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Editorial – After the illness, mentioned in the last 

editorial, I found myself caught up in a struggle to defer 

my student loans repayments and to sort out my housing 
benefit. In the former case, it turned out I’m too poor for 

them to easily deal with on their system, and in the latter 

case, it turned out that the form detailing my going self-
employed (handed in a year earlier) had been clipped to 

the back of another piece of paperwork! After many 

unnecessary weeks and lots of stress and wasted time, 
I’ve finally got both sorted out. 

 Having finally been the recipient of free time, I 

was able to clear out the last of the postal backlog. Yes, 

you read that right, there are no outstanding postal 
submissions for the first time in several years. The email 

inbox remains about a year behind, but I hope to have 

that up-to-date later this year, if all goes to plan. To that 
end, I will be closed to general submissions in 

July/August as well as December/January. 

 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 #10 

 

The ‘Funny Strange and Funny Ha-

ha’ issue features prose fiction from 

Diane Arrelle, MB Binkley, Daniel 

Roy Connelly, Janet Garber, Neil K. 

Henderson, Ed Higgins, Nick 

Johnson, Reynold Junker, Larry 

Lefkowitz, Denny E. Marshall, Joy 

Myerscough, Barbara Ruth, DJ Tyrer, 

Steve Wechselblatt, and Mark 

Wightman. Creative non-fiction from 

Joseph Pravda. 

Poetry from Aeronwy Dafies, DS 

Davidson, Ananya S. Guha, Matthew 

Harrison, Neil K. Henderson, Lizzie 

Holden, AJ Huffman, Denny E. 

Marshall, Barbara Ruth, DJ Tyrer, 

Mercedes Webb-Pullman, Mantz 

Yorke, and Jeffrey Zable. 

Artwork from Joseph Pravda and 

Barbara Ruth. 

 

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 poetry from Andrew 
Darlington, Aeronwy Dafies, DS 
Davidson, Robert Ensor, Bryn 
Fortey, Steve Sneyd, Christina 
Sng, Neal Wilgus, and more. 
 

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



Review by Neil Leadbeater 
 

Ludvig Holmdahl: 

To Be In Balance 
By Ludvig Holmdahl 

76pp, Bibliotheca Universalis, 

Bucharest, 2015 

 
Language enthusiasts will find much to 

enjoy in this debut collection by Ludvig 

Holmdahl which presents 29 poems in 

three different languages – Swedish, 

English and Romanian. The book is 

published in the Bibliotheca Universalis 

series which is currently publishing the 

work of honorary contributors to 

Orizont Literar Contemporan 

(Contemporary Literary Horizon) – a 

multi-lingual journal of literature and 

the arts, published in Bucharest, 

Romania. Credit should be given to 

Diana-Alexandra Mircea and Daniel 

Dragomirescu for the clear translation 

into English and Romanian. 

Holmdahl (born 1971, Malmö) is a 

Swedish writer and librarian at Lund 

University. In addition to poetry, he 

writes essays on music and history. 

Some of the poems in this collection are 

reflections on his life as a librarian at 

what he terms as the department of 

“ephemera” – that is journals that are 

concerned with the everyday life of 

ordinary citizens – company reports, 

magazines and periodicals. The majority 

of the poems in this collection are very 

short and to the point. Poetic 

embellishment is not his style. The 

really short poems, for example, read 

more like statements than poems. Some, 

such as “We Are” are akin to “protest” 

poems: “We are/ Not intellectuals/ We 

are/ Slaves…/The new proletarians/ 

Under the giant stars of scholarship/ The 

world according/To others.” 

In “I am” he writes:  “I am / I 

want to be/ An intellectual/ I have 

ambitions/ But the everyday life/ And 

ephemera at my work/ Distract me.” 

The effective line break which separates 

the first two lines and their respective 

statements underscores the sense of 

frustration that is apparent in this poem.  

When he is not in front of a computer 

screen or behind a row of shelves in the 

stacks, things become more relaxed: 

“After a hard day at my library/ I take a 

swim/ in the pool.” 
Holmdahl writes about 

oppression, identity, frustrated ambition 

and the dehumanisation of labour in the 

modern workplace, but this is only one 

side of the equation.  He also writes 

about love and the simple pleasures of 

living. Getting the right work / life 

balance is the essential message that he 

wishes to put across to his readership.  

The striking cover, a 

reproduction of Guiseppe Arcimboldo’s 

“The Librarian” which is in the 

collection at Skokloster Castle, Sweden, 

provides a fitting commentary on the 

poems because this particular painting 

has been interpreted as both a 

celebration and a satirical mocking of 

librarians and scholarship and is often 

regarded as a fixture in the visual 

history of their profession.  

….......................................................... 
 

Review By Thomas Orszag-Land 
 

Light within the Shade: 
Eight Hundred Years of 

Hungarian Poetry 
Edited & Translated  by Zsuzsanna 

Ozsváth & Frederick Turner 
272pp Syracuse University Press, 

2014, Cloth, $24.95 
 ISBN: 978-0-8156-3362-4 

 
THIS VOLUME offers English readers 
an enjoyable and faithful introduction 
to the enormous contribution made by 
Jewish writers to the treasury of 
Hungarian poetry, which is itself a 
little-known but essential part of 
Western literature. 

The book is bound to make a 
great gift to one's loves, friends and 
colleagues and find a place in 
university courses of creative writing, 
literature and history. Very rarely do I 
purchase two copies of an anthology 
in order to keep one near my two 
desks in London and Budapest. This 
is such a book. 

Jewish poetry has been loved 
the world over since the Psalms of 
King David. It made its public 
appearance in vernacular Hungarian 
after the emancipation of Jews in 
1867, and was received with a 
delighted if uneasy welcome. The 
book shows why. 

Hungary's educated 
aristocracy then still communicated 
mostly in French, its tiny bourgeoisie 
preferring German. Jewish 
emancipation heralded an age of 
literary flowering and material 
prosperity, much of it generated by 
Hungarian Jewry, enriching the whole 
of society and reinforcing its cultural 
aspirations. It lasted until the First 
World War. 

The Jewish community - 
founded here, according to some 
traditions, after the fall of Jerusalem to 
the Roman legions under Titus - 

responded with an enthusiastic wave 
of assimilation that became its 
undoing. These poems relentlessly 
illustrate the unfolding tragedy. 

Even the poetry of József Kiss 
(1843-1921), the most famous among 
the early Jewish-Hungarian writers, is 
steeped in foreboding triggered by 
events leading to the infamous 1882 
Tiszaeszlár blood libel trials. The 
charges were properly dismissed by 
the courts after widely reported, 
lengthy and painful deliberations. Yet 
they still resurface from time to time, 
even in parliament - the last such 
event outrageously occurring just 
three years ago. 

But Kiss' pupil Jenő Heltai 
(1871-1957), a master of irreverent 
light verse and elegant comedy, 
declared his exclusive loyalty to 
Hungary, famously declining an 
invitation extended to him by his 
cousin Theodor Herzl, the founder of 
the modern Zionism, to promote the 
movement in Hungary. Heltai, a 
Christian convert who later returned to 
Judaism, eventually also declined a 
rare offer of immunity from anti-
Semitic legislation, made during the 
Holocaust by the Hungarian 
authorities in recognition of his 
services to literature.  

More than half a million 
Hungarian Jews perished. One of 
them was Miklós Radnóti (1909-
1944), almost certainly the greatest 
among the world's Holocaust poets, 
who fell victim to a racist mass murder 
committed by the regular Hungarian 
Army despite displaying a white 
armband signifying his sincere 
conversion to Catholicism. 

Many contemporary Jewish-
Hungarian masters like Ágnes 
Gergely (b. 1933), who is included in 
this anthology, responded to the 
Holocaust by doggedly holding on to 
their racial/religious identity as well as 
the Hungarian language, and 
rebuilding Budapest as a vibrant 
European Jewish cultural centre. 
Others like Dan Dalmát (b. 1934), 
excluded from the book because of a 
shortage of space, have sought to 
heal their broken lives by transplanting 
their literary careers to Israel as 
Hebrew authors and Hungarian 
translators. 

Zsuzsanna Ozsváth, a co-
author of this volume, was a Jewish 
child survivor of the Hungarian 
Holocaust and the three-month Soviet 
siege of Nazi-occupied Budapest. She 
recently set out her experience in the 
heart rending autobiography When the 
Danube Ran Red (Syracuse, 2010). 

Continued on P.5 



Letter To The Editor 

 
Dear DJ, 

Sorry to hear of health problems. 

Been a winter of agues/lurgi all round, it 

seems – my poor excuse for why new 

Data Dump even messier than usual! 

Another long-established small-
press publisher closing down, Joseph 

Biddulph, one of most unusual and 

specialised as wrote and published on a 

huge variety of languages, including many 

no longer alive. I say another closed, since 

as well as end of Poetry Cornwall, have 

alos learned from John Haines of the sad 

news that his Handshake finishes soon, 

after he has published the last-accepted 

mss and a special issue on the twenty-five 

years it’s existed as an important outlet 

for science-fiction poetry and news – one 
I’ll miss very much. 

Very amused by Phil Knight’s 

poem in The Supplement 75 on the OTT 

treatment of the Dylan Thomas centenary, 

particularly the Dalek line; now can’t get 

out my head sound of them quoting 

“Exterminate Dylan Thomas”! (I had a 

Dylan Thomas craze in my youth and, I 

think, overdosed, and never really got 

back into him, left with a feeling, unfair I 

know, of overblown windbaggery, 
strengthened years back when I was 

landed with writing a response poem for 

an anthology in the States.) 

Interested in review of Gary 

Beck poetry in issue 76, that his 

Romanian-based publisher is involved in 

preservation of Tatar language. The 

Crimean Tatars have really suffered from 

Putin’s takeover of Crimea – having been 

there since arriving as part of Genghis 

Khan’s Golden Horde, i.e. long before it 
became part of the Russian state, then, in 

World War II, being shipped by Stalin to 

Central Asia, being accused of 

collaborating with the Germans; then, 

after Ukrainean independence in 1991, 

they were invited to return, and many 

thousands did. But, after the Russian 

takeover, the BBC World service reported 

that their parliament and broadcast media 

using the Tatar language have been closed 

down, their elected leaders expelled, and a 

number of their activists disappeared or 
killed. After that, silence has set in on 

media, except briefly that the sabotage of 

power lines carrying electricity into 

Crimea was blamed on them. Another 

case of minorities without powerful 

friends who just get crushed under the 

carpet of world indifference. (Although 

Ukraine’s recent winning Eurovision 

entry was sung by a Crimean Tatar 

woman, and dealt with Stalin’s 

deportation of them; for once, a 
Eurovision song I cared about enough to 

hope would win!) 

The powerful poems re Peterloo 

in that issue aren’t credited, but as they’re 

alongside Zekria Ibrahimi’s article on 

subject, am I right in thinking they’re by 

him? (Yes – Ed.) 

Following problems with BT, 

getting your impressive Mars anthology 

was one bright spot in a grismal-

weathered off-day. (Only other bright spot 

being Cameron losing his Sunday trading 

vote, a tiny road-bump in his ever-
tightening rule!) Great cover art! 

Paul Murphy’s review of 

Educating Rita in issue 77 was very 

interesting. A tiny comment on Andy 

Darlington’s most-flattering free-form 

interview/roundup on me (and, of course, 

thanks to you for including), namely I 

hope no-one thinks the line near the start 

about “Now he’s single-handedly 

resurrecting the ‘Genre SF’ poem,” etc, is 

a claim I’ve made or am endorsing. 
Would be totally untrue and denigrating to 

a vast swathe of other SF poets, past and 

present (including Andy himself!). 

Has an odd irony of how things 

circle round to bite, too, as, some years 

back, was rounded on for gently 

criticising the US genre poet Bruce 

Boston for endorsing a claim made about 

him (by Gary Crawford) that he had 

“almost singlehandedly” shaped the 

modern SF poetry field. And, now, a 
similar OTT claim in my direction – but, 

as I said, not endorsed with me (without 

wishing to sound ungrateful to Andy for 

an amazingly researched text; left me 

feeling he remembered more about what 

I’ve been involved with than I do 

myself!). 

Best, 

Steve Sneyd 

 

 

Dear DJ, 
In answer to Andy Robson on the 

subject of Dylan Thomas the ‘trouser 

thief’. During the Second World War, 

Dylan Thomas often stayed at the London 

home of Theodora FitzGibbon (1916-91), 

who, in her autobiography, A Taste of 

Love (1982), writes: 

“...he would spend a night, then 

disappear and reappear a few days later in 

quite-different clothes, for he had the 

habit of discarding his own dirty shirts, 
ties, even trousers, and replenishing them 

with whatever of his hosts’ took his 

fancy... Once, Dylan and I spent hours 

with Ivan Moffatt in the Swiss pub in 

Soho and, when Ivan was getting a drink, 

I suggested that we must get back to 

Chelsea soon. Dylan sniggered and said 

he couldn’t until Ivan did because he had 

his trousers on.” 

There is a vast literature on the 

theme of Dylan Thomas and trousers, here 

are just a few examples: 

“Dylan only had a mattress to 

sleep on, if he didn’t pay his share, Fred 

who was much taller and stronger, would 

pick him up, turn him upside down and 

shake him till any loose change fell out of 

his trouser pockets.” – Hilly Janes, The 

Three Lives of Dylan Thomas, 2014. 

“As sometimes happened when 

Dylan drank far too much, he shat his 

trousers.” – Jonathan Fyer, Dylan: The 

Nine Lives of Dylan Thomas, 2013. 
“The poet had spilt a glass of 

beer over himself and my father, who was 

six feet tall, happened to have a spare pair 

of trousers in his office. Dylan, five foot 

seven, ‘tall for a Welshman,’ as he 

sometimes described himself, had to fold 

over the turn-ups many times in order to 

walk.” – Gillian Clark, Dylan Thomas: 

Music and Truth in Dylan Thomas: A 

Centenary Celebration, edited by 

Hannah Ellis, 2014. 
Dylan’s trousers have also 

inspired many creative writers, like 

Nicholas Wade, who, in 1977, wrote the 

poem Nicholas Wade’s Trousers, in which 

he described a pair of trousers that passed 

through the hands (or should that be 

legs?) of Rupert Brooke, Frances 

Cornford, John Cornford, George Orwell, 

Cecil Day Lewis, Evelyn Waugh, Dylan 

Thomas, Louis MacNeice, Wystan 

Auden, and himself. 
In his 2006 poetry collection 

Written On Our Hands, Dave Woolley 

(the former Arts Officer of the Dylan 

Thomas Centre in Swansea) includes a 

villanelle called Dylan’s Trousers, which 

was about a supposed pair of Dylan 

Thomas’ trousers that had been offered 

for sale to the centre. They are now on 

display to the public in the Swansea 

Dylan Thomas display. 

As well as wearing trousers, I 

believe Dylan Thomas may also have 
written some poetry. 

All the best, 

Phil Knight 

 

 

Dear DJ, 

Many thanks for Mars and Bard 

154, both of which I enjoyed. Mars had 

some good stuff in it, and I particularly 

liked A Taxi Diver on Mars by Bryn 

Fortey, Iron Planet Survey Questions by 
Neal Wilgus, and your Darkness Stirs. 

Good poems! In Bard, I really liked 

Gesture by Gordon Scapens, Snowdrops 

by Aeronwy Dafies, Pink Bluebells by 

Joyce Walker, In The Wood by Keith 

Murdoch, and Pamela Harvey’s haiku. All 

good stuff! 

Best, 

Chris Catt James 

 

 

 



Dear DJ, 

Thanks for the copy of the recent 

Supplement. Sorry that you’ve had health 

problems through the winter – trench foot 

and ague behind the ears, as well, no 

doubt! The Steve Sneyd piece by Andrew 

Darlington was interesting. Only Andy 

would describe the ‘70s as being a ‘raging 

firmament’ as they’re usually dismissed 

as being rather more ‘away with the 

fairies’ by anyone born after 1965. 
I’ll personally stick with the Paul 

Rance belief that the Icarus Landing 

recordings were made ‘on tour’. I do 

recall Dave Jagger made many attempts to 

record live performances at that time – all 

doomed to failure as he never seemed to 

grasp the concept that batteries had to be 

inserted the right way round or that 

plugging into the mains behind the stage 

only recorded the plumbing in the gents 

behind the wall. I suspect the randomly 
audible material from all these disasters 

were compiled for the final tape. Indeed, 

“History is all twisted and linked together 

here.” Though, I shouldn’t mock because 

I got through three paragraphs confusing 

Marge Simon with Marge Simpson – 

exactly – d’oh! 

Keep smiling, 

Andy Robson 

 

 
 

Dear DJ, 

Thank you for Mars. Thank you 

for putting my poem in, and also for it 

being the first one! I was amused by Neal 

Wilgus’ poem Red Plan It, and 

sympathised with poor Little Willie. It 

shows one how we should all carefully 

read anything ‘official’ we are given! I 

also appreciated Neal’s Day Dream, in 

which he quoted my story Night Vision. I 

thought A Taxi Diver on Mars was very 
novel. Steve Sneyd’s How They Took 

Mars From Us was thought-provoking. I 

very much liked your Vulcanologist’s 

Dream, and in all thought the collection 

very good and a success for all 

contributors. I wonder if some of the 

contributors had cheese before going to 

bed – I don’t think Mars can be half as 

bad as some of them thought! But... you 

never know... 

I liked both the stories in Mars, 
especially Jimbo of Mars by DS Davidson 

– very funny, and I suspect with a morsel 

or more of truth! 

I think Atlantean Publishing 

keeps a very good standard, but that can’t 

be said for a lot of what the rest of the 

media of all kinds offers us. 

Cheers, 

Pamela Harvey 

 

 

 

Dear DJ 

Thank you for sending to me 

Issue 77 of The Supplement.  I was sorry 

to hear that you had been unwell earlier in 

the year and hope that you are now on the 

mend. 

I am really pleased that The 

Supplement is now available as a PDF...it 

will save on postage costs.  I would be 

grateful if you would send to me the PDF 

version in future. 
I attach a book review for your 

consideration for the next issue.  If you 

have difficulty opening the attachment I’ll 

re-send it in rtf.  

I hope to write some more 

reviews for future issues. 

Best wishes 

Neil Leadbeater 

 

 

Dear DJ, 
Just to let you know that my 

contributor’s copy of ‘The Supplement’ 

arrived safely and to thank you for 

including ‘Slow Fade’ (it looks so much 

longer than I imagined! But I hope people 

don’t find it too long). I’m going to focus 

a little more on my comic scripting in the 

coming year and will be on the lookout 

for promising artist collaborators, so I’ll 

be able to show this article around to give 

them an idea of where I’m coming from. 
By the way, John Light’s 

comment in his letter about stories writing 

themselves struck a chord. I’ve come to 

the conclusion that writers write for three 

not-mutually-exclusive basic reasons: for 

themselves, for others (including for 

profit), and for the writing itself. I think 

most writers combine at least two of these 

motivations if not all three – but in 

different proportions. And those 

proportions probably change over time... 

Anyway, thanks once again, 
Phil Knight. 

 

 

Dear DJ, 

I just picked up your mailing 

from the post office. All the works are 

extraordinary:  Pamela Harvey's The End 

of the 

World, Cardinal Cox's Codex Yokai and 

The Third Sathlatta are brilliant.  Don 

Webb's It All Comes Down to This is so 
down-to-earth yet unearthly imaginative.   

My favorite is Phillip A. Ellis'  Arkham 

Monologues:  what brilliant metrical skill, 

especially in "Ward Pillips, Poet", with 

They say my verse is wooden 

and antique... 

and that my every word betrays 

the reek 

        of inkhorn, periwig, the land's decay. 

Thank you, 

Christine Despardes 

 

Dear DJ, 

Received T’Slimline Supplement 

#77. (I take it my #76 comments are held 

over to #78.) Sorry to hear about your 

health problems. I hope there is an end in 

sight. Talking of sight, the thinner issue 

suits me on purely personal grounds, as 

I’m trying to catch up on unfinished 

reading before my first cataract operation 

on 12th April. After that my reading 

glasses won’t work and people will see 
that I’m not Clark Kent after all. More 

importantly, I might not be able to read 

anything till I’m discharged as an 

outpatient and allowed to see my optician. 

Which could be months, if I have to wait 

till the other eye’s done. Hopefully the 

eventual results will outweigh temporary 

frustration. It will be interesting to see 

how I am when/if this letter appears in 

T’Supplement. 

Thanks for printing the Glasgow 
Twitchers review. Also enjoyed Paul 

Murphy’s on Educating Rita. I only know 

the movie at first hand (but had 

completely forgotten the “electronic 

synthesizer score”), so this was a good 

reminder of the stage origins. (I think they 

did a stage-based radio version not long 

ago, if that makes sense.) They’ve 

probably done Peer Gynt as well. 

The Andy Darlington Steve 

Sneyd Commemorative Interview And 
Knees-Up was an entertaining, if 

bamboozling and not a little psychedelic, 

experience. Like one of those Russian 

dolls, with a memory inside a memory 

inside a... (Or do I mean the skin of an 

onion?) They should make Russian dolls 

out of onions to save time. Anyway, it was 

a fine piece to make up the majority of the 

issue. I recognised a lot of names, simply 

known to me as editors - not having any 

personal involvement myself - but I do 

still have a tape of Holding Your Eight 
Hands. I look forward to the Amazing 

Stories interview. (Will there be any 

questions? Will there be any answers? 

What do we mean by ‘interview’ 

anyway?) 

 Yours, as speculative as a hole in 

the head, 

Neil K. Henderson. 

 

Dear DJ, 

Keep up the good work. I always 
enjoy reading Monomyth, The Bards, 

etc. 

All best wishes, 

Dave Austin 

 

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

 

We want your letters of 

comment! 



Continued from p.2 

Today, she holds the Leah and Paul 
Lewis Chair of Holocaust Studies at 
the University of Texas in Dallas, 
where she is also director of the 
Ackerman Centre for Holocaust 
Studies. 

Her co-editor and co-
translator of this anthology is the 
Anglo-American poet Frederick 
Turner, Founders Professor of Arts 
and Humanities also at Dallas 
University. They have co-authored 
many scholarly studies and literary 
translations of Hungarian poetry, 
including the landmark collection of 
Radnóti's poetry Foamy Sky  
(Princeton University Press, 1992 & 
Corvnia/Budapest, 2002). 

I have been aware of their 
work over many years while they and I 
were translating, editing, revising and 
publishing rival English editions of 
Radnóti's poetry, which has thereby 
gained a robust international literary 
reputation. I have been astonished by 
Ozsváth's sensitivity of 
comprehension and Turner's 
explosive literary talent. 

They say here that they 
sought to present their readers with 
digestible representative samples of 
Hungarian poetry by translating the 
best works of the greatest writers of 
the eight centuries under review and 
placing them in their historical, 
biographical and cultural contexts. 

Above all, they hoped to 
create good English poems in their 
own right. This sounds simple enough; 
but it is not. It takes a great writer (or, 
very seldom, two) to do justice to a 
great poem in a different language 
and culture. Ozsváth and Turner have 
met that challenge.  

Consider an 1884 poem by 
Heltai, comprising six quatrains mostly 
of iambic tetrameters including five 
masculine rhymes chiming with the 
word Kate, the heroine of the 
composition, and almost 10 feminine 
rhymes to the word ailing, describing 
the supposed mood of the poet. (A 
masculine rhyme employs harsh, 
single-syllable accented sounds like 
Kate/mate; a feminine rhyme 
comprises soft, double-syllables 
placing the emphasis on the first of 
the two, like Katie/matey.) 

This can be translated into 
English fairly easily, given a passion 
for words and a decent rhyming 
dictionary. But lesser writers have 
wisely avoided trying because such a 
poem would become doggerel in their 
hands.      

Yet the original is one of the 
loveliest, playful, irreverent pieces of 

self-mockery in the language, written 
by an exuberant poet in his early 20's 
lost in lust for words and women. The 
translators have turned it into a 
firework display of wit and delight. 
Here is their English version in full: 

 
My Songs 

The part that one might call prevailing 
Among my songs, madam, of late 
- And why should I deny my failing – 
Were writ for you, my little Kate. 
 
That moiety, deemed so prevailing, 
Among those little songs of late, 
You found, madam, less than appealing; 
Indeed you loathed them, little Kate. 
 
I "thou"'d you, true, in ways revealing 
Motives deemed inappropriate, 
"You" surely the more proper styling 
When one addresses little Kate. 
 
But that part one might deem prevailing 
Among those songs you execrate 
Were writ with all my heart's true feeling 
Straight to your heart, my little Kate. 
 
So if, from all your cold reviling, 
Which one might malheureusely call your  

hate, 
I die in grief of such misdealing, 
You are to blame, my little Kate. 
 
Then blame yourself, my little Kate, 
If nought remains of me but ailing 
Songs you did not appreciate 
(The ones that one might call prevailing). 
 

The translators conclude the 
anthology with an essay each, 
Ozsváth tracing the evolution of 
Hungarian poetry since the arrival in 
the Carpathian basin of the migratory 
Magyar tribes about 1,100 years ago, 
and Turner placing the poems in the 
context of West European literature. 

Turner views Hungarian 
poetry as a fresh and wild Asiatic 
response to West European 
sensitivity. He thinks it may serve as a 
model for the regeneration of what he 
describes as the vital human 
community of poetry. 

Such work, he believes, 
demands great humility exercised by 
the translators as well as their 
preparedness for close identification 
with the authors of the original 
material. His essay includes a useful 
description of technical aspects of the 
translation process that he has 
developed jointly with Ozsváth over 
the years. 

Ozsváth assesses the 
dramatic effects of the country's 
cataclysmic history on the evolution of 
its culture and the lives of its greatest 
writers. The pagan Magyars were late-
comers to Christian Western Europe, 
and their early experience in adapting 

to unfamiliar conditions under duress 
has been reinforced over the 
subsequent centuries by recurring 
foreign invasions. 

Hungarian poetry is rooted in 
the classical and Medieval Latin 
traditions of the region. But it has 
been also set apart by its heightened 
intensity and verbal energy inspired by 
the struggle for the cultural and even 
physical survival of people perpetually 
isolated by their language and history 
among suspicious neighbours. 

Jewish literature - both 
religious and secular, written in 
Hebrew, Yiddish and other languages 
- has also evolved over the last two 
millennia as a vehicle of survival 
among hostile neighbours in all the 
lands where its practitioners were 
tenuously tolerated. That is why, 
perhaps, it has found a place in the 
heart of the poetry-loving culture of 
Hungary since its prominent 
appearance in the country's own, 
long-neglected native language during 
the 19th century.  

The Jewish poets have 
introduced Jewish themes treated in a 
Hungarian style and also adapted 
their ancient literary tradition to 
express the modern concerns of the 
host community. Their consequent 
influence on the poetry of Hungary 
and even on the lives of the 
Hungarian poets has been enormous. 
A third of the country's 34 greatest 
poets included in this anthology are 
Jews. And some of the greatest 
among the rest were either close 
friends and lovers of Jews like Endre 
Ady (1877-1919) or, like Lőrinc Szabó 
(1900-1983), prominent anti-Semites.    
Ends 
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The Amazing Stories  

Steve Sneyd Interview 

Conducted by Diane Severson 

 

Today I bring you an interview, which has 

been in the works for a very long time. I’d 

say over a year! Steve Sneyd is a 

British/American poet, who has been 

involved in Genre Poetry for decades. 

He’s been a prolific poet appearing in 

most, if not all of the SF poetry venues, 

he’s published anthologies and collections 

of other peoples’ poetry through his small 

press Hilltop Press, he has written essays 
for many an anthology and other 

occasions, and produced a handwritten, 

A4 double-sided poetry FanZine (which 

you need a magnifying glass to read) 

called DataDump since the 1980s.  

In this digital age, it’s rare to 

come across anyone who is almost as 

completely off the grid as is Steve Sneyd. 

But I think his body of work is significant 

enough that it was worth the treasure hunt. 

I sent him my usual list of interview 

questions by snail mail and we’ve 
corresponded haltingly ever since I first 

approached him about this interview. I 

was never able to find a phone number, 

either, and my query as to if I could call 

went unanswered. He sent his answers in 

long-hand with much abbreviation. I’ve 

taken the liberty of filling in the missing 

pronouns and various other “unimportant” 

words for ease of reading. 

 

Diane Severson for Amazing Stories: Do 

you write exclusively SF poetry or do 

you also write so-called “literary” 

poetry or other genre poetry as well? If 

yes, which ones? Do you also write 

prose or non-fiction? 

 

Steve Sneyd: As well as SF poetry, I’ve 

also written much dark fantasy and 

Arthurian poetry, and a considerable 

amount of “mainstream”  – non-genre 

poetry also. 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 – e.g. is a poem 

about the historical Dracula genre or 

‘mainstream’? 

I’ve also written short stories – 

about 500 published – though very little in 

recent years – and a very large amount of 

non-fiction: books about graphic poetry 

(poetry presented in comic strip format – 
title A Word in Your Eye; about the poetry 

of Robert Calvert – Gnawing Medusa’s 

Flesh to accompany Dave Hyde’s bio of 

Calvert; a biography of Lilith Lorraine to 

accompany a reprint of her genre poetry; a 

series of books about the use of poetry in 

UK & US SF fanzines/little mags. Also 

many articles – on SF poetry/poets, proto-

SF, (the) use of poetry within SF novels, 

historical and mythical/folklore topics, 

including many on Arthurian subjects, on 

OULIPO, on castles, etc. etc. And myriad 

book reviews – in recent years mainly for 

my own genre-poetry newsletter, Data 

Dump, published since 1991, but earlier 

for a variety of magazines. 

 

AS: Are you a full time writer? If not, 

what else do you do? What does a 

typical writing day look like for you?  
 

SS: My last job before retiring in 2007 

was as a creative writing tutor in adult 

education, which I had done from 1992. 

Before that, for many years, I was a 

copywriter, in a newspaper and ad-

agencies etc. I suppose now, as I am 

retired, I could claim to be a writer insofar 

as I have occupation! Realistically, a 
typical writing day would consist of far 

too much procrastination, interrupted by 

bursts of writing activity! (But really it 

varies so much that it would be very hard 

to describe any day as typical). Including 

a varying range of techniques to trick 

myself into making a start. 

 

AS: What do you do to keep the Muse 

primed? Or are you a natural font of 

ideas? Where do you get your ideas?  
 

SS: 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; 

etc. etc.  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. 

 

AS: Do you prefer formal poetry, free-

verse or prose poetry? Please elaborate! 
 

SS: In terms of reading poetry, I can be 

taken by work in any form – fixed form, 

free, concrete/ visual etc. In terms of my 

own poetry, the majority would be free-
verse, though I have also written some 

prose-poems, and much syllabic verse 

(haiku form, tanka form, cinqua in, 

Fibonacci, OULIPO-esque syllabics like 

shrinking a snowball, “sonnets” etc., 

acrostic poems, and so on). (On haiku 

form/tanka form, I do continue to stick to 

575 & 57577 syllable patterns, even 

though I’m well aware that in Japanese & 

increasingly in the West, more flexible 

patterning is used. Syllabics in the way I 

follow would, I suppose count as strict 

form. Other strict forms I’ve tried include 

ghazal and pantoum etc. and I’ve even 

had one strict form sonnet published!) 

 

AS: Do you revise your poetry once the 

basic poem is written? How do you 

decide when a poem is “finished”? 
 

SS: It’s impossible to generalise. Some 

poems will feel “right” at the 1st draft, 

other get altered over and over, sometimes 
over years – and that can apply as much to 

a very short poem as to occasional long, 

even very long poem. The old saying that 

“a poem is never completed, only 

abandoned” perhaps applies – it seems to 

me that the “reptile brain”, which I think 

of as what, rather than the conscious 

mind, is the real author, simply decides at 

some point “that’s it”. Of course, if I look, 

maybe years after, at a published poem, 

perhaps come back to it to try to decide 
what to include in a collection, I often feel 

that I could have done it very differently, 

and I’ve also found sometimes that when 

‘performing’ a poem at a reading, words 

change in it. 

 

AS: How much time and effort do you 

spend on submitting your work? Do 

you have any advice in this regard? 

Something that might help those just 

starting out to streamline the process?  
 

SS: This is a very difficult one to answer 

– partly because in the last few years I’ve 

sent out much less – I used to be a very 

prolific submitter, whereas nowadays I 

seem to find I send work mainly to a 

handful of publications that’ve used my 

poetry with some regularity over many 

years. And the situation has changed so 

much, with an increasing number of mags 

open to email submissions only, whereas 

my long experience was of ‘dead tree’ 
submissions, that any advice based on that 

would nowadays be pretty irrelevant, 

though there are still mags that are open to 

paper submissions by snail, and even a 

few who prefer it, or won’t deal with e-

submissions. (Time and effort-wise, very 

variable – for e.g., if it is for a theme 

issue, then I would need to search for, or 

write specially work that fits what is 

required.) In terms of advice, I would 

suggest familiarising yourself with the 
publication being submitted to, i.e. not 

submitting wildly irrelevant material; 

being patient – most editors are part time, 

many get vast floods of submissions, so 

instant response is difficult; don’t expect 

details explanations of rejections, or argue 

over them; and, when work has been 

accepted, be patient (within reason) in 

waiting for it to appear. 

 

AS: Haha! You have been exceedingly 

patient waiting for this interview to 

http://www.sf-encyclopedia.com/entry/lorraine_lilith


appear! You have won awards and 

accolades for your poetry throughout 

your career (feel free to list them, to 

remind me). Which ones are you most 

proud of? Which ones do you still 

aspire to? Or do you? 
 

SS: Awards a bit thin on ground. Upstairs 

I have the Peterson Trophy, a metal P 

(kept by me in an ancient bird’s nest 

found in a bush in the garden, (it) looks 
likeably picturesque there), a one-off 

award received at a poets’ convention 

years back. I once won the annual Eddie 

Troke Award of the (sadly now defunct) 

Pendragon Society, for contributions to 

their Pendragon Magazine. Years ago I 

won a handful of competitions, and, 

again, though never a Rhysling winner 

had 5 or 6 Rhysling nominations over a 

number of years, though none recently. 

Various of my collections have had good 
reviews, which I suppose are accolades. I 

suppose “heights” of my SF poetry 

“career” were being one of the poets in a 

‘Stanzas in Space’ special broadcast by 

BBC Radio 4 in 1995 (one of two 

readings I’ve done in planetaria, that one 

from the London one run by Madame 

Tussaud’s, the other being one of two SF 

poets reading – other Alice Lenkiewicz – 

at Liverpool Planetarium) and being one 

of two readers in (a) poetry item of (the) 
SF day of the Festival of the Year of 

Literature in Swansea, Wales (Dylan 

Thomasville!), coincidentally, also 1995 

(the other reader there was Steve 

Littlejohn, who read the whole of his 

mini-epic poem The Chrysalis Machine). I 

was also privileged to read with Brian 

Aldiss and other important British SF 

poets in the vast chamber of Oxford Town 

Hall, at a poetry convention in Oxford in 

2005, and have read in the past at a 

variety of poetry festivals etc. etc. I 
achieved an MA in Poetry (1997) 

University of Huddersfield) – if that 

counts as (an) Award? 

 

AS: Which poets do you admire? 

Which have inspired you? Do you have 

any recommendations for new poets we 

should keep our eyes on? 
 

SS: This is a very difficult one to answer, 

let alone briefly – I could go off in all 
sorts of directions! As this is getting so 

long, am getting brain-fade concentrating, 

so I will follow up on this properly 

separately, and just give an outline answer 

here. ADMIRE (could) give an enormous 

list. I’m inspired by too many very 

different poets to consciously pin it 

down, looking so far back to when I 

started writing poetry and some that 

maybe were big influences, like, say, the 

Beat poets (I do recall, (having) first heard 

at school, Ginsberg’s “Howl” – it had a 

huge impact) but I no longer relate to 

them as much. Dylan Thomas is another 

example – a craze in my teens, but I no 

longer relate much to his work either. 

I will just put a few names out of 

possible myriads, as said (and basically 

sticking to Brits, not being chauvinist but 

to manageabilise a list a bit): Auden, 

Browning, Tennyson, Eliot (American, 

but living in Britain), particularly The 

Waste Land. Shelley, particularly 
Prometheus Unbound. Byron (Darkness 

and Cain). 

Particularly SF Poetry: Edwin 

Morgan (who also wrote non-SF and 

concrete poetry, etc.), Harry Martinsson (a 

Swedish Nobel Prize winner for an SF 

poem/epic sequence Aniara), William 

Dearden (his epic poem The Star-Seer of 

1837, recently republished in facsimile 

form). For those interested in more epic-

length SF poems, my SF factsheet lists 
others. And not new poets, but perhaps 

less well known Stateside – Brit SF poets 

I would particularly mention, though it’s 

very difficult to pick and/or omit – 

Andrew Darlington; Bryn Fortey; J.C. 

Hartley; John F. Haines (not very prolific 

and hard to find); Russell Jones – I could 

go on! 

A couple of unusual ones: Virgil 

The Aeneid; and Tacitus – NOT a poet, but 

writes with a compressive elegance, 
which means in effect “verse fossils” 

within his text about Agricola expedition 

is a wondrous summary of the Thule 

expedition, Dispecta est et Thule – total 

perfection, which, on and off, I’ve had 

stabs at translating – as with Catullis’ O 

diet amor Excelsior that Latin 

compression is a challenge in the English 

language. My all time favorite Rhysling 

winner is Andrew Joron’s The Sonic 

Flowerfall of Primes (from 1981). My all 

time favorite SF poem is Edwin Morgan’s 
In Sobieski’s Shield. 

 

AS: Do you read a lot of poetry? Where 

do you find it? Do you have 

subscriptions to print magazines and/or 

journals? Which ones? 
 

SS: YES. I no longer read many sorts – 

but I still get some mags, either as 

exchanges, or which I have been getting 

so long that I became a “life subscriber”, 
like Star*Line, Dreams & Nightmares, 

The Magazine of Speculative Poetry 
and Pablo Lennis. I read collections, 

mainly review copies for DataDump or 

gifts from authors. 

I have dipped into a few online 

ones, but not regularly (time is a factor as 

I only have internet access at the library). 

Cosmopoetry.ro is an online anthology 

edited by Andrei Dorian Gheorghe, with 

amazing astronomical photos are always 

worth a look. 

The interview (complete with links) can 

be found at 

http://amazingstoriesmag.com/2015/03/ 

interview-sf-poet-steve-sneyd/ 
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Reviews by Paul Murphy 
 

Frank Auerbach at the 
Tate Britain 

 
Frank Auerbach was born in Berlin, 
Germany in 1931 to Max Auerbach, a 
patent lawyer, and Charlotte Nora 
Burckhardt.  He was transported to 
the UK in 1939 under the 
Kindertransport scheme, a project 
which saved almost 10,000 Jewish 
children from Nazi persecution.  His 
parents died in a concentration camp 
in 1943.  He began his art education 
in London firstly at St Martin’s School 
of Art from 1948-1952 and then the 
Royal School of Art from 1952-1955.  

He studied under David 
Bomberg from 1947–1953 his most 
significant early influence.  Bomberg 
(1890-1957), like Auerbach, was an 
émigré, his family had arrived from 
Poland, settling initially in Birmingham.  
Bomberg was one of the Whitechapel 
Boys, a group of Anglo-Jewish writers 
and artists who met in Whitechapel, at 
that time a notable Jewish community.  
Other members of the group included 
war poet Isaac Rosenberg and Clara 
Bomberg.  Bomberg was also a 
notable war artist whose work was the 
subject of a Tate retrospective in 
1988.  

Frank Auerbach is said to be 
one of the most notable of the post-
war painters, his work often compared 
to that of Francis Bacon (1909-92) 
and Lucien Freud (1922-2011).  

After leaving art school 
Auerbach occupied Bomberg’s flat in 
Mornington Crescent which provided 
typical subject matter for his paintings.  
He also worked in London suburbs 
such as the building sites of Earls 
Court (which can be seen in his early 
work Building Site, Earls Court, Winter 
1953), Primrose Hill and Hampstead 
where he painted expansive 
landscapes of previously peripheral 
areas bordering on the countryside 
surrounding London.  His earliest work 
includes self-portraits which 
emphasize Auerbach’s roots in 
figurative art.  Auerbach worked with a 
small set of models some of whom 
were his lovers and all of whom he 
tended to paint obsessively. 

The earliest of these was 
Estelle Olive West known by her 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/179381
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/173081
http://www.gutenberg.org/files/23475/23475-h/23475-h.htm
http://www.edwinmorgan.com/
http://www.edwinmorgan.com/
https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/1138948.Aniara
https://archive.org/details/starseerapoem00deargoog
https://www.facebook.com/bryn.fortey?fref=ts
http://www.sfpoetry.com/starline.html
http://dreamsandnightmaresmagazine.blogspot.fr/p/ordering-dreams.html
http://surprisingstories.dcwi.com/Contents.htm


initials E.O.W. in the paintings, the 
monograph thus conferring a certain 
anonymity and mystery.  Auerbach’s 
portrait of her Head of EOW II 1961 
offers an example of his impasto 
technique combined with a restricted 
palette which favours pink, yellow and 
red pigments.  Another sitter was 
professional model Juliet Yardley Mills 
known as J.Y.M. who Auerbach 
painted for more than 30 years and 
Auerbach’s wife Julia who clearly did 
not have a monograph conferred upon 
her.  Auerbach’s work J.Y.M. Seated in 
the Studio VI 1968 is clearly one of his 
most experimental and extreme works 
determined by irrational and literal 
factors.   

It may be that some of 
Auerbach’s models preferred to 
remain anonymous for obvious 
reasons. 

The first six rooms are 
arranged chronologically from the 
1950s onwards except for the last 
room which represents the choices of 
the curator Catherine Lampert.  
Auerbach’s early paintings are bound 
up with his impasto technique, with 
dark hued abstracts, artworks about 
building sites and the areas of north 
London that he loved and the nudes 
and portraits that were his singular 
preoccupations.  These works usually 
make sense from a single viewpoint, 
otherwise they seem distorted but 
always in a uniquely creative sense.  
The paint is plastered on possibly one 
hundred or two hundred times until the 
ultimate image begins to coalesce. 

Auerbach’s early impasto 
technique of the 1950s and 1960s 
gradually gives way to larger post-
expressionist or abstract expressionist 
paintings mainly utilising oil on canvas 
where the artist often draws with his 
paintbrush and preparation gives way 
to the release of spontaneity and 
expressivity.  Other typical materials 
include charcoal, black oil pastel and 
crayon on paper for the artist’s 
preparatory work.  Auerbach seems to 
continue the Expressionist tradition 
typified in the work of the artists of the 
Die Brücke (1905) movement such as 
Ernst Ludwig Kirchner (1880-1938) 
and Emil Nolde (1867-1956).  

The works of these artists 
emphasized muted or starkly 
contrasting tones that are anti-
naturalist, flattened or zero 
perspective and distortion of planes 
and surfaces to exemplify subjective, 
altered states.  The movement also 
may have been a response to 
positivism which declared that reality 
is formulated through empirical 
evidence rather than subjective states 

and feelings.  Its precursors, such as 
Frederich Nietzsche (1844-1900) and 
August Strindberg (1849-1912), came 
from literary or philosophical 
disciplines which suggests the 
movements origins as a theoretical 
objection to the main currents of 
Victorian society which were optimistic 
about the idea of progress, the 
triumph of Western values and the 
positive effect of science.  

Although Auerbach’s work 
clearly points towards the 
Expressionist tradition he probably 
never considered himself to be an 
Expressionist but his work is often 
regarded as a further development of 
the movement.  Auerbach is clearly a 
figurative artist being influenced by 
Expressionism.  However, most of 
Auerbach’s mid-period work seems to 
be strongly Expressionist in flavour.  
These paintings constitute large 
canvases, landscapes of the suburbs 
that Auerbach was familiar with.  The 
impasto of the earlier works has 
declined.  A good example of these 
works is Mornington Crescent – Early 
Morning 1991.  In this painting the 
perspective is bound up with colours 
that accentuate the visionary moment 
created out of the natural, 
spontaneous joyfulness of dawn as 
we have it here with its pink, red and 
pale yellow tones. 

For Auerbach the term 
‘Expression’ is central to the making of 
art and without it he declares that 
painting is inert, studio bound rather 
than ‘a page torn from the book of life’ 
(Auerbach greatly admired this quote 
from Walter Sickert (1860-1942), an 
artist émigré, born in Munich, 
Germany associated with Whitechapel 
and Camden Town.  Indeed, Sickert’s 
studio was off the Holloway Road 
which is situated between 
Whitechapel and Highgate.  The 
notion of a torn page seems also to 
allude obliquely to Patricia Cornwell’s 
belief that Sickert was the real-life 
Jack the Ripper.).  Auerbach seems to 
detest artists who deliberately attempt 
to emotionally manipulate their 
audience with feelings that their 
artworks are meant to have. 

For Auerbach intensity, 
expressivity and truth are all bound up 
together as opposed to inauthentic, 
abstracted material that sits outside 
the artistic process. 

The exhibition had a small 
amount of explanatory text and no 
audio guide, either online or on a 
headset, so there is a clear decree to 
go and find out about the paintings 
rather than depending on texts or the 
opinions of authorities.  It is clear that 

we are being allowed to make up own 
mind about the painting but the overall 
impression was of a dearth of 
comment. 

Whether this is a successful 
strategy or not is open to question 
although the atmosphere was like a 
gallery opening rather than a key 
retrospective. 
 

Artist and Empire  
at the Tate Britain 

 
The Tate’s new exhibition concerns 
Britain’s past as an Imperialist, 
colonising world power.  At one point 
Britain ruled a quarter of the world’s 
entire land mass encompassing 
cultures as diverse as those of 
Newfoundland, Canada, the Indian 
Punjab, Durban in South Africa and 
Sydney, Australia. Britain’s 
relationship with its colonies and 
subject peoples but also with the rest 
of the world generally is a subject of 
constant examination and re-
examination as the parameters of 
Nationalism, Imperialism and 
Colonialism shift and re-integrate only 
for the pattern to be altered again. 

This is clearly an important 
point to re-consider Britain’s post-
colonial development since the 
decline of a Socialist opponent is 
apparent but other, more elusive 
developments continue to appear. 

The Tate exhibition is divided 
into six sections and each section 
depicts a certain stage in the 
Imperialist project.  The first room 
deals with cartography, mapping out 
areas of newly conquered territory and 
re-naming salient places and 
topographical relief with English 
names rather than native ones 
(although in the end some awkward 
synthesis emerges which are 
apparent and obvious to anyone living 
in a British colony such as Northern 
Ireland.). 

The first, colony, Ireland, kick 
starts the exhibition.  The first map 
shown depicts the Siege of Enniskillen 
in 1594 by an anonymous 
cartographer called John Thomas.  
(Might it indeed be conjectured that 
the name of the cartographer was a 
joke?)  The map is a bird’s eye view of 
the castle which happens to be on an 
island lying between two waterways.  
The map is complete with the English 
order of battle, weapon types such as 
Falcons (light guns) and musketeers 
(employing muskets, an early firearm), 
English siege weapons and English 
ships patrolling the waterway. 

 



The heads of Irish chiefs and 
kern (foot soldiers) are viewed stuck 
on pike shafts in the extreme left hand 
corner of the map in Governor 
Dowdall’s camp, leader of the Tudor 
forces.  Violence is pushed to the 
margins of the map but there is at 
least some admission of the deeds of 
the English/British forces at the Siege.  
The map is clearly an advertisement 
for Tudor power yet it also depicts 
horrors as potent as those committed 
in Africa, for instance, evocative of the 
later course of Empire. English 
involvement in Ireland was 
complicated by the mutual enmities 
fostered by the Gaelic rulers of 
Ireland.  The English were freed from 
these enmities after the Wars of the 
Roses had ended centuries of internal 
division.  Afterwards the English were 
free to concentrate on their Imperial 
programme but even more so after the 
English Civil War of the seventeenth 
century established a political 
settlement that was to be imitated 
everywhere. 

Imperial Heroics is a bold 
collection of work contrasting the 
mobilisation of appealing images of 
Empire with the actuality, mostly 
propagandistic attempts intent on re-
shaping perceptions of events abroad 
for domestic consumption.  One of 
these paintings is the debacle at 
Isandlwana on the 22

nd
 January, 1879.  

The painting was completed six years 
after Isandlwana in 1885 by Charles 
Edwin Fripp.  The British force was 
divided in enemy territory, an 
elementary military error, yet the 
chaotic finale is shown to be a 
determined, disciplined and coherent 
defensive action.  The defeat shocked 
Victorians.  A British army had been 
defeated by a larger Zulu force but 
one that was meant to possess the 
weapons and tactics of the Neolithic 
era. 

Presumably the Victorians 
conceived of the Zulus as grass 
skirted savages yet it was irrelevant 
that the Zulus happened to be armed 
with knobkerries (stabbing spears) 
and shields because such massive 
blunders, the work of military 
amateurs, could never work.  Other 
debacles are re-shaped and re-
envisioned for domestic consumption.  
Photographs are also used and these 
depict the consequences of battle.  
British casualties are never shown.  

The backstories of these are 
persistently intriguing and it is the tiny 
details presented by the Tate that 
often bring the exhibits to life.  For 
instance, Joseph Noel Patton’s 1858 
painting In Memoriam depicts the 

massacre of women and children at 
the siege of Cawnpore in 1858, the 
opening engagement of what came to 
be known as the Indian Mutiny.  
Images of Sepoys attacking a store 
house filled with terrified women and 
children had to be replaced with 
Highland infantry attempting to rescue 
them.  The truth would have appalled 
Victorians, there might have been no 
future volunteer colonialists to run the 
Empire had the original been 
exhibited.  Also such images focus on 
details that convert into propagandistic 
morsels but fail to mention the causes 
of the mutiny which were to do with 
new bullets pragmatically greased 
with animal fats but anathema to both 
Muslim and Hindu Sepoys.  The 
contrast illustrates the difference 
between two world views that could 
not be reconciled. 

Today many of these Imperial 
episodes are only revisited in the films 
that illuminate Imperial triumphs such 
as Cy Enfield’s Zulu (1964).  This film 
describes the skirmish at Rourke’s 
Drift between some companies of 
Welsh infantry and English engineers 
(this is neatly explained and 
summarised through the clash of 
personalities of Michael Caine as 
Lieutenant Gonville Bromhead and 
Stanley Baker as Lieutenant John 
Chard) and the victorious impis of 
King Cetshwayo after Isandlwana. 

It took more than a decade for 
Zulu Dawn (1979) to be made and an 
attempt to revise the debacle by 
creating a sympathetic role for 
American superstar Burt Lancaster.  
Lancaster’s more pragmatic approach 
to the chaos contrasts neatly with the 
arrogant stupidity of the British 
command represented by British 
actors such as Peter O’Toole as Lord 
Chelmsford and John Mills as Sir 
Henry Bartle Frere who convey the 
superior stiff upper lip but also their 
capacity to be morons. 

A further film Khartoum (1966) 
starring another American superstar, 
Charlton Heston as General Gordon, 
ties in with George William Joy’s 
painting of the death of Gordon at the 
hands of the followers of the Mahdi.  
The Sudanese “rebels” are depicted 
as religious fanatics hurling 
themselves upon the Maxim guns of 
the British army at the Battle of 
Omdurman and finding their utter rout 
incomprehensible. 

Hillaire Belloc’s pithy saying 
comes to mind when explaining the 
superiority of British forces facing 
native armies: “we had the Maxim gun 
and they had not.”  No mention of 
these films is made in the exhibition 

which seems to have failed to catch 
up with film art.  This would have 
offered a further dimension, 
Hollywood’s attempt to incorporate the 
legacy of British Imperialism as a 
plausibly American narrative.  

Power Dressing really speaks 
for itself, consisting of portraits of 
cross dressing Britons in native garb.  
The first painting is of Captain 
Thomas Lee in Elizabethan dress but 
bare legged like an Irish Kern (an 
alternate explanation for Lee’s 
exhibitionism is that Lee had recently 
been widowed and was now back on 
the marriage market.  Since he was by 
this stage in his life 43 years old he 
was hardly a young man, his bare legs 
may have been an advertisement of 
potency.).  The painting was 
completed in 1594 by Marcus 
Gheeraerts II.  The portrait has clearly 
been influenced by classical works 
such as the Apollo Belvedere.  The 
image is carefully constructed and 
meant to send a clear message to 
both colonialist and colonised.  But a 
bolder human presence is imagined 
that subtly insists on the ability of 
colonialists to replace or even 
combine with the natives. 

Although most of the portraits 
are male Englishmen in drag as 
natives an exception is the 
transformation of Pocahontas into an 
Elizabethan.  Pocahontas arrived in 
England in 1616.  In the work by the 
Dutch engraver Simon de Passe 
completed in 1616 she seems 
unhappy in fact it is hard to believe 
that this is a woman who was only 21 
at the time the painting was made.  
Pocahontas was not abducted and 
came to England of her own accord, 
leaving behind a husband and a 
young child.  In England she married 
and then became known as Rebecca 
Rolfe.  She died at Gravesend aged 
only 22 when attempting to depart by 
ship back to Virginia. 

Unlike the portraits in the 
previous room the image of 
Pocahontas is a miniature. She is 
dressed in sophisticated Elizabethan 
garb which seems to be masculine 
garb.  This contributes to the overall 
discomfiting feeling generated by the 
image. 

The unhappiness of 
Pocahontas may also be as a 
consequence of her wearing male 
garb but there is clearly some 
discourse of cross-dressing 
embedded in these portraits, of people 
unhappily occupying an identity which 
could be gender, sexuality or 
nationality that they wish to throw off.    

Continued overleaf (third column) 



Review by DJ Tyrer 

 

Necromantra 
Second edition with additional story 

Kafka’s Terrace 

By Philip Emery 

286pp, pb, 978-1907737688, £11.99, 

Immanion Press, also available on Kindle 
www.immanion-press.com 

 

 

A 'smogpunk' novel set in the Potteries of 

the Stoke-on-Trent native author, Philip 
Emery. The story takes the wonderfully 

simple idea that, rather than a means to an 

end, record keeping can become an 

obsession, driving the record keepers to 

extremes as when a band of mysterious 

necromancers arrive in the Hundred 

Towns and begin to revivify the dead, 

throwing the meticulous records certifying 

every death into chaos and resulting in 

‘rectifiers’ being sent out to resolve the 

issue by ‘re-deceasing’ the recipients of 
this second chance. 

 Jem is one of these rectifiers, but 

not entirely happy with his job, given that 

those he must ‘rectify’ are more than 

merely names scribbled on parchment and 

soon finds himself caught up with the 

necromancers and going against his 

superiors. The struggle escalates, the 

authorities willing to do whatever it takes 

to keep a secret that could change 

everything. 

 Emery brings the setting to life 
with vivid descriptions such as 

“The graveside became  a  confusion  of  

jerking,  swaying  silhouettes.” and a 

subtle hint of dialect that gives a fine 

sense of place without threatening to 

become unreadable. 

 The combination of setting and 

plot are pleasantly unusual and will appeal 

to readers in search of something a little 

different. Recommended. 

 

The Celt in the Machine 
By Philip Emery 

available on Kindle 

www.immanion-press.com 
 

This ebook is a collection of poetry and 

short fiction from the author of 

Necromantra (and you get plenty in the 

volume (currently priced at £2 to buy and 

free on Kindle unlimited). I especially 

liked the poems Shadrezzar (“Along that 

path a dancer skipped, / A strange and 

joyous caper tripped, / As from a gibbet 

freshly ripped. / He leapt and cartwheeled 

swift and hard / And came in grey and 

grisly garb, / And to my heart flew fear’s 
barb / On the road to Shadrezzar.”) and 

Prophecies (no surprise as I included it in 

the first volume of The Dark Tower in 

2006), the dark fairytale-like The 

Withering, and the short-but-amusing You 

Ate My Car, Dude! Not that there are any 

dud pieces in here. If you have a Kindle 

(or you can download the free Kindle app 

onto your computer or tablet), then you 

could do a lot worse than purchase a copy 

to dip into when you have a few spare 

minutes and want something great to read. 

Highly recommended. 

………………………………………… 

 
Review by Neal Wilgus 

 

The Hollywood Catechism 
By Paul Fericano 

110pp, pb, 2015, $16 
Silver Birch Press, PO Box 29458, Los 

Angeles, CA 90029, USA 
 

It’s debatable whether this fine volume of 
poetry is fantasy or surrealism. It’s 
definitely not SF – perhaps it’s best to call 
it speculative? 
 Take, for instance, the poem 
titled My life In a Coma, where Fericano is 
at the Oscars with Edgar Allan Poe, Walt 
Whitman and Mrs McBain, his fifth-grade 
teacher. When Fericano steps up to 
accept the award for Best Supporting 
poet, Allen Ginsberg grabs the statue and 
escapes in a waiting Ford Galaxy driven 
by Lawrence Ferlinghetti. There’s more to 
the story, but you get the drift. 

Or, take what may be Fericano’s 
best-known poem, Sinatra, Sinatra, which 
is a string of jokes along the lines of 
“Violent persuasion: / a sawed-off Sinatra 
/ is a dangerous weapon...” And, 
“Prepared statement: / Kiss my Sinatra. / 
Blow it out your Sinatra.” 

Then, there’s a number of 
religious spoofs, starting with the first 
poem in the book, The Actor’s Creed – “I 
believe in Brando, / the Godfather of 
enormous weight” – and ending with the 
final poem, Morey Be – “Morey be to 
Amsterdam, / ...is now, and ever shall 
be.” The poet sums things up in The 
Hollywood Catechism, watching Sunday 
TV, split between the football game and 
Burt Lancaster as Elmer Gantry. Thus the 
great cover photo of Lancaster “smiling 
through a mouth full of teeth.” 

There are also several very short 
poems – I’ll quote the whole of Ode to 
Henny Youngman (“Take my poem, 
please.”). And, Fericano expresses his 
admiration for The Three Stooges in a 
number of poems, including Stoogism, 
The Book of Shemp, and The Three 
Stooges at a Hollywood Party. 

The tour de force in this carnival, 
however, is Howl of Lon Chaney, Jr. – a 
parody of Ginsberg’s best anthem, Howl. 

Here Fericano incorporates all the 
repetition and ranting of Ginsberg’s 
‘classic’ – a poem I’ve never much cared 
for. But, a comparison of the two howls 
made me appreciate the original and 
even more Fericano’s devastating takeoff. 
Where Ginsberg dedicates his poem to 
Carl Solomon, Fericano’s is dedicated to 
Larry Talbot; where Ginsberg rants about  
Moloch!, Fericano chants Universal!; 
Ginsberg is in Rockland, Fericano is in 
Llanwelly. And, to polish things off, 
Ginsberg’s Footnote to Howl has as its 
hymn, “Holy!”, while Fericano’s prayer is 
to, what else?, “Hollywood!” 

There are other old-time stars 
here, including Elizabeth Taylor, Dean 
Martin, the Marx Brothers and Robin 
Williams, but go and search them out 
yourself. It’s well worth the effort. 
................................................................... 
 
Continued from overleaf 

One way to do this was to surrender 
to a different culture.  This encounter, 
which we witness in the lives of 
diverse Imperialist characters and 
putative heroes, such as Richard 
Dadd or T.E.Lawrence, is fraught with 
the nightmarish possibility of being an 
outsider rejected by both cultures.   

The importance of native art, 
particularly the Benin bronzes which 
shocked the Victorians since they 
conceived of Africans as primitives 
and brutes removed from the fruits of 
so-called western civilisation, is also 
depicted.  The Victorians wondered 
how Africans could create complex 
works of art just as they were shocked 
and horrified by their army’s defeat at 
Isandlwana.  But the casting methods 
and techniques demonstrate that 
some Africans were just as developed 
as Europeans and far from being 
unevolved Neolithic throw backs. 

The power of Imperialist 
propaganda is a key theme of this 
exhibition, how it functioned to 
persuade and depict disasters as 
triumphs.  It depicts openly and 
honestly the legacy of Imperialism 
which is still unfolding.  Imperials 
reverses and counter intuitive 
revelations such as the Benin bronzes 
constitute the subtly delineated 
dialogue between colonist and 
colonised that is presented in this 
exhibition which is recommended as a 
starting point for those wishing to 
understand the why and wherefore of 
modern Britain. 
............................................................. 
 

 
The Supplement will return in September 


