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For Sam Stafford, A true friend and a beautiful man.

Daniel Burt, Chris Feik and Michael Lallo: I’d take a bullet for any of you.

Louise Fox, Caitlin Crowley and Marie-Louise Walker:  you may not be Charlie’s Angels, but at times I think you may be mine.

Clare Somers, Monique Ryan and Bridget Costelloe: thank you. 

P.S. Sally Heath, you deserve a medal.
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A Proposed Australian Bill of She’ll Be Rights, Mate 

.....................................

1. The right to redefinition 

Any sportsman who has displayed the behaviour of a thug, an alcoholic, a violent sociopath or a rapist has the right to be described as a ‘rough diamond,’ ‘loveable rogue’ or ‘knock about character’ with a ‘heart of gold.’

2. The right to fish for compliments from foreign visitors 

Citizens have the right to ask foreigners, ‘How do you like Australia?’ If the foreigner does not respond enthusiastically that ‘Australia is the greatest place in the world,’ the foreigner is immediately to be deported and forced to wear a Ken Done ‘I Love Australia’ T-shirt for the rest of their lives.

3. The prohibition against excluding oneself from a shout 

When draining a few cans at a local establishment, no person is to undermine the liberty of his compatriots by refusing to participate in the shout – excuses of being a poof, having to get up early or being violently allergic to alcohol notwithstanding.

4. The right to cringe, culturally speaking 

a) When watching a feature film from Overseas, the appearance of any person with anAustralian accent is to be heralded with the excited ejaculation: ‘That guy’s Australian. Did you hear that?’

b) Citizens must take every opportunity to remind fellow citizens that we invented the Hills Hoist, the VCR and the wine cask. ‘We’ means all of us. It is prohibited to acknowledge the names of the individuals responsible. When one wins, we all win. When one of us fails, he or she is unAustralian.

c) A citizen is honoured with the title ‘Our’ when people from Overseas acknowledge he or she exists. E.g. ‘Our Hugh,’ ‘Our Nic,’ ‘Our Cate,’ ‘Our Kylie’ and ‘Our Mary, Princess of Denmark.’

5. The right to bear jingos 

The flying of the Australian flag outside a person’s home or the wearing of an Australian flag to a sporting event is an unassailable right of Australian citizens. It confirms their jingoism and reinforces their belief that Australia is better than Anywhere Else and, by extension, that they are better than Anyone Else for living Here.

6. The responsibility to Australianise 

Citizens are required to act ‘more Australian than Steve Irwin’ when conversing with recently arrived visitors from Overseas. Citizens are required to punctuate sentences with ‘bonza,’ ‘sheila,’ ‘crikey,’ ‘strewth’ and ‘cobber,’ and to draw the visitor’s attention to our extreme weather and dangerous animals. It is imperative for citizens to imply that foreigners are weak and would be unable to live here because they ‘couldn’t hack it.’ It is compulsory for citizens to extract an admission of defeat or inadequacy from the foreigner.

7. Ladies, bring a plate 

8. The right to the survival of our language 

The use of the terms ‘Pull my finger,’ ‘I’ve had a gutful,’ ‘What are you looking at?,’ ‘I shagged your sister,’ ‘Come here and say that,’ ‘You. Me. Carpark. Now,’ ‘While you’re down there,’ ‘Have a stab,’ and ‘Cracked the shits’ is enshrined in this charter. So too the universal recognition that a person you call ‘a bastard’ you are fond of, but a person you call ‘a bit of a bastard’ you are not.

9. The right to denial 

Citizens have the right to refuse to acknowledge the existence of Tall Poppy Syndrome by playing the Underdog Card. Identifying as an underdog comforts the citizen who is not successful enough to be a tall poppy, while conveying the impression they never wanted to be one anyway, because tall poppies are wankers and deserve to be cut down. Even though they don’t exist.

10. The right to make jokes about New Zealanders 

All citizens have the right to refer to Kiwis as ‘sheep shaggers,’ categorically refusing to acknowledge that that’s what the rest of the world calls us.

11. The right to crack open a can of who gives a rat’s?

Federation? Constitution? Words to the national anthem? Stuffed if I know.

12. There is a universal agreement that over the fence is out 

13. The right to claim the normal human response to tragedy as ‘uniquely Australian’ 

When a national tragedy occurs, citizens must vicariously experience the event via media saturation and trauma porn. Citizens must comment that acts of compassion and assistance are ‘uniquely Australian’ and ‘an intrinsic part of the Australian character.’ Any suggestion that this is a normal reaction and a universal expression of the human spirit is prohibited.

14. The right to defend our slags, scrags and scrubbers 

Citizens are to be outraged when migrants call our women ‘sluts.’ All citizens are obliged to uphold our women’s honour by strenuously asserting that we have the best sluts in the world, which is why they call this place the Lucky Country.

15. The right to refuse to loan a power tool 

Any person approached by a fellow citizen widely acknowledged to be a bludger, a bit dodgy or a bloody hopeless klepto and requesting to borrow a power tool has the right to respond, ‘Rack off and buy your own, you tightarse. And by the way, I want me shifters back.’

16. Freedom of religion 

The religious beliefs of Australian citizens are to be strenuously tolerated and respected. As long as you’re a Christian or not too Jewish, and not weird like those Muslims, those Buddhists or them atheists. The term Christian does not include Mormons, Jehovah’s Witnesses, SeventhDay Adventists, people who speak in tongues and pass out or any of those happy-clappy churches that involve public displays of emotion or affection.

17. The right to believe 

Citizens are compelled to believe that the Australian accent is the most difficult to learn and that the consumption of Vegemite and beer and the wearing of thongs represent a cultural odyssey and are the test of true patriotism.

18. The use of the word ‘unAustralian’ 

The word ‘unAustralian’ is to be reserved as the most heinous insult to describe any person, action or opinion not considered to uphold traditional Australian values. The term ‘queue jumper’ is the second most heinous. The opposite of ‘unAustralian’ is ‘little Aussie battler.’ ‘Little Aussie battler’ is Australian for ‘we have a massive chip on our shoulders.’ Little Aussie battlers live on Struggle Street.

19. The biggest crime an Australian can commit is to be up him or herself.

20. The universal rule of lawn 

When mowing your nature strip it is customary to mow your neighbour’s. If you don’t, you’re unAustralian. And a queue jumper. And up yourself.

21. The obligation to celebrate being a good house in a bad street 

Citizens of Australia are obliged to puff out their chests and yell ‘Oi! Oi! Oi!’ about being ‘world class’ at anything, no matter how trivial or distasteful. Particularly if it involves beating the Poms.

22. The right to be disappointed 

Citizens of Australia maintain the right to be disappointed if their prime minister is not Aussie enough. And when we say Aussie, we mean a piss-head. Citizens are entitled to laugh and mock when watching the prime minister stiffly drink a beer in a country pub while wearing a brand-new Akubra hat and neatly ironed moleskin jeans.

23. The freedom to denationalise 

If an Australian succeeds Overseas and acquires an American accent, he or she is no longer considered Australian. E.g. Greg Norman, Helen Reddy, Rupert Murdoch and Elle MacPherson. Mel Gibson is exempt owing to the technicality that he was born in the USA. And that he is mental. If the Australian accent isn’t good enough for you, you are no longer good enough for us. The only exception is Peter Allen, and that’s only because he sang ‘I Still Call Australia Home.’ In an American accent.

24. The right to emotionally abuse foreigners 

When a migrant attempts to assimilate, the wog / chink / darky / towelhead / curry muncher / slaphead or desert rat must be aggressively stereotyped and must submit to verbal ridicule, practical jokes and cultural harassment. Asians can’t drive and are good at fixing computers. Middle Eastern people are all falafel-eating terrorists. Mediterraneans are hotheads who drive too fast and talk with their hands. In the case of Scandinavians, jokes about Ikea and Volvos are required but the knowledge there are differences between Sweden, Norway and Denmark is not. NOTE: English and American nationals are singled out for particularly brutal and sustained treatment. If foreigners take issue with racial vilification it is the obligation of citizens to explain that it’s the way we show people we like them. And if they don’t like it, to tell them to rack off back to their own country.

25. The freedom to sell your soul to the sappers down Khe San 

Australian nationals travelling to Asia have the freedom to loudly sing Cold Chisel songs after consuming their bodyweight in alcohol, accusing a taxi driver of ripping them off and blaming the effects of the previous day’s drinking on food poisoning.

26. The right to a fair go 

All white, middle-class, heterosexual Australian blokes you are mates with have the right to a fair go.

27. The prohibition against complaining 

Citizens are prohibited from correcting a person who has shortened their name, even if they have clearly introduced themselves as Philip, Stephen, Peter, Margaret, Patricia, James or Kathleen. Phil, Stevo, Petey, Marg, Trish, Jim and Kathy are obliged to shut up and get over themselves. To disregard people’s given and preferred names is a sign of affection. Like it or not. Complaining or mentioning it is unAustralian.

28. The Dreamtime 

No matter how strident and outspoken an atheist, a sceptic or a rationalist may be, they must never question the Dreamtime.



Men, Women &
The PINK THING



Marriage 

I’m against gay marriage. I’m against straight marriage. I’m against marriage full-stop. Why are we hanging on to this relic of an anachronistic system (which still reeks of misogyny and bigotry), established so men could own women to ensure their estates and titles were passed on to their kids – sorry, their sons? Maybe I’ve just never married because I haven’t found the right owner. Or the right dress.

Why do we hang on to this old cultural carcass when we happily disregard others?

Feel those uptight white honkies squirm! Hear their sphincters tighten! I love the smell of Balwyn seething in the morning!

Marriage doesn’t work. For evidence, see the divorce rate climbing closer to 50 per cent with every click on the rsvp.com.au website. The waving of the magic wedding wand is no guarantee of a successful marriage or a happy family. No amount of confetti, profiteroles and $10,000 photo shoots will counteract the dismantling of religious oppression, social taboo and financial constraint that is making far more options acceptable, despite the beige majority’s fixation on fairytale endings that don’t exist and never have.

Weddings and marriage are spin-doctoring propaganda to maintain social order. Which is code for ‘making sure the blokes are running the joint while women are oppressed and conned into doing the majority of the unpaid domestic and emotional heavy lifting’ (and a hefty whack of the income earning as well). Married men live longer than single ones. Unmarried women live longer than wives. Girls, read the fine print and ask yourself: ‘What’s in it for me?’

I’m all for love, intimacy, sex, companionship and growing into wiser, more beautiful and compassionate human beings by sharing parts of your journey with others. And I quite like going to weddings. I just prefer funerals – the chat’s more earthy, you hear more secrets, you don’t have to buy a present and there’s no group on the balcony muttering ‘I give it three months, tops.’ Funerals mark something that actually happened.

Celebrating twenty years of being together and not killing each other makes far more sense than a ceremony that celebrates something that hasn’t even started. Love needs no public statement, no witnesses. The stage-managed perfection of a wedding is the antithesis of the hard yakka of surviving a long-term relationship. Weddings are an advertisement for something that only exists in the imaginations of seven-year-old girls.

Me? No. Never have, never will, never wanted to. Better dead than wed. Wouldn’t I like to be a princess for a day? No thanks, I’m a princess every day.

I don’t judge you if you have an ownership ceremony. I do laugh at you behind your back when you defend it with hilarious and irrational rhetoric. Decisions are made emotionally but backed up rationally. So I’ll never know what the reason is and neither will you.

‘I’m just doing it for the party.’ Why don’t you just have a party, then? ‘Our parents want us to.’ Hang on, aren’t you adults? Do you do everything they want you to? ‘It’s just so our families can meet.’ Why don’t you just have a barbecue? ‘We all want to have the same name.’ What? Why? OK, whatever your nonsensical excuse is (and by the way, let me guess, she’s changing her name to yours and the kids will have your surname too? How totally enabling the patriarchy to issue the ‘it’s just easier’ defence when clearly it’s not), ever heard of deed poll? ‘I’m just doing it for the presents.’ It’s cheaper just to buy the stuff .

Just once, I’d like someone to say, ‘I’m getting married because I’m needy, insecure, deeply conservative and have abandonment issues.’

The ‘we got married by an Elvis impersonator in Vegas,’ ‘our celebrant was a transvestite and our best man was a donkey’ and ‘we wore gimp masks and wrote our own vows’ brigade make me laugh. Flaunting their superficial subversion in a tragic attempt to delude themselves they’re not participating in something incredibly conservative, they don’t fool me.

Why are forms always asking me if I’m married, divorced, de facto, single, separated, or never married? It’s none of their business. Don’t try and baffle me with bullshit about gathering statistics for better service. They don’t need to know. A contact person, that’s all they need.

Referring to a de facto relationship as ‘common-law marriage’ is offensive and discriminatory. It’s not marriage, it’s a relationship. If de factos wanted to get married, they would. They don’t. Why don’t they call marriage state-sanctioned or religion-sanctioned cohabitation?

As for ‘it’s just a piece of paper,’ it’s so much more than that. It’s the reinforcement of unrealistic expectations, outdated gender stereotypes and proof we’re still being sucked in to happily-ever-after endings. It’s also a scathing indictment of our lack of cultural maturity and spiritual imagination. And proof that we’re emotionally medieval. Marriage isn’t a word – it’s a sentence.



Manpower 

Last week I saw Manpower, Australia’s number-one all-male review. Buns of steel, ripped abs, glistening six-packs, rock-eisteddfod choreography and music you’d expect to hear coming out of a vehicle with an‘If the Van’s Rockin’, Don’t Bother Knockin’’ sticker, beneath a ‘Fat Chicks Shit Me’ sticker.

I know what you’re thinking. Just the kind of thing a girl who considers Christopher Hitchens loin-moistening eye candy would be bang-up for.

In pursuit of the whole-hog experience I saw Manpower at Hotel Shoppingtown (‘Ripping Doncaster a new arsehole 24/7’). Please don’t confuse my whole-hog reference with a suggestion there was an oversupply of bushpigs in the audience. But if the leopard-skin leggings and the come-pork-me boots fit, oink now.

A snippet from the Hotel Shoppingtown website (I didn’t change a thing, I promise): ‘Dress code: no denim or casual attire is permitted. Men are required to wear a full-button-front shirt with a peaked collar whilst ladies are requested to dress with elegance.’

‘Hotel Shoppingtown?’ said a mate. ‘I used to work there. Back in the days when pubs had massive carparks so you could get spastic and drive home.’ without seatbelts on and with your kids in the back.

To give you a quick socio-economic demographic snapshot of Hotel Shoppingtown, upcoming acts include Shannon Noll (‘What About You?’), Melbourne’s favourite covers band, Blinder (I assume they chose the name Blinder because Date Rape was already taken), and Leo Sayer. Leo Sayer now lives in Australia. Don’t we love it when the international stars come out and visit? But when they decide to live here we think they’re losers.

But I was there for Manpower: The Thunder from Down Under. And when they say thunder, they mean thunder IN YOUR PANTS, ladies. Direct from Las Vegas – and clearly it’s all been downhill since then. The current tour has taken them to cultural meccas such as the Rooty Hill RSL, Strutters Nightclub Rockhampton and Rumours in Toowoomba.

After a dozen knockbacks, I conned a mate into joining me. Six-foot, red-haired Lady Fiona. Arty type. Three minutes after the time we’d arranged to meet I received an urgent text that simply said: ‘Hurry.’ I arrived to find Lady Fiona making like a pork chop in a synagogue in a room full of polyester, cheap shoes, chunky copper foils, tequila sunrises, bridesmaid’s back and girls called Cherie. As I sat down Fiona said, ‘I’m not sure what’s sadder. Us being here, or them.’ After turning her nose up at the wine list she ordered a rum and coke. You should have seen Lady Fiona’s face when the barmaid asked, ‘Stubby or glass, love?’ ‘Stop acting so St Kilda,’ I hissed.

After chicken for the lady and beef for the other lady, we were strapped in for Manpower, who promised to ‘strut their stuff ’ for the ‘babes of the burbs.’ The performance began with dry ice and the immortal line, ‘What’s up, Don-caster?’ The moment the five blokes burst onstage in a flurry of ‘You Can Leave Your Hat On,’ it was clear we were dealing with the Manpower B-team. I didn’t recognise any of them from the poster. Sure, they ripped off their suits to reveal chests, backs and arses, but the fake smiles, dead eyes and complete lack of raunch were unmistakable. More yawn than porn. And, worse still, sloppy choreography. I like my gratuitous nudity with sharp jazz-hands, thanks.

As the women squealed, there was a palpable sense of faking it. It felt as if they were there just to be able to say they’d come. To prove they weren’t frigid. Semi-naked men? Scream now. We’ll show those blokes we’re as uninhibited as they are. We’ll prove we can ‘go off ’; the reason we don’t go off for them is because they’re shit. Maybe if they took a leaf out of Jamie Durie’s book, or at the very least cleaned out the dishwasher filters occasionally, we’d whack on the G-string and make like the girls in the dirty mags. We’ll get them back for centuries of oppression as we pretend to sexually fetishise men. Watch us stick it to the man!

The ‘dancers’ dry-humped the mike stands and lip-synced to the kind of sleaze rock commonly heard in aerobics classes. Themes included the ’70s (what, no chest hair?), 1930s London (mind if I take a butcher’s hook at your wife’s growler, guvna?), swashbuckling pirates (hello, Captain Feathersword) and a number I first thought was based on the Beaconsfield miners, but which turned out to be about firemen.

The host told us there were two things we wouldn’t see tonight: ‘Your husbands and your boyfriends.’ But there was one more thing we wouldn’t be seeing. Spoiler alert! No cock. Yes indeedy. No cock, no dick, no wang, no willy. RIPPED OFF! Selling the sizzle, not the steak. Stuff your buns and beefcake, show me a sausage!

Three girls were asked onstage to fake orgasms. I think Ashley won. Or was it Kelly? Maybe it was Tanyah. The host assured us Doncaster had the best fakers IN AUSTRALIA. The prize was a Manpower poster and a lifetime reputation as a slut amongst your friends.

I couldn’t work out why the women weren’t dancing around their handbags in a bistro somewhere. I was confused by the manufactured titillation and the effort the women had put into their appearance. Something about looking to each other for clues, trying to gauge and prove their sexuality and desirability. ‘You don’t want people thinking you’re frigid. So how can you come across as not uptight without looking or acting cheap? I know! Let’s judge behind each other’s back.’

Despite the performance, the crowd’s heart wasn’t in it. Lucky they’re good at faking it.
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