hobbies
that have gathered dust in the corner and
grant peace to an overstimulated mind and
stressed heart.
But how do you decide which opportunities
you should say ‘yes’ to?

We pay for or take on free internships and
professional placements to get industry
experience, but what about that valuable
time that you could be using to get those
necessary shifts at work?
What about the time you need to stay on
top of your studies?

Well, which ones are worth your time?
It’s about striking a balance between
planning for the future and making the most
of the now. Like developing any habit, it
takes time to say ‘no’, to stop feeling scared
that people will not accept you for refusing
them, but by saying ‘no’ you are giving
yourself time to live your life for what you
love.

Saying ‘no’ is a privilege. Not everyone gets
the chance to say ‘no’, maybe it might lose
you your next paycheck, or because it’s
unsafe to say anything but ‘yes’.

If saying ‘yes’ brings you joy and is how you
want to spend your precious time, do it.

And that nagging subconscious thought
at the back of my mind also believes that
saying ‘no’ is a sign that you aren’t a hard
worker.

But by saying ‘no’ to a busy schedule and
saying ‘no’ to only leaving time to get from
A to B, you’re really saying ‘yes’ to having
time to become friends with yourself again
and to pursue the things that truly inspire
you now.

It makes me think that being unable to work
on several things at once, or deciding to
watch YouTube videos instead of finishing
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To Infinity and Beyond:
Investing in Space
Words by Queenie Mok, UNIT Research Analyst

However, if you can’t say ‘no’, think about what this opportunity will give you over time.
By saying ‘no’ to your time now, ‘no’ to that time you could spend watching a movie
instead of studying, what time do you save in the future? Perhaps you might get closer
to that dream job now?
And if you had to say ‘yes’ when you wanted to say ‘no’ to that extra shift or to that
assignment that’s due in two days, think about how you can make it more enjoyable.
Maybe you can listen to music as you work? Complete your assignment in the company
of friends?
By saying ‘no’ to juggling a million things at once, you’re saying ‘yes’ to the one thing
you can juggle and control – your life and how you react to what life throws at you.
So, say ‘yes’ to saying ‘no’, because ‘no’ is the new ‘yes’.

Disclosure statement:
Xenia Sanut is an editor at Lot’s Wife, and this piece has undergone the
same impartial editing process as all other pieces.

On 11 July, Richard Branson boarded his Virgin
Galactic’s VSS Unity spacecraft and experienced
zero gravity. Nine days later, Jeff Bezos also
became one of the few people to have travelled
to space. These trips are the culmination of
years of investment, research and development.
However, private space travel is just the tip of
the iceberg of an exponentially growing space
industry.

2. Downstream Space Sector: the operations of
space infrastructure and the activities that
rely on these infrastructures on earth, such
as the market of GPS-enabled devices.
3. Space-derived activities in other sectors:
new activities that have emerged because of
the development of space technology, such
as the transfers of space technology to the
medical sector.

Today’s Space Industry

Using different metrics, the global space sector is
estimated to be worth between US$350 billion to
US$447 billion today.

Defining the space industry can be difficult,
as it includes not only space technology itself
but the commercial opportunities that are
generated from observing and using space. The
Organisation for Economic Co-operation and
Development (OECD) has defined the space
economy as “the full range of activities and the
use of resources that create and provide value
and benefits to human beings in the course
of exploring, understanding, managing and
utilising space”. It has set the perimeters of the
space economy as the following:
1.
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Upstream Space Sector: the economy
directly related to the creation and
implementation of space infrastructure,
such as research, launch and the supply of
materials and components.

Source: The Space Report
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Investing in the Space Industry

The number of Special Purpose Acquisition
Companies (SPACs) dedicated to acquiring
space companies is also increasing.

For the majority of us who are not billionaires,
paying for a US$450,000 ticket to enter into
space is out-of-reach. However, there are several
options for those who want to invest in space
technology. On 21 June, a new ETF (Exchange
Traded Fund) with the ticker YODA was listed
on the London Stock Exchange, with holdings
in Iridium Communications Inc. and Garmin.
This was issuer Procure Holding’s second
space-themed ETF, after UFO, which is listed on
NASDAQ.

Panoramic picture of the Milky Way. (Source: S. Brunier)
Bank of America’s Global Research Senior
Aerospace & Defence Analyst Ron Epstein
believes that the space industry could be worth
US$1.4 trillion in the next decade.

However, SpaceX’s Falcon 9 advertises its launch
cost of US$2,720/kg, representing a reduction of
cost by a factor of 20.

Rocket startup Astra became a publicly traded
company this year via a merger with Holicity
Inc., a SPAC backed by Bill Gates and Craig
McCaw in a deal valuing the company at US$2.1
billion.
New York-based Space Capital expects that the
amount raised by space SPACs will reach US$8
billion in the latter half of this year. Investments
in SPACs are risky because, at the time of
listing, the investors may not be certain of the
acquisition target. Moreover, investments in
these companies can be speculative as most of
them have not been profitable to date.

However, analysts warn that some of these
ETFs have tenuous links to space. For example,
ARKX, the Space Exploration and Innovation ETF
from ARK, holds stocks in Boeing and Lockheed
Martin, but also in Netflix and ARK’s own 3D
printing ETF. Therefore, some caution is required
when investing in them.

Spurred on by this lower cost, communications
satellite deployment has increased by 477%
from 2019 to 2020 and the interest in deployment
is likely to be sustained. Morgan Stanley expects
that in the short-to-medium term, 50% of growth
in the space sector will come from satellite
broadband services for internet access.

Historically, only governments have invested in
space technology. However, since the end of
NASA’s shuttle program in 2011, the space industry
has become increasingly commercialised.
Today, nearly 80% of spending in space goes
toward the private sector.

Space-for-Space

The space industry can be separated into the
space-for-earth economy and the space-forspace economy.

The space-for-space economy, on the other
hand, is the goods and services that are
produced for and used in space, such as inspace habitats. Due to scientific limitations,
commercial investment in this area has been
limited. However, the recent manned space
flights carried out by Virgin Galactic and Blue
Origin demonstrate that development in this
region is likely to be more significant in the
future. SpaceX has widely publicised its goal of
sending people to Mars and traditional defence
giants such as Lockheed Martin and Boeing,
have and will continue to be heavily involved in
space technology development. Therefore, we
may see a renewed interest in this sector.

Space-for-Earth

The space-for-earth economy is the sector of
the space industry that produces goods and
services for human consumption on Earth.
They include satellite infrastructure and earth
observation imagery services.
In 2019, 95% of estimated revenue from the
space industry came from the space-for-earth
sector. Launch costs to Low Earth Orbit have
decreased significantly. NASA’s space shuttle
had a launch cost of US$54,000 per kg when it
was still in operation.
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Source: Space News
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Art by Myles Blum
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Visit lotswife.com.au/contributions
for more info!
63

Lot’s Wife • Edition Five

...until next time

Lot’s Wife.
2021
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