


I Schmontents

On Dit
Volume 73 Edition 5
22.3.2005

On Dit is the weekly student newspaper of the Students’

Association of the University of Adelaide. The opinions

expressed herein are not necessarily those of the Editors
or the Association.

Editors
Clementine Ford
Daniel Joyce
Danny Wills
ph: (08) 8303 5404

Advertising Manager
Melissa Fisher
ph: (08) 8303 5004

Printing
Cadillac

The Press Gang
Current Affairs
Nick Parkin & Alex Solomon-Bridge
Opinion
Nerissa Schwarz
Wayward
David Rofe
Film
Sophie Plagakis & Lauren Young
Performing Arts
Benedict Coxon
Visual Arts
Leo Greenfield
Literature
Carly Norman
Music
Jennifer Soggee & Ben Vistoli
Local Music
.Heather McGinn
Fashionista
Stavroula Mountzouris
Vox Pop This Week By:
Clementine Ford

- About the cover:
Ralph Steadman, gonzo artist extroardinaire

Wanna Write?
Come down to our friendly little office. We're down
in the basement of the George Murray bu11d1 1g. It’s
- dank: You can get in contact wit! us: via email at
nd1§@ade1a1 é edu.au or call us.on 8303 5404

Next Ed1t1on-
Deadhne March 30
Pubhshed Apr11 5

The Edltors would like to thank:
~She- ra Dreamy Owen, N1ck and Dave for belng




Audrey returns .

My, hasn’t
Senator Ross
Lightfoot gotten himself

into a piclkle this week. In one of the

most absurd cases of political backpedalling,

the uber conservative WA Senator has released a

slew of contradictory statements this week regard-
ing his activities in Iraq.

The bare facts of the muddled story thus far:
Lightfoot’s first trip to Iraq was funded by his
friend Professor Rob Amin, who according to the
Advertiser was a “paid consultant” to Woodside
Petroleum. Then, in January, Lightfoot skipped off
on a lrip to Iraq on the backs of taxpayer funding.
Sometime during this trip, Lightfoot was involved in
an incident whereby $20,000 was ‘allegedly’ handed
over to the Kurdistan Regional Government by a
representative of Woodside Petroleum. He has also
admitted to carrying a non declared firearm while
in the newly fliberated’ region. Here’s where things
get sticky.

See, under Parliamentary law, all Senators who
have been on non governmental, taxpayer funded
travel exceeding $300 must file a report within 28
days or returning. Not only did Lightfoot not file his
report until last Thursday, but he’s been caught out
in a number of vastly differing statements. Accord-
ing to The Australian’s reporter Nicolas Rothwell,
in a breakfast meeting with Lightfoot in Iraq, the
Senator declared that he had smuggled $20k into
the country stitched into his jacket and was at
least present during a meeting where the money
was handed to the Kurdish President. In a state-
ment to Parliament, Lightfoot denied any knowledge
whatsoever of the money while a report in the Ad-
vertiser states that Lightfoot admitted to smuggling
the money into the country to not one, but two News
Ltd journalists.

Regard-
less of the clear
disparity in Lightfoot’s posi-

tion, the most he is likely to be punished
with is a fine. Although the Federal Opposition is
calling for a public and police inquiry into the mat-
ter, PM John Howard has determined that no such
course of action will take place. Despite Howard’s
own acknowledgement of Lightfoot’s selective
memory in this case, he has chosen to trust his
cabinet member until such a time when he may
deem an inquiry necessary.

Indeed, Howard’s defense of Lightfoot is most
peculiar considering it is a well known fact that
privately the two can’t stand each other. Lightfoot
hails from a group of exceedingly right wing WA Lib-
erals who have had, according to the SMH’s Mike
Seccome, “a long term dislike of eastern state poli-
tics and Howard himself.” Lightfoot has even gone
so far as to suggest that Howard runs “a socialist
show” and is in favour of WA seceding from the rest
of Australia and sending troops to the boarder. Ap-
parently not only is Senator Lightfoot a liar, he’s
also a complete nutjob. One wonders why Howard
seems so intent on protecting him. It wouldn't of
course have anything to do with the fact that drop-
ping WA’s foremost neocon from the gang would
result in a loss of majority in the Senate, thereby
ruining Howard’s plans for a paint by numbers,
1950s retro pastiche society. What tosh. The great-
est irony of them all would be righter-than-right
Lightfoot getting himself thrown out of the Senate
thus directly removing any absolute threat of con-
servative domination. How I would laugh!

SHAKE IT GONZO, SHAKE IT!

In the last ten years, there have
only been three broadcast men-
tions of On Dit on radio and tele-
vision. Last Wednesday night, On
Dit 2005 upped the tally to four.
That'’s right, the moment we've
all been waiting for has arrived!
Bol Francis has mentioned yours
truly on his show. He even took
the time to criticise us
which is especially excit-
ing. ‘

We can’t let it stop
at four. I want to
hear every-
one on the
radio this
week talk-
ing to Bob
about how much
you love lefty,
gocialist, Resist- -
ence-y type peo-
ple. He's gonna
crack soon, I
know it!

‘Bob Francis
‘March 16
8:12 pm
4ms0

Compere:
Date:
Time:
Duration:

Caller Paris speaks to Francis about student union fees. He says that the
govt is trying to introduce Voluntary Student Unionism (VSU). Francis says
he doesn’t see why students should have to pay for something they don’t
use. Paris says union fees are based on the same premise as taxes. He says
he has to pay his taxes even though he doesn’t use many of the services
that tax money goes towards. Francis says this is the law of the land. Paris
says this should be the same at uni. He says there are certain things that
uni students need and student fees provide these things. He asks why stu-
dents shouldn’t have to pay these fees. He asks Francis if he has heard of On
Dit. Francis asks what this is. Paris says it is Adelaide University’s student
newspaper. Francis says he doesn’t read their crap. He implies that student
papers are rubbish. Paris tells Francis there is a tribute to Francis’ show on
page three of every edition. Francis says he doesn’t know anything about it.
He says no one has ever mentioned it to him. He sarcastically thanks On Dit
for promoting his show, yet still maintains the paper is crap.

Bob Francis airs between Spm and 10pm Mon to Fri on Adelaide’s leading talkback
station 5AA. He is number one in the radio ratings.
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l Letters

The Edge...there is no honest way to explain
it because the only people who really know
where it is are the ones who have goneé over.

 Edition 4
March 15

Bienvenue,

Welcome to the Gonzo Edition of On Dit 2005. Inspired by the death of the Hunter S.
Thompson, we decided to put together this edition and collect some student forays into
gonzo. The idea of gonzo journalism revolutionised a literary form, spawning countless
copycats, some great, some not so. Gonzo isn’t just about taking a shitload of drugs and
writing a stream of consciousness. It can be any form of exploration whereby the writer
assumes a proactive and central role. It’s entertaining, thought provoking, fantastical
and personal. Hopefully you'll find some of these attributes in the following pages.

On a slightly different note, we’re just going to talk briefly about VSU. You're probably
sick to death of hearing about it so we’ll keep this brief. If the government introduces
VSU, youl save approximately $350 a year. This works out to almost $90 a term, or
$7.50 a week. Jesus, that’s not even the price of a movie ticket. There are many argu-
ments to consider when discussing VSU and we’ll be looking at it more closely in the
Education Edition, coming out April 5. Deadline for submissions is March 30 so use
the Easter break as an opportunity to write something, anything for your student rag.
It needn’t be serious or even education related. It’s great that there are so many people
reading the paper, but remember you're all able to submit whenever you want as well.
Speaking of submitting, we've been getting a lot of conservative opinion in the paper

lately. This isn’t good. Where are ali the sane people? We lost you, come back to usl

| Koot«\% the vnon

Adelaide’s favourite Tuckey-lnsplred super—
hero - Alby Longbottom - returns to University
swinging at men with handbags and women in
sensible shoes.

‘Dear Fellow Students,

Funnily enough, it was as I toured the Red

States of America with my surf-rock/country

revival band The Grassrooters that I experi-
enced the epiphany. I was listening to- that
bawdy old outlaw of the honky-tonk scene,
Merle Haggard, as his grating voice stumbled
through a:moonshine-induced attempt at his
anti-beatnik anthem  ‘Okie from Muskogee’.
‘We don’t smoke marijuana in Muskogee’ he
proclaimed, as the Grassrooter’s flying Win-
nebago (of which I was its unwilling, semi-
comatose 3am’ pilot) came into land, head
on with' a truck carrying  college textbooks.
Shortly after, once my Lucky Strikes had been

accounted for, I sat on the side of the road .

reading the glorious romance: of some warm

liberal rhetoric that had landed, qulte ﬁttmgly, ;
in a ditch. And with it, I khew I would have to
return to Adelaide and its ivied halls to help
extinguish another flame on the beatmk bar-*f Vs

beque. Vegan anyone? Anyone?

‘So where has all this calamity got me now? In 2

~ the first few weeks of the new academic year

I have been quite disappointed disturbed by
two things: the utter bullshit floating. around
campus regarding VSU and the fact that Jenny ' current le

Macklin looks even worse in person than she
does on TV. Well, nothing can be done about
the appearance of the (token female) Deputy
Leader of the Federal Opposition, but in
matters regarding our beloved and account-
able (what?) Student Union there is still some
hope.

Don’t believe Bob Brown'’s fairy talk, I love
Unions mate. The ‘anion’ between a man and
woman under God in Holy Matrimony is totally
beaut, The ‘union’ that I played at school as I
aspired to one-day beat the living shit out of
the All-Blacks and the Springboks, galvanised
my national pride, And as long as we’re talking
Iced Coffee, you can even call me a ‘unionist’.

‘But the fact is that our Union is not strong
and effective. Indeed, thanks to the utter dis-
regard with which it is operated and abused
makes VSU more than palatable for many
students.

Ultimately, the most vocal antl—VSU senti-
ment is being heard from our friends on the
left. The reason for this is that they dominate
the Union Board and occupy most of the. Of-
fice Bearer positions. When VSU is introduced,
their political influence over an apathetic stu-

kdent populatlon w111 dw1nd1e and they will have

N0 reason to live.

f e ) p,
‘son for th1s is that the Un1on 1sn’t an effectlve

wbody It is self—serv1c1ng, 1nexcusab1y waste=«
“ful ‘and 1nefﬁc1ent and students aren’t getting

the‘ money: s worth To put it plamly with the

o It’s qulte asy to see why the left is scared of

our services fee was $20 I still reckon we’d be
getting ripped off.

If being a member of the AUU was of any
significant benefit, VSU wouldn'’t affect it at all
because students would continue to be mem-
bers.

So the challenge is there to those who hold
the majority. Fix the thing up, modernise it,
make it relevant to the students. It doesn’t
sound difficult, but given that it would require
astute, measured leadership and direction
from the left I'm not holding my breath.

If VSU is introduced and the AUU shits itself,
don’t make the mistake of blaming Brendan
Nelson. Blame the long line up of selfish,
corrupt Labor (and pseudo-Democrats) hacks
who have failed to provide their constituents/
customers with an effective and worthwhile
representative body.

VSU doesn’t kill student unions. Student un-
ionists kill student unions.

So in the coming months as I collaborate
with The Grassrooter’s Polynesian ukulele vir-
tuoso, John Henry, to write our sophomore EP
(tentatively entitled ‘The Importance of Being

. Alby’), we shall all watch keenly to see how well

the Union sells itself to students.

Just remember, you can sit back printing up
anti~-VSU posters with our money (wankers)
while Brendan Nelson is kicking sausage
rolls for the pro-VSU team. Or, you can start
offering competitive services to the students
and earn their patronage. Speaking of sausage
rolls, anyone got $27? '

Bye for now,

Alby Longbottom

4
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z1otted

ear Bditors
It seems hard to believe that i
abortion  debate is. back upon us
pointed out in her artlclo ‘One Step ¥

won . the battle 10 safe, legal and cxﬂordable
abortion more than 30 years ago.

Wornen from all ages, faiths: and c,ultuml
backgrounds seek terminations of pregnancy
for many reasons. Some of these reasons are
hidden from our everyday gaze, For example,
women who are coming -off. some different
forms of contraception (Depo Provera, the Pill)
or who are breast feeding, may have irregular
menstrual cycles and may not think they can
conceive for some . time. Pregancy symptoms
may not be recognised. Womien in their meno-
paunsal years have irregular menstrual cycles
and may be unaware that they are pregnant
until the second tremester. Young women who
are just starting menstruating may not be
aware that they are pregnant,

Women do not choose abortion as a form of
contraception,

There will always be unwanted pregnancies.

The Australian Survey of Social Attitudes
(2003) found that 81.2% of Australians agrec
that women should have the right to choose
an abortion.. In 2005, women, and the men
who support them, will not sit back and let
others make decisions about their reproduc-
tive rights, and will not tolerate wonen being
forced back into the dark ages of humiliation
and degradation simply because they have an
unplanncd ar unw.:mlcd p1 egnancy.

Di Hodge

I'd like to congratulate . ', Survivor:of
the Epidemie’ and # avis-on their letters
last week on wbmtlon ‘Here are some points

for readers to conwlde?r when Mel: Purcell ar-

| 99% of

Two Steps Back’, woimen (and inen) fought amd

- comment, Further, it is extremely inlikely that any doctor

- pertise, In actual fact; women undergoing an abortion will

mlply 1lmt prmhfe cl(‘UVIS'L‘% are ¢
freedom and anti-democratic
*anti-choice”. However, this sl
anarchy not “choice”. If our nati
slogan “Freedom of Choice” at
frcedom to choosc would v

a v1ctlm
them all. .

The point here is that no irf‘@dom is ﬁb‘:()l e,
All freedoms have limits on them, and for good
reason. Unlimited personal freedom eventually
leads to slavery. In Australia; we have thou-
sands of laws, orders, and local ovdinances
of every type governing or curtailing activities
from murder to double-parking, and each one
of these restrictions limits our: “fréedom. of
choice” to some extent.

thc most mnoccm and. helpleﬁs@ of

unhkc,ly to us¢ even 10% of ack through

- services. The remaining: 90% of. my fees and
thousands of others like me aﬂovvq Vou to bc
50 mvolcm% Lxstc*n Im hm”e ;

I Wlﬂ huve my wallet oui
buddy, user pays. .
Regards, It 5 pl( amn,cr to kn'ow" th

Aaron Russell

Tell, me Aaron, have you ever.actually been inside an
abortion clinic? Unless you’ve accompanied a ffiend/ sister/
girlfriend/relative then I hardly think you’re in a position to

‘pld letry $ bed she

Love you,

waild allow you into the operating room while an abortion
was taking place, So-kindly cut down on the assumed ex-

be shown an ultra sound of the foetus immediately before
the gperdation. o ensure they want to continue. Doesn’t ex-
actly seem like a mass conspiraey to murder to me: Freedom
might not be absolute, but it’s also relative: The freedom of
a woman with an gstablished life, set of patues, history and
possible futuresrates far higher on the equality scale than
that'of a simple cluster of cells. It's interesting that the most
outwardly spoken involved in-the grand abortion debate
we've'been having these:last couple of weeks seem to be
male: Why don’t you try. 'few centurigs. of the establish-
ment policing your body and your sexual freedom and then
come and talk:to e about anarchy, fuckstitk,
(‘Zemenfme B .
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HAMMER-AND-SICKLE

Prince Harry’s dress-up
escapades led to renewed debate
about the banning of the Nazi
symbol in Europe. The EU began
consideringlegislation which would
outlaw the swastika. Vytautas
Landsbergis, a Lithuanian Member
of the European Parliament,
said that the legislation should
go further and “proposed that
the European Commission also
outlaw  symbols representing
other totalitarian ideologies,
particularly communism.” In his
letter to the justice commissioner,
Franco Frattini, he wrote, “It is
well-known and well-documented
that communist dictatorships
are responsible for the deaths
of tens of millions of innocent

NEWS

raised issues as to the potential
status of museums which house old
Soviet statues and propaganda.
More significantly, legal
communist parties within
Western European democracies
still use the hammer-and-sickle
as party logos. Frattini rejected
considering a ban on communist
symbols saying it would be more
appropriate to leave that decision
up to member states.

IN

BRI

BULLFIGHTING

About 65% of Spanish bull-
breeding farms have been infected
with the “blue-tongue” virus
putting the bullfighting season in
jeopardy. The virus is transferred

by mosquitos. Andalucia,
Extremadura and Castilla-La
Mancha, the areas where the

majority of fighting bulls are bred,
are the most affected and thus
the movement of bulls from these
areas has been limited. Already
a cattle fair has been cancelled
and doubt has been cast over the
world-famous running of the bulls
in Pamplona. Hundreds of bulls
are killed each year by matadores
despite pressure from animal-
rights campaigners and the EU to
outlaw the cultural practice.

T= I o

FALL OF NAZISM

On May 9 this year Moscow will
hold a ceremony to commemorate
the 60™ anniversary of the end of
World War II and of course, the fall
of National Socialism. The leaders
of the Baltic States were all given
an invitation and, subsequently,
placed in a dilemma. The fall of
Nazism meant little to the Baltic
region as it merely signified the
beginning of almost 5 decades
of tyrannical Soviet occupation.
Many commentators argued that
by attending the ceremony in
Moscow their leaders were sending
a message to Russia and the rest
of the world that Russia’s presence
had not been as much of an
“occupation” as the Nazis’. Others
argued the Moscow ceremony was

civilians — no fewer than the Nazi
regime.” However, his proposal

merely about the fall of Nazism

A Christian

Case for Choice

Faith. Choice.

You would be forgiven for thinking that, as
far as abortion goes, embracing the Christian
faith means denying choice. Even though
polls consistently show that a clear majority
of Christians in all the major denominations
reject a strict anti-abortion stance, the
impression is often that “pro-life” is the only
stance for a “serious” Christian, as opposed
to a wishy-washy, world accommodating type,
who rarely goes to church anyway.

So let us look more closely at. some

arguments - used by Christians and others.

against abortion: In such a short article it is
only possible to undermine the case against
reproductive choice, rather than directly build
a progressive Christian case for it, so the title
is a little misleading, But who would have read
an article called, “The Christian case against
Christian' arguments against reproductive
choice?”

The tragedy of abortion- six billion deaths
this century alone

Reference has.been made to the national
tragedy  of 100,000 abortions . occurring
annually in = Australia. . Yet the figure is
. actually closer to 350, 000. Over fifty percent
of pregnancies end in abortion. Most of
these occur in the first month, without the
mother even: knowing she Was pregnant.
A combination of genetic, hormonal and
physiological factors combine to cause the
mother to spontaneously end the pregnancy.

If human life 'conceptmn and God
~ grieves eve ' because S
the death of a human or p
God’s world is’ more full of gnef than we
imagined.-

may well be to the woman and family involved).

Yet if the spontaneous abortion of an eight day

old blastocyst is not tragic; it is not at all clear

~ why. the conscious decision to abort a SLmﬂar‘

blastocyst should be

I have never heard anyone argue
that the 250,000 spontaneous abortions a year -
are tragic. (though the 10% of later term ones'

The Bible is pro-abortion

Let us move onto more specifically Christian
ground, also of relevance to Moslems and
Jews, Christian anti-abortionists frequently
refer to the Bible to bolster their arguments,
and particularly the biblical injunction, in the
Ten Commandments, against killing. This is
curious, since the Ten Commandments are not
the moral framework for Christians, but rather
the two commandments of Jesus- Love God
and each other. Anti abortionists often include
lines from various psalms, in which the poets
claim that God knew them in the womb, or
even before hand.

To this, however, we must add the voices
of those who thought less of the unborn, like
Hosea, who implored God to wreak havoc
on his enemies, “.. give them wombs that
miscarry, and dried-up breasts.” (chapter 9).

Also rarely mentioned is that the legal code
was pro-abortion in one specific circumstance.
Here’s- a quick summary of Leviticus 5, for
those of you who left your Bibles home today.
It refers to the situation where a man thinks
his wife has been having an affair. The priest
mixes ‘a concoction of herbs which will induce
abortion, “the water that brings the curse,”
and the woman is made to drink it. If she is
guilty (and pregnant), it will make “your womb
discharge, your uterus drop!” 8o, in one
instance, the Bible absolutely, specifically,
commands induced abortion.

- Thete is much more to say about a proper
reading of the relevant biblical texts. A good
starting place can be found half way down
http:/ /liberalslikechrist.org/about/abortion-
1.html ‘

The Bible is pro infanticide

"Peter Singer came under fire from some
religious students last year for entertaining
the poss1b111ty of 1nfant1¢1de Yet he has good

the entlre human populatmn (Noah and the

-flood), and then every Egyptian firstborn child
“He orders Saul to murder ever
man Woman, mfant and. even nursmg chﬂd :

- Not ministers ourselves, we cannot garauntee that

(the Exodus).

Jesus

It may seem odd that I have barely mentioned
Jesus’ teachings. That is largely because
Christian anti-abortionists rarely do. Jesus
says absolutely nothing which is explicitly
anti-abortion, or for that matter pro-choice. He
does reduce the commandments to two: love
God and your neighbour as yourself. Whether
blastocysts or foetuses are neighbours is not
something Jesus gets into. Jesus does seem to
value children more than his contemporaries,
but he is also far less interested in biological
families than many Christians, and the average
marriage service, lead us to believe.

Foetuses with certain genetic conditions
This could be an article in itself, but it’s
interesting that many people simply assuine
that when a planned foetus tests positive
for certain genetic conditions, it is morally
acceptable and desirable to abort it. What
this says about the kinds of things we value
in society should be at least as discussed as

abortion is in the first place.

As 1 said, I decided to concentrate, in
this short article, on questioning a couple
of key arguments against abortion, rather
than building a progressive Christian case
for choice. The following web sites attempt
that, amongst many others. If you would be
interested in attending a small forum which
explores a pro Christian (perhaps pro faith)
and pro choice stance, please email me.

Rev. Jason John

Scots Uniting Church
Un1vers1ty Ministry Project
jason@scotschurch.org.au

Spiritual - Youth for Reproductive Freedom

- (http: / /www.syrf.org/)

'Religious Coalition for Reproductive Choice

(http://www.rcrc.org/)- Pro faith, pro
family, pro choice. -
See also the recent Uniting Church Statement

on Abortion (h (http:/ /nat.uca.org. auf).
Editors Note-

the references tothe bible contaned therein are taken
i guess you’ll _]ust have to read it your-

On Dit73.5



Current Affairs & Political Opinion I

and that commemoration of the
end of Soviet occupation was
for another time and place; by
refusing to attend, they argued,
it would look as though they were
not recognising the crimes of the
Nazi regime appropriately (which
the Latvian President claims were
more “heinous and large-scale”
than those of the Russians).

ABORTION

Abortion is again a hot topic- this
time in England. Leader of the Tory
Opposition, Michael Howard, says
abortions are too easily obtained
in Britain. He wants to lower
the legal limit for late abortions
from 24 to 20 weeks. Pro-choice

campaigners say this severely
disadvantages young women,
who are often late in coming

forward for abortions, and those
who discover that their unborn
child has a severe abnormality.
Abortion was a relatively large
issue in the US election last year
but it is not seen as a wedge issue
in the more secular electorate of
Britain. (Many mainstream US
religious websites have titles such
as “Abortion: America’s Answer
to Hitler” and “Abortion: The New
Holocaust”.)

CHINA’S INTERNAL PROBLEMS

China has just passed legislation
allowing it to use force if Taiwan
declares itself independent from
the mainland. China’s Prime
Minister, Wen Jiabao, claimed it is
“a law to strengthen and promote
cross-Strait relations, for peaceful
reunification, not targeted at
the people of Taiwan, nor is it
a law of war” Meanwhile, the
unpopular leader of Hong Kong,
Tung Chee-hwa, has resigned due
to “ill-health”. The ‘one country,
two systems’ proved a difficult
balancing act as his attempts
to crack down with security
measures to satisfy Beijing led to
huge pro-democracy protests on
the island. Chief Secretary Donald
Tsang takes over the reins until
Beijing’s selection of a new leader
in 6 months’ time. Many believe

Tung was fired by the Chinese
authorities; Tung denies this.
Last April Beijing said it would be
several years before it would allow
universal suffrage in Hong Kong.
Currently, Hong Kong citizens can
only elect half the legislature while
the mainland authorities select
the leader.

Alex Solomon-Bridge

THE COST OF WAR

At this juncture 1 am grateful for the
opportunity to return to that much-debated,
hardly-understood nature of the invasion of
Iraqg in 2003 by the US-led “Coalition of the
Willing”. I don’t want to say much. Ionly want
to remind people that the US originally declared
“war” in order to relieve Saddam Hussein of his
weapons of mass destruction. This was despite
the fact that these did not exist at the time of
invasion. This fact was known by the CIA, the
FBI, and most of UNSCOM. Former UNSCOM
inspector Scott Ritter provided a particularly
detailed account of the impossibility of these
weapons being there in an interview he did
with William Pitt.

When this fact became clear to the Bush
administration, made wup of previously
dismissed crackpots from the Reagan days,

The followi ictures are not sensationalist, they are

it engaged in a process that could only be
described as Orwellian. All of a sudden, the
war was fought in order to “free” Iraqi citizens
from the power of that terrible dictator, Saddam
Hussein. What a noble cause. Unfortunately,
the western world saw fit to wage a WAR (that’s
W-A-R) toward that end. Happily, the narrative
played out as intended this time around:
Saddam Hussein was first unseated and then
captured. He is now hidden away from public
view while the west prepares to watch his
show trial from their living rooms, just as they
watched the “war” through the biased lenses of
US (and Australian) media companies, led by
Rupert Murdoch’s Fox News.

I use the word “biased”, which is flung about
so often these days it hardly means anything
anymore, because that’s exactly what it was.
I have published some pictures which were
never, ever shown on Fox News, CNN, MSN;,

Channels 7, 9, and 10 (or for that matter the
ABC), and were never, ever displayed in the
Australian, the Advertiser, the Age, the Sydney
Morning Herald, the London Times or the
Washington Post.

While the US was preparing for “war”,
may | remind readers that we sat in living
rooms, coffee houses and tutorial classrooms
debating the merits of that “war”. We did this,
while we knew (or ought to have known) that,
during the previous “Gulf War”, back in 1991,
the United States used such military devices
as cluster bombs, daisy cutters and depleted
uranium shells. (If you don’t know what they
are, LEARN.)

Qur collective support for the “war” was
largely theoretical and logical: if Saddam =
bad, and “war” make Saddam go bye, then

not pornography. This happened to people who exist outside of our TV screens

war = good. What was completely missing
from this theoretical equation was any critical
examination as to what, exactly, “war” would
be. “War”, in hindsight, meant hundreds
of “coalition” troops were killed. And while
the US. propaganda machines have had no
trouble reporting these deaths, the deaths of
Iraqi soldiers and civilians has been a little
more difficult to-establish, Despite the use
of “smart bombs”, it has been confirmed.that
over 18,000 civilians have been killed in this

«.

Lancet estimates that, if we take into account

“unknowable” deaths, a conservative estimate

would be closer to 100 OOO women, men and
children. .

- Our logmal eduatmns do not help us here ‘
Only the purest of utilitarians would argue‘

that the deaths of thousands, perhaps ‘tens
of thousands, .of .people ‘(n_ot’ to* mention thc

rand possibly even touching

war”. The reputable British medical journal.

of Iragi’s in .the streets
. knowing. what they. have
.. 'seen,. ‘For more -accounts |
‘War

o Deceptlon. ‘

countless tens, maybe hundreds, of thousands
left injured and/or homeless) is justified in
order to rid the rest of the population of the
scourge of one administration.

Debating about the merits of launching a full-
scale military invasion of a sovereign nation is
tantamount to academics, commentators and
world leaders arguing over whether what was
going on in Rwanda in 1994 was “genocide”,
Unsurprisingly, though, the same debate has
re~-emerged over Sudan. On the day that you
read this, between 100 and 1000 people will be
killed in Dafur and surrounding areas.

So linvite you to consider these photographs,
which were not part of the fabricated US
narrative of the “war” and so, instead of
coming to us through our TV screens and our
newspapers, we must go looking for them.
For those still interested, you can begin at
<www.robert-fisk.com/iragwarvictims_
pagel.htm>.

Russel Marks

Editors Note-

The photo of the Iragi girl on the far nght of the
series was taken during the current Iraqg war. That
heartwrenching photo provokes such sypathy for
a young life utterly destroyed in a few seconds. It
is gruesome Jor that reason. The entire image was
displayed in Iragi media, however before being
published in Western media the image was cropped,
sanitising her shredded feet, leavmg behind a sad

account of hurt but rescued.
civilians.' Its now .. a . little
easier to  understand
why we see the reactions:
foften that’s all we see)|"’

of media - censorship read
Eyew1tness ‘The Lives of
Photo-J ournallsts
or see Weapons of Mass =
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Dr. Hunter Stockton Thompson

\

If there were to be a man whose nature was
up to it, one who had shaken off, torn apart and
escaped all this, who had trampled under foot
our documents, our trickery and charms, and
all those laws that are against nature — he, the
slave, would rise up and be revealed as our
master... k

Plato (Gorgias 483e-484a).

As a writer, or, more accurately, as someone
able to survive on the ability to produce
beautiful bullshit, I owe much of the blame for
my current lifestyle to a fraudulent journalist
by the name of Dr Hunter S. Thompson.

Were it not for Dr Thompson, I venture that
I would have completed a commerce degree by
now. I would be a well-fed, drug free office boy
in one advertising agency or other, drinking
at a fashionable café with idiot girls carefully
working their way up the middle-management
ladder, in bed by eleven on most nights, quietly
masturbating myself to sleep.

It was Thompson’s absurd notion that
madness, controversy and righteous vitriol
could replace technichal prowess that
inspired me to become the cynical, callous
and ultimately unreliable man I am today.
Thompson was quite literally my Socrates, For
better or worse, his courageous philosophy of
caution to the wind is the embarrassing bhasis
of my entire attitude towards writing.

I was wallowing in the student housing
scheme, considering switching to a more

practical degree, when a friend happened to

‘ 1937 2005

@

leave a copy of Better Than Sex.on_my coffee
table. In it, I discovered a crazed and altogether
miraculous style of political journalism -
colourful, liquid prose that seemed more suited
to polemical Armageddon fiction than the 1992
US Presidential Campaign. It was a kind of
cynical irreverence that both disturbed and
enticed. Dark, elegant, lyrical, iambic — imbued
with the same fire that belied Burroughs and
Ginsberg's similar lack of talent, this was
writing that was meant to be read aloud, in an
amplified sort of mumble, through clenched
teeth and a cheap marlin spike.

It was then that I decided to embark on a
life that would yield the same kind of mad
excitement that - along with a truly heroic
quantity of amphetamine — appeared to fuel

Not since the death of
Princess Diana had

so much feigned and
disproportionate grief
been the result of a
celebrity’s death.

Thompson’s work. From that moment I had
become, at the tragic age of eighteen, a devoted
practitioner of ‘Gonzo Journalism’,

Years later, I'm now of the firm belief that
‘Gonzo’ is the Emperor’s New Clothes of
Journalism. Put simply, Thompson’s style is a
reckless kind of journalism by participation’,
placing the shameless writer almost at the
centre of the action. Much of it consists of
exaggeration: for the purposes of emphasis,
although the true Gonzo Journalist is for some
reason honour-bound never to reveal precisely

what part of the story is exaggeration. It is for
these reasons that that Hunter Thompson is
the pariah of editors throughout the industry
- every budding young music journalist feels
it their duty to submit at least one gross
piece of self-indulgent exaggeration, suitably
loaded with sentence fragments, ellipses and
Unnecessary Capitalisations.

It’s not without reason, for example, that the
Music Editor of a prominent Adelaide street
press specifically concludes his “Notes for
New Writers” sheet with the warning “You are
probably not Hunter Thompson”.

Nevertheless, Thompson is more than just a
historical curiosity. Andy Warhol once famously
told Lou Reed that he was a fairly mediocre
musician and that the only way he would
amount to anything was to work, or words to
that effect. The same was true for Thompson.
Since Hell’s Angels, he wrote more than twenty
books, many of which ran more or less along
the same lines as Fear & Loathing in Las Vegas
and The Great Shark Hunt — rambling, musical
critiques of the Death of the American Dream.
Perhaps the majority of them contributed little
to the cause of resistance and libertarianism,
but some of them did — and still do.

L

Hunter Stockton Thompson was born in 1937
the son of a Louisville insurance salesman
and his staunchly Baptist wife. There is little
doubt that a private school education fostered
his deep resentment for authority, but his
decision to join the US Air Force probably
had more to do with arrogant hubris than
deliberate masochism. Stationed in Florida,
he found a niche as a sports reporter for the
base newspaper. In 1958 Thompson was
dishonourably discharged after a fellow officer
claimed that his disregard for authority was a
bad example for the enlisted men.
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After being fired from a variety of jobs on
similar grounds, Thomson ended up in Puerto
Rico writing for a dishwater newspaper. Here
he wrote his first proper book, The Rum Diaries
— a poorly executed but promising account
of his life as a down-and-out postcolonial in
South America.

It was an article for The National Observer
about the notorious Hell’s Angels motorcycle
gangthat provided his first big break. Publishers
clamoured for the rights to the subsequent book
Hell’s Angels: The Strange and Terrible Saga
of Outlaw Motorcycle Gangs, the research for
which probably tempered his lifelong penchant
for amphetamines, high-powered weapons and
dangerously fast motorcycles. “I've got a lot in
common with the Hell’s Angels,” he famously
told one interviewer. “The main difference is
that I've got a gimmick ~ I can write.”

Several critically acclaimed articles and a
bizarre near-miss campaign for the Aspen
Mayoralty (chronicled in his 1969 piece ‘The
Battle of Aspen: Freak Power in the Rockies)
resulted in Thompson’s perfection of the
demented ‘Gonzo’ style. His long-suffering
Rolling Stone editor should have known better
when he commissioned Thomson to write a
piece about a motorcycle race and a national
drug law and enforcement convention in Las
Vegas. The two-part story — hopelessly past
deadline and off topic - later appeared as Fear
and Loathing in Las Vegas: A Savage Journey
to the Heart of the American Dream, and
propelled the fiendish 34 year-old to the same
kind of counter-culture superstardom as Jack
Kerouac and Timothy Leary.

As far as credibility is concerned, this was
Thompson’s high-water mark; he was now at
the vanguard of the New Journalism’ which
the likes of Chuck Palahniuk and P.J. O’Rourke
are still cashing in on.

ok ok

Perhaps the most ironic thing about
Thompson’s suicide was the rash of fawning
obituaries that it inspired. Not since the death
of Princess Diana had so much feigned and
disproportionate grief been the result of a
celebrity’s death. After his fellow writers had
dismissed him as an addled and senile old
drunkard, Thompson will now be remembered
as one of the Great American Journalists,
up there with Woodward & Bernstein, Tom
Wolfe, Gore Vidal and Horatio Algiers. Sports
journalists are especially guilty — a profession.
that so readily vilifies drug enhanced sporting
heroes is now more than ever in public awe of
Thompson’s drug-fuelled style of journalism.

Thompson was no genius, nor was he in

any way among the more informed, rigorous
or polemical writers of the latter half of last
century. More than much else, his life and
work was reassurance. that people like me

weren't alone in our quest for something

better. All wasn’t right in the world. Exposing
cruelty, greed, hypocrisy and injustice wasn’t
merely a sign of crazed petulance; it was our
right — nay, obligation - to get crazily fucked-
up on uppers and direct every ounce of our
righteous vitriol at political power and all the
ugliness that it caused. I had to spend my life
subsisting on coffee, cigarettes and wheat-
based packing foam. It was my duty. My

homelessness, poverty, anger and indignation .
was a kind of devotional masochism; a crude
and sanctimonious hairshirt that signified

- my dedication to Thompson’s struggle agam
those vicious swine who assurned their ow]
nght to govern,

" Maybe we were unnecessarily petulant Mayb

the drugs; anger, v1olence, cxv11 d1sobed1en ;
*

= o

e (. ‘
and subjective excess had more to do wﬂﬁ%e
indulgence than dissent. But go@damnlt what
else were we supposed to do?

I wasn’t about to quietly go to sleep before I
even had a chance to be angry about it. Not yet.
Mine is a genera#fon of careless weasels who
don’t care for much more than mobile phones,
reality television and menthol cigarettes, too
mindless even for existential ennui or post-
modern malaise. A sterile, laminated generation
of vapid commerce students, beauty therapists
and date rapists. Hypnotized, anaesthetised...
comatose.

Hunter Thompson was the last remnant of
the Beat Generation to witness everything
from Vietnam to the tragedy at Altona - from
Watergate to Oliver North to Reaganomics and
the rise of the Bush Dynasty. He was maybe
the only writer of his kind to witness forty
years of manufactured consent: successive
and increasingly successful attempts on the
part of the establishment to slowly suffocate
the will of each generation of American youth.
Hunter saw all this better than most, and he
was damned if he wasn’t going to personify
its antithesis in every aspect of his life. One of
his last books, Generation of Swine, although
far from his best work, gives us a few clues to
Thompson’s formula for dissent:

Maybe there is no Heaven. Or maybe this is
all pure gibberish — a product of the demented
imagination of a lazy hillbilly with a heart full
of hate who has found a way to live out there
where the real winds blow — to sleep late, have
Jun, get wild, drink whisky and drive fast on
empty streets with nothing in mind except falling
in love and not getting arrested . . . .

Res ipsa loquitur. Let the good times roll.

Dr Hunter S. Thompson

Tristan Mahoney

With respects to Dr. Hunter Stockton
Thompson,  on the 21st of Febmary,
2005

The day Hunter . Thompson. . died; I
remained | oblivious: to- the fact: 1. was
informed the next afternoon via text
message from Tristan Mahoney, former
editor ‘of .On_Dit. I had been watching
television ‘news  for-the:last “hour, and
was. surprised by the'fact that there had
beenn no. mention of this tragic loss to
the “American media, an - institution. we
seem to ‘hold in extremely high regard.
I- was: saddened ~when 1 realized  that
the “death . of Sandra Dee, former teen
‘celebrity (during the 1960’s) and star of
the “Gidget” movies (you know, the ones
about the ditsy blonde chick whoalways
falls in love at the beach, yeah, that one)
had received ample coverage, but a self-
inflicted; and fatal gunshot wound to the
head of one:Hunter Stockton Thompson,
born 1937, failed to even rate a mention! |
regret-the fact that 1 have not followed the
print ‘media today, hut one would think
that an internationally recognized: literary
icon, and inventor of the only new genre
of journalism during the 20th. century
would warrant some kind of mention on
the everting news,

The only thing that makes Sandra Dee
iconic is the mention o' her me-in a
song from the “Grease” soundtrack. She
never had a movie made by Terry Gilliam

‘Vhad a comlc strlp chal acter baqed on he : .
- alter ego She never llved inside a walled

j‘the head on a cold, wmter mght i ":‘{3
. Woody Cr eek, ‘Colorado? Did he know |
his own son, Juan, would find him 111<e‘
that, head deflated like a bloody pig's
‘bladder, crumpled on the ‘ground with
his finger still restmg inside the trigger
~ghard? Or did he do it sitting in a chair?
It’s strange to think how strongly I desire
the objective story of his death, when the
man dedicated himself to the perversion
of traditional journalism, and subjective -
_point-of-view. We can all speculate, should
~we care enough, as to the circumstances
_of his death, but the truth is that [ was
happy for him when [ read that his death
was self-inflicted: [ was more upset before
<1 knew this fact; Whether he intended it
 or not, whatever the reasons, Thompson
‘ended his own life, dying as he had lived,
a suicide up on a stage; It’s only rock and
roll, but I like it... Strangely-enough, it's
not possible ‘to have 'sympathy for the
devil, either:

‘Hunter Thompson was my teen idol,
and to:some extents:! have emulated his
behaviour; intentionally . or @ otherwise.
Hunter Thompson is still my idol, a man
that I'look -up to-and respect for what he
offered the world of literature, journalism;
-and the printed-English word ‘at large: A
fresh perspective: Very few in this world
canlay claim to such an achievement.
Every news report is: a neat little bio
of his career, so 1 will say only this: ‘
Thompson was a renegade journalist who
prided: himself on.-antisocial  behaviour,
the ' consumption: of - mind-éxpansion
accelerants, and the love of guns, passions
that I.share with thousands of others. The
world will be so much the poorer without
this one-percenter.

Words are, of course, the most powerful
drug used by manlkind. ;
Rudyard Kipling

Remember what the. Dormouse said:
Feed
your head!
The Jefferson Airplance

Ben Haggemann
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After about 45 minutes my body was pretty
much coated in alternating films of sweat,
alcohol and a variety of benzine and carbon
chemicals. Two hours later I was hacking up
an oily stringy substance as my body’s defence
to the unusually toxic environment, having
only really acquired a resistance to the pitiful
fumes recirculated in the cabin of my Honda
Civic.

The military was of course, stamped all
over the event and when the big screens
weren't showing the supercars, our nation’s
other example of mechanical genius - tanks,
jets and helicopters were displayed for the
appreciation of the enthusiastic crowd. For
someone couched in the peaceable university
environment, the blatant and proud military
advertising was an unsettling peek at war
culture, where according to our governments
advertising our year 12 Maths and Physics
can finally be put to worthwhile use.

It wasn’t until about 2pm that I realised
the phrase “drinking piss” was literal. It
seems everyone was actually drinking their
weight in urine. The golden beverages flowing

March 21
March 22M

March 29 to 31
April
April 41

Bike Tuning — Barr Smith Lawns
Social Gathering - Equinox -
Union Creative Arts Network (U CAMY Launch  UAC
Education Week — Barr Smith Lawns ‘

 Video Games - Cinema ‘
Future DJ entries open!

Great Waste

immediately and seemingly unchanged out
onto the dusty earth. It flowed along every
gutter, crack and rivulet of the Clipsal
catchment area, pooling along the depressions
beside the walking paths. It seemed to ooze
from the Earth itself like the Nature’s milk of
some obscene Bacchic orgy. And so by 3pm
I could feel the cappillary effect saoking it
up into my socks, hopefully sanitising more
malicious contagens.

The practicality of stereotypes became
blatantly clear {contrary to politically correct
University propaganda) as I relaxed cross
legged in the shade, scanning the crowd. The
men like their cars are overweight, loud and
greasy whilst the women are overwhelmingly
blonde, have excessively cleaven breasts and
just to be sure, wearing a “pornstar” t-shirt (or
some other synonym). Each an exaggeration of
themselves - suits, skirts or stained shirts, and
understandably so. With the amount of booze
consumed by the average motorhead the visual

field becomes limited,
blurry and opaque.

With the common

motto being, “if it
looks, feels and talks
like a woman - it's
fair game”, the strictly
defined stereotypes
avoid drunken
social faux-pas and
(obviously unwanted)
faggery. Explaining
the appropriate
brutalising of anyone
who should be
inconsiderate enough
to further blur the

line by wearing
bootleg. jeans for
instance,

Literally  shining
in the crowd of
charactitures  with
reflective lycra

shorts and boob tube

SAuA
SA
SAUA

 Clubs
A

‘Check out www aufs org for a list of films screening by the Film Society!

COMING SOON:

Stay tunad for someox
including the Cam

cand the

10

was one from the fleet of promotional girls that
flittered about the course. They are the logical
conclusion of the advert that has a hot chic
leaning against a car/power tool/CB radio.
Just remove the actual product and brand the
girl. Also potentially interesting because they’re
the one Clipsal participant that is not really
dressed in stereotype completely of their own
volition. Having wondered a) how lucrative the
work was and if there were any male positions
available, and b} why women put themselves
through such a slobering, groping frenzy of
annoyance I interrupted her monologue on
the benefits of the Coopers brand and asked,
“Wouldn’t you prefer just to kick these guys in
the balls without having to worry about getting
your paycheck?”

“I get paid more in this weekend than you
probably do in a month” (obviously I wreaked
of university student).

“Good point” but I was the one wearing pants
so I felt the argument need go no further.

Meanwhile to my surprise (because they were
not particularly brilliant specimens) [ found
myself gazing at her breasts. They had such
a glittery bronze sheen, as if layer upon layer
of tanning cream had been applied and then
polished. In fact every part of her glimmered
with an orangy hue. I realised I couldn’t
actually see her at all beneath a cosmetic
exoskeleton of lycra, foundation and layers of
lotion. The only thing that really gave away the
fact that i was talking to a real person was her
lazy unattentive eyes peering out from behind
the thick paste.

The situation reminded me a lot of watching
Bert Newton on acid (I was the one on acid
not Bert). It’s amazing how acute your senses
become whilst on acid. You notice things like
the scene in Empire Strikes Back where Hans
and Leah are in the cockpit, and barely visibly
Harrison Ford can be seen mouthing Carrie
Fisher’s lines. Later I found out it’s actually
his method of acting. Acid makes Bert Newton
particularly fascinating. Immediately you
notice his caked on make up and stretched
smile but most disturbingly how his eyes subtly
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yet frantically dart around the set, probably at
the producer or cue card, revealing the just
how fake {poor) acting really is. The same can
be witnessed in the eyes of most Days of Our
Lives/Bold and the Beautiful stars.

The Clipsal had of course resulted in the
gainful employment of several of my friends.
Whilst standing in the leering crowd at the
Clipsal cat walk, a girl from my highschool
spread her legs on stage in front of me, as she
crouched to display the front of her designer
Clipsal bikini bottoms. A colleague behind her
bent over to ensure all aspects of the product
were visible.

1 was also gainfully employed at the event
last year, in the the most cushy but mentally
degrading job - corporate waiting. I was being
paid enough that it made no dent in the wallets
of my employers and I made just enough to
keep me there, so thin is the veneer that
seperates us from actual subservience. Most of
the work was watching about ten people pick
at enough food to feed fifty. At almost every
opportunity 1 knelt behind my little counter
and dutifully consumed as many tarts and
cakes as humanely possibly. My effort to drain
as much remuneration out the experience as
possible resulted in approximately 6 bottles
of wine being transfered to a friend and out
of the park and enough cakes and rolls to fill
my freezer for the duration of the cold winter
ahead. After each lunch the numerous stacked
trays of oysters, prawns, meats, vegetables
and bread were ferried away, once more
parasited by workers, then dumped into
a gigantic green kip, Fuck that someone
else paid for it. The food was perfectly fit
to eat would have been happily carried
away into the park by any number o
homeless.

Stuck in the little box with the
feasting few, I desperatley looked
for some saving grace in the
scene. Down on the track a fat
team owner laughed for the
camera with a tall blonde
on either side, his arm
around the waist of
one, hand on the
ass of the other.

I realised something that was later galvanised
during a stint in a Holdens factory. Both on the
track and in the box their stereotypes barely
concealed the common arroggant, wastefully
gluttonous yet utterly pleasureless nature of
our society. They are the upper, the middle,
the lower, the congealing and ever increasing
fat of the nation.

[ watched one of my ‘clients’, an accountant,
slurp down the oysters in truly spectacular
fashion. I was then jolted a step backwards as I
witnessed an army helicopter swoop down and
pound 4 rounds of 5 inch bullets into the back
of the man’s skull. For the fist time in my life a
brief squeal of glee left my lips in support of the
military before realising the cruelty of optical
illusion. The man had been framed by one of
the big screen military advertisements and
obviously the fumes had begun to affect my
synapses in a way that in any other situation
may have been mildy enjoyable,

By six o’clock, bloated with booze and meaty
grissle (or expensive seafood) the Clipsal 500
inevitably spews its contents into the East End
of Adelaide, :

On Union St a slouched man, his internal
organs distilled in alcohol, adds colour to his
“graphic design chic” t-shirt, vomiting over

himself and the ankles of passers by.

On the corner of Frome Rd and North Tce a
girl in a neon pink skirt, innocuous in the cold
and dark is cornered by a bunch of ‘mates’ just
‘being polite’.

At the 711 I notice the Advertiser’s blaring
front cover- a V8 Supercar, slick and colourful.
It could not have been in more stark contrast to
the rubbish that littered the sidewalk around
me. It seems the Premier had made an opening
race speech expressing enthusiasm for the
“pride and joy’ of our fine state, throwing his
full support behind the vomit, blood and filth
that smeared the streets.

On Rundle St, outside a falafel shop, a
scuffle breaks the continuity of the stream
of post event revellers. It could have been
nothing if not for the instinctual malice of
various onlookers, The opportunity for an
entirely random and gratuitous punch, better
than going home and jerking off, was too much
too resist and soon there were 4, 6, 8 people
getting into the community atmosphere.

An unfortunate bystander is jolted by one of
the participants, he reacts, and is inevitably
dragged into the, at this stage quite comical,
Casino Royale-esque clash of chairs and limbs.
Later he is on the curb. A shoe with an 85 kilo
Holden supporter behind it, is stomping his ribs
into the concrete. The mallee leaves him sitting
dazed on the sidewalk, head resting on his
chest, staring into his lap, probably wondering
what his body felt like five minutes ago. By
now the fight is all but over. Walking away the
Holden supporter, takes a second thought, and
eager to not let slip the opportunity to leave
his mark in this meek battle, turns toward the
guy on the ground and takes a run up. His
boot, emhlazoned with the City Counil’s logo,
splinters the young man’s face.

Dan J

YOU CAN'T
DRIVE STRAIGHT

ON DRUGS
OR CAN YOU?

We would like to know what YOU think

You may be able 1o help us; We are
conducling research into risk percepiion
and drug drving émong fllict drug users in
Adelcide, and would like fo inferview people:,
who regularly use illicit drugs; such as
cannabis, ecstasy, speed, heroin, cacdine,
ketamine and GHB, -and tegulary drive.

Any information you give will remain
ccmpleielrconfidenfiol and anonymous,
and may help in the development of
aducation campaigns about drug driving.

We can negotiate a suitable [ocalon for -
the inferview, and you will frecaive manetary

© compensation for yaur time. The inferview
will take about-4Q minutes, -

For. more information, or fo.arange an
Tnterview with & member-of cur research
leam, please confact Aylza during business
. hours on Wednesddys, Thursdays and
’ Fridays. Phorie 8274 3366

This project 1§ belng undenaken by the Drug & Alcshel -
Senvices Councl of Sauth Ausiralia and the Depariment
of Transport & Lirban Planning. ’ o E
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t all started when I pointed

to a poster in the stairwell

of Union House and said,

“What the hell is ‘Skulldug-
gery’ anyway, Dan?”

Dan, who was there at the time
replied, “That’s the thing. It used to actually
have some kind of mystery, you know, mys-
tigue. But now it's all pretty much spelled out
on the poster; twenty-five bucks, free booze,
DdJs... it’s a fucking kegger, man. It’s a frat
party. Guys are just getting fucked up on West
End or some shit and you walk in and it’s like
Sodom and Gomorrah. It’s like, ‘Yeah! Hey
man, Togal!’

“And these guys who are probably in polo
shirts are just plying these first year girls with
booze and shoving tongues down their throats.
I mean, part of me wants to check it out,” I
knew which part, “but you know... twenty-five
bucks.”

I nodded, perusing the information on the
poster, perhaps contemplatively, perhaps va-
cantly. Dan continued.

“l mean,” he said, “when are you ever going
to spend twenty-five beans on beer when you
go out anyway? For that money you’re more
likely to buy a bag, get totally fucked up and
then if youre lucky still have enough hooch
left over to do the same thing two or three more
nights.” The ‘you’ to whom Dan was referring
encompassed himself, me and people like us.
While were aware that many people spend
that much or more on alcohol every time they
go out, to us it doesn’t seem like a logical, eco-
nomical or pleasurable approach to the pursuit
of recreational brain damage. In a world where
there are cheaper and more enjoyable ways to
ruin your health and social standing, the men-
tality of the drunkard has always baffled me.
“Still,” he mused, “might be worth seeing if it’s
possible to sneak in through On Dit.”

T agreed. Then we moved on. - S

A couple of daystlaterthe event was, upon
us all. I knew a handful of people planning on
finding a back adoor or hidden catacombs into

the cloisters, which didn’t seem ‘too dlfﬁcult :

considering the north-western pocket of the -
Adelaide Uni campus looks like it was: planned
and constructed by giant rats. It would _]ust be
a matter of finding a convenient nook or. pas-

sage through all the architectural clutter and I '

knew which nook I'd be trying first. :
- I'wandered down into the dungeon of edi
torment hoping to roll a few spliffs and «
a few lackeys on my way into the fray. J yce
was sitting with his face about three inches
away from a computer monitor. The radiating
light spilled off the small, thin, rectangular

onto his skin (and retinas), turning his ﬂes‘h“a .
grey/ sky—blue colour. He was google- searohmg

George W. Bush pictures. What a drag
“Hey’ J »

“Oh, hey Aloha, what’s going on?” He barelyi';j

.-on the stage ¢

% o

looked away from the monitor. Transfixed he
was.

I stood in the centre of the office, soaking in
the dank. “Oh not much,” feeling quite non-
committal, “just dropping in before checking
out Skullbuggery. Is it difficult to scam our
way in?”

“No, it seems quite easy.” Vacant. Staring at
the monitor in some kind of blissed-out, work
related computer-stupor.

“Oh goody. Is it okay if I roll a few spliffs in
here?” Why did I ask? I was already unpack-
ing my tin and papers and making a roach out
of an expired bus ticket. I might as well have
saved our breath.

“Yeah, go right ahead.”

After several minutes of rolling, a large por-
tion of which constituted mulling and roach
creation, I was ready to rock on in there. I put
all of my paraphernalia back in my bag which
I left in the office because the last thing you
want to be worrying about when you're an-
other drunken sardine is a honking blk great
back-pack. The joints I had to put in my shirt
pocket, guard this pocket within an inch of your
life 1 might have thought to myself if I were
more conscious of how crammed we’d all be

“in that sweat hole. “Joyce, I'd like to head in
~ there,” said I. -
- “Yeah, just wait five minutes. I have to find

some better pictures of George Bush,” said he.
He hates to be kept waiting. But everyone’s a
hypocrlte

’I‘wenty or th1rty minutes later I'm wishing
I’d gone in without the crutch of friendship.

People I knew started filing, growing too agora- ‘

phobic to deal with the whole thing,
“Oh yeah, there were girls w1th the1r tits out
earlier.”
" ;horr le man, don’t go in there You go
ou get herded this way; that way, suddenly
you're, like, under water. not pretty "
“Drunk people everywhere :
“A lot: of macho jOCk wa

pretty crazy
! “A lot of polo shirts

Iwas mlssmg out on $0.
ly, Joyce cut hlS osses :
we knew i

Mexican mice into a badly guarded
_ cantina full of cheese and tequila,

G? Once inside you had to make the

decision either to bail while you

%were still near an exit or surren-

der your self to mass hysteria, [

had free beer and Mary Jane at

my disposal so [ was in the mood

to opt for the latter. We were led

through tiny cracks in the physical

mesh of bodies and people’s limbs.

, N Tiny portholes and channels in a

wd SHE? dense field of spatial occupation.

Our meandering trek through the

throng halted where the gods of ag-

gression and ignorance bhestowed free beer

unto the masses. Joyce and I got two cans

each, for free mind you, much freer than the

other loons around us were getting their beer

for.

I tried to illustrate how a buddy system
seemed like the only logical way to effectively
explore the situation while still being able to
share the experience with someone you know.
This may have appeared exclusive or anti-
social at the time. To me it just made sense.
So invariably I ended up wandering off on my
own, looking for a light so that I could start
getting stoned enough to appreciate the true
human insanity of the experience I was now a
part of. It’s the sort of thing that takes a while
in a crowd mostly full of guys, “Hey Alexis.”

“Oh, hey Aloha. How you been?” Alexis had a
kind of rosy, drunk complexion at that moment
and a demeanour that was always gentle,

“Not too bad. It’s been tough looking for a
light for this spliff though. This crowd is mostly
guys and unless you have boobs they usually
seem to not have the time for you.”

“These things are always like that though.”
He seemed disappointed as he looked around
the place. “It’s all just desperate, drunk, wank-
ers. I'd really like to organise a night like this
and sell all the tickets just to these guys and
then have a real party somewhere else.” A
chuckle hopped out of my chest.

“It’s a good idea. Keep these fuckers occupied
and off the streets while we enjoy ourselves.
Then if they get really bored they can all just
hook up with each other.”

“Yeah, totally.”

+I indicated the need to continue my search
for a flame.

Before I khew it my lighter search had sucked
me into a reality full of horror and pain, I was

T in front of the stage. The music was loud and
- boring. Movement was difficult. The whole

experience felt less like being underwater and

~more like being suspended in jelly. I slowly

waded through the crowd asking practically

' everyone I passed if they had a light. Do you?

No. Do vou? 1

. Do'you? No. Do you? No..
und up asking these two exotic
rls with slight English accents; “Sorry -
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Gonzo .

looking girls with slight English accents; “Sorry
we don'’t smoke.” When you meet someone with
an English accent you generally expect them to
be pale, spiritless and spud-faced. Like a piglet
with no personality or a bowl of rice pudding.
But I suppose England is as multicultural as
the next place these days.

“Yeah, neither do I. Just wanted to get
stoned, for which I need fire. But there’s
nothing but guys around and it seems like
there’s no courtesy between dudes anymore.
Unless they want something out of you it’s
like they can’t be bothered.” A lot of people
just don't justify the space they occupy in the
Universe anymore,

The girls seemed stoner sympathetic. Stoners
can sense commonality, The more Indian or
Pakistani looking girl used her feminine wiles
to fish a lighter out of the crowd for me. I think
the guy who handed it to her was one of the
jocks I asked earlier, “Nah I don’t smoke,” he
said to me. I hate these bastards.

At long, long last the joint was lit. It was
one of those novelty sized ones that you could
mistake for an Olympic torch from a distance.
Plenty to go around, but I'd lost Joyce, 1 lost
Vic, Stan had already bailed, Dan ended up
being a no-show, so out of courtesy for helping
me find El Flammo I offered the English girls
a smoke. The Mediterranean looking one, or
possibly Moroccan... or whatever, with curly
hair was reticent at first. “No thank you, I
wouldn’t want to steal your weed.”

I explained that I had another couple of joints
up my sleeve and that I didn't mind sharing
some pot in exchange for finding a light. Her
friend who had already had a few puffs was
egging her on too. “Besides which,” I added,
“I would have shared this with my friends
anyway, but they've all been absorbed by the
giant throbbing mass.”

“That sounds like a pickup line,” she said as
she took a drag.

“Maybe,” 1 smiled, “but the fact is that they
just got stuck in the same old social traps and
I wasn’t going to get much 'adventuring done
by waiting around for them to keep moving.” I
had a few drags. The smoke was warm in my
mouth, the flavour and aroma was pungent.
It warmed and tickled my resinated lungs as
I hoovered it back into my chest. “What have
you made of tonight?” I asked, thick, light-grey

smoke billowing up into the stratosphere as I,

spoke.

“I’s been a lot of fun. I just really lox
meeting people, talking to strangers. How ¢
you not have fun in a place like this? With:
many people around.”

“I guess,” I mused in my stoned vague
“it’s down to perspective and how you t
mind to focus on a situation. I suppé
could easily find all of this mass self-ab
drunken, mindlessness kind of #i.
Maybe even depressing. But if you ¢
on something more positive then you
well. It's probably better for you.” ‘

The joint had gone out. Too much tal
enough smoking. We needed to find
lighter with a jerk attached to it. Unfo
the girls attracted one real dumb-bast
hole’s attention to the fact we were rag
wanted to rage too.

We had nabbed a lighter and the joit
lit but I had this fuckhead in my face s
“Come on, gimme some of that.” His eyes
fixed upon the half torched Zeppelin in™
hand with the kind of bleary, drunken lus
that you see in guys who talk to women whil

blatantly ogling their boobs. This guy was a

total schmuck. :
“Hang on,” I said to him, my rebellious

streak taking over, “you never said the magic
word. Surely you mother taught you the magic
word.” T held the spliff further away from him
as | said this.

“Just gimme some.”

“No way, man. Not with that lousy attitude,
Look it’s easy, the magic word is ‘please”™

He tried hard to focus on the joint while
maintaining his equilibrium. “Jus’lemme have
some.”

“I'will, I will let you have some,” I was grinning
like a Cheshire Cat by this stage. It took a little

bit of self control not to start chuckling at this
guy’s expense. “Just say ‘please’ and before
you know it the joint will be in your hands.”

“Nah, just...”

“Yeah, motherfucker. Come on; make me
and your mother proud.” At this point Rudey
McJockman was actually trying to paw at the
doobie. I held it out further away from him and
stood there with my hand on his chest keeping
him at arms length. He held his hands out,
palms up with his fingers curling back and
forth so as to beckon the drugs into his hands.
“Come on you pigheaded freak. I've already
told you what you have to do to get the fucking
thing. It feels good to say please. It makes you
feel warm inside.” I couldn't stifle my laughter
anymore by this stage, the guy was built like
a brick shithouse with brains to match. “‘Just
try it. Start with the P’ and let the rest flow. It’s
the only way you’ll get anything from me.”

“Please can I have some weed?” He buckled.
What a fucking hassle.

“It’s gone out,” I said precociously as I
handed it over. “It went out with all the fart-
arsing around. Now you have to find a lighter.
See how much trouble you create for yourself
when you try and barge your way through
life?” 1 turned to his friends. “Sorry about all 6
that. I just can’t let people get wh )

be walked all over.”
Now schmuck~

in-

On Dit 73.5

know that I took what you said very seriously.
I mean, yeah they’re fucked up on booze and
whatever else. But they’re also just Fucked Up.
What is it about this generation of high school
leavers, man? Theyre all so mindless and
soulless. Is it TV? Is it advertising? Have they
just spent their whole existence in the shadow
of ‘80s and ‘90s corporate mentality? They
can’t even tell what’s real anymore.”

Gus nodded thoughtfully. “Word,” he said.

I wondered what people who have spent their
whole lives in the cold, digital embrace of the
internet would grow up to be like. Who knows,
maybe they’d be less shallow and insulated.

“What is with all these kids, man?” Sarah
snapped me out of my own headspace. She
was the kind of vibrant, loud, effervescent girl
who was impossible to ignore even when you
wanted to. Not that I minded at the time.

“Gus and I were saying just before how they
seem really fucked up. Fucked up priorities.
Fucked up principles. Just fucked up people.”

“Yeah man,” her voice had passion, maybe
even a little anger in it. “And what is with all
the fucking polo shirts?”

“Don't get me started on the polo shirts.”

Somehow, through a sky-high and
drunken haze of running into people, having
conversations that were difficult to decipher
the meaning of, and having old friends
suggestively pressing their boobs against
my shoulder while they spoke to me, a small
group of us found ourselves at the after party
in a hotel-pub in North Adelaide. Was it the
Oxford? Was it the Lion? I don’t even know
anymore. And I didnt bleeding well care, it
was all just getting too ridiculous to be thought
about in any kind of real terms.

Standing near the entrance way of the hotel
got very dull quite quickly so I decided to see if
: Wanted to talk to were boogymg on

bar drinking
yms dancing




[ Not so great gonzo

novel in the time they’re limited to, the frazzl
genius standing in front of them is req
give a brief synopsis of their book. It appears “
there are three kinds of undiscovered genius:
article A is a spiritually awakened acid freak‘ :
who, through his countless experiences with = ¢
kind of particularly vit dy Roman the beyond, has gleaned a personal phﬂosophy?‘
carnival. The room w: hi about the infinitesimal beauty of the universe
: tawling across that he has managed to channel into & brigk :
ing, gnawmg, 200 page Sci-Fi nugget called The Abyss = spent ta rupsand a 11feume of despmmg
i featuring a space traveller named Azorp. L R t blish as all he needed to become
Hubbard was one of these. ‘ a ~br1111ant writer, Armed  with - these feeble
, Article B is a dowdy housewife living a 11fe of weapons he planned to take over the hterary

Here I sta fuiet desperation who every day dreams of the

Unpublished W v when her modern day Mz, Darcy W111 sSWoop

' er suburban kitchen

ife of advent e am ment romance at ms riter‘like‘ 'Huntér great
: is or vhat makes writers like

that they're mere facsimiles.

; Wi itk 18 - adjecti .They re po‘ imitations destined to spend their

their flock of aspiring bo iring lives in the artistic shadows.
swollen, moist shore ) Feeding frenzies like this conferc,n(,c, bring
this lone conference. one of these. ~ . peoplf: excellent opportunities to do interesting

The writers come h¢ e third Article, article C comprlses about. thi ’s just a shame that they're so fearful
and make their firs ' ‘nythmg new and always take the
delegates come to pe
derivative composition
of integrity or originality
task for both.

I must immediately
function at this orgi
to hock off my opus. I
that. Instead I play the ¢
wonderful scene to stu

Ceagy-route.

7 It’s easy to bc a drug addled, angry fool and
ywrier of a half finished arts degre dgonizingly hard to be unique.
1is time has been spent talking to other like- ’ ’
‘minded souls about the unforgivable excesses
f greater society while chowing down on acid
tters in a vain attempt to cast off his inky
loak of ennui: He's written very little:but feels
is on the verge of breaking out and doing
most .desperate, most mnething really visionary. He'’s planting to
unrepentant. They're .dike bu / s travel across the Simpson desert and write a 4
rag or homeless men fighti hg o i iselled husk of brilliant Gonzo journalism as "
pizza box, but slightly mo oon as he gets the capital to start.

It’s a relatively simpl This pathetic masquerade sustains itself on
i - meth and caffeine for five days before burning *
out and retreating for the next twelve months.

Wolfgang Hackman

MESSAGE TO ALL STUDENTS AND STAKF

By mow yain wnll be aware of the smerzency situation nnd response sfforts thal
resulted foom water damage on snmpus Ias Friday.

L am pleased to advise tiat doe to the extensive sleamp anyd recovery efforts all
reguiar teaching sesvions, weluding tifonials, seminars, practicals and computer
faboritory sessions in Psycholony ‘md Computer Science {exeept For some 2nd
and Ard year Computer Science twloriols and pracizcals) will resume 0% normal

from &mmmm. Al library books ore also aceesyible m the P Smith Librasy.

(How about 10% off)

A some arens sH remaim oot of ommtﬁm T ask that you dhserve the
flivections of Seenrity staff and relevant sionage associated with these
controlled and prokibited areas, flmmug@m}r plans are in progress for those
staff and research areas sl expedencing disniption of services.

Show your uni stutient carg whaen you shop with us
and we'll give you a 10% dispount¥

Clothing » Sleeping Bags » Boots + Travel Packs & Ascessories
- Tents ¢ Climbing & Caving Gear + Rope Accessofies

To all invalved throughout the ol eanop and recovery «ffort, 1 sstend my sincers
thanks, Overthe weekend, aver 80 University staff alonz with almaost 100
_wontiastors and sevvice providers worked tirelessty to restore services ax soon
a5 possble. The tenmwork and commitment i splayed in this CTHEFEENGY effort
1 i atrus reflestion of the strength-and unity of the University community, 1
 Have been mmld to-fead such 3 willing and dedicated team.

Great brands. Great value.
- T days: Monday-Thursday Sam-5,30pm _
Friday Sam-0pm; Saturday 9am-5pm; Sunday 14iam-5pm

10% discsunt doss ot apwy 10 0w Uttams, s Hos, GPS, BPIRG's o kayaks Drily wpdates are available at htip: fwwmadelaideods o eatordsm g
| pauLDULDIG
§  Ememency Diredtor
§ 17 March 2005

The iiimwrﬁuy of. ﬁaéﬁlmda

* Scout Outdr Centrelf]

192 Randle Street (East End], Adelade, Phone 8223 5544

[endine BLARORS
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the honowr of gonzo journs
vand the late Hunter 8.1 de

on 1}1(‘ pluucl I dec ultd m .~.p<=1 1‘_‘
i day walking in the shoes of an.
Ametican {originally it was 1o he
a week, but 1 just couldnt take
the constant jeers and abuse any 0e,. st
longer). So, donning my favourite { ot I brmthﬁ‘d. 8
T Love - George WY Twshirt - anad: relumed my
shecking and memorising the ter-
rorism alert hotline, T tapped into
my: pure source of arrogance and
stepped out the door: It was to be
an intevesting day.

I am naturally an aggressive, “’Americ:(a,r,
stupid and arrogant person, but  Americans
being American would involve me coura«.c!
turning those. attributes  to full. -
1 tried to adopt o Texan accent,
deciding that Texas would be the poe,sﬂ.)lc to &
place to come from since they are in«utmd I el
decidedly the most American of all
Amerigans, after all that is where I sta,rted' fe
our heloved world leader comes and emswc
from. 1 felt my IQ slip down many
notehes. and let my eyes take the
world in, danger confronted me
fmm every angle, I'd never notice o
8.0 many Middle Eastern = a
people. before. 1 for
began to fols
low a pair of

what 1 sup-

posed were
Muslimsg,
they: had G
to he a
dan-
ger;
they

ked
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Tales of a hapless traveller
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Fidipy T2y o

taken to the third
for five minutes
door opens and
who will decide t
‘ my dismay, it is not
Officer Takeshi before me, but the
much sterner Qffi¢
| Sakamoto is th ure he  police
~Turns out Teru has iy panes vies
il wants somegrie to SB&, i

¢
to him that, had I']
been likely to han

M:
T:
- -M:
T:
- M:
o
M
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Tales of a capless traveller l

| "‘py ‘watch Vem’

ns-Posh and Becks emirate (or state) known ag

Uncle Terry lives and works in the UAE. as a
civil engineer, and lucky me ot to accompany
my mother to visit him ¢

ly. How’s that for a

uh? HUH? Freaki

Some of you may still

the world is the UAE.

dent, guy! Anyway, bac

Before this journey, I had

of Australia, so Dubai seem

otic, And it is! Dubai is reall

and culturally. The popul

tiniet groups; Arab Muslims, -

and Ex-pat Aussies, Brits, South

name it, all enjoying the tax-free

eisurely pay packets employment

fers. My cousins are spoiled rotte

bershlps at the Jumelrah Beach

Yes, you read cor, rectly, Ive been to the posh«

Dubai. Why? Well, it was my mother’s idea. My ,

al tourist told me of how she fo

> lowed one of these guys to his “office”, looke

cherubs and

ther was surpnsmgly m11d with a top of
0 degrees Celsius. It is the desert, after
ng of the desert, the “must do” ac-
all tourists in Dubai'is dune bashing
on the rnagmﬁcent desert 1andscape
hire a car and DIY, or do what [ did
tour guide do the driving. This is not

t hearted or weak stomached. The
yugh some seriously rough

ncluding almost vertical

arly! Our tour 1nc1uded

at handbags and was consequently offered
look at dvd’s. After she refused the man simp
asked “Pucking?”. Bear:in mind this wom

. was a grey haired grandmother, and alone.

can hear you thinking; so THAT'S how yo
get porn-in Dubail Also to be enjoyed was th
fabulous food, beautiful surroundings and th
somewhat raft like water taxis called "abras
which cost about fifty cents a crossing over Du
bai creek. And yes, there are ways and means
to enjoy alcohol in: Dubai. Licensed bars anc%
restaurants dre usually part of hotels, anel
westérn residents can obtain a special car@,
to ‘get jiggy with the bootleg. Booyal I highly
recommend Dubai as a holiday destination,
what with the speeding motorists, Von Dutch
rip-offs, disgustingly decadent shopping mallé
d more dates than you can handle (of the

: know
what? You people shit me

to tears. To absolute tears. What is it with
society these days? Or is it that you just spell
‘quality’ with a ‘k’? Let me spell something out
for you: just because it is a best seller, or a
platinum album, or the same kind of thing, it
isn’t necessarily a good thing.

Take books for example. Dan Brown is one
of the - no, the - worst author to ever soil
the shelves of a bookstore. The Da Vinci Code
is a pile of fresh, steaming hot crap. Faced
with a night of insomnia, and having run out
of anything else worth reading, I turned to
something I was given for Christmas — never a
good idea, but hey. My life is full of them. I read
this book in about 4-5 hours, and now [ want
those hours back, Dan.

For one thing, there is no ending. Remember,
kiddies, in primary school when the nice
teacher said “Always plan your stories,
‘because if you get to the end and all you have
s ‘...and then they all died’, that’s not good.”
Fell asleep in year four, did we Dan? Then
there is the bullshit sub-plot of love that he
adds as an afterthought. After spending a good
600 pages taking every painting out of context,
and basically writing a mastubatory ook how
good 1 can research’ novel, he then finishes
with Langdon, the, ahem, hero of the book,
confessing his undying love to Sophie, the
rebellious and slightly eccentric heroine. Or
thereabouts. Fuck off, If I wanted to read some

soppy love story, I'd have bought
some Mills & Boone paperback, not a ‘thriller’
(I use that term veeeeeeeceeeeeery loosely).

And here is the kicker, people. When
I took this book to swap it for
something of the same value, like 4
a fifteen-year-old copy of The All-
Lebanese Channel TV Guide,
the guy at the book exchange
said, “...no, I don’t want that,
I have three copies. No one
buys that crap.” When evenf
a thieving, uncouth Book-
exchanger won't take it, it has
to be bad. You want a funny §
book, buy a Birmingham or
Red Dwarf novel. You want a
weird, shocking book, buy an
Ellis novel. You want a love"
story, buy a porno. Now that’s
my kind of love story.

As for music, dont get me started.
How can shit like Jessica Simpson, New
Found Glory and...
forced to look through my sister’s shocking CD
collection — who the fuck are Brand New?) fly
off the shelves while Thievery Corporation, The
Black Keys and Pnau just sit there, looking
pretty and collecting dust? It’s a travesty, I
tells ya, a travesty.

And to finish with a topic close to my heart

everybody who has started supporting Chelsea
just because they’re beating everyone should
go out and slash their own wrists with a dull,

rusty spoon, and not come back inside until

{bear with me here, I'm -

they've succeeded. I don’t support Chelsea, I
don'’t even like them, but these people who are
supporting Chelsea probably bought Arsenal
tops two years ago, and probably bought Man
United tops two years before that. And they
probably have a Real Madrid top in the closet.
You turncoat, fair-weather bastards. You
probably said you supported Greece at Euro
2004, too. Scum.

Oh, yeah, and RIP Hunter
S. Thompson. You were
a legend, a guide, and
sane voice in this insane,
sheep-driven world.

Michael Delaporta
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B _wayward Travel

A

'HE. JO

London’s noise disturbed the boy. Its noise,
its greyness, its massive, ancient buildings,
rising like ironic tombstones above a bustle
more hectic than anything the boy could quite
imagine. More hectic than Sydney, even! There
was hardly time to glance at his inadequate
(free) map of Piccadilly amid the constant push
of single-minded people-traffic, this way, that
bus, those lights, TAXI!{, watch it, got forty p
mate?, keep it moving-

Another bus. His bus? Hopefully..,

“Mate, will this bus get me to Camberwell
Green?” (through the bullet-proof plastic
that formed a disconcerting barrier between
the driver and commuters). The jaded driver
offered his best didn’t catch that look, so the
boy repeated himself. “Does this bus go to
Camberwell Green?”

Passengers were pushing past the boy,
and particularly his large backpack, which
was a palpable nuisance in the course of the
organised chaos that was London’s public
transport system. The driver could only nod,
mutter something about changing to a 64, and
demand one-twenty, at which the boy thrust
a two-pound coin into the tray. “Can’t give
change”, said the driver, just a flicker of horror
passing over his otherwise expressionless face.
The boy fumbled for a second or five but gave
up, relinguishing his 80p ($2 - cripes!) with a
familiar resignation.

The boy found a place to dump his nuisance
pack and remained standing, intimidated
by the way the passengers appeared both
exhausted and comfortably at home, but
more than anything by the sheer speed of it
all. Why can’t people take the time to be nicer?
Involuntarily, his eyes met a man’s, seated
surprisingly close, who spoke “You want
Camberwell Green?” (His accent was faintly
Caribbean.)  “You must change to a 64, just
follow me, that’s what I'm getting.”

Grateful, the boy followed the man off the bus,
‘but then the man disappeared before he could

be properly thanked. Almost immediately - a

64. “Does this bus go to Camberwell Green?
“Sure, where was it you wanted to get to?”
“Well, here’s the address..

“No problem il get you close enough .a
pound twenty please

The canal. runmng through it made Cork
feel suspiciously like Dublin.  Having met at

the hostel the previous evening, the boy and .
the girl (Deutsch, aus Stuttgart) were going

to the beach. At the' bus company, in the

-Tickets queue “We would like to go the nearest "

: beach”.

Informatzon booth d1rected the ticket lady, :

staring down and to her right, and pointing to
her left. :

In the Information Office, the girl and boy
watched the people behind the desk look busy

' and never look up for about one minute. The
. girl made a pol1te sound. A man lifted his"
“head wearxly . Yes? “We would like to go to the .

nearest beach, either Inchydoney or..
~_“We don't do that here, you need to visit
_ Tounst Informatmn

©-“Do you know where that 1s?” The boy and ‘
glrl knew- exactly where Tounst Information

- to:a disco.

was: the other side of the downtown area,
“Can’t you just...”

“No.” (Later, the boy wondered whether
this wasn’t just part of the Irish “mess with
tourists” phenomenon. He could imagine the
Information man picking up the phone after
the girl and boy left his Office, “Hey, I've just
sent an Aussie and a Deutschlander your way,
let’s fuck with them, eh?”)

“But you have five computers and hundreds
of maps and you're called Information.”

“I'm sorry, we don’t do that here. Tourist
Information isn’t far, they’ll help you out.”
He went back to what he was doing.

The boy and girl walked the fifteen
minutes to Tourist Information,
stood in a queue for fifteen minutes
while employees answered phones,
and eventually asked where the nearest
really nice beach was, and how they could.
get there.

“Well, Inchydoney is lovely, it really is, but
it involves catching a bus to Clonakilty and
then it’s about a three-mile walk. You can get
a bus from the bus station, it’s about a fifteen
minute walk from here...”

The girl and boy held hands as they
commenced their journey on foot from
Clonakilty to Inchydoney, the poetry of the
place names not escaping their attention
as they discussed the likelihood that cork
originally came from Cork. The girl didn’t
think so - Hamburgers don’t come from
Hamburg, she argued, applying logic from
Alice in Wonderland.

After ten minutes, a blue Jaguar pulled over
and its passenger door opened, revealing in
the driver’s seat a Jolly Irishman who looked
a little like Ian Leader-Elliott. “You heading to
Inchydoney? Well hop in, I'll take you there.”

The boy and girl looked at each other, raised
their eyebrows, grinned. The Jolly Irishman
explained that Inchydoney was actually
Inchydoney Island, that it had once been
separated from the Irish mainland until the
English filled in the gap. The girl and boy
gasped as the Jolly Irishman drove to the top
of the hill and over the peak, giving them their
first views of the postcard beach, its white
sands and grassy dunes, reminding the boy
of home.

But the Jolly Irishman kept driving, up, up,
to the very top of the hill.

“I' live up here. The boy and girl exchanged
glances without looking at each other.” The

-Jolly Irishman parked his Jaguar in the carport

of the biggest and highest house. “Come in, do
you want some tea? Coffee?”
Awkwardness. “Thanks, but we're just going

~‘to explore the beach now. Thank you so much

for the lift!”
-“Och, don't be silly. Now, what are you doing
this evening? Are you going back to Cork?”

“Uh, yes.‘.”

“Well, it so happens that 'm going to Cork
myself this evening at about 7, to take my son
He’s what they call intellectually
disabled. So can I offer you both a ride back
there?”

The girl and boy both wanted the other to
say something. Here was this Jolly Irishman
offering us a ride back into Cork, an hour’s
drive away, but,.. “Well, we already paid for

return tickets on the bus

' “That’s fine, fine. Can I dr1ve you back into
Clonakllty then? [ have a meeting at about 4,
but, after that I am- very happy to-do that...”

, Dread was the feelmg that the boy a,nd g1rl

Were both feehng, though nelther of them knew‘

precisely why they were feeling it. “Uh...but
we'll be exploring the beach, you won'’t be able
to locate us.”

“Och, no problem. IHere, take this” - and
the Jolly Irishman handed the boy a mobile
phone.

“Oh no, we couldn’t possibly, I mean, it's
your phone.”

“Och, it’s my second spare. Take itl,
will give you a tingle after my meeting.”

and 1

Inchydoney Beach made the girl and boy eight
years old again, as they laughed, ran, talked,
laid, jumped, built sandcastles, screamed at
the cold water...and then the mobile vibrated
in the boy’s pocket. “So, how are you? Do
you want me to pick you up and I can show
you around some more of Inchydoney for an
hour or two and then drive you back into
Clonakilty?”

“Oh, we’re actually happy enough here, just
mucking around. But thank you very much
for the offer!”

“That’s fine, that’s fine. Well, I'll give you a
tingle in a couple of hours, it’ll be getting dark
then, you’'ll want to get back into Clonakilty.”

The boy said to the girl: “He’s going to offer to
cook us dinner.”

The girl said to the boy: “We’re going to dle.

“And what are you doing for food this
evening?” The question, coming as the girl and
boy were climbing into the Jaguar, was not
unexpected, yet it managed to shock. But they
were prepared. “Ah, we have that food back at
the hostel..

“Okay, ﬁne So did you enjoy your day?” and
the Jolly Irishman drove the boy and girl into
Clonakilty, where they caught their bus back
to Cork and spent a puzzled night discussing
the Jolly Irishman ...

Russel Marks
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The train station. ! melted into the warm
water with its image. I can’t make it any
less romantic in my own mind. Certainly, he
who waits, no more than a gentle smudge of
shadow, his elbows on his knees and hands
met in shifting grasp between them, is always
going to be waiting, and always with patience
that seems to break at every thought. The
mechanics of his waiting are there, imposing,
and they are obviously not a mere addition to
him, they travel down through the progressive
stages of the image itself. The shadow amidst
the grey fluorescent light of the station, the
physicality of his pose, the way the act of
waiting makes his body independent while his
mind cannot collect it towards any destination-
it remains moving in fidgets and an easy stretch
along the spine while the eyes are nervous and
alert, giving him a look of duality, he waits on
the edge of an arrival, or departure, and in a
manner equalises them, as in either case the
moment will close, memory will re-categorise
it. ‘Waiting for someone is perfect’. I think I
actually whisper it. But I am just standing in
the shower. Yet that, because I suppose I have
to reply to the demand for an explanation, is
what I connect to most; waiting. Especially
the feeling of being incommensurate to the
event, of having slipped outside of the event
into an entirely passive and static mode; the
words for greeting improper, the mind stuck in
its contemplation of the two young smokers,
intertwined, something in their fingers that
looks and burns like a joint, but smells like a
slightly chocolatey tobacco. Too tired to wait
actively, yawn. Yet, I am not waiting only for
arrival, I am waiting, in the plethora of my
body’s rhythms, for an image of myself, here,
at the train station with the objects and people,
I await the moment I have built tools for which

to greet you, and for the exact calculation
of just how eager I am to see you, after all,
and how honest I can be in you. This will be
revealed, but must be prepared for.

Sartre waits for the waiter to reveal something
other than ‘the waiter’, yet this never occurs,
and the waiter remains. Yet Sartre, in that
moment of suspension, has seen the waiter,
seen his action of hiding himself behind
‘the waiter’, the operation of a moment’s
penetration, a demand that this existence
not be merely the fact, but the situation, the
ground of a becoming. Heidegger draws all of
philosophy into a state of preparation, minor
forays into the groundwork for the appearance
of a new god, one which does not deceive us,
and grants a true picture of the essence of the
technological world that we inhabit, in which
the human essence as Being is reinvigorated
by a perception of the technological essence.
To do this we cannot calculate or measure, but
contemplate. The profusion of functions will
not aide us, for what we need is to see the play
of time in things. The fact that what we are
dealing with in our present is the preparation
for an event, that we are actively made to sense
out, and to bring to fruition. For the Buddhist
tradition, the meditator is perpetually waiting
for the moment ofenlightenment which never
comes, This all culminates in Kill the Buddha,
when the revered idol becomes a statue,
the ritual becomes a gesture, the Buddha
becomes a specific time and place 'and a
natural reaction to them, meditation becomes
active, and all specific times have their specific
reaction, Tricky says, “I will make them wait,
yeah I'll meditate”, and the scene becomes his.
He draws all the characters into his vision;
the scene becomes his, his presence becomes
measured and applied.

To wait is to weigh.

From a letter:

...Yeah, but it was strange. Did I think of you
at that train station? I saw those lovers, and
felt as I did when I think of you. It’s hard to
say what has happened to that little spreading
tension, that pleasingly deep interruption of
the nervous system, had it become my you?

Wayward Opinion l

All but completely detached from that which
you are and must be? I haven’ seen you in a
while. But I know you’re waiting. It makes me
nervous, all this time that my head has been
allowed to play with my heart. I hope I am not
just a question mark when you return.

This wave will have time to pass though, it
will soon seem part of the ocean. I remember
the first fortnight without seeing you, all the
minor causality disappeared. I was alone
with my love and my envy of you, and it was
swiftly decided which was the more durable.
It disturbs me, however, that [ am beginning
to disperse a reference to you in those things
that touch me as you do, or rather, it disturbs
me that I have been disturbed by this. Why did
the sight of that kiss take time to filter itself
through my self-referentiality, towards being
a suggestion of you? Obviously, you need not
worry about having been forgotten.

May [ be yours Always, your
The One Who Waits.

lover,

Brendan De Paor-Moore

WHEN NIGHTMARES COLLIDE™: % 2473
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l GonzOBs

PSTeardS From The Dedde

Cpartts butts. aw e, there’s no doubt about
that. The mustard yellow filter glowing in
the midday sun, polluting our waterways
poisoning our wildlife (Butts have been found
in the stomachs of young birds, sea turtles
and other marine creatures) and making our
environment look dirty. Cigarettes are not
only bad for your lungs their filters absorb
hazardous chemicals such as cadmium, a form
of arsenic, and lead that are filtered out during
the smoking process. These are then leaked
into the environment when discarded into the
environment, which in turn contaminate our

Ynis week T'd like to say a big thankyou to
all the people that helped out with the Rally
we held last week. It was quite successful
given the late notice we had in organising it.
For those of you who don’t know the Federal

it

Greetings and Salutations.

On Wednesday the 16t of March 2005 self-
determination for the Indigenous population
was severely destroyed when a bill was passed
through Parliament to finalise the abolishment
of ATSIC (Aboriginal & Torres Strait Islander
Commission) The federal government rejected
a Labor amendment which would give the
commission a six-month salvation. Despite the
amendment made by the Labor party they did
not persist with it in the senate.

What is to happen now is that the agencies
and other indigenous services that were under
the “ATSIC umbrella” are to be rolled into
“mainstream bureaucracies”. From this a 14
member National Indigenous Council (NIC) will
be a key resource of recommendation.

Only one word comes to mind when I see
this. Assimilation. Assimilation means “the
process whereby a minority group gradually
adopts the customs and attitudes of the

waterways and land. It is estimated that 4.5
trillion cigarette butts are littered worldwide
every year. Cigarette filters are made from
plastic fibres, due to those fibres, a cigarette
butt can take up to 15 years to break down
in the environment (depending on conditions).
If you smoke clean your shit up. Don'’t let it
pollute the earth and kill animals just because
you cant be bothered putting your butts in the
bin. Be responsible for where you butt out and
bin your butts.

Gooalls, M

Government Introduced legislation to Federal
Parliament that could effectively bring to
an end the Adelaide University Union, it’s
affiliates, services and representation as we've
known them for the last 120 years. More on
that another time, but for this week I've got a
few things I’d like to share with you all:

Make Some Noise / National Day of
Action:

We’ll be having another rally on the 28% of
April. If you would like to help out, or keep up
to date with what’s happening with this sign up
to the SAUA e-list, the sheets are in the SAUA,
and we’re always giving out free stuff to people
that sign up. We're actually having the ‘Make
Some Noise’ festival, hoping to have some if not
all of the following: bands, comedians, bouncy
castle, rock climbing, wrestling, mechanical
bull etc. Possibly even some free food and
cheap drinks. But it’s a lot of work, so if you'd
like to help out e-mail me and find out when

the next organising meeting is on.

Security on Campus:

Something that I think we all need to be
more aware of is security on campus. There
were a number of incidents on campus
over the Orientation period, The University
and Union have been looklng at the issue

dncreasmgly, the ‘Uni is'doing a review on

lighting and spending a whole heap of money

prevailing culture”. In the past assimilation
was legislation in this country. Our children
forcefully removed had to assimilate into
“white society”, The year is 2005 and as an
indigenous Australian I would like pass on my
culture on to my children, but it is upsetting
when the Government is making steps like this
to eradicate our culture.
Until next time,

Nukkin Ya!

getting better lighting around campus, and
the Union is looking at getting another of
the emergency phones that you might have
seen around campus put into the Cloisters.
We might sometimes slip into a false sense
of security, so the Students Association is
putting on a BBQ to raise awareness on this
issue, so that we a pro-active on the issue not
re-active. As such there will be FREE FOOD
THIS WEDENSDAY on the Barr smith lawns
at 12ish. We'll give you a free snag when you
take some info on safety on campus, and show
us that you've got campus security’s- number
in your phone. That’s men and women, as you
never know when you might need assistance.
The emergency security number is 8303 5444,
put it in your phones now.

Water Damage:

The University is writing a report into how
the issue of the little flood on campus was dealt
with and they’d like to know what students
thought of it. How the evacuation was handled,
how they communicated to students, whether
it could be done better, etc. If you could e-
mail the person coordinating the report, the
university would be appreciative, The e-mail

address is: michael. physmk@adelaude edu.au
Cheers :

D avit P earson
david.pearson@student.adelaide.edu.au
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GonzOBs .

Y.u ma have seen an unruly mob of stu-
dents coo;lcing up sausages and marching to
parliament house last week - all in the name
of the Liberal gvt.’s decision to make Voluntary
Student Unionism a priority for the new sen-
ate. The SAUA says a big fat hell no to VSU
legislation as without student fees the union
couldn’t provide students with free bbgs, band
comps, counselling services, employment
services, student representation and much
much more. Furthermore, Unions are vitally
important to the prospects of women at uni-
versities — they help promote women’s issues
in an increasingly competitive, bureaucratic
and masculine learning environment, and
they facilitale women’s organising and cam-
paigning, Student organisations provide as-
sistance to women in such terms as education
and welfare officers, women'’s officers, sexual
harassment advocacy and women’s rooms, Is-
sues like unplanned pregnancy and sexual
violence prompt women to seek support from
their student organisation. The impact of VSU
will not fall equally on all students. Student or-
ganisations are of specific and direct benefit to
women students, therefore attempts to destroy
them hit women particularly hard. In a time
where university studies reveal that 50% of 5-
7 year old girls want to lose weight and know
that dieting sheds kilos, and men attack wom-
en’s reproductive rights in our student news-
papers, there is obviously a need for women’s
departments to address these very real and
very present issues,

On a lighter level, we’re looking for helpers
for The Vagina Monologues ~ sound, lighting,
stage production, set design, backstage helpers
- man, woman — we need you, particularly if
you're experienced in the subtle arts of theatre.

Ifyou’re interested in this sweet deal, email me
on melissa.purcell@adelaide.edu.au

All in the name of the production, we will be
having what the feminist crowd calls a ‘cunt
art’ exhibition in May. Any budding women
artists wanting to reflect women’s experience
and vaginas on canvas (they can be your own
or someone else’sl) should get in touch with
me asap.

Last Wednesday, Dr Brendan Nelson, Min-
ister for Education introduced a Bill to Federal
Parliament attempting to enforce Voluntary
Student Unionism (VSU). Once passed, the
immediate effect of this Legislation will be to
make it voluntary for students to pay affilia-
tion fees to their University Unions/Guilds.
Amongst other changes, this Legislation at-
tempts to crush student dissent against the
current Government, which will soon have no
checks or balances once the new Coalition led
Senate commences in July.

Many of you will be thinking — what’s wrong
with that? This is because most students are
currently unaware of the catastrophic conse-

quences this Legislation will have for services,
representation and campus culture at Adelaide
University.

So what Services and Representation will
be lost? To begin with, this very newspaper
will cease to exist. The Employment Service,
Legal Service, Education & Welfare Advocacy,
Insurance, Student Representation, Orienta-
tion, Clubs, Sports..
exist, Many of these services are accessed by
hundreds of students every day. Often we are
unaware that these are even services provided
by our student services contribution. Minister
Nelson talks about people having the choice
to opt in to Unions to use the services and
representation, but without Universal Student
Unionism many of these essential services will
be lost even for those whose choose to join.
Many students will not be able to afford to pay
for these things that are currently free. I say
- Student Control of Student Affairs — Nelson
we disagree with your stance on Higher Edu-
cation.

On Thursday of last week you may have seen
the Rally on Barr Smith Lawns which then
proceeded to Parliament House. This was in
support of Universal Student Unionism. With

less than 24-hours notice a. huge number

of students joined this rally to support their
Student Organisations. This was just a taste
of what is to come - there will be plenty more
events throughout this year. Join. your' Stu-
dents’ Association on the 28% April for a festi-

val on the Barr Smith Lawns to help us ‘Make
'Some Noise’ and show Minister Nelson that we

won't give up our services and representahon

‘w1thout a fight!

“To Get involyed contact me on 8303 5406 1__

‘ - gica, gromn@gdclmde edu.au or pop into- the SAUA

Checrs,

. Jess Cronin

. will not have the funds to"

the  first- -past-the-post. system. .

THE UNIVERSITY
& OF ADELAIDE

AUSTRALIA

NInmes

NOTICE TO ALL STUDENTS OF THE
UNIVERSITY OF ADELAIDE

ELECTION TO SCHOOL AND FACULTY

BOARDS
-During the week of Monday 4 to Friday 8
April 2005 there will be elections across the
University for student representatives to all
School Committees and Faculty Boards. Each
School Committee and Faculty Board must
contain at least two student representatives:
one = for wundergraduate students and
one for postgraduate students. Student
representatives are entitled to receive all
information put before the Committee/Board,
and are entitled to vote in decisions made by
the Committee /Board. Student representation
is an important means by which student
issues may be raised officially at School and
Faculty level.

Undergraduate students: All students who
are enrolled in at least one full year or one
semester course in a particular School/Faculty
in the current year are eligible to vote and/or
stand for election to that School Committee or
Faculty Board. Students who are enrolled in
more than one School/Faculty may therefore
choose to stand for and vote in elections in
each of the Schools/Faculties in which they
are enrolled.

Postgraduate students: All students who
are enrolled either full-time or pari-time in a
particular department in the current year are
eligible to vote and/or stand for election to that
School Committee or Faculty Board, Students
who are enrolled in more than one School/
Faculty may therefore choose to stand for
and vote in elections in each of the Schools/
Faculties in which they are enrolled.

Nominations:

Nominations must be made on the official
form, which can be obtained -from your
School /Faculty office. Nomination forms must
be received by your School/Faculty Returning
Officer before 4pm on Wednesday 30 March,
2005, Further information is available from
your School/Faculty office.

Information Session:

The Students’ Association of the University
of Adelaide will hold an information session
for students interested in nominating for a
election to a position on a departmental, school
or faculty board. The session will be held on
Tuesday 22 March 2005 in the Union Cinema
(Level 5, Union Building) at 12.30pm. All
queries should be directed to Jessica Cronin,
Education Vice-President  of the Students’
Association (Telephone: 8303 5406).

 Terms of office: ,

Each position is for a.term of one year, from
the day after the announcement of election
results in the current year, to the day of
the announcement.of elect1on results in the
following year.

Elections. shall be conducted accordmg to
Each ' voter
may vote once for one candidate only. The

‘candidate with the highest number of votes is

elected. If you are unable to vote in person,
you  may. apply for a postal vote. . Please.
enquire at your School/Faculty office,  Pleage

note that in some Schools/Faculties elections

of student representatwes for 2005 rnay have
a.lready taken place ‘

I—IEA’I‘HER KARMEL
Councﬂ Secreta & Ch1ef Returnm Ofﬁcer .
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l The Fashion Machine

on parade diari

ight: fashion is a virus. An
e on the face of pop culture
usty 10% W /W Benzac tube
could vanquish. Fashion is the chief maladie
of the modern twenty-something popette, the ; A et :
Achilles heel in every self-respecting Cosmo- . :
toting, Just Jeans-wearing twat. Exhibit A; i , . V\ ‘fhree dayS! ,’ !
Q: What’s your one weakness? ' it
A: (incessant gushing) Oh 1 jus

shoes! : The Overseas Students" Association ‘invites

Ugh. 1. Hate. Fashion. Il admit witnesse ract you to join our biggest event of the year,
and- | are steady bedfellows. Chic vent  fanning, L , the Multicultural Week! [t will be a chance
on a few dates, but it never re . scar}, | realised for YOU to have fun and get fame and

out. Given the amount of venom j : sisis)g ’ money, and an even greater chance for US
the genre, imagine my surprise w ' »

myself at the Bettina Liano Aut
05 parade last October surround
ghtteratl in their natural habitat,

to promote multiculturalism.

If you have performances reflecting '
particular culture to present to your
fellow students; we've got the stage for
youl!

If you have food or items to sell
‘that come from a special cultural
background, we will provide you
with a table, chairs'andn ary
equipments for you to promote your
culture while making a little profit!!

and debauchery. Unfortunately,
been a much more auspicious
if we did.

Upon our arrival, we briskly’
South Yarra abode like Fred B
horridly WASP-y owner, mulled
wear and then proceeded to mi
to an event most attention-starve
would sell their Roxy swathed so
Apparently, in fashion .speak,
really means ‘get there at 7:30,
proverbial socks off, pohtely wolj
measly canapés whilst attempti
an ocean of free bubbly then
a 10pm start’. The parade itse
anti-climatic. There’s nothing
special in witnessing a funera
of gazelles identically draped i
journalist for a Melbournian stree
sitting adjacent to me was glued t
throughout the whole shemozzle.
the 4000* rendition of Beyonce’s|
Love’, I managed to decipher snipy
ﬁlthlest brand of mumblings eve
escaped another human’s mouth. Qu
sex at a fashion parade? Dahlink, n
reigning  queen of white trash Ant
Nicole Smith would stoop so low.
- After the festivities ended, we were.
escorted to the Fashion Week after
party at Q bar, a kind of hopelessly
cool nightspot - only the  FACE -
would dare-endorse. Lined with the
beautiful people, their
subsequent hangers-
n, shady, sweaty
photographer’s
and the designers
themselves, ' 1 felt
trapped * in. the
glittering: . snow .
dome thatwas ‘the "
‘fashion :
crowd’.

e Yarra River would prove
than taking part in a sham
;aco circa 1985.

digcovered enlightenment that
have made the expedition
t, although a coquette 60s

) ; OR, with your talent in writing and

the following day, making experience of living or travelling
shenanigans worthwhile. g ‘e us some articles for the
sculled endless glasses of Special M-Week Edition of the On-Dit!!
cantily clad girls to impress
with the rest of them. Truth
ng, not even the prospect of
e Cooper on the cheek, beats
human connection with an old
¢’s only so much one can take of
ble stench of mediocrity.

o (,ontacl us on 8’%()3 3895 or'send
sduan to

Stephahie Mountzouris

N.B- some, or all of the events
outlined, may be entirely fictitious
in nature and were possibly
fabricated out of a frantic need to
meet a deadline.
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Student Experiments... il

I never know if I go through with acts
of randomness for attention or if it's an
ongoing search for better anecdotes. Nothing
rejuvenates boring dinner conversations like
stories about ranting vagrants. You know,
animated guys that stalk the CBD and
surrounding parklands, itching to plant their
axe in your back. That is why it almost never
hurts to step out of the house once in a while
and see what you might find. A couple of years
on, evenings spent as a vagabond are among
my favourite memories, and the stories they
make do more for Adelaide’s charm than our
city council’s current advertising blitz ever
could.

2003 in many ways was the year of the
beggar. Notorious campus socialite and friend
Blake Wadlow (look out for him on the lawns)
was developing the nouveau hobo range, a look
for the ages. Back in high end fashion were
fingerless white gloves, the socks in thongs
and busted top hats. At the same time, having
residence in the middle of town had brought
me in contact with many of Adelaide’s mentally
ill who don’t find the mental health system to
their liking and choose instead to perpetually
wander the streets,

Drinking copious amounts of coffee on a late
Tuesday night at the Pancake kitchen, I was
fortunate to meet Steve. Steve seemed nice
enough until he started telling me that he was
writing the third testament and prophesised
the second coming. He then proceeded to
ask for some coffee money, which I promptly
handed over. You don’t argue with a man who
may well be the angel of death. It occurred to
me that [ should consider supplementing my
income, which baclk then consisted of medical
tests and handouts from my folks. It was
settled, I would take a page from The Book of
Steve.

Prior to going out to out plead for other
peoples’ money, Wadlow, who was also
unashamedly keen to subsidise his own
eastern suburbs lifestyle, adorned us in his
filthiest garb. On our torsos hung shrunk,
shredded and stained bonds tops that came
down to our bellybuttons. These designer rags,
matched with some ripped spray on jeans,
went some ways to render us untouchables.
(Back in '03 Jet hadn’t entered the fray, so
our clothes were as yet unfashionable and
thankfully did not signify any preference for
dirty rock&roll.) We were greasy, unshaven,
our hair was littered with straw and traces of

toothpaste, fi ‘and black. His
attention to dethj ant because it’s
what let us pass for‘the" deal. The odd bit
of food stuck between teeth, our scent, which
comprised of cheap booze, sweat and a hint
of urine, it all came together and set us apart
from the rest of the posers out there.

We hit a busy Rundle Mall in the late
afternoon and out of the corner of my I eye
spotted that guy you notice after he’s uttered
the obligatory “Huhlooooh...” and planted his
limp, sweaty hand in yours. We liked his style
and followed him, so our merry troupe of three
wandered the city streets, speaking only in low,
monotone voices of our need to “catch a bus
to Modbury” to visit our sick mothers. I'm still
surprised at how many took it seriously and
hurriedly split their money three ways. I think
they knew what was up but chose instead
the most diplomatic way of parting with their
cash. Pretty soon though, it became clear
we’d overstayed our welcome and after a short
“soooodbye”, we went off in search of more
donations.

I accosted lots of random people that day. It
was all strictly business, nobody guestioned
why two young men in a bustling metropolis
appeared to live like Dickensian tuberculosis
sufferers. Every approach consisted of walking
with a hunched posture, one hand protectively
clutching something to the chest, the other
limply hanging on the side, so that every
second step looked stilted. We weren’t overly
nice, people won'’t respect someone who kisses
their ass, much less give you their money.
When one of us spoke, the other held a blank
stare which focused a little to the side our
benefactor’s face, and softly echoed the final
word of each sentence to emphasise our dire
need: “Modbury”... “bus ticket’... “please?”.

As far as demographics
are concerned, middle aged

women coughed up the most dough and a few
even stopped to flirt. Business types around
Pirie Street were cold and unreceptive because
they'd had their souls crushed and spirits
broken from the moment they enrolled in
Commerce. Their expressionless faces were
hard to read but I'd bet my right kidney they’d
have liked to sweep us into the gutter or, if
we were already in it, to some other out-of-
the way place. We got nothing from these
corporate drones and made for Rundle Street,
a popular hangout for young people at the
time. The cafe scenesters at Alfresco, despite
being loaded, did not take kindly the idea of
their funds being used for something other the
acquisition of Diesel clothing and accessories.
Responses varied from the unoriginal: “Mate,
why don’t yous get a jobl” to a myriad of
hurtful obscenities. We kept walking. ‘

QOutside the Exeter a left-wing girl with
beads saw us cop bad psychological abuse
and decided that she felt bad. I'd say she
fancied herself as a patron of the paupers
because she showered us with shrapnel to the
handsome sum five dollars. Blake maintains
that it’s their conscience and willingness to
help others that keeps poor people where they
are. As for the rich, they hoard their precious
money, a fact quickly demonstrated when I
approached a prim looking man in a well cut
suit. The gentleman was appalled that we
expected money from him without exchanging
it for goods and services. We were both edgy
from our previous encounters, so when he
referred to us as “scums of the earth” , my
begging partner got mad. Wadlow is one of
the most conservative people I know, so it
was surprising to see him piece together a
compelling case for the impoverished . The
fat cat was equally taken aback at the sight of
the homeless presenting coherent arguments
in their defence, but I doubt he’ll be any more
generous the next time he comes across a
starving Albanian immigrant and his sixteen
children.

At the end of the night the collection beanie
held $23.40 and a cigarette, not enough for
two an half hours work we decided. It was time
to re-enter decent society and leave the trade
to the professionals, so we went and got food
at McDonalds. So what did I learn from this
short foray into the working life of the humble
hobo? Maybe this is a stark demonstration of
our society’s callous indifference to the plight
of the homeless man, Maybe it provides a ray
of hope as there are compassionate people
out there who will help a complete stranger.
Or ‘maybe it’s just a bunch of stuff that
happened.

Victor Stamatescu
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going to b _
that Prosh We O™ anniversary.
The craziness & 1905, when then
Chancellor Sir ¥ Way demanded
protection from University Council for pranks
students were pulling on him at ceremonies.
From alarms and chimes going off at critical

mornents to things falling down from the

. painted inflated ox-
 poles (standard
upposedly) would

lg a contraction

sity students
1ll ridiculous
n a procession
e. Naturally,
anks over the
students once

v personal favorites
s Mike Brauer and
s Officer 2001) bolted

It is at this point that 1 should stress that.
in our modern political and legal world many
: of these stunts are likely to get you fined or
jailed. Even in the 1980s, taking a fire engine

was a big deal and with regards to the lecture

theatre seats, the Union had to pay out
thousands of dollars to have them repaired.
~ Today, your pranks have to be legal and within
_some bounds of morality and good taste, In a

previous year, renegade students tried to-blow o
up the footbridge with explosives. Another bad

_joke was when masked students entered a

bank with water pistol demandmg donat1ons _

Keep it clean, kids.

Speaking 'of donations. however I should

also explain that Prosh aims to cash in on the

fun times, craziness and. media attention from
these pranks. by collecting money for charity., ™

People in bear sults askmg for cash, having the
choice of donating some charige or else being

handcuffed to a Prosh Prankster for the rest of
the day, and simply giving a gold coin donation:

uspendmg a-

nsists of
he Prosh

week and obw

The plan is to ¢
portfolios with directors: g assigned
responsibility to each of them. Nominations
for these directorships are now open. You can
nominate for more than one portfolio, which
is recommended in case you don’t get your
first preference. Directors will need to deal
with sponsors, liaise with Union staff, create
and implement budgets, work to timelines,
organise volunteers, and more if they hope to
put on a half decent event. [ know it’s a cliché
but this shit looks awesome on your CV.

o different

Prosh Week directors: 3 Positions Available

The Prosh Week directors will be responsible
for organising most of the activities and events
out on the lawns and any evening events that
does not involve Prosh After-Dark. This is the
most versatile portfolio with the most room
for creativity. Youre only limited by your
imagination. White Fear, student radio on the
lawns, and a sizzling BBQ are a must as it will
be your responsibility to make the campus feel
like its buzzing with energy. You'll be dealing
closely with our nominated charity and will be

looking to promote their cause and raise as

much cash on their behalf as possible. Thi
O-week but with pranks and charities

Prosh Pranks director: 1 Position availal

This position is critical. Commonsense af
an instinctive feel for a public liability disast
will be important. Pranks need to be legal but
entertaining, creative, and will need to either
raise money or get lots of media attention.
You’ll be working closely with the Prosh Week
directors, as a lot of your events and stunts
will merge into one. Why not organise a garden
gnome party on the lawns, with photographs
taken of all the gnomes having a good time
and then send the photos back along with
the gnomes to their owners. Alerting the local
radio station about an escaped
i large cat from the zoo has als
‘worked well before, But with

possible your main role is to

‘make sure everything
b 13 legal safe, an

at a sausage sizzle are all tactics we'v ‘used:

over the years to raise money for ch

'so many pranks and stunts |

delegate the pranks and ;

Prosh Parade Directors: 2 Positions
Available

This portfolio goes to the core of Prosh
tradition. It will be your responsibility to get
as big a motorcade as you can to snake its
way through the city collecting donations
and generally running amuck with the
broader population. Considering it's the
100t anniversary of this event, you should
have no problems getting permission from
the authoritics to do this. Historically the
residential colleges, clubs, societies and
general hooligans have been most eager get
involved. It’s a bit like the pageant but with
water and flour bombs and less elaborate
decorations on the cars.
Prosh After-Dark directors:
available

These lucky directors will have the role of
organising what is effectively the massive
Prosh party. This event is traditionally held in
the bar. You'll need to assemble quality Bands,
DJ’s, security, decorations and everything
else that goes into throwing a massive party.
Previous After-Dark’s have also utilized the
games room to accommodate for extra capacity
(although you’d need to be extra nice to the
Sports Association to score that this year). If
you want to help put on what will be one of the
biggest parties for the year than this is the job
for you.

3 Positions

If any of these positions interest you, come
down to th' Students’ Association and pick up
form, Nominations close Spm
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Literature I

Francis Grose (1731-1791) wrote the
Dictionary of the Vulgar Tongue, which he
described as a “reprint of the author’s Lexicon
balatronicum; a dictionary of buckish slang,
university wit, and pickpocket eloquence, and
now considerably altered and enlarged, with
the modern changes and improvements, by a
member of the whip club.”

Here’s my favourites from the letter A:

ACADEMY, or PUSHING SCHOOQOL. A brothel.
The Floating Academy; the lighters on board
of which those persons are confined, who by a
late regulation are condemned to hard labour,
instead of {ransportation.--
Campbell’s  Academy; the
" 4 same, from a gentleman of
S ¢ thal name, who had the

'\J k.—l i i . - M B : -
m\ it N} contract f(’)r victualling the
o hullks or lighters.

; v §

ACE OF SPADES. A widow.

~accounts; to vomit,

T 8t e® ACORN. You will

o " ride a horse foaled

by an acorn, le. the

gallows, called also the Wooden and Three-

legged Mare. You will be hanged.--See THREE-
LEGGED MARE.

ACT QF
PARLIAMENT.
A military term
for small beer,
five pints of
which, by an
act of parliament,
a landlord was
formerly obliged to
give to each soldier
gratis.

AEGROTAT,
(CAMBRIDGE), A
certificate from the
apothecary that you
are INDISPOSED, to

go to chapel. He sports an Aegrotat, he is sick,
and unable to attend Chapel or Hall. It does
not follow, however, but that he can STRUM A
PIECE, or sport a pair of oars.

APPLE-PYE BED. A bed made apple-pye fashion,
like what is called a turnover apple-pye, where
the sheets are so doubled as to prevent any
one from getting at his length between them:
a common trick played by

frolicsome country
lasses on  their
sweethearts, male

relations, or visitors.

APRIL FOOL. Any one
imposed on, or sent on

a bootless errand, on the first of April; which
day it is the custom among the lower people,
children, and servants, by dropping empty
papers carefully doubled up, sending persons
on absurd messages, and such like
contrivances, to impose on every one they can,
and then to salute them with the title of April
FFool. This is also practised in Scotland under
the title of Hunting the Gowlke.

APRON STRING HOLD. An estate held by a
man during his wife’s life.

ARSE, To hang an a-e; to

hang back, to be afraid to

advance. He would lend his a-
e and sh-te through his ribs; a
saying of any one who lends

his money inconsiderately.

He would lose his a-e if it

was loose; said of a careless
personl. A-e about; turn
round.

ARTICLE. A wench.
A prime article. A
handsome girl. She’s
a prime article (WHIP
SLANG), she’s a
devilish good piece,
a hell of a GOER,

“For  heaven’s sake,

| where’s your father got to
now? He’s gone obambulat-
L ing again, just when it’s

‘”

time to go home
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! Performing Arts

It’s ‘not often that a show: leaves viewers
sore from:hours of solid laughter — but that
exactly how a large audience left “The
of Their Company’, the new show
Shaun Micallef and: Glynn Nicholas. Following
the huge success. of Nicholas ‘nbnmblo show
‘Ccrtiﬁed Mal(, thc pair h_“

Night Music

~ Australian String Quartet

.Adelaide Town Hall
March 9

delivery ‘and satirical skits, thn thClI‘ two In' the past, the Australian String Quartet
styles combine, audiences are presented with has been criticized for its overall sound as
a. riotously funny  performance, with each well as its unity of ensemble. In its first
trymgab1t of the others specualty ssomctune‘s subscription concert for this year, however,
the . ASQ surpassed all expectations with a
polished, glowing performance.

still for an orchestra to use such techniques ' . : The first of Mozert’s six ‘Haydn' quartets,
when playing pieces that hail from  the leas “ e of Their Company’ touches on  so named because they were dedicated to

Classical or Romantic eras. But the Australian . pias '_ . and nothmg s Sdf‘re'd Fun is the composer’s friend and mentor, is perhaps

Chamber Orchestra successfully convinced.
the Adelaide audience at its ‘Classical Fea

lesser known than the fourth (FHunt’) or the
sixth {‘Disgonance’), but is no less ingpiring or

concert that the lack of these performances is- exhilarating. The ASQ opened its 2005 season
Jn]us‘uﬁed with a technically flawless and stylistically

" The ensemble’s sound took on:.a warim
rounded quality, as director Richard Tognett
did everything he could to malke
char ges allowed their instrugients to. a masterful interpretation,

fully. Mozart’s Symphony. i ing y \ The sudden leap from 18% century Austria
2 charming way to begin. Tt d his skill ~to 20" century IIung ary could not have been
string players negot1ated me 1 ‘also mmmged with more ease than it was by the ASQ.
with aplomb. on new-age ¢ reise with hi o Bartolt's fourth string quartet, one of the most

fresh rendition of the G major quartet,
combining characteristic. contrast, incredible
ensemble and breathtaking accuracy to create

It was Mend ik " ,cha.llcngmg and driven works in the repertory,
hrovided the high Ca TS A CE A5 was performed with an overpowering ‘intonsity‘
I‘ognettl not : 1 ' B G It is the most dissonant of the composer’s

- thing 1 have quartets and many of the string techniques
‘and ‘The Four employed are comunon only to compositions
two tre asures of ~from the 20" century and beyond.: This can
‘make the work as disturbing as it is exciting:
“The ASQ, however, took the excitement and
;- Intensity of this quartet and made of them a
sperformance that was aceessible to all concert
‘goers, whether they were new to Bartok or
familiar with his unique style. At the heart of
he revolutionary fourth quartet lies the third
- movement, whwh 15 (‘Il‘t'l’d(‘d ‘ng,h‘r M11<;1(‘ and

th(* mc,lody‘ 01 the
npﬂmmem pt ov1ded

1 to be the c*ompo'ac‘r
: wmm, and s
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Performing Arts .

Interview With Mert Hagan,
Cirque du Sol

Merri Hagan is my d
manner of most straight
inspires in me awe, en
tittilating desire. What
is she articulate and inte
bheautiful. Of course, I have
but I think you can tell a lot :
the telephone. Hagan is the pub
for Quidam, birthchild of €a
Du Soleil and currently touring through New
Zealand and Australia. It's probably a good
thing I was only able to interview Hagan across
the Tasman. I fear I may have gotten a little
giddy in her presence. At 29 and working in
one of the most amazing _]obs in.town, what’s
not to like? \

Cquuc Du Solul was foundﬁd by Guy

Orlgmally, the circus was performed on the
streets of Montreal under the rationale of
bringing ‘youth, risk, dreams and marginality
together to create a befter world’, From. these
humble beginnings, Cirque is now big business
with at least five shows consistently tourmg
throughout the world. Hagan, who has been
working with Quidam for eight months, says
on her show alone there are approximately

‘actual performers. The company.

200 permanent staff, only 56 of whom are
ravels with

its own 1nfrastructure transpo
of equipment and run
power. For such a large
imagine it could get a little I
assures me the company is

1 also like one big family’,
g,/ “professional family, Mafia
But I digress.

Amidst images of gun wielding gymnasts and
chump clowns, Hagan tells me how she rose
from the lowly status of university student
(like me) to hallowed Goddess of the coolest
circus in town (not like me). After studying a
Bachelor of Communications and Business
Management, she found herself working in
a PR agency in Melb. As one might imagine,
the excitement of Melbournian PR wore a little
thin after a few years, and Hagan found herself
looking to the brighter lights of London. Before
she even had time r bags, Cirque
along and swept
an plans to stay in
onger interesting or
sation that trades on
ms less likely than the

professional,
m,..like one
rcus. Woah.,

her up nt
the fold until the'j
challenging. In an
flexibility, boredot
world hitting pealf oi

Cirque Du Soleil’s Quidam will be on show in
Adelaide this Ma

Clementine Ford

student radio - 101.9fm

saturday march. ‘

Can I Borrow
Feeling?

in the cue at

centrelink with

Alice & Chris

9pm

10pm

one . unde

day march
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B Film Reviews

$6 she yearns for a famﬂy as lovmg as
" even with all their kookiness. Erica’s
¢ sister thinks she’s a horse, her elder
gister dresses in a best forgotten season at
_ Sportsgir] that brought about a mish-mash of
punk. Her brother is a no-hoper, her mother
a bingo aficionado and her mother’s boyfriend
lacks a few teeth. But family love transcends
beh'wmur as Erica will come to learn.
All is unraveled on the school camp. How-
ever, so is t! filmi’s weaker point. It becomes
as tedious as real school camps.
" A play is organized for all the parents to at-
P Erica aspires to be lead actress. Only
after some difficulty in accepting her gifted role
as writer does she give the lead to Alison who
plays it perfectly, to Erica’s annoyance. Erica
retreats into her world where the spotlight
of others. Oh yes, this is a mov shines only on her and forgets that others are
sage for those reaching maturii epending on her for the opening night.
old Ruthie (Elle Fanning), they alternate nights IT doesn’t finish like most teen flic ter a few muddles and swift thinking from
sleeping at the family home in South Hampton = 77 2= avms =0 - rica’s family the play is a success and so is
and an apartment in New York. L0 B Lo co: : Alison, of course. Luckily for Erica, hc.r famxﬁly 1

Enter Eddie (Foster), the young student Ted @ 2 & hel‘*f:}:o _prompt the sta.ndlpg ovatlonk ‘md
has hired to act as a writer’s assistant over the . :
summer. The motivations behind his hire are
ambiguous - Eddie ends up being required not
to assist in writing but to run various errands:
driving Ted to and from Evelyn’s home, fetch-
ing him squid ink he uses to sketch, and so
forth. Eddie forms a fascination with Marion, |
who in turn forms a fascination with the fact .
that Eddie bears a striking resemblance to one
of the dead sons. Eventually, Eddie finds him-
self a pawn in the couple’s strained relation-
ship, embarking on an affair with Marion. This
may sound like a giveaway of the film’s plot,
but nothing in this film plays out predictably,
and the above only describes a small portion of
what transpires.

The film finds strength in its characters’ un-
certainties: Marion and Eddie are continuous-
ly drawn to each other although neither seems
sure why. Ted continues to indulge in other
women and shy away from his wife, perhaps
because he does not know how to console her.
Basinger gives the character of Marion a beau-
tiful, melancholy quality, even when Marion
finds some happiness in her own affair. Jeff
Bridges imbues Ted with an amazing depth,
animating this weathered, oblivious, imposing
man and hitting every beat of his performance
flawlessly, striking the perfect balance of vul-
nerability and indomitability. Even peripheral
characters are beautifully realised, be it the
haughty manager of a local frame store {Donna
Murphy), or the young nanny of the family’s
daughter (Bijou Phillips). Every character in
the film evokes the sense that these people
have lives which continue to change even as
the camera is not on them, instead of exist-
ing purely to advance the story of the central
characters,

In spite of the film’s beautifully gloomy un-
dertones, Tod Williams also finds humour in
the most unexpected places. It’s a refreshing
change to find a film which captures its char-
acters without ever exaggerating them, and
which finds amusement in the nature of their
behaviour without ever making their actions
feel unbelievable. This believability helps pique
interest in what happens next - and even upon
leaving the cinema, this mature, unsentimen-
tal drama. is hard to stop thinking about.

Director/Writer: by Tod Williams ‘
Starring: Jeff Bridges, Kim Basinger, Jon .
Foster

+ Geoff Bennett
Delta Goodrem & Saski

Hating Alison Ashley
ease the media highly p
Goodrem’s role as Alison Ash
has never seemed so dull. Th
to this:movie should have been
Saskia Burmeister who.plays th
tér Erica Yurken known as ‘Yuk’
is the star of the film and makes
human character as she juxtaj
tion and meekness: depending
. and situation. She is at once
can relate to for her selfish beh
ultimate acceptance of hersel

Prolonged grief, mourning, and isolation -
from people close to oneself are all possible
responses after the loss of loved ones. In The
Door in the Floor married couple Ted (Bridges)
and Marion (Basinger) continue to contend
with the loss of their two teenage sons in an
unexpected accident. Ted, an author of chil-
dren’s books, appears fixated on his work and
his affair with Evelyn Vaughn (Mimi Rogers).
Marion, his beautiful wife, seems somewhat
despondent. She is apparently unaware of
Ted’s philandering, and the two are trying a
trial separation in a feeble attempt to bring
about a change in their relationship. To avoid
distressing their remaining daughter, 4 year

izes her fortune and that the 11me115ht can’ ba;:
shared even with someone as vapidly beauuful-

Héléne Sobolewski

Brian O’Neill
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Talking Alison Ashley E

1 should be saying th
y’know what I mean?

H'md 1 love & fLW of Annie
love U2 and 1 love A Iove

. Baskia Burmeister is  having a private
= conversation on her mobile but professionally
Ceuts it short to introduce herself as we sit
oy to begin the interview. Saskia plays
foine firica Yurken in Geolf Bennett’s
movw Hating Alison Ashley, adapted from
Robin Klein’s novel of the same name. In =Ud1110n she say
comparison to her character on screen she around and said ycah,‘
looks settled and content. So she should, fh(‘ momc'nt und thﬁ.V’T‘
~Jor she’s succeeded in taking a much-loved
character from anovel, so popular in the'early a0 1 Shf‘ wk‘“% on
high school age group, to the screen. Her her back and P“«Wﬂds
manner ig ‘professional but not impersonal
~as she comments on my shade of nail polish,
Some pinks just don’t do it for her, but this
one was to her liking. (Saskia, for the record,
it was Maybelline, not Loréal). As [ struggle
~with some new fandangled technology she
peppers her arms and neck with lavender
~aromatherapy oil. She is:.poised, coiffed
~and ready to-go; a different picture to the
~endearingly erratic ‘Brk’.
. Saskia played ErigaYurken so convineingly .
| on screen that she bwam& hat character. At - .
20 years of age high schoolis a distant but not | ‘
an erased memory, How. was Saskia able to ? Anﬁ you mu t be the -
empathise with Brica’s carly teen character? » ‘ e thankc‘*
© “To me Erica represented the every person... il L o ‘ - ‘ 93

teen films that ut now ]’1&\'@11’16 Alison : livin ‘ i'_Or t'he free parklng

- Aghley chm‘, as the heroine...perfect,

¢ blende, blue- cycd gorgeous, have a pick of 34 G - i oo
any boy in the school. Young girls are going that was someth fyou -know whatvﬁlm this quote ‘vlS ﬁom,

to come to the film and not want to be Erica and that’s in film festip e | let us knovlv! Email ond1tf11m(c£»hotrr;aﬂ .com
but realize that they are Erica.” Although she talks » | and you may just get ucky ‘
“We'll now g('?t the inevitable Delta question of Jewboy she S'ays “thi : ° We}l done ]{ARLIE GOETZE for guess]ng
ver with - did Delta give her a free CD? been about Hating Al Swingers from edition 3. You've won a double
askia lets out an amused “ohh nooo! the re-shoots, then th | pass to The Life Aquatic. nice one sistal
Funnily enough, no! But she did give me a all the press. And at the
"ot of free performances though. She had a have had a bunch of s¢
~piano in her trailer so I'd just walk over and an_d I'm reading them A
she’d be playing”. So, with no Delta CD in her ~£oing to do next but I thin
~collection, only in her trailer memories, what it’s going to be sleeping!
a little while!”
Having already cov
characters from her fir
guest on Waqte
in Jewboy, §
really love
“Mary Que

ipproach td wboy
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.. Fear and

. Loathing in
Las Vegas
(1998)

Director:
Terry Gilliam
Starring:
Johnny Depp
& Benicio

== Del Toro

iy

It seemed an inspired stroke
of genius, to throw the talents of
Hunter S. Thompson, Terry Gil-
liam and Johnny Depp all in to-
gether and see what came out. In
the end Fear and Loathing in Las
Vegas was a $21 million dollar
experiment and a picture that will
delight the few who know and love
the source material and befuddle
the remainder.

Gilliam’s interpretation is a fair-
ly direct translation of the events
of the book following Thompson
alter ego Raoul Duke {Depp) and
his attorney (Del Toro) through the
hallucinatory streets of Las Vegas
but like with Thompson’s novel
the attraction isn’t the story, but
the style with which it’s executed.
Terry Gilliam was the only logi-
cal choice to adapt Thompson’s
incendiary prose onto the screen.
Art Linson had tried before, and
failed, with 1980°s Where the Buf
falo Roam but Gilliam had already
proved with Braziland 12 Monkeys

that his was a sensibility equitable
with that of Thompson'’s.

Gilliam  executes  brilliantly
the many set pieces taken from
Thompson’s novel - the lizards
in the Las Vegas bar, the bats
in the Barstow desert, the Adre-
nochrome experience, the “white
rabbit” bathroom scene as well as
countless others.

The response to the film was
relatively cool at first with most
audiences and critics finding the
meandering, free form plot diffi-
cult to understand but with time
it has come to be a cult classic.
Currently plans are underway to
film an early Thompson novel, the
long time unpublished The Rum
Diary, with both Depp and Del
Toro returning.

In retrospect Fear and Loath-
ing stands out as a picture that
missed its time, and suffered at
the hands of an audience that
misunderstood it. It has an energy
and imagination like few other pic-
tures and is aesthetically almost
unmatchable.

It appears destined to only be
appreciated in basements, by
small covens of stoners and at film
nights staged by university stu-
dents. Personally I hope this never
changes, and that Fear and Loath-
ing remains the sole property of
drug addled, boho philosophers.

Danny Wills

'{ thoughts and expenences regarding taklng anti- depressant medlcatlons leferred to

as SSRis (Selective Serotonin Reuptake Inhibitors). The SSRIs are sold under brand
names that include Cipramil; Prozac, Zoloit, Efexor, Luvox, Zyban and Aropax :

We would like to interview: people between the ages. of 17 and 21 years, who
are currently takmg an SSRI or have taken such medlcatlon W|th|n the last twelve

months

‘ Thls study aims to Iearn abouit what you | thlnk about taklng
SSRIs; through in-depth: mtervuewmg Thus, this is a
qualitative study. It is expected that interviews will last -
for-about one hour. “You may. elect to be |nterv1ewed at
the Royal Adelande Hospltal orover the telephone

The interviewer is Dr Anna Chur-Hansen. a Senior
Lecturer from the University of Adelaide Department

of Psychiatry.
collaboration with Dr Deborah Zion, from the Centre
for Human Bioethics at Monash University.
The interview will. be fairly open-ended, and you
will-be invited to. express your views about and
_experiences of takmg SSRis.
The " University . of - Adelaide. Human = Ethics

Committee - has approved

the . study.

She. -is: conducting ' the . study, :in

Strict

confidentiality ~is assured; and you are free to

withdraw your participation at any time.

If: you would like to express interest in parhmpatmg
in this study, orif you have any questions in relation to
this project, please  contact the investigator, Dr:Anna
Chur-Hansen, Department ‘of Psychiatry, Royal. Adelaide

Hospital.

My telephone number is 8222-5785 (work) or |

can be emailed on anna.churhansen@adelaide.edu . au.

*Please note thatif you are a student'in the Faculty of Health
Sciences Dr Chur-Hansen may be your teacher either currently
orin the future. Thus, Health Sciences stiidents should consider
carefully whether they wish to. participate-in this study.
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[ _sounds like...

Art o Fgnk

w/ No Through Road and Paper Tiger
@Jive th 17

The newly formed No Through
Road band amused and entertained
the early punters. Matt Banham’s
showmanship was hilarious. His
command over the audience was
down right smart-arsed and cheeky
as he constantly congratulated them
for witnessing his band (who were also
made to feel grateful). The band that
Matt has amassed consists of some
of Adelaide’s best usual suspects and
was a treat to behold. I really enjoyed Stevie’s
drumming as he bashed and rolled away with
an air of absolute appropriateness. likewise
Ianto Ware’s old Maton bass guitar was a lush
addition to an overall sound that befits Matt’s
stage persona and adds a nice contrast to his
solo performance.

Before they started I felt sorry for Paper Tiger
who had to follow NTR’s performance. However
they were the perfect balance and mediator
between the other bands. Playing their more
sombre songs, full of subtle reflection and
clever folk-pop, I did miss some of their more
up-beat tracks but in the context of the night
it really worked.

Art of Fighting haven't played a gig in
Adelaide, let alone elsewhere, for about three
years. Having seen them several times before
their extended hiatus I know how good their live
show can be, though I was a little concerned
that the break may mar their performance.
Oh, how the first chords melted my anxieties, I
don’t know, but it felt from then on that they’d
never paused.

Opening with ‘Real Time’ from the beautiful
new record Second Story, AOF brought
themselves back with a tide of jangly guitar
and wistful lyrics. ‘Give Me Tonight' followed
and went about adding the warmth and
continuity of old AOF romanticism. Ollie’s
voice hasn’t lost a spec of charm. Technically

' Kid Confucius has a wide fan base in Sydney,

playing sell out live shows. This 9 piece band
started out in: 2002, and; three years later -
they finally brought their live show onto a

recording, with a national tour to promote the
self titled release, e

s everyone’s opi

he works the microphone so well with his
consistent measured delivery and excellent
awareness of reverb, it’s no wonder his dreamy
tone traps audiences in the most vulnerable
depths of reflection. The belting regrets of
‘Akula’ maintained this and the promise of old
songs, at least from their other album Wires,
was a running theme throughout the night.

The first single ‘Along the Run’ from the new
record glistened away with the sublime texture
of the riveted ride cymbal of drummer Marty
Browne. Gently ringing out and lingering
while the song progressed, it suits AOF’s
subtle qualities and sounds like a soft beaded
curtain being delicately placed in hot oil. ‘Find
You Lost’ caught the audience clapping in the
pause before the start of the crescendo. Maybe
it’s been so long that some of us have forgotten
the songs or that Second Story has brought
with it a new breed of AOF appreciators, either
way this can not be a bad thing. Another oldie
in Reasons’ kept fans happy and cemented
the need to see a band that has been away
far too long. AOF purged themselves upon
the dynamics and melancholy of ‘Just Say I'm
Right’adding a bit of grunt to a felt performance
which built and built to the point of frustration
and some kind of forsaken resolution., With
the night drawing to a close the audience were
already pleased.

BV

50 effortless and natural, but when you try
- and do it yourself it's really hard. We weren’t
kinda strictly emulating those sounds but
using them as reference points.” With Tony’s
" help they made it happen; “we gave him the

colour...we ‘slowly built the soundscapes we
wanted to create.” With nine band members

and numerous background influences much
“had to be considered, and lead
the group who, wete trusted w

ons and input

F’ b2
...Yet More Gushing Praise for
Art Of Fighting

I had the very special privilege of seeing
them live last night. The finest and most
mature band in Australia, the (relatively)
untapped beauty of this precious four-
piece was put on display for their devout
Adelaide followers.

Seeing Art of Fighting live made me
appreciate the difficulty of simplicity. Art
of Fighting have perfected the art of playing
delicate, languid notes that sneak up on
you ever so slowly until the cascading
layers of sound reach a crescendo and
the world around you collapses. This was
seen in the cathartic climaxes of ‘Busted,
Broken, Forgotten’ and ‘Reasons Are All I
Have Left’. The audience was completely
submerged in Ollie’s serene vocals as he
sang oh so achingly of love corroded by
time and misfortune.

I had my fingers crossed all night for
the band to play my two favourites, ‘Heart
Translation’and ‘Something New’, the final
tracks of their two LPs. And boy, did they
save the best for last. The reverberating
insistence of ‘Heart Translation’ made the
entire venue shudder while the haunting
desperation of ‘Something New’, with its
lyrics ‘When I see you move under certain
light/ I'm lost in visions of us both in the
night/ It’s not so easy just to see you
away/ When you constitute the breath of
my day/ Oh to give you something new,’
reduced some, including my best friend
Haidee, to tears.

I do not know if it is possible to have any
more respect than I already do for a band
that favours texture over superfluity,
subtlty over force.

Thi Thy Nguyen

emerged in
moderating

B 5]

to: ereate dynamics ‘on record.” As such he
commented that it’s also helped to improve
and expand the energy they have onstage.
Their producer, Tony Buchan, had “the most
important outward influence” and they liken
him to the man who produced the Beatles,

d recorded,
nda moulds
sound” just
chman is as

< for a few weeks
1t of the festival
_of the bigger
ne of them want to
g what we’re doing now” and there
dy been talk about new material
second album, however ambitious a
tm t the present moment.

: ¢ “always gotta have
certain
there’s
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have 1eahzed putting a spa ‘
pipe could cause so many rep

itiwasn’t really the best mrcumb
an interview, but then neither wer
the road somewhere between Canber ]

Sydney.

~This time the band are on the road as the
finishing up a six month
period of relentless touring from promoting

headlining act,

their debut self titled albu
Andromeda. Having begun with
perfo1 mances, mcludmg Canbe ‘

ck of stram to her vo1ce

have a great ;]
The other low 1ight

more so on the current tour as bedtim
now significantly later, In comparison the
high points have little to do with their music,
but actually being able to get out there and
try out all these different cafés, and they all
ve a felish for mushroom and avocado on

have plans simmering for t}

Three piece German Electro-
Punk slash = Euro-Clash outfit
Chicks on Speed graced Adelaide
with their hyper-excited, political,
song, dance and fashion fiesta.
With only half of Enigma’s upstairs
open, .there was still plenty of
room for all to dance the dances
— the sparsity of folk adding to that
'underground intimacy that Chicks
on Speed are all about. .

The show was hlghly 1nteract1ve,
réminiscent of how one could
imagine Seppi = Bar to have
functioned in its day. The stage
was ~ a mélange of fluorescent

dictaphone,
»:Who would

is “the best venue to play at” and she likes the.
Northcote Social Club as well because of the
smgmg 1n smoky

“I've already written some stuff’ Sianna says,
“but I generally tend to write more when I'm at

1deas
. where to .

Outszde

lined up forit
Talkmg about

was apparently deci

CthkS on Speed outfits with
clever political prints, gaffa tape
and a ladder. Alex took center
stage leading the group with
her air-synth and Mac pumping
out  pre-recorded
treats, Kiki on. the modulator
and Annat (Melissa’s temporary
replacement) embodying rock on
air guitar.

The" glrls played tracks from‘

their new album, such as ‘Wax
my Anus’ (supposedly inspired
by Courtney Love),’ ‘Class War’
and * ‘The Household Song’,
1ron1ca]1y rejectmg emanc1pat10n

cover 1s very funky with its beautif
out from behind black strlpes and

electronic -

and embracing the sexiness of
household chores, whilst mopping
and sweeping the stage — I wonder
if this has anything to do with
Melissa’s - becoming eine  mutter
four weeks ago? They rehashed

tracks ‘from ’'99 Cents’ and ‘Will |

Save us All’.~ Annat- fittingly
thrashed about in the ¢rowd to ‘We
Don’t Play Guitars’ and ‘Fashion
Rules’ saw the entire front row
up on stage playing dress—ups,
smgmg and dancing, -

Their "on" stage antics werek

gqmphmented by video
ﬁrojectlons Wthh amongst other

Sounds like...

Press the Spacebar Tour
Sunday March 6th

Enigma Bar

things included war footage and a
songs worth of vagina close-ups. .

. Press the Spacebar Tour was as
much about music as it was art,
fashion, video projection dance
and political satire in. authentlc
DIY-style.

While Chicks - on Speed have;
embraced their - ‘fake J
label,- they rocked in a way real*
musicians’ hanker for. SR

- Voll die gelte show.".

Anna Svedberg g
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I_The Plastic Industry

Alive (E.P)
Shihad
Warner

Things have come full circle for
Shihad. Since 2001 the group
have carried the name %Pacifier’,
changed after the “9/11” incident
and the resulting pressures to
remove anything that sounded
‘Muslimesque’ (eg. terrorist) from
the view of a fear struck public. It
was a disappointing change given
that anyone who had heard the
band knew that they were not in
the least pro-terrorist oriented.
Now it seems the group feel it
is finally safe to revert to using
‘Shihad’, and be free of people
pointing, hysterically and wide-
eyed, at their group name and
. words like Jihad and concluding
they are the same. Fascinating.

As a whole, this E.P carries
elements of a young Grinspoon
circa the Better Guide to Living &
Easy era, and System of a Down.
In the title track, the S.0.A.D
comparison is shown in the
guitars; detuned and playing a
low, basic riff and the drums which
fool around with the tempo/feel
and make for interesting listening.
The vocals here are similar to
Grinspoon. The chorus brings out
the. slower and familiar Pacifier/

Shihad sound that they are known

for: dreamy with indistinguishable
guitar tracks.

After -.a bridge which makes
.one cringe from its obvious lack
of necessity, this song -closes
by drawing out the anthem-like
chorus for the last minute and ten
seconds.

The Grinspoon/S.Q.A.D  simil-
arities continue in . next  track,
- 12XU°.  Apparently-this is a cover
of a song by Wire, of whom I have
never heard. The song alternates
between a three chord fast rock
progression and a throbbing one
note verse. This is a dull track.
Thank God it only lasts for under
two minutes. . : ,

‘Blah, Blah, Blah’ ‘starts with
some fancy panning and flanging
techniques that are expected and

occur frequently on studio releases

in this day and age. As with Alive,
the guitars seem determined to

remain rooted to their lowest notes

throughout most of the track. The
singing and the instruments seem
to be playing two different songs in
~ the first half of the song, and this
comes across as disjointed .and
sloppy work. If you skip this, the
song gathers some authentic force.
Singer Jon Toogood shows us his

prowess in the area of screaming,
in the process making up for the
song’s dismal beginning.

Final song Hear Me is a long,
psychedelic rock piece with only
two main sections. The vocal
track is pushed back so far that
this might as well have been a
plain instrumental version.

It’s difficult to review E.P’s
because bands can treat them
like singles, and you really don’t
know how hard they have tried
with their songs. But then again,
shouldn’t every release a band
makes be attempted with as much
effort as possible?

Tony Marshall

*WOULD I BUY THIS RECORD?
No.

Weapons of Mass Destruction
Xzibit
Sony/BMG

It's no secret that gangster rap
is a tired genre full of endlessly re-
peated clichés about women, cars,
guns, weed and violence. There are
precious few artists in the genre
who still warrant any attention
whatsoever. On the success of his
early ‘underground’ records At the
Speed of Life, 40 Dayz & 40 Nightz
and his G-funk debut, the Dr. Dre
produced hit Restless Xzibit has
managed to distance himself from
the pack of mediocrity. His rugged
flow and occasional divergence
into more weighty lyrical matter
place him above the thousands of
Ludacises, Nellys and Ja Rules.

Weapons of Mass Destruction
begins with- an intro track titled
‘State of the Union’. In many ways
it’s the most. interesting track on

.the record. It features an edited

audio track of George Bush’s
many speeches about the “threat
of terrorism” and on the “threat in
Iraq” but re-edited so that Bush is
declaring himself as the “dictator
who is addicted to weapons of
mass destruction” who “resolves to
bring sudden terror”. From there
the record moves on to a few fairly
mediocre opening tracks. ‘Lax’,
‘Cold War’ and ‘Mutha Fucker’ are
all hard rhyme driven tracks but
immediately forgettable.

‘Beware of Us’. is a. relatively
simple boast track but features
some impressive production from

Khalil made up mainly of Dr, Dre -
_derived synth blasts. "Judgement

Day’ has decidedly street party feel
to it is probably one of the only

'tracks where X demonstrates the

lyncal strength that dlstmgulshes

him in the genre. With lines like
“Tt ain’t like I ain’t tried to tell ya/
misery loves company and keep-
ing the wrong company brings
failure/people use people like
paraphernalia/with a scam, with
a scheme, with a dream they'll
sell ya” he shows he’s (marginally)
better than most in his field. ‘Hey
Now’ is the lead single off the re-
cord, a fairly simple yet enjoyable
club song.

It’s ultimately a forgettable re-

cord but much better than much -

of the other gangster rap on offer,
which is a sad indictment of a
genre that has become an intel-
lectual wasteland.

Danny Wills

] L-(Hi‘% QL Ta THE GOaMUE

Loyal to the Game
2pac
Universal

Death is a major handicap for
most artists. It single handedly
ended the careers of John Lennon,
Bob Dylan, Elvis and Jimi Hendrix
but it seems to of little hindrance
to Tupac Shakur, Loyal to the
Game is 2pac’s tenth record and
the sixth released since his death.

Most likely in an attempt to sell
as many records as possible the
executives at Interscope have de-
cided to throw Eminem into the
mix to provide the beats on this
latest offering, Largely the beats
are standard Eminem fare - a
stuttering, plodding drum with a
few simple keys running over the
top. It’s a great shame that these
posthumus 2pac records are made
more with dollars in mind than
Tupac’s legacy. His rhymes were
never meant to be chained to such
pedestrian beats and wouldn’t
have been if he was alive.

Tupac was a notorious worka-
holic, as the famous quote from
Biggie Smalls: “I remember once
when Pac went to take a shit and

came back with two songs” testi-

fies. As such his backlog of mate-
rial is extensive and a lot of the
tracks released since his death
have been very good. Pain®, ‘Rear-
view Window’; ‘God Bless the Dead’
and Late Night’ are among some of
his best work but it’s beginning to
run thin. Loyal to the Game is little
more than a money making exer-
cise masterminded by executives

who want to wring every last cent.

from Tupac’s corpse. Were getting
rhymes that were never meant for
release paired with tepid beats. I'm
sure Pac’s rolling in his grave.

Danny Wills

Make Do with What You Got
Solomon Burke

Make Do With What You Got is
the latest release from Solomon
Burke, a man described as a
‘veteran soul music revelator’.
The album consists of 10 down
the middle blues tracks that take
obvious vocal inspirations from
the likes of James Brown, Little
Milton, Ray Charles, Sonny Boy
Williamson and a myriad of other
blues and soul greats. Musically
speaking the album reflects an
Eric Clapton, Bob Dylan and
Jackson Browne feel with much
of the song writing boasting sweet
melodic organ rhythms, walking
bass lines and intricately picked
guitar riffs all being held together
by subtle yet complex drum
fills. Three of the tracks on this
album are actually covers being
Robbie Robertson’s ‘It makes no
difference’, Hank Williams’ ‘Wealth
won’t save your soul’ and Bob
Dylan’s ‘What Good am I’ all of,
which are beautifully executed
and very pleasing.

Being a lover of blues music
I absolutely adore this album,
however if you're not a die-hard
old style rhythm and blues
enthusiast you may find this
album a bit boring and outdated
as it doesn’t offer anything new.
In a time of rock and roll revival
where countless bands are doing
nothing more than recycling
thirty year old songs to slot into
the commercial scene this album
seems to hold it’s own and not get
lost in the crowd, I believe this is
due to the fact that it was created
by a ‘veteran’ of the industry and
not someone who’s desperately
trying to jump on to the latest
band wagon. The songs that stand
out to me from the album are the
first track T need your love in my
life’ and number nine, which is
the album title track. These songs
are the most up beat and swinging
tracks on the album. All the rest
of the songs are a bit slower and
melodic and tend to drag on a bit
after  listening for an extended
period of time. So if your into the
blues and love classic R&B soul
music it would be very worthwhile
checking out this latest release
from Solomon Burke, which I'm
sure would find a happy home
amongst your collection,

Matt Carty
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Infinate Signs of Life
Nate
Creative Vibes

As one of the stubborn few who
remain unconvinced that hip-hop
can be music, CD’s of the ‘genre’
become hard for me to a) listen
to and not be repulsed by, and
b) review. But you know you’re
on your own when ‘artists’ like
Outkast and Nelly are heralded
by major music press (who seem
to have a Ministry of Truth like
ability to rewrite the past and
transform terrible music into
legend), and a goodly portion of
the Western populace, as musical
geniuses of their time,

N8 (Nate Williams and Co.)
have announced their latest full-
length release as “A new age in
hip-hop”. I may not frequently
immerse myself in a music whose
characteristics typically consist
of reading rhymes rhythmically
over the top of music usually
ripped off from a group that long
ago lost the control of the rights
to their material, but I can tell if
something is of “A new age in hip-
hop”. 1 don’t think this is it.

Opener ‘Me and My Friends’ is
none too subtle a replication of
The Eels’ ‘Mr. E’s Beautiful Blues’,
chord for chord, even aurally
appearing to use the same key. It
brings to mind those sacrilegious
occasions when a universally loved
and recognised tune is slightly
altered (to escape copyright),
in order to accommodate for a
television commercial.

The tracks with lyrics on this
album carry upbeat and feel-good’
vibes, with fairly positive rhyming
and ‘sing-along’ choruses;. if you
like that sort of thing. For me,
they are underdeveloped and the

weakest contents of this album.

An example of this is displayed
in ‘Naked With Socks On’, which
with a fuller sound and some extra
thought one could envisage being
a potential opening track.

‘Alien’ and ‘1234’ are examples
of whoever makes up this outfit at
their best. They are instrumental
tracks that are funkier and create
and explore more soundscapes.
It also allows Nate Williams to
demonstrate his instrumental and
‘programming’ abilities, ‘Hit em
High’ contains what I know the
rap savvy would consider being
‘half fully sick rhymin’, and this
stands for most of the album, but
I still don't like it. 1 will refrain
from delving into the realms of
critically analysing rhyming, as I

have neither the will nor the way.

So this album offers lighthearted
songs that (if occasionally a little
goofy) I could image being played
in the background at a party.

One parting opinion though: If
[ hear ‘stereo’ used to rhyme with
‘radio’ one more freakin’' time, I
will unleash a merciless voodoo to
personally seek out and sexually
lobotomise the lyrical perpetrators
{that goes for you too Le Tigre,
Goddammit).

There, I think that is a pretty
objective review of something I
would otherwise have given less
thought to than a CD in the ‘urban
grooves’ section at JB.

Tony Marshall

*WOULD I BUY THIS RECORD?
No.
Running total: 0/2 reviewed

The Beekeeper
Tori Amos
Epic

Fuck you, politicians of America.
Fuck you. Not content with an
entire Middle Eastern nation,
you've just ruined our new Tori
Amos album. You bastards!

No, seriously. After last year’s
elections, Tori was looking to
“get past the lies, mythology,
casual assumptions and political
manipulation” and “address the
severing that [is] happening in
America...” And so a funny thing
happened on the way to the
apiary: Tori Amos started to make
sense. From the one-time queen of
the incomprehensible, who could
write ‘a brilliant song and call it
In the Springtime of his Voodoo’,
this is something of a surprise.
Her ever-present - references to
mythology have taken a turn for
the Christian, and in general
we haven't seen anything 'so
straightforward in her lyrics since
Little Earthquakes, and that was
thirteen years ago. That’s neither
here nor there; her lyrics are witty
and worthwhile whether it takes
ten seconds or ten years to get
what she’s on about. The bad news
is the sound, production and song
structures " are little more than
Muzak. The melodies are mostly
pretty rather than beautiful. Not
bad,justbland, =
This approach has its moments,
to ‘be fair; the most effective of
them is The Power of Orange
Knickers’, a'fine bit of snark about
anti-terrorist -~ hysteria with a

classic Tori title, but dressed up as
a nondescript adult-contemporary
ballad ideal for sneaking onto
American radio right under John
Ashcroft’'s nose. He'd probably
spot ‘Hoochie Woman’, but it’s
still a riot. Meanwhile, Amos has
picked up the Hammond organ,
and she makes it sound like she’s
been playing it all her life on ‘Sweet
the Sting’ and the brilliant, bluesy
‘Witness’. Unfortunately, it’s
simply not an effective instrument
for communicating the kind of
emotion we see in her best work;
the piano still dominates the
album’s best songs, ‘Marys of the
Sea’ and the pivotal title track.

The other advantage of the
blander-than-bland approach, of
course, is that it means that none
of the songs here are actually bad.
The real problem is there’s too
bloody many of them. Take any
dozen of the nineteen songs here
and you'd have a great album - and
quite possibly the only Tori Amos
you could play in front of your
grandma - but getting through
them all in one shot still feels like
a slog. There’s nothing that really
grabs the listener by the forebrain
and drags them along some
hidden emotional path, no ‘Spark’,
no Professional Widow’, nothing
like the last album’s ‘Gold Dust’,

It’s still Tori, and still a cut or
ten above everything else youlll
hear over the speakers at Woolies.
But it’s not the kind of album
you'll still be listening to trying to
nut out in ten years time, and for
that it’s a disappointment.

JK

Th Cntral Park Concert
Dave Matthew Band
Sony/BMG

Quality albums are few and far
between in the otherworldly realm
of the OnDit office, though this
is hardly any fault of their own,
if we had our way we would NOT
be reviewing and polluting our
puritanical musical minds with
most of what we are sent. So it
certainly was a privilege to realise
I'd snared perhaps one of the
better CD’s OnDit will see given
away within its confines all year.

Hailing from Virginia in America,
The Dave Matthews Band have
attained ‘highest grossing band’

~ status already and are at such
an elevated level of success it’s .

amazing we in Australia have not

yet had their  musical product

forcefully exported/imposed on us,
thus complying with the American

‘way’. The five member ensemble
is made up by Dave Matthews (lead
vocal and acoustic guitar), Stefan
Lessard (bass), Carter Beauford
{drums), Boyd Tinsley (violin), and
Leroi Moore (saxophone and other
miscellaneous wind instruments}),
and the recording dates back to
2003 from a night in New York's
Central Park.

The elements of funk, gypsy,
jazz, rock and latin that this band
employ make for an interesting
musical broth, and in this
instance, the number of cooks
doesn’t detract from the flavour.
They pound out their sound
with the utmost confidence, and
with the clear influence of their
favoured musical inspirators.

Matthews’ voice surely is one
of our era’s best, and his ability
to alternate between soothing
balladeer and roaring manbeast
within a songspan is bound
to impress the most. musically
unappreciative member of society
{then again, one should always
be prepared to be disappointed
in humanity). Matthews is more
than capable of befriending his
audience on behalf of the band.

Beauford plays as though he
weren’t co-habiting the same
stage as the rest of the band, all
the while as solid as a rock; the
result of what I’'m sure has been
years of work.

The group have maximum
control over their playing. They
oscillate their sound levels over
lengthy amounts of time, which
always conquers adoring crowds
in live environments. Bands don’t
come more rehearsed and more
in tune with their members. At
times, the band seems too damn
good for their own damn good.

This - is contemporary and
commercially - viable ~American
music at its most musically
meaningful and powerful heights.
Because of these favourable
attributes, they are able to get
away with some musical self
indulgence, with ~many songs
clocking way over 10 minutes.

This live recording captures a
worthwhile collection - of songs
presented in a spread out and

" explorative form. It's-ace.

Tony Marshall

*WOULD I BUY THIS RECORD?
(Pravided it was under $30) Yes.
Running total: 1/3 reviewed

Retractions!
: @

In last week’s edition On Dit fea-
tured an interview with Dan from Bad
Girls of the Bible along with a photo
in which we presumptuously circled’
the interviewee: '
On Dit- expresses it apologies for:
mistaking Bad Girls Of the Biblels
rythmn guitarist Dan: Pash for their
similarly good looking lead- guitarist.
The first reader to bring back a corret- -
Iy circled copy of their picture will re-
cieve a FREE ticket to their next show,
this Saturday Maxch 26 @ Jive.
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Clubs and Classifieds
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genm&type peeps. .

Call Danna on 0402 946 050 or emaﬂ clann
a. cooke(cbadelalde edu.au to book All proceed
to NOWSA_ 2005 fund ra1smg!

Gynaecologxst in the 21 t Century
. Presented by Dr Brian Wheatley

Tuesday 29th March 2005 @ Spm.

Venue: Florey Lecture Theatle, v _Medical ‘
School Level 1, Frome Road '

Come and hear a Chrlstlan spec1ahst m
Obstetrics and Gynaecology speak on

some of the ethical issues surroundmg this®

- area of medical specialty.
All welcome
Hope to see you there!
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