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Editorial  –   I’m  not  sure  when  I  last  began  a  year
without some sort of derailing of plans. In fact, I’ve come
to expect it, and this year was no different.

Those of you on Facebook will likely be aware
that I discovered a serious damp/mould problem over the
not-so-festive period, which is still  causing chaos here.
My mother has also been into hospital for an operation,
so I’ve been pretty preoccupied recently and even further
behind with submissions and releases than usual.

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

. . . . . . . . . . . 

If  anyone  knows  the  address  of
Vann Scytare, please let me know,
or ask Vann to get in contact as I
have lost  it  and have contributor
copies to send…
……………………………………………………

Would you like a free copy of
DJ Tyrer’s urban horror booklet,

Black & Red ?

You would?
Well, all you have to do is request

a copy of the PDF by emailing
atlanteanpublishing@hotmail.com
. . . . . . . . . . . 

Articles  and  reviews  are
required for future issues.

The Pen
Poetry Explosion Newsletter

An international promulgation of the
written word.

Guidelines:
thepoetbandcompany.yolasite.com

Blog:
thepoetbandcompany.blogspot.com

Twitter: @poetryplus
Email: wewuvpoetry@hotmail.com

Poetry  (<40  lines)  and  prose  (<300
words) sought for future issues. Submit
five  pieces  (any  sort  or  theme)  in  the
body of the email and include your postal
address.

Subscribe (one year) for $25
(USA/Canada) or $35 (RoW) via PayPal

to givemequality@yahoo.com
.………………………………………

Tigershark ezine #13

The  dribble,  drabble,  twabble... issue  of
Tigershark ezine is out in April.

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

tigersharkpublishing@hotmail.co.uk

Submissions are sought for ‘Alien Sports,
Alien Thoughts’ - stories about aliens,

especially aliens playing sports!
Deadline is end of May.

Available Now!

A Terrible Thing 

A  312pp  paperback  of  Carcosa
Mythos fiction from Carrion Blue 555
in  conjunction  with  Atlantean
Publishing.

Available  to  order  from
Amazon.co.uk and  Amazon.com or
direct  from  DJ  Tyrer  at  Atlantean
Publishing  in  the  UK  for  £12.95
(including P&P).

Authors  include  Cardinal  Cox,  DS
Davidson,  Glynn  Owen  Barrass,
David  Conyers,  Steve  Sneyd,  Neal
Wilgus and more.
……………………………………….

Submissions Required

Poetry inspired by, in the style of, or
dealing  with  themes  relevant  to
decadent,  aesthetic  and  symbolist
verse  is  required  for  Ivory  &  Rose
Leaves (closes end May).

Light and comic verse is required for
The Vegetable  Archdeacon (closes
end May).

Details of all forthcoming collections
can be found on the wiki.

https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/0996276882/
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0996276882/


J.R.R. Tolkien:
Towards a Rekindling of

Yesterday’s Wonders
By John A. DeLaughter

“We have come from God, and inevitably
the  myths  woven  by  us,  though  they
contain  error,  will...reflect  a  splintered
fragment  of  the  true  light,  the  eternal
truth  that  is  with  God…only  by  myth-
making...by  becoming  'sub-creator'  and
inventing stories, can Man aspire to the
state of  perfection that  he knew before
the Fall…” (1).

In  the  twentieth  century,  some
authors  arose  to  greatness,  and  a
handful became household names.

But  few  writers’  words  haunted
the  hearts  and  minds  of  successive
generations. Few found their works being
reinterpreted from one age to the next,
like  the  mythic  traditions  that  form  the
mental framework of humanity.

When a  divine  spark  catches  in
the imagination of  one  man,  it  catches
fire  in  the  multiplied  minds  of  millions.
One such author, a “sub-creator” of sorts,
was  John Ronald  Reuel  Tolkien  (1892-
1973).  Tolkien,  mimicking  the  divine
author  of  everything  whom  he
reverenced, created Middle Earth.

In this essay, I want to explore the
cultural  "primordial  soup"  out  of  which
Tolkien's  creations  ascended.  And  I
would like to review some literary steps
he took  to  rekindle  the  myth-hunger  in
modern humanity.

The  Intellectual  Climate  of  the  20th
Century:

The  intellectual  landscape  of  the  20th
Century  was  deeply  furrowed  and
readied for a return to the mythic pulses
that  once  throbbed  incessantly  in  our
ancestors.

Science,  a  worthy  intellectual
discipline,  sought  explanations  for
everything.  Like  Swiss  watchmakers,
scientists  desired  to  understand  the
mechanical side of things. Perhaps they
hoped, in discovering the clock-workings
of  a  whirlwind,  to  uncover  the  divine
mechanic  who  clothed  Himself  in  such
phenomenon  (Job  38:1,  40:6). While
they discovered fingerprints aplenty – for
the complex nature of things had all the
hallmarks  of  engineering,  hence  the
name  given  to  the  mysterious  creative
race  in  the  movie Prometheus (2012)  –
missing  was  a  clear  picture  of  the
intellect behind everything.

Yet,  in  applying  a  microscopic
obsession  with  the  minutiae  of  each
snowflake, they missed the divine minuet
that  played  behind  each  snowfall.  As
Tolkien stated, “He that breaks a thing to
find  out  what  it  is  has  left  the  path  of
wisdom.” (2).

In  philosophy,  the  French
Existentialist Albert Camus captured the
predicament that gripped the thoughtful,
20th Century mind:

“What,  then,  is  that  incalculable
feeling  that  deprives  the  mind  of  the  sleep
necessary  to  life?  A  world  that  can  be
explained even with bad reasons is a familiar
world. But, on the other hand, in a universe
suddenly divested of illusions and lights, man
feels an alien, a stranger. His exile is without
remedy since he is deprived of the memory of
a lost home or the hope of a promised land.
This  divorce between man and his  life,  the
actor and his setting, is properly the feeling of
absurdity…Judging  whether  life  is  or  is  not
worth  living  amounts  to  answering  the
fundamental  question  of  philosophy.  All  the
rest  — whether  or  not  the world  has three
dimensions,  whether  the  mind  has  nine  or
twelve categories — comes afterward. These
are games; one must first answer” (3).

In  Camus’s  mind,  evolution  has  led
humanity  to  a  tipping  point.  Unlike  other
animals,  there  is  a  fundamental  conflict
between what human beings want from the
universe  (whether  it  be  meaning,  order,  or
reasonableness)  and  what  they  find  in  the
universe  (indifference  and  formless  chaos).
Evolution  endowed  us  with  the  capacity  to
desire  meaning  and  validation  in  the
universe.  But  nowhere  in  the  environment
from which we arose, is any to be found.

Howard  Philips  Lovecraft,  a  notable
author  in  his  own  right,  captured  in  fiction
Camus’s description of modern man’s plight:

“Well-meaning  philosophers…taught
him to look into the logical relations of things,
and analyse the processes which shaped his
thoughts…[yet] he had forgotten that all life is
only  a  set  of  pictures  in  the  brain,  among
which  there  is  …no  cause  to  value…one
above the other. Custom had dinned into his
ears a superstitious reverence for that which
tangibly  and  physically  exists…then
explained  the  workings  of  those  things  till
mystery had gone out of the world. When he
complained…they  turned  him…toward  the
new-found prodigies of science, bidding him
find wonder in the atom’s vortex and mystery
in  the  sky’s  dimensions.  And when he  had
failed  to  find  these  boons  in  things  whose
laws  are  known  and  measurable,  they told
him  he  lacked  imagination,  and  was
immature...” (4).

So, beyond the blind habits and crude
instincts that guide the human herd, a desire
for meaning gnawed at those who could still
entertain such notions.

J.R.R. Tolkien as a Bridge-Builder:

“The heart knoweth its reasons that the mind
knoweth not” (5).

As we seek a rationale that gives reason to
our  existence,  we  seek  a  deeper
understanding of ourselves and our place on
earth.  We long  for  what  Rudolph  Otto  and
others  call  the Numinous -  the  additive,
perception of an awe-inspiring, transcendent
mystery or wonder that engenders a blissful
exultation in its beholder. To answer Camus’s
dilemma, C. S. Lewis wrote, “If I find in myself
a  desire  which  no  experience  in  this  world
can satisfy, the most probable explanation is
that I was made for another world” (6).

Few  bridge-builders  sought  to  span
the  distance  between  scientific  and  the

sacred,  the  distance  between  the
empirical known and the mystic unknown,
the division between the physical and the
metaphysical.

Tolkien  took  up  the  challenge  to
introduce  numerous  others  to  the
Numinous.  Perhaps  it  was  not  a
conscious decision on his part. Yet, as he
followed the literary muse that drove his
creative  efforts,  his  words  changed  the
world.

Notice Tolkien’s restatement – from
his own faith viewpoint - of the quandary
that Camus proposed:

“We all long for Eden, and we are
constantly glimpsing it:  our  whole nature
at its best and least corrupted, its gentlest
and most human, is still soaked with the
sense of exile” (7).

Tolkien’s Path to the Numinous:

How did  Tolkien  build  a  bridge  between
the myths that captivated the ancients and
the  material  world  that  mollified  the
moderns?  I  would  like  to  suggest  two
ways Tolkien used to achieve his results.

First,  Tolkien  sought  a  fresh
alchemy  of  words,  to  convey  ancient
wonders  to  the  modern  reader.  He
intended to  reawaken in  his  patrons the
same feelings of awe that bewildered the
ancients.

Allegory,  the language that stirred
past generations, lost all  meaning to the
present  generation.  John  Bunyan’s The
Pilgrim’s  Progress and
Dante’s Inferno spoke  to  prior  audiences
when a  language  of  faith  and  a  shared
religious perspective was common among
civilized  men.  Notably,  Tolkien  took
exception to this past trend:

“I cordially dislike allegory in all its
manifestations…since I grew old and wary
enough  to  detect  its  presence.  I  much
prefer history – true or feigned – with its
varied  applicability  to  the  thought  and
experience of  readers.  I  think that  many
confuse applicability with allegory, but the
one resides in the freedom of the reader,
and the other in the purposed domination
of the author” (8).

So, Tolkien clothed his myths with
a historical realism, of people, places, and
perils  that  stirred  his  readers’
imaginations.  In  that  way,  when  Aragon
experienced  anguish,  they  felt  that
anguish  as  their  own.  As  readers
identified  with  the  shared  humanity  in
Tolkien’s  characters,  those  literary
persons took on lives of their own. Such
life  surprised  Tolkien,  as  each character
emerged in his stories:

“I  met a  lot  of  things on the way
that astonished me. Tom Bombadil I knew
already;  but  I  had  never  been  to  Bree.
Strider sitting in the corner at the inn was
a shock, and I had no more idea who he
was than had Frodo. The Mines of Moria
had  been  a  mere  name;  and  of
Lothloriene  no  word  had  reached  my
mortal ears till  I  came there.  Far away I
knew there  were  the  Horselords  on  the
confines of  an ancient  Kingdom of Men,
but Fanghorn Forest  was an unforeseen



adventure.  I  had  never  heard  of  the
House  of  Eorl  nor  of  the  Stewards  of
Gondor. Most disquieting of all, Saruman
had never  been revealed  to  me,  and I
was as mystified as Frodo at  Gandalf's
failure to appear on September 22…” (9).

Second,  Tolkien  emphasized  the
importance of otherwise inconsequential
individuals.  And  the  most  insignificant
inhabitants  of  Middle  Earth  were  the
Hobbits  of  the  Shire.  Yet,  Tolkien
bestowed honor, when one of such lowly
capabilities burned with high aspirations:

"One  tiny  Hobbit  against  all  the
evil the world could muster. A sane being
would  have  given  up,  but  Samwise
burned  with  a  magnificent  madness,  a
glowing  obsession  to  surmount  every
obstacle, to find Frodo, destroy the Ring,
and cleanse Middle Earth of its festering
malignancy. He knew he would try again.
Fail,  perhaps.  And  try  once  more.  A
thousand, thousand times if need be, but
he would not give up the quest” (10).

He wrote to those birthed in the
Industrial  Revolution,  where  individuals
became mere cogs in infernal machines,
easily  replaced  when  they  wore  out.
Singular  human  beings  didn't  count.
Individuals  only  mattered  as  part  of  a
collective,  hence  the  term  "collective
bargaining,"  was  born.  The  belittling  of
human  life  during  that  time  was  best
characterized by Charles Dickens:

"’If  they  would  rather  die,’  said
Scrooge,  ‘they  had  better  do  it,  and
decrease the surplus population’” (11).

And  that's  not  to  mention  how
millions died before their times as part of
the  war  machines  during  World  War  I.
That  horror  forever  left  its  mark  on
Tolkien, who served in the British Army.

Tolkien  ennobled  the  individual
again,  especially  marginal  players  and
their minor acts. He made Bilbo, Frodo,
and  Samwise  accessible  heroes,  and
their exploits against evil, empowering to
millions  who  felt  disenfranchised  in
society. As those small deeds tipped the
balance  of  Good  and  Evil  in  Middle
Earth,  a  sense  of  Providence  touched
both  Tolkien’s  characters  and  his
readers,  the  latter  who  seldom
experienced  a  sense  of  orderliness
behind the events in their lives:

"[Frodo]:  ‘I  wish  the  Ring  had
never  come to me. I  wish none of  this
had happened!’ [Gandalf]:‘So do all who
live to see such times but that is not for
them to decide. All we have to decide is
what to do with the time that is given to
us. There are other forces at work in this
world,  Frodo,  besides  evil.  Bilbo  was
meant to find the ring, in which case you
also were meant to have it, and that is an
encouraging thought!’" (12).

Conclusion:

Whether  you  came  to  know  J.R.R.
Tolkien  through  his  books,  Ralph
Bakshi’s 1978 movie, or Peter Jackson’s
later  cinematic  interpretations  of  the
Middle  Earth  Sagas,  the  125th

anniversary  of  the  man’s  birth  marks  a
milestone in literary history.

Tolkien,  through  his  fictional  works,
inaugurated  a  return  to  the  Numinous
wonders that  defy scientific  dissections.  His
words  spoke  to  generations  hungry  for
meaning, in a world declared meaningless by
Existentialists. As Tolkien sought an aesthetic
that  suited  him  personally,  he  made  the
unbelievable, believable again for millions:

“Nobody believes me when I say that
my long book is an attempt to create a world
in which a form of language agreeable to my
personal aesthetic might seem real. But it is
true” (13).

----------

End Notes:

(1) J.R.R. Tolkien Quotes, 
www.goodreads.com.
(2) The Fellowship of the Ring, by J.R.R. 
Tolkien, 1966.
(3) The Myth of Sisyphus, by Albert Camus, 
1942.
(4) The Silver Key, by Howard Phillips 
Lovecraft, 1926.
(5) Blaise Pascal, www.goodreads.com.
(6) Mere Christianity, Clive Staples Lewis, 
1952.
(7) The Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien, Humphrey 
Carpenter, Ed. with Christopher Tolkien, 
1981.
(8) “Forward to 2nd Edition,” The Fellowship 
of the Ring, by J.R.R. Tolkien, 1966.
(9) J.R.R. Tolkien’s letter to W.H. Auden, June
7, 1955.
(10) The Return of the King, by J.R.R. 
Tolkien, 1966.
(11) A Christmas Carol, by Charles Dickens, 
1843.
(12) The Fellowship of the Ring, by J.R.R. 
Tolkien, 1966.
(13) J.R.R. Tolkien Quotes, 
www.goodreads.com
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Submissions Required

Dark and horror poetry  (with or without a
Hallowe’en theme) is required for this year’s
Hallowe’en booklet (closes end May).

Poetry inspired by the works and worlds of
Clark Ashton Smith  is  required for  Infernal
Stars (closes end May).

Two-fisted  tales,  jungle  adventures,  tomb
raiders  and  other  Pulp fiction  required
(closes end June).

Fiction and poetry required for  Great War,
especially  dealing  with  the events  of  1917
(closes end July).

Festive horror fiction required for Christmas
Chillers (closes end September).

We remain open to Dark Tower poetry.

Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ,
T’Supplement  #80  arrived  with

suitable ethereal fanfares and obeisances from
the heavenly hosts. (Actually,  it  was just  the
postman,  but  he  celebrated  the  occasion  by
shutting  the  gate  after  him  for  a  change,
possibly  ceremonially.)  Congratulations  on
keeping going so long. Twenty years goes by
so fast, though I haven’t been with Atlantean
all  that  time.  But  seeing,  on the same page,
Tigershark issue 12 advertised, I must say it
seems  like  yesterday  since  DS  Davidson
started that baby. This is the future, DJ! Make
the most of it,  in what little time the Trump
may leave us. (Mordor looks like becoming a
reality, in time for Tolkien’s 125th.)

Thomas  Orszag-Land’s  piece  on
Bernard  Kops/Anne  Frank  is  all  the  more
moving in the light of America’s election of an
openly racist president. Recording the past, as
in  For  The  Record,  is  more  important  now
than  ever,  but  the  frightening  thing  is  how
easily  that  record  is  deliberately  ignored.  I
found the  Peace Will  Come extract  uplifting
while I read it, but can’t sustain that level of
optimism long.

Enjoyed  Andrew  Darlington’s
shameless  self-review  of  A  Saucerful  Of
Secrets.  He certainly hooked me in with the
Floyd title. (If ever looking to name a follow-
up,  Set  The  Controls  For  Jugband  See-Saw
might work.) A lot of interesting sidelines and
byways in the course of the piece.

Great  to  see  Paul  Murphy
maintaining  his  reviewer  credibility  by  not
liking By The Bog Of Cats – and yet telling us
the audience gave it a standing ovation. (As a
Scotsman, I’m interested in whether Paul paid
to get in or was there on a press pass. If I’d
paid to get in, I’d have more likely clapped to
convince myself I’d got my money’s worth.)

Yours, with head between his knees,
clapping in the dark,

Neil K. Henderson

Dear DJ,
THEN: Science Fiction Fandom in

the UK: 1930-1980 by Rob Hansen deserves
a mention in The Supplement – a fascinating
volume  with  lots  of  illustrations,  too.
(Transparency-wise, should mention I get very
briefly quoted in it re fanzine poetry!)

Of the very interesting Paul Murphy
exhibit  reviews,  Sicily  one  particularly
interesting  as  I  keep  dipping  into  a
secondhand copy of Margaret Guido’s Sicily:
An  Archaeological  Guide  (Faber,  1968).  -
histories,  plus  illustrations  and  plans.
Incidentally,  one  theory  re  Polyphemus,  the
one-eyed giant, is that Greeks found a skull of
one of  the island  elephants  and mistook  the
trunkhole for an eye socket!

Amazed  at  further  queries  re  my
work! One source is very long introduction to
my backwhen collection In Coils of Earthen
Hold, which is still being advertised on Poetry
Salzburg website at

www.poetrysalzburg.com
Best wishes,

Steve Sneyd

We want your letters of comment!

http://www.poetrysalzburg.com/


Review By Paul Murphy

Georgia O’Keeffe
at The Tate Modern

The  new  major  retrospective  of  the
American  artist  Georgia  O’Keeffe
(1887-1986) at the Tate Modern follows
a conventional re-telling of the narrative
of  the  artist’s  life.   The  early  work,
development  and  maturity,  fame,  the
final  years  and  the  visionary  final
statements.  The chronological narrative
begins  with the artist  working in black
and white, charcoal and pencil, in order
to develop an abstract style and a truly
American form of Modernism.  

Georgia  O’Keeffe  was  born  in
1887  in  Sun  Prairie,  Wisconsin,  a
northerner  and  daughter  of  Irish  and
Dutch-Hungarian  parents.   O’Keeffe
turned  to  the  landscape  to  create  a
specifically  American  form  of
Modernism  and  used  traditional
American  icons  such  as  the  apple,  the
prairie  and  flowers,  symbols  of  the
American  wilderness  and  its  fecundity.
She  did  not  turn  to  abstraction  before
encountering  and  documenting  the
natural world.  O’Keeffe loved to walk
in  the  countryside  and  collected  old
dried bones but also flowers and leaves
to use as subjects for her art.

This  exhibition  at  the  Tate
Modern  begins  with  O’Keeffe’s  first
abstract  work  then  her  early
development in works such as  Red and
Orange  Streak (1919)  and  Grey  Lines
with Black, Blue and Yellow (1923).  In
these works, O’Keeffe seems to want to
be an abstract artist before she has really
begun  discovering  the  American
wilderness  but  they  are  legitimate
attempts  to  break  away  from
representational art.  O’Keeffe began her
art  career  as  an  art  teacher  in  Virginia
and Texas but then moved to New York
in  1918  in  order  to  further  her  career.
Her work becomes increasingly abstract
at  this  point  and  she  changes medium,
from watercolours to oil.  She had also
met  the  photographer  Alfred  Stieglitz
(1864-1946) who hung her first works at
his gallery ‘291’ in New York in 1916.
She  was  later  to  become  Stieglitz’s
subject and eventually married him.

The  critical  response  to  these
works  emphasized  the  essentially
feminine  qualities  of  her  work  and
possible  erotic  content  which  Stieglitz
promoted by introducing psychoanalytic
interpretations  of  her  paintings.
O’Keeffe rejected her critics and decried
attempts to depict her as a feminist artist
or  at  least  sought  to  distance  herself
from these.

The  artists  and  intellectuals  who
gathered  around  O’Keeffe  and  Stieglitz
celebrated the ‘Progressive Era’ of optimistic
cultural nationalism that followed WW1.  In
summary this was the era when artists  and
writers felt that they were beginning to break
away from the old society that existed before
the  war.   Stieglitz’s  photographs  which
include  nude  and  clothed  portraits  of
Georgia, as well as the generic photographs
of  clouds  for  which  he  is  better  known.
Stieglitz photographed their entire circle and
there are tributes to the couples from authors
as  diverse  as  D.H.Lawrence  and  Lewis
Mumford.  

At this time O’Keeffe began painting
the  New  York  cityscape  in  works  such  as
New  York  Street  with  Moon  (1925).   Her
passion  for  abstraction  perhaps  reaches  the
limits  of  her  energies  and  abilities  because
society  and  culture  was  about  to  change
direction  in  a  new,  radical  direction.   Her
enthusiasm for the city faded after the Wall
Street Crash of 1929 and the beginning of the
Great  Depression.   She  made  her  first
painting of New York in 1925 but by 1929
she had left the city for New Mexico.

The  exhibition  disrupts  the
chronological  and  biographical  timeline  to
consider  O’Keeffe’s  work  at  Lake  George,
coastal  Maine and Canada contrasting with
her  work  in  New  York  and,  later,  in  the
Southwest, and her paintings of flowers and
still  lives.   Her  Lake  George  paintings
introduce a warmer, softer palette of greens,
reds and purples and new subject matter like
apples and autumn leaves.  Images of fruition
and  decay  are  beginning  to  form  part  of
O’Keeffe’s work.

O’Keeffe’s  flowers  and  still  lives
form  the  central  focus  of  her  life’s  work.
They were completed from the 1920s to the
1950s  onwards.   These  works  emphasize
realism over  abstraction,  a  move prompted
by  O’Keeffe’s  cool  responses  to  feminist
interpretations of her paintings as sexual or
bodily representations, for example her work
Oriental  Poppies (1937).   O’Keeffe  is
tending to  move away from her  Modernist
explorations  towards  a  personal,  intimate
grasp  of  landscape  and  the  people  who
inhabit it.

In  1929  O’Keeffe  made  her  first
journey to New Mexico which also happens
to be the poorest state.  (In fact, even today,
many  people  from  New  Mexico  return  to
Europe  in  order  to  access  benefits  and
welfare.)  O’Keeffe went to Taos  pueblo at
the  invitation  of  a  friend,  Mabel  Dodge
Luhan (1879-1962), an art critic, writer and
socialite who also happened to be married to
Tony Luhan, a native American.  It was here
that she was to meet the photographer Ansel
Adams  (1902-1984).   Another  guest  of
Luhan had been D.H.Lawrence and his wife
Frieda  but  Lawrence’s  relationship  with
Luhan  was  predictably  rather  difficult.

O’Keeffe made repeated visits to Taos or
Alcalde over the next few years, painting
the adobe or mud hut buildings in Taos,
one of  the  oldest  continuously occupied
settlements  in  the  New  World  having
been  first  established  1000AD  –  1450
AD.  Her subject is also the landscape and
the  typical  churches  and  crosses  that
signify  the  older  Spanish  colonial
influences  and  the  native  American
influences too.  One of her most notable
paintings from this period is Black Cross
with Stars and Blue  (1929) which sums
up the new influences  and directions of
O’Keeffe’s  art.   O’Keeffe also collected
bones and skulls during her walks across
the  New Mexico  landscape.   She  made
many paintings of these including  From
the Faraway, Nearby (1937).  They seem
to sum up the era of the dust bowl and the
Great  Depression,  the aridity,  desolation
and despair that most felt.  To O’Keeffe
these  images  were  ‘the  Great  American
Thing’ that writers and painters sought.

O’Keeffe began living in an adobe
dwelling  at  Ghost  Ranch  from  1934
onwards.   Ghost  Ranch was  a so-called
‘dude ranch’ where wealthy tourists from
the east would come to gain a taste of the
‘wild west’.  It might be conjectured that
Ghost Ranch was safer for O’Keeffe but
it may be that she also wished to exploit
wealthy clients and also wished to exploit
her  locale  for  commercial  images  of
quaint wild west antiquities to be sold to
clients  on  the  gentrified  east  coast.
Eventually she decided to distance herself
a bit  from the local  community and we
know that  she  did not  want  to  marry a
native American (even though her friend
Mabel  Dodge  Luhan  did)  or  live  in  a
pueblo like Taos.   In  fact,  Taos already
had  a  sizeable  artistic  community  who
gathered  there  for  the  same  artistic  or
putative  commercial  interests  that
Georgia had and because it was probably
very cheap.

O’Keeffe’s  paintings  certainly
capture  the  landscape  and  in  some
paintings such as  Red and Yellow Cliffs
(1940)  she  does  away with  the  horizon
line  to  create  abstract  fissures  and
geological scars harrowing the landscape.
She  also  painted,  what  she  called,  the
black  place  and  the  white  place
representing  grey  white  cliffs  and  the
black place some 150 miles east of Ghost
Ranch.  O’Keeffe turns to the landscape
(as the Ulster poet John Hewitt once said)
because men disappointed her.

O’Keefe worked in series through
the 1940s and 1950s and especially after
Stieglitz’s  death  in  1946.   Her  new
preoccupations  were  Abiquiu  patios,
pelvis  bones  and  cottonwood  trees.
O’Keeffe’s  work  was  now  increasingly
prominent with major solo exhibitions at



the  Art  Institute  of  Chicago  and  the
Museum of  Modern  Art  in  New York.
O’Keeffe’s  visual  eye  through  the
aperture of the bone to look afresh at the
sky  or  a  landscape.   The  door  of  her
second  New  Mexico  home  becomes  a
visual gateway to the dialogue between
naturalism  or  abstraction  that
summarises  her  work  and  to  her  new
series  of  cottonwood  trees  that  are
abundant with seeming conventionality.
Yet they also appear starkly abstract and
part  of  the  specifically  American
Modernism which she yearned to create.

‘When  I  started  painting  the
pelvis bones I was most interested in the
holes in the bones – what I saw through
them  –  particularly  the  blue  from
holding them up in the sun against  the
sky.   They were most beautiful  against
the Blue – that Blue that will always be
there  as  it  is  now  after  all  man’s
destruction is finished.’

O’Keeffe  also  began  painting
‘Kachinas’ – figures of beings carved in
wood or modelled in clay and painted.
Was  O’Keeffe  celebrating  indigenous
culture  or  embarking  on  a  search  for
further  antiquities  for  sale  in  the  east?
Whichever  O’Keeffe  is  viewing  native
culture through the eyes of the occupier
of native territories and, for that reason,
they retain a  kitsch quality.   Her work
Kachina (1934) explores this duality of
vision and purpose.

O’Keeffe’s final  paintings of the
1950s and  1960s  reflect  her  increasing
celebrity as she starts flying around the
world.   Also,  she  is  now  being
referenced in poems and songs, by pop
stars  like  Patti  Smith,  as  an  icon  of
modernity and art progress.  O’Keeffe’s
paintings  of  this  period  are  of  rivers
glimpsed distantly from an aeroplane or
cloudscapes  that  take  on  the  now
dominant  aesthetic  of  colour  field
painting in American art.

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

Looking Ahead

2020 will be the 150th anniversary of the
Franco-Prussian War and the beginning
of the Siege of Paris.  To celebrate,  we
are looking for poetry and fiction (1500-
5000  words)  set  in  the  before,  during
and after the events. Stories may be any
genre  as  long as  they involve the  war,
siege  or  Commune.  Time  travel  or
bookends set later are acceptable as long
as the bulk of the piece takes place in the
period.  Events  may  deviate  from  the
established history, both alternate history
'what  ifs'  and  steampunk
reinterpretations, but shouldn’t stray too
far from history. (See the wiki for more.)

Review by Christine Despardes 

The Benevolent Banker
and Other Enigmas

By John Light

If  you  like  mystery  &  logic,  variety  &
originality  and  the  mundane
world where it meets the imaginary, then
kettle  on  for  these  are  cozy
stories  indeed.  Be  surprised  to  find
yourself  occasionally  in  a  nearly
deserted  mountain  wilderness  perhaps
set  before a  fireplace,  in  the middle  of
the night, with lashing winds howling like
a possible monster.

Like  Mr.  Light's  other  two
collections  of  Hugo  Lackland  enigmas,
these
short  stories  are  above  all  remarkably
original  and move along at  a  polished,
jaunty  storytelling  pace  where  the
unexpected  will  happen  at
any turn.

I  find  a  slight  emphasis  too  on
splendid  and  sometimes  deliberately
academic  English,  spoken  by  main
characters who take time to express their
thoughts in intelligent sentences.

It's  characteristic  of  Mr.  Light's
stories  that  one  is  reliably  driven  to
destinations knowable only by hindsight
and  that  closure  often  happens  on  a
level  nowhere  suggested  by  preceding
events

Action  develops  the  story  with
dialogue  assisting,  and  it's  fun  to
find  the  conversation  once  in  a  while
erudite  and  obviously  well-researched
too,  made  easy  to  understand  without
any  additional  research  effort  on  the
reader's part.

Hugo  Lackland  (Social
Anthropologist) and the fictional narrator
Alex  Dunkley  (Professor  of  Chemistry)
are two resourceful professional men in
unrelated  fields,  personal  friends  and
frequent  companions  who  pursue
enigmas that  confront  them in  ordinary
life.  Often  they request  investigation or
assistance  from  an  important  friend  of
theirs in the police department, after all,
the  enigmas  sometimes  entail
weighty  matters  important  to  society  at
large, or even serious crimes.

Each story is approximately a 15-
20  pp.  quick  read,  suited  to  today's
expectation  of  speedy  delivery  of  the
goods.

I'm  not  usually  a  short  story
enthusiast,  however  I  find  myself
reading  Mr.  Light's  Hugo  Lackland
stories twice and thrice and more.

The  label  shall  read:  Enormous
fun  &  entertainment,  warning:  highly
addictive.

This is Mr. Light's 2015, fourth
book of  Hugo Lackland enigmas. To
buy a copy (at very affordable prices)
send an email to him at

photon.press@virgin.net
or john.light@photonpress.co.uk

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

Accident In Varese
By Paul Murphy

Heads Stanley knived for fun
Flakes and grains of flesh.
Gloomy side street in Milan
Burning halo of faraway lights.
Take my infernal skills
Among the toga clad Gauls.

The black lake the black hills
My words struck you as such
Almost literate strivings.
Entry to delights of beekeepers
King of the unlocked door
Entry to the gateway of fact

Virgil, scribe of the founder
Of cities, your shadow under all
Perfected pines and oaks.
Murmurs beyond midnight shades
Along these Roman miles
Where the presence of Janus-faced

Deities purport to surround
Shadows of Roman horses.
Knowing the slaves of dawn
Mysterious, manic, fervent
Buttered onto the lamplight
Like an Oscan or a Helot

Refugee tramping the landscape
Knowing language to be an actual
Slave. A vain, meagre stylus
Carving out mere outlines.
Shadows and shades of clay
Command the distance.

! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !

Available Now

From Time-Buried Years
By David Norris-Key (Dave Austin)

Third  reprint  of  second  edition
containing  12  extra  poems  chosen
by  friends  and  followers.  83pp
including photos illustrating some of
the poems and a foreword by retired
teacher  and  international  reviewer,
Bernard M. Jackson.

UK  Orders:  Only  £10.50  (including
P&P) from Indigo Dreams Publishing,
24 Forest Houses, Cookworthy Moor,
Halwill,  Beaworthy,  Devon,  EX21
5UU, UK (payable to  IDP)
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Retro Reviews by Paul Murphy

Sonia Delaunay
at the Tate Modern (2015)

Sonia  Delaunay began  her  career  in  fine
art then gravitated towards applied art but
also changed from being a figurative artist
to an abstract one. Her career in art is also
synonymous  with  the  20th  century,  her
handprint  on  its  history  unmistakable,
looming and ominous. For a long time she
was  only  known  as  Robert  Delaunay’s
wife  but  this  changed  from  the  1950s
onwards  when  her  part  in  the  European
avante  garde from the  early 20th  century
onwards  was  finally  acknowledged.
Obviously  Robert  and  Sonia  Delaunay
were an artistic partnership and the works
she  completed  also  seem  part  of  her
husband’s  oeuvre  as if  the two formed a
patent symbiosis.

Sonia  Stern  (1885  –  1979)  was
born  in  Odessa  before  the  Russian
revolution.  She  was  adopted  by  her
wealthy uncle  thus  becoming Sonia  Terk
and this allowed her to travel to Karlsruhe
in Germany and then to Paris in 1904 in
order to study art. Her initial influences are
cited as being the work of Paul Gaugin and
German  Expressionism  which  apparently
allowed  her  to  escape  from  everything
academic and conventional.

Her most striking early work is her
‘Yellow nude’ from 1908 which although
figurative utilizes the bold, black outlines
and  eclectic  palette  which  aligns
expressionism with primitivism and allows
a vital energy and freedom of brush work
that  liberated  her  from  the  artistic
conventions  of  the  academy.  Another
significant  early  work  is  ‘Young Finnish
Woman’ from 1907 which also evokes the
influence  of  the  Die  Brucke  movement
which  originated  in  Dresden  and  Berlin
and  of  Edvard  Munch  who  was  aligned
with the movement in its early phase.

At this stage it seems that she was
gravitating towards the German school of
painting but her time in Paris resulted in an
apparent marriage of convenience to a gay
German  gallery  owner,  William  Uhde,
which  ended  when  she  met  and  married
Robert Delaunay (1885-1941) in 1910.

It is clear from this exhibition that
Sonia Delaunay’s use of abstraction was an
aesthetic choice because she demonstrates
that she can articulate not only the realist
techniques  of  the  time  but  also
expressionist  and  primitive  extensions  of
this  technique.  By  the  time  of  WW1  a
great  sea  change  in  art  was  occurring
which  was  paralleled  in  politics  and
economics. The advent of photography in
the nineteenth century had meant that  all
of  the  mundane  artwork  that  constituted
the  bread  and  butter  of  the  commercial
artist,  for  instance  catalogue  illustration,
had  been  replaced  by  the  camera.  The
artist was thus released to pursue anything

but  photographic  realism.  The  camera
guaranteed  the  status  quo  stabilisation  of  the
image  but  the  image  still  needed  to  be
interpreted.  Indeed  the  next  great  shift  in  art
was not to be the image itself but the viewer’s
relation to the image.

Robert  and  Sonia  Delaunay  became
increasingly connected to a Parisian branch of
Cubism which  had  been  dubbed Orphism by
the poet Gullaime Apollonaire in 1913. Another
influence  was  the  colour  theory  of  Michel
Eugene  Cheveul  whose  key  tenet  was  that
colours are influenced by the other colours that
surround  them.  This  led  to  the  Delaunay’s
doctrine of  simultaneisme which seems to be
partly an attempt to bring art closer to everyday
life  and  to  dissolve  the  differences  between
different  art  forms.  The  first  tangible
production  of  Simultaneous  design  was  the
patchwork crib which she designed for her son
Charles’s  crib  in  1911  which  was  based  on
Russian peasant design. In 1912 she illustrated
Blaise  Cendrars’  poem  La  prose  du
Transsibérien  et  de  la  Petite  Jehanne  de
France (Prose  of  the  Trans-Siberian  and  of
Little Jehanne of France). The poem itself is a
stream  of  consciousness  monologue
counterpointed  by  images  which  resulted  in
critical yet hardly public acclaim.

The couple fortunately moved to Spain
and Portugal  just  before  the  outbreak  of  war
and  after  the  Bolshevik  Revolution  of  1917
Sonia’s funds were cut off completely by the
new government.  Therefore  the  couple  began
working  for  Sergei  Diaghilev’s  Ballet  Russe.
Sonia worked on costume design and Robert on
stage design but eventually they felt they must
return  to  Paris  where  they  received  a  frosty
reception.  Apparently  they  were  supposed  to
have stayed in Paris to enjoy victory or endure
defeat  but  the  Delaunay’s  were  keener  on
survival than heroism.

While they were in Spain and Portugal
Sonia’s  works  began  to  incorporate  abstract
design as in her Marché au Minho (The Market
at  Minho,  1916).  The  circles  that  summarise
her  abstract  style  are here  integrated into her
subject  matter  which  is  both  figurative  and
abstract. The painting is joyful, immersed as it
is  in  the  amazing  colour  world  that  Sonia
encountered.  After  the  war  the  Delaunay’s
became involved with Tristan Tzara’s Dadaist
movement which was then based in Zurich and
also in fashion and clothes design, establishing
her  own  business  but  also  working  for
companies such as Metz & Co.

Although  Robert  died  in  1941  Sonia
remained active as an artist until her death and
witnessed  her  eventual  incorporation  into  a
truthful narrative of the European avante garde.
Her painting departs from the figurative and the
resultant design world she created is a notable
imprint  that  had an international effect  at  the
time (she designed a coat for Gloria Swanson,
for instance).

The  contrasting  exhibition  next  door,
Marlene Dumas: The Image as Burden reveals
interesting developments in Western art such as
the abandonment of Abstraction paralleled by
the defeat of the avante garde and progressive
politics  generally.  There’s  a  feeling  of  love,

freedom  and  enjoyment  in  the  work  of
Sonia  Delaunay  but  also  an  innocence
which contrasts with the dominant, morbid
themes of grim political struggle, extremist
violence and death which are synonymous
with the works of Marlene Dumas. In  the
era of Sonia Delaunay ideology had been an
apparent  mask  for  the  artist  but  later  it
seems to have become a rigid, unaccepting
belief,  as  art  and  politics  drew  together.
Marlene Dumas, for instance, would never
have  taken  that  train  to  Barcelona  at  the
beginning of the First World War.

Marlene Dumas:
The Image as Burden

at the Tate Modern (2015)

The first  painting in  this  exhibition which
grabbed my attention was Dumas’s portrait
of Phil Spector. Firstly, his police mug shot
without his wig. Secondly, replete with wig
at his murder trial for the killing of actress
and fashion model Lana Clarkson. Dumas’
seems  to  become  more  obsessed  than
preoccupied as her painting career develops.
She followed up these works with portraits
of  Lady  Di  which  seems  sculptured  and
austere and Naomi Campbell which seems a
more personal and subjective work and in
keeping  with  the  mix  of  the  figurative,
expressionist and primitive that typifies her
work.

Marlene Dumas (1953-present) was
born  in  South  Africa  but  grew  up  in
Holland.  Her  painting  reflects  upon  her
early  life  in  Africa  evidenced  by  her
involvement  in  painting  and  putative
involvement  in  radical  politics  (and  the
politics of Africa which is not often seen in
the work of European artists) as well as an
engagement  with  importing  documentary
techniques into her painting. There are real
glimpses of an important artist  at  work in
this  exhibition  but  also  of  a  sensibility
leering towards the lurid and morbid.

Twelve  supposedly  Great  Men  are
on  show  too,  gay  heroes  such  as  Alan
Turing,  Oscar  Wilde  and  Rainer  Werner
Fassbinder.

However, the homage is belated and
sometimes  Dumas’s  attraction  to  their
celebrity appears ghoulish. Indeed the thin
washes and blurred images she employs do
conjure  up  ghouls  because  there  is  little
sense of comedy in any of these paintings
but  also  the  influence  of  Gerhard  Richter
(1932-present).  Richter  is  unconsciously
acknowledged  in  Dumas’s  work  ‘Lucy’
(2004),  an  image  of  a  female  Chechen
fighter  shot dead by security forces at  the
Moscow  theatre  siege  in  2002.  The  work
points  to  painting  sequences  of  the  RAF
completed by Richter in the 1970s and even
earlier works that debate the consequences
of WW2.

But  Dumas’s  images  are  still  more
striking than Richter’s  since they combine
an assured technique with a self-consciously



primitive  emphasis.  However,  when
Dumas is on the trail of celebrity her work
seems  puzzling  and  bizarre  rather  than
being  personal  and  confident.  There  is  a
great  deal  here  that  is  predictable,
imitating  rather  than  criticizing  or
commenting on tabloid culture.

The  painting  of  “Lucy”  is
contrasted  with  a similar  image conjured
up in “Stern” but in fact it’s a painting of
Ulrike Meinhof after her suicide in 1976.
The  title  comes  from  the  name  of  the
magazine  that  first  featured  this  image.
Dumas’s implies several  themes: political
violence,  extremism  and  women’s
involvement in these. Meinhof’s brain was
subjected to an autopsy because the cause
of death, suicide or assassination, had to be
determined,  as  was  that  of  Charlotte
Corday  (1768  –  1793).  She  was  the
assassin  of  the political  journalist  Jean  –
Paul  Marat  (1743  –  1793),  killed  by
Corday in his bath where he lay soothing
the pain of a terrible skin condition.

As if to extend the theme Corday’s
brain is also the subject of a canvas, “Skull
(of  a  Woman)”  (2005)  although  it  could
indeed  be  anyone’s  brain.  Thus  these
canvases  are  linked  thematically  yet  the
subject  matter  sensationalizes  and
comments, is both simultaneously morbid
and voyeuristic. Corday’s prosecutors were
puzzled by the question of why a woman
could  go  to  such  extremes  (even  though
she claimed at her trial that she had saved
100,000 lives for she blamed Marat solely
on  the  terror).  Corday’s  neat  self-
justification  probably  maintained  that
Marat had a power of life and death which
he did not possess and the killing of Marat
fed  the  flames  of  the  terror  rather  than
putting them out. Dumas’s inconsistency is
revealed when she depicts  the  desolation
of  Pauline  Lumumba  when  in  1961  her
husband  Patrice  Lumumba  was
assassinated  after  becoming  the  first
democratically  elected  president  of  the
Congo  in  Leopoldsville  (Kinshasa).
Dumas’s  canvas  ‘The  Widow’  (2013)
elevates Pauline Lumumba’s bare breasted
protest,  evoking  again  a  symbol  of  the
French Revolution, into a tangible protest
against  political  violence.  However,  it  is
hard to know what the artist’s stance really
is except that her views have changed.

One  of  the  great  portraits  by
Dumas in this exhibition is her work ‘For
Whom the Bells Toll’ (2008) a re-working
of an image of Ingrid Bergman from the
film of the same name. It seems incredible
that  an  artist  can  take  such  unappealing
subject matter yet fashion a supreme work
of art from it but this is what she has done
and it makes some of her later portraits of
celebrity explicable even if they are not of
such high  quality.  The image is  suffused
with tragedy possibly explained that it was
made at the same time as the death of her
mother.

It  is  clear  that  Dumas  feels  she
must  destroy  what  she  has  created,  that

women have a place in the world rather than in
the home, they have the right to be artists but
also  that  women  have  the  right  to  express
themselves in terms of violence (Corday) and
protest and mourning (Lumumba). Amongst all
the politically correct  sermons there  is  also a
secret  room  full  of  the  artist’s  response  to
pornography  (or  some  would  say  the  artist’s
porn but the sense of comedy is never at work
in Dumas’s oeuvre) from an exhibition at the
Frith  Street  Gallery,  Soho  in  1999.  Political,
aesthetic  barriers  are  the  subject  matter  of
Dumas’s work but it is sometimes unclear as to
whether  the  artist  is  demolishing  or  erecting
them.

Canaletto  And  His  Rivals  At
The National Gallery, London

(Sponsored by Credit Suisse)

Canaletto (Giovanni Antonio Canal 1697-1768)
was an Italian Rococo era painter whose views
of Venice have come down to us as the epitome
of  view  painting  (vedute).  They  seem
mathematically  precise  as  to  be  miraculous,
seeming to be the highest point of development
of this technically exact genre. Was Canaletto
really just a hack, churning out genre pieces for
aristocratic  clients  in  foreign  countries  (the
artist  was  especially  popular  among  English
milordi)? Or is his work really an exploration
of Venice,  a  city of poverty,  squalor,  disease,
and his, Canaletto's, own place in society and
all the social relations implied by his art? 

Canaletto began his career like his rival
and  slightly  younger  contemporary  Michele
Marieschi  (1710-1743)  as  a  theatrical  scene
painter. This explains his willingness to tweak
perspective,  alter  viewpoints  or  move
buildings.  He  was  given  instruction  in  scene
painting by his father, who worked as a scene
painter, creating some undistinguished vedute.

Canaletto  never  attended  the  academy
where  he  would  have  been  exposed  to  the
works of the great masters, to concepts of art
theory,  instruction  in  technical  aspects  of
painting,  but  in  the  theatre  where  a  different
scale  of  values  operated  and  where  different
techniques of art were required. As a theatrical
scene  painter  Canaletto  would  have  been
expected  to  operate  with  an  instantaneous
palette responsive to the demands on the night
rather  than  to  any  art  blueprint  or  rigid
academic integrity.

Canaletto used optical devices, such as
the camera obscura making swift drawings of
complex  Venetian  cityscapes  and  views
possible within limited timescales although he
was also notorious for the length of time it took
him to complete his  orders.  The use of  these
devices may explain distortions in Marieschi's
The Rialto Bridge from the Riva de Vin (circa
1737),  for  instance.  Marieschi  was  a  rival  of
Canaletto's early career in Venice.

But  there  were  many  others,  such  as
Johan  Richter  (1665-1745),  a  Scandinavian,
born in Stockholm, credited with inventing the
genre (although it was foreshadowed in earlier
view  paintings  made  in  Venice.).  There  was
also  Gaspar  van  Wittel  known  as  Gaspare

Vanvitelli  from  Holland  and  therefore
trained in the traditions of Flemish art but
working  mostly  in  Venice  (1652/3-1736)
and  Luca  Carlevarijs  (1663-1730)  born  in
Udine but also working mostly in Venice.

At  first  glance  their  work  seems
indistinguishable  from Canaletto’s,  but  on
closer  viewing  stylistic  imprints,  vast
differences  in  approach,  materials  and
technique  become  clearer.  In  Canaletto's
middle  period  a  further  rival,  Bernardo
Bellotto (1722-1780), appeared, for he was
indeed  the  artist's  nephew.  It  is  hard  to
know  whether  Bellotto  was  working  for
Canaletto,  produced  works  under
Canaletto's imprimatur, or whether Bellotto
was  really  working  autonomously,  an
authentic rival of Canelletto.

Bellotto  goes  back  to  many scenes
made by Canaletto  to  make more detailed
views,  but  intrinsically  there  was  little
difference between the two artists. Bellotto
was decidedly a follower of Canaletto. The
last  of  Canaletto's  rivals  was  the Venetian
artist  Francesco  Guardi,  brother  in  law of
Giovanni  Battista  Tiepolo  (1696-1770).
Guardi's  painting  is  raw,  more  immediate
than Canaletto's. In paintings like Guardi's
The Rialto Bridge from the North and The
Palazzo  dei  Camerlenghi  (1768-1793)
Venice  looks  like  an  actualised  city  of
poverty and squalor while Canaletto's seems
completely  idealised.  Everything  in
Canaletto's  painting  is  viewed  through  a
glowing Rococo bloom.

But the real rival to Canaletto is the
festival  itself,  the  exhibition  implies,  and
the main  festival  in  the  Venetian  calendar
was  Ascension  Day  or  the  Festa  da
l'Ascenza,  when the  Doge threw a  golden
ring  into  the  Lagoon.  This  festival  was
known as the 'Marriage to the Sea', in other
words the wedding of Venice to the natural
element.  The  gilded  state  barge  bore  the
Doge and the Venetian Senate to the Lido
where the ritual was to be performed.

Canaletto captures this ritual in The
Molo  from  the  Bacino  di  San  Marco  on
Ascension  Day  (1733-4),  but  Carlavarij's
painting  of  the  same  event  is  even  more
aesthetised  than  Canalettos.  It  is  as  if  an
artistic event is occurring to be summarized
in  a  further  painting  then  repeated  in  yet
another  painting.  The raw, visceral  reality,
dark odour coming off the lagoon is hardly
suggested, but at times it is there too, real,
impalpable and deadly.

Canaletto's  paintings  are  hardly
realist  documents  although  they  certainly
provide  us  with  details  of  eighteenth-
century  Venice.  Canaletto  sought  the
approval  of  his  foreign,  mostly  British,
aristocratic clients who wanted scenes that
confirmed  their  world  and  worldview.
Scenes  of  poverty,  squalor,  disease,
(especially  given  the  polluted  waters  of
Venice's lagoon) were excluded in favour of
scenes of opulence, festival, grandiosity.

Caneletto  hardly manages  narrative
at all  favouring views that  are static even
timeless,  (apart  from  his  painting  The



Stonemason’s Yard (1725) probably made
for a Venetian rather than foreign patron,
someone who was at home with the more
banal  or  sordid  aspects  of  Venice.)  No
doubt  this  timeless  quality  was  what  his
clients  sought,  for  it  confirmed  their
worldview that maintained that everything
was essentially changeless.  Views of  sky
and  lagoon  are  uniformly  blue  or  blue-
grey. This uniformity is almost a signature,
for  unthreatening  banality  was  probably
required of him and the other vedutti.

Even  a  brilliant  sunset  in  the
manner  of  Turner  is  never  contemplated,
for  this  would  be  a  decisive  break  with
uniformity and banality, which is the most
important  point  of  the  Rococo  aesthetic.
The artist  is  there  merely to  depict  what
can be observed between the sky and the
lagoon, the more exaggeratedly realist the
painting  happens  to  be  the  better.  The
individual is always delineated as part of a
crowd, except when he or she happens to
have  some  eccentric  characteristic.
Likewise  Canaletto  often  portrays  dogs
with  simian  characteristics,  underscoring
their ridiculousness.

Canaletto's  patrons  weren't
interested  at  all  in  individuals  but  in  the
entire commune of Venice, so the paintings
often  exhibit  the  kind  of  gaiety  and
pleasure in simple peasant, or in this case
urban, rituals to be found in the works of,
for instance, Pieter Brueghal the Younger
(1565-1636).

Canaletto  was  also  depicting  the
Venice  of  Casanova  (1725-1798).
Casanova was a younger son and younger
sons  inadvertently  became  priests  since
they would hardly inherit land or property
under the laws of primogeniture. As if  to
underline all the repression connected with
the  priesthood  and  religion  generally,
Casanova  lived  the  life  of  a  libertine
heterosexually  (and  sometimes
homosexually)  hyperactive.  At  this  time
daughters were mostly unwanted and were
often just left at the gates of orphanages.
One of the paintings details a procession of
such orphans.

Canaletto’s  view  paintings  of
Venice also lead onto depictions of Venice
in films such as Luchino Visconti’s ‘Death
in Venice’ or Nicholas Roeg’s ‘Don’t Look
Now’. In these films a darker, pestilential
aspect to the city is outlined, in fact all the
aspects  of  Venice  that  Canaletto  and  the
other vedute sought to ignore on behalf of
their aristocratic clients.

Visconti/Mann’s  protagonist
Aschenbach, whose decadence and decay
is  partly  an  extension  of  the  city  as  it
crumbles into the lagoon, is symbolic of a
certain  class  whose  destruction  he  also
symbolizes,  whereas  in  Don’t  Look  Now
Roeg’s  protagonists  encounter  both  pity
and terror  in  the city summarized by the
appearance of the two weird sisters. Again
these  were  the  aspects  of  Venice  that
Canaletto  sought  to  marginalize  in  his
view paintings of the city, but Canaletto’s

paintings  are  also  undeniably,  possibly
inadvertently,  dark  and  atmospheric.  The
exhibition  ends  with  a  comparison  of  three
depictions  of  The  Torre  di  Malghera  by
Canaletto, Belloto and Guardi, which is meant
to summarize  the  ways  that  artists  depict  the
same thing in entirely different ways.

Belloto’s  depiction  made  in  1744  is
photographically  exact  emphasizing  the
architectural qualities of the building, whereas
Canaletto’s made some ten years later offers us
a  depiction  of  the  lagoon  with  the  torre
operating as a suitable framing device.

Guardi’s, made sometime in the 1770s,
decides  to  almost  ignore  the  torre,  instead
foregrounding the meeting of lagoon and sky.
Guardi is telling us that the poetry of painting,
its essential other-worldliness, is what inspires
him, rather than the magnificent architectural,
mathematical  compositions  of  Canaletto  and
Belloto  which  are  essentially  concerned  with
the concrete roles that men and women play in
the city and the marketplace for art and much
else that the city encapsulates.

During  the  period  international  events
dictated  the  course  of  Caneletto's  career.  The
War  of  the  Austrian  Succession  (1740-1748)
blocked off trade routes, so Canaletto left for
England  in 1746.  He was to  stay away from
Venice for nine years.  Canaletto depended on
trade routes, sea lanes being open, for many of
his  works  were  shipped  to  England  after
completion.

In  1797,  Napoleon's  invasion  brought
the Venetian Republic,  which had stood for a
thousand  years,  to  an  end.  Changes  in  the
education system in Britain also hastened the
end of vedute painting, but its imprint is still to
be seen, in paintings and in cinema.

Canaletto  himself  is  thought  to  have
died in the room where he was born, possessing
little  more  than  a  change  of  clothes,  with
nothing  to  show  for  all  his  years  of  labour.
Although he departs from our romantic image
of the artist, he may indeed be closer to it than
we  know.  His  destiny  is  just  as  tragic  as
Rembrandt’s  bankruptcy  and  last  years  of
isolation.

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

Inquisitive
By DJ Tyrer

Deep below the surface of the sea
A new species of squid
Or squid-like cephalopod
Floats in tandem with its discoverer
Peering in through the viewport
That the human peers out from
Exchanging inquisitive gaze
That denizen of the deep
With a steady gaze
As intelligent as the one fixed on it
..………………………………………………………
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John Light is an excellent  poet,  and the
fact  that  many  of  the  poems  in  these
collections  were  previously  published  in
such magazines  as  Handshake,  Poetry
Cornwall, Sci-Fright, Moonstone, Awen,
Bard and  Garbaj should  confirm  their
quality. There are also several previously-
unpublished  poems  here,  just  in  case
you’ve  managed  to  read  most  of  the
magazines listed in the publication credits!

Distant  Dreams,  as  its  subtitle
indicates,  is  full  of  SF  poems.  It  opens
with  a  short  introduction  introducing
John’s  love  of  SF  and  his  approach  to
poetry,  which  was  interesting.  The
collection opens with Crystal Cosmos (“In
a  world  not  parallel  /  but  orthogonal  to
ours,  /  phase  change  precipitated  /
condensing of the plasma / to a crystalline
cosmos.”) which I immediately recognised
from its appearance in Awen! I’m pleased
to say I enjoyed rereading it as much here
as I did when I accepted it for the issue.

To pick a trio of stand-outs that I
didn’t publish, there is the wonderful six-
liner Fatal Weakness, in which it turns out
the alien invasion  of  Earth  failed due to
their sense of humour, the brilliant twist-at-
the-end of  Medusa’s Legacy (you’ll never
look at  statues in  the same way again!)
and  World’s  End (in  which,  the  “Black
twisted  crags  strain  high  /  to  the  eerie
darkening sky” of an alien world).

If  you’ve  managed  not  to  read
any  of  John  Light’s  SF  poetry  before,
you’re missing out. If you have, then you
already know what a great poet  he is.  I
would definitely recommend this collection
to anyone who enjoys his work.

Entangled Emotions returns us
to the real  world  and sometimes difficult
emotions that  won’t  be for every reader,
yet  which offer  a  great  deal  of  depth  to
those who engage with them. There are
some very powerful pieces here, many of
them short,  but  all  the  stronger  for  their
immediacy.

John isn’t scared to tackle issues
other  poets  might  shy  away  from,  for
example  the  bias  against  mixed-race
adoption  amongst  social  workers,  which
he  confronts  in  Apartheid and  the
conundrum of whether to act and face the
consequences  of  our  actions  or  remain
out of a situation and accept the guilt of
our inaction, in the poem No Rules.

Powerful,  thoughtful  and
poignant,  Entangled Emotions certainly
entangled mine. Highly recommended.


