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Get published in 2008!

You already come to Nightwriters, and you put a lot of effort into
your writing - so why not take this chance to have it appear in a
professionally produced paperback anthology, and reach a wider
audience? Brighton Nightwriters is planning to print the latest in
an occasional series of members' anthologies in time for next
year's Brighton Festival, and all
you have to do to be in it, is send
me your work.There's no editorial
intervention - You choose your
best pieces, and we publish
them, simple as that.

PS - you can kick off the
whole Witness/Barn-raising
scene collaborative vibe by
coming up with a title for the
book. My own humble
suggestions: 'Nightwritings' ;
'Something Of The Night';
'Brighton By Night' ; 'Seaside
Stories'; 'Pier Review'; 'There
where the land stops' ; 'Shore
Lines' . Tell me you can do better
than them...

The rules of entry are on page
3 inside.

A date
for your diaries:
on the 26th of September,
NW invites Beryl Darby ,
acclaimed author of
“Yannis” to regale us on the
privileges and pratfalls of
the self-publicist…
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(Continued on page 8)

Brighton Nightwriters Needs You!
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Yet More Tourists

by Enzo Marra

A swarm of them,
Well sunned
Dowsing themselves with beer,
With house wine
Downed delicately on streets,
White to pink
Via fleeting weekend,
Lobster bright
Like camp beacon,
A neat trick,
Until they peel
Themselves bleached.

���������
Front page:                     This issue we didn’t
have enough room on the front
page for all the news. We have:

· Another guest speaker lined
up, Beryl Derby (front page
and page 8)

· Tanya has volunteered to edit
and produce a new anthology
(front page and page 3)

· Another another (two
“anothers”) guest speaker,
Karen Mancey-Barratt, who
will be coming to talk to us on
a similar theme next April.

Tim says of Karen, “she sounds
really good, talking to her on the
phone” and Andy has already
written some publicity blurb for
her, but I won’t reveal  it yet: more

(Continued on page 15)



Page 3

Anthology Submission Details

The rules are as follows:

To qualify for entry, you must be a regular attendee at
Nightwriters (i.e. at least three times in the last three
months). In the unlikely event we have more submissions
than we have space for, the most regular attendees will take
precedence.

Your pieces MUST be in electronic format. Email them direct to
me at: tamurray@ntlworld.com. You can send attachments in
.doc, .rtf, or .txt format, or, if you want, just send the whole
thing in the body text of your email. Any point size and font -
that will all get stripped out and re-formatted to the 'house
style'. If the physical layout of your piece on the page matters
to you - i.e. if you're a poet doing some clever visual effect
with the words - save them as you want them to appear in
Microsoft .doc format, and we'll do our best to accommodate.

To make it fair for poets and prose writers alike, you can either
have 5 pages (max per page - 600 words), or 3000 words in
total, divvied up any way you like, so that could be five short
poems, artfully arranged on a page each, one poem and a
novel extract, a couple of short stories, a single long piece -
it's entirely up to you, as long as you don't exceed the five
page limit.

The absolute deadline for submission is the last Nightwriters
meeting before Christmas 2007. If you don't make that
deadline, you won't be in the book...

I aim to have time after Christmas to circulate proofs,
decide on cover design and title, etcetera. This is a
collaborative effort, so please (please, please!) do your bit
to make this book a success for all of us.

Tanya
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YEAHYEAHYEAH
by Colin Chalmers

We’re walking home through Regent Park on a summer morning as the
light starts and the cold begins to lift and we’re lost and just wandering
and looking for a newsagent or somewhere to get some water or
chocolate or anything, really. We’re all suits and fancy dress and young
and larking about and I’m too tired to work out what’s going on as if
everything’s a plan or something when it’s just, well, not, and I get rid
of the voices saying ‘don’t’ or ‘do’ that make my head go round in
circles and just get into feeling the coldness and the touch of a railing
that is damp with dew and I look at Emily get the courage together to
climb it and get a flash, like a bolt of recognition, that I’d die for her, I
see the courage and the singleness of her going for it and it’s great, I
love her going for that railing, get that, then look around at the others,
parring and talking or wandering off, but not too far because we’re
together for this morning, and because of that forever, somehow, and I
catch Jack’s eye and he looks at me and he goes ‘Anna, find us food,
you’re good at that’, and it’s funny, his helplessness and his poshness
and I love him too, as an aside, like I love them all, love the sheer
thereness of the trees and the park except it’s not just that, not how stuff
is, just that there is stuff, that we’ve been given this playground, what’s
the chances of that, how amazing is that, that I can see all this stuff and
be here with colour and senses and the cold of the morning, getting
warmer as we go. I catch Emily at the bottom of the railing, she’s
excited and a bit scared and breathless and so sexy for it and she smiles
at me, grins and laughs when I smile back, a slight smile, quite in awe
of her, of her courage and her change, the change that courage brings,
and I want to gather her in,  pull her to me and kiss her, so I do, and she
blushes and it’s great, so we hold hands and walk south towards the flat
with the street getting lighter and there’s no traffic or people around
and the rest of our lot are ahead of us and not looking back and I’m in
love.

A month later we hold a party, our first month together, our first
month of everything being ours. Emily’s so excited at the party thing,
all full on organiser, on the phone all the time getting folk sorted and
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stuff ready and all this business stuff and I loved it because it wasn’t a
distraction, it was something worth doing that she was good at and
knew it’s place, knew not to let busyness run away with itself, knew to
put her toe in my bellybutton while she got the gang together on the
phone, knew that when she put the phone down she must leap on me.

‘Yeahyeahyeah’ was what she said to everyone, a pure ball of
excitement and smartness and listening and taking stuff in and doing it
all for us, cause that was all there was, Emily and Anna, us. We’d
nothing to prove. People would ring us and half jokingly, half not, ask
us the secret of happiness and we’d giggle and she’d go coy then get
practical and ask questions, but we knew it was all missing the point.
Help someone down from a railing, take them home and lay on a
mattress for a week, easy. Value the sparkle in each others eyes more
than anything in life. We’d got it made, knew it, lit a candle each
morning to mark each day of it and lined them up along the wall. And
when the candles reached the window we held our party.

The party was like holding court, all these people with their
turns. When you’re happy, people make allowances and we were very
happy, and everyone seemed to get it. The bright one with the story
about making a fortune with some blag in the city - ‘yeahyeahyeah’ -
Marie with her woes with councils and whatnot, turned for us into
stories that made you hoot with laughter. Cheered her up just telling
them and seeing us laugh at them, till others wanted to hear too and
some bloke got interested and wanted to help and we left them to it,
sunk back into the mattress, took each others hands and pulled together
and off we’d go, the snogging that never tires, as the next one, a student
in a charity shop suit eed off his trolley with some story about art and
what the world meant and how he was going to change the daft old
fashioned way things were done in this country - ‘yeahyeahyeah’ - and
it was great, it was all great and everyone got it, and even people who
didn’t, who came in and didn’t get how happy this room was with its
candles and mattress and us soon seemed to go quiet for a bit and listen
to the buzz of it like they knew it would be wrong to impose so they
didn’t and when they started to talk or dance it was part of it, they got
it, they got that they’d always been looking for something, and here it
was.
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I had this sense through all those late summer days, a sort of knowing,
that this, this being with Emily, this walking this earth with her, was
what it meant to be good, to be happy, to be both at once. I didn’t want
to do anything bad anymore. It seemed obvious how to live a life that
would be clean and good and safe and as long as we needed. I had no
idea what we’d do, but it didn’t matter. Everything felt so light and
obvious I was sure it would come to me.  We trusted the earth to hold
us, and it did.

We picked our rucksacks off the bus and walked down the slight hill
into the world created ahead of us out of a blank Andulucian landscape.
In the tent field a man with a trumpet blew noises at the sky. Some lads
with rucksacks big enough to carry their lives in started putting up a
tent and opening cans and shouting hello at us. There’s lots of festival
talk, getting to know talk, offering of stuff, wanting to fit in without
seeming to want to too much.

By the time we put our tent up it was dark. We started into the festival.
There were Spanish kids everywhere, darker and dirtier than us En-
glish, poorer. Lots of stuff was changing hands, cans and rizlas at daft
prices but es for two euros a hit. The whole place was a thriving market
place without credit or marketing beyond hand written prices on bits of
cardboard. A man selling burgers from a van smiled all the time, some
students from Bristol next to us seemed to want to know everything,
loads of daft questions that made no sense like it was a wind up, they
kept smiling and never taking their eyes off me and I got distracted and
then I lose you, in the dance tent, you’re suddenly not there and I panic,
I’ve no idea how long you’ve been away, I look everywhere, until
eventually I see you, where we were to start with, my panic still there
but stifled so as not to make a fuss. You’re with some smiling student
from Brighton, and you’re asking me where I went, as if I’d left you. As
if I’d leave you. I don’t know what to say, and you and the smiling
student laugh, like I’m being funny when I’m not. By now the music’s
worse, a change away from lightness and tunes to hard beats and
exercise so it was time to walkabout, see what’s happening. We see a
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girl in sequins selling tequila and salt and lemon and I buy you one and
you buy him one and you run out of money and I buy one and down it
as you start walking off. Movement’s the thing, confusion, like a dance
you can’t catch the rhythm of, something happening, the world moving
on, there’s a shift and I’m not getting it, I’m blind, then we stop for no
reason in the middle of an emptying field and you’re looking at me and
suddenly there’s a freezing down my back and my voice has stopped
and

I get it
You smile your smile at me while the three of us stand in the rain

everything shutting down around us, the rain starting on cue like God
crying, God crying and you smiling, smiling at me with that smile that
always won me, but this time’s telling me you need me to go. And I
start to think I’m not here, in my head, I’m looking at me looking at you
and this bloke and everything is tilting, the world’s tilting like the
Titanic being hit and the ballroom, the roof of the world, is going
sideways and you’re going sideways the other way and you just keep
smiling at me like we’re sharing something and I should be loving it
when actually everything is falling apart. I’ve got no rights, no grip, no
grounds for appeal or any appeal at all in fact and it makes me weak and
I’m needing you more than I ever have and knowing that I say goodbye
and turn round and run into rain that comes right at me when I turn,
which is good, and I walk away so as not to get in your way and not to
diminish your life.

I walk all over, bumping into folk and cadging drinks then go
back to where I know you’ll be, set myself up two metres from your
thin blue tent and listen. I can hear you in it glugging something
between the laughs and stupid chatup chat that’s pretending to be
something else. I get some voddie out to calm the soul, straight, harsh
and honest and good to blank you out as I listen to you more. I imagine
you coming out and seeing me and going ‘What you doing?’ and I laugh
cause so what, what could be worse than this? I hear yous quietening
down, laughs going into giggles and whispers and shooshes so you can
get what you want, not me, entering that world of letting go, not with
me, I hear you holding your breath, almost wordless now, in the rapture
of it all behind the wet blue sheet of the tent, tensing and letting go,
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remembering what counts, not me, being stretched and wanting it,
pushing against and wanting it, I pour some voddie down my throat to
cheer you on, as your legs stretch and push against the tent, and again,
then pull up and you’re almost there, I imagine your breasts full and
squeezed and right, all of it coming together, grasping for tightness and
dear life till it’s almost there, not caring who can hear you now, almost,
your wetness demanding this and revelling in it, and suddenly I see
myself sitting there and a feeling I don’t recognise comes from nowhere
and makes me turn away, run into darkness hoping to hit something but
I reach the light of the main gate without being thumped and light a fag
and smoke it and light another and smoke it till my breath quickens and
I start shuddering, which reminds me of you, so I light another fag and
smoke it and suddenly, like it matters, I pick up my bag and leave.
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For those considering self-publishing, or just interested in
hearing more? We look forward to seeing you - same time,
usual place; though, regular NightWriterly activities will be
suspended for the evening.

Andy

(Continued from page 1)
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Review of guest speaker
Nicky Browne’s

talk to Nightwriters
by Andy Morton

Nicky Browne “…is the author of Warriors of Camlann, Hunted,
Warriors of Alavna, and Basilisk. She was born in the North of
England to Welsh parents. This background inspired a
fascination with all things Celtic … In spite of strenuous
practice she is quite unable to shape shift, perform magic or
indeed communicate telepathically. She is however very good at
shouting and bossing people about, which is as well as she has
four children, a husband, a bearded dragon and a house full of
escaped crickets.  She studied philosophy and theology at
Oxford, teaching at Cambridge and business at Manchester - the
bossing and the shouting just comes naturally. There is no
obvious place to go with such odd qualifications so now she
doesn't go anywhere anymore - just stays at home in front of the
computer eating chocolate, drinking coffee and making things
up…”
… and a couple of months ago she came to address Brighton
NightWriters on the secrets of success, its pleasures and
pratfalls. Over the course of the evening she showed herself to
be both enlightening and entertaining.

Nicky shared with us her top tips for literary success.
Whereas previous speaker Kay Sexton advocated a genre-
hopping, 6-balls-in-the-air, edit and/or teach when I’m not
writing approach, Nicky offered a simpler solution: a partner
with a sensible job! The cynical observer might note that,
despite two waves of feminism it’s still a stark choice between
being a tart or a kept woman in the twenty first century! Don’t

(Continued on page 18)
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PICTURES AT AN EXHIBITION
(OR ART FOR HEART'S SAKE)

by Jonathan Chamberlain
It was certainly true that not all the works of art were

hanging on the walls. But the exhibition was a rare event and it
was necessary to turn, now and again, to the paintings themselves.

It occurred to me again, as it has occurred to me many times
before, that national genius has a way of asserting itself. There are
no great Irish, Finnish or Bulgarian painters that I am aware of.
And Hockney, I was reminded too, is a most over-rated dauber. So
much for the British contribution to the international scene.
Americans were so set and serious - or tastelessly pornographic -
or grandiloquently banal. Occasionally, it's true, someone with a
modicum of humour comes along. As for the Germans, they are,
of course, metallic or gross. They should stick to music. The
Russians assert their need for order by imprisoning their images in
gulags of canvas. But the French. Ah yes. The French. What more
can I say?

And of course, whatever passport he might have had,
Picasso was French. No, perhaps I am wrong to assert that.
Picasso wanted to be French, he tried to be French. But he did not
have that northern temperament that revels in snow, in rosy
cheeked girls at outdoor cafes. He wanted to embrace these
images, to immerse themselves in these moments, but there was a
barrier. He could not penetrate. As he approached each  image, it
fractured. He could not embrace these shards of humanity. There
was no warmth. Only the travesty of his continued attempts. He
became the clown. The entertainer. And all the time he despised
himself. This is all evident. I noticed that there was a price
attached to one - US$7.5 million. What a laugh!

And Miro too. A mere entertainer. There are a lot of Miros
floating around the art world. You'd think a man would get fed up
churning out silly squiggles with primary colours attached to them
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like flags on a ship announcing the presence of plague. Didn't he
have any imagination?

There was a Dali or two. I remember only the omelette-like
clock slithering off the box. Disolving landscapes. Had he too
wanted to be French only to find that northern world liquifying in
the presence of his Spanish heat? Strange how these Spaniards
responded. One splintered, one melted and one churned out an
endless chain of identical images - is this not too a form of
mockery? Or is it not fear - the fear of taking another step - to
paint a Miro that is not a Miro?

Thank God for the French! So naughty. But they get away
with it. The lightness of touch. The orange nipples on the girl
beckon across the room. Ah but she is safely crucified on the
canvas - no gentle wobble of fleshy tissue. Ah but if one of these
walking works of art should take it into her mind to show off her
orange nipples how suddenly chilled and fraught with danger it
would all become.

This obsession with female beauty is here all around. Only
Botero considers the naked male. But should I, of similar shape,
parade my bulk? Less fraught and chill I fear than beautiful
breasts. No frisson of delectable danger would assail the crowd.
Pardon me, Madam, I did not mean to brush your derriere, my
dear, your bum. But I have no inclination to play the fool, to
entertain. And there they are - the girls in their corsets tipped with
tits, just like yours madame though perhaps a touch more pert and
youthful, or standing naked in blushing bronze, stretched out upon
a bed or floor, the artist careful to place in shade that holy grove
where all lovers seek to go. The silky fuzz that arrows down
between the legs - the luscious fruit they lead to - all these pose
problems of taste. I let my tongue rove thoughtfully across my lips
as I contemplate the problem.

Ah the joy of texture. The brushstroke carries the artist's
energy. These are not photographs. I'm sorry Madame, I did not
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mean to step forwards as you hesitated then stepped back. My
thoughts were on this painting. Quite. I'm glad I didn't snag your
black stockings. That's a lithograph did you say? I do enjoy the
rollicking footballers in the deep blue sky. But the energy is gone.
I do not feel the communion I should with the creator. It's flat and
pretty. I wish I had the money to buy the original. And there's
another Chagall. Another sky dancing with wintery animals. And
there a deeply pink rose against a reddish background. Too sickly
sweet for me I fear. And there a train dancing across a candlelit
mountain range. Delightfully, entrancingly, obviously after the
main chance. Make them laugh and get their wallet out as they
say: "I must have that. Oh yes, that's fun!" The smell of lucre
permeates the lanes of this exhibition. Oh dear, I am sorry, please
forgive me. I wasn't looking. Indeed it was. Most sily of me. My
apologies. And this new pornography that has come out of China.
A clothed pornography. An obscenity. Immaculate girls, dressed
in rich brocades, playing flutes. What dreams are they pandering
to? This perversion so blatant. Perverse because dishonest. Art?
Come, let us not tarry. Pardon me Madam. I did not mean, I assure
you, to press myself against your ample bulk. Yet if I only could,
if you would only understand, If I could be sure I might try to
explain, that you are more than all this art. That all this art is man's
fumbling. While Dali laughs of course. But his laughter - how can
I explain it? - it seems to me he takes his laughter very seriously.
Fumbling towards meaning. Fumbling towards joy and delight.
True art, of course. Not decoration. Randy thoughts can invade a
lily's stalk, so proud and erect, firmly embedded in its vase. But
quite. Such strange words from such an unappetising stranger.
Who can blame you? Most strange. I do appreciate that.

Then, there it was. An image of soft and sensual naked
beauty. The nipple, lazy, half-aroused, rose like a mountain berry
from the sloping milky udder. I could not refuse the invitation.
The invitation to embrace, to suck. Thank God, I thought,  here is
an artist who really understands.

And then she screamed.
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Who’s Who ?

Who exactly is who?
Why are they who?
How did they become who?
Or did someone make them who?
And, if so,
Who?

What do you have to do
To be someone who’s Someone
Who’s someone you want to be?
Or do you just become who-
ever you have to be, whether you
want to or not?

And what if you don’t like
Who you are?  Can you undo yourself,
Go who-less into the human zoo?

Can someone come along
And un-who you: become you.
And, if they do, would you know,
Could you find out who
They are
And what to do?
There can’t be two of you.

(Continued on page 14)
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And how can I tell
If you are who you say you are?
Or if I am who I think I am
Or just who you say I am;
or else someone who
would like to be someone who-
’s a lot like me
And a little like you.

And what are you supposed to do
If none of this applies to you?
I wish I knew.
So,
Please tell me who
Decides who’s who.
I’ve got a question or two.

Good Behaviour

I fell through a hole in the sky
Like a soft meteor.
I landed right way up in a field of green
Out of sight of interfering eyes
And began.
Fifty years on, the amazing thing is
Nobody has noticed.  And yet it’s all changed.
I’m nearly complete now
So full of life
And the earth almost dry.
Unzip me a corner of clear blue sky
It’s time I headed for home.

Two poems by Tim Shelton-Jones
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details in the next bulletin.
Meanwhile, Beryl will be setting the standard for Karen to try

and beat (little does she know it). It will be a high standard if past
speakers are anything to go by. See Andy’s review of our last speaker,
published children’s writer Nicky Browne on page 9 – and past issues
of our bulletins (available from our web-site, www.nightwriters.org.uk)                                          
have reviews of earlier speakers, Kay Sexton (issue 4) and Ros Barber
(issue 2).

The next anthology:                                    Nightwriters has edited and published
several specialised anthologies, but only three general anthologies
representing the whole range of our members’ creative work. The first
of these, published in 1998, even included illustrations!

1998? That’s a long time ago, before I joined Nightwriters, yet
the most recent general anthology was published as long ago as 2000.
One a year for three years, then nothing for seven. How come?

I think there are a number of explanations, not least that it’s a lot
of work! There were several aborted attempts at producing a new
anthology, but without one person taking on full responsibilty for
making it happen progress was slow, and the membership “churn” of
Nightwriters, while not vast, was enough that by the time an anthology
was collected together, a sizeable number of the contributors had
moved on. And the point, after all, was to produce an anthology
representing current members. Given the up-front costs of printing
several hundred copies of an anthology (our usual print run was about
300, I believe), and the desire to spend Nightwiters funds for the
benefit of Nightwriters members, there was a general reluctance to
proceed with publishing former members’ work along with still-current
members’ work. And so matters would be shelved, and then another year
the idea would be resurrected again.

Which is why I’m glad that Tanya,  has volunteered to edit and
produce the next anthology, and has written strict guidelines (insisting
on electronic format, for example). Putting an anthology together is a
lot of work without the extra burden of re-typing everything. If you are
tempted to submit in any other format, just think: the anthology could

(Continued on page 19)
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Not exactly lovely

I thought love was natural,
That it would just happen,
Like that,
No puffs of smoke
But still magical.

The majestic highs and lows,
The elations
Only they could arouse,
That sense of belonging
Of fitting snugly,
Like puzzle pieces,
Those Ikea desks
I always fail with.

Somehow the lack of kissing,
All that sex shit,
The security,
That friendship suggests
But seldom offers,
Is and Isn’t
What I miss.

Somehow in the midst
Of it all,
I t was all glued together,
Held tight,
Into this, weird structure
That Can’t be faked,
Even if you amass
All of the ingredients,
Follow recipe like chef.

Love won’t appear
Like performing dog,
All flips and barks,
Jumping through hoops
For wow effect,
Pouting for the camera,
Before jumping
Into my arms.

I thought love was natural,
But it doesn’t just happen,
It just gets colder,
And I decide
It was just just a dream,
My imagination,
Something I read
In a book.
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Unfortunately

Having slipped away,
The emotions can’t rebuild
Can’t intensify and reflower,
Considering dry husks
Solely remain,
Contemplating the past
Always provokes regret,
My mistakes
Intermingling with theirs,
Until applying blame
Becomes impossible.

If I could
Wipe it,
Clear away,
I would merely repeat
Each blatant stupidity,
And with greater vintage
Be back at crossroads,
Musing over same debate.

So I must
Soldier on,
Apparent best foot forward,
Chest gingerly thrust out,
Squabbling with myself,
Over whether the tap
Was left on,
The bedroom bulb
Is still lit,
Whether I was
Safely thinking this,
Or speaking it outloud.

Look

Look carefully,
Look slowly
Yet surely,
Look with
A calm intent,
An appetite
To sate,
Consume every term,
Every nuance
In tone,
Every uncertainty
That waivers,
That flickers
And gyres,
Look before
It disappears,
Before it sifts
Into dust,
Before the motes
Fly far,
Look while
You can.

three poems by Enzo Marra
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snigger too loudly though, lads; the average ‘mid range’ writer
still only banks £7, 000 pa and that applies to us too! And let’s not
forget JK Rowling - she raked in £23,000,000 on the first day of
‘… Deathly Hallows’ sale: the World’s best-selling author is
all-woman. Nicky Browne doesn’t like JK - this was obvious from
the grimace that appeared on her face every time she mentioned
her name. It’s pure professional jealousy, of course - as Nicky
cheerfully admitted - but with a serious point attached. The near
deification of writers like Rowling, Philip Pullman et al can show
the literary world thru a distorting lens: such runaway success is
very rare.
Nicky might be green with envy when it comes to the JK set, but
when she started out on her writing journey it was more a case of
‘green around the gills’ and she attributes a part of her success to
that: “…if I’d known what I was doing, I probably wouldn’t have
tried some of the things I did…” she said. These included sending
material to publishers without really researching their roster of
authors, the type of fiction they publish or the submission
requirements! You wouldn’t get away with that in today’s ultra
competitive climate; It’d be rejection slips by return post! Back
then, though it gave the cunning - or naïve -  budding author an
avenue for the element of surprise; an unorthodox way to stand
out from the crowd. The crowd was much smaller a few years ago,
of course. In the last twenty years, writing has exploded from
being a slightly seedy and disreputable vocation that only the mad
or the independently wealthy would attempt, to a bona-fide
profession considered suitable for learning at university. Whilst
this has done little to improve the quality of writing, it’s certainly
multiplied the quantity ten-fold and more - so Nicky now
advocates the opposite of her approach: do your homework before
you submit!! With specific reference to children’s fiction and
breaking into the US market (breaking the US being the Holy

(Continued on page 19)
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Grail for English artists of all hues since The Beatles, David
Hockney and Jackie Collins) don’t mention sex. Especially don’t
mention sexual abuse. Death is fine, though. In fact, as the mighty
JK has shown, the prospect of a (fictional) A-list death will have
readers reaching for their credit cards and queuing round the block
at midnight. It’s also good to be reminded that, far from being
some fringe genre read only by nerdy teenage boys, fantasy fiction
is king of the literary tree; possessed of universal appeal and depth

that Nick Hornby and Helen Fielding would kill for. A.

easily be 150 pages. Get a quote for copy-typing all that from a
professional typist. You might be shocked. That’s how much
“volunteer work” you are expecting the editor to provide free if you
submit work that needs retyping. Even in electronic format, copy-
editing and formatting everything is a lot of work.

Another problem is when people submit after the deadline.
Producing an anthology is like driving a coach from Brighton to
London. You set off at 9am, then at 10am  when you are approaching
Croydon someone back in Brighton says, “Hey, what about me? I want
to go too.” Do you really want to drive back to Brighton to pick up a
straggler? If you do (and we did) you’ll never make it to London (and
we didn’t).

So I wanted to highlight the must be in electronic format and
absolute deadline part of Tanya’s guidelines (page 3) in flashing neon
colours an inch high. Except I don’t know how to make the letters flash
in this bulletin! Perhaps on the web-site...

Which reminds me: we always need contributions: writing,
photos, illustrations for both the bulletin and especially the web-site.
Details how to send stuff in is on the web-site (see back page of this
bulletin) or phone Tim and ask!

Maybe I should volunteer to write another editorial — there were
a lot of things I didn’t have room to talk about in this issue.

So enjoy the bulletin, keep coming (or come back to) the
meetings, and all the best, from Jonathan Cunningham

(Continued from page 15)
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How to F ind Us

Our website is at www.nightwriters.org.uk  — Don’t
forget the .uk on the end! The site needs continual updating - help
or contributions are always welcome.

For members: if your postal address or e-mail address has
changed, or if you prefer not to receive this newsletter, you can
also let us know via the web-site:

 www.nightwriters.org.uk/members.html
For non-members: you can also contact us  via the web-site on
the ‘contact’ page:

 www.nightwriters.org.uk/contact.html
or request a free copy of the bulletin via the members page.


