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Editorial –  Thanks to everyone who has contributed to
this issue. Submissions are still required for future issues
– and I would love to see more letters of comment.

About the same time that you receive this, a new
issue of  Monomyth should also be available. Although
the release schedule has been disrupted, I am planning to
release two more issues, if possible. Hopefully there will
be  some  more  releases,  news  on  those  in  the  next
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 26

The Truth & Lies issue is out now.

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

home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/

DJ Tyrer’s One Vision remains available!

………………………………………...

Available Now
From Atlantean Publishing

Monomyth 19.1, 19.2, 19.3

All three 2019 issues of Monomyth are
still  available  -  £3  each  or  £6  for  all
three, thanks to the three-for-two offer.

.…………………………………………

Available Now
From Atlantean Publishing

Carcass Literature

A further  selection  of  decadent  verse,
featuring poetry from Cardinal Cox, DS
Davidson, Josh Maybrook,  Frederick J.
Mayer, and DJ Tyrer.  Just £1.50 (UK) –
3-for-2 offer applies.

View From Atlantis
now has 17 issues of genre poetry online

with an 18th due shortly
https://viewfromatlantis.wordpress.com/

…………………………………………...

The Pen

Submit upto 5 poems (<40 lines) to The
Pen via post (include SSAE) or email.

http://thepoetbandcompany.yolasite.com
thepoetbandcompany.blogspot.com

Twitter: @poetryplus

Sample: $4 (USA) / $8 (RoW)
PayPal: givemequality@yahoo.com

Cheque: Arthur C. Ford, P.O. Box 4725,
Pittsburgh, PA 15206-0725 (USA) 

Adverts are available from $10 for 1/8
page for one issue ($35 for four issues).

Please query for larger advert sizes.

Artwork

Denny  Marshall’s  award-winning
artwork is now available from Zazzle
on posters and coffee cups, with more
images coming…

https://www.zazzle.com/collections/
the_art_of_denny_e_marshall-

119482509555408634

www.dennymarshall.com

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

Arriving Shortly
From Atlantean Publishing

Monomyth 20.1

The  new  issue  is  nearly  here  with  a
bumper instalment of ongoing serial  The
Legend  of  Hengist  and  Horsa,  reprint
fiction  from  Dave  Austin  (The  Moss
Garden),  DS  Davidson  (The  666  from
Hell), and DJ Tyrer (Ye Tale of Ye Grale),
and  two  new  poems  from  the  pen  of
Aeronwy Dafies, plus cover art by David
Leverton.

This issue of  Monomyth is just £3 each
or you can order all three of the planned
2020  issues  for  just  £6,  thanks  to  the
three-for-two  offer  –  or,  you  can  order
this  issue  alongside  booklets  or  back
issues using the three-for-two offer.

https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
http://www.dennymarshall.com/
https://www.zazzle.com/collections/the_art_of_denny_e_marshall-119482509555408634
https://www.zazzle.com/collections/the_art_of_denny_e_marshall-119482509555408634
https://www.zazzle.com/collections/the_art_of_denny_e_marshall-119482509555408634
https://viewfromatlantis.wordpress.com/
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/
https://www.paypal.me/DJTyrer
https://atlanteanpublishing.fandom.com/
https://atlanteanpublishing.fandom.com/
https://atlanteanpublishing.fandom.com/
https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
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Review by Christine Despardes

Idylls of the Poet
By Cardinal Cox 

A5, unpaginated,  free for SAE
Starburker Publications

58 Pennington, Orton Goldhay,
Peterborough, PE2 5RB, UK
cardinalcox1@yahoo.com 

After  a  Spring-Summer  lockdown  that
gave me the opportunity to clean up and
tweak everything in my studio, I pulled
out my stack of Cardinal  Cox booklets
with  the  joyful  expectation  of  reading
them all  anew or  again.  I  started  with
Sack of Midnight, his improvisation on
the theme of  the  Mabinogion when in
the mail comes this new issue of his.

In  it,  he  spins  a  story  about
Tennyson's  Idylls  of  the  King as
inspiration  for  Pre-Raphaelite  art,  so  I
get  warped  even  further  back  into  the
time-space vortex of  Sack of Midnight
because  Tennyson  based  Idylls  of  the
King not only on  Morte D'Arthur but
on the Mabinogion, too. In Idylls of the
Poet,  the  Cardinal  also  gives  us
something unexpected: a new way to tell
a story.

Idylls  of  the  Poet is  more
densely  packed  with  verse  than  with
prose, and all of the verse is set in the
Arthurian milieu, weaving spells in our
minds that dissolve the illusion of time.
The prose is interstitial to the verse and
is set in Tennyson's time. He's back from
Cambridge  U.,  exploring  the
Lincolnshire  countryside  and  certain
compelling  visions  he  had  as  a  youth
there.  He  stays  at  an  inn  and  has
dialogue  with  whoever  or  whatever
might  be  occupying  the  neighbouring
room,  with  whom  he  regularly
exchanges  'triads'–  three  to  five  word
lines,  each  summarizing  an  Arthurian
legend – for Tennyson to develop longer
poems from. These narrated moments in
a  Victorian  present  about  Britannic
antiquity are iridescent in terms of space
and time.

The heart of the booklet consists
of  around  ten  of  the  developed  verse
compositions  that  follow  and  connect
with  the  triads;  each  is  of  the
approximate  length  of  a  sonnet,  with
four of them about twice as long. Their
titles  consist  of  –  in  parentheses  – the
name  of  a  Pre-Raphaelite  painting  or
graphic  artwork  that  was  inspired  by
(and  in  some  instances  illustrate)  an
Arthurian work of Tennyson's, or else by
Arthurian  legend;  outside  of  the
parentheses  are  the  name  of  the  artist
who did it and a date for the work. The
content  of  the  developed  verses  is  the
Tennyson character's improvisation upon

the theme of the artwork in the title of the
poem as  well  as  in  the  triad  it  follows.  A
dense  tapestry,  this,  where  everything  is
interconnected: past and present, fantasy and
history, verse and prose.

Idylls of the Poet leads to an updated
view of late 19th century Britannic painting
for me, which I once heard represents a surge
in Arthurianism, a general mood of chivalric
romance.  I'm  sure  that's  true.  Tennyson's
success at the time points to that. But a new
view  of  women  appears  with  the  Pre-
Raphaelite artists, too, that accompanies the
wave of popularity.

I admire the potentialities of women
that  the  Pre-Raphaelite  painters  and
illustrators present in a society that was until
then possibly innocent of such. One can see
in the paintings and illustrations that they are
not typically Victorian in style and bearing,
but the kind of women who, when they want
to achieve something, 'man up' and go do it.
……………………………………………...

Acid Test
By Pamela Harvey

I write this in September,
A time we will well remember –
Where those who feel
They’d like a test
For Covid-19 seek to find
The nearest place.

People who live in London
Need not feel they’re abandoned –
You can go to the Isle of Wight,
Where you can ease your current plight.
Or else, you go to Wales;
Or else, if you don’t drive
Perhaps you may contrive
To get a welcome lift
From someone who doesn’t give a sniff
About the virus.

Government plans
Will no doubt be improved*.
If not before time –
Personally, I have had something
Back in February.
But, my little antibodies,
If they existed, have by now flown
Into the wider Universe
Where winds of Space have blown
Them on to wiser worlds (we hope);
While we, on Earth, endure the slippery slope.

Of wondering how we all will cope
If our Authorities don’t give us hope
Of greater competence –

and, of common sense.
We all must feel we need some recompense
For previous cock-ups…
Perhaps someone in ‘charge’
Will pull their socks up!

* Or, not – Ed.

Micro-Review By Arthur C. Ford, Sr.

Her Lost Language
By Jenny Mitchell

publishing@indigodreams.co.uk
dawnidp@gmail.com

Wow!  Autobiographical!  Poet  Jenny
Mitchell(with  the  use  of  imagery,
personification,  hyperbole,  etc.)
constructs  emotions  of  experiences
and historical  horripilations  of  gains,
losses,  destructions  and  love  that’s
yearning to resurge!

I  particularly enjoyed reading
and  feeling,  Lost  Child,  Song  for  a
Former  Slave,  Emancipating
Ancestors,  English  Fields,  and  Her
Lost Languages.

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

Advertisement

Collected Essays
of Gary Beck

168pp,  ISBN-10: 9390202701

Available now on Amazon
in paperback and on the Kindle

A collection of political, social, economic
and  cultural  essays  that  explore  current
conditions  in  a  troubled  world.  A
collection  of  his  best  essays  with
concerns  for  modern  world  and  its
interaction with the government body that
rules over it.

A thoughtful provoking collection for the
modern age and future – Alexis Allison

Makes  connections  with  rare  clarity
about USA – The Wimpole Street Gazette

Justifiable  criticism  of  the  poet  in  our
culture –  Consciousness  Literature  and
the Arts

Very Provocative – Poetic Matrix Press

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

The New Normal
By DJ Tyrer

With great fanfare
They announced the new normal
It was official
This was how it would be
From now on
Not how it was

Then, suddenly
Everything changed
Again

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Collected-Essays-Gary-Beck-ebook/dp/B08G8CS9TQ/
mailto:cardinalcox1@yahoo.com


Letters to the editor

Hi, DJ,
I hope all is well with you and with

your  readers  and  contributors.
I'm grateful for your continuing the Black
and  Red  Mythos  by  means  of  Cosmic
Joke.  Thanks for the  availability as pdfs
(downloadable  from  the  website) of
Cosmic  Joke,  SuperTrump  and  A
Wuhan Whodunnit.

Hooray, TheSupplement 94
attained adequate volume for publication!
Andrew Darlington's Sailing to Graceland
tells  me  there's  more  to  Elvis  Presley's
singing  than  I  previously  assumed.
Cardinal  Cox's  First  Contact  tells  me to
grab  the  Arrival DVD  from  the  local
library shelf  where I saw it  almost  daily
just  before  lockdown.  African  art  has  a
significant place in the works of Picasso.
Thanks  to  Paul  Murphy's  Picasso  And
Paper  at  The  Royal  Academy,  31st  Of
January 2020  we can know why. In fact,
that  topic  alone  would  make  a  good
review.
Simultaneously,  Awen 108  was  more
brilliant  than  I  expected.  Every
composition in it is excellent and original,
your micro-fiction Unmasking an amazing
and  mysterious  evocation.  Am  I  also
seeing lots of new contributor names too?
Fresh!

The several COVID poems in 108
reinforce my slightly-unimportant opinion
that  artisan  literary  publications  are
journalism  too.  Atlantean  Publishing
gives one the opportunity to participate in
a  community,  which  right  now  trounces
my separation anxiety brought on by stay-
at-home and social distancing.

This  month,  until  a  pair  of
important  craft-related  offers  arrived,  I
was well on my way to finishing Thomas
Mann's…  (the  H.T.  Lowe-Porter
translation,  at  times  beside  the  original
German). I'm better equipped for that now
by means of the resource I wrote about in
TheSupplement 94.

Happy reading,
Christine Despardes

Dear Mr. Tyrer,
Some pandemically- (a word none

of  us  thought  we would be  using at  the
start of 2020!) belated comments on Awen
108 and Bard 190.

In  Awen's 108th masterful edition
Alan  Lacock's  Untitled takes  a  subtle,
haiku-like  turn  with  "Forty  nine  hearts"
beginning the last stanza; Empty Streets by
Aeronwy Dafies and your own  Covidiots
present, respectively, positive and negative
aspects of the global pandemic applicable
to any human habitation; after a somewhat
slow start  David M. Smith's  Family Tree
achieves deep poignancy in its last  three
paragraphs.

The highlight of Bard 190, for me,
is  the  chauvinistic,  and  wickedly  funny,

last line of Neal Wilgus' There It Is.
Best Wishes,

David Edwards

Dear DJ,
T’Supplement 94  arrived  here  like  a

footprint  in  a  bottle  on  Crusoe  Island.  If  I
could  just  winkle  it  out  and  get  it  on  the
ground, I could improvise some kind of crude
social distancing tool. Of course, a two-metre
print would have been better, but you have to
be grateful for what you can get.

My  upstairs  neighbour  continues
getting my shopping for me. Until recently, I
was manfully digging out bramble roots from
her back plot  (an area about  the size of two
bedrooms) and every day I kept finding more.
It  had  been  neglected  for  years  and  they’d
cloned under the surface. Whenever I looked at
it,  another row of little  red tips had surfaced
and I’d find great clumps of roots underneath.
It  was  getting  like  the  Spanish  Inquisition
rooting  out  heretics.  I  wasn’t  burning  them,
though.  Just  chucking  them  over  the  back
fence.  But,  with  April  being so  dry,  I  didn’t
have  an  excuse  not  to,  especially  since  the
digging conditions were so good. I kept telling
myself  the  roots  must  be  finite  but  I  never
seemed to get to the end of them. (I think it’s a
horticultural perspective paradox, but Bertrand
Russell’s History of Western Philosophy has
nothing to  say on the  matter  –  not  even the
thorny  dilemmas  section.)  Now  I’m  less
manfully mowing the replacement weed patch
to  keep it  under  control.  This has  led  to  the
discovery  that  cut  dock  leaves  smell
disgusting. It’s progress*, Jim – but not as we
know it.

In  contrast  to  this,  T’Supplement 94
almost  seems  rational.  Mind  you,  Christine
Despardes’s  critical  review  of  a  critique  of
Thomas Mann critiques nearly sent my fragile
balance of mind (ha! balance? what balance?)
into  a  vegetative  top-spin.  But  then  it  all
started to make sense, and will indeed be worth
remembering if I ever venture to read Mann’s
Dr.  Faustus.  I  have  a  copy  of  The  Magic
Mountain which I’ve been threatening to read
– but the threats may be just a cry for help.

Andrew  Darlington’s  Sailing  To
Graceland was,  as  usual,  an  enjoyable  read,
though I’ve never been greatly taken by Elvis.
My  mind  appreciates  that  his  voice  was
uniquely special, but it never touched my soul
the way it clearly did with Andrew. I’d have to
admit it must have touched a zillion souls in a
similar way, but to me on the outside the word
‘Elvis’ simply conjures  up ‘product’.  There’s
certainly  plenty  of  evidence  of  commercial
exploitation in the ‘Graceland experience’, but
that graveside frisson at the end was worth the
wait.

Interesting  point  at  the  end  of  Paul
Murphy’s  Picasso  And  Paper review,
suggesting  so-called  ‘primitive’ ethnic  art  of
Africa may be just as sophisticated as western
art. I’m reading Edmund Gosse’s  Father And
Son just  now,  and  the  word  ‘savages’
frequently appears, for all his enlightenment –
as if it went without saying that some cultures

were  at  a  lower  stage  of  human
development.  In  fact,  as  I  write,  another
Victorian liberal – Herbert Spencer – comes
to  mind,  doing  the  same.  It  was  Spencer
who  said  that  nothing  keeps  a  mind  in
“everlasting  ignorance”  like  “contempt
prior  to  investigation”.  Picasso’s  mind
seems to have investigated further.

As for Cardinal Cox’s First Contact,
he has aroused the sleeping bee in my space
helmet. If human beings can’t communicate
with each other, treat each other fairly, or
find peaceful means of coexistence here on
Earth,  how  is  it  suddenly  going  to  be
different  with  aliens?  And  what  kind  of
wishful  thinking  supposes  they’ll  be  any
better than us? Species don’t rise to the top
by being nice to their neighbours.

And  returning  to  the  subject  of
neighbours, my species of neighbours have
been very nice to me during lockdown (and
not  a  hint  of  world  domination).  I  only
hope I can make it on the outside when all
this is over. I might have to learn to shop all
over again.

Yours,  available  for  uprooting,  but
not unmasking,

Neil K. Henderson

*  A  lockdown  euphemism  for  insanity.

Dear DJ,
I was pleased to see T’Supplement

94 – it’s good to know you’re still  going
strong.

I  was  especially  interested  in
Andrew Darlington’s  Sailing to Graceland
because I visited the Elvis stronghld back
in  2008  to  attend  my  son,  Warren’s
marriage in the area. I was not a big fan of
Presley, but enjoyed the whole blues-jazz-
rock-&-roll  music  of  the  times.  While  in
Memphis,  we took the tour of Graceland,
which was pretty much the way Darlington
described  –  long  lines,  high  prices,
unanswered questions.

I’ve  never  visited  Nashville,  so  I
can’t comment on the RCA Victor Studios.
One  place  I  did  visit  that  Darlington
apparently didn’t was a small studio several
miles west of Graceland where much of the
music of the time was written and recorded.
Called Sun Studio, it was more interesting
to me than the Elvis home. I even have a t-
shirt from Sun Studio which I value a lot.

By the way, I was wrong about the
fanzine  Pablo  Lennis,  which  is  still
publishing  on  a  monthly  basis.  Check  it
out!

Yours,
Neal Wilgus

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

Got an opinion on an Atlantean product?
Want to respond to an article or letter?

Just have something you want to share with
your fellow readers?

Send us your letters of comment!



Cthulhu Triumphant
By Cardinal Cox

I wonder if H. P. Lovecraft felt some
satisfaction in  1928 when his  short
story  The  Call  of  Cthulhu was
published  in  Weird  Tales.
Composed of a number of unreliable
narratives  it  relates  the  slow
uncovering  of  a  secret  cult  that
spans  the  globe,  embracing
outsiders  and  the  downtrodden.  At
the sick heart of this conspiracy is an
ancient  alien entity named Cthulhu.
Before the doom of the dinosaurs it
dwelt  in R’lyeh, now located on the
bed of the Pacific where Cthulhu lies,
not dead but dreaming. Cthulhu itself
is  monstrously  described  as
possessing  tentacles  and
rudimentary wings.

Part of the plot of this story is
a recycling of an earlier tale (Dagon,
1917)  in  which  a  sailor  happens
upon  a  recently  erupted  island  on
which he finds an aquatic creature. I
see the long shadow of Edgar Allen
Poe’s poem The City in The Sea in
which  “Death  has  raised  himself  a
throne.”  Others  believe  that
Tennyson’s  poem  The  Kraken  was
an inspiration. This includes the lines
“Unnumber’d and enormous polypi /
Winnow  with  giant  arms  the
slumbering  green.  /  There  hath  he
lain for ages and will lie / Battening
upon huge seaworms in his sleep. /”
Cthulhu was referred to in later tales
by Lovecraft (who was always ready
to  recycle  an idea or  two) such as
The Whisper in the Darkness (1930)
–  in  which  a  character  “learned
whence Cthulhu first came, and why
half  the  great  temporary  stars  of
history  had fired  forth”;  and At  The
Mountains  of  Madness  (1931)  –  in
which it  is deciphered that the star-
spawn  of  Cthulhu  fought  with  the
Elder Things.

All this ornate mystery might
have  faded  from  human  memory
with  Lovecraft’s  death  but  for  the
efforts  of  August  Derleth  (the  Saint
Paul  of  the  Cthulhu  Mythos)  who
with  Donald  Wandrei  founded  the
publishers Arkham House. The initial
objective  was to  publish  collections
of Lovecraft’s work.

It was from these collections
that  Arkham  released  that  other
publishers  created  their  own
anthologies  (for  instance  Victor
Gollancz in the 1950s and Panther in
the  1960s).  Derleth  also  wrote  his
own contributions to the oeuvre and
encouraged  younger  writers  to  do
the  same.  Slowly  Cthulhu  seeped

into the counter-culture.
What is it though about Cthulhu

that struck such a chord? It  is an alien
entity that  led the worship of the Great
Old Ones (even if it perceived them only
dimly). Now though it sleeps and dreams
in  R’lyeh,  it  is  a  representation  of  the
subconscious and the irrational. It can be
(or it can inspire others to be) destructive
and hateful. It doesn’t need to justify its
actions by relating them to either ‘good’
or  ‘evil’.  It  makes  no  promises  to  the
powerless. If it ever awakes it will sweep
all  away.  The  best  its  worshipers  can
hope for is to be destroyed first so they
will  not  have  to  watch  others  suffer.
Cthulhu sleeps like  a flacid  pudendum.
Cthulhu  sleeps  and  we  navigate  its
dreams.  Cthulhu  sleeps  and  the  co-
ordinates  of  R’lyeh  are  close  to  the
Pacific’s pole of inaccessibility, the point
in the ocean furthest from any land. The
closest  humans are often those on the
International  Space  Station  passing
overhead.  It  is  where  satellites  and
space debris are deliberately crashed so
as to have little chance of hitting people.
It  is  potentially  the  source  for  the
oceanographic  sound  known  as  the
Bloop.

Cthulhu sleeps and yet its image
can be found on t-shirts, mugs, stickers,
posters,  record  covers  or  turned  into
statues  or  plush  toys.  The  secret  sect
has  gone  mainstream  and  Cthulhu  for
President  (“Why  Settle  for  the  Lesser
Evil?”) posters and pennants have been
a factor in elections for decades. All that
should sleep in us finds expression in its
tentacular form. Cthulhu sleeps, and so
does so much that was once good about
humanity.

Cardinal  Cox  is  responsible  for  the
Xothic  Sathlattae  Codex  Yr’m  and
Codex  Atlantis;  plus  the  scifiku/haibun
pamphlets  Codex  Yokai  and  Codex
Kaiju. 

Great  Cthulhu  is  the theme of  the  16th

issue of View From Atlantis.

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

Cthulhu’s Last Call
By DS Davidson

Final days of the Earth
R’lyeh rises from watery grave
Cthulhu wakes to walk the world
Jaded sybarites watch
Vaguely amused by this newcomer
To a dying world
A brief distraction
From the final guttering of the sun
And their deaths on a chill
And barren world

The Dying Earth
By Cardinal Cox

In the first half of the nineteenth century
geologists started to grasp that the age of
the  Earth  was  far  in  excess  of  that
promoted  by  the  established  churches.
When  evolution  of  life  became
recognised  in  the  second  half   authors
started  to  extrapolate  forward.  Towards
the  end  of  H.G.  Wells’  The  Time
Machine (1895)  the  Traveller,  after
departing  the  era  of  the  Eloi  and  the
Morlocks  (around  8  hundred  thousand
years in the future) voyages on to a beach
in the twilight of the world inhabited by
crustatinal  creatures  hunting  weird
butterflies.

William  Hope  Hodgson  twice
presented  visions  of  the  distant  future,
first  fleetingly  in  The  House  on  the
Borderland (1908) and then extensively
in  The Night  Land (1912).  In  this  the
sun  has  all  but  extinguished,  monstrous
beasts  haunt  a  landscape  lit  by  larva-
flows, and (possibly) the last community
of humans inhabit an enormous pyramidic
city.

During  the  1930s Clark  Ashton
Smith  wrote  a  series  of  tales  set  in
Zothique, a decadent final continent on an
Earth  beneath  an  aging  sun.  Here  only
necromancers hope to revive past glories.
Similarly,  Jack  Vance’s  series  of  books
beginning with The Dying Earth (1950 –
1984),  and  complimented  by  Michael
Shea’s  A Quest  for  Simbilis –  1974)
combines  magic  and  derring-do  in
sardonic  stories.  The  magic  though  is
much reduced to only 100 powerful spells
and magicians need to  pick carefully as
they can only remember three or four at a
time.  The  general  population  know that
they  are  doomed  and  living  during  end
times.

Michael Moorcock’s Dancers at
the End of Time trilogy (1972 – 1976)
amplifies  the  era’s  decadence  (the
characters  would  have  been  dressed  by
Biba) into the far-future where (unnoticed
by  the  protagonists)  the  universe  is
winding down. With (to quote Arthur C.
Clarke) “a suitably advanced science that
is  indistinguishable  from  magic”  raw
energy can create anything they want, let
alone need.

If the Dying Earth sub-genre is a
reaction  to  the  times  in  which  they  are
written then  surely  now is  the frame in
which  to  revive  this  form.  Threats  of
ecological  and  geo-political  doom
abound.

Myths from the Last Days of Earth is the
theme  of  the  17th issue  of  View  From
Atlantis.



Review by Harris Coverley

A Nest of Nightmares
By Lisa Tuttle

Paperback, 240pp, 2020, Valancourt
Books, Richmond, Virginia

Originally published by Sphere Books
in  1986,  Lisa  Tuttle’s  collection  of
weird  tales  A  Nest  of  Nightmares
was  republished  in  January  of  this
year  by  Valancourt  Books  as part  of
their  Paperbacks  from  Hell series.
Will  Errickson  (who  with  Grady
Hendrix  co-wrote  the  book  which
Valancourt’s series is named for) in his
introduction suggests that  the stories
could  be  considered  formulaic  or
predictable, but I believe this is selling
them  short.  I  did  not  get  much  that
was  clichéd,  and  if  the  point  of  a
horror  story  is  to  keep  the  reader
wondering  where  the  narrative  is
going,  then  Tuttle  succeeds  in  that,
even if the resolutions sometimes fall
flat,  or  the  narrative  seems
prematurely cut off.

The  stories  were  originally
published from 1972 to 1985, although
none seem in extremely different tone
from  the  other.  It  is  hard  not  to
‘psychologise’ Tuttle’s stories, as it  is
clear  that  many of  the emotions and
the fears present  and represented in
them  are  reflective  of  her  own.
Interestingly,  although  Tuttle  writes
frequently from the perspective of the
mother, she herself would not have a
child until her second marriage years
after this collection was first printed.

Tuttle’s  worries  about
motherhood can be divided into three
distinct forms:

1. That  somebody  or
something will do something awful to
her children.

2. That  she will do something
awful to her children.

3. That  her  children will  do
something awful to her, or each other.

It  could  be  that  Tuttle  is
analysing  these  worries  from  the
position  of  being  a  second  wave
feminist (she wrote the Encyclopedia
of  Feminism,  which  was  published
the following year), but the intensity of
the  anxieties  present  suggest
something far more personal. Another
recurring  element  in  several  stories
which  is  most  definitely  personal  is
that of an American moving to Britain,
Tuttle  becoming  an  expatriate  and
moving  to  London  in  1981  (and
marrying  Christopher  Priest  if  you
believe it).

Tuttle’s  prose  is  lucid  and
flowing, but remains rich (but not  too
rich mind), and is comparable to King
and Barker  in  this period,  not  just  in
style,  but  in  the device of  setting up

realistic  domestic  situations  for  the
supernatural  to  bleed  into.  Many  of  the
stories  were  selected  for  Year’s  Best
anthologies  when first  disseminated,  and
one can see why.

One suspects “Bug House”, being
at the front of the book, is the story in the
collection that Tuttle was most proud of—it
did place second in Locus’ 1981 best short
story poll after all. Within, a woman leaves
her  boorish husband to go stay with  her
aunt only to find her seemingly demented
state hiding a grotesque secret about her
decaying  house  and  the  odd  man  who
keeps dropping by. It’s a slow burner, but it
burns well and builds the tension towards
a very nasty end.

Dollburger, one of Tuttle’s earliest
stories, is short and ghastly, concerning a
little  girl’s  doll  collection and the strange
lies  we tell  children  to  amuse them and
ourselves (which might turn out to be true).
One element I particularly enjoyed in this
one was the conversation of the two girls
while pretending to be aristocratic ladies at
a  tea  party—it  shows  both  an  ear  for
dialogue and a great sense of character-
building,  while  also  constructing  a
believable domestic scene.

Community  Property  is  the  only
tale  in  the  collection  which  lacks  a
speculative element, and while emotionally
intense, is really a one note story. Flying to
Byzantium  on  the  other  hand  is  my
favourite in the whole book. Less a horror
tale than a surreal drama, it concerns an
insecure fantasy writer being flown out to a
tiny  town in  her  native  Texas  (the  same
origin  as  Tuttle  herself)  for  a  fan
convention,  only  to  be  sucked  into  its
world  of  brutal  mundanity,  finding herself
trapped, perhaps forever. Like Bug House
it burns slow, but that build-up really draws
the reader in,  and by the end you really
feel  the  protagonist’s  pain.  It’s  a  shame
this  one  has  never  received  much
attention.

Treading  the  Maze  follows  an
American woman in Britain attempting to
follow an ancient pagan maze and retrace
the  steps  of  her  late  lover.  It  has  some
good imagery and emotion, but that is all.
The Horse Lord concerns a writer and her
blended  family  (she  had  to  adopt  her
deceased  sister’s  children)  discovering
some  kind  of  effigy  in  the  barn  of  the
supposedly  haunted  house  they  have
moved  to,  and  the  perverse  and  deadly
influence it has on young minds (a type 3,
using  the  above  categorisation).  The
Other  Mother tells  of  a  newly  single
mother trying to make it as a painter while
her children are led astray by a mysterious
woman in white (this is actually both a type
1  and a  type  2).  Need stands  next  to
Community  Property as  one  of  the
weakest  stories  here,  although  it  is
competently done.

The  Memory  of  Wood  is  both  a
type  1  and  3,  and  concerns  a  wooden

chest with an evil secret which corrupts
a  woman’s  son.  A Friend  in  Need is
one of the more unique stories, a tale
of childhood trauma and friendship with
a bizarre twist. 

Stranger  in  the  House  was
Tuttle’s  story  for  the  Clarion  Writer’s
Workshop back in 1972, appearing first
in  the  Clarion  II  anthology. It  is
unfortunately a rather-thin story of time
travel and lost innocence.

Sun  City  gruesomely  (and
most  relevantly)  touches  on  US-
Mexican  immigration  and  their  border
culture, while the final story,  The Nest,
concerns two American sisters who buy
a house in  England,  only  for  the less
mature sister to be unable to drop old
damaging habits.

On  the  back  cover,  Neil
Gaiman  insists  that  the  stories  within
will “leave you strongly disquieted”, but
I admit I never really felt like that. All of
them  however  did  keep  my  interest,
and  the  best  of  them  are  definitely
modern  classics.  If  you  enjoy  “Horror
Boom” era books, this is a must.
..…………………………………………...

AB = C2

By Neal Wilgus

Ambrose  Bierce  (1843-?1914)  is
remembered for his Civil War stories and,
of  course,  The  Devil’s  Dictionary,  but
I’ve always enjoyed his poetry,  as  well,
especially those collected in  A Vision of
Doom,  edited  by  Donald  Sidney-Fryer
(Donald M. Grant, Publisher, 1980). Most
of  the poems in  A Vision of  Doom are
reprinted from  Black Beetles in Amber
(1892)  and  Shapes  of  Clay (1903)  and
many  reflect  his  outlook,  which  earned
him the label of ‘Bitter Bierce’.

Bitter or not, Bierce wrote poetry
which  followed  the  standard  traditions,
mostly rhymed and conventional in form.
In  Black Beetles, for instance, he begins
Avalon thusly:

I dreamed I was dreaming one morn as I lay
in a garden with flowers teeming –
On an island I lay, in a mystical bay,
in the dream that I dreamed I was dreaming.

And, it goes on like that for another ten
stanzas.  Pretty  tame  stuff,  but  soon  the
bitter  side  kicks  in  with  The  Perverted
Village,  a  sardonic  take-off  of  Oliver
Goldsmith’s The Deserted Village.

Then,  it’s  off  to  the  races  with
sarcastic  commentary  in  poems  such  as
To Dog,  A Rational  Anthem,  and  Arbor
Day, which urges:

Every pupil plant a tree:
It will grow some day to be
Big and strong enough to bear
A school director hanging there.



Many of the poems in  Shapes
of Clay are odes to friends, such as T. A.
H.,  J.  F.  B.,  and  Nanine,  or  to  public
figures in The Death of Grant, The King
of  Bores,  and  Montefiore.  More  to  my
liking is Laus Lucis in which:

Some sit in mystic meditation; some
Parade the street with tambourine and drum.

And, in keeping with his obsession with
death,  we  find  Tempora  Mutantur,  in
which Bierce writes:

Nay, show me but a Gorgon and I’ll dare
To lift mine eyes to her peculiar hair…
Straight as I spoke I heard the voice of fate:
“Look up, my lad, the Gorgon sisters wait.”

In his introduction to  A Vision
of Doom, Sidney-Fryer notes that Bierce
thought  Kubla Khan, by Samuel Taylor
Coleridge  (1772-1834)  was  the  most
nearly-perfect  poem  in  the  English
language.  Sidney-Fryer  also  notes  that
there are more than two hundred poems
included in The Devil’s Dictionary, so I
was not surprised to discover, in Bierce’s
definition  of  War,  that  he  quotes  from
Kubla Khan and calls Coleridge one of
the  greatest  of  poets  and  one  of  the
wisest of men. Which brings me to The
Laurel Poetry Series: Coleridge, edited
by G. Robert Stange (pb, 1959).

In  his  introduction,  Stange
suggests  that  it’s  important  to  consider
recurrent  themes  in  Coleridge’s  work
and  that  the  poem  The  Eolian  Harp
(1796) “introduces the most important of
the  reiterated  themes.”  In  his  notes,
Stange explains that the Aeolian harp is
named for Aeolus, god of the winds, and
is  a  stringed  instrument  that  produces
music  when  a  current  of  air  blows
through it.

This  recurrent  them  is  to  be
found in The Nightingale (1798), where
some “sudden gale had swept at once / A
hundred  airy  harps!”  and  in  Dejection:
An Ode (1802), where the wind “moans
and  rakes  /  Upon  the  strings  of  this
Aeolian lute,” and, later, complaining of
“That  lute  sent  forth!  Thou  wind,  that
rav’st without.”

Another  recurring  theme  is  to
be found in Frost at Midnight (1798), in
which  Coleridge  complains  “that  film,
which  fluttered  on  the  grate,  /  Still
flutters there, the sole unquiet thing.” In
a  note,  Coleridge  writes,  “These  films
are  called  ‘strangers’,”  suggesting  the
arrival of absent friends. In a poem titled
Lines  Written  in  the  Album  at
Elbingerode (1799),  Coleridge
complains  “like  a  departing  dream,  /
Feeble  and  dim!  Stranger,  these
impulses…”  And,  in  To  Two  Sisters
(1807), the poet tells of “A Stranger bid

it  feel  the  Stranger’s  shame –  /  My  eager
soul, impatient of the name, / No strangeness
owns, no Stranger’s form descries.” Finally,
in  Constancy to an Ideal Object (1828), he
waits  “Till  when,  like  strangers  shelt’ring
from a storm, / Hope and Despair meet in the
Porch of Death!”

But, wait – we haven’t even touched
the Big Three poems that are his best known.

First  is  The  Rime  of  the  Ancient
Mariner (1798),  to which Coleridge adds a
quotation  from  a  seventeenth-century
clergyman to the effect that “there are more
invisible beings in the universe than visible.”
Yet  another  stranger  is  in  the  long  poem
Christabel (1816),  in  which  the  mysterious
Geraldine  says  “All  they  who  live  in  the
upper sky, / Do love you, holy Christabel!”
Later,  another  character  tells  Christabel’s
father, “Thy words… / Are sweeter than my
hard  can  tell.”  And,  later  still,  he  calls
Geraldine “Sweet… / with arms more strong
than harp or song.”

And,  now,  we  come  to  another
stranger in Kubla Khan (1816), wherein:

A damsel with a dulcimer
  in a vision once I saw:
It was an Abyssinian maid,
  and on her dulcimer she played.

The dulcimer is not a harp, by the way, but a
stringed  instrument  played  with  hammers.
Alas, Coleridge was interrupted at this point
by a person from Porlock, so we don’t get to
hear the damsel’s song…

 Coleridge  was  addicted  to  opium
and  drink,  so  they  may  be  responsible  for
some of  his more bizarre fantasies,  but  it’s
possible to dig a little deeper into his poetry
just to see where it leads. Could the harp and
lute  be  taken  for  something  Coleridge
thought  was  a  message  from  unearthly
beings?  Were  all  those  ‘strangers’ actually
invisible beings that we might today consider
aliens  from  space?  Was  that  hammered
dulcimer some kind of contraption to answer
the Aeolian harp? And, was the voyage of the
Ancient  Mariner,  Coleridge’s  attempt  to
explain his eldritch visions?

Finally,  how  do  I  explain  the
mysterious  formula  AB  =  C2?  Well,  in
seeking  that  primary  element  of  being,  the
Monad,  please  note  that  Coleridge  only
touches on it once, in The Destiny of Nations
(1796), while Ambrose Bierce devotes a full
paragraph to the little Devil!

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

Articles and reviews are required for
forthcoming issues!

Any subject related to writing and the
arts – or, indeed, anything else if you
have something interesting to say!

Uncancel That Cancel
By DJ Tyrer

It seems we cannot go a day without
some new claim that a figure from the
past  is  beyond  the  pale.  Most
recently,  fantasy  author  JRR Tolkien
has  been  the  target  of  such
accusations with a claim that he was
a  racist  because  he  told  a  black
student  he  shouldn't  apply
'contemporary  literary  criticism'  to
Beowulf.

The  implication,  of  course,
was  that  Tolkien  didn’t  want  black
people invading his subject.

Unfortunately  the  'evil  white
professor banning black people from
studying white literature' claims rather
ignore  the  fact  that  the  class  was
primarily about language, not literary
analysis, so he was actually advising
him  not  to  waste  his  time  on
something that wasn't relevant to the
course  –  as  you  might  expect  a
professor  to  do  with  any  student,
regardless of race. (To put the course
in context – Lit and Lang were bitterly
divided  at  the  time,  not  things  you
could freely mix.)

It's  not  clear  if  Stuart  Hall
himself  believed  Tolkien  was  being
racist  as  the  only  description  of  the
discussion is a very brief reference in
his  memoir,  although  the  broader
context  of  his  reporting  of  his
experiences at Oxford would seem to
point to him not thinking so.

The closest to the possibility he
saw  it  as  racist  comes  in  that  he
refers  to  Tolkien  as  a  South  African
professor,  rather  than  by  name,  but
it's not clear if he's doing so to imply
racism  or  just  to  lightly  disguise
Tolkien's identity and it could be that
by  referring  to  him in  that  way he's
caused some people  to  infer  racism
where he didn't intend it. (Tolkien was,
of  course,  born  in  what  would  later
become  South  Africa  but  came  to
England age three and grew up to be
an opponent of apartheid.)

It's a shame that some people
seem determined  to  hate  Tolkien  to
the  extent  that  they  will  invent
reasons to do so. It's an even bigger
shame that their lies are then believed
by more people.

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

Unexpected wind
Tree shakes branches in surprise
Leaf escapes on gust

By Aeronwy Dafies



Reviews by Paul Murphy

The True History of the
Kelly Gang

Directed by Justin Kurzel

The True History of the Kelly Gang
comes  complete  with  bearded,
corpulent  Russell  Crowe  as  a
Godfather of crime (not a Godfather
of acting although one suspects that
this was his actual role).

There  have  been  other
interpretations  of  the  Kelly  legend,
previously  in  1970  a  version  with
Mick  Jagger  as  Ned  and  in  2003
Heath Ledge assumed the mantle of
the  eponymous  anti-hero  and
bushranger,  Ned  (Edward)  Kelly.
Heath Ledger’s interpretation of Ned
is  more  like  a  western  shot  in
Australia, Ned speaks with a strong
Irish  accent  and  his  protest  is
coherently and vividly depicted.

Justin  Kurzel's  film  True
History of the Kelly Gang concurs
with the Postmodern dogma that, in
the words of Nietzsche, 'there is no
such  thing  as  truth,  only
interpretation.'  Kurzel had previously
shot Shakespeare’s  Macbeth in the
manner  of  a  Sam  Peckinpah  flick
with  lots  of  groaningly  awful  slow-
motion decapitation.

However, there are also some
postmodern  reflections,  at  the
beginning  of  the  film  the  Macbeths
bury  their  child,  a  memory  never
touched upon by Shakespeare.   The
difference between Kurzel’s film and
earlier interpretations of the legend is
that this film wants us to know that
this isn't  a truthful  interpretation but
merely  a  presentation  of  the
subjective dimensions of the legend
viewed  largely  through  the
perception of Ned himself.

Firstly,  it  is  taken  for  granted
that  Ned's  grandfather  was  an
Irishman transported to Australia for
stealing a horse or some other trivial
offence.   The  breath-taking
unfairness is one of the reasons why
the Kelly gang evolve, and Ned uses
typical  myths,  that  he  is  a  son  of
Ireland and 'a son of Sieve'.

This  may  be  a  reference  to
sects and unlawful organisations that
once appeared in rural Ireland such
as  the  Whiteboys,  Ribbonboys,
Orangemen, Peep O' Day Boys and
others who existed on both sides of
the community.  However, Ned is not
very Irish, and his Irish prostitute wife
Mary,  played  by  Thomasin
McKenzie,  refers  to  him  as  a
'colonial'  with  a  pronounced

Australian accent.
The film is divided into 3 more or

less  equal  segments  which  are
signposted with headings in the manner
of  Lars von Trier  and earlier  Modernist
and Marxist authors.  The first segment
is titled Boy.

In brief, Ned's mother Ellen Kelly,
played by Essie Davis who was last seen
in  The Babadook,  an Australian horror
movie,  is  central  to  his  personal
evolution. She has retained a strong Irish
accent  and  strongly  Irish  Nationalist
sentiments  although  hazily  and
sentimentally drawn.  She is also a sex
worker,  employed  by  local  policeman
Sergeant  O’Neill,  played  by  Charlie
Hunnam,  with  a  pronounced  Durham
accent.

The  hierarchy  of  race  and  class
spirals  downwards  to  encompass
Russell Crowe's character Harry Power,
who  becomes  Ned's  mentor  in  crime.
That  the film fails  to  maintain  its  initial
impact is partly because of its insistence
on depicting Ned's internal rationalisation
of his actions and his willingness to add
to his own legend, indeed writing up his
own  life  story  as  it  unfolds,  seemingly
knowing that it will be viewed by posterity
in the way that he wanted it to be.

Thus, we are never totally sure if
the Ned Kelly narrative is merely in his
own  mind  or,  viewed  externally,  an
insurgency or an uprising that became a
heroic  failure.   Power  insists  on
humiliating Sergeant O’Neill to test Ned’s
readiness for a life of crime or resistance
which is also bound up with Ned’s strong
family  loyalty  and  dependence  on  his
mother.  

In the second chapter,  Man,  Ned
is fully grown and this time his antagonist
is another policeman played by Nicholas
Hoult.   The two chapters are propelled
by parallelisms and chance rather  than
by narrative ploys and authorial conceits.

Constable  Fitzpatrick,  played  by
Hoult, is a plausible, suave and adeptly
insightful  into  Ned's  agonising  as  he
reveals that Mary has given birth to the
child of his mother's would-be husband,
an American, who happens to be about
the same age as Ned himself.   Hoult's
performance is a highlight of the film as
is George MacKay as Ned.

MacKay,  last  seen  in  Sam
Mendes’  1917,  portrays Ned's  bravado,
foolish  uncertainty  and  rash,
temperamental  behaviour,  his
performance  is  a  tour  de  force.   Ned
possesses a print  of  an American Civil
War  battleship,  realising  that  he  must
become  the  ‘Battleship  Monitor’  (the
Monitor  was  a  heavily  armoured
battleship  with  a  shallow  draught
designed for use in harbours and rivers
with shallow bottoms.)

Ned  begins  to  design  body
armour for himself  and his would-be
insurgents.   The  gang  dress  in
women’s  clothing  stolen  from  a
brothel  they  frequent  and  seem  to
realise  some  connection  between
their  role  as  killers  and  their
ambivalent gender identity.

The final chapter concerns the
siege  and  death  of  Ned.   The  film
assumes  that  we  already  know  the
story, so the emphasis is now placed
on  understanding  Ned's  narrowly
subjective horizons and myth-making
appeal.

As  Ned  advances  out  of  the
shack  complete  with  his  infamous
body  armour  defence,  he  seems  to
personify  every  unformulated  act  of
resistance,  formed  on  an  emotional
level of protest but doomed to defeat.
Ned’s  stream  of  consciousness  is
depicted  as  a  concatenation  of  the
more or less overtly fantastical matter
that  he  has  summoned  over  the
course of events; the sons of Sieve,
the Battleship Monitor and all the rest
of the half-formulated mush that has
criss-crossed his mind.

He is captured alive so that he
can be hung in Melbourne gaol house
uttering the slightly  shambolic  words
'such is life' as anti-climactic as they
come  but  also  symbolically
appropriate  and  in  tune  with  the
legends  craziness  and  seemingly
Australian  appeal.   Ned  is  the
archetypal Australian  larrakin,  a mad
tempestuous  youth  with  a  heart  of
gold.   In  fact,  Ned  was  awarded  a
green scarf  in honour of his bravery
when saving a drowning boy from a
creek when he was 11 years old.  Ned
wore the scarf during the battle at the
shack, or so the legend says.

Andy Warhol
at The Tate Modern,

19th August 2020

Andy  Warhol  was  born  in  1928  in
Pittsburgh,  USA,  the  son  of
immigrants  from  Slovakia  whose
original name was Warhola.  Warhol
began  his  career  as  a  graphic
designer,  the  clean  delineation  and
unindividuated use of blocks of colour
is unmistakable.   Warhol’s main aim
was to make money from his talents,
but  he  also  wanted  to  be  taken
seriously as an artist.

He therefore sought to create
an  art-form  based  on  the  mass
production  techniques  of  post-war
American  capitalism.   Warhol’s
images of Campbells soup cans (100



Campbell’s  Soup  Cans 1962  by
Andy  Warhol,  Casein  paint,  acrylic
paint,  and graphite on canvas)  and
coke cans (Green Coca Cola Bottles
1962  by  Andy  Warhol)  imply  the
equalising impetus of US capitalism
where  rich  and  poor  consume  the
same products.

The  repetitious  banality  of
mass production techniques implied
in  such  artworks  as  a  legitimate
source  of  inspiration  and  influence,
as  something  just  as  important  as
depictions  of  the  crucifixion  and
Greek  legends,  for  instance.   This
became known as ‘pop art’,  a  new
artistic movement growing out of the
previous  orthodoxy,  abstract
impressionism, in the USA in the late
50s and early 60s.  

An  image  of  Marilyn  Monroe
from  1962,  painted  on  gold,
resembles  a  Byzantine  ikon  of  the
Virgin  rather  than  a  portrait  of
modern celebrity.  Warhol’s origins in
orthodox Slovakia may offer a clue to
the  origins  of  his  art.   Warhol
combines  the  essentially  modern
with  the  attitude  of  the  maker  of
icons, at once offering an experience
to  the  believer  of  intimacy  with  a
saint/celebrity  and  a  simultaneous
wariness of making ‘graven images’.

Orthodox notions of Mariolatry
seem to predominate in Warhol’s art
in  a  variety  of  forms.   From  the
Marilyn  Diptych  to  a  film  of  his
mother sleeping and speaking Rusyn
(the  language  spoken  in  Ruthenia
where  Judith  Warhola  was  born),
religious  devotion,  Hollywood  and
mother fixation all seem to percolate
through Warhol’s art.

Warhol  was  also  intent  on
depicting  America  in  the  60s,  a
period of ferment and change.  In his
Death  and  Destruction  series,
images  of  Elvis,  race  protests
depicting  black  protesters  and  their
tormentors, a woman in free fall from
a  New  York  balcony  underline  the
rapid  development  and  changes
America was going through.

Warhol’s  art  would  be  vapid
decoration  were  it  not  for  his
preoccupation  with  the  political
impact  of  the  times  the  artist  lived
through.  Images such as Black and
White Disaster #4 (5 Deaths and 17
Times in Black and White) imply the
slick,  lurid  media  fascination  with
destruction  as  three  people  wait  to
be  freed  from  an  upturned  car  by
rescuers.  Two naval cadets lie dead
in  the  front  seat.   The  blood-
spattered  faces  of  the  victims
intimate  the  terror  they  have
endured, one woman lies prone in a

bizarre  yet  intimate  posture.   The
repetition  of  the  image  heightens  the
sense  of  vicarious  voyeurism  and  the
empty black canvas opposite implies the
blank  fascination  with  death  or
emptiness. 

Iconic  celebrities such  as  Marlon
Brando (depicted as a biker in film  The
Wild  One),  Marilyn  Monroe,  Elvis  and
political  notables  such  as  Jackie
Kennedy,  dominate  Warhol’s  work  until
he  began  to  assemble  his  own
“superstars” in The Factory.

The  Factory  was  an  attempt  by
Warhol to fashion a workshop similar in
inspiration to the works of Renaissance
artists  like  Sandro  Botticelli  or  Albrecht
Durer  yet  with  a  completely  modern
outlook.   The factory  was dedicated to
Warhol’s  work  in  painting  until  film
became his new preoccupation.

Warhol  even announced his  own
retirement from painting in the mid-60s.
So-called  “superstars”  like  Edie
Sedgewick,  Holly  Woodlawn,  Nico,  and
Brigid Berlin populated Warhol’s films as
well as Warhol’s lovers, transexuals and
trans-gendered  people  marginalised  in
mainstream  culture  found  a  place  in
Warhol’s art.

The  films  were  never  remotely
popular  or  financially  viable  apart  from
his  work  Chelsea  Girls which  also
starred  Sedgewick.   Warhol’s  films
challenged orthodoxy,  dwelling primarily
on a single filmic element, time.  Warhol
began to manage pop band The Velvet
Underground and illustrated the iconic
yellow banana cover of the first  album.
This  was not  to be Warhol’s final  foray
into pop album cover illustration since he
designed  the  cover  for  The  Rolling
Stones’ album  Sticky Fingers in  1971
and  designed  a  screen  print  of  Mick
Jagger in 1975.

In  1968  Warhol  decided  to
relocate The Factory and one day after
the re-opening, Valerie Solonas, a one-
time  Factory  worker  who  had  had  bit
parts in some of  Warhol’s experimental
movies, delivered a volley of bullets into
Warhol.  Warhol  fell  to  the  ground
wounded,  taken  to  hospital,  he  was
declared dead but somehow the doctors
managed to bring Warhol back.

The  shooting  changed  Warhol’s
life  even  though  his  creativity  did  not
appear  to  slacken,  later  critics  believe
there  was  a  significant  decline  in
Warhol’s  productivity.   Paul  Morrisey,
Warhol’s  co-director  on various Factory
projects, believed that the shooting was
responsible for his early death at 58.
……………………………………………..

The Supplement will return in
November

Warhol’s mental and physical
health were affected by the shooting.
Warhol  ended  open  access  to  The
Factory  and  bullet  proof  glass  was
installed.   Warhol  had  to  wear  a
protective  corselet  and  his  wounds
were  a  source  of  constant  pain.
Photographer Richard Avedon (1923-
2004)  depicts  Warhol’s  agonising
wounds in a photograph displayed at
the  exhibition  and  taken  in  1969,  a
year after Solonas’ attack.  

When Warhol was called upon
to  create  a  painting  of  the  iconic
personality  of  the  20th Century,
Warhol  chose  to  depict  Chairman
Mao  (1972)  rather  than  other  iconic
personalities  like  Albert  Einstein.   In
this case, Warhol wanted to underline
America’s  relationship  with  a  rising
power  after  the  visit  of  President
Nixon in that year.

In his 1976 work  Skull Warhol
fashions  an  age-old  artistic  symbol,
the  memento  mori,  symbol  of  death
and  dissolution  but  imbued  with
hilarity.  In a series called Ladies and
Gentlemen (1975)  Warhol  depicts
Latino  trans-gendered  and  trans-
sexual  drag  artists  although  the
political  impulse behind the works is
obscure.   As  usual,  Warhol  simply
foregrounds  the  art  without
explanation.

By  this  time  Warhol  was
gravitating  away from the  radicalism
of  The  Factory  towards  celebrity
culture and by the early 70s Warhol
was an international celebrity like the
superstars he painted.  Later screen
prints offer even more gorgeous and
tightly  organised  imagery  such  as
Debbie  Harry (1980)  and  Robert
Mapplethorpe (1983).  

Tate Modern’s new exhibition of
the works of Andy Warhol is a difficult
but  worthwhile  task  even  during  a
pandemic  wearing  a  silly  mask,  my
hands  caked  in  sanitiser.   Warhol
would  have  concurred  because  the
show must go on!
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RIP

Charles R. Saunders
(1946-2020)

author of Imaro

Visit the Atlantean website for a review of
his  classic  tale  of  African  fantasy
adventure.

https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/2017/11/22/review-of-imaro/

