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The college governing body will

meet this week to examine IC’s

student accommodation problem. A

possible solution to the problem is

entry into the government funded

Business Expansion Scheme or

BES. The scheme is a method by

which educational establishments

raise funds from the private sector

to buy student accommodation.

Individuals are allowed to invest _

upto £40,000 with a tax free return

on their investment after five years.

Dividends would be solely derived

from rent paid by the students in

residence.

Imperial would not be the first to

enter such a scheme. The insurance

company ‘SunLife’ has set up

companies under the BES aegis at

Lancaster, Sussex and York

Universities, each of which now

hold funds of upto £5,000,000.

Despite the apparent advantages of

the scheme, there are considerable

problems in its implementation.

According to Malcolm Aldridge,

controller of IC’s financial services,

one sticking point is that students

would have to be issued with

‘assured shorthold tenancy’

agreements, which under the 1988

Housing Act give tenants rights that

are so extensive as to make them

difficult to dislodge at the end of the

student year.

Mr Aldridge said that there had

been no test cases evicting students

from college accommodation.

There is the possibility that students

would be tempted to stay in assured

tenancies instead of attempting to

find accommodation outside the

college.

HRH Princess Anne, the chancellor

of the University of London, visited

the college on the 10th July to open

the new centre for’ Biomedical

systems and the centre for Toxic

Waste management. The Rector,

Sir Eric Ash, said that the new

centres were the ‘physical

embodiment of the merger’ of St

Mary’s and IC.

The centre for Biomedical

systems was funded by the Sir Leon

Bagrit foundation and will be named

after him. Lady Stella Bagrit, his

widow, explained that he was a

humanitarian with ‘a passionate

interest in science’, and that he

would have appreciated the help

given to future scientists.

Professor Bryan Coles, former

Pro-Rector of IC, told Felix that

both centres will be starting MSc

courses in September.

Fresh Start
Imperial’s Careers Advisory
Service (CAS) has a new director.

John Simpson, formerly a

recruitment manager for ICI,

officially takes up his post on Ist

August. He takes over from Russ

Clarke whose services were

withdrawn when the college

decided to leave the University of

London CAS.

Ben Turner, future ex-Deputy

President of the Union said that he

was ‘very confident in his (Mr

Simpson’s) abilities’.

Laughable

Loan

Levels

The Department for Education and

Science, the DES, has issued

figures for the student loan rates for

the academic year 1991-1992.

For students living away from

home in London, the maximum

loan will be £660 for a normal year

but only £480 if the student is in the

final year. For students living at

home, these figures are £460 and

£335 respectively.

The maintenance grant for the

academic year 1991-1992, for

mandatory award holders in the

UK, is frozen at the same rate as

for last year. For London students

living away from home it stands at

£2,845 and for students living at

home, £1,795 for the year.

The ‘top up’ loans level for the

past academic year, 1990-1991,

were £460 for a full year and £340

for a final year student living away

from home in London, ‘and £330

and £240 respectively for a student

living at home.

In addition the DES has released

figures concerning postgraduate

award rates. Bursaries for London

postgraduates will be £2950, or

£1760 if living in the. parental

home. Studentships will be £4970

in London and £2915 for those still

at home.

Buses
The bus route 33, which used to end

in Prince Consort road, now

terminates at Hammersmith and

alternative bus routes from there are

the numbers 9, (stops at the Albert

Hall) 10 and 27 (Kensington High

street).
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Edw od
Scissorhands
The scene is American suburbia

where freedom of expression is

shown by choosing which pastel

colour to paint your house. The

time is present irrelevant, but

something is very different. Within

view of this sickeningly idyllic

housing estate is an improbably

high ‘Dracula’ craggy mountain

with matching ‘Dracula’ craggy

castle (painted in a tasteful shade of

pastel black). Nobody in the pastel

houses seems to notice this

aberration in normality due to the

fact that this is no everyday story;

it is a fairy tale.

In the craggy castle lives a

creation, a modern-day

Frankenstein’s monster; a_half-

finished model of a man with a

leather body and scissors for his

fingers. He is Edward (Johnny

Depp), a model of a man who is

human on the inside, but externally,

he is a parody of human form,

comic in his looks.

Edward receives his first

experience of society, when he is

taken home and cleaned up by a

very motherly Avon lady, Peg

(Dianne Wiest). The stereotypical

Americans are amused by him, and

accept him into their society, much

as they would a video recorder if

it landed on their doorstep. They are

proud of showing him off, letting

him cut their hair, clip their dogs

and hedges, but few actually get to

know him. Fame spreads and soon

he looks as if he may even fit into

society.

He meets Peg’s daughter, Kim

(Winona Ryder) and falls in love.

She on the other hand accepts him

Ske

as a person and figures out that he

is a far nicer guy than her current

boyfriend. OK, so she falls in love

too but doesn’t know it. It happens

in films all the time.

Sounds simple, doesn’t it? Life’s

never like that. After several

misdemeanours and

misunderstandings later he is being

shunned by the gaggle of

neighbours, and wanted by the

police. Kim suddenly realises that

she loves him after all and life in

general gets rather difficult for all

concerned.

Tim Burton’s direction (Batman,

Beetlejuice) is superb. Keeping in

the same vein as Batman, Edward

Scissorhands is a ‘large’ film which

is designed for and works

excellently on the big screen. Plenty

of wide panning shots and moody

lighting are present to keep film

buffs happy and set the atmosphere

of the film. The pacing of the film

is perfect, a very comic superficial

beginning and first half which

deepens and darkens as the film

progresses, ending in a moody and

serious ending.

John Depp gave an superlative

performance as Edward with firm

backing from the rest of the cast.

Winona Ryder was as competent as

her role would allow, but her

character was written as being far

too stereotypical to do anything

outstanding. Nevertheless her

acting would leave any gerbil

drooling over his whiskers.

What more can I say? A

beautifully written, beautifully

acted, beautifully made,

wonderfully funny and deeply

moving film. As I left the review

cinema I was choking back the

tears. Then again, I’m a gullible

romantic. Romance is contagious;

catch it.

Murph.

Alan
Deuce

In a week when my grasp of reality

was decribed as ‘tenuous’, it is

fitting that I should get around to

reviewing this album. Y’see, lunacy

is a well-worn trick used mainly by

avant-garde freaks, following long

bouts of going without sleep and

taking copious amounts of

recreational pharmaceuticals; result

being, they get lost in the virtually

limitless void of self-contemplation

and pretence.

Alan Vega, Stooge-inspired

electro rocker and half of Suicide,

does not fit in with the above

description. This particular freak is

unattractively twisted. So

unattractive in fact, that his

appearance onstage has had the

tendency to spark off vicious,

horrific audience reactions (bottles,

spit and lit cigarettes are the most

common form of greeting for this

man). The nearest thing this man

has known to a normal move was

Vega
Avenue. cor.

joining Andrew Eldritch’s Mish-

kicking spin-off, The Sisterhood.

All this, presumably, is

provoking interest in the record,

because I haven’t said anything

about it yet, and it was released last

year. ‘Deuce Avenue’ releases an

amphetamine-fuelled psychosis

(M.M. standard phrase No. 13); as

a portrait of Vega, one could

imagine Elvis Presley as visualised

by Francis Bacon. A grotesque

rockabilly fiend slashing the facade

of control over a_razored,

monstrously minimal backing.

Where “Body Bop Jive’ is tense and

unnerving, the title track is

unequivocally deranged. This is

about as close to the edge as is

possible - either that or we’ve both

gone overkill. N.B.- to the

collective ‘YOU’, ‘YOU’ won’t

like it.

Sonic Euph

The film that reaches the parts other

films cannot reach—Robin Hood

has everything: humour, adventure,

romance, suspense, murder and any

other characteristic you’d like to

name. Kevin Costner gives an all

too convincing performance of

Robin—once rich boy now poor

man.

Alan Rickman (the evil German

from Die Hard) makes a very

malicious Sheriff of Nottingham.

The star-studded cast includes Brian

Blessed, Chris Slater (Young

Guns), Mary Elizabeth

Mastrantonio (The Abyss) and a

famous unmentionable playing King

Richard (guesses on a postcard

please!).. The scenery. is amazing,

filmed on location in France and

England and succeeds in wrapping

you in the mystery surrounding the

legend of Robin of the Hood.

Sam.

Robin Hood - Prince of Theives
a. oe
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Not so very distant in time or space, there is a country weeping under the brutal terror of

a political party run by a human with no discernable character. The only thing known

about him is that he is a ‘nice’ man. Anna Teeman unearths this man’s past in the hope of

finding something. Or indeed anything.

Mr John Major, the man who is

now the Prime Minister of Great

Britain, is also the man who failed

to become a bus conductor with

London Transport.

How did this happen, how did the

man rejected by London Transport

become the Prime Minister, or

rather how did the man who became

Prime Minister fail to become a bus

conductor?

Many years ago in the time of the

sixties, three people spent a nerve-

wracking day in the recruiting

office above Wandsworth garage

trying to become bus conductors.

There was a tall 17 year-old, a West

Indian Woman and a third mystery

figure. Each was given a ticket

machine to play with and an

arithmetic test. The West Indian

woman was the best of the bunch

and was so thrilled to get the job,

she danced.

The tall, lanky 17 year-old

walked away from Wandsworth

garage and wandered far and wide

to find himself, not long after in

front of the door with the figure 10

on it. So he thought ‘Why not?’,

straightened his tie, knocked on the

door and walked in.

The lanky lad, though his contact

was brief, was not forgotten. Many

years later his trials with the ticket

machine and arithmetic test were

fondly recalled. This whisper of

memory so long held grew louder

to a steady rumble until men and
women proclaimed from the

rooftops ‘I’ve driven with a man,

who worked with a woman, who

sold a ticket to the man who taught

the woman who beat John

Major...to sell tickets!’.

John Major, hearing this cry,

even though the thick walls of

number 10 Downing Street, scuttled

up onto what was now his roof and

cried ‘I was too tall, honestly!’.

This produced a roar of delight

from those who caught the drift of

his cry on the winds that blow to the

far off borough of Wandsworth.

Each and everyone turned to each

other and said ‘That’s funny, that’s

really funny’—they laughed so

much they almost fell off the

rooftops—and one or two of them

actually did. ‘But why this hilarity?’

asked a woman of a fallen reveller

-in the street below.

‘He failed the arithmetic test,

luv.’

‘Oh goody’ said the woman.

Mr. Major- man, minion or machine?

WHOIS

OHN
MAJOR?

‘Oh no’ said John M.

‘Impossible’ said the polite man

from the buses, ‘because he was the

Chancellor.’

‘Exactly’ said the cynic.

Then suddenly everyone stopped

and once again turned to one

another but this time said with one

voice ‘I’m confused’. Then they

stood silent, looking exactly that.

All except a West Indian bus

conductress who danced more

gleefully than on the day she got her

first job.

In the almost perfect stillness one

quiet voice could be heard distant

yet clear. ‘Show me the great book

where ’tis all writ down’. Then the

silence, no longer content with itself

became embarrassed.

‘Ah hem’, said an apologetic

voice.

‘Not possible.’

We lost many of our records in

1980 when London Transport was

split up into smaller companies, and

thus began this tale of woe:

At the dawn of Eighties Age a

blue dragon roamed throughout the

land, the fearsome creature, known

to one and all as ‘Mad Maggie the

Money Monster’ breathed fire so

hot it was white tinged with blue.

The fire consumed all in its path,

even parching the water itself, and

only the scorched plain of

privatisation remained. From its

lair, deep in Whitehall Castle, the

Fire Monster satiated its thirst with

juicy red buses as they lingered

tantalisingly beyond the castle

gates. And the great book where it

is all writ down? Lost forever in the

blue fire from which only a tattered

phoenix rose, fragmented, yet

miraculously able to open wide its

wings if only to cough at its first

flap. The apologetic voice faltered

and became weepy.

The Fire Monster, deep in its

Dulwich lair, licked its lipsp—once

burning but now long cooled—and

let out a tiny puff of smoke, a

signal. Now the fledgling monster

peers through Whitehall windows

and over rooftops crammed with

watchful silent figures and glimpses

a single cloud, rising. The message

is ‘All is safe, none will ever

know’. The new monster, now

miraculously mature, licks lips fast

warming.

“How convenient’ it breathes and

steams up all the windows, then

turns its back and lights its fire.


