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Joe�s  lonely  verseInterchange@ 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.

YOU might saythat JoeOgden�s debutcollection of verse,Love Lost, was con-ceived along with theman himself wayback in January1961. Ever since it hasbeen fermenting in hishead through a seriesof failed relationships.Now the words areripe and Joe hasreleased them on anunprepared public.The world mightnever be quite thesame again. Welcometo the inner workings,not only of Joe�s mind,but also his heart forthe anthology touchesupon the age-oldtheme of love. Or moreaccurately the loss andfailure of love. Readers should beprepared for revela-tion. Not that Joe�spoetry says anythingnew on this ancienthuman passion. No,the revelation comes

from what the poetryreveals in the manhimself. Witness theintrospective side ofJoe Ogden and beastounded.For most of us whoknow him, we arefamiliar with hismasque as the blokein the pub with therather risqué line insocial chit chat. Hisdebut collectionreveals that this is butone of his facets for hehas dared to show hissensitive side. Thework is poignant,thoughtful and oftensad.It�s just a shame hekind of blows this newfound sensitive imagein interview.�I�ve gone out with anumber of lasses, butfor one reason oranother (me � Iguess) they finish withme,� he says. �It�ssomething I will haveto face up to someday:all the hope that Iinvest in a relationship

only to find out that Iam not wanted.�I chose this themebecause I have a lot ofpoems on it. Not sur-prising given the num-ber of emotionallydamaged females Ihave been with � andyes they were nutsbefore meeting me. Itried to love them butfailed them in the end.�Perhaps thesewomen had to be nutsto go with him, butthere is no doubt theyhave helped Joe tofind a source of cre-ativity. The poems arebeautifully written andevocative of a lonelyheart pondering life.Only occasionally doesa hint of bitternesscreep into the words.But all is fair in loveand poetry andheartache, and withthe help of his collabo-rators, Joe has done awonderful job on hisdebut collection. He
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Inside thisissue...Joe�s first chap-book reviewed,essay on transla-tion, news andevents...

A lifetime in the making, but theinevitable has finally happened with thepublication of Love Lost, Joe Ogden�sfirst chapbook. Mark Cantrell flicksthrough the pages and finds an unexpect-ed side to the group�s resident philoso-pher-jester [pictured left]

Continued on page 4...



GEOFF Woodruns  theGrove folkclub in Leeds and isa regular attendee atthe Wednesday poet-ry evenings in thatpub, and also at theReader2Reader ses-sions at BradfordLibrary.He pointed out thisdiscrepancy the veryfirst time we met, atInterchange, when heastonished me byreciting the Logue ver-sion, from memory.So I went to thelibrary and borrowedthe Merwin translation,to see if I could createsomething which per-formed better than itsrather pedestrian accu-racy, but was morefaithful to Neruda�sspirit (which, inciden-tally, does not depictthe passage through asingle love, as it mightappear, but sandwich-es together two rela-tionships in that greatpoet�s passionate loveaffair with life).Neruda has had agreat influence uponme, along with otherforeign poets, such asBrecht, VladimirMayakovsky, FedericoGarcía Lorca, and theFrench surrealist, Paul

Eluard, whose Libertéwas the first poetictranslation I everattempted (not count-ing parsing Catullus inLatin classes atschool) and which,nearly sixty years afterits appearance in1946, inspired me toemulate its form in mypoem, Graffiti, whichI�m proud to say is nowbeing translated intoArabic by a Palestinianpoet whom I met dur-ing my visit to Nablus.The surrealistimagery of Neruda�sResidencia en la tierra(Dwelling upon theEarth), an evocation ofthe Chilean landscapewhich he actuallywrote while working asa consul in the FarEast, inspired my earli-est ambitious attemptsat similarly bizarreimages while still atschool, which I feelemerge today in arather better-digestedform, such as the fol-lowing lines from apoem written only lastmonth: �My tears are ascalding rain,/andeverywhere they falldark flowers springup,/each of themembroidered with yourface.

They are blacktulips,/with leaves likeswords, and as I pickand carry them in myarms the blood gushesforth, falling like drag-ons� teeth upon theravished earth.�So, while it hasbeen good to revisitthe Logue versions -and I plan to play theentire sequence on myBradford Community

Broadcasting jazzshow on ChristmasEve - I�m going to havea go at producingsomething which does-n�t do violence toNeruda�s vision, butwhich is closer to itsspirit than the Merwin.It�ll be the first majorwork I have donebased on a foreignpoet since my �para-phrase� of Aleksandr
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Truth  and  falsity  in  translationsKarl Dallas continues his essay aboutthe difficulty of translating poetry from itsoriginal language.

T h e  D a w n
Adapted by Karl Dallas from a translation of the Spanishof Federico García Lorca, April 6, 1974
The New York dawn:four towers of turdsand black doves cycloning downinto the rotten garbage of the day.
The dawning mourns,sneaks up the stairsand stabs at your crotchwith the flick-knife pai of day.The dawn has come into our mouthsbut no one tastes itnor recognises morning nor its hope.Your money swarms in anger round the headsof children you have wastedand gnaws their faces old with dope.
These early risers feel it in their bones:They�ll find again no paradise to strip their fig-leaved loves.They slide in up to here in debts and regula-tions,and life�s a game of chance to spend theirsweat.The challenge of the light is shackled downby rackets of machines no one invented.Sleepwalkers stagger through the suburbs,survivors from the scarlet shipwreck of the sun.
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Blok�s The 12, which Iperformed as a one-man show as part ofthe Red October showInterchange presentedin the Priestley Studioin November 1999. I shall approach itsimilarly: I have photo-copied the twentypoems, and havebegun to scribble allover them possiblealternative readings(though the onlySpanish I know is howto order a glass ofbeer, my knowledge ofFrench and Latin anda good dictionary,aided by Merwin forthe word-for-wordmeaning of the lines toact as a foundationfrom which I shouldnot stray, should helpme do this; I produceda �translation� of oneof Lorca�s New Yorkpoems in similar fash-ion).One of the difficul-ties Logue side stepsneatly, by just ignoringit, is the declarative

nature of some lines,totally acceptable inSpanish, but whichrender into Englishrather oddly: forinstance, in Cuerpo demujer (Body of awoman), the first poemin the sequence, howmay I render �Ah los

vasos del pecho! . . .Ah las rosas del pubis�(literally, �Ah the gob-lets of the breast! . . .Ah the roses of thepubis!�? The latterreminds my licentiousmind that the �rose-bud� mystery at theheart of Orson Welles�Citizen Kane movie issaid to be a reference

to the supposed factthat William RandolphHearst allegedly usedthat very term to referto the clitoris of hislady love (though howanyone knows this, ofthat supremely privateman who did every-thing he could to sup-

press Kane, I cannotimagine). I think I knowwhat Neruda meanswhen he cries: �Ah losjos de ausencia!� (�Ahthe eyes of absence!�)but I cannot yet thinkof any way to refer inso few words to theway in which awoman, as sheapproaches climax,goes within herself andseems no longer to herlover to be present asa discrete individual. Inmy long poem, TheLast Sacrament(sometimes calledReturn to the Garden,in homage to JoniMitchell�s Woodstock),first published in mybook, Singers of anEmpty Day, I wrote ofthis experience back in1970: 

�I knew you andfrom that momentknew all your wom-ankind as one and I asevery man.� 
Perhaps, in thesemore unbuttonedtimes, I might be a bitmore physiologicallyexplicit. These are stillproblems for which Ilack suitable solutions.It remains to beseen if I shall succeed.In attempting to do so,however, as I pene-trate to the heart ofwhat Neruda is sayingabout the permanenceas well as the tran-sience of human rela-tionships, I hope I shalllearn something moreabout what it address-es in the story of myown human condition.

Karl Dallas
Red Bird Dancing onIvory, versions ofseven poems of PabloNeruda, byChristopher Logue withthe Tony KinseyQuintet, is part ofAudiologue, a 7-CDset of recordings 1958-1998 (Unknown Public,UPL701, PO Box 354,Reading RG1 5TX, tel:0208 968 5655, emailunknown.public@vir-gin.net)

E n t e r   t h e   m a d h o u s eAN article by Tyke Writer editor MarkCantrell has been used as the forewordto a forthcoming project by NineHearts Publishing called Diary of a Schizo.The article Dance With the Muse and WriteTo Dissent was first published in the secondissue of the small press magazine Ubique lastyear. From that appearance, the author wascontacted and asked if the article could beused.�It�s flattering to be asked like that,� Marksays. �It�s another publishing credit under mybelt, which helps to further awareness of mywork, though I don�t know what this invitationand the book�s theme says about me!�

I cannot yet think of any way torefer... to the way in which awoman, as she approaches climax,goes within herself and seems nolonger to her lover to be present asa discrete individual.
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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:Carol Solorz, secre-tary: 01274 570006
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 receivedin 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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Lonely heart bared for all
has done Interchangeproud.So what does hehope to do with thebook, other thanestablish his name asa poet? Well, for onehe plans that £1 of the£3.50 cover price willbe donated to aid thePriestley Centre forArts. But not only that,his heart strings (or atleast some part of hisanatomy) are stillstrumming to themuse:�Maybe some poshbird will find me inter-esting and want tojump my bones,� headds wistfully (as thesensitive sides fliesaway), �or maybe it isto show people thatfinding love and failingdoesn�t mean youhave to give up. Neverstop looking!�Love might be lost,but Joe�s developmentas a poet is no lostcause.

As for thebook itself, it isneatly laid outand easy on theeye. A crisp andclear coverdesign invitesthe eye to turnthe pages, solong as thegaze can betorn from therather fetchingcover art (left).The drawingwas also doneby the author ofthe words.Design andproduction,however, wasn�tall Joe�s work.He had assis-tance fromHoward Frostand Lynette ShawMcKone, for which hesays he is very �thank-ful�.Love Lost is a finedebut collection and acredit to all involved inits production.

Love Lost, by JoeOgden. Price £3.50.34 pages, 24 poems.For purchasing detailscontact the author at:joedot@blueyonder.co.uk. Every copy soldwill see £1 of the coverprice donated to thePriestley Centre for theArts.Red  hot  with  Joolz
BRADFORD Central Library kicks off theNew Year season of open mic nights withRed Hot Chilli, hosted by Joolz at thePlatform.Local poets are invited to sign up for one ofaround 12 to 15 five-minute slots, featuring anitem of their own work and a poem of their fancyby another author. Interested poets should pick up a leaflet fromWaterstones, the Love Apple or, of course,Bradford Central Library and return it to thelibrary. Alternatively contact Paula Truman directat the library on 01274 753915 (email: paula.tru-man@bradford.gov.uk) by the 16th January.Red Hot Chilli takes place at the Platform,Bradford Central Library on 23rd January andcommences at 7.30pm. Tickets cost £2.

Continued from page 1

Tyke  goes  PDFFUTURE issues ofTyke Writer will beavailable in PDF for-mat as well as inprint.PDF or portable fileformat is a popularmethod of accessingdocuments electroni-cally. All that is neededto access the files isthe freely availableAdobe Reader to viewthe issues on screenor to print them out.Back issues willalso soon be availablein this format, and theeditor plans to archivethem on the web.


