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This issue essentially came to pass due to a horrific comic book. No, not “Future’s 

End”. Not even “Maus”. This is a comic about asylum seekers attempting to come to 

Australia. We were going to do an Anatomy of a Turd on it, but space and time 

prevents us, so I’ll discuss it now. Panels taken from it are used to illustrate the main 

article, incidentally, if you want to have a look. 

Wordlessly (so everyone  can understand it), the comic depicts the journey of a single 

Afghan living in extreme poverty — in his first appearance, he’s seen slumped against a wall in dirt-covered 

rags, apparently destitute. He pays some dodgy types to smuggle him to Australia — a proper, modern first-

world country just a hazardous  boat trip away. And it is hazardous: the comic is careful to devote an entire 

page to what looks like the title sequence to a dark, gritty modern re-imagining of Gilligan’s Island. Finally, 

he makes it to the land of Oz, only to be immediately herded into chicken-wire pens and shipped off to 

some Polynesian nowhere island, crammed into tents with dozens of other poor sods, with just a single 

hammock to call his personal space, and nothing to do but sit in the heat and scratch the many, many bug 

bites he develops while waiting for his meagre rations—which generally consist of the bare minimum 

required to prevent scurvy—and crying himself to sleep in the hammock every night forever. All this is 

clearly depicted. The end. Except for the most horrifying panel: our hero’s haggard face staring out at us in 

despair, beneath the words (in Arabic) “IF YOU COME HERE BY BOAT WITHOUT A VISA, YOU 

WILL NOT BE SETTLED IN AUSTRALIA” and the coat of arms of the Australian Government. 

Yep, that’s right: This isn’t propaganda against the Australian Government, this was made by the Australian 

Government! They’re not condemning the horror, they’re practically fucking bragging. The comic first came 

to light in February, but was apparently commissioned last year under some Labor government or other, so 

Tony Abbott’s got away with it despite the fact that it reflects him and his polices far better than that of the 

ALP. Which says worse things about him than them, because they commissioned these atrocities. But they 

did it to get votes. Abbott genuinely thinks it’s great. In summary: Australia’s not well. 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/2.0/deed.en
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Look for the Crusader Mark 

From June 1st, you can buy meat bearing 

the official Crusader Mark from the 

AHDB. Meat with this symbol on it is 

100% guaranteed to have been hit on the 

head before being horribly slaughtered so 

you could eat its flesh with your mouth. 

This symbol guarantees that no Moslems 

whatsoever either were present at its 

execution or are able to eat the resulting 

flesh (unless they’re a houseguest and you 

ask politely). Because the UK Government 

cares about its many thick, kneejerk racist 

subjects. 

The mark that says it’s okay to be racist in the UK 
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auru is the smallest nation in the South Pacific. A mere 8.1 square miles in 

area, it is home to just shy of ten thousand people. That’s not counting the 

860-odd crammed into one corner of it — the Nauru Detention Centre. 

Here are dozens of men, women and children, dumped on an island and 

left to rot. The punishment for being so desperate to escape one shit life is to be confined 

to an even shitter one with no escape and no end in sight. This is not the work of some 

South East Asian dictatorship for whom human rights are an interesting thought-

experiment. This is the work of a first-world democracy; one of the richest countries in 

the world, and, not incidentally, one of the least densely populated. This is official 

Australian Government policy.  Welcome to the silver age of the Concentration Camp. 

We can’t even blame tortoisey fascist John Howard for this disgrace; while he and 

butcher-faced immigration minister Philip Ruddock invented it, progressive Labor Prime 

Minister Julia Gillard gave it its 21st Century makeover. And she did it to win votes. And 

it would have worked if she wasn’t already well past the point of no hope. And Tony 

Abbott banged the drum even harder at the election anyway. “STOP THE  BOATS” was 

a rallying cry for the Coalition, the marquee policy that got Abbott into the lodge (along 

with the facts that Labor had rendered themselves toxic, and that despite mandatory 

preferential voting in Australia, it never seems to occur to anyone to vote Green). 

The Pacific Solution, as it’s called — Nazi overtones theirs — was originally instituted by 

the Howard government during the turbulent autumn of 2001, when it looked for all the 

world like they were going to lose to Kim Beazley’s Labor, before a few things happened 

that Howard and co very cannily managed to ride to victory.  

One of them was 9/11. Lots of Muslims in the relative vicinity. Most of the immigrants 

tend to come from Afghanistan, a country that’s been in a state of war for over three 

decades. Easy enough for the Coalition to weaponise the newly-stoked fear. (To be fair to 

them, Australia were the next country to be targeted with the Bali bombing the following 

year, placing John Howard alongside George W. Bush on the list of western leaders 

whose political position was solidified by Osama Bin Laden). 

The other major brown-people-related event that swung the election was a pair of horror 

stories that the Howard administration managed to perpetuate. As winter gave way to 

spring, a rickety trawler, a ricketier fishing boat, a near-war with Norway, two towers in 

New York, a forthcoming federal Election, a sinking wooden boat and potential 

drowning children led directly to the ossification of the Pacific Solution and the re-

election of John Howard. 
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he Tampa affair, broadly, would have been one of the most depressing events in a depressing year if the bar 

hadn’t been well and truly fucked up by 9/11 happening a fortnight later. It might seem facile and first-world to 

still claim that “9/11 changed the world” but it genuinely did. Not necessarily in the ways the Right claim, but 

it did, and in ways that Howard and his collection of realpolitik fuckers used to their advantage. 

In (relatively) brief: there was a heartbreakingly tiny and fragile fishing boat bobbing around near, but not in, Australian 

waters that was evidently full of asylum-seekers, 438 of them to be precise (including 26 woman, at least four pregnant, 

and 34 children) who had obviously paid some evil reptiles for the privilege. The boat was stranded, slowly turning in a 

circle, in the middle of the Pacific. The MV Tampa was a Norwegian freighter that happened to be in the area, responded 

to the distress call, and being closest, got assigned the rescue 

mission. They duly rescued all they could, some barely sensible 

from malnutrition and/or dysentery, and set off for Indonesia — 

at least initially. But five of the asylum seekers, presumably well 

beyond rationality, showed up on deck and convinced the 

captain, Arne Rinnan, to turn towards the Australian territory of 

Christmas Island instead. These were malnourished, cabin-

crazy, probably feverish men who have just been rescued from a 

Hell they willingly put themselves and their families into, for the 

sake of arriving in Australia. And now they’ve been told they're 

going to the less prepossessing shores of Indonesia instead. It’s 

easy to say they should have just taken Indonesia as a runner-up 

prize, but sanity probably died on that fishing boat long before 

the Tampa arrived. Besides, this was a shipping freighter, not a 

passenger vessel; it was built for 27 people (ie the crew) and 

several metal cargo containers (which were “fortunately” empty 

at the time). Technically, with 460-odd people on board, it no 

longer counted as seaworthy. And being designed for a skeleton 

crew, there were no lifeboats and barely any safety equipment. 

Not even a swimming pool float. The trip needed to be as short 

as possible for humanitarian reasons, and Christmas Island was 

closer than Indonesia. Rinnan, one of Norway’s most respected sailors, agreed and turned towards Australian waters. And 

there the troubles really began, because as soon as the Tampa started pointing toward Christmas Island, Howard 

immediately shrieked at Rinnan to fuck off out of it. No way were these hundreds of browns coming to Australian 

territory. For any reason. They used obscure sea trading treaties to disclaim any responsibility for the poor sods and place 

it all on Indonesia. Rinnan didn’t care whose responsibility it was; he had hundreds of malnourished people on a ship 

made for two dozen, and now they were stranded again because John Howard was being a cunt. Eventually Rinnan was 

persuaded — under threat of being prosecuted as a people smuggler, which you wouldn’t think would hold up in court but 

probably still would have done — to very carefully alter course back to Indonesia, in the hopes that the refugees wouldn’t 

notice. Inevitably, they did, and with the prospect of hundreds of increasingly agitated starving people becoming desperate 

enough to hurl themselves off the ship altogether, he turned back again, desperately begging the Australian authorities to 

let him through. No go. They tried using the excuse that Christmas Island doesn’t have a dock. Rinnan knew that. He 

didn’t care. Dysentery was sweeping through the ship like, well, a fucking disease. The refugees were collapsing around 

him. Howard dropped some aid packages on the ship, with a note saying “we still want you to fuck off”. He also sent 

several dozen SASR (the Aussie SAS) men to Christmas Island, he said to help them out. 

By August 29, with no end in sight to the impasse — well, actually, just one end, which involved hundreds of corpses on 

his ship —  Rinnan finally gave up being reasonable and invoked the golden rule that’s been around as long as sea travel 

itself: if someone’s in distress on the sea, you fucking help them no matter what. Declaring a humanitarian emergency, he 

effectively said “fuck you” to John Howard and set off for Christmas Island. 

Naturally, Howard the control freak didn’t like this. Ringing up the SASR again, he ordered a commando unit to fly over 

and board the Tampa and fucking well make him turn it around, at gunpoint if necessary. Fortunately for the refugees, 

said SASR unit included a Doctor, who could finally treat their dysentery, scabies, lice, malnutrition, dehydration, 

gastroenteritis and all that good stuff. Despite their best efforts (which weren’t great as the soldiers had very little appetite 

for the mission, especially once they got there and witnessed the horror first-hand), the Tampa successfully dropped anchor 

four nautical miles from the shore of Christmas Island. The troops immediately tried to order Rinnan to move it back to 

Indonesia, or somewhere; he refused to go anywhere until the refugees were on land instead of his ship. 
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After all, with that many people on board, it wasn’t seaworthy. The Australian Government had said so themselves. The 

Norwegian Government agreed with him, and warned Howard not to use force against him. 

 

Howard still wouldn’t back down. He didn’t want these 400 sick people in his country. At this point it starts to seem 

pathological rather than ideological. The refugees made a mistake in employing people-smugglers, but holy God had they 

paid for it, and long before the Tampa arrived at Christmas Island. Only a psychopath could still see them as the enemy or 

deserving punishment; only a sociopath would fail to register the humanitarian disaster. Howard was and is very much the 

latter, and immediately rang up Indonesia to try and persuade them to take the Tampa refugees. They told them to fuck off, 

this was their problem now. Howard, in increasing desperation, tried to get Norway to take them. Norway’s response was 

to shake its collective head in horror and report them to the UN for dicking around to avoid their responsibilities. An 

attempt at creating an explicitly draconian Border Control Act which would have retroactively made everything the 

Howard Government did actually perfectly legal, thank you struggled through Parliament to eventually legitimize the whole 

affair.  

 

Meanwhile, Philip Ruddock had been hauled into the Federal Court over the mess by the Victorian Council for Civil 

Liberties, who demanded a writ of Habeas Corpus over the immigrants — effectively freeing them. The case eventually 

became a precedent-setter in the question of the Australian Government’s power, and unfortunately for the refugees, the 

Federal Court decided in Ruddock’s favour: that the Government did indeed have the prerogative power, above and 

beyond legislation, to prevent non-citizens from entering Australia. This paved the way for the Border Control Act to 

squeeze its way through the Coalition’s sphincter. By the time the VCCL were able to lodge an appeal, the refugees were 

already relocated. Many washed up in New Zealand, after a horrified Kiwi Government offered of its own accord to take 

some of them. A few wound up in Indonesia. Most ended up in a newly-built complex on a tiny Pacific island. The Pacific 

Solution had begun. 

 

e told you that story so we could tell you this one. 

 

A little over a month later, the world was a 

different and scarier place to what it had been 

when the Tampa was anchored in Christmas Island. 9/11 had 

happened. In the mind of many first-world citizens - even some 

of the ones that had been perfectly reasonable beforehand - 

brown people were terrorists until proven not brown. And 

Australia was preparing for an election. Before 9/11 and the 

Tampa, Labor were consistently ahead of the Coalition in most 

polls, with their leader holding a vast preference lead over the 

anti-charismatic Howard. Then the towers fell and the Tampa 

happened and Howard was suddenly a strong, decisive leader 

and Labor were a bunch of weaklings. The final twist came on 

the 6th of October, days before the election was officially called. 

Yet another rickety wooden fishing boat was spotted in the 

Pacific, just 100 nm from Christmas Island this one actively in 

the process of sinking, with 223 refugees on board. The missile 

frigate HMAS Adelaide duly sailed out and started towing it 

around the Indian Ocean in circles, until it finally disintegrated 

into driftwood, giving them an excuse to rescue the poor sods 

on board. Miraculously, they succeeded, despite having had to 

delay it so long the refugees were practically treading water by 

the end. 

 

Howard, with the help of Ruddock and Defence Secretary Peter 

Reith -  who achieves the impossible by being the most instantly 

hateful of the three of them - spun this with Rovian expertise to 
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turn it into a massive vote-getting machine. They did this very simply: by claiming the refugees threatened to throw their 

kids overboard, and when that failed actively sunk the boat themselves. 

 

It was, of course, a lie. Though Howard still insists that they absolutely, definitely did sink the boat (they didn’t, it inevitably 

died of being towed around), even he has to admit that the Children Overboard thing (which gave the scandal its name) 

was complete bollocks. He might as well, now he’s out of office. Children Overboard, along with the Tampa affair, 

ultimately won the Liberals the election, with an increased majority. A horrific, dead-eyed failure of basic human decency 

and a bald-faced lie were spun into strength, while opposition leader Kim Beazley’s anti-leaving people to die stance was 

painted as milquetoast baby-time spineless weaksauce, and Howard, despite having very little personality or personal 

charisma, and being less popular at the start of the year than Toadfish, was returned as PM. It took Beazley’s apparently 

infinite stamina to keep it from being a landslide. 

 

In the immediate wake of both affairs, a deal was struck with the minute nation of Nauru: let us build a concentration 

camp for refugees on your island and we’ll give you foreign aid. With Nauru having very little income, they agreed 

readily, and thus was the Pacific Solution instituted.  Nauru and the concentration camp thereupon — we know they call 

it a “detention centre” but that’s a euphemism for the same thing anyway — were now the first and last stop for anyone 

desperate enough to leave their current lives that they’ll hand over a fistful of banknotes to the kind of people-trafficking 

piece of shit who should be the focus of Australia’s immigration 

policy, not effectively subsidised by it. “We decide who comes 

into this country and the circumstances in which they come.” 

said Howard. 

 

ventually, Labor got back in under Kevin Rudd, and 

undid a lot of the Howard Government’s more 

monstrous policies, including the Pacific Solution. 

Over the objections of the Nauru Government, the 

camp was dismantled in 2007 and the policy officially 

suspended. This lasted a year before a new one was built on 

Christmas Island. The boat people kept coming. It was costing 

Australia millions every year to deal with it. And because 

Howard and company had poisoned the wells of both social 

perception and actual legislation, reopening Nauru was the least 

worst legal option. By now, Julia Gillard was Prime Minister 

and seen as inherently week on account of having a vagina. 

Simultaneously, alpha-iguana Tony Abbott was the leader of the 

Opposition, and made a big show of visiting Nauru to talk with 

their leaders about reopening the concentration camp, should the 

Coalition get back in power. Gillard had to do something now, 

or she’d be forever written off as the girliest of girl Prime Ministers. 

 

So the Pacific Solution was revived. Nauru got its concentration camp back, as did Christmas Island, and with the kind 

permission of the Government of Papua New Guinea, the province of Manus. In 2013, Kevin Rudd — because he was 

Prime Minister again by now — held a press conference with the leader of PNG in which he stated, in no uncertain 

terms, that no boat person will ever set foot on Australian soil ever again. They’ll be sent to whichever concentration camp 

is the closest, their application will be processed, and if they’re genuine refugees, then they can make do with Papua New 

Guinea and be fucking grateful for it. There is no timeline for this process. It takes as long as it takes, and meanwhile the 

immigrants are trapped in tents, sleeping head-to-toe, getting just enough food, water and medical aid to keep them 

reasonably alive, and basically left to rot. They’re detained indefinitely. There is no end in sight for any of them. Many 

have been there for years. It’s the perfect breeding ground for extreme despair, and sure enough, self-harm is rampant. 

Some of these people are children. They get very basic education, including drawing. They invariably draw things like the 

sun weeping blood behind bars. This is not dark humour. 
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he worst thing is that this was committed by Labor. It’s like the Iraq war all over again, except Tony Blair 

genuinely believed he was doing the right thing by randomly invading Iraq, because he’s a dipshit. Rudd and 

Gillard did this in a desperate attempt to make themselves look good to the voters. This monstrous policy is a vote-

winner. They could blame Tony Abbott — who immediately used the Pacific Solution as the basis for an even 

more hardline policy as soon as he was inevitably elected — for constantly calling their bluff. But that’s not an excuse for 

grown-ups. Others weep that Labor are meant to be progressive, that the Liberals are the ones who are explicitly evil. This is 

true. But even progressive Labor has a streak of nonchalant racism in its history. John Curtin, the Attlee of Australia and a 

genuinely great man, once said that Australia was and had to remain an “outpost of the British race” while defending the 

infamous White Australia Policy (which is as simple as hanging “WHITES ONLY” on the doorpost of the entire 

continent). Mind you, he died in 1945. But then, Gough Whitlam, if anything more progressive than Curtin, said in the 

early 70s: “I’m not having hundreds of fucking Vietnamese Balts coming into this country with their religious and political 

hatreds against us!” And need we mention the Stolen Generations? With the kidnappings which were still happening as 

late as 1974 and for which John Howard refused to apologise for eleven years? 

 

It’s difficult to know what can be done about racism in 

Australia, since it’s so embedded. Part of the blame lies with us 

British people, of course, as they’re even more of a result of 

colonialism than America, who at least had a revolution to 

assert themselves. America’s solution to massive racial 

division, of course, was a Civil War. This doesn’t seem likely 

in Australia, however, because it’s the Union that are the 

racists this time. And who’s going to fight for the non-racist 

side anyway? If we could think of something less drastic, we’d 

suggest it. Kicking the entire country in the head? 

 

Arne Rinnan was given Norway’s highest civilian honour. The 

Tampa refugees and their children talk of him fondly. Had he 

been a man of less moral fibre, they might all have perished, 

and for no crime other than trying to enter Australia illegally 

— a stupid thing to do, but (given the cost and the hardship) 

surely neither unmotivated, nor deserving of a slow death 

penalty, which is still the current sentence in Australia. Get 

your act together, Aussies. You’re meant to be America but 

better, not America but even worse. 
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o, anyone feel like counting up the number of UKIP-related scandals since the last issue came out 
in February? Not much point, is there? They all blend into one: someone from UKIP says 
something that might have been forgivable in 1958 or so, usually about black people, gays,  women, 
or gay black women, Nigel Farage either apologises or accuses the media of a smear job (depending 

on how severely bigoted said remarks were), UKIP’s polls fail to take more than the slightest nick, and it 
basically gets forgotten about in the mainstream within a week. 
 

By the sheer volume of “misspeakings” and “slips of the tongue” and other such works for Freudian slips since 
the last General Election, it should be obvious by now that racism, sexism, homophobia and an overall 
horrifyingly regressive outlook are integral UKIP party policy. But apparently either a significant amount of the 
voting public share their desire to transform Britain into a nightmarish version of the Macmillan era only with a 

real right-winger in charge, or they’re that desperate for someone to vote for other than the usual three (or two-

and-a-half) parties that they’ll even vote for that. 
 

Election 2010 wasn’t great for anyone; not even the Tories were really satisfied with the outcome. UKIP failed 
to come out of it with a single seat, or even any significant swing. The leader at the time was the Lord Pearson 
of Rannoch, who looked like the headmaster of a public school for owls and was almost as off-putting as his 

policies. Pearson was explicitly upper-
class, unlike his predecessor - and 
successor - who despite being instantly 
hateful, possess a certain oily charisma 
and an undoubted talent for making 
himself seem like an ordinary bloke 
when he absolutely isn’t. Pearson, 
knowing he wasn’t cut out for the job, 

stepped down after the election, paving 
the way for the return of the prodigal 
toad. 
 

igel Farage had originally 
stepped down in 2009 so he 
could concentrate on his 
2010 election bid for the 

Buckhingham constituency. If that 
makes sense to you, then good for you. Buckingham, of course, is the seat currently held by John Bercow, the 
Speaker of the House of Commons, who as is both traditional and proper renounces his party affiliation for the 
sake of the job. In exchange, the main parties do not contest his seat, out of courtesy. Courtesy to Nigel Farage 
being more of an interesting idea than something to actually use, and mindful of the PR repercussions just from 
threatening to unseat the Speaker, let alone actually managing it — which he didn’t, of course. With the election 

done, Farage returned to the leadership — again, if anyone can explain the logic of stepping down as party 
leader six months before a General Elections because of the General Election, we would be very grateful — and 

immediately settled into his new role, in the strange new political landscape, of the Serpent in Eden. Except not 
in Eden. 

With the Lib Dems now in bed with the Tories, and Labour facing several years of retooling and rebuilding 
following the slow decay that was Brown premiership, Farage scented his opportunity. Britain was short a third 

party, someone to vote for by default. UKIP, having already clawed themselves to a comfortable fourth place 
spot, were the obvious choice to fill the gap. They were also the only choice. UKIP’s left-wing equivalent, the 
Green Party, should by rights have the higher profile, since they at least have an MP, something UKIP have 
never had. But the Greens, being too fucking nice for politics, have barely registered since the 2010 triumph of 

Caroline Lucas — who resigned as party leader two years later to let someone else have a go. See? TOO NICE. 

eanwhile, the other left-wing party in parliament — ie Labour — have recently seen their polls 
drop to within touching distance of the Tories—and UKIP on the other side. With the Election 
now less than a year away, this is Exactly What They Didn’t Want To Happen. The only bright 
side is that they don’t seem to have got here by doing anything wrong...they’ve been pretty quiet 

in the run-up to these local and European elections, and that’s the problem. The most talked-about party not in 

Government so far this year has been UKIP. To be sure, it’s because candidate after candidate after MEP after 
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fuckfaced co-bag has come forward to reveal themselves as a terrifying bigoted throwback that Enoch Powell 
would find a bit of a prick, but it’s still keeping the brand in the public consciousness. 

Part of the reason, a large part, why this isn’t hurting the party as much as it frankly should is Nigel Farage and 
his undeniable gift at seeming like an ordinary down-to-earth bloke, often seeming to observe politics in general 
with the faintly detached amusement of someone who isn’t a fucking leading participant at all. It helps that he 
didn’t go to University. Public school, yes, but not University. Instead he went straight into the stock exchange, 
like any other salt-of-the-earth proletarian. Boris Johnson pulls of the same trick, but being explicitly and 
unavoidably posh, has to work harder at it. Farage is the true master of “hey, y’know” politics — as in “hey, 
y’know, I’m just speaking for the average Brit who’s fed up with the EU despite, or more often because, he 
knows nothing about it or what its actual failings are. Also he hates fags.” 

Because that’s another big part of UKIP’s success: their main platform is that they’re anti-something very non-

specific. Britain out of the EU! Because reasons! We don’t need to specify why, god damn it, after decades of 
this sort of thing it’s obvious! Corruption! Undemocratic! Federal Europe! Etc! 

nly one or two extremists really want an actual European superstate. Some, particularly on the 
Reasonable Distance from the Nearest Pub Left, argue for a federal, planned economy, which isn’t 

the same thing and probably wouldn’t work continent-wide anyway. An entire continent full of 
dozens of different peoples working together even to the extent they are now is pretty impressive; 

the zealots would need to sweat blood for a significantly greater level of integration to be agreed to — as we 
saw with the Lisbon Treaty, which was almost a European constitution but then wasn’t because no-one 
actually wanted one, except Valery Giscard d’Estaing. And he doesn’t count. 

The EU does have its problems, to put it mildly. Too much red tape. Too many patently stupid ideas, like the 
Common Agricultrual Policy, which are apparently based on the supposition that everywhere in Europe is 
identical. A complete lack of organization or oversight. A predilection for fiddling around with bits and pieces 
of national legislation (not, however, replacing it altogether). But as far 
as UKIP is concerned the biggest is its mere existence, and it’s hard to 
get past a diagnosis of basic xenophobia. If we pull out of the EU, we 
lose more than we gain. For a start, we’d be frozen out of the 
Common Market. 500 million customers gone down the drain. You 
could say that being outside of the EU doesn’t mean we can’t 
trade with them, but ha: they’ll hang us out to dry and be justified 
in doing so. But there’s always America, China and Japan, say 
UKIP. True, but we already trade with them, so it’s still a loss, 

dummy. Besides, we currently trade as part of the EU, the biggest 
trading bloc on Earth. We have notably less clout on our tod, 
especially since Thatcher and Tebbit privatised British exports out 
of existence. The Chinese in particular find us faintly hilarious. 

We’ll save money, say UKIP. The EU is costing us billions upon 
billions. Bullshit: our annual contribution is less than eight and a 
half billion, or approximately 0.4% of our GDP.  They claim it’s 
more, but they ignore the fact that most of what we spend on the 
EU funnels back to us. 

But immigrants, say UKIP. Oh, shut up. 

If only any of this was actually in political discourse. If only there 
was a left-wing equivalent to UKIP that could counter them 
(GOD DAMN YOU GREEN PARTY). If only Labour (sentence 
cancelled due to lack of interest). Sometimes, democracy is really 
shit. When manipulators like Nigel Farage can get people to vote 
for explicit, undisguised racism, misogyny and homophobia, you 

start to wonder if we shouldn’t just give all executive power back 
to the Crown. And by the Crown we mean the ghost of Tony 
Benn. 
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Oops–—we forgot about the Russians. It’s almost a quarter of a century since the Cold War ended, but is Putin trying 

to turn the clock back still further? Willard Van Omnomnom Quine flails. 

A RUSH OF BLOOD TO THE HEAD 
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to turn the clock back still further? Willard Van Omnomnom Quine flails. 

A RUSH OF BLOOD TO THE HEAD 
E 

urovision just happened, as I’m sure you’re aware, and yet again Russia’s turned it into an 

occasion to run around yelling “LOOK AT ME LOOK AT ME LOOK AT ME”. The initial 

worry, of course, was that they might win, or worse, that Ukraine might — leading next year’s 

competition to be held in the newly-rechristened Putingrad. 

Fortunately, that didn’t happen, but the Russians still managed to place themselves centrally; first by 

having their entry — two blameless, miniscule blonde twins — booed to death in the semi, and then by  

leading the charge against the inevitable winner, that year’s gimmick entry (and we don’t mean that in a 

derogatory sense), Conchita Wurst, né(e) Tom Neuwirth, of Austria; a sort of Brechtian drag act. His 

persona, Conchita, is a torch-song blasting power diva played entirely straight, except for the beard. 

Obviously this was unacceptable to Russian society, where Teh Ghey is the worst thing ever, because 

gays are icky and transvestites are icky and they’re the same thing anyway and ew. The Russian 

Orthodox Church sent out a press release categorically condemning Wurst’s mere existence, which is 

ironic since the two garments most associated with the Orthodox Church is a mighty Santa beard and a 

big colourful frump-dress. One or two idiots even shaved their own beards off in protest, which was 

futile as Tom Neuwirth doesn’t have a beard either. It was makeup all along, you fools! 

Meanwhile, the whole of Europe breathed a heavy sigh of relief at being given the opportunity to just 

laugh at Russia again. If only for a week or so, they’re the silly, backward country that’s obsessed with 

the homos long after everyone else has ceased to care because we’re so bloody progressive and modern 

in our own self-congratulating heads. Just for a week they’re comedy relief instead of modern-day 

horror. 

 

As we noted last issue, Putin is staking an almost unstoppable claim for Cunt of the Year 2014, having 

apparently taken his return to the Presidency as the commencement of Phase Two in whatever the hell 

his plan is this time around. Some people theorise he wants to bring back the USSR, but his actions 

smack of an even older ideology, that of Imperial Russia. It’s easy to assume Putin, one of the world’s 

leading narcissists, staring up at the colossal statue of Peter the Great astride a stallion in Saint 

Petersburg — or the even bigger one in Moscow that was built while he was Yeltsin’s Prime Minister — 

and imagining his own ruggedly handsome fishlike features carved into the steel and copper. 

 

He’s smart enough to control his image, of course, with the shirtless bear-wrestling bullshit and so forth, 

but also by not actually declaring war on Ukraine. The unilateral and semi-arbitrary annexation of 

Crimea was an act of aggression, sure — but that’s where it ended, he promises. He doesn’t want the rest 

 of the Russian speaking part of Ukraine, honest and for true — but if a bunch of rebels want to 

 start an insurrection to get the Ukraine Government — which incidentally is in shambles right 

  now — to sign those regions over, welp. The origin of these insurrectionists and, more   

    importantly, their weapons, is a moot point. 

 

  Fighting a war by proxy isn’t a new tactic in the slightest. America dabbled with it in  

     Cambodia. Of course, that led to the Khmer Rouge and Democratic Kampuchea, but 

   hey, at least America weren’t completely humiliated. As we speak, Ukraine is tearing 

        itself to shreds, and doesn’t have a functioning Government to do anything about 

    it. The UN and the EU are lining up to condemn the disintegration of human 

    rights in the area, with the ethnic Tatars being openly persecuted and dozens 

    of people dying in street-level Russia v Ukraine battles every day. An election 

    is scheduled for just over a week after this magazine “goes to press”,  

    assuming there’s anyone left alive to vote. Most ominous was the statement 

    from Helmut Schmidt, former Chancellor of West Germany, that openly  

            compared the current situation to that of a hundred years ago that started  

        World War One. Fortunately, that was only in Bild, the German equivalent of 

    the Daily Star, but it’s still not something the world needs to hear, particularly from 

an elder statesman. Putin disclaims all responsibility for the situation, of course. It’s nothing to do with 

him, as the plaque at the foot of his statue will no doubt read. 
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Lethal injection is over. Big pharma won’t sell the drugs for a quick and 

painless execution anymore, leading to the kind of horrifying scenes we 

saw in Oklahoma this past month. The system is simply too 

compromised to continue. But the electric chair is scarcely more 

reliable, as the charred remains of Tiny Davis, Pedro Medina and Jesse 

Tefero bear out. 

Only one method of execution has been proven to be 100% reliable in 

terms of death-rate and, in the hands of qualified professionals, almost 

entirely free of the sort of mishaps that cause unnecessary suffering and 

guilt on the part of the perfectly law-abiding witnesses and executioners. 

So next time a black man needs to die to demonstrate that killing is 

wrong, choose hanging. It’s as humane as you can get, short of not 

killing anyone at all. 
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B 
y the time the 1970s rolled along, Australian politics was in something of a state of decay. The country had 

been led since 1949 by the Liberals—ie the down-under Tories—who won an astonishing seven general 

elections, all of them in coalition with right-wing milquetoast party the Nationals, then known as the ACP, and 

basically the down-under Countryside Alliance. By the election of 1972, they’d been in charge for 23 years. For 

a record 18 of those, the Prime Minister had been the legendary Robert Menzies, a sort of splice of Harold Macmillan and 

Anthony Eden, possibly grown in a petri dish. Eventually, in 1966, at the age of 71 and with no other end in sight, 

Menzies retired. Unfortunately, as Manchester United proved a few years later (and then again a few decades later), when 

someone retires, having been in charge of something for so long he’s practically synonymous with it, the newly bereft 

football team and/or nation struggles to cope. 

Australia didn’t collapse quite as thoroughly or immediately as Moyes’ United, however. In fact, under the new leader, 

Harold Holt, the Coalition won the next election in a landslide. This despite the fact that Menzies had left the country 

newly involved in the Vietnam War (LBJ accepting Australia as a poor man’s alternative to Britain, who refused point-

blank). Unfortunately, once elected, the Coalition started to deteriorate without the authority of Menzies, leading to a 

crazy period wherein Australia had five serving Prime Ministers in six years. 

Holt, the first to bat, was a well-respected veteran politician (he was an MP for 31 years before he was PM) and had 

apparently been groomed by Menzies himself to take over. Much like David Moyes (that’s enough Man Utd—Ed). But 

within a year there were dark mutterings of revolution in the corridors of the Liberal party, which were quickly rendered 

irrelevant when Holt astonishingly vanished off the face of the Earth in December 1967. He went for a swim off Port 

Phillip bay on the 17th, against doctor’s advice, with an injured shoulder and an apparent, although strenuously denied, 

serious heart condition. Holt also ignored the pleas of his friends, who variously reminded him of the time he collapsed in 

Parliament just a few months earlier (vitamins, he said), and the hilarious time he’d gone diving and his snorkel had 

leaked, and he had to be dragged half-drowned back to shore vomiting sea water the whole time. Undaunted by the 

obvious foreshadowing, Holt dived in and swam eventually out of sight. He never came back. He was declared dead in 

time for Christmas. 

It was a human tragedy, obviously, but it was also a political tragedy for the Liberals, as without Holt all semblance of 

post-Menzies stability went out the window and the Coalition set into infighting. John McEwen, ACP leader and new 

acting PM (the leader of the Nationals, Clegg-like, traditionally becomes deputy PM) announced that his party would 

refuse to co-operate, breaking the Coalition and leaving the Liberals bereft, if Holt’s deputy leader, eerie Wonga puppet 

William McMahon, succeeded him. His reasons were never made clear, but it was probably a combination of 

McMahon’s inherent untrustworthiness (he was known as a highly ambitious schemer on the level of a Portillo circa 

1994, only successful) and the faint whiff of homosexuality he gave off, despite having a trophy wife and three children 

(one of whom went on to become Dr. Doom). Whatever the reason, McEwen slapped a veto on McMahon ever doing 

anything ever forever if the Liberals wanted to govern with the ACP. With the party not having nearly enough clout to do 

so, tiny seething machine John Gorton took over instead, only to be deposed in favour of McMahon as soon as McEwen 

retired and took his veto with him. One of the main players in the ousting of Gorton was his defence secretary, a man 

who had campaigned strongly for his leadership two years earlier and now stood up to declare that Gorton was “not fit to 

hold the great office of Prime Minister”. Gorton never forgave him, to the point where up to his death in 2002, he 

couldn’t even bear to stand in the same room with him. His name was Malcolm Fraser. 

M 
eanwhile, the Australian Labor Party (yes, we know it’s spelled wrong) had been quietly capitalising on the 

turmoil in the Coalition. Unlike the Liberals, they stuck with just the one leader after the 1967 election: Edward 

Gough Whitlam, a precise, fiercely intelligent man, whose already none-too-shabby rhetorical skills were 

thrown into such sharp relief by the Coalition’s disarray that Whitlam often seemed like nine Churchills 

performing the Sermon on the Mount. Slowly but surely Whitlam’s Labor chipped away at the Coalition’s lead. 
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At this point we should probably pause to explain the Australian system. Aussie democracy is essentially Westminster 

with a twist of Jefferson. There’s a House of Commons equivalent, the House of Representatives, which is generally (but 

not always) where the Prime Minister serves. The House of Reps holds 150 MPs, one for each division (or constituency) 

— although the number is subject to mathematical tinkering. Meanwhile, the upper House is the Senate, consisting of 76 

senators, also directly elected (technically separately, but usually at the same time for expediency’s sake) one half at a time. 

Legislation has to pass both to become law, and when the two houses are held by different parties, that can be tricky. And 

then there’s party alliances to worry about. For example, the next Australian Senate (being put together fashionably late 

due to a massive fuck-up that necessitated a re-vote in WA) will have a healthy-looking Coalition majority of 33 to Labor’s 

25. However, the Greens have 10, and they and Labor might very well agree that when it comes down to voting, the 

opportunity to stop, or even just frustrate, the right-wing ambitions of Tony Abbott make up for whatever queasiness they 

might have about each other. 

So you see the sort of thing that can happen. And, of course, above all of them is the Queen, represented by the Governor-

General of Australia, the proxy head of state, although generally appointed by the Prime Minister. His (it was always a 

him, until 2008, and even she was called “Quentin” for some reason) duties were basically the same as the Queen’s: stand 

there, look posh, sign things, welcome the Prime Minister, and basically represent feudalism. Ninety-nine times out of a 

hundred, the Governor-General is not a particularly important figure. 1975 would turn out to be the hundredth. 

By 1972, Labor were well ahead in the polls. The Coalition were in such a mess that Labor barely had to lift a finger to 

increase that lead, as the flailing McMahon administration made one fuckup after another. Whitlam did his best to 

sabotage it by bluntly stating less-than-popular opinions such as “draft-dodging is not a crime” and musing aloud about 

devaluing the dollar. This minor complacency allowed the Government to make up some ground, and at the subsequent 

election in December, the ALP didn’t achieve the landslide they might have wanted.  

Not that Whitlam was going to look a gift-horse in the mouth: they may have a majority of just nine seats, but you don’t 

get points for style. Although, if they did, it would have been a Labor landslide, with the Labor campaign being well ahead 

of its time in terms of slickness, omnipresence, memorability and sheer propaganda quality. “It’s Time” ran the slogan. 

And it was.  Labor were back in power for the first time in 26 years, and they set about transforming Australia in much the 

same way that Wilson’s Government had transformed Britain at the end of the sixties. 

The death penalty was abolished. University fees were abolished. Legal aid was invented. Cash was poured into urban 

renewal (with many urban centres still unsewered). Roads and railways were commissioned between all the state capitals. 

Whitlam even went to China shortly after Nixon did. 

“Advance Australia Fair” replaced “God Save the 

Queen” as the national anthem (although Whitlam 

was long gone by the time it became official, he started 

the ball rolling). The Whitlam Government’s big 

project: universal healthcare. 

Unfortunately, one of the effects of the surprisingly 

narrow election victory was that the Senate was still 

controlled by the Coalition, now led by Billy Snedden 

(played by Rod Serling). After nineteen draft bills had 

bounced straight back from the Upper House with 

“FUCK OFF” scrawled over them in crayon — ten of 

them had this happen twice — Whitlam started to 

formulate ways to either get the Senate back onside, or 

bypass it altogether. The Coalition’s control was 

narrow, one or two seats either way and a bit of 

haggling could do the trick. Opportunity knocked in 

the autumn (ie April) of 1974 when Senator Vince 

Gair of Queensland, formerly of Labor, but by no 

means a guaranteed ally, mentioned he was thinking 

of leaving Parliament in favour of a nice quiet 

diplomatic post. Whitlam, knowing that the vacant 

seat would almost certainly go Labor’s way, jumped at 

the chance and appointed him Ambassador to Ireland. 

This was about as transparent as it got, and the 
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Coalition were able to trump him 

via a diabolical and carefully-

timed plot whereby Gair, after 

momentarily showing his face at 

the senate, was kept occupied 

(largely with whisky and prawns) 

long enough to cast doubt on 

whether or not he’d resigned. 

Whitlam’s response was to call 

another election, for both houses 

(known as a double-dissolution) 

right the fuck now, rendering the 

whole mess academic at a stroke, 

since whether Gair had already 

resigned or not, he was definitely 

not standing for re-election. It was 

also hoped that it would result in 

a more favourable Senate, and so it proved: a gain of 5-seats, a majority of three. Meanwhile, in the Reps, they were 

returned to Government, but even more narrowly than the last time: the nine seat majority being shaved to five. Still, a 

small majority is still a majority, and they controlled both houses now, so everything’s cool, right? Wrong. 

T 
he scapegoat for the Liberals’ defeat was their ineffectual leader, Billy Snedden, a man with the look of a liberal 

schoolmaster but the demeanour of a frightened schoolboy, who remains most famous for two things: failing to 

ever concede defeat in the 1974 election, not that it made a difference, and being the first (but not the last) 

Liberal leader not to become PM. After the defeat, his leadership was clearly on death row, and although he 

won the first spill, a continued failure to get anything done saw him finally toppled in the second. Both times his opponent 

was, ironically, his Shadow Minister for Labour: that man Malcolm Fraser. 

Fraser had a face like Lloyd Bridges and the frame of a lock forward. Just by standing up, he provided Whitlam with his 

most imposing Opposition yet. With the extra legitimacy of a second election win, Labor were finally able to put through 

the much-blocked Universal Healthcare provision, and provide Canberra and the Northern Territories with parliamentary 

representation. Fraser seethed, and drew his plans against Whitlam. 

The economy was a major issue by 1974, with the Oil Crisis biting hard everywhere. Petrol prices soared, inflation soared 

further. Recession loomed large, and Whitlam started looking around for a loan, eventually attempting to strike a deal in 

the petrol-drunk Middle East. Unfortunately, he made the mistake of ringing around the Arabs before informing the Loan 

Council, who had to give permission. While in practical terms this wasn’t even a storm in a teacup — the deal never 

happened and no public money changed hands either way — it dealt a heavy enough blow to the Government to get 

Fraser — currently seething on the backbenches between leadership bids — scenting blood. 

As the scandals and mistakes piled up, Whitlam’s Government started to resemble McMahon’s back in the day. Fraser, 

however, eschewed Labor’s passive tactics at the time, in favour of smacking Whitlam about the face every time his 

Government handed him a fish. The electorate were getting sick of this increasingly butterfingered administration; a by-

election in Tasmania in June 1975 ended in humiliation for Labor, as the Liberals took the seat with a 17% swing. And 

always the Senate was frustrating Whitlam; Labour’s fingertip control had already been eroded, and in June one of their 

Queensland senators unexpectedly died. The usual procedure is for the state branch of the party to nominate someone to 

see out the rest of the term, with the state legislature generally rubber-stamping whoever they pick. However, the QLD 

parliament flatly refused the Labor nomination for a replacement for being too left-wing. Queensland Labor refused to 

pick someone else. After a brief staring competition, they compromised with Albert Field. Field wasn’t a career politician, 

or indeed a politician at all; he was a wood polisher by trade. Technically, he was a Labor member, but his individual 

politics would seem to suggest he accidentally sent out the wrong registration card, because he was a lifelong Christian 

conservative who saw Whitlam’s policies as immoral and would cut his own polishing hand off before he’d vote for them. 

Without the seat changing hands (although he was kicked out of Labor on the quick-fast once sworn-in), the Coalition 

had gained control of the Senate. Quite where Queensland legislature (and presumably the Coalition) had found this 

obscure little tradesman, no-one was certain — the story goes that he contacted them, claiming to be willing to serve. 

Whitlam later said he came from obscurity and went straight back. It’s easy to see him as a pawn in a pretty devious 

game. The easy option is not always wrong. 
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Because we know what your answer is. 

Do you want it done properly 
or do you want it now? 

mammon construction 

Official supporter of the FIFA™ World Cup™ 2014™ Brazil™ 
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W 
hatever the case, this was Fraser’s chance. He now had the backing of the Upper House all but guaranteed, but 

only temporarily — another half-Senate election was on the horizon, and this one had the added seats in 

Canberra and the North, which was problematic to him for two reasons: one, they would most likely go Labor, 

and two, there’s usually a delay between the election itself and the convening of the newly elected Senate; but 

this wouldn’t apply to the newbies, meaning Labor would have a temporary majority. With time a factor, he set out his 

plan: to strangle Whitlam’s government altogether by cutting off supply — refusing to pass the Government’s annual 

budget, or in other words deny them access to the public funds they need to govern, leaving them (once reserves had been 

used up) effectively bankrupt and completely powerless. In essence, it wasn’t dissimilar to the Tea Party forcing the US 

Government to shut down in 2013. This is known as a Douche Move, and Fraser was just the douche to do it. 

The Senate couldn’t actively refuse to pass the annual budget, but they could keep putting it off indefinitely until Whitlam 

gave up and called an election while he still had some supply remaining. So that’s what the Coalition did: effectively 

holding Australia to ransom for an election. Chief among Fraser’s justifications was the Loan Affair, which he singled out 

as evidence of an out-of-control, Caligula-style Government that no longer thought it had any bounds. Fraser’s endgame 

was an early double-dissolution election, which all polls suggested he would almost certainly win. With the current supply 

agreement running out on the 30th of November, he figured Whitlam couldn’t possibly hold out that long. 

He underestimated the Prime Minister’s stubbornness. Whitlam wasn’t about to be forced out of office by anyone except 

the Australian people. As both men refused to budge, the remaining supply slowly trickled out. Eyes started to turn 

towards the Governor-General, Sir John Kerr, appointed by Whitlam a little over a year earlier. As the one person in the 

country (unless the Queen showed up) who outranked the PM, he was empowered to end the whole mess. Of course, the 

Governor-General generally does what he’s told by the Prime Minister, and one of Whitlam’s mistakes was assuming that 

would automatically be the case. In fact, as the Coalition gleefully pointed out, Kerr was empowered to fire Whitlam and 

trigger the double-dissolution election Fraser so desired. The first to mention dismissal aloud was Liberal MP (and former 

Solicitor-General under Whitlam) Robert Ellicott, who said a Government that couldn’t secure supply was already 

untenable and that Kerr, morally and legally, really had no choice but to dismiss. No matter that it was the Coalition 

plugging up the supply, the buck stopped with Whitlam. 

Kerr — a former Chief Justice of New South Wales — met with the Chief Justice of the High Court to discuss Ellicott’s 

arguments; the conclusion, as related by Kerr to Whitlam, was “it’s all bullshit, isn’t it?” This should have been a major 

plus for Whitlam,  but he managed to undo it altogether when Kerr asked him for a written repudiation of Ellicott, to 

strengthen Whitlam’s position. For reasons beyond the realm of normal human understanding, Whitlam blew him off for 

a full two and a half weeks. That earned the disrespect of the one man in the country to outrank him. Dumb. 

Meanwhile, Fraser was busily organising support for the ransom.  When distinguished former Premier of South Australia 

Sir Tom Playford — a Liberal — spoke out against him, potentially destabilising the whole of South Australia, Fraser 

essentially infobombed the region into compliance. A real coup came when he managed to dig up a now-ancient Robert 

Menzies, who said he didn’t like the tactic, but it was necessary to bring down this Government. 

Eventually, at the end of October, Kerr called 

Whitlam for a friendly dinnertime chit-chat. 

At this he revealed his compromise: he could 

convince the Coalition to stop being dicks if 

Whitlam agreed to put off the half-Senate 

election long enough that the temporary 

majority would be negated. Whitlam refused. 

By now he was made of fury, determined to 

destroy both Malcolm Fraser and the supply-

deferring ransom loophole he was exploiting. 

Unfortunately, though he didn’t know it, this 

meal was his last chance. He had just 

convinced Kerr to sack him. 

O 
n the 11th of November, 

Remembrance Day, with 

absolutely no compromise on 

the horizon, Whitlam decided 

to call a half-Senate election 

after all, and rung up Kerr to arrange a 
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meeting at Yarralumla — the official residence of the Governor-General — to make that official. It was arranged for early 

afternoon. That morning, of course, he had a poppy wreath to place at a cenotaph. By the end of the day, that was the 

most ironic image in Australia. 

After taking the call from Whitlam, Kerr called Fraser and asked a few questions to which he already knew the answers. 

When Whitlam arrived at Yarralumla, Fraser was already there. Whitlam didn’t know that, and he strode purposefully 

into the residence to hand Kerr the official letter declaring a half-Senate election. 

To his shock, Kerr didn’t want it. He had news of his own. Under Article 64 of the constitution, Whitlam was hereby 

divested of his commission as Prime Minister of Australia, along with his entire cabinet. The now-former Prime Minister 

went through every stage of grief in about thirty seconds. “We will both have to live with this,” Kerr told him gravely. 

“You certainly will.” Whitlam replied. Kerr wished him luck in the election and the two shook hands. Kerr then spoke 

with Fraser to appoint him Prime Minister until the election itself, before leaving for a pre-arranged luncheon party. 

“Sorry I’m late,” he joked. “I was busy dismissing the Government.” 

That evening, it was made official. Angry Labor supporters gathered outside parliament house as the Governor General’s 

Official Secretary proclaimed the dissolution to a chorus of boos, concluding, as tradition dictated, with the words “God 

save the Queen”. Directly behind him was the man who had woken up that day as Prime Minister and would go to bed as 

Leader of the Opposition. He addressed the crowd:  

“Well may we say "God save the Queen", because nothing will save the Governor-General! The Proclamation which you have just heard 

read by the Governor-General's Official Secretary was countersigned Malcolm Fraser, who will undoubtedly go down in Australian 

history from Remembrance Day 1975 as Kerr's cur. They won't silence the outskirts of Parliament House, even if the inside has been 

silenced for a few weeks ... Maintain your rage and enthusiasm for the campaign for the election now to be held and until polling day.” 

At that election, Whitlam and Labor lost in the biggest landslide in Australian history to that date. The Liberals’ victory 

was so total that for the very first time in their history, they didn’t need to form a coalition with the Nationals in order to 

govern (although they still did). Whitlam stayed on as Opposition Leader long enough to suffer another landslide defeat in 

1977. Shortly afterward, he retired from Parliament. He lives on to this day at the age of 97. 

Fraser was Prime Minister for a little over eight years as a Thatcherite before Thatcher had got round to creating the term. 

He dismantled a number of Whitlam’s reforms, but couldn’t destroy Medibank or reinstate the death penalty. He won 

three elections in a row, but by the early eighties the years of concentrating on political manoeuvring over policy had led 

to a stagnant Government with few achievements under its hat, mired in party infighting and a scandal over tax avoidance 

that had at least as much substance as any three scandals Whitlam had to deal with. Eventually the exhausted Coalition 

government was defeated in 1983 by the revitalised Labor of Bob Hawke. The two eventually reconciled and campaigned 

together for a Yes vote in the 1999 Australian Republic Referendum. By this point, Fraser was increasingly divorced from 

the Liberal Party, who under John Howard had drifted even further rightward, embracing along the way the kind of 

solemn racism that had always disgusted Fraser. Tony Abbott was the last straw; upon his accession to the leadership, 

Fraser officially quit the party for good. Like Whitlam, he’s still alive at 83, and was last heard of speaking out against 

Australia’s recent human rights record. 

Of the three major players, John Kerr ended up worst off. After dismissing Whitlam, he became one of the most despised 

men in Australia, to which he responded by drinking incessantly until the voices stopped, leading to an infamous event 

when he presented the 1977 Melbourne Cup while clearly pissed out his mind. Shortly after that, he resigned; Fraser 

appointed him ambassador to UNESCO, but he clearly wasn’t 

capable, and he retired to London to take up residence in one of 

the many Gentlemen’s Clubs. He died in 1991. His family cannily 

didn’t announce it until they’d already buried him so Labor — still 

in Government — wouldn’t have to juggle the hot potato of a state 

funeral. 

So who was the good guy in the story? Whitlam, who was 

wronged by Fraser’s gamesmanship? Kerr, who only acted 

according to the law? Fraser, the smartest man in the room? They 

were all good men, sometimes, and in the spring of 1975, they 

were all acting like colossal arseholes on a national scale. 

Australian politics all over, really. 
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