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Rapping  a  cool  slamInterchange@ theGoldsborough
Interchange(Bradford Writers�Network) meetsevery Tuesday from8pm at theGoldsborough pub onBolton Rd, Bradford.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.
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Inside thisissue...Poetry for peaceand Humanshields, fiction byMark Cantrell,poetry by JeanRobinson BACK ISSUES FROM: http://www.tykewriter.supanet.com/tw/

�COOL!� That�show young TVactress NataliaFisher thought ofInterchange�s first everAnte-Slam.That�s how she feltabout winning it too, witha stunning rap perform-ance.�Some of the poetrywas really intense anddeep,� she added. �Itwas really good.�Unlike ordinary slamcompetitions, this new�ante-slam� allows per-formers to use props andbacking tracks, so thatsingers and rap artistscan go head to headagainst poets.There are dangers tothe use of props, though,as Ed Reiss discoveredwhen he flung his hat outacross the audience fora final poetic flourish.Either his aim was toogood, or simply off, butat least the only drink hespilled was his own.Otherwise, �ante-slam�is pretty much the sameas slam: with performers

set a time limit (threeminutes) and  judgedwith the help of audiencereaction.The event saw amixed bag of performers,with newcomers and oldfaces alike, poets,songs, rap acts and,inescapably, PatrickBlues's harmonica.They included: JoeOgden, ProjeX, Felix,Matt and Carol Solorz.A novelty was provid-ed by Dynamo, who per-formed some close upmagic tricks.The evening wascompared by BruceBarnes, as always in hisown unique style.�The night was a rev-elation,� said BruceBarnes. �I hope we canincorporate all theseyoung people into theInterchange setup.There�s room for them atOrpheus. It was brilliant.�Gloria Dallas andJean Robinson were thejudges for the evening,and a tough task it wasconsidering the diversity

and excellence they hadto choose between.They did have helpfrom the audience, how-ever, as part of the judg-ing criteria is based onaudience reaction. Thatsaid, they must also usetheir judgement on thewriting, and the quality ofthe performance.The first heat was aclose run between Felix,a newcomer fromHuddersfield andNatalia, who had comealong while on holidayhere in Bradford. A sec-ond heat, led to Natalia�svictory.Special thanks go toPeter and SharonMalone, who hosted usat the Goldsborough pubfor this first ever Ante-Slam.�It provided a com-pletely different outlookand a scene I didn�tknow existed,� saidPeter. �It was new andexciting and it took mybreath away.�The Ante-Slam is anexperiment Interchangeis conducting on the thirdTuesday of every month.The first event got off toan entertaining and suc-cessful start.

Britain�s first �ante-slam� was held at theGoldsborough last month. But what issuch an event? Mark Cantrell went tofind out.
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T o   H e a l   T h e   W o r l dIT took a long timeto heal the Earth;but humanity in itsconfused way gotthere in the end.For centuries Manhad plundered and pil-laged; He poisonedand despoiled theEarth as if there wasno tomorrow and Hehad to make as muchof a mess as possible.Enthusiasm was theorder of the day, as Hehacked and burned thegarden with a passion,like a child eager to

make the most of Histime before being putto bed.Earth had been abeautiful garden, backin the days of inno-cence, when Man firstinherited His state ofgrace. By the time ofHis racial maturity,however, He had man-aged to turn this pre-cious gem into anorbital slag heap, bare-ly fit for human habita-tion let alone fit foranything else.In the beginning, of

course, Man hadn�tbeen so inclined tomess His own nest. Inchildhood, Man waswell behaved and livedas part of Earth�sdiverse pool of life. Heplayed by the rulesand, naked in the faceof tooth and claw, Hefought for the right toexist.He got very good atthe rules of survival,this precocious child,and success went toHis head. In winningthe right to live, hekind of forgot thatevery thing else had tolive too. He was thatthing which is worsethan a poor loser; Manwas a very poor win-ner. Arrogant andsmug, Man became aserious pain in the ter-restrial arse.In adolescence Hegot no better. Manbecame typical ofthose painful years. Asgrowth acceleratedand the changesoccurred too fast forHis bewildered mind tocope, He becamegrouchy and ill man-nered. No longer achild, but not yet anadult, Man started todrift from the path tobecome anti-social andbelligerent. He becamea troublesome teenag-

er that had no respectfor His Mother Earth.Some knew aboutthis unintended plane-tary matricide. Thesequiet souls, quiteunlike their boisterousand messy siblings,recognised that theyshould pay more heedto the needs of theirMother. They lamentedthe mess Humanitymade, and tried toargue that they shouldtake more care.�We must changeOur ways,� they said.�Our Mother is unwell,and needs much care.��Nonsense,� theOthers scoffed.�There�s years yet leftin this Old Dear.��And that is theproblem: that she hasonly years, wheninstead she could haveknown aeons.�Still they scoffed,and strutted theirmanly stuff, flexingtheir youthful musclesand wrestling in thedirt.As they argued, andMan laughed at theworriers and the swotsamong them, it beganto seem that thepatient was terminal.Mother was dying. Thewomb of Man�s birthwas turning barren �and they were still con-

A  s l i c e  o f  s h o r t  f i c t i o n  f r o m  M a r k   C a n t r e l l . . .

Let �s   get   busyASuffolk-based gift shop is offering UKauthors the opportunity of selling theirbooks through the company�s Internetsales presence.Busy Lizzy�s Gift Shop would promoteauthor�s work through the site in return for a feeof 20 per cent of the retail sale price. Theauthors themselves would handle distributionvia post.The author must have stock of their self-pub-lished or pre-printed stock available. The shopwould require a sample copy (which can bereturned if postage is included), but says it can-not guarantee to list everything sent to them.Words in the following categories interest thecompany: local history, British history, genealo-gy, children�s picture books, children�s fiction,arts & crafts and poetry. Authors are asked notto send anything of an explicit, adult or porno-graphic natures.For more information visit the �books� or�trades� section of the website:www.kjvforkids.co.uk or email caroline@kjv-forkids.co.uk. The mailing address is: BusyLizzy�s Gift Shop, 17 Wentworth Close,Hadleigh, Suffollk, IP7 5SA. Mark Cantrell
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nected by the umbilicus of theirbirth. Alone, they could not live.But Man was having too muchof a wild time to care.This sorry situation went on forgenerations. But even the wildestparty comes to an end, and afterthe hangover comes introspection.Man eventually sorted himself outand found the solution to theEarth�s terminal decline. So healed, the Earth becamethe beautiful maiden she hadbeen in youth; verdant, healthy,flourishing with life.The air was clean and sweetwith pollen. The soils were fertileand supported a multitude of flora,which in turn nourished a teemingarray of fauna. The seas andoceans teamed with life, andechoed with the song of carefreewhales.Once more she lived, thisproud Mother Earth, and gavehaven to the fruits of her loins.The solution to her salvationhad been simple yet radical.Of course, it hurt the Motherinitially. But as a surgeon can tellyou, it is sometimes necessary toharm the patient�s flesh in order toheal that flesh and make it astrong vessel of life.So it was that one last burst ofpain was needed to heal the woesof Mother Earth. Man wielded that knife of sal-vation and saved His cosmic haven.In war He found the cure. In the roar andbomb, the whine of machine gun, and thescream of dying Man He purged the plague thatbrought low the patient. With the radiotherapy ofnuclear catastrophe, he purged the cancer thatate the Mother�s breast.Man�s bones nourished the soil. Man�s richflesh fertilised the Mother�s rebirth.In extinction Man found his Mother�s life.Simple yet radical, this solution of Man�s. But what a pity that Man, in saving His home,demolished Himself.

The  Peace  March
In the race to Armageddon silver jets shot byAnd all were deathly silent, save the screaming in the sky.As they tore into white flocks of peaceful gentle doves,Who fell from clear blue skies, broken bodies soaked in blood.Then a missile shot towards me and I tried to step aside,But it soon became apparent there was no place to hide.My racing heart was pounding, in shear terror at my fate,A victim of lies and secrets in this shrouded war of hate.It was dawn before I knew and I stirred from troubled sleep,And as I lay I pondered over, what this dream could mean.I had prayed about a peace march that was organised that day,Because the coward in me whispered, that I should stay away.I had looked for many reasons, the riots and weather too,Or if people would look down on me, or think I was a fool.I did go off to march that day and the first thing that I saw,Was the banner of  dove with an olive branch in its claw.The march set out from Lister Park into the City SquareAnd every rce of united hearts was represented there.There were many ages there that day all had felt the same,There was never going to be a war started in their name.Before the vigil started when we gathered in the dquareWhen leaders of the many faiths offered up their prayers,A banner came into sight and made me catch my breath,These were symbols in my dream, this harbinger of death.For the emblem of America stared down with beady eyes,A claw gripped the peace birds body and the other a missile.It was then I understood the meaning of my dream,The US fighter jets were called, Strike Eagles F Sixteen.

Jean Rose Robinson nee McAvanV e n u eA n n o u n c e dAperformance venue by Hear4Words(reported last month as Ear for Words)has been announced.The Victoria Hotel, Frederick Suite will playhost on 28th September 2003. As yet ticketprices and headline guests have to beannounced.�We are also looking at venues for regularopen mic slots in Bradford and Leeds,� groupmember Patrick Blues said. Any suggestionswould be gratefully received and considered, headded. 
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The Tyke Writer isthe monthlynewsletter of theInterchange (BradfordWriters� Network).For further details ofthe group, or to getinvolved, come down tothe Goldsborough pubon Bolton Road,Bradford (about 5 min-utes from ForsterSquare). 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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Poetry�s farewell to Karl 
ONCE, idealisticyoung men andwomen went towar to fight the fas-cists in Spain, now anold man has goneabroad not to fight --rather to stand with-out arms but arm inarm with others toprevent a war.Interchange veteranKarl Dallas, 72, hasfinally gone to Iraq tojoin thousands of otherpeace campaignersfrom across the world,to act as volunteerHuman Shields.�Filling Baghdad withhuman shields is part ofthe campaign to stopthe war,� said Karl. �If

they bomb it then theywill be bombing theirown people.�Karl will be joiningthousands of fellowpeace campaignersturned human shieldsfrom all over the world.Before he went, theformer journalist turnedsinger/song-writer andpoet was given a rip-roaring send off at theMelborn during anevening of poetry andsong performance onthe 12th February.The night�s main aimwas to raise funds forKarl�s air fare toJordan, from where hewill then take a bus toBaghdad in Iraq. Originally, hewould have joined aconvoy featuring awhite London taxiand a Routemasterbus, but followingconcerns over safe-ty during the longtrip, and a desire toget to Iraq as quick-ly as possible,organisers changedtheir plans.�I�ve been goingon marches sincethe age of seven,�Karl added. �I sup-pose you could saythat I am fed up withmarches -- I wantedto do somethingmore.�If I am inBaghdad when thebombs start falling,then we have failed.But I believe we can

stop this war�I have no intentionof dying. I have a lotmore things to do -- alot more songs to writeand a lot more poemsto write. So I am notgoing to die. I am goingto live -- and a lot morepeople are going to livetoo.�Bold words, for whatis an equally bold butrisky venture.The evening at theMelborn raised £150 forKarl�s heroic mission. Italso gave him one Hellof a send off.As well as regularInterchange perform-ers, guests wereadorned with the verbalgems of veteran per-formers Nick Toczek,Tim Moon, LittleBrother, Joe Stead andof course Karl himself,who both opened andclosed the night withsongs, the first of hisown composition.They were joined onstage by Joe Ogden,Gloria Dallas, RahelGuzellian and others.Interchange new-comer Jean Robinsonalso dazzled the audi-ence with a poemabout a dream thatinspired her to join herfirst ever anti-warmarch here in Bradford.From that she wasinspired to join thenational London demothat took place on the15th February (see thepoem on page 3).�There are timeswhen you must standup and be counted,�Jean told the packedvenue.

Interchange veteran Karl Dallas has goneto become a human sheild, but not beforehe was giving a rip-roaring send-off featur-ing poetry and song. Mark Cantrellreports.

HumanShield
Human shield:We will not yieldWe standHand in handBetween life and death.It is our willTo save life not to killAnd we proclaim with everyBreath:Not in our nameNot in our nameNot in our name

Karl Dallas,Human Shield


