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Editorial  –  I’m  continuing  to  bring  the  publishing
schedule back in line with two new releases –  The Art
Mephitic  and  Other  Poems (a  collection  of  poetry
inspired by Clark Ashton Smith) and a new volume of
The Dark Tower series.

I am currently short of articles and reviews for
The  Supplement and  would  greatly  appreciate  some
submissions for forthcoming issues.

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

...................…

Correction to issue 78

Phil  Emery’s letter on page 4
was  misattributed  to  Phil
Knight.  Apologies  to  both
Phils!  (On  the  subject,  Phil
Knight  tells  me  a  website
about  US  sports  shoe
manufacturer Phil Knight once
credited  him  with  his  poetry
pamphlet  The Old Bolsheviks!
No  mention  of  any  Nike
products being credited to the
poet, though.)

………………………..…………

Send us your
letters of comment!

New From
Atlantean Publishing

The Art Mephitic

Our latest booklet is now available to
order with an excellent cover image
by Chris Catt James and poetry from
David  Barker,  Phil  Breach,  Dan
Clore,  Cardinal  Cox,  Jordan  Hofer,
John Lopez,  Frederick J. Mayer,  DJ
Tyrer and Neal Wilgus.

The Dark Tower VI -
Dark Tower Rising

Releasing shortly :  A new collection
of poetry.

Tunnels

A collection of tunnel-themed fiction
by DS Davidson, Neil K. Henderson,
and DJ Tyrer, and poetry by Aeronwy
Dafies and Heather Buswell.

Just £3 or £6/US$12/€12 (overseas)
from  the  editorial  address  or  via
PayPal  (3-for-2  offer  applies).  Visit
the  wiki  for  a  full  listing  of  all  our
available booklets.

Yellow Leaves #9 –
Dreams of Carcosa

By DS Davidson

A new broadside of Yellow
poetry.

All  broadside  series  instalments
are  10p  each  +  2nd class  stamp
per  5  (20c  each  +  $2/€2  per  5)
from the  editorial  address  or  via
PayPal.
…………………………….…………

Available Now

Tigershark ezine #11

The  science  and  technology  issue.
Featuring fiction from Kimmy Alan, Gary
Beck,  Dan  Belanger,  CR  Berry,  Arthur
Carey,  Cheryl  McCullough,  Jane
Hertenstein,  Terence  Thomas,  and  DJ
Tyrer,  and  poetry  from  Sheikha  A.,  E.
Amato, Holly Day, JD DeHart, Mark Fisher,
Neil K. Henderson, Mark Hudson, Mark A.
McCutcheon,  Mark  J.  Mitchell,  Sherri
Perry,  JJ  Steinfeld,  David  Wilson,
Mercedes  Webb-Pullman,  and  Mantz
Yorke.

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

tigersharkpublishing@hotmail.co.uk



Review By Paul Murphy

The Royal Academy
Summer Exhibition 2016

At the 248th Royal Academy Summer
Exhibition, the trite, traditional artwork
stands side by side with the modern
and post-modern. Kitschy satires like
Marie Antoinette, The Queens Hamlet
by Pierre et Gilles, an image half-way
between  a  photograph  and  an  oil
painting, evokes a Russian mail order
bride rather  than a chapter  from the
French Revolution.  Retrospectives of
a degraded future are encapsulated in
works  like  2  Hose  Petrified  Petrol
Pump by Puerto Rican pairing Allora
& Calzadilla, an ossified stone petrol
pump  the  seeming  remnant  of  a
finished  civilisation.  The  curators  of
the RA have themed the exhibition in
terms  of  twins,  pairs  of  artist
collaborators  but  beyond  that  the
artist’s  relationship  with  gallery
owners,  critics  and  ultimately  the
public  gaze.  A  new  Gilbert  and
George work  Beard Aware evokes a
sense  of  anti-art,  pop  hysteria  while
also underlining our sense of surface
appearances being deceptive  as the
duo  flaunt  beards  and  pull  moons
amidst images of Royals (which seem
somehow misplaced  but  the  images
once again  panders to  the sense of
tradition and snobbery that is palpable
in the work of the duo) and, bizarrely,
the  contact  details  of  security  firms.
Their work is given enough space to
live and breathe but other works seem
almost  to  have  been  crammed  in
indicating  an  obvious  hierarchy  of
space.

There are many entries at this
year’s exhibition and most, but not all,
seem  both  professional  and
innovative,  sometimes  intriguing  yet
also crazed. Another duo The Kipper
Kids,  who  apparently  have  been
around for  some time and it  shows,
put  on  the  masks  and  phalluses  of
Greek  Satyr  plays.  They  seem  to
engage  with  some  photographically
displayed  “drama”  but  are  intent  on
having  fun  even  though,  the  masks
and  phalluses  aside,  they  are  only
chucking  paint  over  each  other.
Energy like this is communicated but
it is not always present. Some of the
exhibits  are  very  disappointing,
banally  traditional,  even  mere  kitsch
for tourists.  They hardly deserve our
attention let alone a place. However,
there are many exciting works that do
and I  want  to  focus on these rather
than  individual  works  that  failed  to
convey  the  ethos  of  the  exhibition

since  its  impulse  is  more  about
inclusion than anything else.  

There  is  a  range  of  styles
present,  some  innately  predictable,
traditional and conservative such as a
conventional  nude  Portrait  of  a
Woman 4 by Ian McKeever  RA and
Fog  Effect  Venice  2015 by  Ken
Howard RA.  The paintings of Venice
hardly  conjured  visions  of  Canaletto
or Turner and their poetic impressions
but  the  stereotypical  touristic  kitsch
that infest the sinking city.  Traditional
forms and modelling are omnipresent
but so too are a range of styles that
appear to be broadly connected to art
movements  such  as  Expressionism,
Abstract Expressionism, Abstract and
Pop art.  The democratic spirit of the
exhibition  indicates  a  curatorial
freshness  of  vision  and  a  clarity  or
approach.  The British fascination with
model  making  redolent  of  childhood
time spent  with  Airfix  kits,  paint  and
glue  is  also  present  in  the  Large
Weston  Room  decorated  with  what
we are told is “Hague Blue”, a gloomy
deep  medium  blue.   If  the  viewer
failed  to  succumb  to  the  private
passion of modelling as this reviewer
did  the  overall  impression  would
probably be boredom.  Indeed, there
is  often  a  lack  of  explanation
surrounding the model which makes it
even  harder  to  comprehend.   There
are models of city districts, heliports of
the  future,  of  machine  parts,  plan
views, side views and plans divided in
half  to  demonstrate  interlacing
pseudo-parts of  pseudo engines that
are partly inspired and partly crackpot.
Works like  Droneport  Model by Lord
Foster  of  Thames  Bank  RA clearly
indicate a predicted future and clean
industrial  vision  but  there  is  not
enough of  this kind of  innovation on
view.  A drones-eye-view of the world
is  often  intimated  but  it  is  always
contextualised by the natural world as
if only birds can peer at endless vistas
of road networks, factories, mines and
polluted cities.

It is clear that one of the key
underlying themes of the exhibition is
how the natural world is being eroded
by  the  man  made,  how  the
boundaries  between  nature  and
culture  are  being  re-set  and  re-
defined by modernity, industrialisation
and its attendant crises.  Many of the
works  on  show  appear  to  struggle
with  the  division  between  inspiration
and  form.   Mr  and  Mrs  Bowles  of
Ballyward  (After  Gainsborough) by
David  Hamilton  inverts
Gainsborough’s painting  Mr and Mrs
Andrews.   Today the  woman stands
holding a shotgun while the man sits

pensively  with  his  laptop  but  the
agricultural techniques depicted in the
original  remain  the  same as  the  re-
boot maintaining that the landscape is
unchanged.  This is a palpable falsity,
the  English  landscape  has  been
damaged  by  industrialisation  and
mass  production.   Gender  relations
have  changed  but  they  have  hardly
been  inverted.   A  neat  joke  but  a
rather  limp  one  underscoring  the
assumptions of art education and art
savviness on the part of the audience.
These  assumptions  are  palpable
throughout  the  exhibition.   No  one
appears to want to go out on a limb.
Everywhere  the  mock  heroic
approach has dented the possibility of
genius living and breathing.  There is
something  very  British  about  the
ubiquity of mediocrity, as if genius is a
scandalised, disgraced sub-species of
artist  that  happens  elsewhere.
Visions  of  Tony  Hancock  in  The
Rebel,  a  satire  of  the  life  of  Paul
Gaugin,  and  the  underlying  mid-life
crisis that conceives of disillusionment
with  the  fruits  and  by-products  of
modernity  are  intimated  in  the
exhibition.   Imaginary  apocalypse  or
spontaneous  combustion  are  the
hallmarks of the artist’s future.

The  ultimate  pseudo-
contraption and a work that made me
laugh  was  The  New  Arrival by  The
Chapman Brothers.  There is a surreal
element  and  something
quintessentially British about inventing
a ‘machine’ that supports two skinned
heads  sucking  on  disembodied
nipples.   This  is  a  work  that
Heironymus  Bosch  might  have
approved  of  or  perhaps  he  would
have  recognised  the  species  of
plagiarism that it seems to be, feeding
off the work of Dali et al.  The Royal
Academy  Summer  Exhibition  is  the
strawberries  and  cream  of  summer
art,  delights  and  marvels,  darkness
palpable and a delight  of  a currently
not very sun drenched London.

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

Now Open To Submissions

After  the  success  of  Lovecraft  @125,
we're doing Tolkien @125 To celebrate
the 125th birthday of  JRR Tolkien,  we
are looking for poetry, fiction and non-
fiction celebrating his life and work and
the  ideas  and  themes  contained
therein.  We  don't  want  straight  fan
fiction,  but  anything  else  will  be
considered.

Deadline: End of December 2016



Letters To The Editor

Dear DJ,
A  fanfare  for  the  “76th

T’Supplement in  the  big parade”,  as  it
says in the song - and what a trumpeting
of  trombonistic  tremendousness  is
oompah-pahed  within!  More  “Blerwm,
Blerwm”,  for  a  start,  than  even  Billy
Cotton’s Band Show could have shaken a
stick at. Very taken with the idea, in Steve
Sneyd’s  article  continuation,  of  bards
being  ‘got  at’  to  spread  alarm  and
disinformation. I wonder if you could get
away  with  that  now,  using  hip-hop/rap
artists?  Maybe  they’ve  done  it  already.
Who can tell?  Anyway,  I  liked the way
the whole thing turned on its  head,  and
could well have been engineered for the
benefit of the ‘losing’ chief. Maelgwn as
proto-Machiavelli,  perhaps.  (There  ain’t
nuttin’ new.)

Zekria  Ibrahimi’s  Tragedy  of
Waterloo  and  Peterloo struck  a  timely
chord with me, as I’ve just been reading
Hazlitt’s  Lectures on the English Poets,
and his disillusion and disgust at the loss
of all the French Revolution promised has
an  immediate  and  personal  resonance.
The  Peterloo  poems  accompanying
Zekria’s  article  were  themselves  very
moving.  Phil  Emery’s  Slow  Fade
continued  the  interest  from  last  issue,
particularly  the  relationship  between
frame shape/position and social attitude of
those  portrayed  within  –  the  more
conventionally  regular  denoting  regular
conventionality.  (Origin  of  the  term
“square”, perhaps?) As for ‘topical’ issues
like  sexual  equality,  some  themes  may
have  dated  since  the  70s,  but  the
individual  versus  society  isn’t  going
away.  I  suppose  you  can’t  have  a
functioning  modern  society  made  up
entirely of individuals, by which I mean
individualists.  (How  would  the  Civil
Service  work,  for  instance?  Local
government  offices  would  be  like  the
Tower  of  Babel.)  On  the  other  hand,  a
healthy society can’t flourish without the
input  of  individuality,  especially  in
creative terms – usually only appreciated
when  the  upstarts  are  safely  dead.  But
that’s  when  they  can  be  resurrected  as
graphic  novel  heroes.  “Picasso  and  the
Cube Men” has a ring to it, or what about
“Rimbaud”?

Yours, like square peg in a round
frame,

Neil K. Henderson. 

Hi DJ,
I picked up the contributor's copy

for my cover art on Bard 156, as well as a
copy  of  The  Supplement  #77.
The  Supplement is  dependable  for  a
good  read,  for  instance  Andrew

Darlington's  Steve Sneyd: From Mars to
Marsden – The Untold Story has a closing
three  paragraphs that  discuss  cosmology
without  explicitly  saying  so.
Sci  fi  models  are  various:  There  is  the
mainstream  starship-slipstream  model
with  English-speaking,  man-like  aliens;
there's  horror  and  humour  and  now
possibly a new sci fi that originates partly
from the artist's insight into the mysteries
of  the  universe  around  us,  a
contemporaneous  sci  fi  that  confronts
intentionally or  not  the  same  overriding
mysteries  as  cosmology
“Time  collapse”,  which  Mr.  Sneyd
discusses  in  those  paragraphs,  happens
when some thing we notice in the present
about the distant past makes one suddenly
feel that  past is very  now.  Could one say
that  in  certain  instances  the  concepts  of
"past" and "future" are irrelevant?  Is time
non-linear  or  our  assumptions  linear  or
both,  for  relativity  theory  asserts  the
curvature  of  time-space,  argues  that
continuum is non-uniform.

Doesn't  string  theory  discuss
curlicue-shaped  interfaces  between
multiple  universes  or  dimensions,  while
in Dan Webb's Fourth Sathlatta,  It  All
comes  Down to  This,  a  character  at  an
auction  (what  could  be  more  mundane)
where a Stele is being offered, suddenly
saw the  corners  of  the  room leading  to
great  gates beyond which horrid winged
hounds prowled.

Religions  also  assert  the  real,
mundane  world  plus  an  invisible  spirit
world around us.

Maybe  sci  fi  is  a  fun  way
sometimes to  grasp  the  structure  of  the
cosmos with our “limited human minds”.

Sincerely,
Christine Despardes

Dear DJ,
Thanks  for  print  copy  of

T’Supplement #78 with other items. Last
time, I wondered how my eyesight would
be by the following issue, and I am now
caught  in  the  no-man’s-land  of  one  eye
cataract-free and the other still to be done,
so I can’t get new reading glasses. I can
read with a magnifying glass, though, so
the print version is easier. (But I have to
risk nausea and dizziness by using my old
glasses to type this.)

The Ludvig Holmdahl piece was
an education. I think the librarians where
I live must have been dehumanised, but
not by labour. More likely by all the TV
programmes they stand around discussing
at the tops of their voices while people are
trying to read. I daresay it’s different in an
academic  library.  My  memories  from
student  days  are  now  somewhat  vague,
but I seem to recall an attitude of mildly
snotty superiority. (What went on behind

the  scenes,  of  course,  I’ll  never  know.)
Unfortunately, I can’t call the Arcimboldo
painting to mind, which would have been
something of an eye-opener – especially
as I like his work.

The  Amazing  Stories  Steve
Sneyd  Interview  was  slightly
disappointing (not Steve’s fault) since the
prosaic and predictable questions left little
room for answers that were not mere lists
of data (useful as these are for the student
of Sneydensia). Perhaps I had raised my
expectations too high, hoping for the likes
of: When was the last time you found a
Martian in your cornflakes? Where are the
proceeds from the Ursa Minor glandular
comet  heist?  How  many  Neptunian  gas
dance midgets can you fit on a pinhead?
Does your spaceship lose momentum on
the bedpost overnight? But so be it.  For
all I know, the answers may be written in
the stars... or the poems.

Enjoyed  the  Paul  Murphy  art
reviews.  He  has  a  happy  knack  of
verbally  expressing  the  visual.  I  also
found the background detail to Artist And
Empire  interesting,  having  recently read
J.B.  Priestly’s  Victoria’s  Heyday,  which
looks  at  some  realities  and  pictorial
readjustments  in  a  specific  decade
(1850s).

Thank  you  for  the  Tunnels
anthology, including my story. I enjoyed
all the material therein. Aeronwy Dafies’s
poem  of  the  naughty  monk  and  nun
managed to be simultaneously merry and
gruesome,  while  Heather  Buswell’s
Tunneller  Tunnelling dealt  with
depression  and  pain  in  a  way  that  was
both  direct  and  readable,  drawing  the
reader  readily  into  this  tunnel  of
experience.  I  was  reminded  of  Kafka’s
story,  The Burrow, especially in  the  last
stanza. Of the stories here, your Dark And
Formless Thoughts had a nicely talkative
tone, guiding us through to a not-so-nice
conclusion.  DS Davidson’s  The  End  Of
The  Tunnel built  up  the  tension  to  a
climax of fiendish and abominable horror.
Great holiday reading.

Also thanks for  The Bards #40,
comprising Neal Wilgus’s  The Phoneiad.
The use of single rhymes in each section
had a very effective Edgar Allan Poe ring
to it. (Pun accidental, but I’m pretending
it’s  deliberate.)  Not  only  a  highly
entertaining  take  on  the  horrors  of  the
mobile  phone,  but  something  of  a
reassurance that I’m right not to have one.

Yours, disconnectedly,
Neil K. Henderson.


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

Got an opinion? Send us your letter!



Dear DJ,
Issue  78  as  always  full  of

interest.  Review  of  Artist  and  Empire
exhibit  at  Tate  Britain  triggers  various
thoughts  about  the  ambiguities  of  past
British  Empire.  I  feel  tenuous  personal
connection  as,  over  a  number  of
generations,  distant  cousins  served  in
British army in India, right back to one at
start  of  Sikh  Wars  who headed a  short-
lived  mounted  outfit  called  Sneyd’s
Horse,  and  one  interim  one  who,
according to family story, went crazy and
sent  a  parcel  bomb  to  the  military
governor of Lahore and was discretely put
out of way in a hospital for crazy officers
at  Deolali  (from which place  comes the
term doolally!).

African  art  is  one  of  roots  of
Cubism/Picasso,  isn’t  it?  Other  startling
examples  of  European  ignorance  of
African  achievement  is  that  in  early
middle  ages,  Timbuctoo  was  apparently
the largest university in world.

Thank you, too, for the Severson
interview – I hope not too many readers
getting Sneyd fatigue!

Best wishes,
Steve Sneyd

Dear DJ,
Thanks  for  latest  issue  of  The

Supplement. Enjoyed  the  lecture  on
Dylan Thomas’s trousers – in my day, in
the 1970s, trousers tended to be so tight
that  they  would  split  at  the  drop  of…
well, anything you had to bend down for.
Hence they weren’t as interchangeable as
a French farce. Still, it does give a good
guide  to  get  on  to  the  roller-coaster  of
literary fame. I’ll  be hanging around the
autumn literary  festivals  hoping  to  pick
up a few ‘autographs’ on the waistband!
(Calvin Klein? How did he get there?)

The Steve  Sneyd interview was
rather disappointing in mostly discussing
his personal tastes, but not actually giving
any clues to his distinctive style of poetic
work. The compactness of the Swiss army
knife is often challenged by some of his
writing.  But,  it’s  always  nice  to  feel
reassured that someone prefers substance
to style in these pretentious times.

Reviews  of  art  exhibitions  are
rarely satisfactory, but Mr Murphy gives
his  a  thorough  going-over  and,  whilst
occasionally for me a preference may be
that the colours remind me of a sardine tin

and  little  more,  he  has  created  fixed
images  in  my  mind  without  a  solitary
description as to the subject matter of the
picture.  Full  marks  for  that.  Wilgus’s
review of the Fericano collection evokes
much  more  cartoon-like  visions,  which
may  be  superior  to  the  actual  thing.
Name-dropping  en  masse  can  pall  at
times.

Finally  –  are  there  really  still
such  things  as  libraries  in  Sweden?
Libraries  just  seemed  to  vanish  around
2010  like  fondue,  condensed  milk  and
salted peanuts.

Enjoy the summer,
Andy Robson

The Editor Replies – If  anyone wants to
take  a  stab  at  trying  to  ferret  out  the
deeper  secrets  of  Steve  Sneyd’s  poetry,
please do! Alternatively, if anyone wants
to send in a question for Steve, I’ll see if
he can be persuaded to answer the most
interesting ones...

Dear DJ,
Hello! Thank you very much for

The Supplement 78, it was, as always, a
good read. I enjoyed the Sneyd interview,
and also the two pieces by Paul Murphy
were very good.

Also, thank you, for the Tunnels
booklet, which I thought was a great idea
(maybe worth doing another one?), and I
liked Aeronwy Dafies’ poem,  The Secret
Tunnel,  and  Neil  K.  Henderson’s  story,
The Tunnel, in particular. Your own piece,
Dark  and  Formless  Thoughts,  was  also
good.
Best wishes,
Chris James

The  Editor  Replies  –  I’m  considering
doing a sister volume about caverns...

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
Capsule Review by Arthur C. Ford

The Minister’s Shoes
By Celine Rose Mariotti

ISBN-978-1-61386-244-5

I  loved  the  short,  clearly  written
chapters.  Mystery,  suspense  and
intrigue  were  lurking  throughout  

this book; which culminated tastefully
with a mystical ending.

What  more  can a  reader  ask
for!!

If you wish to order Celine’s book, go
to  Amazon, Nook,  or  Smashwords.  

You can also contact Celine at
her e-mail,celinem@aol.com.
……………………………………………………………

The Lady From Afar
(verse 1 by Jimmy Boom Semtex/Nick

Armbrister. Verse 2 by P.J. Reed)

I  see  the  lady  from afar.  She  looks
away, not from me but from something
else. I'm unsure what. It appears to be
known  only  to  her.  Some  malady
tormenting her that  others can't  see.
Is it in her mind or something else? A
mischievous  spirit  or  malevolent
demon? With the power to tarnish this
lady's  reputation,  hound  her  senses
and crush her  will  to  live.  A frightful
expression  forms  upon  her  pretty
face.  Shadows  drop  over  her  light
green  eyes.  Real  or  imagined?
Fantastically  cruel  or  fakery  beyond
doubt?  Her  long  black  dress  once
looked elegant. Now it's stained even
darker - blood! Her own or another's?
If  another's,  what  happened? A fight
with a lover? A duel with her sister?
An  insane  mother  finally  coming
unhinged?  Or  herself,  falling  to  the
abyss?

She  approaches;  trailing  lavender
fields  and  golden  summers  through
the amber streets. A thousand years
of ancient wonder in the greeness of
her eyes. Drifts of ebony hair wave to
me  as  she  walks.  An  intoxicating
eastern  beauty;  I  reach  out  as  she
glides by. Black dress caught between
my fingers,  crumbles  to  my touch.  I
breathe  her  ash,  it  cuts  my  throat,
makes my eyes bleed red. I choke in
penance  for  my  lust  and  fall
screaming to the ground as I  see in
the distance the lady from afar. 

…………………………………………

2017 Calls For Submissions
Poetry

Dark Tower VII – open
Moon (general poetry, sf, horror, fantasy, etc) - March
Ivory and Rose Leaves (Decadent, aesthetic and symbolist) - May
The Vegetable Archdeacon (comic/light verse) – May
Hallowe'en Horror (General and Hallowe'en-themed horror poetry) – July
Infernal Stars (Clark Ashton Smith inspired) – July
Great War IV (WWI poetry) - September

Fiction
(preferably 1000-3000 words)

Pulp Adventures (anything pulp, 1920s/30s) - June
Great War IV (WWII fiction) - September
Christmas Chillers V (festive horror fiction) – September

The horror, Lovecraft & Clark Ashton Smith anthologies remain open.



Reviews by DJ Tyrer

Cheval 8
Edited by Alan Perry & Jonathan Edwards
£7.99, 227pp, ISBN 978-1-910901-03-8

www.parthianbooks.com
Parthian, Cardigan, SA43 1ED, UK

Available from Amazon at
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Cheval-
Jonathan-Edwards/dp/1910901032/

and
https://www.amazon.com/Cheval-

Jonathan-Edwards/dp/1910901032/

Cheval  is  a  high-quality  paperback
annual of poetry and fiction submitted to
The  Terry  Hetherington  Young  Writers’
Award, along with new work by previous
winners and commended entrants, and the
profits  from sale serve  to  fund the  next
year’s award.

The  volume  opens  with  two
poems  by Terry Hetherington,  including
the wonderful The Gift (“You of the earth,
of the colour in sound, /  and the night’s
eye  poised  above  me”).  Of  the  many
excellent  pieces,  I  especially  liked  the
story Persephone’s Underworld by Aimee
Bray  (“The following morning, I felt like
I  was  armouring  myself  for  war”  is  a
brilliant line),  Jenni Derrick’s poem  The
Happy  Man (“They  didn’t  even  realise
they were sad. / Lost in the tunnel for so
long, / they had forgotten there was light
outside.”), Natalie Ann Holborow’s first-
prize-winning  poem  Blood  Sugar (“A
spoonful  of sugar with the medicine / and
I’m sicker than before”), Claire Hougez’s
wonderfully-written  story  Within  the
Yellow Plumage (in which we see “Within
the yellow plumage is a harvest moon of a
face,  a  purple  bobbed  wig,  lavish  red
lips.”)  and David Schőnthal’s  thoughtful
story Cairn.

An  excellent  collection
guaranteed to enthral, it and the previous
seven  volumes  are  well  worth  reading.
Highly recommended.
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Another  excellent  issue,  full  of  great
poetry and fiction. I  particularly like the
poems  A  Walk  in  Cologne  by  John
Greeves (“We walk the aftermath of war. /
A  quiet  Sunday  morning  in  Cologne  /
along avenues  towards  the  Rhine.”)  and
Seagull by Fergus Hilton (“The Sun she

wrote / The word “LOVE” / With clouds /
In the sky”), and the stories Rhapsody In
The Sky  by Neal Wilgus and Ellena van
Tebberen’s  wonderful  little  twist-in-the-
tale The Longest Day. Recommended.

Wild Eye, Fire Eye
By Tracy Patrick

£4 inc. postage (£6 overseas), 38pp, 2015
Order from

http://www.tracypatrick.co.uk/
publications.html

A collection  of  poetry  inspired  by  the
representation  of  animals  in  Celtic  art,
religion  and  myth.  I  particularly  like
Bullgod in  which  Tracy  wonders  “I
wonder how it came to be, / this yoking of
destinies”,  Badbh  Sith (“These  days
you’ve taught me to be silent. / My skin is
titanium,  my  nerves  wire”),  and  the
wonderfully-evocative  Carnyx (“Two
thousand years / with my tongue stuck in
that  wet  trench /  and here I  am, staring
open-mouthed,  at  some  windless  day.”)
Highly recommended.

A New Acmeism
By Sam Smith

£3.99, ISBN 978-1-907878-74-9, 2015, 32pp
www.erbacce-press.com

A  wide-ranging  collection  of  The
Journal editor’s  poetry,  from  haiku  to
prose poems.  I  particularly like  the title
piece  A  New  Acmeism  (attempt  1) in
which  “This  cliff-living  day  is  misted
greys  and  silvers,  with  great  smears  of
white  rearing  towards  the  far  below
shore.”,  Moon-drawn (“slow waves from
a calm sea / flap over / one a breath after
the  other”),  This  straight  grey  road
(“between  two  walls  of  plantation
conifers / ends in a blunt wedge of pink
cloud.”),  and  the  haiku  on  page  20
(“winter-parched  land:  /  fields  of  dead
grass, lines of / crow-populated stubble”).
Excellent imagery. Highly recommended.

Ro-Lo-Lay
By Christopher Catt James

31pp, 2016
Available for free – send an A5 SAE to
Christopher James, 68 Kingslea Park,
East Cowes, Isle of Wight, PO32 5JN,

UK

Most of you reading this will be familiar
with the work of Chris James, who wrote
and illustrated this booklet, from various
Atlantean  publications  (indeed,  two
poems  –  Once  and  Future and
Yestermorrow –  appeared  in  issues  of
Bard back in 2010 and another – Waiting
(with a gorgeous illustration) – in an issue
of Monomyth in 2011).

An extract from The Sylva Book
of Garrner The Magus opens the booklet,
briefly  describing  the  existence  of  the
many ages and worlds that have existed,
and  the  corruption  and  subsequent
invasion by Mericks of the titular land of
Ro-Lo-Lay  (the  map  of  which  looks
familiar…).

The  poetry,  and  the  art  that
illustrates and gives depth to them, evokes
Arthurian myth and the sword and sorcery
of Robert E. Howard’s Conan.

In  Warrior  Woman,  we  meet
“Redwing  Ravensdaughter  /  Warrior
Woman /  Of  the  Bird  Folk  tribe  /  Who
follows  Magpye  the  Bird  God  /  Who
hears  our  prayers.”,  while  in  The  Mazy
Magician “In the vale of Shanlin / On the
Isle  of  Elvanor  /  Embros  the  Mazing
Magician  /  Is  Seeking  the  Open  Door.”
Embros is also known as Merlinus…

In  Night  Charms,  “An  Elvish
woman / Came to me / In my dreams, at
night / And whispered things / That filled
me / With delight”).

As you can guess, I am a fan of
Chris James’s poetry and artwork, and it
is  a  delight  to  immerse  myself  in  this
collection. Highly recommended.
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New from Rainfall Books

Jungle Adventures #1
Fiction  by  Teel  James  Glenn,  Jeremy
Hayes, DJ Tyrer, and Lee Clark Zumpe,
and poetry  by  Matthew Wilson,  and
Frederick J. Mayer.

Lovecraft’s Disciples #24
Fiction by Jeremy Hayes,  DJ Tyrer,  G.
Warlock Vance, and Matthew Wilson.

Contact:
rainfallrecords@doramail.com

or
Steve Lines, 22 Woodland Park, Calne,

Wiltshire. SN11 0JX. U.K

Payment  can  be  made  via  PayPal  at
steev.13@btinternet.com  or  by
cheque made payable to  Steve Lines
to the above postal address. All prices
include postage and packing. Email us
at  rainfallrecords@doramail.com  as
we do a discount on multiple orders.

Visit  www.rainfallsite.com  for  a
complete list of chapbooks.



Reviews by Paul Murphy

Russia and The Arts at the
National Portrait Gallery

The Age of Tolstoy and Tchaikovsky
The  work  presented  at  the

National  Portrait  Gallery,  London,  has
been  gathered  from  the  collection  of
Pavel  Tretyakov  donated  to  the  city  of
Moscow in 1892. In 1892 it was valued at
1.5  million  roubles  and  comprised  2000
works of art. Today it forms the basis of
the  State  Tretyakov  Gallery,  Russia's
national gallery in Moscow. 

Tretyakov  was  a  textile
industrialist  and collector  who sought  to
create  a  portrait  collection  of  Russia's
leading  intellectuals,  authors,  actors,
composers  and  patrons  of  the  arts,
commissioning  Russia's  leading  painters
to  portray  them.  Tretyakov  created  a
survey  of  a  Golden  Age  of  Russian
portraiture.  The  painters  he  employed
initially  followed  a  traditional,  realist
approach to painting then, following the
art  tendencies  of  the  day,  embarking on
the  new  Impressionist  style.  Other
commissions  followed  even  after
Tretyakov's  death  in  1898.  The  period
encapsulates the leading figures of the era
between 1867 and 1914, ending with the
outbreak of war and the decline and fall
of the Romanovs. 

The  first  painting  in  the
collection  is  that  of  Tretyakov  himself
followed  by  portraits  of  Alexander
Herzen,  Feodor  Dostoevsky,  Nikolai
Tolstoy  and  Turgenev.  Dostoevsky's
portrait  completed  by  Vasily  Perov  in
1872 is the most compelling work in this
small  exhibition.  Dostoevsky,  author  of
Poor  Folk,  Crime  and  Punishment and
The  Devils,  is  a  seemingly  diminished
figure, emaciated, his face covered with a
wispy red beard. In 1849 Dostoevsky, at
the age of 28, survived a mock execution
after  his  involvement  in  a  liberal  coup
initiated by a group calling themselves the
Decembrists.  The  Decembrists  yearned
for  political  representation  and  a  Duma
(parliament).  Dostoevsky was broken by
his experience and then spent harrowing
years of imprisonment and forced labour
in  Siberia  from  which  he  fashioned  his
seminal account  The House of the Dead.
Dostoevsky  is  slumped  over  almost
engulfed  by  his  ill-fitting  clothes,  an
intent,  grim  look  and  elaborately
interlaced  fingers  implying  his  absolute
seriousness.  This  is  an  image  that
resonates  today,  becoming  a  universal
portrayal  of  suffering,  summarising  its
period.

Tolstoy,  author  of  War  and
Peace and  Anna  Karenina painted  by
Nikolai Ge in 1884, appears to be a better

fed subject, sitting poring over his papers
with  his  customary  intensity,  bent  over
lined  sheets  filled  with  his  scribblings.
His attire is utterly plain because Tolstoy
although  an  aristocrat  was  a  practising
Anarchist and dressed as a serf in order to
identify with the lowest in society.  Serfs
would have done all the menial labour on
Tolstoy's  estate  and  had  no  rights
whatsoever.  It  is  plain,  however,  that
Tolstoy's  surroundings  are  plush  and
comfortable  implying  that  Tolstoy
enjoyed the rights of  an aristocrat  while
also  rejecting  his  class.  The  image
contrasts with that  of Dostoevsky which
has  no  palpable  context.  Dostoevsky
seems to be a person with nothing at all
except his thoughts.

Turgenev,  painted by Ilia  Repin
in 1874, became famous for his work  A
Sportsman's Sketches published in 1852.
It is actually a critique of the practice of
serfdom  and  coincided  with  the
publication  of  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin by
Harriet  Beecher  Stowe  in  America.
Serfdom  was  soon  to  be  abolished,
slavery too in the US after the Civil War,
and Turgenev's work was instrumental in
building  international  sympathy  and
awareness of the plight of the serfs. For
this  reason,  both  Turgenev  and
Dostoevsky spent periods of time in the
West,  in  Germany,  away  from  Russia,
emigres  exiled  for  their  writings  and
progressive  views  although  they  did
eventually  return.   Unlike  Alexander
Herzen who found a more liberal culture
in England and stayed there. 

A  series  of  composer  portraits
form another set and the most compelling
of  these  is  that  of  Modest  Mussorgsky
(1839-1881) painted by Ilia Repin in 1881
just days before the composer’s death. At
the time Mussorgsky was recuperating in
hospital after a bout of alcoholism so he is
clad in pyjamas and dressing gown. His
wispy,  unkempt  hair  and  glowing  red
vodka  nose  humanises  the  subject
bringing  Mussorgsky  to  ground  level
where  he  appears  like  us,  not  as  the
historical figure and genius composer he
was.

Piotr  Tchaikovsky  (1840-1893),
painted by Nikolai Kuznetsov in 1893 is
clad  in  black  with  dark,  foliage-like
background. Almost bereft of context his
gaze  implies  confused  terror  rather  than
intensity. The portrait of Nikolai Rimsky-
Korsakov  (1844-1908),  painted  by
Valentin Serov in 1898, is of a business-
like,  engaged,  creative  mind  yet  it  also
implies  a  professorial  scrutiny  and
pragmatic  focus.  The  portrait  lacks  the
psychological  complexity  and  depth  of
suffering  intimated  by  the  portrait  of
Dostoevsky,  the  outstanding  painting  of
this collection. 

In  the  works  “In  the  Summer”
(1895)  by  Valentin  Serov,  “Nadezhda
Zabela-Vrubel”  (1898)  painted  by
Mikhail  Vrubel  and  “Feodor  Shalliapin”
(1905)  by  Konstantin  Korovin  the
influence of French Impressionism begins
to  surface.  These  works  concern
themselves  with  patrons  of  the  arts  and
their estates and also indicate one of the
key themes of this exhibition. How might
a uniquely Russian music,  literature and
painting be created? How could Russian
art free itself of Western inspiration? This
had also been a feature of Russian society,
for instance Peter the Greats instructions
to the Boyars (nobility) to shave off their
beards following his visits to the West.

There  are  also
depictions of actors and playwrights. For
instance, Alexander Ostrovsky, painted by
Vasily  Perov  in  1871,  appears  to  be  a
well-fed  bourgeois.  Anton  Chekhov
(1860-1904)  by  Iosif  Braz  (1898)  was
painted when the writer went to Nice to
experience a mild climate that  he hoped
would  ameliorate  his  tuberculosis.
Chekhov gazes out of the canvas with a
dispassionate, seemingly professorial lack
of  intensity.  He  died  only  a  few  years
after the portrait was completed but it is
hardly  an  image  that  conjures  up
mortality.  Contemporary  actresses  like
Ermolova  appear  conventional  and
distinguished, Strepetova is clearly in one
of her roles.

The  exhibition  concludes  with
two  portraits  of  poets,  Nikolai  Gumilev
(1866-1921)  by  Olga  Della-Vos-
Kardovskaia (1909) and Anna Akhmatova
(1889-1966)  by  the  same  artist  (1914).
Kardovskaia  depicts  the  two  poets  in
idyllic poses and surroundings utilising a
post-impressionist  technique.  A reduced
perspective  and  blocks  of  colour  imply
the  work  of  Gaugin  rather  than  the
spontaneity  and  free  brush  work  of  the
Impressionists.  Gumilev was married to
Akhmatova  before  he  was  executed  by
the  Bolsheviks  for  alleged  counter-
revolutionary  activities  but  Akhmatova
survived the purges even though she was
under constant surveillance and unable to
publish  her  work,  Later,  in  the  1950s,
after Stalin's death, she was rehabilitated
and revered for speaking out against the
atrocities of Stalin's mis-rule.

The  exhibition  was  counter-
pointed  by  the  music  of  the  era  which
provided  a  necessary  ambience  and  the
text  provided  gave  enough  contextual
information  without  becoming
overwhelming.  Perhaps  this  could  form
the basis for a larger exhibition?  This is
an  excellent,  yet  petit,  round  up  of
Russian portraiture of an age of innocence
before  the  Bolshevik  takeover,  and  an
unmissable treat.



Sicily:
Culture and Conquest
at the British Museum

"So  scatter  brilliance  over  the  island
which  Zeus  Lord  of  Olympus  gave  to
Persephone and, his hair falling forward
with  his  nod,  promised  that  he  would
raise  up  fertile  Sicily  with  its  high  and
prosperous cities to be pre-eminent on the
plentiful earth!

Pindar (c522-443BC)
First Nemean Ode

Between 800 and 700BC the early Greeks
and  Phoenicians  began  to  colonise  the
island of Sicily and by 734 BC the Greeks
had  established  their  first  settlement  at
Naxos.  Earlier peoples had lived on the
island but little certain is known of them
and the entire early period mostly consists
of  legend.   It  is  known  that  the  early
peoples  valued  the  volcanic  rock
obsidian, obtained from the volcano that
dominates the eastern half of the island,
Mount  Etna,  but  later  peoples  imported
metal for making weapons.

Greeks  began  leaving  the
mainland  to  seek  colonies  under  the
pressure of population expansion.  Sicily
was  only one  colony and  these  became
known  as  Magna  Graecia or  ‘Greater
Greece’.  Sicily  is  first  mentioned  in
written  sources  by  the  Greek  historian
Thucydides  who  mentions  that  Sicily  is
the  island  of  the  Cyclops  and  the
Laestrygonians depicted in Homer's  epic
poem  The Odyssey.  Thucydides lists the
people of Sicily as the Sicani from Iberia,
Elymians  from  Troy,  Sicels  from  Italy,
Phoenicians from the east and the Greeks.

Early artefacts  and coins  reflect
the  Greek  influence,  these  being
embellished  with  the  head  of  goddess
Pallas  Athena  and  Greek  style  symbols
such  as  the  four  horse  chariot,  dolphin,
horse  and  crab.   For  the  early  Greeks
Sicily was a legendary place, for instance
the Straits of Messina were apparently the
place where the Greek hero Odysseus, on
his return journey from the sack of Troy,
encountered  the  monster  Scylla  and  the
whirlpool Charybdis.  Furthermore, Pluto,
god  of  the  underworld,  is  said  to  have
abducted  the  goddess  of  fertility,
Persephone,  at  Enna in  central  Sicily in
order to drag her down to Hades to make
her his bride.

The Greeks created many shrines
on the island depicting this event.  Enna
provides  a  good  example  of  the
difficulties  offered by the rough Sicilian
terrain.   Enna  is  built  on  a  hilltop  and,
since  it  has  its  own  water  supply,  has
always proven to be extremely difficult to
besiege.  The Arabs attempted on several

occasions  and  eventually  took  the  city
after crawling up the city’s sewers.

Greek  settlements  on  the  island
were ruled by aristocrats called  Tyrannoi
(Tyrants).  They were obviously unelected
and  consequently  there  were  frequent
disputes  over  land  and  resources.   The
Greeks  established  some  important
settlements such as Akragas (Agrigento).
Today Agrigento is famous for the Doric
temples that stretch for a kilometre or so
and are known internationally as the Valle
dei  Templi,  especially  the  Temple  of
Concord  which  is  the  best  preserved
Greek-style  temple  in  the  western
Mediterranean.  (440BC)  The  area  is  a
designated  world  heritage  site.   Early
victories by the Sicilian city state known
as  Syracuse  at  the  Battle  of  Himera
(480BC)  over  the  Carthaginians,  whose
power base was in North Africa, and the
Battle of Cumae fought near Naples over
the Etruscans brought war trophies  such
as the inscribed Etruscan helmet which is
part of this collection.

Recently  mass  casualties  from
the  Battle  of  Himera  in  north-western
Sicily were discovered so evidence from
this  early part  of  Sicily’s  history is  still
being  brought  to  light.   415-413BC
comprised the most significant episode in
Sicily's  ancient  history,  the  Athenians
invaded  Syracuse  and  suffered  a
catastrophic defeat leading to the loss of
their  empire.   The  Carthaginians
eventually  returned,  destroying  Akragas,
Gela,  Selinous (Seinunte) by 405BC but
the  tyrant  Dionysus  I  of  Syracuse
defeated  Carthage  around  396BC
securing  his  city's  political  ascendency
within  Sicily.   Herion  II  of  Syracuse
united the island under the Greeks (270-
215BC) and befriended the Romans.

Sicily was a preferred destination
for Greek artists and intellectuals such as
Aeschylus,  Plato  and  Archimedes.   It
began  to  rival  Greece  and  its  many
glories.

"You  have  often  heard  that  the  city  of
Syracuse  is  the  greatest  of  the  Greek
cities, and the most beautiful of all.  It is
so."

Cicero
   Oration Against Verres (70BC)

Sicily  was  eventually  conquered  by  the
Romans after the end of the Punic Wars in
which  Rome had  fought  a  grim,  lasting
campaign  against  Carthage  which
eventually  led  to  the  destruction  of
Carthage  itself  following  the  Battle  of
Zama  (202BC).   Sicily's  fertile  soils
earned it  the status  of  Rome's  grain bin
and  slaves  worked  the  great  estates  of
landowners  and  were  meant  to  produce
wealth for Rome and die.

This  uncaringness  led  to  two
Servile Wars that began in Sicily and were
eventually suppressed by Roman military
might.  A Third Servile War, known today
as  Spartacus'  Revolt,  began  at  Capua,  a
gladiatorial training camp near Naples but
it too was eventually brutally suppressed.
Even  under  Rome  the  language  and
culture of Sicily was still Greek leading to
further  alienation  but  this  changed  after
the  rule  of  first  Roman  Emperor,
Augustus,  when  fashions  on  the  island
became Roman fashions and the language
used was Latin.

After  the  fall  of  Rome  in  the
400s  a  revolving  door  of  subsequent
conquests rocked the island.  First of all,
Germanic  Vandals  and  then  Goths ruled
Sicily but eventually the Byzantines, the
inheritors  of  the  Roman  Empire  in  the
eastern Mediterranean, took over.  They in
turn were expelled by the Arab Aghlabid
dynasty  but  they  too  were  eventually
replaced  by the  Fatimids  who  ruled  the
island from Tunisia on the north African
coast.  The Arabs imported new crops like
oranges,  rice,  cotton  and  dates  and  new
agricultural  techniques  too.   The  Arab
conquest of Sicily was vital to the islands
history  for  they  practised  religious
tolerance so that other faiths such as the
Greek  Orthodox  Church,  Christians  and
Jews were allowed so long as they paid
their religious taxes.  

The Arabs ruled Sicily for  over
200 years but were eventually replaced in
1061  when  Norman  mercenaries  under
Count Roger exploited political instability
on the island and conquered it.  Roger’s
son  later  became  King  Roger,  the  first
Norman King of Sicily.  Count Roger and
his heirs were faced with a large Muslim
population so they therefore decided that
a policy of integration with local customs
and culture was the best course of action.
The Normans retained the Arab currency
to mollify the Muslim population of  the
island.  For instance, some of the Norman
coins presented show inaccurate Norman
copying  of  Arabic  indicating  that  they
could not understand the language of the
people they ruled.  One side of the coin
would be in Arabic but a T was stamped
on  the  other  side,  implying  a  Christian
cross.  

Since the first  Norman invaders
were  not  royalty  they  attempted  to
consolidate  their  rule  by  using  regal
images of falcons and lions which were
displayed on their battle standards.

Poor island treated as conquered territory!
Poor  islanders  treated  as  savages  who
must be civilised.

Luigi Pirandello
     The Old and the Young (1928)



Norman architecture sought to synthesize
the best of western, Arabic and Byzantine
styles as a symbol of tolerance and unity.
Scholars  flocked  to  Sicily  from  Europe
and  the  Muslim world  and  the  Norman
kings sought to strengthen their ties with
other courts especially the Norman court
in England.

In 1138 Roger commissioned the
Arab scholar and cartographer Al Idrisi to
create a map of the world called The Book
of  Roger.   Roger  wished  to  obtain  a
contemporary map  of  the  world  for  the
only existing  ones  were  Roman,  over  a
thousand years old, and of little practical
use.   Roger  thus  sought  to  use  Arab
scholarship  to  further  his  trading
ambitions in the Mediterranean.  

In  1208  aged  14  Frederick  II,
grandson  of  Frederick  Barbarossa  and
Roger, inherited the island.  He was also
ruler of the Holy Roman Empire as well
as other possessions such as Burgundy in
France and territories in Spain.  Frederick
initiated  a  cultural  renaissance  on  the
island  and  elsewhere  which  failed  to
impress the Popes who excommunicated
him  twice.   To  the  rest  of  the  world,
however,  he  was  Stupor  Mundi (The
wonder of the world).

He created  art  and  coinage  that
took its inspiration from Latin archetypes
and even from the early Greeks who first
began to mint coins for use on the island.
However,  this  period  of  harmony  had
come  to  an  end  by  the  time  of  the
Renaissance  because  Christianity  had
become  the  dominant  religion  and  the
creativity and cultural importance of other
communities had declined, their members
marginalised.  

Then  began  a  history  of
occupation  as  the  island  was  conquered
by  foreign  rulers,  Angevins,  Hapsburgs
and  Spanish  Bourbons.   The  essential
creativity  and  cultural  splendour  the
island had enjoyed under Roger and the
Arab Aghlabids declined.  Even today the
explanation  for  the  relative  poverty and
backwardness of the south is explained in
terms of this period of occupation.  This
came to an end when Giuseppe Garibaldi
invaded  Sicily  in  1860,  defeating  the
Bourbons  with  his  army  known  as  The
Thousand (since this is the exact number
of volunteers he summoned to his cause). 

Italy  was  ultimately  unified
under  Garibaldi  and  Count  Camillo
Cavour,  Prime Minister  of  the Kingdom
of  Piedmont-Sardinia  and  Piedmont’s
King  Victor  Emmanuel  ruled  over  a
young  Italian  nation  still  ultimately
divided into two parts.

The  problems  of  the  south  are
multi-fold  and  include  the  mafia,
pollution, emigration and squalor.  Great
heaps  of  rubbish  still  engulf  areas  of

Naples and the rest of the south.  This has
been explained in terms of the period of
foreign  occupation  so  that  southern
Italians  do  not  regard  public  space  as
being connected to them.  They therefore
refuse  to  clear  up  the  mess  and  regard
only their  own properties  as  being their
responsibility.   Thus  the  Camorra  (the
name used by the Neapolitan mafia) were
given the contract for rubbish disposal in
Naples since they now see business as a
better model than criminality.

The  Bourbons,  as  did  the
Romans,  also  wished  to  use  their
Kingdom of the Two Sicilies as  a  grain
bin.   The  Bourbon  rulers  feared
industrialisation  since  it  would  result  in
parliamentary  democracy,  unrest  and  an
educated,  militant  working  class  which
would eventually replace autocracy with
elections.   The antagonism of north and
south is  still  felt  in  Italy and  remains a
major  force  in  Italian  political  and
cultural life.

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

Review by Neal Wilgus

The Joe Poems:
The Continuing Saga of

Joe The Poet
By John Roche
2012, pb, 58pp

Foothills Publishing, PO Box 68,
Kanona, NY 14856, USA

Mo’ Joe: The Anthology –
The Continuing Saga of

Joe The Poet, Vol. 2
Edited by John Roche
2014, pb, 221pp, $16

Beatlick Press, 45 Garden Park Circle
NW, Albuquerque, NM 87107, USA

Forget Little Willie (if you can) – here’s
a new kiddo to play with, a folk hero
somewhat  in  the  footsteps  of  Paul
Bunyan, John Henry or Pecos Bill. It’s
Joe the Poet!

John Rohe, who should know,
writes  that  the  original  Joe  poem
appeared  in  Rootdrinker  no.  17 in
2009. After that, Joe showed up in a
variety  of  small  press  ‘zines  and
resulted in the 38 poems collected in
The Joe Poems.  The rules of  Joe’s
universe are loose, as is appropriate
for a mythological figure – Joe can be
any man, woman, child,  or whatever
with  no  attempt  at  consistency.  In
theory, Joe poems are no more than
10 lines/100 words, as suggested by
Rootdrinker  editor Alan Casline, and
spelled out in the original volume.

But,  somehow,  Joe  broke
loose  and  spread  uncontrollably,
adopted  and  adapted  to  a  seeming
endless  series  –  Joe  (or,  Jo,
Josephine,  Jo-y,  etc)  doing  his/her
thing  down  through  history  and  all
over the map! The result is  Mo’ Joe:
The  Anthology,  which  stars  Joe  in
202 poems by 121 poets (with design
by  Roche  and  Jules  Nyquist  and
several fine photos). Not all these free
spirits conform to the ten-line rule and
who  cares  how  many  words  get
splashed around? Joe must have his
way.

Probably  the  best-known
contributors  in  Mo’  Joe are  Lyn
Lifshin,  Margaret  Randall,  and  beat
bard, d. winans, but there are plenty
of  fine  poets  here,  many  from  New
Mexico,  including Pamela Hirst,  who
founded Beatlick Press in memory of
Beatlick  Joe  Speer.  Quite  a  few  of
these  poets  live  and  teach  in
Rochester, New York, while others are
scattered  far  and  wide.  Most  are
authors of books of poetry, many from
FootHills  Publishing,  including
FootHills founder, Michael Czarnecki.

The longest poem in Mo’ Joe
is  a  prose  poem  by  Leah  Zazulyer,
which runs two full pages, a rambling
memoir  paying  homage  to  Flemish
painter  Pieter  Bruegel,  my  favourite
artist.  Also of  note is the Joe poem,
Restoration by Herb Kauderer, which
was  nominated  for  the  Dwarf  Stars
Awards for 2015. And, you’ll find Joe
in  all  kinds  of  crazy  and  fantastic
places, more than you can imagine, I
imagine.

So, forget the superheroes, if
you will,  here comes the mythic Joe
the Poet. I think you’ll be seeing more
of him – he gets around!

Highly recommended.
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 PROBE
By DS Davidson

Hubcap-shaped probe detaches
Descends from the silver mother craft
Enters the atmosphere below
A chromatic fireball shooting
Observing all that passes below.
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