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RETURNING Rosebery residents, lurching back 
to London after the levities of the last weeks 
of the last decade, were startled to see a bland-
looking notice in reception at the beginning" 
of last week. Without any warning whatso
ever. the authorities had-unilaterally decided to 
pat up the price of meal-tickets in Hall by about 
10 per cent. The Hall Society President was 
ignorant of the increase and the Warden later 
claimed that he also had had no prior notice, 
of this important change in terms of residence. 
Such was the feeling that a special Hall Society 
meeting was convened and a motion calling 
upon all members of the Hall to refuse to 
pay their termly rent' fees was passed without 
any dissenting vote. 

The feeling of the meeting was that two 
vital points of policy had been breached by. 
the L.S.E. administration. Firstly, it was felt 
that to raise prices in the middle of the aca-r 
demic session, when students had no. hope 
whatsoever of increasing their grants, was 
.contrary to an equitable state of affairs, espe
cially as there was no real possibility of the 
students at Passfieid and Carr-Saunders being 
asked to face a similar charge as they pay on 
feu all-inclusive basis and the arguments of in
flation would seem a little hollow when applied 

to them. Herein lies the crux of the issue : 
students at Rosebery feel they are being dis
criminated against simply because it is easier 
to alter the cost of meals, which are paid for 
separately on a voucher system whereby stu
dents only hand in tickets for meals which 
they consume. 

Perhaps even more important in the speech 
of Brian Jenkins, who proposed the motion, 
though, was the fact that the President of the 
Hall Society, or any person whatsoever con
nected with the Hall Society, had not been 
consulted at any stage, which was a funda
mental breach of the School's own negotiating 
machinery, which revolves around the inter- ' 
halls committee. Such autocratic action had 
to be opposed, said Mr Jenkins, and thus he 
proposed that the students make use of the ; 
only weapon available to them : .withhold the 
rents for the Lent term. 

This proposal was adopted by the meeting, 
and students are now being urged not to pay • 
their fees until negotiations have been con- ! 
eluded satisfactorily. K.H. 

NURSERY NEED 
ON Monday. 14th January, the 
nursery committee of the School 
accepted proposals that nursery 
fees should be increased by 
approximately 27 per cent. 

Under the existing fee struc
ture parents earning under 
£3.000 pay £9.50 and parents 
earning over £3.000 pay £17.50. 
The increases for both these 
v ill be respectively £2.50 and 
£5 

However, at the moment this 
is not the only issue under de
bate. At present the School 
runs a nursery for over-threes 
ar^d the Union is proposing an 
extension of these facilities to 
under-threes, a proposal which, 
because the Union would also 
make a large subsidy, would 
leave the School's subsidy the 
same'as it is at present. 

Of course both these issues 
are being interrelated by the 
School, who are saying that an 
increase in nursery fees will be 
the incentive for the School to 
make an initial loan of £12.000 
to set up the new nursery. 

Of course the argument that 
the increased fees are the in
centive for the loan is a blatant 
falsehood ; the document outlin

ing areas for cost saving directly 
mentions this area: it is in
tended to cut it anyhow. 

Up to now the attitude of the 
School could, be considered to 
be one of rationality, but is it 
really rational to impose hard
ship on individuals, when you 
have not eVen bothered to look 
for alternatives, which are cur
rently being investigated by 
members of the Students' 
Union ? Hardship, of course, 
makes the decision even more 
pusillanimous, since the money 
charged in increased fees will 
probably have to be found from 
the hardship fund. 

One should consider this de
cision in the context of Union 
beliefs. The first is that all 
Union members who become 
pregnant should be able to 
make a free choice, insofar as 
is possible, as to whether they 
desire a termination or not. 
Lack of nursery facilities or 
facilities one can afford impose 
yet another constraint on this 
decision. ^ One would be faced 
with • the alternatives of dis
continuing one's studies or an 
abortion, which must be a most 
embittering decision, and one 

LSE DEMOCRACY? 
THE fees have gone up—the 
grand sum of £2,000 p.a. is now 
the asking price for an LSE 
degree. Whilst the LSE Stu
dents' Union got involved in 
a foolish debate over whether 
the General Secretary should 
be kicked out, a plot instigated 
by the right-wing.. quietly and 
without much ado. the Court of 
Governors at a meeting on 
6-12-79 ratified the fees in
creases. It now emerges that 
Dahrendorf had already de
cided to increase the fees whilst 
maintaining the public stance 
of total opposition to increases 
and cuts. 

The question now asked: 
"Who runs the LSE ?" A body, 
over which we have no control 
at all, consisting of double-
barrelled names and. several 
titles, has now condescended to 
increase OUR fees to only 
£2.000. Who are these people ? 
Who elected them ? How have 

they been invested with the 
right to determine . our fees ? 
What is this monolith ? At the 
LSE as well as other colleges, 
students are denied control 
over their own lives: indi
viduals with the same back
grounds and interests as the 
Governors of the LSE are 
found wielding the ultimate 
power. 

The power structure of the 
LSE is intimately linked with 
the overall structure of British 
Society. We are now faced 
with the same situation as the 
Shop Stewards, at Leyland and 
the BSC steelworkers : the right 
to control our own life situa
tion 

It should be clear to all now 
that the idea that authority is 
on the same side as students 
has been proved wrong. Our 
power lies in our own hands. 
The authority's stubborn at
titude has to be met with 

which could possibly affect all 
members of the Union. 

Finally. I wish to point out 
that it is said that some mem
bers of the nursery committee 
are not in favour of nurseries. 
If this is so—and I have no firm 
evidence — then those people 
must consider themselves as 
either the most stupid or the 
most disgusting species of man
kind (and they are predomin
antly male). 

A nursery committee should 
be a body of people dedicated 
to running that institution in 
a manner that will advance the 
interest of users and their child
ren and the interest of future 
users and their children: a 
body restricted only by outside 
financial constraints, against 
which they should actively 
campaign and not passively 
accept for lack of any real con
cern. 

I would also like to remind 
members of the School that the 
Director, has already given 
financial undertakings in re
spect of the nursery. Will he 
also fail to stand up for those j 
undertakings or meekly bow to 
the hawks in the School yet 
again? CHRIS FAULKNER 

equally stubborn resistance. It 
is important to understand that 
we are no longer the challenges, 
rather authority now challenges 
us and tells us we have no con
trol over our own affairs. Al
though the opponent should be 
assessed, one should never tread 
in fear of him. The monolith 
has been moved before and 
direct action is the way to 
make it move again. 

On the question as to who 
runs the LSE, we now have the 
answer—a clique of unrepre
sentative people. Isn't it about 
time that staff, students, teach
ing assistants and campus trade 
unionists reassessed their re
spective roles in this ''demo
cratic'' institution of ours : the 
London School of Economics ? 
What do we replace this mono
lith with ? There is an implicit 
answer in this question—we can 
put ourselves in its place. 

Unmesh Desai CS.W.S.O.) 

f' 
-

Rosebery—a state of siege. 

NEW HALL 
FOR LSE 

At a meeting of the G.P.C. sub-committee on accommodation, 
it was announced that plans are under way to build more accom
modation for the 'eighties. Although the details are unclear at 
this stage, the discussions that took place last year on the student 
housing crisis have resulted in the School's finalising an agreement 
to take over property adjacent to Rosebery Hall in order to provide 
an as yet unspecified number of student places. This announce
ment was welcomed by the Committee in view of the fact that 
L.S.E. has a stock of only 750 places in its own halls, Carr-Saunders 
Passfieid and Rosebery, and the addition of a new hall with 2001-
300 places would considerably ease the problem. 

The accommodation problem is particularly acute at L.S.E. 
in view of the fact that L.S.E. students seem to fare badly in 
comparison with their contemporaries from other colleges in secur
ing places in the inter-collegiate accommodation. In addition, we 
have a high proportion of overseas students who increase the 
numbers in the category of those who should be given priority in 
the halls. The committee also recognised the need to increase the 
stock of privately owned accommodation available. To this end, 
therefore, the committee agreed to expand and improve the 
arrangements of last year, whereby the School provided financial 
assistance to the Students' Union in order that assistants could 
be employed in the Welfare Office. It is hoped that funds will be 
available this year to assist in advertising and to run an accom
modation office. 

"^fhe communication between the accommodation office, the 
Registry and the Halls of Residence will continue and hopefully 
improve in order that homeless students may be taken into halls 
as soon as vacancies occur. The efficiency of the accommodation 
service will be vastly improved by the provision of one central 
office to take accommodation queries, offers of accommodation 
and to liase with the Halls of Residence, thereby saving the con
fusion and frustration felt by students whilst searching for accom
modation. 

Whilst we cannot expect the new hall to be completed for the 
next two to three years, wre face an accommodation crisis which 
looks like being even more grave than that of last year. However, 
the improvements made to Passfieid Hall have meant that approxi
mately 30 places will be available for next year's students. 



Ah '• I've found tine menu-  what  Jo  

you w a n t  to eat ? 

PAGE 3 

CHOPS CUTS CUDGEL 
GOVERNMENT policies are about to bite. The L.S.E. is expected, by 1883, to recover at least 35 
per cent of its costs from overseas students. If their fees are kept to the £2,000 which has been 
announced, the L.S.E. faces a cut of about a fifth of its income. The L.S.E.'s response has been 
to produce a list of cuts and economies, and schemes to make money. 

The following are amongst 
proposals to save money 
1. Raise target of 1980s Fund ; 
2. Freeze all vacancies for three/ 

six/twelves months ; 
3. A, 1% "Save the L.S.E." tax 

on prices in the Senior Com
mon Room bar, Beaver's 
Retreat and Three Tuns bar ; 

4. Tenured staff to loan £500 
interest-free to the School. 
Other possible savings and 

cuts : 
1 Reduce catering outlets. 
2 Cut subsidies for nursery. 
3 Reduce cleaning to two 

rather than five- days a 
week. 

4 Ban trunk calls before I pm. 
5 Reduce entertainment. 
€ E.educe fixed costs (eg. by 

disposing of one "of our 
buildings). 

7 Cut special emoluments for 
services to the School. 

8 Cut unnecessary procedures 
and committees. 

9 Increase income from out
side conferences, etc. 

10 Reduce part-time teaching 
budgets. 

11 Rationalise technical ser
vices. 

12 Get Treasury rules restrict
ing our ability to earn in
come changed. 

Possible Innovations with 
Financial Benefits 
1 Set up an LSE consultancy 

company. 
2 Charge consultancy over

heads. 
3 Introduce further (self-finan

cing) courses (including 
evening courses). 

4 Extension of Diploma 
courses. 

5 Introduce a new MBA. 
6 Introduce Certificate courses 

(eg, in Economic Studies). 
7 Offer special programmes 

for selected US universities. 
8 Change teaching methods, 

including greater use of 
mechanical aids. 

9 Reduce teaching input (lar
ger classes, fewer classes 
but larger lectures, end cer
tain courses). 

10 Introduce structured, Ameri-
• can - style graduate pro

grammes. 
11 Postpone sabbatical leav6, 

encourage special leave. 
12 Charge differential fees by 

subject/personal means. 
13 Raise the fees for paying 

Research Scholars (? £1,000). 
14 Charge fee for outside 

Library users. 
15 Persuade alumni to leave 

money in wills. 
16 Introduce two-year under

graduate course ("Licence"). 
17 Marketing of teaching mat

erial. 

ATOMS FOR PEACE? 
LAST month the Government decided it would order 10 new nuclear reactor power stations, one 
to be built every year from 1982. These stations would probably be of the American Pressurised 
Water Reactor (P.W.R.) design, the kind of reactor which went wrong at Harrisburg. 

There should shortly be coming 
up at a U.G.M. an anti-nuclear 
motion; and on Saturday, January 
£6th, at i pm. there is a march and 
rally against the transport of 
nuclear waste through London 
starting at Primrose Hill • Fields -
playground. This article is an at
tempt to get your support for both 
these moves. 

Nuclear power is costly, unrelia-
able and unnecessary; it is also bad 
economics for Britain at this time, 
dangerous and would continue to 
send our society in a direction 
which, if not unrealistic, is very 
undesirable—that is, in the direc
tion of greater centralisation, the 
further curtailment of civil rights 
and the wasteful throw - away 
society. 

The Government's programme 
will cost, it says, ten billion pounds. 
Tony Benn thinks it might be twice 

mmm 

Palliatives 

NUCLEAR POWER 
COMES UNDER 

THE WATCHFUL 
EYE OF 

ECOFREAK 
SUE WILLDIG 

that much. Costs for nuclear sta
tions tend to escalate greatly be
cause of the long time they . take 
to construct; delay and extra ex
pense also occur if any re-designing 
has to take place, or if there are 
any mistakes in construction. Con
tinuous re-designing in particular 
held up Britain's earlier reactor 

. programme based on the Advanced 
Gas-Cooled Reactor (the A.G.R.) 
such that no-one ever knows the 
final cost of these monstrous fail
ures—which do not even work 
properly now. The infamous Dun-
geness B plant, 10 years after its 

BEING PHASED OUT? 
intended completion, is still not 
producing electricity. Neither do 
any of our other A.G.R. plants" 
perform very well. Our older 
Magnox reactors are in fact doing 
better than the newer A.G.Rs, but 
corrosion of their parts is now re
ducing their effectiveness and will 
shorten their lives. 

Britain has said that she will 
study the P.W.R. to see that it 
meets our safety requirements. This 
sna.y involve re-design. In addition, 
we have no experience with this 
type of reactor at all and in fact 
all through all the world only 21 
years' operating experience has 
been built up. It is easy to see 
that the path ahead will be far 
from smooth. 

It is interesting to note that in 
the U.S. support for the P.W.R. 
has declined quickly. Its safety 
record is not very good; worse than 
that of the A.G.R.s, and its only 
real advantage it that it is cheaper. 
A lot of Americans, however, are 
not very impressed by this aspect 

The closing date for applications to the Students' Union 
Hardship Fund for the second term was Monday 21st January 198(3, 
but late applications may be considered under exceptional circum
stances. Application forms are available from S100, and replies 
should be placed in pigeonholes. 

E.E. 

any more and the nuclear industry 
is getting into very great trouble. 
In fact only one reactor has been 
ordered in the U.S. over the last 
two years. Hence, I might, add, the 
sales drive to ourselves. 

When people talk about the low-
cost of nuclear electricity, they are 
often just talking of running costs. 
This is a distortion, because it 
ignores the huge cost of construc
tion of the plant and. in particular, 
the cost of transporting, treating 
and guarding nuclear waste. It 
also assumes that the stations will 
be reliable, whereas few, if any, 
nuclear power stations ever live up 
to their expected (let alone hoped-
fon performances. 

Nuclear power is unnecessary. It 
is supposed to be filling an energy 
gap between our electricity require
ments now and our requirements 
by the end of the century. In fact 
Britain's consumption of electricity 
has not increased much since the 
early 'seventies—about, one or two 
per cent per year "ais "opposed to 

a forecast of. 6 per cent p.a. If 
there is an effort both to conserve 
energy and to u$e it more effi
ciently, it may well be that Britain 
will not be using much more 
energy in the year 2000 than she 
is now. But, in any case, there is 
no need for a possible gap to be 
filled with nuclear energy — it could 
be filled with the "clean" alterna
tive sources now being developed 
very rapidly (but with very little 
Government funding—£16 million 
as against £155 million for nuclear 
power in the last- three years). 
These alternatives include wind, 
wave and solar energy. In the end 
these would provide the only long-
term prospects fox energy, supply 
anyway — although it is true that 
the fast breeder reactor (F.B.R.), 
if it is successfully developed, Would 
be able to provide energy for a 
long time (though only electrical 
energy). 

The F.B.R is not what Mrs 
Thatcher has ordered, although 
future development generally in the 
nuclear industry is concentrating 
around the F.B.R. Unfortunately 
so far in the world there is no 
successfully "breeding" reactor any
where. The technical problems are 
very great and so are the safety 
problems—for the F.B.R. produces 
in significant quantities one of the 
most deadly substances, known to 
man—plutonium. Plutonium is also 
the substance used for making 
nuclear weapons. 

Moving quickly te; other points, 
nuclear power is bad" economics" for 
this country at the present time, 
because of its job creation possi
bilities (or rather lack of them). 
For example, the proposed A.G.R. 
at Torness would cost more than 
one billion pounds and create 500 
jobs; thai is £2, million, per - job. 

Dangers arise because of the 
radioactive elements- the industry 

uses and produces. A serious acci
dent at an F.B.R. could make it 
explode like a nuclear bomb. How
ever, it is true to say that other 
industries are dangerous too but 
the dirtiness of industrial processes 
in general is not an argument for 
introducing the dirtiest process cf 
all. Rather it is to be hoped that 
the debate about the nuclear in
dustry will set off a general con
cern about the bad environmental 
and social effects of industry and 
lead to a general cleaning-up 
operation. 

The nuclear issue thus poses in 
dramatic form the question: What 
kind of society do we want? The 
development of nuclear power helps 
create greater centralisation, the 
curtailment of civil liberties and 
the wasteful, throw-away society. 
To expand on these points would 
probably require another article, 
but I hope that this piece has at 
least indirectly indicated, by stat
ing a few of the facts about nuclear 
power, how this society might come 
about. 

Finally, one might, ask, if there 
is so much against nuclear power, 
why is the Government going ahead 
with it? The truth is the Govern
ment has. not really considered the 
issue: it is just taking the advice 
of the Central Electricity Generat
ing Board (the C.E.G.B.). The 
C.E.G.B obviously does not want 
to change direction—it has invested 
a lot of money in the nuclear pro
gramme and would look very silly 
if it did an about-turn now. God 
forbid, some people might evea 
lose their jobs. In addition, it 
knows (or it thinks it knows) that, 
whatever happens, its produc:— 
electricity—will be paid for by the. 
government and by the consum- . 
That means you—and should give 
you the impetus, as well as "he 
right, to take part in the nuclear 
debate now. 



w a n j i| t in conversation 
JAMES CAMERON: with Alex Wynter 
Q : You've expressed a lot of frustration with journalism as a profession. 

Why is that ? 

A : There's a lot of humbug in that, you know. I mean, one does go 
around saying, "What's the point of it all ?" largely to console ourselves for 
doing such an absurd job in such absurd company, but there s no doubt that 
it can be very, very frustrating if you let it. On the other hand if you absolutely 
insist upon not being frustrated it's surprisingly easy to break through. An 
awful lot of journalists, I don't know about now but certainly in the past, were 
always saying, "Oh. I couldn't get away with that . or "This will be too much 
for them", without ever actually trying, you see. 

Q : What was your motivation in first going into journalism? 

A; Well, first of all, I had no education. I had been more or less brought 
up most erratically in this series of little village schools, every one of which I 
had to leave after a few months, so by the time I was approaching 16 I had to 
come back to Britain and had to earn a living somehow. Here was a bloke 
with no qualifications, no degree, no university training, virtually illiterate in 
two languages at once, which was quite a thing to be. What trade would ever 
take such a useless fellow except journalism ? It was the only thing I knew 
anything about and in any case I'd always had an idea that one day I d finish 
up that way because my father who had been a barrister in London—probably 
the world's most unsuccessful barrister—had finally turned to a sort of journalism 
which took the form of writing novels : he wrote an enormous number of not 
very successful, certainly not very good, novels, but writing was sort of a family 
thing. When he got me this job in Dundee I had always expected it, but it was 
a beastly job just filling pastepots and making tea for my betters, and running 
around the place doing nothing at all. 

Q: What was your first Fleet Street paper? 

A : The Express. It was the Express that brought me down to London. I 
joined the Express in Glasgow—the Scottish Daily Express. The war was on 
and I hadn't got called up but almost everybody else had, and they were so des
perately short of chaps that they had even to bring me down. That was the reason 
I came because really everybody else was going away all the time. 

Q: And there began your relationship with Lord Beaverbrook. In an 
pbituary of him you wrote that he used the Express as a political platform. 
Have you ever been guilty of that ? 

A : I'm guilty of it myself, but also I had to write that thing in about twenty 
minutes the very day he died and I was not at all sure how his death was going 
to be received and I didn't want to get myself knifed by one of the Beaverbrook 
Mafia who abounded all over the place. But you know I couldn't stand him. In 
many ways I thought he was really a pretty evil man. But at the same time, he 
was so much more, as it were, dedicated to the production of this sort of object 
than any of the other ones. I mean compare him with Thomson or Rothermere. 
I mean he really did read the paper, every bloody word of it—dictated most of 
it! And he was terribly interested in the product. As he told the Press 
Commission years and years ago : "I've got all the money I want anyhow ; I 
produce the newspaper solely for propaganda." And the funny thing was that 
every cause he espoused fell to bits. Everything he tried hardest to do politi
cally didn't work : Empire Free Trade came to nothing; India became free 
despite him; everything. And he admitted in a final speech he made before he 
died : "I have made an enormous success of the newspapers except in every 
way I wanted." 

Q : What would you say has happened to the age of the "professional 
eye-witness" ? 

A : It has come to an end, long ago. We are the brontosauri of the business. 
First of all, we were really pretty damned expensive. I don't mean that we were 
paid a lot but we cost a lot to ship around the place and papers are now so 
poverty-stricken that they can't afford it. When I was first in India during the 
independence negotiations there was a corps of foreign correspondents of 370 
in New Delhi alone. You'd have a terrible job to raise half-a-dozen now. That's 

; from the whole world! I mean, of course, we have been supplanted by the 
other media, which do it better. For all the hundreds of thousands of words 
that were written about Vietnam it took the television to bring it home to the 
Americans that this was a crazy business. I think if there hadn t been that 
medium that the war would still be going on. 

Q : So would you say that Vietnam and Watergate were in some sense 
journalistic achievements — the exposure of them, I mean? 

A : I think Watergate was, to a very great degree. Those two chaps cer
tainly worried away at it most assiduously and diligently." Probably Nixon 
might still be there had it not been for Carl Bernstein etc.. . But I don't think 
Vietnam was : Vietnam was a victim of its own contradictions, Wasn't it ? 

Q : Can we talk about two countries with which you have been particu
larly closely involved: India and Vietnam? How, for example, did you meet 
Nehru ? 

A : It came about in a rather funny way. When the conference about Indian 
independence moved up to Simla from New Delhi—the heat got too much 
where motor-cars are not allowed and the only sort of vehicle you could 
travel in was a four-man rickshaw, the altitude is so great. And I couldn't 
bring myself to travel in one of those things; these exhausted, sweating, 

.panting men — it was too awful for words. Well, nonetheless, Gandhi 
put up his headquarters in an extraordinary little villa called "Chadwick" of 

all things, which was about five-and^a-half miles outside town and the only time 
he'd ever receive anybody was at five in the morning. Well, I didn t know what 
the hell I was going to do. So I bought a horse for thirty rupees—I sold it at 
the end of the thing for twenty-five so I didn't lose on the deal, terrible old nag 
it was—in order to get out to this place. And the only other person who had 
this same idea was Nehru, who was a dedicated equestrian. And he and I took 
to going' out to Chadwick together at dawn—it never Occurred to anybody else 
—and that was how I got to know him. Afterwards, I got to know him person
ally fairly well, and he sort of gave me the run of his family. 

Q : And you're not too keen on Mrs Gandhi, are you ? 
A : I don't think much of Mrs Gandhi and what's much more important she 

doesn't think much of me. She excluded me throughout all her emergency. I 
did in fact see her though, after she'd been kicked out. I sort of steeled myself : 
it was the most fraught encounter. But I do go to India quite often because my 
wife is Indian and I have Indian in-laws—every time I can afford it. 

Q : Was it especially exciting to cover Indian independence ? 

A : Yes, and also it was the first one. I mean that was the first thing pulled 
out of the structure of the Empire. After that it just fell to bits. Also it was' 
a very important historical punctuation mark, certainly for India and also oddly 
enough for me. So I think that's how my involvement began. Had it been 
China or Malaya, probably it would have had the same effect. 

Q: And why was it that you became so attached to India itself? 

A: It could be that it was because that was the first place I ever did an 
important story from by myself, among other things, like having an Indian wife. 
Also, you see, when I first went to India with this lavish thing the Daily 
Express behind me, prepared to do anything for you, I had no means of knowing 
Ijhat I'd ever go back after this job so I spun it out as long as I could. I didn't 
know, I thought let's get to know it, and I covered that country, almost every 
inch of it, in about a year. I managed to make the story spin out about that 
long. And so it was the first Asian country I had ever worked in. 

Q : In the 'sixties you were one of the first western correspondents to 
be allowed into North Vietnam. Why did you go? 

A : I went to make a film. But of course nobody would sponsor it and if 
they had done the North Vietnamese would never have let me in. So I had 
to finance it myself, doing it on a shoestring of course, but nonetheless I boi-
rowed about seven or eight thousand pounds to hire a cameraman and get 
there and all that sort of thing, and when I came back nobody wanted to show 
the bloody film — absolutely nobody, so I was stuck with having to pay back 
this money and I just did it by mad journalism. I wrote for anybody and 
everybody about Vietnam, but of course they were glad to get it because no
body else had written about Hanoi. And after three years' I managed to 
clear my indebtedness and I myself had in fact made a profit of eleven pounds 
and three shillings. 

Q : How did you convey your support for the North ? 
A: Possibly it was left for implication. I mean it was self-evident that 

there were faults on both sides but the faults of the Americans so enormously 
outweighed those of the Vietnamese, who hadn t asked anybody to come ano 
invade them. No, the point was that I did not denounce them as a shower of 
chickenshit bastards, which was the popular thing to do in Ameiica at the 
time. They were all writing from Saigon. And it was a bit of a novelty in that 
the New York Times who took this series, which I must say was a godsend to 
me because they paid about twice as much as anybody here would do, were on 
the phone almost every day saying, "Look, we know we agreed to publish this 
unsubbed and so on but do you think we could just .take this one out . , and I 
said no you can't, and they didn't, and that was what annoyed Johnson so much, 

Q: And I don't suppose you got much sympathy on your subsequeni 
lecture tour of the US ? 

A : It was really absolutely horrible. I mean it got to the point where I 
would sit in some bloody hotel bedroom in Cincinnatti or somewhere and liter
ally cry: "I can't do it again!" I was humiliated and abused, everything, and 
indeed there was a friend of mine who used to work for Reuters in the US and 
who is now Assistant Secretary to the Treasury, a great survivor — I met him 
on the Bikini episode. He worked for Johnson, Nixon, Ford, anybody. He s a 
man of terrific industry, great gifts and no principles whatsoever. Anyhow, he 
came through here on his way to Iran and looked me up a few days ago t 
hadn't seen him for many years. He said, "Do you remember that lecture tour 
which followed publication of your stuff in the New York Times ? you came 
to Washington and you never called me up." So I said well first of all I didn t 
have any time to call you up and secondly I didn't think you'd want me to. He 
said, "You're dead, goddam right. Johnson said to me, Joe, you're an old re
porter, do you know this son of a bitch who's coming around ? I said No sir. L 
never heard of him in my life." I mean the cock crowed thrice, by God ! He 
told me with a great big grin on his face, "I betrayed you with a will." 

Q : Lastly, you were often accused of being pessimistic. Did that bother 
you ? 

A: No. After all, at the time when I was working, there was very 
little else to be. 

Q : Is there now ? 
A: Well, I wouldn't say there is particularly. In fact, I would say that 

we're going to hell in a handcart. 
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IT'S plausible to suggest that the world took a sharp turn some
where between 1968 and 1973. A period of disillusion began with 
the failure of the student uprisings of '68 and was consolidated 
by the economic depression which followed the Middle East War 
of '73. The themes which various writers have chosen for their 
decadectomies reflect this: Tom Wolfe's "Me Decade," for example. 
And the 'seventies have seen the ideological conflict of the 
Cold War give way to the more relevant and crucial contest 
between the rich and poor nations of the world. 

Whatever disagreement there 
may be on how to interpret what 
has actually happened in the past 
ten years, it should be possible to 
concur that the decade has been 
one of unfulfilled promise, espe
cially when looked at from a Left-
wing point of view. Not only have 
the rather empty and spurious 
peace agreements in Rhodesia and 
the Middle East failed to bring 
stable and peaceful conditions to 
the respective areas, but there have 
also been a series of revolutions 
and Left-wing victories throughout 
the world which have failed utterly 
to better the physical lot, or 
brighten the prospects of popula
tions who supported them. 

Looking at the world through 
media-tinted spectacles, there is 
the impression that the clean-cut 
issues of the 'sixties have been 
transmogrified, blurred out of all 
recognition. The media super-
villains of the decade, for example, 
have been mostly from the Third 
World: Muzorewa (for the Left), 
Amin, Bokassa. Pol Pot and Somoza. 
The students occupying the U.S. 
Embassy in Teheran have achieved 
the almost impossible feat of mak
ing large numbers of people feel 
sorry for the United States and 
have probably succeeded in dis
tracting attention from the attro-
cious nature of American behaviour 
in Iran over the last few years. 
Meanwhile, in the U.S. itself, we 
watched for a while the rather 
alarming spectacle of President 
Carter, whose main fault is his 
"goodness", trying to resist calls for 
him to "Nuke the Ayatollah'. Com
pare this with the popular images 
of President Johnson and Ho Chi 
Minh in the mid-'sixties. 

The worlds first TV-revolution 
which took place in Iran last year 
has turned sour not because it has 
violated the vague and rather civi
lised concept of "diplomatic immu
nity" but because, when it felt its 
interests threatened by Kurds; 
Azerbaijanis or prostitutes, it be
haved no differently from any other 

cruel and amoral regime. The 
Iranian people have got rid of the 
Shah but some of them have yet 

who offered not an ounce of sym
pathy or explanation for the refu
gees but simply delivered the party 
line on the Sino-American recon
ciliation—but the hostility, border
ing on disrespect, with which he 
was received by the student audi
ence. It seems sadly ironic that 
Vietnam, the focus of so much 
sympathy and protest ten years 
ago, almost a raison d'etre for the 
Left is now put in dock alongside 
South Africa and accused of 
racism. 

The end of anti-Communism (in Vietnam) 

to get rid of his methods. 
Situations in South East Asia at 

the beginning and end of the de
cade present the most dramatic of 
all contrasts. We are faced at this 
juncture with the incredible spec
tacle of U.S. military advisers 
"filtering" back into Thailand, while 
China, allegedly, prepares for a 
second invasion of Vietnam who 
in turn is occupying most of Cam
bodia and is accused (by Chinai of 
killing civilians there. Combined 
with Pol Pots atrocities and the 
refugee exodus from Vietnam, what 
more grotesque developments could 
the students who demonstrated and 
died at Kent State University in 
1970 have envisaged? 

Towards the end of last term, 
the Vietnamese Charge d Affaires in 
London took advantage of an offer 
to come and give his side of the 
story to L.S.E. students. Not sur
prisingly, it all turns out to be a 
Peking revisionist plot — the refu
gees and the occupation of Cam
bodia. that is. But what was in
teresting about this event was not 
the rather predictable excusatory 
stance of the Charge d'Affaires— 

Elsewhere in the world the issues 
have fuzzed or appeared to fuzz. 
In South Africa, the new National
ist Government attempted to pull 
the wool over our eyes (and suc
ceeded in some cases) with a few 
cosmetic touches to apartheid, 
mostly concerning such non-vital 
issues as inter-racial dating and 
the status of park benches. They 
managed also to get a black Ame
rican boxer to visit their shores 
and a "mixed" rugby team into 
Britain. One gets the feeling that 
the South Africans are trying to 
superficially ameliorate their fright
ful system while maintaining the 
underlying colossal rip-off of the 
"homelands', which is what it is 
really about: "13% for them, 87% 
for us". 

Meanwhile, the public image of 
nearby Rhodesia was confused by 
the P.R. stroke of the decade:, the 
"internal settlement" for which the 
present British Government and 
the U.S. Congress nearly fell, and 
the nature of the war in which, 
increasingly, blacks killed other 
blacks. The recent developments 

AN ARAB IN 
THE 

DESERT 
(a modem 
allegory) 

ONE hot day in the middle of the 
twentieth century some poor but 
determined men, and a few child
ren were attempting to cross a 
desert, when their water ran out. 
With less than half the desert 
crossed, they were faced with 
death. In despair they dug for 
water, when they noticed damp 
sand. They dug harder in anticipa
tion, but were grief stricken when 

some dark, greasy and thick liquid 
gushed out instead of water. Death 
stared them in the face. But 
miracles do happen and when they 
noticed a rich merchants camel 
train in the. distance, they thanked 
Allah and ran up to the train. 
They told the rich merchant, called 
Uncle Sam. their story. Uncle 
Sam listened eagerly and promised 
to take them safely across the 
desert in return for the dark 
liquid he called OIL. The men 
happily agreed. 

Time passed. The poor men now 
became rich oil Sheikhs and barons 
and started doing their daily shop
ping at Marks and Spencers and 
Harrods. But they still had not 
come to terms with their good for
tune and were amazed at Uncle 
Sam's and his other friends' 
foolishness. to pay money, for use
less oil. Uncle Sam and. his friends 
laughed at the oil dealers' stupidity, 

for they realised the enormous 
value of oil to the people in their 
own countries, who consumed it 
like water. But all situations are 
subject to change. 

The oil sheikhs and barons 
seemed to realise the value of oil 
and agreed to sit together regularly, 
in an oasis, to talk and debate 
about their future. They called the 
oasis OPEC. Uncle Sam did not 
take any notice at first and con
tinued consuming more oil until the 
oil barons said, "enough! we want 
more dollars for our oil". The rich 
still did not heed the warning. In 
1973. the oil sheikhs and their 
friends had a big fight with their 
neighbour. The fight was called the 
Yom Kippur War, in which the 
Arabs started losing. So the oil 
sheikhs told the rich merchants, 
who were friendly with their ene
mies, "since .you like our oil. and 
we - don't- like your friends, we will 
raise the price of our oil".. 

are hopeful, although in a talk at 
the LSE last term, for example, the 
General Secretary of Zanu, was 
less than enthusiastic about the 
setlement his party had just made. 
In State Department jargon, Rhod
esia has only been "deconflictised". 

In the Middle East, the October 
War of 1973 had the effect of bring
ing Egypt and Israel closer 
together when, four years later, 
the unlikeliest event of the 
decade occurred. President Sadat 
visited Israel and, among other 
things, kissed Mrs Meid on 
the cheek. At other points, the 
governments of Syria, Lebanon and 
Jordan all engaged in military 
action against Palestinian forces in 
their midst. In 1980, Israel is very 
definitely off the hook. 

In the 'seventies, even Cuba, that 
hopeful little country, the Sweden 
of the Communist world, briefly 
jumped on to the international 
chess-board with its abysmal inter
vention against somebody else s 
revolution in Eritrea! 

The "lesson" of the seventies, it 
seems, is that governments, no 
matter how popularly, heroically or 
"gloriously'' (-to use a. word from 
the official vocabulary) they came 
to power, will relentlessly pursue 
what they perceive to be their own 
self-interest, regardless of ideology, 
colour, religion or any other affi
nity. The past ten years have been 
filled with examples of them doing 
just that, in the teeth of any pre
vious predictability, based on the 
above criteria. 

Throughout the period from about 
1956, the time of Suez, to 1975, when 
the Americans finally pulled out of 
Vietnam, we were deceived by a 
temporary coincidence of big guys 
with bad guys. There were the 
monstrous interventions in Hun
gary. Algeria. Suez -and Vietnam 
to remind us that, big. powerful 
countries were prepared to ignore 
morality. Once Stalinism was dead, 
the socialist dream seemed to have 
real meaning and maintained 
throughout the '60s. Now. the verv 
concept of human solidarity is 
faltering and ideology, especially 
Left-wing ideology, has all the zest 
of a football team four-nil down 
in the last minute of the game. 

"International Communism" drips 
with Cambodian blood; the "Sino-
Soviet split" has become a power 
game; American ideology, such as 
it is, staggers after the knock
downs of Watergate and Vietnam: 

Uncle Sam still declined to reduce 
his consumption, so God became 
displeased and sent down two 
dragons, inflation and recession, to 
teach them a lesson. The dragons 
fed and grew very strong, with iur-
ther inci-eases in the price of oil in 
the mid 70 s Demand still increased 
and the oil merchants now thought 
that today's underground oil is 
tomorrow's increased gold. One of 
the oil barons, called Iran, had a 
severe internal disturbance, resul
ting in mental change. Iran grew 
anti-Uncle Sam and reduced his 
supply of oil. He influenced others 
like Libya and Algeria to do the 
same. So in 1979. prices of oil 
almost doubled. 

In the meantime, the recession-
dragon grew stronger, and started 
creating havoc in the rich man's 
home, helped by his brother infla
tion. However some wealthy people 
evaded some of the effect of OPEC 
and the dragons, through oil of 

the idolum of the EEC suffocates 
under an apple mountain; the 
eastern bloc rumbles as it attempts 
to digest a Polish Pope, Afghani
stan and ever-lengthening meat 
queues; Pan-Africanism and Pan-
Arabism never got further than 
Nkrumah and Nasser. Because ti 
all this, the approach in the '80s 
must be ambi-political. issue-specific 
and pro-human. 

G L O B A L  
That ideology is deceased is evi

denced by the most signficant 
event of the decade — the Sine-
Western rapprochement. Howevti 
one feels about "Revisionism' 
Chinese or American, the two coun
tries' "revision" of their attitude, 
to each other is of vital Importance 
in the '80s. Firstly, a combination 
of Western technology and the 
Chinese attitude to work is very 
likely to provide the West with the 
most severe, most abundant econo
mic competition it has faced since: 
Japan rose from the radioactive 
ashes. Secondly, if abused, the new 
relationship may drive the Russians 
even further into paranoia and. 
caused them to lash out at Other 
small powers or even precipitate a 
final global conflict. There is this 
negative side to the motivation be
hind the rapprochement—that ci 
teaming up against the Russians— 
and it should not be allow ed to 
dominate. 
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Finally, in its attempts to com
bine the importation of Western 
technology and culture with the 
preservation of tradition, the tenta
tive movement towards democracy 
and openness in government with 
the basic collective spirit of a com
munist society, China is taking on 
an unusual and courageous social 
experiment. Whether it succeeeds 
or fails, it will have a considerable 
effect on the contest which is likely 
to become the most widely felt of 
the '80s: that between the rich 
world, in chronic decline, and the 
poor world poised to take over. 

their own. Britain found oil in. her 
swimming-pool, which should allow 
her to become self sufficient in oi'J 
soon. Nonetheless everyone suf
fered to some extent: apart from 
the oil owners. 

This was the story of the Seven
ties, which is not yet finished. Toy 
it has spilled over into the Eighties 
as a natural consequences of the 
Seventies. It now seems that the 
oil rich people want to destroy their 
OPEC oasis. So as an economic 
force, it may soon be dead. Never
theless the story tells us that within 
international economics there is he 
certainty about the future. 

A magic lamp and ring allowed 
Aladdin instant access to wealth. 
Similarly the oasis OPEC gave the 
poor men who were earlier attemp
ting to cross the desert, untoM 
power and riches. But its shade was 
limited, in a desert which suddenly 
became excruciatingly hot. 

Atok Vajpeya 
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The Iron Maiden cometh 
THE Seventies can be characterised as the d e c a d e  of the economic pundit; 
where no-one can evade such phenomena as inflation, stagnation and recession. 
The country became resigned to crisis following upon crisis and became jaded 
by endless forecasts of an imminent Armageddon. 

In 1970, the Heath government came to power promising to tackle the 
economy by maintaining the recession, squeezing company liquidity and 
allowing, companies to go to the wall. By 1972, Barber had introduced a 
reflationary Budget aiming at 5 per cent growth. 

Inflation, rising imports, and an increasing deficit on the balance of 
payments led to the notorious 'U' turns. Prices and incomes policy was 
implemented and such prestigious "lame ducks" as Rolls-Royce and the Upper 
Clyde shipbuilders were rescued. The government made money available to 
industry, but unemployment remained high, investment remained low. Whilst 
these problems brought gloom at home. Heath set about negotiating Britain's 
entry into the E.E.C. De Gaulle's resignation removed the obstacle that had 
thwarted Labour and consequently, at an estimated cost of £1,100 million 
(to be weighed against the "substantial" advantages which membership would 
mean to the economy) we prepared to enter. The terms were not over-
generous, the Common Agricultural Policy and the contribution to the E.E.C. 
budget were applied in full, but Heath managed to push the terms through 
a Parliament whose attitude towards entry had hardened. 

The troops moved into Ulster in 1969 after the violence of the previous 
year. At home Heath was faced with the intractable and bloody question of 
Ulster. In 1971, internment without trial was introduced — a measure which 
only provoked more violence. 

On January 30th, 1972 (Bloody Sunday), a civil rights march resulted in 
13 peoDle being shot dead. The continuation of the troubles in the presence 
of 20.000 British soldiers and the withdrawal of the principal opposition from 
Stormont. ied to direct rule and Whitelaw's release of a number of internees 
was bitterly opposed by various Protestant groups; nor did IRA violence 
subside. 

In 1973, elections were held to an assembly consisting of 80 members on 
STV from which an executive would be selected to perform all the functions 
of Stormont. except those of maintaining law and order. The first meeting 
ended in uproar. At the end of 1973, Operation Motorman occupied the 
'"no-go" areas of Londonderry and Belfast. 

""All party talks were held at Sunningdale and ended in agreement and 
the setting up of a Council of Ireland. By the end of 1974 direct rule had 
ended. Whether power-sharing would work was yet to be tested. 

At the end of '73, the Conservative government entered their last and 
most bitter battle over Stage Three of the counter-inflation policy, which with 
the conflict between the miners and the Heath government led to the govern
ment's defeat in February 1974. The confrontation was exacerbated by the 
Arab-Israeli war and the subsequent oil embargo. The miners pressed for 
an eight per cent cost-of-living increase which was blocked by the Pay Board. 

In 1973 the miners banned overtime in support of a pay claim in excess 
of Stage Three. The deteriorating fuel situation was aggravated by a ban 
on out-of-hours working by the power workers. In November a state of emer
gency was declared. Successive attempts to resolve the dispute failed. The 
TUC offered to declare the miners a "special case" ; if the dispute was settled 
they would ensure no other union would use the same argument, but the 
formula was rejected. The miners went on strike in February, and Heath 

went into an election on the question of "who governs the country?" The 
subsequent election meant that whoever did it was not to be him. 

As private armies regrouped and the Press predicted with varying degrees 
of hysteria impending disaster, a Gannex raincoat was hung once again in 
10 Downing Street, and Wilson deftly retook the stage. 

The whole '74 parliament was dominated by the prospect of another 
election. Wilson went ahead with his programme knowing that any rebuff 
in the House would be met with an appeal to the country. He was confident 
that the other • parties would be reluctant to force an immediate election. 
However, once a coalition had been ruled out, an election was always imminent. 

Within a few days the miners' strike and compulsory wage restraint were 
ended. It was Heath's handling of the economic crisis which had brought 
Wilson back to power and it would be Wilsons handling that would decide 
whether Labour would stay in power. Under Labour, a prices and incomes 
policy was instituted which would rely on the co-operation of the trade unions 
in a voluntary pay policy. 

In return for food subsidies, and a rent freeze, the T.U.C. co-operated 
in a programme of wage restraint known as the "Social Contract . In this 
way it was hoped to avoid the strains caused by a formal incomes policy, 
which had always appeared to trade unionists to leave them without any 
role to play in bargaining about wage rates. 

The future of the government was dependent upon winning the battle 
of the economy. In 1974 inflation was running at 24 per cent and Wilson 
had failed to achieve his main policy tasks: adequate economic growth, full 
employment, a stable balance of payments and stable prices. Moreover, wages 
policy via the Social Contract did not appear to be working. After the 1975 
Budget, wage increases were limited to £6 a week. However, unemployment 
was still rising and in 1976 the government faced another sterling crisis, but 
the oil factor and a natural upswing in the world economy were to aid 
economic recovery under Callaghan. 

The Labour Party's manifesto had promised that the nation should decide 
through the ballot-box whether Britain should stay in Europe. This formula 
left the options open between a referendum and yet another election. The 
government decided on a "Yes" vote although the Cabinet was split. But 
Wilson neatly resolved the problem by allowing dissident ministers to cam
paign on the issue. The country voted in favour and Wilson, by his astute 
tactics, had appeased the left of his party and kept the country in Europe. 

In the years 1975-76 the political leadership changed. Heath was ousted, 
Thorpe resigned, and Wilson retired, leaving behind a dubious Honours List. 

The Lib-Lab pact came into being in 1976 to bolster the government s 
diminishing majority. The government had most to gain from the deal, buying 
time for the economy to improve and for devolution to be piloted through 
the House. It was caricatured as Steel holding a pistol to Callaghan s head 
and shooting himself. 

The most difficult legislation Callaghan inherited was the Devolution Bill. 
Some urgency had been added to the matter by the gains of the Scottish 
Nationalists in 1974. If Labour lost its electoral base in Scotland it could not 
form a majority government. There was to be a referendum on the subject 
and assemblies were to be established with legislative powers in Scotland and 
Wales. The government suffered many setbacks as the legislation moved 
slowly through the Commons but by the end of 1978 it was on the Statute Book. 

After the winter of discontent Callaghan lost a general election in 1979 
and a failed tax barrister from Grantham entered No 10 wielding an axe. 

THE HUNTING OF THE QUARK Science and Technology in the Seventies 

THERE has already been more than enough comment about the ubiquitous 
silicon chip, the computer-run delights of the future, and there are other 
products, processes and general discoveries that have appeared in the '70s that 
may be, in the long run, even more important. 

In pure science, the trendiest subject is probably nuclear physics, the 
world of particle accelerators, mejons and quarks. The Holy Grail of 
physicists is the Unified Field Theory, whereby a schematic link will be 
found for all the four basic types of energy—electro-magnetic, gravitational 
and the weak and strong nuclear interactive forces. It now looks as though 
a relation between three of the forces (gravity accepted) has been found 
This is immensely exciting and when a mathematically verifiable Unified Field 
Theory is discovered, it will be the biggest event since Einstein worked out 
the theory of relativity ; or maybe even since Newton's explanation of gravity. 

There have been other important events in pure science in the last decade, 
such as the development of the Black Hole Theory, and the strong confirmation 
that this is an infinitely expanding universe, but none as significant as the 
work on the U.F.T. 

The subject of nuclear (fission) power has received enough partial publicity, 
except perhaps the fact that fission, with the shortage of uranium, and the 
finite supply of every suitable fuel, as well ag the perhaps insoluble problem 
of waste disposal, is recognised to be imperfect. The world's nuclear research 
scientists have long been working on nuclear fusion, which does not rely on 
limited supplies of exotic minerals but on abundant substances like sea-water. 
The big stumbling-block in fusion research is the achievement of a high 
enough temperature, some 350,000,000 degrees Centigrade, necessary to start 
the process off. 

Work through the years has raised the test temperatures to about sixty 
million degrees, but it may depend on further advances with anti-matter, 
lasers, plasma technology and conventional fission to find a suitable "trigger". 
However, there is confidence that the barrier will be broken and we may see 
the first prototype fission power stations in the next twenty years. 

Other types of energy generation have received publicity but not on the 
scale of the nuclear. Soiar energy is not really a workable solution for the 
energy gap. especially for cloudy but high-level consumers such as Britain, 
except in limited applications like domestic water heating. The trouble is 
caused by the collector, the conventional converted radiator type being 
inefficient, and no good at all for electricity generation. Present photovoltaic 
cells such as those used on calculators and Skylab are horrendously expensive 
which can be produced at a fraction of the unit cost of conventional "grown 
crystal cells. 

Wave and tidal powered development is proceeding and the latest trials 
off the Northern Irish coast with wave-powered wind-turbine buoys is very 
encouraging. Geothermal and wind power is already being used, but there 
isn't all that much more potential in the former and the latter creates big 
problems with TV signal interference and, while not to be sneered at, can 
never provide a very high proportion of demand in heavily industrialised 
countries. 

Ultimately the energy needs of the future will have to be met by the 
combination of all these methods of generation, but there is hope that all 
that basic research in physics, especially on quarks, may lead to some thus far 
undreamt-of energy sources. 

Medicine: Cancer became the best publicised disease, smallpox became 
extinct without a single cry from the Brigitte Bardots of bug-support. Laetrile 
came out of an apricot stone to cure cancer and is still fizzling out under 
pressure from the Food and Drug Administration. Lithium arrived to cure 
apparently everything and really did, with other developments in pharma
cology, do a lot to help millions of schizophrenics lead more normal lives. 
Open-heart surgery, the regrafting of severed limbs and kidney transplants 
became a commonplace, and microelectronic prosthetics were a long-awaited 
and relatively successful development. Heart transplants finally seemed to 
be working. 

For the future, we can hope for portable artificial kidneys, pre-natal sex 
determination, a decision on whether or not cholesterol is bad, and further 
development in drugs for the mind (pharmaceutical and adapted for leisure) 
and cancer treatment, improvements in tissue-matching techniques and anti-
rejection drugs. The laboratory growth of graftable skin may greatly increase 
the chances of survival for serious burn victims. 

Communications : Fibre optic lines carrying digitally-encoded laser pulses 
promise a big improvement in the quality of the long-distance transmission 
of audio and video signals. The video cassette and digitally-recorded record 
are only stop-gaps until we get the videodisc, already on limited sale in the 
USA. But will they manage to achieve some sort of standardisation among 
the half-dozen modes now in production ? Will the big consumer electronics 
companies have the courage to spend time perfecting the laser-read disc rather 
than sticking with the conventional, less-than-perfect stylus disc? All these 
questions and many others will be answered in a few years. Three-d cinema, 
better quality wide-screen TV and infra-red connected telephones are some 
of the other delights facing us. 

RODDY HALLIFAX 
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Looking at looking at the seventies: Decadology 

AFTER spending the last weekend blue track suit is running on the 
of the Seventies reading through a 
collection of Reviews of the Decade, 
the only consideration I found 
relevant was which wrist to cut 
first. And suicide, whether indivi
dual or collective, is probably the 
most logical conclusion of an in-
ward-looking, self-obsessed and 
almost intolerably miserable and 
disastrous period of time. As we 
move into the Eighties, the Daily 
Telegraph, thinking itself vindi
cated. calls on President Carter to 
abandon SALT as Soviet combat 
troops direct the traffic in Kabul 
where are parked 'acres' of tanks, 
troop-carriers and helicopter-gun-
ships. Helicopter-gunship'—where 
have I heard that before? The 
Seventies—a ghastly stew of econo
mic decline, Proxy War, genocide 
and apathy have drawn to a close, 
and the decadologists get out their 
scalpels for the autopsy. 

At such times, there pours forth 
from the journalistic media a wave 
of ten-year roundups, the authors 
of which are often overcome by the 
mental strain of the task they im
pose on themselves. Recounting all 
that bad news in one go is a little 
anxiety making and liable to send 
them scurrying to their analysts in 
good decadel style. One notable sur
vivor of this decennial journalistic 
junket has been our own director, 
Professor Dahrendorf, who, incre
dibly, managed to strike a note of 
optimism writing in the Sunday 
Times. 

In a rather vague delineation of 
Britain's hopes for the Eighties— 
what, for example, is "the social 
democratic phase of social develop
ment", apart from para-alliterative? 
—Professor D. suggests that it will 
be Britain's special qualities which 
save us in the Eighties. Even now, 
he says, we are too inclined to 
deprecate ourselves and are 
the "envy, indeed the dream of 
many all over the world". The envy, 
that is. of those who are further 
up shit creek than we. And it is 
exactly our special qualities—our 
obsession with class, pedantry, 
licensing hours, rigor mortal holds 
on tradition, civil service run by 
Oxbridge lobotomies — that have 
got us into this mess. They will 
not get us out. For a liberal intel
lectual like Professor D, surely, the 
outlook is mesmerizingly gloomy: 
sexual equality, expansion and im
provement of education, entitle
ment to health care, to name but 
three marks of civilized society are 
pruned by a Conservative Govern
ment which has "lost its inhibi
tions'*, as they say. Still, I salute 
his lonely stand. 

Keith Waterhouse, writing in the 
Observer Colour Supplement (a 
periodical well known for biting the 
conscience of the owner of the hand 
that feeds it), probably felt the 
worse for compiling his collage of 
the decade, entitled, ironically, "A 
Profile of the '70's person". In fact, 
so painful is the retrospect that 
Waterhouse was forced to resort to 
surrealistic, present tense picture 
painting in order to capture its full 
despair. Take this paragraph, for 
example: 

'A townscape that looks like a 
vast but deserted National Car 
Park, bisected by cobbled roads 
that need weeding. A jogger in a 

spot at the crumbling kerbside 
while a funeral procession cruises 
at fifteen miles an hour past 
him and towards the flat hori
zon.' 

Jogging, notice, bugs the decado
logists, as does Whole Earth-ism, 
psychoanalysis and I Ching, all of 
which are signs of '70's narcissism 
and self-obsession. I Ching, for 
example, has become a combination 
of Delphic Oracles, Old Moore's 
Almanack and Stars On Sunday—a 
kind of morbid retreat from the 
future by technological Personkind. 
But, if you still have anything left 
in your stomach after Waterhouse's 
emetic review, you might go on to 
Peter Conrad's direful decadectomy 
in the Observer proper. 

This was one of two reviews 
which were especially impressive, 
and certainly the one which cap
tured most figuratively the period 
through which we have just had 
the misfortune to live. In an excel
lent piece of journalese, full of 
juicy words like 'tumescent' (with 
i eference to Arnold Schwarzeneg
ger) and "nympholepsy" (with refe
rence to Woody Allen), Conrad uses 
vocabulary like belt ammunition to 
shoot down the gurus and idola of 
the 70s. Even Woody Allen, the 
period's parodist-in-chief, is not 
spared: "This wizened dwarf", 
cries Conrad, "is actually in love 
with the remote recollection of his 
own youth, for the Seventies is the 
decade in which those who were 
young in the Sixties began to creak, 
limp and wrinkle". Not a profound 
statement, to be sure: more like an 
arithmetical platitude. But Conrad 
is really drawing attention to the 
fact that the '70's is the period in 
which the marchers, rebels and 
flower children of ten years ago 
Copped Out. Having failed to im
prove the world, we vainly try to 
improve ourselves: then anti-war 
demonstrators shouted, "Hell no, 
we won't go!"; now slimming 
groups declare, "Hell no, we won't 
grow!" We also flock in droves to 
see films like "Apocalypse Now", 
which, for Conrad is the "last and 
deadliest insult" of the '70's to the 
Ws. Far from thinking about affec
ting the future, we moronically try 
to escape from it by wallowing in 
nostalgia ("Grease") or looking 
upwards for some modern equiva
lent to the Star of Bethlehem 
("Close Encounters"). 

A second especially biting wind-
up appeared at the beginning of 
the year in Time Out, written by 
David Widgery—an "Inner City 
Marxist". In a dirge for the Revo
lution which never quite happened, 
this caustic member of the Socialist 
Workers' Party laments the failure 
of the 60s to fulfill their promise 
and his plea now is for the Left to 
wise up to modern issues like homo
sexual equality and feminism. For 
it seems that the Left has been 
temporarily stunned by a "swing to 
the right which was almost audible 
some nights". Trotskyism is alive 
and well, but only down in the 
Student Union bar, and the Com
munist Party continues on the 
ideological slalom from "formal 
Stalinism" to a "species of chummy 
left reformism". All true enough, 
but, talking about the "winter of 
discontent", Widgery makes a 
fatal error in thinking that there 
was something revolutionary about 
the strikes. Allowing a hint of opti
mism to creep into an otherwise 
gloomy piece, Widgery says "some
thing is stirring". Something is, 
but it's only sauve qui peut as the 
ship slowly sinks. 

What about Des Wilson writing 
in the Illustrated London News, of 
all things? Well, if you can find it 
amidst the adverts for Aquascutum 

70s PEOPLE' 
and Coutts & Co. his piece recounts 
the sad, and by now familiar story 
in penetratingly interpretive terms. 
"Bomb explosions and gunfire", we 
learn, "have become a common 
ocurrence in Ulster". All the photos 
in the general section of the review 
are of scenes of violence, except 
one which is of President Nixon 
saying hi to a little Chinese girl. 
Wilson, like a ghoulish passer-by 
peering through the blackened 
windows of an ambulance into 
which has been placed the victim 
of a car crash, charts the "Savage 
Seventies" with obsessive thorough
ness. He even manages to include 
the crowd disaster at Ibrox Park in 
1971—hardly a geo-political event, 
but it contributes to the deathlike 
atmosphere of the review. 

There was a slightly less shock-
horrific account of the decade in 
the Guardian, by Geoffrey Taylor, 
full of nice journalistic simplifica
tions and edge smoothing. In the 

US, for example, the cry ten years 
ago was, "Up against the ' wall, 
motherfucker!"; now it's. "Have a 
nice day!". I was also left won
dering if Taylor had forewarning 
of the Soviet invasion of Afghanis
tan because he calls his review 
"The Gathering Storm". He also 
refers to General Sir John 
Hackett's providence-tempting "The 
Third World War", which is some
thing we seem closer to than at 
any time since the Cuban Missile 
Crisis. With the Russians putting 
everything into Afghanistan except 
Alexandrov and the Red Army 
Choir and the US on the verge of 
a military alliance with China, the 
clouds are indeed gathering. 

From Newsweek one gleans that 
the '70's have been a decade of 
change. My God! So that's what 
it is. A bland, vaguely optimistic 
review in what a friend of mine 
calls "that completely useless maga
zine" might dissuade you from can

celling your life insurance policy 
and taking out some foolish loans. 
In America, the outlook is never 
entirely gloomy and. as it emanates 
thence, Newsweek maintains this 
tradition. For them, the image of 
the '70's is a jogger, obsessed with 
the sound of his own breathing and 
wearing a smile button. Do you 
know any pessimists who jog? 

In spite of isolating a few trends 
which one can identify from one's 
own experience of the last ten 
years, this new discipline of instant 
history—decadology—fails to catch 
the historical developments as they 
actually happen. One of the reasons 
that the decadologists have had 
such a field decade this. time is 
that, in 1970, if I remember rightly, 
very few people predicted accura
tely the sort of things that have 
happened since. Let's hope that the 
present crop of gloom-mongers are 
proved wrong. 

Alex Wynter 

The 1500 metres slouch 
POOR Jim Ryan, I'm still con
vinced they tripped him up. There 
was I. a pre-pubescent 12 year old 
rooting for my hero in the 1500m 
at the Munich Olympics, and, it 
was in colour, and what's more, it 
was the first time I had seen a 
colour television! The smell of fresh 
plastic and the all pervasive lumi
nescence of the screen are still 
there in my mind. A decade or so 
later I'm not really asking whether 
he was tripped any more, but if it 
was all worth it. 

Images of laughter, sadness, 
deep thought and banality are all 
conjured up when I think about 
television since that fateful day in 
August 1972. It is to some extent 
coloured (if you'll pardon the pun) 
by other, perhaps more significant 
events of those times, but essen
tially it is through the medium of 
television that most of it was 
succinctly packaged and presented. 

In retrospect, little, if anything 
has changed. Humour remains 
bound by convention with the bold, 
exciting frontiers created by "TW3" 
and "Beyond the Fringe" now 
leaving a sour taste in the mouth. 
Aberrations like "Not the Nine 
O'clock News" succeed in provoking-
only one emotion in me, and it 
isn't happiness. Bad taste can be 
hilarious, but bad bad taste is just 

plain annoying. It seems that along 
with popular music, the trends that 
propelled television in those exci
ting early days of the 70's have 
pushed it off the edge of a cliff, 
and like the character in a Bugs 
Bunny cartoon it struggles in per
fect impotence just long enough for 
us to catch its doomed expression 
before plummeting earthwards. But 
Bugs Bunny is alright in the next 
scene so what about television? 

The ever-increasing abundance 
of American Cop shows is signifi
cant only because of that: their 
abundance. I used to like Charlie's 
Angels Kojak/The Rockford Files, 
but after the 822nd episode to use 
screaming Ford tin cans, helpless 
beautiful blind girls, hyperintelli-
gent psychic labradors and karate-
chopping Private dicks, the eyes 
glaze over, the heart stops beating 
and I'm down for suspected coma. 

The trouble with violence ad 
nauseum is that you forget it could 
be real people getting very hurt. 
When you hit someone on the jaw-
so hard that he falls over a table 
you don't walk away dusting off 
your fingers. You call for an ambu
lance and an undertaker. The latter 
is for him and the ambulance for 
you. As the programmes become 
more consumer-orientated they be
gin to resemble the other junk pro

duct of the seventies: food. Homo
genised, pasteurised, sterilised, 
monosodium - glutomised, the 
superlatives just keep on coming. I 
could continue waxing lyrical but 
that would really gum up the works. 

BBC Shakespeare shows us all 
how it should be done; badly. It's 
all so tired, so "been done before". 
We see theatrical actors acting 
theatrically; it's great for theatre, 
but television? The intimacy of 
theatre—the actual people projec
ting themselves into other actual 
people—is all but obliterated by 
that gently curved glass. There are 
too many well-known faces for it to 
be intimate any more. It all noils 
down to a question of pedantry. Do 
we dictate our tastes to television, 
or does television dictate to us? 

It is now that the question really 
needs answering. After a decade of 
extension and "improvement" the 
ultimate in TV technology has 
arrived with a sickening thud. On 
our "boxes" we can have all the 
programmes plus news, sport, lite
rature, art, video films and so on, 
and so on. With a tiny flick of the 
thumb the world is your coffin, and 
if you're really lucky you don't 
even have to move an eyeball. 
Before very long there won't be 
any more Jim Ryans left. 

Eden Riche 
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MUSIC AND THE 

SEVENTIES 
"I could do with the money, 
I'm so wiped out with things 

as they are, 
Td send my photographs to 

my honey, 
I'd come on like a regular 

superstar." 
(David Bowie) 

NO matter how one tried, it 
was hard to enjoy inwardly all 
the various types of popular 
music in the seventies, and 
especially so in the era which 
saw the appearance of the 
mtimerous "teenybopper" idols, 
"Glamour Rock", varying forms 
©f Disco, the frenzy of Punk 
and the Mod and Ska revivals, 
lit appears that largely due to 
increased commercial exploita
tion, the seventies stand alone 
as a period of musical move
ments and often cheap, fashion
able trends. 

Almost all were shortlived 
and none have survived the 
ten-year span without consider
able transformation. Wherever 
one was in the early seventies, 
at home, in shops, pubs, parties 
txr dances, there was no escap
ing' the sweet tones of the Os
monds. David Cassidy, Gary 
Glitter and later The Sweet, 
Slade and the Bay City Rollers. 
Thousands of hysterical pre-
teen kids screamed for their 
idols, with everything from 
their signet rings to their tar
tan jeans inscribed with the 
name of their hero. As soon as 
company executives saw the 
possibility of exploitation, there 
would be rows and rows ©f 

THE CLASH: MELLOWED FOR COMMERCIAL SUCCESS 

identical fan memorabilia — be 
it glittering high-heeled shoes, 
two-tone suits or bondage trou
sers. 

Initially at any rate, Punk did 
away with the need for big 
businessmen. Anarchy outlined 
complete individualism and 
independence; by doing away 
with convention one could 
dress as one pleased—anything 
as long as it shocked. 

The movement offered the 
opportunities of cheap gigs and 
do-it-yourself records, and again 

stressed the dissatisfaction with 
the existing company monopo
lies. The Buzzcocks' "Spiral 
Scratch" EP was the first such 
"home-made" disc to achieve 
any amount of recognition and 
titles such as "Boredom" and 
"Breakdown" reflected well the 
common Punk feeling. 

Most bands were faced with 
an impossible dilemma; either 
they signed to small independ
ent labels to avoid vast com
pany manipulation, and thus 
reached a • strictly limited 
audience, or they "sold out" to 

big established labels in an 
effort to get their bitter views 
across. Only recently has the 
problem been overcome with 
the emergence of the Mod and 
Ska revivals. However tran
sient, bands such as Secret 
Affair and The Specials owe 
their success to their own inde
pendent labels — success which 
ensures the availability of far 
more alternative types of" music 
in future years. 

Only Disco has retained a 
fairly consistent form through
out the period and remains the 

most important form of music 
in terms of mass enjoyment 
and clearly enjoyment is the 
most crucial criteria of all. 
Change is vital, but no-one 
should be shunned for liking 
one particular type of music 
and not another. 

After their initial success, 
groups had to develop musically 
or be forgotten as soon as the 
prominent bands from another 
movement took their place. 

The Sex Pistols couldn't com
promise and split up, the Clash 
mellowed and now enjoy con
siderable commercial success. 
Only David Bowie has survived 
the days of Glam-Rock and with 
others such as the Who has 
realised "the gift of sound and 
vision" and expanded into the 
film industry. 

There have been many mem
orable individual records; few 
can forget Rolf Harris's "Two 
Little Boys" ox Benny Hill's 
"Ernie". The numerous nag
ging chart hits of Abba, Blon-
die and Wings are already con
sidered as "pop classics," and 
the fact that the Pistols' "God 
Save the Queen" reached num
ber two in Jubilee Week and 
that a Ska version of "Tears of 
a Clown" is now a top-ten hit 
almost exactly ten years after 
it was first written has pro
vided the chart fanatic with 
many an interesting statistic. 

No matter how much one 
either enjoyed or despised a 
particular singer, band or move
ment in the seventies, there has 
never been a more diverse, 
stimulating period for So many 
types of musical taste. 

Simon Garfield! 

GLAD 
THE golden age of the fig leaf 
is long gone. With the ad-
wanee/retreat of the next/pre
vious ice age the demand for a 
more comprehensive covering 
Ktas been met with more/less 
imagination in the past decade. 

Commercial designers pour 
out retrospective revolutions 
until something sticks, then sell 
it for all it's worth. (A notable 
fiop, the mini, has failed 
through popular demand des
pite heavyweight support). 
Punk rather surprised the blue 
chips, but proficient practition
ers of band-wagon jumping 
don't lose out for long. Bond
age was in with chain and 
safety pin (large nappy size, 
coincidence ?) accessories and 
slashing was no longer confined 
to vandals. 

Unisex and immortal, the 
bhie jean is another decade 
older. With a zip busting sense 
ei tradition a million bums 
ooze into denim as flares 
(wouldn't be seen dead in 
straights, dharling) slowly tap
ered out. Loons were a scream 

• *+-then they weren't and the all-
concealing smock has been rele

gated to Methereare. The re
maining relics of the cheap and 
classless hippy culture boost 
Indian Exports and ex-adher-
ents retire to Kashmir or Price 
Waterhouse. 

Mind you "ethnic' still has a 
place. The communist threat 
was brought closer as fifth 
c o l u m n i s t  s e c r e t a r i e s  w o r e  
padded Chinese jackets. The odd 
Apache sounded their warcry 
down the Kings Road and 
booted ten-gallon Texans ar
rive in the m-k of time for the 
Self ridges' sale. Mucking about 
in dungerees was a practical 
pastime — predictions have to 
favour the boiler suit, an ap-
pendaged form of the former. 
Ecology and flatties, leather and 
tweed — all rather boring but 
useful for those long country 
walks to feed the ducks in St 
James's. 

The children of the '70s have 
been a hatless generation. The 
rich, extroverts and the bald 
have statyed the course but for 
the remain'der it was a time for 
nudity. New wave over-com
pensation for this deprivation 
with pink spikes and green 
streaks (net' the Lord's "spec
tator" type) negate the need for 

a lid. Down below the road to 
deformity has been well trod
den by platforms and plimsols, 
s t i l e t t o e s  a n d  s t a c k s ,  U S  
sneakers and brothel creepers. 
In between skirt lengths have 
bobbed up and down. The 
mini (for sexy read sexist), 
midi and maxi were buoyant in 
turn and the decade ends with 
a just-below-the-knee compro
mise. The wrap over, once a 
multicoloured swirl, has re
turned, silky and chic (or a 
Dorothy Perkins version, nylon 
and nasty). 

FOR millions of women their 
prayers have been answered by 
Avatollah Khomeini and his 
trend-setting enthusiasm for a 
simple yet feminine outfit sure 
to please your man. Of course 
equality does have its draw
backs. Maggie meets QEII 
over a quick curtsey in same 
period piece. We. according to 
the Palace, don't notice that 
sort of thing. 

So farewell to this backward 
looking decade of the masses. 
Maybe those forties fetishists,' 
fifties flirts and sixties swing
ers might turn around and 
enter an original 'eighties.-

Rowena Whelan 
FASHION'S AGE OF CONFUSION 

RAGS 
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turnip, freezing while the people 
inside are singing "Auld Lang Syne" 
and celebrating with a drink and a 
quick neck behind the sofa. 

I come back to the LSE early, 
my head still reeling from the fes
tivities. The place is deserted; the 
corridors ring with a sinister, 
hollow noise, and for a moment the 
place reminds me more of the set 
in "the Birdman of Alcatraz" than 
of "Alice in Wonderland". I take 
a pill and the illusion disappears; 
now it is like "Tales from the 
Crypt". 

BEAVER 
DIARY 

In the spectral mist, I catch a 
glimpse of the Phantom—a gaunt, 
tormented creature who wails piti
fully and hurls his hands in the 
air before lurching away in the 
darkness. I understand he has 
something to do with the economic 
history department. 

MONDAY 
I am faced with grim reality, the 

first class of term. Although people 
really want to spend their time 
telling each other what they did in 

their holidays, they are forced to 
sit and gather their frustrations 
through a session in which they are 
supposed to be refreshed, alert, and 
responsive. When they get outside 
the conversation erupts into details 
of the pair of knitted socks they 
got from Gran and how much 
weight they gained. 

Let me forestall your enquiries by 
revealing that X got two Christmas 
cards, a bottle of sherry,, my horos
cope for 1980 and some chocolate 
money, and only out of five pounds. 

WE DNE SDAY 

In the normal course of events, 
an academic at a departmental 
meeting is a little like a Venus 
fly-trap—there is a loonngg pause, 
a snap when a tasty morsel comes 
in range, followed by another 
pause, and another . . . But this 
occasion has all the tension and 
suspense of "Jaws". Beads of sweat 
are forming on furrowed brows; 
someone has whispered the word 
"cut" into their ears and now 
there is an unseemly scramble to 
find fee-paying students. 

There might be an interesting-
experiment here: if only they were 
wired to a polygraph, I am sure we 
would detect the frissons of 
anguish surging through the elect
rodes. After all, it worked on Aunt 
Mabel's begonias. 

I am shocked to discover that 
the price of a meal.with coffee in 
the Robinson Room has increased 
to 98p, at which price even Wright's 
Bar seems cheap by comparison. I 
shall complain to Mrs Thatcher-
when I see her next. 

Pooter 

CENSURE 
MOVE 
FAILS 

SITTING nervously in the bal
cony of the Old Theatre, I felt 
tremendously apprehensive as a 
great sense of power and authority 
was significant only in its absence. 
Gazing down towards the fore-
stage my eyes settled on the Union 
Executive ; those altruistic angels, 
working their collective hearts out 
for my benefit. Lucky me. 

Suddenly, sounding as though 
someone had overwound his clock
work mechanism, Curtis Baker 
began a gabbled tirade against our 
General Secretary. I didn't ac
tually hear most of what he said, 
and I'm not sure that he did 
either. 

Curtis, obviously a little carried 
away seemingly forgot he was ad
dressing people whose presence 
owed much more to the prospect 
of joviality than serious debate. 

Talking about administration 
and leadership, he roused the 
seething militant crowds into an 
even higher state of apathy. 
Before long, Curtis had finished 
his speech to a standing silence. 
The Chairman, nonchalantly whip
ped the microphone from the 
American's sweaty mit, and passed 
it to the man himself. 

Krish Maharaj paused for a 
moment before speaking, beckoned 
to his faithful few to stop throw
ing paper darts, and began to 
utter deep, meaningful, completely 
inaudible noises. Sometimes I 
managed to catch a phrase or two. 
I noted his denial of being a 
careerist politician and most im-

2  A  Chr i s tmas  Ca ro l  
DECEMBER 
A DEPARTMENTAL party, which 
is a jolly affair; people are sitting 
cross-legged on the floor, passing 
round a home-made cigarette with 
an exotic aroma. It is a sign of the 
times that students cannot afford 
their own tobacco nowadays; I 
must tell Professor Macrae about 
it. 

Krish Maharaj 
portant of all, his schizophrenic 
personality traits indicated by his 
exposition on Krish the General 
Secretary and Krish the real man. 
One may ask ; when is a Krish not 
a Krish ? 

A well known blond-haixed mem
ber of the Executive seized the 
microphone and announced the sup
port of the Executive for Krish. 
Rapturous applause was heard. For 
there it was : the fatal body-blow 
to the proposed Baker-Raphael 
coup had been struck. 

Next. Harris Raphael, trying des
perately to wriggle out of a 
situation he had not counted 
on, refused to look at the UGM 
whilst talking and concentrated 
on a piece of wood about half
way up the stage-surround, and 
inevitably Harris fell victim to 
steadily increasing cries of "Go 
away." 

At first I thought I was imag
ining it. Then I realised that it 
was all part of the scheme of 
things. The fire bell was ringing, 
and we evacuated the Old Theatre. 
It was a false alarm. The break 
served to cool tempers, and deplete 
numbers. When the meeting was 
resumed, the motion of censure 
was put to the vote and over
whe lming ly  de fea ted .  Eden  R iche  

They are behaving in a curiously 
light-headed manner; I suppose 
they are showing their relief from 
the stresses of academic work. Then 
they all form a conga and dance 
around the room, but their natural 
restraint and good breeding prevail, 
and the party breaks up when some
one tries to lead them into a cor
ridor. I haven't enjoyed myself so 
much since my stay at Butlin's. 

The term ends with the tradi
tional Beaver party. Unfortunately, 
it fails to live up to my expecta
tions of a Bacchanalian revel, and 
so I snuggle down in the corner with 
a bowl of peanuts. Huw Williams is 
eager to find out who "Pooter" is, 
and quizzes Steve Mogano. Robert 
Minikin and Paul Spicker. Alas, he 
is asking the wrong people . . . 

JAN U A RY 

I hate New Year. In my part of 
the country, there is the barbaric 
custom practised of "first-footing", 
which means I am thrust out in 
the biting cold with half the week's 
groceries tucked precariously under 
my arms, and have to stand like a 

BRIEFL Y 
Cards discarded 

It has come to our attention that the 
present card index system in the library 
is to be phased out and replaced by a 
V.D.U. reference catalogue. This should 
speed up operation and save space, but 
one dreads to think of the problems in
volved in the changeover, when some 
books will be on cards and some on 
microfiche ! 

Tuns transformed 
Much to the delight of Mr T. Rose, 

the garrulous and gregarious social sec
retary, the Three Tuns bar has had a 
face-lift, having gained red walls and 
alternate furniture (?!), together with 
red lighting which successfully masks 
whatever one is eating and drinking. 

Dahrendorf derided 
LSE's dedactic director, Professor 

Ralph Dahrendorf, has just published 
another book of his wilfully wise 
words, copies of which may be obtained 
from bookshops priced exorbitantly. 
U n f o r t u n a t e l y ,  P r o f e s s o r  B e r n a r d  
Grick, writing in the "Guardian", was 
less than enthusiastic and expressed 
opinions which would hasten the death 
of "Life Chances". 

Successful Statesman 
To celebrate the sale of 1,111 copies 

of the "New Statesman", the Labour 
Club presented the purchaser of the 

1,111th copy with a book-token value 
£5. Pictured below are Mr Jeremy 
Spencer (left), the lucky winner, Mr 
Francis Wheen (centre) and Mr 
Christopher Hird, both of the journal 
in question, just who is the best states
man is unclear; the winner just hap
pens to live in the same household as 
Mr Steve Dawson, the Labour Club 
Treasurer, who organised the competi
tion ! 

Photo : Fiona Sudworth 

Of'lainoIlY published In Japanese in 19 
with the title this translation contains areagents as 
relevant in U)80 as they here when the 
book first aooeared, 

se&tentioi analysis ot temporary eaullit) 
It also examines avnonic paths of econam 
development;, it. Ives-general eaulltbrKfm 
ahqb'?!? or dynamic probations at monetary 
noI lev effect, ihe book will be suited to 
theorv orientated undergraduates <|nct -
or research students. 
Professor Korlshinw sovs: "The profit from 
the sale of this book Kill be siven to the 
iPSS's fund. a reasonable price kouIU be like <3. oil, hut l an Mioraira 
tJS.OO tor it. What 1 am asking is that 
t h o s e  i n t e r e s t e d  b a v i n s  t h i s  b o o k  w i l l  
aoree Kith ny intention, ana nay tt;e extra 
t'2.00 as o donation to future students anct 
friends at the School** 

from True Hut ton at, 



by Alok Vajpeyi 
prisoners and announced the 
sixth general election. She was 
confident of' victory against the 
Janata, a hastily merged um
brella party formed with the 
sole aim of destroying Mrs 
Gandhi and her son. But senior 
members of her own party left 
her to join it, thus tilting the 
balance away from her. Her 
party lost that election, and 
she suffered the further humili
ation of personal defeat in her 
constituency. Her son lost his 
battle for parliament as well. 
Indian democracy had been em
phatically re-asserted 

THIRTY-THREE months after 
jute had been voted out of 
power, Mrs Indira Gandhi made 
a spectacular come-back in the 
seventh Indian General Elec
tion last week. 

Though the political pundits 
bad tipped Mrs Gandhi to 
emerge victorious, the decisive 
nature of her victory, which 
pave her more than a two-
thirds majority in the lower 
house of parliament, took every-
ene by surprise. The Janata 
party. which had formed the 
previous government, lost with 
less than- 10' v of total seats to 
its name. The marxist Com
munist Party and the Lok Dal 
were elected the largest opposi
tion parties in parliament. The 
Indian electorate had once 
again shown its highly unpre
dictable nature. 

W f-ib is}< S 

The Janata party, an amal
gam of extreme Right wing 
and Left wing parties, came 
into power. But its inherently 
weak base could not withstand 
continuous infighting. It re
sulted in social, economic and 
political chaos in the country, 
of which the irrepressible Mrs 
Gandhi took advantage. In 
late 1979, the Janata party lost 
a motion of confidence in par
liament, which paved the way 
for Mrs Gandhi's triumphant 
return, which she now claims 
is a vindication of her strong 
and stable term in office. 

Listen, a war wouldn't toe all bad. III we're quick oft the mark we could! 
become the first conscientious objectors." 

In 1975 Mrs Gandhi was dis
qualified as a member of par
liament by the High Court, for 
malpractices in the previous 
general election." But, instead 
ef resigning as Prime Minister 
and MP, Mrs Gandhi created 
the State of Emergency, with 
effective power in her own 
hands. Then , started a-two-year 
pel-iod of dictatorship. Mr San-
jay Gandhi, the jrounger of 
Mrs Gandhi's two sons, emer
ged out of impending business 

tinsolvency with high political 
ambitions. He took unofficial 
but effective control, forming a 
h:gh level ministerial caucus 
around him, and indulged his 
every whim and fancy. He 
launched a family planning 
project and had millions of 
people vascectomised without 
regard . to age, consent, or 
health. 

Her supporters believe that 
Under the Maintenance of "Indira is India". Until re-

Internal -Security Act opposi- cently such a statement would 
tion leaders and countless other have been ridiculed ; but the 
people were arbitrarily thrown Jack of strong alternate leader-
into prison with no recourse to ship, now lends this belief credi-
judicial appeal. Large inhabited bility. Why did Congress (I) 
slum colonies were levelled out win the elections ? The answer 
by bulldozers, to make the land- can be found in a rejected bal-
stape look neater. There was lot paper on which a dejected 
rule by terror. • voter had scribbled. "What is 

the point in voting—they are all 
In 1977 Mrs Gandhi surpris- crooks''. Mrs Gandhi seemed 

mgly ..released ail political to be the. best of the bunch. 
iH^iifiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii.iiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiMiiiifiiiiimiiiiu'iiMiiiMiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii1 

In some ways the return of 
Mrs Gandhi is timely, for India 
needs a strong and stable gov
ernment ; especially today when 
inflation is rampant, law and 
order is deteriorating, and vio
lence is the way of life. Also, 
with the development of Rus
sian influence so close to India 
in Afghanistan, an efficient 
leader is needed: and'there is 
no doubt that Indira is efficient. 
The question, however, is if she 
•Will once again bow down to 
her son and -revert to dictator
ial rule. The signs seem to 
point that way, with Sanjay 
Gandhi's re-emergence as a 
strong influence in her party. 
Perhaps even he has learnt a 
lesson. It dofes not seem likely, 
though, and it may be a long 
time before the next election. 

London 
Bedford 
Birmingham 
Bristol ' 

Cardiff 
Coventry 
Edinburgh 
Glasgow 

Leeds 
Leicester 
Liverpool 
Manchester 

Reading 
Sheffield 
Southalnptoii 
Wellingborough 

Middlesbrough 
Newcastle uporrTynt> 
Northampton 
Nottingham 

NEXT COPY DATE FOR ALL CONTRIBU
TIONS IS TUESDAY, 5th FEBRUARY. 
TYPED AND COUNTED WORK Y/OULD BE 
APPRECIATED. 
CONTRIBUTIONS TO BE H A N D E D  I N  TO 
THE BEAVER OFFICE ROOM SI 16. 
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TOURS PRESEN n IS 
Fancy a year in swinging London? Tired of sun, sand and all that oil? 

Then L.S.E.  is  for you •  •  •  Just  look what we can offer 

The Library. 

The manager will take pains to see to your every desire 
and make your stay as comfortable as possible. 

Full sports facilities: 
a gymnasium, 
football, rowing, 
swimming, 
mountaineering 
and frequent 
marches. 
Only a stone's throw 
from the heart of 
London! 

SEE the West End— 
the night life— 

Soho I  THRILL to  
the historic monu
ments I You'll 
LOVE life in this 
milling metropolis ! We'll take more care of you. 

And when you leave, we'll give you a special 
embossed piece of paper - just to remind 
you of your stay here! 

ALL THIS for only £2,000 a year! 
Hurry now - this offer can't last for ever. 

Published by the L.S.E. Make the Rich Pay for the Crisis Campaign. 

A sightseeing tour in historic London. Our Nursery has had to close—but baby sitting is available at competitive rates. 
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LONDON 
The long voyage home 
JOHN LAHR writes in the programme notes 
that "before Eugene O'Neill, America had en
tertainment; after him, it had drama" and, 
although this is not O'Neill at his best by any 
means, there is still much in this grouping of 
four early plays to substantiate this statement. 
In the same way as August Strindberg found 
it necessary to base the majority of his drama 
on autobiographical events, in "The Long 
Voyage Home" at the Gottesloe Theatre, O'Neill 
draws on his own personal experience to create 
a collection of diverse and moving short plays 
of the sea. 

In doing so, he attempts to dispel all popular 
myths of mystery and romanticism and presents 
life as cruel and full of tragic human suffering. 
O'Neill wrote these plays at different stages 
of his career—we see his very first play here 
—and while each of the four is concerned with 
different themes, unity is maintained by the 
reappearance of several characters in each. 

The first is the least convincing and, con
centrating as it does on monotony and loneli
ness of life at sea, stresses the men's depend
ence on alcohol and local girls — recurrent 
themes in much of O'Neill's ,work. The second 
shows a slow death below deck, yet teeters 
dangerously close to the hackneyed slush that 
O'Neill tries to avoid. (It is no mere coinci
dence that John Wayne stars in the film adapta
tion of this play.) Had the acting in this 
production been of an inferior quality, O'Neill's 
work could be classed with conventional 
Victorian melodrama. As it is, the piece only 
just survives. 

Indeed the individual performances, almost 
wthout exception, are excellent throughout the 
plays and are at their height when the text 
itself improves. In the third piece, Jack 
Shepherd portrays well the humiliation of one 
accused of spying (the action takes place just 
before and during the first world war), but it 
is in the fourth, a chilling tale of the shang
haiing of a naive Swedish farm-hand, that 
O'Neill's mastery comes to the fore. With his 
art in drawing out the inevitable, he leads the 
audience from anticipation to suspense and 
ultimately to sympathy. 

This is only the start of the O'Neill season 
at the National—and it bodes well for the per
formance of his more accomplished works. 

Simon Garfield 

"HEROES", by Doug Lucie Theatre at New 
End, Hampstead. 
"HEROES" concerns students living in a house 
in Oxford; the first act, set in the late 'sixties, 
explores the ideologies of six people. 

Two hippies take a room in the house and 
immediately it arouses hostility in the other 
residents; at first, we are sympathetic towards 
the hippies, who profess that they are "on 
another planet". In theory, they appear harm
less but, in practice, their drugs almost lead 
to a killing and thus our sympathies no longer 
lie with them. But their appearance brings 
about prejudice and malice, total intolerance 
on anything other than moderate outlooks on 
the part of the other students; one attempts 
to understand, to accept them, but has to 
admit failure. 

The characters portrayed are stereotypes: 
there is the "rich Hampstead girl, awaiting 
daddy's next cheque", and there is the ideolo
gist, the thinker, whose deeply philosophical 
socialist views are removed from reality, who 
thinks he is one of the workers yet when face 
to face with one he cannot communicate, can
not cope. It pokes fun at every representative 
of the students. 

The second act is a contrast. Set in the 
late 'seventies, it puts forward the view that 
students are now too ready to accept the 
status quo, with their views continually becom
ing more conservative. No longer, it appears, 
are students prepared to accept individuals— 
there is a reference to a "black". There is a 
"queer" who wants to be accepted by society, 
but in his apathy does not go out and fight 
for his rights; there is the trade unionist who 
appears to be the only character prepared to 
be alive and active; there is the mixed-up girl 
who declares that she cannot cope with life and, 
finally, there is the scientist, sponsored by ICI, 
who is besotted with his molecular experiments 
and too ready to accept life as it comes, 
questioning nothing it brings. 

There does not appear to be as much 
hostility in the second act, but there is insin
cerity ; people are wary of each other, hiding 
behind their brick walls in their insecurity, 
unprepared to accept each other. 

It is a very significant play and perhaps 
moving ; the performances were good all round, 
with Geof Atwell giving the best one. 

Jeremy Rosenblatt. 

FRANCIS FORD COPPOLA'S 
"Apocalypse Now" arrived 
amid media hysteria and a 
serious critical acclaim hitherto 
unknown to the makers of 
straight forward war epics. 
Billed as the last word in com
bat simulation, it was a guaran
teed box office smash given the 
States' "Nam" obsession and an 
audience with a heavy pen
chant for sensationalism. 

Brando plays an ex-West 
Point superstar, the renegade 
Colonel Kurtz, while Martin 
Sheen portrays the silent Capt. 
Willard who, while journeying 
up river to terminate the Colo
nel's command, discovers that 
even burnt out pros have moral 
convictions. 

Episodic encounters line the 
anabasis. The bizarre Colonel 
Kilgore (Robert Duval) laun
ches his legendary chopper at
tack to Wagner's triumphal 
"Ride of the Valkyries". Play

mates perform to over excited 
GIs and bemused locals who 
continue eating rice on the 
wrong side of the fence. The 
"arsehole of the world" turns 
out to be an anarchic battle for 
control of the Do Lung Bridge, 
the last American base on the 
river. And beyond this hell.. ? 

From here on in Coppola em
braces Conrad, proffering a 
primitive world with Brando 
as a murderous God and crude 
alternatives to the military 
sophistication of the war. From 
his temple compound, Kurtz's 
barbarity spills over the Cam
bodian jungle and his Monta-
gnard followers watch pas
sively. Yet it is here, at the 
supposed heart of the film, that 
Coppola founders. Confusing 
breadth for depth, he wallows 
in mysticism and literary ob
scurities. Willard confronts 
the moralising Kutz whose 
physical concealment is con
trasted with his all pervading 

Macmillan's Mayerling 
THE Royal Ballet's revised produc
tion of Swan Lake, presented over 
Christmas, was rather disappoin
ting. The main change was a very 
welcome one: Ashton's passionate 
and dramatic last act replaced the 
Sergeyev version, which was much 
too formal in the build-up to the 
lovers' double suicide. Unfortunately 
the act most in need of revision, 
the first act, was left virtually un
touched. It is a disaster, dramati
cally, merely postponing the start 
of the story for half-an-hour, and 
the choreography is a hotch-potch 
of pieces by at least four choreog
raphers, which doesn't do justice 
to the great, music. . 

Of the ballerinas attempting the 
almost, impossible double role of 
Oddette/Odile (the true swan prin
cess and her wicked double), both 
Jennifer Penney and Marguerite 
Porter showed promise as Oddette 
but failed to convey the quite dif
ferent character of Odile. Neither 
came near Lesley Collier's complete 
interpretation. Dowell was predic
tably supreme as the Prince. 

The ballet being "performed by 
the Royal Ballet during January, 
Kenneth MacMillan's Mayerling, is 
also concerned with a double 
suicide, but that's where the simi
larities end. The ballet depicts the 
life of Prince Rudolf from his 
forced marriage to a Belgian Prin
cess to his double suicide with the 
16-year old Mary Vetsera the latest 
in a long line of mistresses. Rudolf's 
relationship with various women— 
his mother, mistresses and wife — 
make up both the dramatic and 
choreographic core of the work 
through a series of contrasting pas 
de deux. The one at the end of act 
one, in which Rudolf rapes his wife 
on their wedding night, is one of 
the most terrifying pieces of cho

reography ever devised, and the 

others (and indeed the rest of the 
choreography) are almost as 
remarkable. 

'Mayerling' shows the Royal 
Ballet at its best, and all the 
cast are superb, but I would pick 
out Collier's Mary Vetsera, Merle 
Park's Countess Lavisch and all the 
Rudolfs (Wall, Eagling and Jef
fries) as truly great performances. 

Two highly enjoyable Verdi 
operas are being performed in 
London at the moment. The ENO 
is presenting the long but always 
entertaining "Force of Destiny". 
The action-packed story is hard to 
summarise, but it ends with the 
usual plethora of bodies—two of the 
three leading characters in the 
revised version and all three, in the 
original version. The last scene may 
sound a little melodramatic, but in 
fact it's the highlight of the opera, 
and very moving as sung by Jose
phine Barstow. The other outstan
ding member of the cast is Neil 
Howlett, one of the few British 
baritones with an Italian ring to 
his voice. He plays the heroine's 
brother, who kills his sister, in the 
last scene, having just been mor
tally wounded by her lover. 

The much more concise and even 
more tuneful "La Traviata" is on 
at Convent Garden during January. 
Kiri te Kanawa is a beautiful Vio-
letta, but she could be more moving 
in her death scene. Stuart Burrows 
is a rather over-age and unconvin
cing Alfredo (Violetta's lover). The 
star of the evening is Renato Bru-
son, the great Italian baritone, as 
Alfredo's hard-hearted father who 
forces Violetta to give up Alfredo, 
and thus effectively hastens her 
death (from consumption). 

J. D. Johnson 

ego. His utterances are a tri
bute to the total dedication of 
his enemy and the message by 
no means unique to the Viet
nam war. Lashing of T. S. 
Eliot and ritual sacrifice make 
for cinematic not intellectual 
climaxes. 

Technical excellence disguises 
superficiality. Through the ex
pert eyes of Vittorio Storaro's 
camera-work, the war is glorious 
and grandiose while Michael 
Herr's narration is coldly 
authentic. It seems a shame 
that the so-called definitive 
war film of the decade should 
be imprisoned in the American 
idiom. The Vietnamese are 
treated as camera fodder, whole 
populations being recruited as 
extras in the great Hollywood 
tradition. "Apocalypse Now" 
entirely ignores the civilian 
tragedy which is the continuing 
epitaph to American interven
tion. 

Rowe na  Whe lan  

I 
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AS many off you may know 
t6nere is ant under-used bar in 
the basement of the St 
Clements Buiitiimg run by the 
Students' Unison. It is regarded 
by most students as a place to 
avoid • if you want to have a 
good night out. 

Well, I don't propose to 
change that th:..- year, at least I 
realise it would be difficult to 
remodel its entire image by 
June 1980. 

Bat in the next two weeks a 
real effort is being" made to 
brighten the place up—we're re
painting it Florrie's green 
an: moving expensive Swed
i s h  f u r n i t u r e .  S o r r y  —  I  
mean we are repainting it a 
tasteful C0I0.X and searching 
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r LOOK FOR TUNS 

Meanwhile the Three Tuns is 
going to be "spruced up" with ; 
additional lighting, replace- j 
ment furnature and a lick of j 
paint. Alongside these measures 
there Will be more socials held ; 
in the Bar with attractions such j 
as cheap beer, darts matches, 
pool tournaments etc. If any 
society wishes to hold a social 
in the "new" bar please con
tact Toby .Rose in S118 or Chas 
Holines in the Bar. 

RAGWEEK REPORT 

THE SMIRKS: making dancing compulsory, 
THE LANCASHIRE BAND 

FRIDAY, APPEARING IN THl 

BAR GAM 
Darts 

TEAMS of 8 are required for 
the darts and names should Die 
handed into Kevin Morrice be
hind the Three Tuns Bar. 

The first prize is a trophy 
donated by Sam Smiths and 
the runners up will receive a 
trophy from Charringtons, 

Pool 
Contact Mark behind the 

YOUR RAG MAG 
N E E D S  Y O U . . .  
ANGELA BENTON and her 
devoted crew are already em
barked on the production of this 
year's Rag Mag, but still re
quire vast legions of, insane 
volunteers to assist in the com
pilation of this magnificent 
volume. 

If you can either write, de
sign, or know a^v (original) 
jokes please ca II into thee 
Beaver Office. SI 16, where An
gela will welcome you v ith 
open arms. A more tempting 

| offer would be hard to find. 

RETURN TO THE L.S.E.. THIS 
THREE TUNS BAR AT 7.38. 

CHAMPS 
Three Tuns bar if you wish to 
take part in either: 

Pairs: the prize—a trophy 
donated by Brighouse games. 

Individual: prize of two 
pool cues to be donated toy 
Brighouse games. 
The heats will take place be

tween now and the 4th March 
when the final wilt be field at 
the start of Rag Week in the 
Bar. Entries to be received by 
February 1st. 

COURT 
CIRCULAR 

Friday, 1st February— 

THE SMIRKS 
(see above) 

Friday 15th February— 

ROSEBERY DISCO 

Wednesday 20th February— 

LSE BANDS TALENT 

CONTEST. Three Tuns. 

Winner represents LSE at 
London College Finals. 

Friday 7th March— 

RAG BALL : 
NOSTALGIA NIGHT. 

Garry Glitter. Desmond Dek-
ker, Films, Food, Disco, etc. 

L.S.E.  band talent  
THE LSE "Co-op" is a recently-
formed group of musicians w9u® 
are trying to encourage new 
bands to form and perform 
within the LSE. The backbone 
of this formidable group lis 
made up of "The Jive" an# 
"Alien Culture" but there art 
other groups already interests# 
and also individual musicians. 

The services which member
ship of the Co-op will provide 
are considerable. There is a 
pool of equipment which caa 
be loaned out for use on the 
premises and under the super
vision of one of the owners. 
Also, there is rehearsal space 
available each weekday night, 
but it needs to be booked in 
advance. 

This term on 20th February 
there will be an LSE bands 
talent evening in the Three 
Tuns, where a band (over 50% 
LSE student membership) will 
be chosen to represent LSE at 
the London Student Talent 
Contest at City University on 
Friday, 14th March. 

If you want to join up with 
other musicians at the college 
with a view toward an eventual 
album or even recording 
studio or even record label or 
. . . or just to have n ereak 
time . . . 

for some robust furniture which I 
can be reused in our new site. ; 

Because, as you may or may ' 
not know, the Bar will have to , 
close in its basement site this j 
year when the licence runs out 
due to the environmental health 
regulations. Hopefully a new 
site will be arranged in time J 
so we want to give it a good ] 
send off. 

Ru,- week is progressing well 
With more events being added 
as time goes on. Sponsored 
"Space |nvaaers'; has been sug
gested so organisers / partici-

- pants would be most welcome. 
Call into Rag HQ SI 18 at any
time to offer your services. 

Help is needed for work on 
stails. • publicity, and .on dis
plays; so-volunteers come for
ward : basically anyone is wel
come to heLp in whatever way 
they can. 

We are opening entries for 
the Bed Race to be held on 
Thursday, 6th March (route 
still being arranged with the 
Metropolitan Police). Please 
contact Henry Stewart via S118. 
Valuable prizes to be won. 

The 4-a-side football tourna
ment is getting underway so or

ganise yourselves into teams 
and present yourself to Sergio 
Pellegrinelli in E65. 

The Rag Committee takes 
pleasure in announcing the bill 
for the 1980 Rag Ball subtitled 
Nostalgia night. Childhood mem
ories will come flooding back 
during the set of the one and 
only Gary Glitter, you won't be 
able to stand still to Desmond 
Dekker. and we'll have a disco, 
films, late bars, food, raffle and 
many other surprises, over the 
week including (subject to con
firmation) an all-niter. 

Just to remind you of the 
other events planned; there will 
be a sponsored Tube Trek on 
Sunday, 2nd March, Pie Throw
ing 3rd March, Welly Throwing-
4th March, Children's Party on 
5th March. If you want to help 
this year's charity effort just 
drop into S118 anytime and we 
can give you a job. 

THE RAGWEEK COMETH . . . . 
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COSMOS 
The 1st XI rejuvenated by 

Nigel Brynner and Slick 
Squires began the new term 
with renewed verve, vigour 
and venom with a vicious 
mauling of the once famous 
iSE Cosmos. This game saw 
10 goals mercilessly pounded 
past a feeble uninspiring 
Cosmos side, with their first 
choice 'keeper taken off with 
jetlag after a whirlwind four-
goal blitz in the first seven 
minutes. 

Cont inu ing  th i s  f i rebrand  
a r t i s t ry  they  then  t rounced  
h ighly- ra ted  Kings  1s t  XI .  A  
devas ta t ing  spe l l  mid-way 
through the  f i r s t  ha l f  saw 
Mad Mcin tosh  grab  a l l  four  
f i r s t -ha l f  goa ls ,  comple te ly  
demora l i s ing  the  v is i to rs .  

Wi th  Dave  Bai ley  bu lg ing  
ou t  of  h i s  sh i r t  and  a l so  
s h o w i n g  s o m e  d e l i c a t e  
touches  on  the  r igh t  wing ,  the  
boys  then  dec ided  to  tu rn  
the  sc rew.  

Glennon was  a  de jec ted  

f igure  a f te r  miss ing  h is  sec
ond  open  corner  of  the  game 
midway through the  second  
ha l f .  

This  d i sappoin tment  was  
a l lev ia ted  wi th  two fur ther  
goa ls  f rom Pi t ta l i s  and  Lewis  
—with  the  seventh  goa l  thun
dered  in to  the  ne t  f rom the  
nar rowes t  of  angles  by  s tand-
in  cap ta in  Dave  Squi res .  The  
game was  n ice ly  rounded  of f  
by  the  f i r s t -hand  ba l l  o f  the  
season .  

We would  l ike  to  congra tu
la te  the  th i rd  XI  on  the i r  
deadly  accuracy  f rom the  
pena l ty  spo t  (miss ing  three  
in  one  game) .  We would  
a l so  l ike  to  wish  the  Rugby 
Club  luck  in  a t tempt ing  to  
a r range  a  f ix ture  dur ing  the  
coming  te rm.  The  5 th  XI  man
aged  a  devas ta t ing  win  re 
cen t ly ,  mas te rminded  by  
the i r  mentor  mighty  Boyle  — 
they  defea ted  a  fu l l  s t rength  
3rd  XI  7 -3 .  

People from the fst XI. 

U.S. students 
boost 

basketball 
THE basketball team is currently competing for 
the University Athletic Union Championship. 
Building upon a few seasoned veterans, the 
team was infused with the fresh blood of new 
students, "NA" in type. (North American). The 
World Sports Council has awarded the team 
the honour of most promising team of the 1980s. 

In the preliminary round of the UAU tour
nament the team achieved average victory 
margins of over twenty points. This weekend 
the team is travelling to Colchester to play the 
University of Essex. The last weekend in 
January the Beavers will be trying for the 
English Crown. The second weekend of Feb
ruary the magnificent twelve in Manchester 
will "play for the United Kingdom championship. 

With any luck, LSE should have its first 
all UK champions. 

TOURISTS 
TROUNCE 

LSE 
The visit of the Irish National Squad to 

London last week may have been rather unsuc
cessful, but national pride was salvaged to some 
extent by their countrymen, Rathmines College, 
Dublin, who beat L.S.E. by a convincing 20 
points to six. 

Literally "straight off the boat (train)" the 
visitors went straight to New Maiden and pro
ceeded to humiliate L.S.E. in what was des
cribed in playing circles as a "hard but fair 
game. 

After a small celebration, the visitors were 
taken to Rosebery Hall where they doubled the 
numbers at the Disco and doubled the take on 
the door. 

Rosebery residents have expressed surprise 
at the high standard of the tourists' behaviour. 
"We didn't even know they were here. Rugby is 
obviously a different ball game in Ireland. 
Unfortunately that is not the view taken by the 
Rosebery Administration who did not welcome 
the visitors sleepng on the televsion room floor 
and have written a letter of complaint to the 
A.U. 

It is to be hoped that Rathmines College do 
not harbour grudges or share L.S.E. views on 
hospitality when L.S.E. travel to Dublin for a 
return fixture which is to be timed to coincide 
with the Wales-Ireland fixture on March 15th. 

The Rugby Club attributed the reason for 
i their defeat thus : 

"Unfortunately the Rugby Club has not yet 
got itself together. This may have something 
to do with the fact that our gorgeous chubby 
Geordie Captain is rumoured to be in hiberna
tion deep in the Mill Hill area. We await news 
of him with hope in our hearts. 

JUDO 
AND 

KARATE 
THE LSE associated as it is in 
She popular imagination with 
peaceable loonies of the aca
demic sort seems a strange 
place for the martial arts to 
flourish. And yet between six 
and seven on Mondays, Wed
nesdays and Fridays the Gym 
fairly resounds with Kiais (a 
Kiai I should explain is the 
fecocious shout that accompan
ies every attack in Karate). 

The type of Karate taught in 
the school is Shokotan karate 
which emphasises speed and 
power. The instructors are all 
black belts and are masters of 
technique. 

Karate is both an excellent 
method of keeping fit and a 
highly effective form of self de
fence. It has the further ad
vantage of not demanding any 
special physique. Women in 
particular are under no disad

vantage. So much so that two 
of the instructors are women. 

For those who find Karate too 
strenuous or too lethal a plea# 
sant alternative is Judo. The 
first few lessons may leave you 
with the feeling that it little 
deserves its title of "the gentle 
way" but with practice you will 
begin to enjoy it. Judo inci
dentally is taken by Mr Bal-
mer, the statistics lecturej, this 
ensures the alternation of bouts 
of laughter with bouts of fight
ing. 

Judo sessions are held every 
Wednesday between four and 
six in the Old teaching library. 
A separate self defence course 
for women is held on Thurs
days. This is also taken by Mr 
Balmer. It is not too late to 
join either Judo or Karate. All 
you have to do is turn up at 
any of the classes. 

Rugby sub given a helping hand. 

E as keen alert readers are already aware, this is the first issue of Beaver s 
1 II E1AI AAV to appear this term. Following the Christmas break, all of the collective g 
1 MrULUIX J  arrived back in S116 happy, refreshed and eager to construct yet another | 
= controversial and witty issue. Despite all the good intentions, tempers aie ^ 
H now somewhat frayed and due largely to the gaping inadequacies of p 
= British Rail, the issue appears roughly two weeks late. Having not only | 
= mislaid the original copy for a day, they decided to lose the proofs alto- ^ 
s gether—and even now an uncorrected issue of Beaver could be anywhere ^ 
= in the British Isles. = 
= Above all we wish to thank our faithful printers for coping with all ^ 
= the inconvenience and delay. The next issue, British Rail permitting, ^ 
= wiH be out in a couple of weeks, and any articles, as always, will be = 
= gratefully accepted. s 
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