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UGM rejects Rent Strike
New Halls levy to continue

Militant students at Fridays UGM

erupted in uproar when the meeting narrowly

threw out the idea of a rent strike in IC in aid

of the grants campaign.

About 350 students turned up to vote at

the meeting, fifty less than attended Thurs-

day’s meeting which had to be adjourned to

Friday.

Starting twelve minutes

late because of the late ar-

rival of the ICU Executive

and general disorganisa-

tion in the Great Hall,

Thursday’s meeting really

got under way with Mike

Terry, National Secretary

of the National Union of

Students, speaking on rent

strikes and the grants

campaign and answering

questions from the floor

about them. He told the

meeting that using the

rent strike weapon: “the

only economic power we

have’: was the best way

of forcing the government

to pay students higher

grants.

Strong concern for post-

graduate students was ex-

pressed in the questions

put to Mr. Terry, mainly

focused on the opinion

that the campaign seemed

to concentrate solely on

increasing undergraduate

grants. Mr. Terry said

that this opinion was fall-

acious, and that the cam-

paign was for an increase

for all students. (Our poli-

tical correspondent, how-

ever, points out that it is

significant that little if any

mention of postgraduates

was made at either the

NUS conference at Mar-

gate last November or at

the Campaign Co-ordinat-

ing Committee’s _ first

meeting in December). An

amendment to the motion,

passed by an overwhelm-

ing majority, called for an

immediate £100 increase

in the postgraduate grant

and the restoration of the

London weighting, and

demanded that the NUS

executive should — give

these points equal priority

with ithe other objectives

of the campaign.

Dori Schmetterling then

spoke against the part of

the motion which would

have abolished the

per week new halls levy.

Paul Jowitt, Deputy Presi-

dent, told the meeting that

he was sure that future

generations of students

would look back in grati-

tude to the meeting and

think that “in 1973 ICU

acted to get its students a

higher grant, yet banished

them to live in Wimble-

don”. It was further

pointed out that were it

not for the existence of

the levy it would be im-

possible to finance the

building of the new

Northside Hall.

The paragraph of the

motion calling for the abo-

lition of the levy was

forthwith removed from

the motion by an amend-

ment that was passed

overwhelmingly.

The meeting then

moved on to consider am-

endments to the motion.

To save time the presi-

dent, John Lane, who

proposed the substantive

motion, accepted large

parts of these; but consid-

erable time was spent on

35p

the others because of pro-

tracted speeches from

Piers Corbyn and Pete

Gillett.

So long, in fact, that the

meeting had to be ad-

journed at 2.25 until Fri-

day.

Gaining in ‘inefficiency,

this meeting started a

quarter-of-an-hour late at

1.00, but, fortunately for

ithe quorum, few left for

lectures at 1.30. The with-

drawal of a motion by

Dave Brown recognising

“that a rent strike in Im-

perial College would not

achieve any useful pur-

pose and only aggravate

public opinion” in favour

of his speaking against the

substantive, and the rapid

defeat of a Pete Gillett

amendment, meant that

considerable discussion

(by IC UGM standards)

on the

possible. Major speeches

in favour came from John

Lane, John Murlis, Rob

Armitage and Sonia

Hochfelder; speeches ag-

ainst came from Bill Ger-

rard, Ron Marples and

Dave Brown.

substantive was

The motion was voted

on in parts (all 14 of

them) and the majority of

it, pledging the backing of

ICU to the demands of

the NUS for higher grants

and a new grants struc

ture ‘was passed over-

whelmingly.

The decisive moment

came when section F2 was

arrived at: “ICU resolves

to use tthe only economic

power we have, the ability

to withhold house and

hall rents, to force the col-

Jege authorities to put in-

tense pressure on the Gov-

ernment ‘to concede our

claim.”

On the count, the vote

was:

IN FAVOUR 166

AGAINST 175

ABSTENTIONS. 13

— very close. The other

section .of the motion re-

ferring to rent strikes was

defeated much more sub-

stantially.

However, a call to form

a rent strike organisation

committee was passed —

this committee will now

co-ordinate the grants

campaign in IC,

Following the vote, a

militant faction headed by

Piers Corbyn issued a pet-

ition for an EGM to be

held on Thursday, the

18th. The text of the

statement is reproduced

in the box on this page.

The Petition
CALL FOR AN EMERGENCY GENERAL
MEETING

“Thursday’s 550 strong UGM voted for an
amendment which said: ‘‘The demands of the
rent strike apart from the points which are
part of the NUS campaign to be:i..., ii. .
eos,| sae

This amendment — carried after a debate and
vote by a substantial majority — assumes
there is to be a rent strike.
An issue once voted on cannot be voted on a
second time at an adjourned meeting. We all
know that.

So the chairman of the smaller 354 strong ad-
journed UGM on Friday was out of order to
put to the vote sections of the motion con-
cerned with whether the rent strike would take
place.

The voting after a lot of time wasting therefore
of 166 for a rent strike and 175 against, 13
abstaining, was null and void.

Especially since there was only 9 in it!

The rest of the motion supporting the grants
campaign was passed almost unanimously.

Can a smaller adjourned meeting overturn the
decision of a larger meeting? Of course not!!

The only fair solution is to rediscuss the mo-

tion as amended so far at an EGM.

We therefore call on the President to organise

an EGM on Thursday, January 18, at 1.00 p.m.

in the Great Hall. Meanwhile don’t pay your

Hall Bill.

Sign this Petition. Get your friends to sign.

Return to the Union Office.”

MOTION: Page 5

GORDON REECE

x

TM~=

fe @
“One thing, though: This stuff should soon be down to £4.50 a bottle.”



— FELIX January 16, 1973

How many times have you thought that

one aspect of the Union Activities was

misguided.

Do you ever think that we aren’t doing

something we should?

I want to know what you want out of

Imperial College Union.

Complaints are useful to us to know

what it wrong, but it is even more useful

to know what the cure is.

People have been complaining about

‘Felix’. What sort of articles, informa-

tion or stories do yeu want to see in

“The Newspaper of Imperial College.”’

Have you enjoyed reading “‘Phosphorous

the Jobrot and Ferocious Din’, for ex-

ample?

Do you go to Ents Concerts, or the Fri-

day Night discotheques or do you spend

every evening in the Bar because you

don’t like the entertainments the Union

provides?

I want you to write to me in the Union

Office with your suggestions, ideas and

MARTIN'S BIT
complaints about any aspect of IC

Union: which reminds me of a true

story:

“Once upon a time in a far off land a

dictator awaking one morning decided

that he wanted to know what the people

thought of him. He thus made a proclo-

mation.

“I am a dictator, but I am a benign

dictator and I want to know what

you think about the regime. Please

write to me and tell me.

By order,

The Dictator.’

Now the people did write to him, but so

many of them wrote that he didn’t even

bother to read the letters and decided
that he would stop being a friendly dic-

tator and dictate a little, because it was

obvious that the plebs didn’t know what

they wanted and he knew much better.

And HE lived happily ever after’.

I am not a dictator, but I will read every

letter and ‘take note of what you want

— and we might even get something

done about it.

And until then, [ remain

Martin C. Black

Getting

Clean —

Minded
Most people at IC will have at least

heard the name TRANSCENDENTAL

MEDITATION. The name by itself is

misleading, conjuring up images of

Eastern mysticism.

T.M. is simply a mental technique for

inducing a state of consciousness in

which the body enters an extremely pro-

found rest state while the mind remains

alert (R.F. Scientific American, Feb.,

1972). This has a wide range of effects,

for example the complete removal of

stress and tension from the nervous sys-

tem (think about the implications of

that).

If taught properly, the technique is

easily learnt, and a course is held at IC

most weekends. If you want to find out

more about T.M. and its uses wander

along to Elec. Eng. 606 any Tuesday at

6 p.m.

RCC VANS

FOR HIRE
ANYTIME (including

Wednesday

afternoons)

except Weekends

FOR THE BEST
‘DEALS-ON-WHEELS’

contact

S. M. FIRTH

Keogh 178

“Fellini looks
at his favourite city

and comes up

witha masterpiece.
Sydney Edwards EVENING STANDARD

1A AAAS USNANZA. ZZ

‘FELLINIS ROMA’
ceaaccagespe wns PATEL! >>

NRNNMEANN A; UMPMABATNI LLLLAN N\A

ry saan ‘

Story and Screenplay by FEDERICO FELLINI ana BERNARDINO ZAPPONI an ULTRA FILM Producti
A Co-Production of ITALO.FRANCESE-ULTRA FILM LES PRODUCTIONS ARTISTES ASSOCIES S.A. ”@ United Artists

NOW
SHOWING

Separate Performances:

Weekdays 2.30 6.15 9.00

¥ PRINCE CHARLES cinema
BOX OFFICE NOW OPEN : ALL SEATS MAY BE BOOKED IN ADVANCE

Sundays 3.30 6.15 9.00

Late night shows Friday and Saturday 11.45 p.m.

Phosphorous

the Jobrot

amd

Ferocious Din

Part five of a serialisation of the book by

Ss. J. Swailes

THE STORY SO FAR: Having escaped from the fairground, and from floating

in mid-air, by use of the partially-invisible gumboots, Phosphorous, together with

Ferocious and Twigworm, are trying to escape the clutches of the Luigi Rabbit

organisation. They have just met the plane on the beach. Now read on...

The Luigi Rabbit Organisation was coming

steadily nearer, waving its arms and shout-
ing,

“A further problem,” said Ferocious.

“Don’t just stand there waffling,” snapped
the plane, “get in and we can go. It is
after all what I have been waiting for all
this time.”

“Smart thinking’, murmured Ferocious,
as they clambered into the cockpit, For all
the plane’s size, the cockpit was not very
large. It was quite a tight squeeze, and
after a moment of panic when it appeared
that the Twigworm was going to sit on both

Ferocious and Phosphorous, they sorted
themselves out — with Ferocious and Phos-
phorous sitting on the Twigworm.

“All right?” asked the plane and without
waiting for a reply started its engines. They
coughed and spluttered into life and clouds
of foul smelling black smoke spread over
the sand.

“Just like the modern stuff,” said Fero-

cious, topically, The whole framework of
the aircraft began to tremble and shake.
An ominous rattle came from beneath the

Twigworm’s seat.

“Oh dear’, he moaned, “I don’t think I
like this flying.”

unfeel-“Nonsense,” grunted Ferocious
ingly.

The Luigi Rabbit Organisation had nearly
reached the plane — they could make out

the Rabbit’s staring white-rimmed eyes, and
Dino’s battered face — when the huge
machine slowly turned, and began to move

along the beach. Sand whirled up in the
roaring wind from the twin propellers, and
as the plane gathered speed, the Luigi Rab-
bit Organisation dropped out of sight.

“T can’t say I’m sorry to see the back of

those dear chaps,” said Ferocious.

“Me neither,” said Phosphorous. While

they were talking the plane had_ risen
smoothly, if noisily, from the beach, and
the palm trees were already tufted match

sticks beneath them.

‘“Uuuuurgh!” gulped the Twigworm as he
inadvertently glanced over the side.

“Don’t look out ‘there,’ said Ferocious
helpfully, “study the inside of !the cockpit
if the outside is worrying you.” The Twig-
worm stared industriously around the inside
of the cockpit. It was luxuriously padded in
leather, with a huge steering wheel on a
pole, sticking up between Phosphorous’ legs.

“What’s this?” asked that worthy, giving
it a push. The plane plunged forward into
a dive, throwing the three adventurers into
an untidy heap.

“Idiots! Fools! Incompetents!” bellowed the
plane, as, with a. singing of rigging, and

[ee of engines, it pulled out of the
ive.

“Don’t itouch anything,” it shouted, “I am

doing the flying in this aircraft, do you
understand?”

“Sorry”, said Phosphorous.

“All right”, said the plane, “just watch it.

I don’t know what adventurers are coming

to ....” he grumbled on under the throaty

roar of the engines.

Ferocious had been thinking.

.“Where, exactly, are we going, dear old

airborne structure?” ‘he inquired.

“IT have absolutely no idea,” said the plane

proudly.

“But you can’t keep on flying around in-

definitely, can you,” protested Ferocious.

“Look”, said the plane, “I’ve had just

about enough cheek from you. My instruc-

tions were to pick F. Din and P. the Jobrot
plus Tiny Twigworm off the beach, and fly
around in an adventurous manner.”

“What happens when we run out of

petrol?” asked Ferocious, casually.

“I would assume that we come down, or
land, as we say in the ‘trade.”

“Bue we are over the sea.”

“Um,” pondered the plane, “Perhaps you’ve
got a point there. I must admit that thought
hadn’t occurred to me.” Ferocious was used.
to Phosphorous’ brain, so he was not des:
perately shocked.

“Perhaps it would be a good idea,’ he
suggested, “to look for somewhere to land?”

“Perhaps you’re right,” conceded the plane,
“IT will keep an eye out.”

Hardly had he spoken than a small, black

cloud appeared on the horizon. It moved
slowly towards the travellers.

“Looks like rain”, said Phosphorous.

“

“Oh dear’, squeaked the Twigworm, “and

I’ve left my umbrella behind.”

“Hang on, dear lads,” said Ferocious, “I
don’t think ‘that’s a rain cloud. It looks
more like some jolly old birdies.” As the

cloud came nearer, they could see that Fero-
cious was right — it was a flock of birds.
Strange birds they were too — long scrawny
necks; bulbous bodies, like bundles of dirty
washing; and tiny wings flapping furiously
to keep their grotesque forms in the air:
Their long furry legs dangled unhappily
beneath them, and from their tiny pin-heads
protruded razor sharp stabbing bills, lined
with spiky teeth.

“Yuch!” said Phosphorous.

“What on earth are those nasty things?”
asked Ferocious, “and are they friendly?”

“Those,” said the plane with a note of

terror in his tick-over, are Greater Gnashing
Scrawns, and they are never friendly.”

“Oh,” said Ferocious,
something?”

“shouldn’t we do

“Well, if I just cruise on, and turn my
engines off,’ said ‘the plane “then ‘they
might not notice us.” Ferocious did not

think this particularly likely, but he kept
quiet.

The plane cut its engines, and began te
glide, its complicated rigging singing in the

slipstream. The Scrawns were nearly level

with the adventurers, and seemed to be
about to pass without noticing them, when
the leader let out a screech.

“Hold it, me laddos, there’s a nice juicy

plane as ’ud make a tasty snack.”

“Oh no,’ screamed the plane, “they’re
airborne crocodiles, those things, they’ll tear

the canvas off a fellow, and leave only the

under-carriage.”

“Well do something!” shouted Ferocious.

The approaching danger drove the plane

into action. With a splutter and a roar he

restarted his engines, and began to dive

steeply towards ‘the sea. Zoom, throb.
Down he plunged, the three passengers

clutching frantically at the side of the cock-
pit. But the Scrawns were not to be put

off so easily. Like a screaming black wedge

they plummeted out of the sun in hot pur-

suit. In a matter of moments they were

up with the plane, and snapping and tearing

at its tail.

“Great!” shouted the leader, “It’s a late

28 I think, probably Handley Page, Eastern

hangar. Very acceptable.” With Scrawns

chewing at its wing-tips the plane tried

to climb again, and outstrip the terrible

birds. But to no avail; it had neither the
power nor the height.

“Try and find somewhere to land,” bel-

lowed Ferocious, over the skwalking and
smacking of beaks

The Plane was not really in any state to
make rational decisions, but he blipped his

engines, and dropped even lower, until his

wheels were practically touching the sea.

Phosphorous and Ferecious were standing
up in the cockpit swatting at the Scrawns,
when the Twigworm let out a squeak.

_ “There!” he shouted, “look, an island.”
Sure anough a tiny palm-fringed atoll lay
in their path.

“Land there, dear

person.”

old hard-pressed air

The plane needed no encourage-

(continued on page 5)


