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Editorial –  Things are picking up a little at Atlantean –
I’ve  been  responding  to  submissions  and  have  also
managed to get an issue of  Monomyth out! Hopefully
I’ll  manage to get  two more out  before the end of the
year.

In  addition,  assuming  no  major  derailment  of
plans, there will  be a Hallowe’en poetry booklet and a
new Xmas Bard, if nothing else.

But, though things remain slow in print,  online
new issues of View From Atlantis have been appearing
regularly and haiku continue to be added to  The 5-7-5
Haiku Journal.  So, why not send your haiku my way
and check out what the next theme for View is…

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 free
download with another due a little 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 21.1

Enjoy  the  continuing  adventures  of
Hengist  and  Horsa,  plus fiction  from
Harris Coverley and Cardinal Cox, and
poetry  from  Frank  Coffman,  Aeronwy
Dafies, and DS Davidson.

Just £3
(part of the three-for-two offer).

All three 2020 issues of  Monomyth  –
20,1, 20,2, and 20.3 –are still available
for £3 each or £6 for all three, thanks to
the three-for-two offer.

.…………………………………………

View From Atlantis
now has 32 issues of genre poetry online

with more coming soon…

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  

Bryant Park Poems
By Gary Beck

Bryant Park is at 42nd Street between
5th and 6th Avenues in New York City
that  was first  a  potters  field,  then  a
reservoir  with 50 foot walls,  a Union
Army encampment and finally a jewel
of a park in 1934.

By the 1970’s it  had become a drug
infested, dangerous place.

My  theatre  company  presented  a
week long celebration with Broadway
plays, music and more to try to draw
attention to it’s needing help.

Finally in the 90’s a corporation was
formed that renewed the park and it’s
now  again  a  little  jewel.  I  played
chess in the park for many years and
the poems were written in the park.

18pp, chapbook
Writing Knights Press

$10 (pb), $2.99 (ebook)
ISBN: 979-8-53967-405-2

Available from Amazon

https://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.com/
https://www.amazon.com/Bryant-Park-Poems-Gary-Beck/dp/B099FTCBP6/
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/


Review by Paul Murphy

Nero:
The Man Behind the Myth
at the British Museum (29th, June 2021)

The  Roman  Emperor  Nero  seemed
destined to blur the limits of reality when
his  own  life  became  a  theatrical
performance  straight  out  of  his  mentor
Seneca’s play  Oedipus, itself a recasting
of a Greek original by Athenian dramatist
Sophocles.

The  British  museum’s  new
exhibition reveals a face behind a legend,
a new quiff that travelled the length and
breadth of the empire and an attempt to
re-boot  a  failing  political  dynasty,  the
Julio-Claudians.   Nero  was  Roman
emperor, but more people will know him
as the character played by Peter Ustinov
in  the  film  Quo  Vadis.   The  new
exhibition at the British museum failed to
make  much  of  more  modern  re-
interpretations  of  Nero’s  life  but  there
were still a great many revelations.

Nero’s  real  name  was  Lucius
Domitius Ahenobarbus, he was born near
Anzio,  Italy  in  37  AD.  The  date  is
significant because Nero’s reign came to
be overshadowed by a new religion that
initially  puzzled  the  Romans  then
overwhelmed it, namely Christianity.

Nero’s  family  was  close  to
Rome’s  ruling  families.   Indeed,  Nero
was the great-great grandson of the first
Emperor,  Augustus,  his  mother  was  the
Emperor Caligula’s sister.

By  choosing  a  direct  descendant
of  Augustus  who  also  happened  to  be
young,  handsome,  and  eligible,  Rome’s
ruling  families  sought  to  restore
confidence  in  their  rule  after  the  years
when  Claudius  had  ruled  with  Julia
Agrippina,  Nero’s  mother.   Nero’s
hairstyle was important to the empire.  It
was imitated and set a new style that was
received  from  Londinium  to  Rome  to
Palmyra.  

Coinage of  the era indicates  that
Nero initially ruled alongside his mother
but subsequently, Nero sought to distance
himself  from  Agrippina  and  eventually
had  her  murdered.   The  story  of  their
relationship  is  told  by  the  changing
depictions  on  the  common  coinage
exchanged in Nero’s time.

Nero  and  his  key  advisors  fully
realised the importance to those in power
of  images.   Even  the  murder  of  Julia

Agrippina was a comedy of errors.  Nero had
a self-sinking boat constructed, indeed its lead
ceiling  collapsed  killing  one  of  Julia
Agrippina’s servants.

However, Julia Agrippina was able to
swim ashore, then being rescued by some of
her  friends.   She  did  not  suspect  that  the
ship’s sinking was part of a murder plot and
so Nero sent his assassins to her to finish the
job.  The exhibition uses artifacts to chart the
power  relationships  of  the  elite  as  they
fluctuated and altered.

The  sources  for  the  life  of  Nero  are
Tacitus,  Suetonius,  and  Cassius  Dio.   From
Suetonius  we  gather  that  Nero  sang  while
Rome  burned,  possibly  the  single
summarising  moment  of  ancient  Rome  that
everyone  knows.   We  gather  from  the
exhibition, however, that Nero was not even
in Rome when the fire began in 18-19th July,
AD 64.  Nero hurried back to Rome from his
villa at Antium, organised a relief effort and
even allowed the homeless  to shelter  in  the
grounds of the imperial palace.

This is according to Tacitus’s version
of events.   Suetonius,  and Cassius Dio both
allege that Nero started the fire and Suetonius
says that he did so to make room for his new
palace,  the Golden  House or  Domus Aurea.
Tacitus  alleges  that  Nero  blamed  the
Christians to remove suspicion from himself
and  thus  instigated  brutal  murders,
crucifixions, Christians fed to wild beasts and
burnt to death on Nero’s orders.   Suetonius,
however,  is  not  beyond  sensationalising  his
accounts,  magnifying  the  contrasts  between
his subjects.

The  main  foreign  policy  issue  of
Nero’s  reign  was  Rome’s  conflict  with
Parthia,  the  other  great  empire  that  rivalled
Rome in  the  east.   Rome’s  experience  with
Parthia had been difficult.

Before the fall of the Republic, Marcus
Crassus  had  invaded  Parthia  and  been
defeated  at  the  battle  of  Carrhae  (53  BC).
Such  defeats  of  Roman  generals  were
extremely  unusual  because  of  Rome’s
organised, drilled, and disciplined legionaries.
Crassus  was  executed  after  the  battle,  the
Parthians poured molten gold down his throat
to symbolise Crassus’s greed and avarice. The
legion’s  standards  were  seized.  Emperor
Augustus was able to reclaim them after the
fall of the Republic.

Armenia, a client kingdom of Parthia,
was conquered by the Romans during Nero’s
reign.   The  Parthians  were  a  so-called
‘barbarian’  kingdom  meaning  that  they
retained  strongly  feudal  traditions  and  a
powerful  army built  upon  heavily  armoured

cavalry known as  cataphracts and lightly
equipped horse archers who were meant to
shoot  in  the  thundering  charge  of  the
heavier  types.   The  Parthians  feudal
traditions meant  that  they relied on their
cataphract  charge  rather  than  actual
battlefield  tactics  and  drill,  pay  and
discipline.  Such armies could have lucky
days as at Carrhae.  

Nero  had  links  to  the  Parthian
kingdom and,  before his suicide,  thought
about removing himself there to be under
the  protection  of  the  Parthians  or  some
other eastern client kingdom.  In the west
the signal event was the revolt of Boudicca
(or  Boudica  or  Boudicea)  and  her  Iceni
tribe in Britain.

The rebellion was swiftly quashed
for  the  Roman army under  Paulinus had
been pursuing the druids on their island of
Mona (Anglesey).  The druids offered the
British tribes the possibility of a fanatical
mission to destroy the Romans, a mission
ratified  by  their  gods  which  is  why
Paulinus  sought  to  destroy  their  power
base just  as the Gallic  druids had earlier
been annihilated by Julius Caesar for the
same reason.

Nero  was  clearly  intelligent,
educated,  and  talented  but  his  life  was
somehow  overwhelmed  by  his  own
pretensions and impractical cruelty so that
his  life  ultimately  resembled  a  lurid
rendition  of  one  of  the  great  Greek
tragedies  that  he  clearly  adored.   He
aspired to be an actor and went against the
grain of what was expected of an Emperor
by  appearing  in  plays  and  paying  large
amounts  of  patronage  to  the  actors,
dancers, and musicians he admired.

Ultimately, he forced too many of
those  close  to  him  such  as  Seneca  into
suicide and he was eventually forced to do
likewise by the senate.  There were other
contenders to be emperor after Nero and a
period  of  intense  instability  followed
Nero’s suicide in 68 AD.

Before  his  death  he  uttered  the
words Qualis artifex pereo (‘What an artist
dies in me.’) but for many years after his
suicide  myths  and  legends  appeared,
especially in the east, that he was not dead
and would return.  These legends persisted
for 100s of years after his death and were
reported by Augustine of Hippo as popular
myths as late as 420.  

Any lover  of  antiquity  and  Rome
specifically  will  love  this  exhibition.   It
tells a story, but it is only the beginning of
the search for the identity of Nero.



Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ,
The quality and variety of  Awen

content makes it an amazing publication.
Yours truly,

Christine Despardes

Hi DJ,
The  Royal  Mail  delivered  two

copies  of  a  very  nice  issue  of  The
Supplement.  Thanks.  I’m  always
impressed by your continuing to produce
such  good  material  in  increasingly
difficult times. 

Stay healthy,
Gary Beck

Dear DJ,
Just  a  few  brief  reflections  on

The  Supplement Issue  97  and  Bard
194.

In  Supplement 97  Harris
Coverley's Hollywood Hogwash reminds
one that  the  mediocrities  (or  less-than-
mediocrities)  of  filmdom's past  are not
nearly as annoying or time-consuming as
modern  Tinseltown's  latest  rash  of
PC/CGI/comic book super-  hero pap.  I
doubt  that  three  quarters  of  a  century
from now anyone will be writing a retro-
review of  Fast  and the  Furious  9,  or
Black Panther vs. Iron Man, or Abbot
and Costello Meet Thor,  or any other
"cracked  eggs"  Hollywood  hatches  in
the future.

A.C.  Evans’s  Voices  in  Denial
sent me to my bookshelf to retrieve M.L.
Rosenthal's  The New Poets: American
and British Poetry Since World War
II  (Oxford  University  Press,  1967),
whose  fifth  section  Contemporary
British Poetry broached such subjects as
The Group, The Movement, The War of
the  Anthologies,  and  poets  such  as
Davie,  Hughes,  Larkin, Tomlinson, and
Gunn.  In  his  discussion  of  Post-
Structuralism and Postmodernism Evans
mentions  "flawed  interpretations"  and
"willful  misreadings  of"  Nietzsche,
which  brings  to  mind  the  (I  hope
authentic) Nietzschean quote "there is no
truth,  only  interpretation",  previously
cited  in  a  Paul  Murphy  article  from
Supplement 95.

Greatly  informative  and
appreciated is your last page – available
in PDF. I hope to download several  of
these editions in the near future.

In  Bard 194,  which  in  an
amazingly  compact  space  contains
thirteen  poems,  cover  art,
advertisements, and contact information,
I detect three themes: The Dream World
(including  your  cover  poem,  John
Light's artwork, and A Fish Tale by Neal
Wilgus);  The  Natural  World  (The

Shadow Fox by Bruce-Grove and the always
excellent Aeronwy Dafies' Mystified, et. al.);
and  Mortality  (humorously  by  Neil  K.
Henderson and DS Davidson, more sombrely
by Margaret Boles and Sally Plumb, et. al.).

Best Wishes,
David Edwards 

Dear DJ,
T’Supplement #97 arrived just after

I’d  emailed  my  Bard comments,  so  I’ll
include them again with this.

Good to see the return of AC Evans.
Voices  In  Denial was  something  of  an
education,  to  put  it  mildly.  Informative,
certainly,  but  with  a  heavy
intellectual/academic bias. I got the feeling I
might  be  examined  on  it  later.  I  cannot
understand  how anyone can  claim to write
(compose?)  anything  without  a  voice,  least
of  all  poems.  I  think  these  ‘voice  deniers’
should closely examine what they mean by a
poem. I suspect, if they’re honest, they mean
simply  ‘words’.  They’d  probably  enjoy  a
good  telephone  directory,  though  the
inclusion of numbers may destroy the artistic
purity. I think I’m in general agreement with
AC Evans regarding it all, but have to admit
to a degree of bafflement (which may be the
qualification you get for passing the exam).

Devil Girl From Mars looks more my
kind of thing – as does The Most Dangerous
Game – thanks to Harris Coverley’s review. I
love these cranky old SF movies, and want to
watch  those  he  reviewed  despite  the
disappointment  warning.  No doubt  Harris’s
focus on the highlights minus the dead wood
beefed  up  the  interest.  In  a  similar  way,  I
often wonder if some books might fare better
in  foreign  translations.  I  was  reading
Theodore  Dreiser  recently,  and  for  all  his
exceptional  creative  vision,  his  sentence
structures are often straggling, confusing and
just  plain  wrong.  (To  say  nothing  of  his
punctuation, which ought to be criminalised.)
However,  it  occurs  to  me  that  a  translator
could  do  much  to  ‘silently  correct’  such
flaws,  without  in  any  way  distorting  the
meaning – turning Dreiser’s bad English into
better French, or whatever.

Of course, I’m assuming such ‘silent
amending’ to be done with skill and integrity,
unlike  the  impersonal  blanket  censorship
described in Coverley’s Death of an Ezine. I
don’t know much about this kind of thing, so
can’t comment from experience. I did have
some  uninformed  opinions  about  social
media,  but  deleted  them.  (Open  self-
censorship – leading by example.)

Christine Despardes kept me gripped
with  her  expositions  of  the  Cardinal  Cox
pamphlets.  A  mighty  breadth  of  creative
vision  laid  out  here.  As  may  be  said  of
T’Supplement in general.

Many  thanks  for  Bard #194.  Neal
Wilgus’s  A Fish  Tale was  a  strong opener.
More Love, Hope  and Dreams by Margaret

Boles gave me pause for thought, as did
Aeronwy Dafies’s Mystified in a different
way. A pleasant evening feel to the issue’s
close,  with  The  Shadow Fox by  Bruce-
Grove and David Edwards’s excellent bat
haiku.  John  Light’s  slightly  creepy
Dream House cover nicely set the scene.
Thanks for having me aboard.

Yours, ahead of the silent Japanese
revision,

Neil K. Henderson

Dear DJ,
Some  brief  reflections  on  your

excellent  2020  booklets  A  Wuhan
Whodunnit and  Super Trump,  which I
recently downloaded in PDF.

Of the ten short poems comprising
A Wuhan Whodunnit the  strongest,  in
my  opinion,  are  A  Visit  To  The  Bank
(which has the perfect  ironic touch) and
Lockdown  Blues (putting  always
subjective conditions in perspective). The
problem with  the  four-poem long satire
Super Trump is  the  target.  With  every
grammatically  murderous  ALL
UPPERCASE  TWEET  through  each
rambling,  disjointed,  surrealistic  press
conference  to  the  expletive-laced  cross-
between Marx Brothers anarchic and Nazi
Nuremberg rally campaign ‘even’ Donald
Trump is a walking, talking self-inflicted
satire.  To  satirize  someone  like  this  is
akin  to  painting  an  all  white  room  all
white – it is hard to tell if you've done a
good job or a bad one!

Best Wishes,
David Edwards

Hello DJ
Thanks for the latest Bard and for

using my lighthouse on the cover. I liked
your accompanying haiku. Did I ever tell
you  where  that  particular  lighthouse  is?
It’s on the northern shore of the Solway
Firth  in  Dumfries  and  Galloway  and  is
indeed solitary so the verse is apt. We had
to  go  down a  narrow track  to  reach  it.
Unfortunately the local authority has sited
a  rubbish  tip  close  by  which  is  not
appropriate  so  I  invoked  artist’s  licence
and ignored that. I imagine in time it will
be buried anyway.

Up and Away is nicely ironic. The
Empty Room is gently sad but understates
the epidemic’s effect very effectively.

All the best
John Light

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

Got an opinion?
Send us your letter of comment,

or write an article!



Punished
For Telling The Truth

An opinion piece by Harris Coverley

It  took  just  one  tweet  for  Danielle
Rose, the editor of poetry for Barren
Magazine,  to be thrown out  on her
backside.

What  did  this  terrible,
unconscionable  tweet  say?  Was  it
full  of  racial  invective?  Was  it
slanderous towards her co-workers?
Was  Rose  attempting  to  arrange
intimacy with a potential under-aged
lover? No, none of  that.  It  is  worth
quoting  in  full:  “I  wish  poets
understood  that  the  general
population has no interest in what we
do, so when we speak we are only
speaking to each other. The delusion
that poetry is something powerful is
a  straight  line  to  all  kinds  of  toxic
positivities that are really just us lying
to ourselves.”

For this hideous crime of, well,
having  a  fair  and,  in  the  minds  of
many (such as yours truly),  entirely
correct  opinion,  Rose  was  forced
from  her  position  and  the  Barren
editorial board got on its knees and
begged the seething e-mob, that had
demanded  her  ‘cancellation’,  for
forgiveness.  The  poor  woman
became yet another burnt offering in
the  eternal  moral  panic  that  is
contemporary literary culture.

The  letter  of  Jason  D.
Ramsey,  editor-in-chief,  to  Barren’s
subscribers  gives  a  lot  of  the
standard  mush:  “Our  mission  at
Barren has always been to celebrate
multicultural  written  and  visual  art.”
The  unavoidable  implication  is  that
Rose  committed  a  heresy  against
the  orthodoxies  of  cultural  diversity
— except she did no such thing. No-
one who has read the above tweet
could  say  she  did  with  a  sincere
heart.Ramsey then accelerates from
the  tediously  banal  into  the
fanatically delusional: “We absolutely
and  firmly  believe  in  the  power  of
poetry,  fiction,  nonfiction,  and
photography. […] [Our] official stance
regarding Danielle Rose’s tweet from
yesterday  is  that  poetry  is  an
extremely powerful art  form.” These
are  declarations  of  faith,  not  the
validated  results  of  attempts  at
sociological  or philosophical  inquiry.
But, it is the faith of a dying priest of
a moribund order.

As the journalist Cathy Young
said  in  response  to  the  whole
kerfuffle:  “Modern  poetry  in  the
Anglophone  world  is  almost
deliberately self-marginalized.”

This is an unavoidable conclusion
— poetry simply does not speak to the
masses  or  even  to  most  of  the
intelligentsia the way it used to. To think
that something as complex and layered
as  Rudyard  Kipling’s  The  Gods  of  the
Copy-Book Headings was first published
in  the  edition  of  the  Sunday  Pictorial
(later  the  Sunday  Mirror)  for  26th

October 1919. Most poetry the public are
likely to be exposed to these days is the
kind of doggerel produced by the Tumblr-
originated Rupi Kaur, or (oh, good Lord)
someone  like  Tony  Walsh,  a  man  who
would not know true poetics if it cut his
Universal Credit. Emotional and political
sentiment is dropped onto the reader or
the listener like bird  ordure hitting their
face from two hundred feet high.

Why  has  such  bilge  come  to
represent  poetry  in  the  popular
imagination? Largely because those you
might  call  ‘professional’  poets  have
retreated either into the tall  and distant
towers of academia, or into a language
form that  is  far  removed from common
speech or is just  plain unattractive and
stodgy.  One  of  the  greatest  debates
within modern poetry has been whether
poets should seek to uphold formality in
whatever  sense  (whether  that  be  a
neoformalism  or  an  avant-garde
experimentality), or should instead seek
to emulate actually-spoken language as
much as possible.  The weird  synthesis
that  has  happened  between  these  two
positions has resulted in a language that
pleases or inspires nobody.

The  reading  of  contemporary
poetry  (at  least  from the  “mainstream”)
always seems a discouraging activity — I
personally  have  all  the  issues  of  last
year’s run of  Rattle in the corner of my
room which are still wrapped and sealed,
each with  a chapbook from one of  the
“freshest  voices  in  modern  poetry”.  I
have  little  desire  to  open  them  up  —
dissatisfaction  and  a  drain  on  mental
resources seem inevitable.

The spectre of identitarian cultural
politics has to be discussed, as well —
so  much  of  modern  poetry  and  its
publication  has  been  reduced  down  to
displays  of  virtue  signalling  or  the
propagation  of  intellectually  crude  yet
hopelessly  Byzantine racial  and gender
ideology.

By invoking the name of a racial,
or  any  other  minority  group
(‘intersectionality’  is  the  winning  trick),
the  most  mind-numbing  things  can  be
published with  deafening applause — I
had  to  unsubscribe  from  the  Poetry
Foundation’s Daily Poem email because
too many of their selected modern poets
rambled endlessly about their racial and
gender  constructions  rather  than  have

anything interesting,  original,  or truly
radical to say.

I recently read a poem by Joy
Harjo,  the  American  poet  laureate
who  has  been  championed  as  the
poetic voice of indigenous America, in
which  she  dreams  of  hunting
“imaginary  buffalo”  and  “hopes  for
corn”. If  I  as an (alleged) white man
had written such words from the guise
of an Amerindian perspective, I would
have been denounced as a racist fool
— and quite rightly so, for it would be
just  a  cluster  of  racial  stereotypes.
Then, what are we to make of such
work from an actual Amerindian poet?

The  African-American
economist  and  social  critic  Glenn
Loury,  when  discussing  the  ‘anti-
racist’ discourse of the past few years,
referred  to  activist-profiteers  like
Ibram X. Kendi as putting on a “coon
show” (his exact words, not mine) for
a  white  audience  who  pay  to  be
berated  —  surely  something  very
similar  could  be  said  about  the
identitarian poets?

Contemporary  poetry  has  little
to say to most people, and if it does, it
often fails by its own standards.

I do not have an exact solution
for this problem, other than to tell my
fellow poets in  the small  and micro-
press  world  not  to  give  up,  and  to
keep writing and publishing, but also
to  say:  yes,  submit  that  poem  to
Rattle,  to  Poetry,  to  Missouri
Review, to wherever the ‘hottest’ stuff
is  supposed to be sent.  Show them
how it is supposed to really be done…

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

Capsule   Review by Arthur C. Ford, Sr.  

A Democracy Divided
By Ralph J. Long, Jr.

Contact: rjljr1957@gmail.com
(41 poems)

Poignant,  powerful,  patriotic,  pithy,
pledged, piercing while using blank verse
and one occasion of punctuation (VWX-
Montana),  poet  Ralph  J.  Long,  Jr.  does
not waste ink or words in reminding us of
an evil culture within our culture!!

He  vividly  explores  the  long
existence  of  our  nation’s
shortcomings!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

The graphics  of the front  cover
define the word ‘ekphrasis’.
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Got something to say? Say it!



Review   by Neil Leadbeater  

Advent to Passiontide
By Mervyn Linford

(Littoral Press, 2019), £12.50.

Poet  and  pantheist,  Mervyn  Linford,
has  been  writing  about  the  Essex
countryside  for  over  forty  years.  In
Advent to Passiontide, the eighth in
a  series  of  country  journals,  he
extends  his  range  to  include  the
neighbouring county of  Suffolk where
the river  valleys and coastal  scenery
provide  a  constant  source  of
inspiration. 

The  book  is  divided  into  six
chapters  covering  the  months  from
November  to  April  and,  within  each
chapter, sections of prose are divided
up  according  to  subject-matter.
Between  the  chapters,  there  are  a
series  of  colour  photographs  which
illustrate some of the areas covered in
the text.

Linford  is  a  keen  observer  of
the  weather  and  its  effects  on  the
changing  landscape.  He  is  drawn  to
rivers and wildlife, picturesque villages
and wide skies where the land meets
the sea. In this book, he sets out to
dispel  the  myth  that  Essex  is  some
sort  of  urban  and  industrialised
adjunct  to  Metropolitan  London  and
introduces  us  to  places  with
memorable  names  like  Saffron
Walden and Wendens Ambo.

He takes us to Wallasea Island
and  Barling  Magna,  Arger  Fen  and
Spouses Vale and writes about  them
in  such a  way  as  to  make  armchair
travellers  like  myself  feel  that  they
have been there too.

He writes in a very accessible
manner  combining  interesting  facts
with his own brand of humour. Here is
an  excerpt,  lifted  at  random,  from  a
section headed ‘A Week in Farming’:

A week in politics or a week in farming
– which is longer? Once upon a time
there  was  a  field  of  sugar  beet.
Overnight  it  turned  into  a  200  yard
wall  of  harvested taproots.  Now, just
one  day  later,  there’s  100  acres  or
more of deeply ploughed land and no
sign  of  the  roadside  taproots
whatsoever. What would my old Great
Bardfield  friend  Geoff  Potter  think  of
the  speed  and  efficiency  of  modern
farming and its  machinery? For beet

topping  he  received  the  miserly  sum  of
£8.00 an acre and it took him six days of
extremely  hard  labour  to  complete  the
task.

In this, like other passages from the book,
Linford quickly sets the scene. It is full of
humour,  observation,  comment  and
agricultural history. 

Linford’s  descriptions  are  suffused
with warmth and affection. Whether he is
observing Canada geese at Pitsea Marina,
or  describing  the  frozen  ponds  at
Rodbridge Wildlife Park, he has a way of
bringing what he sees to our attention and
we are the richer for it.

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

What is Poetry? 

An opinion piece by Colin Ian Jeffery
 
I believe poetry is the highest of mankind’s
literary  achievements,  timeless,  appealing
down  the  ages,  revealing  imagery  of  the
poet’s struggles and experiences, stresses and
joys,  passions of  love,  navigating life  with
determination  and  purpose.  Poetry  is  word
paintings,  full  of  colours,  bright  and  dark,
that  create  from  a  few  words  images  to
inspire  the  imagination  and  enhance
memories.

 Poets use experiences and emotions,
often raw and painful, sharing visions, good
and bad times, relationships, family, friends
and lovers. I myself compose best in spiritual
pain --- poems forged white hot, hammered
out  upon  the  anvil  of  anguish,  exploring
being part of the human race, the adventures
of  being  in  love,  and  suffering  a  broken
heart, searching for God and meaning to the
great mysteries of the Universe. 

 Poetry  should  have  a  beat  like  the
steady beat  of  a  drum, the  poet  painting a
word picture seen only in the mind, giving so
much more than the words on the page. The
Chinese  say  a  picture  is  worth  a  million
words.  This  is  also  true  with  a  poem,  the
springboard into the poet’s soul. 

 What  would  life  be  like  without
poetry?  Having  the  sun  in  one’s  universe
perpetually  eclipsed,  the  darkness  never
giving way to a dawn of promise where the
soul  can  soar  free  and  mountain  high  like
eagles on the wing.

 The poet’s Muse composes within the
secret  landscape  of  the  heart,  and  is  as
important as the beat of the heart and every
breath  taken.  Poetry is  the language of  the

soul,  daily  bread,  sweet  and  joyful,
sometimes  sorrowful  when  out-pacing
purple  storms  with  thunder  clouds  and
lightning bolts of unhappiness and grief. 

 In childhood
 A voice called to me
 And I hear it calling still.

Some fellow poets thoughts...

“Poetry is  the medicine of the world.  It
soothes and ennobles the soul.”

Associate professor Feng Yan

“The best words in the best order.”
Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

“The  record  of  the  best  and  happiest
moments of the best and happiest minds."

Percy Bysshe Shelley 

“If I read a book and it makes my whole
body so cold no fire can ever warm me, I
know that it is poetry."   Emily Dickinson

“A poem begins with a lump in the throat,
a home-sickness or a love-sickness. It is a
reaching-out toward expression; an effort
to  find  fulfilment.  A complete  poem  is
one  where  the  emotion  has  found  its
thought  and  the  thought  has  found  the
words.”    Robert Frost 

“Poetry  is  the  spontaneous  overflow  of
powerful feelings.”  William Wordsworth

“Poetry  is  what  in  a  poem  makes  you
laugh, cry, prickle, be silent, makes your
toe nails twinkle, makes you want to do
this or that or nothing, makes you know
that you are alone in the unknown world,
that  your  bliss  and  suffering  is  forever
shared and forever all your own.”

Dylan Thomas

“Poetry is, at bottom, a criticism of life.”
Matthew Arnold

“Poetry is always written by somebody 
straining to go beyond what he can do.”

Stephen Spender

About the author: Colin Ian Jeffery is an
established  English  poet  and  novelist
with  world-wide  reputation,  his  books
can  be  purchased  from  all  good
bookshops and Amazon.



Cultural Seismology
By AC Evans

The  surface  layer  of  the  human
biosphere  is  a  congealed  ideological-
institutional  superstructure.  Like  the
earth’s  crust,  this  ideological  structure,
or outer shell, consists of various plate-
like  power  formations  competing  for
dominance – it is inherently unstable.

Rifts and Fault Lines (Tectonics)

Beneath the outer ideological layer lies a
subsurface region called the ‘mantle’ or
cultural interior: a complex yet unstable
force  field  of  primal  values  imposed
through  structural  violence.  This
structural  violence  is  the  immediate
cause  of  surface  instability  leading  to
shifts and displacements of the cultural
landscape. The institutional world is the
sphere  of  religion,  which  is  based  on,
and  derived  from,  morality.  The
widespread  ideas  that  morality  is
preceded  by  religion,  or  that  morality
has  a  transcendental  source,  are
misinterpretations.

Elaborated  through  metaphysics
and theology, through formalised in laws
and  legal  systems,  morality  derives  its
specific character of mind control from
an  established  repertoire  of  primal
values.  These  values  are  derived  from
the primitive dialectic of punishment and
reward.  It  also incorporates  the  ascetic
ideals  of  purity,  sacrifice  and
renunciation.  However  the  basis  of
morality – and the driving force of  all
repression  –  is  misogyny,  an
authoritarian  form  of  phallocentric
biological  determinism.  Morality  is  the
consolidation  of  all  values  and  ideals
derived from resentment: resentment of
existence,  resentment  of  suffering  –
resentment transmuted into self-loathing
and hatred of ‘others’.

Solidarity,  the  basis  of  social
cohesion, forms a toxic, fractured, inner
core  situated  beyond  or  beneath  the
mantle.  Cohesion  helps  –  but  cannot
guarantee – the survival of hordes, herds
and groups. 

Like the entire human biosphere,
the  inner  core  is  inherently  unstable
generating anxiety (angst) or dread: the
all-pervasive  fear  of  normality
malfunction. As a transposition, echo, or

reflection  of  the  uncertainty  of  existence
itself and the intrinsic fragility of being, this
instability  is  inescapable.  The  pitiless,
inexorable  nature  of  instability  and
uncertainty,  together  with the  futility  of  all
enquiries into ultimate causation and intent,
gives rise to resentment and hostility. From
this  perspective  all  beliefs  and  ideologies
appear  as  symptoms,  by-products  or  side-
effects,  of  a  primitive,  anxiety  condition
concentrated and amplified by the pressure-
cooker  effect  of  solidarity,  and  by  the
relentless and repetitious regulatory practices
of ‘identity’.

Both  the  mantle  and  the  subsurface
institutional-cultural sphere are characterised
by elasticity just as the subsurface rock of the
earth  has  similar  elastic  and  permeable
properties. Culture, the substrate of religion
and of  all  institutions,  is  the  force-field  of
‘heritage’,  the  hothouse  domain  of  social
myths,  legends,  sacred  symbols,  primeval
rituals  and  traditions.  All  traditions  are
retarded culture, an attempt to halt the flow
of time. These ubiquitous symbolic elements
are  expressed  through  culturally  diverse
modes  of  representation  including
commandments,  prohibitions,  rites,
ceremonies,  linguistic  codes  and  modes  of
dress. These modes of representation are part
of  a  matrix  of  power  maintained  by  the
constant repetition of ‘eternal truths’ (beliefs)
enshrined in moralistic, logical propositions.
However  cultural  diversity  is  just  ‘window
dressing’,  mere surface show – everywhere
morality  provides  a  cloak  of  respectability
for the same repressive practice. This is the
case  because  everywhere  the  human
condition  is  determined  by  precisely  the
same existential factors – characteristics that
exactly define the ‘condition’ itself.

Appearing at the margins, boundaries
or  frontiers  of  mobile  ideological  plate
formations,  rifts  and  transformational  fault-
lines pervade the entire social structure, from
the  pressurised  inner  core  of  acculturated
solidarity to the topmost, institutional layer.
These  rifts  and  faults  derive  from  the
fundamental  instability  of  the  inner  core
(solidarity), which is both brittle and fissile
but  also  exerts  a  powerful  centripetal,
attractive  force  generated  partly  by  the
incessant repetition of dogmatic logic. 

The ideological  terrain is  a reflected
mirror  image  of  the  actual  geo-physical
landscape,  comprising  level  plains,  ridges,
trenches  and  other  discontinuities  both
internal and external.

Processes and Pressures

The process of maintaining the penumbra
of  social  cohesion  causes  tension  to
accumulate  in  the  toxic  core.  Tension
arises as a natural consequence of internal
repressive  action.  Such  action  is
necessarily  dedicated  to  the  elimination
of, or control of, all forms of innovation,
unconstrained desire, free expression and
deviance  (otherness)  because  such  anti-
social  factors  are  likely  to  undermine
solidarity.

The function of  this control  is  to
maintain  the  hierarchic  dominance  of  a
phallocentric  caste  that  regards  any
female (the primal  ‘other’),  as the main
threat  to social  cohesion.  Hypothetically
this  gender  power-relationship  can  be
reversed, although such a transformation
is  unlikely  to  happen  before  other
evolutionary  (technological)  factors,
redefine  or  reconfigure  the  ontology  of
identity and gender. 

Repression  is  imposed  through  a
power  matrix  of  institutions  functioning
as  conduits  of  concealed  structural
violence.  The  ruling  high  caste  is
regarded  as  the  incarnation  of  values
derived  from  ineffable,  superior  powers
and  is  thereby  legitimised.  The  caste
thereby  acquires  the  prestige  and
character-armour  needed  to  promulgate
obligatory interdictions and observances.
This is the source of authority needed to
maintain  order  and  enforce  the
naturalisation  of  collective  identity.
Customs and religious laws enforce these
obligatory  normative  observances  which
project an aura of naturalness, ontological
reality and historical inevitability.

The  tensions  generated  by  this
regulatory repression often find an outlet
in  xenophobic  campaigns  of  dogmatic
violence against external threats. In fact, a
continuous sense of unease or threat (‘the
enemy at the gates’) is usually necessary
in  the  overall  process  of  repression.
However  the  main  focus  of  repressive
action  is  internal  deviance  (‘the  enemy
within’)  and  structural  violence  is
directed  against  demonised  evils  and
impurities  embodied  in  outcasts,
untouchables,  scapegoats,  pariahs,
outsiders, misfits, oddballs, and minority
groups.  Similar  repression  is  also
endemic  within  groups,  splinter  groups
and sub-groups – ad infinitum.



The  competing  power  structures
of the ideological matrix are subjected to
external  and  internal  pressure.  Internal
pressures and tensions are generated by
the  violence  deployed  in  the  social
dynamics  of  repression,  leading  to  the
ceaseless ebb and flow of revolution and
reaction.

Inevitable  external  stress  is
exerted by morphological factors. These
are  factors  such  as  population
fluctuations,  territorial  expansion,
environmental  changes,  technological
developments, economic factors, cultural
erosion,  wear-and-tear,  entropy  and
energy  depletion  –  sheer  pressure  of
events  and the passing of  time itself  –
sap vitality from the engine of repetition,
leading to exhaustion and weakening of
collective identity and to the inevitable
decay of cultural institutions.

Currents and Changes

Cultural  changes  happen  at  various
points on a continuum of intensity from
minor to major degrees of magnitude –
from  imperceptible  tremors,  to
catastrophic,  explosive  eruptions.  New
fault-lines  appear  as  ideologies
continuously  change  size  and  shape.
Ideological  formations  grow  along
constructive  margins  when  convection
currents  eject  new  material  from  the
toxic core.

Destructive  plate  margins  –
subduction  zones  –  are  ideological
‘trouble  spots’  or  points  of  friction,
regions  of  contention,  where  adjoining
formations  collide,  giving  rise  to
destructive outbursts of acute hostility or
prolonged phases of chronic enmity. 

Wayward  cultural  currents  of
representational  possibility  pervade  the
social  climate,  inducing  atmospheric
changes  and  fluctuations.  These
convection  currents  of  collective
thinking  are  in  a  constant  state  of
emergence  and  conflict  with  the  rigid,
entrenched,  tendencies  of  tradition  and
established ideological formations. 

Social  movements,  crusades,
manias,  fads,  fancies,  aesthetic  styles
and fashions in dress and speech, seem
to emerge from nowhere. They dissipate
almost as soon as they appear, but such
transient  phenomena,  if  they  disclose
subversive possibilities of mutation and
realignment, can inflame sensibilities at

the margins,  becoming catalysts for  change
while  inducing  aggressive,  neophobic
reactions, outrages and scandals.

When  tension  builds  up  and
accumulates  within  the  structural
irregularities  generated  by  random patterns
of social interaction across the entire field of
social  forces,  vibrations  are  experienced  as
tremors in the superstructure and across the
biosphere.

As  a  result  seismic  waves  are
propagated  through  the  elastic  cultural
phenomena of the cohesive field, displacing
and  disturbing  the  accident-prone  causal
network  with  ephemeral,  effervescent
currents of thought. There may be gradual or
sudden shifts of perspective along fractures
and faults of  adjacent  or  competing world-
views. Tension may be relieved by snapping
or rebounding along lines of weakness in the
force  field  of  cohesion,  causing  various
forms of normality malfunction: outbursts of
mass hysteria, epidemics of moral panic and
in many cases, open warfare.

These  types  of  unstable  behavioural
phenomena can and will  operate as  part  of
the  repressive  regime,  being  the  natural
consequences  of  structural  and  dogmatic
violence used to maintain the toxic core of
solidarity.  Indeed  a  ruling  group  can  –  at
times  –  benefit  from a  continuing  state  of
nervous  excitation  among  subordinate
subaltern groups in  order  to  facilitate  mass
mobilisation, or to maintain docility, fatalism
and  siege  mentality.  Outbursts  of  licensed
misrule  instigated  by  protest,  for  example,
may  even  provide  a  diversionary
entertainment.

However  the  forces  involved  may
exceed the controlling capacity,  threatening
the normative ontological stability and moral
ascendancy of the ruling caste. In this case
destabilisation and displacement can lead to
unforeseen  cultural  mutations  or  to  new
paradigmatic,  ideological  formations arising
from  subversive  zones  of  convergence,
breakdown or re-signification.

Bibliographical Note

The  term  ‘cultural  seismology’ is  derived
from  an  essay  The  Name  and  Nature  of
Modernism (1976)  by  Malcolm  Bradbury
and James McFarlane. This essay is included
in  Malcolm Bradbury  &  James  McFarlane
(Eds.)  Modernism  1890-1930,  Penguin
Books,  1981,  where  the term is  defined  as
‘the  attempt  to  record  the  shifts  and
displacements  of  sensibility  that  regularly

occur in the history of art and literature
and thought’. The purpose of the present
outline  is  to  sketch  out  a  primal
(provisional)  field  structure  of  ‘culture’
and its causal network, to help elucidate
such ‘shifts’ and ‘displacements’.
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Advert

Celine Rose Mariotti's book

The Enchanted Guitar

is available on Magicblox

Illustrated by Jose Sanchez, it is the
story  of  a  little  girl  whose  grandma
buys her a toy guitar which proves to
be  enchanted,  teaching  her  how  to
play and turning into a real guitar.

Visit http://magicblox.com and
subscribe to read it.
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Advert

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 Rose Mariotti in the USA

celinem@aol.com
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The  greatest  of  all  Saxon  Justice
Warriors was Hereward the Woke…
…………………………………………………

Submissions are open at Atlantean!

Shorter  poetry  is  particularly  needed
for  Bard,  along with poetry (or short
prose)  on  the  theme  of  The  Dark
Tower for the next  instalment in the
chapbook series.

mailto:celinem@aol.com
http://magicblox.com/


Review by Paul Murphy

Paula Rego
at the Tate Britain, Millbank, Pimlico

(5th July 2021)

Paula Rego was born in Portugal in 1935
and grew up in the era of Prime Minister
(or dictator) Antonio de Oliviera Salazar
and  his  Estudo  Novo (New  State)  in
1933.

Salazar had been swept to power
by  a  military  coup  in  1924,  he
established  a  fascist  and  imperialist
regime that  resisted the rise of  nascent
liberation  movements  in  Portugal’s
colonies such as Angola.

Rego’s  father  was  middle-class
and  opposed  the  fascists  whose  main
appeal  was  to  recalcitrant  members  of
the working classes and their imperialist
and  colonialist  aspirations.  He  also
happened  to  be  an  Anglophile  since
Portugal’s  educated  classes  had  often
looked to Britain for aid, for instance in
the Napoleonic period and, thus Britain
was  looked  upon  as  a  liberal  and
sympathetic state.

For this reason. Paula Rego was
sent  to  England  to  be  educated  and,
eventually, to study art.  Salazar was to
be  the  last  European  imperialist,  as
France, Spain, Italy, Germany and even
Britain relinquished their colonies in the
aftermath of the second world war.  

Rego’s  early  work  is  strongly
figurative  and  works  such  as
Interrogation (1960,  oil  on  canvas)
depict  torture  and  imprisonment  under
the Estado Novo regime.

Photographic realism is thus seen
to be a way of depicting political truths.
At  the  same  time  Rego  was  clearly
experimenting with abstract forms such
as  Salazar Vomiting the  Homeland (oil
on  canvas).  Without  the  title  or  the
accompanying blurb, it is hard to make
any sense of this painting but certainly
the  word  ‘vomit’  comes  to  mind  but
hardly the word ‘Salazar’.  The work is
surrounded by an unspoken criticism of
photographic realism, that form must be
challenged  to  depict  the  new
preoccupations  and  concerns  of  the
artist, but, if so, how can political truths
also be articulated? Rego’s ensuing work
seems to attempt to forge a response to
this kind of question.

Throughout  the  60s  and  70s  Rego
began to use collage to create surreal images
which  sought  to  estrange the  everyday but
also  to  comment  on  Portugal’s  vicious
authoritarian regime.  Her father’s death and
failed republican ideals  are depicted  in  her
work  Manifesto (for  a Lost  Cause),  (1965,
acrylic paint, crayon, graphite, and paper on
canvas).

As  well  as  political  themes  Rego
includes  pop  culture  references  to  street
events,  children’s  songs,  newspaper articles
contrasted with her fine art  preoccupations.
Rego  is  now  committedly  abstract  as  in
works like  Julieta (1964,  oil  paint,  crayon,
graphite, and paper on canvas).  Rego is now
using disparate materials, mediums, and big
canvases.  

The  exhibition  constantly  depicts
Rego  as  a  hero/saint  in  contrast  to  the
autocracy she opposed.

As  Rego’s  work  evolved,  fairy  tale
elements,  story-telling  and  religious
iconography  interweave  to  create  more
indirect and subtly allusive images.

Political  commentary  regarding  the
Salazar  regime  is  now  pushed  to  the
background  as  Rego’s  rebellious  young
female  characters  or  personae  intimate
repressive  or  oppressive  contexts,  as  in
Snare (1987,  acrylic  paint  on  canvas)  and
The Little Murderess (1987, acrylic paint on
canvas).  These  paintings  are  increasingly
sophisticated  and  include  more  attention to
perspective,  volume  and  use  of  light  to
convey psychological nuances. Tiny images
such as  a  miniature horse and trap,  a  dead
crab, a pelican, and a gaudily painted chair
impinge  on  these  scenes  becoming
suggestive and symbolic.  

Works  like  The  Soldier’s  Daughter
and  The Policeman’s  Daughter (both 1987,
acrylic paint on paper on canvas) imply duty,
obedience,  conformity  but  also  rebellion
against norms.

Literature is also important to Rego as
in her painting The Maids based on the play
by Jean Genet where scenes of  murder are
underlined by Rego’s brutal, bloated figures
that  are  at  once  theatrical  or  artificial  and
grotesquely familiar.

Rego’s  work  The  Dance (1988,
acrylic paint on paper on canvas) assembles
a  surreal  scene,  figures  dance  bathed  in
moonlight, in the background a fort on a hill
which is a notorious Portuguese prison.  This
………………………………………………

The Supplement will return in November

is one of Rego’s most successful images,
joyful and unrepressed encounters in the
most  expressive  physical  art  form
contrasted with the fear and terror of the
Salazar regime.  

 Cinematic images such as Cast of
Characters  from Snow White (1988,  oil
paint  on  paper  on  aluminium)  are
entertaining  and  very  expressive  yet
possibly  fail  to  subvert  the  traditional
meanings of fairy tales in terms of their
politics and sexual innuendoes.  Instead,
cosily  familiar  images  fail  to  alarm.
Rego’s  work  can  sometimes  have  the
same banality, images seemingly created
for the covers of boxes of chocolates, that
afflicted the work of Edgar Degas.

More  successful  images  which
include  intensely  mysterious  assemblies
of  characters  telling  oblique  stories  that
indicate truths.  Other narratives appear at
the  margins,  just  as  mysterious  figures
appear at the edges of Rego’s canvases.

Rego’s work is worth investigating
and since its origins are European fused
with  an  Anglo-Saxon  sensibility  that
somehow  insists  on  the  oblique,  darkly
imagined  world  of  politics  mixed  with
fairy  tales,  intrusions  of  cinematic
bluntness  combined  with  a  precise  and
unfailing technique.

Although  there  seem  to  be
limitations of cosy banality when a more
ironic  investigation  might  have  been
necessary,  Rego’s  technique  is  always
interesting,  vital,  and  deserving  of  our
attention.
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Fading Daylight
By Aeronwy Dafies

Almost unnoticeable
The day-by-day change
So slight
Like a mouse creeping
Just out of sight
Then, look back
Consider
Even just a week ago
This time of evening
Was still afternoon
Sun shining
Hale and strong
Now, edge of night


	Currents and Changes

