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Adieu  &  farewellInterchange@ theGoldsboro
Interchange(Bradford Writers�Network) meetsevery Tuesday from8pm at theGoldsboro pub onBolton Road.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.

AN era came toan end lastmonth, whendarkness fell uponthe Priestley stageand the building wasabandoned to itsghosts and the liq-uidators.With the closure ofthe Priestley,Interchange finally bitthe bullet and adopteda new home. From the28th January, the writ-ers� group descendedon the Goldsoboropub, up Bolton Road,to continue being abeacon for the city�screative writers.Every Tuesday, barthe third Tuesday of

the month, the groupwill continue in theupstairs room at itsnew home. On thethird Tuesday, thegroup is experimentingwith an open mic/poet-ry slam event (moredetails in the Marchissue).Aside from that, itwill offer a far quietervenue, but not every-one was happy withthe choice. That said,it is not the end of thestory as far as venuesare concerned. Shoulda better place befound, then the groupis open to a move.Nor is it quite theend of the Priestley.

Though an era hasdefinitely closed, thetheatre�s death is notyet absolute. It mayyet be saved at thelast minute. ThoughInterchange�s associa-tion may (or may not)have ended with what-ever new incarnationthat appears,Interchange wishes itwell, and hopes that itcan be saved for futuregenerations ofBradford people.It nurtured not onlyactors, directors,techies and more � italso nurtured many acreative writer aroundthat oval table.So for now, we saya fond farewell.
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Inside thisissue...poetry by JanHenek, essay byMark Cantrell,news, views andevents...

Cathedral  sounds  verses  for  peaceAN exhibition ofpoetry, scultureand art is to belaunched at WakefieldCathedral in earlyFebruary, writes MarkCantrellThe exhibition is thebrainchild of theCathedral Poets, whichwas launched by LouisKazatkin after his year-long residency there

ended.�We hope to keep theexhibition up for a whileand to keep changing itto give everyone�s workthe chance to be seen,�said Alex Krysinski, amember of the group. Asfor the theme of peace itis because �we are beingpulled into war and peo-ple are upset, afraid andneed some means to

express their feelings.For me, it is also theneed to do somethingand not let it happenwithout a murmur.�The launch takesplace 7th Feb at 7.30pmat Wakefield Cathedral. Itis likely that more poetrywill feature than art andsculpture, as to date thisis mostly what they haverecieved.



In terchange Newsle t ter :  February  2003 Page 2

Mark Cantrell ponders the future of his writing and makes this very simple plea...

EVER tried call-ing the futurecollect? It�s difficult, and Idon�t mean becausethe person at the otherend refuses thecharges. I couldn�t dialbecause I didn�t knowthe number, and as yetthere is no DirectoryEnquiries for phonesstill to be.So instead, I sentthis plea as an email. 

Not that this is aperfect solutionbecause I don�t knowwho it�s for. But I canguess at the addressand hope that it makesits way to the rightrecipient. For thosewho don�t know, theaddress is the-guilty-party@the-future.co.anywhere.That�s all I know,other than the reso-nant echoes transmit-ted on theretro-tachyoncarrier waveemitted by mywords. I knowfrom these dis-tant echoesthat it�s sometime in thefuture, as faraway from thehere and nowas possible(thank you verymuch), where Iam in my graveand not feelingtoo happyabout it.My mortality,however, isway beside thepoint. Moreimportant iswhat is hap-pening in this

parallel universe that,for me, is yet to be. Ihave to tell you that aterrible Crime AgainstLiterature is about tobe perpetrated. So Isend my message, inthe hope that I canprevent a shatteringtravesty.You see, somethingshocking has hap-pened in the future: Imade it as a writer. Mywords stood the test oftime to survive beyondmy death. Amazing.Now that�s not theproblem (other thanfinding a way to collectthe royalties in thenext world). This is:some bright spark hashit on an idea. It�s areal money-spinner, orso this bloke hopes.He wants to cash in onmy post-mortal suc-cess by publishing theCollected Works ofMark Cantrell, authorextraordinaire of theearly 21st Century.Okay, fair enough,it�s some kind ofacclaim and I am gra-cious enough toaccept the complimenteven if it�s from somemoney-grubbing bas-tard out to rob my

tomb � but it�s also atotal disaster. I meanthis individual cannotbe serious, right?I hope you see myproblem, or at least thefirst inklings. Thenagain, looking at yourface I can see you�rein some doubt. Hangabout, you say, I�mdead so my opinionjust can�t hack it. Well,that�s the reason forthis � ultimatelyposthumous � mes-sage. So stop pickingover my corpse and I�llexplain.Now, when I wasbreathing I tended tobe prolific; I�d heard itsaid that a writershould strive to writesomething every day. Idid my best to live upto that (and in deathI�d quite like to die upto that, thank you verymuch). I wrote articles,news, comment, sto-ries, poems, novelsand stuff I couldn�tmake head nor tail of.And now this brightspark wants to pull itall together?Are they mad in thisfuture world?Do they have spe-cially reinforced

D o n � t   p u b l i s h   m yc o l l e c t e d   w o r k s !

F u c k   I t !
Smoking is goodSmoking is badBu that�s a gamblePure and freeAnd I choke too on curry gheeIt makes me sick after ten pintsBut I praise the balti � Man it�s niceI�ll go quite soonOr maybe laterDoesn�t matterIt�s small potatoThe hundred man whoNever smoked saw the lossAnd man he chokedAnd young man meI kicked the bucketBut I�m glad IShouted Fuck it!
Jan Henek
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shelves?They obviously haveno idea just how muchcrap they are about tounleash on an unsus-pecting public. Nor dothey seem to careabout the bucket ofshit they�re about tosmear all over my rep-utation as a writer.I mean, to createthe gems that mademy name I had towade through a lake ofslurry. That�s thenature of the writinggame.My life as a writerwas not a phenome-non. It wasn�t a singu-lar event. It was aprocess, which like astory had a beginninga middle and an end.And contrary to narra-tive causality, mybeginning wasn�t agreat hook for thereading public. In that literary begin-ning, I may have gotlucky with my wordsbut sooner or laterlucks runs out. A writ-ers� development mustleave luck behind (inthe creation of theirwords) and developtheir craft. And so I did.Learning with eachassembled sentence,each completed pas-sage each rejected (orpublished) manuscript.My first words as aliterary creature werebut the proud productsof a newly-potty trainedtoddler. A milestone inlife, a necessary step

to onward develop-ment, but still essen-tially a potty full of shit.It takes time to honeand develop the scrib-ing skills and it is alearning process thatgoes on for a lifetime.Even the best of us arebut journeymen.As for the end, somaybe I got lucky anddied face down on thatfinal conclusive manu-script, or truly unluckyand my brain turned tostill metabolising jelly.In this worst case sce-nario, I lost my skillsand spent my finalyears as a dribblinggeriatric infant. �Nuffsaid on that score, letsfocus on the middle.The realm of the greatjourney.Here is where I pro-duced my great works;the ones that caughtyour eye and embla-zoned my name onyour souls. This is therealm of my literarylife, of so many daysspent thinking and liv-ing and writing. All of itnow to be collated andcollected.So let me ask you aquestion, and pleasethink very hard.Was everything Iwrote a gem?No.No it was not.Others will tell methe proportion, the ratioof crap to gold, but youin your quest to cash inon my fame seem tohave lost your ability to

appraise. So I say toyou, be a prospector,pan the stream of mywork and separate thegold from the dross. If Ihave made my namesufficient for you toconsider throwingevery word I everwrote upon the pub-lishing pile, then yourtask cannot be that dif-ficult for the appraisalhas gone on through-out my life.Don�t, I beg you,poison my work, mylegacy, my reputationby polluting the goodwith the bad.Sort them. Judgethem. Edit them by allmeans, but don�t mixthem up to make aweak alloy. Junk thedross where it belongs:in the backroomarchive, a dusty reposi-tory of interest only to

academics studyingmy development.For in my life I wrotemuch that was good,but also much that wasbad and indifferent.That is the nature ofthe literary beast. Wehave good days andwe have bad, greatwords and drivel. Wescribes are notEngines of Perfection.Nor should we be.So don�t poison myoeuvre. Publish theselected works by allmeans but don�t collectevery last words I everwrote. It would buryme far heavier than theearth that holds mybones.And I have no wishto spend eternity in mygrave spinning dizzywith shame.Ear  for   wordsPLANS are afoot to create a new groupdedicated to the arts of performance,though at the moment its progenitorsare keeping their cards close to their chest,writes Mark Cantrell.Patrick Blues and Joe Ogden, both ofInterchange, along with Anzir Boodoo, a poetfrom Leeds, have met to discuss the creation ofsuch a group.Still in the early stages of development,details are not yet forthcoming, though onepotential name cited for the group is Ear ForWords. Whether the group will be open to widemembership, or whether it will focus on a coreof performers dedicated to developing them-selves as performers is as yet unclear.�We are not yet ready to issue a statementuntil things are more firm,� said Patrick Blues.Joe Ogden added: �We don�t have anythingyet � so far it�s in our heads.�
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The Tyke Writer isthe monthlynewsletter of theInterchange (BradfordWriters� Network).For further details ofthe group, or to getinvolved, come down tothe Goldsboro pub onBolton Road at 8pmevery Tuesday.Or contact:
Carol Solorz, secre-tary: 01274 570006

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

Copyright  (C)February 2003

Dallas   saves  BaghdadOBITUARY writ-ers, poiseyour pens asKarl Dallas is goingto Baghdad in Iraqthis month, where hewill join thousands of�human shields� fromacross the world.The operation ispart of a global peacecampaign to stop warin Iraq. Rather thansimply stay at homeand wave banners andchant, these peoplewill put themselves inthe firing line in aneffort to stop a single

shot being fired.It is a risky game,but Karl is undeterred:�I am joining thehuman shield becauseI believe the threat tohumanity of the pro-posed war is so greatthat we must be pre-pared to put our liveson the line to do any-thing we can to avertit,� he said.Karl is a familiarface at interchange,and at Orpheus, themonthly performanceevent at the Melborn,he runs for

Interchange. He is ajournalist, poet andsinger songwriter aswell as an old hand atpolitical campaigning.We might not be see-ing him for some timegiven that the shieldsplan to stay on in Iraquntil the threat of waris averted (or not asthe case may be), butdon�t be surprised if hesends us SMS poemsor even emails abouthis exploits in the firingline.
Mark Cantrell

TYKE Writer has gone online, with back issues now available in PDF for-mat. Adobe Acrobat Reader will be needed to view the files. A link isincluded for the download of this package. Visit the site at:http://www.tykewriter.supanet.com/tw/

Fastest  verse  in  the  WestIF the politiciansand generals couldorganise as fast asthese poets, thenIraq would already bea smoking hole in theground. In just oneweek, 100 poets havebeen published in aglobal anthologydedicated to oppos-ing the coming war.The anthology 100Poets Against War isfreely available as aPDF book. It was edit-ed by Todd Swift, whoworked with ValStevenson ofNthposition.com, whichhas published thebook. It is claimed tobe the fastest assem-bled anthology everproduced.�Poets usually take

weeks, if not months,to submit poems for ananthology,� Todd said.�So I was astonishedwhen they sent mepoems within hoursand days of my call forwork.�He asked for poemson the 20th January.The book waslaunched on the 27thJanuary, deliberatelycoincided for the BlixUN report on Iraq.�The plan was tomake a book of poemsagainst the attack onIraq instantly availableto anyone who wantsit, anywhere in theworld,� Todd added.The anthology fea-tures 100 poets work-ing in the English lan-guage from around the

world. They include�mid-career andemerging� poets. Eachcontributor donatedtheir poems, so thatthe resulting bookwould be freely avail-able.�It would have beenimpossible to completethe project within thistime-scale without theInternet,� said ValStevenson. �Thepoems come from allover the world. Theywere commissionedand edited in Paris,page layout was inLondon and file con-version was done inthe States.�The anthology isavailable fromhttp://www.nthposition.com.


