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i inl Writers; checking out the qual-
Blt%otdhlelot\?gilsglg .punlity of the writing; seeing if

. maybe we’re the writing grou
Actually, there’s no such thin 4 g group

, ou’ve been looking for.
as a good pun; they're all pret

i (This is the writing
bad, but | love them just th roup you're looking for...)

same. | do wonder sometimes Well, maybe it is and

whether | should just give up,. e it isn't — Jedi mind tricks

trying to write stories and POz gide: they don't tend to work
ems and apply for a job drea '

) . 6o well on the page in any case
ing up headlines for The Sun. but the only way to find out

What do you think? Oh! YOUfor sure is to come along. (For

don't care, do you? You'r ;
reading this in hope of disco% potted history of the group see

ering a bit about Brighton Night (Continued on page 2)



(Continued from page 1) formances (sketches, playlets

page 5.) etc.) If you have any ideas that
As for the quality of the you'd like to try out, bring them
writing; well, I'll leave youto and yourself along to the

be the judge of that; be pre- weekly meeting (details below).
pared for variety though. We
have poets and polemicists; Last, and least, any regular
historians and hacks; dramatistsembers wishing to contribute
and drama-queens (though nosample material for any future
so many of the latter, on the bulletins are well advised to
whole — although we welcomecollar me at weekly meetings;
all and sundry, the sundry tengince my excursions to the in-
to leave of their own accord.) kernet café to retrieve e-mail are
do believe our strength derivegrregular at best. Also, the last
from diversity. It keeps our  batch of stuff | received, at-
membership fresh: not knowingempted to insert into a file and
who’s going to be at the table forward to Jon, crashed my
from one week to the next.  computer! I'm not enough of a
geek to be able to handle that
kind of crisis. Nonetheless, my
Brighton Fringe Festival naive faith in technology is in-
defatigable, so I've included
It may seem like a long My address below anyway.
way off from now, but it'll be Write well, but not too
here before you know it.No, Well: you need to leave us some
the Brighton Fringe festivalscope for criticism — otherwise,
silly! And like any self- What's the point in coming (not
respecting creative arts orgarfhat Jon won't seize upon the
sation, we want to be involvedlightest nit to pick...)
which means getting our skates Andy,
on, ideas and material wise. The ~ slug574yahoo.co.uk
appointed day is May 18 2005
and the venue is Couch 33, Stee the back page of this
James’ St. The format will rebulletin for more information.
volve around readings of mem-
bers work — poetry and short
fiction — interspersed with per-
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The geezer on the left had a
bit of a reputation for writing
sonnets - but Tim shows that
he’s not the only one who
can write them.

Astronomy by Tim Earl

Tim Earl now maintains the Brighton Nightwritersdaess list, so that
members can be contacted about special eventgyeludivenue for reg-
ular meetings and similar. Please contact him atb058 1318 or email
Tim@timearl.fsnet.co.uk to update your details. Tode letters on the
address label show what is missing: S:surnameh&g M: mobile, E:
email
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Rosemary Turner

Microsoft Sonnet

| search the engine of the Universe,

Scan Java's script and Roman type, but find
No swatch of knowledge that can reimburse
My empty soul for all | left behind.

Scrolling through this human life on Earth,
Imprisoned by a social firewall,

| yearn to find some value or some worth
Embedded in the pattern of it all.

And so | dot my coms and cross my cheques,
Forever scanning virtual ways to learn

Survival for my drowning heart, that wrecks

On shores where Googles crash and CDs burn.

Could | download that sacred mystery
The web of life would melt in ecstasy.
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‘Gingerbread Kinship

Nightwriters’ History
...Born 1988, affiliated with
QueenSpark books — though the
latter was never conclusively
proven to be the father — with
which it has recently been recon
ciled. A precocious youngster,
Brighton Nightwriters was soon
striking out on its own; enjoying
residences at a number of the
city’s finest alehouses and attrac
ing quality membership from ev-
ery stratum of literary aspiration.
Books followed (you can buy
them through the website, see bg
low) and along the way there wa
merriment and romance; back-
slapping and backbiting: short-
lived memberships fell by the
wayside, exhausted by the effort
of vomiting out their one, pre-
cious life’s work; even as young
pretenders rose up to bid for liter
ary glory. Surprisingly perhaps,
little blood was spilt over the
years, but pitched battles over
possessive pronouns and aberrg
apostrophes seldom bruise more
than egos and a hardy core-
membership survives to this day;
greyer, balder; though one woulg
hope, wiser in the ways of
words...

Andy

by Leo Difiore

Gingerbread kinship
Butterscotch love,
Chocolate kisses
bSmearing over lip,

L Staining brow,

A sweet affair
Meringue fluffed,
Iced with joy,
Fairground fun abounding
All hops and skips,
The daintiest dance,
[ Walled by cloud
Cotton wool balled,
We bunny bounce
Bearly hug,

ftresh baked emotion
Always smells better,
Vanilla tinged
Ridiculously consumptive,
Give it a day

Maybe a week,

The stale reality

Will dawn and gloat.
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Left On The Shelf

(a short story)
by
Rob Paraman

Just when | thought | had closed an unhappy chaptewy life,
she saunters back into the Clayton Library as vwas her first
visit. For five and a half years, we'd had a cldsendship
working there together and then, we became lovedsshe just
lost the plot completely.

Now here she was, without her spectacles, in auidius
modern oultfit, squinting around the Romance Section

“Pardon me, Madam,” | enquired, “is there a patticu
book or a particular person | can help you locate?”

“Stanley! You gave me a fright! How are you? — ltisen
a long time.”

“Yes, Maxine, your return is three months overdim.
afraid you've accumulated a thousand pound fine.”

Though she had a new hairstyle, she twirled har thai
way she always did.

“Am | worth that much, Stanley?”

“Do you still read poetry, Max?” | asked excitedly.

“No, not since I've been single.” She looked at the
bookshelf.

“Come over to Poetry. We've finally got the LovedPus
of John Donne on our shelves!”

“I'll wait here Stan. You get the book.”

| rushed over to the Poetry Section, grabbed tl lamd
dashed back to Romance, but she was nowhere tedre b
started scanning the aisles for her. It was wipigstsing through
History that something caught the corner of my dymoved
toward the shelf and peered through the books timoHorror
Section. There was Maxine in the arms of Adam Siddg new
co-worker. Not only had he re-arranged every sqirare of the
Library to make it more user-friendly, computerisagerything
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that could be computerised, he moves in on my dftignd just
to rub my nose right into it.

The poetry book fell to the floor, as | wanderegedeedly
to the Philosophy Section. | sat in there on admml with my
chin on my fist. “Why me?” | kept asking myself. ‘W am |
here anyway? What does it all mean?”

Just then, Maxine walked alone into the Fictiontf®ec
and | cornered her. “So, you've come here to sesmdnd wind
me up — is that your game?”

“That’s rubbish, Stan. Adam and | are just goodrfds.”
She pushed past me and slipped into the Non FiS@mtion.

“Stanley, please stop following me — OK, if it makgou
feel happy, we are seeing each other, OK? It'®wdlr between
us, Stan, | thought you would have found someose l&y now!”

She ran to the end of the Non Fiction aisle andedideft
into Law.

“Stanley, | said stop following me. | could get you
charged with stalking, you know!”

“Maxine, don't fucking even turn up at this Libraagain.
I know you're just trying to fuck with my feelings!

“Stan, this Library is a PUBLIC PLACE and | havecey
right to visit here whenever it takes my fancy, aifigou swear
at me once more, I'll have you up for indecent lvia!”

She made her way into Entertainment. “Stanley, stop
following me. Look, you're making a big scene. Théole
Library is watching us!”

“Alright, Maxine, let's just sort this out quietlin the
corner, OK?”

“What? In the Crime Section?”

“Yeah, we can be alone in there.”

As we passed my desk, | slipped my steel lettemepe
into my back pocket.
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Brighton Nighwriters now has its ow
web-site, which you can see
www.nightwriters.org.uk— Don't for-
get the .uk on the end, or you will vi
the web-site of Tulsa Nightwriters,
the USA!

Jonathan (shown on the right
with a roll of bubble-wrap positione Jonathan
unfortunately behind his head) s
maintaining the web-site, and doing technical thibg make it
happen, but the creative design has been done kgnRoy
Turner - so brickbats and bouquets to RosemarybBexample
of her work on page 4.
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