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Write recoveryE v e n t sG u i d e
Interchange@ thePriestley
A workshop heldevery Tuesday from8pm at the PriestleyCentre for Arts,Chapel Street, LittleGermany.It provides afriendly and informalgathering wheremembers can sharetheir work. Also givesa forum for construc-tive feedback.Interchange@ theMelborn
Every lastWednesday of themonth, Interchangehosts an open micperformance eventfor writers, perform-ers, poets andsinger-songwriters. Be there at 8pmfor an 8.30pm start atthe Melborn, WhiteAbbey Road.

RESIDENTS atthe SalvationArmy areexploring their cre-ative side through anew workshop pro-gramme includingcreative writing. As the workshopsdevelop, the organisa-tion hopes that an out-side tutor can bebrought in to giveextra tuition and feed-back.Many, though notall, of the residentsare recovering fromeither drug or alcohol-related problems.The initiative is partof a series of pro-grammes aimed at

helping their rehabilita-tion back into main-stream life. �There are peoplethere who do write,�says one project work-er at the hostel onLeeds, Road, �butnobody has focusedon that before, so it�sabout focusing onwhat they can do �they�ve got the talentso let�s see what theycan do with it.This hasbeen running this aweek and it has pro-duced a deluge ofpoems and songlyrics.

�Once it is up andrunning, it will be goodto have someone fromthe outside to givefeedback. There�salways a barrierbetween staff and resi-dents, which doesn�tseem to exist with out-siders. The peoplewho come in don�tknow the personalproblems and historiesso it�s more comfort-able for the residents,�he adds.
Anyone interestedin going in as a tutorshould contact Daveon: 07799 161559.

By Mark Cantrell

A grand chance for new playwrightsFANCY £1,000 tohelp make your newplay a reality?The Red LadderTheatre Company andBBC NorthernExposure are seekingbright new playwrightsaged 18 or over. Twoplaces are open toBradford writers.The money will beavailable to winning

entries to develop theplay over a 12 monthperiod. There will beworkshops and read-ings as the play devel-ops, followed by arehearsed reading byprofessional actors. Anyone interestedin applying shouldsend a synopsis of anew play on a singleA4 page, along with

the first ten pages of aplay already written, orthat you would like towrite, a one page CV,and your contactdetails.Deadlines are 11thMarch and 5th August.Send to: Outwrite>Red Ladder TheatreCompany, 3 St Peter�sBuildings, York Street,Leeds, LS9 8AJ.



In terchange Newsle t ter :  February  2002 Page 2

THE words of aDylan songhave taken upresidence: �Not darkyet, but it�s gettingthere�. Austin, Texas,is going into itsmurk; across therailway tracks, thewarehouse has near-ly gone, and thevehicles at the farend of the car parkare moving in thatdirection.  I can see to the farend of the Café

Mundi�s patio, a figuredrinking at a whitetable, but beyond thatis a rich velvety dark,the sort that I payattention to away fromhome. For a moment, CaféMundi is not of thisworld; the cantinasprawls along aninvisible border with�not even roomenough to be any-where�; ghosts of grin-gos gallop through onhard ridden horses.

They come out ofthe café, poets andtheir audience. I�veenjoyed tonight�s poet-ry but left early for abreath of air, after theteenage slam teamhad finished theirreading.  I am gettinga feel for the localpoetry �plenty of grit-ty realism and slice oflife stories.  One poem I likedbecause it seemed tobreathe its ordinari-ness; he calls at thesupermarket, driveshome with the gro-ceries in the back ofthe pick-up, walks inthrough the open doorbut she�s gone.    Thom comes over,wearing his excite-ment. Poetry is hisadrenaline; his lit upface seems to featurein much of Austin�spoetry activity. Heorganised tonight�sreading, and the pre-ceding workshop thatincludes a creativewriting exercise, �Whatdo I realy want!�.  Themissing �l� lets meavoid the issue andwrite about a hel(l)more than heavenallows.  Thom wants me tomeet Douglas, andtakes me over to thefigure sitting at thewhite table. He intro-duces us and goes off

to circulate.  Dressedcowpoke style in Levijacket and jeans,Douglas is tall andthin, with a pinchedface.  There is a filmover his eyes makingthem seem dull andlistless and yet he hasbeen to England,London and Stratfordon Avon, wants to goagain.  He can tracefamily back to theMayflower.  I listen,slow to pick-up on hischatter, feeling uneasythat Douglas may beill but not knowing anymore. The dark hasswallowed the ware-house. �Behind theimmutable thingsthere�s some kind ofpain.�  And then, out ofnowhere, I am gab-bling, gabblingtonight�s writing exer-cise�I really want tobe home with Joy inBradford, I really wantto be irredeemablyhappy, I really want tostop running awayfrom writing, I reallywant� , he stops meto ask my help.Douglas is writingan opera, he�s writingit in his head, (I do lotsof that too ), but hewants my help.  Theopera is about KarlaFaye Tucker, a Texanwoman sentenced tothe death penalty in1984 for the murder of

N o t   D a r k   Y e t
Bruce Barnes treats us to a delectablemixture of fact and fiction in this shortstory. So which is which? Bruce isn�tsaying...

WRITELINK, awebsite andmonthlynewsletter dedicatedto writers� resources,is running a freeemail short storywriting workshop.The course is divid-ed into six lessons.Together, these coverthe basics of shortstory writing, includingplots, characterisation,finding a voice, dia-logue, hooks and twistendings.The six lessons areaimed at the novicewriter and are deliv-ered by email. Theyinclude optional exer-

cises that students areencouraged to com-plete to hone theirskills.Print-on-demandpublisher PlaneTreepublishing has sup-ported the course,thereby enabling it tobe free. Full instruc-tions on how to signup for the course canbe found at http://www.writelink.co.uk.Alternatively write toWriteLink, 7 MelbourneRoad, Newbold,Coleorton,Leicestershire, LE678JH. Don�t forget toenclose an SAE.

Cy berspace  worksho p
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MerryChristmasEveryone
Over in KabulA baby criesAs through the skiesAnother bomb flies

Over in JerusalemA general diesAs even EvitaHas tears in her eyes
Merry Christmas everyone

Shops are loadedIn the Christmas salesLosing your jobCome the new year
Merry ChristmasMerry Christmas everyone

Planes are groundedForeign holidays cheapBargain faresAdvertised everywhere
Merry ChristmasMerry Christmas everyone

Can�t get to the salesThere is not a trainCan�t get awayThere is not a plane
No plane in the salesNo train in the salesIs not a busAvailable

Merry ChristmasMerry Christmas everyone
Patrick Blues

GOOD food and red-hotpoetry is promised at anopen mic event plannedfor the end of February at theFair Trade Café (FTC), writesMark Cantrell.The event is scheduled forThursday February 28th at thecafé, which is off Great HortonRoad, just up from the CityCentre.�I hope to be reading andthere�ll be other readers in anopen mic slot,� says Ed Reiss. �Itshould be a good event. Food willbe provided. There is a charge,

but the funds go to a goodcause.�For those who don�t know, theFair Trade Cafe provides goodvalue and ethical veggie food. It�sopposite the University, just offGreat Horton Road, on the cornerof Ashgrove, down the steps nextto the Anglican Chaplaincy(though the cafe is not itself a�religious� place). Some specialfood is expected to be on themenu, according to Ed.Further details from Mike on01274 727034 or 01274 428337.

F a i r   T r a d e   P o e t r y

her ex lover, Jerry Lynn Deanand his girl friend, DeborahThornton.  The way Douglas tells it,�how the police found the pickaxeembedded in Jerry�s chest, howat the trial she boasted that shehad an orgasm each time sheplunged the axe down, how ondeath row she found Jesus, andmarried Dana Brown, a prisonchaplain, how her petition for astay of execution went to theSupreme Court, how Dana wasby her side until the last� itleaves me on a knife�s edgebetween disgust and laughter.For a moment, I am gob-smacked, but then go with theaudience at �Spring-time forHitler�, into fits and starts ofincredulous laughter.  He waits for me to finish. I cansee he�s upset and Texas, theland of slice of life stories, can�texcuse my laughter. But hepresses on and says most of thescript is done. He�s got the tunes;he hums one for me, its longcareful notes hang on the nightair sounding just mournful.Nothing of Dylan�s, not the Marchof the Toreadors, not WhiteChristmas. He tells me he cannot

write: he rests his elbows on thetable, and holds up his frozen fin-gers, as if he was skeining aninvisible tangle of wool. He saysit�s multiple sclerosis. I say that I am sorry. That canbe a confusing predicate at theworst of times: sorry, the expres-sion of concern at the world�scalamities gets tangled up withsorry,� I apologise�I am at fault�,and when that happens, �I feellike my soul is turning to steel�.But this time, when I say, � I amsorry�, the film drops from hiseyes and he is, never was, amedical condition.  I am apolo-gising to a fellow writer, poet,human being who has asked formy help and I have been unableto provide. The tour schedule,the flight back to Bradford, therough and tumble of life mayhave conspired to make helpinghim more difficult, but I feel com-fortable in the leading role ofsorry-sayer.  And I�ll get round towriting Karla Faye Tucker� storysometime. As I get up to leave,the white table stings my fingerswith static electricity.    
Bruce Barnes



Awriter diedand was giventhe option ofgoing to heaven orhell. She decided tocheck out each placefirst. As the writerdescended into thefiery pits, she saw rowupon row of writerschained to their desksin a steaming sweat-

shop. As they worked,they were repeatedlywhipped with thornylashes.�Oh my,� said thewriter. �Let me seeheaven now.�A few momentslater, as she ascendedinto heaven, she sawrows of writers,chained to their desksin a steaming sweat-

shop. As they worked,they, too, werewhipped with thornylashes.�Wait a minute,�said the writer. �This isjust as bad as hell!��Oh no, it�s not,�replied an unseenvoice. �Here, yourwork gets published.�
Author Unknown
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The Tyke Writer isthe monthlynewsletter of theInterchange (BradfordWriters� Network).For further details ofthe group, or to getinvolved, come down tothe Priestley Centre forArts, Chapel Street,Little Germany,Bradford. Or contact:Lynette Shaw McKone,Interchange.
Tel: 07930 236122
Email: interchange@brad.communigate.co.uk
Web: http://www.com-munigate.co.uk/brad/interchangeEditorial contribu-tions are wel-come, but will beedited for space andstyle. All contributions mustbear the author�s name,which may appear as abyline. Contributions arealso preferably recievedin type written form.Opinions expressedin this publication arenot necessarily those ofthe Interchange(Bradford Writers�Network).Copyright on all workis retained by the origi-nal authors.Editor: Mark CantrellContact:
Tel: 07986 234372Fax: 0870 1643314Email: editor@soviet62.freeserve.co.uk
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Laugh? I nearly went to hell

A Question OfTiming
Running stop signsInto dead endsCrossing the lineLosing your friends
Always been lookingOver your shoulderNot even cookingJust getting older
Still not findingThings you craveBurning your mindDigging your grave
Hard to thinkHead�s in the sandMaybe you�ll sinkJust can�t understand
Running awayGoing to fallStill, it ain�t gonna payWhilst your back�s to the wall.

Chris J Adams

Shocking stuffSTREET poetry will feature in a demothis month against the use of ECT, oth-erwise known as electro-convulsiveshock therapy.The action called by disconnECT Leedsis on the 21st Feb at the Dept of HealthHQ at Quarry House, Leeds, next to theWest Yorkshire Playhouse.


