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Editorial –  I’m pushing ahead with the plan for shorter
issues  of  The  Supplement complimented  by  an  A5
booklet-style ’zine (expect news of that in the next issue).
For those of you in the UK and Europe, that means the
issue will be cheaper than before; unfortunately, for those
of  you elsewhere in  the  world,  postage costs  means it
remains  the  same  (but,  wherever  you  are,  you  can
download  copies  for  free  from  the  blog).  Send  your
feedback.

 Please  note  that  the  price  lists  and  ordering
details are now on the blog (below) and the list on the old
website  is  no longer  current.  The blog also contains  a
duplicate of the Atlantean Publishing guidelines for those
of you who have had trouble with the wiki and is where
you can download PDFs of Awen and The Supplement.

Those of you who aren’t online needn’t worry –
there’s plenty of booklets in the pipeline for you to read!

Best,
DJ Tyrer,

   Editor

The Atlantean Publishing Blog  (including PDFs,
prices and guidelines) 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 a SAE
in the UK and £2/€4 in Europe and £2.50/$5 RoW.

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.  fandom  .com  

Tigershark ezine
issue 21

The Love and Hate issue available now.

To  download  the  current  issue  or  all
previous issues for free, visit the website
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/

home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/

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

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

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

Editing and Advice

Manuscript  in  a  mess?  Plot  going  nowhere?
Celine Rose Mariotti offers an editing service
for  budding  writers,  as  well  as  advice  on
plotting  and  characterisation.  She  also  has  a
range of jewellery and books on offer.

h  ttp://crmenterprises-homebusiness.com  

Aesthetica
Creative Writing Award

Both established and emerging writers are
encouraged  to  enter,  and  works
previously  published  are  accepted,  with
no limitations on themes. 

Showcase  your  work  to  international
audiences  and  further  your  involvement
in the literary world by entering the 2019
Aesthetica  Magazine  Creative  Writing
Award.  Prizes  include;  £1,000  cash,
publication in an inspiring anthology and
more. Enter your work: 

http://aestheti.cc/5xdj7

Submissions close 31 August.
…………………………………………..

Still Available

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.

£1.50 (UK) / £3 (overseas)
Three-for-one offer applies.

http://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
http://aestheti.cc/5xdj7
http://crmenterprises-homebusiness.com/
http://crmenterprises-homebusiness.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.fandom.com/
https://atlanteanpublishing.fandom.com/
https://atlanteanpublishing.fandom.com/
https://www.paypal.me/DJTyrer


Bastard
By Andrew Darlington

I  called  my  first  book  I  Was  Elvis
Presley’s  Bastard  Love-Child for  a
number  of  devious  reasons.
It’s an amusing attention-grabbing title.
But  there’s  truth  in  there  too.  Today,
getting married is an optional add-on in
which  children  are  incidental,  they’re
decoratively  useful  on  the  DVD  as
pageboys or bridesmaids.

Back  then,  when  I  was  born,
things  were  different.  My  Mother
confided  to  me  with  great  seriousness
never to use the expletive ‘bastard’. And
never confess that I don’t have a father –
to  say  as  much  invites  ridicule.
Biologically,  everyone  has  a  father.  To
claim otherwise is to admit ignorance of
‘the facts  of life’.  I  have a father.  Just
that he’s missing. He’s married. Just not
to my Mother. And that is a stigma. That
is  a  source  of  shame  never  to  be
revealed.  That was our secret.  Bastard.
Illegitimate. Born out of wedlock. Love-
Child.

There  was  a  euphemism  about
‘having to get married,’ where the man
‘does the right thing’ and marries the girl
he’s ‘got into trouble’, or got pregnant.
There’s an entire genre of fiction about
it.  I  was  caught  up  by  Stan  Barstow’s
gritty novel  A Kind Of Loving (1960)
through  a  number  of  impulses.  ‘Vic
Brown’ is the angry young rebel trying
to escape conformity and the repressive
social restrictions of the 1950s north of
England,  but  gets  compromised  by the
Tender  Trap  of  his  girlfriend’s
pregnancy.  He  marries  Ingrid.  It’s  the
decent  thing  to  do,  and  their  lives  are
derailed. In the 1962 movie he was Alan
Bates  and  she  was  the  lovely  June
Ritchie.

My Mother  told  me  how,  when
she  was  in  the  Bridlington  Maternity
Ward the nurses make a point of calling
her  ‘Miss  Darlington,’ in  loud  voices,
while all the other prospective mothers
have  husbands  bringing  them  gifts  of
flowers  and  fruit.  Subsequently  she
bought  herself  a  wedding  ring,  and
called  herself  Mrs  Darlington,  without
offering  any  further  explanation.  She
might be a widow? It was not for her to
say.  Others  can  draw  their  own
conclusions.

Was  I  aware  of  it?  Sure  I  was
aware  of  it.  There  was  a  45rpm  hit
record by Diana Ross and the Supremes
called  Love Child, an American no.1 in
December  1968,  written  by  R  Dean
Taylor and Frank Wilson. The lead-voice
singer  wants  to  have  sex  with  her
boyfriend.  But  ‘this  love  we’re
contemplating,  is  worth  the  pain  of

waiting, we’ll  only end up hating the child
we may be creating.’ Because she ‘shared the
guilt  my mama knew, so afraid that  others
knew I had no name.’ It was a great record,
and a brave song that broke down unspoken
taboos.

I  recognised  those  feelings.  My
Mother warned me against  the hazards and
dangers  of  premarital  sex.  She  expressed
horror  when I  took my girlfriend  Margaret
home. ‘She’s the kind of girl who gets boys
into trouble.’ And, she was right. I was torn
between my own raging hormones and my
own awareness of unplanned consequences.
Respect, and roaring desire. Illegitimacy was
the scar no-one else could see. The other self
that  must  remain  concealed.  The Werewolf
hidden-personality that only awakes to wreak
havoc.

Illegitimacy  threatens  a  social  order
that  is  made  up  of  tight  nuclear  families
united under god. The bad guy in dynastic
fiction is always the vengeful child born on
‘the wrong side of the blanket’ who returns
to claim his name, disrupting and upsetting
the cosy complacency of those who belong.
The misfit outsider.

Things  change,  attitudes  evolve.
Oddly it no longer matters. Technically, now,
something like half the population must have
been born outside the regular  institution of
marriage.  Like  the  comedian  says,  who
wants to live in an institution?

So when I call my first  book  I Was
Elvis  Presley’s  Bastard  Love-Child there
are  a  number  of  levels  at  work.  It’s  an
amusing title. Maybe the ‘Bastard’-word still
retains some attention-grabbing shock value?

But there’s truth in there too…

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

Perusing Three Poets
While Avoiding

Presidential Obsequies
By David Edwards

The time: December 2018
The three poets: Frederico Garcia Lorca,
Karl Shapiro, and
Gregory Corso.
The  dead  US  President:  The  41st,
George H.W. Bush

The volumes in question:

Lorca's Poet in New York ( translated by
Ben Belitt) surrealistically intermingles
a foreign language (Spanish) perspective
of America with the then (1930's) much-
in-vogue plight of the American Negro...
apparently.  For  a  poet  in  any  city  the
memory  of  vivid  impressions  only
suggests a meaning. Poetic time is most
special  of  schemes…  feelings
conveyed...  images arbitrarily  arrayed...
the prediction of noxious dreams.

Karl  Shapiro's  Selected
Poems, edited by John Updike for the
American Poets Project, can best be
described  with  one  word...  prolixity.
There are some fine poems included
here – "Auto Wreck" stands out – but
too many are buried in an avalanche
of seemingly unnecessary stanzas. It
is  as if  the poet were being paid by
the word!

Perhaps  Shapiro  should  have
followed  Tolstoy's  advice  that  "No
addition,  however  talented,  can
improve  a  work  as  much  as  a
deletion".

Corso's  Long  Live  Man.  A
lesser  work (compared to  Gasoline)
from a lesser member (compared to
Ginsberg  or  Kerouac)  of  a  lesser
poetic movement (The Beats).

Some  brilliant  lines  here  and
there, but... A question: would a poet's
laundry  or  grocery  list  constitute  a
poetic work?

Now,  in  conclusion  (and  all
fairness to the three poets so cursorily
critiqued above) an antihagiographical
assessment  of  the  decedent  whose
prolonged funereal rites launched this
"perusal".  George  Herbert  Walker
Bush was a partisan functionary who,
when  elevated  to  supreme  power,
achieved  huge  popularity  with  an
over-hyped  military  triumph  only  to
see  that  popularity  evaporate  in  an
economic downturn that exposed him
for  what  he always was – a "to  the
manor  born"  patrician  aloof  to  the
cares  and  concerns  of  ordinary
American  citizens.  All  the  homilies
about  his  self-deprecating  humour,
politeness,  and  familial  devotion
cannot  erase  the  fact  that  as  a
congressional  candidate  he opposed
the epochally  beneficent  Civil  Rights
Act  of  1964, and as Commander-in-
Chief  invaded  countries  on  half  the
earth's populated continents.
…………………………………………

Advert

Acts of Defiance
By Gary Beck

Randy’s father takes a poor city boy, Steve, for the
summer. The boys become fast friends destined for
great adventures. From persuading a Marine Corps
recruiter  to  enlist  them  at  the  age  of  thirteen  to
surviving a wild storm under sail, the boys move on
to college with a commitment to change the world. 

A beautiful and moving story – Whortleberry Press

Beautifully written – Footsteps to Oxford Magazine

$10.99 / £8.99 from Amazon
272 pages / Wordcatcher Publishing

………………………………………………………

Sadly,  we have been informed of the death of the
poet, John O’Malley. He will be sadly missed.

https://www.amazon.com/Acts-Defiance-Gary-Beck/dp/1912056860/


Letters to the editor

Dear DJ
Thanks for publishing me in the

latest issue of Awen.
I also enjoyed your poetry and

that  of  C.  Barnes,  B.  Grove,  and  D.
McCabe.

Good issue.
Yours in words,

Arthur C. Ford, Sr.

Dear DJ,
T’Supplement #88  received  –

not, disappointingly, a ‘Two Fat Ladies’
Special,  but  readable  nonetheless.  The
tributes to Steve Sneyd certainly did him
proud. LA Hood even had me scuttling
to my Sweet’s  Anglo-Saxon Reader to
look up the glossary (it’s been a while).
It can safely be said that Steve has left a
sizeable  fingerprint  on  the  cosmos,
something Cardinal Cox is in process of
doing, judging by the continuing reviews
of  his  work.  I  found  Christine
Despardes’s  thoughts  on  Commotion
Time particularly illuminating.

Andrew  Darlington’s  Festival
Time  In  Epirus combined  entertaining
history  lesson,  contemporary  music
appraisal and eye-opening insight into a
different  world.  As  for  Greek  pop
groups, Andy mentions that Aphrodite’s
Child  included  Vangelis,  but  fails  to
mention  the  lead  singer  was  Demis
Roussos (not two fat bearded ladies, but
sounding  similar).  On  the  traditional
side,  Nana  Mouskouri  is  still  going  (I
recently  heard  her  on  Radio  Four’s
Loose Ends), but she may resist the Prog
Rock treatment. Moving to Andy’s other
piece, his review of And Nobody Lived
Happily  Ever  After definitely
stimulated my appetite.

Enjoyed  Andy  Robson’s  Lee
Miller review. His ‘heron Mr Bosch’ is a
pun with legs!

Yours,  verging  on  the
metastable,

Neil K. Henderson.

P.S.  I  don’t  see  the  point  of  a
Supplement reduced  to  news  and
letters. News is self-explanatory, so what
do we write the letters about?

The Editor  Replies  – Well,  as  you can
see it isn’t only letters and news, so there
still should be something to inspire you
(plus  folk  can  write  about  the  other
’zines  or  whatever  is  going  on  in  the
world of writing). But, I certainly hope
people  will  write  some letters  –  things
are rather sparse this issue!

Come  on,  there’s  plenty  of
contention  out  there,  tell  us  what  you
think about it all!

Review by Christine Despardes

Under the Greenwood Tree
By Cardinal Cox

Whether  sonnet,  villanelle,   rhyming
quatrains  or  the  beautifully  enjambed
unrhymed free verse of Cardinal Cox’s,
where a line’s  syntax flows into that  of
the  following  line,  or  does  not,  if  the
reader so prefer, for it is only an offered
option (clearly, if you want the obviously
end-stopped  lines,  you’ll  have  to  bring
your own stoppers to the party), metrics
in Under the Greenwood Tree make the
meaning of its lines reverberate in one's
ears and bones, like a church bell does
when it chimes.

Where  the  preceding  release,
Codex  Crom  Cruach, transports  us
through  space-time  “wrinkles”,  as  he
writes therein,  to  a  distant  or  imagined
past, in this new work it’s the past that is
looking  at  us  today  through  spiritual
eyes, telling of the inevitability of piety as
a  spontaneous,  worldwide  need  and
phenomenon.  The  pamphlet  is  as
exuberant about poetry and its music as
it is about its concept and theme.

Saints, the holy man (or woman),
hermits  and  herbalists,  pious  societies,
druids and Druidists, sanctified sites and
structures,  traditions  and  relics,  all
copiously  scattered  across  Britain,  are
brought into relevance to the twenty-first
century, where, perhaps, not much in the
manner of fundamentals has changed.

The psalmic power of music and
the  spoken  word  are  shown  to  be
spontaneous and tradition-borne through
time  and  place  by  travelling  musician,
poet  and  storyteller  from  “the  griot  of
Africa”  to  “a  schoolgirl  saving  up  her
money / For her first electric guitar and
amp  /  Playing  on  the  strings  strung
through  time  /  Bringing  light  through
music and rhyme”.

Many  of  the  verses  have  an
ample  footnote,  a  device  originally
intended to illuminate the referring text,
perhaps,  but  here,  once  again,  the
footnotes  "form a  separate  narrative  of
their  own,”  as  I  put  it  on  another
occasion, which googling proves to dive
in  and out  of  worlds actual  and worlds
imaginary.   Like  previous  pamphlets  of
Mr.  Cox’s,  this  one  is  fascinating,
fantastical,  erudite,  jaw-dropping  and
demands  to  be  read,  re-read  and
sometimes memorized.
………………………………………………

Articles Required
We need shorter articles and reviews suitable for
The Supplement (say 200-1000 words) and longer
pieces (2-3000 words) for the new journal.

Review by Neil K. Henderson

Inner Images:
Poems Of Art, Science And Self

By John Light
ISBN 978-1-897968-51-2, 75pp, Unpriced

Photon Press, The Light House, 37 The
Meadows, Berwick-upon-Tweed,
Northumberland, TD15 1NY, UK 

john.light@photonpress.co.uk

Following  a  lifetime’s  train  of  accumulated
thought that arranges the poems in naturally-
occurring  thematic  groups,  this  sizeable
collection (often several poems to the page),
reveals  the  inner  workings  of  John  Light’s
mind over several years. Where John chooses
to start is significant. In The Bomb Room, the
chemical  processes  of  a  sinister  contraption
prove  so  colourful  that  the  artist  within  the
scientist is “...impelled to paint twilight/from
the chemistry roof...” Indeed, it is largely this
symbiosis of artist and scientist which makes
John’s work so interesting. The artist surprises
and  delights  us  with  amazing  visions,  while
the  scientist  explains  them  in  prosaic,
sometimes  anticlimactic,  terms.  Conversely,
arcane  technicalities  and  starkly  ‘scientific’
events  are  illumined  by  the  wonder  of  his
artistic  vision.  Whatever  end  of  the
kaleidoscope you’re viewing from, the world
is more intriguing through the lens of Light.

From  personal  memories  and
experiences,  including  the  ultra-subjective
Migraine  Space,  which  turns  perception
inside-out  (“I  see the world from outside.  /I
know the secret of existence/but no words can
tell/this  Shaman’s  tale”),  the  thought  train
moves  through personal  memories,  reactions
to  art,  philosophical  speculation   (including
the nature of time, as in  Symmetry Of Time -
reminiscent of John Locke), aging (Old Age Is
Another World – “I’m just a visitor here,/with
vague memories of where I came from”) and
inevitable  death  (ironically  attractive  in
Pursuit: “Why rush/through life?/Death won’t/
elude your grasp”), astronomy, politics, poetry
itself.  In  short,  the  preoccupations  of  an
educated mind.

And John Light’s  is  a  broad mind,
too – the product of maturity. His thinking is
not  hidebound  to  one  particular  stance,  as
might  be  expected  from  a  conventional
scientist. From “No pretence: death is the end”
(No Pretence) to “This disturbing revelation/of
derided occult  power/challenged the laws by
which  I  lived/and  broke  into  my  shuttered
mind” (Uncle Arthur And The Almoner) is as
far apart as it gets, while “Death is the door/to
the house of many rooms” (Opportunity) can
be taken as the reader chooses. At the end of
the day, the poet concedes, “We all must live
in  our  own  minds/so  we  make
them/comfortable/as best we can.” (Living In
Ourselves).

There  are  no  pretentious
‘poeticisms’ in  this  volume.  John Light  puts
his  thoughts  on  show  as  lucidly  as  plain
language makes them. As he says in Wysiwyg,
“So what you see/is what you get,/I’d like to
think/our  minds  have  met.”  Get  yourself  a
copy of this book,  and you are guaranteed a
direct  mind-to-mind  human  interaction
experience. (Quick, while thought-stocks last!)



New Releases From
Christine Despardes

Four new PDF releases.

A Handshake
Compilation

In  this  collection  of  urbane  sci  fi
verse, I am just another hanger-on to
reality, a passer-by with strong math
and  science  skills,  an  outsider
observing  this  big  world,
oversimplifying  it  like  one  must,  to
survive;  then giving over  to a long,
hearty laugh, like laughing Buddhas
do.

The Tristan Cycle

Significant  events  in  the  life  of
Tristan,  in  the  famous  Old  French,
The  Romance  of  Tristan  and
Iseult,  a  tale  of  love and Arthurian
chivalry, is presented in verse by an
observer today looking back in time.

(Available in print from Atlantean Publishing.)

Detective TV Brioche

Here is a variation on the theme of
outstanding  TV mystery  shows that
folks stream and binge upon these
days  to  sharpen  their  thinking,
indulge deep emotion and clear the
mind  of  sometimes  repulsive  non
events in contemporary real life, only
to put to rest such distractions with a
calmer mind by means of world-class
noir TV series.

Street Skills

This  consists  of  stand-alone
microfiction and verse that have the
common  theme  of  perspective
adjustment to the life-changing new
world order around us. With fun and
deep  thought  in  mind,  it  peeks
beneath the surface of a dangerous
world  where  nowhere  is  safe  and
possibly  nothing  is  fully  knowable.

All files are available to the public at
https://chrisd.tradebit.com/files

for £2.00 by PayPal. 

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

Disagree  with  something  you’ve  read?
Agree with it? Got something else you want
to  say?  Then,  send  us  your  letters  of
comment – or, write a review or article and
tell us what you think!

Review by Neil Leadbeater

Close
By Emma Purshouse

64pp. ISBN 978-0-9955225-8-9.
Offa’s Press, £9.95.

Emma  Purshouse  is  an  award-winning
freelance writer and performance poet from
the  West  Midlands.  She  is  a  regular
performer  at  spoken  word  nights,  theatres
and festivals across the United Kingdom and
Close is  her  first  full-length  collection  for
Offa’s Press.

The cover art showing the last part
of a street name as the title of the book with
high  rise  flats  in  the  background  firmly
places this collection in its urban landscape
in which Purshouse observes things at close-
quarters keeping an ear close to the ground.
Using the word ‘close’ as an adjective,  she
explores  the  length and breadth  of  a  dead-
end  street  which  draws  her  close  to
nondescript cars, a chippy that is too close to
a  noisy  pub  and  the  close  proximity  of
birdsong. 

The titles of the poems are presented
in  an  original  way.  They  begin  with  an
introductory sentence, written in italics, from
which  the  main  title  emerges  almost
effortlessly, in bold type. For example:  The
children’s  librarian  from number  20  offers
up A prayer to the public transport system
of the Black Country.

The poems contained in this volume
cover a variety of styles, themes and moods.
Some  have  a  powerful,  edgy  feel  to  them
which is present from the start:  Summer of
’76 begins as follows: “Even his hair sweats.
Sitting  in  this  van  /  Amongst  the  wafers,
cornets,  cones.  Canned  heat./  He  biros
demons in the margins of / yesterday’s news.
His hot hands, killing time / until the opening
of  the  school  gates.”  Others,  such  as  Art
School annual picnic are comical in a clever,
knowing way. 

Young  and  old,  refugees,  nosey
neighbours,  commuters  and urban foxes all
find a place within these pages. People who
do not live in the street but pass through it,
such as a construction worker working on a
new-build, a postwoman and a street cleaner
are also present.  Nothing escapes attention.
Even the canal has something to say for itself
as  it  wends  its  way  through  the  industrial
heartland of the city. 

Preoccupation with numbers  is  just
one of the several ways in which Purshouse
attends to detail. In addition to the summer
of ’76, she writes about a 13-year old girl,
mentions house numbers, the number 3 bus,
the 12.19 to Smethwick Rolfe Street,  a 5ft.
long scale model and two sides of the cut –
Black country dialect for “canal”.

She  also  explores  the  different
meanings  of  specific  words.  In  static the
word is  repeated like a  mantra as  different

verses convey different definitions which
gradually turn the meaning  round a full
360 degrees from something that is  dull
and  immovable  to  something  that  is
sparking  with  energy:  “The  staying  and
the going in a  single word.” In  Comma
the comma is used both as a punctuation
mark (written out in full) and as the name
of a type of butterfly which flits through
the poem until it becomes an apostrophe.

This  attention  to  detail  even
extends  to  the  way  in  which  the
comments  at  the  back  of  the  book  are
penned  by  people  who  choose  to  title
themselves  as  postal  workers,  herbalists
and  council  workers  rather  than  as
writers.  It  all  helps  to  emphasise  the
urban nature of this intriguing collection.
Recommended.

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

Retro-Review by Neal Wilgus

Sign of Chaos
By Roger Zelazny

Arbor House, 1987, 214pp
ISBN 0-87795-926-9

The bad news is that this instalment of
the  Amber series  is  so  dependent
upon  the  earlier  books  in  the  series
that  is  will  make  little  sense  to  a
reader not  totally familiar  with what’s
gone before.  The good news is  that
Zelazny is entertaining enough that it
hardly matters whether you know what
is going on or not!

This  ‘novel’  is,  in  fact,  really
just  the  next  twelve  chapters  in  the
larger novel that is being marketed as
a series, opening where the previous
‘novel’, Blood of Amber, left off – with
our  hero,  Merlin  Core,  drinking it  up
with the White Rabbit, a grinning cat,
and  Luke  Reynard,  Merlin’s  friendly
enemy.  In  the  course  of  the  story,
Luke  and  Merle  join  forces  against
some common enemy or other, a new
Corwin  walks  the  Pattern,  Luke’s
mother  is  released  to  engage  in  a
climactic  battle  with  Mask  and
Whathisname, and there are all kinds
of magical fireworks going off all over
the place. Wow!

I think some of Zelazny’s non-
Amber books  are  among  the  very-
best science fiction ever, but I gave up
on  the  Amber series  after  the  first
one,  Nine Princes in Amber (1970),
so  I’m only  slightly  better  off  than  a
reader  with  no  familiarity  with  the
series at all. Arbor House do us all a
disservice  when  they  don’t  make
Zelazny  even attempt  to  make each
volume stand independently.  Sign of
Chaos is fun, but is only for hard-core
Amber fans.

https://chrisd.tradebit.com/files


Review by DJ Tyrer

Kabbalah
Secrecy, Scandal and the Soul

By Harry Freedman
Hardback, ISBN 9781472950987, £18.99

Also available on the Kindle

In Kabbalah: Secrecy, Scandal and the
Soul,  Harry Freedman sets out to chart
the  history  and  development  of
Kabbalism  from  its  roots  in  earlier
Jewish  mysticism who sought  to  attain
access to Heaven and God, with a look
at  other  influences  on  it  and  parallel
movements  in  Judaism,  through  its
various  branches,  developments  and
offshoots  into  other  philosophies,
including following the development of
the Christian Cabala,  to its  present-day
manifestation  in  the  New Age  and  the
contentious  Kabbalah  Centre  that
attracted the interest of celebrities such
as Madonna.

In  addition  to  Kabbalism,  the
book takes a look at such topics as the
ecstatic,  Sufi-influenced  Jewish
mysticism  of  medieval  Egypt  and  the
German Pietists whose response to anti-
semitic  persecution  was  one  of
pessimism.

Freedman  is  surprisingly
successful in creating a highly-readable
single-volume  treatment  of  a  complex
and  potentially-confusing  subject  that
treads  the  fine  line  of  being
comprehensible  to  general  readers
unfamiliar  with  the  subject  and being
sufficiently  meaty  that  those  who  are
knowledgeable  will  find  it  useful  and
fascinating. Unless you know absolutely
nothing  about  the  Kabbalah,  in  which
case you are unlikely to be interested in
this  book,  at  least  not  before  reading
some  general  pieces  about  the  subject
first,  or you are an actual  expert  in its
multi-faceted history, you are guaranteed
to  get  something  out  of  this  book.
(Indeed, even experts may find it useful
to have an outline of everything in one
place:  I’m well  read  on most  elements
covered, but I found being able to follow
all the threads like this both fascinating
and informative, helping to put events in
context.)

What  this  book  isn’t is  a
description of Kabbalistic belief in any
detail. There is some basic information,
it  would  be  impossible  to  cover  the
subject  without  anything,  but  nothing
you wouldn’t find elsewhere. Indeed, not
only would an overview be difficult  to
achieve  in  a  book  this  size,  given  the
many  and  various  interpretations  and
reinterpretations  of  Kabbalism  over
time, but it  also brings in the Christian
Cabala  alongside  Jewish  thought  and

various other  movements  the Kabbalah has
influenced  down  the  ages,  to  a  greater  or
lesser extent, all of which have also evolved
over  time,  creating  an  almost-impossible
task, even for an overview.

So, if what you want is a book about
the  Kabbalah  itself,  this  isn’t  it,  although
Freedman does an excellent job in sketching
the salient points and how they changed, as
well  as  the  various  arguments  launched
against them.

Amongst  those  other  movements
covered  in  the  volume  are  such  ones  as
Sabbateanism, followers of a self-appointed
Messiah who converted to Islam to save his
life,  Hasidism,  a  major  strand  of  modern
Judaism,  Rosicrucianism,  and  the  Golden
Dawn. There is also a look at Eliphas Levi’s
writings on the Tarot. Again, none of these
are covered in much detail, but they are set in
a wider context that has its own value.

Although  one  shouldn’t  judge  a
book  by  its  cover,  this  is  a  beautifully-
presented hardback book that does justice to
its  excellent  contents.  Freedman  has
achieved exactly  what he set  out  to do, an
impressive task.

I  own  quite  a  few  books  on  the
subjects this relates to and have read many
more and Kabbalah: Secrecy, Scandal and
the Soul ranks amongst the best for general
readers I’ve read, and the best  such on the
Kabbalah.

The book, of course, would be most
valuable  to  those  with  an  interest  in  the
Kabbalah  (or  Cabala)  who  wish  to  better
understand its history and development, but
it should also be on the wish lists of anyone
with  an  interest  in  Judaism,  religion,
philosophy,  mysticism,  or  the  occult.
Because  it  is  written in  an  accessible  style
without sacrificing its quality or scope, it is
also  perfect  for  anyone  intrigued  by  the
subject  who  want  to  learn  more  about  the
Kabbalah’s part. In addition, it would make
an excellent resource for fiction writers who
wish to delve into this fascinating history for
inspiration, and for historians of the Middle
Ages  and  Renaissance  who  wish  to  better
understand this  key strand of  thought.  Yes,
that does mean almost everyone will find this
book fascinating and informative! And, you
can’t  really  have  a  better  recommendation
than that.

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

Submission Call

Submissions  are  required  for  Atlantean
Publishing’s  Buxton  University  Press imprint.
These  should  be  ‘fictional  non-fiction’,  that  is
fictional  themes  treated  as  if  real  (forbidden
texts,  travel  guides  to  fictional  places,  literary
analysis of unusual texts, biographies of fictional
or real – but deceased! - people, etc). These can
be  short  pamphlets  through  to  more  lengthy
booklets (say 100,000 words). Shorter pieces are
also sought for inclusion in Mythos Fragments II.

Reviews By Neil Wilgus

Small Press Voyager:
The Data Dump Files

– a selection of verse in
commemoration of Steve Sneyd

Atlantean Publishing, £3, 2018

If  you’re  familiar  with  SF/F  poetry  (or  a
regular  reader  of  The  Supplement),
chances  are  you  know  about  Steve
Sneyd… British poet, winner of the 2015
Grand  Master  Award  given  by  the  SF
Poetry Association, editor/publisher of the
unique  fanzine  Data  Dump.  And  you
probably know that Steve died last year of
emphysema at the age of 77.

Small  Press  Voyager  is  a
collection of SF poems, not by Sneyd and
not  about  him,  but  selections  from  his
Data  Dump awards,  his  UK versions of
the US-dominated SFPA. The award was
Steve’s  own  choices  and were  given  to
first, second and third winners, often with
two  or  three  joint  winners  for  each
category. Thus the selection of poems in
this chapbook has awards for first place,
joint  second and third  place,  as  well  as
shortlisted and longlisted poems he liked.

Poems  included  here  are  by
poets  such  as  John  Light,  Bryn  Fortey,
Cardinal Cox, DS Davidson, Vivien Foster,
Neil K. Henderson, John Francis Haines,
and editor DJ Tyrer, among others. (I even
have a poem included.)

I  look  forward  to  seeing  a
collected works of Steve Sneyd on down
the line. He was unique and his work will
not  be  forgotten.  Neither  should  this
chapbook be.

A Catalogue of the
Further Suns:

Precis of Reports Compiled by the
Preliminary Survey Expeditions

By FJ Bergman
Gold Line Press, PB, 2017, 39pp, $10

FJ Bergman takes us on a grand tour of
other  worlds  circling  other  stars  in  this
unique collection of verse. She doesn’t tell
us  much  about  the  Preliminary  Survey
Expeditions,  but  says  a  lot  about  the
civilisations it found – and, maybe, about
ourselves.

This catalogue of further suns is
full  of  surprises  and  regrets,  and  may
leave you with a sense of  wonder that’s
been missing in recent years.

Take, for  instance, the very first
poem  here,  Overtures,  where  the
expedition  has  to  leave the  planet  early
when  their  host  discovers  their  wound
rituals  are  so  different  from  ours.  On
another  planet,  everyone wants  to  be  a
magician,  on  another  the  natives  are
obsessed  with  finding  a  beginning,  on
another  the  Survey  found  no  remaining
life,  the  inhabitants  going  extinct  just
before the survey arrived.

Concluded on next page.

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Kabbalah-Secrecy-Scandal-Harry-Freedman-ebook/dp/B07HYB9JD4/


Blues
For The Hitchhiking Dead

By Andrew Darlington

I  just  came across  a  couple of  my old
hitchhiking  poems,  which  set  me
spinning  off  into  a  number  of  strange
memory-places.

There  are  three  phases  to  the
hitchhiking experience.

I can’t remember when I did it
first,  although there’s  always been that
wind-blown  vagabond  romance  about
the idea, the hung up on the street-corner
with your thumb in the air watching the
cars  go  by.  Certainly  when  I  stumble
across  Jack  Kerouac  hitching  across
America  coast-to-coast  it  was  a
thermonuclear  moment,  everyone
seemed to have a battered copy of  On
The Road stuffed into their back pocket.
That  bop-prose  still  radiates  the  luring
mythology  of  adventure.  But  even
before that I guess I picked up the bug
from the  wandering  Folk-poetry  of  the
restless early Bob Dylan songs, and the
Beatnik  affectations  of  that  troubadour
scene.  At his greatest,  Jackson Browne
catches the existential fire of standing on
the corner, ‘we may lose or we may win,
but  we’ll  never  be  here  again’ on  the
breathless knife-edge of now.

I  know  I  hitchhiked  down  to
London  with  a  friend  called  Peter
England while I was at college in Hull,
trekking  down the M1 motorway from
one lift  to  the next.  Finally  arriving at
the North Circular Road and imagining
we  were  there,  without  fully  realising
how  far  the  London  urban-sprawl
extends.  Hopping  a  tube  for  the  last
miles. We had this idea of walking the
streets  through  the  night,  high  on  the
buzz of the city, recharging at some all-
night  café.  We  gravitate  inexorably  to
Soho which was then at its craziest as a
lowrent bohemia of slightly disreputable
clubs  and  softcore  bookshops  spilling
out  into  the  street.  We call  off  to  pay
homage at the Marquee Mod R&B club,
Ronnie Scotts Jazzclub and the Colony
Room writer’s watering-hole which are a
legendary  part  of  the  Beat-life,  but  as
night begins to fall hard we reconfigure
plans and register at the YMCA instead.

We do  that  a  number  of  times
subsequently,  and  I  do  it  with  other
people too. The itch for movement just
hits. At that time there’s a cash-strapped
highway-gipsy  population  of  itinerant
students,  musicians,  layabouts  in
general,  and  at  every  M-way  sliproad
there’s a group thumb-tripping who form
a  brief  community,  evolving  the
etiquette of standing in an ordered line
so  the  first  there  gets  the  first  lift.

Naturally,  if  there’s  a  hitching girl  in short
shorts and long windblown hair she tends to
get priority attention from potential pick-ups.
I  remember  one  girl  hitching  with  a  large
dog, just for insurance against predators. She
still  got lifts. As we wait we get attuned to
each  mood  of  the  exhaust-fumed  air,  the
dandelions and garbage along the verge, the
breeze  coming  in  over  the  brow,  the
movement  of  clouds  that  might  threaten
drizzle to dampen your enthusiasm. We are
temporary allies in adversity, trading stories.
Where it’s good to get lifts. Where you wait
an eternity and the lift  never comes. About
weird drivers and manic rides. About mythic
women who travel forever up and down the
motorway  eating  at  transport  cafés  in
exchange  for  sex  with  truckdrivers.  They
become  fleeting  friends  who  get  whisked
away when that truck or estate car slows to a
halt  and  they  do  that  backpack  lurching
hobble to the open-door before it has chance
to  change  its  mind  and  pull  away  again.
Sometimes  the  between-lift  limbo  fritters
away into hours, at other times the next free
ride  is  immediate.  But  once  you  start
tripping, you don’t want to stop. You want to
keep  going.  It’s  a  big  planet.  It’s  not  big
enough.

When I start  doing readings of my
own I hitchhike down to Birmingham to read
in  a  Pub  music-lounge,  then  stay  over,
sleeping on a mattress on the host’s floor. I
go on to meet up with a writer studying at
Selly Oak University who I only know from
letters  and  magazines,  and  we  get  mildly
reeling together at a pub called ‘The Better
Ole’ which he explains to me is a reference
to First World War trenches. Back on the side
of  the  motorway  home  I  pass  the  Heinz
factory  where  the  aroma  of  tomato  sauce
hangs like rich fall-out in the air. Some lifts
are from bored business travellers who just
want  conversation  to  pass  journey  time.
Sometimes  it’s  big  trucks  on  long-distance
hauls. It makes sense not to contradict their
bigoted right-wing rants, unless you want to
be promptly dumped on the verge. Although
that happens. Once or twice there’s a weird
situation  where  some  creepy  guy  puts  his
hand on your leg while gear-shifting. Then
along the  circular  outside  Sheffield  we get
picked  up  by  a  white  abattoir  van  which
smells of dead meat, by a huge man with a
shaved head and single gold earring. Mostly
you just want to stitch this connection to the
next  one,  along the route  to  wherever  it  is
you’re  aiming  for.  Each  random  ride  is  a
stage closer.
………………………………………………

Send us your letters of comment!

………………………………………………

The Supplement will return in June.

Which  was  the  last  time  I
hitched?  I  remember  the  poet  Pete
Faulkner came down to stay over. We try
to hire a vehicle but it costs too much, so
we just hitch our way across Yorkshire to
the coast  to  stay over  with writer  Dave
Wright  in  Bridlington,  then  up  to  Filey
where George Cairncross published Bogg
magazine.  It’s  hot  summer.  We  wear
sandals.  George  has  a  small  gent’s
outfitters  shop  which  also  sells  tourist
novelties  to  weekend  trippers.  To  what
would  be  the  consternation  of  his
conservative clientele he lives in the flat
above which  is  crammed with his  vivid
collages and artwork, poems and books,
manuscripts  and  the  scent  of  the  big
duplicator in the corner which churns out
pages of subversive text. He has a large
barrel  of  ale  he’s  been  saving,  he  says
he’ll  only  open  it  if  we  drink  it  all
between us. Things gets crazier.

Then  there  comes  a  time  when
I’m  driving  my  own  car,  the  situation
switches around into the second phase. As
I  pass  hitchhikers  strung  out  along  the
sliproad  it’s  my  turn  to  pay  my  dues,
conscience-pricked  to  offer  rides  as  a
kind  of  Kharma  payback.  Now I’m the
host. I seldom pick up more than one at a
time.  Don’t  like  the  idea  of  a  stranger
sitting behind me while I drive, although
I’ve done that myself plenty. I pick up a
girl who’s hitching from Nottingham Uni
home to Hull. When Jimi Hendrix starts
playing on the radio I pull sharply into a
lay-by  to  listen,  for  the  duration  of  the
track.  It’s  only  later  that  I  realise  how
disturbing  that  rapid  detour  must  have
been for her.

The third phase – now, is that no-
one  seems  to  thumb-trip.  The  sliproads
are unpopulated. The haulage companies
impose bans on their driver’s picking up
passengers,  in  case  of  litigation.  Some
drivers  do  it  anyway.  But  not  many.
Perhaps the stranger-danger urban slasher
myth has contributed. Or maybe we just
prefer public transport, despite whinging
about cost and unreliability?

But I wrote some OK hitchhiking
poems,  and I’ve  still  got  those Kerouac
paperbacks.
…………………………………………

From previous page.
There are 29 poems in this fine

catalogue,  many  of  which  arrived  in
publications such as Star*Line, Asimov’s
Science Fiction,  Strange Horizons, and
others.  The poet was editor of  Star*Line
for  several  years  and  her  poems  have
won the Rhysling Award in both the long
and short categories.

FJ  Bergman  is  a  master  of
strange planets in a strange universe and
this  collection or precis reports  precisely
what you’ll find here. Don’t miss this one!
………………………………………………..


