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As a writing student, I often find myself 
answering questions like ‘what kind 
of writing do you do?’ or ‘what do you 
like to read?’ A few years ago, I wouldn’t 
have dared to answer either of those 
questions with ‘poetry’. Instead it would 
have been a quiet thought left unspoken 
for fear of follow-up questions—of being 
exposed as a fraud. I’m not intellectual 
or bougie enough to stand around having 
casual conversations about poetry. What 
if someone asks me who my favourite 
poet is? I can’t impress them with my 
knowledge of the classics and I’m not 
edgy enough to introduce them to 
the latest contemporary writer on the 
scene. I’m also terrible at remembering 
new names—let me tell you though, 
that poetry collection with the blue 
cover and gold accents that I read last 
year, that’s one of my favourites.

Sure, I may be able  to quote one or two of 
Shakespeare’s sonnets if you gave me a moment to 
think about it. Give me enough warning and I might 

even be able to refer 
back to an old essay on 
Tennyson’s Lady of Shalott. 
Even if my knowledge of 
poetry hasn’t expanded 
that much, over time I’ve 
stopped being so shy about 
my love for this art form 

and I have spun friendships and had rich, engaging 
conversations as a result. None of which have been 
dulled by my—perhaps unimpressive—response of: 
‘I don’t think I have a favourite poet to be honest.’

We’ve all felt the power of words, of rhyme, rhythm 
and carefully thought out word-choice—even those of 
us who think that we aren’t into poetry, or that we just 

‘don’t get it.’ Words affect our thoughts and emotions 
everyday, whether in the lyrics of our favourite songs, 
an ad on TV or in the speech of characters in films.

Poetry has the ability to shift something inside 
of us—to bring a smile to our face or a lump to 
our throat. You don’t have to be ‘into poetry’ to 
feel this: you don’t have to sit on an old leather 
couch in an overpriced cafe with a worn-out 
copy of Yeats on your lap to appreciate it.

I’ve always had a secret love for poetry and  
for the art of spoken word. I remember when I 

was in high school there was an episode of my 
favourite teen drama. There was one scene where 
the dialogue really struck me. I watched it over 
and over. I remember writing it down, word for 
word, scared that I would forget, but I didn’t.

When I think back on those words, years later, 
I still get that same feeling. It’s in my stomach, 
but I can feel it all around. It’s poetry.

Discussing poetry is one thing, but sharing what 
you’ve written—that’s something else completely. I 
first shared my poetry out of necessity. I had, once 
again, left an assignment too late and had to upload 
creative work to a blog by midnight. I sat at my 
computer for hours, typing away, trying to produce 
content that I could be proud enough of to share 
with my peers. My notebook taunted me from the 
other side of the room, full of my musings: thoughts 
from my lowest points and scribbled attempts to 
understand the highs of life. All the emotions that 
I was struggling so much to put onto the page were 
sitting there, ready to go. But I had written those 
poems for my eyes only and never planned on 
showing anyone. I would take them to the grave.

Apparently though, the need for sleep yields more 
power than my deep insecurities surrounding my 
writing. In the late hours of the night those poems 
were published online for the world—or the small 

amount of people who will ever actually look at 
that webpage—to see. And guess what? The world 
didn’t end, walls didn’t start crumbling around 
me, people didn’t point and laugh as I walked the 
halls at uni the next day. Everything was fine—I 
even received a few compliments on them.

One of the things that I love most about poetry 
is its ability to bring people together. As with all 
forms of writing, poetry offers the opportunity 
for emotions to be shared. Whether it’s a room of 
people listening intently at a reading or hundreds 
of thousands of people following a poetry account 
on Instagram—we’re all simply sharing the 
human experience. That’s a beautiful thing.

The recent rise in popularity of poetry accounts 
on Instagram and other social media platforms 
demonstrates that poetry is a widely appreciated 
art form. Throughout 2017, bookstores were lined 
with copies of Rupi Kaur’s Milk and Honey. Rupi Kaur 
first began sharing her poetry on Instagram, and 

her published collection of poems and illustrative 
work took the world by storm. Her Instragram now 
has over 2.7 million followers—a large community 
of people engaging with and appreciating her 
writing, even if only for a few moments at a 
time while they scroll through their feed.

Being a part of a community is important, especially 
in the often-lonely world of writers. Last year, I 

attended The Butterfly, a spoken word event hosted by 
students in Melbourne. I had not planned on reading 
that evening—I’d simply gone along to appreciate the 
work of my peers—but the support and friendship in 
the room gave me the confidence to get up and  
share my words.

Later that year, I attended the Ubud Writers & 
Readers Festival with a small group of RMIT students. 
At this festival, we were spoiled for choice with an 
abundance of fascinating, diverse and engaging 
events on offer. One event that will always stand 
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out in my memory was the poetry slam evening. 
Held in a bar in the centre of beautiful Ubud, this 
event saw people from all over the world come 
together to share their words—to evoke emotions 
and a connection with a room full of people.

That evening we heard a range of work from 
experienced performers, people just starting out 
in their exploration of poetry and everything 
in-between. There was an almost tangible sense 
of comradery and compassion in the room. Every 
single person at the venue—that was full to the 

brim—listened to every poem as intently as the last. 
Glancing at the faces around me, I saw smiles and 
laughter at the upbeat, self-deprecative and comical 
poems. Glassy eyes and stoic expressions reflected 
back at artists telling us about the injustices in our 
world. Speakers of all languages didn’t falter in 

their attention as poems in foreign tongues were 
performed on stage. We may not have understood the 
words, but the meaning and the passion was there.

At the end of the evening, the crowd of people 
intoxicated by the power of words spilled onto the 
street and the conversation continued into the later 
hours of the evening.

This is what poetry does. It brings people together, 
whether you like it or not.

There are a range of events at this year’s Emerging 
Writers’ Festival for lovers of poetry. Masterclass: Poetry 
will be held on Monday 25 June at the Wheeler Centre 
Performance Space, and don’t miss The Dandy Slam 
on Saturday 23 June. Poetics and Power will also run 
on Sunday 24 June as part of the National Writers’ 
Conference.

Beyond 
Human
Amanda Marie

Pumped after Wednesday’s masterclass 
on speculative fiction? Ready to write the 
next post-humanist masterpiece? David 
Cage’s Detroit: Become Human is a choice-
based game developed by Quantic Dream 
for PlayStation 4. Coming off a late-May 
release the game has already sold over 
one million copies, making it Cage’s 
most successful game to date. The story 
centres around three playable androids: 
Kara, who escapes her abusive owner in 
an effort to protect a young girl; Connor, 
who assists the Detroit PD in hunting 
down deviant androids; and Markus, the 
revolutionary leader of the android equal 
rights movement. 

The characters are multi-faceted, so much so that 
it’s easy to forget they aren’t human. They’re written 
in such a way that it makes it easy for the audience 
to get attached—after all, these are your characters. 
Personalities and behaviour are dictated by the 
player. Choices mould future interactions and 
relationships, creating a butterfly effect throughout 
the narrative. (Until Dawn, anybody?) Instead of seeing 
the consequences of such actions unfold page after 
page, this form of writing allows the player to be the 
auteur—you are choosing the path your character 
takes. You are wholly responsible for their actions. 
The only person you have to blame is yourself.

At Electronic Entertainment Expo (E3) 2017, Cage 
revealed that the script is about 2 000 pages long.  
This wasn’t his first rodeo: his previous Quantic 
Dream games Heavy Rain and Beyond: Two Souls 
share a similar amount of gameplay time and script 
development. This allows for a diverse and player-
centric game experience. It’s not only a story about 
the characters, or androids, but it’s about you, the 
player. A visual writer. 

The game explores important issues that are  
prevalent both today and in a 2038 Detroit society: 
identity, abuse, slavery, racism and inequality are 
some of the themes the game touches on. Dystopia 
and post-humanism, as genres, are useful tools to 
highlight current events and future societal fears; 
humans rioting over androids ‘stealing’ their jobs 
parallels today’s anger over immigration. The threat 
and power of artificial intelligence is one widely 
written about. The game begins with a warning: 
‘Remember, this is not just a story. This is our future.’

Is post-humanist literature the future of the wider 
writing community? Writing for video games, at least, 
has become a more common career path for writers 
in the last decade or two. Games like that of David 
Cage and Quantic Dream are sure making it easier to 
do so. If you’re looking for some AI inspiration, check 
out Detroit: Become Human today!

Artist Profile:  
Leah Jing McIntosh
Nikki Jumao-as

The Emerging Writers’ Festival is made 
up of talented artists. One that you 
should definitely know about is Leah 
Jing McIntosh, the founder and editor 
of Liminal magazine. This is everything 
you need to know about this young 
and inclusive online magazine, and the 
mastermind behind it all.

What have your experiences been in being 
an Asian-Australian artist? Are there 
any advantages or disadvantages?

There are clear structural disadvantages when one 
exists in a non-white body within a society that views 
white as default. However, I think there are many 
advantages in existing outside of this white paradigm. 

For you, what does it mean to be Asian-Australian?

I started Liminal because I was trying to figure out what it 
means to be Asian-Australian; this identifier is such a strange, 
porous container for the self. I’ve always been between two 
things, so I’m very conscious of how easily this term falls 
apart upon interrogation. I’m very much still trying to figure 
it out, with help from our generous Liminal community.

 
Do you have any advice for those who 
are struggling with racial identity?

I hope that you can be gentle to yourself. Know that we’re 
all still working on decolonising our minds; the world 
might not have been made for you, but we’re working 
on it, I promise. Most importantly, remember that you 
deserve to be here just as much as anyone else.  

In creating Liminal magazine, what were your 
inspirations, intentions and visions of the project?

Liminal, an online platform composed mainly of long-
form interviews and art, was created for the interrogation, 

exploration and celebration of the Asian-Australian 
experience. The idea grew out of 2016; the shock of 
Brexit, paired with the perplexing rise of Pauline Hanson, 
and the similarly unexpected election of Trump, were 
all motivating factors. All of those incidents had, and 
have, racist implications, if not severe ramifications. 
Liminal was initially just a response to the stress of 
living as a diasporic body in such uncertain times. I 
wanted to enter into dialogue with people from similar 
contexts, and I enjoyed the conversations so much 
that I thought I’d share them––I never thought we’d be 
publishing our 60th interview as of next Monday. 

 

What impact do you hope Liminal 
will have on Australian artists?

I started Liminal with the goal of increasing visibility for 
Asian-Australians. My hope is that Liminal, in some small 
way, will work to broaden perspectives of what ‘Asian-
Australian’ can mean, whilst also just introducing the 
reader to some talented people doing incredible things. 

Talking about the Signal x Liminal event— what 
is going to be covered in the event and what 
do you hope people will take away from it?

I’ve very excited about holding another event at Signal Arts! 
My consulting editor Adolfo Aranjuez and I will be running 
a workshop on visual storytelling, and how to construct 
a good interview! I hope people will come away from the 
workshop inquisitive, and ready to ask more questions—
of the people they interview, but also—of the world. 

Leah Jing McIntosh will be running an 
event with Adolfo Aranjuez on Saturday 23 
June at Signal. Be sure to check it out!

Melbourne’s  
Another View Walking Trail
Really ‘Another View’ or Just 
More of the Same?
Jessica Pethick

It’s a cold wintry morning when I set out 
to follow the Another View Walking Trail 
(AVWT). Commissioned by the City of 
Melbourne in 1995, the goal of the AVWT 
is to provide a counter-narrative to the 
colonial account of Melbourne’s CBD by 
placing Indigenous counter-monuments 
at 17 key sites.

Before the project could be realised, however, 
many of the intended installations were censored 
by the Melbourne City Council’s public art officer 
under claims they were ‘too confrontational’. Of 
those that weren’t censored, some have since been 
removed due to disrepair and lack of funding, 
leaving only five of the original 17 counter-
monuments remaining on Melbourne’s streets.

The walk starts at Parliament House. Here tourists 
pose for photographs, their lenses focused on the 
imposing colonial structure towering overhead. 
The counter-monument itself is a mosaic in 
front of the steps. Its placement means that you 
almost have to walk over it, and people look at 
me strangely as I photograph the footpath.

The next of the remaining counter-monuments 
is hidden in the Queen Victoria Market. At the 
original site of John Batman’s grave a monument 
commemorates him for founding Melbourne  
on ‘unoccupied’ land. The counter-monument  
is a tiny plaque, difficult to read. I lean in; the  
City of Melbourne apologises for the ‘inaccurate’  

 
 
 
 
 
representation and the ‘personal upset’ this caused. I 
wonder, why is the original monument still standing?

I don’t have a proper map for this walk. The AVWT 
guidebook is practically impossible to source and 
my directions come from the written experience 
of previous walkers. Their notes tell me that I won’t 
find anything at the next four original sites, so I 
hurry past them to the third remaining installation.

Arriving at Old Customs House, I walk the 
building back to front before locating the counter-
monument hidden near the corner of William 
Street. Once again it’s pressed into the footpath, 
and once again not a single person looks at it.

The Yarra Footbridge, Princes Bridge, Queen Victoria 
Gardens and the Queen Victoria monument are 
the next empty locations. This last I circle quickly; 
the statue looms in the sky like a disapproving 
Italian Madonna. Hidden a short distance behind 
her back, however, is what I’m looking for: the 
Aboriginal Skeletal Remains Rock. This counter-
monument is a large granite boulder, inset with 
a plaque explaining that it is the resting-place 
of 38 Aboriginal people. Their names are listed, 
and underneath an inscription begins: ‘Rise from 
this grave, release your anger and pain as you 
soar with the winds back to your homelands.’

The final site on the AVWT is found at George’s 
Fountain: a single pavement stone imprinted with 
seven brass figures. My sources tell me these represent 
Karak Goruk—the seven sisters. Looking up, I realise 

that my office is located directly across the street—
how many times have I walked over this?

Another walker of the AVWT, Brian Morris, wrote in 
an article for Meanjin that ‘the trail and its installations 
remind us that everyday foot journeys in the city are 
implicitly bound up in acts of both inscription and 
erasure of the [post]colonial city.’ And I suppose they 
might, if they were present and visible. We looked 
for ‘another view’ but saw only more censorship and 
silencing, and perhaps that is the real message we can 
take from the AVWT: we’ve still got a long way to go.

On Saturday 23 June Hannah Donnelly, Jeanine 
Leane and Melissa Lucashenko will be in 
conversation at Rewriting Country: ‘A discussion 
about writing against the colonial lens, considering 
land and place from First Nations perspectives, 
providing powerful insight into the relationship 
between history, country and culture.’

ALL ILLUSTRATIONS 
BY VIVIAN HU

MAP BASED ON GPS 
RECORDING OF  

WALK BY AUTHOR
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Henry Luong 
‘Business administration student at RMIT’

Do you prefer cats or dogs? 

I prefer dogs—because dogs are loyal to people and cute and also they  
are really smart. I have dogs at home. 

Do you consider yourself a writer? Why/why not?

I think sometimes—but not really. I usually write some notes about  
my feelings and thinking, but I’m not a professional writer.

What was the last book that you read? 

I think it was my textbook. 

All About the Money
Interview with Manisha Anjali
Jessica Pethick 

As we’re all well aware, choosing an arts career  
in Australia rarely leads to a lucrative income. Lack 
of funding, a culture of free labour and insecure 
working conditions mean that writing can become a 
pursuit for the privileged, or for those whose lifestyle 
allows them to adopt the ‘starving artist’ persona.

Today we hear from Melbourne-based poet and 
performer Manisha Anjali on how she balances her 
creative practice with the need for financial stability.

Writers have always found interesting ways of supporting 
themselves. Octavia E. Butler was a potato chip inspector. 
Langston Hughes was a busboy. Richard Brautigan delivered 
telegrams. Like those that came before me, I too have a job 
that pays the rent. I sell clothing for a living. I don’t have 
financial security. I don’t have savings. I don’t even have a 
Plan B. I write whenever I can, which means a lot of late 
nights and early mornings. 

 
 
 

 
 

 
When your income is irregular you have to master the art 
of living cheaply and beautifully. I buy cheap vegetables 
from Sonsa Foods. I cook all the time. I wear second-hand 
clothing. I cut my own hair. I walk everywhere. I don’t throw 
away old flowers. I pay a small amount of rent in a big house 
where I live with five friends. Writing happens to be one of 
the cheapest forms of expression. I am very malleable. I can 
write anywhere—on floors, in beds, in parks, public transport 
and cafes. I don’t have a routine. Every day, every night  
is different.

I write because I want to have intimacy with the whole 
world. Money will come and go. I will write and perform 
regardless of what I have in my pockets that day. Most of the 
time I’m too busy to think about money because I’m juggling 
one thousand projects at once. I’m inspired and excited and 
exhausted. And life doesn’t give a damn if you’re exhausted. 
You make work or you don’t.

Horoscopes
Deadline Behaviour  Gabriella Lowgren

Daily Wellness Tips
Tea
Erin Sullivan

Headache? Bloated? Acne? Tea could have the 
answers! For centuries, tea has been used for 
its medicinal purposes and modern science has 
begun confirming its healing abilities. Here’s some 
information about my favourites.

Chai: Full of revitalising ayurvedic spices, 
traditionally used to support circulation and aid 
digestion. Other benefits include cold prevention, 
PMS relief, increased metabolism and reduced 
bloating. (Contains caffeine, but caffeine free options are 
available). 
 
Green: Improves cardiovascular health, reduces the 
risk of cancer and helps with weight management. 
(Contains caffeine).

 
 
 
Peppermint: Go-to for digestive discomfort, 
cramping, nausea, bloating and indigestion. It’s 
antibacterial, an antispasmodic and helps to prevent, 
fight and relieve colds. Wonderful for headaches.

Rooibos: Rich in antioxidants and vitamin C, it 
wards off disease and signs of aging. It’s been known 
to help skin problems such as acne and eczema. 
Improved bone health, hair, and digestion are  
also benefits.

My favourite brand is ‘Love Tea’ (certified organic, fair 
trade, Australian made, with caffeine free options).  
Take care!

Vox Pops
Kate Hutcheson and Erin Sullivan

ARIES

Yelling at the computer.

TAURUS

Procrasticooking.

GEMINI

Taking selfies in a cute study outfit.

CANCER

Worrying. Finding it hard to accept 
help from the people that love them.

LEO

Bragging about how it’s already done 
when it hasn’t been started.

VIRGO

Procrasticleaning.

LIBRA

Calling all their friends to complain 
about the deadline instead of working 
on it.

SCORPIO

Doing something self-destructive that 
they won’t regret later.

SAGITTARIUS

Partying. What deadline?

CAPRICORN

Excuse you.  
It was done 3 weeks ago, keep up.

AQUARIUS

On the other side of the world  
doing something equal parts fun  
and dangerous.

PISCES

Daydreaming about having it  
already finished.

Esther Vannitanby 
‘Criminal justice student at RMIT’

Do you prefer cats or dogs? 

Dog—dogs are more adorable.

Do you consider yourself a writer? Why/why not?

Not really, because I don’t think I’m creative.

What was the last book that you read? 

It was about Australian criminals um…  
Partners in Crime by Agatha Christie.

Valerie Theresia  
‘Chemical engineering student at RMIT’

Do you prefer cats or dogs? 

Dogs. I don’t know why—maybe because I have one at home.

Do you consider yourself a writer? Why/why not?

I don’t think so—I don’t think that I’m actually talented at writing.  
Whenever I have to post a caption on Instagram, I can’t think of anything.

What was the last book that you read? 

Mere Christianity by C.S. Lewis. 
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Sincerely Out of Context
 
In practicing this art form I often  
attempt to not plan what I write and 
acknowledge the fact that this is a 
cathartic release of emotions my brain 
cannot quite comprehend without seeing 
them on paper. After rigorous editing, 
and consulting the voice of my favourite 
author Kurt Vonnegut telling me, in my 
subconscious, that I will never amount 
to anything, I begin to explain my work 
to whoever is bored enough to listen. I 
go through the narrative, checking off a 

list in my head that 
is clearly missing the 
box of genre and for 
good reason. I reach 
the end of this list 
climbing the steps to 
my home when all of 
sudden I see a baby at 

the foot of the door with a piece of paper 
stapled to its head saying ‘GENRE’. At this 
moment I will choose not to incriminate 
myself and tell you what happens next.

The concept of genre is a form of entrapment in an 
art form where the unlimited nature of meaning 
is sublime. The literary marketplace has begun to 
multiply genres; I think they are calling them sub-
genres. It seems as though we have begun to  
make connections between unconnected things.  

 
It’s a lot huh? I don’t know what to tell you, man. 
Perhaps I’m overwhelmed by this overzealous need 
to explain emotions or perhaps I am insulted by 
the fact that my favourite ‘genre’ is for children.

Arguably genre allows us to control and categorise 
art. I think it is important to know what you’re 
reading but I can’t find the sense in fixating on 
reading a certain genre because it is preferred. 
Is it no longer a requirement for artists and 
audiences to push each other’s boundaries? I do 
understand that certain displays of art expect 
certain emotions but isn’t the true purpose of each 
craft for one to get lost in its process in an effort 
to send an art form off a cliff? To contemplate it 
and fight it but subsequently be humbled because 
it’s not fighting you, you’re fighting yourself.

Let’s say I go to the movies—bear with me here because 
I like to choose what snacks I’m going to have first—
then I run myself through the posters to decide what 
to watch. No I do not choose the last movie showing so 
I can eat more snacks (ok, maybe once). I choose the 
one where there seems to be a man and a woman who 
are maybe standing in a space somewhere that no one 
spends time in anymore. The man may happen to be 
wearing some sort of uniform, the lady in a rose-
coloured dress. I laugh at the end of this movie as the 
rest of the crowd cries, which subsequently makes 
me laugh harder. I think I am supposed to cry but the 
fact that the last scene is of the man in uniform losing 
his lover to a man with a suit that we haven’t seen in 

 
the movie until said man in uniform returns home 
from a war makes me feel somewhat happy. People 
look at me like I’m a bad person; I return the favour.

Form plays a large part in the subversion of genre. 
Fiction and nonfiction are often blurred and I think 
it is important to leave them like that. It begs the 
question: if emotions are the same if you read a 
heart-wrenching story and realise it is true do we 
need to know what genre it is so we know what 
emotions to expect? Furthermore, if a piece of 
writing does not clearly fit into a certain category 
it is important to appreciate the beauty in the 
ambiguity of what you read. I believe to clearly 
gauge the intention of the author, to find that 
deeper meaning that they have slaved to portray 
in the best manner, you might need to converse 
with that author and even then it may be hard to 
understand why this piece of art is the way it is.

A writer must understand their target audience 
if they are writing to fit a certain genre. A reader 
must understand that it is to their benefit to 
not carry any expectations about what they are 
reading. In a manner of speaking the reader is 
looking for a message, a lesson to be learnt from 
someone else’s life. It’s a beautiful intertwinement 
of energies that will never meet. One that shares 
a healing of the soul allowing each other to stop 
building walls between us caused by fear.

Words by Amin Amin

Amin Amin usually likes to write 
stream of conciousness. Recently he 
has diverted his attention away from 
short story writing to essay writing 
in an attempt to explain the world 
to himself.
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