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Opening  Act  First  ClassInterchange@ 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 by SeemaGill and PatrickBlues, ponderingcreativity, lit-pic-nic, OpeningAct�s great start BACK ISSUES FROM: http://www.tykewriter.supanet.com/tw/

THE fragments ofthe brokenPriestley Centrefor Arts recombinedto brilliant effect inApril with the firstproduction by ACT inthe reborn Priestley.Actors� CommunityTheatre retains thevariety of talent of theold days and hasrepackaged it for thenew, as the Priestley�sresident theatre group.Linked, but separateentities, they both gotoff to a fantastic newbeginning with theOpening Act.The event was acabaret, featuring awealth of diverse per-formances. Acts fea-tured short excerpts ofplays, such as a scenefrom An InspectorCalls by J B Priestley.New writing was alsofeatured, such as a

wonderful short playby Andrew Crowther.Youth players alsoshowed their talentwith, again, a speciallywritten play, and anextract of Our DayOut.Alongside thestagecraft, there wassong and dance, andpoetry featuring ourvery own Patrick Blues(with a walk on part byJoe Ogden). SaraThompson provided anentertaining novelty inthe form of the Wizardof Oz, performed inonly eight minutes.And Alan Kay�s mono-logue of the actor whonever quite seemed tomake it was hilariouslyfunny (and also madethis editor wonder if hewouldn�t be saying thesame things from ajournalistic perspectiveten years down the

line).In all, ACT�s firstpresentation was abrilliant � as the titlesays � opening act,and a wonderful wayto announce thePriestley�s resurrec-tion.Look forward to yetmore top-notch enter-tainment in the comingmonths and � I amsure � years.Forthcoming pre-sentations proposedby ACT include:Welcome to Paradiseby Andrew Crowtherand directed by MattBlackmore (to bestaged end of June);Twelfth Night byWilliam Shakespeareand directed byAudrey Coldron (orPeter Newsome)(September/October);Nativity by JonathonHall and directed byKen Lunn (December).

A new chapter in the life of the Priestleybegan in April, with the first production byActors� Community Theatre. MarkCantrell was in the audience...

LAST month, Mark Cantrell co-organ-ised the Love Poetry, Hate Racism gig withJohn Sugden of the Beehive Poets.The event was a great success, withbrilliant performances from Javaad Alipoor,Nick Toczek,  Howard Frost, Karl Dallas,Mick Yates, Alex Krysinski, Louis Kazatkin,

Tim Moon and Patrick Blues. Joe Ogdencompared the event, which raised around£50 for the anti-racist work of BradfordAnarchist Group, BTUC Anti-FascistCommittee and the Anti Nazi League.Unfortunately, the latter group, for reasonsnot yet known, did not come to the event.
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P r i m a l   E x p r e s s i o n
ALL humansbeings are sto-rytellers, cavepainters, poets andmusicians. We arecreatures of creation;it�s central to ournature to expressourselves.

This has been trueever since the firstspark of self-aware-ness compelled us toponder the dark depthsbetween the stars, tosearch for meaning inour relations with thosearound us, and with

the world in which welive.Creativity is the cen-tral strand that bindsour diverse culturestogether. It strikes outfrom one generation tothe next to transmitthose cultures from thedawn of time to theever-distant tomorrow.This urge to createramifies into everythingwe do, even into thedarker aspects of ourcollective psy-che � thecapacity todestroy.Art in itsmany formswas mankind�sfirst expressionof dissent; asubversion ofthe dominion ofNature. It stoodfor our ownbattle toescape theincarcerationwithin the sav-age Eden thatis the naturalworld. Countlessgenerationslater, artisticexpression inall its forms isstill a basic actof defiance andof dissent. Thistime nature isnot the objectof our rebellion,but the humansociety that

surrounds us and sti-fles us in everythingwe do.From the day weare born, we are sub-liminally informed thatwe are fit only tolabour or to performsome functional taskfor the market and itssupport systems. Thatand to dutifully con-sume material prod-ucts.Modern society cat-alogues humanity. Itcompartmentalises thehuman soul, splits itinto components andneatly files them away.Here is our box, andthere we must remain.Capitalism needsthrowaway compo-nents. We are expect-ed to be near automa-tons performing repeti-tive tasks, regulated bythe manager�s clockand to live out our livesin the service of themarket. This is calledfreedom.In return, we get alittle food, a roof overour heads, and a littlepocket money tospend on consumerthings like clothes andcars and holidays inthe sun.Capitalism does notneed a wealth ofthinkers, or visionariesor people with untram-melled imagination.Such people are ingeneral a hindrance to

I Want To Know
I don�t care what the colour of your skin isI want to know if you can see the reflection of yoursoulI don�t care where you come fromI want to know if you can travel to the centre of ourpainI don�t care what language you speakI want to know if you dare to expose injusticeI don�t care what you do for a livingI want to know if you can earn my respectI don�t care how you form your wordsI want to know if you can shape the course of historyI don�t care how you deal with your routinesI want to know if you can act with your cleanconscienceI don�t care what means you ownI want to know if you can produce riches of honestyI don�t care how much knowledge you�ve consumed inlifeI want to know if you can avoid ignoranceI don�t care how much gold, diamonds and rubies you�vecollectedI want to know if you�ve gathered the courage to facelifeI want to know  
Seema Gill

Creativity is the essence of living, and wewriters are part of the embodiment ofHumanity�s primal screaming desire to benoticed says Mark Cantrell
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the smooth flow ofprofit. Instead, the vastmajority is expected tochannel imaginationinto other avenues.So the accountantfinds clever ways toboost a client�s profit.The scientist workingfor an armamentscompany finds everbetter ways to kill andmaim. The labourer issimply crushed.Or so it wouldseem. Dig a little deeperinto the Dark Continentthat is the majority ofmankind and we findthe burning fires ofancient creativity.Sometimes it screamsat us from the walls ofour prison cities in themost colourful displaysof graffiti art.At other times wemust peer a little hard-er into the crevassesand shadows of ournarrow world, think alittle laterally to realisethat despite its circum-stances, humanity stillfights to express itself,any way it can, bywhatever limitedmeans.�Shaz was �ere� thescrawl tells us from awall. This and manylike it, sometimesaccompanied by crudedrawings in a primevalmimicry of the �higher�graffiti art or indeed ofancient cave drawings,scream their creator�sdesire to be recog-nised in their exis-

tence.As for the storytelling tradition, that isalive and well in themost unlikely ofplaces. Look to thepub, or similar gather-ings where peopleflock to converse. Inthe simple telling ofanecdotes and gos-sips, stories of theirlives are performed forthe small audience offamily and friend.Here are the rawestforms of self-expres-sion, the human minddeclaring its existencein the face of perpetualindifference. Perhaps itis also the mostpitiable, but in a senseit shows that somespark of defiance stillsputters in the humansoul.Some may find itdifficult to perceivesuch notions in point-less scrawling, or inthe casual gossip andboasting of a tap roommilieu. Yet it repre-sents in its most basicform that which lies inall human souls � cre-ativity and expression.In recent years,there has been anexplosion in popularityfor poetry. The musesings to the massesand takes form in theirown words and cre-ative explorations. Yetso many of the cul-tured elite talk of tak-ing the poetry to themasses, unaware thatpoetry exists there

already. Like mission-aries, they take thelight of wisdom to theheathen savages, onlyto find the torchesburning bright wheretheir arrogance saidwere only shadows.Light alreadyblazes, burning withthe fuel of poetry and

prose and music andart. Words and deedsdefine humanity assomething that is notcontent to be bound bythe fetters of capital-ism, anymore thanancient humans werecontent to be bound byKick Out TheRacis ts
I do not want no racists in our streetsI do not want no racists around my feetNo more racists in the town hallsNo more racists inside our city walls
KICK OUT THE RACISTSKICK OUT THE RACISTSNOW
Racism is a blight on humanityRacism puts an end to libertyDon�t want no exclusion zonesKick racism build an inclusion zone
Kick out the racistsKick out the racists now
Does not matter about the colour of your skinAll that matters is the truth of the heart within
Kick out the racistsKick out the racistsKick them out now
Everybody, everybody if you careYou don�t want racism anywhereKick out the racistsKick out the racistsKick them out now
KICK OUT THE RACISTS
Patrick Blues

Continued on back page...
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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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P r i m a l   E x p r e s s i o n

BRUCE Barnesis hoping toorganise aone-day extravagan-za of poetry and liter-ature in Bradford�sLister Park. He isconsequently invitingexpression of inter-est and suggestionsfrom those involvedin the literaturescene for this oneday �Lit-Picnic�.�The Lit-picnic is tobe a one day festivalof literary activity inWest

Yorkshire, to bebased in and aroundthe bandstand in ListerPark, (Bradford'sbeautiful Victorianpark), including thegrass slope where tra-ditionally folk have satto listen to bands,�Bruce says.�It would includeprose readings, andperformances coveringpoetry, rap , singer-song writing; and itwould be an opportuni-ty for local writinggroups, and literature

development organisa-tions to publicise theiractivity, and a marketplace for small presspublishers and selfpublishers to sell theirwares. It would takeplace on Saturday 16August 2003 from 12-5pm with possibly acelebratory eveningevent.�If anyone is interest-ed in such an event, orwishes to know more,then contact Bruce atbruce@poetbradford.freeserve.co.uk.

Anyone  for  a  Lit-Picnic?

the fetters of nature.Like them, we lashout, consciously andunconsciously we tellthe world that we aremore than our allottedfunction. We break thebounds, shatter theblinkers of censorshipand of sense and sen-sibility.We are dissidentsand subversives by thevery act of writing. Byputting our thoughtsand deeds into wordsand image and song,we lash out againstthe bonds that attemptto strangle our minds.We are saying that weare more than just afunction, more than adutiful consumer. Weaim a blow at the ide-

ology that says we areless than human. Theideology of cultural elit-ism, that trains themasses to hold them-selves in contempt, toturn away from cre-ative endeavours untilan essential part oftheir mind is witheredand atrophied.The farm labourertoils on the land, he isnot supposed to write.The car worker mansthe production line; hedoes not composestanzas. The secretaryfiles her nails; shedoes not createimages in pigmentsand paint. A fewinsipid lines about adaffodil are mundanebeyond words whenpenned by a poet lau-

reate. From the pen ofa miner it is a mostrevolutionary thing �because through thatdaffodil he has said Iam more than a hewerof coal. I am a man, ahuman being able tocomprehend the beau-ty of the world and tobe moved by it. We are the torch-bearers, carrying whatwas bequeathed to usby our storytelling,cave-painting fore-bears, in the dayswhen humanity stillknew how to love andlive and dare todream. Art was andever remains the pri-mal scream of humanawakening.
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