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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 (no promised news on that, due to life
getting in  the  way!).  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).

 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website  is  no longer  current.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 :

https://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 22

The Fantasy 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/

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

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

Available Now
From Atlantean Publishing

The Dark Tower
Volume Seven: The Fallen Tower

Poems  inspired  by  the  image  of  the  dark
tower from Cardinal Cox, Aeronwy Dafies,
DS Davidson, DJ Tyrer, and Matthew Wilson

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

….....………………………………………..

View From Atlantis
is our new webzine, the successor to

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

One Vision is  a  collection of  poetry  by DJ
Tyrer  available  to  download  for  free  from
the Tigershark website (upper left).

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.

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) / £5 (overseas)
Three-for-one offer applies.

….....……………………………………

Celebrate the 50th Anniversary of the
Moonlandings with

Lunar Module

a poetry booklet from Atlantean Publishing in
July for just £1.50 (UK) / £3 (overseas)

https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
http://crmenterprises-homebusiness.com/
http://crmenterprises-homebusiness.com/
https://viewfromatlantis.wordpress.com/
http://thepoetbandcompany.yolasite.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


Review by Neil Leadbeater

Monet in Poetry and Paint
By Michael Escoubas

64pp. ISBN 978-0-46-488-81-3.
Blurb, Inc. $15.95

Enthusiasts of ekphrastic poetry will find
much to admire in this collection of 57
poems by Michael Escoubas who serves
as an editor and staff book reviewer for
Quill  &  Parchment,  an  American
online journal of the cultural and literary
arts.

The  running  order  of  the
poems follows the alphabetical listing of
the  titles  of  the  paintings  and  not  the
chronological  order  of  Monet’s
compositions.  That  is  to  say,  it  opens
with  Autumn on the Seine at Argenteuil
and  ends  with Woman with  a  Parasol.
The  poems  are  far  more  than  verbal
descriptions  of  the  paintings.  Most
explore  the  relationship  between  the
natural world and ourselves, the way it
impacts with its beauty on our thought,
bearing and mood as the author inhabits
each  painting  mentally,  physically  and
spiritually  and  more  than  captures  a
sliver of the light. 

Throughout  this  collection,
Escoubar makes use of all the senses to
build  up  a  powerful  effect  of  “being
there”. In The Cliff Walk at Pourville he
feels the wind in his hair, in Evening at
Argenteuil he  hears  the  movement  of
oars  in  the  river  and  in  Wheat  Stacks
(End of Summer) he smells the fragrance
of  the  harvested  crop.  Sometimes  he
takes  a  step  or  two  back  from  the
painting to imagine a scene that occurred
a  few  hours  beforehand.  He  does  this
with the snow in Melting Snow at Sunset
by  describing  what  it  must  have  been
like  earlier  in  the  day  when  it  was
pristine  white  and  newly-fallen.  The
same idea is  used to dramatic effect in
Still  Life  with  Pheasants  and  Plovers.
Mention of all the things that are not in
the painting – the dog, the waiting, the
sudden rise  of  birds,  the  spray  of  shot
and  the  unseen  hand  that  dressed  the
birds – not only gives us a fuller picture
but also acts as an effective contrast to
the stillness of the painting. 

On  occasions  he  walks  right
into  the  paintings  and  engages  in
imaginary discourse with Monet himself.
He  is  with  him  in  Giverney  and

Argenteuil, and in the port  of Le Havre on
his custom-fitted studio boat. In other poems,
he  contrasts  his  present  surroundings  with
those  depicted  in  the  paintings.  The  hustle
and bustle of transport in his own city state is
contrasted with a single sailboat on the Seine
and an overcast day in Illinois is contrasted
with  a  bright,  sunlit  scene  in  Argenteuil.
Other  poems,  such  as  Pears  and  Grapes,
evoke a memory from his early childhood. 

Escoubas  employs  a  memorable
turn of phrase to bring his poems to life: we
encounter two people on a small finger of the
Seine  on  a  summer  day,  a  windmill  that
creaks and groans like the sound emitted by a
cello, a train that waits for its iron belly to be
coal-fed and a river that rushes its winter rain
out into the sea.

In  addition  to  the  poems  and
paintings, the book contains a brief overview
of  impressionism,  a  short  account  of  the
author’s  approach  to  his  subject  and  his
methods  of  interpretation.  A  list  of  the
paintings  included  in  the  book,  their  titles
and dates of composition together with some
notes  of  factual  interest  are  helpfully
included at the back. After a lifelong career
in the printing industry, Escoubas knows all
that there is to know about presentation and
all the elements that make up a good book.
This is a beautiful book. It is one to treasure
as  well  as  to  read.  Monet’s  paintings  are
suffused  with  light.  These  poems  are
suffused with joy. Fully recommended.

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

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.
…………………………………………….

Atlantean Publishing is closed to
submissions during July and August

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. 

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

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.  These  are  an
exception to our being closed to submissions in July
and August.

https://chrisd.tradebit.com/files
http://aestheti.cc/5xdj7


Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ,
Thanks  for  publishing  me  in

the  lastest  issue  of  Awen.  I  enjoyed
reading  Dilapidation,  The  Misty  Night,
Professional  Gods,  Brood,  Connection
and Recovery.

Yours in words,
Arthur C. Ford, sr.

Dear DJ,
There  is  a  brightness  in  the

skyline  over  Glasgow  where  the
heavenly  drops  of  northern  light
coalesce  to  confirm the  safe  arrival  of
T’Supplement #89 in my inbox. (Well,
there  was  for  a  bit.  Now it’s  raining.)
What  a  monolithic  milestone  on  the
well-travelled highway of inter-cerebral
word  communication  and  opinion
sharing! (And the Lord sayeth, “Ye shall
turn your words into thought shares.”) 

Of  course,  the  Andrew
Darlington article on hitch-hiking partly
sparked the foregoing and ignited some
ideas  concerning  the same.  I  have few
memories of actual  hitch-hiking per se,
though my uncle was always very ready
to pick up hikers on a do-as-you-would-
be-done-by basis. He himself had a well-
travelled thumb. And I  remember from
youthful  holidays  in  the  Isle  of  Arran,
Firth of Clyde, you didn’t need to hitch-
hike. The bus service was so infrequent,
car  drivers  would  stop  as  a  matter  of
course if they saw anyone walking, and
automatically offer a lift.  (I  doubt they
do now. I  haven’t  been  there  for  forty
years.)  Nowadays  I  have  a  handy  bus
pass, which is similar to hitch-hiking, in
that  you don’t  know if the guy behind
the wheel is a psychopath. Not long ago,
one  of  these  ‘differently  stable’ chaps
managed  to  cross  the  centre  of  a  dual
carriageway,  plough  through  a  garden
hedge  and  demolish  two  garden  walls
just round the corner from my home. He
also destroyed two parked cars,  one in
the  driveway  of  my  neighbour.  Bus
passengers were hospitalised for tests. I
never heard what happened to the driver,
but  he’s  probably  still  ‘at  it’.  Anyway,
the excitement and uncertainty of being
‘on the road’ (or ‘in the hedge’) persists.

A  good  mixed  collection  of
reviews  this  time.  The Neil  Leadbetter
Close review clicked and rattled a few
thought patterns in my dark room, while

your own review of  Kabbalah gripped and
intrigued me. In fact, I nearly missed my bus
through  reading  it,  and  did  in  fact  leave
home without my reading glasses and asthma
inhaler.  So,  if  the  driver  had  been  a
psychopath,  I’d  have  been  defenceless.
(Don’t tell me about “Secrecy, Scandal and
the Soul”.)

Yours,
taking the road less tarmacked,

Neil K. Henderson.

Dear DJ, 
I  just  finished  reading  the  PDF

version  of  the,  as  always,  concise  and
informative  Supplement.  Many thanks  and
congratulations. A couple of brief comments
on Issue 89:

Andrew Darlington's  Blues for the
Hitchhiking  Dead recalls  to  mind  a  guest
comedian's  joke  from  The  Tonight  Show
with  Johnny  Carson  back  in  the  80's:
"Hitchhiking  is  the  only  way  to  really  see
America... bound and gagged in the trunk of
a lunatic's car!"

Christine  Despardes,  in  the  last
paragraph  of  her  review  of  Under  the
Greenwood Tree  (by Cardinal Cox), shines
a light  on the too often overlooked literary
quality  of  footnotes  –  far  superior,  in  my
opinion, to endnotes which require a second
bookmark  while  reading  and  disrupt  the
narrative  flow  of  the  text  proper.  Writers
such as Ezra Pound and T.S Eliot (footnotes
in  The  Waste  Land command  almost  as
much  page  space  as  the  poem  itself)  are
barely understandable without a plethora of
footnotes. Regardless of genre, footnotes can
offer up an esoteric, informative, and highly
entertaining adjunct narrative to the writer's
text.

Best Wishes,
David Edwards

………………………………………………

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 your views!
………………………………………………………………………………………

Correction to Bard 182

John Francis Haines was miscredited as
John  Francis  Light  for  his  poem
Reflections. Apologies.
………………………………………………

Remember  Atlantean  Publishing  is  closed  to
submissions  (except  for  The  Supplement)  until
we reopen in September.

Dear DJ,
Thanks  for  the  latest

Supplement.  Andrew  Darlington’s
hitchhiking  reminiscences  got  me
thinking of some of my own experiences.
My family never had a car in my younger
days  so  I  was  far  more  ‘Lonesome
Traveller’ than ‘On the Road’. I did a lot
of hiking without the urgency of hitching.
Despite  this,  people  would  occasionally
offer lifts during heavy rain or late in the
day  when I  was  about  a  mile  from my
destination – or,  irritatingly,  when I had
already arrived there.

The  most  interesting  was  a
farmer in a jeep offering the final couple
of  miles  during  a  thunderstorm.  I  saw
something  black-and-white  in  the  back
and,  naturally,  thought  “Oh,  yes,  all
farmers  have  border  collies”  and
promptly  forgot  about  it.  As  we
progressed,  I  was  aware  of  grunting
behind  my  left  ear  and  some  heavy
breathing. “Oh, curious dog,” I assumed.
Then, it started to chew on my hair, so I
reached behind,  patted  it  on the muzzle
and said, “Easy, fella.” The farmer said,
“I’ll  stop  and  tie  him  down,  if  he’s
bothering  you.”  “He’s  just  curious,”  I
replied.  “No  worry.”  The  driver,
strangely, replied, “Eh, well… he terrifies
me. I’ve only just bought him.” Arriving
at  the  outskirts  of  our  destination,  the
barber-work  began  again,  so  I  reached
back for a second pat on the nose. This
time, it  had seen me coming and turned
its  head  aside  and  I  found  myself
grabbing hold of a very large ram’s horn!

Keep smiling,
Andy Robson 

…………………………………………...

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

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


Reviews by John Francis Haines

The Detective
By Cardinal Cox

Under
The Greenwood Tree

By Cardinal Cox

The Electronica Show:
Love In A Time Of Machines

By Cardinal Cox
Free for SAE from Starburker

Publications, c/o 58 Pennington, Orton
Goldhay, Peterborough, PE2 5RB, UK

The first of these two A5 booklets,  The
Detective,  is  Cardinal  Cox’s  twelfth
pamphlet  of  poetry  inspired  by  retro-
futurist  themes.  Usually,  alternative
histories concentrate on versions of the
twentieth century in which the Allies lost
the Second World War (think  The Man
in  the  High  Castle,  Fatherland,
Dominion), but Cox tends to focus on a
steampunk nineteenth century in which
real and imagined characters mix, and a
commentary is provided by footnotes.

In  this  pamphlet,  we  have  the
story of The Detective – who seems to
have  a  remarkably-long  life  (we  first
meet him in 1817, and leave him – still
working – in the 1890s), chronicled by
the unreliable narrator of the footnotes.
He  finds  himself  chasing  shadowy
anarchist  organisations  such  as  the
Peripheral  Committee  and  the
Cogmunist  Party.  En  route,  he
encounters  the  Bow  Street  Runners
(“Feelers  clearing  out  rookeries”),  the
Frost Fair (“Dressed in yeti fur hat and
muff”). During the American Civil War,
he  hears  tales  of  Captain  Nemo
(“There’s oil leaking from platforms / So
many  more  tropical  storms  /  Ice  is
melting  as  the  world  warms  /  What
would  Captain  Nemo do?”).  Disguised
as  a  member  of  the  Meteorological
Office,  as  he  attempts  to  infiltrate  the
Cogmunist  Party  (“Universal
brotherhood of men and machines?”), he
interviews  Charles  Babbage,  who  is
trying  to  sell  his  Comparison  Engine
(“loaded with facts”). He encounters Dr
Jekyll  (“Prescribing  Mercury  to
wayward  lords  /  Morphine  to  their
despoiled maids”). When we leave him,
it looks as if the Peripheral  Committee
are  in  control  and  are  helping  the
Martians (“The aliens they invited”) and
The  Detective  finding  himself  in  an
impossible situation.

A super little collection that  is
really  a  collapsed  novel,  leaving  you
wondering what a full-length Cox work
would be like.

Under The  Greenwood Tree  is  a
good example of Cardinal Cox getting hold
of an idea and running with it.  What if “in
1333 a renegade group of students and their
tutors  from  the  colleges  of  Merton  and
Brasenose left that town to establish a rival
university  at  Stamford”  and  what  if  they
brought with them druidism and established
that, as well, in the area.

Ancient  bits  of  folklore  and
mythology,  along  with  findings  from
archaeology,  form a  potent  and  convincing
mix of what could have happened, all given
added  plausibility  through  the  use  of
‘learned’ footnotes to the poems. Why should
there not be a  Robin Hood in Rockingham
Forest?  (“Rough  outlaws  in  the  forest  /
Prices placed on their heads”).

It’s a world of wells and trees, bards
and  minstrels  –  who  still  continue  today,
though they’re just as likely to have electric
guitars  as  lutes;  there  are  healers  and
herbalists, builders of mazes and carvers of
pagan  faces  on  hard-to-reach  parts  of
churches,  symbols and signs for  those who
can read them.

Beneath the surface of our modern
world  lies  another,  buried  in  myth  and
legends,  living  still  in  place-names,  rituals
and  memories  of  ancient  religions  which
never completely went away. “Time is just an
eternal ring.”

It’s  all  happening  round  Cardinal
Cox’s  neck  of  the  woods  –  musically
speaking,  anyway  –  as  described  in  The
Electronica Show.

Nigel  Sixsmith  was  born  and
brought-up in  the  Peterborough area.  From
electronics  as  a  hobby, he went  on to  start
The Art of Sound studios in London, and,
later,  to  work  on  sound  design  for  two  of
The Hobbit movies: “This now is the dawn
of the age of the machine / On the edge of
undiscovered Silicon Fen”).

Musical fanzines were “passports to
the underground scene”. One of the few still
surviving  is  Brian  Tawn’s  Hawkwind
Journal (now known as Hawkfan), based in
Wisbech.

A hip-hop  DJ,  Tim  Westwood,  is
connected  through  his  father  having  been
Bishop of Peterborough.  Ian Burden joined
The Human League as a session musician
and stayed to become a full member. Andy
Bell from Dogsthorpe formed  Erasure with
Vince Clarke. And, Rick Wakeman regularly
performs  in  the  area.  Also  mentioned  are
Shades of  Rhythm,  Andrew Midgeley and
Bob Stanley, and Keith Palmer, who joined
The Prodigy.

The central section of the pamphlet
is  a  two-part  poem,  Love  in  a  Time  of
Machines,  which  gives  the  collection  the
second  half  of  its  title,  and  is  a  hymn  to
electronics, robots, and a love that dare not
bleep its name, “I’ll be a robot for you baby /
If you’ll be a robot for me”.

We  must  not  forget,  of  course,
The Sonic  Energy  Authority,  Cardinal
Cox’s own band, which gained mentions
in  novels  by,  among  others,  Peter  F.
Hamilton and Robert Rankin.

To  convey  one  art-form  by
means  of  another  is  a  difficult  task.
Offhand,  I  can  only  think  of  Martin
Gray’s  verse-biographies  of  Jackson
Pollock, Modigliani,  and Charlie Parker,
or Brian Louis Pearce’s poems on the art
of Gwen John as successful examples of
this, so Cardinal Cox has done very well
to  evoke  both  music  and  electronics  in
these  poems.  The  footnotes  are  a  real
bonus, and provide much information.

What I really miss, of course, is
a  CD  or  tape  to  go  with  the  poems,
though I realise that the cost of this would
be  prohibitive,  as  you  really  itch  to  sit
down and listen as you read.

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

Available Now

Lone Stars 91
Poetry magazine

Email:
lonestarsmagazine@yahoo.com 

Single copy $6
Subscription 3 issues $20

4219 Flinthill, San Antonio,
Texas 78230, USA

…………………………………………...

Advert

My Love Affair With Olga
By Dr Tony Miller

James Green is an English RAF test pilot
and specialist in artificial intelligence. With
an  unexpected  turn  of  events,  he  finds
himself willingly handling an existing, but
forgotten,  project  for  the  Russians  to
produce  the  world's  first  and  most
advanced  artificial  intelligence  fighter
plane  –  a  plane  so  advanced,  it  is,  in
reality, creating itself.

Available  from  Austinmacauley.com,
Amazon, and all good booksellers.
………………………………………………..

Italian Hobby Advertiser

International  Exchange  and
Correspondence  Club  for  collectors  and
exchangers  of  stamps,  phone-cards,
coins, banknotes; also, pen pals.

Sample copy: US $6 / €5
Miss Schitan Elena, Via Cimone 2, Angolo

Pasubio 85, 36030 Caldogno (VI), Italy



Adrian Henri: 
‘Thoughts that move at
186000 miles/second’

By Andrew Darlington

Looking back on:

City Poems and City Music: 
Adrian Henri and Friends

Exhibition at The Whitechapel Gallery’
77-82 Whitechapel High Street

11 April-9 June 2019

We  start  with  the  wrong  tube  station,
emerging at Aldgate, instead of Aldgate
East.

So  there’s  a  short  walk,  the
May  sun  bouncing  off  the  pavement
turning it  all  into a Pop Art  collage of
bistros  and  cafés,  graffiti  (Free  Julian
Assange),  traffic  signs  and  shunting
vehicles. Old hunchback buildings firm
in the shadow of glistening new towers.
Drawn  by  a  small  sign  into  a  narrow
alley that smells of stale piss there’s the
anarchist  The  Freedom  Press  And
Bookshop. Established 1886 as a centre
for  libertarian  studies  and  activism,  it
continues  to  do  just  that,  with  a  wall-
pantheon  of  Emma  Goldman,  Peter
Kropotkin,  William  Godwin,  Michael
Bakunin and others. I was published in
their Freedom newspaper with rambling
ill-advised manifestos back in the 1970s,
so  it  is  by  fortuitous  accident  that  I
stumble across it now.

A few doors further along the
High  Street  there’s  the  Whitechapel
Gallery.  In  1975,  an  exhibition  City
Poems And City Music celebrated Adrian
Henri and his cohorts here, so it’s a good
time  and  place  to  revisit.  Walking
through the double-doors into the gallery
instantly  hurls  you  back,  with  a  huge
screen showing a large roaring roly-poly
Adrian  onstage  in  various  animated
guises,  as  poet  and  front-man  of  the
rambling  Liverpool  Scene  performance
band. There are glass-topped cabinets of
memorabilia, but the best strategy is to
circle  the  walls,  stalking  the  gradual
evolution of his work. He wasn’t born in
Liverpool  –  across  the  Mersey  in
Birkenhead,  but  Liverpool  is  where  it
begins.

There’s  a  copy  of  Sphinx
magazine with the Allen Ginsberg May
1965 quote about the city being ‘at the
present  moment,  the  centre  of
consciousness of the human universe’ in

red lettering on a black background. And for
a  while,  it  must  have  seemed  that  way.
There’s  a  handout  for  ‘The  Machine’
Happening held at the Liverpool ‘Hope Hall’
(16  January  1962),  torn  posters,  sackcloth
and  graffiti,  daubed  screens  in  a  dark
basement,  while  taped  siren-sounds  and
traffic-noise create ambient discord. Then his
Death  Of  A  Bird  In  The  City (1954)  is  a
feathery-splatter  print  that  also becomes an
event, an experimental happening with John
Gorman and Roger McGough (19 December
1962),  one  which  effectively  confuses  the
local  press,  ‘Living  Art  –  but  it’s  so
confusing’  complains  a  baffled  review.
Adrian spent time teaching in the Manchester
College Of Art where he does the ‘Piccadilly
Station  Drawing’,  and  a  tie-in  poem notes
that the on-display ‘daffodils are not REAL!’
Since William Wordsworth, poets supposedly
eulogize  daffodils,  but  Henri  adds  the  Pop
Art twist that these are artificial – a free gift
from ‘Omo’ soap-powder.

American  culture  was  a  vibrantly
loud  trans-Atlantic  refutation  to  English
post-war drabness, a lure he catches in pen-
and-ink sketch homages to Miles Davis and
Charles Mingus (his Tonight At Noon lifts its
title from a Mingus LP), broken up with text
and lettering, but ‘I liked Jazz too much to
want  to  mess  about  with  it.’ His  Pop  Art
collages are incorporated into blotchy action-
painting,  with  Mother’s  Pride,  Kellogg’s
Corn Flakes and a ‘Guinness For Strength’
sticker. Drawing on advertising and everyday
household  product  names  is  a  new  and
innovative technique pioneered in the UK by
Richard  Hamilton,  but  spoofed  in  24
Collages no.6 with a mulligatawny soup can,
slyly  substituting  Andy  Warhol’s  Campbell
label  for  a  typically  British Heinz  product.
There  was  Père  Ubu,  René  Magritte  and
Alfred  Jarry.  And  Beat  Generation  writers
too.  Ginsberg’s  judgment  was  in  part
opportunistically  provoked  by  the
Merseybeat  explosion  as  the  Beatles
reinvented Rock ‘n’ Roll and took it all the
way  back  to  where  it  once  belonged.  Paul
McCartney  is  listed  as  supporting  this
retrospective. Liverpool was in global focus.
But  Adrian  Henri’s  lyrical-art  cross-over’s
were happening in pub backrooms and cellar
clubs – in league with Roger McGough and
young  protégé  Brian  Patten,  witty,  sharp,
open,  accessible…  and  popular.  Bypassing
the academic’s dead attempts to keep art and
words  elitist,  by taking  them to the  streets
and  dock-front  boozers  where  they  find an
instant response.

The  full  original  painting  of
Adrian’s  The  Entry  Of  Christ  Into
Liverpool In 1964 forms a kind of nexus,
a homage to James Ensor,  an ambitious
poem, a link through into its performance
on  a  Liverpool  Scene  album,  an
anticipation of the Sgt Pepper cover-art.
The move into Rock is both logical and
inevitable.  Rock  itself  was  melting  into
fluidity, McGough was in the Top Ten as
part of Scaffold, there were the Fugs and
the Mothers extending the scope over the
event-horizon,  Dylan,  Paul  Simon  and
Leonard Cohen were poets who also sing.
The  entire  point  was  always
interdisciplinary, Adrian’s poems want to
paint,  his  paintings  have  text  and
typography – a collage for  Art In A City
has  a  handwritten  ‘Mersey  Maude  who
sells  poems at  the  Pier  Head’ spiralling
through  it,  and  his  words  are  always
declamatory. The Penguin Modern Poets
no.10  –  Henri,  McGough  and  Patten,
titled The Mersey Sound (1967) sells as
though it’s a Pop record, into reprint. All
three  poets  write  Bat-poems,  and  a
Batcomposition (1967) collage is made up
of  the  Caped  Crusader,  Penguin  and
Robin. Fronting a band takes him onto the
Rock  circuit,  colleges,  university  union
halls,  festivals.  New  audiences,  and
maybe financial viability. 

Down the right-side exhibition-
wall are posters of Liverpool Scene, with
Savoy Brown at Birmingham’s ‘Mothers’
club, 5/- tickets from the Porters Lodge of
Cheshire  College,  an  idyllic  blue
psychedelic  nude  Festival  poster-couple,
with  Edgar  Broughton  at  the  ‘London
College of Printing’ with a price-hike to
6/6d, the Bath Festival Of Blues in June
1969.  In  the  glass-top  cabinets  are
cuttings and Melody Maker ads for gigs
at  the  Roundhouse  and  the  Marquee.
Adrian was still, and always a poet. For
the  ‘Poetry  Now  Festival’  in  1968,
Chesterfield,  he  was  reading  alongside
Edwin Brock and George Macbeth.  And
there’s  a  2/-  copy  of  Underdog no.7
magazine.  But  stand  up  close  to  the
screen as Liverpool Scene play the Isle Of
Wight Festival and it’s almost like being
there,  your  shadow  on  the  screen,  the
images rippling across you.

Yet  as  the  ragamuffin  group
finally  get  to  tour  America  through
October 1969 – playing with Sly And The
Family  Stone  (October  5),  Adrian
assembles a series of seven collages made



up diary-form from bits of memorabilia,
picked-up scraps of newsprint halftone,
scuffed  funny-paper  frames,  a  MOMA
Film Reservation ticket, a Fillmore East
Walk-in  Permit.  Continuity,  within
innovation.  Then  more  poems.
Performance. Books. Art.

Adrian  Henri  died  20
December 2000 following a debilitating
stroke  two  years  previous.  His  poem
Adrian Henri’s Last Will And Testament
appoints  ‘Messrs  Bakunin  and
Kropotkin’ as  executors.  Their  images
are  part  of  a  wall-pantheon  down  a
narrow alley that smells of stale piss a
few doors down. 

City  Poems  And  City  Music
then. City Poems And City Music now,
curated  by  his  long-term  partner
Catherine Marcangeli, with live sessions
to  come  from  Pete  Brown,  Libby
Houston, US experimentalists ESCAPE-
ISM,  and  Thurston  Moore.  While
outside,  the  May  sun  bounces  off  the
pavement turning the world into a Pop
Art collage.

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

Space 1999 in 2019
By David Edwards

The  American  retro  Sci-Fi  channel
Comet TV ran a marathon of  Space
1999 episodes  this  Memorial  Day
(May 27th). Originally airing for two
seasons – with 48 total episodes – in
the mid 1970's  on British  television
(and  in  worldwide  syndication),  the
Gerry and Sylvia Anderson produced
series is  still,  even after  more than
four decades, visually spectacular.

The  story  is  of  the  moon
(with  its  human  colony  Moonbase
Alpha) blown out of Earth's orbit by a
nuclear waste-fueled explosion, then
the  three-hundred-plus  forlorn
colonists  ("Alphans")  search  for  a
way back to Earth or a new home.

Owing not only to the brilliant
special  effects of Brian Johnson (of
2001: A Space Odyssey fame) but
also the sanitized white emphasis of
both costumes and sets, as well as a
pulsating  soundtrack  and  use  of
innovative camera shots,  the series
looks as if it could have been filmed
yesterday… minus modern film and

TV's addiction to CGI effects.
What  also  stands  out  are  the

elements,  in  addition  to  an  exorbitant
budget,  that  led  to  the  series  early
demise:  silly  plots  (including  the
implausible  underlying  premise  –  why
wouldn't  a  moon wandering  away from
the  sun's  warmth  quickly  freeze  below
the  level  of  even  artificially  sustainable
life?),  one-dimensional  characters,
humorless  dialogue,  and  often
overwrought acting.

Series  stars  included  Martin
Landau  (as  Moonbase  Alpha
Commander John Koenig) Barbara Bain,
Barry  Morse  (Season  One  only),  Nick
Tate, and Catherine Schell (Season Two
only), Some noteworthy guest stars were
Roy  Dotrice,  Ian  McShane,  Brian
Blessed, Joan Collins, Christopher Lee,
and Peter Cushing.

Unfortunately  this  marathon  of
approximately  ten  episodes  did  not
include, in my opinion, two of the series’
best  offerings:  Season  One's  The  Full
Circle,  in  which  Alphan's  exploring  a
mysterious  planet  devolve  to  caveman
status; and Season Two's The Immunity
Syndrome, where a being composed of
blinding light drives humans insane with
its efforts to communicate.

Space  1999 did  not  achieve
longevity, wide popularity, nor even a cult
following  fervent  enough  to  initiate  a
franchise  reboot  (unlike  Star  Trek or
Battlestar  Galactica)  but,  thanks  to
resurfacings,  like  Comet  TV's  Memorial
Day  marathon,  we  are  at  least
occasionally  reminded  of  the  series’
innovative  and  ahead-of-its-time  visual
style.
………………………………………………

Reviews by DJ Tyrer

Detective TV Brioche
By Christine Despardes

Street Skills
By Christine Despardes

PDFs for £2 (PayPal) from
https://chrisd.tradebit.com/files

These  are  two  of  the  new  PDF  poetry
collections released by Christine Despardes
(although I am not reviewing it,  I  can also
highly  recommend  The  Tristan  Cycle,
having  released  it  as  an  instalment  of  The
Bards!).

 Detective TV Brioche primarily
draws  its  inspiration  from  television
detectives  from  Poirot  and  Sherlock
Holmes  (Mycroft  Living  Large is  too
short to quote, but made me chuckle) to
Scandi-noir.

not guilty (“Bedbugs rolled their
eyes at me”) was another one that made
me chuckle, as did Flash Noir.

In the poem Backdrop, Christine
introduces us to DCI Chartrian who went
“From  hardened  nun  to  Detective
Constable, / forensics to DCI” who “gave
up the order and left the convent / but her
faith,  not  at  all”.  Although  not  named,
she’s likely the  Female Action Hero of a
later poem in which “Prayer beads or the
ikons /  serve as  bridge back to  reality.”
Something  that  is  echoed  in  V  is  for
Vespers,  in  which  DVDs  are  “how  I
process ikons now recently / like prayer
beads.  /  I  watch  them,  pray
spontaneously”.  I would be interested to
see more of this DCI!

A fun and entertaining collection
of  poems  that  I  would  definitely
recommend,  especially  if  you  like  to
binge on box sets of detective dramas!

Street  Skills is  a  collection  of
stand-alone prose and blank verse.

Sudden Truth  looks back to  the
war  in  Bosnia.  The  Carolingian
juxtaposes  the  aftermath  of  the  era  of
Charlemagne,  with  threatening  Saracens
and  Vikings,  (via  a  reference  to  a
reference to a lack of history – a seeming
double entendre as it could refer, equally
erroneously,  to  both  the  USA  and  the
narrator) with the present of feral youths.

A similar  juxtaposition  of  past
and  present  occurs  in  The  Byzantine,
which looks to the menace the inhabitants
of Constantinople felt in its final days and
modern excess.

In  Regime,  Christine  sees  “the
roots,  in  all  of  us,  of  totalitarianism”
thanks to the passivity of electorates that
switch off the TV rather than face what
their  governments  get  up  to  throughout
the world.

This  is  a  clever  collection  that
questions  much  that  is  wrong  with  the
modern  world  and  seeks  to  inspire
thought. Highly recommended.
…………………………………………..
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will return in September
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