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Editorial –   I’m glad to have a new issue with you at
last. This issue ought to have been with you last year, but
health  and  personal/family  issues,  followed  by  the
irretrievable  breakdown  of  my  laptop,  meant  I  was
unable to get it out until now. My apologies.

On a related note, if you have had an article or
review accepted for The Supplement that you submitted
via email and which has not yet been published and isn’t
in this issue, please get in contact with me as I may be
missing some after the laptop’s demise. Likewise, if you
had a poem accepted for Bard in the latter half of 2020
that you sent via email that hasn’t been published, please
be in touch as it may have been lost.

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

28 issues are available for download
with another due in the near future.

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 20.1, 20.2, 20.3

All three 2020 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 (RoW) – 3-for-2 offer applies.

View From Atlantis
now has 23 issues of genre poetry online

with a 24th 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) 

Available Now
From Atlantean Publishing

Zombie Zoo

The  2020  Hallowe’en  horror  booklet
boasted  twelve  poems,  both  scary  and
scarily  funny,  within  its  covers  from
Aeronwy Dafies, DS Davidson, Gary W.
Davis,  Mark  Hudson,  Donna  McCabe,
David  Norris-Kay  (Dave  Austin),  Tina
Rath, and DJ Tyrer.   Just £1.50 (UK) / £3
(RoW) – 3-for-2 offer applies.
…………………………………………

A  vailable Now  

The Collected Plays II
of Gary Beck

393 pages, ISBN 9390601991 

Published by Cyberwit

Available from Amazon

https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Collected-Plays-Gary-Beck-II/dp/9390601991/
https://viewfromatlantis.wordpress.com/
https://tigersharkpublishing.wordpress.com/home/issues-of-tigershark-ezine/
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Review by Paul Murphy

Aubrey Beardsley at
The Tate Britain

20th August 2020

Aubrey Beardsley  was  born in Brighton
in 1872. Beardsley lived his life with an
awareness that he would not live long for
he suffered from tuberculosis which was
at that time incurable. Beardsley was not
the  only  artist  to  have  contracted  the
illness.  Poets  and  composers  like  John
Keats,  Frederic  Chopin  and  Carl  Maria
von Weber all died from TB. The German
novelist Thomas Mann wrote a study of
the  treatment  of  TB  in  his  novel  Die
Zauberberg (The  Magic  Mountain).
Beardsley seems to have been determined
to perfect his art which was reduced to the
simplest  materials  and means,  black  ink
on paper (there are some few exceptions
where  he  uses  colour).  His  work  is
condensed, reduced in size and scale, yet
Beardsley’s  imagination  was  expansive,
his  creativity  seemingly  inexhaustible,
playful,  and  boundless.  Significantly,
there is no trace of self-pity to be found in
Beardsley’s  art.  Beardsley  seems
comfortable with a feature of his life that
might  have  crushed  weaker  people,  the
foreknowledge that he would not live to
grow old.

Tate Britain’s exhibition is inherently
and  predictably  biographical,  telling  the
story of Beardsley’s life in chronological
order  yet  also  dwelling  on  early
influences  and  later  legacy.  After  some
early successes when he published some
drawings  in  the  school  magazine,  for
instance,  Beardsley  began  work  on  his
first  major  commission.  This  was
composed of drawings for the  Le Morte
D’Arthur by Thomas Mallory (1892) for
the  publishing  house  J.M.Dent  &
Company. This was a substantial series of
prints. The sample drawing that clinched
the  deal  was  The  Achieving  of  the
Sangreal (1892).  Dent  declared  it  ‘a
masterpiece’  and  it  was  used  as  the
frontispiece  for  Volume  II.  Beardsley’s
early influences included the woodcuts of
Albrecht  Durer.  Beardsley  references
Durer’s  work  St  Jerome  in  his  Study
(1513-14) in his print How la Beale Isoud
Wrote  to  Sir  Tristram (1893).This  early
work  demonstrates  the  first  attempt  by
Beardsley  to  find  an  authentic  and
personal style.

Like  many artists  of  the  time,  Beardsley
was also interested in Japanese prints.  These
had begun to be appreciated in the west from
the 1860s onwards when Japan began opening
to the west both politically and economically.
The  exhibition  traces  Beardsley’s  interest  in
Japan  and  references  the  work  of  Utagawa
Kuniyoshi  (1798-1861)  and  his  work  A
Maiden dancing at the Dojoji Temple (before
1861,  woodblock  print  on  paper).  Flat
decorative  patterns,  reduced  perspective  and
stylised  imagery  typify  Kuniyoshi’s  work,
traits  which  are  all  present  in  Beardsley’s
prints.  Of  course,  Beardsley  work  is  also
reminiscent of the Pre-Raphaelite movement.
Isoud,  for  instance,  strongly  resembles  Jane
Morris. In fact, it had been the Pre-Raphaelite
artist  Sir  Edward  Burne-Jones  who
recommended  Beardsley  to  the  Westminster
School of Art. Beardsley and his sister Mabel
had  sought  out  Burne-Jones.  Eventually
brother and sister acquired a house in Pimlico
and lived together (leading to malicious gossip
without evidence that Beardsley had given his
sister  a  child  which  she conceived and then
aborted. This was the kind of ugly slander that
followed Beardsley around throughout his life
and  posthumously  too.).  Burne-Jones  later
complained  that  Beardsley  had  shown
ingratitude, comments possibly summoned by
Beardsley’s association with Oscar Wilde.

Gradually Beardsley was becoming part of
the  Aesthetic  Movement  which  had  been
initiated  by  the  Irish  writer,  Oscar  Wilde
(1854-1900).  The  Aesthetic  Movement  had
been a reaction to the prevailing orthodoxy of
naturalism,  it  gave birth  to  the  fin  de  siècle
theory of aestheticism or ‘art  for art’s  sake’.
Beardsley’s  and  Wilde’s  destinies  were
intricately  bound  together.  Some  of
Beardsley’s  best  work  were  his  illustrations
for Wilde’s play Salome (1893). For instance,
Beardsley’s  illustration  The Dancers  Reward
(1893) where  Salome gazes  into the  listless,
dying  eyes  of  Iokannan.  Somehow  the  two
figures seem to merge. In, The Climax (1895).
Salome  floats  in  mid-air,  gazing  into
Iokannan’s (John the Baptist’s) eyes, declaring
"J'ai baisé ta bouche Iokanaan, j'ai baisé ta
bouche" ("I  have  kissed  your  mouth,
Jokannan,  I  have  kissed  your  mouth.")
Iokannan’s blood drips down into the waters
below,  nourishing  a  lily  which  shoots
upwards, symbolising his purity. Intriguingly,
Beardsley  often  draws a  signature  caricature
of Wilde and leaves it for the viewer to find
hidden among the details of the image he has
summoned up. The decadent and erotic themes
of  Beardsley’s  art  are  echoed  in  Wilde’s
Portrait of Dorian Gray and J.K.Huysman’s A
Rebours (Against  Nature,  1884).  Huysman’s

novel had been a reaction to the pervasive
doctrine  of  naturalism in  literature  which
had been pioneered by, among others, the
French novelist Emile Zola. It is referenced
in  Wilde’s  novel  and  reference  to  it  was
brought up at Wilde’s trial. 

Wilde’s fall from grace had a decisive
effect  on  Beardsley’s  life.  Although  it
appears that  Beardsley both tolerated and
sympathised with alternative lifestyles, he
was not a follower of Wilde but merely a
member of his circle. This did not matter
because  Beardsley  was  soon  to  be
convicted,  guilty  by  association,  and  the
sentence?  Beardsley  lost  his  job  as  art
editor of The Yellow Book, a journal which
typified the fin de siècle,  in  other words,
the  last  decade of  the  nineteenth  century
with  its  twin  doctrines,  aestheticism  and
decadence.  These  movements  were
synonymous  with  Wilde  and  Beardsley.
Although  many  great  names  of  literature
such  as  W.B.Yeats,  Henry  James  and
George Gissing, had written for The Yellow
Book, it was Beardsley’s drawings that had
summarised  the  journal  and  its  cultural
impact. 

Even more salacious were Beardsley’s
privately printed edition of illustrations for
Aristophanes’s play  Lysistrata. Works like
The  Examination  of  the  Herald and  The
Laecedomonian  Ambassadors (1896)
underline  Beardsley’s  outrageous
imagination. In the former work, the herald
has  an unfeasibly  large phallus  while the
magistrate has a correspondingly scrawny
and tiny one. Presumably, the works would
have  upset  public  morality,  but  they  are
extraordinary in terms of their defiance of
convention  and  their  outrageous
imagination.  Beardsley  was  ahead  of  his
time, but the burden of TB meant that he
was of his  time.  Beardsley  moved to  the
French  riviera  in  1897  and  died  there  a
year later after converting to Catholicism.

The  exhibition  examines  Beardsley’s
legacy. For instance, Klaus Voorman’s line
drawing and photo collage for The Beatles
1967  album  Revolver,  inspired  by
Beardsley’s line drawings. Beardsley is an
exciting artist who clearly belonged to the
psychedelic  era  and  still  deserves  our
attention.  This  exhibition  is  an  excellent
introduction  to  his  work,  best  viewed
alongside  Mark  Gatiss’s  excellent  BBC
documentary, Scandal and Beauty.

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

We need your reviews, articles, and
letters of comment!



Letters of Comment

Dear DJ,
Old Photographs in  the recent

Bard is the best poem in it. Impressive.
Yours,

Dave Austin

Dear DJ,
Just  a  few  comments  on  the

ever-reliable/readable  Supplement
(Issue 95).

In his letter to the editor Neil K.
Henderson "threatens" to read  Thomas
Mann's  The Magic Mountain. I have a
two volume edition – 2,265 pages thick
– of Remembrance of Things Past that
has been sitting in a drawer since the day
I  bought  it  at  a  ‘Friends  of  the  Public
Library’ book sale three years ago.

I'm afraid I'll be disappointed--
after reading so many glowing critiques
and analyses (always ranking it near or
at the top of greatest novels of the 20th
century)  of  Marcel  Proust's  opus,  or,
more likely, be unable to finish it... even
while stranded in a global pandemic.

In Cthulhu Triumphant Cardinal
Cox scratches  at  the  unhealing sore  of
that esoterica created by H.P. Lovecraft,
and oozing into the counterculture (via
Weird  Tales,  Arkham  House,  and
Atlantean  Publishing,  et  al)  for  the
worse part of a century now.

The  Nietzsche  quote,  "there  is
no truth, only interpretation", from Paul
Murphy's review of  The True History
of  the  Kelly  Gang  is  an  uncanny
comment on this issue's previous article,
your own  Uncancel That Cancel. If, as
they say, "one man's terrorist is another
man's freedom fighter",  perhaps a third
man's  dead  linguist  is  a  fourth's  racist
author.

Andy  Warhol  at  The  Tate
Modern is  one  of  the  aforementioned
Murphy's  most  accessible  reviews  to
appear  in  The  Supplement.  Murphy
reveals  that  Warhol's  development  of
"pop art" was a natural outgrowth of his
mercenary  graphic  designing  for  mass
production capitalism while his celebrity
iconography  (silk  screens  of  Marilyn
Monroe,  Elvis,  Marlon  Brando,  Jackie
Kennedy,  Mick  Jagger)  was  a
manifestation of his orthodox Slovakian
upbringing.  Murphy  closes  his  review
with  mention  of  how  difficult  –  yet
worthwhile  –  it  is  to  visit  The  Tate

during a pandemic.
One  wonders  what  Andy  Warhol

would  have  done  with  a  global  pandemic:
silk  screens  of  masked  celebrities?...  row
upon  row  of  bottles  of  hand  sanitizer  in
acrylic  on  canvas?...  a  film  of  socially
distanced crowds?

Best Wishes,
David Edwards

Dear DJ,
T’Supplement 95  gratefully

received,  and  looking  well-stocked  with  a
varied  mixture,  like  a  trout  farm  after  a
deluge of Nicola Sturgeon.

Christine  Despardes’s  review  of
Idylls of the Poet drew me in as soon my eye
fell  on it.  Something of  the personal  touch
lifting it beyond the mere descriptive. Harris
Coverley’s  take  on Lisa  Tuttle’s  A Nest  of
Vipers was equally compelling, though less
organic and more analytically detached.

Pamela  Harvey’s  poem  Acid  Test,
while  striking home,  did give  me cause  to
count my blessings (so far). I’ve not as yet
been required to take a Covid test, but my flu
jab  is  relocated  from my GP to  a  medical
centre further away, at  the peculiar time of
6pm. (Well, it’s peculiar here in Glasgow. I
don’t know what it’s like anywhere else. We
live in unpredictable times.) No doubt it’s all
to  do  with  social  distancing,  but  it  will
require  taking  two  buses  home,  which  is
more distance with less safety. I’m glad to be
getting the jab, all the same.

Cardinal  Cox  achieved  the  near-
impossible  with  Cthulhu  Triumphant,  in
actually getting me interested in the C-beast.
Normally,  any  mention  of  Cthulhu  has  me
groaning,  “Again? Isn’t  there anything else
to  write  about?”  But  this  article  gave  me
some background and helped me make sense
of it. It’s not closure, but perhaps it’s a step
on the way. (Mind you, I still  think R’lyeh
should  have  stuck  to  making  bicycles.)

Neal Wilgus’s AB = C2 was of great
interest,  particularly  the  references  to
Coleridge’s visions. I’ve been reading Mona
Wilson’s  Life  of  William  Blake,  which
mentions C. Blake and Coleridge, who knew
each  other  to  some  extent,  had  visions  in
common, though I doubt of the same nature.
I don’t know what Coleridge was seeing. Not
aliens  from  outer  space,  surely.  (Again?
Aliens again?!)  From what  I recall  (I  can’t
find it  in the index to check),  Blake didn’t
believe in the existence of outer space (or of
atoms,  which  presumably  includes  the
Monad),  the  only  reality  being  the  mind.

Given  that,  visions  were  only  to  be
expected.  Blake,  unaided  by  stimulants,
was  visited  by  saints  and  historical
figures. He didn’t claim to be physically
seeing  them,  however,  but  only  having
them  visibly  present  in  his  thoughts.  I
don’t think there was the ghost of a flea’s
chance of his seeing aliens.

Paul  Murphy’s  Andy  Warhol
review  gave  me  plenty  to  chew  on  (or
slurp, in the case of soup), and stirred the
tangential memory. I recently picked up a
DVD called  Exit Through The Gift Shop
based on the true account of an American
Banksy  stalker  who  became  so
enamoured of ‘street art’ that he bought a
load  of  printing  equipment,  hired
sculpture  professionals  and  ended  up
giving  an  exhibition  in  LA  entirely
composed  of  stuff  copied  from  other
people. He got away with it the first time,
but  I  don’t  know  what  happened  next.
Even  the  genuine  artists  didn’t  seem to
know (or  wouldn’t  say)  if  it  was  art  or
not.

Perhaps  it’s  the  same  with
T’Supplement. I’m not letting on, at any
rate.

Yours,  with  mass-produced
lookalike signature,

Neil K. Henderson

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

Spaceball
By DS Davidson

A game immeasurable
Far beyond human 
comprehension
In which whole planets
Serve as balls
Potted into black holes
To score a point
Two if ringed
Three for a star
Alien armadas
Take aim over decades
Fire a concerted pulse
Of strange matter
Blue’s up next

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

We  currently  require  shorter  poems
suitable  for  Bard and  stories  between
2000 and 4000 words for Monomyth.



Review by Harris Coverley

Coverley Watches…

The Raging Moon
1971, EMI Elstree, 110 mins

I really do swear that even though I’ve
only  seen  a  tiny  fraction  of  his  films,
Malcolm  McDowell  is  one  of  my
favourite male actors. It may be because
he  stars  in  two  of  my  most  beloved
movies of all time, A Clockwork Orange
(1971) and  O Lucky Man!  (1973), but I
like  to  think  that  McDowell  himself,
with  his  strange  and  unique  energy,
perpetually trapped between adolescence
and  true  manhood,  and  his  specific
means  of  conveying  and  restraining
emotion, appeal to the aesthete in me.

However,  there  is  a  thin  line
between  the  grim  and  the  dull,  and
unfortunately for much of the time (the
first  half  at  least)  The  Raging  Moon
crosses from the potential artistry of the
former into the unforgivable greyness of
the  latter,  and  not  even  McDowell’s
talent, or Nanette Newman’s old school
loveliness,  or  even  the  film’s  enduring
and sincere message, can wholly save it.
Bruce Pritchard (McDowell) is a twenty-
four year old footballer with the world as
his  fresh serving of  cockles.  He is  his
family’s  overactive  golden  boy,  to  the
bane of his quiet and unimposing brother
Harold,  and  goes  through  women  like
bags of crisps.

However,  that  all  changes  the
night of his brother’s wedding, when he
is  suddenly  struck  down by  a  mystery
illness (explicitly stated  not to be polio,
still  a  crippler  at  the  start  of  the
seventies)  which  inhibits  everything
below  his  waist,  and  renders  him
wheelchair bound for life. This is one of
the  film's  biggest  problems:  that
Pritchard’s condition is never explained
just leaves open too many holes for the
viewer.  It’s  not  necessarily  the  most
important thing, but still, it can become
rather  annoying.  Will  Prichard  ever
recover? Is he really doomed? We just
don’t know.

Feeling rejected  by his  family,
Pritchard opts to move into a “home for
cripples”,  run  by  “the  church”  (which
one, like the illness, is also a mystery),
which he immediately resents (then why
did you choose to go in there then you

silly  git?).  There,  he  meets  Jill  Matthews
(Newman),  a  polio  sufferer,  whom he  first
attempts  to  woo  through  a  traditional
combination  of  vulgarity,  rudeness,  and
ignoring  her.  This  programme  of  his
ultimately  gives  way  to  something  more
tender  and  convincing,  and  eventually  Jill
breaks off her engagement with her reluctant
fiancée.  Soon  the  couple  is  engaged  to  be
married themselves, and causing all kinds of
petty  trouble  in  the  home.  Despite  their
hardships,  the couple endeavour to make it
work, and achieve a weeping happiness (you
know:  so  happy  you can  cry,  all  that  lot),
only for tragedy to randomly strike.

The emotionality of the second half
is effective, and the romance manages to be
sweet without devolving into the saccharine,
passionate without mutating into the sordid.
However, in spite of these successes, the film
cannot  get  over  its  weaknesses:  a  too long
opening,  and  being  too  long  in  general.
Lengthy  imagistic  sequences  which  may
mean something, but we the audience are in
the dark on (and we do not wish to expend
the  mental  effort  on  figuring  it  out).
McDowell  and  Newman  are  great,  but  no
one else really stands out.  The script  reads
naturally, but suffers from direction which is
stodgy  and  rigid,  perfunctory  rather  than
proactive, often as cold as the winter and the
institutions the film depicts.

The  film  however  forces  one  to
think  about  how  our  attitudes  to  disability
have changed. In 1971, a wheelchair user is
best  kept  out of  sight,  out  of  mind,  a  total
invalid. The idea that one can have a normal
and  independent  life  in  the  world  is  not
treated as a real option. Pritchard and Jill are
almost not even able to have a relationship
by the matron of the home; even Pritchard
and Jill kissing, and him taking her breast in
hand (consensually of course—it may be the
seventies, but it’s not  that kind of film), are
essentially  revolutionary  acts.  Contrast  this
with our position today, and we could say the
pendulum has swung too far the other way.  

At least in 1971, the disabled were
allowed to be disabled, with the protections
that  entailed. Now, even if one is dying of
multiple  organ  failure  you  can  be  denied
benefits which allow only a destitute level of
existence. You are expected to work and to
work as hard as anyone else at any given job.

I was even once told by a job coach
(there’s a meaningless title if there ever was
one) that despite my own problems, I had to
have a “positive attitude” and apply for a job
that  would be simply too physically taxing

and uncomfortable for me to do (she was
a  hideous  old  crone  with  a  cushy  civil
service job since she left school at sixteen
—what worries did she have?).

The  “penal”  approach  to
disability  may  have  been  dissolved,  but
this  “rugged  individualist”  approach
shows the continued pervasive influence
of cultural Thatcherism decades after the
Unturnable Lady left  office.  The film at
minimum  allows  us  a  view  into  a
disturbing  past  to  compare  to  a  present
that is equally disturbing in very different
ways.

The  original  novel  was  written
by Peter Marshall, and was published in
1964 to great  acclaim. Marshall  himself
was  crippled  by  polio  at  eighteen,  and
died of pneumonia a year after the film’s
release (a common mortality for sufferers
of  the  disease).  The  title  actually
originates from the poem “In My Craft or
Sullen Art” by the great  Dylan Thomas,
the latter half of which runs:

Not for the proud man apart
From the raging moon I write
On these spindrift pages
Nor for the towering dead
With their nightingales and psalms
But for the lovers, their arms
Round the griefs of the ages,
Who pay no praise or wages
Nor heed my craft or art.

The verse readily represents the
character  Pritchard’s  change  from
extroverted  lout  to  introspective  writer
(and a flourishing one at that, although he
himself  explicitly  denies  a  direct
comparison  to  Thomas),  as  well  as  his
love affair with Jill.

Gary Oldman once said that this
film made him want to be an actor,  for
which  I  guess  we  should  thank  it.  And
even  though  it  falls  far  short  of  the
dramatic and aesthetic heights it aims at,
at least it can be commended for dealing
with a serious subject  in  a  humane and
believable way.

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

Poetry is sought for The Dark Tower
and  all  our  regular  solo-poet
broadsides  –  The  Bards,  Xmas
Bards,  Xothic  Sathlattae,  and
Yellow Leaves.



In Appreciation of…
Charles Bukowski

By Harris Coverley

Yes, it’s over six months late for the anniversary,
but 2020 was hardly a normal year… plus, Harris
was drunk at the time…

The  22nd August  2020  was  the
centennial  birth  of  one  of  my  most
favourite,  and  most  personally
important, authors.

Four  years  ago,  it  was  in  the
little  outdoor  bookstall  just  outside  the
Arndale  Food  Hall  in  Manchester  city
centre, the foul owner’s somehow fouler
cigar burning away with acrid fumidity,
where I  first  held a  Bukowski book in
my hand.  It  was  his  debut  novel  Post
Office,  and  as  I  stared  at  its  orange-
brown  cover,  what  you  might  call  a
history  of  me  and  Bukowski  came  to
mind,  even  though  at  that  point  I  had
never read him in any form.

I  don’t  know  where  I  first
encountered  a  reference  to  Bukowski,
although a contender may have been a
vlog  where  his  novel  Pulp was
mentioned as a handbook on how to be a
domestic  terrorist  (it  really isn’t—that
guy was high I’m sure). I knew he was
known  for  his  transgressive  literature
and his hard drinking lifestyle, but knew
little else about him. A few years before,
when I  had started reading and buying
fiction again, I had made a mental note
of him as one of those authors I had to
explore.

The  book,  second  hand  and
bent at the edges, was £4 (a total rip, but
I decided it was best just to get it right
there and then). I collected the friend I
had driven there  and  we started  home.
The  Virgin  Books  edition  has  an
introduction  by  Niall  Griffiths  which  I
ended up reading  as I drove. My friend
kept  telling  me  to  put  it  down  and
concentrate, but I waved him off—I was
immediately  fascinated,  first  by
Griffiths’s  description  of  his  own
godawful Royal Mail job (I myself am I
graduate of the British mail service), and
then by his recollection of his discovery
of Bukowski,  and his dedication to his
work.

When  I  got  home  I  took  the
book  into  the  toilet  and  read  the  first
line:  “It  began  as  a  mistake.”  It  all
seemed to make sense.  I  kept it  in the

bathroom as a toilet and bath read for about a
fortnight,  and then consumed the last  sixty
pages in one sitting. Soon after,  I  went out
and  got  his  book  of  columns  Notes  of  a
Dirty Old Man, and within a year I had read
all six of his novels, four collections of short
stories,  two  books  of  columns,  and  a
collection of entries from his late journal.

I quite seriously became Bukowski
mad, and am certain that his collection Tales
of Ordinary Madness was the one book that
made me want to try writing fiction again.

Over the past  couple of years I’ve
become  more  enamoured  with  Bukowski’s
poetry—he wrote over 5000 pieces of verse,
running in length from a couple of lines to a
dozen pages. On my own poetry no one has
been more influential (Richard Brautigan is
but a distant second). I’ve even adopted his
preference  for  all  lower  case  and  irregular
line breaks when writing “informal” poetry.
Bukowski’s  verse  is  conversational,
confessional,  alternating  between  the
rambled and the precise.

He  passes  comment  on  a  day’s
events, tells (invariably depressing) stories of
his  childhood  and  life  as  a  working  stiff,
expounds on philosophical and psychological
musings, and gives advice and “life lessons”
on  everything  from  the  writing  process  to
horse  betting  and  hangovers.  I’ve  read  so
much of  his  poetry  now that  I  think I  can
competently critique it: it is often repetitive,
giving  the  same  advice,  telling  the  same
stories already told better in prose. I would
say that at least a quarter of The Last Night
of the Earth Poems, his final collection of
verse before his death in 1994, could’ve been
excised and you would have ended up with a
superior  book.  But  still,  that  collection  is
filled  with  great  verse  that  remains  highly
relevant.  Take  the  beginning  of  his  poem
“they are everywhere”:

“the tragedy-sniffers are all
about.
they get up in the morning
and begin to find things
wrong
and they fling themselves
into a rage about
it,
a rage that last until
bedtime,
where even there
they twist in their
insomnia,
not able to rid their
minds

of the petty obstacles
they have
encountered.

How does this not directly reflect
on  our  new  era  of  renewed  censorship,
“cancellation”,  panopticism,  and  vulgar
moral Puritanism?

I  can  already  imagine  the
reaction  of  such  whiners  to  this  article
already:  “He’s  RACIST!”  “He’s
SEXIST!”  “He’s  LAZY!”  “He’s
UNEDUCATED!”  “He’s  a  BAD
WRITER anyway!”

We’ll  go  in  reverse:  the
registration  of  the  quality  of  verse  is
highly  subjective,  sometimes  random.  I
can’t  stand Heaney, and yet  he won the
Nobel  Prize.  I  think  that  Amiri  Baraka
wrote mindless crap, but I have big soft
spots  for  Henry  Dumas  and  Maya
Angelou,  who  belonged  to  the  same
emergent movement of socially-conscious
black poets.  I  think Eliot  was  a  genius,
but  that  Pound,  at  least  after  the  early
stuff, is vastly overrated (and dull).

I  cannot  sit  here  and  “prove”
Bukowski’s verse (and prose) is good, but
I can tell you that it has qualities that are
worth  your  time  and  analysis,  and  that
reading  Bukowski  helped  me appreciate
and  discover  other  poets,  such  as
Brautigan,  Lamantia,  Norse,  Ginsberg,
Cummings,  Jeffers,  Li  Bai,  Du  Fu,  and
many others.  I  can compare Bukowski’s
style with that of the other Beats, and of
other  “confessionalists”  like  Plath,
Sexton,  and  Berryman,  as  well  as
postmodernists like Ashbery.

As  to  the  charge  of  being
“uneducated”, that is a charge founded in
both  ignorance  of  the  man’s  work  and
class  bigotry.  Many  of  the  poets  I’ve
mentioned  above  I  have  read  because
Bukowski found them inspirational. This
includes  novelists  such  as  Dostoevsky
and Fante—I would have put off reading
the  former’s  Notes  from Underground
for much longer if not for Buk, and would
never have even heard of the latter’s Ask
the Dust, one of the most beautiful prose
works I’ve ever experienced (“She was a
song across the sidewalk”—I’ll die with
that line in my head; there’s a reason why
Bukowski  called  him  “my  god”).
Bukowski,  even  though  he  set  himself
against  “the  establishment”,  read  The
Kenyon  Review and  many  other  such
journals.  He  studied  philosophy  on  his



own time when he was both a young and
an old man, and drew comfort  from it.
Just  because  he  didn’t  have  an  MA in
Transformative  Literary  Studies  from
North-West Alabama State doesn’t make
him a moron—he was in all probability
way better read than you or me will ever
be.

“Lazy”? What “lazy” guy wrote
six  novels,  three  hundred-odd  stories,
and  over  5000  poems,  plus  countless
columns and letters (which are still read
today)? They were still publishing newly
discovered  pieces  decades  after  his
death. The claim is itself lazy.

The accusations of  racism and
sexism  do  have  a  bit  more  merit,
because  there  are  clear  cases  of
problematic  opinions  that  Bukowski
casually  espoused (he was also,  by his
own  admission,  very  briefly  involved
with  a  fascist-sympathiser  group  when
he was at college at the start  of World
War Two—but it was mostly an excuse
to get drunk and shoot the bottom of a
rowing boat out).

I hate to use the old chestnut of
having  to  read  an  author  from  within
their own time and position, with a mind
towards complexity, but that’s exactly it.
What  we  could  consider  Bukowski’s
racism can  be  written  off  to  historical
indelicacy  (and  the  anachronism  of
enforcing  one’s  present  values  and—
most bizarrely—language preferences on
the  past),  and  relatively  minor  at  that,
but  his  attitude  towards  women,  being
one  of  his  most  favourite  subjects,  is
more complex than mere misogyny.

His novel Women (actually my
favourite of his—even if he could’ve got
rid  of  most  of  the  third  quarter)  goes
through many levels of the male-female
relationship.  He  clearly  “uses”  women
for  sex  and  emotional  relief—but  they
use him too, seeing in him an access to a
counter-cultural  status  they  otherwise
wouldn’t have. At the end, Bukowski (in
the form of his constant author avatar of
Hank Chinaski) settles down with Sara,
the literary alter ego of Linda Beighle,
who  later  became  his  wife,  who  in
reality got him to drink less and socialise
more,  so  the  novel  need  not  read  as
propaganda for a philosophy, but more a
tale  of  true  life  and  the  redemption
within it.

Bukowski’s  writings  continue

to speak to me, and many millions of others,
and there is still so much poetry and prose to
read—I’m only fourteen volumes down!

If  you’re  unfamiliar  with  him,  I’d
recommend  Burning  in  Water,  Drowning
in Flame: Selected Poems 1955–1973 as an
introduction to his poetry (this to me was his
“golden  era”),  and  Ham  on  Rye as  an
introduction  to  his  prose  (I  feel  you’ll  be
more sympathetic to him from the off-set if
you begin with the depiction of his gruesome
childhood, where love was in short  supply,
and understand the origins of his alcoholism
and his aloof attitude to human society).
……………………………………………...

Strap on your Goggles and
Dive on in…

By Cardinal Cox

There is a story (probably apocryphal) that
when William Gibson had earned enough
money  from his  first  novel  Neuromancer
(1984)  to  upgrade  from  a  manual
typewriter to a computer he was worried by
a sound that was coming from it.

“That sir”,  explained the engineer
he’d  called  in,  “is  the  sound  of  the  disk
drive.” The point is that one of the handful
of  writers  who’d  forged  the  sub-genre  of
cyberpunk  in  the  Wilsonesque white-heat
of technology, had learned what he knew
by  eavesdropping  on  conversations  at
conventions  rather  than  as  a  keyboard
jockey.

And,  while  he  was  writing  there
was a twenty-year-long tradition of hackers
doing naughty things with phone systems
using little more than whistles that came in
cereal  packets.  What  Gibson  lacked  in
tech-smarts  though  he  made  up  for  in
counter-culture street smarts. He’d moved
to  Canada  during  the  Vietnam  war  (he
wasn’t  a  draft  dodger  as  he’d  not  been
drafted) and survived at times by dealing in
objects bought from charity stores.

Cyberpunk  emerged  in  the  early
1980s  as  an  action-orientated  literature
combining low-life street culture with over-
the-bleeding-edge  technology.  Why  have
your computer operator use a keyboard if
they can have a direct neural connection?

Amongst  the  inspirations  for  the
writers  were  John  Brunner  (Stand  on
Zanzibar, 1968,  etc.),  Philip  K.  Dick  (Do
Androids  Dream  of  Electric  Sheep,
1966,  etc.),  J.G.  Ballard  (The  Atrocity
Exhibition, 1970,  etc.),  noir  crime fiction
and  The  Beats  (especially  William  S.
Burroughs,  for  instance  The  Wild  Boys

1971).  Films  also  coloured  their
imagination;  Soylent  Green (1973),
Rollerball (1975,  amongst  others.
There’s was no Star Trek utopian future;
instead multinational companies replace
governments and cities are marked by
mid-seventies  memories  of  grime  and
crime.

Like  the  original  punk  it  was
named  for  it  was  soon  over,  post-
cyberpunk taking the attitude and three
chords of VR, drugs and fast pace and
moving  in  other  directions.  Like  all
movements  some  of  the  most
interesting  stuff  happened before it  all
became codified.

In  books,  the  Wares  Tetralogy
from  Rudy  Rucker  (real-life  greatx3
grandson  of  Hegel  and  mathematics
and computer wiz) of  Software (1982),
Wetware (1988),  Freeware (1997) and
Realware (2000) start in the then future
of  2020  with  robots  on  the  moon  in
revolt  and  continue  through  the  next
thirty years with artificial life, aliens and
regularly resuscitated dead characters.

William  Gibson’s  own  Sprawl
trilogy,  Neuromancer (1984),  Count
Zero (1986) and Mona Lisa Overdrive
(1988)  feature  virtual  reality
(cyberspace),  near-Earth  orbitals  and
AIs  with  plans  of  their  own.  Lewis
Shiner’s  Frontera (1984)  about
missions  to  an  abandoned  colony  on
Mars.  Bruce  Sterling’s  Schismatrix
(1985) centre around a power struggle
across the solar system between those
who  build  machines  and  those  who
mutate their own bodies. 

In films the most influential  (in
terms of both look and ideas) are Blade
Runner (1982 – defining the cityscapes
of  the  near  future),  Tron (1982  –
offering  a  vision  of  cyberspace),
Videodrome (1983  –  discussing  how
technology mutates both the mind and
body)  and  The  Terminator (1984  –
because killer robots are cool, right?).

Jack in folks, the ride ain’t over
until the computer crashes…

Cardinal Cox has written two cyberpunk-
inspired  Lovecraftian  pamphlets  (Codex
Yokai and Codex Kaiju) set in Japan and
on  Mars  a  century  hence,  released  by
Atlantean Publishing.  His  one-time band
(the  Sonic  Energy  Authority)  got  name-
checked  in  the  post-cyberpunk  novels
The  Nano  Flower (Peter  F.  Hamilton,
1995)  and  reMix (Jon  Courtenay
Grimwood, 1999).

He  once  received  a  postcard
from Bill Gibson.

The Supplement will return in June (we hope!)


