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EX-POLICEMAN

AIDS BURSAR
A disabled messenger in

LC. has been forced by the

college to remain on per-

manent early shift (6.30 a.m.

to 3.30p.m.). The messen-

ger, feeling entitled to have

some turns on the later shift

9a.m. to 6p.m.) made a re-

quest to the establishment

office and gave details of his

travelling difficulties. The

messenger is a polio victim

and wears an iron caliper on

his leg. This fact and the un-

reliability of public trans-

port makes it necessary for

him to rise at 5 a.m. every

day, and even then he might

reach college late.

The request was looked

into by the College and then

considered by the College’s

Messengers and_ Security
Guards Consultative Com-

mittee. Mr. Seaford, the Bur-

sar, is chairman of the com-

mittee which is a bit like

“JURGO” used to be. On
the consultative committee

— annoyingly it was repor-

ted to Mr. Seaford by the

head messenger Mr. Bass-

horn — an ex-police detec-

tive-sergeant — that he had

‘proceeded’ to the address of

the messenger concerned and

paced the distance from his

house to the bus-stop; then

checked the early bus and

train times and calculated

that the disabled messenger

had ‘no valid reason for

wishing to change his work-

ing hours.’

One would think that Lon-

don Transport alone would

provide a reason for fair

treatment — but no! The

movements of a _ disabled

man who asks for fair treat-

ment are subjected to de-

tective style investigations.

If members of the College

authorities have time to

spare undertaking such in-

human acts they should be

sacked!

Lord Penney, IC Union,

ICNUPE, Presidential candi-

dates what are you doing?

300th issue
Yes! This really is is the 300th issue

of FELIX, you are reading. For revelations

of how our paper was in the past see page 5

SILLY ASSAS
Certain residents in South

Side were thought to be dis-

tinctly embarrassed by a ser-

ies of posters which appeared

overnight last Friday adver-

tising an alleged YEUK-

SOC presentation, namely

“THE KEYSTONE LOCK-

SMITHS,” the stars of

which you can_ probably

guess, so we won't bother to

name names. (In any case,

the next issue of PRIVATE

I.C. will probably tell you).

An agile collection of critical

comments such as ::The key

to all your problems” (Brass-

workers Weekly), “What

brilliant acting” (.C. Main-

tainance) (their bad spelling,

not ours), “Watch this pair”

(Head of C.I.D.) and “It’s on

the level, Bugsie”’ (The

Quality Street Gang) added
further amusement. Regret-

tably, few people saw the

notice, which was at one

time displayed on_ every

landing in South Side, due to

certain residents of South

Side hurriedly removing
them to avoid further em-

barrassment to themselves.

PIERS COMMENTS

Last week some I.C. stu-

dents, acquaintances of Mr.

Steve Cooke, stole about
1000 copies of SENNET

(which had been delivered

one day late) from the Un-
ion Office. I realise that the

persons concerned probably
disagree with many opinions
expressed in SENNET, but
I do not feel that this justi-
fies them preventing the

great mass of LC. students
from reading such views —

we can all make up our own

minds!

I, and my friends, have

never prevented literature of

right wing opinon (eg; the
Broadsheets, Private I.C.) be-

ing circulated or disturbed.

We believe that there must
always be free discussion —

without it people will never

be able to form their own

ideas.

We find the actions of

those persons reprehensible;

I am the more concerned be-
cause many people who have

taken exception to some

points in previous issues of

SENNET found this issue

“much better,” yet it is be-

ing denied from most stu-

dents (unless I can get hold

of more copies at the ex-

pense of other students else-

where).

This is not the first time

in LC. that persons on the

extreme right have done this

sort of thing. Two years ago

such persons stole posters,

publicity and petitions which

were part of the campaign to

change the Union’s Consti-

tution; one year ago such

persons tried to beat me up;

more recently they have

been manhandling women of

different, yet perfectly valid,

political views out of LC.

Union and South Side bars;

and most recently they

forced a friend of mine

(Ricardo) into the Round

Pond ‘because they didn’t

agree with him.

We cannot sit back and al-

low these ugly tendencies to

operate as a sort of “vigi-

lante squad.” The situation

is serious — that is why

Ricardo decided to take two

of the persons who helped

drag him to the Pond to

court; but this is not

enough — we must all be on

our guard.

I have asked the Deputy
President to do what he can

to bring the students who

stole the copies of SENNET

before Council for discip-

linary action. As I under-

stand it, these people have

been stealing Union proper-

ty, since SENNET is dis-

tributed under the auspices

of .C.U. I hope that anyone

who knows anything about

the matter will inform Tony

Liv.

SENNET STOLEN

Kirkham, and that anyone

who has any influence over

Mr. Cooke will point out to

him that if he is a respon-

sible member of Council he

will say who stole the

SENNETS—he admits that

he knows, but refuses to tell.

Yours,

Piers Coroyn,

Editor of SENNET.

News In Brief
FELIX wonders why the

new, and very welcome, PRI-

VATE LC. contains so many

references to Dennis “3

arrests” Taylor and Steve

“Capitalism works” Cooke.

The latter is described in the
organ as “infamous” and

“well known head of Ges-

tapo at LC.” and is thought

to condone stealing copies of

SENNET anda little healthy

queer-bashing. Messrs. (in-

deed) Taylor and Cooke,

whilst peddling copies last

week, strenuously denied any

connection with the organ.

If this is really yet another

ego-trip medium, it seems to

be rather a costly one. Evi-

dently the disposal of 2000

copies is proving more dif-

ficult than anticipated, and
heavy losses will have to be

borne personally by the
backers’ overdrafts.

Rumours that there are

no women available for the

Carnival Computer Dating

Scheme are categorically de-

nied.

A park bench still serves

as a useful adjunct to the

seating available in Fal-

mouth Hall.

The Chairman of the Con-

servative Society is rumoured

to have declined to speak in

the recent debate concerning

whether or not socialism is

a worthless dream. Could

the present lamentable fail-

ure of the Tories (“Force

them to resign” — P. Gil-

lette) to make capitalism

work, as witnessed ‘by their

attempt to get an incomes

policy in all but name, be

giving him troubles?

The Lyon Playfair Library

will be open during the

Easter vacation (apart from

8th to 14th April) from 9.30

am. to 9.30p.m. on Mon-

days to Fridays, and from

930ame.to 5.30pm. on

Saturdays.

Uncle Bill informs us that

Prof. Ball will be Dean of

The Royal School of Mines.

Steve Cooke admits to

having a pile of SENNETS

in the back of his car (red

very noisy M.G. Midget).

When is the abysmal Cooke

going to return these stolen

goods at present in his pos-

session?

McCullough’s bumf sheet

is apparently posted in every

bog in College — is this part

of his campaign for soft

paper, or does it point to

something more fundamen-

tal ?

The protracted postal

strike must have caused

slight consternation in the

College Bookshop which ap-

peared to be well stocked

with St. Valentines Day

cards.

The Rag Mag should be

out by the end of term; ap-

parently good and filthy.

Peter Hain, well known

anti-apartheid campaigner,

and lately a student at LC,

is now a first year student

in economics at Queen Mary

College.
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SHORT STORY by Ian car
‘I don’t think we were

human.”

The shadow from one of

the decaying college build-

ings put me in dark and

Leper in light, where we

stood in what had been a

road.

‘It wasn’t so much what

showed on the surface, it was

a rotting from within,’ I con-

tinued, ‘an emotional dead-

ness that ate your mind

slowly until you suddenly

realised the place itself was

dehumanising you.’ It just

seemed like a bad dream be-

ing brought back to mind by

the sight of the collapsing

buildings and withered con-

necting roads, shrivelled to

winding paths. I was taking

Leper on a guided tour of

the ruins of Imperial College,

a place I grew up in.

“Where did you spend your

time?’ he asked, ‘Did you

live here?’

I nodded. You could see

the halls through the gap in

the houses where the Maths
annexe: had gradually rotted

away leaving an untidy hole

by the side of the road. We

walked that way.

‘The halls are the few of

the college buildings which
have been kept up in any

way’, I said. ‘A tribute to the

architects and college plan-

ners, I suppose. As we

strolled closer we could

just make out the shapes of
the animals pacing behind

the bars where I remembered

there had once been windows.

‘I can’t remember when they

were converted into a zoo, if

converted is the right word.’

We didn’t go too near but
I described what the Maths

Annexe was like and pointed

out the bomb crater where

its big brother the Huxley

Building had been.

‘It was the only way to get

rid of it,’ I explained.

Leper was fascinated by

the ghostlike, menacing air

of the festering ruins.

“You honestly spent 3

years among these?’, he

asked me, incredulously.

‘That’s what [’m trying to

explain’, I said, almost

laughing; it was long enough
ago to be nothing much but

vaguely funny now. ‘It was

a creeping anaesthesia which
slowly burned away most of
the part of your mind that

cared, and changed the way
we were. You have to have

experienced it to appreciate
it.’

Leper shook his head,

wonderingly. “Three years’,

he whispered to himself

again.

‘Well, two and a half to

be honest. The Authorities
isolated me for my last six

months here because I was

having a bad effect on the

other students. It had some-

thing to do with the way I
kept screaming and frothing

at the mouth while I was
wandering around the col-

lege.’ I smiled ruefully.

I. took my companion
round to where the Queen’s

Tower had once stood proud

and useless, but now slumped

limply with its top almost

touching the ground, not

nearly so proud but equally

useless. While we were there

I showed him the large pool

of solidified glass which glis-

tened nearby.

‘Chain’s palace,’

him, ‘until it melted.’

We had met no one on our
travels; in the distance you

could just hear the sounds

of London carrying on as

normal some safe distance

from the diseased spot.

From there we wandered

northwards, skirting piles of

rubble where College Block

had been. I talked about the

changes that the College

society had inflicted unob-

trusively but inexorably upon

its victims, without realising

the mortal damage it was

causing to itself in reaction.

Soon we stood by the empty

shell of the Physics building.

‘I think it was in the

Physics and Maths Depart-

ments that the rot in the col-

lege itself first began to

show.’ I remarked. ‘The Col-

lege administration became

terribly overworked trying to

make everything go like

clockwork, and weren’t

always able to wind up all

the lectures every morning.

Some of the staff started act-

ing human and the system

began to fall apart slowly but

I told

obviously. Student intake

dropped and the college

disease started to manifest

itself in the buildings. You

can see how far it has gone

now’. The smell from the de-

caying Union building was

becoming unbearable so we

decided to call it a day.

Along past the charred

skeleton of Chem. and Aero.

Eng. we walked, further by

the twisted and convoluted

stone sculpture the R.S.M.

had turned into, ghastly and

immovable, past that we

walked, heading back to civil-

isation.

Leper was still entranced

by his view of the mounder-

ing campus, incredulous that

people could ever have lived

and worked there.

‘But didn’t anyone care?

Anyone?’ he kept asking.

‘Oh yes, some _ people

cared, but you had to find

them. And they were few and

far between, for the whole

purpose of the place was to

stop you caring. Stop you

feeling anything but dead.

When the area was finally de-

clared a disaster area almost

half the population had to be

put to sleep as the only mer-

ciful solution to the way they

were.’

Leper said no more, but

walked deep in thought. I
looked ahead. In the dis-

tance the boundary wall was

visible, and with it the decon-

tamination zone coming

slowly nearer.

WOOFF ‘71
Expedition to the

Woolwich Free Ferry

11 a.m. saw seven intrepid

explorers set off in two cars

to The Prospect of Whitby,

via Waitrose for essential

fodder, and thence to the

Woolwich Free Ferry. _Des-

pite the second car being

shaken off in some drag

racing around Buck House

arrival was beautifully syn-

chronised.

Once on the ferry we dis-

tributed apples and cheese

and had a picnic. Despite

Andy Hinchcliff being called
a skinhead by some gypsies

a good time was had by all.

Sadly the ferry reached the
foreign land south of the
river in about a minute, so

the picnic was hastily ad-
journed to a nearby round-

about where we were amused

by a chopper motorbike that

wouldn’t start.

Deciding not to go to

Melanie’s flat we returned via

the ferry, holding a beauty

competition on the way, post-

haste to the Prospect where

we just missed closing time.

The expedition was then ad-

journed severally to the

V&A museum, and Virgin
Records in Oxford St. (where

we found it hard to get in).

Two more members of the

expedition arrived at the
Prospect late and reluctantly

stayed there for an hour.

While in the East End we

decided to visit the Lambor-

ghini agents. We were amaz-

ed to notice the salesroom

door unlocked, and on fur-

ther inquiry, we found inside

two Lambos with the keys in

the lock. At this point Andy

ejaculated in his jeans and

we later rang the garage to

beg a test drive in a Miura
(without success).

This expedition was twice

the size of the soggy Neasdex

"70. Further plans involve an
expedition to the disused

Boreham Wood _§ studios
(Borex ’71) and to Durham

Castle (Durex °71).

LC. SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA

Conductor: JAMES STOBART

Piano: JOHN BARSTOW

Great Hall, I.C.

Wednesday 17 March 1971

Praeludium Patric Standford

Piano Concerto 4 Beethoven

Symphony 8 Dvorak

Tickets at the door 25p

yourself.

out 90

promising young managers.

Write for details to:

THE UNIVERSITY OF WARWICK

BUSINESS GRADUATE ?

Increasingly this question will be asked. When planning
your own career you will want to consider the possibilities

The School of Industrialand Business Studies offers twelve
month programmes leading to Masters degrees in Manage-
ment and Business Studies, | r

Operational Research or Industrial Relations. ;

Ab laces will be available in these programmes this
year. Applicants, normally in their twenties, should have
an honours degree or equivalent professional qualification;
two or more years’ business experience is also an advantage.
Grants are available from the Social Science Research
Council and other sources. Some companies also sponsor

THE REGISTRAR,

UNIVERSITY OF WARWICK,

COVENTRY CV4 7AL.

stating area of interest and quoting reference M/71/37.

Management Science and

CULTURE COLUMN

Dramsoc
Melodrama is a style of entertainment rarely seen in college

surroundings, and this is the first time that the well-known

Victorian classic, “The Murder of Maria Marten’, has ever

been performed at I.C.

The play is in fact an adaptation of a true story; the main
events took place in Polstead, Suffolk in 1827. William

Corder, the son of a country squire, seduced a local village

girl (Maria Marten), and later murdered her and secreted

her body to avoid scandal and to save his reputation. Maria’s

mother experienced recurring dreams after the death in which

she saw the murder taking place, and as a result William

Corder was eventually brought to justice and hanged in 1828

at Bury Gaol. His fame grew; his naked body was exhibited

to the public for some days after the hanging, and many
young ladies queued to see it (he was apparently very well

endowed) and afterwards it was flayed and his skin used to

bind the books in which his trial was recorded.

This term’s cast is drawn from the cream of the Society’s

acting talent, starring the President as the arch-villain, and

the Vice-President as the female counter villain, as well as

a number of exceedingly sweet and innocent young actresses

(and actors) portraying the equally sweet and innocent

peasantry. Performances will be on 16th to 19th of March.

Verbal contributions from the audience encouraged.

No News
Nobody at the Victoria & Albert and Science Museums

seemed to know anything about the timing and scope of the

impending museum charges, which made the latest FELIX

PROBE a bit of a flop. However, as part of the stand-on-

your-own-two-feet campaign there’s no reason to believe that

we students will get away without paying, so take a look now.

while you can afford it.

The V & A flogs some excellent brass rubbing reproduc-

tions for the mere cost of a FELIX, whilst its special exhibi-

tion (which costs) of costumes from the BBC Henry VIII

series seems to be drawing enormous crowds (to the satis-

faction of the alleged Minister for the Arts, no doubt). How-

ever there’s a free exhibition of furniture and woodwork at

the moment, and the superb permanent collection of antique

musical instruments is fascinating. Unfortunately the juke

box available to illustrate the instruments is out of order at

present.

Galleries
Currently running in London are two art exhibitions with

more than the usual amount of curiosity value. At the Tate

(students admission 15p), is a collection of works by Andy

Warhol, one of the pioneers of Pop Art (1961 onwards). His

technique relies heavily on the use of multiple images, made

possible by the screen-printing process. A painting might

consist of the same image—a flower, portrait of Marilyn

Monroe, a car crash scene, etc., repeated in horizontal rows

across the canvas, using different colours for each image.

Perhaps the most famous Warhols are the Campbells’ soup

cans, of which the exhibition contains a whole roomful. Also

on show is his equally notorious pile of 100 Brillo boxes,

which are, in actual fact, screen-printed blocks of wood.

Unfortunately, Warhol’s pioneering work now seems some-

what tame in an age when Pop Art is commonplace.

At the Hayward Gallery, in contrast, is the Arts Council

exhibition “‘Art in Revolution”, which gives an insight into

artistic goings-on in Russia in the period following the Bol-

shevik revolution. This was a time when it seemed that

communism and freedom of expression could exist side-by-

side, a hope which is now shattered by present Soviet and

Chinese policies. The exhibition covers a very wide range

of disciplines from propaganda films to stage design to archi-

tecture—art in the narrow sense of paintings and sculpture

comprises only a minor portion. Entrance is again 15p if you

take your students card, and well worth the effort if you

have a taste for the unusual. Indeed, the layout of the exhi-

bits is almost a work of art in itself.

Revue
22 February was the occasion of the Holbein Student

House dinner, held in the Union. As an after-dinner enter-

tainment, the residents, led by Kevin Schofield, organised a

revue in the upper refec. Everyone was invited to this effort

at a nominal cost of 5p, but very few people turned up, per-

haps because the excellent posters were all nicked.

For an almost off-the-cuff production, the standard of the

items was very high, with a liberal dose of quick-fire humour

(clean!) and a film made entirely by the Holbeinites, led by

their expert sub-warden John Osborne. Compared with the

combined efforts of C & G college as witnessed the previous

week, this revue was a triupmph for Student House Com-

munity Spirit.


