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Resident scribeInterchange@ thePriestley
Interchange(Bradford Writers�Network) meetsevery Tuesday from8pm at the PriestleyCentre for Arts (for-merly the BradfordPlayhouse).The sessions areinformal and providea sounding board formembers� work, aswell as constructivecriticism and feed-back should this berequired.Support, encour-agement and wordsare at the forefront ofthe group�s activities,and all kinds of writ-ing is welcomed:poetry, short and longfiction, plays, mem-oirs, articles andsongs.

MEMBERS ofthe BeehivePoets nowget professionalfeedback on theirwork, courtesy ofGeoff Hattersley, whohas been appointedas the group�s first�writer in residence�.The residency willinitially last for sixmonths, on the basisof the group�s financialresources. The groupplans to approach artsfunding bodies to raisethe necessary moneyto extend the scheme.Geoff (pic below)will supply criticism

and comments onmembers� work, on thebasis of his extensiveexperience as a poetand editor. The aim isto improve the workready for publication.�It will help individu-als in the group todevelop their poetry,�says John Sugden. It�sa way of getting com-ments from someonewho has edited a suc-cessful poetrymagazine foryears and itsis also helpfrom some-one who has

been nationally recog-nised as a poet.�If we want toachieve publication,the first step is submis-sion to the �smallpress� magazines.Unfortunately thesehave acceptance ratesof one in a hundredpoems or less, andworthy editors hardlyhave time for morethan returning a print-ed rejection slip. It is
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Hatred and venomspewed from her everybeing as she laid herindex finger on the jacket hehad left behind, her face con-torted with fury. No bindinglove now, just hate. Her spine went rigid, sirensshrieking, car horn blaring.�Together at last,� she spat. Sheraised the deadly poisonous pulpto her lips.Her last vision was one ofLeo�s soul winging its way to theheavens as the Devil also madeplans to claim his prize.
Diane Johnson

Hell  Hath  No  Fury

Mark Cantrell reports on the BeehivePoets appointment of its first writer in residence

Continued on page 2...

Geoff Hattersley: writer in residence atthe Beehive Poets



easy to achieve asense of puzzledbewilderment ordepression enhancedby the postman drop-ping heavy envelopesof returned manu-scripts.�Geoff, along with hiswife Jeanette, ran theThe Wide Skirt poetrymagazine. Among hiscollections are Don�tWorry (1994) and Onthe Buses WithDostoyevsky (1998)both published byBloodaxe Books. Hewas included in TheNew poetry anthology,again by BloodaxeBooks in 1993. Editor,poet and critic DavidKennedy has calledGeoff�s poetry �the sur-realism of theprovinces�.�We think his editingexperience can beinvaluable in giving ourpoets an informedassessment of theirpoetry and how it canbe improved,� Johnadds.Geoff Hattersleysaid he was delightedbut also a little �sur-prised� at being asked.�John asked me if Icould recommend any-body and I suggestedquite a few people --but I actually had noidea he wanted me todo it,� Geoff said.
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T h e   B o o t l e g   B a r d
I�m ya bootleg bard, baby,and my stuff�s guaranteed to be one thousand per cent proof.This ain�t no bathtub brew, baby,it�s definitely the genuwine article,aged in the cask for seven decades or more.
I promise you my verses�ll blow your mindbut they�ll never send you blind.I�m all about opening up your eyes, baby,showing you the way things could beand should beand would beif only the bootleggers from the wrong side of the tracksdidn�t keep hijacking the good stuffand diluting it with wood alcohol and turpentine.
I�m ya bootleg bard, baby,and my stuff comes to you in a plain brown envelopemarked danger: explicit lyrics within.There may be stuff your grandmother didn�t teach you,four-letter words like love and gift and hope,and yes, even work,so hard to find these days..Words like hate don�t get in past the censor;though anger kind of sharpens up the tastebut rage means it�s past its sell-by date.
I�m ya bootleg bard, baby,and my gang�s spread all over the mean streets of this town.Most of �em are dead,a St Valentine�s Day massacre because they died for love,but though their words are trodden into the gutter,see that kid with his baseball cap on back to front,he�s picking them upand straightening out the creasesand working out the words where they�ve got smudged and hard to read,and updating them and re-writing them and fighting themso they mean something in a timewhen thee�s and thou�s and hey-nony-nonny�s just don�t make it.
Take it, drink it, but just don�t paste a label on it.You can�t put us bootleg bards in bags.
Karl Dallas

BeehiveScribe
Continued from page 1



In terchange Newsle t ter :  Ju ly  2002 Page 3

CREATIVE writ-ing is theexpression of aparasitic organismcall InspiracoccusScriptorius Infectis. It multiplies withinthe brain, invadingnerve cells, and thenuses the neural weaveto nurture the larvalcreature into fully-fledged maturity.Some writers haveguessed at the natureof this affliction; Orwellfor instance referred towriting a novel as likesome bout of a vileand debilitating dis-ease. To date there isno cure. There is noinoculation, as no-onehas yet discovered thebacterium, virus orbasic particle that pro-vides the infectiousmechanism of this dis-ease.Invisible the organ-ism may be, yet wecan acknowledge itsexistence through theeffects it has upon thevictims. Typical symp-toms include staringeyes, the persistentpresence of notepadsand pens, calluses andink stains, and compul-

sive use of wordprocessors.Frequently, the afflictedare compelled to cometogether and so cross-fertilise their infection.For sure, some peo-ple have a naturalimmunity, but again asyet science has nomeans of understand-ing why the parasitecannot lodge in theimmune person�sbrain.There is a notionthat some talent andimagination is requiredto be a creative writer.There is some truth inthis, but as with manythings in life this is farfrom the absolute.Though the infectiontakes root the deepestin the minds of scribesand imaginative indi-viduals, it can alsoinfect others.Even the illiteratecan fall foul of this dis-ease. Depending upontheir cultural environ-ment, they can eitherbecome oral story-tellers, thus spreadingthe contagion throughthe air, or they maybecome the averagetap room bull shitter. In

the latter case, theeffect is the same �the contagion spreadsthrough the air, butalso through the faecalmechanism of verbaldiarrhoea.Nobody is safe fromthis disease. Though ittakes root in the brainsof what are commonlycalled scribes, wherethe larval idea form isnurtured into full-fledged maturity, theadult form must itselfbreed. It does thisthrough he medium ofthe reader, and itsgametic form is trans-mitted as further ideas.These infect writersthrough the generalcultural material theyingest. Contained withthis memetic pool ofinspiration are thespores of the next gen-eration of idea.And thus the para-site breeds.The writer suffersonly the most extremeform of this disease,which thus far there isno known cure. Sowriters must beware, itis more likely that theyare infected and mere-ly replicating withintheir minds the seedsof one of the most viru-lent diseases known toman: inspiration.

Mark Cantrell reports on a strange med-ical condition afflicting group members...
T h e   P e s t i l e n t   S c r i p t

Peace  launched
BRADFORD CentralLibrary will see thelaunch of an anthol-ogy dedicated topeace poetry inAugust.Sundoves,Bumblebees & BlueStreak Bananas wasbrough together byPoets 4 Peace, asmall group centredaround Seema Gill,Richard Heley, BruceBarnes and LynetteShaw McKone.The anthology costs£6.99 and was pub-lished at the end ofMay.Seema will intro-duce the book at thelibrary launch, andcontributors will bereading their work.The launch takesplace at BradfordCentral Library, Thurs8th August from7.30pm.Write  for   i t !
GOT any news forTyke Writer? Thensend it to the editor,better still pick upthe pen and write forthe newsletter foryourself.There�s nowt like abyline.Anything relating towriting or the activitiesof writing in theBradford area, poems,short prose. Get it in,get your name in print.

RAP group 2 Hot 2 Hate per-formed at the library andthe Alhambra last month.The group emerged from theManningham Live LiteratureProject, writes Bruce Barnes.The group consist of 12 youngmen from Manningham, of differentracial backgrounds. 

They worked with Jamaican bornwriter and performer Jean BintaBreeze and others to put togetherthe performances. The work consisted of individual-ly written pieces as well as collec-tive worked that expressed thegroup�s experience of living inManningham.

2  Hot  2  Hate  performs  the  Alhambra
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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:
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: tykewriter@supanet.com
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Escapism  in  New  YorkJOY and I are backfrom a week inNew York, takingin the major galleries,spending time with myaunt, getting enmeshedin the subway systemand attending a coupleof poetry readings.  Rather than bore youwith a literary version ofholiday snaps, I want towrite about a small poet-ry venue, one of dozenor more in New York,the Bowery Poetry Club,at 308 Bowery andBleecker.   I might havewritten about a big one,the Nouryican Café on aWednesday night, but jetlag got the better of me,and so Thursday nightwe turned up for a read-

ing by Jack McCarthyand a poetry slam. 308 Bowery has a bat-tered looking house doorin keeping with a part ofthe district that stillretains the ambience ofdown and outs. But openthat door, and you enter ahigh ceilinged perform-ance space, with bar,cafe seating and tables tothe front of the stage,and a rig behind theaudience with thesmoothest P.A equipmentand a technician perchednear the ceiling.  In theaudience area the wallsare exposed  brickworkgiving a raw, anythingcan happen feel.There was an audi-ence of about 40, mainly

younger people, someslam contestants, othersthere for the reading.Jack Mcarthy is a friendof Michael Brown andPatricia Smith, our hostswhen the Bradford 6toured Boston in 99.  Jack reads from mem-ory poems that are con-versations with the self ;reading from memory isa rare skill on the poetryscene, but hearing Jackread, I was struck byhow vital a skill it waswith his kind of work.  Iheard his poems emanatefrom inside and  not hav-ing to read, there wastime for him to breathelife into the words and Iquickly became an avidlistener. a rare skill onthe poetry scene, buthearing Jack read I wasstruck by how vital askill it is.

Bruce Barnes recently returned from aholiday in New York, here he recountssome poetic adventures in the Big Apple

Wed, 31st July

Featuring...
David GillAnd new Redbeck book: The Amateur Yorkshireman.

And
Eddie LawlerSaltaire singer songwriter

Sign up for floorspot performances from8pm (first come first served). Eveningbegins at 8.30pm.
Price £2/£4 on the door


