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A word from the editor...

In a 2008 interview with the New York Times, Peter Matthies-
sen, one of the founders of the Paris Review, confessed to using
the magazine as a front for his undercover CIA activities in the
years immediately after World-War II. For the avoidance of
doubt and to forestall any future rumours, I want to make it clear
that I am not, nor have I ever been, affiliated to any government
agencies, covert or otherwise, and that my motives for
launching the Colverstone Review consist of nothing more
sinister than a desire to publish quality writing.

Especially, I wanted to create a space for those hard-to-catego-
rise, so-called 'occasional' pieces that are every bit as important
to a writer's output as books. Forgive me for sounding so evan-
gelical a note, but I believe that literary reviews play a vital,
often under-valued role in the world of publishing. Without
them, many of the world's best-known essays, poems and short
stories might never have seen the light of day.

I've chosen to publish in e-form because it's cost-effective and
time-saving, but going digital doesn't guarantee the one thing
that all publications need: readers. Whilst planning this first
issue of the review I thought I should check out the competition,
the masochist in me demanded it. After only a few minutes of
surfing the web it soon became depressingly obvious that there
are as many online reviews out there as there are trees in the
Amazon. But the question is: are they being read? I have to
believe so.

I guess in the end it comes down to quality of content. The
subjective nature of such considerations notwithstanding, I’'m of
the opinion that good writing will always attract readers and that
bad writing will repel them. Standards have to be high and on
that basis I'm happy to say that the contributors have done me
proud. I cannot thank them enough for all the hard work they've
put into their pieces, all the care they've taken, and without
being paid. To each and every one of you, I extend a heartfelt
gratitude. [ would also like to take this opportunity to thank the
editorial team — Daphne, Cecile, Tiphaine, Miriam and George.
Literally, I couldn't have done this without you. And finally, a
word to the reader. For taking the time to stop by, may your days
be long and your nights longer still.

Stephen Thompson



I Wish I’d Written...

by Nick Barlay

t began with a funny story about torture. The story

led, circuitously, to Yevgeny Zamyatin’s great
dystopian novel, We. The funny story about torture
was told by George Paloczi-Horvath, the Hungarian
dissident who, like my parents, had escaped Hungary
in 1956. Unlike them, he had been arrested in 1949
and tortured by the Hungarian secret police.

I remember him sitting in my father’s study in the
mid 1970s, white-haired, statesmanlike, surrounded
by books, some written by my father, and The
Undefeated,
account of his experiences through the war and up to
the late 1950s. Aged twelve, I found it funny when he
said that, faced with torture, his innocence had been a

Paloczi-Horvath’s  autobiographical

disadvantage. How could it have been? ‘Because,’ he
said, ‘the guilty at least had something to confess.” By
contrast, he had nothing to tell his torturers, no names
to betray. So it was even funnier when he finally did
give them the names of his British imperialist
contacts. They were stations on the London
Underground: Mr. John Wood, Mr. Baker, and so on.

And T remember another book being mentioned, one
that stood close on the bookshelf to The Undefeated.
It was a novel, Darkness At Noon, written in 1940
by another Hungarian, Arthur Koestler. The books
were close not because of the Hungarian connection
nor because of an accidental mismatching of fact
and fiction. It was that the territory of the books, as
I discovered when I read them soon after, was so
similar. Tt was a territory in which fact and fiction
could coexist. Martha Gellhorn once described 7The
Undefeated as ‘Kafka in action’. It could just as easily
be described as Koestler in action.

Darkness At Noon is only thinly fictional. Koestler
looked at the world around him, and partly based the
story on his own prison experience.More impotantly,
its central character, Rubashov, a prisoner undergoing
interrogation, wrestles with the logic of confessing
to crimes he has not committed. In his case, his
principal interrogator thinks that torture would be

pointless because Rubashov will eventually respond
to the overwhelming force of reason, of revolutionary
logic that emphasises ends over means, the collective
over the individual, and historical tendency over cir-
cumstantial eccentricity.

Once on this territory, it was a short step from
Koestler to Orwell. Already in my teens I’d heard
of ‘a boot stamping on a human face’. This was my
family history, through Nazism and Communism.
And, despite being born in London, I didn’t need to
look far to find the wearer of such a boot. Tommy was
the local National Front representative, a skinhead
with a swastika and a fishmonger’s assistant with
an array of long knives. In his very Orwellian Doc
Marten boots, he and his associates made life hell
for two Hungarian-Jewish kids, me and my brother.
Dystopia has a way of popping up out of nowhere.

In fact, the problem for most readers coming to
1984 at the tail end of the 20th century and beyond,
is that it’s impossible not to have first heard the
famous neologisms. They precede the reading. They
are so familiar as to be inescapable. So it’s entirely
possible these days to talk about a ‘Big Brother’ state
without having read the novel from which the
totalitarian entity sprung, and even to use the
adjective ‘Orwellian’ without ever having read
Orwell. Worse, there is the misguided or perverse
use, such as Margaret Thatcher’s 1980 reference to
‘Labour’s Orwellian nightmare of the Left’. In fact,
the adjective should long ago have taken on a new
meaning: ‘literary object too big to displace’. And
what cannot be displaced feels monolithic, timeless,
totalitarian, a terrible irony given the territory. A
terrible irony, too, given the multiplicity of totalitari-
anisms, and the subtle ways in which dystopia can
and does manifest in life and literature. So, to me, it
came as something of a relief to discover Zamyatin’s
We, and to realise that Orwell had at least a direct
literary influence.

Zamyatin wrote We in 1920, and it was first published
























by his publisher as filled with, ‘fiery passion,
overwhelming anger, piercing anguish, frustration
and furious protest’, is equally charged. It charts
the rise and eventual demise of Milton Homer, an
intelligent and driven young man who opens the
book with an inflammatory speech before members
of his family and the Coloured People’s Association,
damning the British establishment for crimes against
humanity. Milton seems to be cast as the paradoxical
leader typified by men like Michael X (a one-time
acquaintance of Kizerman’s); young, charming,
attractive to women, thrusting himself into the front-
line of race politics. Milton becomes involved in a
relationship with a rich white English woman who
views him more as a curiosity than a real human
being. His political ideologies bring him into intense
conflict with his family, who only want him to lower
his head and get on. His fall at the climax of the novel
resembles that of Michael X and other Black political
leaders of the time and is a warning to future genera-
tions of the dangers faced by the black political mind.

I once had the pleasure of meeting Kizerman, at
the Hilton Hotel in Holland Park, but tracking him
down wasn’t easy. No-one seemed to know where
he was. Linton Kwesi Johnson had told me that he
remembered Kizerman from the old days when he
performed on the poetry circuit but that they had
since lost contact. In the end it was Margaret Busby,
formerly of the publishing company Allison and
Busby, who put me in touch with him. T was very
nervous to speak with him. I had admired him for so
long and didn’t want to make a fool of myself, but as
it turned out our conversation was lively and
interesing. Like his creation, Milton Homer, Kizer-
man is a man who likes to talk. As we sat with our
civilised cups of tea before us, we easily reconnected
the past with the present and found that there was very
little difference between the two.

Rudolph Kizerman was born Winfield Rudolph
Braithwaite in Bridgetown, Barbados, in 1942. His
parents, Leslie Winston Braithwaite and Josephine
Wilemina Braithwaite, owned a restaurant. Kizerman
has fond memories of being served various Bajan
treats, such as flying fish and Cuckoo, although he
was too young to remember the name of the restarant.
When he was eight, his sister and only sibling,

Vivian, succumbed to an undetermined illness at the
age of twenty-three. It seems the only blight on an
isolated, but otherwise happy childhood. Kizerman
grew up ‘seeking friends all the time’ and made them
easily, but as he was not often allowed to leave the
tamily home, his friends would have to come and see
him, usually on Sundays, when his father would make
ice cream for everyone.

During the week, with his parents busy running the
family business, he was placed under the supervision
of a nineteen-year-old child-minder, Louise, who
would often shirk her duties to spend time with her
boyfriend, leaving her charge alone and hungry in
the house. Little Rudolph spent the time pursuing his
primary interests, animals and flowers, which could
be found in abundance. He also read anything he
could lay his hands on, but his favourite was Tolstoy
and later Zola. He acquired an interest in swordplay
from reading Tolstoy and would imagine himself as a
swashbuckling hero. He even had two swords made
so he and his friends could spar. His parents,
particularly his mother, had ambitious plans for him
from an early age, and it was she who made the
decision to send him abroad to study medicine. Aged
just sixteen, and having made the long boat journey
alone, Kizerman arrived in Dover.

In London, he experienced a now familiar story of
racism: reaching Paddington station with only ten
pounds in his pocket, he was due to be met by a
university reception party, but instead he was left
waiting on the platform for the entire night.
A waitress from a nearby café took pity on him.
Noticing how he shivered against the cold, she gave
him free toast and tea. As an introduction to his new
country, the augurs were not promising and indeed
only a few short months later he was having run-ins
with skinheads and getting beaten up by the police. It
was all a far cry from the comparatively peaceful
world he had left behind in Barbados. He was saved
from further punishment when he fell in with a group
of older West Indians, some of whom had been living
in England for a time. He ended up moving to
Manchester, where he stayed in the house of a fellow
Bajan until he felt able to return to London to
complete his studies.
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After graduating as a Bachelor of Science, Kizerman
became disillusioned with the world of medicine. One
day, while in the company of an actor friend, he found
himself visiting the office of the infamous theatrical
agent, Denton Gray. Only there to keep his friend
company, Kizerman, to his surprise, was offered an
acting job at the BBC. The very next day he peformed
in the opera, The Dark Pilgrimage, and his new career
began. He changed his name from Braithwaite to
Kizerman, studied and obtained an acting diploma
and then worked as a professional actor for over two
years, appearing alongside such established names
as Roger Moore and Honor Blackman. And then he
began to write. He had always felt the urge, even
growing up in Barbados, but he had stifled it as a way
of honouring his parents’ wish for him to become a
doctor. Now, having taken care of his responsibilities
to them, he could finally chase his dreams.
His first project was a play, A Tear For The
Strangers, which chronicles the life of a singer who
gives her child up for adoption to pursue her career.
When she meets another child that reminds her of her
son, years after her star has waned, she regrets the
harsh choices she made. Kizerman later rewrote the
play as a novel. It was published in 1980 in the US by
Crown, and later in the UK by Blackbird, who also
put out his poetry.

Kizerman’s reputation as a firebrand rests on his
novel Stand Up In The World, arguably his
best-known work. With its Malcolm X figure, no
nonsense politics and deep-set family values, the
book, like 4 Tear For The Strangers before it, was
originally written for the stage but was far more
successful as a novel. It sold over five thousand
copies and Kizerman soon became well-known on the
literary scene. Andrew Salkey, the renowned Jamai-
can novelist and essayist, introduced him to the
Caribbean Artists Movement and also wrote the
forward to I'm Here; yet by Kizerman’s own
admission he was not very active as a writer at this
time. But he was not idle. During this period, he
directed a documentary, The Awakening Begins,
which with many of the
post-colonial writers of the day, and his company was
now being sought by figures of international standing.

includes interviews

He met with Muhammad Ali, James Baldwin, Sam

Greenlee, Quincy Jones and many other celebrities
who became household names later in their careers.
When he did get back to writing, it was not to the
novel, but to verse and non-fiction. He completed his
second poetry collection, I Cried, along with a book
of conversations and politics, Views From James
Baldwin, and retained strong ties with Baldwin for
many years afterwards. His work took him all over
the world, from Europe to Africa to the US, and made
him many long-standing friends in the world of
literature and politics.

Strange, then, that today he is rarely mentioned
in the field of post-colonial studies. It might be be-
cause, whilst he himself is a product of West Indian
migration, his writings were focused on the growing
Black population in Britain, no matter where they
were from, as opposed to the ‘Final Passage’, which
was the fashion at the time. His stories are firmly
rooted in the concrete pavements, grey skies and cold
atmosphere to be found in England. It was a brave
stance to take then, and it is now.

Along with many other writers of the past and more
recent times, Rudolf Kizerman has been erased
from the literary history books: but he hasn’t been
forgotten. His fire has not died, and we must not
ignore it. When we met he was eager to inform me
that he was painting and writing a new book, Random
Killings, a response to the teenage murders all over
the country. I was pleased to sce that the no-nonsense,
passionate voice I read as a fledgling writer all those
years ago had not dissipated. It was both a reminder,
and a lesson.
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Tossing Green Bananas

by James W. Wood

I waited nervously outside the room in which Ted
Hughes and Sylvia Plath had taught in the early six-
ties, the room that had housed some of America’s
greatest poets - from Robert Lowell to Allan Ginsberg
to later figures like Robert Hass and Robert Pinsky.

I"d come for my first one-on-one tutorial. It was 1992
and I was a scholarship boy fresh off the plane from
Britain with a couple of letters of recommendation in
my pocket.Fumbling with nerves, I was about to meet
the man who, according to The Guardian two weeks
before, was a shoo-in for the soon-to-be-announced
Nobel Prize in Literature. I knocked once, maybe too
firmly.

“Come!”

I pushed the door open to find a tall, thin figure with
a salt-and-pepper moustache leaning back in his
chair, feet on the desk, smoking a cigarette with one
hand and holding a few sheets of paper with the other.
Weak September sunlight cut through the smoke,
wreathing his tough, weathered face. He wore a tweed
jacket and his trousers fell back from his socks to
reveal skin peeling from Caribbean sunburn.
Still seated, and with his cigarette now perched
precariously on his lower lip, he leaned forward to

shake hands.
“It’s James, right?”
I nodded.

“So tell me, James, how come you English are all
getting so political in your writing? I mean look at
this™, he held up one of my poems, Colossus, about
TV evangelism, “I was speaking to Martin about this
only a few weeks ago.”

Martin. He must mean Martin Amis...

“I was speaking to Martin about this and he couldn’t

give me a decent answer. I mean, why are you people
so political? You’re all so damn tight-arsed all the
time, right? Now, let me look at these poems of
yours...”

Such was my introduction to Derek Walcott, grand
old man of Caribbean letters. Actually, I'd met him
already, in my mind, having spent the previous two
months reading everything he’d written. Over the
course of the next year, the two of us would have
more than one stand-up argument and I would be,
quite rightly, publicly embarrassed for my youthful
arrogance and presumption.

Derek Walcott is, in the most literal sense, a
phenomenon, that is to say, an “extraordinary
occurrence” in Caribbean literature. His writing
stands outside what casual observers might consider
“Caribbean”, yet acts as an emblem of that culture to
the rest of the world. He neither rejects the European
tradition wholly nor slavishly embraces it, and this
cosmopolitan, heterogencous attitude to his influ-
ences informs his work, especially his later poetry.

Many commentators have lauded the era of Caribbean
writers fighting against a colonial inheritance, loosely
dubbed “the Empire writes back™, so fiercely that
the rebel label has stuck like left-over rum punch.
But, as with so many reputations accorded from afar,
the image of the ‘angry’ Caribbean writer is a thin
pastiche, almost a cliché, and, like most clichés, it
harbours an irritating grain of truth.

Much of Caribbean literature rests in the enormous
cultural shadow cast by the region’s music, a
hurricane that’s been blowing from the West Indies
around the world since the fifties. Our love of first ca-
lypso, then ska, reggae and, most recently, dancehall
and ragga, has defined the modern perception of the
Caribbean for outsiders. Many of the best-known
Caribbean poets have drawn their inspiration from
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the rhythms of dub and reggae, most famously Linton
Kwesi Johnson, Benjamin Zephaniah and of course
John Agard:

“But listen Mr Oxford don/
I'm a man on the run/

And a man on the run/

Is a dangerous one/

I ent have no gun/

I ent have no knife/

But mugging the Queen’s English/
Is the story of my life.”

Caribbean poetry celebrates the fantastic inventivness
found everywhere in the islands; a spirit of invention
that finds its way into language as easily as it does
music, art, food and drink, from Peter Tosh coining
terms like “the shitstem™ and “politricks”, through
to the rhythmical assault of dub poets. Thematically,
emancipation and the search for identity are
prevalent, unsurprising given the islands’ histories of
colonialism and slavery - but more subtle, and
arguably more important, are the themes of defiance

and morality in Caribbean verse.

Seventy-plus years ago, Claude Mackay’s “If we
must die” helped inspire the English-speaking world
when it was quoted by Winston Churchill during
a WWII radio broadcast. Yet how many of those
listening knew the words came from the first man to
publish poetry in Jamaican patois, a man who was
an internationalist socialist and leading figure of the
Harlem renaissance?

“Like men we’ll face the cowardly, murderous pack
Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!”

This poem’s appeal to Churchill’s fighting spirit
is obvious; less so is the fact that it summed up a
current of rage and frustration in Caribbean writing
of the 1920s and 30s that has continued unabated
to the present day. And that rage is not confined
to the repressive political situation engendered by
Colonialism; it’s a rage that also finds its target in
the injustices of time or circumstance taking us away
from the people love:

and places we

You are a traveller to them.

A ‘West Indian working in England’...
Sponging off the state. Our languages
Remain pidgin like our dark, third,
Underdeveloped world ...

Once in a blue moon, when guilt’s

A private monsoon, posted to a remote
Part of the planet they can’t pronounce.
They 'd like to keep us there.

Fred D’ Aguiar, “Letter from Mama Dot”

Creativity and resistance, creativity as
a rage against the immoral, the use of humour to

resistance,

confound the oppressor, and a love of the paradisical
landscapes of home. So much could be said to be
essential to the fabric of Caribbean verse, and they’re
all elements that can be found in Walcott’s work:

“I'm just a red nigger who loves the sea
I have a sound Colonial education.

I have Dutch, English and Nigger in me
And either I'm nobody, or I'm a nation!”

“The Schooner Flight”

“The blades of the oleander were rattling like green
knives,

The palms of the breadfiuit shrugged, and a hissing
ghost

Recoiled in the casuarinas.”

“Homecoming”

Walcott, then, presents himself as
“Caribbean”
European might conceive it. But the binds that
connect Walcott to his homeland go deeper than his

identifiably
in the sense that an American or

surface identity as a writer and a man. Walcott’s
concept of history is analogous to E.M.Forster’s
concept of fiction; that is to say, just as Forster could
imagine all writers working together in a giant room,
Walcott is conscious of all history being present in a
moment:

“Poetry, which is perfection’s sweat but which must

secem as fresh as the raindrops on a statuc’s brow,
combines the natural and the marmoreal; it conjugates
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Rag Love

by M. J. Hyland

‘ ” Je stood in the shade of the Orient Line

ticket-booth at Circular Quay and watched
the passengers leave the Oriana. It wasn’t yet eight
o’clock but the sun was burning hot and bright.
Trudy wore a tight red dress that morning. It wasn’t
an evening gown, but it was long and low-cut and it
showed the good and the bad of her — the roundness of
her hips, the plumpness of her rear, and the growing
band of her belly. I wore my best clothes, a pale blue
linen suit, and a lemon shirt to go with the jacket. |
suppose we looked just the part for our plan.

Although we were skint, Trudy was certain things
would soon change; that one day we’d take a luxury
liner from Sydney to Southampton, the ship lit up like
a private city, a thousand happy people, including us,
asleep in their beds.

“It’s so hot,” she said, and she took a handkerchief
from her handbag and wiped her neck.

“It’ll be air-conditioned on the ship,” I said.

She smiled and she was happy. “Maybe they’ll give
us something to drink.”

“Yeah,” I said. “They’ll probably give us some cold
lemonade.”

“Made with real lemons,” she said.

When the last passenger had left the ship, and the
deckhand came with the chain to close the gangway,
Trudy asked the woman at the ticket-booth if she
could speak to the captain.

“We have an appointment for a private tour,” she
said.

“May I have your name?”

“Mr and Mrs James Brailey.”

The woman found our booking, asked to see some
identification, and told us to wait. She also told us that
the captain was busy and wouldn’t be able to meet us
‘in person’.

“A purser will come,” she said, without looking at our
faces.

Our plan was going to need a fair whack of luck. We
needed to convince the purser that we were going to
book a penthouse cabin on the Oriana’s next voyage

and that we were the right class of people. Once we
found out where the penthouses were, we’d give our
bribe to the purser so we could be left alone for awhile
and, when the door was locked, and we had it all to
ourselves, it’d be just like we were rich passengers,
and we’d make love on our luxurious bed, just the
way she’d always talked about.

The night before, when we’d sat up late, Trudy told
me she’d love me for all eternity and she said, “I want
to go on a big ship with you more than anything in the
world.” And I told her I wanted exactly what she
wanted. But the money we’d saved to pay the purser
could have paid our rent and most of our bills, and 1
suppose I knew it was all a stupid pipe-dream. And
yet, [ went along for her. I wanted to go on the private
tour of the liner, and pretend to be rich, because I
wanted to do it all with her. I didn’t tell her that I was
certain she’d want the money and the ocean cruise no
matter what bloke she was with. I wanted it because
she wanted it, so we could have it together. But I felt
sick with the certainty that she just wanted it, and
would want it even if her husband was a different hus-
band.

We didn’t have to wait long for a purser to fetch us.
“I’m sorry for the delay,” he said. Even though he had
acne, some of it swollen and red near his mouth, his
English accent made him seem handsome and better
than me. “It’s been no nuisance at all,” said Trudy, in
a posh voice, an accent more like the purser’s.

We walked up the gangway, and Trudy held my
hand as we passed the sign that said, “NOTICE
TO PASSENGERS - THE SHIP STOPS AT
SYDNEY HARBOUR FOR FOUR HOURS.
ARRANGEMENTS SHOULD BE MADE TO
RETURN TO THE SHIP BY NOON.” The purser
stopped walking and turned round. Was there
anything special you wanted to see?” Trudy told him
she ‘especially’ wanted to see the swimming pool
and the grand ballroom. “Then we’ll start with the
swimming pool,” he said. Trudy smiled and let go of
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Q&A
...with Ellah Allfrey

llah Allfrey’s job as Deputy Editor of Granta
E is as enviable as it is challenging. She joined
the distinguished magazine in 2009 after making her
name as an editorial assistant at Penguin and
later as an editor at Jonathon Cape. Her passion
for world literature has earned her a well-deserved
reputation in the industry for an off-piste approach to
commissioning and publishing new writing.

Born in Zimbabwe, where she lived until the age
of five, Ellah moved with her family to America
speaking only Shona. Her mother used books to teach
her English. “T guess I’m lucky that the connection
between books and the potential for new worlds was
made for me at a very ecarly age.” By the time she
could speak English she had developed a stutter. As
part of her treatment, her speech therapist prescribed
reading aloud good old children’s classics such as The
Lion, The Witch And The Wardrobe. The book helped
to cure her stutter and sparked her lifelong love affair
with fantasy fiction and later science fiction.

As a child, Ellah’s home was wall to wall with books.
“My father was a novelist and journalist. Literature
was all around me. It seemed to be in the very air [
breathed.” It’s surprising, then, that she didn’t enter
publishing until her thirtics. Before that she had a
variety of jobs, all of which she hated. The nadir was
working as an administrator for a firm of lease bro-
kers in the City. “Very nice money, but I was so un-
happy that my husband made me quit and pointed out
that since I spent all my time and quite a bit of money
on books I should find a way to make that pay me.”

Turning her back on the City, she landed a temp job at
Penguin and forged a new vocation in her beloved
world of books.

Shanthi Govender asked Ellah Allfrey some burning
questions about equality and justice, literary tastes
and publishing leg-ups.

Shanthi Govender (SG): Were you inspired by your
education?

Ellah Allfrey (EA): I have fond memories of all
my schools, from the nursery at Wheaton College,
Mlinois, where they thought it would be a good idea
to teach us how to touch type (an invaluable skill, as
it turned out), to Bishops-lea Prep school in Harare,
with its complete collection of Nancy Drew And The
Hardy Boys, to Arundel Girls’ School in Harare,
where I was head librarian. T went to university at an
incredibly nurturing liberal arts college in Goshen,
Indiana, which was run by the Mennonite Church.
They had questioning, intelligent, wise professors
who were indulgent of my bolshy young self when 1
insisted on an English curriculum that didn’t depend
on me solely reading dead white males. T was a
communications major and have two degrees in the
subject. I don’t regret not reading English, but if I
ever went back to full time education, it would be so
I could spend my days reading novels.

SG: It seems you’ve always been interested in writers
at the edges of the mainstream. Does this come from
a sense of equality and justice or a desire to see
something of yourself and your experience in the
work?

EA: I publish books that I want to read. It’s really as
simple as that. And my interests are wide-ranging,
perhaps even undisciplined: history, science fiction,
science, geography, crime, and as much literary fic-
tion as I can ingest. Reading is about pleasure, and
that pleasure includes learning and escape. So I
wouldn’t say it was about equality and justice at all, at
least not in any conscious way I can lay claim to.
Anyone interested in the world will want stories from
all over the world, written by different kinds of
people. To my mind the writers I like and publish are
certainly not at the edges of the mainstream - in fact
they don’t see themselves as at the edges of anything.
Their stories are at the centre of human experience.

SG: Which new writers excite you the most?
EA: DI've recently published a young American
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