cover

UNSA would like to acknowledge the traditional
custodians upon which this magazine was written, the
Pambalong Clan of the Awabakal Nation. We would also
like to extend this acknowledgement to the Birpai,
Darkinjung and Gadigal peoples, as the traditional
custodians of the lands upon which the University of
Newcastle resides and UNSA operates. UNSA would like
to pay respects to all Elders past, present and emerging,
and acknowledge them as the true knowledge holders.
We acknowledge the historical inequalities faced by
Aboriginal people and the continuing struggle for justice
and equality. Black Lives Matter.
Always was, always will be Aboriginal land.
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Ahoy friends,
Welcome back to semester 2 of 2021! And a big
Happy Birthday to UNSA which turned 1 at the start
of this month.
This magazine is an ode to one of the most important
things in our society and university, CREATIVITY! This
issue has pieces on creative clubs, creative art forms,
creative pieces, photography, and more. Creativity
was seen for its importance through lockdown as we
all turned to Netflix, Disney+ and more.
With the start of a new semester, perhaps you are
trying to find something new to do, or a way to test out
some skills? Why not contribute to Opus Magazine
and get your name in lights – or at least in print – and
share with the world what you have to say!
It’s showtime!
Media Officer and Editor

Tyler Bridges

In Tyler’s opinion the most iconic movie scene
is, Elle absolutely dominating in the court room –
Legally Blonde
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Dear UNSA Members,
Welcome back for Semester 2!
I hope you all had a good rest and are all
ready and excited for a big second half of
2021. Your team here at UNSA have A LOT
planned for you all in Semester 2 and we’re
keen for a great time.
There has a lot been going on for the
University in over the past few months.
The University has been undergoing a
restructure which has caused significant
anxiety for students. Thank you to
all students that attended UNSA’s
consultation sessions. The final papers
for this restructure are now all out. If you
have any questions or concerns about the
restructure and need support, please feel
free to reach out to UNSA and we’ll do
what we can to help you out.
5

Enough of the doom and gloom, though!
There are still plenty of things to be excited
about here at the University of Newcastle
and UNSA. I can’t wait to see many of you
at our events this semester!
I’d also like to give a quick shout out to
our amazing team of staff. Without them,
UNSA wouldn’t be able to do all of the
amazing things it does.
Kind regards,
Luka Harrison
UNSA President

In your opinion what is the most iconic movie scene?
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Junior Editor
When Baby said “I carried a
watermelon” – Dirty Dancing
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Health Ledger; Bleacher scene
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scene – Whiplash Final
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Julie Andrews frolicking in Austrian
mountains during the beginning scene –
The Sound of Music

Dancing Queen scene – Mamma
Mia
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Isabe

When David Byrne comes
out in the big suit – Stop
Making Sense

Django hunts down the Wright
Brothers – Django Unchained

ok
The poem scene where Julia
Stiles absolutely dragged Heath
Ledger for filth – 10 things I Hate
about You
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“I’ve Got a Jar of Dirt” scene –
Pirates of the Caribbean: Dead
Man’s Chest
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When Ronnie’s dad passes
away whilst she is playing the
piano for the first time since her
father left – The Last Song.

The ‘Oh Captain My Captain’
scene – Dead Poet’s Society
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Creativity in
Science
Creativity and science are two fields that may
appear mutually exclusive based on what we
learn in the mainstream education system. At
schools and universities, creative subjects and
disciplines are almost certain to be separate to
the sciences, at both a structural level and in
their content. These different ways of thinking
power different parts of our brain, for different
purposes, at different times, right?
This is actually not the case. Not only do we use
both sides of our brain in any task we do, the
stereotypes and myths about certain people
being naturally more creative than others are
just that, including in the case of scientists.
Being a scientist encompasses so much
more than wearing a lab coat – while some
admirably don their safety goggles, others will
be working to understand people and society
better, or analyse data in new ways.
What some people may not realise is that
creativity is everywhere in science, too. The
scientific method - observation, theorycreation, testing and repeating - is not only
employed by scientists trying to figure out how
the world works, but also helps us to make
everyday decisions. Creativity is essential
in all steps of this – designing experiments,
finding potential explanations for things and,
especially, ways to solve problems.
As well as science being creative, the same
can be said visa versa. There is plenty of
science in creativity! From the psychology
of whymusicmakesushappy,the chemistry of
paint colours, and physics of dance, there8
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have been countless studies across disciplines
about how creativity helps people’s brains
function in new and better ways.
There has been research into the patterns of
human creative thought, too. One such book
with some lessons to share is Wired to Create:
Unravelling the Mysteries of the Creative
Mind by Scott Barry Kaufman and Carolyn
Gregoire. One of their studies revealed that
72% of people have creative insights in the
shower. They suggest that introverts are onto
something: creativity thrives in solitude when
we can reflect and allow our brain to make
neuro-connections - so ensure you get some
alone-time to let your subconscious brain do
its thing.
More good news: the authors highlight
the benefits of daydreaming - “the mind’s
wandering is vital to imagination and creative
thought.”
Additionally, explore and try new things
to help yourself be more open to creative
or unconventional thoughts - this has
applications in a variety of settings. In this
way, entrepreneurial thinking has its roots in
creativity, with the addition of determination to
take these ideas forward.
The authors also identify a trend in
breakthrough, paradigm-changing discoveries
which went on to win Nobel Prizes as being
received with scepticism from the scientific
community at first – including Galileo’s
challenge of Catholocism. So, don’t let bias

against non-conformist ideas get in the way
of your creativity!
Interestingly, there’s also data suggesting that
loss and trauma can fuel artistic endeavour
too, known as “post-traumatic growth”. Aren’t
human brains incredible? (Coming from a
complete non-psychologist!)
Hopefully you can now see how science and
creativity are intertwined, and some of the
great things that can come of this. Even if you
don’t consider yourself ‘creative’, creativity
is something we all can and should practice!
There are endless ways to do this, but here are
just a few suggestions:
Make a habit of doodling, writing, journaling,
dancing, doing puzzles, taking long walks
or daydreaming – whatever gets your brain
working in new and fulfilling ways. You can
also try to see things you’ve never noticed
before in a room or space that you’re very
familiar with, or talk to someone with a whole
different worldview to yours.
Creative endeavour takes courage to try
without being perfect at something straight
away, much like scientific study. With practice
and perseverance, doing or thinking in creative
ways regularly will help you in many aspects of
your life, including in science, problem solving
and general happiness.

Georgie Cooper
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Can Music Impact
the way we
Learn?
It’s well-known that music impacts areas of
the brain like nothing else. It can control our
emotions and our motivation, but can it impact
the way we learn? Before we dive in, think
about what type of music you tend to listen to
whilst you study. Does it help you smash out
your work faster, or mellow you out so you can
write for hours?

Whether it’s your favourite playlist, a classical
soundtrack, or silence – sound can accompany
all study sessions in completely different ways.
Music and sound in this sense is referred to
as ‘background’ music, as it doesn’t have any
relation to the content being learnt. However,
some music can help to prompts the brain’s
working memory or have a meditative effect.
Perhaps the most popular genre of study music
is Classical.
What’s the first thing you think of when you
think of Classical music? Because, same, I also
think of our Lord and Saviour, Mozart. We’ve all
heard the phrase, ‘listening to Mozart makes
you smarter,’ but is this really true?
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, of the 1700s,
amazingly has an average 5 million monthly
listeners on Spotify, so he must be doing
something
right.
Interestingly,
different
researchers have found that listening to Mozart
can have a meditative effect on cognitive
functions which are believed to improve
performance. This effect can be best described
by researcher Anna Savan, who is currently
studying the effects of background music on
those with special education needs, including
emotional, learning, and behavioural difficulties.
10
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Savan found that the students for which she played
Mozart all displayed improved coordination
and behaviour. Okay, brace yourselves. We’re
getting into some neuroscience up in here!
While playing Mozart, positive neurotransmitters similar to endorphins are produced
in the brain’s limbic system. This starts a flowon effect. Pulse rate is steadied, which affects
the metabolism, in turn reducing enzymes and
hormone production, which then helps regulate
erratic emotions and behaviour. So, listening
to Mozart doesn’t actually make you smarter,
but it does encourage different chemicals and
physiology to promote better concentration and
memory.
The whole ‘listening to Mozart makes your
smarter,’ claim is from one study by Frances
H. Rauscher, which concluded that Mozart’s
Sonata could boost students spatial reasoning.
So, unfortunately, listening to Mozart doesn’t
magically make you smarter. Instead, it starts
a subconscious chain reaction in the body that
promotes a better study environment, like a
steady heartrate. So, listening to Mozart might
help you stay calm whilst writing the last 500
words of your essay that’s due in an hour, but
unfortunately, it won’t help you to come up with
these ground- breaking ideas in the first place –
that’s all on you, boo.
However, some researchers (and me, as
evidence) find Mozart’s meditative effect so
meditative, that one may get distracted by the
beautiful and intricate sounds. Rather than the
music staying in the background, in this case
it comes to the foreground, acting instead as
a distraction. Distraction interrupts working
memory and draws attention away from
problem-solving and coherence.

Speaking from experience, my mind (mainly
because of TikTok) works at a million miles
an hour and needs multiple inputs for me to
concentrate. I genuinely listened to the Hamilton
soundtrack, back to front, when studying for
my HSC because it got my adrenaline pumping.
Because of the meditative effect of Mozart, I
become more distracted by the music than if
I were listening to something lyrical – a genre
other people often claim too distracting! This is
where the silent study method might come in.
Although it sounds like nails on a chalk board
to me, some people genuinely get the best out
of their study session if they work in complete
silence.
Studying in silence emulates the exam
environment, so your brain will be able to easily
retain the information without needing to be
prompted by a specific song. Interestingly,
silence is also important for our brains. In
a study published in Brain, Structure and
Function, researchers found that if mice
were exposed to two hours of silence per
day, their brains developed new cells in the
hippocampus, the sector involved in memory,
emotion, and learning. Putting this into a study
session, if your brain is gaining more cells to
aid with memory, you can see how this could
help you remember more of your study session.
Even more interestingly, a 2001 study found
a ‘default mode’ of brain function in silence.
When in silence, the brain isn’t simply resting,
but actually actively internalizing and evaluating
information. So, when you aren’t distracted by
noise, the conscious workspace of your brain
can actually process better.
So, similar to listening to Mozart, silence can also
help to reduce stress. The brain doesn’t have
to work so hard to interpret the air squiggles in
the ear that come from music. In silence, stress
hormones are down, and you can concentrate
on other things. Going back to learning, listening
to music can be seen to increase the amount of
errors and affect cognitive functions like reading
attention, memory and problem solving.
Florence Nightingale (yes, that Florence
Nightingale) once wrote that “unnecessary
noise is the most cruel absence of care that
11

can be inflicted on sick or well,” and argued that
unnecessary sounds could cause distress and
sleep loss.
So, I interpret all this to mean that it’s up to
how you see music for it to aid you in your
study sessions or not. If you refer to music as
‘noise pollution’ or ‘a magical work of art’ or
‘just something to break the silence’ – this is
where it will help you. If you find music to be
distracting because it’s boring, then it obviously
won’t help you study because you’ll be bored!
If you find music to be a work of art, you might
be distracted because you’ll be trying to listen
to the music instead of doing your work. But, if
you’re trying to fill the silence, music may help
your study flow.
There is a way music can boost your IQ, however
(it’s been proven!). That is, through learning to
play an instrument! Jessica Gahn, a cognitive
scientist, said that one year of piano lessons
+ consistent practice = boosted IQ of at least
three points!
For me, I find musicals the best things to listen to
when I study. Hear me out! A musical is basically
just a story with bits and bobs of music in there
so, naturally, the soundtrack takes you on a
journey. I’ve found that creating an emotional
connection with my work through music allows
me to remember it more. The starts of musicals
are usually pump-up songs, or people working
together. Further down the soundtrack, you
get to the heartbreak song, for it to resolve in
a big number at the end. Following the musical
journey impacts the way I write, allowing me to
tap into the different emotions needed to make
the work stand out from others. This has no
scientific basis, whatsoever, but it’s how I study
so give it a crack! But, remember to try out new
soundtracks, otherwise you’ll just want to sing
along instead of work.

Emily Coles

“Aren’t you a bit
young for that?”
University is quite the journey to embark on, Being exposed to the various experiences and
regardless of degree, gender, ethnicity and of perspectives of other students has tremendous
course age. Throw these additional factors into benefits: vast learnings, expansive insights,
the mix and that trek may have just become and the opportunity for diverse friendships.
much longer and substantially steeper.
Although these differences often come with Over my educational career to date, age
many benefits, that is not to say that they has definitely played the biggest role in my
don’t come with negative connotations and feelings of exclusion, confusion, and selfconsequences. Not to mention the stigma, doubt. My pathway has been surprisingly
discrimination, feelings of
linear, seeing me, at age 22,
isolation and uncertainty.
having completed a Bachelor
It is very possible you
Age has definitely of Psychology (Honours) and
or someone you know
moving straight into a PhD.
played
the
biggest
has felt this way in the
The stigma and discrimination
university environment. I role in my feelings of that comes with being young
know I sure have!
exclusion, confusion in an academic environment is
plentiful, particularly when are
and
self-doubt.
For
many
university
tasked to teach students
students, our pathway
much older than yourself.
often sees us finish high
Regardless, I absolutely love
school and endeavour to begin our degrees. what I do, and you should too!
There are often twists and turns that mean this
journey is not as linear as we thought: taking a Don’t feel discouraged to be heartily involved
gap year, changing degrees, or the impact of in university life, tackle your degree, and
personal circumstance. For some, the reality maintain your own personal life commitments,
of the times, life circumstances, or a change of whether 18 or 80. Barriers are not unmovable.
heart may see the beginning of their university There is no rush. There is no right or wrong
journey come much later. The sheer diversity time. The journey is your journey.
of students that share the same campus as
you or I is astounding.
Tegan Stettaford

“
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Next Exit Festival
Coasties, Covid, and Choons

Finally, being back in the crowd at a live music
gig after an eighteen-month Covid-19-induced
hiatus has us all feeling that bittersweet
nostalgia for screaming along to a grungy guitar
in a mass of sweaty bodies – from a Covidsafe social distance, now, of course. Next
Exit festival, the first of its scope to bless our
Central Coast shores in over a year, if ever, was
the much-needed solid footing after what felt
like an eternity of treading water in the pseudostressful-monotony of the global pandemic
sea. To have an Aussie band as big as Ocean
Alley headlining – a band even more prolific
after their massive take- on of three-song Pink
Floyd medley on Triple J’s Like a Version back
in March of this year – makes the resurgence of
live music on the Coast feel even more surreal.
Yet, Sunday afternoon of the 23rd of May saw
hundreds of Doc Marten and seventies- flares
clad festival goers trudging through the premud racecourse grass of the Entertainment
Grounds towards the wistful landscape of
stage and stalls. As the sun set behind the
threateningly cloudy skies of Gosford, and the
car dealerships lights faded behind the neon
spotlights and smoke machines that flickered
to life, there was definitely an air of disbelief
among the crowd. So many of my friends
expressed that same sentiment to me over the
evening: How surreal is this?
The sweet feedback of Dear Seattle’s
soundcheck kicked the crowd into motion, all
still reeling from the amount of people allowed
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in one place. As the crowd pressed in towards
the barrier at centre stage for the first time for
many since pre-Covid, I found myself pulled
along with them, my friends in tow, arm in arm.
It almost felt like my first time, again. Are we
really doing this? Is this okay? Do you want to
go in further? Fumbling and clumsy, slipping in
the ever-deepening pool of mud at centre stage,
everybody slowly got their feet back under them
and finally succumbed to the classic, garage rock
sounds of Dear Seattle, the eighties-inspired surf
rock of Spacey Jane, and the crooning, psychrock, beachside vocals of Ocean Alley.
According to presenters, MJR, Next Exit was an
attempt to address the lack of live music events
scheduled in regional areas, especially in light of
the economic and cultural mark that Covid-19
has left, and continues to leave, on Australia.
The handful of food and merchandise stalls
around the perimeter of the grounds also helped
bring a sense of locality to the event. A friend of
mine described the gig as “simple, yet effective
... a super simple setup and good atmosphere.”
Another pointed out the gratitude of all the
Coasties that got a chance to attend, saying the
“standard has been set and hopefully proves
that the region deserves more live music.”
Live music can be a spiritual experience for so
many young people – whether you’re engaging
in safe substance use or going it sober – but
there’s always caveats to any event that targets
young people as their audience. As chuffed as
I, and so many other attendees, were with the

gig, I have some concerns about the longevity
of festivals like Next Exit on the Central Coast.
Security at the gate was unusually lax, and while
I’m sure some ticketholders would be stoked
to have their bags unchecked and their water
bottles unquestioned, it makes me anxious for
the future of the festival. A serious-looking man
with a lanyard wouldn’t have chastised people
for throwing wine bottles in the crowd if the bar
had rethought its decision to sell them. A friend,
whose drink bottle walked into the festival with
no questions asked, wandered around for
hours before she found the free water buried
deep within the crush of people at the bar.

in a long line of events itching to give us Coasties
and other regional NSW towns the attention that
we deserve.
For any students who made it down for the
evening, I wish you luck in getting the mud out
of your hair and the damp out of your shoes. See
you at the next one.
Stephanie Jenkins

I had my fingers and toes crossed all night
for the safety of my friends, and that no tragic
incident would mean a risk to the festivals
return. It feels like we’re standing on the edge
of something incredible here on the Central
Coast. Next Exit could be the start of something
ground-breaking for the young, local music
scene in regional NSW, if only we can all hold
it together.
The thought of a twenty-minute drive home
after a sweet 9:00PM finish time sounded like
a fantasy. But there I was – tucked into bed at
10:30PM, my ears still ringing with the last
bars of Knees, off Ocean Alley’s 2018
Chiaroscuro album and their closing fauxencore track for the night. I don’t know if event
organisers know how validating local events
like these are, but hopefully Next Exit is the first
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A Warm Ode to
Childhood Creativity
Wreck
I circled the rug,
Like a shark and a boat.
With my paper pirate hat,
I sat, barely afloat.
With the sea lions
And crocodiles
And mermaids too
A harmonious mess
That’s an ode to you.
So next time you look in the mirror and see
You, but younger, and wilder,
That’s me.

Chosen
As like as an apple
Picked from the orchard
For nanna’s apple pie
Or a warm pair of socks
Sat in front of a fire
As the clock strikes just over nine
A feather down pillow
And freshly washed sheets
As winter passes by
And goodnight to the moon
And the stars and the planets
And the rabbit that lives in the sky

Emily Connell
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The Calming Security
of Insomnia
the days bleed into one another,
time is but an illusion
constricted by the comings and goings of the sun.
i feel tempted to maintain normalcy.
i feel more tempted to break it.
i want to guide myself through the passing lights, sun or star.
i want to set my own schedule,
to watch the sun rise and fall.
i want to be its constant,
as it is mine.
to idle while she sleeps and be there when she wakes.
i want to see the hues of first daylight
the palette of nightfall.
if i could, i’d stay awake forever
to watch the sky,
be its friend.
with everything so unsure
so ugly
i crave to hold something
beautiful and keep it in my grasp
forever –
knowing that it is
forever changing
but
also
forever mine.
- T.R

Tayla Rose
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Creative Club
out this S
UON Writers Club
The Writers Club was founded as a place
for students to come together and share
their writing for both personal and university
purposes. The writers club also publishes an
anthology of student work allowing students
to become published in a professional style
magazine, something they can be proud of
and show off to prospective jobs. The writers
club is for students of all walks of life, all
writing styles and abilities, and they pride
themselves on a sense of writing community.

Latin American
Dance society

LADAS is a place for sharing and celebrating
all Latin American culture and dance. Over
the years, Latin Dance has become the main
focus of the club, and so each semester
they provide our members with lessons and
social nights in two of the most popular Latin
Dances - Salsa & Bachata.

University of
Newcastle Book Club

Natural history
illustration club

The Book Club is there to celebrate and
promote the love of literature in a positive,
nurturing environment. The purpose of the
club is to bring a community of people, both
different and alike, together to learn about
and discuss something that matters to them.
It allows people that may not be as sociable
to socialise in an environment they feel safe
in. In this club there is no pressure to finish
the book, just come to chat and socialise
with those who have similar interests!

The objectives of this club is to promote,
support and encourage Natural History
Illustration (NHI) students, organise
opportunities for these students to exhibit
work together, provide a forum share ideas,
information and experiences, provide access
to useful resources for illustration students
and organise social events for the purpose of
team morale and member recruitment.
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bs to Check
Semester

UON Dance Club

Weekly dance training in hip-hop and
commercial styles; this involves warmup,
grooves/foundational drills, fitness,
improv exercises, music theory talks
and choreography with performance of
choreography to end class. Most classes
will be run by President Allira Violet with
teaching slots available to apply for!

UON Poker Club
The University of Newcastle Poker Club is
a social club aimed at providing a fun and
inclusive environment for students at all ability
levels, and to provide a range of social and
fundraising activities which give back to the
University and wider community.
The Poker Club will not require you to ‘buy-in’
to any games, nor will there be any element
of student gambling. The Poker Club is
committed to a fun and casual environment for
our students!

Dungeons and
dragons club
Join this creative roleplay club now and
follow them on our discord and Facebook
for more details about how to join them.
They meet every Tuesday at 5pm at EFG20
and Thursdays at 5pm at The Clubhouse,
Under Bar on the Hill.

UON Pirate Crew
The UON Pirate club aims to bring together
students with a similar want for adventure
and interest in bringing excitement to their
semester through a spice of life such as
theatrical pirate culture and activities. Over
the year the club plans to celebrate Talk Like a
Pirate Day, alongside holding events such as a
casual pub crawl, end of year ball and treasure
hunt.

UON Jam Club
The club for aspiring musicians to
connect and play music together.
Join their club to experience where
the next musical journey will take
all their student members!
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UNSA Sem 2
Callaghan
campus
Wk 1

Thursday 22nd July

Have You Meet UNSA

Wk 2

Wednesday 28th July

Club Focus

Wk 3

Tuesday 3rd August

Autonomy Week

Wk 4

Tuesday 10th August

Colour Scramble

Wk 5

Tuesday 17th August

Mozzie Day

Wk 6

Wednesday 25th August

Pride Week

Wk 7

Thursday 2nd September

Story Book Day

Wk 8

Thursday 9th September

R U OK Day

Wk 9

Wednesday 15th September

Green Week

Wk 10

Tuesday 5th October

Thrift Day

Wk 11

Thursday 14th October

Opus

Wk 12

Tuesday 19th October

Stressless

Wk 13

Wednesday 27th October

Halloween
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NUsp
Camp
Wk 1

Thursday 20th July

Wk 3

Thursday 5th August

Wk 5

Thursday 19th August

Wk 7

Monday 30th August

Wk 9

Tuesday 14th Septemb

Wk 11

Monday 13th October

Wk 13

Monday 25th October

BBQ Guide
Ourimbah
Campus

ace
pus

ber

Have You Meet UNSA

Autonomy Week

Club Day

Mindfulness

Green Day

Wk 1

Friday 21st July

Have You Meet UNSA

Wk 2

Tuesday 27th July

Club Focus

Wk 3

Wednesday 4th August

Autonomy Week

Wk 4

Wednesday 11th August

Colour Scramble

Wk 5

Friday 20th August

Duck Day

Wk 6

Tuesday 24th August

Pride Week

Wk 7

Wednesday 1st September

Story Book Day

Wk 8

Thursday 9th September

R U OK Day

Wk 9

Thursday 16th September

Green Day

Wk 10

Thursday 7th October

Thrift Day

Wk 11

Tuesday 12th October

Opus

Wk 12

Thursday 21st October

Stressless

Wk 13

Tuesday 26th October

Halloween

Opus

Halloween
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Mood Playlists
for Writing
Struggling to be inspired when writing? As a writer, I often find it difficult to craft
my scenes without the assistance of ‘mood music’. Playlists are an integral part
of my writing progress and help set the emotionality of each scene. Here is a
peek into my writing playlists, sorted by genre/’feel’, in case you ever need some
musical kindling for that creative spark!
All songs listed are available to listen to on Spotify.
FOR ROMANCE
One – Lewis Capaldi
fear – gnash
Somewhere Only We Known – Keane
i don’t want to watch the world end with
someone else – Clinton Kane
Grow As We Go – Ben Platt
Two Is Better Than One – Boys Like Girls (ft.
Taylor Swift)
Lucky People – Waterparks
Effort – James Spaite
Like Real People Do – Hozier
Black and White – Niall Horan

FOR ACTION
Friction – Imagine Dragons
Blood // Water – grandson
This Is War – Thirty Seconds to Mars
Control – Halsey
Miss Jackson – Panic! at the Disco
Centuries – Fall Out Boy
Babylon – 5 Seconds of Summer
I Can’t Decide – Scissor Sisters
Watch What Happens Next – Waterparks
Bottom of the River – Delta Rae
FOR ANGUISH
Hold On – Chord Overstreet
Impossible – James Arthur
Sober – Demi Lovato
All Too Well – Taylor Swift
Least Favourite Only Child – Leanna Firestone
Jasey Rae – All Time Low
Better – Ben Platt
Remembering Sunday – All Time Low

FOR HEARTBREAK
Her Heart – Ian McConnell
Burnt Out – Leanna Firestone
Lonely Still – Amy Shark
happier – Olivia Rodrigo
Extraordinary – Idina Menzel
for months now (demo) – the three of us
Quite Miss Home – James Arthur
Sick of Losing Soulmates – dodie
exile – Taylor Swift (ft. Bon Iver)
Hurt Me Once – Ben Platt

Tayla Rose
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The Creativity of
Typically
Sexualised Dance
Styles
Burlesque and pole dancing are both incredibly
beautiful and difficult creative forms of
movement that society has decided to mean a
certain thing: SEX. Thus, an oversexualisation
is occurring in these incredibly difficult sports!

Pole Dancing

Pole dancing dates back to India in the 12th
century, and was largely originally practiced not
by women, but men. The style migrated over
to America when dancers from Egypt would
perform as part of a traveling circus.
It is a skill used by many exotic dancers or
strippers across the world, and is sexualised
in the context of their jobs - but it is also used
as a competitive and recreational sport. Pole
dancers are constantly bruised from the impact
the sport has on their body. It is not always a
sexy or sexual sight - I know from experience,
as at the time of writing this I have bruises from
getting stuck upside down during a new trick.

Burlesque or Cabaret

cabaret, is best known in it’s
French form. The Moulin Rogue
is one of the most competitive
places to get your foot in as
a professional dancer. For a
style that has been greatly
sexualised, including in the
movies Moulin Rogue and
Burlesque (which did a
good job with the balance
of sex and creativity) it is
still a very difficult artform to
master.
Both styles are beautiful and
sexy, but not always respected
for the skill and difficulty it takes
to perform them. I recommend
checking these forms out or
even giving them a go yourself!
Check out D’vine Dane Studio
for a great place to try
pole dancing
and skills!

Burlesque was introduced in America in the
1840s with the Victorian burlesque style.
Lydia Thompson’s travelling dance troupe, the
British Blondes, later popularised the dance
in 1868. These shows had parody elements,
with a focus on subverting the social norms
of their all-female cast. Burlesque, or

Tyler Bridges
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The Fey King
The barkeep says thou art a pleasant fool.
Oh, aye, lad. Old Nick Bottom has many a tale
in him. I were an actor, and a famous one at
that. Performed fer the Duke Of Athens I did,
at his wedding. Toured from distant Scotland to
arid India to great popular acclaim. I had a life,
I did.
In need of more sack, eh?
Always lad, always. Thanking thee. Oh, that’s
good stuff that. What’s yer name, lad? I like to
know the name of the man who buys me drinks.
Friends know me as Hal.
Hal, eh? Interesting. Do I know thee, lad? Ye
seem... familiar.
A common face and nothing more. How did
thou fall from famous actor to, ah, what art
thou now?
A drunkard, ha! Got separated from the troupe I
were in a few years back and I been drifting ever
since... and now here I am at the Boar’s Head
Inn, with ye.
The barkeep says thou art a dreamer, too.
I have me moments, lad. But so too does every
man.
One dream in particular…
No, oh no, young lion. I ain’t nearly in enough
of a state to be describing that dream. It’d be
at least, oh, one more round before I’m that far
gone.
Another round, then.
Yer a generous young lad. Real prince among
me, ye are. Art thou sure we ain’t acquainted? I
musta seen ye somewhere before.
Maybe it was in a dream, ye old bum! There,
drink up.
Ahhh, that does it. Right then. T’were, oh, three
and forty years back when it went down. Is ye
comfortable, lad? Ye better sit tight there, this is
a long ’un this, and there ain’t nothing worse fer
a story than fer it to be interrupted. Like an actor
without an audience. Which actually happened
to me once, yer know, I were swindled out of a
performance. We were on our way to perform fer
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the Danish King Claudius, before all that trouble,
when we came across two nobles: Rose–
The dream man, the dream!
Yes, lad, the dream. Well, it were long ago, like I
said. Before I were Bottom the Actor and I were
simply Bottom the Weaver. So, some of me
mates and I had heard ’bout a couple nobles
getting married: The Duke Of Athens and The
Queen Of The Amazons. And we thought they’d
be wanting some entertainment fer their big
day; so we’d formed up a little acting troupe;
figured we’d do ’em a nice little play. A tragedy:
the tragedy of Paramus and Thisbe. Ever seen
it?
Alas, I am unfamiliar with that particular em.
It sounds fun, though.
It’s a tragedy, it ain’t meant to be fun! A real
bloody one too… but thou want to hear me
dream, not of Ovid.
Thou hast read Ovid?
What self-respecting actor hasn’t? Half the
crap they put out these days are rip-offs of
him, and the other half ain’t worth the time
of day! I learned ’bout old Ovid when I were
touring Italy; he even autographed me copy of
The Metamorphosis. But enough of him. Our
little troupe wandered on down to the woods
after work to rehearse. It were late, moonlight
seeping in among the evergreens… made the
shadows look all silvery… peaceful…
Go on. Ye trailed off.
Did I? Sorry, lad. ’Course, as things got darker
and darker, me mates got a bit afraid. I felt weird
too; it ain’t easy to be in the woods after dark.
So, we called it a night and started fer home.
And, well, I musta gotten lost or something.
Wandered off the path, couldn’t find me way
back to the others. Real nightmare. And I were
tired, too; God, me face felt so long I worried
it’d fall off.
How did thee see?
Well, after a while, the moon proper came out.
And the stars. And while it weren’t a lot, it were

Woulda worked fer the good of me people, no
matter what they thought of me. That’s what a
good King does, eh Hal? Works fer his people?
No thought fer honour or glorious death in far
off lands?
… I don’t, exactly, ah–
Yer’ve no desire to spoil the evening with politics,
I get it. It is a loathsome vice. So. My people
drew me on. Chanting and smiling and laughing.
Made me think of how nice it’d be to live in a
place where people were always laughing. An
eternal summer. And then me Queen appeared.
And she was… she was…
What were she like?
I’m not far gone enough fer that, young man! Me
memories of her are mine and mine alone.
What happened after?
Well, how does any dream end? I woke up.
There weren’t no flowers, no strange people, I
weren’t no King. It were just a normal morning in
a normal woods. I wandered ’round a bit, met up
with some other lost Athenians, and we found
our way out of the forest. Turns out those other
Athenians were nobles, though you couldn’t tell
it from the state of their clothes. We ran into the
Duke Himself, on the way back; he were looking
for them. I convinced him to hire our little troupe,
and we played a comedy fer his wedding.
Comedy? I thought ye did a tragedy for the
Duke?
Did I? It were a tragedy, yes it were… a real
gore fest too…
Thou weeps.
I am, ain’t I? I normally do this time of night.
Or morning, I should say. But I remember that
strange place. It never leaves me. All I have to
do is close my eyes and it’s as though I never
left. The Fey King Himself, the ruler of a land
that is always laughing, a place where everyone
is happy.

enough to keep me from running into a tree or
tripping over meself. Just picture it: me in a
strange forest, surrounded by the screeching
and screaming of owls and frogs and things.
And this may sound dumb, but I weren’t alone
out there. Felt like someone or something were
watching me… I can still feel the unknown eyes
pressing into me. Horrible. But, as I stumbled
along, there were a light. A small one, little more
than a pinprick. But I walked towards it anyway,
what else could I do? And the light grew into a
clearing…
What were, was, in there?
Oh, lad, it were beauty itself. The light seemed
to come from every direction, completely
colourless, no hint of a candle anywhere. And
inside it, well… flowers of every kind; crushes
of lilies and waterfalls of rhododendrons. Colour
bursting from everywhere you looked, sky
blues and purple hues, swirling and eddying in
strange patterns. Beneath me feet were leaves
as soft as silk. And out of the light came people.
Not people as ye might know ’em. No, they
were something else, something older. There
were a girl with a dress made of moth wings,
and a man clothed by cobwebs, and more still
in garments of flowers and feathers and seeds.
Their eyes were tinged green and their ears
were pointed; they were the old peoples, lad.
And they pulled me further into the clearing,
into the light, chattering in strange voices. They
spoke as like flowing rivers and falling rocks,
like rustling leaves and growing moss. And
they were laughing, happy. They dressed me in
clothes like theirs, poured strange perfumes on
me, and they chanted.
They chanted? What did they say?
They just went: ‘The Fey King, The Fey King,
The Fey King…’ over and over again. I thought
they were saying The Faking at first, but that
don’t make no sense, does it?
No. They made thee King?
They did, lad. I woulda been a good King; I think.

Harman Burgess
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To Publish, or to
Self-Publish?
An aspiring author’s look into the publishing
industry.
There are books everywhere. This generalised
statement can be taken many ways. As an
aspiring author, it lends to feelings of the
disheartening variety. If there are so many books
on the market, with more writers submitting
manuscripts than ever, then what chance do I
have of my own manuscript being published?
This is just one of the many questions that
go through my mind when thinking about my
hopes and dreams of one day becoming a
published author. Dramatic? Maybe. Alright,
it is. However, my overthinking tendencies
have led me to extensively research today’s
publishing industry. Some might call it a slight
obsession. To those people, I say you would be
correct in that assumption.
Publishing houses face onslaughts of
manuscripts yearly – many of them never seen
or touched. To get your manuscript published
in the traditional manner is tough. There is no
doubt about it. Faced with this dilemma, many
modern writers have begun to look elsewhere
as a means to achieve their dreams. Cue, selfpublishing.
For those of you who have considered becoming
an author, but are fearful of the possible rejection
from publishers, or simply do not know where to
begin: you are not alone! Welcome to this safe
space, where an existential crisis is imminent. It
is for you, kindred spirits, that I have compiled
this ‘where to start’ guide on the publishing
industry.
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A Quick Note...
The first thing to look for, regardless of the size
of the publisher you are looking into, is their
submission page. This can usually be found on
their website if they have one. If not, it might
take more research if you have your heart set
on a particular publisher. The submission page
is crucial. It will tell you if they are accepting
manuscripts (either solicited or unsolicited);
when manuscript submission windows are
open; what kind of books they are accepting
at that time (fiction, non-fiction, poetry, etc.);
specific requirements for submissions (font
types and sizes, word counts, spacing); genres
they are looking for, or not accepting; how
much of your manuscript they want you to
submit (some publishers only ask for the first
three chapters plus a breakdown of the rest of
the book; others want the full thing).
This list is not everything that a submission page
covers, just the main points. Many publishers’
websites note that if individuals do not adhere
to their submission requirements, that their
manuscripts will not get a look in. I cannot
recommend researching these requirements
beforehand enough. There are plenty of nerves
surrounding the whole process to begin with,
so make it easier on yourself!
Indie Publishing Houses vs. Large Publishing
Houses
The general consensus is that it is harder to
get published by a larger publisher (Penguin
Random House, for example). Whilst this
can be the case, many indie publishers only

publish up to five new manuscripts a year. So
realistically, it is hard no matter what option you
might choose. This can be disheartening; trust
me I know. The conclusion I have drawn is to
research the catalogue of publishing houses to
see if your manuscript is similar to books they
have previously published. If it is, dive deeper
into that particular publisher. Become familiar
with their submission processes and make sure
your manuscript suits any requirements they
might have. There is no point submitting your
manuscript unless it fits the bill. It would be a
waste of your precious time (and theirs). A nowin situation, if you will. So, whilst it can be
hard, if not near impossible, to get published
the traditional way; persevere! You never know
what might happen. Anything is possible!
Publishing Houses vs. Self-Publishing
This is where the true difference lies in the
journey to becoming a published author. If
you eventually get the ‘yes’ from a publishing
house, then they usually take on the jobs of
editing, marketing and publishing the book
(plus many more) as well as the costs that come
with them. On the other hand, if you decide you
no longer want to go the traditional route and
want to self- publish your work – then it is all on
you. The costs, the hours upon hours of editing,
formatting, finding a printing company, eBook
distributors and marketing (to name a few of the
jobs). It can be exhausting, especially if you are
new to the process.
If unsure where to start your foray into the
self- publishing world, I recommend looking
at the Aurora House website! They have many
packages available in which they help you to
achieve your publishing dreams. It is also a
good resource for determining potential costs,
as they list their prices on the website. Spoiler
alert, it is a good chunk of change, but there is
nothing worse than not knowing what you could
be in for. In terms of marketing, there are many
self-published authors who have found TikTok
(social media in general is a good marketing
tool, this is just one example) to be useful in
reaching potential readers for their books. Both
of these options are useful if you are seriously
considering self-publishing and are unsure
where to start.

A Few Final Tips and Tricks…

•
Build up your writing resume! Some
publishers note that if you are an unsolicited
author, then having a good writing resume could
help your chances to get published.
•

On this note, enter competitions!
Many publishing houses host yearly writing
competitions in which the winner scores a
publishing contract with them (Hachette is a
good one to look into for this!).

•

Check out Writing NSW, or other states
and territories writers’ organisations, for
competitions and advice on the industry.

•

The
Australian
Literary
Agents
Association website also has some good
information on how to submit to an agent, or
how to acquire one (this option is especially
helpful for the traditional publishing route if you
do not want your manuscript to be unsolicited).
So, whilst it can be immensely difficult to get
your manuscript published, there are a myriad of
options to get there. Yes, it is often a disheartening
process. Does that mean you should give up
on your dream? No, absolutely not. If you are
an anxious, overthinking, procrastinator like I
am, and are scared to submit a manuscript, or
further explore your publishing options – that
is okay! It takes time; to both make sure your
manuscript is up to submission standard and
to work up the courage to actually submit the
damn thing. Consider all of your options and do
the research. It is scary, but achievable. Go after
what you want! My final piece of advice is: take
a deep breath and write your book (after that,
chase your publishing dreams!).

Phoebe Barsi
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Salt and
and Pepper
Pepper
Salt
The day begins for a kid when the bus, blue
or red, wheels around the corner of the street
and creaks to a stop. The magpies are already
cawing, the myna birds wailing at one another,
cicadas groaning from the gumtrees. But for
Laksh, it begins when her mother pours the ghee
onto the hot-plate and throws the first roti onto
the metal. Black hair unbrushed and untamed,
she stands on her tip-toes and watches as
her mum rolls out discs of dough again and
again. Enough for breakfast and for their dinner
tonight. She plays with the stray curls fraying up
from her daughter’s head, and murmurs about
how her mother back in Fiji would do the same
every morning without a single complaint, and
how they’d eat the flat-bread with scrambled
eggs and coriander.
‘None of the other kids at school like coriander,’
Laksh shrugged, stealing little balls of dough
from the metal bowl. Mum gave her a little
smile, and attempted to run a hand through her
daughters mass of curls and knots. She tutted
and urged Laksh to find the worn and battered
hair-brush in return for another little ball of
dough.
With her hair combed and pulled back into a
ponytail, Laksh already knows half of her hair
will fray out by the afternoon. But she won’t
notice, and probably won’t care. It’ll look just
like her sister’s did in the pictures of when she
was a kid – before she started straightening it
religiously before school every morning. There’s
a little excitement in Laksh’s belly today, with
her lunch buried deep in her back-pack and
sandwiched between two ice-packs. The very
night before, Mum had made her favourite
chicken curry! But it was brown and soupy and
needed to stay cold until she could ask one of
the teacher’s to heat it up in the staff lounge.
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Mum had squeezed her hand and given her a
proud smile, urging her to enjoy her first day of
Year Two.
Excitement buzzing in her finger-tips and making
it hard to sit in one spot, the day began almost
as it always had for the last two years, save for
a long, long orientation in which the principal,
old and crinkled (like a piece of paper Laksh
once found behind her bed) drawled on and on.
The heat fell thicker on the school as the hours
ticked by and the cicadas hummed louder. Just
outside the classroom walls in the gum trees,
a family of magpies had made their home in
one of the branches, the sharp squawks of their
offspring always slicing through the silence of
the empty playground as teachers rattled on
about equations and how to write a report about
what you did in the holidays.
Since this was a new class, Laksh only had two
friends, but they’d been seated far away in the
back row. Some new kid with a bad haircut and
a band-aid on his nose sat next her, destined to
be her desk-mate for the rest of the year. About
an hour before recess was due to start, the new
boy poked Laksh with a chewed up pencil. He
gave her a glazed over look. “Why’s your name
all retarded sounding?” He drawled, putting the
pencil back in his mouth. A flush of heat and
embarrassment washed over her. The kids in
the row in front were looking at them now. Laksh
grabbed the hem of her skirt and scrunched it
into her hands. And she laughed. “Oh! That’s
not actually my real name.
It’s my middle name, and it means
warrior princess or whatever but it’s not
actually my name...
like, that’d be pretty
retarded,”
Laksh stammered, a

big grin plastered on her face. A pit opened up
in her belly. Her mum had always told her not
to say the R word. It was unkind and rude and
wasn’t to be used as an insult or just thrown
around. But she’d done exactly that just now,
hadn’t she? The new kid laughed and shrugged
his shoulders. He left her alone after that. Laksh
looked out the window and to the magpies in
their nest. The cicadas clicked away and she
kept her eyes on the nest, desperate to hide the
tears welling in her eyes.
***
The shrill of the bell ringing out across the school
woke the students from their daze and ushered
them out to recess. Laksh was happy to be
far away from her new desk mate, but hoped
that the magpies would still be there when
she got back. The kookaburras greeted the
kids as they spilled into the playground. Some
played handball beneath the tin shelters, others
lined the picnic tables and some flitted about,
chasing one another. Laksh sat beneath a row
of gumtrees with her friends, pink and green
lunch-box in hand. Her friends Lara and Beth
ate their Tiny Teddies and Jatz, while Laksh
ate some apple slices. The odd feeling was still
in her belly. It sat there, heavy and obtuse as
though she’d swallowed a mango seed whole.
Embarrassment still simmered under her skin,
but she didn’t really know why. As she ate, Lara
gave her an odd look. “What’s wrong?” Laksh
asked, picking apart a slice. Lara took Laksh’s
hand, examining her fingernails. “Why’re they
yellow, are you sick?” She asked, eyebrows
furrowed. She pushed her own nail into Laksh’s
nail bed.
The mango seed in Laksh’s belly grew. Excuses
flooded her mind, just as they had when the new
kid had asked about her name. But in the end
she could only stammer out the truth. “It’s um...
from curry. You eat curry with your hands and,
like, it gets in your fingernails and stains them
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the next day...”
She said, cringing at the look of slight disgust
on Lara’s face. She tried to hide her distaste
quickly, but Laksh had already seen it. Beth
muttered something about how her Mum would
never let her eat anything with just her hands,
they were too sanitary for that.
The kookaburras laughed louder and a hot
breeze began to blow. Laksh already missed
the magpies.
After recess, it was time for music class. Beth
and Lara weren’t in that class, so Laksh was at
least grateful for that. The mango seed in her
belly seemed to swell when she was around
them now. For the next hour her class had
been herded into the old, musty smelling library
for a class with Mrs Bennet. Laksh picked at
the thread in the carpet as Mrs Bennet called
off name after name, eventually getting to
S. “Smith...Lak – Laksh...er, Laksh Smith?”
Mrs Bennet said, peering over her clipboard.
Laksh put up her hand. Mrs Bennet raised her
eyebrows, eyes flicking back to the roll. “...
Smith, you’re Laksh Smith?” She asked, her
pointed nose twitching. Fear quickly swelled in
Laksh’s belly. What was wrong with her name?
Was she in the wrong class? Did they spell her
name wrong...? Her dad, Kieran Smith had
given her that last name. “Where’re you from,
love?” Mrs Bennet said, dry lips curling into a
smile that brought Laksh no comfort.
What was she meant to say? Confusion tied
Laksh’s tongue right up. She was Australian.
So was everyone in the class. Why would she
need to ask that...? There was a snicker from
somewhere to the back of the rows of students.
“I’m Australian,” Laksh said, somehow not
entirely confident as she should be.

She was born at the hospital down the road.
Mum had shown her pictures.
Mrs Bennett wrinkled her nose again, and
shook her head in a way that confused Laksh
even more. Mrs Bennet had known her for two
minutes, but had made her feel worse than both
her friends and the new kid combined. But the
class went on, and no one said a thing. Laksh
curled her knees to her chest and held onto
her shoes, trying to ignore the way her throat
closed and her heart raced. In that moment, she
craved to have the wings of a magpie. To fly up,
up and above the school and far away from all
of them.
By the time lunch came, Laksh’s excitement
was gone. Instead of pulling out her curry and
going to get it heated by one of the teachers, she
bought a slushy from the canteen and sat with
Lara and Beth as they ate their peanut butter
sandwiches and talked about their new classes
and all the cute new boys. Laksh chewed on the
tip of the straw, and scanned the tree-tops.
The final bell rang, and Laksh felt the only sense
of comfort she’d felt all day. The buses, red and
blue would chug into the school and quickly fill
with kids eager to get home. Including Laksh.
But she had no worries about the ride home.
Unlike her year and her new class, the ride
home hadn’t changed from last year. She got
to sit next to her bus friend Riley, and together
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they’d sit and talk about the day and whatever
teachers they didn’t like. And boy, did Laksh
have plenty to talk about. In the stuffy heat of
the bus, with the gumtrees and brown, dried
brush whisking by, the two chatted, backpacks
sitting on their laps.
As the bus filtered down to only a few kids left
and navigated the small streets of the suburbs,
Laksh was nearly home. She wasn’t sure what
she’d say to Mum to explain why she hadn’t
eaten her special lunch. Instead of the mango
seed feeling, her stomach simply dropped at
the thought. She wasn’t looking forward to the
look of sadness in her eyes when she could
offer no explanation. A boy named Ryan sat in
front of them. He’d been entertaining himself by
kicking the seat in front of him. When that finally
bored him, he flipped around and leaned over
the top of the seat.
“What’re you guys talking ‘bout?” He asked,
picking his nose. Laksh ignored him, picking
at the yellow bits on the sides of her fingernail
beds. Riley smiled and explained they were
talking about the new tattoo Miss Denritz had
gotten over the holidays. Four, three, two stops
away...Laksh was so close to home. She curled
her hands into fists, desperately hoping he’d
just leave her alone. Her hopes were quickly
quashed when she felt a prod in the head. He’d
just poked her, but Laksh’s hands trembled a
little. “Hey. You know what’s funny? You’re
salt,” Ryan said, poking Riley on the nose. “And
you’re pepper,” He snickered, poking her on the
nose. “Pepper’s worse, though.”
Laksh waited until she was off the bus to cry.
She held it all in, until the moment that blue bus
disappeared around the corner. Her dad was
back from work, just pulled into the driveway.
Seeing her in tears, he drew her into a bear hug.
His tradie uniform stank of grease, but she didn’t
care. Laksh hugged and hugged him, sobbing
into the fabric of his yellow and black uniform.
From its nest in the gutter of the roof, a magpie
squawked.
Isabelle Quilty

SRC
Updates
Semester 2 is here! I hope you’ve had a chance
to relax and recharge during the break. Or if
you’re new to Uni, we’re glad to have you joining
us! I can already feel the good vibes of a fresh
semester, a clear head and a blank diary ready
for new subjects and classes (plus clubs and
events of course!).
In Semester 1, the SRC was busy with meetings;
forming sub-committees; helping at UNSA
events, BBQs and Free Food Fridays; facilitating
consultations on the changes happening at
the uni; and talking to students about issues
affecting them and what they want to see
happening at their campuses.
I’m super excited for this semester in my
portfolio of Experience & Engagement. You’ll
see Collectives and Clubs growing bigger and
better, developments around Student Spaces,
and plenty more. If there’s anything you’d like
to see more of, be sure to reach out! We’re here
to help make your uni experience the best it can
be.
UNSA has oodles of fun events, useful
workshops and, of course, free BBQs coming
your way. Keep an eye on the online events
calendar to get all the deets on free lunches
and more, including club- run events! There’s
a myriad of awesome clubs on campus (and
online) for you to meet people, share common
interests and have fun, away from study. Take a
look and join a few that strike your fancy!

Hi Everyone!
A big congratulations for getting through another
Semester and if it was your first one, I hope
it wasn’t too rough. So much has happened
since we last chatted, where do I even start?
This year has already been exceptionally busy
here at UNSA HQ. We’ve been working around
the clock to launch new initiatives and kickstart
the year with loads of fun events and welfare
programs to support you on your uni journey.
If you haven’t heard, we have just launched
a number of new food initiatives for you to
take full advantage of, including the Freezies
Initiative ($4 Frozen meals and a side of veg yes please) and our UNSA Pantry where thanks
to the kind donations of University staff and
community members, students can come in
and grab whatever food and hygiene items they
need. These programs are currently run out of
the UNSA building on Callaghan campus but
we are looking at expanding to other campuses
as well, so keep an eye out!
In addition to the food programs I’ve been
working on getting to you, I’ve really enjoyed
meeting and chatting with so many of you at
our events and in the building. I am absolutely
thrilled to hear that you’re enjoying the free
coffee machine and our Free Food Fridays! Be
on the lookout for more from the Welfare space
soon.
Finally, I would like to take a moment to send
my best wishes to you all as we move into
Semester 2 and beyond. This year has been
incredibly difficult for so many communities and
off the back of last year, I recognise that a lot of
people are struggling. UNSA is here to support
you in any way that we can so please reach out
if you need to.

Ciao for now,

For in-person chats, I am usually at the UNSA
building on Callaghan campus every Friday or
alternatively, if you can send an email to the
UNSA office and I’ll get back to you ASAP.

Georgie
VP Experience and Engagment

Jess
VP Wellbeing & Welfare
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UON dance
Club
Get your groove on at the University of
Newcastle’s first official Dance Club, specialising
in hip hop.
With their successful completion of semester
one, the new members club will be working
hard on hip hop choreography for a video they
will be shooting in week 11. This dance club
encourages all ability levels, to promote the
inclusiveandwelcomingnatureof the club. This
involves a warm up and choreography session,
where different styles of their open level training
are practiced weekly, every Friday.
Allira Violet, who is the President/Dance Club
Teacher, began noticing how limited the hip hop
style is here in Newcastle and reached out to the
University of Newcastle in late 2020, as Covid
restrictions were easing. She gained approval
to form this Dance group and it has now been
made into an official club at UON.
‘‘Dance doesn’t only allow you to participate
in movement, it is a form of expression that
is encouraged in a safe and supportive
environment. It’s been interesting teaching
university students. I really like teaching adults
rather than kids, as people have been able to
meet other students taking the same courses
which makes friend groups within the dance/
university environment.
O week was crazy as we had over 100 people
sign up, so that was a big one,’’ says Allira.
With Allira’s determination, she claims that the
first step she took was to make an Instagram
account so the majority of members had

access to a social media page.
“Ultimately for the club, our little slogan for
myself and our Vice President Chathuni is ‘Dance
is for everyone’, because we wanted everyone
to come vibe and experience something new,
as I think the style I’m teaching is new to a lot
of people, even if they have danced previously,’’
claimed Allira.
When interviewing Hannah, a UON Dance
member, she shared that ‘‘it’s a very inclusive
and welcoming space, everyone belongs
whether you’re a beginner or if you’ve danced
before.’’ When asked what her average night at
dance looks like, Hannah explained how ‘‘First
we warm up, play a few games, get to know
each other and then Allira takes us for learning
new choreography. We train weekly on Friday
nights and we go from 6-8pm, and within that
we chat, hangout and get to know each other
as well as training, so we try to mix between a
social setting and pushing/challenging yourself
with the choreography in a safe and supportive
environment.’’ Hannah explained how the club
members are currently rehearsing to film a
video.
In week 11, the Dance Club will be shooting a
video to showcase all the hard work and training
of their hip hop choreography. This will help
spread the word of this amazing club, which
may encourage more students to take part in
semester two.

Kristy Golsby
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OPEN LEVEL, MULTI GENRE DANCE CLUB

The club trains hip
hop weekly with
President Allira
Violet.

Featuring guest
teachers in various
styles such as KPOP,
jazz, tap and break
dance!
For more info scan the QR codes!
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‘there and back again’
Artist Statement
‘There and Back Again’ is a photographic body of work that documents a family
trip from NSW to WA. A variety of time specific images are throughout this body
of work, capturing life that is otherwise unnoticed in small townships all across
central Australia.
This trip was incredibly important to me. Originally, we planned to leave the
week before the Covid-19 pandemic broke out in Australia. I have a lot of family
over in WA and up until this trip had not seen them for three years. This trip
symbolised reconnection, togetherness and patience.
Cordelia Prangley
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The signs as
creative ventures
Aries

March 21 - April 19
Dancing

Leo
July 23 - August 22
Acting

Tarus

Gemini

April 20 - May 20
Cooking

May 21 - June 20
Musical

Virgo

Libra

August 23 September 22
Knitting

September 23 October 22
Interior Design

Sagittarius Capricorn Aquarius
November 22 December 21
Resin Art

December 22 January 19

January 20 February 18

Graphic Design

Makeup
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Cancer

June 21 - July 22
Writing

Scorpio
October 23 November 21
Journaling

Pisces
February 19 March 20
Painting
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