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Editorial  –   Yes,  this  issue  is  late.  Things  have  been
hectic here, preventing me from working on reviews and
I  haven’t  received  many  submissions  for  The
Supplement and  it’s  difficult  to  put  an  issue  together
without  content!  Hence  this  one  is  so  short.  In  fact,  I
would like to issue a plea for contributions, otherwise I’ll
have to fold The Supplement. I don’t want to do that, so
send your news, reviews, articles and letters of comment.

Best,
DJ Tyrer,

   Editor

The Atlantean Publishing Blog is at :
http://atlanteanpublishing.wordpress.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 £1.20
in the UK and £2.50/US$5/€5 overseas.

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

The website with access to the wiki and copies of
Awen Online is located at :

http://atlanteanpublishing.blogspot.co.uk/

Call for Entries :

Poetry & Short Fiction
submissions open for

@AestheticaMagazine Creative
Writing Award 2018!

Showcase  your  work  to  new
international  audiences  and  further
your  involvement  in  the  literary
world. Hosted by the international art
and  culture  publication,  Aesthetica
Magazine,  the  Creative  Writing
Award  aims to  support  and  nurture
new writing talent.

Prizes  include:  £1,000  for  Short
Fiction  and  Poetry  winners,
publication  in  the  Aesthetica
Creative Writing Anthology for 60
finalists,  publications  courtesy  of
Bloodaxe  Books  and  Vintage,  and
more.

Entries close 31 August. Submit at:
http://aestheti.cc/5xdj7

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

Tigershark ezine #16

Out now: ‘Mythos’.

To  download  the  current  issue  or  all
previous issues for free, visit the website
https:///igersshrrsptpblisshsngg.worrsdtprsess
.crm/hrme/ssses-rf-igersshrrsp-ezsnge/

Review by John Francis Haines

Worlds of Wells
By Cardinal Cox

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

Free for SAE

If the starting-gun for SF can be said to have
been  fired  by  Mary  Shelley  in  1818,  with
Frankenstein,  then  HG Wells  (1866-1946)
is the man who created the genre. It’s nearly
all  there  –  space-travel,  time-travel,  alien
invasion,  superheroes  (The Invisible  Man,
The  Food  of  the  Gods),  genetics  (The
Island of Doctor Moreau) – it  only needs
E.M  Forster  to  invent  cyberpunk  in  1909
with  The  Machine  Stops to  complete  the
first phase and set SF on its trajectory for the
next century.

Cardinal Cox is obviously a devotee of
Wells,  and  in  this  pamphlet  collection,  he
uses his hero as a jumping-off point for his
own  poetry,  taking  a  lot  of  his  inspiration
from the lesser-known short fiction of Wells.
In  The  Stone  Age,  Andoo  the  cave-bear
“despairs  about  the  valley”,  which  has
strange  new  inhabitants,  with  “hair-free
skin”. The War of the Worlds is referenced
by  way  of  two  related  short  stories,  The
Crystal  Egg and  The Star,  which results in
the  oblique  poem  The  Visions,  where  “he
sees  great-headed  things  //  Tentacles,
mechanical wings”. Phaeton’s Ride invokes a
parallel  universe  in  which  the  Martians  do
not need to invade as the sun has become a
red-giant,  re-warming  Mars.  Scavengers
references  The  Stars,  with  its  Ballardian
devastated cities: “There are rough gangs in
the decaying sprawl”.

For  once,  the  footnotes  really  are
footnotes, and not spoofs or fictions to be
added to the poems, which helps give this
fascinating pamphlet an extra depth.

If reading Worlds of Wells sends
you  back  to  HG’s  work  itself,  then  so
much the better – it deserves re-reading,
with Cardinal Cox as your guide.
…………………………………………...

Review By DJ Tyrer

The Pen
Arthur C. Ford, P.O. Box 4725, Pittsburgh,

PA.15206, USA.
thepoetbandcompany.yolasite.com
Email: wewuvpoetry@hotmail.com

Subscribe (one year) for $25
(USA/Canada) or $35 (RoW) via PayPal

to givemequality@yahoo.com

The April issue of  The Poetry Explosion
Newsletter (The Pen) is here and it is as
good a read as usual  with  twenty  sides
stuffed full of poetry, including Manchester
by  Peter  Branson,  written  in  memory  of
the Manchester Arena Bombing.

Other poems that stood out include
My Father by  Roger  Singer  (“He was a
mountain  of  few  words  /  a  river  flowing
through  the  house,  mostly  out.”),  Lee
Armstrong’s A Soul’s Alliteration (“A poet’s
pointed  ponders  /  To  a  fathomed  friend
forgot”), editor Ford’s Matthew (The Bible)
(“Matthew  was  His  first  apostle  /  He
witnessed Jesus do  miracles,  colossal!”)
and Life of a Chancetime by Neal Wilgus
(“the best I can do / he said / is offer you
the / best of the best”).

The  Pen flies  the  flag  for
wordcrafting and is highly recommended.
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https://www.paypal.me/DJTyrer


Graduation Time Once Again
By Hal O’Leary

Once again, in the blossoming spring of
the  year,  thousands  of  undergraduate
seniors  will  be  sent  forth  into  an
unknown future  to  assume the onus of
perpetuating  a  precarious  human
existence. They will be assembled in the
hallowed halls,  playing fields or  sports
arenas  of  all  manner  of  institutions  of
higher learning, to hear a wide variety of
dubious commencement speakers chosen
for a wide variety of dubious reasons.

Chosen  at  my  college  to
introduce  the  candidates  for  the
cherished  diplomas,  it  became  my
obligation to sit through a wide variety
of declamations ostensibly delivered to
inform  and/or  motivate  the  captive
audience.  Rarely  was  such  a  goal
achieved by the speaker or  realized by
the recipients, who would sit clothed in
black robes baking under a blazing sun
or sweltering in an oven-like auditorium
or field house.

More often than not, this abused
audience  would  be  subjected  to  little
more than an autobiographical sketch of
the  accomplishments  or  notoriety  that
(again,  ostensibly)  caused  the
administration  to  invite  this  particular
guest.  I  say  ostensibly  because  (once
again, more often than not) reciprocation
would  be  expected  for  the  obligatory
honorary degree by said institution in the
form of a philanthropic donation. Such is
the  protocol  for  institutions  of  higher
education.

Occasionally,  however,  the
selection of a commencement speaker by
the administration will meet with student
opposition on the basis of some political,
religious  or  other  issue  which  proves
embarrassing for both the administration
and invited guest. Contrary to many of
my more radical views and expressions
as  well  as  my  general  disdain  for
commencement  speakers,  I  often  find
myself coming down on the side of the
administration in such disputes.

Overriding  all  other  of  my
proclivities in the matter of civics is my
democratic insistence upon an absolutely
free exchange of information and ideas.
Just as we have the freedom to speak or
not  to  speak,  we  have  the  freedom to
listen  or  not  to  listen.  Any  attempt  to
restrict or limit this free exchange is an

attempt to deny me the information needed
for rational and intelligent decision making.
It  is  even  advantageous  for  me  to  keep
abreast of the irrational and irrelevant.

With  the  likelihood  that  the
oppressed  student  will  not  remember  what
was said or even who it was who said it, he
or  she  will  venture  forth  into  the  vast
unknown with nothing more than a prayerful
hope  that  each  may  find  him  or  herself,
because unless or until they do, there will be
little chance for meaningful happiness.

Having  sat  through  all  too  many
longwinded commencement speeches, I have
resolved  that  should  I  ever  be  asked  to
deliver  one  (which  is  most  unlikely!)  it
would  be  in  the  form of  my simple  poem
which, in spite of its brevity, says all that the
graduate (and you the reader) need to hear
and know:

Graduation

On this your day you will receive
advice from everyone you know.
There’s little of it you’ll retain,

And really there’s no reason why you should,
for what you will most likely get

is all the things that brought success to them,
as though your life should be a mirror of

their own.

But who knows what your life will be,
what opportunities you’ll find,
what trials you may encounter?

To be prepared for all that comes your way,
toward that end take heed of this:
In opting twixt the head and heart,
I’d choose the heart for happiness.

And for success, you need no more than this:
Keep all your options open
for as long as well you can.

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

Review by Christine Despardes

A Small Death in Lisbon
By Robert Wilson

I  want to draw attention to and recommend
an oeuvre and ongoing work-in-progress, that
of  UK  mystery  writer  Robert  Wilson.  I'll
discuss the first novel of his that I have ever
read, recently, after and because of  Falcón,
the raw, visually-lush TV adaption of two of
Mr.  Wilson's  novels  The  Blind  Man  of
Seville and its sequel,  The Silent and the
Damned.  It  stars  a  very  intense  Martin
Csokas as Chief Inspector Javier Falcón and
is shot on location in Seville, Spain.

It  was  that  setting  and  the
psychological  depth  of  character  of  Falcón
that compelled me to read further: I went right

to  Amazon.com  and  grabbed  A  Small
Death in Lisbon.

From  the  very  outset  the  story
presents us with two separate planes of
narrative;  one  is  present  day  Lisbon
(1990s  in  the  novel)  and  the  other  the
historical past. In the prologue, a murder
happens in Lisbon, Portugal, a murder of
a possibly  unimportant  victim on a June
day  in  the  1990s;  it  requires  the  usual
police  procedures  leading  to  an
immediate arrest.

Hence,  events  in  the  foreground
(the  investigation  and  Inspector  Zé
Coelho's  personal  life)  must  take  place
over the course of one or a few days.

However, immediately following the
prologue, chapter one begins with a time
stamp of half a century earlier and almost
three thousand kilometers away, in Berlin,
in  1941  (henceforth  we  also  travel  to
Spain,  Switzerland  and  Latin  America).
These  background  events  progress  into
their  own  future  and  the two  planes
fluctuate  throughout  the  novel  like  the
DNA double helix.

Each chapter is headed by a time
stamp reporting day, date, time and place
of  the  opening  events  of  that  chapter.  I
jotted down all forty-four chapter headings
to  help  me  view  event  structures  at  a
glance, to perhaps figure out in advance
who the perpetrator is and what his or her
motive might be, for surely, at my decision
point (at chapter thirty or so) I had already
ingested  illuminating  background
scenarios of the killer's life.

My experiment failed because the
non-linear structure of the narrative made
every preceding scenario an option for a
variety of alternative future scenarios.

The future cannot be predicted, not
even in the novel.

Inspector  Coelho, the protagonist,
is challenged not only by the investigation
but  also  by  events  in  his  personal  life
some  of  which  make  permanent
alterations to his soul.

This complex mix (part thriller, part
mystery,  part  history,  part  psychological
thriller  in  a  rule-breaking  non-linear
narrative) makes for a brilliant novel.

The theme of  Falcón (The Blind
Man  of  Seville is  the  first  novel  of  a
quartet  whose  protagonist  is  Chief
Inspector  Javier  Falcón)  is  also  original
and powerful: a gruesome murder reflects
the collateral damage of the Spanish Civil
War  on  the  successive  generation(s)  of
sevillano society.

Mr.  Wilson's  novels  keep  coming
out  at  a  rather  high  frequency,  many of
them bearing upon some of today's most
exigent news reports.  Hear No Lies just
came  out  in  2017.  His  website  URL is
www.robert-wilson.eu,  where  he
discusses his works in depth.

His  stories appear  in  a  variety  of
forms:  film,  DVD,  ebook,  print.  You  will
find an author page at Amazon.com (click
on his name underneath a title of one of
his works). I'm pleased and amused that
his website doesn't push you into buying
anything. It doesn't even have a cart on it!

http://www.robert-wilson.eu/


Letters to the Editor

Dear DJ,
Behold  the  Vangloss  of

Triumvirism!  I  have  now  read,
contemplated  and  critically
interjuxtapolated  the  entire  contents  of
T’Supplement 84. So many monuments
of sculpted thought placed rank on rank
like  Easter  Island  statues,  shouldering
aside  all  rough-hewn  flim-flam like  so
many Leaning Towers of Babel ready to
collapse in heaps of Blarney Rubble! As
it is, the current issue looks well up to its
usual  standard.  Having  probed  its
pristine sheets, I shall set forth now on
my odyssey of discursive blethering. It is
a challenge greatly to be relished of, as
Andromache said on the occasion of her
limp.

And  talking  of  the  Greeks,
Andrew  (patron  saint  of  Greece  and
Scotland)  Darlington  (just  a  name)
warmed my pre-winter Glasgow cockles
with  his  Island-Hopping  in  the
Dodecanese. I knew it was a reference to
twelve  from all  those  geometric  solids
we had to make in primary school from
‘nets’, as I think the plans were called.
Thus  creating  odd-shaped  paper  things
like  dodecahedrons  to  hang  on  the
Christmas  tree.  I  wonder  how  many
other  holiday  spots  have  geometric
connections. The pyramids of Egypt, of
course,  the  Circle  of  Stonehenge,  the
Bermuda  Triangle,  the  Pentagon  of
Washington (not  a  resort  itself,  but  the
gateway to Guantanamo Bay),  the Red
Square of Moscow, the Oval of Surrey,
the Parallel  Lines  of  Blondie...  I  could
go on.

Death  and the  Maiden confused
me at first sight, when the monochrome
copy came out  of  the  library  printer.  I
mistook  the  deceased  lady  under  the
voluminous sheet for one of those giant
halibuts that make the news from time to
time. Indeed, I think mistaking patients
for  halibuts  would  have  added  to  the
deaths  caused  by  doctors’  lack  of
hygiene.  (Even  now,  it  is  advisable  to
wash  the  hands  between  assisting  at  a
childbirth  and  cooking  fish.  Fish  takes
on other flavours so easily.)

Why  The  English  Hate
Surrealism is something I can’t comment
on from experience, being a Scot. But I
think the British in general at least hate
talking about surrealism, because if they

mention it in the pub or at a party someone is
sure to be up on the Surrealist Manifesto(s)
and  the  general  history  and  aims  of  the
movement,  and  the  poor  old  conversation
opener only really meant that he liked quirky
off-centre  humour  and  fantastical  paintings
like Dali  and Magritte.  If  there’s one thing
the British don’t like, it’s a lot of fuss over
details.  Ideally,  AC  Evans  should  be  kept
away from parties so that British party-goers
can talk as much rubbish about Surrealism as
they like.

Which  leaves  Paul  Murphy bringing
up the rear with  The Art of Hokusai. (Quite
an  international  feel  to  this  issue.)  As
expected,  much  of  interest  here,  filling  a
definite  gap  in  my  knowledge.  Of  course,
you’d  never  hear  the  British  talking  about
Hokusai at parties. Katsushiko is impossible
to say when drunk.

Yours, perfectly formed for hanging,
Neil K. Henderson.

Hi DJ,
Thanks  for  absolutely  everything,

including  Isbourne  Manor by  Geoffrey
Taylor in Awen 98. I love it because it made
my brain work so hard to figure it  all  out.
Surprise at unanticipated creativity happens a
lot  while reading short  prose today; in this
poem, though, at every turn the 16 rhymed
quatrains  are  fresh  with  beyond-the-usual
originality.

I  just  noticed  my  review  of  Kiss
of  the  Viking in  The  Supplement  84,  my
cover art on Bard 170 was a lovely surprise
(I updated my Atlantean Wikia author page
already)  and  Monomyth  17.3 arrived  so  I
can  finish  AC  Evans'  Creeping  Darkness,
continue  Joseph  Reed's  The  Legend  of
Hengist  and  Horsa and  discover  other
goodies as well.

I'm totally drunk with happiness, can
scarcely wait to finish my Friday business so
I can go home and start reading it all! Above
all,  I'm  glad  your  readers  enjoy  my
contributions.

Best,
Christine Despardes

Dear DJ,
Another  excellent  Supplement.  I

especially enjoyed the interesting Death and
the Maiden and Paul Murphy’s review of the
art of Katsuhiko Hokusai. Also John Light’s
lovely little poem, Let Go.

All the best,
Aeronwy Dafies

Review By Neal Wilgus

Soul External:
Rediscovering the Great Blue Heron

By Steven H. Semken
Illustrated by Andrew R. Driscoll

2014, pb, 137pp, $24.95
Ice Cube Press, LLC, 205 North Front
Street, North Liberty, IA 52317, USA

www.icecubepress.com

At first  glance,  it’s  hard  to  tell  what  this
book  is  supposed  to  be  –  a  scientific
study,  poetry,  fiction,  a  new  religion,  a
joke?  It  quickly  becomes  apparent  that
there’s nothing scientific here, and prose-
poetry doesn’t fit either. I guess that’s why
it’s labelled a ‘story’. Okay, so it’s fiction,
but is it a text for a cult that worships the
great blue heron? After all, what cult book
isn’t fiction – or, a joke?

Semken  begins  his  story
describing  his  fascination  with  the  great
blues  in  a  rookery  in  north-eastern
Kansas without revealing anything about
the birds,  other than his fascination with
them.

Things begin to pick up when he
describes  browsing  in  the  Scratch  Pad
Bookstore  in  an  unnamed  Kansas  town
where he finds a 1933 book on the herons
by a Dr. Horatio Flatstone. Here he learns
that  the  great  blues were “hurled  out  of
the dense middle  of  the earth”  from the
hollow trunk of a sycamore tree fourteen-
million years ago, forming a constellation
in the northern sky.

That  mystery  solved,  the  author
turns  to  his  main  subject  –  the  soul
external. Ah, who does not know Frazer’s
Golden Bough? Well,  Semken does, at
least enough to quote a few words on the
subject,  chosen  from  Frazer’s  two  long
chapters on the subject. The basic idea is
that one can remove one’s soul (whatever
that is) and place it in some secure place,
giving virtual  immortality until  the soul  is
returned. Such a deal!

Frazer, by the way, is not the only
one quoted here, for the book is packed
with bits of wisdom and positive thinking
throughout. It’s also filled with drawings by
Andrew Driscoll, which didn’t do much to
help me understand what the author was
getting at. Perhaps, if I hadn’t hidden my
soul  so  well,  I  might  understand  it  all.
Now,  what  did  I  do  with  the  damned
thing?
………………………………………………..

Pass beyond confines
Liberating new knowledge
Explore the unknown

By Aeronwy Dafies   

http://www.icecubepress.com/


Review by Paul Murphy

The Importance
Of Being Earnest

At The Mac, Belfast on 11 April, 2017

Team
Director   Lisa May
Musical Director  Matthew Reeve
Designer Diana Ennis
Lighting Zia Bergin-Holly

(Irish  Times  Theatre  
award winner –
Best Lighting Design)

Cast
Lady Bracknell Ross Anderson-Doherty
Miss Prism Richard Croxford
Cecily Cardew Chris Robinson
.Gwendolyn Samuel Townsend
Algernon Joseph Derrington
Jack Worthing Joseph O'Malley
Dr. F Chasuble Karl O'Neill

Richard  Wagner’s  opera  Tannhauser
provides a suitable prelude to The Mac’s
new  production  of  Oscar  Wilde’s  farce
The  Importance  of  Being  Earnest.
Wilde  (and  Freud)  greatly  admired  the
opera  with  its  themes  of  sacred  and
profane love, clearly greatly appealed to
the  author  whose  life  and  works  are  so
deeply intertwined.

Bruiser  Theatre  company’s  new
production of Oscar Wilde’s wittiest farce
is  a  conflicted  tour  de  force,  conflicted
because its topical discourse summons up
disparate,  possibly  confused  cultural
messages.  Most historical plays deal with
irrelevant or forgotten issues like the Salic
Law,  the  heredity  of  Scottish  Kings  but
Wilde’s  play,  written  in  1895,  is
implicated as specifically concerned with
the issue of Gay marriage which is  still
illegal in Northern Ireland.  The issue is
foregrounded in the play by an extended
conceit.  For all the female parts are taken
by men.

The production re-casts the play
as  a  musical  but  as  we  know there  are
really  two  versions  and  the  longer  one
with  the  fourth  act  is  sometimes
substituted for the shorter, wittier version.
The structure of the original play remains
but  it  is  now  surrounded  by  musical
interludes performed by the cast who also
double  as  Oscar  Wilde  clones  with
identical  long,  wavy  hair,  white  and
cream  suits  replete  with  brown  cravats.
These foppish clones/clowns allude to the
Aesthetic Movement, founded by Wilde,
which  was  an  antidote  to  Establishment
mediocrity.  The cultural, social, political
Establishment  of  the  late  Victorian  era
held  onto  a  virtual  monopoly  of  talent
which  Wilde,  being  neither  British  nor
upper-class, somehow intruded upon.

As  an  Irishman  of  the  middle-
classes (Wilde’s father was a surgeon and

his mother a notable poet) Wilde was suddenly
thrust into an alien milieu.

Following on from Walter Pater and
John Ruskin, Wilde’s doctrine of art for art’s
sake aestheticism began to be outlined in his
novel  The Picture of  Dorian Grey and the
major plays written by him in the 1890s.  The
most important of these is The Importance of
Being  Earnest simply  because  it  is  the
funniest, most cleverly written and deals with
issues of origins and identity that specifically
concerned class-ridden Victorian society.  The
Aesthetic  Movement  was  a  counter-culture
alternative to the Establishment’s syndrome of
mediocrity  and  poor  taste  and  the
contrastingly  frothily  witty  Wildean  excess
was also the birth of camp and kitsch so vital
to our Post-Modern sensibility.

Of  course,  the  Elizabethan  theatre
forbade women to take up roles so in a sense
this  interpretation  of  Wilde’s  play  side  steps
the  last  500  years  or  so  of  mainstream
theatrical  development,  existing in a kind of
independent time warp.  For it  seems to this
reviewer that the play is intent on upholding
the monopoly of talent and that this meaning
or message is essentially working against any
understanding of Wilde’s works and methods.
This  is  the  meaning  behind  the  doubling,
tripling  then  quadrupling  of  the  Wildes.
Somehow  the  one  has  become  a  multitude
ready to  leap,  like  the  Gadarene swine,  into
the  mouths,  minds,  souls  of  the  audience.
Now,  the  Wildes  are  everywhere,  in
everything, soon they will  occupy the  entire
world,  the entire cosmos which will  then be
blown up into an enormous bubble only to be
popped with a tiny, an infinitesimally tiny pin.
The  anti-heroic,  anti-climax  of  the  Wildean
apocalypse carved out on the bum of each of
the  multiplex  Wildes  subsumed  to  a  tiny
horizon line complete  with miniature Wildes
hanging off cliffs, bluffs and oases. 

Bernard  Shaw  said  the  play  was
‘heartless’, but it must be that he had picked
up on the  spirit  of  camp that  permeates  the
play.   In  a  certain  sense,  the  play  is  not
heartless but seeks to depict a society bound
up  with  insincerity,  superficiality  and  the
pursuit of fruitless goals like social rank and
respectability while having to deny the facts of
one’s  own  identity  to  maintain  them  as
opposed  to  ardour,  truthfulness  and  actual
social relationships.

Perhaps Shaw was heartless, it seems
likely  since  he  must  have  been  watching
another play, perhaps one that he had written
in his  own mind as a counterblast  to  Wilde.
However,  Shaw’s  response  is  typical  of  the
contemporary  reviews  penned  by  journalists
and  newspapers  reviewers.   The  play  was
pulled after just 86 performances because, by
that time, Wilde had become embroiled in an
infamous  libel  suit  with  the  Marquess  of
Queensbury.  In fact, Queensbury had planned
to  throw  a  bouquet  of  rotten  vegetables  at
Wilde during the first performance but, in the
end, was prevented from entering the theatre
by the police Wilde had astutely summoned.

The stand out performance is Ross
Anderson-Doherty’s  Lady  Bracknell  in  a
role  which  is  permeated  with  witticisms
and  ironies.   In  its  review  The Stage is
right  to  praise  his  enunciation  which  is
clearly  the  key  to  Lady  Bracknell’s
comedy turn.  The direction of Lisa May is
also  pre-eminent  as  suggested  by  The
Stage.  She has a clear vision of how the
play  might  communicate  to  an  audience
today.

The  play’s  MacGuffin,  Nurse
Prism’s  bag,  is  returned  to  her  via  the
orphaned  Jack  who  also  happens  to  be
named  after  the  town  of  Worthing  in
Sussex  (it  is,  he  intimates,  a  town  in
Sussex,  fancy that!)  for  the  bag with  the
baby was found in the lost and found room
at Victoria train station.

Jack/Earnest  is  really  the  son  of
Lady  Bracknell’s  sister  and  an  English
General whose name was lost (and found).
Essentially  the  plot  is  as  vapid  as  those
Victorian Penny Dreadfuls, tawdry novels
depicting  loose  morals  and  looser
authorship.   Wilde  had  latched  onto  the
salient fact that audiences tended to enjoy
formulas, conceits and stock characters. He
had learnt how to use these, how to deploy
clichés by undermining their most distinct
qualities and essences.  

That’s  why  Wilde’s  play  is  still
relevant  today  for  unfortunately  those
clichés,  formulas  and  conceits  are  still
circulating the Province, Northern Ireland,
Ulster  whereas  the  rest  of  the  world  has
somehow  banished  them,  however
incompletely.   Why  can’t  we  move  on?
Because  of  the  monopoly  of  power
presided  over  by  the  Free  Presbyterian
Church and the Democratic Unionist Party.
However,  after the recent elections to the
N.I. Assembly it appears that the monopoly
has been shaken.

The elections were a consequence
of the Renewable Heating Scheme, a fake
attempt  to  redistribute  public  funds  to
friends and family by First Minister, Arlene
Foster  in  the  name  of  Green  Political
Correctness.   In  short,  Sinn  Fein  have
come  within  a  whisker  of  becoming  the
first party and may yet do so.  Which, as
Wilde  would  have  assented,  is  a  very
interesting situation, one which will impact
on the issue of Gay marriage among many
other things.

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

Remember  – we  need  your
submissions  to  help  fill  future  issues!
Send  us  your  letters  of  comment,
news, reviews and articles!
…………………………………………….

The Supplement will return in June.


