












































L ARRICs

|
|
| s

Hey \ha 4,

S-P“f H,
¢ Fnf Year 11

Then suddeﬁ!y, with one deft movement, Jim solved all three problems which
had troubled him the previous few months: the chimney blockage, the smell
and the shortage of presen's |ast Christmas. e
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SEX & GENDER
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It has recently been brought to my attention that there really is
a lot of sex going on around campus. At first I didn’t notice it. I
rationalised noisy, rustling bushes as the result of wind... steam
from under the StudAss building as the result of a boiler...
bonking sounds in the library as someone wearing Docs
jumping up and down on a pogo stick on the floor above my
head. And nobody else seemed to notice it, either. They all
seemed to be going places,
pretending to work, eating
lunch in the cafe and buying
pogo sticks. But then a friend
of mine, who had just finished
a very intense study of Psyc,
came to a realisation. We were
sitting in the cafe the other day,
watching Sky Sport (and trying
very hard to ignore it), and -
laughing about all the people who were talking knowledgeably
about the baseball that was on. My friend was sinking into her
13th cup of coffee, yet was sitting very still gazing at the saucer
with what seemed to be a sense of suspicion (it could have
been contemplation, but I'm not too good at spotting that). 1
watched it for a couple of minutes, but the saucer didn’t do
anything particularly unexpected, possibly feeling a little
uneasy about all the attention it was getting. I put down my
fork and was about to ask her what she was expecting the
saucer to do when she suddenly leapt on'to the table and with
a tone of elation yelled “SEX” at the top of her voice.

Now my friend is not entirely unattractive, and needless to
say she caused a bit of a stir among a number of hot blooded
male Engineering students
sitting nearby. I dragged her
down off the table and asked
her what the hell she was
raving on about.

“What the hell are you
raving on about?” I asked.

“Sex!” she proclaimed.

She went on to explain that
she had just realised sex was all
around us, even if we couldn't
see it, and everyone was either
doing it or thinking about it for
most of the time. Suddenly,
everything made sense to me. |
slowly looked around the cafe.

Sure enough, there was a

young couple slipping under

the table... some women in the

corner drooling over guys

playing with their phallic pool cues... one of the cooks was
gazing lovingly at one of the cleaners, and as I watched they
slipped into a carnal embrace over by the chilli con carne... and
no-one but me noticed!!! I grabbed a guy bouncing along on his
pogo stick and asked him if he saw them. Foolishly, he
rationalised the situation to me, explaining how he’d seen the
cleaner clean out one of the bowls with Jiff and had forgotten to
rinse it out, and the cook had dumped the chilli into it and
served it to a about a hundred people, poisoning them, and
now the cook had realised the situation and the reason she was
holding the cleaner by the throat in such an embrace was that
she was actually trying to throttle her. I admit it did look a bit

Famous lecturer quotes #37
“Romeo and Juliet isn’t about ‘true love’,
it’s about two horny teenagers trying to get
a quickie!!” - Dr S Coates, Engl 107, 1993

like that, but the wisdom of my friend’s realisation had
obsessed me. I wandered off to my next lecture, watching all
around me for signs of sex. I walked past the bookshop justin
time to hear the yell “I’'m coming, 'm coming!”. I watched
some cricket on Sky and saw someone whack a googlie up a
fine leg!! Two guys on pogo sticks and Docs walked past,

. asking each other how long they could keep it up!!! I walked

past the library and heard
more bonking sounds!!! A
friend doing Astronomy was
talking to another friend of
mine, telling them how they
want to look at Uranus!!!
Anna Simcic was on TV
doing breaststroke. A tutor
staggered into a late tutorial
] with the words “I'm
buggered”(!!!!), and my lecturer took me aside and said “Let’s
get straight to the point”(!!!!)

I screamed as he laid his hand on my shoulder.

“P...p...pardon?!? You cant be serious! I'm attached! You're
married! You're 30 years older than me! You're Catholic, I'm
Protestant! I'm Alliance, you're National! You like the news, |
like Neighbours! You're wearing a red jersey, I'm wearing pink
shoelaces... we'd clash!! We're both heterosexual, for crying out
loud!! You fucking revolting pervert!” He stared at me as if I
had gone crazy.

“Excuse me? [ was just trying to comment that you do not
seem to be keeping up”.

“Bloody hell!! Is nothing sacred? Surely my impotence is
my own problem!?! Shit, why
should you care?!? How did
you find out?!! What a
pervert!!! Hang on... I'm not
even impotent!! What the
fuck are you insinuating!?!?"
The lecturer backed away
nervously.

“Nothing! I wasn't
insinuating anything!! Keep
your shirt on!”

“Aaarrrggghhh!! My
shirt?! Pervert!! Rape!! Rape
Help! Rape!!”

“Nol!! Oh, shit. Help!!
Help!! He's nuts!!!”

“Nuts?! Pervert!!! Help!
Rapel!!!”

“Help!”

“Rape!”... things
continued along these lines for a few minutes, while others
joined in to make it more interesting.

“Murder!”

“No, rape!”

“Help!! Murder, rape!!!”

“Yuk!! Necrophilia!!”

“Help!”... etc etc.

CLASSES

All in a fascinating day. Try looking at things from a
different perspective sometime... it may not be conducive to

study but it adds lots of fun to everyone’s day! 3




