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Brighton Nighwriters now has its own web-site, which you can see at
www.nightwriters.org.uk— Don’t forget the .uk on the end, or you will visit
the web-site of Tulsa Nightwriters, in the USA! @udoutions are always

needed for both the web-site and the bulletin.
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KAY AT
NIGHTWRITERS

As you may guess from the
picture ofKay Sextonbelow,

leader of the Men In Black
(which was an organisation, ac-
cording to two successful Holly-
wood movies, set up to save the
Earth from aliens and led by an

we are not being raided by theagent known only as Kay).

Kay is, in fact, our next
guest speaker, who will be
talking about her work, about

. getting published and writing in

general orR1 Septemberat
The pub with no nameat the
top of Southover Street.With
any luck, this bulletin will get
to most of you in time for you
to come along, even if you are
not able to get to Nightwriters
regularly, and hadn’t already
heard about the event.

Kay Sexton spent more
than a decade as a house writer
for charitable/environmental
organisations worldwide.

(Continued on page 4)



Editorial NightWriters funds — more on
- which, later.

: would however, like to take this op-
PSyChoanalySIS has muc ortunity to thank those whose plan-
to answer for, boys andning and participation contributed to
the overall success of our first public
event for a while, namely, Leo for
sourcing the venue; Rosemary, for ex-
emplary MC-ing, Rob the cameraman
and everyone who read.

girls! Thisis due in no small part
to the nefarious activities of one Dr
Freud, who saw fit to base an entire
theory of human psychology on
three bored housewives!Needless to
say, our own [Write] On The Couch

event, held at Couch33 as part of the
ggtr;]%? tljrisz‘atg:ae:l,repprfesseer:;?i 02“ Ofa I egular attendeescannot have failed

man experience. Encompassing poe notice that we have been on the
short fiction, comedy and music, it w dve lately. Since leaving The Crick-

eters we have variously met at (the

broadly well received and everyonge
who participated seemed to have _w—,defunct) Couch 33, The e-bar and
on’s house prior to our current

joyed the experience. A post-morte ] )
conducted subsequently by t gnue: thePub With No Name on

NightWriters committee threw up outhover Street Whilst we are

few comments and pointers for futupéateful for the continued patience of
events. however: members, it seems opportune to point

out that in the interest of maintaining a
1) Advertising The turnout, it wasC.OSt'fr.ee venue, reIoc;ation is some-
felt, could have been better. affijiimes inevitable. We will, however, try
ation with the Fringe Festival w. ur best to keep members up to date as
perhaps, not sufficient on its ow ar ?s venues are concerned (see be-
we might benefit from advertisin%’W )- The_ Pub With No Name seems
opular with members and we plan to

more ourselves. t there for the f ble fut
2) Sale of books Disappointing.mee ere for the foreseeable future.

More forethought with regards to
pricing and display of the above.

3) P.A.The microphone provided b h h b . i
the venue malfunctioned througg— ere have been various suggestions

or future NightWriters eventsRos
Barber’s talk last year was enjoyed by
ﬁg who attended and we are planning a

out the evening; this was a distr
tion for both performer and aud
ence. Plans are afoot to acqu
our own p.a. system for any future
events; to be paid for out of

(Continued on page 10)
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Ros Barber at Brighton  quickly produce something
NightWriters (June 2004) More positive.

For the first time in recent Another residency re-
sulted in a series of sonnets

ye?rz, !\llfghthters dwerte etd.u- ébout Embassy Court on Hove
cated, Informed and entenain€g, » 4 ont. Ros imagined the

by a guest speaker, Ros Barbef, iyt thinking of the build-
a well-known local poet and

teacher of creative writing at ing as a father might see his
' i hter, from conception t
The University of Sussex. daughter, from conception to

Int tinalv. R tart OIadulthood. (The last time |
__nterestingly, Ros starte looked, one of this series was
writing short stories, but had

) showing on Ros’s web site).
little success. So she turned to Al?of the sonnets rea?:l by
pﬁetry t(l) dmaketa natn;]e, WE'C? Ros were accessible and alive,
S e.cou u;e 0 get her shor and not in the least constrained
stories published. The poetry by the form. Here was a lesson
seems to have ta[(?n over to all the free-versers: ‘get some
though — at least it's what she Sructure!” Think of Hamlet:

best known for. ‘ _ ;
Ros read and discussed %?ﬁﬁ]r‘:gﬁ;l in a nutshell, king of

selection of poems, including :
. ) If anybody had any mis-
sonnets, which were enjoyed b ivings about the visit of a

gg‘niir:; aﬁﬁ;ﬁ'gﬁi,ﬁgﬁb’; rgs"osuccessful writer and teacher to
’ y gg amateur group, they needn’t

according to plan. During one Ahve worried, the evening was a
a seaside cafe, she not only h eat succes’s. Ros is so devoid
.to pay for her own breakfast, Itof conceit or condescension that
mgluded Iukgwarm coffee, it was simply a very pleasant
miserly service and burnt toastevening reading and talking
(with the burnt side hidden). with a néw friend

These features all found their The eveniné was organ-
way into a poem, but it was ised by Tony Frisby

obviously unsuitable to presen{ b. Tim Earl
to her hosts, and she had to y
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(Continued from page 2) to Moss Rich who kindly donated

similar presentation, this month. For20 to our coffers. Very generous of

those that missed Ms Barber's presgou, Moss and we look forward to

tation, Tim Earl has written a shosgeeing you at a future meeting.

review in this issue to fill you in.

Our next scheduled events on

21 September in place of one of our

regular weekly meetings — a talk And that’s it from me for another is-

Kay Sexton on her experiences as se.

published writer. On behalf of all members, |
welcome your feedback on this and
any future issues. You can contact me
via my email address (below) or at

There’s no nice way to say this, I'meekly meetings. On that subject, and

afraid: we want your money (Boolh view of our recent nomadic tenden-

Hiss!!) but at least we tell you upies, °l urge all members to register

front, not like some kind of weird Newheir contact details with Tim Earl, our

Age cult that tries to pretend it's aMembership Secretary, either in per-

about peace and love, hmm. The coson or by email at

mittee has voted in favor of reinstating

the voluntary weekly 1 contribution Likewise, keep writing: your contribu-

to funds. The good news is, thatist tions — literally — are what make this all

strictly voluntary for those who capossible, not to mention worthwhile,

easily spare a quid, and we promiseAody

spend it on useful things - like the

aforementioned P.A. system - and on

advertising; scouts’ honor!

" For the purposes of avoiding libel

action on behalf of the Freud estate, |

feel obliged to point out that the above
Finally, to end on a good note; I'd likstatement is ke — albeit one based,
to extend thanks on behalf of the groepleast partially, on fact.
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i i paid to belong officially to the
Committee Meetmg Brighton Fringe Festival ? Proba-

8 June bly not - since all we got for our
dosh was the standard entry in the
There's more to BrightoFringe brochure, which yielded no
Nightwriters than meeting evenyore than 4 or so actual punters.
Wednesday at 7.30 for a runButin any case, we clearly need to
bustious night's reading and Cr@dvertise more ourselves next
icising - from time to time a hard{/™M€- _
few meet an hour earlier for the  1alking of £££ - we de-
rather more recondite and genthéded to re-introduce thentirely
pleasure of the committee meeting2luntary subscription of up to £1
The most recent was held df" Person per meeting. No-one
the 8th June, mainly to mull ove?hof‘ld stop coming bec‘ause they
our reading event at Couch 3%antaffordit -justdon't pay!
which was held on 18th May as _ 1h€ summer weather (we
part of the Fringe Festival, and w4@d Some last month) encourages
judged overall to be a genuine sfoughts of outdoor events -
cess. It was agreed there wagapathan has investigated the use
good mix, well-presented, of pcP-f Lewes Crescent gardens for
etry, stories, a play/sketch arfroeques (yes we can), alterna-
some songs. On the down side, {1y Tim S-J has has offered his
were unfamiliar with Couch 33:§Pacious (not very) back garden
newly acquired microphonfr the same. Date to be an-
(especially in the matter of gettifgPunced (or has been by the time

it to work for more than two minY0U read this).

utes at a stretch) - so we need our _
own, if affordable. The pricing!f all this has aroused your curios-
display and plugging of our bookY and wonder - a full copy of the
needed improving, and likewisginutes is available on request
the second half of the evenidfP™ Tim S-J (also, you are most
could have been more attractivel{f€/COMe to put your name for-
billed at the end of the first hal/ard as a prospective commitiee
(with a mention of songs and RéMber -we currently have a
sketch to come). vacancy).

Was it worth the £58.75 we Tim Shelton-Jones
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(Continued from page 1) Hall (The Electric Michelangelo)
Her publication credits chose Acorns and Conkers as the

range fromH&E International runner-up in the ESSP short story
to France Todayo theWorld contest and her work appeared in
Water Forum Annual Report  S&Ven anthologies in 2004.

. . . Her current focus is “Green
She is an Associate Editor for . .
Night Train journal and a Jerry Thought in an Urban Shade” a

columns at www.moondance.org P

and www.therundown.co.uk parks and urban spaces of Beijing,
Her short story Domestic Dublin, London and Paris in

Violence was runner up in the wordssa;]ndhlmar?eds. than fift
Guardian fiction contest. Sarah ©ias had more than Tty

I’'m afraid my (step-) dad was not a
mountain ....

.... But more of a sort of small dry fissure

Set in the granite undulations of life.

If you were unlucky, you might catch your foot there, stumble;
But more often you’d spot him a mile off, faintly smouldering.
Occasional sparks leapt from within,

But in fact the crack was not deep. Was he a good man?
Put it this way. He was not bad. Kind?

Well, not cruel, certainly; not cold; nor stupid. But, failing to be positive
In any clear way, he remained

An absence of matter, a minor chasm left behind

Where some greater thing has been, once rooted there

But now moved on.

And we kids were left

With a thin line in the earth.

by Tim
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tainted by menace; our schools of course; and those illicit spaces
we made our own though we knew what they really were : other
people’s back garden walls, the District Line stations and trains,
and the rich mud of the river at low tide.

Yes, the river. Thick as sin, it treacled its way through Chiswick,
and as it subsided from its frequent floods it left behind astonish-
ing things - bits of wave-carved wood, green slime woven to
fronds and mats, and occasional dead things open and idle as our
hearts. These diseased waters heaved and expired, heaved and
expired, something between dying monster and a living, squirm-
ing meal. For the old Thames stank of rotten cabbages, near the
brewery it stank of malt, and sometimes it just pretended to be a
great beer lake, as from nearby factories proud little stacks of
foam sailed forth down the canals and tributaries that fed the
main confluence.

None of this adds up to a novel, but it added up to a boy, once,
and now to a man, a parent, who would have liked to pass the
best of this onto his own children. But he never can, foritis
gone, and they hopefully will find their own joys and delights that
will be the bricks and mortar of their adult being. For one thing, |
never had the downs, or the sea, or all those miles of kaleido-
scopic pebbles. Or computer games, or the internet, or.....

Tim S-J
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Page from an un-book.

My life is no novel. It has no beginning, or rather, it starts with a
kind of smudge from which certain memories vaguely struggle
into existence. It has no end (yet), and none of the places | have
known seem central to any dramas or form picturesque backdrops
to breathless plots such as might bring forth some literary epic.
And yet Hammersmith, London W6 where | lived between the
ages of five and nine with my mother (and, later, my stepfather
and half-brother) has become a part of me as truly as a brick or a
window is part of any house. Not the Broadway, with its cease-
less rush of traffic, nor the old A4, thick with shops and offices

all the way up from Kew Bridge, Turnham Green, Stamford
Brook, Ravenscourt Park - but the quiet square where we lived:
the trees beneath which | once saw fairies (yes, real fairies) danc-
ing in aring (or did | dream it?), the patch of grass near the
keeper’s hut where the Punch-and-Judy man would enthral us of
a summer’s day.

Being able to open the front door, cross the road, and ride my
trike like a maniac round and round the footpaths under the trees
with my friend was just another aspect of a normality | took for
granted, along with waking in the morning, getting dressed, going
to school. So was visiting my friend’s house a few doors away,
and playing out half my holidays in those spacious Georgian
rooms - tunnelling under sheets, tables, chairs, inventing games
that were always exactly not-quite-like Monopoly, Ludo and
Contraband rolled in together. Our house was just the same as
theirs, the difference being that our family was confined to a
basement flat, whereas my friend and his brother and parents had
the run of four floors and a garden. In those days, though, we all
had space, if not our own then shared space at least - the great
square opposite, pavements that led anywhere, everywhere, un-
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Pictures on a Piano

Your face,

Overlaid now by reflections and shadows,
Surprises through time’s small window -
Happier, more beautiful, than | remember.
Your husband though

Lodged in a corner of the neighbouring frame
Escapes such tricks of light,

An iron buddha forever smiling,

Static.

But you | can impel to motion.

Nodding my head from side to side

Your eyes begin to flicker, in and out of focus.
Sometimes | see your smile in a spinning web
Of silver - melting, curling

So knowingly. Surely

You are about to laugh?

Then light shifts, is lost to evening cloud.

And your face, each detail locked in solemn clarity,
Is smooth again, unmoving

Full of memory.

Time, | realise, has frozen over,

An arctic cataract

Inimical to spring.
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First Gift for the Child

We searched for your name

In books, in histories,

Through all the junk of tribal memory,

Knowing you were in there

Somewhere.

We tried to imagine you into existence

Hauling you out from the womb of times past,
Name first. But

You have always resisted the cold, the unknown,
That which bears no form, or moves unseen,
Answering to no easy soubriquet.

We all do. That is why, hurriedly,

We name the unthinkable while it’s still happening
With pet words, labels that resonate

With favourite legends.

Apparently your name means “pure”. I'm sorry,

We never meant to write your destiny. Yet | feel sure
You know you're free - from all parental fictions,
Fixations,

Pre-planned destinations and heartless inquisitions.
The name is yours, given to you,

A qift for year zero.

Think of it as a song without words,

A dance waiting for the dancer

To move in,

A proto-shape for you to make your own, or

Like any true gift

To discard if you so wish.

We only chose it for its music,

It's lovely tonal poetry. “Katherine”.

We're so glad you like it.
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Kicking the Habit

How does it feel to be given up

for something that might not exist?

Abandoning him is to despair of love, | know this.
We wove together after two years of desolate,
separate longing, seemingly unrequited,

then built ourselves a textbook romance.

If this is love, I'd rather be single and sexless,
grow dry and wrinkled in a rented bedsit.

I'd rather anything than this lazy, slippered love
that waits for warmth by an empty fireplace

on its fat arse. I'm tired of yawning;

going hunting for nourished grass.

"You can't just throw it in the skip"

he whined, as | stuffed our relationship

into a black sack and wiped my hands

in the stale dark of his room last week.
Curtains closed for three days, bed sheets
crusted and contagious with his depression.

Trouble is, | can’t stop waiting for him

to come home. 6pm, Simpsons on TV,

my life handed back as an empty jar.

| don't miss him but | can't console my body.
It falls in on itself, hugs the air

and rocks me into regret.

Long hours of withdrawal
weening my heart from his,
keeping busy, trying

to let go.

| watch the road.

My reflection disappears

as breath clouds up the window.

by Sally Turner
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