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Oh…
by glenn bramich

Oh my goodness. If there ever was an underdog story for the ages, this is it. Never has a 
letter exceeded expectations like O. Oh, O you say? But O is oh so… underwhelming. Well, 
let me tell you, O is the new A, and if you get caught thinking otherwise, you must be a D.

While scholars often debate the beginning of the O movement, it seems clear to at least this pen, that 
O’s war on the other vowels began on the 29th on January, 1954, in a little town named Kosciusko, near 
the Mississippi. Here, a little girl was born with a big mission - to save the reputation of O. 60 years later, 
because of this woman, known by a few as the Queen of O, has given the O it’s own magazine and highly 

watched television network. The Queen of O, Miss Oprah Winfrey, started a movement. And, perhaps due to 
the shape of O, once the movement starting rolling, it was very hard to stop. 

Since then, O has become an unstoppable force. Sesame Street now features O more than any other letter. 
Major companies have benefitted from O’s popularity such as Lego, Mobil, Oreo, Hooters and of course, 
Google, who owes O to its fortune. It wasn’t until social media came along that we really understood how 

powerful O had become, being the most important letter in OMG and making up a staggering 50% of 
YOLO. No one could oppress the O.

Now, everyone is cashing in on O. Perhaps the most important event on the O calendar is O-Week. A 
week to celebrate everything that O has brought us. To new beginnings, we cheer, and raise a glass. 

So, to those new to O-Week, remember that O is an underdog story. Perhaps before starting 
your time at university, you were an underdog yourself. Perhaps you’ve come to Deakin not 

knowing a soul. Of course, that’s oh so much better. Leave behind all the oppressors 
from the past and enjoy your O-Week. Celebrate O. 

OMG, Toh-tally #YOLO.

welcome to
WORDLY
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WORDLY team in order of appearance: 
Hayley Elliott-Ryan, Tom Greenwell, Jack Kirne, Laura Soding, 
Brinagh Hassett, Glenn Bramich, Tom Bensley, Andrew Roberts, 
Sarah Allen, Lauren Hawkins

WORDLY began one year ago as a four-page 
black and white papery thing, filled with stories 
from our friends in size six font. We printed 300 
copies and thought we were being adventurous…
needless to say, a lot has changed in a year. 
Vampires are out, but zombies are in…China is 
criticising Australia for its human rights abuses, 
and we are now a 32 page magazine that you don’t 
need a magnifying glass to read.

In this edition you will find poetry, opinions, 
fiction and artworks, some with an O’week twist, 
some that combine a love of Destiny’s Child with 
a hatred of memes in order to prove a point…it 
is always a bit of a mixed bag with us. This time 
around, Glenn investigates what the O in O’week 
really stands for, Kyah takes us back to a time when 
Nicholas cage was badass and super fine, Brinagh 
tells you how to survive off a single tin of lentils, 
Andrew captures the existential crisis brought on 
by power point presentations, and some other 
people discuss slightly more serious things, such 
as: feminism and transgender dysphoria blues. 

I started WORDLY in the hopes that it would 
start conversations. In my opinion, that is what 
good writing should do. In a discussion with 
my girlfriend’s grandpa I realised how little 
conversation I was having at uni about things 
I really cared about. ‘A university,’ he said ‘used 
to be a giant think-tank, where everyone came 
together and talked about new ideas…does that 
happen anymore?’ Maybe, I said…but if it was 
happening, it wasn’t happening enough. 
At the 2014 News Conference I was reminded 
that new writers need a place to find their voice, 
but they also need somewhere to fail safely. 
WORDLY is that place. I am personally asking 
you to challenge us with your opinions, your 
stories, your poetry and your art. Take risks, be 
political and be personal. 

Welcome to the conversation.

-Hayley, on behalf of the WORDLY team.



Having puzzled through the university’s labyrinthine 
corridors you find yourself — assuming the deciphering of 
your own handwriting — in the right place.

You take your seat in the lecture theatre, determined by 
the golden ratio of not being so far away from people that 
you seem a loner, but not so close that you force upon them 
presumptions of future friendship. 

The adjustable desk-top flips around you and in this, at least, 
you find some comfort; the familiarity of the smooth plastic-
fake-wood surface as you run your hand along it, picking up 
on the fine grains and scrapes. Words left by your forbearers: 
Call such-and-such for a good time; an unfinished game 
of tic-tac-toe; exciting verbs targeting the government; 
something rude about your mother. You ponder briefly their 
sentiments, soaking in their wisdom. Within this x-by-x-
metre cubed space you are king.

Next you gaze around, surveying rival territories. Are their 
inhabitants friend or foe? The people intermittently scattered 
in the room’s seats are strangers — except maybe — no you 
can’t be sure. The lights are too dim, and you haven’t seen 
them in too long. There is the quiet buzz of conversation but 
you can only pick up disjointed pieces: stray verbs and nouns 
dislodged from their sentences. Oddly, you never catch sight 
of anyone’s mouths moving.

Your eyes align with someone for just a second too long and 
they give you that look. You’ll know the one. Then they look 
away, partially embarrassed, gazing into the distance, just 
off-centre of infinity.  

An awed hush falls as the lecturer strides towards the podium, 
flipping through his phone before placing it on the lectern. 

Click.
A ceiling-mounted projector throws an illuminated square 
against the front wall.
The PowerPoint slide: a shot of the University, in front of 
which stands a diverse selection of student: All smiling in that

way that no natural being on this earth smiles. Text 
accompanies, but light blue font on lighter blue background 
proves challenging.

‘Good morning ladies and gentlemen,’ the lecturer’s voice 
booms, amplified, though no microphone is evident, ‘and 
welcome to Deakin University orientation. I am’— someone 
coughs loudly, over which you miss his name— ‘and I will 
hopefully assist you in making your transition to life in 
tertiary education and beyond…’ your attention wanders.

Click.
The slide is of— wait, is that you? Sitting there at your desk? 
You peer around but people neither notice nor care.

‘Your time at Deakin may not be free of adversity—’ he 
continues. 

The timetablers might fail to allocate you a spot in your class. 
Not to say they failed to give your ideal choice or, due to 
scheduling conflicts, left it open for you to select one of the 
available choices. No, the classes are all there at their correct 
times and have been successfully filled. You simply are not 
in any of them. 

Vast subjects of knowledge are crammed into a mere dozen 
weeks — no, wait — eleven weeks… ten? Quick! Learn 
as much as you can before time compresses further. All 
assignments due-dates inevitably fall on the same day.

Study in the library? That’s a place for sleeping, silly. Hush, 
while the dreamers dream eternal.

Click.
A bench, surrounded by people. All smiling.

‘It’s really the people who make Deakin what it is—’
You’ll find people who actually make you happy, feeling less 
weird and awkward by mere proximity. Like a real person, 
not to be invisible or ignored, deserving of respect and love.

Click.
A bench, surrounded by people. All smiling. None of them 
are you.

Not all such things are to last. What you take for a friendship 
may be a mayfly. As fleeting and dead now as the previous 
sentence’s metaphor. 

Letting someone cry on your shoulder risks them throwing 
you away like a used tissue. All well and good for Bogart to 
‘here’s looking at you kid, we’ll always have Paris’ the girl 
as he sends her away on a plane, his movie is almost over. 
It’s the time that stretches ever onward after that’s to worry 
about.

Click.
Rows of robed figures. Precisely timed rituals.  A cult to some 
dark old god? No! It’s graduation!

Go all the way to Geelong to graduate?  A valediction far too 
early in the morning! (The afternoon slot they booked you 
into previously got overbooked.) Fittingly your university 
journey ends much how it began: In a place you’ve never 
been, surrounded by no one you know. Accidentally attend 
Monash’s graduation and you’d never know the difference. 
Pomp and circumstance present themselves in ample supply. 
Disappointingly no orchestra actually plays Pomp and 
Circumstance. Though you get to wear ridiculous robes and 
hats; no dramatic freeze-frame tossing of them is allowed. 
They show a heartfelt slide-show presentation of photos 
taken when you arrived at the ceremony and got into your 
robes that very day. You think back and fondly remember the 
great times you’d had not half-an-hour prior. 

A walk-through Disneyland ride, complete with optional 
souvenir photograph.

Click. 
It might be difficult to say whether you are better or worse 
off for the experience. Deakin giveth but Deakin also taketh 
away. 

Undeniable, however, is that you have been irreparably 
damaged in some way. Some part that had been growing 
inside of you before has been dashed against the ground. 
You will often tell yourself that you never needed it, but such 
sentiments, if true, wouldn’t need repeating. Remember: 
Water and sunlight might be what makes a plant grow, but 
its wounds — leaves torn, branches trimmed, stalks bound 
— give it its shape.

Click.
There is something rhythmically pulsing behind the projection, 
you are sure of it. Like dirt rippled by the worms and maggots 
crawling below its surface.

Your desk, once a sanctuary, now feels like a cell.  
Is that you in the front row, copying the shapes of your 
first letters in primary school? Or behind and to the right, 
working some office job? Have you been sitting at this same 
desk all along?

Click.
The slides change faster now. Even beautiful colours mixed 
often turn to brown, so too do your life’s moments blur together 
as they pass. Things seemingly significant at the time, posts 
you could hitch your life to, giving fixed meaning and

purpose, are just stepping stones on the journey you’ve 
mistaken for the destination.

Click. Work. Click. Click. Play. Click. Click. Click. Sleep. 
Click. Click. Click. Click. Fear. Click.  Click. Eat. Click. Click. 
Click. Click. Hate. Click. Click. Click. Lust. Click.  Click. Click. 
Click. Click. Buy. Click. Click. Click. Click. Click.  Click. Love. 
Click. Click. Click.      

Are you are writing this down? You need to write this all down; 
the words melting from your notes as quickly as they drain from 
your mind.

The page is blank.

Click. 
The slide is of you, barely recognisable, face corroded by age, hair 
thinning and white.  

The passage of time increases as you age. We are, all of us, 
passengers on a train which only accelerates while approaching an 
inevitable cliff face. 

One day you will die. 
You will struggle to draw in heavy breaths. Sisyphus turned Indiana 
Jones as that heavy boulder comes crashing back down behind you. 

A woman — do you know her? A sister? A daughter? A wife? Or 
just a nurse? — will stroke your hand and tell you that it’s okay. 
That you can let go now. But you will scream out to no one that you 
are not ready to go.

And then your consciousness and memories will be gone. As far as 
you’re concerned the universe will have ceased to exist. Will have 
never existed. Could never exist. 

Click. 
Complete darkness.

Lights fade back up. The lecturer peers expectantly. 

‘— I hope this has been of use to you, and once again wish you a 
pleasurable and fruitful time here at Deakin.’

Soon, on your way out you will glimpse a map, for the briefest 
moments pondering that the listed lecture room numbers don’t 
actually go up this high. Then the thought will be gone and you 
will go on living the rest of your life. 

But for now you sit in the room, modelled after the Greek 
amphitheatres of old, upon which the first comedies and tragedies 
were wrought. Engaging in this ageless tradition of many people 
divining sounds wind makes passing through the mouth of one 
person. 

The lecturer makes that same eternal inquisition that all in his 
position do at this point. Likewise all listeners engage in their 
own ubiquitous act: broad sweeping pantomimes, looking around 
themselves, at other people, shrugging their shoulders, flat palms 
raised on high to the ceiling. Acting as though the proper response 
were something they had been sure they had in their pocket just a 
moment ago, but now, when pressed, could not be found. Perhaps 
left in their other pants? 
The lecturer asks:

‘Any questions?’

andrew roberts on the existential crisis induced 
by o’week powerpoint presentations. 

ORIENTATION.
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a trimester as an 
Arts Student

First week is pretty exciting. It’s the week where you always 
vow to do the readings, then read up on topics after class that 
sound interesting. Maybe then you could actually get over 
that crippling fear of public speaking and participate in class  
discussions. Maybe you could actually make more than one friend 
a year! Maybe even make two friends.

This is when you say you’ll buy text books this semester, even 
borrowing some extra books from the library on occasion,  
because learning is pretty fun sometimes. You like learning, right? 
Uni is for learning, even!

First week, you’ll attend all your classes, maybe even all the  
lectures. Try and remember people’s names, because they look  
interesting and you like interesting people.

And then second week comes around, and sleeping in that  
extra ten minutes is worth walking into class half an hour late, 
clutching terrible coffee and cursing the sun because it’s just too 
bright. You forgot to buy textbooks, but you’ll buy them next week 
as soon as your youth allowance is transferred. There was that  
lecture you missed too, but you can totally catch up online. Yeah.

Fifth week and classes are starting to get in the way of your  
assignments. Sometimes the library is for sleeping, alright? That 
book is overdue, though, and you haven’t read any of it. Should 
probably return it on Friday when you have that class, but then you 
don’t go to that class. Next week.

Soon it’s week ten and you’ve got no idea what subjects you’re  
actually enrolled in... something to do with books, maybe. 
Everything is due all at once and you can’t see anymore because 
you’ve consumed so much caffeine you’re seeing sounds.

Then it’s week twelve, somehow even more things are due.  
Library books need to be returned but you have no idea where they 
are. The staff at the cafe know your name and your order. Classes, 
what are they? You’re pretty sure lectures aren’t actually real.

But for now, week one is ahead and the trimester looks pretty shiny 
from here. So good luck, young arts traveller. May your trimester 
be bright, at least for the first week.

The Comfort Zone
Ryan Fitzgibbon takes advice from 
einstein about stepping outside 
the comfort zone

Straight away, instead of passively reading this article, 
I want you to actively participate in a quick exercise to 
help you visualise your potential for personal growth. 
Please take out a piece of paper and draw a picture of 
yourself in the centre. Alternately, draw it at the top of 
this article. It doesn’t matter also if it’s not a Picasso, 
stick figure is fine (as sometimes it’s more flattering). 
Now go ahead and draw a circle around yourself.
Within this circle are things your familiar with, it’s a 
place free of risk and angst. This is your comfort zone. 
Slightly outside the circle you have drawn, place a small 
dot. Upon doing this now extend the circle so it now 
encompasses the dot. In theory if more of these dots 
were placed around the page at different lengths your 
comfort zone in turn would slowly increase.

Increasing your comfort zone requires you to move  
outside of it; to operate in the unknown. These dots 
outside your comfort zone can represent things to you 
such as approaching a girl at the bar, going for a job 
interview or standing up for yourself. Usually you will 
know yourself what the dots for you can represent. 
They will be goals or dreams that make you nervous, 
yet a voice inside your head will keep pushing/urging 
you to do it. Once complete that thing that made you 
feel uncomfortable won’t seem like such a big deal. 
Additionally the next time that the anxiety you feel 
before doing something outside your comfort zone 
arises, it will act as a signal rather than a warning. A 
signal highlighting a challenge that you should attempt 
to do for your personal growth. You know where your 
limits are and this article is not about that, it’s about 
your potential. You know how great you can be and in 
some parts of your life that may not correlate with your 
reality. Time to step outside your comfort zone. 

Still not convinced? Why would you be? I’m not a life 
coach, I don’t have a degree in psychology and for all you 
know I’m just good at talking shit. However, someone  
considered to be pretty smart, Albert Einstein, once 
said that ‘Once we accept out limits, we go beyond 
them.’ Without going into my life too deeply, when I 
was young, my limits were governed by the anxiety I felt 
towards meeting others. More mature now I still get 
nervous talking to females, embarrassed when I think 
I’m lifting weights designed for children at the gym and 
feel awkward when I ask a question in a full 
lecture theatre. 

However, I’m not in denial about my limits anymore. 
I’m able to recognise them and work on strategies to 
either reduce or eliminate them. If you act and strive 
to challenge your comfort zone, I promise you that you 
will find yourself within a new comfort zone. One so 
far from your original comfort zone that you may have 
trouble understanding how it is that you were able to 
accomplish so much. Each of us has the chance to reach 
our full potential. Most of us, however, would rather 
remain comfortable.

d r a w   y o u r s e l f   h e r e
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alison smith on what might possibly 
be your near future.



In the city of Canberra, of roundabout fame,
Lived strange little man with a clergyman’s name;
He wasn’t a cardinal, though there was one he knew,
And he wasn’t a bishop, although he had two;
He wasn’t nun in a gown and a habit,
And he wasn’t a pope – he was only an Abbott.

Now at Christmas the Abbott was a nasty old soul,
In his revenue stocking he only got coal;
He crashed the gay weddings, kept bitches in line,
Chopped down the trees but refused to chop Pyne;
He said “Giving is for humbugs and Christmas is too,
It’s as shitty as Manus, or even Nauru.”

On the night before Christmas he lay in his bed,
When a coughing sound woke him from over his head;
There a goblin was floating, pudding-headed and old,
With mistletoe eyebrows, dressed in all green and gold.
He said “Tony, my boy, it’s just me – don’t you worry!
It’s a pity to wake you this late – 
I am motioning a statement of deep and sincere regret.”

“John?” said the Abbott, wildly rubbing his eyes,
“Did Janette lock you out? What a bloody surprise.”
“No,” said the creature, “I’ve come with a warning,
You’ll be visited by three ghosts by the morning;
I shall decide (for I’m sprite Number One)
Which visions, and the circumstance in which they come.”

Then the Abbott was standing on the prow of a boat,
Packed with poor huddled families and barely afloat;
“How do you do your magic?!” he asked in a bellow,
The gnome muttered “China, and partly Costello.
We’re in 2001, back when carbon was free,
And I claimed that these kids would be thrown in the sea.”

“So what?” said the Abbott, voice riddled with doubt,
“You shut up the commies and kept terrorists out.”
The goblin sighed sadly. “It was glorious, my friend,
But know that each golden age comes to an end;
For just as I am fallen, you shall be felled too –
By your Brutus, your Mordred, your Maxine McKew.”

Ghost, boat and ocean dissolved into gloom,
And the Abbott returned to his opulent room;
A face grinned before him, a Cheshire spud,
The folds of it’s toga all ruddy with blood;
“You!” sneered the Abbott, “I beat you, you peasant,
How could you be the ghost of Prime Ministers Present?”

“Moriarty,” the ghost said, “I think that you’ll find,
Blind Freddy could see I’m PM in my mind;
Kevin ’13 forever – the only damn reason…”
“Just get to the lesson,” “I will, in due season;
…That they claim that I lost are your lies and division.
Let’s cook with gas. Here’s the next apparition.”

The Lodge was replaced by a cliff clad in snow,
And the Abbott looked down on the sea ice below;
It was cracked and collapsing in grim locomotion,
As each piece detached and dissolved in the ocean;
He felt icy and asked, contemplating his daughters,
“Are emissions the cause of rise of these waters?”

“No,” said the spirit, “It’s much worse, enemigo,
This frosty expanse is my own melting ego;
My vast self-regard survived treachery and crime,
But you know something mate? It couldn’t beat time;
Your programmatic hubris shall too be laid bare.
Look on this sauce bottle, ye fool, and despair.”

The phantom itself was beginning to drip,
It gave him the finger and said “Gotta zip!”
Before the Abbott could utter a single harsh word,
He was back in his boudoir beholding the third;
It had robes made of shadow, a head like a beet,
A glistening crown and a bushel of wheat.

The stale stench of liquor revealed it was Joyce,
It spoke to the Abbott in a thunderous voice.
“Tony! You dickhead. You legend. You bum.
I’m the ghost of Prime Ministers still yet to come.”
The room disappeared and he blinked to survey,
Capital Hill on a dry Summer’s day.

Parliament House was encrusted with ads,
For News, Shell and Maccas, tequila and pads;
Cacophonies burst from each huge neon screen,
While guard drones flew past painted bright gold and green;
“Welcome to the future, a few votes down the track,
After you’ve copped a bicycle spoke in the back.”

“It was you?” said the Abbott, expecting the worst,
Barnaby chuckled and said “Not at first;
When it went to hell Joe and Mal each took a shot,
But the budget went batshit and things got too hot;
At least Labor got shortened by their own sword,
I picked up the gig after Palmer got bored.

But the bastards are circling like flies around mutton,
I’ll soon be replaced by Prime Minister Dutton.”
“No!” said the Abbott and fell to his knees,
“How did it come to this? It can’t be true! Please!”
Then he noticed a shadow, black as a tuxedo,
Thrown by a statue in a very tight Speedo.

It was a gangly old man with preposterous ears,
He crawled to the plinth and read through his tears;
“Anthony Abbott – the sexist who taught us
The importance of having not bad looking daughters.”
The ghost hovered closer, touched his hand lightly
and said “That’s enough”, still hiccuping slightly.

They returned to the Lodge and Joyce left with a kiss,
Then Tony woke Margie, asking “What day is this?”
“It’s 3am darling. Please go back to bed.”
But the Abbott ran off to find needles and thread.
He wove, sewed and stitched through the dregs of the night,
Till the family awoke to the warm Christmas light.

They sat round the Abbott, who was glowing with vigour,
For his old Bolt-sized heart had grown three sizes bigger;
He smiled and said, “Bridget, Frances and Louise,
I want to say sorry for the electoral sleaze;
I used you and your faces to clutch at my goal,
But a Christmastime blessing has shifted my soul!

I was wrong to hate Muslims and give sheilas short shrift,
But I’m generous now, and I’ve made you a gift.
Now you’ll never be flaunted to creepers and lurkers.”
They opened the box and found three shining burqas,
Each cut from the cloth of an Australian flag;
And as the girls smiles were starting to sag,

He flung open the window to let in the sun,
And shouted “God help us, every one!”

Christmas 
    Miracle

Anthony Abbott’s

artwork by kirsty ventura

poem by ben hickey
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In 2010 I was a first year student relocated from ‘out bush’ 
to the big smoke. It didn’t take long for my shopping budget 
to become an unsteady $10 a week. Woe betide if I ran out 
of toothpaste, toilet paper, dishwashing detergent or any of 
the other non-edible essentials. The $10 I had each week was 
strictly designated to buyingthe the only food I could cook: 
Mee Goreng.

Student life is busy enough without worrying about healthy 
eating. There are a plethora of other money-draining 
necessities that always come first: the cost of school books 
(which continue to sky-rocket), your Myki and phone credit, 
gallons of coffee (a student’s unavoidable addiction), and of 
course, Mee Goreng.

After a brief time living on ‘Up n Go’ and toast, I began to 
contemplate a single item in my cupboard: a 59c tin of lentils. 
Lentils are the vegetarian version of mincemeat, and have 
been a staple in the university student diet since the days of 
Raskolnikov…probably. When you think about it, lentils don’t 
really taste like anything so they can be made to taste like 
anything. And when you actually Google what’s in them, 59c 
sounds pretty good.
 

 
Brinagh Hassett talks about  
the perks of lentils on a 
student budget

Seven reasons 
to eat lentils :

Lentils are a superfood. They contain 52% of our daily 
protein, 41% daily iron, 5% calcium, 7% vitamin C (vital in 
the ever present battle against student scurvy), 120% of our 
daily dietary fiber intake and no cholesterol. And they can be 
used in making just about any comfort food you can think of.  
For example:

   Curry: Fry an onion, add paprika, drain and add 
lentils, add a tin of crushed tomatoes and curry  powder. 
When it’s thick, add a dash of milk or coconut cream and 
you’re done.

  Spag Bol: Fry an onion, add oregano, drain and add 
lentils, add a tin of tomatoes and simmer until thickened.

  Burgers: chop an onion and mix it in a bowl with 
drained lentils, a small knob of cheese, half a handful of 
breadcrumbs, half a grated carrot and an egg. Mix and roll 
up in a bit of flour to make patties and then fry them.

  Lentil Loaf (great for putting in a sandwich, or eating 
on its own with gravy): chop an onion and mix it in a bowl 
with drained lentils, a small knob of cheese, half a handful 
of breadcrumbs, half a grated carrot and the all-important 
egg. Put it in a baking dish and pat it down, bake for about 
20 minutes and it’s ready to go.

All these meals can be made with a single tin of lentils. And 
each of them last me at least two to three days worth of dinners. 
You can freeze them all on pay day and alternate throughout 
the week to shake things up. It’s not glamorous by any stretch 
of the imagination, but it makes a nice change from 3 years 
straight of Mee Goreng, ‘Up n Go’ and toast.
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It is with great excitement that I sit here writing, about my 
impending first year of university. Why is my excitement so 
great? Perhaps it is the thought that finally someone out there 
is going to read what I write. Or perhaps it is the idea of either 
Morgan Freeman or Anthony Hopkins reading my words in 
the eventual and inevitable audiobook. Alas I must admit my 
excitement stems not from my writing nor the strangely soothing 
gravel like voices of older men. It stems from the knowledge that 
I shall soon be attending university at Deakin. Seriously. No 
joke. That is how I feel.

I realise that many people fear change. Change means moving 
on with life, leaving family behind, having to pay taxes, and 
learning how taxes work (possibly in that order). Though this 
may all be true lets face it, everything changes eventually. In my 
opinion the best thing we can do is embrace the challenge that is 
change by asking ourselves “what would three hundred Spartans 
do?” (See I worked it in there somehow). Sure we all grow old, 
and some of us even die, but honestly I’m fine with growing old 
so long as I do it well like George Clooney or Will Smith. Really 
anyone but Val Kilmer would be nice. I feel like I was making a 
point somewhere…

Oh yes! With time comes possibilities and I guess that’s what I’m 
looking forward to most about Deakin. There’s the possibility I’ll 
make new friends, or have fun, or make new friends! Maybe, just 
maybe, I could even learn something (though I make absolutely 
no promises). In the end I’m just lucky that I get a chance to 
attend the only university on this exotic island nation that 
would be willing to accept a tanned, deceptively unskilled, and 
strangely handsome in a Bert-from-Sesame-Street sorta way, guy 
like me. Thank you Deakin, if you were a person I’d be hugging 
you right now. In a totally platonic type manner.
 

Into 
the 

unknown
a story of love, loss, betrayal, and 

spartan warriors by irshad khan
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The most influential moment of my Deakin life was the 
moment someone approached me in O’week and asked if I’d 
be interested in going on exchange. I was with my mum at 
the time and I remember feeling very overwhelmed by the 
amount of ‘experiences’ Deakin was offering me from each of 
the stalls. Do you want to be a DUSA member? “What’s that?” 
Do you want to try cheerleading? “I’m not very flexible”. Do 
you want to be an exchange student? 

12 months later I was about to embark on the craziest 
three months of my life, during which the phrase “I’m an  
exchange student from Australia”, would become my ‘get out 
of jail free card’ (not literally), as I studied in London and 
travelled across Europe.

Deakin has connections with over 100 universities across 
the globe with multiple study options: Student exchange, 
faculty-led study tours, and the Global Citizenship  
Program, all of which are readily available for you to take 
advantage of. 
 
If, like me, exchange is something that you think is not only 
a great educational opportunity as well as an excuse to see 
some more of the world, then here is some information on 
how you can get involved...

Any Deakin student can apply to the study abroad office to do 
an exchange that will count towards the completion of their 
degree. Your only requirements are to have 8 credit points 
completed at Deakin (with at least a credit pointaverage) and 
you must have 4 credit points still to complete on your return 
to Deakin.

Exchange is affordable. There are no extra study fees because 
you continue to pay fees to Deakin as you normally would. 
You are also eligible to apply for OS-HELP loan to help you 
with the costs of airfares, accommodation and any personal 
or study expenses you may have. The maximum you can

borrow is $6250 (or $7500 if you will be studying in Asia) 
for a 6 month period. This amount is then added to your 
HECS debt. On top of this the Study Abroad office will offer 
all successful exchange applicants a $500-$1000 travel grant, 
which you do not have to repay. There are also a number 
of other grants and scholarships offered depending on your 
destination. All of this information is available on the ‘How 
can I cover my costs?’ page on the Deakin Exchange website.

If this sounds appealing and you’re interested in taking 
part in the exchange program, the first step is to  
attend a compulsory information session, run by the Study 
Abroad office. This is where you will receive all of the  
infomation as well as the application forms. From personal 
experience this is when most people freak out. 

Applying is the most difficult part of the exchange process, 
but it is the most helpful and beneficial part as it prepares 
you for all aspects of your trip including budgeting, 
accommodation and destination selection.

The best advice I can offer you is to get onto it early and 
do your research. The most difficult part of the application 
is choosing a destination and matching up your Deakin 
units to units that your exchange university offers. This 
can be very time consuming because you must get a Deakin  
academic to approve each unit, who needs to confirm that 
the unit you will complete on your exchange will cover the 
same material, or is an appropriate alternative to the unit 
you would have been studying at Deakin. If you have any 
electives in your course it is much easier to use them whilst 
you are on exchange.

The easiest way to complete this part of the process is to go 
on to the university’s website and find as much information 
that you can about the units or ‘modules’ that they offer in 
your course or area of study. It is essential that these units be 
at the same level as your Deakin units, i.e. if you’re in second

year, don’t even bother looking at first year units 
because Deakin will never approve them. If you can’t 
find much information online, email any contacts that 
they have on their website. Be annoying. Ask for as much  
information as possible. Usually they will send you a  
module or unit guide that will have a brief description of 
each unit that you can undertake. This is what you need to 
send to your Deakin academic (usually the unit chair) to 
approve. You must do this for two universities as you need 
two destination preferences for your application. It may 
sound simple, but it is the most time consuming part of the 
process, especially when, like me, you get fall and autumn 
semesters mixed up and find out once you have already 
arrived that your chosen units aren’t offered that semester. 

Also be prepared that even though you have gone through 
all of this tedious research, universities may not always run 
every unit, or classes might be full and you may not actually 
get to study what you intended to. 

“the best advice i can offer 
you is to get onto it early 
and do your research”

Finally, once you have submitted your application, the next 
step is to wait whilst Deakin does the hard work for you in 
assigning each student to one of their preferred universities.

Once you have been officially accepted by Deakin you can 
start doing all the fun stuff like booking flights, finding  
accommodation and making travel plans. Before you know 
it you will be walking through the departure gate at the  
airport thinking ‘What the hell am I in for?’

From my experience, here are a few things you might 
expect when going on exchange:

Expect that at some point, no matter how prepared 
you are, something will go wrong, i.e. you might lose 
your camera (or if you’re me, you may leave your 
passport in an apple tray at a supermarket). 

Expect to fail if you don’t do any work. Keep in mind 
that you are still a student.

Expect that your liver may suffer.

Expect life to continue while you are away, your 
friends and family will continue on without you. You 
may at some point feel homesick, but don’t waste all 
your time on Skype.

Expect your plans to change, you may delay your 
return or you may never come home at all.

Don’t expect to meet someone. I never met the exotic 
Italian man (later identified as ‘Fabio’) I dreamed of 
before I left.

Expect your exchange to end. At some point whether 
you return home or not you will have to say goodbye 
to the friends and life that you created. Embrace 
your emotions for what they are, let yourself feel sad 
when you leave, but don’t dwell on the negativity of 
returning home.

Finally, expect that not everyone will understand or want to 
listen to all your stories. Some will be satisfied with a simple 
‘it was good’ when they ask you how your trip was, even if 
it was (and it will be) the most adventurous, exciting and 
rewarding experience of your life. 

Adventure  
Time

want to study abroad?  
shona scorringe tells you 
how you can make it happen

shona did exchange in london at the 
university of roehampton and travelled 
extensively in europe. she completed a 
three-week study tour in south korea, 
and will commence teaching rounds in 

the northern territory later this year. 

to read about shona’s study adventures, check out the wordly blog at 
www.wordlypress.wordpress.com11 12



My First Week
I hated everyone. Like, absolutely everyone. 
There was one guy I went to high school with, 
and I hated him the most. I hated the first 
week of classes. Four lots of introductory 
games. Four lots of ‘Hi, I’m Glenn. I’m 19. I 
live in Cheltenham. I like Nintendo’. Four lots 
of ‘now, I know some of you aren’t first years, 
but I would like to say, this isn’t like high 
school’. Four lots of sitting next to someone 
who is so excited to be at university that 
they’re just about wetting themselves. 

I hated my three-day-a-week timetable. 

I hated that every Thursday I would come in 
at 9am for a compulsory lecture (seriously?) 
and leave at 6pm after my 1-hour compulsory 
tute on the second level of the M building. 

I hated that in my first year that the one café it 
was cool to be seen at made the worst coffees, 
and the café that only ‘losers’ went to made 
the best coffees (I’ll let you figure out which 
is which). I hated picking out an outfit every 
day. I hated the cheap food they sell. 

I hated that it wasn’t more like TV 
representations of American college. 
I absolutely hated that. 

I hated the time in between classes. I hated 
going to the library and watching the clock 
tick past. I hate the Wi-Fi. God, I hated the 
Wi-Fi. I hated the car park. 

I was so happy I didn’t get involved in 
anything. I didn’t need it. I was still cool from 
high school. I didn’t need uni to prove that I 
was cool.

My Last Week
I wish I could go back and reintroduce myself 
to everyone. I wish that every year, in every 
class, we played introductory games. I wish 
I could go back and sit next to someone who 
was excited to be at uni. I wish that I was 
brave enough to show them that I was excited 
too. 

I wish I still had a three-day-a-week 
timetable. I wish I still had the first year 
workload. I miss the first year workload. I love 
all my lectures, and all my tutes. I even  love 
the second level of the M building (well, I 
tolerate the M building).

I hated that ‘cool’ and ‘uncool’ regulated 
where I drank coffee. I hate the word loser. 
I hate that for six years in high school, I was 
taught that being cool was so important. I 
love that about a month into my first year at 
uni, I realised I was a nobody. I love that I 
realised that being the definition of a ‘loser’, 
a ‘geek’ or a ‘nerd’ is ten times more fun than 
fitting the description of being ‘cool’. I love 
that I can go to uni and wear whatever the 
hell I want. 

I love that uni is nothing like American 
college. I absolutely love that. 

I love my library. I love that I could go into 
my library on days I don’t even have classes, 
and find a quiet spot to read. And write. And 
think. 

I hate the Wi-Fi. I hate the car park. But I love 
that I have friends to complain to.

I hate that I was so grumpy in my first few 
weeks. I hate that guy from high school. I hate 
him. He was too cool for O-Week. He was an  
absolute loser. He was me. 

Then and Now
glenn bramich takes us through his first 

and last week of studying at deakin university
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laura soding tells you why memes have 
got her jumpin’ jumpin’

Bitches don’t quote me 
I was a whore not a philosopher.

These words were pasted over an image of Marilyn Monroe. 
This is one example of the millions of memes that are shared 
every day across the Internet. It was posted by an anti-
feminist Facebook group, and then shared onto my news feed 
by one of my own Facebook friends. I usually have an ability 
to let things like this slide. I deny that such stupidity and 
insulting behaviour exists by ‘hiding’ or ‘blocking’ the user, 
and living in an online world where I see what I want to see 
and ignore the rest. This meme, however, was different. I’d 
seen much worse, but for some reason this one stopped me in 
my aimless scrolling and I had a sudden urge to respond to it.

I mean, besides the obvious fact that it isn’t funny, my main 
problem with this Internet meme is that it makes no sense. 

Marilyn Monroe was an actress, she was considered a sex 
symbol for the roles that she played and the attention she 
got from men, but she was an actress not a ‘whore.’ And who 
said you can’t be inspired by someone’s words if they’re not 
a philosopher? I often quote Destiny’s Child lyrics, but are 
those words not valid because they’re from Beyonce not 
Aristotle? No, I just don’t think you’re ready for this jelly. 
And by that I mean, the meme is dumb and it makes no sense. 

I did not hesitate to voice my opinion about this meme.  I 
revealed to my ‘friend’ (who, might I add, is male) that 
not only was it offensive to Marilyn Monroe, it was also 
offensive to all women. I tried explaining to him that by 
sharing the image he was implying that he thought the insult 
was entertaining and that he agreed with the statement it 
was making: that a woman’s words are not valid or worth 
repeating if she has a perceived sexually public identity.

I was then bombarded with inarticulate comments from this 
Facebook friend telling me that I was being too sensitive and 
that it was just a joke. Not once did he or his mates—who took 
it upon themselves to join in the argument—acknowledge the 
message of the meme. They labelled it as a joke and nothing 
more. Instead of acknowledging a difference of opinion, they 
blatantly ignored mine, and deflected the issue away from 
the meme and its context, and onto my response to it. 

No one will ever have to take ownership for a meme they 
create or spread, which is why it can become problematic. 
There is no damage when memes involving dorky puns and 
funny pictures of animals are spread, but once hateful memes 
that target minorities are circulating, things become more 
vicious and anyone can get away with it.  

A meme (pronounced ‘meem’ not ‘me-me’) is actually a 
term coined by Richard Dawkins in his book The Selfish 
Gene, published in 1976. The book is dedicated to exploring 
gene-centred evolution in response to the Darwinian 
concept of Natural Selection. But within this book, Dawkins 
suggests that there may be other, non-genetic ways in which 
behaviours can be transmitted through people and society. 
So he created the word ‘meme’, that sounds similar to gene, 
to articulate this idea.

He uses the analogy of a virus to explain the concept, which 
is fitting considering the language we use these days to 
describe things that spread through the Internet. Dawkins 
says that memes are a new sort of evolution, and a cultural 
equivalent to DNA. It is the spreading of a meme that enables 
it to exist. 

DON’T BE SO
MEME

I was surprised to discover that there is such an intellectual 
backbone to the concept of a meme and its evolution into the 
online world. This is because of the simplistic nature of an 
Internet meme: you get a picture, you paste some words on it; 
that’s it. Patrick Davidson highlights this in his article ‘The 
Language of Internet Memes,’ stating that it only takes ‘little 
effort’ to copy, manipulate and circulate a meme. When you 
combine this simple process with the complexity of how a 
meme transmits from person to person over the Internet, you 
can begin to grasp how powerful and destructive an Internet 
meme can be. 

“i often quote destiny’s child 
lyrics, but are those words 
not valid because they’re from 
beyonce not aristotle? no, i 
just don’t think you’re ready 
for this jelly. and by that i 
mean, the meme is dumb and it 
makes no sense”

My problem with memes is that they can be created, accessed 
and shared by any one at any point in time. This includes: 
racists, homophobes, misogynists, ableists, sexists, anyone 
that thinks rape is funny and on another note, people that 
cannot spell. I believe all these types of people are ruining it 
for the rest of us. I’ve been known to laugh at Grumpy Cat 
(who, yes, I do bare resemblance to when writing articles

such as this), Condescending Wonka and the Futurama-
meets-Lil-John post: ‘not sure if the window, or the wall.’ But 
I would rather go without memes than watch ignorant people 
transform them into a projection of hate that encourages a 
generation of people to laugh at those less advantaged and 
then pass it on. 

You might love them or hate them, or you might be wondering 
why myself and so many others have dedicated time to 
analysing them in such a way (because perhaps to you they 
are just ‘jokes’ and nothing more). Whatever your opinion on 
Internet memes, it is important that you are aware that they 
are more than just pictures with a few words pasted on top. 
They have the ability to go an extremely long way in both 
right and wrong direction. 

Before you ‘share’ a meme on Facebook or other blogging and 
social media sites, consider the context of the image and the 
fact that perhaps not everyone will think the ‘joke’ is funny. 

And if you’re someone like that Facebook friend of mine, who 
tells anyone who doesn’t laugh along that they’re being ‘too 
sensitive’, find another comeback. That response only makes 
you appear defensive (and unintelligent), which immediately 
indicates to everyone that you’re aware that you’ve made a 
dickhead move and instead of apologising, you’re deflecting.  

Trolls, can you handle this? I don’t think you can handle this. 
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Featuring Nicolas Cage and his original teeth, this oddly  
engaging teenage love story is about  Valley Girl Julie as 
she and her dimples navigate the world of California love  
before Tupac showed us all how it’s done. We know Julie is a  
Valley Girl because when we meet her she and some  
other top-heavy razored haircuts are living lives of shopping 
mall affluence by posing next to pink jumpers with keyboard 
shoulder decals and what appear to be bowling alley shoes. 
Cash registers ring up in alarm-clock style neon what in 
2014 I just paid for petrol, but what must have once meant 
“this was one decadent fluoro spending spree by these here  
Valley Girls”. The friends are giddily anticipating a party  
tonight and the epithets are rampant: guys are hunks, the 
party will be bitchin’ and Julie’s ex-boyfriend and his popped 
collar are totally bummed out to the max. 

Oh hell yeah, this movie could only get better if a pale and 
youthful Nicolas Cage emerged sulkily from the ocean. And 
suddenly they’re at the beach. Oh wow, it’s on.

Cage, our reluctant beach hero just isn’t in the mood to go to 
the Valley. He’s from the wrong side of the tracks, a bad boy 
in red leather and a convertible with a matte black paint job. 
(Say that a few times out loud, feel your mind expand.) The 
wrong side of the tracks in this universe is Hollywood, and 
Nic travels from there with a blue-haired almost-Quentin 
Tarantino. He arrives moodily at the Valley party because 
after all, he did make eyes with Julie there at the beach.  
Upstairs are the set of boobs that all 80s movies must 
contain. Ah, only an 18 minute wait. Downstairs, Nicolas 
Cage is considering the sushi. It’s a new kind of food. With 
barely time to comment on how “truly dazzling” Julie is, he 
is punched out of the party by her ex-boyfriend. But after 
a bit of a rage-drive, Nic remembers that “Nobody tells me 
who I can and can’t score with!” and he sneaks back in to–
oh look more boobs–hide in the shower and wait to ambush 

Julie. She is charmed by this act of criminal trespass and  
allows him to whisk her away to his side of town to a  
red-lit bar we might assume is called “Mohawk and 
Wayfarers”. They’re now in love or whatever, and the next 
day he swaggers into her parent’s health food shop to sweep 
her into a bitchin’ dating montage. 

Our central conflict is whether Julie will choose her ex  
Tommy, who her friends approve of, or Nicolas Cage who they 
do not deem very tubular. The showdown is at prom, where 
the hell else could it be. It’s a surprisingly charming movie, 
I’ll let you find out what happens – if you can stomach the 
incredibly homophobic live song that accompanies the king 
and queen announcement. Someone please, pig blood now. 

This film raises many questions. Why do Julie’s parents 
look younger than she does? Is Brad “totally hot” or “totally 
not”? (Brad looks about 35 and wears approximately seven 
eviscerated parachutes as a jacket). How could one “love a 
dork”? Was “trippindicular” ever really a word? What was 
the narrative purpose of that cliffside kazoo? Was that sub-
plot about someone banging someone’s mother written in on 
purpose or did the cocaine just take control? But for all its 
questions, this feature may have actually solved one of film’s 
enduring mysteries: Nicolas Cage himself. When the kid-
who-isn’t-Tarantino finds his heartbroken friend vomiting 
in an alleyway after delivering history’s greatest breakup 
response (“Fuck off, for sure, like totally!”), the advice 
Nicolas Cage gets is to “go for the wild, crazy stuff you know, 
manic shit. Girls love that.” 

Top move, man. I think it’s clear he really went for it.    

Kyah is on Twitter @1rednail

Retro Film Review:
Valley Girl, 1983 

by kyah horrocks
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writers in the 
digital age
Last October, the Australian Society of Authors celebrated 
its 50-year anniversary with the National Writer’s Congress: 
‘Authorship 20/20’. More than 20 renowned novelists, 
journalists, publishers and copyright agents spoke about the 
future of authorship in the 21st century. 

I attended the conference by myself, with no more of a reason 
than my curiosity. The title of the conference, ‘Authorship 
20/20,’ referred to writers in the digital age, meaning it 
would address all things e-books, online self-publishing and, 
hopefully, how to make money in what I saw as a largely free 
market. I saw it as an opportunity to write an article about 
writing in the digital age, because I figured this is where I 
and most other budding writers are headed.

The conference was held in an auditorium in the National 
Maritime Museum. It was a spacious and dark room, all the 
seats pointing down to where the panel sat and a soapbox for 
the lectures. On the second day Anna Funder gave a lecture 
on professional writers making money in the digital age. 

Funder, tall and tanned with long, dirty-blonde hair and 
big round eyes, snuck into the auditorium late. While her 
accolades were read out, (trilingual, bestselling author and 
renowned journalist, named top 100 people of influence), 
Funder kept her head down, but she couldn’t help grinning.
 

 

I hadn’t read any of her books or articles but I knew she was 
a big deal (and I’m a sucker for celebrities). I was eagerly 
anticipating her talk.

Good writing, Funder began, needs to be rewarded not in 
“hits” or “likes” but in money. Professional writers, like 
any professionals, deserve compensation for their work. If 
a writer produces something enriching and informative, an 
audience should pay to read it, like they would pay to own 
a quality piece of furniture. Writing is work and a worker 
should be paid for their labour.

I’d been scribbling illegible notes without stopping because 
Anna Funder was addressing everything that made me panic 
about writing for a living. She was speaking as a professional 
and, as most of the audience were twenty to thirty years older 
than me, speaking to other professional writers. But her 
cynicism was illuminating. I started to think about everything 
I’d been writing for free, how, even after studying for three 
years and taking writing seriously, nobody had actually paid 
money for anything I’d written. I realised I didn’t even know 
how to make money with my writing. I’d always assumed after 
writing a few things online and in literary magazines for free 
that the bigger publications and websites would take notice 
and insist on buying my words. But here was Funder, a writer 
for many years, telling everyone that even The Guardian had 

been asking their writers to work for free. Where was the 
money in writing?

Funder’s solution was that the readers need to become better 
at identifying the small island of good writing amid the sea 
of mediocrity. And writers need to demand they be paid in 
money for their work. I was nodding when she said this. How 
many times, in my daily hours spent scouring the internet 
for things worth reading, had I come across (and wasted my 
time reading), for lack of a more elegant phrase, total crap?

My future-related mini-panic attack subsided. If publishers 
were reluctant to give writers money, I’d have to think 
creatively in terms of business. This meant self-publishing, 
but it also meant social media, self-promotion and utilising 
the internet to tell readers they need to notice me and 
eventually to invest in me. Luckily, there was plenty more 
information on this to come.

After a couple of days in Sydney, spending time with a crowd 
of people who had been involved in writing and publishing 
for a long time, I realised that “the publishing world” as 
a source from which writers could gain recognition and 
financial stability, was becoming an outdated notion. Even 
the traditional literary agent, who promotes and advises and 
assists with an author’s work, has become rare. There were so 
many people attending the conference to whom I spoke, who 
were finding it difficult to adapt to how much distribution of 
writing was changing. And how fast it was happening.

One of the speakers who addressed this was Ally Blake, 
a young, romance writer. She believed in creating and 
maintaining a strong online persona. She stressed the 
importance of a regularly updated Twitter account to keep 
in touch with fans and link others to your work and the 
work of your colleagues; a blog to compile your longer 
pieces of writing, such as upcoming novel excerpts and 
progress reports; a personalised Facebook, and anywhere 
else you might see as an opportunity to remain in the public 
eye. From this, one can promote book tours, readings and 

signings widely and without the assistance of an expensive 
agent.

I’ve taken Ally Blake’s words very seriously since then. It’s 
easier said than done, but something that the Internet and 
social media allows is for all this—the construction of one’s 
self as a public figure—to be simpler than ever. Not only 
that, but it’s fun too. The world of writing may be changing, 
but one thing has always remained the same: if people know 
who you are, then they’ll always be more likely to support 
your hard work and efforts.

“good writing, funder began, 
needs to be rewarded not in 

‘hits’ or ‘likes’ but 
in money” 

When the conference came to an end I was disappointed 
but ready to get back to Melbourne. The ASA was the first 
event for writers I’d ever been to, including festivals like the 
Melbourne Writers Festival. After having been to this one, 
it seems insane I hadn’t been to as many as I could afford. 
Events like these are perfect for hearing the experts on the 
craft of writing tell younger and inexperienced writers what 
to expect in their future careers. Writing and reading is 
changing, but the work is still being written and read. My 
optimism towards writing in the digital age hasn’t changed. 
Still, I had been given a lot more to think about, from 
Blake and Funder in particular. I can’t deny the glut of low-
quality writing eclipsing the work worth paying for. Plus, 
social networking - while it will benefit authors - for some, 
that kind of self-promotion is difficult. I think if anything, 
there is going to be massive change, and it isn’t just about 
acceptance or understanding, but about finding a way to 
embrace it. 

19 20

tom bensley on how to 
approach writing online



Transgender Dysphoria Blues represents a watershed 
moment for American band Against Me! and their lead 
singer, Laura Jane Grace. As the first album to be released 
after Grace coming out as transgender, it captures all the 
alienation, self-loathing, depression and hope of Grace’s 
transition in a beautiful cacophony of personal and politically 
committed punk rock. Yet it seems the album’s impact is 
wasted on most reviewers, who have failed to understand 
Grace’s message, instead focussing predominately on her 
personal struggle while glossing over the political critique 
she tries to invoke.

The opening song, ‘Talking Transgender Dysphoria Blues,’ 
unashamedly confronts the listener with this alienation. 
The use of disgusting language makes a double movement 
between Grace’s pain and the listener’s complicity. Grace’s 
words force the issue with a magnificent directness: ‘You 
want them to notice/The ragged ends of your summer dress/
You want them to see you like they see every other girl/They 
just see a faggot/They hold their breath not to catch the 
sick.’ The gaze of a closed, heteronormative society courses 
through the lyrics, the ‘they’ Grace refers to sliding towards 
the listener and transforming into ‘we.’ Her alienation and 
self-loathing is felt as disgust within the listener as they 
face their passive acceptance and reproduction of a social 
structure that cannot yet accept transgender persons. The 
album becomes personal and political as structures hardly 
thought of force their way in to the centre of listeners minds 
through the tragic beauty of Grace’s confession.

This theme plays through the whole album, where Grace 
gives voice to the hidden pain of those who suffer under 
the gaze of a social structure that is disgusted by them. 
Grace gently croons: ‘Yet to be born you’re already dead/ 
Sleep with a gun beside you in bed/ Follow it through to the  
obvious end/ Slit your veins wide open/ You bleed it out.’ The 
song unabashedly makes seen a narrative in which the listener 

is once again complicit. Grace asks no-one ‘Does God bless your  
transsexual heart?’ and we face the shame of alienating and 
abandoning those who should not have to suffer, left alone in 
silence, because we have failed to accept them for who they 
are.

Grace’s critique points the listener to the oppressive structures 
of gender binary: ‘She spent the last years of her life running 
from the boy she used to be...A fucked up kind of feminine...’ 
Standing naked in front of that hotel bathroom mirror/ In 
her dysphoria’s reflection, she still saw her mother’s son.’ 
Self-loathing and disgust once again strikes the listener’s 
heart; pain, beauty and politics are woven together to cry 
out for transgressive progress beyond closed narratives of 
the masculine and feminine. Contrasting this, the album 
satirizes hegemonic masculinity: ‘Look at all the bitches, 
yeah / We’re gonna fuck them all.’ The screaming targets the 
objectification of women through the male gaze as Grace’s  
revulsion is spun through the harsh, confronting lyrics. 
Grace reminds us in an explosive climax: ‘There will always 
be a difference between me and you,’ issuing a simultaneous 
accusation and challenge – pointing out complicity in the 
reproduction of sexual objectification and challenging us 
to go beyond these structural restraints. The uncomfortable 
criticism in ‘Drinking with the Jocks’ centres on this dual 
relationship, further opening the possibility of transgressing 
the restrictive gender binary of our society. Grace brings 
with full force a critical negativity that exposes through her 
words and through her pain everything wrong with modern  
heteronormative capitalism.

The album’s critical negativity does not simply expose 
the limits and exclusion inherent in heteronormativity; 
capitalism returns again as a source of alienation and disgust. 
The album’s closing track, ‘Black Me Out,’ invokes class 
struggle as Grace screams a politically charged lyric worthy 
of an Occupy anthem: ‘I don’t want to see the world that way 

Transgender 
Dysphoria Blues

anymore/ I don’t want to feel that weak and insecure/ As if 
you were my fucking pimp/ As if I was your fucking whore/ 
Black me out/ I wanna piss on the walls of your house/ I 
want to chop those brass rings/ off your fat fucking fingers/
As if you were a king maker/ As if, as if, as if/ Black me out!’ 
Openly questioning Against Me!’s relationship with a major 
label on their previous album, Grace’s words go beyond the 
image and invokes a disillusionment with capitalism in the 
wake of a crisis that left corporate hegemony in place and 
millions unemployed and in misery. Grace’s lyrics call for a 
transformation of the economic structure and a provocation 
to expose a political reality that leaves society and individuals 
dependent on the will of corporate plutocrats. Her call is for 
a break with wage dependency and for self-determination 
beyond the structural violence of a broken system, an 
anarchistic theme returning from earlier records.

“the use of disgusting language 
makes a double movement between 
grace’s pain and the listener’s 

complicity.”

Transgender Dysphoria Blues is a truly wonderful piece of 
music, as beautiful as it is critical, as tragic as it is political. 
I will unashamedly admit I shed tears to these songs, moved 
by Laura Jane Grace’s honesty and commitment. Yet for all 
the sadness and alienation, there is a message of hope both 
in Grace’s album and in her courage. While Tom Gabel 
(as she was previously known) had hinted of ‘Confessions 
of childhood secrets/ of dressing up in women’s clothes/ 
compulsions you never knew/ the reasons to,’ Grace is able to 
make the personal political, challenging societal complicity 
in the wake of other people’s pain. She leads by example, living 
an authentic courage through coming out as transgender on 
so public a stage.
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tom greenwell’s in depth discussion 
about at the album against me! released 
after their lead singer came out as 
transgender.

First Year 
Freak Out

by riley mclaren

Eight years ago, my older sister first started attending Deakin 
University, and now it’s my turn. From my visits back then, 
I had learnt quite a lot about how the university functioned 
and small tips and tricks to get by. My sister taught me inside 
information such as: how the smoke alarms are as sensitive 
as an early high-school girl. One whiff of smoke and the fire 
brigade are onto the scene, all because you like your toast a 
little darker. 

She also had an abundance of plain, white t-shirts, ready 
for any university or residence events involving permanent 
markers. She taught me about the cheese grater building and 
the toothpick building, but failed to mentioned what was 
inside them. She taught me that one can fit everything they 
need for move-in-day into a tiny 1986 Ford Laser, even if it 
means you can’t see out the back window. Portable fans can 
save your sanity during summer and portable heaters can save 
you from the cold. 

However, many things have changed in those past eight years 
which I will have to learn myself. Even the residence has 
changed with the newly built MB Building, featuring shared 
and studio apartments, and adding new living options which 
my sister did not originally have. When my sister asked which 
res I would be applying for, I said the shared apartments. She 
responded, disappointed; “but the student village is where the 
cool kids go!”. 

A lot changes in eight years, as I will head down to the 
residence in a 2011 Holden Captiva (far more boot space) 
to live in a shared apartment with four others. My sister’s in 
England now, with her fiancé preparing for their wedding 
in April, while teaching delightful English children at the 
local primary school. She lived on residence for three years, 
whereas I might only stay for one, but I’m ready for the new 
challenges, things to learn and tips and tricks I can acquire. I 
hope you’re ready, Deakin, for the next McLaren.

by lydia evens

My dog has hay fever. What has that got to do with starting 
Uni? Well, University and dogs have some similar qualities. 
They help you meet new people (we met the vet today), they 
help you discover new things (4 types of unnecessary dog hay 
fever medication), and sometimes they can be a little bit hairy.
However, I think the most important similarity is that they 
can teach you things: patience, the fact that you can be trained 
- yes, if you stand there long enough I will come and fetch 
the Frisbee from you - and that the simplest things in life can 
make you ridiculously happy.
We’re taking each other for a walk and with each small step 
towards my life at Deakin the buzz of excitement that I feel 
right now increases: My course offer, my res offer and my very 
first Deakin invoice!!
I suppose what I’m trying to say is that Deakin, you’re my 
replacement dog. I will love you, be excited about all the new 
experiences you have to offer, and maybe even let you teach 
me a few things.

Sit, Deakin! There’s a good Uni.

Dogmatic



Feminist. It’s a label that seems to oscillate between dismissive 
slur and a source of pride. For a vast majority of my life it was 
most certainly the first; a catholic, all boys education saw to 
that. To be clear: I’ve never considered “feminism” a threat. 
I’ve never considered myself ‘better than women.’ I now 
reflect on of some of the phrases I used to use commonly—
“must be having her period this week”, “fucking slut”—and 
wretch. In high school, feminism seemed to be something 
reserved for “angry fat lesbians”, as my then-friends called 
them, ‘nutters’ who wanted men cut up and cleansed off the 
earth. It was a belief born out of ignorance, a conviction that 
the sexes were already equal; everything else was petty.

Sadly, my past fear of feminism is hardly exclusive. A Time/
CNN National Poll showed that of 57% of American women 
who believed in the need for a strong feminist movement, 
only 37% considered themselves feminists. A recent study 
of the University of West Georgia shows that only 21% of 
males and 37% of females considered themselves feminists. 
Answers as to why ranged from not believing in “leaving men 
out” to feminism being the belief that “women were superior.” 

Perhaps one of the most interesting answers however was 
this: “men and women are equal.” Peculiar how justification 
of not being a feminist is feminism’s end-goal. Once, this was 
my own reason as to why I was not a feminist. I spent the 
vast majority of my early education having it beaten into me: 
“it’s not like it used to be.”  And while I now acknowledge 
how untrue the statement is—inequalities between men and 
women are still substantial—it is easy to see how people have 
come to believe it. After all, it is more true than it has ever 
been—Women can vote, attitudes towards rape are shifting 
away from victim blaming; “she was asking for it” and 
women’s shelters, including women’s rooms at universities, 
are thankfully becoming more commonplace. 

Most people consider these developments to be positive. 
Yet, a fear of feminism remains. Perhaps this is due to 
confusion—third-wave feminism, unlike it’s predecessors is 
inherently more nuanced, it’s focus on the diversity of women 
and individual needs is a movement far less single-minded in 
its effects. The problem is compounded by the fact most of 
us will not access progressive feminist ideologies until we 
reach higher education, at which stage we are dismissed as 
idealistic students by our largely anti-intellectual society. 
In light of this, it has become easy for people to believe 
feminism is something that existed in the past; those who  
remain wearing the label are man-haters and petty, looking 
for excuses to getting offended.  Certainly, issues like eco-
feminism and slut shaming, tackling patriarchy at the core of 
language itself, may seem petty in comparison to the grand 
sweeping objectives of it’s first and second wave peers. 

However, I think the issue is simpler. As Professor Lisa 
Hogeland states, “Feminism requires an expansion of the 
self—an expansion of empathy, interest, intelligence, and 
responsibility across differences, histories, cultures, 

ethnicities, sexual identities, othernesses.” “[It is] to stand 
opposed to your culture, to be critical of institutions, 
behaviours [and] discourses.” To embrace feminism, to 
simplify, is to exclude oneself from the norm. To say men 
and women are equal is a cop out, the equivalent of saying, 
“I’m not racist but...” 

Of course, to adopt the title is fine, but only if we believe it. 
For some of us, this extension of self is harder. In the words 
of Homer Simpson, “I’m a white male, age 18 to 49. Everyone 
listens to me—no matter how dumb my suggestions are.” 
I’m in a position of privilege; I have had to try and teach 
myself to see injustices. Emma O’Toole states that to be a 
feminist you must believe three things: that men and women 
are not already equal, that women are disadvantaged by 
gender equality, and that we should do something about 
female disadvantage. I believe these things whole-heartedly. 
But still I have to acknowledge that there are elements of my 
behaviour, there are words and perceptions that work against 
these causes. These issues are repeated in every other man 
I know who identifies as a feminist. In a sense we are not 
to blame, we are products of our society, our upbringings. 
But that’s no excuse. And calling ourselves feminists does not 
make it ok: it only matters if we try. Simply adopting the 
title as a means to look progressive or intelligent is simply 
creating a new challenge for the feminist movement to tear 
down. 

“for some of us, this extension 
of self is harder. In the words 
of Homer Simpson, ‘i’m a white 
male, age 18 to 49’. Everyone 
listens to me — no matter how 
dumb my suggestions are.” i’m 
in a position of privilege; i 
have had to try and teach myself 
to see injustices”

A good friend of mine once said, “you are either a feminist or 
a misogynist.” There’s an awful truth in that, even if it’s hard 
to admit. In the end you’re either racist or you’re not: you’re 
homophobic, or you’re not. To opt out of the norm is not 
necessarily a bad thing; in the case of feminism it’s liberating. 
It’s in the core of third-wave feminism itself: embracing 
oneself and one’s individual needs. It is hardly something to 
be afraid of. 

feminism is not 
   a dirty word

jack kirne on why feminism 
isn’t going away
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You’re talking and I think it’s really interesting;
But I can’t stop thinking about

My clothes
My stupid shoes

Am I wearing too much colour?
Sometimes I think my clothes stand out more than I do.

I start talking but I’m thinking
Do I use words that don’t make me sound stupid but 

don’t make me sound like I think I’m smart?
You’re really the smart one.

 I’ve changed the subject for some reason.
Now I’m thinking,

Is this what a conversation sounds like? Do the people on the next
table hear us and think: Yes, they are having a conversation?

What does my voice sound like?
What if I sound happy and excited but I’m telling you

 something that’s making you depressed and afraid?
I should just talk in monotone about everything.
If I’m talking in monotone you could decide how

 we feel about what I’m saying.
You really make better decisions.

Why aren’t I talking?
Because you’re talking.

You’re really the interesting one.
I wasn’t listening because I was thinking;

But I’m listening now.
Did you notice I wasn’t listening?

How do I show I’m listening now?

Now I’m talking and you’re laughing.
You’re really the funny one.
I’m trying to think ahead of what I’m saying so I have 
more to say;
But I keep thinking about what I just said and what you 
might think about it
And I’m thinking: 
I’d love to know what thoughts you’re thinking, 
I wish I could think your thoughts.
I wouldn’t want you to think my thoughts, I’m afraid it 
would make you depressed and afraid, then I’d be de-
pressed.
I wish I could stop thinking the thoughts I’m 
thinking.
They’re less interesting than the words you’re saying.
Why am I still thinking? Are you still talking? You’ve 
stopped talking.

You reach out and your hands touch my knuckles and hold 
them.
I stop thinking. 
My hand relaxes.
You smile. I smile.
You tell me my face looks like I think too much.
And I’m thinking,
How long should I smile for?

I think you’re really   
    interesting

poem by tom bensley

25

The Library of Babel
a haiku by hayley elliott-ryan

Orientation
Comes quickly from inside
Choose a direction
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