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This week’s Vox Pop by:
The Invisible Man

About the cover:
' Run! Run! It’s the Yellow Perill A treatise on the cartoornsh element of
cultural fear. Much thanks to Owen for 111ustrat1ng Dan s vision..

: Wanna write?

Come down to our fr1end1y little orifice. You'll find us in the basement
~of the George Murray buﬂdmg just opposite the Barr Smith Lawns and
~next to the boys’ can. If you're still lost, just look for the hobo sleepmg

on the stairwell. That will be Alexis, the foodie. Otherwise, get in touch

- with us via ema11 at ond1t@adela1de edu au or call us on 8303 5404

Next Edition'
-~ Deadline April 29-
Published May 3
. Muchos grazis to: . R
Owen for the rad' covers Alexis as always, Pools1de Sukhmam, Rowan, ®
Legend Gamer, Stan, the wicked cast of The Vagina Monologues j“
Nerrissa, OSA Leo for the memories, “school holidays ‘and midnight: "~ §
carrot snacks No thanks to the computers for continuing to mock us or
to sunhght on.a pnnt run mornmg For Sha_me ‘ “

On Dit 73.7



welcome l

Websites of the Week

Exams will soon be upon us, so you'll need
some juicy procrastination material to sink
your teeth into. Enjoyl

www.progressiveboink.com
A suprisingly good, albeit politically
incorrect, webzine spawned as an homage
to Calvin and Hobbes, Check out Emily’s
Archives - gold.,

www.ironyparty.org
Run by a dude in Canberra, this site is
clever media satire clearly feulled by
somebody who’s finger is so on the buzzer
it’s practically electric.

www.theonion.com
An oldie but a goodie, The Onion can always
be relied upon to take politcally sensitive
issues and trawl them through the muck.

. www.bitchmagazine.com
A webzine of an American feminist
magazine, the site is packed with interesting
articles, humour and rocket fuel for every
proud riot grrl. Check out the (s)hitlist,
update weekly.

www.grouphug.us
Non media related in the slightest, this stte
is a confessional zone. Participants ‘confess’
their darkest secrets to a non judgemental
audience - non judgmental because replies
aren’t allowed. There is so much wack shit
on this site it makes me laugh and laugh,

B < sp

cfTeneggar

During the holidays, I received a petition
urging Alexander Downer to fight for the cause
of Schapelle Corby. Amongst the rampant
hyperbole littered throughout the letter was
the claim “It is disgusting and barbaric in this
day and age that a ‘death penalty by firing
squad’ law exists, and that an Australian
citizen should be subject to it.

Before I continue, let me assure you all that
I have no doubt of Corby’s innocence. This has
less to do with her cherubic media friendly
face and more with the fact it seems entirely
incomprehensible to me that somebody could
be plain stupid enough to try and smuggle four
kilograms of cannabis into a country widely
known for its harsh drug penalties. Swallowing
date sized condoms is one thing ~ transporting
enough weed to feul three Falls Festivals is
quite another.

My real objection to the backlash against
Corby’s case is the arrogant assumption that
somehow she deserves different treatment
purely because of her Australian citizenship.
After a sentencing request of life imprisonment
and a $13.5k fine was handed down last
week, I am left to despair that, should Corby
be found guilty, a gross miscarriage of justice
will have taken place. If in comparison, as
the petition to Downer emphasises, convicted
terrorist Abu Bakar Bashir was only sentenced
to two and a half years in prison for his
proven participation in the Bali bombings, it is
reasonable to suggest the priorities of the Bali
legal system are severely misplaced. However,
this does not mean that the country’s drug
policies are severe in and of themselves.

Look, it’s no secret that Asia is tough on

k;:\ ) 4‘{, “ Jt?" dm%s

e ymld from ‘worthwhile’

Haven’t any of these people seen
Bang}kok Hilton? Enough people around the
[read: culturally

_\4,“"a’f*rogant] nations have been caught literally

with their pants down in various airports
across the Pacific rim. Oh, but they’re all so
innocentl!

Drug smuggling and extreme mental
deficiency seem to go hand in hand. Consider
the recent case of the nine Australians caught
with a net total of 8.65kg of heroin. While five
of the nine were arrested at the airport with
the drugs strapped to their bodies, the other
four were picked up back at their hotels.
The official story from the group is they were
unwitting mules in a mass drug smuggling ring.
According to the group, if they did not comply
they and their families would be killed.

I dont presume to suggest this couldn’t
happen. Of course, it's entirely possible that
they are telling the truth and their roles
were accepted out of fear and desparation
and not just the $15k they were offered in
exchange. But honestly - go anywhere in
Asia and explicitly large signs will ensure you
understand exactly what will happen to you if
you're caught with illicit drugs.

‘1 don't agree with the death penalty. I
don’t believe that any legal system is entirely
perfect. I believe we have a responsibility to
work for equal human rights throughout the
world as a whole. However, I think we have to
approach the situation with some perspective.
The best we can hope for for Corby and the
Bali Nine is that they receive a genuinely fair
trial. Hopefully this will counteract the way the
Australian government has really failed them
- through the questionable aspect of security
in Australian Airports and the suspcisous
likelihood that trade with Indonesia is more
persuasive than fundamental human rights.

Popeg Rat’s {dlter €80 Uneovzrgzd_

- VATICAN CITY

Startling new evidence has been found
that proves newly inaugerated Pope Benedict
XVI' is: none other than Emperor Palpatine,
controversial dead ex-ruler of the universe.-

The discovery was made following last week’s
shotgun election of the new Pope. As Pope
Benedict stepped onto the pulpit of the Vatican
Palace, his uncanny likeness to the Emperor
was revealed in all its terrifying glory.

Amidst screams of recognition, fans who had
gathered to celebrate the replacement of John
Paul 1I began running for their lives. Scenes of
chaos have been recounted as Rat/Palpatine
maniacally proceeded to shoot lightning bolts

- from his outstretched. hands. :
Maria Marcello, 68, trembled as'she described

the terror she felt in that pivotal moment.

“It was as if God had somehow cheated us.

There we were, celebrating the arrival of his

- were aware of Rat/Palpatine’s true origins,

intervention, it appears he is here to stay.

new conduit on Earth, and all of a sudden
he turns into one of the most evil fictional
characters of a celluloid dynasty.”

Catholics the world "over are expressing
anger at the Vatican for what they say is an
unprecedented descent into tattered morality,
especially as it is widely accepted that it was in
fact Rat/Palpatine acting as puppeteer in the
final years of Pope John Paul’s life.

“To be honest, I'm outraged. I've always
relied on the Church to make my decisions
for me but now I feel as if I've been grossly
manipulated. Not only does this new Pope have
a heinous history of maiming, genocide and a
predilection for world domination, but he also
dwells in the ghetto of Hollywood, which we. all
know is run by Jews. -

It is unsure whether or not the Vat1can City

due to a complicated system requiring’
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. Culture of Laziness

Since when have we been the peddlers of
“44 pages of propaganda” (at least 20 pages
were innocent review sections) . We have no
particular affinity to either the ‘ight’ or the
‘left’. In fact [ suspect neither label exists in
reality at all and its with much amusement
that we see the letters littered with the warcries
of people who stamp on the idol of one flag boy

while clutching chestward their own outdated

mascot. They simply alienate the majority of
student who just two raving madmen. Ideology
is simply a way of deferring problem solving to
some pre-ordained formula, most don’t bother
relying on it anymore.

So. now you've forced us to print a corny
mission statement. For the record; On Dit
seeks to:be an interesting, amusing and
informative read for the student body and act
as a medium for student opinion in society at
large. On Dit, because of the narrowness of
other media sources seeks to provide some
alternative view points (to this extent we may
be condidered left leaning, by virtue of the
excessively conservative nature of mainstream
media) but this task will be tempered by a duty
to provide an opportunity for most students to
voice they’re opinions, whatever they may be.

It’s strange that our red-faced, pen friends
have suddenly become so outraged now that
the axe is falling. Me thinks it’s more a case of
finally feeling comfortable to say (very looudly)
what they've previously kept in the closet, like
a child saying ‘sex’ out loud before running
away to hide and giggle. If your accusations
and tirades are in fact serious, just stop for a
moment and really analyse what your actually
objecting to before succumbing to your “Red
Fear”. Here's some help from Ralph Emerson
one of the founders of the (once) great
American dream that many of you seem to so
ardently wish for,

“Amidst the downward tendency and
‘proneness of things, when every voice is
raised for a new road... or a subscription
of stock, for an improvement in dress...
for a new house or a larger business,
for a political party, or the division of an
estate - will you not tolerate one or two
solitary voices in the land, speaking for
thoughts and principles not marketable
or perishable?”

DanJ:

You'll notice a multitude of student politicians
tramping the grounds this week advertising
their ‘Make Some Noise’ day scheduled for
Thursday. A tri university venture, ‘Make
Some Noise’ attempts to rally support for the
anti VSU cause under the slogan VSU Silences
You!” However, 1 find it ironic that the Union
is going to bat so hard against the inevitable
(rather than trying to perform some damage
control and organization) while they allow
an incredibly useful venture to fall by the
wayside.

“The Women’s Dept’s perforrnance of Eve
Ensler’'s The Vagina Monologues will " be

performed in seven days. All the proceedsraised

will go towards women’s.organizations, the
main beneficiary being the Fistular Research
Foundation in Ethiopa. However, when we
requested the Union waive our booking fee for
the Little Theatre ($200 for three nights, and
incidentally, one of our supposed services),
we were informed we would only be allowed to
do this if we splashed the union'’s logo across
all our promotional material. Do my student
services fees pay for the privilege of being
able to provide mega cheap advertising for an
organization so caught up in the furthering of
its own agenda? When representatives of your
students’ association try and campaign you
this week, why don’t you ask them how much
money is being spent on the ONE DAY Make
Some Noise campaign. Further, ask them how
much of your money has been allocated to
Prosh, a grass roots event intended to raise
money for charity, money that will never be
recovered and would have been better served
just going straight into the Red Cross. (hint:
it's $7000) Those fat cats make me so mad.
They want me to Make Some Noise, I'll Make
Some Fuckin’ Noise.

Clem

I'msure it’ll come as a surprise to many of our
devoted readers that this week is multicultural
week. As usual there'll be some token gestures
made towards tolerance and inclusiveness,
most - likely students will be devouring
dumplings by the dozen and buys only slightly
overpriced dim sims in an even larger amount
while speaking in broad platitudes about the
importance of “multiculturalism”, “diversity”,
“harmony” and “coming together”.

‘With event he most cursory glance at most

“‘cultural celebrations’it becomes clearlyevident
that for meost people all “multiculturalism”
involves is a slight change in diet and +

little else. It seems that talk is cheap when it
comes to real social integration.

It seems that if one adopts the particular
discourse then one is immediately accepted
as an enlightened individual. George Carlin
has said that there is nothing wrong with
racially derogative terms but rather the “racist
shithead” who speaks them. The point he
makes is that there is a clear demarcation
between inclusive discourse and an inclusive -
attitude, for example... the term ‘“nigger”
becomes completely inoffensive when wielded

by a black person but is unbearably offensive

when spoken by any white, no matter how
progressive and acceptinig they may be. I don’t
suggest that we all hegin welcoming racially
derogatory terms into our vocabularies but
rather we learn to truly internalise the ideas
that we so often pay such floral lip service to.
Hopefully the obligatory good will M Week
2005 is more than a token gesture and proves
less disposable than it has been in the past,

Danny

sland apathy!
student write in and let




Letters .
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 AThue Liberdl

As a member of the Liberal Party and former
student of the same school that the Minister
for Education, The Hon Brendan Nelson,
attended, I am probably pigeonholed by many
of the student population of this university as
an individual who is fully supportive of the
VSU movement. However, 1 remain strongly
opposed to much of the current regimen being
forced upon us by the minister and-co.

I don’t particularly like unions, for many
ideological reasons. But I do believe in the
right of an individual to access welfare services
as well as fair and equitable representation.
The current system of compulsory student
unionism, whilst flawed, provides students with
a range of necessary services like counseling
and financial support, these services help to
promote welfare on campus and in my eyes
are vital to the well-being of students. I would
strongly lament any diminishment of these
services under the proposed changes.

At the same time I do not like to see my

student fees wasted on such disgraceful '

events as Prosh. Just because a minority of
students wants to preserve an ageing attempt
to promote ‘campus culture’ doesn’t make it
a viable venture. There are far more effective
ways to raise money for charity, and in doing
so protect student funds. It is time to think
efficiently, just as we should if we are to become
the future professionals within society. Maybe
if student bodies had made attempts to be
progressive in the past we would not be facing
the imminent changes.

Maybe the university along with its student
representatives should begin to devise new
ways to ensure student fees remain to support
those services that are necessary. [ would be
happy to pay such a fee to the university if I
knew that the funds were distributed with a
considerable amount of efficacy. ‘

I also resent the fact that I am now a member-

of a union..I do not want to. be a unionist,
and it would appear neither do the majority
of Australians, so why should we have it
thrust upon us as students just because we
need to say we are to receive a degree from

this university. Once again I would be more
than happy to contribute to a compulsory fee
scheme just as long as is doesn’t force me to
identify as a unionist. I do not foresee this as a
difficult change.

Finally, I am worried about those students
who live under a spell of apathy regarding the
introduction of VSU. I would like to see more
students get off their arses and share their
views regardless of their beliefs, VSU means
big changes to your lifestyle as a student, and
just because you may not use a service does
not mean that someone else doesn'’t value and
depend on it dearly.

Cheers,

Oliver Gaillard

(There are those in the Liberal Party who
believe in progressive ‘liberal’ politics)

Human i |gnorance and the

shallow cn’nque of rellglon

It was great to see an article with four
of my favourite ‘sms in On Dit 73.6
(Environmentalism, Leftism, Darwinism and
Christianism). Until I read it.

Perhaps it was the astounding claim that the
Left is implicitly atheist. Or the assumption
that Darwinian thought is right wing, Maybe
P'm just grumpy that the supposedly atheist Left
gets to help others and work for the common
good with no thought of reward, while religion,
from which much Left thought emerged, is
caricatured as “Pie in the Sky when you Die.”
It’s disappointing that people waste energy
debunking a kind of Sunday School religion
which Christians leave behind at twelve. Do
we bother debunking year 10 biology? No,
we just accept that as you get older you learn
more and leave simplistic concepts behind.

What is even more disappointing, is that
there are enough adult Christians who are also
stuck in Sunday School religion, which means
that ‘an article like Nerissa’s scores a big
enough glancing blow to smart considerably.
Although the “Religious Right” is mostly an
American oxymoron, there are growing signs
of it here. But although -capitalism has
largely defeated Jesusism in much American
Christianity, Jesus’ “small ¢” communistic
worldview persists amongst many of his
followers. The same could be said for Buddha
and others, The “atheist Left” would be hard
pressed to argue that they are any better at
living out their vision than the “Religious
Left”. State Socialism, anyone? It would be a
complete disaster for the Left to fragment even
more (if that’s possible) by starting to draw
lines between those who are rehgious and
those who are not.

It is also odd to claim'that religions only
survive because many of them promise an

afterlife. It begs the obvious question: how do .

those-who do not promise an afterlife survive? It
also ignores the many Christians, for example,
who have no expectation of personal survival
after death, but who remain committed to their
faith and the love of neighbour, personally and
structurally.  Further, how do other afterlife
free ideologies like communism and socialism
survive? 'Is it really true that their followers
are selfless and all after-lifers selfish? Often,
conversely, those ~who believed that their
biological death was not the end of them had
the courage to- put the1r llfe on the line for
others.

I completely accept that humans tend to be
self obsessed. - Yet religions, unlike - secular

humanism, at least have the potential to
move humanity away from anthropocentrism.
Secular Humanism was an explicitly human
centred project. Thankfully, human centred
ideologies, religious or not, are slowly eroding,
with the help of evolutionary biology for
one thing. Within Christianity, the ongoing
dialogue between evolutionists and theologians
is helping this to happen, though I believe
it has not gone nearly far enough. A recent
example of this dialogue, the Christianity after
Darwin conference, can be watched or read
online at http:/ /ehlt.flinders.edu.au/theology/
evolution/. There will also be a forum which
examines this issue at Scots Uniting Church,
across the road from uni, on May 26™. For more
details see the ad in this edition of On Dit, or
visit http://www.scotschurch.org.au/uni. In
the meantime I'd be keen to hear from anyone
interested in exploring non-anthropocentric
Christianity, or religion/ideology in general.

Jason John

Hows About We

Aborf fhe Mudslmgmg”

Dear Clementme,

Your argument is that only those with first-
hand experience have a right to comment. But,
axiomatically, aborted infants can’t comment
for themselves, because the process sucks or
crushes the life out of them. The experience of
undergoing an abortion must, for anyone with
any sense or feeling, be profoundly traumatic
and distressing. However it doesn’t provide
any privileged basis on which to adjudicate the
philosophical questions that abortion poses or
give you a licence for “only women have a right
to speak” femintern-style moralizing.

As for the rant which culminates in your
calling me “a fuckstick”, that was a classic
of its kind -- the sort of foul-mouthed abuse
passing itself off as student journalism' that
Brendan Nelson is going to rid us of under
VSU.

Yours Sincerely,
Aaron Russell

"Go Back to the Seminary'

What the hell was that article by Rev (I don’t
know if he is even worthy of such a title) Jason
John, Does he really think that the bible
supports. abortion? Surely not. His piece is
evidence of bible interpretation gone, to say
the least horribly, wrong. Answer me this Rev.
Do you then too think that it would have been
fine for the Blessed Virgin Mary to abort Jesus
Christ. ‘

And another thing, Christians do abide by
the ten commandments, and not simply by the -
two you made up. Have you ever read a bible?
They contain both the new and old testament.
Perhaps not your twisted version. The new

-testament complements - the old- testament

Thus they are compatible.
1 suggest you go back to the semlnary Do try.

. to avoid the one you came from.

Jerry
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I Red Letters

Congratulations! As a Liberal student, I'm
pleased to say that the Education Edition of
On Dit was just about the most compelling
piece of the pro-VSU puzzle to date.

Using the compulsorily acquired union fees
to publish political sentiment that represents
only a fraction of the student community

and segregates the rest illustrates just
how flawed the current system is. Call that
representation?

The way the campus left is desperately going
about trying to win this unwinnable debate is
so tragic, it’s almost too sad to watch. Almost.

Seriously, do you think that printing 44 pages
of propaganda is the way to win people over?
Aggressively telling students what is best for
them instead of listening to what they actually
want is indicative of the contempt you hold for
the individual intelligence of students.

The perception is that the left on campus
are corrupt, self serving and totally ignorant
of what the general student population wants.
Given the way you are all reacting to the
introduction of VSU, that perception appears
to be spot on.

Out of a student population of ‘roughly
14,000’ you couldn’t even scrounge a couple
of hundred together for an anti-VSU protest
march to Parliament House. And that was
despite closing the UniBar and bribing people
with so-called ‘free sausages’. (Hang on, we all
know there’s so such thing as a free lunch’, so
who paid for the snags then?)

The students have spoken loud and clear.
They don’t care about your futile, self-absorbed
agenda. As always, your input into discussions
regarding student issues are completely
irrelevant,

How pathetic do you feel?

By this rate, you'll even have the moderate
Labor hacks on campus convinced that VSU
is a good thing for students. Keep up the good
work guys.

Regards,
Thomas Dawkins
President, Adelaide University Liberal Club

I've always been a big fan of irony and that’s
why I just couldn’t help but smile when I saw
students marching on Parliament house in
protest of Voluntary Student Unionism. I hear
there were around 200 or so students, which
isn’t too bad, but I'm sure David Pearson, our
President at the Student Association, would
have liked to see a few more. Wouldn't it be
great if every single student voluntarily sang
in unison “No Voluntary Student Unionism”?
I'd be overcome with fits of laughter, as such
a gathering of students would have nothing to
fear from VSU seeing as they are so enthusiastic
to pay their fees, You see, the larger the protest
the lesser its relevance because the fight
against VSU is nothing more than the fight
against choice. How can students choose to
protest against choice?

But strangely if you were to tell a Unionist “I
support VSU because I support students right
to choose” you will be met with a confusing
degree of indignation. Why? Could it be that
Unionists don’t think we are capable of making
the right choices in spending our money (and
let’s not forget it is OUR MONEY)? Perhaps we
are too greedy or just too stupid to understand
the greater Socialist ideology behind it all.
For that, we need a sprawling hierarchy of
enlightened Socialist bureaucrats to make the
right choices. Why would they make the right
choices? Why wouldn't they waste, steal, cheat
and lie? Why wouldn’t they fuck all our money
away on an ego driven Socialist wet dream
that brings greater benefit to their own bank
balances than it does to any student?

Oh... they would never do that because
theyre better than us and their flawless
ideology drives them to make the just decisions
that we couldn’t make because we're just a
bunch of students who are so greedy that we’d
probably spend our money on whatever we
saw fit if only those lovely Unionists gave us
half a chance.

Jo Selbert

On Dit, winning the hearts and minds of the people . .

Please addtess all
compliments, complaints and
conspitacy theoties to:

ondit@adelaide.edu.aw, or
BOSEMENE, GLOYOE
Murray Bullding

Deprived of the Warm-

Pleasure of Pandora's Box

It has come to my puzzled attention that the
great works of Lavinia Emmet-Grey have been
ceased from publication in your compendium
of late. Call me a man of simple pleasures but
one of the great treats of last year was reading
through the wealth of Lavinia’s Pandora’s Box
of love and sex, filled with delightful and yes
dodgy narratives of some mysterious girl’s sex
life and issues in sexuality,

Lavinia’s column verbalised and dissected
much of the imperative questions wading
through the minds of university students.
At Adelaide Uni, we have medical students
who prefer to inbreed, engineering students
who enjoy pushing buttons and law students
who rather debate the when, why and where;
however, we are all united by this column’s
saucy substance.

Whilst I'm stressed out trying to write a
critical philosophy essay, I find - and 1 know
many of my fellow colleagues concur - reading
this insightful young lady’s ranting about the
joys of sex became one of the great delights of
university life or at least a pleasant change
from pages upon pages of Howard’s impotence
or the right and wrong of VSU,

Bring back Pandora’s Box!

Mark Keen
Well Mark, you’ll be happy to see that Little

Miss Emmet-Grey is back with vengence in this
week’s edition. Flip along to page 24 for her

' sagacious advice on cunnilingus.

- A Congpiracy of

“Little Red Men"

Dear -On Dit,

What is it with the pedestrian lights on the
corner of North Tce and Pultney Street? When
all the traffic is stopped, the pedestrian lights
go green for people crossing North Tce, but not
for people crossing Pultney Street - and there
is no good reason! Is this some type of social
experiment to see who will defy the little red -
man and cross anyway? Or is this just the
traffic engies at the Adelaide City Council not
having a clue? Can you please use your super
On Dit powers to find out and let us all know?

Regards,
Damber g
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Current Affairs [

After a very long and very public battle with
illness it was a relief for everyone to see the pope
slip away. John Paul II’s reign lasted 26 years
and was the second longest in the church’s
2000 year history. During his time he became
much loved by the public and solidified the
status of the church across Europe. The result
was a wonderful opportunity for the church to
extend its arms to vast portions of the world’s
population that it currently ignores. Instead
they decided to fuel an already rampant
Eurocentricity by electing German Joseph
Ratzinger, a man who is broadly acknowledged
as a clone of John Paul II, but lacking Paul’s
popular appeal.

Catholicism has extended its broad tentacles
across the entire globe. Now, the number of
followers in Africa and Latin America now
make up the majority of the world’s one billion
Catholics. Unfortunately Catholicism hasn'’t
repaid the warm sentiment shown to it by the
people of the undeveloped world. The broad
inaccessibility of education in the Third World
leads to a faith that is extremely dogmatic.
Worshipers follow teachings and advice to
the letter and this has had disastrous effects
right across an already decimated Africa. With
condoms completely outlawed by the Vatican
AIDS has been allowed to run rampant. A
recent UN report showed that in Nigeria alone
(home of Papal candidate Cardinal Francis
Aringe) 3.6 million people are infected with the
disease. The Vatican refuses to acknowledge
the changing face of world and holds on to
views that are luxuries only affordable by the
privileged in the West.

The great paradox, and fundamental
perversion, of the Catholic institution is that
the elected official, who becomes the voice of
God on earth and the vessel of all ethereal
wisdom, is elected by a very small group of
elderly men. Ratzinger was elected by a group
of 115 Cardinals, none of whom are elected
in any democratic fashion and who do not
represent the beliefs or the diversity of the
Catholic mass. Given the fact that so much of
the support for Catholic church is centralised
outside of Europe it is both offensive to the

concept of democracy and the followers of

the faith that 49.2% of the Cardinals are from
Europe, while Africa holds only 10.1% of the
papal vote.

 In the early stages of the search for a new
pope Nigerian Cardinal Francis Arinze was
considered as a possibility, specifically because

he would give representation to the ignored

masses. It would have been a wise empire

consolidating move too, with the" strength of =

Islam in Africa growing and the percentages’ of
~ Catholics in Latin America sharply decreasing.
Inevitably however, altruism gave way.to self
preservation and - the -Europeans - selected.
another from the old boy’s club. ‘

Ratzinger is 78; the oldest pope elected for
275 years and is clearly the choice of a dynasty
interested in protecting its privileged position.
Ratzinger was John Paul II’s closest adviser for
two decades, the Pope’s ‘go to’ man on issues
of scripture and doctrine.

The first of Ratzinger’s official moves was
to reinstate the same Vatican administration
that served John Paul Il and further ensconse
the status quo. Ratzinger has spoken about
his wishes to “pursue the dialogue of his
predecessor” in interreligious issues and
shows no intent to male the Church more
inclusive. A ‘hardliner’, Ratzinger has ruffled
feathers with his ultra conservative position on
issues of women'’s rights, sexual practice, the
genetic sciences and has been especially harsh
on “religious deserters”. He has criticised
feminism as “undermining biologically defined
duties”, repeatedly chastised homosexuality
as an “intrinsic moral evil” and, seemingly
counter to his comments on the sanctity
of the scripture, claims that the reason he
does not allow condoms is “because they are
not shown to be foolproof”’. He is however
unanimously respected as a sharp man with a
keen intellect: The master of 10 languages, he
has written numerous books and held several

prestigious university chairs. But despite this

imposing weight of knowledge he still holds on
to a simple, childish reading of the bible. Scon
after his election he spoke to the cardinals

- who elected him lamenting that “the world is

moving toward a dictatorship of relativism that
fails to recognise the certainties contained in

the Catholic doctrine”. Only people in such-

inordinately comfortable positions can afford
to-cling to such simple moralities.

Institutionalisation . is *'the most efﬁc1ent
way to ruin all good will, and the institution

of religion ruins noble concepts of humanity,

compass1on and good will. Far from being a

- body that supports the weak and nourishes

the poor, the Catholic Church has the blood

.of mllllons of AIDS sufferers on its hands. The
; 1nst1tut1on of the Vatlcan is far removed from

the pious intents of the faith. Lost somewhere
between -the hearts of most Catholics and

“a need for self-preservation is the simple’

the concept of understanding. Rather than

‘funétioning to radiate goodwill in all directions

the Church selfishly holds its vast power
within itself, sharing it only with those of the

. correct composition to be inducted. Despite

Pope Benedict’s platitudes about laying a

“path toward unity” this will continue. Europe

has cast its vote and it’s the rest of the world
that will be' made to suffer for it.

Danny Wills

‘a ‘s‘:alternatrve to thls g1 uelmg regi
- Gap? Year’l

‘ Whatever your alm for the futL

a year off between school and uni certamly f
has its pros. Whilst a lot of school leavers
_‘demde to dedicate their gap year to sleepmg :
23/7, I'm here to suggest a way to use the .

year to your future advantage. .

Traveling .is ‘great to. get Some life
experience, and with part time work
along the way you can set yourself up for
university study, by earning the maglca]‘
$16,000 in 18 months; lequrred to get the

‘Centrelink Independem Allowance.

The - winter of my gap year consisted of
working in the ski fields of Victoria (with
plenty of time for skung and partying hard).
The warmer months were spent wotkmg in

: 5tr0p1ca1 Queensland

By the completion of my clegree gie

have been supported with over $H~,000‘
from Centrelmk will have more |
- experience than most of my lectur (
friends and Contacts all amund Austraha"
‘and the world.

al hfe;‘g

So take a break, you deserve it champ!

James Pearce
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| ulture of Craziness l

Star Wars nerd. The very
combination of these particular
words conjures: up all ‘sorts
of mental images regarding
the physical attributes  of the
subculture in question. Slightly
chubby ‘from many a midnight
mission to the serve for Doritos
and chocolate. Small,
eves  framed by fingerprint
stained spectacles. Awful posture
resulting - from - hours on end
playing “Rogue " Squadron’. Bad
teeth. Garlic breath. - Socially
awkward disposition. Yaou
all the oeelk
paradigms. But nowadavs. fervent
followers of the come in
many incarnations. Many  walk
among us, silently waiting for the
opportunity to unleash a quote at
the appropriate moment. There's
the emo kid who was brought up
on Return of the Jedi by parints

beadv

know. archetvpal

force

humiliation i1s overrated, so here
it is. Your humble 'narrator is
indeed the Star Wars equivalent
of :a Treklde, a figurine-collecting.
costume-making geckazoid whose
other car 1s an X-Wing. There. [eel
free to inundate my pigeonhole
with lefters inscribed only with
*snigger® if making [un of people’s
hobbies is vour thing. Given
this. where else would a weed of
such a calibre be than lingering
around Adelaide’s toy mecca for
the Revenge of the Sith tovs to be
released? This event is perhaps
the most geele-lriendly of all the
festivities celebrating the movie's
release. Unfortunately, when
asked “What are vou doing' this
“Oh.
waiting in hne until midnight to
snap up the latest Star Wars toys”
involves a fair amount of disgrace.
Nevertheless, with my cousin and

Friday mnight?” answering

wanting to subliminally instil
good Christian values into their
darling bov. The capitalist pig tha
plaved with the figures as a kid
and revels in calling masturbation
‘Hand Solo’, The
indie who  realised: a
time ago that cute boys dig girls
whao quote Ackbar
off-hand. Like a venereal disease
spreading through the fabric of
popular culture, Star Wars and its
expansive universe has infiltrated
a social circle near vou. And get
ready for more sci-fi shenanigans,
because on May- 19" the final
mstalment of the prequel trilogy
Episode 3:: Revenge of the Sith
1s released and is guaranteed to
attract (or repel, if Lucas screws
it up like in previous attempts) a
new legion of poin-dexters and the
like.

Let me establish my position
in relation to all' this.  Public

switched-on
airl long

can Admiral

brother in fow (the nerd gene
runs strong in my family) | stakecl
my position in front of Toys R
Us approximately three hours
before opening time in an attempt
the revered
ascend the escalators first and get

to become ‘one’ to
the cream of the new release toys.
Yep. good times don't come easy in
this godforsaken town of ours.

The first hour of waiting was
rather a desolate affair. Jocks and
no-hopers fresh out of Mansions
passed us by, inebriated to the
point of foolishness, canspiring
amongst themselves methods of
luring helpless maidens into their
pants. One particularly spirited
pair shouted out various poorly-
composed obscenities along the
lines of ‘Heyv look! A bunch of
nerds! Ha ha vou guyvs suck!
Our band of merry pilgrims felt
no harm by these feeble slurs.

It was only when a hobo slinked
past:  the small congregation
muttering ‘nerds’” that a wave of
shame swamped the collective
consciousness. Even the
mocking
me,. i
there
3 hours, discussing possible
plot outcomes of Revenge of the
Sith and generallv anticipating
the exorbitant amounts of money
we

oeelk
were
and
Nevertheless,

dregs of society

out existences, trust
hurt.

for

we sal

were planning to donate to
Gearge Lucas’s retitement fund in
Florida.

By around 11:45 the tension
had really built up. A crowd of
about 40 people had arrived en
massce and thanks to my skills of
cunning, I'd managed to take pole
position at the head of the line. At
11:50, several Stormtroopers, a
TIE-fighter pilot and an Emperor’s
guard exited the store and posed
for photos with little kids and fat
could tell would sell
their souls for one night with
a hikini-clad = Carrie Fischer. |
was considering getting a photo,
but alas my position in the line
was (oo precious too forgo. With
delicious anticipation, the clock
struck 1mdnight and & security
cuard ordered us to make our way

guvs

yvou

just how r

Wasl
the
panorarna,
hme of batt)

heaut

back to 11
who was
which oney
General Gi
She strugg
of nerds,
parents so0
communal
started fo
orgasmieall
prized pos
outside. diy
bags to fur
in packagi
Seriously. i
have laugh
I don't th
experience
in print fon

Wars fan
call moden

CTIp LS

tume lo  admire
this capitalist
Like being on the front
e, [ swiltly ditched tovs
v 25-year-old cousin.
litecting orders as to
he desired. “Kit Eisto!
tevouslt Nah; not Leia.
es big time”. A [renzy
kids  and bewildered
n filled the store: The
buzz of exctement
waile almost post-
v 1is we purchased our
sessions: and filtered
ing intorour shopping
her inspect differences
1g, actor-likeness: etc.
f vou were there you'd
Heky
nk I can truly give the
the justice it deserves
m. You'd never believe
warding being a Star

i$ 1in this shemozzle we

n life. Who needs to

up the escalators in an orderly
fzshion. This was when time and
S ped twilight zone style: |
' ;he stampede of nerds
nd me. but at that moment
thers was: nodiing between: me,
God and the top of the escalator.
At hypgrspace speéed 1 clamoured
up; onte to be faced withi the
glossy vaneer of hundreds of new
action figares scitillating in the
store. It

neon haze of the was

a magnificent sight. But there

think abou
death and
planning

Chewbacca
ready for tl
with Reven
night. Hell
ke qa b
having lig
sticks. . To

(L ermoion,
love
the

eXISTEnCce.
when  youire
most  awesoine
costume  ever?. Get
e festivities associated
we of the Sith opening
hath' known no: fury
nch  of nerdburgers
ntsaber battles  with
e continued.

ephanie Mountzouris
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l Culture Jam

Yes, it’s real...even though you and I can see
only glass images. Virtual reality emanating
sound waves and putting together pixels of
shattered lives. And yes, things will never be
the same again. Even that is real. Real change,
not a temporary jaunt to a beach resort.
But how is it real for us, couch potatoes,
_helpful neighbours, lucky survivors, country
cousins, non-government do-gooders, global

soul savers, remote yet strangely close fellow

humans? Another figure added to the towering
toll of natural disasters. This grid that

encompasses nearly every continent on -the -

planet binds us, doesn’t it? We could be next,
but does that matter? Or is the ‘compassion
fatigue’ that joins us with its optical strands of
illusory disillusion? Iraq, Gaza, Kashmir, and
now Indonesia, Sri Lanka, India, Maldives,
Thailand; Malaysia - more tears; more
destruction - but only one heart, and a failing
freezing one at that. We wouldn’t know until
we were struck, would we? For that is the peak
of reality, when the film is rolled in front of the
screen rather than behind it, when imagination
makes a humble bow before real-time urgency,
when life and death cannot wait for medical
rooms or personal whims. But it must feel
like a dream; edging its way on to the coast of
reality only once the tide has ebbed and the
footprints of death have left indelible marks on
the wet sand, Or is- it divine footprints carrying’
the dead off to their heavenly abode? Stop, it is

this imagination of the un-verifiable that binds:
us, cr1pp1es us, ‘hinders ‘us from performmg,

our: earthly endeavours. The question .is not.

| diversity it offer
| the expatriates.

| asked why I don't “lo

"why it was him /her or Why 1t Wasn’t me. What\

Most of us are a
Tourisms’ advert

society is more t
lifestyle.

Malaysia has
I feel strongly
and refreshing

o offer people, but
smgle most unique more - de

, Malaysian
Before coming: :Austraha, I never once  you want to
pondered my or «toad in your

is important to explai
smorgasbord of Malay
no one will know,
Malaysia. has 3 mai
Indian ~and Chinese. I
are innumerable other
communlty We have 'pi

festivél going”on- when “ohe
er begins. Everything is “in

U@Z]o

w

I truly believe tolerance
ng can only begin after

yet to come. The food-
e 'is exquisite. I think the
akes the food taste all the
Each mealtime is almost
n.in itself - which is not
ningl The best thing about |
2 is the options- whether
the “mamak” stall down the

colours .
that describes un1ty

is older than you, no
d ey were, was known




Culture Jam i

® More striking is the diversity of her people.
e a lC Thousands of years of migration from all across
the globe, geographical barriers and the huge

® expanse of the country have encouraged such
unique cultural variation as is to be found
a no where else. Each province is unique in its

language, culture, traditions and food habits.
While in remote monasteries of Ladakh, the
submissive monks lead a secluded life of prayer;
prosperous city dwellers spend millions over
marriage gatherings. The singers of Rajasthan
praise the brave kings and princes, while
men in tropical Kerala row enormous snake-
boals in the coconut flavoured backwater
lagoons. The splendour of the Taj Mahal, the
mouth-watering aroma of curries, the intricate
designs of Kashmiri rugs - all seem to reflect
the vibrancy of life that is the true essence of
Indian people.

Alexander came halfway round the world to
find it, Marco Polo made it into a fable, while
Colombus stumbled .upon a whole new world
in search for it - such is the magic of India. The
enchantment of India has more to do with her
capacity to welcome, assimilate and coexist
than with its proverbial wealth. Having lived in
the nation for the major part of my life, I have
developed an immense appreciation for the
unbelievable tolerance of my homeland. -

As has been the case with the world in
general, unforeseen events in the recent past
have caused many reasons for disharmony
and intolerance. As India moves with the rest

" of the world to find answers to the questions
that concern every citizen of every nation, let
us not. forget that there has been (and still
is) a place where dischordant notes actually
make a symphony possible. We should be able
to picture the world in that place, or rather
picture that place everywhere in the world.

At the first thought of writing an article about
my homeland, India, I felt myself at sea about
where to start. With a history that spans across
four millennia, a population approaching a
billion, fifty distinct languages and more than
twenty different religious faiths - India seems
to be too overwhelming to be accommodated
sensibly in a page-length article. However,
even a few small pieces of this astonishingly
diverse mosaic of a nation will fill one with a
sense of profound enchantment and awe. In all
her differences, India has a magical harmony
that is nothing less than appreciable.

In the past year of my stay in Australia,
studying at university, doing what I always
wanted to do most, I have discovered a lot
more about the world than I could have ever
imagined. As I met and shared my life with
people from all round the world, picking up
slices of their culture and filing them in the
cabinet of my memories, the pattern emerging
in my mind’s eye bore an uncanny resemblance
to the one that [ associate with my homeland.
Well, it occurred to me, “Is India truly the world
captured in miniature?” Well, I shall leave it to
the reader to decide.

Bounded by the snowy Himalayan ranges in
the north and the unbroken Indian Ocean in
the south - the terrains of India is a crucial
contributor to its amazing contrasts. Here one
can find giant river valleys with robust farms
and abundant rainfall, sandy deserts dotted
with oases and camels, tropical rainforests
with exotic birds and cold desolate plateaus

where no wind has blown in years. Subhobrata Das

Advice Day

Monday 2 May,
10am to 4pm
Equinox, Level 4, Union House

Undergraduates considering
a change to a different degree
can discuss their options with
student advisers from the
Prospective Students Office
and Faculties.

Find out what the procedures
are — reconsider the range of
Adelaide degrees available.

If you are considering a change
of courses within your current
degree, visit your Faculty or
'School office for advice.

Life Impact

THE UNIVERSITY

OF ADELAIDE .
AUSTRALIA
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I Office Peanuts

I hope everyone’s break
away from classes was
enjoyable, for most
"1 know it wasn’t
much of a break
away from study.
Well for those of
you who haven’t
heard, (and It
would beé hard
not to) the Make
Some Noise Festival
is going to be on this

Thursday.  Starting
around llam we’ll
have speakers,
bands and

comedians on the
lawns, as well
as cheap drinks
and at times free
food, but mostly
just
super
cheap.
We’ll also
have heaps of

events put on by various sports and clubs
of the three universities, as well as other
activities we’re putting on for the day {bouncy
castle). The whole day is being organised to
celebrate all students’ organisations and what
they do, and it’s to coincide with a National
-Day of Action that NUS (the National Union of
Students) has called. There will be students all
around the country doing similar things. At
Sydney Uni they are having a similar festival,
and have Wil Anderson doing stand up on
their lawns, here in Adelaide we’ve got Lehmo
and then in the bar that night we've got a free
show for Uni Students only with Gerling. The

Latest VSU Overview:

The Higher Education Support Amendment
(Abolition of Compulsory Up-front Student
Union Fees) Bill 2005 introduced in to
Federal Parliament on the 16th March has
generated considerable media attention.
There is very little public support for the
Bill, with the Australian Vice Chancellors’
Committee (AVCC), the Group of Eight (Go8),
Labor, Greens and Democrats all pubhcly
condemning the Bill,

Perhaps - more s1gn1ﬁcant1y however, the
Victorian National Party has also come out
and publicly rejected the Bill in its current
form stating that it would have “a serious and
profound impact for students” and commenting
on the importance of the services that are
| provided  through the universal collection of
amenities fees. A resolution recommending
that the Federal Government. ;adopt . the
Victorian model of VSU rather than the|
legislation currently tabled was unanimou ,
- | passed at the ‘Victorian State Confere ce
| the 8th'April. - ‘

The atlonal Umon of: Students have
been ntmumg their lobbying. work and
are cu ently prepanng a Med : ‘

: Pbstgr 1d
'National

| National Liaison Comm tc
,students (NLC). This joint camp gt
.a united front . ‘

‘h1ghl1ghts exte’

' -struggle to ‘come from people like my Pop

UniBar only has a capacity of 500 so get in
earlyl And at Melbourne Uni they’re having a
rally, which we’re also doing. In keeping with
a hopefully emerging trend, we wish to keep
this light hearted, fun and very peaceful, so
come along. We're leaving the lawns at 1pm,
marching to Parliament House and having a
few high profile speakers talk to us about VSU,
and then back to the lawns to kick off the main
festivities for the afternoon. It would be great
to see you all down there.

The final thing about Make Some Noise is
that we have put out a publication explaining
more about the day with some general info
about VSU, there’s a couple of funny articles in
there, I like the piece Wil Anderson wrote. They
will be available on the day from the Students
‘Association tent and from the regular On Dit
distribution points.

There are only two other things I need to let
you know about for now:

SAUA Website:

The Students @ Association will scon be
getting a new Website, and we’re putting
together the content for it now. Please If you
have any ideas for anything please contact me
or. the relevant office bearer. We're including
pictures sections, interesting websites for all
the departments, environment, education,
women’s etc, recommended reading lists,
favourite quotes, good academic resources for
students on copyright, plagiarism, referencing
etc. Any help, anything you think should be
included please let me know.

VSU Forum:

A number of students have contacted me
about organising a VSU forum, where we
would have some speakers from various areas
and have a real community debate about VSU

Lies make baby jesus cry and so do torn
banners.

In the last week of term, a very merry group
of women (and a few good men) painted, sewed
and hung the sole promotional banner for the
campus production of The Vagina Monologues.
Hours later, some fucko (more than likely a
chem student named ‘Jonathon’ - we know
where you live buddy) tore it down, ripped it in
half and dumped it outside of Target. Vagina
Motherfuckers,

What’s worse is that in the next few days,
a female friend of this mofo laughed and
bragged about her friend’s violent dalliarice
with a Vagina Monologues banner. It’s enough
to think about people perpetrating senseless
vandalism and stupidity, than to see people
celebrate it - particularly women.,

So why the backlash? Ok, 1 won’t play
‘the fool, I know exactly why some men and

‘production - like TVM - but I expect that

e - to whom 1 dedlcate
i productlon

‘women would fight against a controversial

and its implications, without all the rhetoric. If
you are interested in getting involved in this,
please contact me and I can put you onto the
people involved, or stay tuned for more info to
be coming out soon. The event will most likely
be held sometime in week 10.

Enjoy the first week back and please...
don’t be afraid to get involved, your Students’
Association needs you more now than ever,

Cheers

David Pearson

SAUA President.,

david.pearson@adelaide.edu.au

you are a gay man, you've got a vagina and/
or you take pleasure from one. Most people
are familiar with vaginas - and yet, very few
have true knowledge, value or respect for the
vagina. Through scorning your own vagina, like
scorning any other part of your body, you are
taking part in an act of self-hatred. Through
scorning someone else’s, you are perpetuating
misogyny and continuing the relative
invisibility of women's sexual concerns,

Vagina, VAGINA. Say it.

The more comfortable we become with the
word, the more we can come to terms with
the entity this word represents...and that’s
something pretty awesome. It makes me sad
that there are people out there like ‘Jonathon’
and his friend. Personally, I would like to
extend an invitation to them to attend a VM

- performance, as they are the type of people
‘whom would benefit from
. the most.

TVM

I anticipate
that many feminists and
pro-feminists will
attend TVM, but
1n some ways, we i

Mél‘?im Purcell
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Peanuts bearers .

Counter Calendar

This is the alternative subject guide produced
by the Education Department for students at
The University of Adelaide. It is an honest,
up-front review of subjects and is produced in
the effort to better inform you of your options
for your next year of study. It is produced to
tell students what it’s really like to study each
subject from the perspective of students who
have already studied it.

The Counter Calendar requires two Editors
to work in conjunction with myself, the
Education Vice-President. Nomination for these
two positions will open on the 18% April and
close the 18" May. Nomination forms can b
picked up from the front desk of the Student
Association

Ground

Lady
% Building.

- Applicantg
will need to b
available

During the ¢
tary Studen
parliament
well covere
versal men

collectiv
dentson o

for

Student Income Support on Thursday 28%
April at Parliament House — The Old Chamber.
It starts g o es at 4. Student

wants to ascertain Stude
satisfaction with the effectiverig
the University’s online learning
and Associated Tegh j

This Friday we’re having a meeting for
anyone and everyone who wants to be involved
with Prosh. It’s going to be this Friday 1pm in
the WP Rogers room in the Union building.
We need people to help us with all the pranks
and stunts we have organised. One event
we're really going to need assistance for is our
world record attempt to have the most people
knocking back a shot of spirit in one place.
Our weapon of choice is Tequila and we need
to have 1,050 people on the Barr Smith lawns
to break the record currently held by Macquirie
University in NSW. Remember, Prosh runs
from the 9% till the 13% of May so please come
along to the meeting this Friday as its not far
away at alll

Make sure you check out Multicultural week
next week, The Activities department will be
doing its part for the week by serving Kava on
the cheap in conjunction with the Kava Hut.

Last but certainly not least, you need to
Make Some Noise this Thursday. Cheap beer,
cheap food and Gerling for the evening you’d be
a fool to not come along.

Cheers,
Matthew Walton

Activities Offigér

VS8u. If your MP
to know of your
osition, then let-
ives them fuel to

ices and pro-

letter to the
include your
umber (for

and/or
ion from

Sign a
)sters up
encour-
. Distribute
al or social

urs to spare:
le of mates, a shoulderbag full
ticky tape from your Students’
d go on a fun poster-run up
campus or through the city.
) reward yourselveg afterwards.

ale Sexuality Officer




. A Culture of Laziness

In the last edition I covered the basic

arguement, mainly against but also for
VSU, claiming that although students have
a right not to be forced to subsidise the
activities of others there are some functions,
namely the Education & Welfare Officers
and representation towards the University
on broader issues, that will have serious
problems running without compulsory fees,
despite the fact that broad representation
should benefit almost all students regardless
of their personal political persuasions.

These forms of representation can be:
vaguely seen as similar to the seperation of
powers ini federal government, If U'm a ‘good’
citizen I will probably never be prosecuted or
stand trial but I would be extremely stupid to
give up the seperation of the court system lest
I find myself facing the mistalken wrath of a
sovereign state. Student reps are in that basic
sense similar to the court system, a much less
important one for most people but also a much
less expensive one. ,

Ideally, these forms of representation would
be compulsory with appropriate democratic
contols, almost a'microcosm. of our (sovereign)
- government. Issues of sovereignty aside, this
system in theory works well becuase although
fees are compulsory students would have
almost complete control over how those fees
are spent and how much is collected. Meaning
that if students feel their need for services
decreases they can demand that their fees
decrease, in theory to zeroI guess. The problem .

Voluntar

is that although membership is compulsory
the Union is (obviously) quite divorced from
the student population and has been able to
levy fees without any real form of regulation.
In many ways it’s simply an indictment on the
apathy of most. students that the Union has
been able to sail unchartered for so long.

Without student pressure the Union has been
resistant to structural change, particularly the
Students’ Association which is supposed to be
most closely aligned with students’ interests.
One of the ideas for change that would be more
relevant for students is replacing the SAUA
council {and possibly office bearers) with an
SRC committee consisting of the student reps
from the various University faculties. These
reps would be more closely linked to their
consistuency and have a definate platform
to work from, ie. problems within their
department, rather than listlessly wandering
around the Union complex wondering which
issue to tackle next. The student reps also
have a closer bond with their department
staff and will be representing students on
issues that are for the most part universal
within their departments.One of the problems
with the SAUA at the moment is the fact that
office bearers are trying to represent student
interests on incredibly divisive issues without
any clear position from the student body being
available,

If a topic does come along to do with the
environment, sexuality etc that crosses various

- department then there’s no reason why a co-

operative campaign can’t be launched by
department reps. A similar situation exists
in Germany and I witnessed over 40,000
people protest after the government annouced
massive cuts to education, evidently an issues
that had broad appeal to students,

From the student reps-a president can
be elected, paid if the funding is available
to represent the departments on University

‘Counc1l Hopefully with a new closeness to

ry Student Unions,
The Other Lean Meat

students some interest can be ellicited and the
president can claim a mandate when talking
to the VC and other University staff,

Fortunately, this system can still function
after VSU. Unfortunately, though quite
deliberately, the governments method of
change has been like picking the meat off
a quail with a lumber axe. There has been
no mind to reform, simply to dismantle. So
that legislated reform over a period may have
had the disired effect of putting the pig on
the treadmill and healthily working off some
fat, the administrative structures that would
be required for the change-over are likely to
collapse without intermediary funding, leaving
no fees but also almost no opportunity to
salvage anything from the wreck.

So what does the future hold? Without a
doubt the Union will have to cut fees as it
scrambles to gather members, but funding
will also drop forcing some services, possibly
all eventually, into user pays. It seems the
membership most attractive to students would
be a differential form where a few levels of
membership can be purchased. The “base rate”
should include the basic form of membership
previously mentioned as well as profitable or
break even functions with extra to bhe paid
for clubs and sports, and other non-essential
services. Most wages to office bearers should
be cut, possibly retaining a president figure
and one person from the Post Grads, Mature
Age and Internationals, all contained in the
one office. The Union staff will most likely be
scaled back accordingly with some semblemce
of ‘a marketing department. Though they
should remember what actually makes the
Union a union before they follow the path of

- Greenpeace et al that now exist pnmarﬂy as
- fund raising machines.

Dan

Inthe coming weeks we’ll be able to provide some more
information about what will happen to Student Radio
Cand On Dtt Adelaide Uni’s favourite media sources...

AW Hews Irnm our
- fllllll & Beverage 0II||EIS|

elaiiversity Union

/IIII IIIIII IIIIII IIIII ll IIIIIIIIII

J}"How fosave$in Rumours, Union Baokshop Cafe

| being a-member of the Adelalde University Union you can
 Up o 14%.on your meals by showing your Student 1D/Union

- only $8 70ll Anywhere else around town wil be at least
e ~ 30 In Rumours:you can, afford a beer or wine as. well




Advertising .

The SAUA women’s department presents...

e?Ac)U()Q

May 4th,5th & 6th
Little Theatre
University of Adelaide

Tickets
| Students- $5
General Public- $10

Tickets avaifable from SAUA reception
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I regional fiction

of allcyways thick witk%
They had watched fro;

of all mlsfortune I§
away. She knew that,
hated them for it.

agreed to make an honest woman out
after a private discussion with Ana’s fat

The pregnancy only increased her hormonal lust
further, yet the one person who had been able
- was repulsed by
swelled with child,
His nose became

owr in a pool
ir front door.
lashed before
e : d

e, a girl so beautiful the sun
in her presénce. Ana’s hair w
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Freedom Marches to an

African Drum

At 8 o’clock in the morning Kwame Nkrumah
Circle was still waking up, empty but for the
taxis and street stalls which fill every corner of
Accra, capital city of Ghana. But at 9 o'clock it
was alive with the smell and sound of rebellion.

I know that smell now. It is the sweat of
thousands on thousands of men, women, and
children gathered from all regions of Ghana.,
All bitter. All angry. Marching, dancing, and
demanding justice. And [ know that sound now
too. It is the rhythm of African drums, the beat
of highlife music, and the songs and chants of
peaceful protest: “Corruption!” “Murder!” “You
have forgotten the poorl”

There is no way to describe the demonstration
I went to in Accra but as a seething, roaring,
defiant whole, Even some horses came along,
though no one knew why or who owned them,
We marched past the Trade Unjon Congress to
waves and cheers. Past Independence Square,
where — conveniently — the military was on
parade. Past the Sports Stadium. We marched
against the government, underdevelopment,
and the crippling hike in petrol prices.

For two hours we marched, from Kwame
Nkrumah Circle to the gates of Parliament.
There an intimidating armada of riot police
and water cannons halted the furious crowd.
Not us though. The police mistook two whites
with cameras for the BBC! But even beyond the
gates of Parliament no one had any answers
for the demonstrators.

Why is Africa So Poor?

If Kwame Nkrumeh had been there (and not
just a Circle named after him) he might have told
us why. He might have explained that the true
rulers of Ghana are not in Parliament, They are
in New York, London, and ~ yes — even Sydney.

Nkrumah foresaw forty years ago how this

overseas ruling class would trap Ghana in
what he termed “neo-colonialism”.  Ghana
under his leadership was the first black African
country to free itself from direct colonial rule.
But Nkrumah was never satisfied with mere
political independence. In 1965 he wrote:
The essence of neo-colonialism is that
_ the State which is subject to it is, in theory,
independent and has all the outward
trappings of international sovereignty. In.
reality its economic system and thus its -
political policy is directed from outside.
Radical huh? If you have ever read about

Africa, in The Economist or almost any other:

magazine, you might point to:corruption or
mismanagement to explain why Ghana is so
poor. And [ suppose they can contribute. Butin -

themselves they cannot explain what happened

to the tremendous natural advantages which .
Ghana started with. Its southern regions were:
the original Gold Coast long before anyone -
built theme parks on a Queensland swamp’.
How could a country §o nch in raw materlals
fall so far behind? . - :

The answer is obvious: Because European
colonialists robbed Ghana of its natural wealth.
They transported.its gold, bauxite, and cocoa
— and even its enslaved people — overseas. They
then sold the sar bods back to Ghana at
much higher prices as manufactures. -

Today ‘only the form of this" exploltauon has
changed. Australian companies alone . own
25 per cent of the Ghanaijan gold 1ndustry

-continue to flow to

‘Profits from: Ghana

the developed countries
much faster than our trade
or “aid” flows back in.

And, - although Ghana now
hoists its own flag, our governments
can still control its economic policy. It
has no choice but to accept loans — loans which
it can never pay back — from the World Bank and
International Monetary Fund. With them come
economic “advisors” and “conditionalities” which
tend to wind back social services and open
markets to overseas capital.

It is not just hippies in Seattle who worry
about this. The demonstration I went to was
sparked when the government lifted petrol
prices from 20,000 to 30,000 cedis to meet
international loan conditions. Australians
might. complain about petrol prices too, but
we can barely imagine the misery they can
provoke in such a poor country.

Exposing Neo~Colonialism
- Neo-colonialism does not simply explain why
the taxis in Accra started to charge me more

(though' it is comforting to have someone to-

blame). As Nkrumah predicted:

The result of neo-colonialism is that
foreign capital is used for the exploitation
rather than for the development of the less
developed parts of the world. Investment
under neo-colonialism increases rather
than decreases the gap between the rich
and poor countries of the world.

It is sobering to see this widening gap-for

yourself. In Larabanga in the north of Ghana
~the children 1 saw “showed signs of severe

malnutrition: bloated stomachs, protruding
navels, hungry eyes. For shelter from the
intense heat they had only huts of mud and
sticks. Worst of all, it had not rained for many

months, Clean water was scarce, and Puratap ,

-does not -operate in.Ghana. v
;It ig .even more sobering how. frlendly and

.generous Ghanaians are with what little they -

“have. One of many midnight bus breakdowns
-in the bush was brightened up by the poor
family who lived by the roadside. The older
'boys brought us a bench to sit on, the younger
boys danced and laughed with us, and their
grandmother even offered us somewhere to
sleep the night if we needed to. .
I loved Ghana, But I felt angry and ashamed
Angry «at the ‘ssystem _of exploitation which - has
mired Africa in poverty. Ashamed that we are
largely to blame and yet are so greedy with our
h. And even. then, Ghana - stable and

)2 ~ is the success stoxy of

by civil war, To-its east

In - Accra many :of @ the.

‘tell the world about them. Of

e Ivory Coast is torn

political opinion’

Togo has just survived
a military coup d’état.
You can follow events
like these in the news.
But you seldom hear:.as
much about the silerit.
everyday hardship of the
people I met in: Ghana.

demonstrators “urged. us to

course, I do not really work for

the BBC. But we can still expose

the  hideous exploitation: which

goes on in our names, ot v =
1 would like to think that one day RN

- together - we can rid ourselves of =

it; that “development”. does not end with ‘the

relentless accumulation of capital. Nkrumah
himself never lost faith that- we: would demder‘
on a different future: - - - L
~ For, when all is sald and done, it
is the sofcalled little man, the bent--
 backed, exploited, malnourished . fighter.
Sfor independence ‘who~decides. And he
invariably decides for freedom. - : /
' Well 1 know now he was right. I marched W1th
that freedom—ﬁghter in Accra. :

Rowan Nicholson i

On Dit73.7




. cultural discourse

WARSAW, Poland, 2001: A young Australian

HELL.

. Purpose: to witness the finest collection of .
Eastern European mullets on show at an AC/DC

concert in Prague, SIN CITY.

Taking the road out of Warsaw heading south

I witnessed the first instance of .local Eastern -

European phenomena:  the many ‘hitchhiking
women’ scattered along the side of the road, dressed

in very little with seemingly no luggage. I wanted -

.~ to-stop and ask ‘HONEY, WHAT DO YOU DO FOR
- MONEY?', but with no room in the combl, we had to
leave them to the truckdrivers.

OQur first stop was McDonald’s some 150km from
Warsaw. One of the road-trip participants was a
“‘riew Pole”who, still enamoured with the West, will
only eat this sort of rubbish. Sometimes stereotypes
do come true, and this was to be a constant theme
during the trip.
. . After a few hours drive we were in Silesia, and

then the contested Sudentenland, which sits on the
point where the German, Polish and Czech borders
meet (south of Wroclaw). This has been a contested.
area’ of Europe ever since Boleslaw the Brave, a
man with BIG BALLS, routed the Germans on the
‘Dog’s Fields’; only to be subsequently routed by the

Bohemians, who presumably wore a lot of black .

and wrote poetry that didn’t rhyme. In the 1100s, In
Silesia. History can be really confusing sometimes.

Either way, the scenery was breathtaking, with
little villages in valleys overlooked by castles on
small hills in the background. The road crossed
old stone bridges and went into mountains with
distinctly Germanic-looking architecture layered
over with Polish names of towns and institutions.
With so many layers of history, most people from
this area simply view themselves as ‘Silesian’.

The Bordex:

The tranquillity of the area was abruptly jarred
by the border. It is my belief that we Australians,
as-amnation, tend to be well-behaved. Apart from the

Eureka Stockade, and the odd JAILBREAK, we tend _

not to indulge in upnsings Nor are we really known,
for our drug trade, even'in the greenhouses of South
.Australia. Which makes me ‘damn angry and damn

 confused (and that is a lot of DAMNATION) as to why
the idiots on the border have to make such a song ;

+ and dance about an ‘Australian working in Poland
: cro'ssing‘the border: I had to get out, of thec,ar; i

. BIG GUN who smelled drun.k mgn more papers |
. -and meanwhlle the beer 1 bought at the last servo

The Prejudices :
‘I-was travelling -
7 who upheld the’ age—ol

-' Immedaately post—border we ‘w e 8
a Czech mini doing - exactly the
thereby proving the: thesis It furth

and confusing —1 was 1nformeydv hat if I

lad embarks on a road-trip down a HIGHWAY TO

- there anything chea

~you get to share it

“ locals permanently

Poland, Hungary et al. And mullets. Lots of them,
Good quality Euro mullets forged from years of
repression, with extra volume up front and extra
! length at the back.

The Concert:

The stadium was the largest manmade outdoor
structure that i have ever been in, the size of four
foothall stadia and seemingly cast from one single
* piece of concrete. The stage was proportionally big,

but AC/DC managed to fill it. Suffice it to say AC/DC

rocked hard, were loud, and enacted all the great rock
standards like firing cannons and playing footage of
kangaroos rooting. A tear came to my patriotic eye,
as I cast it across the sea of hair and denim that

was the Eastern European Mullet Convention 2001,

I had the pleasure of standing next to a very intense

gentleman, with long blonde hair, moustache and

beard, clad completely in denim, with pointy shoes,
and a scowl on his face which I couldn’t decide
whether it meant that he was going to hit me or try
and pick me up. If ever I was to have a definitive

European experience, this was it. The crowd were

chanting ‘ahn-goose, ahn-goose’ and ‘ah - ceh ~ deh

— ceh’, and it truly was the majesty of rock,

The Sickness:

After the concert I got a rurably feeling down below,
which soon evolved into the feeling that my nether
regions were full of TNT. The dreaded Prague belly
had struck, and I was SHOT DOWN IN FLAMES.
Brave and strong as I was, there were a couple of -
hastily improvised stops on the way home, as the
goulash from earlier in the day came back to collect
its due for being so cheap. I kept a STIFF UPPER
LIP, and managed to make it home, but it was not a
pleasant way to finish off a life-defining concert.

The Germans:

The next morning was a trifle better, thanks to
some handy pills that made the backend HARD
AS A ROCK, but I awoke to the Germans, On one

ging on, it must be

tes

hifice

e It

Y of “Is

“Hyou

I turned
ALKS.

¥ Upon arriving at &
chatting, the old Pol
saying ‘Well, they e
would seem that

pay me 50%, tonig]
up after 4am.” Just
The First Mullet]
Unlike most of Polg
ravages of WWII, so

fhed by the
. Therefore,
ourists and
s many of the

RIFF RAFF like yo

The first Czec
restaurant. After
minutes, he resj
with the mutterd
course,; he didn’t|
exactly the same
immediately. Thef
splendid thoughj
European mullet;

Prague: '

Eating and dri
I ate and drank.
CHEAP. The tim
old buildings a
romantic. Pra
mullets, all in

waiter in the
ilng us for 10
polite enquiries
Germans’. Of
ing Germans’ is
d Czech, We left
something rather
p-goodness Eastern
se. Grouse,

e is cheap. Therefore
DEEDS DONE DIRT
a blur of goulash, beer,
e mullets, It was very
71l of Eastern European
homage to the-Australian

bogan via AC/D side of my tent, German campervans with outdoor

There are of looking at Prague: the furniture which, even at 4 in the morning, was
first involves b| rawed at the old beautiful perfectly arranged for the next meal, On the other
architecture -winding streets that are side, a German school excursion, with the kids

er is to find it difficult to
shops and signs in English
feel 11ke a medieval Glenelg,
‘ urched between the two.

everywhere. TY
look' past the
that make the
Undecnded I

arising every day at exactly 8 ‘to do their scheduled
physical exercises ~ ein zwei ein zwei’. I didnt mind
them - even the girl who looked like Oliver Kahn
- but the Poles and English I was travelling with hit
high gear. When the little fat kid came over to tell
us to be quiet at exactly midnight the next evening,
years of European tension boiled to the surface,
which took some Australian intervention to calm.

The Next Day:

‘Spot the stereotypes’ became the order of the day
for the rest of the time in Prague. The service got
worse and worse, the mullets and socks-in-sandals
more prevalent, and the old Polish guy kept getting
kicked out of pubs for smoking dope. I got trapped
in a market selling mass-produced. ‘traditional
Czech craftwares’ for' tourists, which gave me
B THE JACK. Nonetheless; unlike & certain novel’s

" protagonist I made it to-Pr: castle, 'sat down:in'
. my AC/DC t-shirt, ate some:good food and drank
some’ cold beer, looked down over the spectacular

view of Prague and thought to myself HELL ISNT A

PLACETO BE,

to be held in a stadium on the
s Prague. IT WAS A LONG WAY
01t after several: beer-stops 1 firially:
ganti ,stadxum was: surrounded by

hill - that;: over]
TO THE TOP

Christian Hacbich
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them eve
working o
before : th

buttocks
anywhere
driving si
a five-mi
1

~Japan is almost o
he 28th of Mare
 on the 17th of

e whims of S

Slastic  PoKifg " HAgET
tead I've found a train-
(100 yen gets you

of the glamorous

MUSHIZSHE, 8 Targe sHoD (BY Tokyo standards)i
full of big, angry, smelly South American beetle

and all sorts of beetle-related equipment, is
only one of them. On the other side of Nakancé

station. is Broadway Mall, a three-story magz
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“was full of happy young couples *gettitig
in our way, Other than that, the only real
disappointment ‘was 20—year old 3D movije -

‘the time of his ‘I—Ioney;
perstardom. Remember
him in Parenthood too.
Year message ‘viewing plath L are .

wavmg little W1th so man ' . you can’t : s all or probably my last email

liked each othe: - Toeks! O e baok rom my travels, I've had a
this just mea re fe i it but unfortunately teaching English
and though . a partic . not ar al JOb and it’s almost t1me for me

e, as were the
f other people
Ver: the bndge

‘ Spend a few months on the
nother job in retail, maybe.

,‘S a diary smce I'm too
for myself Unfortunately

spring-bath
suppos d.t

'I Yot have a ﬂmny travel story, we want to
he r it Send ondit@ndelaide. edu au

tefravels is worthy
. short wnte up. Surfing,

architecture, hiking, hell
tting has its own dedicated
could be m1staken mlght

and you can even start connmg,;
. umm...I. mean, convincing private ‘and
i-private organisations to help fund your
in return for the- pubhmty your
nbbhngs ¢ ’ir—up Th1s 1s a rocky
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culturally exclusive humour l

Fl)vs

“It's a Farmers Union Iced
Coffee or it's nothing.” Could it
be true that Adelaideans finally
caught onto some drinking fad?
Has FUIC succeeded where Qubic
/ Bubble Point Bubble Tea and
Lipton Ice Lemon Tea have failed?

I decided to find out what the
fuss was all about. I mean if my
Aussie friend moans about how
the Mayo sells FUIC for 10 cents
more than the neighbouring
UniSA cafeteria and that he'd
rather walk across the road from
campus to get his ‘fix’, surely
FUIC must be the 8" Wonder of
the World,

I must admit, I'm not a coffee
drinker, It’s not that I don't like
the bitter taste; I take my tea
without sugar or milk. I just don't
like coffee and I have other less
painful ways of getting caffeine
into my system.

The packaging looked pretty
impressive. The serene green and
brown colours, along with the
ahstract squiggly patterns are
just enticing. All it lacks are the
words “DRINK ME!” It’s amazing
how they managed to fit all that

FARMERSUNION
CED COFFEE

nutritional  information and
promotional material onto that
tiny 600ml carton.

DID YOU KNOW? The packaging
for FUIC hasn’t changed since it
first appeared in 1977.

12:00pm: Looks like chocolate
milk! Yup, that’s what I'm going to
think it is...here goes nothing...

12:05pm: *GLUG GLUG GLUG*
Aaaaaahhh.., *BURP* (XQ say
moi) I wonder what Ive heen
complaining about for the last
5 minutes, it went down pretty
easily,

3:00pm: I'm not feeling hungry
and all I had was FUIC for the
whole day! Have I discovered
the absolute cheapest meal in
Adelaide?

6:00pm: Who needs Red Bull?
I'm an Energizer bunny on
steroidsl!

3:00AM: Can you spell ‘sleep
deprivation’? Think the only
way Il get some shut-eye is if
I bash my head against a wall
,repeatedly.

THE VERDICT

Don'’t let the mild coffee taste
fool you. This stuff is seriously
potent! It should be banned in
all sports because it probably
contains something illegal. Maybhe
that’s why AFL players keep
bashing each other up...but that
is another story altogether...

DID YOU KNOW?  National
Foods has completely taken over
the original Farmers Union, the

latter exists in name only.

It certainly is one of the better
tasting coffee drinks around, so
if you've got gold coins jiggling in
your pocket everyday and don’t
mind supporting a McDonald’s/
Microsoft style corporation, FUIC
is the way to go.

Me-thinks it's just glorified
coffee powder and milk. Meh.




saround her face,

‘, ’Fhele 1bnt
foohbhly ‘r
old couch.

‘, on the fqulyb I‘hcm wasn'’t any

'othcr seat vac ant, and Dust wab fecling mlgﬁhtv

uncomformybe standmg there like a Solitary
Scactus, c'onfL
ohig l'amil '

“You 10 not

' my‘ (‘Olnpd% ion.’ C:mnclpa hacl a way
'\’Vlth : wmds as much as he had a flair for
,solvmg Hc was, qlso pdmfully ¢ ro mvc

o 1(:111oved the hancikcrohlft to revee ll Cn andmc\ s
twitching face to a family who sat there looking

like Kids in a puppet show. Everyone swallowed.

; slippery chuckles then'. qumklv sat: down
with stern undecipherable. fa s preempting
Grandpa’s fury. Dust alonc dog@,cdlv stood

by his: social ineptitude, Grandpa preferred

silent: ace phmr,c over reckless exhibition of

“one’s shorte omings, particudarly when he was
“running the show and hoping to progress to

a subsequent act without needless seams like

s Us inquirics. Dust.didn’t understand this,
creating: ‘more wrinkles on - Grandpa’s face,
“which made it harder for Dust to read, which
sinturn made hiny every bit more confused with
the whole situation. Accordingly, he sustained
his defiance and fed Grandpa’s irritation. Dust
was trapped in the vicious circle of Grandpas
wrinkles and  his  own  wrinkled “intellect.

Grandma didn’t look dead at all, which is what
Dust couldn't understand. Now, he isn't slow
by any fair standards of measurement. With
his dyslesia understood and made room for,
he did fine i schooli Tt was by all means a
valick confusion. Grandpa’s ongoing assanlts
were - undoubtedly eruel and unfair. When
his fifth. goodhye was: once again greeted with
vile snobbery, he called Grandpa a ‘witless
\Vdnk(l’ rmht 0 hig wr'inl'lvd face and stormed
oft wi ' His clhioice:of wmds
on c)[ Grandpa’s unjust

Per lmps that is why the old bully

ret almu with the usual irrationality

electrical
ich are

srandma
he d(‘(‘ ared: A

in the h t of my d

¢ the cau e of my - lovely young

yremature demise. The wires,  the

app Ll'r((mlv‘ random array.of microchips lying
the bottle of saline and some
other thmﬂx not all ol you would have heard
of have been plugged together to achieve

gn, heart

aké up most of 1he'lewih f

rid dunes of

cwould go,

tlesh,

the

on,
. “’[‘ada

Dust eloquently  screamed  unrequited rage
was obviously
“not msultms,, cnough and his veins were about

Y

from outside. ‘Witless wanker

to pop with anger. He wished he could have a

go with the old man out in the lawn; one on
- one, shirts off, fists b(‘cltmg up })I‘IIThll rh\t hins
on chests,

each man defending his manhood
with fulflllmg, primitivism.-He could take the
rotten old bastard with no more than a smglo
Scmmal hook. by ‘the rickety jaws.
then crackles and torn flesh ‘and
plenty of blood. He ached to gouge eyes out,
peel -his millionwrinkles® off. the withercd
to- rip-out emaciated calf: muscle and
swing his measly frame overhead until the
tendons snapped. He wished for a sequence
of such snaps, placed in strategic precedence
to make loops of sinister beats that could he
recorded and fed through svnthesizers and
effects; mixed and played in sweaty pubs the
world over while young men and. women' got
drunk,
muscles, replenishing I‘1"lppim~‘% with obscure
chemicals as night wore on with the sweetness
of life. That moment, right there; would he his
fucking contribution to humanity;

Bouts of epileptic hatred, compulsive digressive
nature and some social imbalance aside, Dust
wasn't wrong in his persistence. In fact he was
the only person in the family who suspected
the truth. He would have been completely
sure of il only Grandpa wasn't in the habit
of falsely picking on his- inadequacies. Bt
falsity, no matter how far out. still oppressed
Dust’s fragile cgo with hammered consistency.
He consciously favoured his intuition this time
because of past experience with Grandpa’s
fumacy, and mostly because there was lost
conviction to salvage. Each new expletive
thrown at the docile old cunt gave him new
strength andsvewer ideas.

“Shelooks just as beautiful, don’t vou think?”

Grandpa admired his handiwork, never taking
Chisceyes off the face 1ést he missed

a winlk,
Grandma-wasg fifty years his junior and he
couldii’t take his lustiul eyes off
bosom of his delectable fourty vear old prize
atchy He wondered it she WAS wll blcxdmg,
and rnmmd »d himsell to work: on sddule

that ,nught facilitate the monthly discharge

should thc':r(.- he need:

e will start 1o smell in a (Iav voursick old
. bonnbudy should put-vou dowr,”
wasobviously  still outside:
ranning about as he screamedd
adrenaline

Dust
jumping  and
to counter the
Grandpa hobbled and stacoere

“Pop’ it

ground hips and flexed their own calf

the heaving

‘ pwcons wil

ancl gm thc‘ hmt" lh(‘ nc

mpot hcnmlcsslv /\ S((()nd Ary lanclcd shmp: ‘
on his cousin’s temple, ending Dust’s supply N
major gash appeared, followed by some serious -
bleeding, followed by the kid shricking like a
wicked witch, Dust took up the opportunity
of shifted focus to jump to lerelict
that had failed him. He was about to throw it
at Grandpa’s direction when one of Grandpa’s
crutches took off from his swinging right arm
and shot towards Dust’s alarmed face” with
hypnotic precision. A trail of blood followed
Dust’s course out of the room and an eerie
unsettled-wail followed the trail ‘of blood Gntil.
everything settled in the room except for the
silent sob of a sedated cousin and a handful
of heavy sighs. Still then, afaint cry (“()minuecl
in an irregular fashion, like ‘cries of
sacrifice-far far away. Dustmust:-have I)u n:in
a‘lot of pain and anger.

Later- that night the broken -window’ served
its “purpose. by letting Dust " in  hassle-free.
Grandma was still on the couch, very much
silent and the rest of the house. slept too, as
silent as her life. He thought of them as dead
people mimicking sleep. Having given up the
burden of civility that afternoon, he knew he
was on his own. But such a disassociation
came with newfound free-will. His - stomach
contained adinner that wasn't owed to anyone’s
love or sense of duty. Only over the few hours
of the alternoon, he had transformed from a
dithering, self-doubting domestic captive to a
thiclh in his own house with ideals no longer
delicate to Grandpa’s conniving ways. Nothing
in the house (elt like his own - something (oo
trivial to provoke thought only hall a day ago.
He tiptoed to the kitchen, pillaged leftovers ancd
gorged on refined delights of a novel approach
to life. He gloated inan overwhelming sense ol
productivity, sipped orange juice and thought
ol alover. He danced with the mop handle and
spat. on the clean floor, Next he heard
steps. and. quickly ran-to the lounge to hide
behind a sofa next to the broken window. From
such a position, getaway should he convenicnt
and within reach.

foot

I came "Grandpa and removed  the covers
completely frontgrandma’s body. Her pale body
shone brighter than the clean lace curtains,
and looked justas frail. He moved like he forgot
something and hesitatingly started making his
way to the stairs. It took ages for the old fuck
to getup the stairs, Dust knew, and here he
saws st of opportunity,. He walked over to
grandma and gazed at the parody of life with
ittle amusement, He knew this all along. The
sick old fuck lm(l lost it and turmed his wile’s
dead boddy hatehed science

o an improperly




ed i gr andma didn't
ic frog «1I)uut to:leap.
. Grandpa’s

to‘ clectrical =

'i'm;[")l.llsc:s, looked

= disease

m 01’@

 while also h ¢l m{f nncomformblc l)omﬂ in (1050
proximity to his dead grandmother who was
cntirely disrobed a red from hc‘ 1(1 to r()(‘
- with Grandpa’s vanity. :

‘Aftc’ér about’ an’ eternity and mlt Captain
Hobblestone finally hit the Sh()l‘(:b and dropped
anchor. Dust was back in his convenient
vantage point. Grandpa produced from inside
his gown a bottle of lost dreams. He dropped
two pills carefully on his palm and  popped
the pair with exquisite hope. This was a very
w()lrryirw A to witness and Dust began
: lent ant *lpat‘io'n" He saw 01(1
man’s lelt}, raise
a-stimmit ot -long lo.st ddvcm, ; :
slid some wires out from her skin (1( lhc hip
and the chest. He pulled out another car
battery from under the couch and replaced
the old one: Dust waiched -him impatiently
contemplating intervention while - old - man
continued like clockwork switching microchips
and recorifiguiring wire: networks: Two. open
ended wires were plugged intora small green
hox prohably containing electronics and the
adapter was in turn connected to-a laptop
computer sitting on the coffee tables The
computer pl‘()l)”ll)l\’ ('()nl;lin(‘(l necessary codes
to work grandma’s movernents. [t looked very
much like grandma was being re programmed,
and slowly  Dust started seeing  Grandpa’s
plans better light. At fong last, all was in
place and Grandpa allowed current into the
systen.

At first evandma began gently rolling her hips

~Grandma’s lip OISE,
softly curling, ()pcmn rand closing like a fish's.

and moving her .

shoulder ~Among

s.hddows and from Dust’s

position, olandlmrcouldImvc' ‘

been all but dead. Sick old fuck

went for the lips first and clicked -
something on the computer screen.
began moving in

Dust witnesged. o new-level of puvcrsmn a
new fronticr in seience and a completely new

face of desite vight there in his living room. In
a quest for realism, Grandpa had perfected
his ‘consiruction,: giving grandma - countless
subtle movements, each with var'ib]o degrees

ol magnitudé and regularity. He had to keep

tapping on the computer, sure, and that 11]1
have been a rather annoym

“while your made swcct love to your n(wlv cl( a(lg'

he didnt
ght fora

Ty

wife, bt
Dust-thou

secm to be complain
ond that Grandpa was

one sophisticated fucker and wondered if he
genes: At ore point;
flinch-like h(‘ got clut]o(ul(d‘

had any of thatin-his own g
Dust saw: him
and almost ran for-help; but old - man: ¢ elaxed.
Breathee in, breathed: out:andgot back. on
the saddle without a- pause: That routine
continued for quite sometime, and Dust had
to-almost run for help about four or five times.
Then it happened for the last time and it never
happenedqagain. ,

That day, Dust understood his- Grandpa: a
little more than he did before: He would miss
him perhaps, but the prospect of not having
to put-up withe his corrosive remarks was
quite uplifting. In the newspapers, the story
was succulent entertainment. Three months
later, a-large .campany that made hospital
cquipment  bought  Grandpa’s  sex machine

Thaggard old men would,

engendered by Grandpa's: Unclyuw fove

lhey Wtcnt sdlmg lhﬁ

(m <\'<|v nc‘w sale
gears-to. senjor (,,uummt,houf)l because the
hopion -add fly off
to wonderfand all the time like Grandpa
did. They modified it to be used by people
with immobile body parts. These d s Dust
often:sees physically challenped H](IIVI( uals.
on streets  hobbling along, twiddling knobs,
flickine switches and pressing butions. ”l,hcy~‘~'
s to have found a new love for life, o love
for-his
fantastic voung wife. -

Email: prashanipoeegimail com
0421 735679 k




l Literature

Beyond
Mombas
Frank Coates,
HarperCollins,
458pp,
$29.95

This work of historical fiction is
set on the same stage as the hit
movie The Ghost in the Darkness—
the British construction of the
Uganda railway at the turn of the
twentieth century.

Butwhilstthemovieconcentrates
onl the man-eating lions that
terrorised the operations, Beyond
Mombasa is about the railway
itself, and the story of, Ronald
Preston, the engineer in charge of
its construction.

It’s a gripping premise for a story
and Coates’ pacy, popular style
brings the reader straight inte the
action from page one. However,
by about page ten my attention
was waning, already bored by the
predicable characters and clichéd
metaphors.

I stuck it out and got about
halfway through before skipping

to the last chapter to find out who

died and if the romance turned
out right. That about sums up
my reaction to this book: I got
interested enough to want to know
how it ended, but not enough to
wade through four hundred pages
to get there.

I travelled to Africa a few years
ago and as Beyond Mombasa
frequently mentions, it’'s a
mesmerising place. The power
of the land burns beneath the

" novel’s action, and gives life to
‘both plot. and characters. But.I
think Coates relies too heavily on
location for his novel’s appeal—I
was strongly - reminded of the
novels “of - Wilbur Smith, one of
the world’s bestselling authors
who likewise sets two-dimensional
characters against the. backdrop
of exotic Africa. s
- My opening comparison to the
Val Kilmer flick was apt—this is
‘a paperback equivalent toa pretty

good malnstream mov1e If you're

a reader who enjoys popular
fiction, Beyond Mombasa could
well prove an action-packed,
entertaining read. If you're a little
more demanding, it’s probably not
your cup of tea.

The Six Value
Medals

Edward de Bono
Random House
161pp.

This book was written with
corporate business in mind but
don't let that put you off—De
Bono is one of the most interesting
and accessible thinkers of the 21
century and his latest offermg isa
stimulating read.

From the man who invented
the term ‘lateral thinking’ and
brought you the Six Thinking
Hats, comes the Six Value Medals.
The medals are a simple structure
for assessing ideas—in a business
setting or just in one’s own life.
Like all of De Bono’s work, the
Medals are a thorough and useful
way of ordering our many thoughts
and feelings . into something
we can work with. The results
are quantifiable but not rigid;
structured enough to be useful
but not so as to be removed from
the flexibility of human reality.

If youre a business-type there’s
really no excuse for not owning
this book, but even if you're
a student who never plans to
get a real job there’s a lot in it
for you too. As De Bono says,
“Without human values there is
exploitation, slavery and tyranny.
The whole purpose of civilisation
is a combined effort to attend to
human values.”

Taking a closer look at what
we . value, personally and as a
society, and whether our actions
reflect those values, is a useful

exercise. for anyone, corporation
or communist. De Bono’s latest
offering is a very clever framework
for doing just that.

&ngmaogmwm

How to Speak and Write Correctly, one of the earliest style guides, by Joseph Devlin

If you - are-asked to’ describe
the dancing ol a red-haired lady
at 'the last charity ball you can
cither say--"The ruby
the Titian locks owinig like th(
oriflamme - which = sturounds
the golden :God of-day  as he
sinks to-rest amid: the crimson
glory. - of - the burnished W( st
gave a divine exhibition -of the

 Terpsichorean art which thrilled
the souls of the multitude,” ‘or,

vou can simply say--"The red-
haired lady danced very well and

. pleased the audience.”

' The. former .is a-spccimen of

the ultra florid or bombastic style
which may be said to de pe nd upon
()mpc)snv of vrll)( for ity

: . N(((Il( $s 1o
say it-is t() b( IJI(,[LII“L(I. The other
shoulcdbe avoided. "It stamps the
T oas aperson ol shallowness,
and inexperience, [t
climinated - from  the
newspapers, en . the  most
flatulent  of e sheets no
longer tolerate it in their colummns.
fectation and pedantry in style
are now universally condenined.
[t is the duty of every speaker

Speaking of
Empire and
Resistance,
it Tariqg Ali,

| Scribe

& 240pp
$26.95

Exiled from Pakistan in the
1960s for his activism against the
military dictatorship, Tariq Ali is
a veteran activist who has gained
a reputation as one of the most
forceful political thinkers in the
English-speaking world. He has
written over a dozen books, most
recently international bestsellers
The Clash of Fundamentalisms
and Bush in Babylon, and now
comes Speaking of Empire and
Resistance, a collection of Ali’s
responses in interviews. He covers
a range of topics but they all move
around a central hub of the recent
events in Afghanistan and Irag,
the Israeli-Palestine conflict, the
American Empire and the powers
that be as we enter the twenty-
first century.

The thing that has struck me
the most about this book—and
I'm still reading and re-reading

it—is Ali’s eloquence. He makes

intelligent, sophisticated points
with astounding clarity. His
language is simple and brilliantly

and.writer to labor after a pleasing
styler T gains . him® an entrance
where, he  would -~ otherwise  be
. Often” the

t depends as much . on

ay it is presented as on the
\uh}ut itself. One writer will make
it attractive, <lll()lll(l repulsive,
For instance take a
history. Treated by one
it s lilke a desiccated . mummy,
drv; dull, ¢ sting, while under
the spell wnother it is, as it
were,

historian

thing which not only pleases

captivates the reader.

passage in,

galvanized into a virvile living
hut

lucid.

The two inevitable comparisons
are with Michael Moore and
Noam Chomsky, both high-profile
commentators in their own very
different manners. Ali resembles
nejther. Heuses everyday language
without play-dumb popularising;
he covers a lot of substance but is
never dry or boring.

Even if I didn’t agree with his
arguments I'd be impressed
by his ability to make political
thought so accessible, but as it
happens 1 find his arguments
very sensible. It’s refreshing to
read a left-wing treatise so free
from rhetoric, so firmly grounded
in historical study, so focused on
human compassion rather than
revolutionary malice.

This book is a treat: enjoyable,
stimulating and very informative.
If you'd like to be a bit more
politically aware and want to check
out some of the perspectives out
there, I can’t recommend a more
engaging place to start.

Is your bookcase looking
depressingly empty? Do
you find yourself picking
naval lint and staringly
morosely out of a computer
screen? Why don’t you
come down to the On Dit
office and pick up some
review books? They're
free in exchange for a short
review. What larks! -

interest of ¥

Eust ace
was a man of
1mple tastes.
- : needed
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Director/Writer: Pedro Almovodar
(Talk To Her, All About My Mother)
Starring: Gael Garcia Bernal (Y
Tu Mama Tambien, The Motorcycle
Diaries), Fele Martinez (Open Your
Eyes), Daniel Gimenez-Cacho (No
Shame), Javier Camara (Talk To
Hen,

Gael Garcia Bernal in drag...l
question my sexuality. One of
my first questions after leaving
the cinema was: “How can a man
look hotter as a woman than most
women?” But this isnt just any
man, this Gael. Swoon!

This complex noir homage (or
as I like to call it, an “Oh right!”
film, as in “Oh right, that’s
happening ‘cause that happened
earlier” kinda thang) has as many
twists and turns as the old South
Eastern Freeway. We’re talkin’
Devil’'s Elbow here people. It also
has as much paedophilia, homo-
eroticism and  cross-dressing
as the Catholic church. Luckily
the story is centred around the
Catholic church, or I would have
to be sacrificed at the nearest
altar.

Let me bring you up to speed.
Madrid, 1980. Ignacio (Bernal), an
actor, rocks up to the office of his
old school “chum” and now film
director Enrique (Martinez), with a
proposal. He has written a script,
‘The Visit’, inspired by their school
days. In particular, it centres

around their relationship with
each other and with Father Manolo

(Gimenez-Cacho), their priest
and school Principal. Enrique is
sceptical. He remembers Ignacio,
however doesn’t quite recognise
him, but what the hey?! It's been
16 years and he’s desperate for
a story. He takes the script and
later, as he reads, he (and we) are
transported to the world of Zahara
(again, the bheautiful Bernal), a
drug-addicted trannie working as
an impersonator in a variety show.
From here we are taken to where it
all began - primary school with the
filthmeister Father Manolo and
then to the tragic end. Enrique
has a hit.

From script, to present day,
to real story, and everywhere in
between, a lot of concentration
is required for Bad Education.
Nobody likes a whisper in the
ear with, “I don't get it.” However,
it definitely pays off. The truth
begins to reveal itself and a seedy
yet fascinating tale is told. The
dramatic score drives the film
and impeccable performances
all round will have you lapping
up every second. Javier Camara
(wonderful in Almovodar’s Talk
To Her is a crack-up as Zahara’s
trannie “sista” Paquito. If Bernal
is the most gorgeous of men as
womer, then poor Camara is
definitely not a contender.

Almovodar loves his touchy
subjects (sorry, it had to be done)
and this film is no exception. It's
definitely not one for the kiddies,
but if you're after something you
actually have to use your brain

to watch, Bad Education is truly

a learning curve. However, I will
never be able to listen to the
song ‘Moon River’ again without
cringing, just a word of warning.

Grade: A-

Lucky L.

Director: Ondi Timoner
Starring: The Dandy Warhols &
The Brian Jonestown Massacre

The irony thing has just gone too
far. Watching it played out is akin to
standing in the centre of a circle of
mirrors while Peter Sellars/Casino
Royale style costumes of yourself
peer out from deep in the glass.
Parody upon parody, you've almost
lost your former (true?) self as the
actor becomes the subject he once
satired. No matter how deep you
dig youll prabably never again
figure out where the truth once lied.
Dig is one such movie ‘exploring’
the many layers of very thin ironic
fascade between us, The Dandy
Warhols and The Brian Jones Town
Massacre (BJTM). I hope.

Cronicalling the inane adventures
of the two bands and their budding,
partially theatrical rivalvy the
rock-u-mentary also exposes how
several bunches of pretentious gits
get a pile of dosh to simply continue
being so. It is either:

a) Just that, a clever director
allowing some poor imitations
of the Velvets and Andy’s entire
scene to implicate themselves in
vacuous mediocrity.

b) Bands deliberately playing the
fool, having a little fun with but
also consciously (and flawlessly)
acting the post modern part of
bands that were only ever good
enough or only ever wanted to
imitate. Such a version of events
would continue . the . Dandy’s

playful cheekiness, for instance

in. “Bohemian Like You” they
‘love’ food, cars, hair etc but only
‘like’ people - the sterile modern
condition is revealed.

¢) The horrifying possibility that

" the bands are exactly as they are,

the director loves them, they love
themselves, the A&R reps are their
friends, and the fans are lapping
this movie up as we speak.

For the most part of the film,
possibly due to being tremendously
cheeched, I was enraptured by the
brilliantly acted out scenes of dullard
conversation, prima dona tantrums
and starry eyed dreams and
aspirations. However, it was far to
off the cuff, too natural to be pretend
and now my mind’s adrift somewhere
between the three options.

Regardless, the movie is pretty
lame. The one redeeming feature
surprisingly is the glowing straight
to video footage of the A&R reps.
They are so square, and soul
crushingly inappropriate for an
industry dealing in -music. One
even has a ponytail and glasses.
If they’re real it’s ridiculous and if
they're acting it’s hilarious. While
the band members, who were
born over-actors, make you cringe
and turn,the A&R reps leave you
transfixed in bemusement.

Dan J
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e\(‘ént““ super-baby’s ¢
. off to find the.

Director: David Mackenzie
Starring: Ewan McGregor & Tilda Swinton

One dimly grey day Joe (Ewan McGregor)
and Les {Peter Mullan) pull a young woman’s
body from the river. At first Joe seems the only
one moved by her death. The others talk about
it merely as news and speculate about her
scantily clad body, whereas Joe appears taken
with the young woman. He gently lays his hand
on her lifeless, wet back and pulls her petticoat
down to cover her modesty. He doesn’t show
such affection with any living woman. After
a tedious and uneventful hour we finally
learn that the young woman, Cathie, (Emily
Mortimer) was Joe’s girlfriend. As the tagline
goes “Was it murder, suicide, accident?”

Joe lives and works on the barges between
Edinburgh and Glasgow with Les, Les’ wife
Ella and their son. Ella is Tilda Swinton who
has no qualms about being ugly on film. If
Nicole’s fake nose can win an Oscar, then
Tilda deserves a Nobel Prize. The film is devoid
of colour and freshness. It comes as a relief
when Joe goes to the seaside and meets Cathie
for the first time. There the air isn’t heavy or
desolate, the sea is a soft blue and the sand
seems warm. Two young girls walk past in
pretty dresses as if from another world.

Ewan McGregor has a charming smile but
we never see it here. He proves again that
he masters all his roles from drug addict in
Trainspotting to dashing playboy in Down With
Love with the same dedication.

Half the film is a stream of sex scenes
involving Joe and nearly every woman he
meets. But he stays numb to any feeling and
wanders amorally. It isn't even as if he tries to
conguer or seduce the women, it just happens
that they fall into bed with him. There is no
tenderness, no affection in the loveless sex
scenes. Their lives are destitute and eerily
moribund. In a close up of a woman’s nipple a
fly crawls over her breast connecting sex with
death. A stillness, almost a stench, permeates
the story communicating what words can'’t.

Shaun of the Dead comically toyed with the
idea that we can fall into the trap of living a
lifeless existence as zombies going to and from
work everyday. Young Adam hints that the
dead are amongst the living, or at least the
morally dead.

Joe distances himself from society’s morals.
However he attends court when a former
boyfriend of Cathie is accused of her murder.

Only Joe knows the truth about her death and
yet does little to save the wrongly accused.

The wrongly accused is hanged.

Comparisons have been made with Camus’
The Outsider. Both protagonists ignore society’s
rules. But Camus’ character Meursault reflects
on his actions in the Algerian heat and their
consequences even if he did not understand
exactly why he did them, whereas Joe escapes
the consequences of his failure to be honest
in his cold, foggy Scottish morally indistinct
landscape and continues to drift amorally.

Young Adam is dour and drifts for too long
before the story is given any momentum.

223

Héléne Sobolewski

Director: Sydney Pollack
Starring: Nicole Kidman, Sean Penn

As the first feature filmed in UN headquarters
in New York, The Interpreter has a slightly
more interesting insight to offer than your
average feral-African-dictator-under-threat-
of-assassination movies do, The foray into
the workings of the UN is quite fascinating
to us aspiring world dictators, but down to
business: Nicole Kidman is Silvia Broome,
who, despite the initially ambiguous accent,
turns out to be African and works as a
translator at the UN. One night she overhears
a threat against the life of Dr Zuwanie, the
evil dictator of the country from which she
hails, a man responsible for the deaths of her
family. He’s coming to give a brown nosing 1
love democracy, show me the way’ speech to
the UN to convince fellow world leaders not to
charge him for crimes against humanity. For
some reason she decides the right thing to do
is report the threat, so Sean Penn, a grieving
FBI agent, comes into her life to interrogate
her and protect the dictator... only he gets the
hots for Nic and becomes far more interested
in protecting her. So the thriller plays out with
stereotypical mysterious black men hunting
Nic down, secretive French men arousing
jealous suspicion in Sean, midnight phone
calls while he watches her sleeping with her
blinds open and Sean, of course, letting down
his guard and sharing his own woeful history
in an attempt to bond with the forever tousled
Nic. Turns out she’s a gun toting radical from
way back, and this doesn’t help her cause
much, leading to a slightly surprising ending.
It’s a good film with some great tense moments
(watch out for the bus sequence), some soppy
emotional moments and a good, final ‘take
that you scum’ moment. At the end the only

.question I had left was: what’s an interpreter

doing with an access-all-areas pass around
the UN headquarters?

' ¥ W W
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THETOP 5...

FIRST DAY FUCK-UPS ON FILM

1. NEVER BEEN KISSED - Poor old Drew,
can't even get it right 8 years later: has

to wear a sombrero for being late, spills
chocolate milk on herself and, worst of all,

wears ALL WHITE!
2. REVENGE OF THE NERDS - tarred and
feathered - an oldy but a goody.

3. ANIMAL HOUSE - pledging with the

Deltas was the HUGEST fuck-up in the

eyes of that nasty dean Wormer.

4. CLASS - again, I know, but this is a
doozy: poor little Andrew gets conned into
wearing sexy lingerie and is locked out of

the dormsll! Ah boys, deary me.
5. JUST ONE OF THE GUYS - Joyce Hyser

dresses up as a boy and gets thrown in a

bush by the school bully. That'll learn ya.

Director/Writer: Amy Heckerling
Starring: Alicia Silverstone, Paul Rudd, Dan
Hedaya, Brittany Murphy

Films like Sixteen Candles may have been
credited with launching the teen-movie genre
way back in the 1980s, but it's very hard
to ignore the influence that writer/director
Heckerling’s film Clueless had on the genre after
it was released a decade ago. It can be almost
single-handedly credited with responsibility
for the wave of less intelligent blonde and/or
high -school films that followed — 10 Things I
Hate About You, She’s All That, Whatever It
Takes, Down To You, Get Over It, American Pie,
et cetera, et cetera — as well as a small handful
of comparable films like Mean Girls, or, uh...
Mean Girls. Whether the following slew of
mindlessly mundane high-school flicks that
followed were warranted remains to be seen,
but Clueless — itself inspired by Jane Austen’s
Emma,.believe it or not — has achieved classic
status. ‘

The film introduces Cher = Horowitz
(Silverstone, only 19 when she made this film),
afashion-conscious, wealthy, spoilt Californian
teenager and centre of her high school’s social
universe. She remains happily single whilst
busying herself playing matchmaker for two
of her teachers. Soon she and her friend Dion
(Stacey Dash), both named “after great stars of
.. the past who now do infomercials,” decides to
make over the new girl, Tai Frasier (Murphy)
— herself an adorably clueless individual who
- wears - flannelette shirts .and drinks herbal
tea. Of course, all does not run 'smoothly, and
Tai’y popularity gradually eclipses even that of
Cher, right about the time Tai develops a crush
on Josh (Rudd) -

Cher’s ‘ex-stepbrother and

Film l’
EINEMAMEEG U

he general public, films
Blow-Up and the featured
e quite .well known to

; “grcursory
widely available
crucial value of the
the fac that they

‘ the“'”programme‘v
ortunity to see the

arrives, an
- dreamlike sty
-of its type.
~ The early par
structured in
.screening of two
.chamber thrille
“brilliant surreal
Repulsion) Cinémathequ

thi;s year, th""‘
before are in"

the person Cher has developed a burgeoning
crush on as well.

While not a film palatable for people who
like theirs heavy on the action sequences (I’ll
assume fans of XXX are probably already

reading something else), Clueless remains
a gem thanks to the endlessly clever script
— itself full of plenty of references that only
older audiences would get — and casually
deadpan performances across the board, most
notably from Alicia Silverstone. The film may
be showing some age now, and you certainly
won’t hear people quoting “as if!”- anymore,
but better than almost any other film in the
genre, Clueless captured the irony of teenage.
behaviour. Even as the characters utter such
phrases as “That’s Ren and Stimpy. They're
way existential,” they show an amusement
in the frivolity of their behaviour. This
amusement is tranferred to the audience, who
can appreciate the good-natured excess of their: |
behaviour because, while exaggerated, there is -
an element of truth in the film’s examination
of teenage naivety, Teenagers ~ most of them,
anyway -~ form cliques, preoccupy themselves
with relationships, and fret about their social
lives. Most of us did it at some point. Some of
us still do, and that’s okay. Films like Clueless
are a way for us, as teenagers, to 1ndu1ge in
the cartoonish fabulousness some of us aspire
towards. As adults, they are a way for us to
appreciate how much we've grown.

Plus, you've got to love a film where sixteen-
year-olds have plastic surgeons.

Brian O'Neill
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Talking in fongues

 PANDORA'’S BGiinuilill e
' Labia Najora is not tho latest XSS Clitorad Tlowjoh
»- recruit for Real Madseld Begin by sucking slowly, as if

L!lt year, 1 wrote li ‘haw'to‘
" artiele on . blow jobs. For some . -

“time I have been asked to write

" me titless (which at a Bcup is -
not that hard) but as a woman,
I know what works and as a %
woman who's had sex, I sure as ¢

shit know what doesn’t work. at his dogbowl will not get either '
Bad oral sex is embarrassing for of you anywhere. It is part’
* both parties — the recipient has to g of slow, sensual, erotic
either fake it or He there counting sex. You need to make her
the moles on their partner’s back, feel safe enough to expose her -
while the practitioner knows - most intimate body pert to your
in vain out of sheer desperation. 3. The Kindest Kiss insert two fingers into her vagina, even a Barbie doll has a vagina, -
Sodo the world (and your girifriend) . Place your hands on each inner  up to the second knuckle, then curl - is actually quite an intimidating

a favour and follow these simple thigh and use your thumbs to

the fingers toward you in & come -

steps to goo-worthy orgasms. open her lips. Stroke the tip of hither motion. Yourenow touching me, she’ll thank you for it.

B : your tongue very lightly over her her front wall. Feel around (fy not = As a warning, always remember
ﬁeg'hmer . clitoris. DONT FLICK. It should to have the air of a gynaeocologist to check for pubes between your
1. Aromsal , S - - Make your mouth wet (pretend to  cyst, you're looking for an orgasm) It's way more embarrassing than
A Chinese m”wwmmbmmm - and you may find a patch on the gpinach.

step is the most important, and this  °f saliva) and place your lips over wall, about the size of a twenty ‘ =

is certainly true of cunnilingus. the eutireclitoris. . cent piece that feels different to Lavinia Emmet-Geay

A gkilled lover can manipulate a '
- blush or a racing heart without Move As Sesame Street -
_ & touch. The idea is to incite that _USe your tongue to trace the

. probably more interesting than you

her bottom Hp, then part her lips = Move C: Fish Fingers

and go for the full kiss. Stroke ~_IDsert the tp of your index
Cup her cheekbone. finger inside her vagina. Move it
mmmmmnmmmm

this is an extremely ahead for details on the g-epot.

FiE

e further further. Or deeper. clitoris, sliding it back and forth.
o ey ; 65 i - This is akin to the feel of a penis
C Varidestrons . Gemeral Tips : _ inside a vagina. Well, I'm guessing.
waistband of her panties. Keep cmdduedmﬂﬂ-mﬂng.lom ; =% ,
stroking and caressing. Tease her ®hould be able to pull it off. Piace  yu 4, Goodness - =
through her panties. Work her yp YOUr thumbs on cither side of the .  que o cough losenge in you

feel of cold air on the wetness of her  Lick inside her vagina and use your

/ o muasie her clitoris. Suck the
vagina will be a thrilling sensation. ;_P""h :

inner thighs. Whmmmmmum

shopping, you need to meander - YOU Use your thumb to thrust into

the right store.

. this? There’s a

the rest @f it doean't feel different
for you, it sure will for her). Press

against it gently, then circle the

the muilti-ekilled out there, try
combining the . oral action with
the g-spot action. But be patient.

Pausing to say “Gee, The Simpeons |

hour is about to start® is probably

diffevent.
Climax Anyone?
‘The Ctitoris
- exposed clit and gently suck on

i#t, sinultaneously ficking it back

and forth with your tongue. This
can be done lightly or aggressively
{depending on her preference) and
" The Tongue Tube: Roll your
tongue into a tube around her

Then place it atop her clitoris. You
in your mouth? Imagine that on

. Trace the figure 8 around her
clitoris lke a skater on her ice
lot of clitoral action involved in
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[l the plastic industry

Tuesday 22nd March
Live @ Thebarton Theatre

Having only been a great fan of Gomez’s first two
albums but never exposed to them in any form of live
environment - gig or DVD - I had no preconceived
expectations of what their sound might be like. So,
after readying myself upon being informed only a
few hours earlier that On Dit required my presence
at the gig, I entered the Thebarton Theatre hoping to
be positively impressed upon.

Paul Dempsey (Something For Kate) managed
to rouse more applause from the audience for
his efforts than is usual for support acts. The
surrounding crowd consisted mainly of young
‘trendies’, with a few groups of guys who, along with
most of the rest of the male populace, suddenly
believe that it’s always been cool to wear collars
up. Their attendance I put down to them liking the
band’s latest album. These un-concert cultured,
beer guzzling humans aside, there were some
really cool peaple present, many of whose heads |
captured in my efforts to obtain a decent photo of
the band.

After a good deal of setting up by roadies, the six
piece group entered from stage right and proceeded
to don their instruments, which would consistently
change hands throughout the night. The low,
soothing and deep oscillating intro to ‘Get Miles’,
from Bring It On, started pulsating through the
theatre, slower than usual, and made for a clever
concert opener. After only a few minutes, I easily
recognised the main difference between Gomez’s
studio takes and their live sound is the larger and
louder part the drummer plays on the stage.

As a fan mainly of Gomez’s material up to and
excluding their latest album, I easily recognised and
was happy to hear songs from Bring It On, Liguid
Skin, and In Our Gun. The release of their last album,
Split The Difference, made quite an impression on a
new generation of music fans weaned on the popular

‘raw-rock’ sound,
but left me wondering
why they had so completely
abandoned their great original sound.
However on this night the tracks 1 could
tell were from the album were that much more
appealing in their live formats. The combination of
crowd and band energy, and the authentic sound a
live performance can generate, helped me to aurally
perceive these songs in a more positive way.

Favourite after favourite was presented and the
small group of friends and fans that were with me
loved every minute of it. Gomez aren’t an overly
visual band, so the fact that I was again cursed
with a unusually lofty person blocking my view
didn’t really bother me. Standout performances
were, Love Is Better Than A Warm Trombone’, ‘We
Haven’t Turned Around’, and Fill My Cup’, which
transmitted the Gomez swagger and groove. All
the vocalists were on fire on this evening, and the
crowd waited for the ‘beast-howl’ by the guy who
sounds like John Fogerty of Creedence Clearwater
Revival at the end of ‘Blue Moon Rising’, and
although he looked like he was feeling the pressure
of expectation, he didn’t disappoint.

During ‘Get Myself Arrested’, the audience was
invited to join in singing, but when the pause came
for us midway through the song, a goodly portion
of the crowd found it necessary to yell everything
but the words. Maybe they didn’t know the song
and thought it was the end, maybe they were just
so overcome at the prospect of being able to yell at
someone inn a band. Either way, this appeared to
incense one of the singer/guitarists, who asked in
a mocking tone, “Don’t you guys know the words?”

Only then did those
in the know begin with
trepidation to sing the lines, “He

only grows for guys he knows and me...

‘Revolutionary Kind’ was a welcome number to
the set list and about halfway through, the band
steered off into personal favourite ‘Hangover Girl’.
The band’s drummer brought the shit’ in ‘Shot
Shot’, a track from In Our Gun, by exploding into
an unexpected double bass drum solo in the second
half of the song that one would usually hear at a
metal gig.

The encore saw them launch into ‘Whippin
Piccadilly’, which had a sound like the video clip
version of the song, rather than the album version,
with the drums accompanying the music and
pushing it along smoothly. This was a great song
for the end of a great gig.

Gomez are a unique group of musicians who
produce an equally unicque sound, they don’t dress
funny, they don’t show off, they don’t preach for or
against anything in particular (that I know of], they
are normal looking guys who seem to enjoy and are
damn good at what they do.

»

Tony Marshall

Local composer Alex .Carpenter leads. Music of
Transparent Means, an ever-evolving experimental
performance ensemble (which has featured as many

as 21 players at one time) . which performs semi-",
regularly in Adelaide and enjoys a reputation &s one

of the city’s most experimental and, uncompronns—
ingly minimalist performance ensembles S1nce ‘its

in-apholding its belief in the ‘inherent yet often dor-

mant power and profundity of sound, and has con-
sistently aimed to provide a space where this power -

might be “summoned” and br@ught mto the tanglble
realm of experience.

MOTM frequently embraces long perforrnance
duration, intense repet1t10n ‘and ' volume,’ ‘sonic
“saturation”, as well as the use of hypnot1c visual

imagery. Audlences will be able to-geta ‘taste of thex
latter, at this Sunday’s Launch of the: .S'tudles in.
Dynamic. Phatography  DVD, featuring four experi- -
mental video works by Alex, accompamed by Scores

from MOTM:
. On Dit 8Spoke to Alex to glean further mforma-
tion...

On Dit; Those who know you as da musician might
be surprised to hear about your experiments in video.
Have you been working with video for long?.

- AC: No, it’s a fairly new:medium for me. But I do
see video as quite closely related to music in a way,
I guess because both are “temporal” media, But the

area of video and particularly music video really
does produce a lot of crap, to put it mildly. There’s
a kind of attitude tha videos have to be produced

for people with short atterition spans or something. -
‘You see it when you watch Rage where it’s often clip
_‘after. clip of really fast editing and special effects,
or some attempt at selling an image, and there’s:
inception in 2002, MOTM has Beén single- minded

1o real connection with -the visual material itself,
or anything new you would really notice if you saw

“the clip for a second time. It’s essentially disposable
- like an ad.

~On.Dit: So your videos are not part of that world?

"AC: Absolutely not. I don’t consider the material
to be disposable at all. It’s actually something I want
to stand back from and ‘present with some sort of

-reverence. Like I try to do with sound in my music,

These videos really do try to allow viewers that space

_to-delve into the material, and let it consume them.

It allows and hopefully encourages a totally different

type of viewing. Like sound, video has this beautiful -

potential to actually introduce shifts in perception,
becauise it takes place over the dimension of time
where we have this space to really delve into things
perceptually... but the material also has to allow
this space, and in music videos it usually doesn't.

On Dit: So what can people expect to see on Sun-
day?

AC: A lot of the imagery was really. discovered,
rather than created. These are not expressions of

myself or of any structural convention, they are ac-
‘tually more like still photos of nature, except they
change over time. That is, the frame itself doesn’t
move - it focuses deeply-on one image or event, be-
cause. there is so much interest in just one image, -
and it is literally that image itself which draws your
attention -and captivates you, hot, any editing or
special effects, which just gloss over the image and
make it maccess1ble ’ ' g ‘

[“use a lot-of close up imagery and sometlmes
time-lapse techniques - the image is sometimes un-
recognisable but-incredibly beautiful. And the way
it changes over time is not predetermined, yet it is
totally exposed! I don'’t decide to introduce this co-
lour here or that bbject there. The way it develops of
its own accord. is far more: profound than anythmg
I could ever plan

Studies in .Dynamic Phtography

4 music videos by Alex Carpenter / Music of
Transparent Means

8Special Screening and DVD Launch
Sunday 1st May, 7:30 - 8:30pm
Delacatessen Gallery

9 Anster St, Adelaide (just off Waymouth St)
Free Entry

www.transparentmeans.cjb.net
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Awake is the New Sleep
Ben Lee
Inertia

Poor old Ben Lee. His two most
memorable achievements to date
.have been the release of ‘Cigarettes
Will Kill You’ and banging Claire
Danes for four years. Nothing
lasts forever though. As his career
skidded to a slow trundle, Crusty
Danes joined the latest ranks of
the Hollywood Homewreckers
and inexplicably shacked up
with Billy Crudup. Alas, no more
happy snaps of the gawky couple
in matching ear beanies would
we see. Apparently it was all too
much for Lee and he ran away to
a Taoist Healing Centre. It’s a story
fit for a film, ironically one in which
Crudup would probably star.

It would seem that the spiritual
jaunt worked as a tonic for Lee
and he funneled all his newfound
zen into Awake Is The New
Sleep. The result is a whiny, self
indulgent piece of clap trap with
abundant sweeping platitudes
and pretentious ‘insight’. If this
album could get dressed, it would
wear sandals and a man sarong.
Lee’s written a reflective album
entirely based on the breakup of
his relationship and committed
the further crime of claiming it
was the result of finding ‘The
Divine Secrets of the Universe’
As each bad lyrical verse washed

over me, he amazed me with his
ability to out wank himself. What
does Awake is the New Sleep
mean anyway? In his liner notes,
Lee thanks his associates at the
Taoist Healing Centre for helping
‘to teach him ‘nothing’- what it is,
and how to get there.” Apparently
he was still languishing on its
shores when he penned this
album.

Clementine

Night on Fire
VHS or Beta 1
Astralwerks

Stick VHS or Beta’s new album
into your CD player and you can't
help but feel as if you are being
whisked back to the 80’s in this less
than original attempt at an album.
The band seems to have taken
everything good from the decade’s
music and butchered it- repetitive
and monotonous use of drum
machines, and Cure-esque vocals.

Having said that, the album
isn’t terrible- its just that all the
tracks sound almost identical,
particularly their drum rolls. There
were points where I really had to
convince myself that I was listening
to an album and not a single.

The album’s title track contains
all the essential elements of a neo-
new wave hit (if, of course, this
movement back to the past wasn't
wearing so thin), and sounds

distinctly like a less sophisticated
refurb’ of something Duran Duran
would have made more than 20
years ago.

Most of the other tracks possess
quite a dancey, house-ish feel...
boring as batshit really, and with little
variation in rhythmical structure. If
you thought house was bad enough,
try adding whiney pre-emo vocals
to it, and youll catch my drift. As
with most songs in that particular
genre, 1 really get the feeling that
the band have tried to pull out a
5 mimute song from a 3 second riff
repeated ad-nauseum. “Dynamize”
is somewhat interesting, but nothing
special- it vaguely reminds me of Daft
Punk. Other than that, I wouldn’t
really say that many of the tracks
on the album sound overly different
to a Thursday night “jam” session at
Sugar nightclub.

Ben Davey
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Alligator
The National
Beggars Banquet Records

When 1 opted to review the
interestingly titled Alligator by the
five New York friends’ that make
up ‘The National’, I wasn’t sure
what to expect. And to be honest,
even after multiple studious
listens of the said album, I'm
still not entirely certain that I
can write a review that will do
justice to this music- music which

seems to defy any conventional, or
should I say, mainstream genre.
The simplest way I can describe
Alligator is to liken it to an artistic
film- absorbing and often lush,
the music has the ability to hold
the listener, encouraging one to
intently focus on the narrative of
the song throughout its entirety.
Similar to the beautiful musical
moments created by Ireland’s
‘The Frames’, there is an intimate
fragility to the music as Matt
Berninger, the lead singer, brings
us close to the characters and
themes explored in such tracks as
‘Daughters of the Soho Riots’, the
pleading Karen’ or ‘Mr November’,
a song told from the view of a one
time calender boy going though a
post-calendar mid-life crisis which
sees him clutching at the fame he
once had, singing “I was once
held in the arms of cheerleaders”.
Indeed, the wunusual subject
matter of the songs and the
gentle yet raw portrayal of it is
the source of much of the.album’s
intrigue and beauty. However, not
all is bleak and there are lighter
moments on the album also. At
times I'd be walking through uni
when one of their catchier songs
such as ‘Looking for Astronauts’
or ‘Friend of Mine’ would break
out from its containment in my
subconscious and I'd be stuck
humming it for the next hour. To
go back to my analogy, Alligator is
an album that, like a good film,
reveals a little more of itself with
each play, and true appreciation
will (at least from my experience)
only come after many listens.
Overall, Alligator is a worthy
addition to the collection of anyone
who is open to something that will
expand their mind even further.

Dave G
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I Performing Arts

Chamber Series Concert 1
Adelaide Symphony Orchestra
Elder Hall
April 20

Anyone who has gone anywhere
near Elder Hall in recent weeks
will know how difficult it is to
find a path through the rubble,
bobcats and maliciously-placed
cyclone fencing. But those who
ran the gauntlet for the first of the
Adelaide Symphony Orchestra’s
Chamber Series concerts were
rewarded with the chance to hear
some repertoire that went beyond
what people would usually hear in
a concert hall. " A varied program
of French music provided a novel
way to wind down after a ha.rd
day’s work or study.

The frenzied Sinfonietta
by Roussel was - a  startling
beginning to the concert, with its
combination of modern harmonies
with Baroque-styled themes.

The high point of the evening
was provided by Debussy’s Danse
sacrée et danse profane, which
gave  principal harp Suzanne
Handel a chance to display her
technical prowess. The strings
were magnificent in their handling
of the Oriental melodies, matched
only by ~Handel’s' cascading
arpeggios.  This was the sort of
thing that leaves one no choice
but to sit back, relax and enjoy. It
- was a pity that the soloist seemed
so incredibly nervous, even when
acknowledging the audience’s

warm response to her fine efforts.

Milhaud’s Dixtuor (Petite
Symphonie No. 4) packed a lot into
its six minutes, and the players
seemed to enjoy the wild ride on
which it took them. The final
movement, Finale (Etude), with
its fast fugue figure beginning
in the double basses’ parts was
a humourous way to close the
piece.

The longest work in this short
program was the Symphonyin Cby
Bizet. Written when the composer
was  only seventeen years old,
it is somewhat of an homage to
Mozart and the Classical period
in general. Principal oboe Renae
Stavely must be commended for
her exquisite slow movement solo,
and the first violins earned their
own bow with some fancy finger-

‘work in the faster movements.

Conductor Graham  Abbott,
although an expert on Handel,
seemed at home with the daring
programming, and injected a
certain vitality into the orchestra’s
playing. . With the ASO cutting

.the number of Chamber Series
concerts in 2005, one wonders.

for how much longer the series
will exist. If audiences continue
to. be presented with ‘interesting
selections of works, and energetic
performances, there can be no
doubt that the series deserves a

futuare.

Bened‘ict Coxon

Master Series Concert 2
Adelaide Symphony Orchestra
Adelaide Town Hall
April 14-16

The second of the Adelaide
Symphony Orchestra’s Master
Series concerts for 2005 was
aptly named Fire and Ice’, the
music ranging from the humour
of Prokofiev’s The Love for Three
Oranges Suite to the harshness
of Sibelius’ icy Symphony No. 1.
The star of the show was double
bassist Frangois Rabbath, playing
a specially arranged version of
Bizet’'s Carmen Fantasy. The
concert was Arvo Volmer's last
performance with the ASO until
June.

The suite drawn from Prokofiev’s
comic opera The Love for Three
Oranges is rich in the composer’s
trademarkorchestration,including
heavy use of percussion (this
piece requires six percussionists)
and lyrical solos in the wind and
brass. The zany plot of the opera
is captured in Prokofiev’s rather
crazy music. Special mention
must be given to principal
trumpet David Elton whose
solos and ensemble playing were
exemplary. Volmer's lively tempo
and eccentric conducting style
made for a gripping performance.

Francois Rabbath is probably
the most famous double bassist
in the world, and it is a shame
there aren’t more pieces written
for double bass and orchestra.
Frank Proto’s arrangement of
material from Bizet’s Carmen was
not particularly inspiring, despite
the soloist’s obvious enjoyment
in performing it. However, the
encores were a different matter.
A movement from one of Bach’s
cello suites and some Paganini
were given amazing performances,
especially considering that
Rabbath is aged in his seventies.
His demeanour was one of a
performer who loves every minute
of his time on stage, and it was
great to see him enjoying his time
with the orchestra.

The final piece of the program
was Sibelius’ Symphony No. 1,
the first in Volmer’s cycle of the
composer’s symphonies. Volmer’s
obvious love of the music was
felt in the powerful playing of the
orchestra. The depiction of the
dark, brooding discontent of the
oppressed Finns was only marred
by the deafening loudness in some
sections. Perhaps the Town Hall
wasn't the best venue for such a
large work.

Edward Joyner
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Performing Arts [l

Barker, Coleman-Wright & Lane
Musica Viva
Adelaide Town Hall
April 13

It seems to be a rare thing
these days for Musica Viva to
present singers in recital. This is
unfortunate, as the organisation
swings violently betweeri the
obligatory string quartets and
recentattempts toattractayounger
audience with experiments’ like
the Absolute! ensemble. Soprano
Cheryl Barker, baritone- Peter
Coleman-Wright and pianist Piers
Lane joined together to prove that
there exists a middle ground that
requires further investigation.

The concert opened with songs
by Brahms, Mendelssohn and
Schumann that featured the three
artists together, but the evening
‘ot into gear’ with Coleman-
Wright’s solos in some Schubert
and Schumann songs. His story-
telling in Die beiden Grenadiere
was particularly effective. Piers
Lane then took centre stage
for a Ballade by Chopin, and
impressed the audience with a
heartfelt account. The first half
was concluded with an operatic
excerpt from Donizetti's Maria
Stuarda in which the dramatic
qualities for which both Barker
and Coleman-Wright are known
were very much on display.

Barker (having changed
into another dress during the
interval) began the second

half with a touching version of
Rachmaninov’s famous Vocalise

ther

No.

14, which was her best
contribution to the evening. She
followed this with three songs by
Korngold, in which she at times
exceeded the acceptable level
of volume for the Town Hall’s
acoustic and left some people’s
ears ringing. In spite of this, it
was no less intriguing to hear ‘pre-
Hollywood’ Korngold. Next, Lane
again played as soloist, following
Grainger with another famous
Rachmaninov piece: the Prelude
in G minor, which he performed
with all of the showmanship that
the piece demands. Another
operatic excerpt, this time from
Verdi’s Macheth gave the singers
one last chance to ham it up with
lots of worried facial expressions
and staggering about. A medley
of Noél Coward songs arranged by
Brian Castles-Onion rounded out
an evening of varied programming
with some ridiculous English
accents being employed by the
singers.

Unfortunately, the effectiveness
of the different works varied
as much as their styles. While
Coleman-Wright was as
magnificent in his Schubert and
Schumann songs as Barker and
Lane were in their respective
Rachmaninov pieces, some of the
other works were less engaging,
and the program did not gel
together, At least it shows Musica
Viva trying to expand its audience
diversity in a more sensible way
than it has done so in the past.

Benedict Coxon

VERDI'S

. like movements.
Miller joined her colleagues for.
Rameau’s cantata Le berger fidéle,
in' which she communicated the

Zephyrus
Musica da Camera & guests
Elder Hall
April 10
After their sellout February

performance at the Art Gallery
of South Australia’s Auditorium,
Musica da Camera found
themselves in the much larger
Elder Hall for the first of their
subscription series concerts for
2005. ‘Unfortunately, it was not
even half-full, which gave a low-
key feel to the .afternoon that
belied the quality of the guest
artists - violinists Lucinda Moon
and Ben Dollman and violist Anna
Webb. o

Lully’s Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme
suite gave an opportunity to have

all instrumentalists on stage for

the opening of thé concert, and
the mini-orchestra was cohesive in
its approach to the short, dance-
‘Soprano Tessa

meaning of every phrase superbly

and then Lynton Rivers gave a.
~ solid performance as soloist in
. Naudot’s Concerto 'in" .G major.
The guest: vlohmsts worked with

Rivers to produce a beautiful
slow movement, which was only
eclipsed in beauty by the following
item, in which Moon and Dollman
played the unaccompanied Duo in
B flat for two violins by Leclair.,

The duo, which began the
second half of the concert,
featured. another gorgeous slow
movement in which the violinists
proved that they were truly on the
same wavelength with their perfect
balance . and  perfect phrasing.
Another cantata by Rameau,
Zephyre a shortened version of a
one-act opera, closed the concert,
but undoubtedly the highlights
of the afternoon had been the
violins when they had featured
in the slow movements. Moon
and Dollman, as concertmaster
and ‘principal second violin of
the:  Australian Brandenburg
Orchestra respectively, would be
used to working with each other,

and this: showed 1n thelr sensmve
playing.

~If - Musica: da Camera plans
to -invite guests like -these “to
perform with them, the1r concerts

-should certamly receive better

-attendances than.this one dld.

'. 'Benedict Coxon
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1/2 hour, tLll'l],ll‘s»
mmutes Combmc the tomato
Jalapcno and cilantro and: set a%td :

grill to hl;_Ji or heat a small amount of ollvc oil
in apan. Sautée the fish for 3-4 minutes on

‘each side, then boil the remaining marinacle.
Serve the fish with some of the marinade
spooned over cach picc
fresh salsa.  ° ‘

- MAIN o
Sopa Azteca (Tortllla Soup)
A ﬁllmg main‘course, this soup is meant to
be enjoycd like tacos, with cach'diner. addmg
their own 11"1;;1 edients, xuch as Sll(‘Cd avocado,
]c1uml)lcd fetta cheese, cr cam:or Shroddod
‘meat. It can also be cooked with mvdt in lho
soup; aboui 1/2 kilo is ;)l(‘m\/
' Ingredients:
e cloves garlic, finely choppod
S white onion, chopped
3 roma tomatoes, chopped
1 ]dldp(’n() seeded and finely chopped
2 Ltblcspoons mdlgarm(*
- 1 cup salsa
1 litre chicken stock
2 tsp Worcestershire Sauec
1/2 tsp white pepper
1 tsposugar
I tsp eumin

and t'opp‘éc,lwnh the

fiave yomw ever dreammed of
immmmoriafity? Do yous wamnml fo
give youny exisfemae meamimgs

Here’s vour cfiamee.

On Wednesday May 11, YOU can get yourself
into the Guinness Book of Records by joining

The World’s Largest Tequila
Slammer (Mass Participation)

on the Barr-Smith Lawns. A gold coin donation
will benefit charity and get you into the history
books. Presented by the Mexican Stereotype Club.

8 lar;‘ outswlc Spmach lc av

/’7 cup butter, cut into 8 piece .

Directions: . .
into 8 equal portlons and

DlVl(lc the carrot

place ;ea‘ch on a spinach leaf .‘along, with sl
‘of:butter

sand thalf a-vanilla bean:
leafinto a parcel packet and tie them up with

Arroz ala Mex1cana Mexican Rlce
Ingredients:
o1 cup Long grain whxt(‘ rice
2'ths. Cool\mg, oil
1 Tomato, coarsely chopped
1/3 Onion. coarscly chopped
2 Garlic cloves, peeled
2 cups Water
I tsp Salt
I"small Carrot, Shl(((l(d
1/2 Chile ancho
2-Cilantro sprigs
4 Chiles serranos
1/2 cup peas
Directions:
Place the rice ina pot, [ill with very hot'water
from the tap and let it sit for 30 mins. Simmer

“garlic; onion and tomato in a separate potwith

1/3 cup of water for 30 mins. Drain the rice

Roll cacﬁ '

Ingredlents' .
o 1/2;cups‘wa,t

mcl shr over mcchum he 1t untll th,

s cllsbolvcd Brmg the mixture to a boil and

cook covered over medium heat until the
steam has washed down any sugar crystals
that may have formed on the sides of the

_pan. Uncover and cook to thc soft- ball stage
sstring. Steam them for 20-25 minutes, or untll 5
~ carrots are tender.

{(when a small quamxly of the syrup, dropped
into cold water, forms a ball Whl(h does not
hsmtogmt(‘ ). Remove 1]1(‘ YU from the heat i
and stir in the coconut and the butter: When

cool fill the limes with the mixture and place
: thc‘m on tx ays forthe (‘(‘nlIC\ to (lly

Cafe de Olla (Sweet Cmnamon Coffee )

walkes
areat - for”

Imdltlonaly served:at
beverage: +ig also
conversations:

s, thig swc‘l
alter. dinncr

Ingredients:
, 6 cups water
-3:heaping teaspoons me dium- S.‘lllld (nH( e
{(not-instant)
, 1 stick cinnamon
4 thlspn brown sugar, or to taste
Preparation: :
Britig the water - to “a. hoil;
and continue hoiling for
straininto mugs.

add ingredients
30 geconds. Stirand
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Classifieds l

Spanish Club
Conversation
Group

Meets Friday 1:00 in

the clubs common room,
upstairs in the west wing
of the cloisters, just above

union information.

All levels of spanish catered
to, third years and native

speakers there to lend a hand.

Spanish Club AGM

Friday 29 April, 2:00. Run for a position in
the club executive, rally some spanish student
friends to support your bid. Have a say as to
what your club does.

AUMaSS is having a BBQ!

Friday 6th May @ 12:30-2pm
Maths Lawns
Free to Members

The Adelaide Uni
Stein Club

is having a Beer Appreciation Night on
Thursday 19th May. Bookings are essential.
Reach us at stein.club@adelaide.edu.au
$15 Members
(non-members can join on the mght)

'Gc.)t Sométhirigﬁ to
Sell or Promote”

-.the 1n31de back page of On Ditis
‘open to you! If you want to expand -
your club; sell some text books or rid:
yourself your material possesions in a
Buddhlst rejection of all attachments |
‘send ‘us the text you want featured .

(at ondit@adelaide.edu.au) before the
‘Wednesday of each weeks and you'll find
it in On Dit the followmg Tuesday. You

‘know it makes sense.
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