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Editorial –   Things are still hectic, but this issue has a
more respectable length. Thanks to everyone who heeded
the call by providing content! However, we do still need
content for future issues…

July marks the 200th anniversary of the birth of
Emily Brontë (on the 30th) and, to celebrate, we have an
article about her writing by AC Evans.

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 from the blog.

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/

Call for Entries :

Poetry & Short Fiction
submissions open for

@AestheticaMagazine Creative
Writing Award 2018!

Showcase  your  work  to  new
international  audiences  and  further
your  involvement  in  the  literary
world. Hosted by the international art
and  culture  publication,  Aesthetica
Magazine,  the  Creative  Writing
Award  aims to  support  and  nurture
new writing talent.

Prizes  include:  £1,000  for  Short
Fiction  and  Poetry  winners,
publication  in  the  Aesthetica
Creative Writing Anthology for 60
finalists,  publications  courtesy  of
Bloodaxe  Books  and  Vintage,  and
more.

Entries close 31 August. Submit at:
http://aestheti.cc/5xdj7

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

Tigershark ezine #17

Out now – issue 18 due shortly.

To  download  the  current  issue  or  all
previous issues for free, visit the website
https:///igersshrrsptp.blisshsngg.worrsdtprsess
.crm/hrme/sss.es-rf-igersshrrsp-ezsnge/

1816: The Year Without Summer

Unredacted Cthulhu Almanac

1816 was a  year  unlike  any  other  and
without question it  shaped the decades
and centuries to come. Most believe the
palatable bland narratives of their history
books,  however  the  true  explanations
behind the various causes and events of
that  year  were far  more horrifying than
they could possibly realise.

Stories told from alternative and
unexpected viewpoints and situated  all
around  the  world  ensure  that  this
anthology is both unique yet still holding
true to the overall core values in terms of
the  atmosphere,  entities  and  timeline
established by HP Lovecraft.

This  anthology  offers  the
breakthrough  collection  of  stories  that
fans of the genre have been waiting for,
a  collection  that  is  more  than  just
rehashing the same ideas.

Twelve  fabulous  five  thousand
word Mythos inspired short stories, one
per  month,  filter  true  events  through  a
macabre  mythos  lens  and  attempt  to
reinterpret  some  of  the  years  most
significant events that shaped the world.

A fresh line-up of  authors,  both
seasoned  and  aspiring,  ensure  that
although the time periods of the twelve
stories may be the same, the locations,
settings & narrative perspectives will not.

https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/195
0612744/1816-the-year-without-summer-
unredacted-cthulhu-al

Spectre Press Seeks Submissions

Submissions are sought on the themes of
The  Realm  of  British  Folklore and
Clark Ashton Smith.

The former seeks submissions of
poetry, fiction and artwork inspired by the
folklore  of  the  British  Isles  with  a
deadline of Hallowe’en.

The  latter  seeks  poetry,  fiction
and  artwork  inspired  by  the  fictional
worlds and themes of Clark Ashton Smith
with a deadline of 31st January, 2019.

Jon Harvey will  pay one penny
Sterling  per  word,  with  a  minimum
payment  of  £10 Sterling for  poems and
very, very short stories and prose poems.
For  illustrations,  he  will  pay  £30  for
'header'  illustrations to a  story,  £100 for
full  page  illustrations  and  £200  for  the
cover illustration.  All rights are reserved
by the author or artist.

Contact him by email
(jon.harvey@talktalk.net or
spectrepress01@gmail.com)

or by post to Jon Harvey, 56 Mickle Hill,
Sandhurst, Berkshire, GU47 8QU, UK.

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

The Supplement needs you!

Send us your articles, news, reviews,
opinion  pieces,  and  letters  of
comment – we want to hear from you!

http://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
mailto:spectrepress01@gmail.com
mailto:jon.harvey@talktalk.net
https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/1950612744/1816-the-year-without-summer-unredacted-cthulhu-al
https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/1950612744/1816-the-year-without-summer-unredacted-cthulhu-al
https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/1950612744/1816-the-year-without-summer-unredacted-cthulhu-al
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/
http://aestheti.cc/5xdj7
http://atlanteanpublishing.blogspot.co.uk/
https://www.paypal.me/DJTyrer


Review By Paul Murphy

Live Streaming
By Conor O’Callaghan
The Gallery Press: 2017

Conor  O’Callaghan’s  fifth  poetry
collection  concerns  itself  with  his
father’s  death,  a  tumultuous,  earth
shattering  moment  in  any  person’s  life
when  one  discovers  for  the  first  time,
perhaps, how alone in the universe one
really is.  

Live  Streaming is  divided  into
three sections.  Firstly, a series of loosely
connected lyrical poems, secondly a play
or prose poem called His Last Legs and,
thirdly, a further section of lyrical poems
and prose poems.  There often seem to
be impressive stand-alone pieces  rather
than  a  collection  connected  through
common  thematic  material.
Bereavement  is  mentioned  rather  than
being tangible thematic content.  Indeed,
the title hardly indicates a theme rather a
condition  or  process  based  on  the
incipient virtual world.

The book begins  with a  poem
called  Grace which  deals  with  the
collection of a table, hardly a subject of
epic or myth but at times the poem gains
seriousness when lost in the mundanity
of such moments.  There follows a series
called  Trailer Park Etudes of which the
same could be said.  These poems, such
as  The Stars,  The Rain,  The Wind,  The
Grass take  up  the  primary  material  of
everyday  life,  the  traumatic  quotidian,
as the writer declares in a later poem In
Memory  of  the  Recent  Past. They
undeniably  fashion  something  original
from the mundanities that surround us. 

It  is  surprising  to  see  a  writer
deal with such stuff (stars, wind, rain etc
are  often  a  subject  of  poetry,  primary
material  that  is  sufficient  for  the
beginner  writer.)  yet  an  original  poetic
voice emerges which often demonstrates
an easy conversational style that is based
in prosody accurately employed.  Lucid
rhythms and rhymes work most  of  the
time,  these  appear  to  be  iambic
tetrameters  (although  I  had  my  doubts
about  the  latter  sections  of  The  Wind
when  the  word  ‘wind’  is  rhymed  on
again and again.  The poet seems to have
ultimately given up on a rhyme scheme,
perhaps deciding that it is too contrived,
too difficult.   I  thus wondered if using
rhyme was  really  a  good idea  for  this
writer?).  

These lines from The Rain seem
redolent of hot, sticky days waiting for
rain to come but also indicative of torpor
and lassitude:

Forget the welcome rain outstayed
For days the leaves are parchment sheet
And wind hangs chimeless in the shade.
Still rain remains the point of heat.

The rain is near.   Like everything,
It’s best those seconds just before:
The broadleaf’s backwards canvas sling,
The fly strip flapping through the door.

The  poet  seems  to  be  counting
syllables when he might be better counting
the beats since English is more of a stress-
timed  language  than  a  syllabic  one.
However,  whatever  the  verse  arrangement,
O’Callaghan’s  writing  is  still  always
readable,  lucid,  flowing  and  balances  the
colloquial and the abstruse.

Poems like A Decade of the Rosary 
for Gerry Cooning seem to give something 
away in their opening lines:

Is it me, or do we seem marooned
Interminably in 1982?

It is not a question that many people
ask  themselves  and  beneath  the
contemporary talk of dim sum, trailer parks
and tables, there seems to be a writer lost in
the interstices between faith, poetry, and the
legends  of  both.   Petrarch  surfaces  among
some jarring poeticisms:

Cicero wrote law.  Petrarch worshipped Laura,
From ‘afar’.

Afar  seems  like  a  tired  poeticism
albeit acknowledged as such by the quotation
marks yet  should it  be in  the poem at  all?
The  references  to  the  classics  seem  to
acknowledge a paucity of  some kind when
some original,  lived  experience  such  as  an
actual  unrequited  love  might  suffice  but
really  any  original,  lived  experience.   Of
course,  a  cynic  might  say  that  this  is
precisely  the  approach  that  woos  a  poetry
audience,  old-fashioned  poeticisms  and
references  to  the  classics,  the sort  of  thing
expected of ‘poetry’.

The next poem Where Kimonos Go
to Die seems to be the conditioned nightmare
of a practising Surrealist rather than a poem.
Beyond the  surface  appeal  of  the  language
there seemed to be little to comprehend but
perhaps  that  is  the  point?   A  stream  of
consciousness  exercise  completed  to  fill  a
page  on  an  eventless  day,  but  the  page  is
better filled than left blank.  The same could
be said of the central section  His Last Legs
which is interminable in a gratuitous way. 

The  poet  seems  better  when  he  is
attempting  poetry  rather  than  an
experimental  prose  poem which  gathers  up
autobiographical material and some scraps of
James  Joyce’s  Ulysses.   No  doubt  it  is
begging for its own scholarly annotation and
notes.

There  are  often  good  insights,
useful usages of language, pearls among
the dross but there is too much that could
easily have been excised in the editorial
process.   In  the poem  Nostalgia we are
told that:

I’m nostalgic for Chorlton-cum-Hardy 
Golf Club.

I know! Nostalgia’s weird like that.
The good stuff you forget.

This  hardly  seems  to  be  the
approach  of  a  writer,  more  a  sports
commentator missing the velveteen green
of  his  favourite  eighteen-hole  course.
Maybe  when  the  sports  journalist
becomes precisely that allowing the poet
to develop his poetry and not mixing the
two awkwardly will  Conor  O’Callaghan
begin to  write  and find his  own unique
voice which we only begin to glimpse in
this volume.

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

Capsule Review by Arthur C. Ford, Sr.

World Of Thoughts
By George J. Carroll

240 Blacksmith Road, Levittown, New
York,11756, USA

In  this  book  of  approximately  sixty
poems,  Poet  G.J.  Carroll,  without
much  use  of  flowery  language  and
figures of speech, conveys a gamut of
ideas,  thoughts (hence the title) and
insights!

With the use of simplicity and
rhyme,  he  strips  language  to
bareness;  assuring  that  all  subject
matter is absorbed by the reader.

My  favourite  poems  are:
Where  is  Poetic  Justice,  An  Axiom
Lost,  Shades of Darkness,  Words,  A
Clown,  Satire,  Lies,  The  Hill  of
Thoughts, and Snake Eyes.

I must read this book again!
………………………………………….

Apocalyptic
By DS Davidson

Constantly declaring
"The End Is Nigh!"
He little believed
He soon would die…

………………………………...

Got an opinion on this issue?
A thought to share?

Then, why not drop us a letter?



Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ,
Thanks for this and for using The

Enigma of the Causeway in Monomyth.
I  prefer  the A5 format.  I  find it

more  comfortable  to  read  and  I  think  it
presents  the  content  better.  A  good
decision.

All the best.
John Light

The Editor Replies – I  agree. I  think the
new format works very well.

Dear DJ,
Good  to  hear  you  are  still

functioning  despite  the  many  forms  of
trouble  that  may  befall  the  honest  print
wielder.  T’newly  six-monthicated
Supplement #85 has now entirely passed
before  my  eyes  in  its  speedier,  slimmer
version – sleek and svelte, like the shapes
of silver eels slipping down to the sea to
mate.  And  what  a  mating  of  minds  has
been taking place beneath the shadow of
the waves!

Unfortunately,  some mental  eels
may  have  succumbed  to  the  Great  Blue
Heron,  as  rediscovered  in  Soul  Eternal,
reviewed  by  Neal  Wilgus.  This  is  what
happens when you let your soul get loose.
It  tangles  up  in  other  people’s  strings  of
metaphors  and  nobody  knows  what
anybody is talking about.

Hal  O’Leary’s  piece  on
graduation kept its head above the swell, at
any rate. I do remember my graduation as
a rather dry experience. At the University
of Glasgow, you had to kneel on a sort of
hassock and be hit lightly on the head with
a dusty old velvet cushion while something
was  pronounced  in  Latin.  As  O’Leary
surmises,  I  have  no  recollection  of  any
speaker or speeches whatsoever,  but it  is
over forty years ago.

Interestingly,  Walter  Pater
received  an  honorary  degree  from
Glasgow,  which  nicely  leads  into  Paul
Murphy’s review of  The Importance Of
Being  Earnest by  aesthetic  association.
Back before I graduated, my mother and I
were  watching  impressionist  Mike
Yarwood on TV. My mother remarked, “I
can only do one impression – Dame Edith
Evans as Lady Bracknell.” “How does that
go?”  I  innocently  enquired.  The  ensuing
“A HAND-BAAAAG?!” made me literally
jump six (OK, one) inch out of my seat.
Such  was  the  trauma  that  I  have  never
dined with the aristocracy since.

Or  before.  I  later  received  a
double cassette of the audio version with
John Gielgud and Roland Culver. Lane, the
butler, was played by a young Peter Sallis.
(“There were no cucumbers to be had, sir.
Not  even  for  ready  money.”)  None  of
which prepared me for the rather different
interpretation described in the article. The
Wildean apocalypse Murphy predicts is a
scenario  almost  too,  too  crazy  to  be

contemplated.  I  wonder  if  It’s  Raining
Aesthetes was used in the musical interludes.

In addition to  T’Supplement,  I  also
enjoyed The Vegetable Archdeacon selection.
John  Light's  Plea  to  a  Glamorous  Flautist
stood out for me.  (A difficult  rhyme scheme,
made  easier  if  read  in  a  Scottish  accent!)
Christopher  Hivner  (a  new  name  to  me)
twanged  the  very  bedsprings  of  apathy  with
Under  The  Wire,  while  Aeronwy  Davies's
Married In White was both seasonably wintry
and  wittily  seasoned.  Neal  Wilgus  waxed
philosophically conundrum-like with See Hear.
Altogether an unusual turnip for the books.

Yours,  from  his  Wildean  fallout
shelter,

Neil K. Henderson
…………………………………………….

Review By Rev. Dr. Paul James Dunn

Sorrows and Joys
By Colin Ian Jefery

ISBN: 978197459830
Paperback £5.14 (Amazon/bookshops)

Collection of 212 poems 

Colin Ian Jefery is a leading Christian poet and
all  poems  in  this  collection  have  been
published  in  newspapers,  magazines  and
anthologies. The collection gives an insight into
the driving forces behind his poetry, with the
main  infuence,  seen  in  such  poems  as
‘Christians’  and  ‘King  of  Kings,’  being  his
spirituality.  ‘Pope  Francis,’  is  a  poem  that
acknowledges his Roman Catholic background,
and  gives  insight  into  the  poet’s  spiritual
formation in the Roman Catholic Church.

The  poem  ‘True  Love’  shows  his
passion and belief that love must be free and
never held captive.

Love must be set free
For this I know 
The caged bird sings for fight
Dying captive
Looking through the bars.

Some of the sonnets are addressed to
the great love of his life, the mysterious lover
who moved the poet to compose some of the
most poignant love poems ever writen, a love
for the poet that was a rock within a stormy
sea  giving  support  against  raging  purple
storms.

The collection covers many diferent
topics  dealt  with  powerfully  and  artistically
with  a  variety  of  topics  such  as  peace,  war,
history,  love,  sorrow,  death,  and  childhood
memories in  such poems as ‘Wally  Gog’  and
‘When I was young.’ The poet is a modernist
with  the  development  of  imagism  stressing
clarity, precision and economy of language. He
has  a  strong  reaction  against  war  and  the
oppression  of  innocence,  but  unlike  others
poets in the modernism movement like Dylan
Thomas  and  Ezra  Pound  he  has  a  profound
faith in God. 

RIP Steve Sneyd

It  is  with  a  heavy  heart  that
we  must  report  that  this  prominent
British  SF  poet  and  stalwart  of  the
small  press  scene  passed  away  on
13th June 2018. Steve Sneyd (1941-
2018)  edited  the  Data  Dump
newsletter,  which  covered  genre
poetry, from 1991 until 2017 and also
ran  Hilltop Press,  which specialised
in  genre  poetry.  He  was  also,
naturally, the judge of the annual Data
Dump Award.  Although  best  known
as  a  poet,  he  has  made  the
occasional  prose  fiction  outing,  and
has  written  numerous  reviews  and
articles.

A  copywriter-turned-creative
writing tutor, Steve Sneyd's work has
appeared  in  1000-plus  magazines,
anthologies,  etc,  worldwide,  as  well
as appearing online and being heard
on  Radio  Four's  Stanza  on  Stage
Poetry  in Space special.  Steve read
his work at the SF event of  National
Year  of  Literature (UK),  Newham
Libraries  SF  Festival,  various  SF
conventions, etc. His many books and
articles  about  SF  poetry  include
interviews with Aldiss, Moorcock and
Zelazny.  He  edited  the  SF  poetry
anthology  Dreamers  on  the  Sea  of
Fate (Sol Publications, 1999). He was
a  member  of  the  Science  Fiction
Poetry Association from the '70s. 

A regular  letter  writer,  Steve
contributed articles to past issues and
his poetry appeared in such Atlantean
publications  as  Mars,  as  well  as
making  a  rare  prose  appearance  in
the  King In Yellow-themed anthology,
A Terrible  Thing.  He  was  also  the
featured poet in Monomyth issue 25.

You can learn more about this
pillar  of  speculative  poetry  in  Steve
Sneyd: From Mars to Marsden – The
Untold Story  by Andrew Darlington in
issue 77 and  The Amazing Stories
Steve Sneyd Interview, conducted by
Diane Severson, in issue 78.

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

In memory of Steve Sneyd, we plan to
release  a  booklet  featuring  some of
the  poems  from  Atlantean
publications  that  he  picked  for  the
Data Dump Award. If anyone else has
poems they would like considered for
the  collection  (ones  that  were
longlisted, shortlisted or placed in the
award,  ones  that  appeared  in
collections he edited, ones inspired by
his writing, or ones written in memory
of  him)  please  feel  free  to  submit
them. Submissions close end of July.



Review by Cardinal Cox

The Art of Punk
& New Wave

Photography of
Chalkie Davies

& Denis O’Regan
Curated by Off Beat Lounge

6 April 2017

The  exhibition  was to  be  at  a  car-
dealership  on the very edge of  the
city, beyond it  was by-pass, railway
tracks  and  then  farmland.  Met  my
editor in a pub I’d not been to before,
been open a year or so. Wasn’t sure
where  to  get  off  the  bus  but  I
recognised an eccentric  old woman
who I guessed would be going there.
I  was  right.  Me  and  the  editor  sat
outside  on  the  edge  of  the
pavement.  The  pub  was  in  an  old
store  between  a  couple  of  take-
aways  and  a  laundrette.  Couple  of
pints  and  we  walk  the  couple  of
miles to the dealership.

Off  Beat  Lounge organise
tours of photos taken by some of the
best  rock  photographers.  Last  year
they’d brought an exhibition of Bowie
photos. The shows are just for one
night.  Car  salesmen  mingle
uncomfortably,  handing  round  fizzy
wine  or  minute  nibbles.  During  the
day they’re probably on commission,
tonight  there’ll  be  no  cash  coming
their  way  unless  the  exhibitors  are
paying them. A woman from my day-
job (cool and clever) is there.

We  spot  local  legend  Del
Singh.  Early  ’eighties  he  and  his
brother ran a rock disco in a youth
club in  one of  the suburbs.  Twenty
years back he had a night club. We
chat and he reminisces about being
the only Sikh in a turban at punk gigs
in  the  ’seventies.  Then  he  adds
about meeting Lemmy in an elevator
in Vegas.

The  heart  of  the  exhibition
was the forty photos from the peak of
punk  in  the  late-’seventies.  Denis
O’Regan  who  was  there  (Chalkie
being home in New York) told tales
of  how  the  pictures  came  to  be
taken,  starting  with  some  shots  of
The  Damned.  This  was  where  he
first met Chalkie who loaned him a
flash for his camera and told him to
take  his  photos  to  the  then-weekly
music  newspaper  New  Musical
Express.

He took us through working
with  The  Clash,  The Buzzcocks (in
Belfast at the height of the troubles),
Sid  Vicious,  Blondie,  Iggy  Pop  (“I

only went because David Bowie was on
keyboards”  he  confessed)  and  The
Ramones.  Chalkie’s  work  on  show
covers  some  of  the  same  plus  Elvis
Costello, Ian Dury, Chrissie Hynde, The
Specials,  Lee Brilleaux,  John Peel  and
the iconic shot of the Sex Pistols signing
to  A &  M  outside  Buckingham Palace.
(“Totally staged, the guy on the right with
the  contract?  Actor  who’d  been
McGoohan’s  stand-in  on  The  Prisoner”
Denis told us).

Denis was asked if he’d ever had
trouble  taking  the  photos  and  he  told
tales of a recalcitrant Bob Marley (they
argued and Bob lightened up and let him
take the pictures) and a fight with Rolling
Stones’ security when he was the tour’s
official  photographer.  Bill  Wyman  and
Keith Richards weighed in (mid-gig) and
got him on stage.

The  purpose  of  the  exhibition
was  to  try  and  sell  us  limited  edition
prints.  These  ranged in  price  from just
under  £400  (12  inches  by  16  inches,
unframed,  limited  to  100)  to  almost
£2500 (30 inches by 40 inches, framed,
limited  to  25  copies).  Don’t  know  how
many  they  sold.  Presumably  there  are
rich collectors  somewhere,  but  perhaps
not  our  city.  Tickets  to  the  show were
about £40 – including the talk – (editor
had blagged us freebies, thank you very
much) or £12 for the standard admission.

As  to  putting  it  in  a  car
dealership,  I  think  this  is  an  excellent
idea.  Big  building,  well  lit.  People  who
felt  reticent  about  going  to  a  gallery
(imagined  snobbery)  would  feel  more
comfortable  going  to  a  venue  not
associated  with  the  whole  art
establishment.  The  previous  night  I’d
been to the opening of an art exhibition
in  a  pub  (psychedelia  by  Nik  Gernert)
that  have  been  running  for  eighteen
months.  Art  for people who don’t  go to
galleries.  So,  yes  I  enjoyed  the
photographic  exhibition  and  the
experience but I don’t know if I’d pay to
go to another.
………………………………………………

Farewell, Carillon

Sadly,  this spring saw the publication of
the 50th and fnal issue of Carillon, one of
the best British small press magazines of
recent years and leaves a void that won’t
be easily, and may not, be flled.

The fnal  issue maintained  the usual
high  quality  (almost  all  the  many
contributors  were  familiar  names  –  I’ll
mention  Ed  Blundell,  Phil  Knight  and
Heather Buswell  as  a  brief  sample)  and
editor, Graham Rippon, can feel justifably
proud of the efort he put in. DJ Tyrer

Thirteen Movie Westerns,
Underrated

By David Edwards

The American Western has been a genre
staple of film since the beginning of the
movie  industry.  In  fact,  one  of  the  first
films  with  a  coherent  narrative  across
multiple  scenes  was  1903's  The  Great
Train  Robbery,  filmed  by  Edwin  S.
Porter  in  the  "Wild  West"  of  Milltown,
New  Jersey,  and  culminating  in  the
remarkable  close-up  of  a  desperado
pointing his gun at the camera (which has
spawned  the  hopefully-not-apocryphal
legend of extant real-life cowboys in an
early  audience  drawing  their  revolvers
and  firing  back  at  the  screen  in  self-
defence!)

From the silent film era through
the 1950's and 1960's Hollywood churned
out hundreds of westerns each year. The
fledgling  television  networks  joined  the
stampede in  the two decades mentioned
above by producing dozens of series each
season set in the Western US between the
end of the Civil War and the arrival of the
20th century.  This  combination  of
assembly line artistic production resulted
in  Old  West  American  myths,  legends,
clichés, and conventions being played out
nightly (or daily, if dealing with a matinee
showing) ad nauseam, even ad absurdum
– perhaps nearly killing the genre through
overexposure. Yet the Western persists to
this  day,  all  be  it  in  a  state  of  greatly
diminished activity.

Despite  this  overexposure,  or
perhaps  necessitated  by  it,  critics  and
moviegoers  have  erected  a  pantheon  of
cinema  excellence  dedicated  to  the
western  genre.  The  movies  enshrined
therein have been for both critical praise
and popular acclaim (as indicated by box
office  receipts  or  cult  dedication).  This
memorial  of,  and  to,  celluloid  is
amorphous and unique to each fan of the
genre,  but  the  "pieces"  comprising  the
edifice are known to all: John Ford's (the
grandmaster of the genre)  Fort Apache,
The  Man  Who  Shot  Liberty  Valence,
My  Darling  Clementine,  Stagecoach,
and  The  Searchers;  George  Steven's
Shane; the Paul Newman-Robert Redford
teaming  of  Butch  Cassidy  and  the
Sundance  Kid;  Howard  Hawk's  Rio
Bravo and  Red  River;  The  Sergio
Leone/Clint  Eastwood  "Spaghetti
Western"  trilogy  A Fistful  of  Dollars,
For  A  Few  Dollars  More,  and  The
Good, the Bad, and the Ugly, as well as
Leone's  further  Once  Upon  a  Time  in
the  West and  Eastwood's  own  The
Outlaw  Josie  Wales  and  his  Oscar-
winning Unforgiven; the psychologically
probing  The  Ox  Bow  Incident;  Sam
Peckinpaugh's  ultraviolent  The  Wild



Bunch,  and  his  earlier  Ride the  High
Country;  Gary  Cooper's  starring  turn
High Noon; the subtly comedic  Destry
Rides  Again;  John  Wayne's  (the
acknowledged  king  of  western  actors)
Oscar-winning  True  Grit and  his
elegiac  farewell  The  Shootist;  John
Sturges adaptation of Akira Kurosawa's
classic  The  Seven  Samurai,  The
Magnificent Seven; and Gregory Peck's
poignant portrayal in The Gunfighter.

There are other quality films in
the  western  genre  that  have  not  been
admitted  to  the  temple  of  greatness.
Either because of deviation from, or too
slavish  adherence  to,  genre
conventions...  poor  publicity...  poor
editing...  poor  timing...  or  poor  luck,
they have  been  excluded from the  roll
call  of  cinematic  excellence.  Here  is
presented thirteen such underrated films.
The  list  is  roughly  chronological  in
order, personal, and admittedly arbitrary.

The Fastest Gun Alive
Glenn  Ford  (reluctantly)  and

Broderick  Crawford  (obsessively)  vie
for the eponymous  title  in  this  1956
Russel  Rouse-  directed  release  that
explores  the  psychological  impact  of
fear  and  fame.  Jeanne  Craig,  Leif
Ericson,  Noah  Beery  Jr.,  and  (in  a
standout performance) John Dehner lend
support. Interestingly the character actor
John Doucette,  here  in  a  small  role  as
one of the residents of Cross Creek, was
considered  the  actual  ‘fastest  draw’
among  Hollywood  actors.  A great  line
early  in  the  film,  spoken  by  a  blind
character:

"Remember, no matter how fast
you are, there's always somebody faster!"

Last Train From Gun Hill
Two old friends-- Kirk Douglas

and Anthony Quinn-- find themselves on
opposite  sides  of  the  law  in  the  1959
John Sturges-directed film. The tension
builds  to  a  crescendo  as  lawman
Douglas faces off against an entire town
in  his  revenge-fueled  pursuit  of  two
killers.  Carolyn  Jones,  Earl  Holliman,
and Brad Dexter co-star.

 Hombre
Paul  Newman  portrays  an

Apache-raised  white  man  who  aides  a
stage  full  of  (mostly)  bigots  against  a
gang  of  ruthless  outlaws  led  by  the
indomitable  Richard  Boone.  Martin
Balsam,  Richard  March,  and  Frank
Silvera ( in a small but memorable role)
also  star.  This  1968  Martin  Ritt  film
seemingly manifests, in the brutal desert
and mountain terrain, the inner conflict
between savagery  and civilization each
man confronts.

Welcome to Hard Times
An  isolated  community  struggles

onward  despite  tragedy,  and  its  own
fecklessness  in  the  face  of  it,  in  this  1967
Burt  Kennedy-directed  flick.  Henry  Fonda
leads an ensemble cast that includes Keenan
Wynn, Warren Oates, Elisha Cook Jr., John
Anderson,  and  Royal  Dano.  The  standout
performances  are  from  Janice  Rule,  as  a
woman  psychologically  warped  by  the
torments she has suffered, and Aldo Ray as
the demonic "Man from Bodie", who nearly
destroys  the  town  (twice)  with  senseless
murder and mayhem. The film makes this list
largely  on  the  strength  of  the  remarkable
scene where Ray's character, in the midst of a
murder  and  arson  spree,  charges  the
cowering  towns  people  on  a  stolen  horse
while waving a burning chair aloft.

El Dorado
Professional gunfighter John Wayne

teams  up  with  best  friend/drunken  sheriff
Robert Mitchum, a young James Caan, and
old Arthur Hunnicutt to battle a corrupt land
baron  in  this  1967 Howard  Hawks  release.
Ed Asner,  Christopher  George  (outstanding
as  a  rival  gunslinger)  R.G.  Armstrong,
Michele  Carey,  and  Charlene  Holt  lend
support.  Formulaic  but  exciting  from  first
reel  to  last,  this  film also features  the best
theme  song,  from  the  deep  bass  voice  of
George Alexander, in movie western history.

Firecreek
Jimmy Stewart  plays  the  part-time

marshal  of an insignificant backwater  town
who reluctantly confronts Henry Fonda and
his  gang  of  ruffians  in  this  Vincent
McEveety-directed  1967  outing.  Veteran
heavies  Jack  Elam,  Morgan  Woodward,
James Best, and Garry Lockwood (soon to be
of  2001:  A Space  Odyssey fame)  portray
Fonda's cohorts in this universal tale of good,
evil, and indifference.

Five Card Stud
The only mystery( a rare subgenre

of the western) on this list, veteran director
Henry  Hathaway  helmed  this  1968  Dean
Martin  and  Robert  Mitchum  vehicle.  One-
by-one the members of a poker game turned
lynching  party  are  killed  off  as  gambler
Martin  investigates.  An  effective  script
penned  by  Marguerite  Roberts  and  sinister
Maurice Jarre score propels the action along
at  a  leisurely  pace.  Inger  Stevens,  Yaphet
Kotto,  Denver  Pyle,  and  Roddy McDowell
(as a thoroughly-odious character) also star.
One caveat  with the script--  the identity of
the killer is revealed a bit too soon. But the
plot device of a Bible as secret gun holster
more than overcomes this.

Support Your Local Sheriff
The  only  comedy  on  this  list,

Director Burt Kennedy's 1969 release well-

earns the title of "Funniest Western Ever"
(no apologies needed to Mel Brooks and
Blazing Saddles). A perfectly nonchalant
James  Garner,  the  woefully
underappreciated Joan Hackett, and Jack
Elam (in the best performance of his long
career) lead a large cast of veterans that
includes Walter Brennan, Harry Morgan,
and  Bruce  Dern  in  this  eviscerating  of
western  conventions  where  discretion  is
not only the better part of valour, it's the
only part  of  valor!  The film does run a
little bit out of steam toward the end, and
was  followed  by  the  weaker  sequel
Support  Your  Local  Gunfighter,  but
these  caveats  do  not  detract  from  its
overall excellence.

Big Jake
A late John Wayne vehicle-- and

my personal favorite movie-- in which he
plays the estranged patriarch of a Texas
dynasty leading a small rescue party into
Mexico  in  search  of  his  kidnapped
grandson.  Wayne's  real  life  son  Patrick,
and Christopher Mitchum (son of screen
legend  Robert  Mitchum)  play  his
onscreen  sons.  Frequent-Wayne  co-stars
Maureen  O'Hara  and  Bruce  Cabot  lend
support  as,  respectively,  his ex-wife and
best  friend.  Richard  Boone,  in  an
outstanding performance,  leads the gang
of brutal kidnappers that  includes Glenn
Corbett  and  Harry  Carey  Jr.  (another
Wayne  veteran).  Formulaic  and  violent,
this  1971  George  Sherman-directed
release  is  a  fast-paced  action  flick  with
witty dialogue and satisfying conclusion.

Chato's Land
British  filmmaker  Michael

Winner directs a nearly wordless Charles
Bronson as  the eponymous title character
pursued by, then pursuing, a racist posse
in this brutal 1972 pic. Like the following
three films on this list, Winner's film can
be  classified  as  an  "Acid  Western",  a
subgenre emerging in the 1960's and 70's,
combining  metaphorical  ambitions  with
solipsistic  excess,  and  having  at  least
some hallucinogenic, counterculture, anti-
capitalistic,  nightmarish  qualities.  Jack
Palance,  Simon  Oakland,  James
Whitmore,  Richard  Jordan,  and  Ralph
Waite  are  some  of  the  possemen  who
degenerate  into  savagery  in  their  Ahab-
like pursuit of Bronson.

Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid
The mercurial Sam Peckinpaugh

directs  James  Coburn  and  Kris
Kristofferson as the title characters in this
flawed--  by  studio  forced  edits--  1973
classic.  Coburn  and  Kristofferson  play
old friends barely on opposite sides of the
law     headed    toward    a    deadly    and

Concluded on last page



Cast The World Away :
Emily Jane Bronte

By AC Evans

…and the angels were so angry that
they flung me out, into the middle of
the  heath  on  the  top  of  Wuthering
Heights…

– Wuthering Heights, Vol. I, Ch. IX

…we have got  constantly  to  bear  in
mind  what  we  set  as  ecstasy’s
immediate limit: horror.

– Georges Bataille

Describing  a  violent  encounter  at
Wuthering  Heights,  Isabella  Linton
says  to  Nelly  Dean  “I  was  in  the
condition  of  mind  to  be  shocked  at
nothing;  in fact  I  was as reckless as
some malefactors show themselves to
be  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows.”  This
statement,  perhaps,  more  than  any
other  in  Emily  Bronte’s  only  novel,
conveys  the  crucial  character  of  the
work; perhaps, also, it is the key to an
understanding of the author’s frame of
mind.

In her introduction to the book
(1900) Mrs Humphry Ward referred to
the  character  of  Heathcliff  as  the
product  of  ‘a  deliberate  and
passionate  defiance  of  the  reader’s
sense of humanity and possibility’.  In
fact,  since  its  initial  publication  in
1847,  the  defiant  tone  of  Wuthering
Heights has  attracted  admiration,
bafflement  and  outrage  in  equal
measure; and today encompassing all
media (including theatre, dance, music
and film) it has achieved the status of
a  mythic  text  –  rather  like
Frankenstein, Jekyll  and  Hyde,  or
Dracula. 

From  whence  stems  this
peculiar, magnetic attraction? 

It  is  often  the  case  that  the
book  is  misunderstood  on  many
levels. 

Rather  lamely,  Charlotte
Bronte tried to explain or  defend her
sister’s work as the product of a naïve,
isolated, country girl, marooned in the
wilderness of the Yorkshire Moors, the
mere  vessel  of  Fate  or  impersonal
inspiration. Yet criticism of the book’s
faults  (usually  moral)  serves to  point
us toward further positive insights into
this  testament  of  ‘perverted  passion
and  passionate  perversity’.  Certainly
Charlotte was correct when she drew
attention  to  the  storm-heated  and
electrical  atmosphere  pervading  the
story, over which ‘broods the horror of
a great darkness’ (Genesis 15:12). We
know  the  novel  caused  some  anger
among  many  straight-laced  souls,
‘indignant’, said Mrs Ward, ‘to find that
any young woman, and especially any

clergyman’s  daughter,  should  write  such
unbecoming scenes and persons as those
which  form  the  subject  of  Wuthering
Heights,  and  determined  if  it  could  to
punish her.’ Typical English reaction!

We  may  imagine  our  author  in
some  heavenly  sphere,  gazing  down  on
our sorry, fallen world, possibly enjoying a
quiet,  sardonic  smile,  ‘half-amused  and
half  in  scorn’  at  the  expense  of  those
critics  and  arbiters  of  taste,  who,  over
time,  have  condemned  or,  alternatively,
defended her work; she might smile, half
in  scorn,  at  the  somewhat  ludicrous
appellations she has been awarded: ‘The
Sphinx of English Literature’,  ‘The Mystic
of the Moors’ and so on. 

But  we  would  be  wrong  –  it  is
rather unlikely that Miss Emily Jane Bronte
resides in heaven. 

For some, no doubt, heaven is a
desirable residence, but for her, as for the
heroine  of  her  novel,  it  would  be  an
uncongenial place of exile.

Initially,  the  book  subverted
Victorian expectations of propriety; it upset
expectations  about  women  writers  and
also the prim stereotype of the respectable
clergyman’s  daughter.  Even  now,
Wuthering  Heights is  disconcerting  in
different  ways.  It  seems  that  almost
everyone  has  entertained  misleading
assumptions  about  the  work.  In  her
Preface to a recent (2003) edition Lucasta
Miller  explains  how  as  a  youngster  she
assumed  that  the  novel  was  ‘the  locus
classicus of  bodice-ripping  romantic
fiction’.  However,  she  says,  ‘I  seem  to
have made an error as comical as that of
Emily  Bronte’s  Lockwood  when…  he
mistakes  a  pile  of  dead  rabbits  for  his
hostess’s  pet  cats.’  Miller’s  phraseology
here  points  to  a  comic  factor;  but  what
form of comedy is this? 

A dark  comedy  no  doubt,  even
‘gallows  humour’.  In  Lightning  Rod,  an
introduction  to  his  Anthology  of  Black
Humour, Andre Breton illustrates this with
a  well-known  anecdote,  borrowed  from
Freud;  of  a  condemned man who led to
the  gallows  on  a  Monday  morning,
exclaims ‘What a way to start  the week!’
This  darkly  ironic,  mirthless  humour,  the
anarchic  subversion  of  expectations,
upending  preconceptions  of  life  and
literature whilst also making us laugh is a
matter of ‘attitude’; an attitude which may,
according to Mark Polizzotti, take the form
of  ‘both  a  lampooning  of  social
conventions and a profound disrespect for
the nobility of literature’. In Emily Bronte’s
work, including some of her poetry, there
is  abundant  evidence  of  ‘attitude’,  this
predilection for ‘savage’, ‘gallows’ or Black
Humour  and  a  devastating,  nihilistic
cynicism  forming  the  base  of  her
particular,  uncomfortable,  convulsive
aesthetic.  Here,  says  Breton,  following
Leon Pierre-Quint,  is  a  way  of  affirming,
above and beyond ‘the absolute revolt of

adolescence and the internal  revolt  of
adulthood’ a superior revolt of the mind.

Indeed, a superior revolt of the
mind.  From a  historical  perspective  it
might be noted that this particular form
of  humour  has  uniquely  English  (or
Anglo-Irish)  roots,  as  Breton  correctly
identifies Jonathan Swift as the original
inventor  or  precursor.  Swift,  he  says
was a man who ‘grasped life in a wholly
different way, and who was constantly
outraged’.  His  work  embodied  a
‘remarkably Modern spirit’,  due to ‘the
profoundly  singular  turn  of  his  mind’.
Consequently ‘no body of work is less
out  of  date’.  We  can  with  confidence
say the same about the work of Emily
Jane Bronte.

The  broad  outline  of  Emily’s
brief life is quickly told: she was born in
1818,  the  fifth  of  sixth  children.  The
family was then living in Thornton near
Bradford,  West  Yorkshire;  her  father
was the Reverend Patrick  Bronte and
her  mother  Maria  (nee  Branwell).
In1820  the  family  moved  to  Haworth,
taking  up  residence  in  the  old
parsonage house. In 1821 her mother
died and her mother’s sister, Elizabeth
(‘Aunt  Branwell’,  a  ‘strict’  Methodist),
moved  in  to  maintain  the  household
and help bring up the children. 

In 1824 the six year-old Emily
attended  the  Cowan  Bridge  Clergy
Daughters School, founded in 1823 by
the  Reverend  Carus  Wilson.  Wilson
was a Calvinist  whose religious views
would  have  been  even  stricter  than
those  of  Aunt  Branwell  (an  Arminian
Methodist). The regime was very harsh
and  the  following  year,  after  an
outbreak of typhoid caused the death of
her  two  older  sisters,  Maria  and
Elizabeth,  she  was removed from the
school. Cowan Bridge was the basis for
the grim ‘Lowood Institution’ described
by Charlotte Bronte in  Jane Eyre. It is
very  likely  that  these  experiences
would  have  had  a  profound,  almost
traumatic, effect on the young Emily. In
1835 she attended Margaret  Wooler’s
Roe  Head  School,  Mirfield  for  three
months.  In  both  of  these  institutions
she was unhappy and always returned
to the apparently self-enclosed world of
her family circle. Her first extant poems
date  from  this  period.  Then,  in  1838
she was employed as junior teacher at
Miss Pratchett’s Law Hill  Girl’s School
at  Southowram  near  Halifax.  While
there  Emily  continued to  write  poems
and,  it  is  said,  began  to  develop  the
ideas  which  eventually  surfaced  in
Wuthering  Heights.  High  Sunderland
Hall,  a  nearby  seventeenth  century
manor  house,  with  weirdly  baroque
decorative  features  and  inscriptions,
made, it is claimed, a particular impact
on the young teacher’s imagination. 



With her sisters Charlotte and
Anne plans were made to establish a
school at Haworth. In 1842, as part of
this  project,  Emily  accompanied
Charlotte to Brussels where they both
attended  Madame  Zoe  Heger’s
Pensionnat  de  Demoiselles with  the
objective of improving their languages.
Emily  stayed  in  Brussels  for  about
nine  months  (Feb-Nov)  where  she
made  ‘rapid  progress’  in  French,
German, music and drawing, returning
home  with  Charlotte  in  early
November  after  the  death  of  Aunt
Elizabeth. Emily then flatly refused to
go back to Brussels and remained at
Haworth  in  the  role  of  housekeeper
while  Charlotte  returned  to  the
pensionnat to continue her studies.

Later,  back  in  England,
Charlotte discovered Emily’s poems in
her  notebooks  and  eventually
persuaded  her  to  join  in  a  joint
publishing  venture.  The  subsequent
volume  Poems  by  Currer,  Ellis  and
Acton Bell was privately published by
Aylott  &  Jones  in  1846.  Wuthering
Heights was  published  by  Thomas
Cautley Newby in 1847. Emily, who for
the duration of her short literary career
was known to the public as Ellis Bell,
died on 19 December, 1848 at the age
of 30. Her illness (‘consumption’) and
state  of  mind  has  long  been  the
subject  of  speculation:  was  she
Anorexic?  Did  she have  Asperger’s?
Did  she  suffer  from  Obsessive
Compulsive  Disorder?  Even  the
dimensions  of  her  coffin  (16  inches
wide,  5  foot  7  inches  long)  have
become the  subject  of  research.  We
have  one  last  memory  of  Emily  (or
‘Ellis  Bell’)  ‘leaning  back  in  his  easy
chair  drawing his impeded breath as
he  best  could,  and  looking,  alas!
Piteously pale and wasted…’ listening,
half-amused, as Charlotte read aloud
from  the  North  American  Review
where  she/he  was  described  as  ‘a
man of uncommon talents but dogged,
brutal and morose’.

Her  sister,  Anne,  died  the
following  year  in  1849  and  a  new
edition  of  Wuthering  Heights with
selections  of  her  poetry  (edited  by
Charlotte  Bronte),  appeared in  1850.
Charlotte herself died after pregnancy
complications in 1855. 

It is reported that Emily ‘never
bothered to converse with people who
did  not  interest  her.’  According  to
Charlotte,  the  novelist  Ellis  Bell
sometimes smiled, but ‘it  was not his
wont to laugh’. In Brussels she cut a
singular figure, with her ‘old fashioned
and  somewhat  dishevelled  clothes’
and ‘dreamy look’. It seems the other
young  ladies  found  the  Bronte  girls
odd,  particularly  the  strange
appearance  of  Emily  ‘who  never

followed  the  fashions’  and  favoured
straight  skirts  and  outmoded  wide  gigot
sleeves  ‘when  the  vogue  was  for  the
opposite.’  But,  as  Constantin  Heger
observed,  ‘Her  powerful  reason  would
have deduced new spheres of  discovery
from the knowledge of the old’. Defined by
her  ‘upright,  heretic  and  English  spirit’,
Emily has always exerted a fascination for
critics  and  biographers  her  persona  and
character  somewhat  distorted  by  an
undeserved  reputation  for  ‘strange
innocence  and  spirituality’,  to  quote  Mrs
Humphry Ward, who also drew attention to
a  strength  of  will  and  imagination  which
appeared ‘inhuman and terrible’ to many
readers and some who met her. The only
pictorial  image  we  have  of  Emily  is  an
unsmiling  girl  of  about  sixteen  with  a
distant but intense gaze, staring out of the
picture, and evading eye-contact with the
observer. This detail from a group portrait
(known  as  ‘The  Pillar  Portrait’)  made
around  1834  by  her  brother  is  the  only
authentic image of Emily we have, as all
others  are  disputed,  including  the  so-
called ‘Profile Portrait’ which may, in fact,
be a picture of Anne.

Sister Charlotte was much in awe
of Emily in her guise as poet and novelist
Ellis  Bell,  the  embodiment  of  a  ‘strong
original  mind,  full  of  strange  though
sombre power…’ who often preferred the
company of animals to human beings and
who  found  in  bleak,  moorland  solitude
‘many  and  dear  delights’  including  the
decisive  experience  of  a  rare  form  of
liberty.  Charlotte  went  so  far  as  to  say
‘Liberty was the breath of Emily’s nostrils;
without  it  she  perished.’  Mrs  Ward,  she
herself  a  novelist  of  repute,  leaves  us a
vivid image of this ‘wayward,  imaginative
girl,  physically  delicate,  brought  up  in
loneliness  and  poverty’  immersed  in
literary interests. ‘One may surely imagine’
surmised  Mrs  Ward,  ‘the  long,  thin  girl
bending in the firelight  over  these pages
from  Goethe…’ She  is  reading,  it  would
appear,  a  recent  translation  of  Dichtung
und  Wahrheit from  a  current  edition  of
Blackwood’s (1839).

When  she  asserted  that
Wuthering Heights was the ‘epitome of a
whole  genre’  and  of  a  ‘whole  phase  is
European  feeling’,  Mary  Augusta  Ward
placed welcome emphasis on the cultural
context of Emily’s writing. A context which
her contemporaries, unduly influenced by
Mrs  Gaskell’s  and  Charlotte  Bronte’s
image of the isolated semi-rustic, passive,
young authoress (the unwitting conduit of
shocking  inspiration  only  explained  by  a
kind of mystical naiveté), found expedient
to  ignore.  Modern  scholarship  has  long
understood that  this  has  been extremely
misleading. The sisters were immersed in
the  cultural  trends  of  the  age  and  read
widely,  although  their  preference  was
clearly  for  Romanticism,  rather  than  the
socially-conscious  Realism  then

fashionable.  Emily’s  poetry  and fiction
show traces of her chosen influences:
Byron,  Shelley,  Coleridge,  De Quincy,
Cowper,  Carlyle,  Scott,  and
Wordsworth  among  others.  Despite
this,  she  remained  true  to  her  own
unique  vision,  fusing  these  English
Romantic trends with her own Christian
upbringing  (Milton,  The  Bible)  and
German Horror.  Wuthering Heights is,
in  fact,  pure  Sturm und  Drang,  albeit
with  a  particular  North  English  twist
(spoof  dialect,  local  folklore),  and  her
distinctive  sardonic,  ‘dry,  saturnine
humour’. It was a paroxysmal revenge
melodrama, a classic  of  the ‘literature
of  transgression’;  a toxic compendium
of  foul  language,  legal  chicanery,
amorality,  dereliction,  domestic
violence,  hysteria,  hauntings,  dreams,
hallucinations, cruelty to animals, child
abuse,  moral  degradation,  forced
marriage,  sadism,  male  inadequacy,
‘monomania’,  alcoholism,  class
snobbery and implicit sibling incest, not
to  mention  low-church  fanaticism,
witchcraft,  necrophilia and disease, all
set in a remote, inhospitable landscape
of  ‘bleak  winds,  and  bitter  northern
skies,  and  impassable  roads.’
Catherine  Earnshaw’s  love-obsession
for the alien ‘gypsy’ foundling anti-hero
Heathcliff  (a  ‘fierce,  wolfish,  pitiless
man’,  the  archetypal  Byronic  demon
lover;  an  Imp  of  Satan,  an  ‘incarnate
goblin’, a psychopath, a ‘moral poison’
or Monster From The Id; part vampire,
part  werewolf  with,  according  to  the
rather  impressionable  Isabella,  ‘sharp
cannibal  teeth’)  is  an  inhuman,
ambivalent  compulsion  eventually
transformed  into  a  self-destructive
death-wish.  Both  protagonists  starve
themselves to death. This latter theme
being, possibly, an amplification of one
of  Emily’s  own  traits;  it  is  said  that,
when  angry  or  unhappy,  she  might
withdraw into silence and go on hunger
strike as an act of defiance. 

When  Mrs  Humphry  Ward
refers  to  the  author’s  ‘deliberate  and
passionate  defiance  of  the  reader’s
sense of humanity and possibility’ she
was  attempting  to  itemise  aspects  of
the  novel  seen  as  failings  and  faults
like ‘monstrosity’ or ‘mere violence and
excess’, yet, without this frame of mind,
this  ‘passionate  defiance’  the  novel
would  lose  it’s  essential,  that  is,  its
excessive,  character:  recall  that scene
where Cathy and Heathcliff observe the
Linton  children  in  the  midst  of  a
tantrum:  ‘Isabella  –  I  believe  she  is
eleven,  a  year  younger  than Cathy  –
lay screaming at the further end of the
room,  shrieking  as  if  witches  were
running red hot needles into her.’

This ‘deliberate and passionate
defiance’,  this  reckless  condition  of
mind ‘to be shocked at nothing’, is no



aesthetic  flaw;  it  is,  rather,  the  very
source  of  Emily  Bronte’s  unique
vision.  Wuthering  Heights is  a  full-
frontal assault on the cultural norms of
literature  and  our  idealised,
complacent  view  of  reality.  Perhaps
Miss Emily Jane Bronte had a cunning
plan:  to  outrage  the  reader  by
exposing the psychopathology  of  the
human  condition,  by  deploying  ‘a
complete  science of  human brutality’
to quote Edwin Percy Whipple of the
North  American  Review  (October,
1848). Perhaps she was satirising our
socialised  sense  of  propriety  and
unquestioned assumption of normality.

For  Rosemary  Jackson,
Wuthering Heights is a prime example
of  ‘Female  Gothic’,  a  nineteenth
century  mode  of  women’s  writing
initiated  by  Mary  Shelley.  Female
Gothic comprised a ‘violent attack on
the symbolic order’ (the terminology is
Lacanian)  utilising  non-realistic
techniques  such  as  sensationalism,
melodrama,  romance  and  fantasy  to
disrupt  the  ‘monological’  vision  of
patriarchal society, the ‘symbolic order
of  modern  culture’.  These  women
writers  were  seeking  to  achieve  a
‘breakthrough of cultural structure.’ Yet
it  would  be  wise to  listen  to  Pauline
Nestor when she says that, rather like
her anachronistic dress sense, Emily’s
novel  stands  outside  the  fashionable
literature  of  her  day.  She  had  no
interest  in  writing  a  ‘novel-with-a-
purpose’ or a polemic on the state of
‘the  people’,  or  any  kind  of  well-
meaning  exploration  of  ‘community’.
Emily  was  no  feminist,  says  Nestor,
her  strengths  were  ‘personal  and
idiosyncratic’ her  work was devoid of
‘partisan  politics’  with  no  sense  of
shared ideology or a ‘common cause’.
Again,  we  may  suggest  that  this
rejectionist  attitude,  this  idiosyncratic
line  of  thinking,  is  a  great  strength;
one of the character traits that makes
Emily’s work always ‘modern’, forever
compulsive,  undiluted  by  transient,
didactic distractions.

Much has been made of  the
childhood  relationship  between
Catherine and Heathcliff, wild children
of  the  moors  or  young  savages,
inhabitants of  a sovereign domain of
untrammelled liberty or  the ‘free play
of  innocence’;  although  in  the  book
rather less is made of this than we are
lead to believe by enthusiastic critics.
For Georges Bataille this  is  the core
concept of Wuthering Heights seen as
a  campaign  of  revenge  waged  by
Heathcliff  to  regain  this  childhood
kingdom  and  his  lost  love,  even
though Catherine’s love for Heathcliff
is  strangely  un-erotic  and  almost  a
form  of  unconscious  psychic
projection.   Certainly  a  key  turning

point  in  the  story  is  when  he  overhears
Catherine telling Nelly that marriage to him
would  degrade  her  social  standing.  He
runs  from  the  house  in  rage  and
disillusion.  An  incident  probably  inspired
by  a  similar  moment  of  rejection  in  the
early life of Byron (Moore’s  Life Of Byron
was published in 1830). 

For Bataille, Emily Bronte was the
object  of  a  ‘privileged curse’ through her
‘profound experience of the abyss of Evil’.
He defined the story as ‘the revolt of Evil
against  Good’.  In  Bataille’s  terminology
‘Evil’  is  ‘essentially  cognate  with  death’
and ‘Good’ is everything that supports the
system  of  ‘reason’  as  ‘calculations  of
interest’ for the benefit of a collective ‘will
to  survive’;  a  variation  on  the  long-
standing  Socratic  philosophical-moral
formula  which  postulates  Reason  as
virtuous and preaches ‘virtue’ as the only
route  to  human  happiness.  In  her  novel
and  through  the  character  of  Heathcliff,
Emily explored an alternative viewpoint in
which virtue plays no part and happiness
is found through revenge and power over
the weak. Bataille says the ‘wild life’ of the
children  ‘outside  the  world’  enables  the
‘basic  conditions  of  poetry,  of  a
spontaneous poetry…’ For some readers
this leads to explaining Emily’s work as a
form  of  ‘pagan’  or  pantheistic  nature
worship  –  although  justified  by  her
Romantic influences, in the end this is just
another  anodyne  normalisation  strategy
which  quickly  morphs  into  the  mythic
‘mystic of the moors’ scenario. Bataille, on
the other hand, saw Emily as an example
of a poete maudit in the same category as
Sade,  Baudelaire  and  her  near-
contemporary Edgar Alan Poe. 

She  was  cursed  with  ‘an
anguished  knowledge  of  passion…  the
sort of knowledge which links love not only
with  clarity,  but  also  with  violence  and
death.’ It  is certainly the case that in her
only novel, and in her poetry, we find an
overwhelming  fixation  on  the  subject  of
death.  This  is  not  surprising  given  the
circumstances  of  the  Bronte  family,
haunted  by  illness,  bereavement  and
tragedy,  and  vulnerable  also,  via
conventional channels of enculturation, to
a  strictly  Protestant,  non-conformist
influence  which  accentuated  an  idea  of
death  as  a  transcendental  phenomenon,
together  with  a  very  real  prospect  of
Eternal  Damnation.  At  a  young,
impressionable  age  Emily  would  have
been  exposed  to  all  these  influences,
especially  at  Carus  Wilson’s  school.
Wilson  was  known  as  an  ‘excessive’
Calvinist  Evangelist  an  adherent  of  the
doctrine  of  predestination  who frequently
preached on the topics of ‘humility’ and the
‘deaths of pious children’.  The girls were
subject  to  a  harsh,  ascetic  regime  that
included  the  learning  by  heart  of  long
Biblical  texts  and  many  other  shocking
privations imposed in  a damp,  unhealthy

environment.  Given  the  added
nightmare  of  the  deaths  of  her  two
sisters  it  is  very  plausible  that  these
circumstances  had  a  traumatic  and
lasting  impact  on  a  vulnerable,
homesick  six year  old.  It  is  likely,  too
that  she  found  some corroboration  in
this fatalistic worldview from the life and
poetry of William Cowper who, prone to
phases of insanity, haunted by the early
death of  his  mother,  believed he was
doomed  to  Eternal  Damnation  and
thought  that  God  demanded  he
sacrifice his life by suicide. 

Together  with  Poe,  Emily
Bronte counts as a Navigator of Death
(Thanatonaut);  all her work is haunted
by  ‘the  sea  of  death’s  eternity’  (‘The
Night  of  Storms  has  Passed’)  and
permeated  by  an
apocalyptic/eschatological  theme  of
death both as a lasting refuge from the
horrors of life and as a transition to a
hyper-real  mode  of  perceptual
transfiguration.  

It has been suggested that Poe
saw  his  poetry  as  a  ‘voyage  of
exploration,  an attempt to  conjure up,
dramatize and discover the world that
exists beyond death.’ (Richard Gray). In
Emily’s poem ‘A Day Dream’ she writes
‘rejoice  for  those  that  live/  Because
they live to die.’ However, this is not a
simple  case of  morbid  fascination,  as
we may discern other influences, such
as  Shelley’s  visionary  Neo-Platonic
Romantic  poetic  theory  (the  lifting  of
the veil), as well as her own Protestant
inheritance,  through  which  this
fascination for death is refracted. In her
untitled poem known by the line ‘I  am
the  only  thing  whose  doom’  (1839),
Emily discards all earthly consolations,
even  hope  itself,  and  finds  mankind
‘hollow servile insincere’. Yet, she finds
in  herself  the  same  corruption:  ‘But
worse to trust my own mind/ And find
the same corruption there’. 

These  sentiments  may  echo
the moral framework of ultra-Protestant
thinking where the status corruptionis is
the  fundamental,  basic  state  of
humanity  in  a  fallen  world;  a  world
where  man  stands  in  a  negative
relation to God, or even against God. A
position  implied  in  the  Catherine-
Heathcliff  relationship,  and  even,
perhaps, in the way that Cathy Linton
(the  Younger  Cathy,  Catherine’s
daughter)  is  fascinated  by  the  Fairy
Cave and would appear to practice the
dark  arts  of  Black  Magic  (she  is
occasionally  referred  to  as  a  witch or
an ‘accursed’ or ‘damnable’ witch. She
even  threatens  the  inhabitants  of  the
Heights  with  the  traditional  maleficent
practice  of  sticking  pins  into  human
figures).  For  fundamentalist
Evangelicals  like  Carus  Wilson  it  is
probable  that  his  fixation  on  the



concept of salvation was cognate with
a  similar  fascination  for  sin  together
with  a  horror  of  superstitious
‘abominations’  as  defined  in
Deuteronomy 18. As Max Weber has
shown,  the  overarching  project  of
salvation  religion  has  been  the  de-
magification or disenchantment of the
world (entzauberung der welt), so the
references  to  folklore  and  witchcraft
may well be symptomatic of the wider,
defiant tone of Wuthering Heights part
of  an  unspoken  quest  to  regain  the
enchantments of a pre-moral universe
of  Animism  and  inhuman  forces.  As
Bataille  has  said  elsewhere,  with
reference to both Nietzsche and Andre
Breton; magic, like Catholicism, is one
of  those  traditions  that  ‘give  us  a
slightly  uneasy  image  of  the  very
ancient  foundation  of  non-moralist
religion’. The greater the moral power
of salvation, the more weight must be
attributed  to  Sin  and  the
‘abominations’  of  idolatry  and
witchcraft.  This  great  weight  of  Sin
ensures the believer finds the Fall  of
Man to be absolute and finds human
existence  to  be  a  condition  of  pure
and total  Evil  from which there is no
escape. The radical rift  between God
and  Man,  between  humanity’s  pre-
and  post-lapsarian  existence  is  so
great,  the  externality  and
incomprehensibility  of  God  is  so
absolute,  that  affliction  and  anxiety,
depravity  and  horror  comprise  the
totality of  the sinner’s life,  for, as the
Good Book says, ‘the wages of sin is
death’ (Romans 6:23). 

It  is  easy  to  read  Wuthering
Heights in  the  light  of  this  post-
lapsarian state, and it is the case that
almost  all  of  Emily  Bronte’s  poetry
conforms  to  a  similar,  if  ambivalent,
pattern. Yet it is also likely that Emily,
wrestling  with  these  eschatological-
ontological  themes  as  she  ‘worked
through’  the  side-effects  of  her
childhood  traumas  –  particularly  the
Cowan  Bridge  disaster  –  was  not
entirely subservient to the strictures of
moral  damnation,  even  though  she
used the tropes and vocabulary of her
religious  upbringing  to  explicate  her
agonistic  worldview.  How could  it  be
otherwise? 

There  will  always  be  anti-
secular  apologists  for  faith  who  will
claim  or  reclaim  Emily  for  their
theological  agendas.  This  will  range
from  the  quasi-New  Age
characterisation of an isolated ‘mystic’,
a ‘heretic’, or a ‘visionary’ nature poet,
to those who see her as a forerunner
of  the  postmodern,  post-secular
‘return’  of  religion,  mediated  by  the
casuistry  of  theological  notions  such
as  the  ‘apophatic’,  unnameable  and
ineffable’.  Her  poetry  corroborates

Bataille’s summarisation of her character:
‘Though few people could have been more
severe, more courageous or more proper,
she fathomed the very depths of evil.’

In  the  poem  ‘How  Clear  She
Shines’ Bronte dismisses Life as a ‘labour
void  and  brief’,  she  says  that  Hope  is
nothing but a ‘phantom of the soul’, while
existence  itself  is  but  the  despotism  of
death.  However  in  ‘Honour’s  Martyr’ she
states  a  personal  credo  of  passionate
defiance: ‘Let me be false in other’s eyes/
If  faithful  in  my  own.’  Consequently  this
means  that,  as  Emily  penetrates  further
into her creative life, she rejects the ‘world
without’ with its guilt, hate and doubt, and
‘cold  suspicion’.  Instead,  she  exalts  the
‘world within’ the world of her imagination,
(sometimes  envisaged  as  an  angelic
personification),  ‘Where  thou  and  I  and
Liberty/  Have  undisputed  sovereignty’.
She  breaks  away  from  the  shackles  of
inherited,  tyrannical  belief,  even  though
she faced condemnation in a fantasy trial
(‘Plead For Me’)  where her prosecutor is
Reason ‘with a scornful brow’, who mocks
her  overthrow,  and  comes  to  judgement
‘arrayed in  all  her  forms of  gloom’.  In  a
scenario  that  corroborates  Bataille’s
exposition, the poet  implores the ‘radiant
angel’ of her Imagination to speak against
Reason on her behalf, uttering a plea for
one who has ‘cast the world away’,  who
has  ‘persevered  to  shun/  The  common
paths  that  others  run/And  on  a  strange
road journeyed on…’ 

This  ‘strange  road’  is  surely  an
immersion in the creative process, as she
longs to ‘cast my anchor of desire/ Deep
into  unknown  eternity’  (‘Anticipation’).
Even  though  she  may  be  tormented  by
strange visions that ‘rise and change/ And
kill  me  with  desire…’  (‘The  Prisoner  [A
Fragment]’)  Emily  Bronte,  wilfully  or  not,
made  some  of  ‘those  excursions  to  the
bottom of the mental grotto’ to which Andre
Breton  refers  in  Lightning  Rod his
introduction to Black Humour.  As Bataille
said,  it  is  wrong  to  see  the  poetry  as
revelations  from  the  world  of  the  ‘great
mystics’, even though ‘the imprecise world
which the poems reveal to us is immense
and  bewildering’.  Emily’s  world  ‘is  less
calm,  more  savage’  and,  crucially,  its
violence is  not  ‘slowly  reabsorbed in  the
gradual  experience of  an  enlightenment’;
far from it. Emily, who rejected as vain ‘the
thousand  creeds’   by  which  humanity
consoled  itself  (‘No  Coward  Soul’),  who
was  uninterested  in  mystical
‘enlightenment, saw Wuthering Heights as
an  assertion  of  outrage,  a  reversal  of
theological-moral  norms  and  an
expression of her ‘passionate defiance’, an
attitude of mind possibly derived from the
traumatic events at Cowan Bridge and the
deaths of both her sisters and her mother.
The last thing she was interested in was
‘enlightenment’, an unnecessary aspiration
for a damned poet who has lifted the veil

of mundane existence only to reveal a
destitute landscape where, to quote her
sister  Charlotte,  ‘every  beam  of
sunshine is poured down through black
bars of threatening cloud.’ As Lucasta
Miller says, the tendency of the book is
a  constant  ‘striving  beyond  itself’,  but
what  the book does not do is ‘offer a
conventional moral standpoint’. Instead
Bronte  offers  a  ‘visceral’  depiction  of
psychic  extremes  and  anti-social
criminality without the consolation of a
moral  compass.  In  this  world  of
‘threatening  cloud’,  the  radical
externality  of  God  ensures  that  all
morality  is  meaningless,  all  existence
chaotic and pointless.

These  are  forays  into
dangerous territory, and, for Emily, this
forbidden  domain  was  the  psychic
landscape  of  Stanbury  Moor  and  her
final  destination  was  Ponden  Kirk
(‘Penistone Craggs’) a massive outcrop
with  a  ‘ceremonial  passage’  (‘Fairy
Cave’);  a  site,  rich  in  local  folklore,
hinting  at  chthonic  forces  and  a
primeval  world  of  dread  beneath  or
beyond mundane reality as depicted in
the  story.  It  is  tempting  to  see  this
prominence  of  gritstone  rock  as  the
topographical  epicentre  of  Emily’s
psychic  universe  and,  as  ‘Penistone
Craggs’, it functions as an understated
focal  point  in  the  fictional  domain  of
Wuthering Heights. Even though in the
overall scheme of the novel Penistone
Craggs  is  a  minor  detail,  it  is  well  to
recall  that,  according  to  Freud,  the
mechanism  of  displacement ensures
the most essential elements of a dream
are  represented  ‘merely  by  slight
allusions’.  The  young  Cathy  Linton  is
particularly  attracted  to  the  abrupt
descent  of  the  outcrop,  ‘especially
when the setting sun shone on it  and
the  topmost  Heights;  and  the  whole
extent of the landscape besides lay in
shadow …“And what are those golden
rocks  like,  when  you  stand  under
them?”  she  once  asked.’  Later,  she
announces that, one day, when she is
older,  “I  should delight to look around
me from the brow of that tallest point.”

Perhaps it was here, on some
solitary  excursion  to  ‘the  brow of  that
tallest point’, that Emily experienced an
anti-epiphany,  a  sudden  counter-
Calvinist turn of mind, an acceptance of
her  status,  not  among  the  righteous
‘chosen’  of  the  elect,  but  among  the
reprobates – among the damned. Here,
at this high place, her very own heart of
darkness  where  below  her  the
landscape ‘lay in shadow’, she decided
to  unleash  upon  her  readers  the
savage  power  of  her  imagination.
Rather than seek expiation for her sins
she  decided  to  commit  an  unsparing
act  of  revenge  against  a  complacent
society.  It  has been observed that the



novel reads as a ‘scrap of history torn
from the communion of  the saints  of
old and flung in the face of the modern
world, out of its context,  to startle its
dainty  self-restraint’  (Harrison  quoted
in Marsden). Like Jonathan Swift who,
in  writings such as  A Tale Of  A Tub
and  A  Discourse  Concerning  the
Mechanical  Operation  Of  The  Spirit,
excoriated the religious ‘enthusiasts’ of
his  day,  she  was  consumed  by  a
constant feeling of outrage fuelled by
her own traumas, incited by her own
demons.  In  the  poem  ‘From  A
Dungeon  Wall  In  The  Southern
College’ (1844),  a stern,  judgemental
voice derides various worldly vanities
including  Mirth,  and,  significantly,
Love.  This  is  a  repressive  voice  of
strict moral rectitude for which Love is
‘a  demon  meteor  willing/  Heedless
feet to crime.’ 

So  be  it,  thought  Emily,  as
reckless as a malefactor at the foot of
the gallows, here is the subject of my
novel;  I  will  trace  the  path  of  this
‘demon meteor’.  The story  will  tell  a
tale  of  ‘heedless’  crimes  induced  by
the  ‘monomania’  of  forbidden,
obsessive,  sado-masochistic  Love,
through  a  harsh  narrative  laced with
acerbic humour. It  is no disservice to
Emily to say that this literary project,
including  many,  if  not  all,  of  her
poems,  was  of  an  unashamedly
therapeutic character. It was not some
kind  of  visionary  experience  or
spiritual  revelation  or  ‘subjective
encounter  with  the  divine’  (Marsden)
but rather an act of will, more akin to a
work  of  exorcism.  The  culmination
would  be  a  mode  of  self-induced
mind-expansion  helping  to  overcome
a fragmented psychological state and
integrate  multiple,  self-contradictory
interpretations of a warped existence.
It  is  not  surprising  that  we  find  the
resulting  psychic  material  expressed
in  culturally-conditioned  theological,
‘symbolic’  or  ‘spiritual’  terms;  for  its
ultimate  form  the  aesthetic  outcome
will  usually  depend upon this kind of
enculturation.

The total nihilism of the novel
and  some  poems  is  one  strand  of
evidence,  as  is  also  that  vein  of
saturnine  humour  verging  on
blasphemy.  One  thinks  of  Isabella
Linton laughing at the ridiculous figure
of the sanctimonious, pharisaic family
servant, old Joseph, kneeling in a pool
of  Hindley  Earnshaw’s  blood  and
uttering  incomprehensible
supplications  to  the  Almighty.  In  one
childhood  incident,  the  young
Catherine  outrages  the  same
righteous  zealot  when  she  throws  a
‘dingy’,  devotional  book  entitled  The
Helmet of Salvation into a dog kennel,
‘vowing  I  hated  a  good  book’.

Lockwood’s  nightmare  of  the  ‘Pious
Discourse’ of the ludicrous preacher Jabes
Branderham  entitled  ‘Seventy  Times
Seven and the First of the Seventy First’ in
the Chapel of Gimmerden Sough is clearly
a  satirical  attack  on  low-church  religious
mania (Branderham may have been based
on the prominent Methodist preacher and
revivalist,  Jabez  Bunting,  or  the  well-
known  Methodist  clergyman  William
Grimshaw  of  Haworth,  or  both).  The
sermon descends into chaos and violence.
Elsewhere in the novel there are moments
of  macabre,  almost  absurd,  knockabout,
as when Hindley threatens to murder Nelly
Dean  by  ramming  a  carving  knife  down
her  throat:  ‘“But  I  don’t  like  the  carving
knife,  Mr  Hindley,”  I  answered,  “It  has
been  used  for  cutting  red  herrings  –  I’d
rather be shot if you please”’.

Surely  Catherine  Earnshaw
speaks for our author when she appears
to  reject  the  possibility  of  redemption.
Appearing  to  commit  The  Unpardonable
Sin,  ‘the  sin  that  no  Christian  need
pardon’,  she  even  rejects  Heaven  itself:
“There is nothing” cried she, “…heaven did
not seem to be my home; and I broke my
heart with weeping to come back to earth;
and the  angels  were  so  angry  that  they
flung me out, into the middle of the heath
on the top of Wuthering Heights…”. 

Unsurprisingly  these  defiant  and
desperate  sentiments  are  echoed  by
Heathcliff (a symbolic figure bearing some
resemblance to Milton’s Satan),  when he
claims: ‘I have nearly attained my heaven;
and that of  others is altogether unvalued
and unwanted by me!’ Perhaps the most
shocking  character  in  a  gallery  of
grotesques,  Heathcliff  embodies the dark
power  of  Emily’s  ‘rebellious  imagination’
(Miller) her ‘revolutionary’ imagination and
dreams (Bataille), and, as Charlotte Bronte
wrote in her  Preface to the 1850 Edition:
‘Heathcliff,  indeed,  stands  unredeemed;
never once swerving in his arrow-straight
course to perdition…’ 

Does Emily care about Perdition? 
One feels that she summoned her

own ‘radiant angel’, her Imagination, as a
counter-force  to  lifelong  threats  of
Perdition  and  Damnation  from  sundry
authorities,  Methodists,  Calvinists  and
conventional  others.  The  default  of  God
envelopes Wuthering Heights in that ‘great
darkness’ of  the  world’s  night,  but  Emily
Jane  Bronte  persevered  to  shun  ‘the
common paths that others run’, she ‘cast
the world away’. Remaining recalcitrant to
the  very  last,  refusing  all  medical
treatment in her final days and hours, she
bequeathed  to  us  one  of  the  most
disturbing works of English literature. 

When  Andre  Breton  said  in  The
Manifesto  of  Surrealism  ‘Beloved
imagination, what I most like in you is your
unsparing  quality’  he  was  placing  the
imaginative  faculty  at  the  centre  of  the
surrealist  adventure.  For  Emily  Bronte,

whose  works  exemplified  the
‘unsparing  quality’  of  an
uncompromising  assault  on  Victorian
complacency,  the  imagination  was
hyper-real, not an avenue of escape. It
disclosed a ‘world within’, a dangerous,
forbidden,  uncharted  realm,  ‘Where
thou  and  I,  and  Liberty/Have
undisputed sovereignty’.
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inevitable  confrontation.  A  large
ensemble  cast  of  character  actors  lend
support, with standout efforts by the likes
of R.G, Armstrong, L.Q. Jones, and Slim
Pickens  to  name  only  three.  The
legendary Bob Dylan (who also co-stars)
provides  the  soundtrack.  The  blood and
whiskey  flow  in  typically  ultraviolent
Peckinpaugh  fashion  in  a  film  that
apparently  has  no  definitive  version,
owing to multiple releases over the years.

High Plains Drifter
Clint Eastwood directs and stars

in this 1973 acid western. Eastwood plays
a  mysterious  stranger  who  serves  as
protector  and  tormentor  of  an  isolated
mining town with plenty of sins to atone
for.  Stylized  violence  and  an  eerie  Dee
Barton  score  highlight  the  action,  with
Mitchell  Ryan,  Verna  Bloom,  Billy
Curtis,  and  Geoffrey  Lewis  among  the
large supporting cast.

Wild Bill
The most recent (1995) film on

this list, Walter Hill directs Jeff Bridges
as  legendary  gunfighter  James  Butler
"Wild Bill" Hickock. Told in overlapping,
almost  surrealistic  flashbacks  –  but
focusing  on  the  gunman's  last  days  in
Deadwood,  South  Dakota  –  the  film
explores  the  soul  and  psyche  corroding
effect  of  violence  and  celebrity.
Especially effective are the films first half
hour of vignettes that establish Hickok's
reputation.  Ellen  Barkin,  Diane  Lane,
John  Hurt  (who  provides  a  brilliant
narration)  James  Gammon,  and  David
Arquette co-star.
…………………………………………...
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