
Welcome to the first Alumni newsletter for 2016.

What’s happening at Dara?

2015 Year 12 academic results

We had a very successful 2015 Academic Year with 194 students receiving an ACT Senior Secondary Certificate. (The 
old Year 12 Certificate. The even OLDER Higher School Certificate!) Of these, 158 students, about 82%, also received an 
ATAR which is an Australian Tertiary Admission Rank. 

Six students received an ATAR above 99 and 29 students (18%) gained an ATAR over 90. Student Oliver 
Levi-Malouf topped the list with 99.95, the highest possible. 

Then to round off an already successful year for 
Oliver, he won the $500 “College Express 7” Ray 





Ex-staff  news

Mrs Tracy Lee

Many students will remember Tracy who retired in 2014. Tracey taught English – and was a 
well-loved PCA - for many years before deciding to make a sea change to the South Coast. 

Rather than taking up the typical coastal retirement pursuits of fishing and waiting for the 
Bingo to start at the local RSL Club, she took the opportunity to embark on a life-long goal 
to write a novel. 

The result was a book entitled “What Remains”, which is a murder mystery set in 
Bungendore.  It is available now as an eBook (approx. $7) at the following address 
<http://bookstore.xlibris.com/Products/SKU-001034602/What-Remains.aspx>, or as a 
soft or hard cover book.  





John Woodland (1990)

Speaking of published articles, John Woodland (now Sean Woodland) is a very clever Australian comedian 
and writer, much in demand on the comedy circuit winning many of the competitions held around the 
country. He also had a very funny (and thought provoking) piece published entitled “How to – be Mitchell 
Pearce”. (Again, if you want to read the piece, it is also at the end of this email.)

Kim Huynh (1995)

Kim - BA (Hons) PhD International Relations- and who now Lectures in Politics and 
International Relations at the ANU, had an article published in a variety of media including 
the Sydney Morning Herald detailing exactly why he prefers living in Canberra. I have 
copied the story into the end of this email.

Adam Hyde (2008)

Adam is one half of the award winning band “Peking Duk”. Their biggest hit “High” reached 
number 5 on the ARIA Singles Chart; achieved a triple platinum certification; won the ARIA 
Award for Best Dance Release with music producer James Wilton and Best Dance Release at 
the ARIA Music Awards of 2014. 

They have performed at various festivals such as the Falls Festival, Splendour in the Grass, 
Parklife Music Festival, Shore Thing, Big Day Out and Stereosonic. They have also twice 
scored in the top 10 in Triple J’s hot 100 competitions.

Lucy Matthews (2010). 

Lucy and Miriam Slater (Class of 2011) presented a musical at The Belconnen Arts Centre  over January 
which was written and produced by Lucy. Other former students are performing in it 
were Kat Bramston (2007) and Francis McNair (2010) while Jaimy Collins (2010) was stage 
manager. 

Jack Ward (2011)

Currently flying around the Northern Territory as a charter flight pilot.

Nick Kyrgios (2102)

There’s really nothing I can say about Nick that you don’t know already. Pictured right is Nick playing 
basketball at the College late last year.

Class reunions for 2016
I am currently planning Reunions for the Classes of  1976, 1986, 1996 and 2006. They will be held in October and early 
November this year so can I ask that you all start spreading the word now through Facebook, emails or any other of these 
new fangled methods that use the Interweb. I’ll post up details on the Alumni web site when everything is finalised.

And finally…Footy Tipping
Yes, love them or hate it, the Alumni footy tipping competitions will be back for 2016. Both Rugby League and Union. I’ll 
send you out a reminder and the links when the tables are finalized.

Thank you for your interest. The next newsletter will go out in Term 2.





How to – Be Mitchell Pearce.

Just when everyone thought that his performances 
in State of Origin were the greatest embarrassments 
Mitchell Pearce would ever suffer……..

Rugby league does a lot of good for the community. 
Keeping the prison population down for one.

The game was built on controversy. To this day it is 
what feeds it. Bringing the game into disrepute is nigh 
on impossible. What happens off the field is often more 
exciting than what happens on it. Rugby league is the 
Woman’s Weekly of sport. But, it tries hard. 

The NRL (Neanderthals Running Loose) provides 
courses for players on how to treat women. I would 
have thought that if you need a course on how to treat a 
woman, when you go to bed at night, it should be in an 
orange jumpsuit and your door should be bolted from 
the outside.

The NRL is an advocate for White Ribbon Day which 
is a bit like Ivan Milat promoting safe hitchhiking.

Past players and beacons of morality Mark Geyer 
and Matty Johns are employed to guide the public 
through the societal issues of the day on radio. Whether 
it be multiculturalism, homophobia or politics. Anything 
but how to beat the shit out of strangers or gangbang the 
emotionally vulnerable.

Mal Meninga pours himself a beer, Greg Bird pisses 
on a cop car and who knows how many of them beat 
their wives. Entitled men with the IQ’s of zucchini are 
being deified by our children.

The only reason I’d ever encourage my kids to get an 
NRL players signature is to collect a DNA sample. Maybe 
I’m jealous. I could never have been a professional rugby 
league player as I’ve no idea how to shave my legs or 
operate an X-Box.

The media is awash with Mitchell Pearce simulating 
a sex act with a dog and pissing himself. Should he be 
sacked for either? Probably not. The non-consensual 
slobbering on a woman’s face, however, has barely rated 
a mention. Does this menace have a mum or sister?

But, it’s not all their fault. It’s ours too. We are the 
sychophants. We put them on a pedestal of which they 
are undeserving. Because they’re good at something. A 
staggeringly brutal sport.

You think the sponsors care? The sponsors product 
is what got Pearce in the state he was in. Footballers are 
simply mobile, advertising sandwich boards for them.

Just as there’s probably a very good reason Mitchell’s 
dad, Wayne Pearce doesn’t drink, there’s also a good 
reason the Romans used to kill or keep captive the 
gladiators once their entertainment obligations had been 
fulfilled.

Testosterone-fuelled men are idiots, especially when 
they’re young and in groups. I know, I was one. I still 
love getting as full as a caterpillar’s sock drawer on 
the drink, but I know to leave women, children, other 
people and poodles alone when I do. I always did. 
Famous footballers are not held to the same standards 
of accountability as everyone else, so disaster is always, 
merely pending.

It is the parents’ fault, too. Excited, blinded even by 
the joy of having a family member excel at something. 
They enable, albeit usually unintentionally.

It is the fault of the people who run the game and 
conducted themselves in the same way twenty years 
before. Do as I say, not as I did. Let’s tick all the politically 
correct boxes and go on our merry way.

It is the fault of uncoordinated, white-collar 
parasites who, unstatisfied with having climbed a less 
masculine path to success in the business sector surround 
themselves with these modern day gladiators, feeding 
off their fame like filthy leeches. Russell Crowe as a role 
model?

And, it’s Pearce’s fault, and Blake Ferguson’s, and 
Andrew Johns’, and Craig Field’s, and all the other 
knuckle dragging, slow learners for being massive 
dickheads.

How on earth anyone with a level of respect for 
Indigenous Australians can celebrate Australia Day is 
entirely beyond me anyway, but that’s another matter. 
Mitchell Pearce trending above Noel Pearson on Twitter. 
There’s our problem, right there.

Who knows if Mitchell Pearce is a good bloke or 
not. I certainly don’t. He obviously shouldn’t drink, 
and anyone who poses in a photo with other men like 
the one attached has serious ego problems. What I 
do know is, he’s a performer, a circus act, who allows 
me to live vicariously through a television screen, 


