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Show your appreciation for your favourite little friend by
helping keep him safe from HPV-related cancers and genital warts.
HPV immunisation is free* from the Student Health Clinic, so get
yourself down there right now or visit bestshot.co.nz to find out more.

* GARDASIL® 9 is a prescription medicine, for females aged 9–45 years and males 9–26 years of age. It is a nine-valent recombinant human papillomavirus (HPV) vaccine. GARDASIL® 9 is indicated for 9–45 year-old females and 9–26 year-old
males, for prevention of cervical, vulvar, vaginal, and anal cancer, precancerous or dysplastic lesions, genital warts or lesions, and infection caused by the HPV types in the vaccine. Each 0.5 mL dose contains the following HPV L1 Proteins by
type: 6 (30 µg), 11 (40 µg), 16 (60 µg), 18 (40 µg), 31 (20 µg), 33 (20 µg), 45 (20 µg), 52 (20 µg), and 58 (20 µg). GARDASIL® 9 has risks and benefits, and should be used strictly as directed. Ask your doctor if GARDASIL® 9 is right for you. Tell
your healthcare professional if you or your child have ever had an allergic reaction to any vaccine or to any of the listed ingredients for GARDASIL® 9, or if you or your child has a serious illness, blood disease, bleeding disorder, a high fever, or a
weakened immune system (e.g. due to medicines, a genetic condition, or human immunodeficiency virus [HIV] infection). Common reactions are headache, fever, and injection-site pain, swelling, and redness. Fainting can occur. Allergic reactions
are rare but serious. If you are worried by any side effects, see your doctor, pharmacist, or healthcare professional. Go to the nearest hospital if you experience wheezing, shortness of breath, or difficulty breathing; or pinkish, itchy swellings and
rash, especially on the face. Immunisation does not replace the need for regular cervical cancer screening. Additional product information and Consumer Medicine Information is available from www.medsafe.govt.nz (October 2019), and from
Seqirus (NZ) Ltd, Auckland, on 0800 502 757. GARDASIL® 9 is funded for both males and females aged 9–26 years – normal charges will apply for other patients. Copyright © 2019 Merck Sharp & Dohme Corp., a subsidiary of Merck & Co., Inc.,
Whitehouse Station, NJ, USA. All Rights Reserved. NZ/GAR9/0120/0073a TAPS NA12097 INSIGHT 10219A.
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FROM THE EDITOR
Kia Ora,
A couple of years ago my friend was
telling me about the word ‘Teng’, a
special word for love in Chinese. The
primary character is the same as hurt,
combining ideas of love with ache and
pain. It is most often used to describe
the relationship between a parent and
a child. There is no English equivalent.
When people ask about my relationship
with my dad I describe it as gentle and
uncomplicated. But the truth is, my dad
and I don’t speak the same language. I
speak English, and he Cantonese. In our
linguistic Venn diagram, there’s a small
Chinglish overlap where we cobble
together our relationship.
Most of what I know about dad has come
to me secondhand. Our conversations
have always been restricted, limited to
the formalities of day to day life. To stray
anywhere further feels like returning to
infancy. No matter how much you twirl

your words in your mouth, you can’t help
tripping over your tongue. We learn the
words we need most, but vocabulary
limits not just how well you speak but
how well you listen.
Early on, like most other Chinese Kiwis,
dad enrolled me in Chinese lessons.
At the time, I saw no worth to being
bilingual. We were living in New
Zealand where most people speak
English anyway. Growing up, I would
regularly see customers and other kids
get frustrated at his lack of English. He
experienced much difficulty formulating
the sentences he needed into English, his
knowledge and language only extending
to the daily necessities. Every now and
then I’ll catch him opening his mouth
as if to say something, only to then see
it shut and his lips fall back into a tight
line. On Sunday he would wake me up
early and drive 40 minutes, just so I
could listen to some Chinese woman
read rhymes for three hours.

During these car rides, he would ask about
what we had been learning in class and
suggest that we go over it together. I always
refused the invitation and instead changed
the radio station until I found something I
liked. He continued doing this every Sunday
for seven years. But my interest in reading
and writing Chinese quickly waned, and soon,
every weekend, I was throwing tantrums
because I was hell-bent against going. By the
time I was thirteen, dad had finally given up.
The final straw was me slamming the car
door shut and telling him I never want to
learn this dumb language. He agreed that it
was wrong for him to force me to do anything
I didn’t want and apologised.
Throughout my entire adolescence I showed
no interest in what it meant to be Chinese.
Only now am I grappling with how little I
know about my parents as a result. Lately I’ve
been told I’m incredibly similar to dad, but
it’s hard for me to see and know in exactly
what ways. I feel as if there is something
missing, something unwritten in all of this. It’s
difficult for me to navigate this space without
feeling either guilty or lost. And while my
story is unique in individual experience, I
believe intergenerational loss of identity is a
universal experience.
This issue of Debate is themed Unwritten
Stories. When I initially pitched this theme I
was interested in capturing narratives from
all walks of life. Our team was interested
in hearing how identity, physicality or
positionality impact interactions and
behaviour. This issue was an absolute
pleasure to edit, so it goes without saying,
thank you to all our contributors for their
incredible mahi.
Ngā mihi nui,
Rebecca

Participate in AUT’s
Independent Review on
Bullying and Harassment
2020 has brought forward a number of claims surrounding a
culture of sexual harassment at AUT. There has been a lack of
transparency in terms of which staff members have left AUT this
year due to sexual harassment allegations. However a reliable
source has informed Debate that this number currently sits at
two confirmed and two possibles. Further investigation is still
underway.
An independent review of the university’s bullying and
harassment policies and practices is now underway, led by
Queen’s Counsel Kate Davenport. Debate has been informed that
close to 400 past and present staff members have been involved
in the review to some capacity.
Students, staff, and other interested parties are welcome to
confidentially share information about their experiences, and
suggestions about ways in which the university can improve.
Students who would like to participate can do so by emailing
Kate Davenport at autreview2020@gmail.com or contacting
0800 121 223 for information or to arrange a confidential
interview.
Key findings and recommendations will be made public, but
information collected as part of the review will be confidential.
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AUT Fees
Set to
Increase
in 2021
By Jack Pirie
AUT has decided to increase the annual
tuition fees for both international and
domestic full-time students. The increase
of fees will begin at the start of 2021.
Overall there will be a 1.1% increase in
total tuition fees for domestic students.
Breaking this down it means that:
-

Majority of undergraduate and pre
degrees will cost $6,310.66

-

Other undergraduate degrees will
cost $6,785.83

A reliable source has informed Debate that
AUT was intending to increase fees by
up to 4% for international students and
by the maximum amount permitted by
the government (Government Set Annual
Maximum Fee) for domestic students. The
calculations provided in the email suggest
that AUT were initially anticipating an
increase of 2% for domestic fees for 2021
(the same fee increase permitted in 2020).
However, the government announced on
July 30th that this has been reduced to
1.1% for 2021, the lowest it has ever been.
AUT has since decided to also increase
fees by 1.1%, the maximum amount now
permitted by our government.
In a statement released by AUT they
justify the increase of costs as “AUT must
continue to develop and grow as well as
keep up with an excellent reputation.”
On top of an increase of tuition fees,
there will be an increase in the ‘Building
Levy fee.’ This fee is paid by students as
a way of maintaining and renovating

buildings on campus. The proposed fee
for 2021 is $77.52 per student. AUT has
said “The building levy is to support the
maintenance, development of recreational
facilities.”
In a live stream hosted by AUTSA,
President Sisifa Gigi Lui asked Vice
Chancellor Derek McCormack about
the reasoning behind the purpose and
increase of the building levy. Sisifa asked
“why do offshore students have to pay for
the building levy?” The Vice Chancellor
said “What we are looking at is an interim
situation. We don’t expect students to
be studying offshore in the long term.
Our expectations are that our offshore
students will be able to come onshore.” In
a follow up question Sisifa asked if the
university has a contingency plan in terms
of fees if we go back into lockdown (which
we are now) to which the Vice Chancellor
replied, “I think we would have to look at
the situation when it arises, I don’t think
we are in any position to comment on

that.”
An AUT student told Debate that “it’s unfair
to charge students for a building levy fee,
when we’ve only spent about 5 weeks on
campus this year.” As it currently stands,
AUT ranks 2nd as the most expensive
university in terms of fees increasing,
second only to Auckland University. After
reaching out since we’ve gone into Alert
Level 3 in Auckland, AUT hasn’t replied
or responded to emails in regard to that
contingency plan that now seems to be
more relevant than ever.
With the increase of fees, which will affect
every student personally, you would think
the university would send a direct message
to students in some shape or form. Well
guess again, AUT has failed to send out a
direct line of communication in regard to
the fees increasing. When Debate talked to
students, almost every single student was
unaware of the fact that fees were actually
increasing in the first place. No email has
been sent to students from the university.

The only form of communication we have
seen is on the AUTSA’s Facebook page.
Students have told Debate they feel they
have been “kept in the dark” and “cheated”,
with one student questioning the “lack of
transparency in the way of communicating
important information to students.”
In an interview with Sisifa, after her live
stream with members of the AUT council
she voiced her concern that “Not even 1%
of the student body” watched the stream.
Where approximately 20 out of 29,000
students watched the discussion about
the increase in fees. How are students
supposed to understand important
information surrounding their university
careers if there is minimal engagement
and information being clearly released
for consumption from their university?
When asked how can AUT can better
communicate with its students the Vice
Chancellor said that AUT has a fees
discussion every year. Also adding the

fact that the AUTSA President sits on the
council. When asked about her ability to
project the student voice on that council
Sisifa said “there’s a difference between
hearing what I’m saying and actually
listening to me and doing something about
it.”
AUT is yet to release any further
information about the proposed increase
of fees for 2021. As AUT goes online
officially for the second time this year,
the independent review underway and
a COVID-19 case under investigation,
it seems fair to say that 2020 still has
everyone on their toes. There’s a lot
going on right now and it's ok to be a bit
overwhelmed, but always remember that
there are support systems around you. Let’s
remember to keep people accountable and
keep kind to one another.
*On page 11 there is collation of AUT and
AUTSA services that are here to help during
these unprecedented times
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Navigating
Unwritten Stories
When Your Story Has
Always Been Written
By Andrew Broadley | Illustration by Yi Jong

I am Pākehā. I am male. I am heterosexual.
When it comes to unwritten stories, mine are few and far between. For as long as modern history
has been told, history has been mine. My conquests, my achievements, my point of view. For years
these stories have not only been shared, but taught, ingrained, and held as the baton of truth. We
are told there are two sides to every story, but our stories have always had one.
Not too long ago I could have sat here and written an ‘unwritten story’. A story of the oppressed
told by the oppressor has been commonplace in the past. This is beginning to shift, and I say
beginning because I in no way believe that we are where we should be yet. Voices like mine are
beginning to dwindle and voices of diversity are beginning to grow in volume and stature and
acceptance. And this is nothing but positive. Allowing a platform for these voices is long overdue.
But this does not mean that my role, or our role, as Pākehā, as men, as heterosexuals is over. We
are the ones that are perpetuating racism, sexism, homophobia, and we must work to fix it. That
does not mean it is us who should tell the stories, who should organise the call to march; this is
no time for the white saviour or the male hero. But we must be strong allies. Because we are the
ones that have held power, and still do hold power.
A look at the demographic of almost any business or governmental organisation will tell you
that people like me have unfairly deemed voices like mine to be of more worth than others, so
the least we can do is use that voice to support those without. Feminism is not a female issue.
Racism is not a black issue. Homophobia is not a queer issue. The common thread in all of these
is the oppressor, not the oppressed. We do not blame the child pushed over on the playground
for being pushed. We blame the bully. And as the bully, it is our role to listen, to learn, and to
correct ourselves and those around us. The job of the oppressed should no longer be what it is.
They have petitioned, they have rallied, they have protested. They have shared and shared their
tales. Tales of their ancestors, tales of their culture, tales of their experiences being victimised
and abused by the system we have created.
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By now we should have taken these
tales and welcomed them. We should
have taken these people and welcomed
them. We should have worked together
to create legislation and law, not only on
paper but in our thoughts and actions,
and in our social circles. But we have
not. We have continued to ignore them,
to tell them systems are in place. That
when ‘one bad cop’ or ‘one bad man’
steps out of line it will be dealt with. So
they listened to us and they tried it our
way. And when we pushed them they
did not push back. They used the proper
channels. They got signatures on a piece
of paper and they peacefully gathered.
And we ignored them. And when we hit
them they did not hit back. They used the
proper channels. And we ignored them.
And when we knelt on their necks so
they couldn’t breathe they shouted back
and they threw their fists into the air and
we had the audacity to tell them that’s
not the right way to do it. So still they
petition and still they protest and still
we ignore them. And despite us making
them run hurdles while the rest of us
run sprints, they have worked their way
into roles in our government and as our
lawmakers and our influencers and they
try to do it our way. And we continue to
ignore them. We give them a holiday
when needed, we post a black square or
a rainbow background and we continue
to shove ear plugs deep into our ears. We
sympathise with an individual but ignore
the masses. We explain how saddened
we are by George Floyd, such a horrible
tragedy, while we fail to recognise he is a

victim of a system. A system that on our
own soil has locked up and prosecuted
Māori in staggering numbers and denied
them equal opportunity.
We give our condolences, we condemn
open acts of xenophobia and we cut
back its branches but we continue to
reap the rewards of its roots. More subtle
hidden in soil, but stronger and more
resilient. We stay silent. Out of fear. Out
of fragility. Saying the wrong thing leads
to uncomfortable conversations, so we
don’t say anything at all. And the system
continues to function as the system
always has. Meeting our silence with
opportunity and meeting their noise
with a lack of.
And this is why we can have silence no
longer.
This is a process and there isn’t an
end goal of ultimate wokeness and
enlightenment. We are all learning
everyday. We are all human beings
and we are all growing and making
mistakes and fucking things up in our
own little ways and that is all part of
what it means to try and to be better.
And I know it can seem daunting and I
know it can feel as if it sucks when your
black square though posted with good
intention, wasn’t so good in practice. You
will get it wrong. You will make mistakes.
Accept that and move beyond that.
Because it’s the risk you take and that
is no risk at all. Because risk suggests
a potential consequence. And there is

no consequence, not compared to the
ones they face. I have not always been
a good ally. I have spoken over and I
have ignored. I have acted in ways that
have asserted myself over others and I
have justified the oppression of those
around me. I will continue to, at times,
fail to be a good ally I am sure. I can
only hope these instances are rare. We
are not expected to be perfect, but we
are expected to be earnest. And that
is what I, and we, should aim for. To be
an earnest supporter and friend. To be
willing to listen, learn, grow and be
willing to correct our behaviour when
needed. We can never feel what they
have felt. But we can understand the
reasons for why they may have felt this
way and we can empathise with human
suffering. And we can understand the
facts. The evidence of our oppression is
there to be seen.
We have a role to play. That role is not
to tell the stories, but to help in hushing
the crowd. We can tap the microphone,
Check Check 1,2.
We can scribble the ballpoint pen on the
bottom corner of scrap paper to check
it has ink. And then we can pass the
microphone over. Or pass the pen and
give the paper.
Then,
Maybe we will really hear some
unwritten stories.

AUTSA Advocacy

Kaha Ake

AUT R U OK

Student Hub

AUTSA Facebook

Puawaitanga

(counselling)

AUT Counselling

Trained Counsellor

Foodie Godmother

United Apart
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Matagi:
who I come from

by Mariner Fagaiava-Muller | Illustration by Yi Jong

There’s a Samoan proverb or alagaupu
that goes “E le falala fua le niu, ae ona o le
matagi – The coconut tree does not sway
on its own but is swayed by the wind.”
Growing up in my single-parent South
Auckland home – won by my grandparents
through a Catholic Church ballot to build
in 1974 – did I quickly realise where my
winds laid. Nana and Papa would share
stories over cups of tea and school dropoffs. Stories of the girl from Iva and the boy
from Lepā, who moved to Niu Sila.
To this day, Nana fondly remembers her
mother, Vaoiva, in stories most often ending
in tears. I stayed home from uni recently
and for some time while I was curled up
in bed, smelt a woman’s perfume, although
I couldn’t detect where the scent came
from. After telling my mum about what
had happened, she said that occasionally
happens to her, and she recognises the
smell from what Vaoiva would wear.
Before Nana and Papa met, the old man
would wake up at the crack of dawn and
bike to the Ōtāhuhu car manufacturing
factory he was responsible for opening up.
And after Mum was born, he’d run back
to their Atkinson Ave apartment after his
night shift. The young couple survived on
$30 a month, and $25 of that was spent
on their rent. So it was supo elegi (canned
mackerel soup) for dinner nearly every day
of the week – still a staple in the Fagaiava
household by the way.
I love my mum. Before graduating with
an Honours degree from The University
of Auckland, the first in my immediate
family, I entered the picture! We certainly
weren’t rich, but she made do with what
she had. One Christmas, she borrowed a

dusty old tree from my Aunty Tai and drew
paper decorations because we didn’t have
the money. All we could afford from the
McDonald’s drive-thru was 50¢ soft serve
for her and me, and that was once in a blue
moon.
In the nature of how young children act,
or perhaps not, I remember telling Mum
that “we were poor.” It was an impulse
comment made in response to more welloff kids in my class talking about TVs in
their rooms. I wanted a TV in my room, but
more importantly, there was internalised
rejection of the sacrifices for me to let
alone have my own room, and who exactly
made those sacrifices. Years have separated
that incident from today, but I still think
about it in regard to how I can establish
gratitude with the winds that I mentioned
earlier.
Mum was on the benefit for a while after
finishing her studies. I distinctly remember
Susan, her case manager who watched
me do origami with Work and Income
pamphlets… and other stuff that kids do
when they’re bored. Susan’s retired now,
and I know that because Mum ended up
working with her in a managerial position
for the Ministry. They ended up becoming
real good friends and Susan has watched
me grow from the boy who pushed Tonka
trucks beneath her desk, to graduating
from high school with nearly $30,000 in
scholarships.
In late August 2017, I was called from
my Year 12 English class to bring my bag
with me to the school office. Come thru
half-day *heart eyes emoji*. My mum stood
at the reception desk looking at me as if
someone had just ripped her beating heart
straight out of her chest. Nana collapsed
at her workplace of over 20 years from a

haemorrhagic stroke. She lost all feeling
in her right side, couldn’t walk or talk. I
will never forget the heartbreak of looking
in her eyes that day. The memories of her
Christmas functions, trips to the movies,
singing along to ABBA, making pai fala on a
Sunday. Our lives changed forever, although
I appreciate that at least she’s still with us.
For all the good that I am able to enjoy,
there are undercurrents of vulnerability.
Heck, to name a few things, it’s taken two
generations, a move across the Pacific and
a lifetime in New Zealand three times the
size of mine to make sure I walk into class
on a given day.
Not only am I the product of where I was
born and raised, but I am also the vision of
my ancestors. Who I come from.
For all my coconut tree of success and
privilege, I have a multitude of winds to
thank.
Winds that have blown me up, up and away.
Winds from my villages in Samoa and
Tonga.
Iva, Lepā and Nukunuku to be exact.
Winds that blew children’s destinies along
breasts.
Winds that blew wings on those children’s
backs.
Winds that accomplish migrant dreams.
Winds that fofō (massage) me when I’m
tired and sore.
Winds that ask me to fofō them.
So, when I reach the highest of highs, I will
acknowledge where I am and who I come
from. Nana, Papa and Mum. And those who
came before them. Vaoiva. The coconut tree
does not sway on its own but it is swayed
by the wind.

Fa’afetai tele lava mo le avanoa, Debate! I currently serve as the Vice President of the AUT Student Association and if you need anything, from an
assessment extension to free shuttle tickets, find me in my office just above the Hikuwai Plaza foodcourt, or mariner.fagaiavamuller@aut.ac.nz
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The Life of a
Soulless Ranga
By Jessy Thurston | Illustration by Dayna Patel
Alright team, it’s about time the redheads
take a stand and have their voices heard.
After years of relentless name calling and
hours spent trying to convince people “It’s
not orange, it's strawberry blonde,” having
the ginger-tinged hair colour that I do has
forced me to grow a bit of a thick skin.
“So Jessy, what’s it like not having a soul?”
The amount of times prepubescent boys
have chirped up with this cliché of a line
and thought they were brilliant comedians
is laughable. It started in primary, with
the names they yelled at me feeling like
targeted attacks every time they circulated
the playground. Now don’t get me wrong,
I wasn’t alienated or anything. This isn’t
going to be some tragic story of how a poor
little ginger girl cried her way through her
school years. Nah, I’m not settling for that.
Plus, I knew that even for 8 year olds - if
insults about my hair were all they could
come up with, then life couldn’t be too bad.

began to embrace it as my friends quickly
adopted ‘Ranga’ as a nickname for me...and
I thrived from it. In year 9, my close group of
three and I consisted of two redheads and
a blonde, so we outweighed the pack. There
was a power in being a pale, freckled, carrot
top. The name of the notorious orange drink
Fanta quickly became known as ‘Ranga
juice’ and was consumed on the regular
to keep us fired up and ready to clap back
at anyone who tried to use the hair as an
insult against us.

There was
a power in
being a pale,
freckled,
carrot top.

Carrot top, Ranga, Gingernut, Freckleface,
Hot Head, Gingerminge...all of these have
become so familiar that I’ll turn my head as
if it’s my own name being called whenever
I hear them in the distance. It’s also super
common for people who first meet me to
make a statement along the lines of “I bet
your temper is as firey as you hair lol.”

We even had our own day for a while - The
Edge radio station held a hug-a-ginger-day
for a few years, which I personally took on
like a second birthday - a day to celebrate
the red sea of gingers who had taken shit
for so long. In intermediate I even held
a sleepover party for this, putting on a
spread of all orange-coloured finger food.
Twisties, Jaffa’s, Gingernuts, Ranga juice
(obviously), and a Hell Pizza Roulette for
that quintessential fiery kick.

It’s not all bad though, this piece is not
just to complain about the nonsense that
ensued from my natural-born weave. The
colour of my hair became my identifier. I

After a while, my other ginger friend moved
away and I was left to my own devices,
becoming the token ginger of a new, bigger
friend group. It’s definitely a lot of fun to

have a unique trait that everyone knows me
by, but the novelty can tend to get fried out
and overused at some points. At university,
I met my current best friend, who recently
claimed the colour of my aura was orange.
She insists it isn’t about my hair colour at
all, rather that it reflects my personality, but
still...thanks Ruby, that’s original. At least
I didn’t say yours was red because of your
name - cop out much.
Here’s a quick-fire of some well-kept secrets
about the uniqueness of red hair that most
people don’t know.
Redheads need 20 percent more anesthesia
than other people, because we process pain
differently. We’re more sensitive to pain
from extreme heat or cold (I still have a
gnarly scar from the salt and ice challenge
ten years ago), but far less sensitive to pain
from electric shocks.
Bees are more attracted to redheads - the
orange tinge in the sun makes us look a lot
like a flower that needs pollinating.
We can produce our own Vitamin D meaning if the sun exploded and the world
went dark, we’d be the last to survive.
Imagine the repopulation of a new world
with only gingers...this is the kind of power
I’m talking about.
Only 1-2 percent of the world has red or
ginger hair. You’re all just clearly jealous. I
wouldn’t know what that emotion feels like,
considering I don’t have a soul in the first
place.
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What Is So Wrong About
the Fox Eye Trend?
“Upward for Japanese. To the side for Chinese. Downward for Korean.”

By Rebecca Zhong
For decades, Asians have been reduced to a single facial
feature. Most Kiwi Asians have experienced this rude
awakening at some point in their lives: the realisation that
your physicality only sets you apart from everyone else in
the room. My earliest memories from primary consist of my
classmates slanting their eyes in mockery of my appearance.
When you’re a child, you don’t have the vocabulary to
recognise this as blatant racism. You can only articulate these
acts to mean that there is something inherently ugly about
how you look. And the media only helped to exacerbate this
insecurity. Growing up, the media continuously depicted
Asian men and women as de-sexualised, nerdy and weak
individuals whose only purpose was for comic relief. Film and
media only served to normalise racism towards Asians.
Let’s flash forward to 2020. Steven Yeun is hot, BTS are the
biggest band in the world and we can all pretty much agree
Rina Sawayama is everyone’s style icon. Things seem to
be on the up for us Asians. But around two months ago I
downloaded TikTok. I’m three weeks short or turning 23, and
working at Debate is a constant reminder that I’m getting
old. A quick scroll through TikTok and you’ll come across the
viral fox-eye trend almost immediately. This latest makeup
fad involves using eyeliner, concealer, false lashes and other
cosmetics to emulate the elongated look of almond-shapedeyes. The trend is coupled with pulling your eyes in an
upward slant, and has been popularised by models such as
Kendall Jenner and Bella Hadid.
So why are Asians calling out the trend for being racist? It’s
simple. At its core, the fox-eye trend is cultural appropriation.
The fox-eye trend is a look that has been mostly lauded by
white girls. The trend is yet another instance of mainstream
beauty standards plagiarising another culture for their
own convenience. White models and influencers are being
applauded for this ‘sultry’ look. However, historically the
same look has been used as a weapon to ‘other’ Asians. The
problem has never been with our eyes, but with being Asian
instead.

However, Erwin Gomez, a Filipino celebrity makeup artist
based in Washington DC, is happy to see people abandoning
the white beauty standards and moving to appreciate
alternative eye shapes. He argues that replicating this trend
on his clients reminds him that “some think it’s beautiful
to have ‘slanted’ eyes. It’s an expression of appreciation.”
But despite some sporting the new trend simply because
it looks good, it does not change the fact that Asians have
been the subject of mockery for decades for the exact same
look. Kelly H. Chong, a sociology professor at the University
of Kansas argues that the only reason we are seeing the
fox-eye trend become so popular is because the dominant
group (the west) has legitimised it as ‘cool.’ She further points
to Hollywood’s uncomfortable past in the appropriation of
the shape of Asian eyes. In the 1930s, makeup artists such
as Cecil Holland would use techniques similar to the foxeye trend to transform White actors into villainous Asian
characters. Stephanie Hu, the founder of Dear Asian Youth, a
California-based organisation that encourages Asian activism,
argues that while the trend may not have originated from a
place of ill intent, it appropriates our eyes and is ignorant of
past racism.
Like many other minorities, Asians have always felt the
pressure to alter their physicality. Double eyelid surgery
is one of the most common procedures seen in East Asian
countries, but when it first originated in the 1950s, it was
used as a tool to assist Korean Women to assimilate into the
US. Korean women marrying into American households were
considered both cultural and racial threats to the US, and the
double eyelid surgery was performed in an attempt to make
them appear less threatening via removing the slanted eye.
It seems the eye shape of Asians has always been under
scrutiny. And while we may be moving into a space where
we are more accepting towards Asians, it does not negate
the fact that this is a highly culturally politicised space. If
someone expresses offence to the fox-eye trend, please
listen. Even when your intent is not to offend, disregarding
the lived experiences and emotional triggers that stems from
cultural discrimination can create a divide.
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So Let’s Do Some Unlearning
If this year has taught us anything, it would have to be the importance of decolonising our minds. 2020 has
critiqued us all. It has pointed out our inaction and kept us accountable towards things we can do better.
The process of unlearning is tricky and sometimes even confronting. Often we learn along the way the
mistakes we’ve made or how our allyship has been performative or optical at points. But we must not let
this prevent us from engaging with and supporting anti-racist work. We offer this compilation below as a
resource to assist in the journey towards unlearning. As Nova Reid, a Black anti-racist activist puts it, racism
is a form of trauma. Asking friends who have been impacted by racism to ‘teach you’ about racism can be
counterproductive (if they choose to, that’s different). This is your work to do, not theirs.

How To Be An Antiracist

Citizen: An American Lyric

Me and White Supremacy

How to Be an Antiracist is part how-to and
part memoir. Author Ibram X. Kendi, like
many of us, grew up in a racist society
and internalized many of its ideas.
Throughout much of his life, he was
racist, and in How to Be an Antiracist, he
describes how he changed his thoughts
and actions—and how you can change
yours—to become antiracist.

In this moving, critical and fiercely
intelligent collection of prose poems,
Claudia Rankine examines the experience of race and racism in Western
society through sharp vignettes of
everyday discrimination and prejudice,
and longer meditations on the violence
- whether linguistic or physical - that
has impacted the lives of Serena
Williams, Zinedine Zidane, Mark Duggan
and others.

Me and White Supremacy challenges you
to do the essential work of unpacking
your biases, and helps white people
take action and dismantle the privilege
within themselves so that you can stop
(often unconsciously) inflicting damage
on people of colour, and in turn, help
other white people do better.

Ibram X. Kendi

Claudia Rankine

Layla Sadd

About Race with
Reni Eddo-Lodge

Conversations with
Nova Reid

13th (Documentary Film,
2016) - Netflix

From the author behind the bestselling
Why I’m No Longer Talking to White People
About Race, comes a podcast that takes
the conversation a step further. Featuring
key voices from the last few decades of
anti-racist activism, About Race with Reni
Eddo-Lodge looks at the recent history
that lead to the politics of today.

Conversations with Nova Reid are
raw, unedited conversations about
race, identity, allyship and everything
in-between as we navigate this funny
thing called life. Brought to you by Tedx
Speaker and Anti Racism Campaigner
Nova Reid.

When the 13th Amendment to the
United States Constitution was ratified
in 1865, former slaves expected
freedom for the rest of their lives, as
it ruled slavery of any kind unlawful.
However, Ava Duvernay explores a
loophole, which deems a form of slavery
acceptable in the legal form of criminal
punishment. Duvernay's documentary
13th takes a well-informed look at this
loophole and administers a researched
look at the American incarceration
system and how it contributes to
systemic racism today.
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A Love Letter to Mitski,
From One Mixed Race
Girl to Another
By Lyric Waiwiri-Smith | Illustration by Yi Jong

I am a fool for music by female musicians scorned by men.
I think I’m trying to find some kind of closure or validation
for my own personal male inflicted scorn but I’m never
finding a release. I have a hunger inside of me that is
simply insatiable for the stories of heartbreak and anger
and loss – I devour and devour and devour and still there is
room in me for more sadness. I’ve devoured Joni Mitchell.
I’ve devoured Taylor Swift. I’ve devoured Lorde. Beyonce.
Snail Mail. Soccer Mommy. Lauryn Hill. SZA. I’ve absorbed
the stories of vulnerable women and shrouded my life in
them until their narrative became mine, shaping my trauma
to fit theirs. But when I discovered Mitski I felt satisfaction,
as though someone had finally written my story for me.
Mitski Miyawaki is Japanese-American, and has openly
expressed her attraction to both women and men. She is
classically trained in music and has an intimidating level
of intelligence. She’s completely beautiful, and yet has no
desire to be a product of shallow consumption. She seems
to have completely dissected the female experience. She
is unapologetically detailed and unflinchingly honest in
her story telling. On Happy, she describes the act of a being
named Happy “[coming] inside” of her, and makes it seem
at once an act of intimacy and also a bomb being planted.
On Nobody, she recalls being “big and small and big and
small and big and small again,” and you painfully remember
being big and small too. On Townie, she wants “a love that
falls as fast as a body from the balcony,” and it’s wildly
romantic.

I have to be careful with where I listen to Mitski, because
her music has the ability to transport you elsewhere. My
bus ride home becomes the cinematic ending to a coming
of age movie. Sitting alone in the dark becomes a sacred
meditation. Once I played her music over the speakers at
work and started crying as I was wiping down a bench. I
think I astral projected back in time and re-lived a breakup.
But her music really is both cinematic and a sacred
meditation. Listening to it makes you feel seen, and heard,
and validated and understood. Her music is the hand that
holds mine throughout the trials of life, and I’ve formed
a close bond with it not just for all its intelligence and
vulnerability, but for what it means coming from a mixed
race woman. Mitski is half American, half Japanese, and
as for me, I tick both NZ Māori and NZ European on
government forms. My mother is a staunch Māori woman
with deep brown skin, and my father is a white man who
enjoys watching WWII documentaries on the History
Channel in his spare time. A lot of my life has been a
balancing act between these two worlds: I stand on one
end of the scale and watch as the other is about to tip over.
I run over to save it from falling, and in the distance I see
the end I just left start to go down. I’ve never really been
sure how to be a mixed race woman, and even though I
can’t say Mitski knows either, she can beautifully narrate
the experience, especially in terms of love.
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Being mixed race, there is an inexplicable ache when it comes
to loving white men (and women). It is the overwhelming self
consciousness and hatred that is ingrained into WOC (women
of colour) from a young age – we’ve spent our whole lives
looking towards the media for advice on how to be beautiful,
and a European face looks back at us. We are taught that
‘white’ features and bodies are the epitome of beauty and the
subject of desire. Even when prominent white women adopt the
physical attributes that are typical of ethnic women it becomes
a sensationalised trend that they invented, and the painful
history where these features were once a focal point for racist
backlash becomes just a distant (if remembered at all) memory.
You are taught that you are not the ideal, that exceptions
would have to be made in order for you to be loved. I’ve always
feared that my brownness would make me less loveable, less
desirable, less of a “dream girl,” and I’ve carried this fear into
every relationship, fling and hook up I’ve ever had in my life. I’m
scared of someone lifting the veil on my racial ambiguity, that
knowing I’m mixed race will make the thick thighs, big nose, and

Your mother wouldn’t approve of how my mother raised me

messy hair all the more prominent – and ugly. Daring to exist
as a woman of colour is inherently a political act, being brave
enough to be a woman of colour in love is like waging a war.

admitted a need to “apologise for existing” just for walking into
a room. In her, I see a reflection of my own inability to fully
integrate into white society. We are both proudly biracial, yet
aware of what our presence means in white spaces. We are both
tethered to a life of apologising, yearning, and feeling like an
outsider. As she sings to her lost lover on Strawberry Blond, “all
I’ve ever wanted is a life in your shape.”

Mitski reflects on this feeling many times in her music. Perhaps
the most obvious example is Your Best American Girl:

But I do, I think I do
And you’re an all-American boy
I guess I couldn’t help trying to be your best American girl
I remember the fear of introducing my first real boyfriend to my
mother. He was from a far nicer white family, and my mother
was completely, unapologetically brown – loud, haughty, and
missing the ‘polish’ of Western society. I would have much rather
spent our entire relationship (which lasted two years) without
him ever meeting her and knowing my truth – yes, I really am a
brown girl! Yes, my mother really is a brown woman! Yes, we live
like this!
Mitski’s mother is Japanese, and Mitski herself has spoken on
her closeness with the Japanese side of her family. She speaks
on her Asian identity frequently and proudly, and yet she’s also

firm grip on the female experience, and I’m obsessed with her
describing and analysing of it. Her song Happy is on a constant
loop in my mind (seriously), and I find myself pouring over
her lyrics over and over again. The second verse is particularly
beautiful and scrutinising of the romantic and domestic life of
women:
I was in the bathroom, I didn’t hear him leave
I locked the door behind him and I turned around to see
All the cookie wrappers and the empty cups of tea

Daring to exist as a
woman of colour is
inherently a political
act, being brave
enough to be a woman
of colour in love is like
waging a war.
Mitski’s work has a gritty nakedness to it. She is fearlessly
hurting and putting it on parade, and even in her pursuit to ‘Be
the Cowboy’ and put on a brave, masculine front in the face
of this pain, there is always something about her work that is
incredibly feminine. She is the “idiot with a painted face” in Me
and My Husband until her lover walks in, and in Pink In The Night
she makes a desperate weakening plea to try and kiss her lover
“again, and again, and again, and again”. Often, we tend to treat
female musicians who are daring enough to lay their emotions
bare as submissive and powerless, but this vulnerability is
perfectly feminist. There is nothing more empowering than to
bravely showcase your emotions to the world, without fear of
who is listening and interpreting. She seems to have such a

Well I sighed and mumbled to myself, again I have to clean
The first time I heard this I felt winded. The act of cleaning
after men is so imbedded into womanhood – how many times
has Kanye West preached questionable political views, just for
Kim Kardashian to have to defend him? How many times do we
listen to Lemonade and hear Beyoncé go through the aches of
having to repair her relationship with her husband, broken over
his infidelity? How many times have you watched your mother
clean up after your father? How many times have you as a young
woman had to fix the parts of yourself and your life that were
torn apart by a lover? Cleaning is a constitutionally feminine
task, and this detail Mitski slips through of her lover leaving a
mess behind, and the fact that tidying up is something she has
to do again, is so undeniably powerful. At once her lyrics seem
like the entries of your own diary and biblical passages on
female life.
Despite making her emotional vulnerability public in her music,
Mitski remains a sort of enigma. Recently she deleted all her
social media accounts in time with the end of her tour and
although there exists many fantastic interviews with her online,
I still want to pick her brain apart to see her inner workings,
or at least sit in silence for six hours as she presents a speech
on womanhood and identity. However, the mystery of Mitski
sometimes feels comforting – as consumers of art we have the
freedom to interpret music in our own way, and so her stories
become ours. Often when I show someone one of her songs I
like to say she wrote it about me. Even in her absence I hear her
wisened voice at the back of my brain offering me advice: don’t
live to be consumed, let yourself be emotionally vulnerable, and
stop messing with boys.
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A Library Burns
In Alexandria
By Seth Nicholls

As people try to douse the flames
Smoke runs tripping over itself out of the doors and windows
Ten thousand screams ring out, and the hundred more
Ink is singed from parchment and scattered to the night
In the terrible feasting arson of Alexandria.
So much knowledge made unknown
So many tales made untold
Burned away, that sacred soul
Soul of a Library in Alexandria
And all across the world
A thousand libraries take their turn
A thousand tales are made untold
Like the lullabies of Alexandria
A thousand lessons
A thousand poems
A thousand more
Burning
Goes that foul arson of Alexandria sweeping across the world

Vote today for your SRC!
Check your AUT emails and vote for your Student Rep Council
Voting is open for the Student Representative Council
elections! Check out candidate’s campaigns so you can
vote for who best represents YOU. For more info:
www.autsa.org.nz/elections or email autsa@aut.ac.nz
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The
Schoolboy
School of
Thought
By James Tapp | Illustration by Yi Jong
Homophobia is always going to be a tricky thing, to say the least. My earliest memories of it were
being bullied, being shunned from a friend group and having to try and hide my inner ‘femboy’
from the mockery I received on a regular basis. In some ways, I’m glad I can’t pick out a particular
moment where the abuse stung the most, but at the same time it hurts to say it followed me all
the way through my adolescence. I wish I could say my school tried to help combat homophobia,
but if you’ve met a group of Auckland Grammar lads, you’d know the school culture only cultivates
homophobia as a toxic, masculine undertone. I have no shame in saying that one of the top boys
schools in this country is a breeding ground for casual homophobia.
Auckland Grammar School is an all-boys school located in Newmarket, with a population of 1,500
boys between the ages of 12 and 18. And before you ask, no, there was never enough deodorant.
Despite being bullied from the end of primary school, I can wholeheartedly say Grammar is a whole
different beast. There’s nothing that will keep a questioning teenager quiet quite like the use of
‘gay’ in almost every negative situation. Mix that with some toxic masculinity, and you get a school
where the height of your socks is valued more than your mental health. I still remember having
to make sure I stayed at the counsellors office until after the bell went so no one knew I had been
there in the first place. I’m not the first one to speak out about this either. In 2016, a blog called
GrammarPride was started, specifically for former and current students to talk about homophobia
within the school.
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If there is one thing you should know about Auckland
To give a broader view of how all of this has impacted
Grammar, it would be ‘The Grammar Way.’ There’s a whole
students of Grammar, I talked to Croi O’Sullivan, a former
page on it online, but in short, ‘The Grammar Way’ can be
student from my year. Croi is openly bisexual, as well as a part
best defined into a few values: integrity, excellence, respect,
time drag queen at Wellington’s gay bar, Ivy. I also talked to
courage, pride, commitment
Felix Marcon-Swadel, who was the
and humility. You would have
head prefect in my last year of high
to be delusional to think these
school. He is openly gay, and was so for
We never learnt
standards are upheld by each and
part of his time at Grammar. For myself,
anything relating to the
every student. So, in 2018, when
I just say I’m part of the community as
LGBTQI+ community
the school became rainbow tick
someone who is ‘not straight.’ All three
as part of our sexual
certified, it took many by shock,
of us identify differently, but for all of
education. And even
especially for those who were part
us, the struggle has been real. For Croi,
if we did, it obviously
of the community. Despite this
doing subjects such as art, being part
move being a step in the right
of production or being leader of the
didn’t have the impact
direction, it still felt like it had
improv group all came with their fair
it should have.
underlying currents of a marketing
share of criticisms. For Croi though, the
If Auckland Grammar
ploy. That same year, the rainbow
issues were with acceptance, which
wants to display some
youth group was started up by then
only manifested itself in the idea that
real acceptance, proper
head prefect, Felix Marcon-Swadel,
sleeping around was the answer.
education is the place
and student, Croi O’Sullivan. The
So, as you, might expect, a 16-yearpoint of the rainbow tick is to show
old boy sleeping around with men
to start.
that the workplace is inclusive and
twice his age doesn’t quite help in the
accepting of diversity, however I
journey towards acceptance. For both
have a sneaky feeling, that for some teachers this would have
Croi and I the struggle also existed externally, with our peers
meant internalising their own homophobia. To try and make
using slurs daily, that created "a bunch of microaggressions
this acceptance extend to the student body, the school also
which become really problematic later in life” as Croi puts it.
went to the media with their gender-neutral toilets. And while
While both Croi and I didn’t come to any definite conclusions
this is a step in the right direction, it goes without saying
on how we defined our sexuality, Felix had. For Felix, there
that more still needs to be done. You have to wonder, did
was also the constant bullying through the first few years,
the school really feel that their issues with homophobia had
however as he grew this became his strength. Rather than
been solved? Furthermore, Rainbow Youth were told that they
allowing the experience to break him down, Felix chose to
couldn’t comment on the school’s culture, and the same goes
actively dismiss those who couldn’t accept him for who he
for Wesley Van der Linde, the Auckland Grammar teacher I
was.
interviewed for this piece.

For all of us though, the struggle was also in the lack of
education. We were never given the right tools to understand
how to navigate a healthy relationship. We never learnt
anything relating to the LGBTQI+ community as part of our
sexual education. And even if we did, it obviously didn’t have
the impact it should have. If Auckland Grammar wants to
display some real acceptance, proper education is the place
to start.
Now we all know high school mandated education isn’t the
perfect form of education by any means, especially on topics
such as sex where there is still a lack of agreement of how it
should be taught. Which further raises the question on what
should modern sex education look like? Amongst the three
of us, there is a mutual understanding that education via the
schooling system needs to start being more inclusive. Sure,
the current system caters for most, but it definitely did not
cater for those questioning whether they were straight or not.
Instead, looking back on it, it was an education on how not
to get people pregnant or get an STI, and a brief summary
on consent.. To understand more about what needs to be
done, I talked to Wesley Van der Linde, an English teacher at
Auckland Grammar.
There will always be ongoing debate about how sex
education should be taught, or even if it should be taught
at all. Mr Van der Linde is openly gay, and when the rainbow
youth group was started, he was there to help. During my time

at Auckland Grammar the student body was told numerous
times that “if you don’t like it here, then leave.” This phrase
was often spoken as a response to misdemeanours or an
issue with how the school was run. As a public school, there
is a certain expectation that Auckland Grammar should be
accommodating to all groups. So as Van der Linde puts it,
“when the school is predominantly straight males, minorities
still need to be heard and put at the forefront, and this starts
with education.” Education on sexual identity though is not
just something you can tick off. That would be like throwing
a ball once and saying you can play basketball. When in
reality, the differences needed to be talked about, because yes,
basketball and rugby involve throwing a ball, but no, they are
not the same game. So, while education is needed at school,
it is also needed among our peers, our parents and any other
situation where it is appropriate.
All of this only feels like it has only scratched the surface.
I also want to acknowledge Auckland Grammar is only one
school. The one school which I happened to go to, but also
happens to be in the media more than many other schools. So,
all I ask from Auckland Grammar is for them to be proactive
instead of reactive. Acknowledge the problem may go deeper
than you would like to think it does, and instead of saying you
do not tolerate it, educate your students on what acceptance
can look like. This goes for all schools. Just because it may
seem like one comment here or there, those comments may
be having a huge impact on a student’s life. And even if the
impact may not be sudden, there is the potential for it to hold
lifelong significance. And to the students, hold those around
you accountable. You do not have to be part of the community
to understand homophobia is a problem. We have a long way
to go as a society, but even then, everyone I talked to about
this issue was hopeful for change. Not to the point where
homophobia is completely eradicated, but instead to a point
where there is a wider understanding of how we can make
sure people can be who they want to be.
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The Dating App Paradox

By Harry Creevey
There’s a societal narrative that you’ll find love when you’re
not looking for it, and I think for the most part this is true.
You meet a lot of new people and develop your existing
relationships every day. You’re constantly dating whether
you mean to or not and it’s likely somewhere along the line
you’ll find a partner. This is compounded by the fact that
when you’re not looking for a partner, you put more time
into your friends, your hobbies and yourself. All these things
make you happier and being happier, literally, makes you
more attractive.

If you’re constantly seeking out a partner, you eventually
become desperate and the search leaves you feeling
unfulfilled and lonely. In the past this has led me to spiral.
The more desperately I searched, the lonelier I felt and the
more convinced I became that someday I would find ‘the one’
who could save me from myself and make all my loneliness
disappear. But when I eventually did get a boyfriend, I was
still unfulfilled and still lonely, and I was finally forced to
look inwards and consider why. I remember listening to a Ted
Talk by Esther Perel sometime around then and her words
really stuck out to me.

“We come to one person and we basically are asking them
to give us what once an entire village used to provide. Give
me belonging, give me identity, give me continuity, but give
me transcendence, and mystery, and awe, all in one. Give me
comfort, give me edge. Give me novelty, give me familiarity.
Give me predictability, give me surprise.”
I was looking for someone who would give me all of those
things because I didn’t feel I had those things. I didn’t
particularly like what I was studying, and I was spending so
much time looking for a relationship I was neglecting my
friendships. I was trying to find the perfect person to build my
village with and this was preventing me from improving the
one I had already built. You have to be able to balance your
life and your relationship and placing too much importance on
the latter prevents you from enjoying the former.

desire for a relationship, unless you’re incredibly patient and
strong-willed, you almost definitely have a dating app and in
doing do so you’re being active in this search for a partner. I
think this inability to leave things to chance creates a sense
of longing. Longing for something prevents you from being
content and appreciating the things you have. Even if you
say you are content with life, your presence on Tinder says to
yourself that deep down you feel you’re missing something.
This presence is even worse on apps like Grindr because it’s
such a time suck. You never run out of people so you can
spend forever waiting for ‘the one’s faceless torso to message
you, all the while letting your mental health decline further
and further. I’ve mapped the effects of this in a flawed but fun
infographic below.

The TLDR of this for lonely straight people who are
desperately searching for a relationship is that when you put
time into yourself and your other relationships, people will
notice, and love will find you.
The rest of this is for the gays because once again we’ve got a
bit of a shit deal.
The problem is that you are just not as likely to meet people.
Assume you’re straight and think of the number of new people
you see and meet daily. Now consider that only ~5% of the
population is not straight (we don’t actually have very reliable
statistics on this both because it’s not in the census and
because any data collected is self-reported, but that’s an issue
for another day). Specifics aside, doing the quick math, if you’re
gay you’ve got about 1/20th of the dating pool of a straight
person. That doesn’t even factor in that even if people are gay
- a lot of people are not comfortable with their sexualities for
a range of reasons, but the result is still that you haven’t got a
lot of options. In such a small dating pool, there’s also a lot of
crossover. Think of that one group at high school who all dated
each other, that’s basically the New Zealand gay community.
This leaves gay people in a very tricky spot. It’s much harder
to meet people naturally, so it’s much harder to live the reality
of finding a partner when you least expect it. If you have any

I’m also sorry to say I don’t have a solution. Until we have
technology that can find your perfect partner with an
algorithm or until everyone’s gay, the gay dating experience
is here to stay. I would however like you to take note of the
period of stasis before the drop in the infographic. Dating apps
can be used healthily if you are aware of yourself and your
mental health. If you build a good community around you that
helps abate your feelings of loneliness, you’re less likely to rely
on finding happiness by finding ‘the one.’ Instead you can use
dating apps with low investment and capitalise on that sweet
spot where dating apps can’t touch you.
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PUZZLES

Tough Mazes by KrazyDad, Book 16

Minority
Migrant
Ally
Performative
Race

Ginger
Mixed
Space
Resources
Stories

Indigenous
Power
Queer
Domestic
Cookie

Maze #5

Unlearn
Account
Border
Misplace
Aotearoa
KRAZYDAD.COM/PUZZLES

Need the answer? http://krazydad.com/mazes/answers

© 2010 KrazyDad.com

Voting is open for the SRC!
Vote for someone who makes sure your voice is heard at AUT
Voting is open for the Student Representative Council
elections! Check out candidates' campaigns so you can
vote for who best represents YOU. For more info:
www.autsa.org.nz/elections or email autsa@aut.ac.nz
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Want to see
your work in
Debate?
Debate is nothing without its contributors. Whether
it's poetry, hard-hitting journalism, or some good old
shitposting you want to share, come hit us up. We might
even chuck some $$$ your way to help fund those text
books you can no longer afford because you spent all
your course related cost money during O-week.
Shhh we won't tell.

we're here
for you!

The team at AUTSA are here to help.
Make the most of our many services such as Advocacy, Clubs,
Volunteering, Foodie Godmother, and contributing to Debate Mag!
Any questions or concerns can be sent to autsa@aut.ac.nz
For more info, head to autsa.org.nz
We'd love to hear from you!
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THE 2020 GENERAL ELECTION
AND REFERENDUMS

Enrol by 16 August
to make voting
quick and easy.
Do it online with your
NZ driver licence or
passport at vote.nz
0800 36 76 56

