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A special issue of LITRO in association with

5t LONDORLUS

29 June — 13 July « See back page for details

What? London Lit Plus is an London-wide, open literary festival for London, running concurrently with the
London Literature Festival at the South Bank. ISSN 1750-6603

When? June 29th — July 13th 2007.

What's an open festival? Unlike a traditional festival, which is curated by a small number of individuals, an
open festival is curated by the participants — anyone can be a part of it by declaring themselves part of
the festival.

Why? There's a wealth of fantastic literary activity going on all the time in London, from independent

presses to small literary magazines run for the love of lit, from book readings in pubs to open-mic poetry

nights in basements all over the capital — and much more besides. For two weeks this summer, we want

to showcase and celebrate all that London's multitude of scenes has to offer, under one easily-accessi-

ble banner: London Lit Plus. ‘ L I

Who's behind it? LL+ was created by a loose coalition including 3:AM Magazine, Scarecrow, Social Dis- EI C K
ease Publishing, and booktwo.org — but the real force behind it is everyone who patrticipates, either by
attending events, or throwing their own. AN ‘ i

Who's appearing? The ever-expanding list of participants, including authors, poets, comedians, speakers
and more, can be found at http://londonlitplus.com

You may like to check out...

Friday June 29, 8pm — Through A Glass Darkly: A Literary Pub Quiz and Celebration . The shadowy forces
behind Through A Glass Darkly, the compendium of everything London, Literary and booze-related

present a night of, well, literature and booze, for London Lit Plus, in Fitzrovia. The Wheatsheaf, 25

Rathbone Place, London W1T 1DG.

July 3, 8pm — PoeJazzi! Poejazzi is a spoken word and music night with a killer line-up that will see queues
right down the street... PoeJazzi was a Time Out No.1 Critic’'s Choice in January 2007 and was listed
among the 101 Things To Do In London 2007. Volupté Bar, No 9 Norwich Street, off Furnival Street,

EC4A 1EJ.

Tuesday July 5, 9pm — Social Disease Social . An evening of anti-readings, music and socialising from N
Social Disease, celebeating the first birthday of Straight From The Fridge. Anti-readings throughout the RDO
night include a Literary Lucky Dip, Writing on the Wall, whispered one-to-one readings with the writer of R

your choice and more... Hedges and Butler Club, 3 New Burlington Mews, Off Regent Street. JE

Sunday July 8, 8pm — Perverted by Language: Fiction inspired by The Fall . Mechanical ducks, shark
women that taste of liquorice, perverted sexual shenanigans in cramped office spaces, double-crossing
Nazi apologists, bald-headed cultural subversives and celebrity deer-culling - this is just a glimpse into the
wonderful and frightening world of Perverted by Language: Fiction inspired by The Fall... The Pineapple,
51 Leverton Street, London, NW5 2NX.

Wednesday July 11, 8pm — Lazy Gramophone: Music, Spoken Word and Theatre . The Lazy Gramophone
artistic collective presents a night of music, spoken word and theatre, from the eclectic sounds of

Masdafarai and Gypsy Girl, to the stroytelling genius of Guy J Jackson and Matt Lloyd, with much else

besides. The MacBeth 70 Hoxton St, London, N1 6LP.

Thursday July 12, 6.30pm — Anything but Hackneyed: Niven Govinden reads... Anything But Hackneyed &
3:AM magazine present Niven Govinden reading from his new novel Graffiti My Soul. The Broadway
Bookshop, 6 Broadway Market, E8 4QJ.
Please either keep this copy of LITRO, put it in your paper recycling or pass it on...
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Any questions or suggestions? Just email litro.fiction@gmail.com What do you think? Add your comments at www.litro.co.uk



