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Introduction
In 1976, eight writing groups from across England came together at
Centerprise Bookstore in Hackney, a borough of London, to discuss
the future of community writing and publishing. Here, these groups
formed the Federation of Worker Writers and Community Publishers (or
the FWWCP), a non-profit umbrella organization that began with the
belief that writing and publishing should be “accessible to all people,”
particularly to those in the working-class. For many in this group, their
access to writing (or lack thereof ) was influenced by their workingclass identity, which often relied on the work of their laboring bodies
rather than their ability to produce stories about these experiences.
The formation of the FWWCP was marked by social and political
policies in Britain that diminished the working-class and often
obscured their voices. It was a time period in which author Owen
Jones notes as “the demonization of the working class” through an
“all out assault on the pillars of working-class Britain” (10). Indeed,
throughout the first two decades of the FWWCP, the group witnessed
the rapid deindustrialization of the British economy and shift to a
service economy, rising unemployment (hitting over three million), and
changing social policies under the conservative leadership of Margaret
Thatcher, which threatened trade unions and prompted a rhetoric of
personal responsibility rather than community values. In response to
these issues, the FWWCP hoped to intervene in this version of history
by documenting working-class experiences and encouraging people to
tell stories, write about their lives, and publish work about workingclass identity.
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Over the years of its tenure, from 1976-2007, the FWWCP
expanded across the United Kingdom and gained an international
set of members in other parts of Europe, the United States, Canada,
Australia, and South Africa. Collectively, member groups published
close to one million publications, until the organization officially
folded in 2007. Although a new group called The FED formed in
2008 out of the existing FWWCP network, the original Federation’s
history was at risk of being lost. The collection of physical publications
was scattered throughout basements and garages among members,
there was no central operating or storage space, funds were lacking,
and many original members had since passed away.
TheFED struggled for a few years, doing its best to stay
afloat, but it was difficult to do more than that. Yet, despite these
challenging years, 2013 brought about a new momentum, rising from
a serendipitous combination of networking (finding connections
with London Metropolitan University), an increased presence at the
annual FWWCP/FED festival with new members, and a collaborative
commitment by FWWCP/FED members—particularly the FED
Executive committee, Nick Pollard, and Syracuse University’s Steve
Parks and Jess Pauszek—to make something happen with the FWWCP
materials.
This something was a a collection and archive of the FWWCP
material. With interest from Jeff Howarth, a librarian at London
Metropolitan University’s Trades Union Congress Archive (TUC) to
house the primary set of printed documents, the collection-in-progress
was soon underway. However, building this archive was not an easy
process. This book discusses some of the steps along the way that have
shaped the archive’s creation and its role moving forward. As archivist
Jeff Howarth discusses later, the FWWCP Collection is a rich addition
to the TUC because they both represent moments of working-life, the
effects of the trades union movement, and industrial life in Britain as
it moved away from an industry-based economy. Nick Pollard, a longtime FWWCP member and editor of the group’s Federation Magazine for
many years, made the first and most substantial donation to the archive
in 2013, giving London Metropolitan’s TUC thousands of publications
Top: Left back: Alex, Victor; Left front: Lorissa, Cindy, Destiny, Danielle, Jess; Not pictured:
Bodeline
Bottom: Left to right: Stephen Yeo, Destiny, Alex, Roger Mills, Victor, Cindy, Ken Worpole,
Lorissa, Bodeline, Danielle
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and administrative documents (including minutes, funding applications,
membership files, festival pamphlets, correspondence, etc). Once other
FWWCP members heard about this donation and the subsequent
collection-in-progress, there were multiple participants across England.
Each of these moments led up to May 2015, when our group of
seven students from Syracuse University, University of Rochester, and
Carnegie Mellon went to England for four weeks to participate in a
Civic Writing course, taught by Jess Pauszek. During this time, we
attended writing groups with former FWWCP groups and individual
members and groups that are now associated with The FED. Members
from the writing groups Stevenage Survivors and Newham Writers
invited us to workshop writing and share our stories. Multiple
other members met with us, led workshops, and told us about the
group’s history from their varying perspectives. Additionally, during
these weeks, we began curating the FWWCP Collection at London
Metropolitan University’s TUC by sorting through books, indexing
them, and reading personal accounts of this history included in
these documents. The stories we read within the FWWCP Collection
were about laborers and immigrants, those fighting for gender and
racial equality, the challenges and benefits of education, and personal
histories of working-class life. These narratives are not insular but
rather represent integral personal and collective moments within a
changing political and social environment.
By exploring the written works, speaking to members of the
organization, participating in workshops conducted by FWWCP/
FED members, and experiencing life in the United Kingdom ourselves,
we realized the impact of the FWWCP and the community it created.
We heard 89-year old FWWCP founding member, Sally Flood, discuss
how the FWWCP “changed her life” and how important it is to her
that these texts are preserved. We also heard FWWCP members Roger
Mills, Ken Worpole, and Stephen Yeo talk about the community this
organization created—not by overlooking diversity, but by engaging in
difficult discussions surrounding difference and still supporting each
other.
Throughout this book, we hope to present multiple perspectives
through the voices and writings of FWWCP/FED members, as well
as from our own experiences from meeting them and working on the
collection. We also hope to show how these histories present unique
accounts of England through social histories and working-class
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testimonies. The collection of the FWWCP texts spans continents and
generations, yet still embodies recurring themes dealing with socioeconomic class, family, education, gender, sexuality, mental health, and
immigrant experiences. That is, this collection represents a wide array
of working-life and identities.
We hope this book reaches multiple readers. As students, we see
the value of such work on a personal and political level—understanding
that these are important histories that need to be preserved as cultural
artifacts. This book also represents an active and embodied model of
collaboration with community groups that occurred (and continues)
across institutions and transnational spaces, across languages and
dialects, across generations and identities. We hope others will see
the value of such collaboration and the possibilities it generates—that
students and faculty can see the possibilities for how they can contribute
to this work in their own ways, thinking about local or transnational
histories that are important to them, thinking about ways to open up
who is represented in history, and thinking how university students
can collaborate with and learn from communities.
Finally, we hope that the FWWCP/FED members can see their
work continue to be re-animated through the archives, as well as
through their work with teaching us, facilitating workshops, and
sharing their stories. As such, this book is both an explanation of what
occurred during our time in England, as well as an example of the
themes that kept coming up throughout our work in the archives,
through discussions with the FWWCP/FED members, and through our
own writings. Ultimately, we hope that readers see the FWWCP/FED
community as a valuable example for how grassroots communities can
and do make a difference outside of traditional educational spaces—
and an illustrative example of the possibilities of collaborative writing
groups.
Destiny Anderson
Alex Aronson
Lorissa Cournoyer
Bodeline Dautruche
Danielle Lesdesma
Cindy Molina
Victor Taverez
and Jessica Pauszek

Top: Left to right: Dave Chambers, Sally Flood, Lucia Birch, Louise Glascoe, Roy Birch,
Ashley Jordan, Roger Mills
Bottom: Left to right: Louise Glascoe, Roy Birch, Lucia Birch, Ashley Jordan

Letter from the
chair, Roy birch:
I have been a member of the executive committee of both the Old Fed
(Federation of Worker Writers and Community Publishers or FWWCP)
and the New Fed (The FED, a Network of Writing and Community
Publishers), and am currently enjoying my second spell as Chair of
the new organisation. I use the word ‘enjoying’ advisedly, as I did not
enjoy my first spell and resigned prematurely, feeling I had failed both
The FED and myself. I was still experiencing internal bruising from
my perceived failure when I arrived at Faraday House in London for
the Fedfest of 2013, The FED’s annual writing festival, gathering of the
clans, and the crown jewel of our activity calendar as it had previously
been of the Old Fed’s, feeling, as I knew many others did, that we
might be taking part in the organisation’s Swan Song, and feeling a
sense of at least partial responsibility for the organisation’s dilemma.
The Federation of Worker Writers and Community Publishers died
an untimely and painful death in 2007. The New Fed was born in
2008 from the still smouldering ashes of the Old. Lacking the social
advantages of its predecessor (funding, friends, credibility, guidance and
opportunity) life was never going to be easy for the new organisation.
It wasn’t. Survival was its main priority, and by the 2013 festival even
that was in serious doubt. At the Annual General Meeting AGM
of that year I discovered just how difficult the situation was, with
the exec barely able to guarantee even the quoracy of its meetings.
Knowing that quoracy is a core essential of the health and viability
of any committee-based organisation, I was able to override my fears
and volunteer myself again for membership of the exec, which I did
as soon as the opportunity presented itself. Knowing that two of us
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needed to join in order to guarantee that quoracy I made a deal with
Ashley ( Jordan) one of the organisation’s most hard-working and
inspirational members and custodian of the website which was, at that
time, our biggest achievement, that I would re-join if she would. Like
me she was not enthusiastic about a return to the exec, but recognising
the need she made the return. Others then joined or were co-opted
and suddenly, quoracy was possible again, and the recovery had begun.
I would, at this point, like to emphasize that no-one was responsible
for the Fed’s ill-fortune. The cards had been stacked against us from
the outset, and illness had decimated the exec, bringing it, and the
organisation with it, to a near standstill. During this difficult period,
four people essentially kept the Fed afloat. I have already mentioned
Ashley Jordan. The other three were (and still are) members of the
exec: Dave Chambers, Louise Glasscoe, and Sally Flood. Without
those four and their tireless efforts I would not be writing this as there
would no longer be a Fed to write about. I would like to extend my
heartfelt thanks to all four of them. Thank you guys, for keeping an
important institution alive.
Where was I? Ah yes, the recovery had begun. And it has
continued unabated. The exec meetings became not only quorate but
fun and meaningful, achieving what they set out to achieve, and, in the
process, renewing the organisation’s confidence in itself. Two of those
who came to the exec in 2013 were an American, Jess Pauszek, part of
the team from Syracuse University involved in the archiving project,
and Lucy Parker from London Metropolitan, who were, and still are,
part of the project. Thanks to the involvement of Jess and Lucy I was
able to report to the 2014 AGM (I had once again become the Chair
of the Fed) the substantial progress being made with the archive, a
report which greatly energised the membership, for whom the archive
had long been a highly cherished ambition. One which most of us
had sadly consigned to the world of dreams. Knowing it to be a wellorganised, well-managed reality was as great a fillip as the Fed could
have received.
As I say, the recovery has continued unabated. An enlarged
membership for the exec, a Fed presence at this year’s Buxton Fringe,
and the inclusion of the archive project as a practical module in a
university course being three facets of that recovery, which in turn has
led to a renewed confidence and vibrancy within the organisation. It
could be argued that we haven’t really accomplished much at all in the
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larger scheme of things, to which I can only say ‘Don’t look so much
at where we are as at where we have come from.’ We were down, on
our knees. Now we are upright and moving forward. There are two
major reasons why we are not moving forward faster. Firstly, financial
constraints, which make projects difficult to activate owing to lack of
funding. Secondly, the need (and the desire) to walk before we run.
As Chair, I have been asked what my hopes are for the future of the
Fed and how I see them being realised. Not an easy question to answer,
though my answer does contain certain obvious elements. I obviously
want to see the archive completed and used not only as a preservation
device but also as an educational tool. I look forward to an increased
presence at the Buxton Fringe, and an increased Internet presence
through our website. I look forward to the Fed having a representation
at literary and artistic festivals. I would like the Fed to be in a position
to hold regional festivals, workshop programmes, and therapy clinics.
I look forward to an increased attendance at Fedfest and a concerted
programme of Fed publishing. I hope for and anticipate the Fed revisiting and re-activating old and valuable projects which—through
circumstances beyond anyone’s power to prevent—have fallen by the
wayside. I sincerely hope that the involvement of a serious student
element in the archive project will inspire more young people to join
what is in danger of becoming a somewhat antediluvian organisation.
And most of all, though I have other hopes and dreams for the
organisation, not least among them funding to make all of this possible,
I look forward to the day when The FED and its activities take their
rightful place in the canon of Occupational and Educational Therapy
practise. The FED knows it is worthy. That two major Universities
have endorsed our value will hopefully help convince mainstream
occupational and educational therapeutic opinion that we are worth
taking seriously. These are my immediate hopes for the future of The
FED.
Thank you,
Roy Birch

Part One:
Finding Our Way into History

Picture of the FWWCP Collection at London Metropolitan University, as the publications are
being sorted into regions

Into the Archive/
History of the TUC
Jeff Howarth works at the TUC library as a librarian, which houses the
FWWCP collection. During our time here we worked with Jeff at the TUC
library indexing various books from seven different regions throughout the
United Kingdom. From these books we noticed various themes that include
working class identity, community, family, conflict, and identity, which
we have incorporated into this publication. On some occasions we were
able to meet some of the authors of the books we indexed. On one occasion,
two students (Cindy and Victor) conducted an interview with Jeff asking
various questions about the collection in which they were working.
C: How did the idea of putting together the FWWCP archive come
about?
J: I was contacted, well it was a succession of contacts. One of the
academics here had contacts with Pecket Well College so she knew
various people who were involved in the FWWCP organization and
one of them was Nick Pollard, who is the publisher of some of the
books you will see here. Many of the books at first came from his
private collection that was sitting in the garage and he wanted to
find a place for it. She encouraged him to find a place for it here in
TUC Library, which was a perfect place, so I took a look to see if it
was relevant to our library and was quite excited about doing this.
V: What does this collection represent about the FWWCP and how
does it fit in with the TUC library?
J: I like how this fits in. The books are filled with real stories about
real human lives in poems, prose, and short stores, which will reflect
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the complex and diverse nature of British society that is constantly
changing. I am also a strong believer in social justice and having
these stories from this diverse background from people whose
stories do not always get told restores the balance of national history
and migration, which helps them get noticed. Once people actually
started hearing about this FWWCP collection, more collections
started to come in of people who had been collecting them as well,
which can let people do more research with the material.
V: Who would you say is the target audience?
J: Students who would use it for creative writing courses about
memoirs and poems, Jenny [Harding] teaches a media course and
will also be using the collection. Researchers as well could use it
when they come in.
C: How would researchers use the collection?
J: We have to digitalize it and categorize it so that people could access
it online which is why we are getting funding to not only do that
but also run workshops that could use this collection. It is also built
as a heritage project so that people could use it to look back on their
heritage as well as on their backgrounds if they are trying to learn
different language. You can also learn about the heritage in different
regions.
C: What are some difficulties you would say you have come across
when putting this together online?
J: The biggest problem I see us having is the copyright because so
much of it was given to individual authors, so hunting them down
for publications of things such as anthologies is going to be hard.
We will have to prepare ourselves for the fact that we will not be
able to get in touch with some people and leave some books out.
Note: Despite starting out with a jumbled collection of books, we have been
able to index over 1,000 books by different regions, themes, publishers, and
authors. As a result, many more collections have surfaced elsewhere and will
soon be added to the FWWCP collection. This is a project that will continue
on for many more people to experience.

Understanding
our Location
Now that you’ve heard a bit of the framework for this class, and
about the significance of the FWWCP archive, we’d like to go through
the process of the class and the workshops we attended. To do that,
though, it’s important to think about where we were located and how
this location affected us.
Our Adventure, Day 1: When we began this project, we were
asked by our instructor Jess Pauszek to draw a map of the United
Kingdom. Below are the results of what we thought the United
Kingdom looked like at first. Admittedly, we had some problems with
this task! What we learned through the archive, though, was that
geographical space contributed greatly to the identity of the FWWCP.
For instance, while those in some London-based writing groups may
have been writing about immigrant experiences, others in Yorkshire
could be writing about life working in the coal mines. In effect, through
the archive, we saw how regional identities differ and emerge in ways
that are responsive to the local needs and histories of each group.
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Regions
While drawing maps and laughing at our attempts was humorous,
it also served a more important purpose. It was necessary for us to
become acquainted with the United Kingdom’s geography since we
would soon begin to work with the archive. After multiple discussions
with FWWCP members, a group of FWWCP and FED members
decided that the archive documents should be separated into regions,
as a manageable way to access the archive. The FWWCP collection
within the archive is divided into the following seven regions. Each
student was responsible for indexing a different region, from which we
learned individual information of each region. Here we’ve listed the
regions that each of us worked on, and some of the groups and themes
that emerged within each area.
Northwest England, by Alex Aronson
The area of the United Kingdom that I organized for the archive was the
Northwest. Included in this region are major hubs such as Manchester
and Liverpool. Manchester is the second most populated urban area in
the United Kingdom, right behind London. Liverpool is a maritime
locale in the Merseyside metropolitan area. Upon my initial sorting,
while organizing the literary pieces by publisher, I noticed that there
were a few major publishers centralized to this specific region. Within
the archived pieces, some of the major publishers in this area include
Commonword, Gatehouse, Strong Words, and Voices. There were also many
little publishing houses that had one or two books as their publications.
Some of the themes that seem to be relevant in this region range from
sexuality, gender, race, community, and crime.

Part One: Finding our way into history
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Northeast England, by Victor Tavarez
England’s Northeast region has a rich history of conflict between the
Scottish border, the Roman Frontier, the accumulation of industrial
work, and targeted areas during the two World Wars. Such history
developed a strong community of workers. Today, it is known for its
various cultural communities. It is also the home of various groups
who are part of the FWWCP/FED whose authors wrote a wide variety
of books and booklets. Themes varied from the sweet lines of romance
to outright socialist activism. The few poems, pieces of prose, and
short stories I managed to comb through with my short time with the
archive have allowed me to discover many fascinating and inspiring
pieces about struggle and triumph.
Yorkshire, England, by Danielle Ledesma
Yorkshire is located in Northern England and is home to various
towns such as Leeds, Halifax, and for this class’s purposes the old
mining and steel making districts such as Rotherham and Sheffield.
Yorkshire is rich with Viking and English history, making it a very
interesting place. It is a rural area on the countryside but there are
still various attractions that draw people to Yorkshire. One particular
FWWCP member group, Pecket Well College, originated here. We will
mention Pecket Well College throughout this book, as one of Pecket’s
members, Pol Nugent, was able to do a workshop with us and teach us
about basic education in Yorkshire.
Scotland, Wales, and Northern Ireland, by
Lorissa Cournoyer
The regions I worked with are Scotland, Wales, and Northern Ireland.
One of the first things I found interesting was that although those
three countries are part of Great Britain, they were separated and
grouped together apart from England. Some of the most prominent
material that I have come across so far has been from Scotland and
Wales. Different forms of pamphlets, books, and small collaborative
bindings of poetry were often from writing groups that dealt with
people who suffered from a disability or mental illness. If the material
wasn’t a creative combination of poetry and prose from writing groups,
such as the Voluntary ARTS Network or Rhondda Community Arts, it
was informative pamphlets that aided people who hoped to establish
an organization themselves.
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East and West Midlands, by Cindy Molina
What I have found from my work with the books in the East and West
Midlands region is that there was a diverse spread of themes throughout
the books, many of which explored ideas such as working class life,
child labor, women’s rights, and more through everyday things such
as sexuality and day-to-day objectives. Many of the books also have
many notes in them which include similar funding agencies or presses
helping one another, so already from little things such as these you can
get a sense of the community here. The publisher West Midland Arts
seems to be one of the most popular in the region, which did a range
of things from actually publishing books to providing funding to other
smaller publishing companies. Overall, however, despite its tiny size
and small outreach this region had a strong community base as well as
diverse themes that could keep anyone entertained.
South West
This region is fairly rural and known for some of its beautiful castles,
abbeys, and heritage sites (such as Bath). One of the main publishers
from the FWWCP, Bristol Broadsides, comes from the Southwest.
South East
This region is known for its cities of Oxford, Dover, Brighton, and
Canterbury, as well as its closeness to the European Continent.
Brighton is home to one of the main FWWCP groups, called
QueenSpark Books, which published local histories and reminiscences
of the area.

Part Two:
Writing Workshops the
FWWCP/FED Way

Pecket Well
College
Co-productive Learning //
Breaking Down Boundaries

Creativity

//

Pecket Well College was a residential college created and run by adults
with difficulties in reading and writing. In 1984 (before Pecket Well
College existed), a group of adults in West Yorkshire decided that
they needed to create a space where everyone was welcome to learn,
specifically people who had missed out on opportunities in traditional
education. These adult students felt discouraged by years of negative
educational experiences and were even kicked out of their tutoring
center at Horton House Education Centre because they spelled
“Biscuits” wrong on a flyer! (See http://pecket.org/journey-sticks/
biscit-poster/ for the full story.)
The members at Horton House disliked how they were treated
and decided they wanted to learn somewhere that was more conducive
to their needs. But they didn’t know where that was. This led them to
create Pecket Well College. While Pecket Well College started as the
name of the group, there wasn’t a physical space that could be called a
college. So, the members would meet at the flat of Gillian Frost, one
of the supportive tutors from Horton House. For the next few years,
this group would gather and share their ideas about education and
brainstorm how to make their dreams of a peer-run college become a
reality. Eventually, they were able to gain funds to purchase a building
in 1992 that would be the space for their own college.
This group organized, directed, and ran Pecket Well College as
a space for people to share their various skills and learn from each
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other in a co-productive environment. This meant that there were not
“teachers” or “tutors,” but rather that everyone was seen as being able
to contribute valuably to the group in their own way.
While Pecket Well College was its own group, it also had close
ties to the Federation of Worker Writers and Community Publishers.
Indeed, for many years it was a member group of the FWWCP. In fact,
Pecket Well College (later called Pecket Learning Community) was
a member of the FWWCP/FED throughout multiple moments from
1992 until 2014 when Pecket closed.
On May 27th and May 28th, Pol Nugent, the Pecket Learning
Community Oral History and Archive Project Coordinator, joined us
and conducted a few different workshops. In these workshops, we did
creative writing exercises used in the non-traditional teaching styles at
Pecket Well College. We also explored the digital archive that Pecket
created before its closing. You can find this archive at pecket.org.
One thing we noticed from Pol’s workshop was that learning
exercises at Pecket were different than our own understanding of
education and learning. At Pecket, learning was focused on finding
ways for everyone to be actively engaged and interact with others. We
enjoyed learning about these strategies.
Some of the exercises we participated in include:
Writing Hands: One person would share their thoughts on
any particular topic, while the other person wrote down, word for
word, the transcription of the conversation. This illustrated how
Pecket Well attempted to work with adults who could not read
or write. With this exercise, we learned how important listening
is, and how difficult it is to accurately transcribe what someone
wants to say without giving our own interpretation as a listener
and writer. This was a very important lesson for Pecketwellians
because many members spoke in different dialects and wanted
their stories to be completely in their own voice—something that
was not always possible or even encouraged for working-class
people in the 1970s and 1980s.
Creative Storytelling: Although it was new to many
of us, Pol encouraged us to engage in creative storytelling. For this
activity, she passed around a jewelry box with something inside of
it. Each person created a few lines of a short story about what they
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thought was inside the box and described this aloud for everyone
else. This was a bonding exercise in order to get comfortable as a
group in a creative setting. At Pecket Well, the stories that people
told were sometimes very personal, so creating a trusting and
opening environment was key.
Writing Prompt: After a few days of writing and sharing
exercises, Pol gave us a writing prompt to answer. Our prompt was
to think of an instance or an example of what makes a something
a college (or not) for us. In other words, she wanted us to think
about Pecket Well and how the courses didn’t follow a traditional
teacher/student structure, compared to what we experience at our
own universities. Pecketwellians created a learning environment,
and called it a “College”; however, it was not what we understand
as a traditional college or university in the United States. Instead,
it emphasized practices led by the learners themselves and not
experts. In this way, everyone was looked at as having skills,
capabilities, and value.
We reflected upon this concept by explaining our ideas of a nontraditional learning environment. Below are some of our responses.
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When Is a College not a College?
by Destiny R. Anderson
First and foremost, I believe that my upbringing, in both this generation
and in the western culture, has warped my perception of what college
is/what it should be. However, I believe that college should provide an
Alice in Wonderland type of knowledge; a place where the instruction
of any fathomable subject is available to any and every person. Once
you figure out what you like, you should learn every area about that
subject. You should be thoroughly educated in your field but also be in
love with it. Grade school is where you learn the basics so that you are
prepared to explore the world of college; college is about what interests
you the most and doesn’t feel like a burden to be learned. College is a
place where no human should influence or interfere with your learning
as it a place and time that should be used for self growth on the level
of mentality, emotion, education, and spirit. It is in no way solely an
academic setting. It’s a place where you figure out who you are as a
person. It stops being a college when you stop satisfying your natural
curiosity for the regards of others be it for the people you socialize with,
your family, or even the college itself. When you dabble in the interest
of others, it is no longer your learning experience. If you are genuinely
interested in something and someone has the appropriate information,
then it’s an exception. However, once you stop your curiosities for the
college, I believe it becomes an institution—but that’s a completely
different subject.
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What is college? When is college not a
college?
By Bodeline Dautruche
A college is a place to start or to continue the cultivation of minds. It
is a place where the youth, the leaders of tomorrow, or those wanting
to continue their education beyond what is simply taught to them,
are at the point in life where they no longer need or are forced or
realize they do not need to receive information that educates them the
way society wants them to be educated. It’s a place where those same
people can become the type of intellect they choose to be. This means
they can study vigorously in one subject or many and be the absolute
brightest person possible or just do the bare minimum. The choice
is theirs how much they allow themselves to soak up. The choice is
theirs as to what type of person they want to be. But this decision is
not a permanent one. Rather, the decision being made is how they
plan to start their transition from relying on a system for information
and answers to creating their own questions and answers. It’s the start
of what is hopefully an ongoing growth process. A college opens the
mind to realities, hardships, and truths. People can start their journey
to become who they want to be and/or who they already are. Their
ideas are not oppressed.
A college is no longer a college when the institution does not allow
the pupil to reach its potential. It limits or takes away the freedom
of choice. It teaches a specific perspective without giving the student
the chance or ability to think for themselves. It teaches its students
that growth after a point comes to an end, and that there is not more
to learn about being an adult than a career and success (financially
speaking). This is when a college becomes an institution that no longer
serves its people and instead serves their own selfish agendas.
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When can a college not be a college?
by Victor Tavarez
Traditional higher education is a fairly new phenomenon, in my
opinion. Historically, people gained mastership over their craft through
apprenticeship and/or inherence. A baker will learn from bakers; a
banker will learn from bankers; a lawyer from lawyers. People honed
their craft from those around them or inherited from their families. A
father will pass on a business to his son. A father will teach his son to
craft furniture, and so forth. When our idea of colleges began to form
it taught much of the humanities and was run by religious institutions
with hidden agendas. Today, higher-educational institutions need to
be accredited to be taken seriously in the work force. Likewise, we have
for-profit universities that have their own accrediting agencies that
lower the bar for higher-education.
In all, a college is not a college when the focus is not in education.
When skills and crafts are not being learned, the term no longer
applies. It matters not the pace, nor the accreditation, but the space
where people are coming together with different ideas and learning
something. Many historical figures (Malcolm X, Nelson Mandela,
etc.) gained their education while incarcerated. The college relies on
the individual’s relation to the community. Every community that you
are a part of contains educational properties. If you pull from those
properties, you are partaking in “college.”
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When is a College not a College?
by Alex Aronson
When thinking about the prompt, what makes a college not a college,
I began to relate it to my own experience. I feel that right now, while
studying abroad, I am in college without really being in college. Yes,
I still do have traditional classes, homework and assignments, but my
learning is expanding much further than that. Living in a completely
different country, on a new continent that I have never been to
before, I find myself learning new things every constant minute of
the day. I am learning about new culture, new policies, new food,
new music, new people, new relationships and new social norms. I
am not constantly in a teacher-student situation, but I am constantly
learning. Exploring (and getting lost) in new areas of London is the
most immersive college experience I have ever had—and I am not even
on the Syracuse University campus. Retrospectively, this particular
college course has already been the most eye-opening experience, both
educationally and in regards to my personal self-growth.

Centerprise
Workshop
Preserving legacies//
fragmented history

oral

histories

//

Centerprise was extremely important for the Federation of Worker Writers
and Community Publishers because it was where the first 8 groups met
in order to form the FWWCP in 1976. By itself, Centerprise was an
organization that assisted people in Hackney (a borough of London)
by empowering them through literacy and community. It was created
as a joint bookstore, coffee shop, and tutoring center, where people
could go and share their work with others and write stories of the
world they saw around them.
Oral Historian Rosa Vilbr came to our class to tell us the history
of Centerprise and show us ongoing projects that her group On The
Record is doing, specifically through oral histories and the collection
of artifacts from Centerprise’s past. You can see more at: http://ahackney-autobiography.tumblr.com.
Collecting artifacts from Centerprise’s history is a difficult task,
as sometimes there may only be a photograph or fragment of history,
without all the information needed behind it. Therefore, Rosa and
others need to do their best to figure out how to piece these moments
together and find the history behind them—sometimes through
research, sometimes through interviews.
To educate us on the power of oral history, Rosa had us attempt to
create accounts for photographs of people that she brought in to our
class. Later, she revealed the truths of the photographs. By keeping
the history of community groups and everyday people within the
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Federation of Worker Writers and Community Publishers, we are a part of
preserving legacies as well as hoping to inspiring others to continue this
preservation work as well. Listening to Rosa speak about her work in
creating the oral history and archive of Centerprise was inspirational
in tackling the hurdles necessary to help archive the FWWCP.
The following writings are some of our reflections, based on these
discussions about preserving history.
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Remember
By Victor Tavarez
Remember when we forgot
About all those stories we told;
About all the people we’ve met;
About everywhere we have been?
Remember when they forgot
About the smiles you have bought;
About the changes you have made;
About everywhere you have taken them?
Remember when we forgot
About the pages that have fallen out;
About the details lost in nostalgia;
About everything we have been?
Remember when they forgot
About the lives you have changed;
About the changes you have lived;
About everything you have helped them be?
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What Is History?
By Bodeline Dautruche
Based off of the Centerprise workshop with oral historian, Rosa Vilbr.
History is a term used to replace the saying, “There are three sides
to every story—yours, theirs, and the truth,” so that people are not
plagued with such a lengthy sentence every time they begin their recall
on past events or stories.
History can be evil, distorted truths constructed to tell a brilliant story
of a person, country, war, etc.
History can be picturesque, a lesson on culture, diversity, a favorite
family recipe, etc.
History can be passive, a stale leaf refusing to move along the wind
until forced with such strong conviction.
History can be progressive, a new procedure of knitting clothes thanks
to great grandma’s old sewing technique.
It all boils down to who is telling the story.

Newham
Writers
creative writing
workshopping

//

encouragement

//

The Newham Writers Workshop is a FED member group, which
hosts weekly workshops that are welcome to any and everyone who
wishes to hone their creative writing skills. As a class, we attended
three workshops that varied in structure and subject. Two workshops
allowed participants to receive feedback on a writing piece of their
choice, whether that was a poem, play, or section of a novel. The other
workshop was what the Newham Writers call a “termly timeout,” or a
workshop that focuses on one stylistic writing concept. The week we
attended, it was “plot.” The group provided examples of how to create
a successful storyline that can be carried throughout a novel, and we
workshopped. Below are a few pieces that resulted from the workshops
that we attended.
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Written by Dave Chambers
Newham as one of the London Boroughs for the 2012 Olympics was
allowed to use the five coloured ‘branding’ of London’s bid. The council
made a white ribbon with the logo all the way along it and medals
bearing the legend, “Newham Celebrates 2012.”
Poetry was one of the disciplines at the first modern Olympics
so Newham Council organised an Olympic Slam and invited us along.
There were about 20 or 25 poets. I read Chaos Theory. I made the
announcement, asked them to cheer or boo at the ‘solution to global
warming’. ‘I don’t like butterflies,’ someone said so they all cheered, so
I couldn’t read the footnote. Well, I came second equal with John. Alex
won, a ‘colourful local, down the pub story in perfect rhyme’ of course Alex
won. My poem was the only other, apart from Alex’s, that didn’t run
over time, I got my second place because I didn’t read the whole thing.
Alex got a gold coloured medal. John and I got a similar medal, same
colour, in fact, they gave out 20 or 25 medals that day.
A few weeks later my three-year-old granddaughter came to
see us. She had a medal to show us. We’ve got a picture of her at
nursery school, ribbon over her shoulders, two little hands holding
the medal up for the camera, and a smile that would do a gold medal
winner proud—the best bean-bag thrower in the World, well, Britain,
well, London, well… Now I wonder what world she’ll grow up in, my
poem scares me...
Chaos Theory

--->

A Butterfly
Flutters by
And the beat of its wings
Sets the air in rings
And every leaf of every tree in the rain forest
sings
Then far away the storm clouds gather
The atmosphere gets in a lather
The wind speed is set to gain
And some place gets to feel the pain
Of a full blown powerful hurricane
Now, if you want to stop this mange
Or limit the range
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Of Climate change
Don’t stare up into the sky
Just kill the Bloody Butterfly
Footnote

---> --->

whenever I recite this poem
I always know just where it’s goin’
‘cause I tell ‘em that at the last line
it would be extremely fine
if when I say it loud and with great flair
both arms raise up to punch the air
I give a final triumphant shout
of “Yeahhh” just like a lager lout
which I’m not
only, I’m a scot,
so also a malt whisky lout
but I digress – we’re in it’s a mess
because – you see
I always ask them that if they agree
to give a cheer for this solution to global
warming
but they don’t, instead they’re swarming
and all I hear – is Booo!!, Booo!!
What can I do?? – What can WE do??
Maybe, change our life style with strongest
will??
Or, find some other bugger we need to kill??
Or we could fell all of the trees
bring the forest to it’s knees
so the leaves don’t sing with the butterfly’s
wing
so no more storms, no more fuss
no more worries, no more us.
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The day my mother discontinued my dance lessons, it felt like a piece
inside of me was violently murdered. I screamed and cried for hours
but she didn’t feel my pain. After a little while, my distressed sounds
became silent to her ears but remained present in my spirit. Year after
year she bought tickets and took me to ballet productions and other
dance company shows hoping that these would be a compromise;
hoping that I would see that all the “successful” people only went to
these “things” as mere entertainment. In my family we were conditioned
to never show emotion but as I sat in the seat of the theatres, I’d feel
tears well up in my eyes as a beast slowly grew inside of me. No one
can live with keeping emotions inside of them, growing hot and angry.
As each day, month, year passed; as each production was attended, this
beast inside grew into something dangerous because it was running
out of room. It wasn’t healthy, I nearly went insane. My mother almost
sent me to a psychiatrist because despite how many times she prayed,
Jesus wasn’t seeming to answer. One night in high school, my friend
invited me to a Latin dance night with her. I’d never trained in the
style before but I thought it couldn’t hurt. I snuck out for the first
time. I didn’t drink and I didn’t do drugs but as soon as I met my
partner and the dance floor, I became intoxicated as my body matched
the rhythm and the movements. As each song passed and the beast
slowly calmed, I realized that much like this story, my life in dance will
remain unfinished...
—Written by Destiny Anderson

Stevenage
Survivors
Empathy // care // health
The Stevenage Survivors’ writing group is a FED member group that
meets for two hours every fortnight and is a safe space for people
who want to write about their experiences with mental health, as well
as people who are empathetic toward these experiences. This group
formed as an offshoot of Survivors Poetry London, which stated the
following about its organization: “Survivors’ Poetry is a London-based
national arts charity that works to support, promote and publish the
poetry of people who have been through, or are currently in, the UK’s
mental health system. We work with ‘survivors’ of psychiatric illness,
drug addiction, sexual abuse, and mood-altering medication. Many
of our clients have experienced the dark end of life in psychiatric
hospitals, prisons, rehabilitation units, or counselling centres; all are
trying hard to get their lives back together again.”
“Survivors’ Poetry was founded in 1991 by four poets who
themselves had first-hand experience of the mental health system. Even
today the majority of our staff, volunteer helpers, advisors, and trustees
come from a survivor background. This fact puts the organisation in a
unique position to act on its vision of a society in which survivors can
work towards emotional and mental stability through the discipline
and truth to self that is a prerequisite for the imaginative expression in
language of traumatic experiences. Survivors’ Poetry actively supports
and promotes the sheer linguistic talent that many survivors bring
to their insight into their own condition and that of others.” (http://
www.survivorspoetry.org)
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We were invited to Stevenage in order to participate in one of
their writing workshops. While we were there, one member led the
workshop and gave us a general prompt to write about. He asked us to
reflect on the words “sound and light.” We did free writing individually
for 30 minutes, and afterward we went around the room and shared
what we wrote. These pieces are some selections of what was written in
that workshop, all ranging from poetry to prose. It’s difficult to describe
the power that emerges from sharing experiences with each other and
reading your work aloud, but this was truly a distinct moment for us.
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Like Love
Solway Firth. October 6th, 2005
by Lucia Birch
Sunlight glistens on shallow waters
reflecting skies of blue and grey
Swallows surf the air above
this unexpected Autumn day
And my heart flies when the curlew cries
though the hills are lost to view
The wind blows, the tide flows
like love ‘tween me and you
Here beside the sparkling ocean
my seasons all run free
My dreams reach out and touch the sky
content to wait and see
And my heart flies when the curlew cries
though the hills are lost to view
The wind blows, the tide flows
like love ‘tween me and you
Sunlight glistens on rising waters
reflecting skies of blue and gold
The seabirds and the clouds have left
the evening to unfold
And my heart flies when the curlew cries
as the hills come into view
The wind blows, the tide flows
like love ‘tween me and you
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Matryoshka
by Andrew Henry Smith c, February 6 2015
Mother surrounds us
Envelopes us
In her arms
In hand painted chambers
She grows us
Secret places and secret things
A temple and a tomb
She brings forth
Inside we are
Safe from a capricious world
Here warm breasts
Pressed tight to our cheek
As in her folds
We unfold
Soon we must leave
To face the world
To become ourselves
And then mother
Moves inside of us
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Sound and Light
by Sarah Frodsham, 29 5 2015
a rumbling noise grabs my attention
I just thought i would give that a mention
all around a wondrous peace
maybe I should buy or should I just lease
not for long though for i shall soon be born
out in the cold where I’ll never be so warm
the sounds I hear make me cry out loud
then there’s the birdsong rabble that makes up the crowd
should i open my eyes, should I even dare
only a little but what a glare
shut my eyes tight my mother she scolds
and whispers to trust and be quite bold
I quiver and shiver but brave as I am
its just too bright but I will do what I can
come on you must faraway we shall flee
I thought in the distance I heard a hovering bee
unsteady legs I blink its very profound
to find what i have this land all around
the grass it sways and a rustling bush
all make me fright and turn my knees to mush
finally running with the wind in my ears
I can run like my mother away from my fears
the gathering dusk brings out a bright moon
and under a bush I will be settling soon
deep in the night a fox it calls
running silently past on its soft furry paws
but my mother stays silent and calm
while the cool wind is whispery like a soothing balm
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Sound and Light
by Paul Evans, 29/5/15
The sunsets, the night bird sings, clouds drift by on a light blue sky,
breeze blows through the trees, cars accelerate on the road,
light illuminates.
The suns rays harness the power, It generate power to the light,
which we write by. While thoughts and ideas flow from our minds.
Focus and concentration, decide what we say. The information we
gather,
our thoughts sound out loud.
Outside the sound of aviation. A traffic jam in the skies.
While the hedgerow absorbs sunlight, outside this room.
Life is a festival of hidden sound and an abundance of light.
While technology moves forward from TV to stage performance.
Outdoor concerts to live sporting events. We capture these images,
In magazines, airbrushed showing, emotion and enjoyment.
If sound and light is anything. It governs our senses. It supports nature.
It tells us we are aware. If God gave us sound and light. He made us
survive.
To be here and now, writing about. The meaning of life through sound
and light.
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SOUND AND LIGHT
By Michael C. Bungay
(Originally published 29th May 2015)
Sound and Light, the two fastest things in existence, emitting endless
wonder across the world and the cosmos beyond. The light from the
sun wakes the world from its slumber, bringing out the sound of
birdsong. The flashing of cameras and the sound of screaming fans
adorn the streets of Broadway as the celebrities prepare to provide the
sound as the studio provides the light. A flash of lightning followed by
a clash of thunder, ravaging the land. Special occasions such as New
Year and 4th July marked by the flashing and popping of fireworks. The
inhabitants of the far North dazzled by the spectacle of the Aurora
Borealis and the stars and the moon, some of whom howl and hoot.
Hope the sound and light of this evening have been positive and bright
for our always welcome American visitors.
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Sound and Light
by Carole Lorimer, 29.05.15
A very dear friend of mine asserts that, should she receive an affliction
she would rather be blind than deaf. This because she has witnessed,
on more than one occasion, the impatience and scorn heaped on those
who are approaching deafness—either through the natural processes
of old age or some other phenomena. No one scoffs at the blind she says.
That she should feel this way horrifies me. That she should put
other people’s judgement about herself at the foremost, ousting
her own quality of life for the sake of perceived opinion, to such an
outrageous extent—horrifying.
Thankfully it is unlikely that she will ever be confronted by this
mortifying conundrum: the choice will not be hers to make. But still I
am disturbed by the consideration.
To me it is a distance thing. The loss of senses closes your world
until it shrinks into one body. Skin and bone. Brain and heart rather
than mind and passion.
Consider. Loss of sound must be a dreadful thing; to no longer
hear the voice of love, the music of the world, bird song. A deadness.
A whole dimension less. But to lose your sight—now that would be
a terror. Your world imploding. Think about it. Can you hear the sun?
No but you can see it all those millions of miles away from your soul.
Take away the stars, the moon, the mountainous horizon, take away
all past the boundary of that which you can hear and how infinitely
smaller the world has become.
Infinitely smaller.
Terrifying.
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Written in the car park near Ardvreck
Castle, Loch Assynt, Scottish Highlands,
June 10th 2015
by Roy Birch
Deer on the skyline
watching and waiting
above them an eagle
riding the thermals
Fisherman with dog
in a boat on the loch
a stag’s head of driftwood
where students were camping
Here in the car park
motorhomes and a wagtail
warm gentle breeze
the loch all a-sparkle
The smile on God’s face
Hello on a mission
the first sunny day
in more than three weeks
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The meaning of life!
by Fawaz Dhanoon
I asked my dog: What is the meaning of life?
“Can I eat it? Can I chase it? Can I hump it?”
Then he peed against the wall!
I asked a priest: What is the meaning of life?
“Worship him, love him, obey him and do no sin”
Then she gave me a blank stare and an empty smile.
I asked a Banker: What is the meaning of life?
“Pay off your debts and come back for more.”
Then he rubbed his hands together and fondled his car keys.
I asked an entrepreneur: What is the meaning of life?
“Career, success, profits – seize the day”
Then she rushed off to a meeting.
I asked an Artist: What is the meaning of life?
“Beauty, pure and simple – seek it, find it and get moved by it”
Then he went off to get drunk.
I asked my mind: What is the meaning of life?
“It is a cultural construct referred to by a word – without language it
has no meaning”
Then it was engulfed with angst.
I asked my heart: What is the meaning of life?
“We are like blades of grass in a field of billions – love makes us special
and unique. Without love there is no meaning”
Then it went on beating with the love for my lover.
I asked my soul: What is the meaning of life?
“Each day you are closer to your death. This fact is the only meaning
to a meaningless existence”
Then I proceeded to make up meanings to my life.
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When things go bump in the night
By Victor Tavarez
To the Darkest point in my life: When my older sister dropped her
baby doll
on my baseball shaped night light.
Growing up—I say this with no shame—I was afraid of the dark.
It wasn’t the fact that I could not see,
for I have always worn glasses and blindness runs in my genetics.
It was the silence that accompanied the dark.
There was no telling what went bump in the night.
A scurrying mouse—or snake—or beast.
A father’s heavy steps—or bear—or beast.
A dog drinking water—or indoor-floating shark—or beast.
After some time, I devised a plan: As my parents went into bed, I’d
tip-toe
over to the kitchen and flip the light so it would emit a yellow glow
from under my bedroom door.
Growing up—I say this with no shame—I was afraid of shadows.
It wasn’t the fact that I could see them,
for I have always owned a shadow and it followed me my whole life.
It was the silence that accompanied the shadows.
There was no telling what they may be.
A scurrying mouse—or spider—or beast.
A father’s heavy steps—or ogre—or beast.
A dog drinking water—or tea-sipping ghost—or beast.
Again, I couldn’t sleep and this insomniac pattern followed me for
years.
At six, I hid under my covers.
At seven, I shared beds with my younger brother.
At eight, I slept in the brightly-lit kitchen.
One night, I discovered the solution: Scare the scary.
To my mother’s distaste, I slept with baseball bats under my pillows.
To my father’s distaste, I wore war paint made by my mother’s makeup
and applied by my older sister.
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To my families distaste, I played loud music every night.
I slept like a baby.
It wasn’t the fact that I was no longer afraid,
For darkness and shadows are terrifying,
It was the nine year old boy in me.
With a little league bat and makeup.
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A Reflection
by Cindy Molina
A quote from the poem Life by Valerie S. Watts from the “And Another
Writing” from one of the books in West Midlands region:
“I saw that life was like a book, each page so different not always
clear, turn over each page with faith not fear”
Life
Sometimes I want to stand and shout
Someone tell me what life about
So I stopped a while to take a pause
For where’s the harm for that to cause.
So when I stopped to take a look
I saw that life was like a book
Each page so different not always clear
Turn over each page with faith not fear
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Like a Book
By Cindy Molina
I saw that life was like a book
With its unexpected twist and turns
The never-ending, nerve racking feeling of the unknown
Every decision leading you down another road
Every journey you embark on you assume you already know all there
is to know
And oh what’s this a beginning middle and end?
Suddenly you meet characters you never thought to meet;
Friends, enemies, lovers, mentors, and another family.
But turn to the next page and suddenly you’ve lost it all
Turn to another page and suddenly you’ve replace them all
Turn to another page and suddenly 15 years have passed you by
Well did you know?
Did you know you’d marry your best friend? Did you know you’d
become and artist? Did you know you’d visit that country? Did
you know you’d have four babies?
Did you know you’d start a movement? Did you know you’d share your
story?
Did you know you’d empower other characters?
Well did you? Did you know?
Now you’re at a pitchfork, your brain the author of the unknown no
longer knows
And you don’t know what scares you more all you do know or all you
don’t know
All I know is that life is like a book
Each page so different and not always so clear
So turn over each page with faith not fear
							

58

Preserving Hidden Histories58

Spotlight
As a teenager I had a lot of family responsibilities, which forced me to grow
up really quick. This prose is about the endless battle between breaking free
from those responsibilities and trying to just be me. To no longer be afraid of
the spotlight into which I was forced to be into.
I like when it is finally time to go to sleep.
The shadows created by a sixteen year old with a frame of barely
ninety-seven pounds was a reminder that it was finally time to escape
reality.
The bill that was past due no longer could eat away at the edges
of her brain.
Her mother’s need of translation from one language to another for
her day-to-day necessities could wait another day.
The advice machine that the sixteen-year-old teenager had become
for most of her friends and family could break down for the night.
The food that needed to be prepped, cooked and be serve to a
family of five no longer had to taken precedent over her own needs.
The little thirteen-year-old with the same brown colored eyes
as her who kept on asking for help with his math homework would
finally be tucked into bed.
After all, she would know she was the one who put him there.
Stepping in as a mother figure while her mother got back home from
work after a double shift.
In the shadows that small fragile little body created there was
peace and consolation knowing nothing could hurt her now.
No thoughts of giving up…
No thoughts of … “You really screwed up this time…”
No thoughts of… “But I am only sixteen…”
No light.
You see the light of day is a really scary place to be in sometimes.
It is not always that warm and comforting feeling that everyone
talks about.
Instead it is a light filled with expectations that she needed to
meet…
Filled with realities for her to face…
It is a light that exposed her and shone down on her.
As that sixteen-year-old girl’s shadow turns into that of an
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eighteen-year-old with the same barely ninety-seven pound frame she
learns to take the light day by day.
Another day, another chance, another possibility to turn it all
around. One day she will learn how to stop hiding in the shadows of
the night and instead shine bright like the people of the daytime.
But for now I simply I lay underneath my sheets.
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Wake Up
by Alex
Darkness dies as the sun starts to rise
Golden light fills what once stood still
The sounds are profound as the world begins to wake
What lies in the sun is now set to make
Technology glows as the people wake up
It’s the first thing they see, as if they cannot break-up
Golden light is replaced by blue skies and grey
Sounds of the world pass through the day
The people don’t notice
Staring down at their phones, they carry their ways
Obsessed with technology they miss what is here
Being present is no longer clear
The battery dies and the people now face
Wake Up!
Its time to look up at the beautiful space
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Stevenage - Sound and Light
By Destiny Anderson
Daylight is a strange mechanism. Dusk seems to be a ridiculous time.
It’s when the birds start to fill in the chirps of the nearly silent humans.
Only nearly, because there are busses and walkers that continue down
the street. The straddles from the night are finding their way home.
It’s taboo to be loud at this hour yet just hours before, there was a roar
in the dark. I find this strange. People wait for the sun to go down to
make their loudest sound; waiting until they have to create their own
light. But why? When the sun is up, when natural light is present, they
make the sound they think they’re supposed to make. The repetitive
sounds of their daily lives to keep their life sustained. So I believe
sunshine causes anxiety. Upon the sun rising, you know it’s the start of
of a new day. The start of new sounds be it distress, bad news, or life
passing passing in general whether or not you choose to take part. But
when the sun sets, you know you’ve survived survived it all, the sounds
of the sun. When night falls, the frequency, tone and vibe changes. It
does a 180. It changes from automatic to manual. The suits, masks, and
whatever else people wear to pass judgment in society comes off. There
seems to be more confidence in the absence of natural light, more
serenity. I believe it’s because humans can choose the light they want
to to be seen in, if if they want to be seen at all. This time is short lived.
When the sun rises again, they are back to being in their own darkness
making sounds for for the regard of dark people. I’d cry for them but
I’d make an awkward sound and obscure my own light.
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Stevenage Survivors Reflection:
Stevenage Survivors is a refuge for writing for people who dealt with
or sympathize with people who have suffered a form of mental illness.
Attending a workshop one evening, we were unsure of what to expect.
We were greeted with open arms and warm welcomes. We meet
members of today’s FED and the former FWWCP. They asked us to
free write a piece on sound and light and upon sharing we discovered
the talents of the many writers around the table. From then on I was
inspired to pour heart and soul into the FWWCP’s archive.

Part Three:
Exploring Themes through
the FWWCP Archive

Between our work in the archive and our visits with writing groups,
we continued to do our own reflective work and creating writing. In
this section, we pull together some themes that emerged from our
interactions with FWWCP/FED members, our archival research, as
well as through the conversations we had in class. Although there are
many overlapping themes, we chose these to represent a small slice
of the possibilities that exist from the FWWCP histories. Here, we
will provide some examples for how we saw concepts of Community,
Working-Class Experience, Conflict, and Identity emerge throughout
the course. To be sure, these are broad concepts, but they also intersect
with some of the themes picked by FWWCP/FED member in order
to begin categorizing and indexing the FWWCP Archive at London
Metropolitan University.
One thing we hope readers take away from this section is to see
how impactful the writing and network of the FWWCP/FED is from
both a historical understanding of the organization as well as a current
view of the community created.

Community
While everyone understands community in different ways, this word
came up each day within our course through both the writings we looked
at, as well as the writings that we created ourselves. In this section, you
will find examples from our class, and some writings from members who
are talking about communities, based on geographic location, shared
experiences, family bonding, language similarities, and more.
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By Phillip Corwin, member of Newham Writers Group
“I wrote this poem for my niece who turns six this year and for
children in general. 62,400 repetitions make one truth. Be careful
what you repeat to people.”
Dear Emma
Today
I thought of you and all the things
That grown-ups tell you through the years:
“Don’t touch that or you’ll break it” or
“You’ll hurt yourself like that.”
Until one day you wake up scared
Of doing anything.
Remember, though, that they were told
The same thing as a child.
Stay brave and strong and curious,
It’s “Learning by doing,”
Not “Learn through success.”
The time will come when you have friends
That will expect of you
To be like them and twist yourself
To fit in with the group.
“Thems” change within a year or two,
You’ll always have yourself.
Find friends who can accept a “No”.
Chase quality, not numbers.
And one day you will read the pages
Of those magazines
That teach you to impress the boys
With dresses someone famous wore
Or lipstick matching handbags, rings, or shoes.
As if the years till now you’ve been
Unclean and incomplete.
But judging beauty is like judging art –
You’ll only get opinions.
When choosing between theirs and yours,
Believe the one that makes you smile
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And raise your head and shout “I am.”
Live daily like you know that you are loved
And trust your mind to find the way.
You might get hurt and break a thing or two,
But love yourself and carry through.
I send my best and promise you
You will be fine.
You will be fine.
Yours,
Pepe
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No one is a part of just one community. That is ultimately impossible.
There’s my home, my neighborhood, my family (nuclear vs. everyone
I speak to/see vs. the ones I do not know or speak to), my city, my
community of boys and girls with the same upbringing as me (Haitian
American households as well as just West Indian households), my
church(es), my schools (classroom, entire school, friend groups
throughout the years that change, honor classes), etc. A community
simply put is, a family, functional and/or dysfunctional, that are in the
same environment for the same reasons, working together or adjacent to
one another for a common cause. Granted the causes can be different.
Meaning that every individual or every different group has different
goals. But they still function in an overlapping and correlating system.
Sort of like a web. Then there’s similarity in the fact that each person
has a cause. Sort of like the theories held in the book Meditations by
Marcus Aurelius.
Every community creates it’s own dialect in order to
improve functionality and survive. Language is survival. Throughout
all my communities, I picked up tongues that benefit my sense of
understanding/placement in the community as well as continue to have
the community flourish. For example, I rarely speak Haitian Creole to
my parents although they speak their mix of English and Creole to
me. I answer in English but in a more broken English that’s easier
to comprehend. There are often double negatives, the beginning of
the sentence may be in English then the end will be in Creole or vice
versa. When I talk with my friends, there is no such thing as grammar
rules and improper sentences. It’s any language that elaborates stories,
descriptive enough of emotions, and colorful. When I’m in a classroom
setting, I’ll speak what is known as proper or Standard English. The
difference in the language of these communities is what I see as the
only difference in the communities. But also that’s there similarity.
Again, we are using language in order to have our community survive
in our terms. The language we use with each other in our respective
communities bridge gaps.
—Written by Bodeline Dautruche
“If I’m writing something I’ve got to write it there and then, write
it quick, and what comes out is what I’m going to produce.”
—Sally Flood

Working-Class
Experience
What does it mean to be working-class? What type of work does this
entail? What does it mean to be a working-class writer? Student?
These are some of the questions that emerged during our discussions of
class identity. We all approach this concept differently, but throughout
these examples, you can see how each of us also think about identity
in varied and complex ways: not just as one simple thing but rather as
a combination and assortment of circumstances and perspectives all
merged together simultaneously.
“People would say, ‘why don’t you work on them [poems]’ and I
never thought of working on them because to be honest I brought
up seven children and I did full time jobs, I had plenty to do. So if I
wrote something it had to be something quick. And I’ll tell you how
I got the time. I used to lose my temper sometimes, you know children
can drive you mad, and I would go down to my bedroom and slam
the door—that was it they knew they mustn’t come near me—and
that gave me time to write.”
—Sally Flood

Part Three: Exploring Themes through the FWWCP Archive

71

Because I grew up in a Hispanic household in which very little English
was understood, I grew up being very conscious about the what words
I would use. My parents were very self conscious about the way they
spoke English, no matter what the activity was I was brought along.
As a result I grew up very quickly, having to learn how to translate
financial, medical, educational, work, and cultural concerns. I became
very aware about how difficult it could be to advocate for yourself in a
country whose language you did not know how to speak. I saw what
a big barrier language could be in your daily day-to-day lives. In high
school I served as a translator to many Hispanic parents who were
worried about their children. I joined student government in an effort
to advocate more for those who could do it themselves for similar
reason. Oftentimes I found myself comforting parents the same way
I comforted my parents when they felt powerless. A big part of who I
am became centered on the idea of how to help others. I learned how
certain words I used changed the relationship that I was forming with
certain people. In order to gain the trust of the people who I wanted
to help I had to speak in their style versus the one I would use to gain
a teacher’s respect. Learning how to shape and mold myself into a
different person through different linguistic uses was very helpful. It
allowed me to focus more on how they thought and perceived the
world in which they were living, which came in handy when having
to advocate for them to another person. As a person myself I was able
to step outside of my cultural assumptions. Instead of using my own
knowledge about poverty, political, and immigration issues I started
a clean slate every time to learn instead about them. How did they
perceive these problems, if they defined these issues with these certain
terms? The changing of definition of one word I learned made a huge
difference in the way a person talked or acted. I was able to not only
learn about other people but also about myself.
—Written by Cindy Molina
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Where I am From
by Victor Tavarez
He gets home, filling our noses with the scent of kitchen grease and
occasionally Coronas. “Son Pa,” we say as we line up to greet the man
with prickly cheeks. She gets home, filling our ears with sounds of her
dropping bag and occasionally loud sighs. “Son Ma,” we say as we line
up to greet the woman with bubbly cheeks. “Dios te bendiga,” they
reply, granting us our daily blessings.
It is a tradition, brought from the Dominican Republic, to always
greet your elders by respectably asking for a blessing. We—my siblings
and I—were the children of Hispanic immigrants, all born and raised
in New York City. Both of my parents came from families of farmers
and ranchers; diligence ran through their veins. My father owned a
restaurant by New York City projects where he worked 16-hour shifts.
My mother answered telephones for a plumbing company where she
developed a customer service accent. On some evenings our home
would fill with the cacophony of voices from family visits. Aunts,
uncles and cousins would pour into our home, cramming into couches
and sharing chairs.
We all interacted so differently. My younger brother would scream
over the dribble of the basketball in his hands. My older sister made
weird sounds to the dog. My cousins would laugh with one another.
My father would try maintaining a conversation between his intruding
snores. My aunts would talk over one another. I kept to myself,
occasionally going from person to person catching up on their most
recent adventures. Many adults in our family spoke in Spanish, so
many of us kids learned Spanglish—a broken mixture of Spanish and
English that only those in our family have given up laughing about.
“Cuando no vas a trabajar paque podemos ir… bowling?” This was the
way we interacted; through tradition and creativity. Outside of home,
however, I often found my way of communicating useless.
Amongst my peers, language was orchestrated by music artists
whom we have never met. “Fuck” was thrown around over one hundred
times a day and “nigga” double. The more vulgar the language the closer
we were with one another. Every week the latest artist would release
a new dictionary of terms to be introduced into our vocabulary. One
week Mr. S’s untrimmed beard would be, the next it would be “rachet.”
I often failed to keep up with this ongoing dictionary. What we wore

Part Three: Exploring Themes through the FWWCP Archive

73

said as much as what we said. Many people chose to wear the same
colorful sneakers, a loose graphic-tee, and skinny jeans. I chose dress
shoes, navy blazer and red and blue tie. Such choices separated people
into different groups and cliques. Here language often separated each
other instead of bringing people together.
From the very origins of my voice, I have been influenced and have
influenced people around me. From following a traditional language
that evolved through generation to a following the language of my
peers that fluctuates rapidly, language is a powerful part of life.
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George Fuller. 1st July 2015.
(George is a member of Newham Writers Workshop)
Below are a couple of days from a 69,00 journal I kept while working
as a bricklayer for several months in Berlin in 1993 and ’94.
An economic recession had caused massive unemployment in the
UK building industry that partly coincided with the Reunification of
Germany building programme following the removal of the Berlin
Wall. Labour agencies recruited UK building workers to work—
breaking German tax and labour laws— in this programme. It was
‘The Wild East’. Janet was a contact I made earlier when I was in
Berlin in 1992— prospecting for work and journalism opportunities.
As an English speaker with many contacts in Berlin’s Irish pubs she
helped me a lot— I later looked after her flat while she visited her
parents in England.
Saturday 16th July, 1994.
In the afternoon I moved to Dorothea’s place. I left a note on Janet’s
table saying I’d have a drink with her before too long. A large plane
tree shaded the courtyard of Dorothea’s tenement block. I knocked
on the door and Dorothea—blonde and in her late thirties—came
to help me get my rucksack off my back. It was cool in her flat. As
I unpacked Dorothea returned to a table on the balcony covered by
white linen with an unlit candle in the centre. She sat writing a letter.
The sunlight coming through the broad leaves of the plane tree turned
Dorothea and everything else shades of pale green. After I’d unpacked
I felt like a coffee.
I said, “Have you got any coffee? I’ll make it.”
“Yes. Do you mind? It’s on the stove, it just need heating.”
I took her a cup of coffee then went to my bedroom with mine. I
kicked off my shoes and stretched out. The linen sheets were cool and
the mattress firm. I was thinking how peaceful and cheap my new
digs were. Then I felt a bit guilty because most of the other blokes
were in crowded lodging houses paying higher rents. I was trying to
understand my luck. I pictured myself staggering onto the airport bus
with my tools and clobber then Dorothea sitting next to me on her
way home from New York. She was only carrying one small suitcase.
Maybe it wasn’t pure luck. She might have been waiting by the airport
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exit for a likely looking Englander. If she’d been to New York surely
she’d have been carrying more than one small suitcase?
Soon I fell asleep and dreamt: I was sitting on the floor in a corner
of a room. A group of hard-faced young men with cropped hair were
shouting questions at me in German. One of them was pointing
a pistol. A blonde woman stood in the background. Then I heard
Dorothea calling, “George. Now I must go to my workshop. I must
show you things.”
Dorothea showed me some soup and bread in the fridge then gave
me the keys to the front door and I gave her a week’s rent in advance.
She smiled, “Goodbye George. I will see you tomorrow evening.”
I felt exhausted from working in the heat all week so I took off my
clothes and got between the cool sheets. When I awoke around
midnight the plane tree was huge and black making the flat very dark.
I got up to eat the soup and bread then went back to bed.
Sunday 17th July.
I got up late, made some coffee, and then sat at the kitchen table with
its big vase of flowers, reading the International Guardian newspaper
I’d bought on Saturday. Scattered around the flat were examples of
Dorothea’s sculptures. They weren’t classical figures. They mostly
looked like fossils or something geological with different earthy colours
and textures. They didn’t bowl me over but they were intriguing; like
something you might dig up in your garden and wonder what the
hell it was— sort of shell fish fossils? In the corner of the kitchen
was a lignite stove about six feet high. In the hall, hanging from a
coat-stand was a large man’s overcoat and a Trilby hat, on the floor a
huge pair of man’s shoes. Did Dorothea have a giant man-friend or
did this kit serve as a scarecrow for dodgy lodgers? Leaning against a
wall was a 7 feet by 5 feet mirror with one corner broken off. It was an
uncluttered flat. I liked it. Already I was feeling at-home. The door
to Dorothea’s bedroom was open. I could see the big white rumpled
double bed and an alarm clock ticking on the bedside cabinet. The
silence of the Sunday was only broken by the tolling of church bells
and the occasional crash of bottles being dumped by other tenants into
their various recycling bins in the tenement yard.
I made dinner from stuff I’d brought over from Janet’s: tinned
herrings, instant potatoes and sauerkraut. After that I was thinking of
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going back to bed when I realised I hadn’t any bread for sandwiches at
work on Monday. So I decided to go over to Alexanderplatz where I
could buy Turkish bread at a little unofficial market under the railway
arches.
The Alexanderplatz was a wide pedestrian area surrounded by
high-rise blocks with cafes, bars and shops at ground level. It had
been the centrepiece of communist East Berlin. Nearby was a huge
concrete television tower with a restaurant on top. The tower was built
during the Cold War ‘competition of the systems’ between capitalism
and communism. With the reunification of east and west it was the
most prominent symbol of the whole of Berlin.
I bought my bread from a flat-capped Turk selling it from a
cardboard box in the middle of the pavement. Then I went to an
Imbiss for a beer. Under the railway arches many of the people were
drunks, unwashed with tousled hair. Two men were throwing badly
aimed punches at each other. The beer was good and cheap but the
company was a bit threatening, so after a couple of glasses I decided to
walk back to Dorothea’s.
As I made my sandwiches I thought of work on Monday. I
was getting fed up with the tension and conflict with Liam. The
atmosphere of skulduggery and possibility of violence on the Zelendorf
job reminded me of a job I’d worked on in Holborn, London, in ’92 in
the depths of the economic recession.

Class Identity
in the Archive
Throughout our course, we read pieces included in the Archive and
thought how we might understand these texts in their historical time
period, as well as how they connect to our own lives today or teach
us something different. Here are some examples of the types of texts
we read and our interpretation of them. If you visit the FWWCP
Collection, you can see this material for yourself !
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The first thing I read was a collection of poems written by a woman
named Hilda Cotterill. Her poems discussed various things like love,
relatives, relationships, sadness, etc…. The first poem was about her
overhearing a group of women talking about childbirth and the way
it made Hilda feel. I related a lot to this poem because childbirth
horrifies me, so she reeled me in and I kept reading. It sounds cheesy
but a lot of what she was writing about felt extremely relatable. One
poem, however, that really has to do with our class and themes we see
in our class was titled “Hedgerows.” Hilda reflects on how as a young
child she would spend a lot of time with her father and she says he was
a poet at heart but obviously never became a poet in real life because
he was a bricklayer and didn’t learn how to read or write. She then
says that as she grew up, became educated, and learned to read and
write, they grew apart. I thought this was interesting because obviously
you would expect there to be issues like this between random people
and between classes in society, not in an actual family setting. So, it was
really important to me to see how these issues of education levels can
penetrate someone’s home life and create tension between family
members and not just members of society.
—Written by Danielle Ledesma
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Book Reflection
by Alex Aronson
I read Low Life by Mike Duff. The book is a fictional tale told from
the first person perspective of the main character, Ronald. The story
revolves around Ronald and his group of friends as they reign the streets
of Manchester, partaking in petty crimes, theft and credit fraud. The
language in the book is very off the cuff and relaxed. Because the
story is told through Ronald’s point of view, there is a lot of slang.
For example, the book opens with “It was the best of times, it was
the worst of times. Like fuck it was. What did Dickens know about
anything?... Anyway fuck that, what I’m gonna tell you about is Kiters,
Moochers and Bagmen.” The book is very much centralized around
the themes of crime, friendship and loyalty. The lens through which
the story is told is very comedic, because of the free-use of language.
I really enjoyed the story. After only one chapter into the book I
was already really into the story and the characters. Ronald mentions
a lot about his job as a laborer. He works in a mechanic shop. His
friends are also at the same level of education and social standing.
I could tell by the language and his stories that he was a working
class and loyal young man. He was also very street smart. Growing
up in the streets was part of his life, and part of his identity. While
reading the book, I felt like I was reading the script to a Jay and Silent
Bob movie. The story seemed to stem from a tale of crime and drugs,
but the people involved where very much loyal to each other. The
comedic element created by the language also supported my theory
that this would make a great late night cinematic comedy… perhaps
that is just my take on the story from a filmmaker’s perspective.
What I found interesting is that the character Ronald, who
narrates the story, spoke in a very similar manner to me. My fictional
writing pieces tend to feature characters that speak in the same free for
all manner. When reflecting upon the piece, I find it interesting that
even though I am not a young man who grew up on the streets in a
blue-collar environment, (in fact, quite the opposite) Ronald and I have
the same tone and language. I believe that this is a great representation
of the work found within the FED archive. The archive is all about
stories written by people within the working class. However, this does
not mean that the audience is strictly working class. The goal of the
FED was to give a voice to those who felt they had no chance of
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getting heard. This author got the opportunity to get an entertaining
work of fiction out into the world, which in turn allowed me to
connect to this character in an unexpected way… and that I believe is
the greatest takeaway from it all.
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Mickey Mouse
by Victor
Amongst the diverse pieces of literature I have discovered in the forming
archive of publications from the Northeastern region of England, two
authors—Beverley Robinson and Kevin Anam Cadwallender—stuck
out to me as civic writers. Although neither may have an agenda, they
both communicate the struggles of working class people.
In a booklet published by Hybrid Publications called “Fairy
Tales from the Supermarket”, Cadwallender raises awareness of
working class conditions in his community. The result is a pamphlet
of poetry that twists childhood characters into socialist propaganda.
Mickey Mouse becomes historical events where American occupation
is questionable. Snow White, impregnated by a dwarf, bumps into
Rapunzel in the supermarket and discusses the rising prices of hay
(6). Cadwallender questions the society’s standards in a ploy to
promote equality in every sense.
Beverley Robinson does the same in his book of poems “Let’s Be
Gay!” He discusses everyday life in the Northeast, an area rich in union
strikes, and ends with the question “why socialism?” The piece is rich
in unique forms of poetry and can be very dense in meaning. Ending
in an autobiographical piece, he reveals the purpose of his writings as
an ongoing advocate even at the age of 84. This is the embodiment
of the FED today—a devotion to working-class literature that serves
civic purpose.
The collection of works by members of the FWWCP is a
quintessence of a community group advocating for the underserved
people of that community. Not only did the FWWCP accept a diverse
set of members, they also accepted a diverse set of ideas. By bringing
these works together we can see the democratic value of representation
through writing authored by common people. The works reveal the
agendas of the people, or possible accidental outcomes for their works.
“Mickey Mouse is Nagasaki
Mickey Mouse is Hiroshima
Mickey Mouse is Yankee Doodle Dandy
Mickey Mouse is a one-dimensional
Caricature of democracy.”
—Cadwallender (7)
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Common Ground—My Life Poetry Anthology
by Bodeline
About the Book: 2005 A partnership between Southwark Council
(sort of like a YMCA), Arts Council England, South Bermondsey
Partnership and Moreley College at Waterloo Learning for Life. This
was the first annual My Life competition held by Southwark Council.
Its purpose was to hold a contest where people would write poems
detailing life in Southwark from their perspective. Southwark received
over 300 entries and chose 53 winners, all poems included in the book.
There were four age categories, 5-10, 11-15, 16-19, and 20+.
From the poems I’ve read and background knowledge, Southwark
is a mixed area consisting of different neighborhoods including Brixton,
which is like a black/Caribbean area. It’s a heavily policed area. This
is a place of tension, contradictions, and life. Similar to my area at
home, Brooklyn, but more specifically my neighborhood of Flatbush.
It’s a place with a lot of history and diverse culture to offer, but is
often categorized and stigmatized. I’m not saying that bad things can’t
happen or they don’t happen, but often the labels cause more of the
trouble than the people do. It is a place often overlooked, but when
programs such as this come around, they show the possibilities and
capabilities of people if they are given a chance.
What was most striking and liberating to me was how in tune
with real issues the youth were. It goes to show how much more we
should rely and put trust in them to understand dense topics on life
and societal issues as well as listening to them for possible answers to
certain issues, if the saying “children are our future” still holds any real
meaning.
In the Age 5-10 section: The Southwark Life by Shade Ekerin talks
about blacks vs. whites policing. “I see older people smoke their heads
off community hardships.”
In The Year Five Science Queen by Courtney Dixon, she talks about
her love for science and has extreme confidence. It reminded me of
me. I also loved how cheerily hopeful they are and the good they see.
Growing up it’s about making the best with what you have, coming
back to make it better, how important a park is to a “bad neighborhood.”
To me the ongoing themes in this book were life growing up in a
working class area. The students and other participants are discussing
various things, but their perspectives portray what it means to different
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people growing up in a working class area. It takes away from the
stigma of growing up poor or not as wealthy as other classes, as well as
addressing the issues of how poverty restricts certain things—meaning
letting people from areas that usually are not given a voice takes away
some of the stigmatization that being poor is a crime, and gives life
and new meaning to impoverished areas that society seems to try
and take away. For example, the fact that a young child knows or can
identify heavy policing or racial tensions speaks to the fast growth that
often happens in an area, but also her depth and intellect. I think this
is what Southwark wanted to accomplish.
I related a lot to the pieces in the book because of my
upbringing and it reiterated the goals that I want to accomplish as a
writer—to be an ambassador for those whose voices are often ignored.

Conflict
For us, conflict can mean multiple things. In this section, we show how
we understand conflict to arise through language, because of racial,
gendered, and class identities, as well as through differences in political
opinions. The examples here provide just a glimpse into the ways that
conflict is often both deeply personal and still highly political
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When we spoke in class about the pieces we wrote regarding our
identity, the topic of “so what?” came up and resonated with me.
I thought that what I had written was my way of thinking deeply
about my social situations and how they tie into my economic status
and the “languages” that I chose to conform to in order to adapt
to those situations. Despite my thoughts, I discovered that I can
delve even deeper into what I previously wrote and write why those
situations I told were important and use specific pieces of dialogue to
support those claims. For example, in my previous piece there was a
section where I discussed the hardships I had while adapting to the
socioeconomic status of my friends when I first got to college. There
was one instance where the economic distance between my friends and
I was noticed. We were all talking about how fun it would be to visit
each other’s hometowns over the summer. I jokingly said how there
would be nothing for us to do in my town since it was so small and
secluded. Not knowing how much of a “small town” I actually came
from my friend responded by saying, “But it’s not like you have dirt
roads and stuff though,” and all my friends followed with laughter and
amusement. The awkwardness arose when I meekly stated back that
not only did my town have a few dirt roads, but that I actually lived
on one of them. I’m sure it is a conversation that is long forgotten by
them, but to me it is something I will always remember. Looking back
at that conversation opened my eyes to the stereotypes that accompany
the language one chooses to speak. I had conformed to the things my
friends would talk about, designers that I had never heard of before
and keeping quiet when parents’ credit cards came up in conversation,
so they were unaware of what my home life was actually like. I never
truly spoke the language that I do when I’m home that would let them
know how much of a small town I came from compared to the cities
they resided in. I think that language is not only a way to express your
true self but a way for someone to adapt to social situations that they
don’t necessarily agree with or fit into.
—Written by Lorissa
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Her Sadness
By Victor Tavarez
Her body created valleys in her sheets and along her frown. Thought we
had more time, but by then she became our ghost. The memory
of his mistakes haunting us through her false-presence.
Her mind created the monsters underneath our beds. Thought she
might just be argumentative, but she built walls around the cave
that we lived in. The barriers against her family taught us to
mimic her construction.
Her eyes created stained glass windows for us to look through. Thought
she was excessive, but tears distracted her from reality. The depth
of her blue eyes distracted us from her scarlet patterned wrist.
Her hair fell off like she weaved a basket to carry her fears away.
Thought she was happy, but really God and poverty plucked
at her smile. The outreach to religion was a cry for bittersweet
mercy.
Her sadness pressed on my shoulders for years. Thought I was at fault
for all her tears, but really I tried my best to make her smile. The
weight of sadness is slowly escaping my grip and I ask:
Will I let her go?
“And even today, generally I think when people write about their
lives they quite often will upset somebody they’re not intending to
just by telling the truth”
—Roger Mills
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Depression is a Black Issue… & other Mental
Issues Pt.1
Posted on April 2, 2015 by bkdautru
This piece is posted on my personal blog, mymosthumbleopinion.com
I was raised in a household where I was taught to keep emotions
bottled in or let them explode or pretend they weren’t there. I was
raised in a household where I was confused.
My mother did not talk about her emotions nor did she explain
them. She more so showed them. She raged against my dad in the
most radical form. She raged against my sister and I for being kids.
Then she went silent. Next thing you know, she came back from
the kitchen with food and dessert. No explanations. No sorries. No
communication about her emotions. Just the show.
Then there was my dad who had no emotions. He was always just
content with life. No matter how poor we were or how much he and
my mom struggled, nothing really made him angry. Even amidst my
mother’s irritability, he spent the shortest amount of time sharing that
raging energy. Rarely did he yell or cry. But when he did, the one or
two times that I saw him, it was short and very profound. And it hurt.
You don’t really go around thinking that a rock could break. But in the
end, he would always say things like, “life is too short”, or “you can’t
take things too seriously”. And that was the end of it. You never knew
his real feelings so you were left to think he had none.
My sister as I remembered as a child, just had an attitude. She
was the embodiment of her zodiac sign, the Leo. She was strong,
said whatever came to mind, and always believed she had the right
of way. Now she’s the same for the most part. Except, you would only
know her as I just described if you were really close to her. And that
really only includes 10+ family members and her two or three friends.
What I see her as around my mother, is an extremely timid and
passive person. What I see her as around strangers, is someone who
is extremely shy, anti-social, and highly distrustful of everyone. What
I see her as around my father and myself, is my mother—controlling
and sometimes belittling. What I see her as when she is alone, is
someone who is unhappy with herself and severely saddened by the
issues between my parents.
Then there is me. As a child, I was always sad and always angry
more than the average child. I would be upset and have temper
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tantrums. I would sulk and breathe heavily and just need to stay in a
corner by myself in order to get myself together. I needed counseling
when I was younger because I had a deep fear that my mom was going
to pass away. Or maybe I was afraid of death. Either way, it made me
extremely awkward. I made up stories about my life that were far from
true. I never had a dog, we never took a cruise to Jamaica as a family.
But I liked explaining that instead of my normal life because in my
eyes being normally poor was embarrassing and was not a great story.
Now that I’m grown, I see a rag to riches story gets you an interview
with Oprah or a book deal instead of one where life was always ok.
After third grade, I got out of my lying stage, but was still very sad.
This time it was because I wasn’t tall enough, I was fat (I think it was
just a gut to be honest), and my hair was medium length and not
at what would now be known as my bra strap. This stage of sadness
lasted until high school. Then in high school, I experimented with a
toxic relationship that had great moments, but life turning moments
as well where I became someone I did not like nor recognize. A person
that I did not like to look at in the mirror, someone who I thought
was no longer worth a thing. I was molded into someone who forgot
about her passions and joys that she found out of life and just followed.
Blindly. I was sad, rebellious, hurt, and a cry baby. I still am. But I
kept (keep) all these emotions to myself, because I was raised in a
household where I was taught to keep emotions bottled in or let them
explode or pretend they aren’t there. I was raised in a household where
I was very confused.
Until my first semester of college, where I almost flunked
completely. Until one fateful day, last spring semester, where I had the
first recognizable anxiety attack in public. I realized I had a problem
that was worth attention. And so did my sister. And so did my mother.
And so did so many others who were taught to keep their emotions
bottled in or let them explode or pretend that they weren’t there.
—Written by Bodeline

IDENTITY
Our class has primarily focused on identity through the discussion of
class background. However, we understand identity to include more
than this, whether it’s based on the physical geography around us, the
communities we identify with, or the ways we interact and participate
in the world. The goal here is to show how complex identity is for us
and how that shapes the ways we interacted in this class and the values
and positions we bring to our work.
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So What
by Destiny Anderson
Due to the fact that I grew up an environment where I was constantly
being exposed to different cultures and speech, I feel like it has helped
me to understand and tolerate a lot more than most people can,
especially when it comes to language. I can understand an accent upon
hearing as if they are speaking my native language or dialect. I believe
it fostered my interest in languages. I became aware of different accents
depending on coast (i.e. east coast vs. west coast vs. the south) and a
Spanish accent as opposed to someone who only speaks English, and it
truly interested me how it would not only create a language barrier but
also sometimes conflict. I was so interested in understanding people
when they spoke because I put a huge importance on language. I feel
that good speech and exceptional articulation are the most important
skills you can have. Since I want to be able to communicate with
a plethora of people and cultures, I chose to major in languages. I
wholeheartedly believe that learning a language and a new culture will
lead to tolerance on an unfathomable level.
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Miscommunications between the coasts:
Nick from Rockland County, New York - Italian-American
Danny from Denver, Colorado - Mexican-American
Destiny from Los Angeles, California - African-American
Danny: Ch-ch!!!! Where you at?
Destiny: In the kitchen boo.
Nick: What does sound even mean.
Danny: She answered so she knows.
Nick: Boo, don’t get tight with me.
Destiny: Don’t get what?
Danny: I think he means don’t be salt.
Destiny: OH!!! I was hella confused.
Nick: Did you just say hella?
Destiny: Bye Felicia.
Nick: Ugh whateva. Can you hand me a spoon from the drah?
Danny and Destiny: The huh?
Nick: The drah.
Danny and Destiny: …….
Nick: *points* THE DRAH!!!!
Destiny: OH!!!! The DRAWER
Nick: Ugh BYE FELICIA!!!! We’re all MAD confused.
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Living on a lake is thought to be a privilege; that only people who could
afford speed boats and lavish “toys” could be blessed enough to live with
the fourth element right in their backyard. That’s not true for me though.
Once—in what seems like another lifetime now—that may have been
true, but as of now that is not the case. My tiny, ramshackle house had
fallen victim to an elderly man who had a niche for do-it-yourself projects
and the evidence filled the house. Since we were renting, we could not
make any, but desperately needed, changes to the house, so we dealt
with what we were handed. The living room was cloaked in dark green
wallpaper. Bouquets of salmon colored roses scattered the wall and only
went unseen when they hid behind the deep maroon of the wool drapes
that hung along the windows. Outlets were positioned so that they were
almost up to the ceilings and crystal decorations sparkled from almost
every room. The absurdities continued in the bathroom. The wallpaper
depicted a panorama of a scene that included, but was not limited to:
deer, moose, eagles and animals of the like, all who seemed to have their
eyes on you every time you used the toilet. The scene was cut off halfway
down the wall when it met up with black subway tiles that continued all
the way down across the floor. As if that were not enough, the cabinets
and vanity had handles in the shape of lion heads. Both of the rooms
sucked in and held onto any light that it came into contact with and
emitted the loudest creaks throughout the entire house every time you
entered or left the room. Despite its oddities, I loved my house. It may
not be the prettiest, or the fanciest, but it did posses the two things that
turn house into home—light and sound that calm you but still draw out
wonder in your heart. Like when I would awake in the morning from
the combination of the sun pouring through my curtain-less windows
and my dogs paws scampering across the kitchen floor as she ran out
the door to go outside. The wood floors vibrated the moans and drones
of country music and newscasters as my mom went about her morning
routine. When the sun started to set, the lake would pay farewell to the
setting sun, replaying the glimmers of sunlight within the ripples of the
waves and having them dance across the water one last night. Peeper
frogs sang a tune to accompany the cracking and popping of a bonfire
that sits by the shoreline. Sounds of the night replace the light of the day
and promptly switch back to their respective positions by dawn. People
don’t live by lakes to throw outdoors parties or to ride jet skis, they live
by the lake because once your eyes and ears experience the welcoming
and disappearance of a day, there’s no other way to live.
—Written by Lorissa
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The text I chose to read is an anthology of women’s poetry titled Taking
the ‘Ughes Off written by various women writers in Yorkshire. There
are so many themes present in this anthology. There are poems about
love and being afraid to be in love, poems about how life was difficult
for women in Yorkshire and how that affected them as mothers or
children, and poems about women being the driving forces in the lives
of the men around them but never getting the credit for it. I think there
are various purposes to this text. One purpose is to give these women
an outlet to express their feelings and beliefs in a space where they
will be respected and applauded by their fellow writers. In addition,
I think this anthology was compiled for the women who relate to
these topics but cannot write, for whatever reason, and allow them
to feel comforted when they see other people experiencing the same
things as they do. Finally, I think this text is meant to raise awareness
of what it’s like to be a women in their day and age in Yorkshire, and to
write about the ins and outs of what these women experience on a day
to day basis and find the beauty or the ugly in it. I think the text is very
successful in doing this and one poem that really stood out to me was
“A Visit to Sylvia Plath’s Grave.” The last few stanzas of the poem talk
about how Sylvia Plath’s husband was the queen’s poet and everything
he knew he learned from Sylvia. However, he never gave her any credit
and the author even goes as far to say that she would still be alive
today if it weren’t for him and his lack of respect for her, for her work,
and for how much she influenced his success. I do believe this text
counts as Civic Writing because we’ve defined civic writing as writing
about the lives of people in society and these are all things that make
up what it means to be a person in society, and truly I think most
pieces that are based on real events and real people like this should be
considered civic writing. More importantly, we see how women have
been and continue to be marginalized. This definitely ties back to civic
writing because in these pieces we see how gender greatly influences
how you live, what you can do, and what freedoms are available to you,
and this is a perfect example of civic writing.
—Written by Danielle
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I’m in e-love
Hello again....
…she types rather slow
We met just last week
On that blog, don’t you know
The thread that I started
It caused quite a stir
But you rushed to my aid
To deflect and concur
I feel that I know you
I feel that way too
I’ll email on Hotmail
Get back on Yahoo
So let’s get together
We’ll cyber re-route
I’ll send you an e-ring
e-flowers to boot
Do you come here that often?
She asked me by text
Only on Tuesdays
Where do you click next?
Here’s my full postcode
Go Bing my address
Zoom my back garden
I know it’s a mess
I’ll Google your YouTube
You MySpace my song
I’ll email I love you
Tweet feelings so strong
I’ll Facebook your best friends
All thousand and one

They’ll see my life story
And all I that have done
I’ll Flickr your photos
To see you look glam
You’ll Skype me at midnight
To see who I am
So email you love me
I’ll webmail you back
Blind copy your feelings
We’ll never look back
We’ll log on together
Move cursors as one
And dance on the small screen
Till dawn brings the sun
See the world via G Maps
Send e-cards for fun
Read wikis forever
Stroll eBay as one
Our time is so precious
Your never alone
Here’s a nice e-card
Sent from my iPhone
You’ve Googled my YouTube
I’ve MySpaced your song
You’ve Tweeted the wide world
Of passion so strong
So make it official
Our love truly bless
Let’s rush back to Facebook
For partner? Say yes
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Our e-party Friday
Will be so much fun
Invite all those best friends
All Thousand and One!
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No one I know better
Love whole and complete
Just one little thing…
....could we one day please meet?
—Paul Butler, 2014

Part Four:
Reflections and
conclusions

Reflections and
conclusions
Throughout this book, we’ve tried to give examples of the practical work
we did in England, as well as illustrate ways that this work informed
how we can understand ourselves as part of larger communities based
upon our multiplicity of identities and experiences. We were able to
learn first-hand from the FWWCP/FED members through workshops,
and we were able to reflect on these moments through our readings,
class discussions, archival work, and creative writing. Below are some
of our reflections on the course focusing on what we will take away
from these interactions.
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I’ve been aware of my class status ever since my first year of college.
I’ve had the bittersweet privilege to experience the rise from lower
to middle class, then the plummet back down to lower all within 18
years. Economic standing is something silently understood amongst
our society that you just don’t discuss. People think that it’s a social
taboo for adults to discuss salary and money, but is it really that
different for young adults and teens to discuss those subjects, too?
College years revolve around tuition, scholarships and student loans.
You’re either positioned in the “no financial aid, but we can still afford
it” position, the “too broke to afford it but too rich for financial aid
it” position, or the “too broke to afford, but possible through financial
aid” position. You find out where you fall within the first week you get
to school. These are all things that are constantly noticed but never
discussed—until now. This is the first time I’ve ever been asked to
reflect on my socioeconomic status. Although doing this has solidified
my preexisting thoughts, it did force me to pinpoint specific moments
in my life where I noticed it most. It was surprising how easy it was
to access memories that I didn’t know I had—hearing designer brand
names for the first time, the awkward silence that fell over my friends
when I told them that I really did live on a dirt road. Being in London,
working with publications that were up to my elbows with people
who knew what it felt like to realize where you fall, not in the fantasy
but very real world that’s run on money, is something I couldn’t have
discovered anywhere else.
Personally for my region of the archive, the most prominent
themes were mental illness and the “voluntary arts”. Many of the
items I indexed are magazines or pamphlets that each cover a small
range of topics in the form of short articles. I think it is interesting that
there is such a large collection of things that focus on the voluntary
arts because I’ve never heard of such a term before. I’m aware of
voluntary organizations but I never really thought of it as an “art”.
Most of the items were strictly informative and lacked any creativity
or personal voice. Not all of my material is this way; there are many
poems and short stories that talk about mental distress or the changing
of times within Wales. I think that the short stories and poems’ utility
use is as a source for creative outlet and emotional healing. In order
to cope with various forms of mental illness or mental distress many
organizations created writing workshops so people could creatively
explain what they were going through and experiencing. It is a healing
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mechanism they utilized and put into the form of small publications.
As far as the pamphlets go, I think they are educational resources for
those who are trying to start an organization but may not have the best
background knowledge to do it successfully. A lot of the pamphlets
covered topics such as financing, policy making and how to plan events
that will recruit members and involve their community. I’m not sure
where these kinds of pamphlets would be distributed, but I think they
were probably a very useful resource to those who were hoping to make
a difference and establish something that would help their community,
especially if they were new to the field of management.
The importance of this work I think lies in the different mediums it
comes in; whether it be a video on the Pecket website or even the maps
we all drew of the UK. I think that in order for a piece of writing to
be successful then it has to have the potential to be read or interpreted
by a large audience so it can get the publicity and feedback that it
deserves. Many people who went to Pecket could not read or write, so
what would be the use of a written documentation of something they
did if they did not have the luxury of going back and reading the story
to relive it; that is why it was crucial for them to record everything
they did on video. As for the drawings we did in class, they acted as a
reflective piece for us. When we are done with this course and look at
the maps again after spending a month working with different pieces
of writing from these areas we will not only see the naivety we had
when we first got here, but we will see how much we have grown and
will then be able to make personal connections to some of the areas
that we didn’t even know existed at the time. I think civic writing
can be so much more than “writing”. Civic means community, work
and the commonplace situation, so who is to say that writing can be
limited to just written word. It could also be seen in pictures, videos
and oral recordings.
—Written by Lorissa

102

Preserving Hidden Histories102

I have spent much of my teenage life trying to empower others
through community service, running workshops, providing advice and
advocacy. My time here with the FWWCP archives has put much of it
into perspective. Again I was exposed to communities of suppressed
people; people who were not considered to be entitled to a voice because
of their membership in the working-class. And again, I witnessed the
miracles diligence can bestow. Through my participation in workshops
and archiving such inspirational literature, I have witnessed selfempowerment by writing communities throughout the United
Kingdom. I was amazed by the level of productivity and creativity that
groups displayed in their journey of self-expression and advocacy. As
someone who seeks to empower people everywhere, I have witnessed
the power of community and literature fuse to grant people a voice.
We often take for granted the volumes of our own voices, but the
FWWCP did not undermine this. Writers I have come across spoke of
everyday life, of dreams, of politics, of work and so much more, and in
doing so they spoke volumes. To all those who come across the works
of the archive and/or members of the current Fed, I say embrace the
legacy you are witnessing.
—Written by Victor Tavarez
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Growing up I did not have much time for a childhood, taking on many
responsibilities and going through certain experiences caused me to
grow up quicker than most children my age. My focus as a result was
never so much on myself but instead on others. After my experience
with working in the archives at TUC Library and meeting different
people from the organization, however, I have learned to find my own
voice instead. My time here has given me time to think about my
identity and question certain aspects of my day-to-day choices. There
were many times that I found myself asking: Do I identify as working
class? How does my dialect reflect who I am? How can writing help
me? What is my opinion? Writing I have learned is not only a tool that
can be used to advocate for others but also to advocate for yourself. It is
a tool that can help you say what your mouth sometimes is too afraid
to voice out. From attending various workshops with groups such as
the Stevenage Survivors and Newham Writing I have witnessed how
to not only empower another person but also empower yourself at the
same time. Although democracy be can a very time consuming and
difficult process to stick to in the end it is a good compromise between
taking care of oneself as well as taking care of the needs of others. I
have also learned that in order to write or know about a particular
subject you do not need to be an academic, nor do you have to be a part
of a big fancy publishing company to get your work published. Instead
you make the best out of the many resources that are presented before
you. I leave London knowing that sometimes in order to be heard
sometimes we have to overcome our insecurities and fears and speak
up ourselves. Although we are not in control of the circumstances
around us such as: who can and cannot publish, the help needed to be
able to read, the money to fund certain projects and more; we are still
in control of our own actions to find other ways to get what we want
and sometimes what we need.
—Written by Cindy Molina

about the
contirbutors
Destiny Renee Anderson: I was born in Los
Angeles, California. Upon graduating high school,
I began my college career at Syracuse University
at their Florence Italy location where I discovered
a love for languages and communication between
different people and cultures. I then became a
Modern Foreign Languages major, with emphasis in Italian, Russian
and Portuguese, and a Writing and Rhetoric minor. I am not sure of
what I want to do professionally but it will involve the promotion of
tolerance between people on every level.
Alex Aronson: Originally, I am from a small lake
town in upstate New York named Canandaigua.
I moved to New York City when I was 18 to
experience the hustle and bustle of the big city.
After living there for one year, I decided to attend
Syracuse University to receive my bachelor’s
degree in communications/film. Film has always been my passion.
I love to be creative. Although I am a communications major, my
minor is in English and Textual Studies. I was drawn to the course
because I really have a passion for writing and culture. Working in
the archives presented me with a lot of new opportunities. It allowed
me to travel to London, a city I had never been to before. It allowed
me to experience a new culture. It allowed me to work in the archive
with some really interesting and intriguing literary works. Most
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importantly, it allowed me to gain a new perspective on the world. I
was able to experience different walks of life, and learn meet a lot of
people from different backgrounds. All of these experiences were new
for me. The opportunities presented from this class will be sure to
leave a mark in more ways than one.
Lorissa Cournoyer: I come from a small town in
middle-of-nowhere Massachusetts, which made
the decision to study across the pond in London
that much easier. Writing has always been a passion
of mine since I was younger; I would scribble
stories in the back of my sister’s school notebooks
and could spend the entire afternoon reading. I furthered my love for
the written word when I made the big move to Syracuse University to
pursue a degree in English and Textual Studies with a concentration
in Film and Screen Studies and as well as a minor in Writing. Once I
disappoint people by telling them no, I do not wish to use my degree
to become an English teacher, I tell them that someday I hope to work
in a publishing house that produces young adult novels so I can create
the same wonder in books that was once created for me. Working in
the archives may seem like it is not related to my ultimate goals in life,
but it truly is. Creating a space that can be used internationally to help
people further their interests and passions while highlighting other
people’s written work in the process is exactly what I hope to do in the
future, and it is what I am doing now while creating this archive.
Bodeline Dautruche: (pronounced Bo-duh-leen).
If this doesn’t work, Bodhi, Bobo, or Bo is fine.
A sassy, militant, soul child, feminine, tomboy,
go-getter from the greatest city in the world,
Brooklyn, NY.
Fashion + Music + Film + Art + Words consume
most of her life. A lover of sounds, visuals, good vibes, lists and sweets.
My purpose is to serve as a writer, journalist, creative, and urban culture
ambassador.
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Danielle Ledesma: Writing didn’t always matter to
me, but as I was going through elementary school
my teachers would always point out that I was a
good writer and the trend continued as I went
through middle school as well. I became obsessed
with honing my skills and writing became not
only a way for me to express myself but to also feel like I was actually
good at something, and through that feel good about myself. When I
found out Syracuse University was offering a writing class in London
that covered writing about the working class and different groups of
people, I knew I had to take it. What I hope this publication does is
accurately represent how the lives of these people have taught me so
much about writing and expression.
Cindy Molina: Given the fact that I was born
and raised in New York City I have never had the
chance to explore the world outside of the Big
Apple. However being one of the most diverse
cities, I did have the chance to interact with
people from different races, cultures, and classes.
Being a member of the working class myself I got to witness the many
inequalities and difficulties that they faced. I grew up having a passion
for advocacy and for helping those around me. I learned how to lend
my voice out to those who were too scared to use their own and learned
what it truly means to represent someone. Today I am a double major
in History and English Literature at the University of Rochester. I am
focusing not only on how outsiders have told and represented histories
throughout time but also how authors themselves portray histories
in their stories. I hope to one day use all of this knowledge to get a
comprehensive idea on what it means to represent and advocate as I
pursue my dreams to be a human right’s lawyer.
Jess Pauszek: I was born in Dunkirk, New York,
a small town known for its location along Lake
Erie and its many factories, including Niagara
Mohawk, Purina, Cott, and Carriage House.
Growing up in Dunkirk, I didn’t know the term

Part Four: Reflections and conclusions

107

working-class, and I’m not actually sure when I began to use or really
understand this term. But, when I first went to England to meet
with FWWCP/FED members in 2013, as a Ph.D. student in the
Composition and Cultural Rhetoric program at Syracuse University,
I knew that I was interested in the stories that these people shared
with me and felt a connection to the community that they had formed
based on these experiences. This visit led me to pursue my dissertation
project called “Literacy and Labor: Archives, Networks, and History
in Working-Class Communities,” which explores the literacy practices
of the FWWCP/FED through interview and archival work. Thanks
to the generosity of the FWWCP/FED members I met throughout
my visits, I was able to bring this Civic Writing class to England to
share some of these experiences and learn from the writing groups that
have informed my own views about literacy, community organizing,
working-class politics, and education.
Victor Tavarez: I am going into my 2nd year
at Carnegie Mellon University in Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania but was born and raised in the
Big Apple. My commitment to community
empowerment has guided me to various diverse
communities and has also led me to pursue a
bachelor’s degree in International Relations and Politics. My leisure
time is spent traveling, learning about history, attending plays, and
exploring creative writing. I am fortunate and thrilled to be working
with the Federation of Worker Writers and Community Publishers in
London, United Kingdom to create an archive, all while participating
in the literary culture that exists in current communities. My time here
has been inspiring, captivating and invigorating, for I am exploring my
passions in history, advocacy and empowerment.

