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Editorial – As you will notice, this issue is thinner than 
usual.  Unfortunately,  illness and other issues have kept 
me from making the expected progress with the press this 
year, which is why little has been released so far. Other 
than  a  longer-than-usual  wait,  subscribers  will  be 
unaffected  as  they  will  receive  the  issues  they've 
subscribed to. Those of you with a 'Season Ticket' won't 
lose out – if I'm not able to make the shortfall up before 
the end of the year, I'll  extend your subscription by an 
equal period. To all of you, and those of you waiting to 
receive booklets, my apologies for the delay.

The best way to keep up with what's happening is 
to join the Atlantean Publishing group on Facebook – not 
only will you hear the latest news first, you're also able to 
query me and interact with other group members.

This  issue  is  the  first  to  be  in  PDF format.  If 
you're online and would like to receive PDFs in future, 
just  let  me  know  via  email.  PDF  copies  will  be  free 
(although  donations  will  be  gratefully  received).  Print 
copies will continue to remain available, so don't worry if 
you're not online!

Best,
DJ Tyrer,

   Editor

The Atlantean Publishing Blog is at :
http://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com

Editorial Address
4 Pierrot Steps
71 Kursaal Way
Southend-on-Sea

Essex, SS1 2UY, UK

Email :  atlanteanpublishing@hotmail.com

Copies of The Supplement are available for £1.20 
in the UK and £2.50/US$5/€5 overseas.

Available as a PDF for free.

Please note that we take no liability for cash sent 
through the post. Sterling cheques and postal orders 

must be payable to DJ Tyrer.

PayPal :  You can now pay through 
https://www.paypal.me/DJTyrer

The website with access to the wiki and copies of 
Awen Online is located at :

http://atlanteanpublishing.blogspot.co.uk/

Data Dump
For all the genre 

poetry news send 80p/
$2 to Steve Sneyd for 

an issue from :

Hilltop Press,
4 Nowell Place, 
Almondsbury,
HD5 8PB, UK

......................

Rhysling Award Nominees

Steve  Sneyd's  poem  The  Case  of  
Trying  Too  Hard (published  in 
Monomyth) and DJ Tyrer's poem A 
Butterfly  In  Carcosa (published  in 
Yellow  Leaves)  have  been 
nominated for the Rhysling Award.
…..................................................

Send us all your latest news to the 
editorial address.

Available Now

Tigershark ezine #9

The  'Death  and  Disaster'  issue 
features  prose  fiction  by  Edward 
Ahern,  Diane  Arrelle,  Bryn  Fortey, 
Norman  Klein,  Denny  Marshall,  JJ 
Steinfeld and DJ Tyrer, and poetry by 
Emanuelle  Cartagena,  Aeronwy 
Dafies,  JD  DeHart,  John  A.  De 
Laughter, Neil K. Henderson, Denny 
Marshall,  Frederick  J.  Mayer,  Scott 
Thomas  Outlar,  Wayne  Russell, 
Richard Stevenson, Allyson Whipple, 
and Abigail Elizabeth Ottley Wyatt.

For your free copy of the new issue 
and any of the previous eight issues, 
email

tigersharkpublishing@hotmail.co.uk

Contributions  are  now being sought 
for future issues – visit the website at

 https://tigersharkpublishing.
wordpress.com/home/

for more details.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

New From Atlantean Publishing

Mars
Our latest booklet is now available 
to  order  with  an  excellent  cover 
image  by  Chris  Catt  James  and 
poetry from Joseph Bouthiette Jr., 
Andrew  Darlington,  Aeronwy 
Dafies,  DS  Davidson,  Robert 
Ensor,  Bryn Fortey,  John Hartley, 
Pamela  Harvey,  Steve  Sneyd, 
Christina  Sng,  DJ  Tyrer,  Neal 
Wilgus, and Matthew Wilson; plus 
stories  by  JJ  Stanfield,  and  DS 
Davidson.

Just £3 or £6/US$12/€12 from the 
editorial address or via PayPal.



Review by Neil K. Henderson

Glasgow Celtic 
Twitchers' Society
a novella by Hugh Bradley

102 pp. €10.00, ISBN 978-0-
9931143-1-1

Hugh Bradley, 30 St Fackna’s Terrace, 
Skibbereen, Co. Cork, EIRE

A psychic odyssey takes the chemically 
altered Shug and Tam from a housing 
scheme in Glasgow to Burundi, Africa, 
where  the  parrots  are  talking 
Glaswegian  thanks  to  the  involvement 
of  a  drunk  Glasgow-educated  eco-
warrior,  to  the Isle  of  Skye where the 
mobile librarian has an identity crisis in 
Gaelic,  then  to  Hackney  where  it  all 
goes dark and Shug meets his absentee 
father in an underground tunnel at three 
in the morning. Many drink- and drug-
fuelled escapades intervene.

At last they reach the cleansing 
air of County Cork where re-integration 
and  self-fulfilment  follow  the  social 
alienation and spiritual disintegration of 
the  past.  All  manner  of  peculiar,  and 
downright  mad,  events  and  seemingly 
random ‘accidents’ are  finally  seen  to 
have been part of a larger pattern going 
on in the world while our heroes were 
busy losing battles with their egos. The 
still  drunk,  but  getting  sober,  African 
eco-warrior turns up in time to decipher 
a message from the Irish dolphins. (It’s 
all  in  the  clicks,  man.)  Interspecies 
communication saves us all in the end.

If  this  sounds  a  bit  dippy-
trippy,  let  me  reassure  you  that  the 
whole  is  written  with  panache  and 
earthy humour that grips the reader and 
draws him into its tragic-absurd world 
where events move swiftly from one set 
of colourful circumstances to the next - 
at times bamboozling, at others moving, 
even  painful,  but  never  dull  for  a 
moment. The dry, often surreal, humour 
is  delivered  in  a  distinctive  Glasgow 
voice  (glossary  at  the  front)  which 
keeps us firmly grounded in the nitty-
gritty,  whatever  the  bold  adventurers 
think is happening. (The weirdest parts 
are when what they think is happening, 
actually is.)                                         

For  all  the  anarchic  humour, 
this book will make you think – about 
identity,  about  synchronicity,  about 
natural  justice  and  the  role  of  the 
individual  in  society,  about  society 
itself, about drink and drugs, about loss, 
about prayer, about the power of square 
sausage. Above all, it is about hope. The 

author has a gift for showing us psychic 
disconnection  from  the  inside,  but  he 
doesn’t leave us there. He knows where 
the light is at the end of the tunnel and 
skilfully leads us to it. Glasgow Celtic 
Twitchers’  Society  is  upbeat  and 
uplifting,  and might even change your 
life.  (Warning:  contains  bird-watching 
references.)

Hugh Bradley says in his intro 
that Glasgow Celtic Twitchers’ Society 
is to be the first book in a trilogy. Let us 
hope this is no idle threat. Come ahead, 
big man, and show us yer stuff!
…............................................................

Review By Paul Murphy

Educating Rita
by Willy Russell

at the Lyric Theatre, Belfast
on the 4th of March, 2016

Directed by Emma Jordan
Starring Michael James Ford as Frank

And Kerri Quinn as Rita

This chalk and cheese drama details 
the relationship between an alcoholic 
Professor  of  English  and  his  Open 
University student, Rita.  He is an all 
washed-up alcoholic drifting between 
whisky-fuelled remorse, a relationship 
with wife Julia seemingly on the rocks 
and his albeit reluctant attempts to re-
make a woman after his own image.  

The  play’s  obvious 
antecedents  are  John  Milton’s 
Paradise Lost  (God’s creation of man 
and  woman  and  the  account  of  the 
Fall.),  Mary  Shelley’s  Frankenstein 
(man becoming God through creation 
of new life.  This becomes a monster 
since created in the image of a ‘fallen’ 
creature.),  George  Bernard  Shaw’s 
Pygmalion  (a  Professor’s  attempt  to 
create an upper class woman from a 
Covent  Garden  flower  seller  thus 
demonstrating that class is as tangible 
and profound as are rounded vowels 
and pronounced aitches). If anything, 
these  all  too  palpable  influences 
remain  unacknowledged  and  the 
script  seems  to  strain  to  point  to 
further  texts  possibly  in  order  to 
obviate them but this strategy hardly 
works.   Frankenstein  is  covertly 
acknowledged since the texture of the 
play  and  its  language  could  hardly 
allow any of the above texts to remain 
unmentioned.

Educating  Rita  is  full  of  the 
love  of  literature  as  a  means  to 
enlightenment  but  there  is  also  a 
social critique hidden in the text.  Rita 
begins  as  a  working-class  woman, 
whose real name is Susan for she has 

now taken the name of an author of 
pulp  romance  novels  she  admires, 
who  enthuses  about  the  pulp  fiction 
she  reads,  the  child  (her  husband 
desires  but)  she  hardly  wants,  the 
husband who suspects her visits to a 
Professor signify much more.

Rita  wants  to  realise  herself 
before  she  is  ready  to  become  a 
mother.  In short, she feels trapped in 
a  working-class  milieu  she  hates, 
detests  but  senses  instinctively  that 
there is much more to life.  Rita hardly 
understands  how  to  go  about  the 
necessary  yet  painful  route  to  self-
realisation.

At  first  the  Professor  is 
astonished  by  her  gauche  manner 
and  naïve  understanding  and 
equivocates but Rita also possesses 
a  fresh,  untutored  and  spontaneous 
approach  to  her  subject.   The  only 
seeming  barrier  to  their  own 
relationship beginning to flower is his 
unkempt  manner  and  looks.   Rita 
works  as  a  hairdresser  and  quickly 
realises that the Professor looks much 
older  than  he  actually  is  as  a 
consequence  of  his  self-neglect, 
something she wants to change.  Rita 
desires  change  in  her  life  but  the 
Professor,  Frank,  cannot  move 
forward.  Like Tracey Emin’s criticism 
of  certain  artists  Frank  is  ‘Stuck! 
Stuck! Stuck!’.  

Rita’s  personal  growth  is 
underlined by her  change of  clothes 
after every scene but the tactic seems 
superficial  and  trite  since  Rita 
announces that  there is  more to  life 
than  buying  new  dresses.   The 
booming soundtrack between scenes 
perhaps  indicates  a  temporal 
development from Van the Man to the 
Undertones to Stiff Little Fingers and 
their Alternative Ulster (which seemed 
better  sung  and  scored  than 
originally).

The  Northern  Irish  setting 
offers a further context, indicating that 
Rita’s  situation  is  a  consequence  of 
the times she survives through.  It’s a 
bit  easier  to  listen  to  than  the 
(possibly  unlistenable  to)  electronic 
synthesizer  score  used  in  the  film 
version  where  Michael  Caine played 
Frank and Julie Walter as Rita.   In the 
film version the characters that Frank 
and  Rita  mention  in  the  play  are 
depicted and a good deal of  context 
that  the  play  must  ignore  make  the 
work  more  spacious  and 
comprehensible.

The texts they encounter also 
reveal  keys  to  their  own  inherent 
mutual  sympathy.   Firstly,  Rita  picks 
up   Howards  End   by   E.M.  Forster.

cont. Page 4



Letter To The Editor

Dear DJ,
I've had an enjoyable time with 

the  Awen – exciting at times.  India by 
Nick  Armbrister  was  a  super  piece  of 
imagination. Loved it. Gordon Scapens 
work  never  ceases  to  please  (both 
pieces),  either.  I've  enjoyed  him 
elsewhere, as well.

Best,
Sally Plumb

Dear DJ,
Loved the story in Awen about 

the zombie going home; after all those 
seasons of  The Walking Dead,  it  was 
cool seen from the other side. My short 
story,  Interference,  is  about  Number 
Stations, which are a real phenomenon 
– the  examples  in  my story are  taken 
from actual transcripts. As for what they 
mean, who knows?

Best,
Phil Knight

Dear DJ,
Have  now  read  Monomyth 

15.2.  Great  cover  by Christopher  Catt 
James. Skin Deep by Amanda Courtney 
was a nice little teaser – I'd have liked 
to see that developed into a full story. If 
Mills & Boon are looking for any Dark 
Age  settings,  I  should  think  Joseph 
Reed's  Legend  of  Hengist  and  Horsa 
would fit their bill. It didn't do anything 
for  me,  though.  The  tone  was 
completely wrong.

I  enjoyed  The  Girl  on  the  
Beach. Lots of procedural detail to keep 
the reader hooked. The ending seemed a 
bit sudden, but I guess that's a limitation 
of  short-story  crime.  Celine  Rose 
Mariotti's Living On A Shoestring made 
me laugh. Having worked in 'research' 
at Glasgow, the second oldest university 
(fourth  in  Britain),  I  can  firmly  state 
there was no “smell  of  books and old 
papers”  -  just  the  usual  office  smells, 
mixed  with  the  occasional  whiff  of 
student.  (Maybe  all  the  smelly  books 
and old papers are in Tennessee, now?)

Between  this  issue  of 
Monomyth and the latest  Tigershark, 
I'm not seeing a lot of SF or generally 
unusual writing. Where have the more 
interesting writers gone?

Yours, with a whiff of porridge 
and old haggises,

Neil K. Henderson

The Editor Replies – Tennessee? Well, I 
do believe the next issue of Tigershark 
is  hoping  to  address  that  balance 

somewhat. Hopefully, some will take up 
your challenge and send me some SF or 
offbeat writing.

Dear DJ,
Thanks for recent issues of The 

Supplement.  The  review  of  The 
Bargee made it sound much better than 
it was; I saw it on TV and, yes, the fight 
scenes  had  been cut  for  language,  but 
even with them back in, it  can't really 
remove  the  soap  opera  drudge  of 
slipping from room to room for dull and 
bored  dialogue.  The  actors  were  far 
better  than  it  deserved  and,  without 
them, it  wouldn't  have even made TV 
let alone movie chains.

Never been able to write things 
satisfactorily with restrictions. Reminds 
me of school art classes when we had to 
paint  with  a  choice  of  three  subjects: 
Nothing  ever  worked.  Fortunately,  I 
managed  to  drop  it  at  exam  time. 
Possibly I'll get an idea that will fit into 
the  style  of  Wodehouse  or  Edgar 
Wallace or Erle Stanley Gardiner, but it 
wouldn't happen if the character had to 
have  a  specific  name  –  also  some 
locations I know nothing about are hard 
– I can't have canals in Berlin or hang-
gliders  in  Manhattan,  so  I  get  bogged 
down and it doesn't work out.

Liked  the  Sneyd  piece  on 
Taliesin myth. It's perfectly believable if 
you look at it from the King's point of 
view. Any excuse to cut the folderol and 
protocol of the Bardic system would be 
welcomed  and  the  final  'bluff'  of 
bringing  the  storm  would  put  the 
situation  firmly  in  Maelgwn's  control. 
Any vantage point like Deganwy could 
see an approaching storm an hour ahead 
and  the  King  would  have  recognised 
this.  So,  far  from being frightened,  he 
would have been impressed enough to 
drag Elphin out of the dungeon (whose 
only  crime,  probably,  was  that  of 
supporting  the  wrong  team)  and 
chucking  in  the  boring  bards  instead. 
He could always recapture Elphin later 
on, if he wanted to.

Enjoyed,  too,  the  Sneydian 
explanation  of  Bard's  'under  new 
management' possibly spotting a chance 
to be sacked rather than be beheaded – 
couldn't  see  Deganwy as  an  ideal  site 
for  heavy  taxation,  although  history 
claims  that  lands  stretched  out  further 
seaward  in  those  times.  (There  may 
have  been  mining  and  sea  trade  we 
know  little  of,  but  chances  are  they 
were all living too high on the hog for 
sustainability.

Which  compares  nicely  with 
Phil Emery's interesting Slow Fade, and 
the  origins  of  the  Judge  Dredd-style 
non-hero,  which  led  many  to  lean  in 
favour of wanting the 'bad' guys to win.

The  concept  of  the  'graphic 
novel',  I  always  found,  and  still  do, 
incredibly  dull.  In  order  not to  be  a 
'comic' in dandified clothing, there can 
be  no  melodrama,  humour,  plot  or 
imparting  of  wisdom (however  basic). 
All  too  deconstructivist  for  me. 
Nevertheless,  it's  always  handy  to 
recognise bad apples.

However,  I'm  definitely  in 
favour of Neil  K. Henderson's graphic 
novel  idea  –  can  just  imagine  some 
ghastly  scoreboard  being  blown-up  in 
every third frame, although I'd prefer a 
different umpire to Dylan Thomas, who 
I feel would favour Ted Hughes because 
of  his  penchant  for  the  'coal-black, 
crow-black night' and a tendency to be 
distracted  by  passing  wenches.  Which 
leads me to feel Patience Strong might 
fit an unbiased role here. (Gosh, I can 
hear Henderson's expletives already!)

And  speaking  of  Dylan 
Thomas, Phil Knight's  poem throws up 
the mystery of the 'trouser thief'. I know 
Thomas  stole  shirts,  socks  and 
underwear in  his  inability to  negotiate 
laundry  in  those  pre-laundromat  days, 
but  don't  know  any  reference  to 
trousers.  Maybe  some  confusion  with 
the transatlantic definition of 'pants' has 
thrown  this  up,  but  none  of  the 
supposedly-comprehensive  biographies 
mention it.

Keep smiling,
Andy Robson

Dear DJ,
Mars is excellent. Some really 

good  poems  in  here,  as  well  as  J.J. 
Steinfeld's  wonderful,  Ray  Bradbury-
inspired story, The Old Neighbourhoods 
of Mars. Really enjoyed it.

Best,
DS Davidson

More letters next issue!
…............................................................

Submissions Wanted

Moon
Submissions are now sought on 
the theme of the Moon for a new 
poetry  (and  possibly  prose) 
booklet. Although the focus is 
primarily  on  speculative 
fiction, all lunar poems will 
be considered.



cont. from page 2
The Professor  points  out  perhaps to 
Rita’s chagrin that Forster was an out 
and out homosexual but  their  banter 
foregrounds  Rita’s  punning  attempts 
to  undermine  the  Professor’s 
authority.   Sarcasm being the lowest 
form  of  wit  is  Rita’s  self-defence 
mechanism.   Indeed,  she  often 
succeeds  in  getting  her  points  over 
and  ultimately  rejects  Forster  as  a 
consequence  of  his  uncaringness 
about the poor.

She  feels  from  evidence  in 
the text that  Howards End  is a novel 
that  seeks  to  shut  out  the  poor  or 
rather  to  ignore  them.   As  the 
Professor  rightly  says  a  legitimate 
work of literature need not entertain or 
depict  the  poor  but  Rita  is  ready  to 
instantaneously  dismiss  Forster  and 
all  his  works.   Later  a  phrase  from 
Howards  End circles  and  re-circles, 
‘only connect’ declares the Professor 
quoting Forster yet it seems that the 
connections  between  the  Professor 
and  Rita  hang  by  a  thread  or  are 
seemingly  impalpable.   Rita’s  views 
can  be  superficial,  just  as  her 
submission  of  an  essay  on  Henrik 
Ibsen’s play  Peer Gynt simply noting 
that  it  would  be best  produced as a 
radio play.

Rita’s  problem  is  that  she 
cannot  bring  her  work  home  as  a 
consequence  of  her  husband’s 
controlling  behaviour  and  she  can 
hardly  study at  work  either.   By this 
stage  of  their  teacher-student 
relationship  Rita  is  beginning to  find 
that she is changing but her husband 
and social context refuses to.

She discovers that  education 
is  a  means  of  empowerment, 
empowerment over her social context 
and  her  husband.   Rita’s  husband 
clearly  believes  that  he  has  her 
exactly where he wants her but when 
Rita’s self-esteem begins to rise, her 
essays  and  ideas  become 
increasingly  sophisticated  under  the 
Professors  tutelage,  and  he 
eventually shows her the door.   Rita 
goes to live with her mother and now 
finds that she can be an independent 
woman in control of her own life and 
destiny.

She  becomes  increasingly 
confident and eventually her visits to 
the Professor become a hindrance to 
her  own  self-development.   She 
anticipates  the  poetry  of  Blake  by 
quoting Blake’s poem The Sick Rose 
to  the  Professor  who  is  enthusing 
about the subject without knowing that 

Rita  encountered  the  poem  at 
summer  school  where  another 
teacher introduced her to it.

Rita is anticipating where she 
once  followed  in  the  shadow  of  the 
Professor  who is  now the subject  of 
complaints  from  his  students,  a 
consequence of falling off the lecture 
stage  worse  the  wear  from  drink 
during a lecture.  He shows Rita his 
own poetry which he then subjects to 
a  damning  critique  as  failed, 
pretentious, humourless drivel, tearing 
it  to pieces but  Rita  disagrees.   For 
her there is something real and driven 
about  the  Professor  and  his  poetry 
bears  the  same qualities  although  it 
may  not  seem  that  way  to  the 
audience.

Rita’s  role  is  relatively 
straightforward,  her  rise  and 
increasingly  buoyant  existence. 
However, the Professor's part is more 
difficult and unattractive since it charts 
the  demise  of  a  man  enjoying  a 
brilliant  career  into  a  whisky  sodden 
wreck but Michael James Ford carries 
the role, hardly putting a step wrong. 

The  part  is  particularly 
demanding  in  a  two  hander  that  is 
also rich in verbal twists and turns, for 
instance  Rita  who  initially  believes 
that  Yeats  is  a  wine  lodge  and  her 
sarcastic  aplomb.   The  play  is  very 
text  driven  and  this  interpretation 
tends to focus on the text for there are 
no scene changes, only Rita’s change 
of costume and the music.

Ultimately  the  Professor  is 
being moved on by the university to a 
prolonged  sabbatical  in  Australia  for 
two years although its presumed that 
he will never return.  He proposes that 
Rita accompany him but she hesitates 
and  eventually  obliges  her  original 
intentions  by  giving  the  Professor  a 
quick trim.

The  ending  fails  to  offer  the 
kind  of  romantic  resolution  that  the 
bodice  rippers  and  mushy  romantic 
pulp fiction that Rita initially enjoys do 
but  that  is  perhaps  Willy  Russell’s 
point.   It  is  easier  to  imagine  Rita 
moving  into  the  Professor’s  study 
after  waving  him  goodbye,  then 
resuming her pursuit of literature and 
possibly  penning  better  poems  than 
the Professor was ever capable of.

In the end this seems almost 
to be revenge fiction, a woman getting 
her  own  back  on  the  men  who 
oppress  her,  her  husband  who  has 
only  one  thing  on  his  mind  and  the 
stuck in a rut Professor.  Anyway it is 
Rita who is really moving.
….........................................................

Review By Neal Wilgus

Codex Jermyn
By Cardinal Cox

Free for SAE from 58 Pennington, Orton 
Goldhay, Peterborough, PE2 5RB, UK.

If  the  title  begins with 'Codex',  chances 
are  it's  poet  Cardinal  Cox  doing  HP 
Lovecraft.  Codex  Jermyn  is  the  eighth 
such  pamphlet  by  Cox  and  consists  of 
nine rhyming poems loosely based on the 
Lovecraft short story Arthur Jermyn.

The HPL story is one of his lesser 
efforts and involves eldritch doings in the 
Congo by several generations of Jermyns 
mating  with  apes.  Fortunately,  Cox 
doesn't dwell much on such horrors, but 
generates  poems  about  other  ape-like 
beings,  such  as  the  apes  of  Djehuty  in 
Egypt,  Hanuman  of  India  and  the 
Voormis  of  Hyperborea.  There  are  also 
appearances by Lord Greystoke and that 
critter  from  the  Rue  Morgue,  and 
reference to the “ape-like Edward Hyde” 
and  even  the  Yeti.  As  usual,  what  Cox 
doesn't cover in verse, he comments on in 
notes at the bottom of each page.

Read it – don't monkey around!
...................................................................................

All Three Volumes Available To Order

James Bond &
The Giant Peach

James Bond in...
Golden Idol

James Bond in...
Quantum of Something

Better than Spectre – DJ Tyrer

Get  all  three  instalments  of  DJ  Tyrer's 
comic trilogy for the bargain price of just 
£6  (UK)  or  £12/US$24/€24  from  the 
editorial address or via PayPal.

Send us you news, reviews, articles and letters of comment!



STEVE SNEYD:
FROM MARS TO 

MARSDEN 
- THE UNTOLD STORY

By Andrew Darlington

He is Britain’s – and possibly the world’s most 
widely  published  poet.  He’s  been  featured 
regularly,  week-by-week,  month-by-month, 
year-by-year since the 1960’s in more strange, 
obscure, and esoteric journals than even he can 
possibly remember.  Now he’s singlehandedly 
resurrecting the ‘Genre SF’ poem as a unique 
and  distinctive  verse-form.  He  is  Steve 
Sneyd... 

From Mars to Marsden

Steve Sneyd can be a distracting interview.
He’s the guy sitting at the end of the 

bar, with a Philip K Dick paperback crammed 
conveniently into  his  corduroy jacket  pocket 
and an obscure crossword-completing word on 
the  tip  of  his  tongue.  Spinning  looping, 
leisurely soliloquies that lengthen for about the 
time it takes for a pint of best to settle, or for 
someone to get the next round in. As we talk 
he sketches zigzag castles and mythic faces on 
the  beer-mat,  scribbles  sudden  ideas  in 
interacting hieroglyphs of longhand script into 
the dog-eared flyleaf of the paperback in his 
pocket,  then  hand-rolls  a  matchstick-thin 
cigarette  infiltrating  a  fallout  of  tobacco 
strands  across  the  table  between  us.  He  has 
quotes,  phrases,  lines  and useful  expressions 
for future use in black biro on scraps of paper 
in every pocket. 

As  he  tells  Marge  Simon  ‘I’m 
endlessly  writing  such  bits  down  on  paper, 
always  carry  some,  and  a  pen,  or  into 
notebooks  –  though  the  problem is  the  vast 
majority never develop any further, just silt up 
in vast  accumulations of such scraps,  though 
sometimes,  years  later  even,  one  or  another 
will resurface and a poem will come together 
out  of  that  seed.  Ideas  can  come  from 
anywhere – flashbacks of memory, of places, 
people, events, items from the radio or books, 
curious facts or images, fragments of phrases, 
odd images springing to mind.’

And  he  talks.  He  talks  about 
everything  from  the  lost  galaxy-spanning 
poetry  of  obscure  American  fantasist  Lilith 
Lorraine, to an interminably convoluted comic 
routine about Bob Marley’s arrival in heaven, 
to tales of legendary Beat poetry heroics in the 
back  rooms  of  1970’s  Yorkshire  pubs,  and 
about  the  prehistory  of  Pennine  earthworks 
and  tumuli.  About  everything  –  in  fact,  but 
Steve Sneyd himself.

‘This whole thing has a sort of boot-
strapping quality’ he concedes warily, ‘ie, we 
find out what we’re talking about, by talking 
about it.’ But, once the train of ideas ignites, it 
rapidly assumes esoteric dimensions – shifting 
the question further from the personal at each 
remove.  ‘Maybe  it’s  more  a  worm  in  the 
programme. It gets in and you can’t get it out, 
so you have to talk it out. Like they used to 
lure the tapeworm out with a bit of whatever 
tapeworms like. It stuck its head out, and when 
you had enough of it for a loop, you rolled it 

around a knife-blade and kept rolling, and very 
steadily  you  pulled  the  whole  thing  out. 
Talking  about  poetry,  or  SF  poetry,  or  SF 
generally come to that, is like that. If you can 
get a handle on it, you should – in optimistic 
theory someway, get a grasp on all of it.’ He 
pauses. Flicks tobacco strands thoughtfully as 
the  ideas  continue.  ‘That’s  assuming...’  he 
elaborates, ‘that it isn’t so busy quick-silvering 
and changing that what you’ve got is the dead 
skin  it  just  shed.  To  switch  metaphors  from 
tapeworm to snake...’,  and he starts again to 
explain  further  why  poetry  cannot  be 
explained.

Perhaps  you  were  aware  that  – 
further  to  his  Amazing  Stories interview, 
Steve  Sneyd  was  nominated,  or  elected,  or 
appointed as ‘Grand Master of SF Poetry’, so 
some kind of honorific became appropriate…? 
Surely it was only a matter of time, and now 
constitutes  a  well-deserved  and  entirely 
appropriate  recognition  of  his  epic 
contribution to the genre. 

Odd that he didn’t actually start out 
with  that  Lit-orientation.  When  pressed  he 
estimates  that  ‘about  forty-percent’  of  his 
output  would  so  qualify.  ‘I’ve  never 
systematically  done  the  figures,  but  as  an 
impressionistic guess, would say about 40% of 
my published poetry has been SF, and overall 
perhaps  70%  has  been  genre.  Boundary 
drawing can be hard – eg. is a poem about the 
historical  Dracula  genre  or  ‘mainstream’?’  It 
seems  there  was  always  a  myth-continuum, 
and  bits  of  SF  imagery  surfacing  here  and 
there, but it only became more dominant later. 
Or  at  least  that’s  what  my immediate  recall 
tells me, without delving back through what he 
terms ‘the whatever decades’ of magazines and 
old small-press journals. 

Anyway – it also turned out that I’d 
been nominated, or elected, or appointed – in 
some way, to make the ‘Grand Master of SF 
Poetry’ presentation.  Although  by  then  he’d 
already received  it via airmail! He’d already 
received the Gold Chalice, or Scroll,  or Coat 
Of  Arms  or  whatever  it  was  from America. 
And we were required to fabricate some kind 
of  ceremony,  photographed  for  posterity,  to 
record  it  all.  Marge  Simon  (of  the  ‘Science 
Fiction  Poetry  Association’)  contacted  me 
through  ‘Facebook’ about  doing  it.  She’s  a 
lady who brooks no refusal. So we devised a 
joint  strategy to  meet  up  in  Huddersfield  to 
enact  this  arcane  ritual.  It  took  the  ‘New 
Horizons’ probe nine years to reach the Pluto 
system, we did marginally better than that…! 

It’s  cool,  with  just  a  promise  of 
drizzle. The fountains are arcing in the town 
square  adjacent  to  the  statue  of  former-PM 
Harold  Wilson.  We  sit  outside  the  ‘Kings 
Head’, a licensed premises uniquely dedicated 
to Jimi Hendrix, who is the ‘king’ on the pub-
sign. I’m wearing a Dan Dare ‘Mekon’ T-shirt 
in honour of the occasion. We talk, about how 
to actually  pronounce China Miéville’s name, 
about  Steve’s  recent  visit  to  his  brother  in 
Norfolk,  about  walking  the  West  Yorkshire 
canal  tow-paths,  and  about  a  night  at  the 
‘Builders’ where we both once watched poet 
Michael  Horovitz  perform.  Steve  can’t 
remember whether Horovitz interjected his set 
with blasts from his famous anglo-saxophone  
– ‘he said he’d been playing it at his gigs since 
the sixties,  a ‘mouth-harp wrapped in brown 

paper’, I don’t recall him using it when he read 
at  the  ‘Bleeders’,  the  gig you  wrote  up,  but 
maybe  it’s  one  of  my  myriad  memory 
glitches.’ I  assure him that yes,  Horovitz did 
indeed wield said mighty instrument. And the 
‘Builders’ – site of those ‘Inner Circle’ poetry 
events? Long gone.

Then  Steve carefully  extracts  the 
presentation plaque from the box in which it 
was posted to him across the Atlantic. A black 
resin monolith emblazoned with a comet-tailed 
star, and the legend ‘Steve Sneyd: SFPA Grand 
Master  Poet  2015’ etched  in  silver  lettering. 
Various  curious  photos  subsequently  take 
place,  some  of  then  snapped  by  a  bemused 
passer-by who is inveigled into the impromptu 
ceremony. The photos eventually appear in the 
SFPA  news-site  for  the  entertainment  and 
edification of all!

Afterwards we sit back on the pub-
seat  in  the  weak  sunshine,  and  Steve  sips 
reflectively at his pint. ‘I thought afterwards, 
possible  reason the  lady who volunteered  to 
take pics got so far away as soon as possible 
afterwards,  maybe  she  saw  words  ‘Grand 
Master’ on  offending  object  and  feared  was 
Crowley-style  occult  cult,  and  your  Mekon 
manifest of familiar/ demon familiar…?’

***

‘Ought to give up listening to World Service 
news,’ says  Steve  wearily,  ‘endless  litany of 
going-to-hell-in-handbaskets. Trouble is, I’m a 
news junkie and can’t stay off…’

To Fred Beak, writing the afterword 
of  Steve’s  200-page  collection  In  Coils  Of 
Earthen Hold, ‘the neglect of Steve Sneyd’s 
work is one of the mysteries of our poetic era.’ 
There’s  possibly something in  what  he says, 
but  neglect  is  not  what  you’d  normally 
associate  with  a  writer  responsible  for  over 
3000  magazine  appearances  and  a  near-
ubiquity in literary magazines for over thirty 
years. Steve is Britain’s most widely published 
poet,  and  one  of  the  world’s  top  ten  most 
frequently published, too.

He  also  figures  in  The 
Encyclopedia  Of  Science  Fiction for  his 
contribution to ‘genre’ poetry both as archivist, 
and scribe. So ‘neglect’ is relative. Perhaps by 
‘neglect’ Fred Beak means his exclusion from 
that  kind  of  self-congratulatory  Oxbridge 
clique massaging each other’s sterile celebrity 
from elitist London art-circles? In which case 
he could well  be correct.  If  such issues still 
have  relevance.  Which  surely  must  be 
marginal,  at  best.  Steve’s  voice is Yorkshire, 
and  it’s  too  vital,  too  involved,  too  real  for 
such distractions. He writes from Almondbury, 
Huddersfield, beneath the appropriately gaunt 
tower of Castle Hill. He muses that he never 
intended  Huddersfield  to  be  so  central,  but 
here he is, four decades later…

Steve  is  bearded  with  a  shaggy 
fringe of greying hair, and an air of constant 
pre-occupation.  Reading to an audience – as 
he  does  in  his  mesmeric  set  at  the 
Huddersfield  Poetry Festival,  he  can conjure 
time and space, myth and magic, history and 
futures  through  a  temporal  warp,  and  then 
back  to  the  Hotel  bar  again  with  a  bardic 
resonance that story-tells and weaves strange 
truths, ‘finding skulls under every grin.’ 



‘Poetry,  in  the  final  analysis’  he 
opines,  ‘is  surely nearer  –  or  can be,  to  the 
working of actual thought, than prose.’ But he 
takes  it  beyond  such  meagre  limitations. 
Writing dialogue with a dry kitchen sink sense 
of desperate ordinariness,  and line-breaks set 
to the rhythms of breath – ‘you go on and on, 
she  said,  you  repeat  yourself  endlessly,  she 
said,  you  whinge  and  moan,  she  said,  some 
time went by, you never talk to me, she said, 
there was nothing to be said’ (“A Season For 
Taking  Stock”).  While  above  such  drab 
domesticity  there’s  always  awareness  of  the 
sky.  The ‘Half-Moon… swollen could be her 
mother,  shrunk  could  be  her  daughter,  half-
face  missing  as  if  turned,  away from life...’ 
And  beyond  even  that  normality  there’s  a 
mythic depth behind actions that align with the 
symbols and rituals of lost archetypes – ‘wrote 
three lists – what  he feared most,  what  he’d 
done worst,  what he most wished he’d done, 
hung each on chosen tree – oak, ash, rowan – 
set each with fire. Collected ashes with, care. 
Buried in three holes between monster roots, 
then sang, light of burden at last’ (“Wildwood 
Days Recalled”).

***

Already active in the 1960’s, it was the 1970’s 
that  gave  Steve  a  wider  platform  of 
possibilities.  Beneath  the  (psychedelic) 
mushrooming underground press explosion – 
and  infected  by  its  anarcho-irreverence, 
looking as much to Dylan (Bob not Thomas) 
as  it  does  to  the  performance  legacy of  the 
Liverpool  Poets  and  the  persistent  viral 
illumination of the Beat Generation, the DIY 
small-press napalms the decade into the rudest 
of health. Traditional letterpress A5’s with neat 
wood-cut  illustrations  (Viewpoints)  interface 
with  cleanly-cluttered  photo-offset  collages 
(Global  Tapestry),  while  mimeo  –  typed 
directly  onto  limited-run  paper  templates, 
proliferates through SF-fandom (Lisa Conesa’s 
Zimri) while strange mauve spirit-duplication 
produces  Bogg – until the dense black-solids 
made  possible  by  Xerox  infiltrate  from  the 
Punk-press  towards  decade’s  end  (Sniffin 
Glue).  In  this  raging  firmament  the 
inspirational  Blake-Bardian  Mike  Horovitz 
lights  The Children Of Albion,  Jeff  Nuttall 
ignites  Bomb Culture,  while  Dave  Cunliffe 
and Jim Burns – already outlaw literary stars 
of the previous decade high-profile alongside 
George  Cairncross’  surreal  humour,  Dave 
Ward’s Liverpool urban, Barry Edgar Pilcher’s 
Beat-Zen, Pete Faulkner’s Rimbaud-Romantic, 
Tina Fulker’s brittle fragility, Derrick Butress’ 
precise dramas and Dave Caddy’s eco-rural.

While  an  International  Reply 
Coupon – or, in that post-Imperial twilight, a 
Commonwealth RC, could gain admittance to 
the equally rich diversity of an American or 
Australian  parallel  universe.  And  beyond... 
Steve Sneyd flourished as a visible presence in 
it all. Each format. Every niche and sub-niche. 
Few magazines came – or indeed, still come, 
without a page or three of his distinctive voice. 
And although it’s obviously absurd to suggest 
that evolution has not taken place – because it 
self-evidently has,  it’s equally true that early 
poems are as instantly recognisably Sneydian 

as are the latest. The shape. The breath-break 
punctuation. The chopped erudition... 

Selected  for  the  1994  Rhysling 
Awards Anthology Steve’s Why Vampires Do 
Not  Use  Their  Vote is  a  fine  balance  of  his 
style,  macabre  myth  interacting  with 
normality.  It  asks  ‘why  have  doors  for 
policemen to guard?’ answering ‘inaccessible 
windows are sufficient,  access to  my private 
dwelling.’ The dialogue continues, ‘in myself 
are a thousand lives, my older selves company 
me as I  require,’ and ‘shade is enough from 
sunlight’s  canker,  shade  and  soil  enough  of 
home, to fill a window-box my length.’

Inevitably,  as  perpetrator  of  the 
earlier  Riding  West magazine,  he  was  the 
obvious  co-ordinating  spirit  when  the  ‘Inner 
Circle’  decided  to  launch  its  own  print 
counterpart. As a series of Huddersfield-based 
live  events,  the  ‘Inner  Circle’  had  already 
staged guests such as bussed-in Dave Cunliffe 
as well as providing debut-audiences for new 
writers  and  musicians.  With  its  collectivist 
aspirations set to the pulse of the times – its 
title,  an  elision of  errors  on Steve’s  notepad 
fusing suggestions ‘Thud’ and ‘Ned Ludd’ into 
Ludds Mill, it went on through changes and 
oddnesses through to the dawn of the eighties. 
By  then  Steve’s  publishing  had  diversified 
through Hilltop Press, with irregular SF-poetry 
‘Data  Dumps’  linking  a  series  of  unique 
meticulously-researched  stand-alone’s 
documenting  neglected  slipstream  maverick 
names Robert Calvert  and Lillith Lorraine (a 
research  project  begun  in  1987,  with  a  bio 
section appearing in  Fantasy Commentator, 
and not ‘signed off’ until mid-2009 – although 
‘as  soon  as  book  comes  out  some  amazing 
new info about her life that should’ve been in 
will probably surface…’).

There’s  also  a  CD  by  Icarus 
Landing,  Steve’s  legendary  word-of-mouth 
underground performance-art duo. His poems 
delivered  in  a  thick monotone  the  colour  of 
Pennine  Bitter,  pointed  up  by  slurs  of 
betraying  Yorkshire  inflections,  in  spaces 
provided  by  Dave  Jaggar’s  Blues 
improvisations.  Jaggar,  he  of  Spider  Lee 
Brown and the Champion Jack Dupree Band, 
plays  dextrous  guitar  and  –  on  “Trowell, 
Midnight”, harmonica. Blues from the Calder 
Delta,  long-thought  unrecorded  and  forever 
lost,  the  duo  finally  resurfaced  with  Icarus 
Landing:  The  Crested  Vulture  Tapes.  A 
flood-damaged  seventies  tape,  cleaned-up, 
digitised,  and completely amazing.  An audio 
artefact of smoke-hazed Folk Clubs and moist 
beer-mats, where sweat drips from the ceiling 
as  if  in  some  time-capsule  monochrome 
photograph.

Together, they pick up the rambling 
cadences  of  half-glimpsed  and  never-quite-
concluded  back-street  pub  people-stuff 
conversations  and  ignite  them  with  surreal 
absurdist  sense-of-wonder,  from  skew-wiff 
mythologies of visiting Martians, to the scrap-
dealer  clearing  the  Rhodes  Colossus  from 
where  it  blocks  the  harbour-mouth,  the  girl 
who  half-inches  cutlery  from  Motorway 
Service Stations yet only gets randy ‘for men 
with ideals’, the man on his ninth pint waiting 
for  the  girl  who  never  turns  up,  then  the 
puddled  walk  home  uphill  singing  ‘Careless 

Love’ off-key. Like the line ‘crooked, as a ring 
around the moon’ – a ring,  of course,  is not 
crooked, but what they’re about is reconciling 
contradictions.  These  performances  are 
unforgettable, like scars.

‘I  honestly  can’t  remember  ‘owt 
about  the  circumstances  of  the  tape  being 
made’ Steve comments  the year  of the CD’s 
eventual release – 2009, ‘though I do have a 
clear memory of a later  one,  ‘Manna From 
Heaven’, which also had Michael Massey on, 
done  at  Jaggar’s  house,  and  he  was  getting 
drunker and drunker. As was his canary, which 
kept sipping from his glass. It died very young 
from that  habit,  despite  Jaggar’s  theory  that 
bird’s  hollow  bones  means  they  can  take 
immense  amounts  of  C2H5OH without  harm. 
Massey  had  a  nightmare  rendering  the  tape 
listenable, as Jaggar’s sudden weird sound-fx, 
shouts  of  irrelevance,  drumming  of  feet  on 
floor  etc.  But  of  the  making of  this  one?  A 
total  mindblank.  A review  on  Paul  Rance’s 
website creates urban myth that it ‘was made 
on tour’, so ‘print the legend’ applies…’

Holding Your Eight Hands

‘We’re  in  Marsden  at  the  moment’  Steve 
announces on a radio documentary about SF 
poetry.  A  sub-genre  that  link-voice  Ian 
MacMillan places ‘at the fringe of the fringe, 
at the end of the universe.’ ‘And this is where 
–  when  they  put  the  new  station  signs  up, 
someone graffiti’d really neatly underneath the 
name ‘Marsden’ they put ‘The Land That Time 
Forgot’.  Which I  think is  pretty appropriate, 
although it’s been painted out since,  because 
that’s what Science Fiction poets do.

They  try  and  forget  about  the 
limitations of  our time, and look through  all  
time for human experience. You look out from 
up  here,  you’re  looking  out  on  practically 
everything  that’s  ever  happened  in  this 
country. You look over to our right – that big 
mound on the horizon, that’s where neolithic 
men were making flint tools. There’s little pits 
on the top of the hill where they were doing 
that. You look straight in front of us, you’ve 
got a sunk road going up the hill past the old – 
what used to be Marsden Manor House. That 
was  probably  a  Roman  road.  Perhaps  even 
earlier  than  that.  A  bit  farther  up  the  hill 
behind it you’ve got loads and loads of roads 
on top of each other,  you’ve got the Roman 
road,  you’ve  got  Turnpike  roads,  you’ve got 
the  first  attempts  to  get  across  the  Pennines 
and the ones that went nearly up to the time 
when we built  motorways.  They’re all  going 
across  the  hills  in  the  same  sort  of  places. 
History is all twisted and linked together here.

And I think Science Fiction poetry is 
taking  this  same  sort  of  wider  view  of 
humanity,  of  a  species,  of  us.  And  of  our 
future.  It’s  not  saying  we  live  only  in  this 
present time, this fixed present, we’re not just 
figures  in  a  permanent  unchanging situation. 
But we’re part of the process that goes on and 
on  occurring  and  changing  and  reshaping  – 
just like this landscape...’

Steve  Sneyd  can  be  a  distracting 
interview. For a multitude of reasons…

Next Issue – The Amazing Stories Interview

The Supplement will return in June.
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