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A rort is a rort 
of course, of 
course, unless… 

 

WE SHOULD feel sympathy for 
Scotty From Marketing. No, not 
because he is a misogynistic, 
narcissistic, unempathetic, self-
promoter who can’t seem to get 
anything right, but because he 
has been widely castigated, if 
not damaged, alas, by the 
amount of rorting in which he 
has engaged since taking over. 

 The notion that it reflects 
badly on him for having given 
$150million to marginal coali-
tion seats for some women’s 
toilet blocks and gun club stuff 
the day before the election is 
wrong. Surely it reflects badly 
on those electorates.  

 Okay, they were already 
coalition seats, so they bear 
some measure of 
embarrassment already but if 
their vote rested on the number 
of women’s bums resting on toi-
let seats and whatever goes on 
at gun clubs, where do their pri-
orities lie? 

 And what about this $660 
million carpark rort thingy on 
the same day the dunnies were 
decreed, that completely 
ignored advice about where car-
parks were needed, not least 
evidenced by the fact they still 
haven’t been built?  

 Does rather reprise the old 
adage of the fool and his respon-
sibility. 

 Fool me once, shame on 
Scummo. Fool me twice, well, 
shame on Scummo too, but 

shame on voters swayed by 
something so lame as asphalt. 

 In truth, did the 
environment, climate change, 
public housing, healthcare, social 
welfare, wealth inequality, edu-
cation, and unfair tax breaks for 
the rich rank below somewhere 
to park on Monday morning? 

Not really Coalition concerns 
apparently.  But there are two 
problems associated with this 
method of governance : Firstly, 
won’t every seat become mar-
ginal eventually as those seats 
who missed out vote elsewhere 
and those that got stuff expect 
more?  

Secondly, and more impor-
tantly, what will be the 

rort-de-jour come the eve of the 
next election? 

 This is where Scummo 
earns his (our) money. It’s got to 
be something we don’t need, but 
sounds like we do, but equally 
something we won’t notice 
when it isn’t built. 

 Coal mines or gas plants? 
Hmm, tried that. Yoga rooms for 
libraries? Ditto.  How about 
mega bottle shops in each mar-
ginal electorate?  

 Nah, Woolies have that 
sewn up already.  

 Sports bars with TABs at 
libraries? Now we’re talking. 
Just look for the door right next 
to 663.2, where you’ll find these: 



Hurley Vineyard Balnarring 
Mornington Peninsula 
Garamond Pinot Noir 2019, $75 
(Bottle No.3211). A sign of 
advancing years this was first 
choice among the boys on the 
weekend getaway, and much mirth 
amid universal approval. 9.6/10.

Hurley Vineyard Balnarring 
Mornington Peninsula 

'Lodestone' Pinot Noir 2019 $70 
(bottle no.0300). I have long kept 

Hurley's pinots for special 
occasions, and last night was one. 

Friday, cold and a good footy 
match. Like a Coalition carpark the 

good game never eventuated, but 
the wine rescued the night. 9.5/10.

Quarisa Nouveau Pinot Noir 
2021, $? Despite the playful label 
married with pinot, a contradiction 
in terms, this is very drinkable gear 
and would get my vote with any 
duck sausage at election day barbe‐
cues. 8.9/10. 

Quarisa Nouveau Riesling 2021, 
$? Is this Australia's only riesling 
that doesn't come in a tall bottle? 

Fair enough, it's more sav blanc or 
gris a than old‐school riesling any‐

way … maybe that's why they call it 
Nouveau? 8.9/10. 

 

Mount Eyre Vineyards Hunter 
Valley Three Ponds Grosser 
Semillon 2021, $35. This looks 
really classy. As everyone knows, a 
black label with even blacker 
embossed text means posh and 
people will vote for it. There’s an 
idea Scummo. 9.4/10.

Mount Eyre Vineyards Hunter 
Valley Three Ponds Grosser 

Fiano 2021, $35. Yes, the sexy 
label comes in fiano too. Not quite 

as much depth of posh (and charac‐
ter) as the semillon, but still 

possibly the only black label fiano 
in the country, and one of the 

smartest. 9.4/10.


