
Issue 91 WThe SupplementW September 2019

Editorial –  Well, the year rushes on, but the booklet of
decadent poems, aptly named  Cosmic Decadent, has at
least  made  it  into  print.  The  next  issue  of  Monomyth
should be out soon and more before the end of the year.

 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website  is  no longer  current.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.

Best,
DJ Tyrer,

   Editor

The Atlantean Publishing Blog  (including PDFs,
prices and guidelines) is at :

http  s  ://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com  

Visit the wiki at
https://atlanteanpublishing.  fandom  .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

Tigershark ezine
issue 23

The High Tech, Low Lives issue is
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

Cosmic Decadent
Poems Sidereal and Terrestrial

Cover art by Frederick J. Mayer and poems
from Pete Cardinal Cox, Andrew Darlington,
DS  Davidson,  Clive  Donovan,  David
Edwards, Frederick J. Mayer, and DJ Tyrer.

Car Door Sans Car

Nonsense poetry from Aeronwy Dafies, DS
Davidson, Clive Donovan, Si Fox, DJ Tyrer,
and Don Webb.

Lunar Module

Celebrating the anniversary of the first Moon
Landing with poetry by DS Davidson, John
Francis  Haines,  Mark  Hudson,  John Light,
DJ Tyrer, and Neal Wilgus.

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

….....………………………………………..

View From Atlantis
now has five issue of genre poetry online

with a sixth due shortly
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 other
writing  advice.  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, and others.

£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, and others.

£3 (UK) / £5 (overseas)
Three-for-one offer applies.
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The V&A Dundee :
A Living Room For The City

By Neil Leadbeater

Dundee, whose economy was once said
to be built on the 'three Js': Jute, Jam and
Journalism,  has  long  since  reinvented
itself  and  is  today  promoted  as  "One
City, Many Discoveries" in honour of its
history  of  scientific  activities  and  of
the RRS Discovery,  Scott and
Shackleton's Antarctic  exploration
vessel, which was built in Dundee and is
now  berthed  at  Discovery  Point.
Biomedical and technological industries
have  arrived  since  the  1980s,  and  the
city now accounts for 10% of the United
Kingdom's  digital  entertainment 
industry. This year, with the opening of
the  V&A  Dundee,  the  first  ever
dedicated  design  museum  in  Scotland,
the city is now once again well and truly
on the map.

If  you  happen  to  approach
Dundee by train from the south, the view
of the city as the train traverses the 2.75
miles  across  the  Firth  of  Tay  is
breathtaking. Dundee’s connection with
the River  Tay and  its  maritime history
was  one  of  the  major  factors  that
influenced the winning design proposed
by Japanese architectural practice Kengo
Kuma  &  Associates  who  were
unanimously selected to create the V&A
Dundee  in  2010.  The  other  factor  was
the cliffs  to  be  found along Scotland’s
rugged coastlines, in particular, the cliffs
at  Noup  Head,  Westray.   The  parallel
striations of the rockface are accurately
depicted  in  the  exterior  design  of  the
building  which  leans  into  the  Tay  at
differing  and,  at  the  same  time,
aesthetically pleasing angles.  The walls
twist  both  horizontally  and  vertically,
creating shapes like wave formations or
the hull of a ship. These dramatic lines
create patterns and shadows that change
with the weather, moulding the building
into the seascape. 

Kengo  Kuma  was  keen  to
ensure  that  the  architecture  was  in
harmony with the river and the city. This
is  why  it  is  not  a  particularly  tall
building.  It  does  not  dominate the city
and  yet  at  the  same  time  it  makes  its
impact felt when you come close up to
it. Surprisingly, it does not dominate the
view of the city on the approach across
the Tay Bridge either. You have to really
seek it out if you want to see it from a
distance.  Once  there,  it  is  possible  to
walk through an archway in the middle
of  the  building which  frames  views to
the  river  and  to  the  city  in
commemoration  of  a  former  arch,  no
longer standing, which was built nearby

to welcome Queen Victoria and Prince Albert
to Dundee in 1844.

Unique architectural icons like The
Shard  in  London  and  the  Guggenheim
Museum in Bilbao inevitably attract their fair
share of  polarised views but most people I
have spoken to think that the V&A Dundee is
an  amazing  place.  Some visitors,  however,
have been critical  of the amount of unused
space inside the museum. My view is that it
is early days yet and the space is sufficiently
flexible so that it can be utilised in a number
of  ways  to  accommodate  changing
exhibitions. 

On  the  ground  floor,  there  is  a
welcome desk, café and shop and on the top
floor  there  is  space  for  several  exhibition
rooms, an exhibition shop, learning studios, a
resource  studio,  an auditorium, a  residency
studio and a restaurant and terrace. A picnic
room is located in between the ground and
the top floor.  One of  the exhibition rooms,
called the Scottish Design Galleries, houses
the permanent collection. Here you can see a
wide-range  of  objects  exploring  Scotland’s
design  landscape,  both  past  and  present,
ranging  from  architecture  to  furniture,
clothing  to  healthcare  and  engineering  to
video game design.

For me, some of the highlights were
a Denis the Menace comic strip first  made
for  publication  in  The  Beano  on  3  April
1960,  details  concerning  the  design  of  the
Forth  Bridge  which  was  the  first  major
structure in Britain to be built  of steel  and
reduced  the  journey  time  from  London  to
Aberdeen  by nine  hours;  the design  of  the
Falkirk Wheel, the first rotating boat lift  in
the world;  a  display  showing wrought  iron
work;  George  Logan’s  bookcase,  exhibited
by Wylie & Lochhead at the 1901 Glasgow
Exhibition, a hooded Orkney chair made out
of white pine, straw, grass and rush, c. 1900-
1920  and  a  faithful  reconstruction  of  a
conserved  and  restored  tea-room  interior,
known as ‘the Oak Room’ by Charles Rennie
Mackintosh. 

While  the  V&A Dundee  illustrates
the story of Scottish design, it also intends to
explore, through new commissions and new
international  partnerships,  what  design  is
globally.  The  excitement  of  the  V&A’s
connection with Dundee is almost palpable.
Returning home, I could not help but admire
Kengo  Kuma’s  vision  for  his  design.
Externally,  the  building  stands  its  ground
against  the  elements,  while  internally,  it  is
welcoming and warm. Kuma wants it to be a
space where people can spend time in a more
casual way... and not just a place where they
can look at design. In this regard, he refers to
this  new kind of  public  space  as  “a  living
room for the city.”

Useful information: 
Opening times: 10.00 – 17.00 daily. Closed
on 25 and 26 December. Entrance is free.

Email   vam.ac.uk/dundee@VADundee

Review by Arthur C. Ford, Sr.

Ode For The Time Being
By Rochelle S. Cohen
Available from Amazon

WOW! What a ‘gumbo’ of poetry Poet
Rochelle whips up!

She  dives  into  an  ocean  of
words  and  swims  through  eons  of
time,  temperaments,  love  lost,  love
pined  for  and  returns;  serving  us  a
menu  consisting  of  prose,  blank
verse,  rhyme,  and  non-rhyme,
seasoned with haiku and limericks.

Some  of  the  servings  I
especially  enjoyed  were,  The
Concrete  Jungle,  Autumn  Leaves
Underfoot,  Winter  of  My  Soul,  The
Sound of  Silence, Puffoonery,  and  I
Hear a Symphony.

Very digestible! This book is a
‘must read.’
…………………………………………

Need  help  with  your  book  manuscript?
Look  no  further!  Freelance  book  editor,
Raven Eckman, offers affordable reading
and developmental editing packages, and
is  open  for  business.  Check  out  her
website for current packages, past client
testimonies,  an up to  date portfolio,  and
more!

http://anewlookonbooks.com/

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

Articles Required

Articles,  reviews  and  opinion  pieces  are
required for the next and subsequent issues of
The Supplement (and  the  planned  journal).
Ideally  they  will  be  between  200  and  1000
words, up to 3000 words.
………………………………………………

Catastrophic Catalepsy
in the Catacombs

By John Francis Haines

Schrödinger’s cat
Stretched out on the mat
That dark box was no place for such a fussy
Dead-and-alive pussy
……………………………………………………..

New Poets Sought!

Awen and Bard are  always in  need of  poetry and
we’d especially like to see some more new names
appearing, so tell any poets you know we’d like to
see their work!

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Falcon_Scott
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Digital_entertainment
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/RRS_Discovery
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/RRS_Discovery
mailto:vam.ac.uk/dundee@VADundee
http://anewlookonbooks.com/


Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ, 
This  is  just  a  brief  note

acknowledging  receipt  of  my
contributor's  copy  of  the  Cosmic
Decadent booklet. Thank you. I thought
Clive  Donovan's  Bowing  Flowers and
your own  Lies were standouts.  Andrew
Darlington's  On the Death of  Algernon
Swinburne  brings  to  mind  W.B.  Yeats
supposed  reaction  to  his  fellow  poets
1909 passing – “that makes me king of
the cats”. If true, his own ‘reign’ lasted
30 years.

Best Wishes,
David Edwards

Dear DJ,
Awen 104 is a great issue! 
Reading Pam Harvey is always

a pleasure, I love her prose and poems.
Her light touch has an unobtrusive sharp
edge.  Waves shows her  easy,  effortless
mastery  of  flash  fiction.  For  All  We
Know is  ambitious,  psalmic  and
engrossing. Spectrum, amazing; it raises
questions  about  the  structure  of  reality
that I have asked myself, like, is reality a
spectrum  of  dimensions,  of  which  we
can perceive only four (3 of space + 1 of
time)? Do we sense higher dimensions?
How  many  of  them  are  there?  

Blood  on  Sacred  Stones and
Glory  of  Dead  Gods by  Matthew
Wilson,  A Dream  In  Bewleys  by  Paul
Murphy,  The Lik’ichiri  by DJ Tyrer and
Bones of the Abbey by Matthew Wilson
(again)  are  grand,  dramatic  micro-
fictional  verse  that  I  am  so  happy  to
carry  around  with  me.  During  the
working  day,  I  can't  watch  thought-
provoking TV mini-series at whim, but I
can  read  these  whenever  I  want!

Cardinal  Cox's Prince  Zaleski
Investigates makes  me  want  to
appreciate the rich, erudite versification
and  totally  new  (to  me)  content  by
reading it over and over until, without a
doubt,  I  ‘get  it’.

Dip Sea by Nick Armbrister is
really  refreshing.  Dogs  are  amazing,
humble  creatures.  

DS  Davidson's  and  DJ  Tyrer's
mastery  of  haiku  very  firmly  establish
the  5-7-5  haiku  in  English  as  a
perfectible art form in "Welcome brave
new world" and "First blast of summer",
respectively.  That  is  not  an  easy art  at
all,  in  my  experience.  Newbie  me,
maybe I should stick to the say-it-all-in-
a-single-line format.

Best,
Christine Despardes

Dear DJ,
Cosmic Decadent was great. I

especially  liked  Frederick  J.  Mayer’s  title
poem  and  Andrew  Darlington’s  On  the
Death of Algernon Swinburne.

Best wishes,
DS Davidson

Dear DJ,
Many  thanks  for  Bard 182  –  oh,

yes,  I  like  it  –  not  only  do  I  gaze  in  the
mirror and not see the young handsome chap
I know I really am (the brain insists I’m 17,
but the body says, “No, you fool, you’re 71 –
and bits are falling off!”), but I’ve morphed
into John Light in the process (hope he’s not
too offended – he’s a nice lad, not seen him
for many years). (See last issue’s correction –
Ed.)

Salut,
John Francis Haines

The Editor Replies –  Just look in the mirror
and you’ll see him!

Dear DJ,
T’Supplement  90 muscled its way

into my inbox and proved itself superior in
every way to its  marionette namesake with
the  geeky  specs  and  so-called  ‘powers’.
(Huh! When did Joe 90 ever carry an advert
for Tigershark?) And yet, as if to kick sand
in  the  four  eyes  of  the  string-worked
wunderkind, the spirit of Gerry Anderson has
been  evoked  in  different  form  by  David
Edwards – moonwalking proudly through the
cosmos  in  Space  1999.  There was  a  trip
down the space lanes of memory. Gerry (and
Sylvia)  Anderson,  stringless  human  actors,
and nary a pair of magic glasses to be seen.
(Though  Martin  Landau  may  have  been
wearing ‘super serious’ contact lenses.) What
not to like? Space 1999 is inextricably linked
in my mind with another space opera of the
period,  involving  a  planet  or  race  entirely
composed of women. I believe they found it
necessary to wear fairly revealing costumes
all  the time,  and no-one could have said it
was politically incorrect  (if  pc had existed)
because  they  were  ‘aliens’.  I  think  Dawn
Adams was the empress/queen and Gabrielle
Drake may have been in it, but I really don’t
remember.  (Even  the  revealing  costumes
might  be  wishful  thinking!)

Tearing  my  mind  back  to
T’Supplement,  I  was  totally  captivated  by
Neil Leadbeater’s review of Monet In Poetry
And Print. It’s strange to contemplate being
at  third  remove  from  the  paintings  first
celebrated by Michael Escoubas and then his
celebration  celebrated  by  Neil  Leadbeater,
but somehow I felt I was actually looking at
the pictures as I read the review. Such is the
power of one Neil’s descriptive writing and
the  other  Neil’s  capacity  for  belief.

A  footnote  to  the  footnote
comments  first  started  by  Christine
Despardes and continued by David Edwards,
back on Earth in the letters page. I identify

with  the  ‘extra  bookmark’  distraction
caused by endnotes, and would generally
prefer footnotes – though in some works
(I’m thinking of David Hume’s  Treatise
here) the footnotes can go on for pages.
Hume  himself  clearly  recognised  the
distracting aspect, and tended to confine
his  longer  footnotes  to  the  ends  of
sections.  The  real  problem  arises  when
you get a later annotated edition and the
new editor has no option but to resort to
endnotes  to  avoid  clashing  with  the
author’s original footnotes. The best one
can  do,  I  think,  is  cultivate  a  mental
‘standby’ faculty  with  options  to  leave
first the main text, and then the original
footnotes, ‘on hold’ in order to read the
end notes. Surely all the practice we get
hanging on the phone ought to speed up
evolution here.

Yours,  standing  by to  be  swept
through space,

Neil K. Henderson

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

Review by DJ Tyrer

From the Hercynian Forest
By Cardinal Cox

A5, unpaginated, free for SAE
Starburker Publications

58 Pennington, Orton Goldhay,
Peterborough, PE2 5RB, UK

In his latest booklet of poetry, Cardinal
Cox takes us along the twisting trails
of  folk  poetry.  It  opens  with  a
reference to the film The Wickerman
in  his  poem  On  the  Death  of  Lord
Summerisle,  references Frazer’s  The
Golden Bough, and even touches on
Wind  in  the  Willows  in  Midsummer
Hymn.

In  Barrow,  Cox  looks  at  the
modern-day  barrow opened  near  St.
Neots  as  a  depository  of  cremated
remains, looking back to the old days
of  barrow  construction  in  which
“Feasts  held  to  which  dead  were
welcome” and taking within to where
“are  found  niches  /  For  ashes  of
departed”.

Perhaps my favourite poem is
King  Winter in  which  said  seasonal
incarnation “is deposed / Thrown from
his  many-doored fort”  and we get  to
“Enjoy the scent of the last apple”.
 Recommended  to  all  fans  of
the Cardinal’s  poetry  and those who
enjoy folk-infused poems.
…………………………………………..

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!



Programmes
By Andrew Darlington

And  the  Oldsters  ramble  on  about,  ‘of
course, back then, you go to the Picture
House of a Sat’day night, and you get a
full programme of entertainment.’ Which
is true, you did. Hang on, before you blip
out, this is not another of those nostalgia
tirades  about  how  things  were  so
wonderful in the bad old days of the last
century. That’s not the point I’m about to
make.  Bear  with  me  on  this.  But  yes,
we’re  talking  the  1940s  here  and  the
1950s when a weekly trip to the cinema
did  deliver  up  a  full  and  varied
programme  of  entertainment.  You  got
value for your old pre-decimal Box-Office
coins. There was a full ‘B’-movie support
film, a cartoon, Movietone News – Pearl
&  Dean advertising,  trailers  of  ‘Coming
Shortly’  attractions,  and  then  the  main
feature,  the Big Film that was postered
alluringly in the displays outside. A mix of
cinematic  entertainment  designed  to
carry  the  viewer  through  the  evening.
There was no TV, so the news footage,
even though it was less than ‘new’ by the
time it  reached provincial  cinemas, was
the only chance you got to see moving
images of Royal tours, British squaddies
suppressing  the  unruly  populace  of
outlying parts of the empire, or the Prime
Minister  shaking  hands  with  delegates
from  lesser  nations.  By  the  time  you
caught the bus home, perhaps stopping
off at the corner chippie for a Fish & Chip
supper,  you felt  that  your entertainment
needs had been catered for in a broad
and inclusive sense.

It’s part of the mythology of the age
that the Royal Wedding of 2 June 1953
provided  the  spike  necessary  to  boost
the proliferation of home television sets,
although there was but a single channel,
in black-and-white, which only broadcast
for  a  limited  time each day.  TV aerials
projecting  from  the  chimney  were  a
status prestige thing. My Mother loved to
retell the story of talking to a schoolboy
in  the  1950s  street  of  a  north  Hull
housing estate.  “Which is your house?”
she asks. He points, “That one. The one
with  the  TV aerial.”  Suitably  impressed
she replies “Oh,  you have a television,
do you?” “No” he says, “only an aerial.”

Radio meantime, provides a similarly
mixed menu of programmes, attuned to
perceived listener-needs. There was the
Third  Programme,  the  Home  Service,
and the more popular Light Programme
which divides up the day with Big-Band
Music While You Work, a Morning Story,
a Pause for Prayer, a Soap – ‘Mrs Dale’s
Diary’  was  a  hugely  popular  fixture

capable  of  stopping  woman  shoppers
gossiping in order to hurry home in time to
catch  the  latest  episode,  then  a  lunchtime
Workers Playtime, in which comedians such
as  Arthur  Askey,  Dickie  Henderson  or  Ken
Platt (‘Allo, I won’t take me coat off, I’m not
stoppin’)  and  popular  singers  tour  Works
Canteens putting on shows. Later in the day
there  was  Daphne  Oxenford’s  Listen  With
Mother (‘are you sitting comfortably? Then I’ll
begin…’) for pre-school children, and evening
radio dramas such as the tense adventures
of detective Paul Temple.

The monopoly BBC took its Reithian remit
‘to  educate,  inform  and  entertain’  very
seriously.  Sunday  was  differently  structured
with  Two-Way  Forces  Favourites
broadcasting messages and request-records
to serving personnel abroad – at a time when
conscription was unavoidable. And there was
comedy – The Goons, Hancock’s Half-Hour
with  Sid  James,  Round  The  Horne with
Kenneth  Williams,  and  Jimmy  Edwards
school romp Wacko. At the cinema you were
presented with a fully structured evening of
entertainment.  Radio  offered  the  same.
Charles Chilton’s  1953 radio-serial  Journey
Into Space was famously the last radio show
to  notch  up  higher  audience  figures  than
burgeoning  television,  with  eight-million
listeners tuning in.

ITV was launched as a commercial rival
to  the  BBC  on  22  September  1955,
introducing the novelty of advertising jingles
to  British  viewers  whose  only  previous
experience of them was at the cinema, or by
picking  up  crackly  indistinct  Radio
Luxembourg  broadcasts.  My  socialist  uncle
refused  to  allow  the  family  to  watch  ITV,
fearing  its  corrupting  consumer-materialism
would have a corrosive influence. With ‘You’ll
wonder where the yellow went…’, ‘hands that
do dishes can be soft as your face’ and ‘too
good to hurry-mints’, it was, literally, a world
that  wasn’t  there  before.  While  product-
placement was outlawed, with familiar carton
and  can  logos  in  dramas  and  soaps
meticulously  obscured  (Coronation  Street
alternates  with  Emergency  Ward  Ten on
weekdays).  Yet  the  same  logic  persists.
Evening  viewing  is  structured  around  a
calculated mix. With children’s hour followed
by the news. A Hanna-Barbara cartoon and a
half-hour adventure serial (Richard Greene’s
Robin Hood).  A bought-in US sit-com such
as Mr Ed or The Beverley Hillbillies, and a
Game-Show (Double Your Money or  Take
Your  Pick).  There  was  a  big  hour-long
Western  –  Bonanza,  Wagon  Train or  a
young Clint Eastwood in ‘Rawhide’. Then, the
more mature evening content, current affairs,
or a film. BBC still closed down promptly at
midnight with the national anthem.

Again,  weekends  were  different.  There
were  Pop  music  shows  such  as  ITV’s

groundbreaking  Oh Boy pitched  against
BBC’s  more  formal  Juke-Box  Jury,
comedy (Morcambe And Wise who retain
the  old  theatre  stage-show  concept  of
emerging  through  curtains,  Frankie
Howerd  or  Tommy  Cooper),  and  big
variety  shows  –  Sunday  Night  At  The
London  Palladium,  which  wrack  up
colossal  viewer-counts,  largely  because
there’s  no  alternative  on  offer.  A
headlining  spot  at  the  Palladium  by  a
visiting American star guarantees national
audiences,  and  the  change  in  compére
from Bruce Forsythe to Norman Wisdom
provokes  a  major  talking-point.  BBC2
expands the range of channels, taking a
more up-market approach. But an evening
BBC1  slot  –  such  as  the  modest
unassuming  comedy  of  Harry  Worth,
ensures instant overnight stardom. Simply
because he was there, on the screen of
the  front-room  family  television.  There
was  no  escape.  But  when  it  works,  it
works  superbly  well.  The  first  series  of
Galton-and-Simpson’s  Steptoe And Son
are perfect little two-hander psychological
comedy  with  a  more  truthful  existential
bleakness  than  Samuel  Beckett,  while
Johnny Speight’s  Till Death Us Do Part
takes  kitchen-sink  honesty  into  daring
political  satire.  Over  on  ABC  The
Avengers with  Patrick  Macnee,  and
Patrick  McGoohan’s  stylish  seventeen-
part  The  Prisoner  catch  the  decade’s
playful surrealism to perfection. 

By  its  very  remit,  the  single  channel
must provide for all  minority tastes, from
darts  to  cookery,  from  gardening  to
religion,  from history  to  astronomy,  plus
Saturday-afternoon  wrestling.  Kenneth
Clark’s  thirteen-part  Civilisation,  a 1969
series of lectures justified the licence fee
in the way that David Attenborough’s eco-
wildlife series do today.  Soon there was
colour,  and  the  arrival  of  free-to-air
Channel 4, as late as 2 November 1982.
Movietone News at the local fleapit limps
on  until  1979,  but  had  long  outlived  its
usefulness.  By  then,  technology  was
loosening things up further. George Lucas
and  Steven  Spielberg  were  reinventing
cinema  as  the  Multiplex  Blockbuster,
abandoning  the  final  pretence  of
presenting a ‘programme’.

It’s  odd that  TV shows such as  The
Two  Ronnies and  Monty  Python’s
Flying Circus enjoy great success when
issued as  twelve-inch  vinyl  long-players.
This  was  the  only  opportunity  that  fans
and devotees got  to  hear  their  favourite
sketches  and  comedy  routines  on
demand,  over  and  over,  by  the  simple
expedient  of  skipping  the  gramophone
stylus back to the beginning of the track.
The  seismic  shift  occurred  with  the



introduction of the video recorder, Sony
Betamax in November 1975, followed by
VHS shortly afterwards in a raging format
war.  For  the  first  time viewers had the
opportunity of time-shifting their viewing
habits  at  their  own  convenience.  The
ratings  battle  of  pitching  top-line
programmes  against  each  other
overnight  becomes  no  longer  effective.
Videotape  allows  you  to  record,  and
watch  at  your  convenience.  It  also
accesses  a vast  range of  rental  video-
cassettes,  not  only  movies,  but  more
sexually-explicit  content  than  was
otherwise  available.  Choice  is  the  new
ingredient in the mix. With multiple TVs
replacing  the  single  family  front-room
focus, so that we can all watch our own
choice on our own screen in the privacy
of our own rooms.

The  BSB  package  –  launched
through  its  iconic  squarial  25  March
1990, merges with its pay-per-view rival
Sky-TV  after  barely  nine  months,  yet
together, they make slow but inexorable
inroads into the market. Into the selection
of  devices  and  platforms  coming  on-
stream  with  the  new  century,  the
Freeview,  firesticks,  Netflix,  catch-up,
broadband  hubs  and  beyond.  You  get
the picture? Because suddenly we all get
the  picture,  any  time  we  want,  on  a
device  of  our  choice,  when and  where
we decide. This is the real shift in a half-
century  of  media  delivery.  There’s  no
longer  any  need  or  relevance  for
structured programming. The concept of
appointment-to-view  belongs  to  a
previous age. Movies no longer feature
strongly on scheduling because they can
be  accessed  from  any  number  of
formats. We got what we wanted, but we
lost what we had. Smaller market-shares
mean lower budgets, hence the quest for
low-cost  high-appeal,  the  race
downmarket  for  the  magic  niche.
Consequently,  the  gonzo-clip
compilations,  nude  dating  shows,  and
true  crime  countdowns  that  rate  serial
killers in exactly the same way as they
list most-loved adverts. Murder as merely
an  alternate  celebrity  brand.  The  only
incentive to watch at a specific time and
channel is through reality-TV, in order to
watch the story evolving in real-time, for
the  opportunity  to  participate  and
influence  the  outcome  of  the  narrative
through  voting,  and  sharing  the
developing dramatic tension. The Reality
format persists, against dire predictions,
through a second decade. Maybe it’s the
normal, until the next new normal?

We  construct  our  own  menu.  We
jigsaw  our  viewing  pleasure  together,
then  Rubik’s  cube  them  into  the

configuration we desire. We no longer need
to be  dictated to.  It’s  not  top-down.  Choice
has been democratised  by commercial  and
technological pressures. To millennials, born
this century, it is the obvious state of affairs.
How  could  it  be  otherwise?  A  longer
perspective proves different. Oldsters ramble
on about Saturday night at the Picture House
where  they  got  a  full  programme  of
entertainment.  Which  is  true,  they  did.
Something lost. Something gained.
……………………………………………………

Reviews By John Francis Haines

Codex Yaddith
By Cardinal Cox
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Take a tour round the cosmos with Cardinal
Cox  as  your  guide,  but  “it’s  not  quite the
comos as you may know it, Jim” - true, it has
stars  and  galaxies,  quarks  and  black  holes,
but  some  of  the  planets  may  be  a  little
unfamiliar:  “The  starting  point  for  this
collection was the short-story  Through the
Gates of the Silver Key that Lovecraft co-
wrote  with  E.  Hoffman  Price  and  so  it
focuses on some of the worlds mentioned in
that  tale”,  so,  besides  such  well-known
names  as  Polaris  and  Algol,  you  will  find
Muthura,  with  “Curious  sentient  rocks  that
glow  in  the  dark”,  Kath,  “A world  whose
surface is just ash and bone”, Yaddith, where
“five  suns  rise”,  or  Nython,  “Where  pale
creatures dwell in dark pits”.

From a few microseconds after the
Big  Bang  we  range  across  time  as
civilisations  rise  and  fall,  and  strange
lifeforms have their moments of glory before
becoming extinct. As always, the ‘scholarly
footnotes’ provide a fascinating mix of fact
and  fiction,  adding  another  level  to  the
poetry. For those of you who are counting,
this is his fourteenth Lovecraftian pamphlet.

London Particular
By Cardinal Cox
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A huge  black  dome  of  St.  Paul’s  rears  up
behind a forest of spires on the front cover,
as if to say “he’s behind you!” – a sentiment
that  seems  to  permeate  this  collection  of
thirteen(!)  poems  about  “an  alternate
London”.

The  footnotes  provide  a  running
commentary and travelogue through a semi-
fictional  city,  so  you  are  never  quite  sure
where the facts end and the fictions begin.

I’m not sure if department SO23
ever existed in Scotland Yard, but that it
counted  Robert  Fabian  among  its
antecedents causes me to doubt, but there
was a  Black  Museum,  though if  it  still
exists, I’m not sure. (Now known as The
Crime  Museum,  it  still  exists  in  New
Scotland Yard; sadly, it isn’t open to the
general public – Ed.) “Capital map marks
Dock Green  and  Sun Hill”  and  “Hobbs
Lane tube line”.

It’s  a  London  of  waxworks,
execution  grounds  (“Dance  the
Paddington  Polka  /  Quick  upon  the
wooden stage”) secret caverns under the
city  with  spectral  boatmen,  a  stranger
with  nine  boxes,  of  immense  strength
despite  being  apparently  old  and  weak,
gives  Raffles  a  bit  of  a  fright  when  he
tries  to  burgle 347 Piccadilly,  and  finds
“Other people been here before”.

Jack  the  Ripper  and  Sweeney
Todd  make  cameo  appearances,  along
with Fu Manchu and Fabian of the Yard,
and of “Harold Wood” – “They fear his
arrival in Whitechapel”.

The  pamphlet  credits  “some
additional material by Rutland Dedlock”,
but gives no indication where this might
be.

It’s an enjoyable collection, and
if  you  have  the  time  and  inclination,  it
might be fun to use it as a guidebook and
see  how  many  of  the  places  you  can
actually find.
………………………………………….

Shape of Light: 100
Years of Photography

and Abstract Art
Tate Modern

By Paul Murphy

“Unless  photography  has  its  own
possibilities of expression, separate from
those  of  the  other  arts,  it  is  merely  a
process, not an art.” – Alfred Stieglitz

This  exhibition  offers  no
background  information  to  the  long  20th

century  but  goes  straight  to  the  early
pioneers of abstract art and photography.
In  the  beginning  photographers  followed
where  artists  had  led  but  the  inter-
relationship  of  the  two arts  was  later  to
change.   The  point  of  innovators  and
practitioners  was  to  make  photography
into  an  art  form  rather  than  a  scientific
process.  

In  America  photographer  Alfred
Stieglitz launched Camera Work (1903), a
journal  promoting  photography  as  a  fine
art and his gallery 291 in New York City
with  the  same  aim.   At  first  Stieglitz’s
photographs  embraced  painterly
techniques  but  later  he  began  to  take
photos  with  qualities  essential  to  the



medium.   His  relationship  with  Georgia
O’Keefe underlines  the new connection
between painting and photography.  

In  Britain  abstract  photographer
Alvin  Langdon  Coburn  (1882-1966)
worked alongside  American  writer  Ezra
Pound  and  the  Vorticists,  a  group  of
artists founded by iconoclast, writer and
painter  Wyndham Lewis (1882-1957)  in
London in  1914.   The group espoused
geometrical designs over realist ones to
suggest  modernity  and  the  urban
environment  as  in  Lewis’s  painting
Workshop (1914-15,  Oil  paint  on
canvas).   Coburn  invented  a  device
known  as  the  ‘vortoscope’  to  create  a
prism  that  fractured  the  photographic
surface producing kaleidoscopic effects.
Form is  beginning to  take the place of
content  in  his  Vortographs  (1917,
photograph, gelatin silver print on paper).

Brazilian  photographer  German
Lorca (1922 -)  sought to reproduce the
effects of  paintings like Piet  Mondrian’s
(1872-1944)  Composition  C  (No.111)
with Red, Yellow and Blue (1935).  His
Mondrian  Window  1960 (photograph,
gelatin  silver  print  on  paper)  seeks  to
relate Mondrian’s effects to the viewer by
making choices of perspective, cropping
and  lighting  rather  than  pointlessly
imitating  Mondrian’s  effects  which  are
intrinsically photographic anyway.  Lorca
is teasing out the possibilities of the new
medium rather as Mondrian is presenting
a light bulb in contrast  to the candle of
previous art.  

Parity  of  influence  of  the  two
mediums  is  demonstrated  by  Pierre
Dubreil  (1872-1944)  who  said:  “Why
should the inspiration that comes from an
artist’s  manipulation  of  the  hairs  of  a
brush  be  any  different  from that  of  the
artist who bends at will the rays of light?”
Dubreil’s  work  Interpretation  Picasso:
The Railway (c1911 photograph gelatin
silver print on paper) attempts to realise
the  cubist  dynamic  of  Picasso  and
Georges  Braque  (1882-1963)  as  in  his
work  Mandora (1909-10  oil  paint  on
canvas).   Dubreil  achieves  the
fragmentation implied by cubism through
photographic  processes  as a  challenge
to  the  medium’s  claim  to  objectively
represent  reality.   Cubism  was
challenging the assumed centrality of the
subject as a recorder of reality, implying
that the subject was more a collision of
viewpoints  suggesting  a  three-
dimensional  form.   Photography  was
following the new claims of art to break
down  centuries  old  assumptions  about
artwork and viewer.

In  the  1920s  artists  began  to
create a new visual language, to present

a  new  vision  of  the  world.   The  German
Bauhaus  movement,  visionary  figures  like
Aleksandr Rodchenko in Russia and theorists
and  practitioners  like  the  Hungarian  Laszlo
Moholy-Nagy  sought  to  create  an
independent  photographic  language.
Moholy-Nagy, a self-taught Modernist of great
influence who was introduced to photography
by  his  wife,  said:  “We  have  –  through  a
hundred  years  of  photography  and  two
decades  of  film  –  been  enormously
enriched…We may say we see the world with
entirely  different  eyes.”   Moholy-Nagy
recognised  the  medium’s  ability  to  capture
the emblems of modern life, from skyscrapers
to the inner workings of machines.  Technical
innovations  such  as  the  use  of  35mm
celluloid  cinema  film  to  make  photographs
meant  that  photographers  were  given  new
freedom  of  expression.   Experiments  with
perspective led Moholy-Nagy, for instance, to
adopt ‘bird’s eye’ and ‘worm’s eye’ view of the
modern  city.   Abstract  compositions  like
Laszlo  Moholy-Nagy’s  (1895-1946)  View
from  Berlin  Radio  Tower (1928-10
photograph gelatin silver print on paper) and
Theo van Doesburg’s (1881-1931)  Counter-
Composition VI (1925 oil on canvas) seem to
celebrate architectural  innovation and begin
to  present  the  world  in  new and surprising
ways  unknown  to  previous  generations.
Architectural  space  is  suggested  by
Doesburg’s  composition  and  the  flow  of
dynamic wires and interfaces.  

In  the  1920s  Moholy-Nagy  began  to
create  Photograms,  a  technique  known  to
photographers from the earliest experiments
with  the  medium  by  laying  objects  onto
photosensitive  paper  without  a  camera.
Instead of reproducing reality photographers
like Jean Arp  were exploring  photography’s
capacity to create new realities through the
manipulation  of  light,  chemicals  and  paper.
Photograms  were  taken  by  the  surrealists
and  proto-surrealists  like  Brassai  and  Man
Ray to further undermine the realist claims of
photography.   A further  development  were
Chemigrams  created  by  manipulating
photographic  chemicals  and  light-sensitive
paper.  Materials like wax, polish and varnish
were  used  to  block  chemical  reactions  to
create  new  effects.   Images  were  created
with no objective referent,  hanging listlessly
like Rorschach diagrams, open to any vague
interpretation.

“Naturally  while  working  in  the
darkroom I could not resist the magic of light,
its miraculous ability to create an image of its
own  on  photographic  paper  or  plate  –  an
absolute photography.  How little is needed
for its creation!” Bela Kolarova
…………………………………………………..

The Supplement will return in
November

Another Civil War?
By DJ Tyrer

It seems trouble is brewing in the unlikely area
of  alternative historical  fiction as  Americans
draw up in rival camps over the acceptability
of using the Confederacy in fiction.

I  became  aware  of  the  brouhaha
when reading RPG.net debates on the use of
the Confederacy in roleplaying games and the
decision  to  retcon  it  out  of  existence  in  the
Deadlands setting,  but  I  subsequently
discovered that a planned HBO series set in a
post-war Confederacy had been the target of a
campaign  to  prevent  it  from  being  made
before any real details had been released.

Now,  I  somewhat  understand  the
complaint  that  fictional  Confederacies,
especially in roleplaying games,  such as that
in Deadlands, have a habit of ditching slavery
a short time after fighting a war on the issue,
mainly  because  creators  want  them  to  be
available for players without them having to
be slave-owning villains. Yet, that wasn’t the
case  with  the  HBO  series  (instead,  keeping
slavery was offensive).

From this side of the Atlantic, it’s an
odd  situation.  A  Nazi-controlled  Europe  or
even an occupied Britain aren’t considered off
limits,  despite  the  war  having  ended  eighty
years  ago  –  within  the  lives  of  some  and
certainly  within  the  lifetimes  of  the  parents
and  grandparents  of  many  Europeans.
Compare that to the reaction to  a  Civil  War
that happened a further eight years before that.

I  have  seen  it  argued  that  the
difference between the two is that the Nazis
were  vanquished  and  aren’t  taken  seriously
anymore,  whilst  the Confederacy wasn’t  and
is.  Of  course,  that  ignores  the  fact  that  the
Confederacy  was vanquished  just  as
convincingly as Nazi Germany and whilst the
equivalent of deNazification may have seemed
less  successful,  it’s  probably  only  because
Americans are oblivious to events in Europe
that they think the Confederacy is really any
more credible than Nasizm.

Unlike  one  comment  I  saw claimed,
Holocaust  Denial  is  taken  seriously  far  too
often in Europe, to the extent that the potential
next Prime Minister of the UK is surrounded
by  people  who  hold  such  views,  and  the
statues  to  Confederate  officers  have  their
equivalent in the memorials to Nazi allies in
eastern Europe.

Yet, despite this, Britons seem to have
no problem with alternative histories in which
the Nazis win.

Except for the occasional sin of being
historically inaccurate,  there’s nothing wrong
with fiction set in worlds where the Nazis or
the Confederates  win.  Indeed,  they have the
potential to remind us of the evils of slavery
and  the  death  camps  and  might  encourage
readers to learn more about those events.


