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Germinate and the Australian Student Environment
Network (ASEN) recognise that sovereignty of so-called
Australia was never ceded. This always was and always
will be Aboriginal land.
We pay our respects to the traditional custodians of the
Wurundjeri lands of the Greater Kulin Nation, where this
issue was collated, and to the elders past, present and
emerging of all lands that the contributors for this issue
live and create on.
Solidarity with First Nations people and their ongoing
resistance against colonisation must always be at the
forefront of our activism, conversations, and creations.
Environmental activism in so-called Australia will never
suceed without the restoration of land and sovereignity.
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Djap Wurrung country is a site of cultural survival, a
sacred site and a songline, but now it is also a place of
ongoing colonial resistance. Vic Roads plan to extend the
highway by just twelve kilometres, which will devastate
this dreaming landscape.
For over a year, Djap Wurrung traditional owners have
been occupying three camps that comprise the Djap
Wurrung embassy near Ararat. They have welcomed
all people to stand with them on the front-line on
Djap Wurrung country, and in the city, supporting the
resistance through direct action and fundraising.
The sacred trees threatened with destruction include
an eight hundred year old tree that has seen over ﬁfty
generations born inside of a hollow of her trunk and a
three hundred and ﬁfty year old directions tree. Over ﬁfty
generations have been born on these sites & the birthing
trees themselves are eight hundred years old. If the VIC
government’s plans are enacted, centuries of history
and culture will be erased to reduce travel time by three
minutes on the highway. It will set an example in the
future for governments to get away with cultural genocide
again and again.
It is Djap Wurrung land and we will defend it always.
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Photos by Sarah Moore
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Here’s what you can do:
GO TO CAMP
Bodies are needed to show the government, Vic Roads & police that we are
serious about protecting thi sland. Show up, bring supplies, contribute
in whatever way you can. Be self-sufficient and LISTEN. If you cannot go,
encourage others.
DONATE
If you cannot get to camp and have money or supplies to spare, donate
them. If you don’t have either of these, but have time, spare 5 minutes to
share any material you can ﬁnd.
COMMUNICATE
The very least anyone can do is call or email the following numbers, it
takes a few minutes and will be an immense show of public power.
Daniel Andrews - (03) 9651 5000 - daniel.andrews@parliament.vic.gov.au
Richard Wynne - (03) 9451 8900 - richard.wynne@parliament.vic.gov.au
Jacinta Allan - (03) 8392 6100 - jacinta.allan@parliament.vic.gov.au
Gavin Dennings - (03) 9548 5644 - gavin.jennings@parliament.gov.au
Major Road Projects Victoria - 1300 779 642 - whp@roads.vic.gov.au
CPB Contractors - (03) 9228 7700
Seymour Whyte Group - (03) 9228 7700
VIC Roads - 13 11 71 or 13 11 70
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Training
Camp
by Winiata Puru

I’d like to acknowledge the traditional custodians of this Country, the Nations within this
Nation and would like to thank Adelaide ASEN for a wonderful time during the gathering
from the 31st of January to the 6th of February and the warm welcome from the Rudinjiddi.
I’m privileged to be involved with the Australian Student Environment Network training
camp.
One of the early training camps was organised in Canberra and was rejected by the ANU
because we would put holes in their soccer ﬁeld as that was where we wanted to camp.
They were also concerned about showering for over sixty people. I was squatting at the
time at the ANU and knew various places to shower – the Sports Centre, the School of
Music etc. Billets were arranged but we met at the ANU for workshops and meals.
There were many campaigns nationally and internationally that we all tried to support
at the time and continue to this day. The Understanding of Sovereignty, Land Rights,
the Right to Land, the Stolen Generation. Aboriginal people were devastated however
we needed to listen and share the grief. Empathy is a powerful human quality but most
Aboriginal people kept alive their vision of preserving their families, their culture and
protesting against mining companies, logging companies etc and reminding these
conglomerates that they are on Stolen Land!

This motivated us to do our best to support their truth and the chant “Aboriginal Land
– Always Was, Always Will Be” echoed throughout the cities and small communities
that we and others came from.
ASEN training camp is organised by volunteers and they have done an excellent job
over the years – always considering people’s safety as a priority, whether they be
young, elderly, transgender, gay, etc. Yes, it is an honour. Yes, it is challenging, yes it’s
diﬃcult to satisfy everyone’s needs but it’s a skill and can be vital/useful in the future
as we leave the frontline of activism.
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The training camp gives one a better understanding of traumatised land and
traumatised people and as I write this respectfully it amazes me that many people
that face adversity have a light and come from a place of deep love for their campaigns

which motivates and inspires others to go forward with protest. I have noticed
that these people are concerned about the campaigns but hold no bitterness
or malice, but want to educate not hate, which is admirable from the First
Nations elders and young leaders.
There are many workshops held at ASEN gatherings, from decolonisation and
healing for self-determination, political economy for activists, capitalism,
imperialism, climate change, anti-nukes, grassroots organising skills,
information, blockading Adani, decentralised and rhizomatic organising,
non-violent direct action to name a few. Even be taught how to make damper
– very important!
There’s music, fashion parades, ﬁne company, top quality food and workshops.
If people lack the conﬁdence in public speaking the ASEN mob will always
stand by these individuals as it is diﬃcult for some. There’s many stories to
listen to and address but the passion can be felt in just a few words!

I teach the Lake Cowal Bird Dance each year. At one time I thought I
should stop as it’s the same same or getting too old, but students and the
community ask to learn the dance each year and I do like to contribute this
art form which has been performed in every state except the Northern
Territory. This dance was performed in a goldmine at Lake Cowal on
Wiradjuri Country. The company is Canadian and 25-30 of us danced to
protest and I think 6 to 8 people were arrested for dancing but we were the
front distraction as one person from Newcastle locked onto this gigantic
mining vehicle. The ﬁlm Wiradjuri Forever depicts the dance, the arrival of
the miners (as we stopped work that day) and the arrests. The music is to
Kev Carmody’s ‘Thou Shalt Not Steal’…

excerpt
In 1788 down Sydney Cove
The ﬁrst boat-people land
And they said sorry boys our
gain’s your loss
We gonna steal your land
And if you break our new
British laws
For sure you’re gonna hang
Or work your life like convicts
With chains on your neck and
hands

And They taught us
Oh Oh Black woman thou shalt not
steal
Oh Oh Black man thou shalt not
steal
We’re gonna civilize
Your Black barbaric lives
And teach you how to kneel
But your history couldn’t hide
The genocide
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The Canberra crew with the assistance of the ANU Environment Collective has
taken on holding training camp in 2020. The venue hasn’t been conﬁrmed but
we have a place in mind on the south coast, easily accessible and across the road
from this is the beach. It’s suitable for everyone.
ASEN’s intentions are to equip activists for the many campaigns that are
expressed at the gatherings with the leadership and wisdom of Aboriginal
elders of men/women/non-speciﬁc genders. This can only improve the destiny
of protest and the art/skill of non-violence which can generate a better
community and therefore a nation.
ASEN has humble beginnings and has overcome many diﬃculties but has
encouraged without dictatorship, without racism, without sexism and other
isms and without homophobia so we can all participate in preserving the oldest
continent in the world. In my opinion, that makes it a sacred place from Darwin
to Hobart to Sydney to Perth. We can learn from the oldest culture so we as
caretakers/activists unite a nation so the future isn’t so fragile and hope burns
as strong and gentle as the sacred ﬁre at The Aboriginal Tent Embassy.

12

CAMP CARE
by Ollie Cook
Camp
C
a
Care was held at Caloola Farm on Namadgi
gi
country. We pay our respects to this Country,
c
y the
the
Water and the People, the Elders past, present and
emerging who have been custodians of the land for
over 60 000 years. As part of the Camp Care community
we aim to make decolonisation a priority and continue
striving to educate ourselves about this and engage
in acts of support and solidarity.
Camp Care was a space for activists and community
peers to come together and share their skills,
wisdoms & knowledge to better support each other in
making our lives, movements and communities safer &
more sustainable. It was organised by a collection
of activists from around the Melbourne, Brisbane,
Canberra and Sydney who felt the need to discuss the
importance of care within the activist world/s and
what structural/societal institutions are in place
that have impacted the ways which we interact with
each other generally.
Over the 4 days we spent at Caloola farm a variety of
workshops and discussions where had including about
c
community care including self care vs. community
F
FDUHFRQ»LFWUHVROXWLRQFULVLVLQWHUYHQWLRQ
co-counselling, non-violent communication and
c
resilience. The weekend started by a Welcome to
r
Country by Shane Mortimer who shared about Namadgi
C
country. We then made a participants agreement which
would be the foundation that the weekend started on
and included what people needed to feel safe, valued
and included in the space.
Overall many things were learnt at Camp Care from
practical skills to conversations about caring for
each other and ourselves and how we do this better
but more than that Camp Care was a weekend of support
for each other to come together and talk about the
importance of the work that happens within activist
spaces that often goes unrecognised.
Hopefully in the future more weekends and events will
happen around so called Australia similar to camp
care that are state or city based. If you want to
know more email, be involved in the next camp care or
run your own campcarecontact@gmail.com or join the
Activist Care Network group on Facebook.
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Training Camp Summer 2019
Photos by Frances Grimshaw
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transgender earth
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by slumberkitty
(former ASEN National Convener 2015)

This planet we call earth, with it’s crusty folds and molten
flows, has always been very gay. And life on earth, so
infinitely diverse, it defines queerness itself, also clearly gay.
It is the human animal life who have constructed colonial,
capitalist, patriarchal, binary gender, and imposed it upon the
unimaginably fabulous trans earth, and all the creatures and
spirits for which the earth is home, and of which they are a
part.
Eco-transfeminism is a simultaneous attack on the bearings and
bolts of binary gender, a machine that is embedded alongside
environmental destruction, a machine that produces patriarchy,
heteronormativity, cisnormativity, and is an important tool of
capitalism, colonialism and white supremacy. These structures
pipe death from life as an internal combustion engine funnels
global warming from old fern fronds.
Through this human smog haze, transgender earth appears as
a white and/or cis mother, not old enough to be wiser than
the human animals, but young enough to be fertile, feminine
enough to be exploited by patriarchy, cis enough not hold
trans magic, and white enough to be the property of the
coloniser. Trans earth reduced to mother nature, the wife of
(white) humanity, and her supposed children of feet and fronds,
belonging to the family of scientific kingdoms, to be tested and
tortured, farmed and factoried, captured, cloned, capitalised,
colonised. But this is not who the earth truly is.
Assigned Mother Nature at 4.5billion, transgender earth has
only recently had to endure internalised transphobia. And so
it knows it’s true self clearly, not as a binary myth, but as the
power of it’s mass, belonging only to the gravity of our star, a
celestial god. It’s atmospheric robes changing with the ages as
it pleases itself. Sometimes naked, sometimes shielding itself
from meteorites as transgender humans shields ourselves from
the cis gaze. Sometimes it’s attire is choked with too much
CO2, or so thin it embodies 90’s transparent vinyl, whatever the
solar op shop can provide. If it wants, it can choose to boil it’s
skin, or freeze us, for life calling the trans earth home are less
it’s children than transgender earth is the child of the sun. We,
and the flowering plants, and the assertive grasses, may indeed
be little more than an annoying virus flung from afar, caught
upon transgender earth’s skin.
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Like trans femmes through the cis gaze, the earth may also be
seen as an alien “it”, a “freak”. Assumed to be the only one of
its kind, a deviation from the binary norm of rock or gas type,
a trans planet alone in the world. A thing more than a home
or a being. A thing upon which made-up borders and nation
states can be written upon, as masculinity is written upon our
bodies. And through the cis/human gaze also, the probability
of trans earth’s cousins, planetary children of other stars, is
ignored, erased, lest they find each other through the distance
of spacetime, to discover that there are others trans planets,
and that they are valid and worthy of existence.
We, as humans, have always known how to relate to transgender
earth, though we have been manipulated astray. Transfeminist
environmentalism and ecology is a break from the false binaries
of humam/earth, nature/humanity, wilderness/civilisation, life/
death, a negation of the things that we have never needed. The
things that only serve a short term gain for a privileged few,
tthat we have been led to believe are true by obscuring what
we have always known, and still do. That transgender earth is
more than our home. Our bodies it’s waters. It’s minerals our
bones.
Like binary gender, we have become part of transgender
earth’s language and identity. It doesn’t need us, but we are
an undeniable part of it. This is why we are also transgender,
infinite in our genders as we are in our numbers. Like the
colonial state’s violent police force, attempted protection
of the transgender earth is an attempt to protect ourselves
from ourselves. A dangerous fiction, when all we both need is
liberation. Liberation from the colonial, capitalist, patriarchal,
binary gender system. Liberation for trans earth from our multicelled annoyances. While trans earth doesn’t need us, it could
be better with us.
Destruction of this gender system is not merely the liberation
of life on earth, but the opening of all the possibilities of our
wildest dreams. The potentiality of what we can do together
as one planet. Consider what we have achieved under such
oppressive structures and imagine what we will achieve once our
dreams are freed. We are the transgender earth, a big sphere,
spiralling through spacetime. Neither amongst life together here,
or in the vastness of our galaxy, are we alone. It is through the
power of this togetherness that we will liberate this planet from
environmental destruction, and set each other free.
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Transfeminist environmentalism & ecology is...
~ An attempt at a political analysis of environmental
destruction that takes into account the role of the western,
colonial, capitalist, patriarchal, binary gender system in
environmental destruction.
~ Critical of environmentalism’s white supremacist, colonial,
patriarchal and binary tendencies.
~ Critical of eco-feminism’s gender essentialist and white
supremacist tendencies.
~ Asserts an environmentalism that sees our liberation from
this gender system as integral to ending environmental
destruction.
~ Asserts a queer analysis of binaries to deconstruct
constructions of nature, environment, wilderness, humanity, nonhuman animals, life and the earth.
~ An invitation for all sexually and gender diverse people to
validate their environmental work and for more of us to find
home in environmentalism and ecology.
I want to acknowledge all the LGBTIQA+ people involved in
environment movements all over the world, particularly the
trans women, trans girls, trans femmes, non-binary trans people,
and QTIPOC (queer, trans, indigenous, intersex, people of
colour), who have been living transfeminist environmentalism
and ecology in recent years, cultivating a significant
transformation of environment movements everywhere. Indeed,
we were always little trans seeds waiting to sprout, I wonder
how many of us are still germinating :)
Please take this article as a point to leap from and off into the
fertile temperate rainforest that is the future of transfeminist
environmentalism and ecology, and craft your own thoughts,
fiction, sci fi, solarpunk and other liberatory writing.
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by Cordy Lean

Earthing, a process of removing one’s shoes and placing
them onto the bare Earth. The simple act can have
NBOZIVNBOIFBMUICFOFɨUT&BSUIJOHJTSFDPHOJ[FEJO
QSPGFTTJPOBMPSHBOJTBUJPOTBTBOBNB[JOHBOEOBUVSBM
way to regenerate human health. Studies suggest an
JODSFBTFPGFOFSHZ WJUBMJUZBOECMPPEɩPX SFEVDUJPOPG
TUSFTT JOɩBNNBUJPO KFUMBHBOEDISPOJDQBJO
Personally, Earthing, or Grounding, is much more than
a postitive step in the direction of assisting everyday
vitality. There is an underlying and often forgotten
CFOFɨUPGBTUSPMMUISPVHIUIFHSBTT DBUDIJOHUIFɩPXFST
between your toes. It is an intrinsic experience that can
help us all to connect to the very ground that not only
literally supports us but calms us, feeds us and produces
the life we experience everyday.
Earthing is a form of meditation, especially for the busy
student. A simple walk with bare feet through an outdoor
TQBDF JFCPUBOJDBMHBSEFOT DBOCFVUJMJ[FEBTBNFBOTUP
connect with our Mother Earth, appreciate her beauty
and softness. Her warmth and glow. Allow her energy to
surge up and into our bodies.

5IFOFYUQJFDFJTBSFɩFDUJPOVQPOBO&BSUIJOHFYQFSJFODF
on the coast, at the point where the river meets the
sea. An ecosystem created by the gathering of two vast
marine environments, producing a dense wealth of life
and lush.Pressing my toes deep into the cooling sand,
resting hands upon the radiating warmth, I relax, breath
in the ocean and exhale the cool, clear river:
I devote my being to thee,
Vast expansion of endless blue
*TBDSJɨDFNZXIPMFOFTT
To donate my strength to you
5PHFUIFSXFɩPVSJTI
Thus create a source,
Our love lush in green,
To nourish
Reaching depths
Unseen
I loose myself without you,
Drying out in Summer’s peak
Together we create a Cornucopia,
Together our children my feast
We give Sister Soil all her spark,
Creating foliages deep and dark
'FFEUIFɨTI XIPGFFEUIFCJSET
Mother Earth’s grace beyond my words
I praise thee who’s sand I may rest,
Eggs safe and warm with Heron’s nest
Reeds provide haven to raise one’s
young
Shadows cool in Summer sun
Feminine you are in taste and touch,
Peacefull without swell and rush
#PMEBOE#SBWF XBSSJPSTɩFFU
Foaming white and crisp dry as Heath
Drunk on each other,
Salt and Fresh
Your Fruits they feast,
"TTPGUBTɩFTI
Swallow me till the of end of time,
I’ll be yours if you’ll be mine
Oh, Ocean how our love so true,
Forever green and lucid blue
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END THE
Racial,
R
acial, class-centric,
class-cent
g
endered and
and sexual
sexua
gendered
l
enses have
have been
been utilised
u
lenses
to
t
o show
show how
how state
state
structures consolidate
hierarchies, and maintain
the oppression of certain
humans. But we are
forgetting someone in
these critiques – our
best friends
There is an underclass
of suffering dogs, who
are born into labouring
positions in our
capitalist society. They
are stripped of any right
to leisure or pursuit of
happiness, any concept of
consent, and are assumed
subjects to governments
in their grand projects.
Have a think – where
are dogs represented in
public life? They have
happy lives with happy
owners in many cases, as
our companions, therapy
and guide dogs. But they
also end up embroiled in
the police state. Turn on
the television, you see
dogs on Border Security,
Police Ten 7 – trained
by cops to sniff drugs,
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trained to terrorise
the marginalised that
the police target. And
what kind of life is
that?
Dogs are bred and
born into labouring
positions – to be
restrained, to attack.
To be held by a leash
against their will,
forced to bark, to
sniff people’s things,
to be condemned to a
life lived for someone
else, for the goals
of authority. And in
return, they receive
little other than the
meals to sustain them

BY ANDIE

DOG WAR
and play-time
where
WKDWEHQH̥WVWKH
state. After all, the
dog exists to work
above all.
And these pups do not
even know what they
are implicated in.
They do not know that
they are searching
bags of drug smugglers
who are trying to
escape poverty, used
disproportionately to
attack poor, black
crime suspects, and
frighten distressed
prisoners – and that
their purpose is to
serve as the brute

E MOORE

ind the
the violent
violent
force behind
police-state,
drug war, police-state,
and prison-industrial
n-industrial
complex.
Dogs are also targets of
the state. The number of
dogs shot by cops in the
drug war is appalling –
their lives ended purely
to scare drug dealers.
The number of harmless
pitbulls who are killed
by cops out of fear is
even worse. And we have
extensive canine abuse in
state-sponsored research
experiments, where animal
abuse and instrumental
rationality collide.
We need a structural
analysis of the oppression
of dogs by the state, reconceptualising a caninecentric anarchism, which
liberates pups from police
violence, coercive labour,
and their place in the
oppressive state. We
should equip dogs to live
for themselves – they are
too pure to be abused and
repressed
by a state which
r
exploits
them.
e
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WORKER’S
CONTROL VS.
THE CLIMATE
CRISIS

n!

BY FARIDA
IQBAL &
FREYJA
CATRON

s

First of all, you probably want to know who the hell
we are. We are the Redgum Cleaning Cooperative – nice
WRPHHW\RX:HDUHDI̥OLDWHGWRWKH(DUWKZRUNHU
network of environmentally-minded worker-owned
FRRSHUDWLYHV:HUHPRYHGLUWIURP̥OWK\KRXVHV:H
make houses that are already quite clean just that
much nicer. We make putrid surfaces shine. We remove
the scent of cat piss and mildew from the air and
replace it with the refreshing aroma of eucalyptus.
We won’t mention the pubes on the toilet seats...
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In all seriousness, We do not
judge anybody for the state of
WKHLUKRXVH)LOWKLV̥OWK,WȤV
all the same to us. We don’t
FDUH%HFDXVHWKHUHDO̥OWKRI
the world is not the grime on
your stove top. Nor is it the soap
scum that lines your bath tub. Oh no.
7KHUHDO̥OWKRIWKHZRUOGDUHWKH
FRUSRUDWH&(2VZKRKRDUGKXJHSUR̥WV

that they did not work for. The people who do not give
a rat’s ass about anything in the world except their
own private yacht. The people steering our planet toward
climate chaos as we speak.We are a worker-owned cleaning
cooperative. We do not bow down to these people. We are
the masters of our own cleaning.

WHAT IS WORKERS’ CONTROL AND HOW DOES
IT WORK?
It has probably never occurred to a lot of people
that workers can run their own company. But
when you think about it – what is a boss but a
bloodsucker? At Redgum we run the show. We make
all our own decisions collectively at fortnightly
meetings instead of being told what to do from
the top down. We do all of our own brain work as
well as the muscle work – we do our own admin
and we make our own political decisions. We are
accountable to each other, not to a boss or even
to a manager. No thieving parasite can make a
SUR̥WIURPRXUKDUGZRUN:HGLYLGHXSWDVNVIDLUO\
amongst ourselves and we pay ourselves at an equal
rate according to the award.
And that’s workers control. It’s awesome.We do not
give a rat’s ass about anybody’s private yacht.

WHY DO WE NEED WORKERS’ CONTROL?
Workers’ control is essential to human dignity.
“Normal” wage labour relations are pretty twisted
when you think about it. It isn’t healthy to be
bossed around all day by vampires who are
trying to turn you into a zombie, as if you
are a character in a bad horror movie and
not an actual human being.Workers’ control
is increasingly essential to human survival
as well as to our sanity. In the “normal”
HFRQRP\SUR̥WRYHUULGHVDOORWKHUFRQFHUQV
from human rights to environmental justice.

25

When
W
hen we
we have
have autonomy
autonomy in
in the
the workplace,
workplace, we
we get
get to
to make
make
the
t
he decisions
decisions about
about what
what our
our business
business does.
does. If
If we
we don’t
don’t
t
want
w
ant o
our
ur work
work to
to contribute
contribute to
to the
the climate
climate crisis,
crisi
is,

w
e can
can make
make that
that decision.
decision. Say
Say you
you work
work in
in a coal
coa l
we
P
LQHȡWKH&
&(2R
RIW
WKHP
PLQLQJF
FRPSDQ\Z
ZLOOP
PDNHW
WKHVH
PLQHȡWKH&(2RIWKHPLQLQJFRPSDQ\ZLOOPDNHWKHVH
decisions
d
ecisions for
for you.
you. You
You might
might have
have a power
power struggle
struggle
with
w
ith your
your boss
boss over
over wages
wages or
or the
the company’s
company’s activities
activities
but
b
ut as
as long
long as
as your
your work
work is
is embedded
embedded in
in a top-down
top-down
SRZHUVWUXFWXUHJHDUHGWRZDUGSUR̥WWKHQWKLVZLOO
S
RZHUV
VWUXFWXUHJ
JHDUHGW
WRZDUGS
SUR̥WW
WKHQW
WKLVZ
ZLOO
always
a
lways be
be a barrier
barrier to
to real
real change.
change.
5
HGJXPD
DQG(
(DUWKZRUNHUD
DUHQ
QRWP
PRWLYDWHGE\S
SUR̥W
5HGJXPDQG(DUWKZRUNHUDUHQRWPRWLYDWHGE\SUR̥W
W
e’re not
not just
just out
out to
to make
make a quick
quick buck
buck at
at any
any cost.
cost.
We’re
O
ur concern
concern is
is for
for each
each other,
other, for
for the
the community
community and
a nd
Our
f
or the
the planet.
planet.
for
Our
O
ur contribution
contribution is
is clean
clean in
in more
more ways
ways than
than one.
one.
We
W
e don’t
don’t use
use environmentally
environmentally damaging
damaging chemicals
chemicals or
or
p
roducts. We’ve
We’ve made
made this
this decision
decision and
and it
it has
has worked
worked
products.
f
or us;
us; for
for our
our health,
health, for
for our
our clients
clients and
and for
for the
the
for
environment.
e
nvironment.
Imagine
I
magine if
if what
what we’re
we’re doing
doing on
on a small
small scale
scale was
was
a
pplied on
on a large
large scale.
scale. In
In theory,
theory, workers
workers from
from any
an y
applied
industry
i
ndustry could
could use
use the
the skills
skills they’ve
they’ve learned
learned in
in their
their
industry
i
ndustry to
to run
run their
their work
work the
the way
way they
they want.
want. Workers
Workers
from
f
rom any
any industry
industry could
could do
do what
what we’ve
we’ve done.
done. Including
Including
the
t
he fossil
fossil fuel
fuel industry
industry – why
why not?
not? Together,
Together, the
th e
P
DMRULW\R
RIW
WKHZ
ZRUOGȤVS
SHRSOHF
FRXOGU
UHFRQ̥JXUHW
WKH
PDMRULW\RIWKHZRUOGȤVSHRSOHFRXOGUHFRQ̥JXUHWKH
whole
w
hole economy
economy toward
toward human
human beings
beings and
and the
the environment.
environment.
Consider
C
onsider what’s
what’s possible.
possible. The
The polar
polar bears
bears could
could have
have
their
t
heir ice
ice shelf
shelf back.
back. The
The ferocious
ferocious Humboldt
Humboldt squid
squid
could
c
ould return
return to
to the
the ocean
ocean depths
depths from
from whence
whence it
it came.
came.
7KH̦RZHULQJSODQWVZRXOGQȤWKDYHWRJHWVRVH[XDOO\
7
KH̦
̦RZHULQJS
SODQWVZ
ZRXOGQȤWK
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one thousand
quails over
west melbourne
swamp
Yarra falls
The seagull lands by my feet
looks up at me
tilted head
angry eyes
seeing I have no chips she flies away
over Birrarung
Flinders Street
St Pauls Cathedral the sun is turning it to rust
A boat travels beneath Queensbridge
There’s a yellow poodle on the stern
the river passes
below her nose
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Once there was a waterfall here

Freyja
Catron

The suburbs where Carrum Carrum Swamp used to be remind me of
my grandparents’ old neighbourhood, blonde brick and bland. But
as I drive further south, there are horses in a paddock by the road
and suddenly I’m in the country. Before 1879 the suburban houses
and horse paddocks would have looked like the Edithvale-Seaford
wetlands: dark muddy water, paperbark trees, herons.
I walk through the wetlands toward the coast. Grey-green
club rushes shimmer and blur in the wind. I see cormorants,
egrets and straw necked ibis. A sign tells me that a mob of grey
kangaroos also lives here. Once covering 52 square kilometres
from Mordialloc to Frankston, the Carrum Carrum Swamp is now
contained in a few lakes and parklands like the Edithvale-Seaford
Wetlands. This remnant, listed as a ‘Wetland of International
Importance,’ covers only two square kilometres.
I leave the swamp and head back into the suburbs. I
pass a primary school, an RSL club and dozens of sandy, gently
overgrown front yards, all once swampland. I walk to the beach,
down the main street. It feels more like a small seaside town than
an outer suburb. From the beach I can see Melbourne silhouetted
against the approaching rainclouds. Once this strip of sand was a
boomerang shaped sliver, all that separated Carrum Carrum Swamp
from the sea. I sit by a crumbling old pier and look out at Port
Phillip Bay. Past the pier there are two warning poles shaped like
railway crossing signs. I picture a drowned railway station below
the surface.
To the north is Patterson Lakes, which feels wealthier than
Seaford. Some of the lower lying, deeper areas were difficult to
drain with the rest of the swamp in 1879 and Patterson Cut was
created to divert these waters. The artificial lakes that have been
dug around this area now serve as marinas for the affluent residents
of Patterson Lakes. The water in the marinas isn’t like the dark
muddy water in the marshes nearby. It’s salt water and it’s clear,
blue and deep.
Neighbouring Patterson Lakes is Chelsea Heights, which
sits on what were once the only high lands in Carrum Carrum
Swamp, the Isles of Wannarkladdin. The only image I can find
of the isles is on an old map, which only adds to the mysterious
quality of their name. Imposing McMansions and neat lawns are
not what I have in mind while I head toward Chelsea Heights. The
image I do have in mind is something like the painting ‘Lagoon in
the Carrum Carrum Swamp – Evening 1872’ by James W Curtis.
This painting definitely captures something of the mystery that
the name ‘Isles of Wannarkladdin’ evokes. It was painted less than
a decade before the swamp was drained and looks nothing like
the farmland and suburbs that followed the ‘reclamation.’ In fact,
the painting isn’t much like the Edithvale-Seaford Wetlands either
and in some ways, it looks much more like an English Romantic
landscape than an Australian wetland. But still, there are the grey
green reeds again and maybe those trees against the sunset are
paperbark trees.
It’s nearly dark by the time I leave Chelsea Heights and I
hope I don’t get stuck in traffic on the way home. The rain comes
while I walk back to my car and I watch as the swamp haunts the
suburb. The neat lawns squelch underfoot and muddy water seeps
from storm drains.
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According to The Friends of Moonee Ponds Creek the
pobblebonk frog has returned to a waterhole in Strathmore. On
my cycle along the banks of the creek today all I see are pigeons
and waterlogged mattresses. I ride up through Brunswick West
towards the snake of blue that’s marked on google maps. In an
old photo, water flows past pale sandy cliffs into a small pool
and reeds grow along the bank. It’s pretty but unremarkable.
This water hole was just one in a series of wetlands linked by
the Moonee Ponds Creek, all the way from Greenvale in the
north to the West Melbourne Swamp, now Docklands.
On my ride to the creek I pass kids walking home in
school uniforms, whiffs of teenage deodorant, early blossoming
peach trees. The scene is so wholesome that I begin to wonder
whether the Moonee Ponds Creek could really be a ‘part of the
true underside of Melbourne,’ 1 or if it will look more like that
old photo after all.
The Friends of Moonee Ponds Creek say the creek’s
name is derived from a Woiwurrung term for the wetlands in
the area. Wikipedia says the suburb was named by a Scottish
born banker, after a valley in Inverness.
I stand by the highway noise barrier and look down at
the creek. The barrier doesn’t do much to block the noise and
the sound of water is muffled by rush hour traffic. Further
north through the outer suburbs and into the country, there are
pobblebonk frogs and nankeen night herons but here in the inner
north, it looks more like a stormwater drain than a thriving eco
system.
I take one of the pathways down to the water. The wide
concrete drain is slimy with algae and my tyres slip as I ride.
The creek’s past tendency to flood homes and suburbs can still
be seen along the concrete that now lines its banks, in flood
markers and piles of debris. At one point it splits in two, with
half continuing to run along the drain and the other entering
a tunnel. I look down the tunnel and I can’t see much, some
graffiti on the walls, the water disappearing into the darkness,
like an underground river. The ground is too slippery to go far
and I return to the bike path.
At one point I think I’ve reached the site of the old photo,
where the cliffs fall into the water. The cliffs look much smaller
now, but water dribbles over them still. A drain in the side of
the stone has created a tiny waterfall. It falls past regenerated
native plants and down to the creek.

1
‘City Creek Continues to Fight for its Survival,’ The Age,
January 18, 2004
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I get lunch with Imogen at Om, a cheap Hare Krishna restaurant
above Elizabeth Street. On our way out, we take the wrong staircase
and end up in a lower part of the building. A cold breeze blows up
from the basement, like wind off water. I imagine Williams Creek
flowing on the other side of the wall.
Out on Elizabeth Street I say goodbye to Imogen and head
downstream, to where Williams Creek meets Birrarung. In the 1880s
the stream was paved over, and since then has been completely
hidden from the public eye. Being at the lowest point of the CBD,
it has become Melbourne’s main storm drain and consequentially,
one of Birrarung’s greatest polluters.
The pedestrian tunnel under Flinders Street Station smells
of cleaning products failing to mask cigarette smoke and piss. I
wonder if the creek runs along the other side of the stained walls. I
like to think I can hear it flowing, but I know it’s really the sound
of the trains passing above me. I head to the Evan Walker Bridge,
with the tourists and the joggers. I lean over the railing and there,
beneath the walkway, is an opening in the wall that holds back the
banks of Birrarung. The opening is a dark, rectangular tunnel and
you only really notice it if you’re looking. In 2018, it’s the only
place where Williams Creek sees the light of day.
I walk back up Elizabeth, to its intersection with Collins
Street. Here, ‘Lake Cashmore,’ would form every winter before
the creek was paved over. I wonder how many of the hundreds
of people I pass are aware of the underground river below their
feet. Any whisper of the creek seems to be drowned out by trams,
buskers, tourists, cyclists, Bourke Street Mall, Vodaphone, ANZ,
Myers. But Williams Creek is yet to be forgotten. Twice over the
past ten years, different architects and urban planners have put
forward plans to alter Elizabeth Street and revive parts of Williams
Creek. Urban planner Gilbert Rochecouste imagines a canal and
greenbelt running down Elizabeth Street and architect Cliff Chang
envisions an ‘urban wetland.’
Although neither of these plans came to fruition, Williams
Creek is also remembered every time heavy rainfall comes to
Melbourne. Melbourne City Council still considers the creek under
Elizabeth Street to pose an ‘extreme flood risk’ to the city and it’s
flooded dozens of times since it was paved over in the Nineteenth
Century.
On the tram home I watch some video footage from a
storm in 2010. The video is taken on someone’s phone and it’s
blurry, but you can see the force of the water as it bursts from the
storm drains and pours down Elizabeth Street. Williams Creek will
not be forgotten.
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Forest Symphonies:
By Lara Wiesel
I am walking deep within the mossy forests of
north-east Tasmania - Mannalagena’s Country,
opening my heart to the tales of the forest beings.

The thrum of the forest echoes around me as I carefully tread
each foot. This is not a simple task. As I walk I am also ducking
and weaving through branches and brambles, fungi and
fermenting leaves. I can smell burgundy – the distinctive taste of
HKLJVTWVZPUNMVYLZ[ÅVVY;OPZKLJH`IYLH[OLZUL^SPMLNLU[S`
nurturing little seedlings as they are released from their parent’s
arms. I can feel the tingling moisture in the air. The hairs on my
arms communicate as they stand as upright as possible, feeling,
sensing, the subtle temperature changes and the thousand
messages that are sent through the forest air. I can hear … so much
more than I consciously know! Birds are singing, leaves are rustling,
and little ants are scurrying up tree trunks tapping out rhythms
through their marching miniature drum beats. These sensations
interweave in a polyphony of musical parts: a forest symphony that
is vibrating life in all beings.

A deeper melody can also be heard: sound waves on a slower
frequency. The spirits of Mannalagena’s Country sing ancient
songs, and these are the backbone of the symphony. To listen to
this music is to listen to the stories of Country, the timeless lore of
the universe. Here, spirit music always has, and always will play
fortissimo. My body can only just hear this fortissimo: Lara is really
only a newborn forest sapling, learning to listen. This symphony
was never part of my culture or education. Being guided through
the symphony is a blessing beyond compare, and comes with
response-ability: listen, learn, understand with humility, and then do
everything I can to help Country on its terms.
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Connections in
Country
I have walked for what seems like eternity, and gradually my senses
ILNPU[VWPJR\WHKPɈLYLU[ZL[VMZV\UKZ;OLZLZV\UKZHYLUV[¸V\[
of place”, but are like jarring discordant chords. I hear the rumble
of an engine, I smell petrol fumes and eventually, and I emerge from
rainforest canopy into direct sunlight. I have stumbled out of the forest
symphony, and onto a highway verge. This highway cuts through the
SHUKZJHWLSPRLZVTLIPaHYYLYHaVY^PYLJ\[[PUNVɈJPYJ\SH[PVU

But I am not yet ready to leave the embrace of the forest world. In
desperation I lie down on the grassy verge. The forest symphony has
abruptly faded to a barely audible few notes - but it is still there. I feel
the faint pulse of the brown grass and smell the trace of fox dung.
6]LYOLHK0OLHY[OLJHSSPUNVMISHJRJVJRH[VVZHZ[OL`Å`[OYV\NO
space, ignoring the highway and heralding this afternoon’s rain. As my
body connects with soil I can sense underground the deep booming
of geology’s voice, that constant ancient rumble of Earth’s ancient
history.

Nowhere on earth is truly dead (yet), nowhere the song
doesn’t sing in its own way, and nowhere we humans
cannot hear the song, if we listen deeply enough.

Back in town later that day, I feel as if my ears have been opened
– as if listening to such an overwhelming forest symphony has
made it easier to hear the subtle piannissimosVM[OLÅV^LYZNYV^PUN
through the concrete cracks, and the soil of the mud in the bricks
of the house. I do not blame the piannisimos – rather, I know that by
listening to them I am helping them thrive, lending them the ears that
all musicians so desperately need. So tomorrow, I will not go to hear
[OLMVYLZ[Z`TWOVU`I\[^PSS^HSRHYV\UK[OPZSP[[SLJP[`HUKÄUK[OL
beauty in the concrete cracks. For as long as we can hear the beauty
in all things, the discordant jarring chords will not have won.
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Poetry and artwork by Aia
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BUT OUR NATIONAL
EMBLEMS CAN’T WALK
BACKWARDS.
So we took down each brick, put
the trees back, raised the dead,
Unmapped our roads,
congregated at one coast,
Got back in period costume, and
said:
This land is ours. This land is
empty.
And left.
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by Ruby Adams
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Holding ASEN’s
Multiple Pasts

from the stories of ASEN
QSPKFDUDPMMFDUJWF

ASEN is 21 years old this year, and we’re wondering how
we think and tell stories about its multiple pasts.
We ask - why is it important to speak about the
history of our network? We think knowing our lineage
is powerful, situating where we’ve come from and how
we relate to the broader and deeper picture. We think
it’s useful to know where we exist in our forebears’
visions for the world, utopic or dystopic. We think
it’s powerful to imagine ourselves, historicised, and
to imagine what comes next.
We ask - how do we do this in a way that is inclusive?
We believe that history is fraught. Our lives are
intensely personal and subjective experiences that
FDQRIWHQEHVLPSOL̥HGDQGQDUURZHGE\VWRULHVRIWKH
past. The telling of history has often been the way
that those with current power use past lives to support
their views of the world, giving them power to shape
the future. We believe that engaging with our past is
always about our present and the future.
We say - radical history tries to avoid merely
replicating dominant ideologies. Instead of
attempting to just trawl up dark pasts and forgotten
contributions, we are trying to prioritise marginalised
voices that are often drowned out in historicising
SURFHVVHV:HVD\WKDWZLWKRXWWKHVLJQL̥FDQWDQG
crucial contributions of First Nations people, People
of Colour and LGBTIQA+ people in ASEN over the years,
the network’s trajectory would have been completely
different.
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by Steve Skitmore
We ask - how do we speak to our history in a way that
reclaims that power, shares it and visions a more just
world? We think of pasts and recognise that everyone
has their own story about ASEN’s history. We think that
sometimes these pasts are convergent, and tell similar
stories. Sometimes they are contradictory, or run
parallel to each other. We know that ASEN has multiple
pasts.
We ask – are solid, set timelines helpful? We can say
that ASEN began 21 years ago, but its emergence is from
a mycelium that has spawned other movements, networks,
organisations. ASEN is just a current incarnation.
Where does a timeline begin or end; deep in the past of
student activism, the split from the NUS?
We ask – can we think of history in linear terms? We
wonder if rather ASEN is a branching tree, fractal in
its attempts to create new worlds both internal and
external. Perhaps we can imagine its multiple stories as
a braided river system; ASEN as a river channel where
VRPHWLPHVWKH̦RZZHDNHQVVRPHWLPHV̦RRGV:HZRQGHULI
in a land where ephemeral watercourses are the norm, how
we can imagine a history that is anything but ephemeral.
We ask – how does ASEN history change from the viewpoint
of where we live - Wurundjeri Country, Ngunnawal
Country, Dharawal Country? In a network committed to
decolonisation, what does it mean to tell the story of
a ‘national’ network, ie reliant upon the construct of
a colonised collection of nations now referred to as
‘Australia’?
We say – history is not a project with an endpoint, but
rather an eternity of emergent stories. How we build
our community within and against the memory of our
collective past is important.
We say – we want to reminisce in celebration, but
without romanticisation. We want to learn lessons from
the past without being held too tightly by them.
We say – we will be collaborating on an exhibition of
ASEN stories at SoS this year. We want to provide a
space for story-telling, where all voices can be heard.
Join the collective - storiesofasen@asen.org.au
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why face forward, purpose bound

when everything is drowning
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or downwards beyond meaning

for this leakage never claimed loyalties

in the end of times

plastic barnacles cling to
the edge of land and liquid muck
the celebrated catchment
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