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Park�s  poetic  picnicInterchangeMeets @...
Interchange(Bradford Writers�Network) meetsevery Tuesday from8pm at the IrishDemocratic League,Rebecca St, justbehind the NewBeehive, Westgate.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 in thepark, a bard�stragic end, evolu-tionary experi-ments and thepain of writing anovel... BACK ISSUES FROM: http://www.tykewriter.supanet.com/tw/

Mark  Cantrell  reports on a one-day literaryfestival designed to bring the city�s writinggroups together.THEY came toLister Park tosoak up morethan just the rays,they also absorbedthe inspiring  museof great poetry andsong.The Rain God hadfortunately sneaked offfor a quick cigarette,because despite earlymisgivings about theweather, the rain heldoff and the sun praisedthe poets for the one-day literary festivalcalled the Lit Picnic.People came fromacross the district andeven further afield toshare their love ofwords at the eventorganised by BruceBarnes.Along withInterchange, there wasa wealth of groups,performers, and infor-mation about the localliterary scene. TinaWatkin was there fromBradford Writers�

Circle, as was ThePerpetual Line,Redbeck Press,Pennine Platform andpoet John Clarke hada stall, along with sev-eral others.Music also got alook in, with RahelGuzelian presentingher latest CD of hersong recordings CityLight (more info onthat from www.guzelian.com).Kevin Flaherty,Interchange�s erstwhilechairman did his bit toentertain the crowdswith his poetry and aloud shirt. As a littleextra, he later helpedto entertain the kids(and more than a fewadults) with his magictricks.There was more tothe event than enter-tainment, however.The Lit-Picnic was alsoabout bringingBradford�s diversegroups and poets

together in the hopethat joint projects willemerge from network-ing.�It�s a steppingstone to try and devel-op some kind ofumbrella organisationfor Bradford�s literaturescene,� Bruce said.The event provedpopular with thoseinvolved, whether onthe stalls, performingor just listening to thewords.Carol Laffey, a ther-apeutic artsworker,was there to keep thekids happy and incul-

Kevin�s loud shirtsteals the show...

Continued on page 2...
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Bradford�s   boozed-up  bard

25th August 2003

HERE�S an alle-gorical tale forthe group�smore beer-friendlymembers, warning ofthe dangers of aheady cocktail ofbooze, poetry andambition.In September, SaltsMill, together withNorthern Broadsides,will present a tragi-comic play followingthe life of Airedale poetJohn Nicholson.Nicholson was awool-sorter whoworked for Titus Salt.He was also a poet,and fancied joining theranks of the literarygreats. Though Salt

was famously an advo-cate of abstinence indrink, he neverthelessencouragedNicholson�s poeticendeavours. The resultwas a published vol-ume of poems.Perhaps, Saltencouraged his work-er-poet to steer himclear of the booze. Ifso, it didn�t work.Rushing headlonginto the limelight, or sohe hoped, Nicholsonheaded for Londonwith his volume insearch of fame andfortune. Instead, he endedup being arrested fordrunkenly haranguing

a bust of Shakespearein a theatre foyer. Hereturned in disgrace,but only after he hadcommissioned a plas-ter bust of himself.Nicholson�s dreamof literary famereached its final tragicdenouement when hefell into the River Aireand drowned in 1843.The colourful char-acter was resurrectedby Yorkshire poet TonyHarrison, the play�sdirector. It was firstperformed in 1993.This presentation willtake place in the actual

wool-sorting shedwhere Nicholsonworked, with BarrieRutter as the boozybard.The play runs fromFriday 5th Septemberto Saturday 13thSeptember from7.30pm (exceptSunday) with Saturdaymatinees from 4.30pm.Tickets: £10(evenings)/ £8 (mati-nees). For more infor-mation contact the boxoffice on: 01274587377. Mark CantrellBruce�s  Lit-Picnic
cate an early apprecia-tion of literature. Goodnews for authors,because they are thenext generation ofreaders and writers.The kids developed amural containingpoems they them-selves composed onthe day.�I�d like to see theLit-Picnic becomeestablished as anannual event,� shesaid, �and maybe see

it travel around the dis-trict to give othertowns a go.�Karl Spracklen, ofthe Perpetual Line,said that his groupattended to come outfrom �under a stone� asthey have been �quitereclusive�. But also:�To raise awarenessand pick up a few peo-ple who might be inter-ested.� Contact him on01274 583479 formore info.

Continued from page 1

Chairman Kevingoes through hismaterial on thegroup�s stall...
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POETRY has longbeen part of thehumancourtship ritual,where some love-struck male scribblesverse in the hopethat a female willrespond and openthe flower of heraffections. More often than not,the intended victimsimply squirms withembarrassment andheads for the door.Not content withsuch traditionalclichés, however,David Rea, decided togo beyond writingpoetry and is tryinginstead to breed themfrom a �primordialsoup� of randomwords. This isDarwinian Poetry, asthe project is called.Evolution in literature.Kind of. But did it impressthe girl? Apparently not.(C�est la vie!)Fortunately, theweb-based project hasa more serious side,even if it is not �hard

science� or literature.�The girl isn�t reallytalking to me any-more,� says David,�but I hope that inter-esting language willemerge. I am not sureif any complete andvaluable poems willresult, but already afteronly a few generationssome great phrasesand rhymes and usesof words haveappeared.�From a startingpoint of 1,000 random-ly generated groups ofwords (�poems�), theaim is to subject themto a kind of naturalselection to kill off the�bad� poems and�breed� the �good� . Ifenough generations goby, so the theoryhopes, then interestingpoems should start toemerge.Visitors to the siteprovide the naturalselection. They arepresented with two�poems�, and select theone they prefer (evenif the basis for thechoice is that they likeone word). The reject-ed �poem� is extinct.The chosen poemgoes on to reproducewith another. Thisprocess is repeatedand repeated down thegenerations.David Rea is a sen-ior technology associ-ate with US companyGeneral Atlantic

Partners, Greenwich,CT. He has been inter-ested in genetic algo-rithms for the last tenyears and DarwinianPoetry is a sidelineapplication of theprocess. These algo-rithms are a program-ming technique,whereby a series ofprograms that mightachieve the bestresults are tested forfitness then eitherkilled or bred. This isrepeated until the goalis achieved.�These techniqueshave been used suc-cessfully to solve com-plex problems such asgas pipeline control,factory floor schedulingand analogue circuitdesign,� says David.And now, maybe, poet-ry. The long term goalof the DarwinianProject is to increaseunderstanding of evo-lution, rather than gen-erate scintillating litera-ture. �It has given me asense of both evolu-tion�s power and itsslipperyness in a waythat textbook readingnever could,� he says.But should poets beworried about becom-ing obsolete?No says David. �Evolutionary sys-tems only produceresults within a limiteddomain. You�ll noticethat biological evolu-tion never producedthe wheel, eventhough it�s a tremen-dously useful design

(actually, maybe it did;by evolving the humanform and its ability tothink and invent cre-atively, but that�sanother story � Ed).Even if this softwaresurpassed my wildestdreams and produceda piece of meaningfuland lasting poetry,there would be aninfinity of otherpoems... some of themactually good� waitingto be written. Besides,this isn�t really comput-er generated poetry.It�s human generatedpoetry, just with lots ofhumans. The computeris merely a collabora-tion tool.�So, what�s that say-ing about too manycooks? But maybeDavid has generated amechanism whereby alarge amount of mon-keys can finally getround to generatingthe complete works ofShakespeare by trialand error. Or maybejust a whole lot of gob-bledegook. Whatever.If you fancy check-ing out the results ofvirtual evolution, orwant to try your handat being a quasi-Darwinian selectionpressure, or just aproxy poetry breeder,then you can checkDavid�s site at: http://www.codeasart. com/poetry/darwin.html.GM poems?Whatever willGreenpeace say? 

From  The  Primordial   ToThe  S[ub]l imeMark  Cantrell  looks at a dangerous geneticexperiment to breed poets out of existence. Itwill never work. Or will it?

I t � s   a l i v e !
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The Tyke Writer isthe monthlynewsletter of theInterchange (BradfordWriters� Network).For further details ofthe group, or to getinvolved, come down tothe Irish DemocraticLeague, RebeccaStreet,  behind the NewBeehive pub. 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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I t   j u s t   g o t   h a r d e r !
THEY say thatwriting a novelis one of thehardest things youcan do.It�s not like writing apoem or a short storyor an article, thougheach of those has itsseparate challengesand headaches for thepoor scribe.But a novel � that�ssomething else.  For one thing it�s along haul. Obviously.Day in day out, thewriter is struggling topiece each word andeach sentence togeth-er. They have to sus-tain the characters, theplot, the dialogue andthe narrative over sev-eral hundred pagesand many thousandsof words.Beyond that, thesatisfying point of com-pletion � of gaining asense of achievement� can be months oryears away. Seldomare there any mid-point grains of satis-faction to cheer theauthor on. But still, ifthey are going to be anovelist, they mustpersevere.Take it from me, it�shard, often soul-destroying work. Oneof the hardest thingsever. And it gets hard-er, because after thatfinal word is added tothe manuscript, thenovelist must startagain. Savagely. Nonovel is written. It isre-written, hacked,

edited and reviseduntil both editor andmanuscript look � ormore like feel � like abit-part victim in acheap slasher movie.Butcher your baby,dear novelist if youever want to make thegrade. But don�texpect to retain thysanity. Okay, so don�t justtake it from me.Try Tom Clancy, andhe must know,because he writessome mammothtomes: �Writing that bookmust become the mostimportant thing in yourlife. If it doesn�t youwill fail. If it does, youmight just succeed�Success is a finishedbook, a stack of pageseach of which is filledwith words. If youreach that point, youhave won a victoryover yourself no lessimpressive than sailingsingle-handed roundthe world.�Clancy is spot on,but I prefer Orwell�stake on the matter.�Writing a book is ahorrible, exhaustingstruggle,� he said, �likea long bout of somepainful illness.�Orwell, of course,was not only sufferingthe pains and birth-pangs of the novelist,he was also genuinelyill with consumption.You might say he tookhis research for DownAnd Out In London

And Paris a little toofar, as that�s where hepicked up the wickedbug that eventuallybrought his words to apermanent end.Of course, after allthat hard work, aftersailing single-handedround the world andfinally reaching � saltencrusted and stormbattered � the safetyof port, the hardestpart of all is yet tocome.For when that man-uscript is finished, itmust be touted to pub-lisher and agent.Expect them both tobe hard-nosed andcynical, �cos they�veseen it all before andcrushed many ashrinking violet authorin the clenched fist oftheir business realism.Hard work? You ain�tseen nothing yet.After months andyears at sea in anocean of words, thenovelist now has toboil the whole thingdown into a mere pagefull of words.Condensed, concised,boiled down to itsbarest and simplestpoints. And all the waythrough you have tomake it clear what anexciting, originalunmissable work it is.So, you still thinkwriting a novel ishard?Try selling it to ajaundiced publishingworld. Ocean sailing!Where�s my lifejacket?

Writing a novel is hard, writes MarkCantrell, but it�s nothing to the blood,sweat and toil involved in trying to sell thething�


