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Mission Statement - "Committed to making Newcastle University upon Tyne the bestest ever in the World, ever."

EDITORIAL

Chief Executive Editorial Editor: Dobson Graham, BA LMSSA

The thing is, decent academic types are under seige. You know: memos, audit, modularisation facilitators, management consultants with red braces and forward-facing haircuts. In a word - the suits. And we wanted to fight back, a bit. So here it is: Antidote. The organ of the oppressed. Irreverent and irrelevant. The only newsletter that dares to speak The Truth (sometimes). 

However, we cannot survive alone. The future of Antidote depends upon your contributions. See all those headings, right? We need stuff to put under them. That's where you come in. Wit is at a premium. Send your contributions, however short, to Antidote, The Medical School. Pseudonyms are, of course, permitted (for cowards). Now read on...

REIGN OF TERROR!

STRUGGLE

King's College, which was to become the University of Newcastle upon Tyne, was formed by the merger of Armstrong College with the Medical School in 1937. In consequence, the Dean of the Medical Faculty has always wielded great influence in the University, and there have long been mutterings about the power struggle between successive Deans and the Vice Chancellor. But recent evidence suggests that the power struggle has got out of hand.

SHOVING

In started innocently enough. A number of spectators commented that there seemed to be  a good dead of  'shoving' in the academic procession at last year's Medical Graduation ceremony. A few minutes later the Vice Chancellor narrowly avoided a nasty fall from the podium after the Clinical Sub-Dean was seen to attach his gown to the stage with drawing-pins. Then, during the VC's address, the Dean made all of the medical faculty make a quiet humming noise, distracting the speaker and keep several other professors awake. It was all dismissed as 'high spirits'. But there was something much more sinister going on.

TAUNTING

We spoke to a source close to the Vice Chancellor. 'I went in to the VC's office to give him a report when I saw the Dean of Medicine giving him a chinese burn on his left wrist. The Dean was taunting him, saying "You're starting to cry, aren't you? You're crying, you big baby." When they saw me, the Dean released the VC and pretended to read a file. After he'd left I asked the Vice Chancellor what had happened. He told me that they were just "having a laugh", but I could see that his eyes were still red.'

SPITTING

The coercion became ever more blantent. When the VC disagreed with him at meetings, the Dean would knock his water over the Vice Chancellor's papers, and when the VC left a meeting to go to the toilet, the Dean and his 'cronies' would spit into his coffee. The more power the Vice Chancellor conceded, the more extreme became the intimidation. A source in the medical school has described the Dean as ‘drunk with power’.

BRIEFCASE

Every morning the VC had to run the gauntlet as he walked to his office, dreading that the Sub-Deans would be there again to grab his briefcase and throw it to each other over his head. Every evening he would return to his car to find the tyres let down and 'I am a girl' written in wax pencil on his windscreen. More subtle means of underming the Vice Chancellor's authority are also employed, such as pinning a sign saying 'I smell' to the back of his gown before important meetings.

CAMP

Then, only last weekend, the Dean went round to his best friend's house to camp out in his back garden only to be told that his pal was 'out on bikes' with the Dean and his Sub-Deans. When the VC confronted the Dean about this he was told that, if he wasn't careful, the Dean and his mates would "push him into the stinging nettles in Leazes Park". The Dean then took out his bubble gum, pressed it into the Vice Chancellor's hair and went off laughing.

SAYS

Antidote says that this reign of terror must be stopped, and the proper procedures based on constitutional processes followed in all future negotiations between the Medical School and the rest of the University. It must be made known to the Dean that ‘Bully Boy’ tactics are not acceptable in a democratic institution where power is earned by merit, not intimidation.

In the mean time, we urge the Chancellor to get a gang together and kick the living jobbies out of him.

UNSUNG HEROES No. 1
Mick "The Hooder" Bond, M.A., Deputy Registrar.
Reasons:

a) He's very tall.

b) His name sounds a bit like 'James Bond'.

c) He smokes a pipe.

d) Er, that's about it, really.

THE GREAT DEBATE

Are Librarians ‘Suits’?

Pro:

They wear suits, probably.

They fill in forms a lot.

They're always telling academics what to do.

Contra:

They are on the academic pay scale (Ed: Or above it).

They are scholars and researchers (Ed: No comment).

COMPETITION

Find a paper published by a Newcastle librarian in the last 15 years. Refereed journals only. First prize is a surly nod from an RVI porter.

IN A RATIONAL WORLD...

...the library would be open at times when people want to use it...

...people would realise that giving more Firsts and Upper Seconds does not mean that standards are rising...

...project managers would be put out of our misery...

...we would not waste time, money, thought, energy, effort, paper and human lives on reorganising terms into semesters...

...savings on management consultancy fees would be redirected to buy comics and sweets for academic staff. ..

...fire prevention officers would be rounded up like cattle and shot like dogs...

...University studentships would be available for part-time degrees...

...the artist-in-residence at the Music Department would be able to draw something other than Dr. Isabel Preece...

...people employed by the Finance Office would be able to do sums...

RED-FACED ACADEMICS

We're trying to compile a list of university lecturers who are fat and have red faces. Submissions to the usual address, please.

SUITSPEAK

"At present three sub-committees report to the Safety Committee: Radiation Protection, Microbiological Hazards and Genetic Manipulation Safety, and Potent Carcinogens and Other Hazardous Substances Safety. A fourth has now been added: the Occupational Health Services Advisory Sub-Committee." (Update) 

Well, praise the Lord, we can all sleep safe in our beds.
The best example of 'SuitSpeak' received will win its contributor a shiny silver florin.
UNIVERSITY TEACHING -
ADVICE FROM AN ‘OLD DEVIL’

To Dr A. Callow-Don

From his Uncle Lucifer

My Dear Nephew,

How delightful to receive yuor letter. Congratulations on your new lecturship! Of course I will be delighted to advise you how to manage your students.

I haev always regarded the position of lecturer as beig a near ideal life, flawed only by the relentless pressure to research and teach. I know you do not intedn to waste your time and the public's money by fiddling around in a white coat or snoozing in the library, so the only problem which remains for you is teaching.

You will already have realised, I am sure, that the tedious cant anout universities training undergraduates to think is nonsese; and dangerouss nonsense at that. This line of argument leads inevitably to revolting students and hysterical staff, and we had enough of that in the 'Sixties.

Teaching is a highly creative activity with great scope for individual innovation, so I shall simply outline a few of my own tried and trusted ploys, and leave the rest to your initiative.

First you must decide whether you are going to slothful, drunk or lecherous. Academics must be one of the three, and some manage them all. However, tha is strictly for the ‘high flyers’. Having known you since you were a little demon, I imagine that sloth is your most likely forté.

So, learn a single textbook and use it all the time. I call this the ‘core curriculum’ system. The students can never be bothered to read things in advance, and even if they do after a few years on the job you will know the book so well that you can tie them in knots. This will sort out ninety per cent of the undergarduates, but what about the smart alecs? If challenged, just reply: ‘Of course things are much, much more complicated, but this is what I want you to know for the exams.’ Emphasise ‘for the exams’ and you will see the magical effect this invocation produces. Some stuff about ‘the importance of basics’ and ‘not trying to run before you can walk’ may also come in handy.

But there is an equally effective method - the polymathic system. In this scheme you never use a textbook but refer only to speculative papers in obscure journals - the more obscure the better. Never state facts or commit yourself (you will probably be wrong) - merely describe articles as ‘interesting’, ‘controversial’ or at most ‘suggestive’ - and never give a full reference.

If the students insist, then try: ‘It was something about brain cells by that chap Freund or Fiend, just a few years ago, in one of those journals like Neuroscience or Journal of Neuroscience - unless it was Neuroscience Journal? Anyway, we don't stock the magazine here, but I'm sure if you popped down to the British Library...’ The students will become so confused they will either learn everything by themselves (this is called the ‘Socratic’ method) or, most likely, give up, learn nothing, and then you can fail them (this is called having high academic standards).

It is important that you develop a fairly intimidatin level of intellectual prestige so that people will be too afraid to attempt a confrontation. Extreme aggression and violently bad manners are, of course, the standard techniques used by professors for acheiving this.

But I have found that the simplest way to get a reputation for brilliance is to tell the students that you are brilliant (I must admit to having pinched this idea from an old boss of mine, D P T Deadwood). Just walk into the lecture theatre, fix them with a beady stare and fire off something like ‘My name is Doctor Anthony Callow-Don and I am the leading international expert in the field of neuro-optical pseudo-transmitter measurements whithin coross-bred murine hypothalamic cultures.’ The students want to believe they have brilliant teachers: they will take you at your won valuation, I promise.

So, my favourite nephew, it is not so hard to be a lecturer after all... But if what I have suggested fails then a last ditch attempt you may wish to try acting the ‘burnt out genius’ or ‘brilliant young man who did not fulfil his promise’.

This involves spending all day in the pub, either drunk or pretending to be drunk, taking vast quantities of ‘sick’ leave, and making pitiful attempts to seduce students. Any slight task you accomplish will be greeted with extravagant praise. As the years progress, you will increasingly be left out of the timetable through being more trouble than help, and eventutally you can continue to draw a salary without the petty distraction of teaching at all. Go for it!

Your affectionate uncle,

Lucifer Screwtape,

Regius Professor of Educational Technology at the Unseen University.

THE ACADEMY OF THE OVERRATED

We invite nominations of departments/people who are "overrated". If you believe that, for instance, that our internationally known, five star rated Computing Science department is really just a bunch of inadequate pre-pubescent Trekkies in anoraks, why not write and tell us? Marine Engineering are a pretty sad bunch, too.

UNSUNG HEROES No. 2
Derek "The Registrar" Nicholson, M.A., Registrar.

Reasons:

a) He's very tall.

Send in nominations for next issue's 'Unsung Heroes' to the usual address. A crisp tenner will be faxed to a charity of the winner's choice.

LETTERS

Dear Sir Editor,

I wish to complain about blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah.

Yours etc.,

An administrator (Name and address withheld)

Dear Sir,

I wish to complain about the carpet in the Medical School administration corridor. How can I be expected to reach my office by the crack of noon when I have to wade through knee-deep tufted Wilton?

Yours, etc.,

Etc.
Dear Sir,

Speaking as an administrator, I wish to complain. Yours, etc.

Oh yes, the reason I am writing is to object to my being complelled to share an entrance lobby with unwashed vagrants such as students and academics. Perhaps it would be possible to install an hermitically sealed corridor linking my office complex to the executive car park?

Yours, etc.,

Ed: An airtight podule is currently under construction in the Antidote Editorial Shed. You are most welcome to pop in and try it for size.
DISHONOURABLE DEGREES

This sounded like a good idea for a column when we thought of it. Any suggestions would be deeply appreciated. 

FIRST AGAINST THE WALL...

A compilation of those individuals or institutions who will, we hope, be 'first agaist the wall' when the revolution comes.

Number 1. That bloke in the Playhouse car park a few months ago who wouldn't allow the editor to park his car outside the Union to collect something very important and very heavy. 

ASK THE COUNSELLOR

This issue's guest counsellor is the Chancellor, Viscount Ridley KG TD (Not).

Dear Chancellor, 

I wasted my time at University. I got a mediocre degree, joined no societies, made no friends and lived in Castle Leazes for three years, spending all my time in my study/bedroom watching television and masturbating. What career do you suggest might be suitable for me?

Yours, Kevin Polyester.

Answer: Do you really need to be told?

Dear Chancellor,

I can't believe it's gone. Every day I wander into the lab hoping it will be there again. The sense of bereavement is so acute. Sometimes I can even hear its voice calling my name. I still cannot accept the loss of my research grant. Am I going mad?

Yours, an anatomist. 

Answer: Often when patients have an arm amputated they are able to sense a 'phantom' limb. What you are experiencing is a phantom research grant. It is perfectly possible to function adequately even without funding... Actually, this is not true. Your days are numbered, mate.
Dear Auntie, 

Last week when I was being carpeted by the Prof for the umpteenth time, something snapped. I snatched the knife from him and threatened to slash his stupid face from ear to ear. This morning I heard that I have been given a personal chair. What I need is advice on the correct form of address for an assistant Registrar.

Yours etc.

Answer: the correct form is 'Your gown-ness'.
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