L I M&A’f T

A JOURNAL OF HISTORICAL & CULTURAL STUDIES

Drink your orange juice on a Thursday

Angela Jones
Edith Cowan University

Drink your orange juice on a Thursday” is a beat poem chronicling the journey of two fallen
academics united by social justice education. The poem explores the rise and fall of tenure,
depicting their cycles of being adored by management for productivity, cherished by diverse
students for support, and ultimately fired for their unwavering values. It captures the heartache
and joy of true solidarity.
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They hate us:
You
with your mop of curled hair
sharp wit and sardonic stare.
Me
thick rimmed spectacles
red streaks
brown roots inching through.
We sit as one, drinking orange juice
on a rain-bleached
railway sleeper bench.
It's a Thursday in December,
we remember

they hate us.

They loved us once.

When we taught
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bums on seats.
Future thinkers;
engineers;

creative change makers;

designers and professors.

-Future bench sitters

They loved us once.
We gave them what they
wanted.
Souls?
Extracted from
lifeless remains.
Cerberus sucked souls.
Neoliberal lips hollow,
elongate hours,
exhume
thought
cavern skulls,

even exhales are devoured

-souls were the upsize

They loved us once.

We wrote all the papers,

Saw all the faces
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of the wily and wicked
students

Not GPT but chat with those
who no one else would see —
The same people

believed

those students never

should

have

been

here

- but they were.

We loved them once
upon a time, when we could be
heroes
save the souls of
those who strove
for greatness,
who
were outsiders to
words
and
wankers
and

wizard level
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bureaucracy.

They loved us once.
We saw their faces
of malcontent and
misery.
We saw
them
and believed
that
they
should be there
because,
we were all outsiders

there.

-They weren’t there anymore.
They fear us now;
insiders no more.
We still love,
what was loved
by them once before.
We sit here on the railway sleeper bench.
Benched.
Wearing jingle bell earrings
and red slacks.

No presents from that red sack,
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Sacked!

By ex-lovers in Santa hats.

We sit back

and sip that

orange juice, tinged with gin
- the final act.

A shared grin;

tulfilled pact.

Content, knowing,

they hate us.



