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Editorial –   In the approximately two months since the
last issue came out, most of the items mentioned in the
editorial have been released, while the new Xmas Bards
is  awaiting  confirmation  that  it  is  ready  and  even
Christmas Chillers is being put together.

It’s  been  a  chaotic  year  and  I  don’t  know  if
anything will make it out before we enter 2019. There are
a lot of items still awaiting review, for which I apologise.

Sadly,  Garbaj has been brought to an end after
seventy issues. As recent issues have tended to be short, I
am also considering making  The Supplement a shorter
newsletter,  primarily  aimed  at  news  and  letters  of
comment,  rounded out  with short  reviews  and articles,
and introducing a new, A5 magazine, appearing once or
twice  a  year,  dedicated  to  reviews  and longer  articles.
Your feedback is appreciated!

Please remember, we are closed to submissions
in December and January.

Best,
DJ Tyrer,

   Editor

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

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

Essex, SS1 2UY, UK
Email :  atlanteanpublishing@hotmail.com

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

Available as a PDF for free 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

Visit the wiki at
https://atlanteanpublishing.wikia.com

Tigershark ezine
issue 20

The Dark of Winter issue available now.

To  download  the  current  issue  or  all
previous issues for free, visit the website
https://tigersharkpublisshis/g.sworrppress
.scorm/horme/isssues-orf-tigershark-ezis/e/

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

Available Now
From Atlantean Publishing

The Data Dump Files
Commemorating Steve Sneyd

A collection  of  poems  from  the  Data
Dump Award including pieces  by John
Light,  Cardinal  Cox,  JS  Watts,  Bryn
Fortey and others.

£3 (UK) / £6 (overseas)
Three-for-one offer applies.

….....……………………………………

View From Atlantis
is our new webzine, the successor to

Awen Online
https://viewfromatlantis.wordpress.com/

The Pen
Poetry Explosion Newsletter

An international promulgation of the
written word.

Guidelines:
thepoetbandcompany.yolasite.com
Email: wewuvpoetry@hotmail.com

Arthur C. Ford, P.O. Box 4725,
Pittsburgh, PA.15206, USA.

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

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

Italian and Worldwide
Hobbies Bulletin

Published for collectors of stamps, phonecards, 
banknotes, coins, postcards, and other philatelic
materials. Sample copy: US $6 / €5

From: Guida Renato, Vie Pasubio 85,
36030 Caldogno (VI), Italy

Available Now
From Atlantean Publishing

Witching Hour

A spooky collection of dark (and darkly-
humorous) poetry by Pete Cardinal Cox,
Aeronwy Dafies, DS Davidson, Gary W.
Davis,  Clive  Donovan,  Denny  E.
Marshall, DJ Tyrer, and Matthew Wilson. 

Great War: To End All Wars?

Our  fifth  and  final  Great  War booklet
contains  poetry by Aeronwy Dafies,  DS
Davidson,  Andrew  Darlington,  Clive
Donovan,  Donna  McCabe,  Gail  M.
Murray,  Saurabh  Pant,  DJ  Tyrer,  and
Matthew Wilson.

Both booklets are :
£1.50 (UK) / £3 (overseas)
Three-for-one offer applies.

Monomyth 18.1, 18.2 & 18.3

These three volumes contain the ongoing
saga  of  Hengist  and  Horsa,  plus  fiction
from writers such as Aeronwy Dafies, DS
Davidson,  John  Jones,  John  Light,  and
Lee Clark Zumpe.

Order all three for £6 (UK) / £12 (overseas)

http://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
http://thepoetbandcompany.yolasite.com/
https://viewfromatlantis.wordpress.com/
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/
https://atlanteanpublishing.wikia.com/
https://www.paypal.me/DJTyrer


World or Wakefield?
By Andy Robson

2018 will go down in history as the year
that  Superman  died.  This  was  because
all  public  telephone  call-boxes  were
removed from the  streets  forever.  And,
also for the death of another super man –
Steve Sneyd.

Steve  was  the  man  who
probably  devoured  the  entire  1970s
volume of  Man, Myth and Magic. His
interests covered all the legends, all the
myths  from  Avalon  to  Autonomous
Astronauts,  Vampires  to  Venus.  Did he
believe  any  of  them?  His  reply  would
have been – probably not, but it would
be nice to think so.

He visited most of the castles in
the British Isles and several beyond. One
thing that he  did believe was that there
was  always  room  for  another  hundred
words on a sheet of paper. Anyone who
ever  saw  his  micro-runic  Data  Dump
bibliography  sheets  will  agree  to  this,
with  sentences  weaving  around  the
margins  and  through  the  titles  like  a
Celtic knot maker on too much mead.

Data  Dump 199  is  dated
September  2041  –  is  it  a  mistake?
Probably  not,  but  it  would  be  nice  to
think so.  After all,  like Merlin, he was
the  Grand  Master  of  Science  Fiction
Poetry.

Assessing  the  achievements  of
his supposed 5000 poems has to mention
the  late  additions  of  creating  scansion
with  disposing  of  the  word  ‘with’  -
already w. by the year 2000 and in 2010
the  double-you  solidus  disposed  of  all
the words needed to write this obituary –
who, what, when, where, why. (Though
not ‘which’ despite what Americans may
think!) W/ever we think of a W/d w/out
Steve, we shd pause for those abbrevs.
Back  in  the  1960s,  Steve  organised
poetry readings and open mike events in
Huddersfield  pubs  and  began  the
seemingly  short-lived  Ludd’s  Mill
poetry and arts mag. This was the first
zine  to  publish  John  Hegley,  though
Steve seemed to think it occurred when
editorship  passed  to  Andy  Darlington
(and  vice  versa!).  After  a  subsequent
half-dozen poetry pamphlets, his Hilltop
Press  then  specialised  in  his  science
fiction  interests.  He  worked  as  a
copyright  for  The  Guardian and,  for
several  years,  ran  creative  writing
courses at Huddersfield University.

Importantly,  his  apparently
effortless  presence helped create a vast
network  of  small  poetry  magazines
across West Yorkshire (and the world!).
A  network  that  still  survives,  in
slimmed-down fashion, and who are all
grateful to him for that.

Review By Christine Despardes

Commotion Time
By Cardinal Cox

A5, Free for SAE ($2 overseas)
Starburker Publications, 58 Pennington,

Orton Goldhay, Peterborough, PE2 5RB, UK

Commotion Time is a new release of Cardinal
Cox's  that  follows  upon  two  others  in  his
history  series,  Catalonia  Calling and  Ouse
Valley Revolt. Like them, it consists of rhymed
and  metered  verse  narratives  about  the
thoughts,  actions  and  immediate  political
grievances of  concerned citizens in  everyday
scenarios.  The  pamphlet  itself  suggests
authentic  pamphlets  of  political  protest;
perhaps like ones used during the actual times
Mr. Cox writes about, like this one, in Norfolk
during the summer of 1549. 

In Commotion Time, activities of (and
colourful  minutiae  regarding)  commoners
reacting against a land-grab by the gentry are
made tangible by means of verse that soars.
Save for Saffron Grounds is a Norwich petition
whose lines alternate with lines taken from a
list of rules that establish the land grabs, rules
that  deny  regular  people  their  livelihoods.
Almost  every  line  deserves  and  wrests  from
the reader scrutiny of sound and content.
Such originality and flamboyance, the surprise
at every turn sonically, in content and in form,
typical  of  Cardinal  Cox,  is  genius  at  play,  a
favourite form of entertainment.

The poems have footnotes that form
a  separate  narrative  of  their  own  while
providing  possibly  factual  background  to  the
tales told in the poems they're attached to. Not
every footnote in Mr. Cox's oeuvre is realistic,
like in his Lovecraftian codices, for example. I
confirmed that  the  ones  in  Commotion  Time
have a basis in reality. I have not confirmed to
what extent  that  basis extends to others, nor
shall I. Suspended certainty is part of the fun.
…..………………………………………………..

Reviews by John Francis Haines

Codex Shub-Niggurath
By Cardinal Cox

A5, Free for SAE ($2 overseas)

Codex Crom Cruach
By Cardinal Cox

A5, Free for SAE ($2 overseas)
Starburker Publications, 58 Pennington,

Orton Goldhay, Peterborough, PE2 5RB, UK

Codex  Shub-Niggurath is  the  twelfth
Lovecraftian  pamphlet  from  Cardinal  Cox,
inspired by the Black Goat of the Woods with A
Thousand Young.

Here we come across the Ram of Derby
(“This ram was big behind sir / This ram was big
before”) whose exploits have migrated into folk
song; and fans of Dennis Wheatley will recognise
the Ram of Mendes from at least one of his Black
Magic novels (“Wolves of the desert avoid you /
Scorpions retreat from your hooves”). Way back
in the 1970s,  when I  was still  trying to  rewrite

Tolkien  with  the  help  of  Lovecraft  and
Wheatley  (I  know,  I  know…)  it  never
occurred  to  me  that  HPL  might  have
influenced DW – now, I’m not so sure…

It’s great to see my old friends, the
triffids  (“sslliiddee-thump,  ock-ock-rattle”)
putting  in  an  appearance.  The  footnote
wonders if “perhaps they were related in some
way to Shub-Niggurath’s Dark Young.” I don’t
know if John Wyndham ever read Lovecraft,
but his creation is one of the few in the whole
of SF to be a worthy addition to the Mythos.

This  is  a  delightful  little  collection
that will leave you always looking askance at
anything that bleats, and you’ll not be able to
read  of  the  worship  of  Ba’al  without
wondering where that idea really came from.

With  his  thirteenth  Lovecraftian
booklet,  Codex Crom Cruach, Cardinal Cox
has created his own coven… you have been
warned.

Crom Cruach was, according to this,
“the  stone  circle…  that  stood  upon  Magh
Slécht,  until  Saint  Patrick  is  said  to  have
destroyed  the  stones.”  Thus  Ireland  is  the
setting for these poems, in which mythology
becomes reported fact (“In ports there’s word
of Arthur’s warband / Raiding to retake Saxon
realms” –  Sea Wolf)  and real people assume
the  mantle  of  myth.  Charles  Maturin  wrote
Melmoth  the  Wanderer,  a  tale  of  an
immortal,  which  still  resonates  today,  as
evidenced by the recent superb Radio 4 series
of  Pilgrim.  Bram  Stoker  wrote  the  second
pillar of fantastic literature with Dracula, just
as Mary Shelley wrote the first, Frankenstein.
Cardinal Cox weaves writers and mythology,
and attempts to fill  in the ‘gaps’ he finds in
space in time, which “connect our small globe
to  another  place”  seeing  the  continuation  of
such  until  “timeless  earth  itself  is  lifeless,
cold”.

As always, footnotes expand on the
poems,  help  to  illuminate  them,  and
(sometimes)  contain  factual  information.  An
excellent addition to your Cox collection.

Tolkien’s Tengwar:
A Closer Look at the Title Page

of Lord of the Rings
By LA Hood

A5, Free for SAE + $1 postage
LA Hood, 17331 SE 99th Street, Choctaw,

Oklahoma, 73020-3931, USA

Tengwar  is  the  script  Tolkien  devised  for
Elvish, long before he wrote The Lord of the
Rings.  Besides being used for the languages
he  invented,  it  can  also  be  used  to  write
English, which he did on the title-page of his
masterpiece. This little pamphlet teaches you
how to decode the script you will find there,
thus adding a little to your enjoyment of the
work as a whole.

Taking you through the alphabet as
turned into Tengwar, and then into the script
itself, Hood gently shows you how each word
translates  (or,  rather,  transliterates)  from
Elvish characters into English ones.

Tengwar  could  be  useful  to  you  if
you’d  like  to  become  a  modern-day  Pepys,
and write a secret diary, or you could simply
use the information as a primer for learning to
read Elvish.



Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ
Thanks for sending me  Small Press

Voyager: The Data Dump Files. There
are  some  good  poems  in  here,  many
unknown  to  me.  If  Steve  is  watching
from the  shadows I’m sure  he  will  be
pleased  at  being  remembered  in  this
way.  As most  of  the poems were  ones
included in the Data dump award lists it
is  almost  as  though  he  selected  the
collection  himself.  John  Haines
valedictory  Gone  To  Soon fittingly
rounds the book off. 

I’m pleased you used my poem title
for  the  collection.  Steve  was  certainly
the exemplar of small press voyagers.

All the best
John Light

Dear DJ,
Many  thanks  for  Small  Press

Voyager: The Data Dump Files, which
arrived today. A strong collection, as one
would expect from the Award placings.
Museum  Of  Winds,  A  Taxi  Driver  On
Mars  and Steelyard Sue Builds A Baby
all  stood out for  me on initial  reading,
but everything here deserves its place, so
no second prizes. (In fact, I never give
any  kind  of  prizes.  Do  you  think  I’m
made of money!!?) John Light’s  Is The
Universe  Flawed? twanged  a
synchronicity string, as I’m reading John
Locke just now, and he uses the elephant
standing  on a  turtle  image to  illustrate
some  point  in  his  Essay  On  Human
Understanding. (Just thought you’d like
to know.) The star of the show, however,
(give  yourself  a  paper  sun),  was  J.F.
Haines’s  “GONE  To  Soon” -  wistful,
weird  and  wonderful.  I’m  sure  Steve
would  approve.  I  wonder  what  the
original grave plaque carver would have
made  of  his  words’ resurrection  in  an
interdimensional tribute to a stellar bard.
I suppose he’d have liked it, ‘to’.

Thanks for having me a part of this
celebration,

Neil K. Henderson

Dear DJ,
 There were about two-dozen of us at

Steve Sneyd’s funeral – unusual suspects
included  Andy  Darlington,  Andy
Robson,  Chris  Reed,  Pete  Presford,
Gerald England, and JC Hartley. It was
great to meet up with so many, most of
whom  I’d  not  seen  for  years;  just  a
shame about the circumstances.

Steve did a lot to help and encourage
me – truly the end of an era.

Yours,
John Francis Haines

……………………………………………….

Got an opinion on this issue?
We want your letters of comment.

Dear DJ,
Thank you for the Small Press Voyager:

The  Data  Dump  Files booklet  in
commemoration of Steve Sneyd – it was sad
to  read  of  Steve’s  passing  in  The
Supplement. I thought the booklet was very
good.  Also  Witching  Hour  and  the  latest
Great War booklet – great stuff in them.

Yours,
Chris Catt James

Dear DJ,
Thanks for another Supplement – an odd

mix of stuff, but interesting!
The  rock  star  photographs  always

bemused me. Yes, when I was a teenager, I’d
buy  postcard  prints  of  bands  and  singers,
though not for more than a couple of pounds,
even  at  today’s  prices!  The  reason  was
always that photos in magazines were thin on
the ground for Elmer Gentry’s Velvet Opera
and  Susan  Maugham!  Constant  chart  stars
would  turn  up  every  week  like  bad  Spice
Girls  –  I  wouldn’t  have  been  interested,
especially for thousands of pounds.

Westerns are still  hugely popular,  if  the
guy who runs the second-hand DVD stall in
Leeds market is anything to go by. His rack
of  Westerns  changes  weekly,  whilst  Elvis’s
movies just lie there like last-month’s salad
rocket.

Oh,  Emily  Brontë…  I  recall  seeing  a
Chinese printing – in Chinese – of Wuthering
Heights which had steamy cover pictures of
two people  in  a  passionate  clinch,  wearing
considerably  less  clothing  than  the
inhabitants  of  the  Yorkshire  Moors  would
wear in the bath.

It’s  always  wrong  to  associate  the
sentiments of a novel’s characters with those
of the author – especially when the novel is
deliberately written under a pseudonym. The
rather regimented upbringing of the  Brontës
would  surely  permit  for  a  free-ranging
imagination  in  exploiting  the  more
controversial  and  whimsical  conversations
surrounding them in their community. There
is something rather Northern about adults, as
well as children, throwing violent tantrums.

Carillon  was  one  of  the  few  surviving
fully-open to all poetry mags left. There are
plenty  of  online  ones,  though they’re  only
ever partially read.  It  would be true to say
that  the  only  extant  printed  periodicals  are
rather  select.  I’ve  no  objection  to  people
courting ‘name’ authors for new material, but
have little time for those reprinting twenty-
year-old  cobwebby  items  past  their  use-by
date.

Keep smiling,
Andy Robson

......…………………………………………..

We are closed to submissions during
December and January. We reopen to

submissions in February.

Dear DJ,
T’Supplement #87  crept  up  behind

me in the library and tried to educate me
in public. It was all I could do to print it
out  hastily  and  sneak  it  home  to  read
alone. (Oh, the shame, the shame!) And
when I found it contained – not one, but
seven  –  banned American  words,  I  was
mortified  to  the  point  of  stunned
vulnerable  diversity.  I  nearly  lost  my
entitlement  to  transgender  fetus
allowance,  whether  science-based,
evidence-based or income-related. (I must
get  that  sorted  out  at  the  Jobcentre,
although  what  I’m  going  to  do  with  a
transgender  fetus  is  anyone’s  guess.
Change the spelling to foetus, for a start.)
I did enjoy Neil Leadbetter’s Evidence Of
Fetus  Diversity,  at  any  rate.  It’s  most
encouraging  to  see  how  readily  the
response  was  mounted  to  the  official
‘word  discouragement’  policy.  And
interesting  to  see  how  Trump’s  tweets
were  used  against  it/him.  That  reminds
me of  the Roger Waters  concert  here in
June. A load of Trump tweets were shown
on  the  giant  screen,  each  paired  with
another  tweet  directly  contradicting  the
first.

One word that  is  neither banned nor
discouraged,  but  is  still  in  regular
everyday  use  here  in  west  central
Scotland, is thole. I don’t know why Paul
Murphy thinks it is “a word that no man
knows, no man speaks” (review of  One
Thousand  Things  Worth  Knowing),
simply  because  he  doesn’t  know  it  or
speak it himself. He should get out more.
Perhaps he should take his comment on
Jane  Draycott  to  heart  (The  Occupant
review) and rely less on reference books
and  more  on  evidence-based  (I’m  glad
they  haven’t  banned  that  here)
experience. If he ever comes to Glasgow,
we’ll thole him as long as we can.

Thanks  to  Aeronwy  Dafies  for
troubleshooting  the  three  Tolkien  books
in her  review and reassuring us that  we
don’t  need to  read them ourselves.  It  is
only  thanks  to  the  selfless  devotion  of
reviewers like her that many of us get any
sleep at  all.  I’ve read  The Hobbit,  I’ve
read  Lord Of The Rings, I’ve read  The
Silmarillion...  I’ve  even  read  Tom
Bombadil and  Farmer Giles  Of  Ham.
Surely  to  God,  I’ve  paid  my  debt  to
society.  Thanks  to  Aeronwy  Dafies  and
good-hearted people like her, I can begin
again. I can walk tall in the world, free of
stigma  and  self-reproach.  Cleansed,
invigorated,  and  ready  to  face  the
challenges  of  non-Tolkien  literary
experience.

Yours,
braced up to thole the inevitable,

Neil K. Henderson.



Greece:
Festival Time In Epirus

By Andrew Darlington

The  Varkarolla  festival  celebrates
the Pargans return home from exile.
It’s  a  patriotic  event  in  ways  that
Brits no longer do patriotism, but it’s
a whole lotta fun too…

The woman on the next-door
balcony says Lichnos Beach is just a
twenty-minute stroll through the olive
groves that scent the air, so we start
out  along  the  path,  which  soon
becomes  a  dirt-track,  then  a  steep
trail  marked only by red paint-spots
on  occasional  stones  up  and  up
ever-higher  to  an  ancient  white
church by a  dry  stream, where the
path  begins  to  descend  the  other
side of  the ridge towards the small
cove  of  Lichnos  Beach.  In  the  full
day-heat,  it’s  quite a hike.  We take
the water-taxi return instead. 

The  Yannis  taverna  has  a
display  of  old  pre-Euro  drachma
notes  tacked  behind  the  cashdesk.
Some Greeks  are  nostalgic  for  the
old  currency.  The  balcony  of  our
studio  looks  down  on  chickens
strutting and scratching where olives
bend  low  and  local  veg  thrives.
Barbara asks do we want tomatoes?
I  anticipate  a  gift  of  maybe  half-a-
dozen.  She  fills  both  my  cupped
hands in shiny ripe cherry tomatoes.
Organic,  because  there’s  no  such
thing  as  chemical  fertilisers  here,
turned  around  neatly  to  natural
advantage. Greece has come a long
way.  It  has  a  broad  fiercely-
individualist anarchistic streak that I
love.  We  could  learn  from  their
passion.  If  that  translates  into  a
disregard for central authority, that’s
partly due to geography. Each island
has its own distinct character, and a
deeply-ingrained  sense  of  self-
sufficient autonomy. Loyalty to family,
to  community  and  island,  if  not
necessarily  to  a  government  a
hundred miles across the wine-dark
sea. This is the way it was explained
to me.

In 1963, the final pre-Beatles
months  in  which  Cliff  Richard  and
the Shadows could confidently divide
the British charts between them, the

movie  ‘Summer  Holiday’  was  doing  –
embarrassingly  enough,  the  year’s
highest-grossing box-office returns. Long
before  Ken  Kesey’s  psychedelic
Pranksters, Cliff and the gang (including
Una Stubbs and Melvyn Hayes) took a
converted  London Routemaster  bus  on
an  all-singing  all-dancing  trip  across
Europe,  through weird Balkan incidents
and down into a virtually unrecognisable
Greece.  Cliff  sings  the  achingly  wistful
heartbreak  no.1  hit  “The  Next  Time”
using  the  Parthenon  as  a  visual
backdrop, long before mass tourism and
European Union membership, and within
years  of  the  Colonel’s  far-right  military
junta  seizing  power  in  a  violent  coup.
Clubbers at Malia and Falaraki may not
be  entirely  aware  of  all  this  traumatic
history. 

I’m talking  to  Spiro,  who is  not
yet  twenty-four.  He  loves  Led Zeppelin
and  AC/DC.  I  argue  back  that  surely
there  must  be  angry  young  innovative
Greek  musicians  out  there?  Maybe  a
website  operating  from  a  basement
studio  in  Piraeus  doing  startling  new
things.  All  it  needs  is  that  one
breakthrough  act.  Jamaica  was  a
miniscule  player  on  the  global  musical
map  before  Bob  Marley.  Swedish  Pop
didn’t  exist  before  Abba.  Aphrodite’s
Child, with Vangelis was a long time ago,
but  they  proved  it  could  be  done.  No,
says  Spiro,  not  so.  I  think  he’s  wrong.
Because  there’s  music  in  the  cafés  at
night, and freedom in the air.

As  the  planet  becomes  less  a
place  of  awe and  wonder  and  more  a
novelty theme-park, it’s reassuring that in
the  Epirus  region  of  NW  Greece  they
have  the  Kanaria  Festival.  Not  a
spectacle for tourists. Nothing to do with
tourism.  But  just  the  procession  of
Orthodox priests in full  regalia down to
the  harbourside,  a  group  of  willing
assistants struggle beneath the weight of
a hugely unwieldy religious painting, as
others  carry  icons  and  elaborate
Byzantine  crosses.  Precariously  they
transfer  their  sacred  load  onto  small
boats – not special boats, just the water-
taxis and caïques used to reach nearby
Valtos or Lichnos, or local fishing boats.
With  the  huge  painting  shrouded  in  a
bunting  of  decorative  plastic  flowers,
eager volunteers help the most aged and
venerated  white-bearded  priest  across
the hazardous step from jetty to gently-

bobbing deck. A crush of the curious
close  in  to  catch  every  incident  on
iPhone  and  mobiles,  as  local  police
stand back tolerant but vigilant.  Until
the  priests  are  arranged  across  the
stern, in order of status.

Then a slow flotilla – devoted
to  the  Dormition  of  the  Virgin  Mary,
moves  out  into  deeper  waters  as
every  ship  begins  banshee-horns
wailing  and  phoop-phooping  in  a
celebration. Parga has its origins with
the sea. The restaurants have every
kind of seafood. Regular links to other
near  Ionian  Sea  islands,  Paxos,
Corfu, Lefkas, Kefalonia and beyond
depend on Poseidon’s ancient realm.
So it makes perfect sense to bestow
blessings  and  thanks  on  the  tides.
Even  in  a  time  of  wavering  faith,
observation  is  strong  here,  and  for
those  lives  dependent  on  the  sea,
why  risk  the  chance?  The  flotilla
circles  the  harbour,  out  around  the
Pavloukes islets at the harbour mouth
as  the  first  stars  begin  to  appear
above  the  castle,  to  land  for
celebrations  on  the  Panagia  mini-
island.

The  Festival  has  a  complex
history.  In  1401  an  already  ancient
Parga  came under  the  protection  of
Venice,  who  built  the  impressive
castle  on  the  rocky  peninsula  just
north-west of the town, they rebuilt it
in 1572 after the Ottomans destroyed
it.  Under  constant  threat  of  Turkish
encroachment,  following  the  decline
of  Venetian  power  first  France  and
then Russia  guaranteed the region’s
independence.  Until  the  British
assumed protector status after the fall
of  Napoleon,  and  Thomas  Maitland,
High  Commissioner  Of  The  Ionian
Islands, promptly sold it to Ali Pasha
of Ioánnina in 1817, for just £150,000!
Just can’t trust those perfidious Brits.
We have a lot to answer for.

Originally  from  what  is  now
Albania,  although  he  became
Ottoman  regional  administrator,  the
flamboyant  Pasha  had  ambitions  to
carve  out  his  own  autonomous
enclave.  Byron  visited  Ali  Pasha’s
court  in  1809,  both  repelled  by  its
barbaric cruelty and impressed by the
sumptuous oriental indulgences of its
decadent sexuality. He could perhaps
be excused, he was far from the only



western  outsider  to  be  hoodwinked
by its fleshy odalisque fantasy.  The
exoticism  of  the  seraglio  was  a
favourite  subject  for  lush
pulchritudinous  Pre-Raphaelite  art,
as  John  William  Waterhouse’s
excuse  for  draping  female  nudity
across  canvas.  Anyway,  meantime,
resenting  the  imminent  prospect  of
Muslim  control  the  local  people
undertook  a  mass  migration  to
neighbouring  islands  on  15  April
1817 – even digging up the bones of
their ancestors, and burning them so
they  could  carry  the  ashes  with
them.  The  triumphant  Muslims
arrived  to  find  Parga  a  deserted
ghost-town. One hundred years later,
after the fall  of Ottoman power, the
diaspora  ended.  The  Varkarolla
event celebrates the Pargans return
home.

The  harbour-front  is
thronged  with  a  compressed  good-
natured  mass  of  revelry,  all  the
tavernas  are  full  to  capacity,  and
those  with  balcony-views  fully-
booked with marked-up reservations.
Bizarrely,  for  an  event  so
emphatically  Epiran,  it  opens  with
Petros  Antoniou  drawing  in  Greek-
flavoured  Pop  versions  of  U2
(“One”),  White  Stripes  (“Seven
Nation  Army”)  and  even  Robbie
Williams  (“Real  Love”).  Obviously
designed as an inclusive invitation to
seduce unwary visitors.  After  which
things  become  more  reassuringly
Pargan, with the intoxicatingly dense
textures  of  Teo  Kokkoris  and
Konstantza Melidi. There’s a musical
tribute to Greek-Albanian lyricist-poet
Alkis  Alkaios,  a naturalised Pargan,
who  collaborated  with  Notis
Mauroudis  to  create  the  ‘Embargo’
album,  and  zeimbekiko  hit-song
“Erotiko”  (he  died  of  cancer  in
December  2012)  –  followed  by  a
four-strong  patriotic  reading  of  the
history  underlying  the  event,  the
Greek  national  anthem,  and
spectacular fireworks, until the Parga
Orchestra close the event – with its
own  powerful  Prog-Rock
interpretation  of  Greek  traditional
music.

While  Britain  is  going
through its absurd Brexit contortions,
Albania  is  awaiting  accession  into

the EU. We talk to Aleksio,  who works
the  ‘Costa  Azul’  on  Valtos  beach  as  a
waiter. Later on we happen to see him in
a  bar,  and  raise  a  glass  ‘Yamas’.  He
takes  that  as  an  invitation  to  join  us,
pulling  up  a  chair.  Tall,  with  cropped
greying  hair,  he’s  serious  and
impressively intelligent. In Albania he’s a
teacher. But during recess he can earn
more per-hour slipping across the border
to work the tavernas and restaurants of
Epirus. We talk a lot, despite occasional
language  glitches.  I  tell  him  that  it’s
beholden on the richer countries to help
the less fortunate. He says emphatically
‘no’.  It’s  up  to  the  poorer  countries  to
help  themselves,  through  their  own
sweat and industry. As he is. He shows
us photos of his children in Tirana. He is
a  powerful  presence.  His  children  will
hopefully see more and better changes,
in a more inclusive Europe.

But for now, there’s music in the
cafés at night, and freedom in the air.

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

Review By Andrew Darlington

And Nobody Lived
Happily Ever After

By Kate Farrell
ISBN 978-0-9932888-8-3. 186pp

(Parallel Universe Publications, 2015) 
  http://paralleluniversepublications  .  blog  

spot.co.uk/
www.mynameiskatefarrell.com

The colour of pain is white. The text is black.
The  balance  works  immaculately.  “Mea
Culpa”  is  an  everyday  tale  of  domestic
violence,  the  psychological  interplay  of
victim  and  perpetrator,  until  the  final
paragraph  rips  your  head  around,  rethinks
your  every  assumption,  and  sends  you
zapping back to the opening line to check out
details you missed.

Originally published in Charles Black’s
2011  The Eighth  Black  Book Of Horror
(Mortbury Press) it proved a startling debut
for  Edinburgh-resident  Kate  Farrell.  Then
there’s  Waiting, which I first encountered in
the anthology Kitchen Sink Gothic (Parallel
Universe,  2015),  it  gossips  along  with  an
unerring  ear  for  voice  and  dialect,  moving
through  meticulously-observed  dialogue
which makes you wait until the very last line
for the almost-casually delivered kick in the
head that leaves you reeling.

So obvious, yet so lethal it stings.
As  Reggie  Oliver’s  personalised

introduction  explains,  Kate’s  theatrical
sense of structure and character-interplay
may derive from her thirty-year thespian
back-story, ‘dressed up as somebody else’
playing from Chekhov to Chucklevision,
with supporting roles to the likes of Roy
Kinnear  or  Anthony  Quayle  in  national
theatre  productions  during  the  Thatcher
years. Unimpressed by the luvie tendency,
and by the unpredictability of tours, she
begins sketching out her own subtle bite-
size dramas of sinister nastiness. In which
yes, nobody does live happily ever after. 

Seldom supernatural, and yet riddled
with an air of tangible evil, these playlets
chart the macabre results of perfect three-
year-old Martha “Helping Mummy” deal
with spiteful toddler brother Adam, each
small minutia of detail snared in carefully
calibrated  phrases  building  inexorably
towards horror.

Or the starkly mythic rural  haunting
of A Murder Of Crows punctuated by the
silver  ice-picks  of  pain.  The  vicious
vengeance inflicted on the ‘No Junk Mail’
harridan,  the  fate  of  the  hideously-
disfigured former-sixties model, the lethal
extremes to which twins Nic and Anton
go to avoid the sheer  embarrassment  of
their  self-made  Bob  Hoskins-alike  Dad
Dancing.  The  smugly  evil  paedophile
priest. 

There’s  also  the  original  version  of
teenage-misfit  My  Name  Is  Mary
Sutherland,  the  lethally-effective  short-
story of screwed-up adolescent angst later
expanded  to  novella-length  for  Peter
Crowther’s PS Publishing in 2014. These
are exquisitely-crafted tales  that  unsettle
and disturb – there’s got to be a word that
means more than that, because they’re so
easy to read, they’re here and now, in the
recognisable  world.  Eleven  of  the
eighteen are new. All are object lessons in
twenty-first century shock.

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

Call For Submissions

When  we  reopen  to  submissions  in
February,  poetry and fiction are required
for  a  booklet  commemorating  the  80th

anniversary of the outbreak of World War
II  (preferably  focusing on the lead-up to
war and the events of 1939).

Deadline: End of June 2019

http://www.mynameiskatefarrell.com/
http://paralleluniversepublications.blogspot.co.uk/
http://paralleluniversepublications.blogspot.co.uk/
http://paralleluniversepublications.blogspot.co.uk/
http://paralleluniversepublications/


Review by Andy Robson

Lee Miller:
Surrealism in Britain

Hepworth Gallery, Wakefield

Lee Miller would probably have made a
good  cricketer,  as,  in  the  early  20th

Century,  photography  was  all  about
judging  distances.  Learning  to  place  a
full-length  ball  on  the  popping  crease
was  much  the  same  as  learning  to
position  your  subject  at  the  right
distance to fade out those facial creases
(at  least  on  black-and-white  film  –
colour  was  less  kind  until  technology
provided assorted kits).

Despite  the  promotional  blurb
promising  British  Surrealism  in  the
1930s,  the  many  copies  of  works  by
Ernst, Dali, Ray and Zola didn’t emanate
from  here  and  seemed  to  be  rather
superfluous.

I  did  enjoy  the  paintings  by
Eileen Agar, which were plentiful, plus a
couple  of  Tristram  Hillier’s  clearly
indicating  that  this  was  where,  later,
Anthony Earnshaw had started from in
the 1950s.

A  large  cabinet  of  copies  of
London Magazine from 1936 to 1940
tempted  us  with  further  research  into
names,  such  as  de  Sade  and  Ithell
Colquhoun,  who  seemed  to  be  regular
contributors.

Sadly,  the  remainder  of  the
exhibits  concentrated  on  the  photos  of
Lee  Miller  through  the  war  years  and
well  into  the  1950s  –  all  black-and-
white, which were restful to the eyes, but
I  missed  the  remembered  solarized

photos  from  her  New  York  days  that  so
appealed to me as a teenager. Things I would
dearly have loved to imitate, had I the dark-
room apparatus and chemicals.  Regrettably,
there  never  have  been  any  dodgy  dives
named The Photographer’s Arms where you
would be approached by spivs offering cheap
hypo!

Instead, on the plus side, there was a
sizeable  assortment  of  her  photos,  both  as
advertisements and photo-journalistic pieces,
published in Vogue magazine, Picture Post,
etc, throughout the 1940s. The variety in this
material  kept  me reading at  length,  despite
being unable to turn the page on any of them.
Lee Miller seemed to move on to fresh fields
and greener grass every couple of years and
you  tend  to  imagine  there  are  gaps  where
huge  collections  of  photos  are  residing  in
Paris,  New York  and  elsewhere.  I  seem to
recall  from way  back  that  there  are  rather
formal  portraits  and  equally-uninspired
fashion  poses  which  must  have  been
condemned to cobweb world. It would have
been nice to see some of these even if those
portrayed have no relevance today.

The  river  which  surrounds  the
gallery on two sides has a resident heron (I
don’t  need  to  explain  why  I  call  him  Mr
Bosch) which, in one gallery, could be seen
through the window of the right, whilst the
window to the left  acted as a frame for an
embracing couple. I think Lee Miller would
have  approved  of  the  conjunction  even
though  a  noisy  school  party  broke  up  the
whole thing within a few seconds!

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

The Supplement will return in April 2018

Send us your articles and reviews when
we reopen in February!

Review by Neal Wilgus

Metastable Systems
By David C. Kopaska-Merkel

Diminuendo Press,
1403 Iron Springs Road, no. 36,

Prescott, Arizona 8603, USA
Trade Paperback, 2017, 140pp, $13

Often, a reviewer will end a review with
‘highly recommended’, but, in this case,
I’ll  start right off  by saying  Metastable
Systems is,  without  question,  highly
recommended.

I  wasn’t  sure  what  SF/F  poet
Kopaska-Merkel  meant  by  metastable,
so  I  looked  in  an  old  dictionary  and
learned that it indicates “a condition of
comparative  stability…  a  state  of
pseudo-equilibrium in which the energy
content…  is  either  more  or  less  than
that required for its most stable state.”
Now, who can argue with that?

There  are  over  a  hundred
poems  in  this  collection,  which  must
make  it  the  biggest  volume  yet  in
Kopaska-Merkel’s  twenty-plus  titles.
Most  of  the  poems  here  are  in  the
medium  range,  ten  to  twenty  lines,
some a bit longer. But, there are plenty
of very short, untitled items as well that
might  be  considered haiku,  depending
on how you define the term.

Among  the  many  gems
gathered  here,  I  especially  liked  The
Drum Mountains for  its  depiction  of  a
geologist  at  work,  Halloween  in  the
Haunted  House,  which  leaves  you
wondering, and Aliens All Around, which
gives  the  scoop  on  the  competition.
Perhaps, the best of all is Cosmology of
Rocking  Chairs  &  similar  Metastable
Systems, which says it all in three long
lines.  Many  of  the  haiku-like  short
poems  have  no  titles  and  the  best  in
this  department is  one that  starts  with
the  line  “the  original  ship”  and  brings
this fine volume to an end.

The  poems  in  Kopaska-
Merkel’s  Metastable  Systems are
reprinted  from dozens  of  SF/F  literary
journals,  including  Star*Line,
Asimov’s,  The  Magazine  of
Speculative  Poetry,  Cyaegha,  Tales
of  the  Talisman,  Not  One  of  Us,
Halloween Haiku and many more. The
poet  says  he  “describes  rocks  for  the
state of Alabama” for a living, but finds
enough  time  to  put  out  Dreams  and
Nightmares, a genre journal he began
in 1986. He’s also served as editor of
Star*Line and  as  president  of  the
Science  Fiction  Poetry  Association  in
years past. He was editor of the 2017
Rhysling Anthology. In 2006, he won
(in  collaboration  with  Kendell  Evans),
the Rhysling long poem award.

Metastable Systems sports  a
fine cover, as well as a brief introduction
by Ann K. Schwader.
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