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Love  across  the  BorderE v e n t sG u i d e
Interchange@ thePriestley
A workshop heldevery Tuesday from8pm at the PriestleyCentre for Arts,Chapel Street, LittleGermany.It provides afriendly and informalgathering wheremembers can sharetheir work. Also givesa forum for construc-tive feedback.Interchange@ theMelborn
Every lastWednesday of themonth, Interchangehosts an open micperformance eventfor writers, perform-ers, poets andsinger-songwriters. Be there at 8pmfor an 8.30pm start atthe Melborn, WhiteAbbey Road.

IN November mem-bers ofInterchange wereinvited to read atBorder Books inLeeds.  When we  arrived atabout 6pm the cafearea, where thereading was totake place, wasjust aboutpacked.�Great,� Ithought, mental-ly rubbing myhands together, �anaudience!�Oh what a sad anddeluded poet I am; Ithought all these peo-

ple were there to hearus read from our won-derful anthology, Love,Sex, Death & Carrots,and listen to our wordsof wisdom on life, the

universe and every-thing.W R O N G

We were due tostart the readings at6.30pm. At 6.10James, the guy whohad booked us, cameand said that thewoman who shouldhave been the hostwas sick and wasn�tcoming in. We wouldhave to host our-selves, so, no changethere then.  I watched in dismayas the time of theperformancedrew closer andthe customerswithdrew -- fast.At 6.25 theresat RuthMalkin, BruceBarnes, PatrickBlues, Karl Dallas,Steve Jones, RichardHealey and me.  
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Interchange (Bradford Writers� Network)took its anthology Love, Sex, Death &Carrots to Borders Books in Leeds.LYNETTE SHAW MCKONE reports on howthe book and the performers werereceived

Inside this issue:
A literary agent getshot under the collar;war and peace fromnew poetry group;poetry; news & events;interview, Thom theWorld Poet.

N e w   Y e a r ,   n e w   l o o k . . .TYKE Writer has been re-designed and --hopefully -- improved for the New Year. Central to this makeover is the mastheaddesigned by Phil Wainman, which makes itsdebut appearance at the top of the page.Now it�s up to the group to get writing and fillthe pages with dazzling words. So, over to you,Interchange.

Cont. on page 3

So the old Interchangemagic worked again, givingpeople the courage andencouragement to stand upand read their work.



So far they haveculled over 60 poemsfrom the members oftheir own organisa-tions and are seekingmore for the antholo-gy, especially fromchildren and people ofdifferent cultures.The new groupemerged from the ter-rible events of

September 11 and itsaftermath. As SeemaGill explained: "Whenwe saw the atrocitieson TV it was likewatching a horror film.I was so shocked. Allmy life I have beenanti-war and againstracism, desperatelywanting people to livein peace and harmonyand ease any suffering-- especially of inno-

cents."Now I am callingon people to fight warand racism with theweapon of words bywriting anti-war poetryfor peace. We want tosteer clear of propa-ganda and religion, butthis is a chance forpeople to express theirfeelings about war andpeace."Along with poetry,the group is also seek-ing sponsors anddonations to cover thecosts of producing andpublishing the book.The group plans topublish the collectionin March 2002, withthe proceeds going tohelp refugees and dis-placed people inAfghanistan.
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POETS inBradford havejoined forcesto use their words tofight for peace andare seeking submis-sions for an antholo-gy dedicated to thattheme.Poets4Peace waslaunched in Decemberby three members ofthe city's most promi-nent writing groups:Seema Gill of theBeehive Poets, BruceBarnes of the BradfordWriters' Workshop,and Lynette ShawMcKone of theInterchange (BradfordWriters' Network).

Poets  join  up  for  peace

P o e t s 4 P e a c eSubmissions for the anthology can beof any length and style and should beemailed to Seema Gill at: meltingpotts@hotmail.com.

By Mark Cantrell

NEW YORK:Frank, a liter-ary agent,found himself dazedand patting outflames shortly afterarriving at a two-alarm house fireequipped with asandwich, a loudhail-er, whiskey and adeckchair. He climbed onto theroof of a nearbyhouse, perched on hisdeckchair, and pro-ceeded to lecture theemergency crew whileenjoying his drink. Three firemen hadjust finished clearingthe house, locating the

residents� young gold-en retriever in theprocess. They heardFrank�s imperiouscommand: �Drop thedog and open thehydrant this instant!�They turned in sur-prise and dropped theyelping puppy, whichfell through the burn-ing timbers and burstinto flames. Onlookers mobbedthe base of the heck-ler�s house and threwcans and shrubbery athim. He batted theseprojectiles aside withhis loudhailer whilecontinuing to drinkwhiskey and issue

commands. �Position the hosealong the azaleabushes!��Stop picking yournose!� Sorely provoked,the senior firemanpicked up the dead(but still burning) dogand flung it onto theroof. The animal land-ed in Frank�s lap, ignit-ing his spilled whiskeyand severely burnedhis crotch. Frank heaved thedog away, but neglect-ed to brace his feet onthe slanted roof. Thedeckchair toppled andfell from the house,

Fifteen  Minutes  of  Flame miraculously avoidingonlookers, whowatched aghast whilethe prostrate man suf-fered further injuriesfrom falling embersand his own roof-topaccoutrements. The house fire waseventually subdued,and paramedics trans-ported the injured manand his loudhailer tothe hospital. Althoughhe is recovering fromhis injuries, the prog-nosis is that he willnever again be able toprocreate with quitethe same gusto.
Courtesy of theDarwin Awards. Anominee for 2001.
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Light  UpThe  Sky
Live fast,Die young,Dare to dreamAnd trailblaze:That�s what writersDo.Be that cometSoaring through theHeavensAnd set fireTo the skyOf the human Mind.Cascading,Dazzling,Burning brightOn the way towardsGround Zero, per-haps,But what a blaze Of glory,What magnitude,Your scintillating,Coruscation.For the durationOf your flightOf fancy,For that oneVibrant moment,Thou art infiniteHeaven,As you danceWith AngelsBright as you.

Mark Cantrell

R e a d y ,   s t e a d y ,   J o eIT can be safelysaid that audi-ences in theUnited States don�tknow what is aboutto hit them.Joe Ogden ispreparing to ventureWest and take hispoetry to virgin ears.Just the kind he likes.He is going to theStates at the end ofMarch to take part inthe performance cir-cuit at Austin, Texasand Cape Cod, wherehe will  be following inthe footsteps of BruceBarnes and LynetteShaw McKone. Both

lives on a run-downhousing estate.�People tell me it�spoetry. I say let thewords speak.�Expect to hearabout his adventuresin due course. Wemight even hear abouthis poetry performanc-es too.

went last year and hada thoroughly goodtime.�I am worried aboutgoing,� Joe confesses.�If I can perform and ifthe words are anygood -- but that isn�tgoing to stop me!�In readiness for histrip, Joe is puttingtogether his first col-lection, assisted byLynette and HowardFrost.�As for promotingmyself,� Joe adds,�What is there to say?I am a dull underclassmiddle aged man wholives a lonely life and

The �audience� haddwindled to about halfa dozen people, whowere all busy chattingto each other, chattingon mobile phones,one person was evenchatting to himself andthe remainder werereading. We democraticallynominated Ruth tohost the show, whichshe did with her usualaplomb. As she began to getinto her stride a fewpeople began to driftin; mind you, a few ofthe others drifted out

but it soon becameapparent that the onesleft were enjoying theperformance. A singer/songwriterfriend of Ruth�s turnedup and joined in, treat-ing us to a spokenword version of one ofhis songs. A woman who satquietly through theshow decided thatnow was the time toperform a poem of herown. In fact, she did 3and they were allgreat; it wasn�t untillater we discoveredthat she had neverperformed before, you

would never haveknown by herdemeanour.Steve Jones, a newmember of the group,read some of his work;another first time per-former. So the oldInterchange magicworked again, givingpeople the courageand encouragement tostand up and readtheir work. Oh, and we sold abook and BorderBooks took 12 copiesin to stock, so all in allit was a good nightand I�m very glad wewent.

Love across the border
Cont. from page 1



�PERFORMINGconnects me tothe dreams inothers and it sus-tains and maintainsthe dreams in me,�says Thom the WorldPoet.Larger than life,colourful, and a regu-lar visitor to Bradford,Thom is the reincarna-tion of the ancientbard.Or, as he puts ithimself, he�s a fictionalentity based on theMediaeval ballads:The Ballad of PoorTom. �Poor Tom hascome into the worldagain to see if he cancure your distemperedbrain. Come maid,come mare, be notafraid. Poor Tom willinjure no-one���In a time of power,truth needs to be indisguise,� Thom adds.The man behind theimage is ThomWoodruff, a powerfuland enthralling per-formance poet. Hiswork is improvisational� so no performanceis ever the sametwice, but constantlyrenewed by thispoett�s never-fadingenergy.Originally fromAustralia, he hasmade his home basein Austin, Texas.There, he runs theAustin InternationalPoetry Festival (AIPF)and local venues suchas the weekly CaféMundi and the month-ly Expressions.Thom is a rarebreed indeed in the

poetry world. He earnshis keep solely fromhis bardic activities.Over the years, hisperformance pieceshave been encapsulat-ed within the pages of75 self-publishedbooks. Both a testa-ment to his eloquentand experimentalpoetry as well as hisprolific mind.He started improvis-ing poetry by chantingback in 1973 at theRainbow Festival. AsThom explains:�Musicians backed meup and soon hundredswere dancing to thewords and music.�Later, he began dis-tributing free broad-sheets of poetry onthe streets ofMelbourne �when itbecame obvious thatno-one rememberedthe improvisations�. Hechanged to bookletswhen it becameapparent that no-onevalued the free sheetsof poetry.He established theAIPF in 1991 after vis-iting a poetry festivalin the park there. Afterreceiving a firm �no� tohis request, hebecame determined tofound a venue open toall. The same year hevisited Bradford for thefirst time. �I was imme-diately and warmlywelcomed into theircircle so I havereturned for the lastdecade,� he says.During his time inBradford he has sup-ported bothInterchange and the

Beehive Poets. Healso runs workshopsfor MIND, YorkshireArts Circus and alsoschools.Despite being wel-coming to this ambas-sador of poetry,Bradford is not withoutits problems he notes:�Bradford has a fragileseries of circles thatseem to ignore eachother � they do notseem to want to gooutside their comfortzones,,� he says.�Beehive poets rarelycome to the Melbornor the Priestley. Thisneeds to change.�Fair criticism � or acomment based on hisobvious lack of yearround involvement inthe local scene? Nomatter, just catch himon his next visit laterthis year, and enjoyhis dazzling perform-ances.�It�s time to talk andlisten,� he says. �Togive new faith to oraltraditions, to memoryand re-imagineering(sic), to improvise andtake big risks. Leavethe texts behind andmake it up as you goalong. I do!�
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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:Lynette Shaw McKone,Interchange.
Tel: 07930 236122
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 recievedin 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: editor@soviet62.freeserve.co.uk
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