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Mei-Wei Teh   
   As a newbie to snow sports I was a tad 
hesitant to commit to three full days in the 
snow, but between the bachelor pad that is 
M elbourne Uni Ski Lodge and Daff?s 
M asterchef-esque cooking skills, I?m already 
getting hyped for Snow Camp 2017. 
Whether you?re more about a reflective read 
by the fireplace or a hard-core 9-5 shred, 
Buller has it all, made that much sweeter by 
the bunch of legends that came along for the 
ride. 
   M ost of the beginners among us started 
with a lesson, while the more experienced 
shredders clipped in and headed straight for 
the peaks. We tended to brave the slopes in 
small packs, partially to keep an eye out for 
each other, but mainly to make sure we 
didn?t miss out on any monumental stacks. 
As equally satisfying as the intense hours of 
skiing/snowboarding were the pit-stop lunch 
and hot chocolate breaks. We had the option 
of dining at one of the welcomingly toasty 
restaurants on the mountain or venturing 
back to the lodge which was less than a 
5-minute stroll away from the mountain. 
Despite the bruises and creaky limbs, all 
those that ventured out to the slopes 
returned to the lodge content, often with a 

piping hot bag of doughnuts in hand and (if 
you?re lucky) a few more Pokémon in the 
bank.
   Dinner time was a definite highlight as we 
were treated to Daff?s amazing cooking skills 
including a slow-cooked pulled pork burger 
that I still catch myself daydreaming about. 
We welcomed the evening in style: animal 
onesies on night one and retro ski gear on 
night two (any excuse for Aridas to break out 
the speed-dealer sunnies). The games 
continued on into the night with the classic 
crowd favourites beer pong, flip cup and 
karaoke up for offer. After a solid boogie and 
a drink or five, we migrated to Kooroora 
Hotel, the local watering hole. A hot tip 
from personal experience is that the road 
leading up to the pub is slippery, and the 
chances of stacking are significantly increased 
after losing a game of beer pong. 
   We received a few hesitant side glances 
from fellow pub-goers, most likely explained 
by the fact that the majority of us showed up 
our animal onesies. A late-night boogie was 
the perfect way to cap of a long day of 
shredding and, if you were brave enough to 
make it 3am, you would be treated to a 
collective belting of ?That?s Amore?. 
   Despite the lack of hot tub, Snow Camp 

was a solid 11/10: the perfect romantic 
getaway for (thirty) two before heading back 
for another semester. A massive thank you to 
Gus and all the legends in the LSS for 
organising the trip and getting us home in 
one piece - there?s snow way I would miss 
Snow Camp 2017: the skiquel.
Mei-Wei Teh is a first-year JD student

Snow Cam p 2016: T he Skiquel



2 | De Minimis
www.deminimis.com.au

Should You Be Applying For Clerkships?
An Honest (and Unsponsored) Assessment

Jacob D ebets & Ors. 
   It?s late July and you?re just entering into your fourth semester at 
M elbourne Law School. That can mean only one thing. Clerkship 
applications have opened and it?s all any of your friends can f* * king 
talk about. 
Students who studied human rights and literature in their undergrad 
are suddenly ?really passionate? about mergers and acquisitions. 
Subscribers to Crikey and Green Left Weekly are suddenly flicking 
through the Australian Financial Review between lectures and 

googling what ?commercial awareness? means. And all anyone can 
think about is how this might be the best chance they?ll get to have 
their PLT subsidised and pay off their law school debts.  
   Given current sponsorship arrangements between the LSS and firms 
offering seasonal clerkships, Jacob Debets asked a few students who 
went through the process last year if they had any (objective) advice on 
the clerkship application experience. Read their responses below. 
Jacob Debets is a third-year JD student and Managing Editor of De M inimis. 
This article was initiated by Jacob in his personal capacity

   This is to those for whom the dark 
undercurrent of commercial law 
sounds dissonant against your personal 
values.
   Take strength in the absurdity of 
their endeavour: a fact of which you are 
aware and they are not.
   Doublethink reigns. The 
competition group propagates 
monopolies. The employment team 
executes redundancies and makes 
disgruntled staff disappear. The 
?Energy? and ?Resources? teams have 
synonymous names, but one is 
concerned with environmental 
conservation and the other its 
destruction. These absurdities go 
unnoticed and unchallenged. 
   You, too, must divide your mind: the 
part that knows and is aware and that 
other that speaks and participates. 
Challenge every assumption with 
which you are presented; you will need 
those thoughts as armament in later 
challenges to the status quo.
   Do so and you will emerge a lawyer 
with the skills and connections to 
make a difference. But don?t lose your 
better self along the way.
Commercial Horcrux, applied for 22 firms; 
clerked at three firms

   Ah, clerkship applications. They 
consume your life, especially in that 
last week, as you frantically finish all 
those cover letters you really should 
have written earlier. And then the 
deadline passes, and you think the 
hard part is over.
N ot even close.
   The hard part is keeping it together 
as invitations to interview come out 
and the first email to land in your 
inbox is a rejection. And the second. 
And the third.
   It is when your friend, who you 
know has the same average as you and 
no better extra-curriculars to their 
name, is interviewing at all the firms 
you really wanted but turned you 
down. When another friend confides 
their distress in not having gotten a 
single interview, and you don?t want 
to tell them you had your first 
interview that morning.
   The experience of being pitted 
directly against your peers is brutal. It 
hurts. So my advice? Be kind to 
yourself. Don?t ride every bump. And 
remember, HR are evil.
Rode the Rollercoaster, applied for 12 firms; 
clerked at 2 firms.

   I came to this realisation when I had spent four 
hours printing and filing because a client decided 
at the last minute he wanted a bunch of 
documents to be single-sided, not double-sided: 
If you collected all the hours I spent on cover 
letters, writing, rewriting, proof-reading and 
re-writing again; the hours I spent on interviews, 
practicing my interview manner, embellishing 
(and yes, sometimes utterly falsifying) stories, and 
going over likely behavioural questions; the hours 
I spent brushing up my "commercial awareness" 
until I could comfortably bullshit about deals and 
markets; then the hours in the process itself: 
interviews, cocktail evenings, second round 
interviews, and then all summer and winter this 
year. 
   If I added all that time up and said, I'm going to 
search far and wide for a job that I actually want 
to do, that reflects my values, that will make me 
happy, and go fucking hard at it -  go as hard as I 
can with all of those hours that I used applying for 
something because of my competition complex 
or FOMO or whatever - just put everything into 
it and let my grades slide and annoy my partner 
and accept all the concessions that I made for the 
clerkship process, but directed all of that towards 
something I really, actually want.
   If I did that, I guarantee you I would be happier 
right now.
Don't believe the hype.
Team Mystic, applied for 14 firms; clerked at three firms 

I 've Been Wear ing the Sam e N ail Polish Since Law Ball 
And Other Thoughts on Surviving the First Semester of the JD

Tess McPhail
   I wore this great crimson coloured nail 
polish to law ball. I realise it is slightly insane 
to pay $50 for someone to scrub your feet and 
paint your toes, but in the wake of our first 
round of assessments, having painted toe nails 
was a small reminder that I once had a life 
outside of the law library. For about a week or 
so looking at my feet made me oddly happy, 
but soon my nails started to grow and the 
paint began to chip. Taking the polish off was 
something I told myself I?d get around to 
when I had the time. The semester marched 
on, SWOT Vac arrived and personal 
grooming went out the window. By the end 
of exams, I?m pretty sure my feet looked liked 
hobbit feet. God help me during the 
N ovember exam period when it?s sandal 

weather!
   Early on in the semester a wise friend in 
second year told me to visualize my life in a 
cup. You have your family obligations, work 
and your social life, and with all of these 
things your cup is pretty full. The thing is, she 
said, law school is its own cup and when you 
pour the contents of the law school cup into 
your life cup you don't have much room for 
anything else. 
   For me, pretty soon into the semester the 
weeks started feeling like waves that I just 
needed to duck under to get through. Just as I 
was coming up for air, another wave came 
rolling in carrying assessment deadlines and 
competition obligations with it. 
   I had been warned that the bell curve was 

tough and that H1s weren?t as easy to come 
by, but I wasn't prepared for law school to 
consume my life the way that it did. I wasn't 
prepared for showing up to class not having 
done the readings, not because I hadn't tried 
to get them done, but because I felt like there 
weren?t enough hours in the day to do 
everything. Gone were the days of rocking up 
to Uni for an hour or two for a couple of 
tutes, I seemed to be at 185 Pelham street 
9am-9pm five days a week. I didn?t have time 
to perfect my work, I just had to get it done 
and keep moving - this was no easy thing to 
accept. 
   Some days I walked into the law building 
feeling like I was all over it. Other days, 
someone might drop a reference to a case 
from way back in week 3 that I had 
completely forgotten (was that the one about 
the tenure                                Continued page 3
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Tilly Houghton
   Before I started law, I asked a JD-Graduate 
friend of mine what I should be prepared to 
expect at law school.  
   She said,  ?Imagine a group of Type A 
overachievers being thrown together in a 
pressure cooker.? 
   And I was like yeah fuck well, I?ve already 
written an honours thesis about suicide so I?m set.  
And I was, in the sense that I had already 
done hours upon hours upon hours of 
reading and spent plenty of nights in my 
pyjamas, crying in front of The Bachelor while 
eating peanut butter from the jar with a 
spoon.  What has surprised me about the JD 
is a) how much I?ve come to love my peers 
and b) how much I compare myself to my 
peers.  I had this mantra for a while that 
went: don?t fucking compare yourself to 
others, idiot, and now it is: DO N OT 
FUCKIN G COM PARE YOUR SELF TO 
OTHER S.  DO N OT. STOP IT. Idiot. 
   Enter my anxiety.  We?re best friends. 
 We?ve known each other since before I 
embraced the fact that I am, and always will 
be, a sad queer girl.  Ours is an uneasy 
relationship in the sense that she has been 
known to make me cry on the tram, but 
when bad shit actually happens she?s like 
?you?ve got this, remember?  We rehearsed 
it.? And I say, ?Yeah and I didn?t get to sleep 
until 4am that night.?
   I am what you would call a functional 
wreck.  Here, look:
Obligations exam? Probs failed (Didn?t).
N ew friends? They?ll realise I?m not funny 
and boring in a fortnight (Didn?t).
Ask a question in class? That?s a fucking 
dumb question (Wasn?t).
Ask her on a date? She won?t respond 
(Didn?t).
   The fear of failure is there, and I?ve 
accepted that, thanks to genetics, it?s not 
going to ever disappear.  What is harder to 
do is find ways of coping that are both 

sustainable in the long term, and not 
self-destructive.  
   Enter therapy.  Everyone should have 
therapy.  It taught me M ental Health 101 
things like: exercise, sleep, eat more/smoke 
less, and practice yoga maybe.  These are 
obvs standard existing things, but you would 
be surprised at how quickly a deficit in one 
can result in you crying on the lawns while 
listening to Childish Gambino (I?m a really 
big advocate for crying in public, btw). 
   The Law School has implemented plenty 
of programs that help in this respect (still not 
going to go running at 8:30am though), but 
the nature of the degree and nature of the 
field means that mental health issues have the 
capacity to run rampant if they?re not 
counteracted by an environment where 
students know that they can speak to people 
about whatever is making them feel a bit sad. 
It?s a tricky coin in the sense that, speaking 
to a lecturer or similar mentor is cool and can 
be helpful, but other times you just need to 
hear it from someone who knows how 
fucking horrible it is trying to read and 
understand a difficult concept (see: 
consideration, ADR).  
   What I?m getting at is that if not everyone, 
then certainly a large number of people, will 
have a day this semester where they are 
internally screaming or amazed that they got 
to uni on time.  That?s so fine and we all 
know it?s fine, but also, no two people have 

the same means of dealing with their shit.  If 
someone says, ?I?m having a fkn shitty day 
mate,? and you say ?Just stay positive and 
think of all the beautiful things in the 
universe, N amaste babe,? they?re probably 
going to think ?Gee wow thanks, didn?t 
realise I could just posi-vibe my way out of 
my very real concerns about my student debt 
and employment prospects?.  
   I am certainly not anti-positive thinking, 
but mental health is one area where I do have 
the confidence to say: I know my shit, and 
this can be frustrating to hear.  If the only 
answer to student wellbeing is to be happy 
and drink more green tea, there's a likely 
chance that a great number of the 
anxious/depressed student populace will feel 
more isolated.  Be supportive, sure, but let 
people have control over how they respond 
to stress, and how they find means of coping 
with the next few years.  See someone 
getting upset in class because maybe the 
discussion marginalises their experience?  Say 
something.  See someone looking kind of 
shitty in line for a coffee?  Don?t say 
something, maybe they?re tired and don?t 
want to talk.  See someone having a cigarette 
on a milk crate next to the entrance crying 
and obviously listening to Beyoncé?  That?s 
just me.  Come say hey.  
Tilly Houghton is a first-year JD student who 
spends a lot of time thinking about bread, and 
Winona Ryder.  

My Anxiety 
and I are Doing 
Great, Thanks

Illustration by third-year JD student Harley Ng

Same nail polish continued
scheme?!?). I?d be convinced that everyone 
else must have cracked the code to this 
whole law school thing and I was in the back 
still trying to figure it out.  
   The thing I noticed was that law school 
can breed a kind of toxic culture. You can 
ask someone how they are coping in the 
hope that they too feel like they are moving 
through the semester as blindly as you are. 
Instead, so often you get the ?I?m fine? 
response. Suddenly you realise you?ve 

entered into a guarded conversation and 
neither one of you wants to call the other?s 
bluff. 
   But then a friend would admit that they 
were struggling and I?d realise that even for 
the most seemingly together student, law 
school is really hard. Acknowledging this 
doesn?t make you any less capable, it?s just 
the nature of this crazy, 3+ year commitment 
we?ve all signed up for. 
   And yes, because it?s hard it can get 
competitive, the sight of the law student 

study area can be anxiety- inducing and 
people can get really, really weird about 
sharing notes. But it also means you are 
forced to stick together. And if I wasn?t at 
this law school, I?d probably miss being a part 
of a community where people actually notice 
if you?re not in class and friends surprise you 
with coffee and chocolate when you are 
having an off day. It?s these little things that 
stand out and make the thought of coming 
back for Semester 2 that little bit easier. 
Tess McPhail is a first-year JD student
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M y first M onday at Commercial & Acumen 
had proven an extraordinary success. 
N ot only had I completed my first task with 
distinction (finding three grammatical errors 
in Major Procurement Contract), I was able to 
leave work at 6.15pm (early enough to appear 
well-rounded, yet late enough to intimidate 
the other clerks).
   The commute home was nothing short of 
jubilant, although my throat was feeling sore, 
and my back ached slightly. But surely that 
would pass. 
   By the time I was in bed I had started to 
shake. M y temperature rose and fell rapidly. I 
began to panic. I CAN N OT get sick?  I 
only have three weeks?  Every day is 
essential! Cold sweat filled my bed. 
   By the morning I was feverish. M y mind 
raced. I couldn?t think incisively, impactfully, 
pragmatically. I was useless. I couldn?t work. 
I called in sick.
   At lunch-time I received a message from 
Only Bearable Clerk, ?Want to grab lunch??, 
it read. I responded, ?I?m really sick, but 
hope to be back soon?. I tried to mute the 
panic gripping my entire being. ?Don?t 
appear weak?, I whispered to myself. Five 
minutes later I got a reply, ?N o grad job for 
you. Just kidding haha. Get better soon?. 

Fuck you, Only Bearable Clerk. Fuck you.
   As the fever got worse and two days of 
sick-leave came and went, my mind 
wandered. It wandered to what awaited me 
upon my return. I saw my supervisor. I saw 
her disapproving stare. I saw myself being 
lead down the 26th floor corridor, naked 
before The Practice Team. I heard a bell, and 
a chorus of voices as I walked?
*  shame ?  shame ?  shame ? *
?  and on it went.
   After four days I returned to work. ?Don?t 
worry, you can?t choose when you get sick?, 
clerk after clerk comforted me, their delight 
cascading out of them despite their best 
efforts to appear sincere.
   However, all things considered, the next 
week went well. M y spirit began to return. I 
was impactful. I was incisive. I was 
pragmatic. I was back in the game.
   The Friday of the penultimate week 
presented a new challenge. It was results day 
at University. I yearned to check. But it was 
dangerous. Another slip and my number 
would surely be up. At 5.30pm I decided to 
risk it. It would only take a minute, after all.
   I navigated to the Exams and Results page 
and selected the Juris Doctor. The screen 

went white. In the reflection of my computer 
monitor I noticed a silhouette behind me. 
M y stomach dropped. I swiveled in my chair, 
apprehensively. To my horror, there stood 
Silent Partner. ?Ah, results day. How I miss 
it?, he sighed. ?Well then, let?s see how you 
went?.
   I turned back to the monitor and scanned 
the page. M y stomach dropped to new lows. 
M y first result read ?Ethics ? 73 (H2B)?.  ?A 
73? An H2B? That must be a mistake?, I 
thought?  ?I N EVER get H2Bs?. 
   To my surprise Silent Partner was smiling 
at me. ?Your lowest mark. I take it??, he 
asked. ?Yes?, I replied sheepishly. ?And in 
ethics too?, he smirked. He paused, and as he 
turned, he said, ?I think you will fit in well 
here?.
   Relief washed over me. Pride, even.
   But somewhere, in the deepest recesses of 
my conscience, I thought that, just for a 
moment, I heard something. A bell. Some 
voices maybe. I felt exposed. But it was gone, 
merely a whisper on a gust of wind.
*  shame ?  shame ?  shame ? *
Have a funny clerkship story but still want a 
grad job? Send it to mlsdeminimis@gmail and 
we?ll publish it anonymously.

Sarah Goegan and Tom Monotti
   This week we review Ex Machina, directed 
by Alex Garland and starring Domhnall 
Gleeson, Oscar Isaac and Alicia Vikander. 
Domhnall Gleeson plays Caleb, a 
programmer who wins the opportunity to 
spend a week at the secluded home of his 
company?s enigmatic founder, N athan 
(Oscar Isaac). Caleb arrives to discover he 
has been chosen to be the human 
component in a Turing test -  N athan has 
created an AI, named Ava (Alicia Vikander). 
Over the course of the week, Caleb finds 
himself immeasurably engaged with an AI 
that perfectly replicates human emotions, 
and starts to question the motives of her 
creator.
   T : Writer/director Alex Garland is a 
notorious figure in British sci-fi who has 
crafted a fascinating film, full of complex 
ideas about humanity and its ability to be 
replicated by artificial intelligence. Easily the 
best scenes are those between Domnhall 
Gleeson and Alicia Vikander. 

 

  S: I agree, Tom. Also, this is Alex Garland?s 
directorial debut - it?s fantastic. He?s brought 
together three great actors who are at the top 
of their games at the moment. 
   T : He certainly did, yes. 
   S: The dialogue is so nuanced. While 
we?re first drawn in by the conundrum of 
whether Ava can truly feel emotions, what 
we ultimately realise, however (or at least, 
what I drew from it), is that the film is asking 
us about what is the nature of ?humanity?, 
and is this something we should truly be 
seeking to replicate? Without giving too 
much away, the ending is made all the more 
shocking and confronting by these 
realisations - does Ava actually feel empathy, 
or do we just want her to have that capacity? 
   T : Those definitely are the compelling 
questions, and we remain engaged with 
them by the conspiracy of the story. For 
instance, we don?t know what the test is for, 
or how far it?s going to go. That?s what 
makes it such good writing! 

   S: Absolutely. Plus, it gets bonus points for 
building such an intense atmosphere, but one 
which is broken in one scene by what is 
probably one of the best dance sequences I?ve 
ever seen on film - and still continue as if 
nothing happened. But, when you consider 
it further, this particular scene, as a plot 
device, conveys so much about N athan in 
such a simple and effective way.
   T : I agree entirely. I love N athan?s 
character, someone who is bored because he 
sees himself as more intelligent than others. 
I?m very glad Alicia Vikander won an Oscar, 
although it should have been for this film. 
And Ex Machina was well-deserving of its 
special effects Oscar, particularly for an 
independent film with a small budget. 
   S: Agreed. Alex Garland has created three 
complex, fascinating characters, who each 
represent distinct aspects of human nature. I 
think the humanity/technology binary is also 
conveyed perfectly by the use of lighting and 
setting - for example, N athan?s ultra-modern 
home is set in a beautiful forest environment. 
I could talk about Ex M achina all day, so I?ll 
conclude by giving it a 5/5. This was one of 
my favourite movies of 2015. 
T : M e too, 5/5. 
Sarah Goegan and Tom Monotti are both 
third-year JD students
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