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Editorial –   The first half of the year hasn’t been very
productive  for  the  press  on  the  print  side  of  things
(online, I’ve been a little busier), but it looks like things
are starting to turn around.

The press will largely be closed to submissions
through July and August, but I do hope to use this time to
catch up with the submissions backlog. When Atlantean
reopens,  you  will  have  until  the  end  of  September  to
submit poems for the Hallowe’en Horror booklet. Poems
don’t have to have a Hallowe’en theme, although such
poems are welcome, and can be scary or humorous, as
long as they have a horror element.

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

29 issues are available for download
with another due later in the year.

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.
.…………………………………………

Still Available
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 27 issues of genre poetry online

with a 28th 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) 

………………………………………………

5-7-5 Haiku Journal

The new webzine from Atlantean Publishing,
which celebrates the 5-7-5 syllable form of
haiku.  Submissions  are  welcome  via  the
editorial  address  with  5-7-5  Submission  in
the subject line.

https://575haikujournal.wordpress.com/

……………………………………………...

A  vailable Now  

The Collected Plays II
of Gary Beck

393 pages, ISBN 9390601991 

Published by Cyberwit

Available from Amazon

Flawed Connections
By Gary Beck

A novel about four friends who leave
Yale to start a successful computer

gaming business.

415 pages, ISBN 8182537207 

Published by Cyberwit

Available from Amazon

https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
https://www.amazon.com/dp/8182537207
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Collected-Plays-Gary-Beck-II/dp/9390601991/
https://575haikujournal.wordpress.com/
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/
https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/


Hollywood Hogwash:
A   Review by Harris Coverley  

Devil Girl from Mars
1954, British Lion Films, 76 mins

The Most Dangerous Game
1932, RKO Radio Pictures, 62 mins

I have a big hardback book somewhere
which contains over two hundred images
of science  fiction movie  posters,  and  I
must  tell  you,  regarding  the  films
represented within it, that 60% or more
of  the  time  the  poster  is  far  more
entertaining than the movie itself.  Devil
Girl from Mars is one of those times.
This is not to say that the film is bad per
se, but it is most definitely not good.

In  the  middle  of  the  Scottish
highlands, a place noted in this film for
its  relative  absence  of  actual  Scottish
people, reports of a meteorite are enough
for the Home Office to send a scientist
there to investigate (do the Home Office
really give that  much of a damn about
such  things?).  The  action  is  centred
entirely on an infinitely large inn, filled
with  vacant  rooms  for  characters  to
disappear to and pop out of.

Despite  being barely an hour and a
quarter  long  (it  feels  like  two  hours,
believe me), the producers decided that
an  alien  invasion  led  by  a  horny
dominatrix  with  a  latex  fetish  wasn’t
interesting enough, so we begin the film
proper  with  an  escaped  killer  (Peter
Reynolds) entering the inn to meet with
his  former  lover,  working  there  as  a
servant girl/bar maid, and insisting that
the murder of his wife wasn’t really his
fault—she of course (played by a young
Adrienne Corri) believes him because…
I don’t know, he has a certain charming
look  in  his  eye.  Or  she’s  an  idiot.
Probably the latter.

Soon  after  the  scientist  (Joseph
Tomelty)  and  an  accompanying
journalist  (played  by  the  former  golfer
Michael  Carter)  arrive  there  is  a  great
explosion  in  the  sky  and  the  flying
saucer  of  the  titular  Devil  Girl  (which
has an amazing resemblance  to  one  of
George Adamski’s hoaxes) lands outside
the inn and traps everyone in there with
an invisible wall (which I’m sure did the
budget a world of good).

Played by a  very confident  Patricia
Laffan, the Devil Girl, real name Nyah,
strides  into  the  inn  and  makes  her

intentions  clear:  waylaid  by  atmospheric
issues, she is on her way to London, where
she will harvest men to take back to Mars for
the  purpose  of  continuous  breeding  due  to
the  planet  being  devastated  by  a  literal
gender war. (Think of her as Suzanne Moore
with a raygun and a skullcap.)

Rather than being excited by the prospect
of an interplanetary journey to exploit their
sexual  prowess  in  a  technologically-
advanced utopia ruled by strong women with
long legs and steady employment, the men of
the inn react with horror, while the women,
this  being  a  ’50s  film  of  course,  react  by
being pretty and useless.

The melodrama continues underneath this
story, but is most annoying in its depiction of
a model (played by the sweet Hazel Court)
managing to fall in love with the journalist in
less than an hour merely because a love story
was  required  that  didn’t  end  in  tragedy
(unlike the main one of the escaped prisoner
and the bar  maid — to say any more than
that  would  ruin  the  ending,  not  that  the
ending really needed any more ruining). The
journalist  is  probably  the  most  irritating
character, what with his blind arrogance and
his  loud  assertion  to  Nyah  that  he  speaks
“English because I am English!”,  which he
wails  in  the  most  East  Coast  American
accent  possible  (which  is  all  the  more
confusing  given  that  Carter  was  himself
British).

The robot on the aforementioned poster is
depicted  as  something  of  a  menacing
prototype of the B2 super battle droid, but in
the film itself it is a clunky thing which can
barely move. Somewhere in the literature the
robot is described as having been specifically
built for the film to be “fully functional”—
but functioning how?

The film is more of a curio than anything
else, and while not as boring as say It Came
from  Beneath  the  Sea (I  remember  fast-
forwarding over the last section just to get it
over  with)  or  Frozen  Alive (surely  the
dullest  SF  film  ever  made,  which  also
drowns in melodrama and meloromance), it
comes fairly  close.  If  you’ve  seen most  of
the classics it is worth seeing at least to cross
it  off the list, but  if you can’t remember it
even  though  you  have  watched  it  at  least
once before, you haven’t lost much.

The film does have a heart, and a certain
sense  of  style,  but  not  much  else.  Octavia
Butler  insisted  that  watching  Devil  Girl
from Mars inspired her to become a writer
of  speculative  fiction  purely  because  she
knew  she  could  write  something  that  was

better — I understand exactly where she
was coming from.

The  Most  Dangerous Game (which
I’m reviewing  in  relation  to  Devil  Girl
from Mars only because it was the film I
watched on the same channel right after
it) is a very different experience, although
it is not much better (nor much worse).

Only  last  year  did  I  finally  read
Richard  Connell’s  original  short  story,
and  it  did  live  up  to  the  hype:  it  is  a
thrilling,  pulpy yet  well-constructed  tale
of adventure-horror.

The  1932  film  takes  the  story’s
skeleton  and  turns  it  from  more  of  an
existential terror tale (with some serious
ruminations on morality and the condition
of man) into something of a standard love
story with an ‘Oriental’ villain—albeit in
the form of a White Russian rather than a
white guy in yellow-face like with the Fu
Manchu films.

Robert ‘Bob’ Rainsford, a famous big
game hunter (played by Joel McCrea, best
known  for  his  later  Westerns),  is  on  a
steam  yacht  which  runs  aground  and
explodes when its boilers overheat. This
explosion was actually my favourite part
of  the  film  (I  rewound  it  about  five
times): the model work is very good and
the  cinematography  is  clear  and  crisp
(CGI  isn’t  everything  Michael  Bay…).
Rainsford is the only survivor and finds
himself on an island ruled by a Russian
count  named  Zaroff  (Leslie  Banks,  the
original The Man Who Knew Too Much),
living  in  a  colonial-era  Portuguese
mansion staffed by rogues like the giant
thug  Ivan  (Noble  Johnson;  interestingly
an  African-American  in  white-face)  and
the  vaguely  Asiatic  Tartar  (Steve
Clemente; actually Mexican by birth).

Also  in  Zaroff’s  mansion  are  the
survivors  of  an  earlier  shipwreck:  Eve
Trowbridge  (Fay  Wray,  yes,  that  Fay
Wray)  and  her  drunken  stock  character
brother  Martin  (Robert  Armstrong,  yes,
that Robert Armstrong). Zaroff recognises
Rainsford  immediately  as  his  favourite
author on his favourite subject of hunting,
but Eve tries to warn Rainsford that there
is  something  evil  going  on.  She
eventually gets Rainsford to sneak down
with her into Zaroff’s trophy room, has a
preserved  human  head  on  a  pike  and
another one floating in a tube.The graphic
nature of this scene tells you this is a pre-
Code  film,  and  does  remain  quite
shocking.



Zaroff and his goons discover them,
and he  admits  that  the  ‘new game’ he
spoke  of  is  man  himself,  and  that  if
Rainsford will not join him on the hunt,
he will become his new hunted. As the
plot demands, Rainsford doesn’t want to
play ball,  so Zaroff  sends him off  into
the jungle with Eve in tow to survive a
mere  four  hour  period  in  the  dead  of
night  with  him  as  the  target.  If  he
succeeds,  Rainsford  not  only  gets  to
keep his life, Zaroff says he gets the girl
too (not only is the Count the ruler of the
island, he’s the pimp as well it seems).

The  jungle  scenes  (especially  with
the tree  trunk bridge  across  the  chasm
segment),  along  with  the  presence  of
Wray and Armstrong, make comparisons
with  the  following  year’s  King  Kong
inevitable,  but  sadly  The  Most
Dangerous  Game lacks  much  of  that
film’s  sense  of  raucous  adventure,  and
for a story about murder, it feels like it
lacks the high stakes as well.

The original story focuses mostly on
the battle of wits between Rainsford and
Zaroff,  but  in  the  film  the  hunt  only
takes up the latter third of the narrative,
and  has  no time to properly  get  going
and absorb the viewer. The presence of
Wray as  the love interest,  while  she is
very lovely,  just  serves as a distraction
as,  like  most  of  the  women  of  Devil
Girl…,  she  merely  serves  to  be  pretty
and useless.  For a  film that  is  only an
hour  or  so  long,  it  feels  lethargic  and
dragged  out,  even  though  it  really
needed a full reconstruction of the script
and a decent running time of ninety-odd
minutes to make it work.

Like Devil Girl… it’s not a bad film,
but it’s not a good one either. If you’ve
not  seen  it,  you  wouldn’t  be  wasting
your time watching it if it comes on TV,
but  if  you’ve  never  read  the  original
story,  long  in  the  public  domain,  that
should  be  your  first  priority,  and  it’s
available all over the web (as well as in a
great  reading  by  the  ever  brilliant
Edward E. French of YouTube).
………………………………………….

Authors!  Writers!  Readers!
Anyone want bookmarks or notecards?

I can make you some really outstanding,
snazzy bookmarks and notecards.

So, promote your books!
Contact me:  Celine Mariotti in the USA

celinem@aol.com

Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ,
Congratulations on the difficult birth of

The  Supplement,  Issue  96.  As  if  a
global  pandemic  wasn't  obstacle
enough, the other problems you mention
(not  the  least  of  which  must  be  every
online  publisher's  bane  ‘technical
problems’)  must  make  you  appreciate
the launch of this issue a bit more than
normal.  Your  apology  for  its  delay  was
generous but unnecessary.

As for the contents of Supplement 96
the highlight for me was Harris Coverly's
In Appreciation of... Charles Bukowski. I
have read several volumes of Bukowski
over the years and he always struck me
as an ‘everyman poet’ – meaning that if
he could write this way then every man
could. Yet no one else could because no
one else lived his life.

Coverly easily refutes the charge that
Bukowski  was  lazy  by  pointing  out  his
prolific  output  and those of  racism and
sexism  with  appeals  to,  respectively,
"historical  indelicacy"  and  "complex
misogyny". Bob Dylan (in A Hard Rain's
Gonna Fall) sang " I heard the song of
the poet who died in the gutter", Charles
Bukowski  may have  lived  in  the  gutter
but he died well-respected. He may not
be  the  poet  for  everyone--  he  is  not
always  the  poet  for  me--  but  his  work
deserves close study.

Yours,
David Edwards

Dear DJ,
They  laughed  the  prophets  in  the

Covid year to scorn when they foretold a
Coming Word.  But,  lo –  T’Supplement
96  hath  verily  appeared,  and  I  have
beheld it with mine eyes. And it is good.
(I’m writing this on Good Friday – what
do you expect?)

Paul  Murphy’s  Aubrey  Beardsley
piece was up to his usual high standard
(and  The  Magic  Mountain crops  up
again!)  Paul’s  exhibition  reviews  are
always easy to visualise, but in this case
the references to books illustrated bring
it all the more potently to life.

Harris  Coverley’s  The  Raging  Moon
critique was particularly  interesting as I
don’t recall the movie.  If is possibly my
favourite  Malcolm McDowall  film,  along
with  A Clockwork Orange (though the
‘protruding eyeballs’ scene is too close to
when I had my cataracts done).

As  for  Charles  Bukowski,  I  have  a
DVD of  the 2005 Norwegian-made film
Factotum [Man Of Many Jobs], based
on the Bukowski book and starring Matt
Dillon  as  Henry  Chinaski  with  an
American cast (including the voice of the
actual  Black  Sparrow  editor).  Hank’s

inspiring perseverance stands out for
me, as he faithfully writes a batch of
poems  every  time  he  gets  a  room,
mailing them off as he absconds after
drinking  the  rent.  The  editor’s
rejections  are  always  very  regretful.
Then, after debunking from one room
with  no  forwarding  address,  the
landlady has no option but to open his
mail.  He  has  finally  been  accepted,
but he doesn’t know it.

Strap On Your Goggles… brought
back  the  curious  circumstance  that
many  writers  of  futuristic,  technical
matter  do  not  themselves  use  the
latest  technology.  This  includes  SF
poets  who  don’t  use  the  internet  or
email.  (You  know  who  you  are.)
Interestingly,  this  doesn’t  affect  the
resulting works one bit.  Personally,  I
prefer  ‘balderdash  and  bunkum’  to
real science anyway.

Yours, unplugging himself from his
combination  potato  peeler,
lawnmower  and  atomic  letter-writing
tablet engraver,

Yours,
Neil K. Henderson. 

Dear DJ,
Awen 112 is a really nice issue. I

particularly  liked  Coronavirus  Rex,
and  A  Proto-Indo-European  Hastur.
Glad to be included.

Stay Healthy,
Gary Beck 

…………………………………………..

Capsule Review by   Arthur C. Ford, Sr  

Never Postpone Joy
By Linda Amos

lindagardner913@yahoo.com

Without the use of flowery language and
limited  figures  of  speeches,  Ms.  Amos
captures the mundane!

She takes the prosaic, explodes it into
the atmosphere and it lands on paper as
true to heart free-verse!

Autobiographically,  she  paints  an
adventure  of  love’s  most  sort  for
component-Honesty!

Some  of  my  favourites  among  the
100+  poems  are  About  Motherhood,
About  My  Secret  Keeper,  Anymore,  As
Tears Glazed Her Eyes,  Awe,  First Frost,
Gone,  His Always,  I Am Linda,  Gloria’s
Daughter,  Igniting  Curiosity,
Indispensable!,  A Sign Of Old Age,  Sole
Vision, Unquenchable, and What is Liked.
…………………………………………..

Send us your letters of comment!

mailto:celinem@aol.com


Voices In Denial
By AC Evans

Regardless  of  the  style  or  mode  of  a
poem,  regardless  even  of  the  stated
intentions  of  the  poet,  who  may
vociferously deny his or her own voice,
a  ‘voiceless  poem’ is  an  impossibility;
the phrase “a voiceless poem” is simply
a flat contradiction in terms. To be clear,
there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  voiceless
poem.

Notwithstanding  the  inherent
difficulties of defining the ‘voice’,  you
cannot surgically remove the individual
(‘voice’)  from  the  creative  process
without destroying the mechanism of the
creative  process  itself.  Beyond  all  the
textual  analysis  and critical  theory  that
can be directed towards a specific poem,
the ultimate defining characteristic of the
work is the unique ‘signature’ (strong or
weak)  of  the  author;  it  is  always  the
product  of  unique  sensibility.  The
essential criterion of difference between
a  poem  by  one  writer  and  another  is
ultimately a difference of personality; it
is  matter of psychology, irrespective of
literary theory. This is self-evident. It is
also true of poems written by poets who
tell us they deny the voice – all you hear
is their voice.

The existence of  an authorial  voice
does not imply interpretative exclusivity.
In  principle,  the  potential  for  plural
meanings  in  a  text  and  the  creative
involvement  of  the  reader  remains
unaffected  by  the  presence  of  an
authorial  voice.  The  ideal  poem  will
always  resist,  or  subvert,  clear-cut
interpretations or didactic messages; it is
unlikely  to  conform  to  expectations
derived  from  the  received  wisdom  of
either traditional dogma, or fashionable
orthodoxy.  Of  course  any  given  poem
may be less than ideal.

In  the  Sixties,  British  poetry  was
divided  into  two  symbiotic  warring
camps:  conservatives  and  radicals.  The
conservative  anti-modernist  counter-
revolutionaries  can  be  epitomised  by
publications  such  as  Encounter
magazine  (1953-1967),  and  by  poetic
‘schools’ such as The Movement and the
Confessional  Poets.  The  ‘radicals’
comprise what is now known as the BPR
(British  Poetry  Revival),  but  was
recognized  in  the  Sixties  as  the

Underground, or the Children of Albion. We
can  refer  to  the  latter  as  the  Albion
Underground. 

The abuse of the word ‘radical’ to mean
‘progressive’ is endemic when looking back
at this era and its immediate aftermath. There
is an assumption that experimentalism must
be  ‘radical’  by  definition  but  that  is  not
necessarily  the  case.  Poetic  movements  of
the Left tend to monopolise this terminology,
conflating the meaning of ‘progressive’ and
‘radical’,  terms  sometimes  used  as  a
synonym for ‘militant’.

Radicals  like  to  think  of  themselves  as
working to a ‘progressive’ political  agenda,
often involving ideas  such as  social  justice
and even ‘revolution’,  hence  the somewhat
spurious notion of The Underground (in The
West  no  poetry  movement  was  really
Underground  in  the  strict  sense).  Most
‘radical’ poets  fall  into  this  category  along
with, for example, ‘protest poets’ who often
are  neither  innovative  nor  experimental  in
the  avant-garde  sense  (‘avant-garde’  here
being another vague synonym for ‘radical’). 

Surely  the  term  ‘progressive’  must  be
related to freedom and – in a literary context
–  to  freedom  of  expression.  Freedom  of
expression depends upon the concept of ‘the
authorial  voice’;  consequently,  if  you  deny
the voice, you deny the agent of expression.
To deny the voice is, thus, a reactionary and
not a ‘progressive’ position;  essentially it as
an anti-Romantic backlash, or often poses as
such. 

The cultural  climate of the later half of
the twentieth century was very different from
that of the Second World War or the period
of Late Modernism. The Beat Generation of
1945-1960, haunted by the ghost of Rimbaud
was  among  the  last  of  the  ‘Romantic’
groupings defined by the image of the artist-
poet  as  mystical  prophet,  seer,  wandering
visionary and popular shaman. Ann Charters
has observed that  the Beat Poets ‘relied on
autobiography’  because  their  marginal
identity leads them to insist ‘on the validity
of their own experience instead of accepting
conventional  opinions  and  the  country’s
common  myths’.  Jack  Kerouac  who
sometimes  claimed Beat  was  Existentialist,
defined himself as ‘actually not ‘beat’ but a
strange, solitary, crazy Catholic mystic’. 

From the 1970s onwards, in the UK, in
Continental  Europe  and  in  North  America,
we see, with local variations in chronology,
the continuing and ever-expanding influence
of academia. ‘Literature’ became an almost
exclusive  domain  of  the  universities,

resulting  in  most  ‘innovative’  poets
becoming  functionaries  in  the  Academy
while  most  ‘radical’  poets  outside  the
academy still maintained an affinity with
the  Academic  Left,  regarding  the
scholastic as the guarantee of the credible.
Consequently, the traditional metaphor of
the  poet  as  wandering  troubadour,
alienated  ‘genius’,  or  tortured  outsider
was replaced by the ‘academic expert in
loco  parentis’  drawn  from  the  post-
Structuralist  intelligentsia.  A  new
fashionable  orthodoxy  was  born  –
Postmodernism.

Postmodern  Theory  (a  diffuse  and
ambiguous  phenomenon  full  of  internal
self-contradictions) was a consequence of
the French  universities  general  strike  of
May 1968 (‘the  May Events’)  in  which
academics became disillusioned with the
traditional Left  after the Unions and the
Communists  sided  with  the  Gaullist
Establishment. Displeased by this turn of
events  they  decided  that  all  the  Grand
Narratives  of  the  Modern  or  Proto-
Modern  past  (the  Enlightenment,
Marxism) were worn-out or invalid – the
‘condition’  was  Post-Modern,  the
‘situation’ was  new.  At  the  same  time,
Roland Barthes proclaimed The Death of
the Author, one of the first assaults on the
idea of the integral authorial voice; in fact
a  Marxist  attack  on  capitalist  bourgeois
individualism.

By the 1970s there were, roughly, two
strands  or  varieties  of  ‘difficult’ poetry
trying to maintain the status of the avant-
garde  in  a  post-avant-garde  cultural
landscape.  There  was  the  Euro-centric
strand, inspired by Neo-Dada movements
such  as  Fluxus,  and  there  was  the
American  academic  (Black  Mountain)
variety  inspired  by  Charles  Olson’s
Projective Verse and the  Objectivism of
Louis Zukofsky.

Fluxus was an early Sixties Action Art
movement  initiated  in  1961  by  George
Maciunas.  It  was  concerned  with  the
integration  of  art  with  life  and  the
negation  of  social  hierarchies.  Allen
Fisher,  a  poet  once  associated  with
Cobbing’s  Writers  Forum,  is  the  most
noted exponent of Fluxus-inspired poetics
in  the  UK,  as  can  be  seen  in  his
publications  Place (1974-1981)  and
Scram (1971-1982).

Objectivism  was  an  offshoot  of
Imagism  promoted  by  Ezra  Pound.
British  Objectivism  imported  by  Basil



Bunting, came to be identified with the
Northumbrian School  centred on Barry
MacSweeney, and the Cambridge School
whose  most  famous  exponent  is  J.  H.
Prynne. Prynne is also an enthusiast for
the philosophy of Martin Heidegger (as
you  might  expect  Heidegger’s
philosophy is both notoriously ‘difficult’
and  prone  to  ultra  right-wing
interpretations).

One  aspect  of  Black  Mountain
doctrine was the eradication of the ego.
Ironically,  and  despite  this,  the  Post-
Albion  Underground  experimentalists
were addicted  to  huge,  grandiose,  self-
important projects emulating the Cantos,
Patterson,  Zukofsky’s A  and  Olson’s
Maximus.

Academic  poetry  differs  from  the
writing of  the pre-Albion Underground
era  in  that  it  substituted  theory  for
personality in the creative process. This
was, above all, a Poetics of Process. As a
Poetics of Process it paved the way for
the  next  style  of  American  poetry  to
arrive: the Language Poets.

Like Olson (who, in  Proprioception
(1964), demanded ‘Wash the ego out.’)
the Language Poets were explicit in their
denial  of  the  individual  ‘voice’ and by
their  concern  to  exclude  all
‘autobiography’  and  ‘ego  psychology’
from  writing.  This  stance,  which
coincided with contemporary debates in
the  academic  sphere  about  the  role  of
science, identity politics and knowledge
epistemology,  assumed  the  illusory
nature  of  the  ‘Lyric  I’,  and  the  non-
existence  of  facts  beyond  language  as
unchallenged givens.

These  debates  were  in  fact
symptomatic of a wider crisis in higher
education and the sphere of philosophy.
It  was  Wittgenstein  who said  that  ‘the
sole remaining task for philosophy is the
analysis  of  language’.  Cynics  have
argued that this state of affairs had risen
out  of  the  widespread  view  that
‘philosophers’ were  out  of  their  depth
when  it  came  to  confronting  the
scientific picture of the world (or even
the universe). As Stephen Hawing said,
science  had  become  too  technical  and
mathematical,  so  philosophers  were
impelled  to  reduce  the  scope  of  their
enquiries. Language was the last bastion
of knowledge, the final frontier for the
professional  thinker  who  was  not  a
scientist.

In  many respects  these  ideas  have  now
become  entrenched  as  key  doctrines  of
‘radical’ experimentalist  poetry  in  both  the
US  and  the  UK.  In  reality  it  was  another
generational  revolt:  they used the denial  of
the  ‘voice’  and  the  principle  of  linguistic
determinism  as  tactics  to  challenge  the
established status  quo and  assert  their  own
‘radicalism’ –  just  as  all  ‘new’ movements
seek to do.

In  their  1988  group  manifesto  the
Language Poets said: ‘Our work denies the
centrality  of  the  individual  artist’.  This
statement suggests an authoritarian tendency
in operation.  Nothing is  more  authoritarian
than  the  denial  of,  or  marginalization  of,
individual  ‘expression’.  As  an  aesthetic  or
poetic this is entirely retrograde and reveals a
mistaken  view  of  the  creative  process.
Furthermore  the  negation  of  the  individual
(Olson’s  ‘Wash  the  ego  out’)  is  an  act  of
piety, the very reverse of ‘radical’, if by the
use of the term ‘radical’ one means a form of
anti-establishment  non-conformism.  The
principle of  the  ‘unegoistic’ is  the basis  of
our orthodox,  culturally  dominant  morality;
an  ascetic  morality  for  which  the  selfless
‘unegoistic’  virtues  of  renunciation,  self-
loathing,  self-denial  and  self-sacrifice  are
foundational.  These  are  virtues  which,  for
thousands  of  years,  have  been  deified  and
transcendentalised;  glorified  as  articles  of
faith  whereas,  in  fact  they  are  nothing  but
altruistic  social  conventions;  conventions
that  have  evolved  by  chance  to  enhance
group survival among many animal species,
including Homo sapiens.

These  various  innovations  had  a  major
influence on non-mainstream British poetry
which,  prior  to  this,  had  shared,  to  some
extent,  a  Beat poetry aesthetic,  founded on
an authorial voice. In Britain the Academic
Left consolidated a position based on Post-
Structuralism  and  similar  tendencies  (e.g.
Social  Construction  Epistemology,  Reader
Response  Theory)  influenced  by  the  later
writings  of  Wittgenstein,  flawed
interpretations  of  Nietzsche,  and  an
enthusiasm for Thomas Kuhn's The Structure
of Scientific Revolutions (1962).

This  latter  in  particular,  together  with a
wilful  misreading  of  Nietzschean
Perspectivism, had a tremendous impact and
precipitated  what  is  known as  the  ‘science
wars’.  A  key  idea  was  the  denial  of
objectivity and the view that the individual is
a  ‘cultural  construction’.  There  can  be  no
established  facts,  only  incommensurable
‘paradigms’ afloat  in  a  sea  of  relativistic

viewpoints where no given viewpoint  is
any better or more useful than any other.
However,  significant  transformative
action  in  the  real  world  requires  the
participation  of  an  integrated  unified,
human  individual/subject.  By  extension,
the same is true of artistic creativity in all
forms. Postmodern Theory usually denies
this possibility; a convenient doctrine for
those zealots of identity politics for whom
all  tradition  and  cultural  baggage  –
however inimical – is sacrosanct.

The continuing rise of the mass media
since  1945  has  consolidated  an  already
incipient post-cultural state. This is a state
in  which  former  cultural  values  have
evaporated and ‘high culture’ has lost its
historic  dominance.  It  does  not  follow
that  the  evaporation  of  ‘high  culture’
vindicates  the  historical  claims  of
Postmodernism –  that  would  require  an
agreement  on  the  nature  of  Modernism
and a clear distinction (perhaps) between
Modernism and  ‘modernity’ in  order  to
define  ‘post-modernity’  as  a  viable
chronological category. Postmodernism is
a  worldview  or  a  doctrinal  outlook:  a
limited  (but  diverse)  quasi-philosophical
tendency  intrinsic  to  the  late  Cold  War
period.  The era  1968-1989 saw the  rise
and  fall  of  ‘Postmodernism’  in  this
narrow, doctrinal sense.

The emergence of post-culture on the
other hand can be dated back to the mid-
to-late nineteenth century (for Barthes the
historical  turning  point  was  1848),  a
period  that  saw  the  publication  of  the
Communist  Manifesto,  the  rise  of  mass
circulation  newspapers,  department
stores,  celebrity  and  popular  mass
entertainments such as Cabaret and Music
Hall; the period that saw the first use of
plate  glass,  the  Singer  sewing  machine,
the  emergence  of  photography  and  the
first moving pictures.

In the twenty-first century the state of
post-culture  continues  to  evolve  at  an
ever-increasing  rate  of  acceleration,
rendering  the  old,  nineteenth  century
‘vanguard’ model  of  literary and artistic
self-definition superfluous.

A crisis of self-definition on this level
has created an alienated intelligentsia still
clinging to notions of high cultural value.
These  values  have  no  viable  place  in  a
‘new  world  order’  of  globalised  mass
‘infotainment’.  We now inhabit  a  world
where  hitherto  ‘profound’  masterpieces
stand  revealed  as  propaganda;  a  world



where  a  tabloid  headline  or  a  refrain
from a pop song may well possess more
aesthetic  value  than  a  poem  by  J  H
Prynne or Basil Bunting.

It  is  ironic that  the position we are
describing has lead an alienated literary
class to deny the value of the authorial
voice, not only the voices of others – but
their own as well.
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Middle East!
By Arthur C. Ford, Sr.

You only seize fire
To load them up,
Your cup
Don’t runneth over!!!

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

Imperceptive hate
Externalising issues
Bigotry blooming

By DS Davidson   

Reviews by Christine Despardes

The Commons' Revolt 

By Cardinal Cox

In  Cardinal  Cox's  latest  release  we
watch a heart-pounding drama play out
on  the  stage  of  England's  history:  the
dreadful,  stirring  Peasants  Revolt  of
June 1381.

There  must  have  been  droves  of
people whose lives were displaced as a
result  of  the  Hundred  Years  War,  the
Black Plague and the economic turmoil
produced by both. That led to rebels of
1381  marching  on  London,  taking  the
Tower of London, executing high officials
and  rampant  destruction  of  stately
homes.

The  Revolt  didn't  produce  but
followed  major  historical  events,  the
many  crises  of  the  fourteenth  century
that  beleaguered  England  and  the
continent.  The  opening  verse,  Two
Weeks in June, has a line “So in those
last days…” I'm surprised 'last days' isn't
capitalized to 'Last Days'. 

The  Commons'  Revolt  produced  no
major events but a few meaningful ones.
For instance, King Richard II  abolished
serfdom.  When  taxes  were  levied  to
finance England's failing war in France,
the Poll Tax of 1381 led to revolt but not
adequate  war  finance,  and  so  the
ongoing  shortfall  slowed  down the  war
effort. 

Who  were  the  players  in  that  brief,
eventful drama? The participants were of
all  social  strata:  some  were,  as  the
author  writes  in  this  researched  verse
narrative,  lowlifes;  some village officers
and  London  townsfolk  were  rebel
sympathizers while others amongst them
fought  the  rebels;  many  rebels  were
employed townies,  like smiths,  tanners,
weavers,  etc.  Serfs  were  there,
demanding freedom from bondage. 

It started in Essex, then broke out in
Kent. A wave of thousands marched on
London.  Opposing  the  rebels  was  the
warrior Bishop Henry Despenser and his
eight-man army.  The rebels were many,
although  armed  only  with  sticks  and
bows.

Mr.  Cox  describes  how  church  and
royal  officials  of  exalted  as  well  as
humbler  rank  were  slain.  Wikipedia
convinces  me  that  even  King  Richard
might  have been killed in  the Tower of

London had he not journeyed that day
to  meet  with  rebels.  When  he
returned,  the  two  high  ranking
colleagues  he  had  been  consulting
with were found slain. 

What seared through my mind as I
put  the  book  aside  and  lay  on  my
pillow  is  the  amount  of  bloodshed
exacted by the rebels, as well as the
rampant looting and burning of official
records and buildings and residences.
Today, we protest but don't randomly
slay folks of a differing opinion. 

The  footnotes  are  factual  and
dramatic, like the verse.

Be informed, grab a copy. 

The Folk Show:
Pennies in a Battered Hat

By Cardinal Cox

The nine verses in this new pamphlet
could easily be set to music. They're
composed  as  rhymed  quatrains,
sonnet, sestina, etc., and already own
the  music  of  Mr.  Cox's  accentual
verse  (which  so  reminds  me  of  the
alliterative  verse  of  Beowulf).
Moreover,  they  are  about  music  in
both  form  and  content,  saturated  in
rich, regional folk music and modern,
with imagery of place (the Fens, local
towns  and  the  city)  and  stories  of
traditions like Plough Monday with its
Straw Bear Festival. 

The  reader  can  escape  and  be
immersed  in  a  rough  world  whose
burrs  are  sandpapered down by the
very subject under discussion: music
and the tradition of folk.

In Strawbear on a Chain, we stand
with  the  community  to  watch  the
Plough  Monday  revelry  when  amid
music and dance, plough boys parade
a  straw  bear  for  pennies.  It's  first
recorded  in  the  late  19th  century,
according  to  Mr.  Cox,  while  today
“above thick clouds a roaring jet.”

In  Honeybell a  music  critic  looks
out  his  study  window  in  composing
this  week's  editorial  column  “while
somewhere in a wood stands an elf.” 

In  Fenman's Pleasure the fenland
poor get high to escape the miasma
of  poverty.  In  'City  Seasons'  street
corner rappers perform whose songs
of protest bring to Cox's mind Byron
and Shelley.



My  favourite  is  the  poignant,
moody  Lost  Postman that  evokes
personal desolation – of the actually
successful  Allan  Smethurst,  the
Singing Postman.

The footnotes in  The Folk Show
seem suspiciously true, unlike those
in many of the author's pamphlets.

What's  more,  artists  and  works
mentioned  in  the  footnotes  can  be
seen and listened to on YouTube.

It's enough to make a gloomy day
sunny.

Red Skies
By Cardinal Cox

Surely,  the  imaginary  world  of  Red
Skies begins in or after 1917 when
the  aeroplane  was  invented  in  the
real world. That is when this story of
the  Order  of  Knight-Commanders
begins. They are aerial champions of
liberty, defenders of the defenceless,
opponents  of  tyranny  and  slavery,
champions of universal rights. 

They  fought  the  Italian  invaders
of  Ethiopia,  the Romanian invaders
of  the  Austro-Hungarian  Empire,
Japan  in  a  Sino-Japanese  conflict,
the  Nazis  in  Poland,  Franco  in  the
Spanish  Civil  War.  For  a  time they
joined  in  with  the  Bolshevik
Revolution  and  famously  did  battle
for the independence of the port city
of Petrograd. 

Bold  warriors,  they,  in  a  new,
innovative  flying  force  (mercenary,
surely  to  some  extent,  to  meet
expenses). 

Red  Skies tells  of  the  Order's
illustrious history in all regions of the
earth,  as  well  as  some  political
opposition to them that occasionally
arose. Towards the end of the 20th
century,  the  Order  had  run  its
course, and a very good run it was. 

A  vigorous  optimism  pervades
this chronicle.

Thrilling footnotes tell it all.  

Le Monde Extraordinaire
By Cardinal Cox

The  opening  verse,  'Lines  found
amongst the log of Three Russians
and Three Englishmen in the Arctic',
consists  of  brevified  entries  by

previous explorers. They are condensed,
haiku-like rhymed couplets: 

Svalbard – the winter home of bears
Where breath freezes to beard hairs
In  the  following  poem,  Captain

Hatteras  at  the  South  Pole,  we  see  a
totally  white  landscape  of  ice  with  an
explorer rising over it in a hot air balloon
against  an  all-white  cloud  cover.  The
footnotes  also  mention  explorer  names
we may have heard of or read in other
imaginary lit.

Before the story opens, an enormous
comet  struck  the  Gibraltar  and  north-
west  Africa  region  resulting  in  a
restructuring  of  the  earth's  surface.
Extensive climate change followed which
led to a volatile terrestrial demographics
as well. 

Explorations that the book opens with
have  to  do  with  the  search  for  cavern
paths  that  the  comet's  crash  produced
beneath the surface of  the earth.  They
permit  explorers  to  travel  great  and
otherwise  difficult  distances  without
surfacing.  However,  the  'sub-Mantle
caverns'  have  yet  to  be  confirmed  by
explorers  who  successfully  returned  to
civilization.

The  time  period  coincides  with  the
late 19th century,  the pre-war period of
rapid  technological  and  scientific
progress.  In  that  historical  context  Mr.
Cox  has  chosen  for  his  material  arctic
expeditions. 

As  always,  the  poems  are  very
skilled,  and  present  an  unexpected
narrative.  The  footnotes  name  people,
events  and  places  that  one  does  not
ordinarily hear put together in the same
sentence.  

At first,  I thought the footnotes were
real, not imaginary. Haha. Getting one's
bearings  with  regard  to  Mr.  Cox's
footnotes is the source of much reading
entertainment because remarkable major
events  though  fictional  take  on  an
exceptional  quality  in  the  journalistic
style of them, like in War from the East :

Ahead of the snowstorm sweep the 
Tartar horde

Strogoff directs Kiev's defence plan
Clattering on ice, the river they ford.

To  obtain  a  copy  of  pamphlets  while
supplies  last  send  an  SAE to  Cardinal
Cox,  Starburker  Publications,  c/o  58
Pennington,  Orton  Goldhay,
Peterborough PE2 5RB UK

Or make a request at
cardinalcox1@gmail.com.

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

The Salute
By Celine Rose Mariotti

My Uncle Dominic was a WWII veteran,
My Dad was a Korean War Veteran,
They were brother-in-laws,
But they were more like brothers,
My Dad often watched the UCONN 
Huskies basketball games
With my Uncle Dominic,
They talked sports and politics,
And war time stories,
They always helped each other out,
They put the paneling up together
At our old house,
They always painted the house together,
In later years,
My Dad would take my Uncle Dominic 

grocery shopping,
He would take him to the barber shop too,
When my Dad got sick and had to have 

colon surgery,
My Uncle Dominic worried a lot about 

him,
And when my Uncle got sick with a 
blood clot,
My Dad worried about him too,
That fateful day,
When the angels took my Uncle Dominic 

up to Heaven,
As the undertaker took my Uncle’s body 
out of the house,
My Dad, Peter J. Mariotti,
Stood in the doorway and
saluted my Uncle, Dominic Iannotti,
One Veteran to another,
A final goodbye,
A touching moment,
One we will never forget.

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

Submissions Required!

Submissions are always required for The
Supplement! We need your news, letters
of comment, articles, and reviews. Almost
any topic will be considered – especially
if it relates to writing.

In addition, guest posts are welcome for
the blog.
…………………………………………...

Remember the press is closed to
submissions during July/August.

(5-7-5 remains open and View From
Atlantis will have open submissions).

mailto:cardinalcox1@gmail.com


Death of an Ezine
By Harris Coverley

Back in mid-April,  I  received a very
sad email: Kevin Saitta, the editor of
Written  Tales,  had  been  forced  to
end the whole project.

“It pains me to say this,” he wrote,
“but  after  much  thought  and
heartache over this decision, Written
Tales will be shutting down.”

Going strong for over five years,
what  Saitta  described  as  “all  the
censorship” had left  them “removed
across many social  platforms,  [and]
de-platformed”,  and  their  “user
activity dropped to nill.”

Now,  if  you  type  their  URL into
the  address  bar,  a  html  of  death
informs you: “Door's closed.” Kindle
editions  are  still  available  through
Amazon, but that is all that is left.

I tried multiple times to have my
fiction in themed editions of  Written
Tales, and ultimately managed to get
two  short  poems published  at  their
site through their system of prompts.
Linked  in  my bibliography,  all  I  get
now is a 404 Not Found (I did keep
e-copies  however,  so  they’re
thankfully not lost forever).

We  talk  a  lot  about  censorship
and  ‘cancellation’  these  days.  As  I
write  this  there  is  a  massive
controversy  over  Microsoft  Bing
allegedly  censoring  the  image  of
Tank Man for the Beijing Regime as
it gradually destroys human freedom
(and  life)  in  Hong  Kong  and  East
Turkestan, along with those outrages
closer  to  my  heart  such  as  the
nonsensical  “investigation”  (read:
McCarthyite   witch-hunt)   into   my
e-quaintance  the  Northumbria
University  academic  Pete  Newbon
for daring to share a meme he made
sharply  poking  fun  at  the  previous
Labour Party leader and his acolytes
over anti-semitism.

But  in-between  these  big  profile
cases a lot of little guys get crushed
too.

Censorship doesn’t  need to take
the form of boots stomping on faces
or of rioting at a public lecture; it can
just  be the corporate organs of  Big
Tech  moving  in  such  an  indifferent
way,  as  vast  Lovecraftian  beings
would,  as to crumple and suffocate

those  they  cannot  be  bothered  to  look
out for.

Within  a  few  days  an  entire
community  to  which  I  belonged
disappeared forever, along with a lot of
prose and poetry, good, bad, great, and
everything else.

I  emailed  Saitta  for  any  details  he
might like to share, but the message just
seemed to blow away in the wind, and
he never got back to me.

In his last general email, Saitta at the
end wrote: “I will keep the domain, and
maybe one day I might bring it back, but
for  now,  it  seems  many  are  not
interested  in  the  Written  Tales cause.
We love you all, and thank you for riding
it out with us.”

For me it was a brief but nice ride Mr
Saitta, and I hope we’ll ride again. But I
have  to  admit  that  hope  wears  thin  in
these times.

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

Praying Mandy
By Matthew Wilson

We all wear masks – I only wear mine until
I’m hungry, usually in the tunnel of love, the
last stop of a blind date. Mother said love is
not for  me but I  have no trouble getting a
date,  even  if  I  have  to  pay  for  the  photo
afterwards.

Destroying the evidence.
I couldn’t let them know what I am

beneath  the  mask  although  it’s  perfectly
natural where I’m from. 
On my homeworld,  females  always eat  the
males head when hungry.

Mandy sounds better than mantis.
Mother said I wouldn’t fit it in here.
But I have my mask.

Ends

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

Short  poems  suitable  for  Bard are
especially  sought  when  we  reopen  to
submissions in September.

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

The Supplement will return
in September

Free Expression Ezine

Celine Rose Mariotti has a story on page
28 of Free Expression Volume XXVIII

Issue 5.

The issue is free to read at
https://online.fliphtml5.com/leqjf/hfoh/

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

Looking for fairy tale poetry to take
you away from the mundane world?

Try Dark Heartwood by DJ Tyrer.

Read it for free online at
https://www.fairytalemagazine.com/

2021/06/dark-heartwood-by-dj-
tyrer.html

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

Available in PDF

You may be reading this issue in PDF, in
which case you probably are familiar with
what is available for download from the
Atlantean Publishing website.

But,  if  you  haven’t  scrolled  all
the way down the page or are reading this
in print, you may not be.

In  addition  to  issue  of  The
Supplement (from issue 77 onwards) and
Awen (from issue 92 onwards), you can
download  PDF  versions  of  the  two
Garbaj  Presents… broadsides  –
SuperTrump and A Wuhan Whodunnit,
a  PDF  scan  of  Gary  Beck’s  poetry
booklet,  Hallowed Be Thy Gun, a PDF
version  of  DJ  Tyrer’s  weird  fiction
collection,  Black & Red, and its sequel,
the  PDF  exclusive  of  Cosmic  Joke,
featuring a story apiece by DJ Tyrer and
Joseph Bouthiette, Jr.

All the PDFs are free for you to
download, so why not take a look?

https://
atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/

pdf-issues/
…………………………………………..

shuffle sentences
seeking meaning in the words
gibberish results

By DJ Tyrer 

https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/pdf-issues/
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