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An international poll fii& that’ouf greatest 
domestic problem, the conflict betWeen Quebec and English 

Canada, may be our greatest literary asset 

AT HOZE, sounds of apfiuse, praise, aad backslappiag 
crztcd pub&bus’ lisxs lest fall - cap* the’season’s crop 
of Canadian tiction - but how is Cenadmn writ@ faring 
abroad? Lest we crow deaf from all the cheer&, Books in 
Cmmfu decided to undertake a worldwide rarvey to detentdue 
home major foreign writers’ aad critics’ awareaesd and opi- 
nimn of Canadian literature and its growing presence on the 
iatcmatioazd SW. The results, perhaps predictably, were not 
entirely ~ntbti?ak. A handfal of rerpondeats replied to our 
fust mailing of dozens of questiwmaires, mostly to report that 
tbzy didn’t feel weU eaou& acquainted witb CanLit to venture 
say COmmeatS. O&’ two - the British critic aad translator 
James Brockway, who lives in the Netherlaads, aad aatholc- 
$t Karla RI-Hassan of fiedrieh-&biller University in Bast 
Orrmany - wrote detailed replia. These were sup~lemeated 
byacerie;ofbtterviewscoaductedbyLiadaM.Leitehdurklg 
tbc Writer and Humen Ri&t8 Conference in Tomato lust fall. 

Re:e;pondeats ranged from those poor souls who have never 
troubled their miads over Canadian litemture to sack -- 
&ts as Dr. H-Heawnl. who is “determbled to assist the 
rtio@tion aad spread of Canadian literahue in the G.D.R.*’ 
One trend. howevzr, may be noted: w&n fmm develop& or 
strife-tom countries (such es Palestinian Fawaz Tarkii tend to 
be intere:ted in cyladian writing only insofar es it r&t- to 
tbcir owa situation or hat safflcieat poIitical drama to sustain 
their inrust. (Turki, oddly enough, relates Mordecai 
Richkr’s v.zih of the Jewish experience to that of the 
P&xiaian.) Thus our -test domestic problem - the con- 
Net bztvxen E@ish aad French, behveea Quebec aad the rest 

x:tt. ?Ians Masnus E&asbers of Wect G&many believe; 
that “tbe OI@ m;rior tbiag about Canada that inteUectuaUy 
intcrztz people is the Quebec thing.” Vassilis Vadilcos of 
GK~c: was: ‘9 thiak tkat the &each have amtributed a lot 
to an ima of Cmmdiaa iadepadeace throu& their 
Gtcmtare.” 

Oar En$zh-l&~se literature is generally co&de& to be 
“North Ar,xrican” or “An&Saxon.” It may be a prob@n 
of distribution. as is frequently mentioned, or of pmmdtion, 
or of a sim,4z lack of history that would&e Canadian lita- 

it hnr a&-,:!a;mt-rbat those writers who do &ad out (lws 
EZxgaret Ir I. .;od cot a team of publicity attents in every cotta- 
trJ’?) arc c .Iuatcd for the merits of their individual style 
rzthcr tbm :x xhetber or not they coaform to a pre-ex&ting 
notion of %+iat Canadian literature sbmdd be. 

Come wi!J no df;ubt use the results of tbis survey as more 
IiIliz for their hairshirts, more evii*nce that Cal&it is 
boppk:sly ouminked aad cruelly @red ia aa intemational 
00mlz.t. To this we caa only I& that our hdtial reactioa to 

the mimber of referenced to Yugoslavian writw was that we 
di&‘tknowYueaslaviahcrdrtqy~~vritcrs.~kguilty, to 
a degree, of ignorance about other cmmtrie# literature-s. But 
we are, on the whole, doiag verg well, thank you. 

Va&Uken (Ore+): It “they q that happens 
;._ - ‘-.-” 
‘, 

] with 1tahn kentturc: we 
know hIian moviar better 

i than im know the literahus 
;md we know much more 
;aboat l&adiaa nlovies thaa 
i we know about cansdiaa liter- 
i aturr - spedally the -8% 
the Qudbbois cinema. Also. it 

/&ads to be that Canadian 
/writem are pact of the vast 

fcommunitvOfE 

fmm Amcriean. In Greece we say “An&-Saxon writer.” 
LeollardCohenicfamous,notonlyinOrceee,buteveryplace. 
His poems have been translated into Greek. But I didn’t know 
hewaraCanadian.MwdecaiRichlu-IIowthename,but 
I dkbt’t know he was a t2udiaa. 

I thiak that the French Canadians have contributed a lot to 
art image of Canadian independence through their literahue. 
Fmm Fiwr.b literature I have a clear idea of Canada. Not 
from Anglo-Saxon literature: 
Jo.n?fBrod&y(U.S.S.R.):Ireadalot ofMalcoImL.owrybaek * 
whsnIwasinRussis.HewasknovmbaCanadi~.Iread 
Under the Volcano in Polish. 

~_ ._Jconnttieaukethat, whichare B 
hue counttier. And here is this huge nation vi&t 

next to mine, we sham the same language, and it% perfectIy 
true, I know nothing about Ceaadian Iiterahue. I have read 
some Caaadiaa books, so ti. a.sense Pm ahead of most 
Americaas. I have read Margaret Atwood. I’ve read Mcadecai 
Bichler, I’ve read one. novel by Leonard Cohen. Bem.tt&l 
Losm.AndMarieQamBl&,also,Iread;sbebezame.~weU 
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1mor-m in the %atei because of Edmund Wikon’s essay about 
hamany,many~~.And,ofeourse,Iamagnat 
admirer of Nodrop Fkye. 1 would say that those am the only 
csnaan writer3 I can tbblk of who I’ve read. 

I think the answer is tbat Canadian writers should try to 
poblich more in Adtericao magacbws. I mean, I think that 
we’re not likely to see Canadiao magazines. some of the 
foreis writers I discovered - let’s say * YUgoSlaV writer dr a 
P&h writer or a Cbileao wwiter - it’s because I read tbe 
vmitcr fust in an American magazble in &aoslation. so them’s 
no moo v/by I shouldn’t also read a Canadian. It occws to 
me that precisely because we share tbe same Iawtwe and the 
same continent them may be a feeling that it’s wong for Cans 
dian writers to poblisb in Am&can magazinea IU opposed to 
Canadian magazb~es. because they should be supposing the 
ma@nes pub&bed io their own country. I understand that 
reazordng, but the effective result of it is that since the 
American literary public doesn’t read Canadian maguinea, 
they simply don’t know the nam@ of the Canadian writers. I 
don’t want to use such volgar notions as “poblicity.” It’s 
simpb availabiity, accessibility. 

We!? Soyk!!m (Niiria): Margaret Laurence, of coome, is 
vzell-psovm because she has interested herself in Africa, but 
she is not hovm to the average person. Only in university and 
cchools under the cootext of Commomvealth Iiterature, which 
is be@ studied as a course at a number of mdversities. 

Al22 Sl!!kaz (U.K.): Apart from Margaret Laorence and 
Lkr@mt Ahvood and Mordecai Iti&& I havm’t read many 
Canadian writers, I’m sorry to say. England% 8 very insolar, 
isolated place. Them’s not a large awareness of anytbbxg that’s 
written outside that island. Pm afraid. It’s a rather tough 
cituation. 

JLok. voI2amebl (Argentina): 
Atvzood whea I was in Argen- 
tina, w I’ve read quite a lot, 
but not the Iatest books. I must 
confez one horrible thing: 
mw that I’m living in the 
State; I avoid as much as pas- 
siiIe readiog in B&sh. But I 
have read Atwood. Marie 
Claire mais, l!xagam Laur- 
encee and a few other Cana- 
dian witeTs. I c&t say that I 
vzxj iatere:ted in Canadian literature per se, but some books 
that intezxed me came into my hands. Michael Ondaatje I 
like vcty much. The Colkcted Works qfBil& the Kid - I love 
that book. I think that there am a great many things in com- 
mon betwczn Canadian litemtore and Argentine literatore. 
Our litemture bar a much larger tmdition. We are a very 
literary people. But our countries are much alike. So perhaps 
the zearch for identity for a country that’s been c&mized . . . 
t&s should be a connection. 

mything kv If I abysmal I&ace 
pzw about Canada, and this is especially true in the ftid of 
literature. I am a sort of internationally-minded person, and 
indead have put in some work in publishing and so on. I know 
Yogozlav literal I know Itaiiaa literature, I know aU sorts 
of litemtue. but I know pmcticaUy no Canadian Uteratwe. 
Tber.2~ ahvays a sort of token publishjllg going on, wbicb is 
subsidized by the respective govemments. There’s an antbw 
lacy of alI renowned Caoadiao writers, but it’s &bolicaI 
publishing, it’s vanity publism almost. Tbe poblic at large 

does not know. Them is one name that is known: Margaret 
Atwood. She has a book cwmntIy in Germany that is really 
b&g read, b&g sold. being talked about. But otherwise, it’s 

interested people in’my country genemUy am aware of is the 
Quebec thing. This avm maybeverylbnitedaadvery 
little, but I think that it is the tiost bneresting thin& that is hap 
peoiog in Canada. You’re forhmate to have @ia problem, I’m 
bound to say, because it obligea you to take notice of some 
aspects of your own condition and it’s good for all tbbd&g 
Canadians. When I was in Montreal some years ago, I got very 
exited about it. 

writing in lzngli& is not Canadian or American, but Anglo- 
Saxon. Prom a Gemtan point of vim, the distinction is made 
only when the book is specifically about the place where it 
originates. The other day I read-an intemsting book about 
Quebec and the qwtion of separatism. Such a book, of 
course, is bound to be very Canadian in its appe+. But a story 
about a suburban mar&ge going to pieces would not 
necessarily sound very C+dbm to os. It would sound Anglo- 
SsxOn,byandlarge. 

D.M. Zwelonke (Sooth Africa): I’ve jurt finished reading a 
book by Maria Campbell, a Caoadii. It’s called HaJjbmd, a 
verygood book to read. I think it’s her fust book, too. 

Zsgoua Nohan (Ivory Coart): I don’t know a Iot of Canadian 
liraaturr.IbaveheardofandreadGactonMiron,andIlistmed 
to an interview with Marie-Claire &is. 

Moqy~ Beti (Cameroon Bepublic): Pm familiar with French- 
Canadian nriting, but primarily socio-politIcal writing Iike 
Bergeron’s, although we’ve studied structure and other 
matters of Prench-Canadii literature. The primary inten is 
in those kinds of works that are trying to vitalize, to bring the 
Prench-Canadian people their langa@e and dewIop it. But 
!‘rn not familiar with English-Cmmdiao writing at all. For us, 
co- from Africa, Bnglish~adian literahxe appears the 

Mumhs SopaI (Tourkey): We do bear names like Margaret 
Atwood, but them are no translations made of these. Since 
there am no translations. these authors am not known io the 
country, only tbroogh their names. We hear of them through 
the media, mostly the Uterary maga&ea that come out once a 
moatb or bi-v&&v. But they’re read by small numbers of 
people. 

Han%Ch&toph Bach (West Germany): 1 do know those who 
am known aayway, like Margaret Atwood. She’s translated 
into German and she’s popular in Germany right now. But I 
can’t SW that’ I’m an exoert on it. reallv. I know some Preach 
tZmmdi& writers and &ix work, but that’s B cob~cidence 
because I was invited to Ouebec once and since I meak Preach 
I have close ties there. &t I know less about ihe Bnglish- 
speaking Canadian vniters. It’s a language question. I’m 
German,butIv/ssbroushtupinFraneeandf~meFreneh- 
sl?caking Canadians, Qu6b&cois literature, is somehow 
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FUnliar. That doesn’t mean I’m not interested in the English- 
sp&& literatue, but somehow I can’t keep it WEA apart 
From North American, U.S. Uteraturc. 

. 

~s-~mttd de In Gmp (France): I'm Fdly aware OF Margaret s 
Atrood and other names that are very weIl known outside OF 
Cxmada. I koov: a lot more Frencb-epeaking writers like 
Wichek Lalonde and Gaston Miron, and maoy others who are 
very vrcll kaovm outside Canada, mahdy in the Prcoch- 
cpeakiq world. So I read them and I think many people in 
France have read them. We don’t reaIly cart If it’s a Canadian 
witcr or an American vniter. The tbir@ is, very often we can’t 
make out the difference between Susan Sontag and Margaret 
Atcood, for example. We don’t know that Atwood is a Cana- 
dkm vxiter and Sontag is an American 0nS. We’re only 
thinking in North Americao terms. 

Penguin Books Canada Limited’ 
presents the official tie-in 
editions of two superb stories 
airing on PBS in January 1982. 

@ 

iI!4RnD~H~DRiEvllsilulED 

LFZch~~ Eamn?l (U.K.): I was aware of Caoadiaa authors, 
but I Fear vety much as a superficial reader of the weekly 
review. The name that I ~MV~ beat. I suppose, is Mordecai 
RicbIer. I’m not sure whether Briao Moore counts any longer 
a2 a caoadiaa witer, but I’m aware that he spent time here 
and wrote novels set in Canada, vhich I’ve read. Msrgaref 
Atvood I’ve ceaainly heard of, and read a Few p~ms by; 
wain, not a collection, but in individual raviews: Morley 
CoIkighan is someone I’ve read, and I know hia son Barry 
CalKhan sIi&Iy, and I’ve seen his literary magazine [Ewle]. 
But I can’t say that it adds up to very mu&. 

I met Swan Musgmve at a congress. heard her read, and I 
vzs very imposed and I got a book of ha poems sod read 
them. And wer since then, if I see any r&rena to her. I read 
it. But I must tell you - and I personally tldnk that this is best 
ForCanadisnliterahlre--t~Iirytobeguid#lby 

Evelyn. Waugh’s powerful, passionate 
novel of a doomed aristocratic famjly, 
and a 

p 
ignant portrait of a dying 

way 0 kfe comes to television January 
25. The spectacular cast includes 
Claire Bloom, Laurence .Olivier and 
John Gielgud. 
‘. :. the most satisfying dramaticT.V. 

’ so far this season.’ -Toronto Star. 
A Penguin Book $495 

either what I Rod to be cxceUent or what I hear to be excallent, 
and not at all by the Fact that it’s Canadian. I would never pick 
up aaythiog because it was Canadian. 

Kd?. EI-L%xa (Bast Germany): I came upon Qnadian 
literature by chance about six years sgo. Frederick P. Grove. 
Morley Callaghaa, Sinelair Ross. Bade Birncy, Mordecai 
F&bler v;erc among the fmt authors whose books I read. 
Their novels awakened my curiosity about your literature, 
about which very little was known jo the G.D.R. at that time. 
Thanks to the help of writers such as Hugh Hood, Norman 
Let&e. George Bower@, and Ray Smith, e.nd to the as&- 
tence of critics such as Eli MandeI, W.H. New, Robert 
FuiFord, a vxll as some well-kaowt Canadian publithers, I 
succeeded in &ittg a fust swvcy of AngloOnadiao litera- 
twc. Reali& that the works I got to know we manifold as to 
subjeti-matter and artistic and aesthetic composition, and tltat 
they arc part and parcel of ao interesting and valwbIe content- 

Hayle 
Mob1 -7 

Mills stars in this new 7-part 
Masterpiece Theatre presenta- 

tion beginning January 3. 
Both a reveting history and a truelife 
account of adventure and freedom, 
The Flame Trees of Thika makes 
unforgettable reading. 

A Penguin Book S95 

THE MOTTLED LIZARD, Els 
se 

.I 
uel to THE FLAME TREE P 

eth Huxley’s 
OF THKA 

WII be published January 1982 

A Penguin Book , $495 
d 
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porary Uterattm, I grew, determined to essist the ?wogoitlon 
endsneed of Canadian literature io the G.D:R. lo the late 

At present I am concerned above all with the Anglo- 
camidlao short story. In my t&is I deel with authors such as 
Leacock, Monro, Laurence, Smith, apd their special forms of 
interrelated short stories. Some years ago I edited a volume of 
stories by Norman Levine, and I published a scholarly article 
on Levine’s short prose. Now 1 am about to prepare an anthw 
logy of Canedian short stories of the 197&s. The large nqmber 
of Attglo-Canadian short stories I read comptise well-known 
and less famous v/titers. I am impressed time and again by the 
“reoeisseoce” of Ar@&!aoadii short pmse in the ’70s and 
its richitex of themes, subjects, and stntctonx. It is the fact 
that may Canadian authors are’concemed with uolversal 
problems put into a ‘!Caoadlan” setting and their diverse 
techniqw that ahvays stlika me. 

I 

&u?z Bmelmay (U.K. and the Netherlands): Althou& I have 
read the wrk of a number of Cmtadiao authors lo the past 15 
years or so, mainly for reviewing, I could hot say that I have 
ever sppmached one of their books with the at&ode: “Now, 
this is Canedii vniting; let’s see what’s different about it; 
let’s try to fmd speci&aUy Canadla featores.” But I have 
noticed two common fcatort% in ail the work I have partlcu- 
lady liked: most of the work was in the form of short stories 
and. probably 89 s resolt of this, most authors war not 
treatlog grand or trendy themes. They weren’t out to iIlustmte 
theories about life, but wem coocentrathtg on individual lives. 
Thts doesn’t mean that grand themes like love, fear of death, 
Ionelineos, weren’t involved at all. But they were handled in en 
intimate, realist manner. 

The authors I have read em: Mavis Gallant (iipect of ha 
volume, The Peg& Juncf/on, unlorgettable. so that she has 
alrays remained in my mind sioce es someooe specially able to 
convey human predicaments in a qoiet, telling manner. 
Recently, in Germany, seven years after reading this roller- 
don, I searched for and found the Pegoltz Jmtctlon on the 
German rail nehvork. I have since mad her Prom the~eenth 
Di%-ic~ too). Margaret Laurame, \vhose famous and ftied 
novel 1 hadn’t liked too much because of some too highly 
wmwht pmse here and there, but whcae sobseaueot book of 
short stories I seatly eojoyed end edmired. jui, Mmtro, 
whose collection Dance 4f the Happy Shades I had drawn 
ettcntion to in 1974 Q think) Ioog before she became last year a 
candidate for the Booker Prize in Britain. I liked the way she 
shored the old Ctmada disappearing before the onslaught of 
the cblc and the effluent. Them were small det$ls in her work 
- r mother pimdog up B girl’s party dress - that were 
brlllkmtly done and remalo lo the memory. Norman Levine, 
on whose v:ork I have coocentmted most, translating some of . 
his stories for the Dutch. There is a bareness, a spemness. a 
chill in his stories. lo which the envlmmneot ofteo mirrors 
quietly but cleverly the bleak interior of people’s lives. that 
fescinate me. I can understand that some readers feel he pares 
sway so much, leaves so much unsaid. that his stories have a 
thinness that threatens to make them disappear altogether. 
Some. perhaps not very subtly minded Dutch editors, can’t see 
the point of them. I can. and the cool tragedy of his work, the 
insistence (though he is “ever sea to be imisting) on the 
importance of smell lives, hidden, perhaps eveo trivial, 
tragedies, does seem something very special to me. 

I hove not read the work of better known Canadian w&s 
like Mordecai Richlet and Margaret Atwood. This may’ be doe 
to s tendency in myself to veu away fmm work that attracts a 
lot of attention and to go look& elsewhere in the comers. As 
Caoadieo authors oRen seem to do, wheat choosing what they 
are going to wite about. There is, I believe, a French Cena- 

dim wO”m author, a noveJ of whose I did read. in B@ish 
translation. This HW trendy end I didn’t llkqit. 0 

Ah Glrtsbeberp, (U.S.): I used to live with Leooard Cohen. and 
I sang backop vocal with Bob 

,,,*‘. ‘? Dylan qd Romde Blakely on 

I* ,: :;; 
oneofbisrecotdsacoopleof 

\. ‘2 ; 
years ago. And I used to send 
wems to Rw Sooster for his 
kagazinc Cimbustkm with 
Kemuac and Peter Lawski 
beck lo 1939. I know Irviog 
Layton. I’ve read Margaret 

t! Avlson. The West coast 
1; writers I know better: George 

:or Coleman. Victor csmc’ nod taught at the Bowrlng MCI vlct 
School wime I teach. I know a’lot of the younger po&. There 
was like an awakentog in Canadian lltiatom back lo the ‘SOS. 
In fact, I think Combustion led the world ~(i the.Fmt mimeo- 
graphed magazine. So I’m relatively convwsaot with some 
Canadian poets. I don’t read much fiction, American or Cane- 
dimt or anything. 

Fewer Turld (p&stine): Perhaps Mordecei Rlchler is better 
known to us than other Cmmdian+vtitas because his writing 
hits e sensitive chord in us. It talks about issues that concern 
us. It talks about otherness, it talks about exile. I mean, of 
course, he’s talking about the Jewish expetieoce, but the 
Jewish exwtieoce is oow like the Pale&ioian aperiatce. 

____: *Iin Margaret Atwood% terms. k 
the mental landscapa would also have to be pretty differcot, 
and I think 1 would say that the ymious C&d&n tempera- 
ments are very different from the various Australian 
temperaments. For example, I’ve used Margaret Ahvood’s 
thesis in Surviw/mtd pointed out the respects in which I think 
it applies to Australian litaature and the respects io which I 
think it doesn’t. But I think a work like that can be exemplary 
for literatures like the Australian, not because it applies to 
them point by point, but becaue it teaches pwple the thiogs to 
look out for. Also because it’s so tingly critical of the Cana- 
dii mentality. Australian Literature bar fallen ipto a compla- 
cent phase at the moment, and I think it needs that kii of 
thing. 

The English-speaking world is divided up between the two 
great publishing empires, England and Am&a. We are, 
broadly speaking, io the E@ish sphere and yaw am, broadly 
speaking, in the Am&an sphere. So we cao’t get Canadian 
books. I wented to wt books by Brian Moore, Earle Bimey. 
and Susaona Moodii on one of my comxs, and I couldn’t get 
copies. Thae are quite a number of admirers of Robertson 
Davies in Australia. Margaret Atwood is very well koown. 
Bimey and Atwood have both been there, of worse. They 
were also both pub&he@ ti. Australia journals before they 
went them There’s a kind of traffic io poetry, and I’d say that 
Blmey’s work would have been known to some people them 
before he ever publishedin Aostmlia. Cl 
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MalKing con~ac~ 

After 15 y&-s apart, a new critical study 
reunites Louis Dudek and Raymond Souster, but mostly 

it shows how different they are 

i - 

mond Sbwtw, Obe& Press, &O-peg& 
EL95 cloth ll5BN 0 88750 384 5) and 
iii.95 929~ &BN 0 88750 385 3j. 

CKi:xa&m Poem!l 3saf-l!x8, by 
Look Dud& Coach House Press, 96 
pa~x. 57.50 paper (ISBN 0 88910221 X)).- 

FnArx( DAWY’S DEUSmN to discuss 
Lo& Dudek end Raymond Smuter 
to8ether io the 14tb volume of Studies in 
csn!ldien.L.iteiatum is ml apt OILe for en 
editor and teacher of cm&w \rrttinp. 
He offeis mme vekmble comparisons 
bstwxn the work and aesthetic of the 
hx~ vniterz, end is cermhdy helpful in 
his recomuiog of cmmdiml literery 
b&tory. But his study is config and 
amewhat reductive as a treatment of 
the vmrl; of laymmld sousm. 

The ml focus of the book is histor- 
icel. It open with the fmt meeting of 
the Ire poets in a Momreal reslaumnt in 
IS43 through John sutherlaod, editor of 
FM Sf&menl. Dudelr did not choose 
to co into puba ri&t away; be went 
to Columbia University and worked oo 
hiis disw~atlon oo publish@ and ad- 
tore, Li!emtre and the Press, which 
va finally published in 1980. Sourter 
cbo:e the route of the “does” and 
embarked on editing with his fmt little 
magge, Enteip?&e. In the early 1950s , 
the tr:o finally joined forces and 
founded Contact, from which Contact 
IJrcri cm %hicll Inring Laytoll also per- 
ticipated) later emerged. 

Dudek’r, impchls was ids fmstmtion 
vitk commercialism and wmmemial 
publiziher~. He v/es oo elitist end felt 
popular teste wes the death of good 
literature: vhoever commls the means 
of publishing, he believed, controls the 
development of Iitemtwe. souster came 
to a 6imiIar conclusion in a mom in- 
tuitive mamer. He wented to publish hia 
own work and that of his friends, but 
the literary scene was monopolized by’ 

m&e established poets and testes, so he 
took matters into his own hands. 

Dudek and Soester were not simply 
~$ublishas and editors; they chewd the 
worse of modem Camdian writh~g. 
They were promoten of what they felt 
wes new, of what was written out of a 
native North Americen - rother than 
British - tradition, of whet was 
idiomatic and natural rather than ome- 
mentelTheywereelsorevisersofthe 
relative reputations of their fellow cmm- 
dian writers, especially of such for- 
malists as P.R. Scott and A.J.M. Smith. 
‘Many of Do&k’s cdticisms verge 04 
outright nastiuess, but pahaps the 194Oa 
and ‘5th demended the amdour that waa 
so much a pert of their lives. 

By the mid-‘&k the literary scene had 
loosened up amsidembly, and Sousta 
wrote to Dudek in 1966 about his deci- 
sion to discoetkme publishing: “1 think 
Contect Press has done ti. job it was 
founded to do -we h4” lx$gd 
diiticldt time in cmmdmn 

a ~2 

llow it’s largely history.” 
In writing this history Dewy ia also 

“righting” history, redressing the 
belance. More space is devoted. to 
Dudek, the lesser known of the titers, 
but Davey is more impressed with 
Dudek’s poetic than his poetry. Dudek 
strivm for 8lratnw, not for WTiiing 
“competent” poetry. His work is “cow 
ageoIls.” His rejection of. cb-- 
cialism end popular taste meant that he 
wes far less successN in fmw an 
audience than Souster. Dudek’s Ian- 
goage is gaemlly prosaic, denotative 
rather than connotative in meaning. 
because his focus is oo content, aad 
Davey ids his use of kioedthesia (which 
Dorothy Livesay called “identiiicalion 
with the object seen and its flow”) sewa 
the long poems from se& too much 
like prose. However,. Davey f& that 
Dudek’s epigrams do .not mitigate the 
mtionelist strain of his “timctiwel 
verse: 

It all makea for fairly h&y going, 
end is all the mom fmstrethag because 
Davey’s admiration for Dudek’s poetic 
(even though it is.mrely successt%l in 

pracuce) tends to make him lmder- 
estimate sourtds whiwemwt. souster, 
unlike Dudek end Dwey, is not oo 
academi$ he learned about modem 
with18 from little mageziaw and other 
poets, especkqy the Americao pod ciki 
cOrman.Thathedidnotartic&~a 
poetic beyond Wet the Poem Out- 
docm” seems ir&vallt to me. Perheps 
asateesherofcmaUvewritingDaveyls 
more.impressed with Dud&s midug 
about writhI then .%u!zer*s sctu& 
d&g it. 

Yet Dewy does offer two vabmble 
approaches to Sow&r. One idto view his 
work es embodying a wntliet behwen 
negative .“inside” and: positive 
“outside” forces; the former being 
those of mescldhdty - war, sex, eom- 
mer&lism,auddenth-theletterbeing 
pm-life. Davey notea the essential 
pastorldism of $ouster’s vision. Iii6 
other vantage point is to view Souster 
not simply es one who focuses on the 
poor, 011 cripw and hookers, 011 
Toronto’s down-end-outem, which ia 
thestandardwIysiiofhiswork,botas , 
a Marxist, anti-capita8st writer. 

ButintheendDaveyisree8yrather 
herd oo Souster. He plays down 
Souster’s skill at doing what good poets 
should do well: using evocative. manor- 
able words to underline the poem’s con- 
tent.Thebetterpartofachapterisspent 
oo cridcizing his um of habitual 
Iengoage end responses, of rhetoric and 
mmimeot, his need to make en UplicIt 
p&u, and his ewskm of two difficult 
topicr: sexuality aod personal joys and 
tmgedies. That souster choosed not to 

blem&ic mx re&rkabIe to me; I c&ot 
see why a poet should i-mite about 
enyddng. Dewy’s is a modernist bii. 

The other criticisms em more per-. 
sue&e, but they lose power when one 
examines Souster’s work as a whole. It’s 
ootst&singthathisearlyworkislem 
accomplished on the whole than the 
later, as the latest vokmm of his cot 
lead Poems shows. 

SpaMing the period 1955-W it 
demmlstmtes tpat soustu was himself 



a!vaE of the& dlffiitles and strove to 
overcome them, most paltlcu@ly his 
need to ma& a point. In Place of 
ilekting (1952) and A Local Pride (1562) 
he was more demandlag of his work. 
and,ashesaysinhlsprefacetotlds 
second volume of Collected Poems, 
“some sort of breaktbrougb had been 
made.” That there are two b&es to 
Souzter’s career becomes dmmatlcdly 
evident when one passes from Walking 
D.wth (1933) and Crepehanger’s Car- 
niv/a/ (19%) to the later poelnsl’For 
example, “Choosing Cofflms,” la wvhlch 
Souster’s father is remladed of a canoe 
he had: 

tlro,~ nm#y. black-& northern 
porrrger.... 

This volume is much~darker than the 
fit. Much of it is coloered with death, 
particularly the death of his bmther.But 
it k a pleasure, as always, readlag 
soustcr; there ls tile drama, the realism, 
the music. Again he has painstakln& 
revixd his poems, and few are left 
unchanged. And lest one get the wrong 
imprc~sioa, I should say that as much BI 
Sower is caught up with death, ulti- 
mawly he rejects ir: 

So lwd to even think of dath 
011 such apt&w qflwnoon . . . . 

Sun catch@ every cbuwe of leql; 
boJrrJ7a;W chestnut Was, Ibe 

sqllinds 

Ewn rbs bhzck@sl mmbslon~ shouls 
“Impossible. Imposslbkl~~ 

Dudek’s Cross-section: Pocm~ 
19$tXl960 contains previously ,unpub- 
lishcd poems in cbmnqlogical order that 
am meant to be, collectively, an example 
of life as process. They reflect the shift- 
ing concems of a maturing writer. 
Horever, I wat frustrated by the in- 
verted syntax and ellipsis as weJl @s by 
the pbSosophizing: all meaning and no 
music. Dud& is sot particularly read- 
able. He ~8s the unadorned lansuage of 
Soustcr and mixer it with the iconoclasm 
of Layton, with none of the penuaslve 
euphony and detail of either, because be 
refase~ to play to the crowd. This is 
fmm “These Young”: 

gchoolglrl carry fheir baby baolu 
and 60)s. Ma bri&zs lb& morning 

s&h& 
scan their n&d wJl/ be clear of 

obstructon. 
svmbo[r become solid things. 

are more 

readable, and therefore more success&l. 
“Preedom ” in which ’ 
being m&shed only to Y 

dogs insist 6x1 
‘e down nearby, 

is a good examples 
_ Frwdomm.win 

on& mu Idea 
. bu: if’s II matter ofprb~dpk 

mn lo (r dog.. 

It seems surprising that two such dll- 
ferent poets were revolutionaries 
together, hut the mmplacency of the 
poetry scene In Canada in the 1940s and 
’50s. as well as thek yearning for 
+?ognltiw and newness, drew them. 
together. Davey has captured and 
charted this important chapter in Carla- 
dlao literary history. 0 

REwEW 

The Shuaalag, by Patrick Priesen, 
~umston~~~. 103 w, 37.00 pap- 

, (ISBN 0 88801038 9). 
A Shored Up House, by Elizabeth 

Allen, Turnstone Press, 79 pages, $6.00 
paper (ISBN 088801046 X). 

Dirt Hills Mirage, by Barbara 
Sap&, Thistledown Ptw, 97 pages, 
g&95 paper QSBN 0 920066 33 x). 

x-mPtwtwsAa&znotabadplacefora 
poet these days. There is an active corn- 
munity of titers, pmgwsive and, 

’ pmise be. prolifE press=, a creative and 
well-founded Writers Guild in Sash&- 
chewan, and a growing confidence and 
sense of importance lo the Canadian 
literary scene: But the unique problem 
remalas. What do you do with the 
prairie in poetry? The landscape 
dominates with its enormity. looming 
and challenging. Write me. it says. then 
chlats by changing shape, by turnlag 
itself into plagues of locusts, dmugbt, 
floods, u&amble heat, starving cold. 
It’s a world of welcome and rejection, its 
history impinging on the present. sharp 
and pnasleg, urging the pen to move. 

So what does the poet do? These three 
collections approach prairie experience 
in dlffaent ways - the titorlcal/myth- 
ological. the lyric, and the descriptive. 
Patrick Friesm’s The Shunning is the 

most ambitious and the most lmpwsive 
in its imaginative scale. A long, semi- 
documwtaw book, part la prose, part 
in poetry, complete with the seemingly 
obligatory photographs, diary entries, 
and even medical words, it examkwd 
the Mennonite consciousness aS seea In 
the’ lives of hvo brothers and their 
famllles at the time of the Elm World 
War and afterwards. Peter, seen 

ned & banned the church and kills 
himself because of a stubborn question- 
ing faith that the orthodox see as heresy, 
because be “wanted so much that. 
wasn’t ” 

What we have hem h a temble and 
reale&emialcrlslsinacloselylmlt 
community, with its low aad de&s, its 
bii and sicknesses, its human strlv- 
ings, its responsa to r&low and moml 
dicta, its memories of the old world, its 
struggle to come to terms with a new 
lantiue. It is a simerb study of 
splrituai tiolemx twls&.d into a&on; 
a frlEhtenimdY real commuidtY evolvina 
lnto’a my&of prairie settle&.nt an2 
adjustment to the new l&ui and its 
exigellcie3. It works by accumtdatloa, as 
llvw am slowly reveal& not by the 
sharp lyric image (thou& them are 
many) but by narrative and pseudo- 
narrative as the multiple voicer and pan- 
sciousnases all snap around the&w of 
experience and the afler-sbocks of the 
sbumdag, the .cmtblg out of Peter, 
whose stubborn iaskance on the vail- 
dity of his ovm apprehenslom becomes 
buolc as well as plangem. The cool, 
detached Ontario doctor and midwife 

obsessive study%f a web of r&don-- 
ships that bar sucked them into ikelf in 
subtle ways. 

The style of this work tears heads off 
clich6.5, m&lag us see a whole place 
freshly - the inner and outer, the hard- 
ship and joy, tbe’humaa heart fighting 
the eaclosi@ stifle of prairie, of dogma. 
It is a complete wmld, reelblg and dltiag 
but endwlng. The ruined heart struggles 
to love and to be free. “You live awhile 
and then time happens.” writes the pob. 
HOW seemingly simple, yet, la tbls con- 
text, how utterly important. A fw 
book. fidl of bone and inuscle. A total- 
ity. A must for any future edition of the 
Long Pawn Anthology. 

Elizabeth Allen’s c&ctlon is very 
different, but fw, $00, in its own way. 
She has a clear lyric voice, and her ear 
for the music of language is delicate but 

from the 
confined aa9 lush fertility of New 
Zealand, whose imaglnati6a is westllng 
with size. hardaess, and inexorability. 
We also have a poet who has only been 
writing for five yean. The result ls 
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rooder, dismay, puzzlement, rejection. 
c~~lsbration, amazement. New vital feel- 
ings. Thhe hean shaken by its transplant 
but moving urgently as it tries to adapt. 
Dsxiiptive details of Saskatchewm are 
consistently welded into personal 
r2;ponsc: 

sbmdd I 
short’ tip the old house 
that threrrtens 

This collection tries to answer this 
crucial P.-anal question, thmogh times 
of pti and times of love. The section 
called “traosplant” treats the im&ant 
C:p&nce directly as tbreatenblgly 
attractive memories of gxeoness and 
zeaxape - mob that have always 
flourished - flood in to try to swamp 
the new life: 

I hare no* .%?a 
the inner Imtdsc~e 
lately th? door 
lrar bEi, shut i 

Set the last se&n of the book shows a 
gndoal coming to terms, a sense of 
possible discovery and balance in spite 
of the harshness. Wheo “the cattle are 
:orted” there is a klod of peace. 

Elizabeth Allen is the most nahually 
ated of these three poets ill terms of 
sheer coaceotrated power; the creation 
of the teUlw and potent image, the mak- 
ing sod shaping of poem out of 
laozuage. It is a strong book, otte that 
makes u: lotow the prairie by feeIing it, 
not just by seeing it. And we are moved. 
She ls a post of great potential. who can 
&ready transmute the world and sob- 
some natural objezts into the press and 
tczion of human loogiog. 

Barbara Sapergla’s fmt collaction has 
some good poems - “Angels,” 
“Bums,” Yiredance,” and the title 
poem especially - but she doesn’t yet 
have the consistent ability to rise above 
pure dexription and make foil use of it. 
At its worst, her poetry merely dwxibee, 
eompctmtly, solidly, but flatly, as if that 
is cnoogh to carry the poem, and ooe 
often feels that it is all too familiar: 

II Irm:,‘< huiw on a curve of& 
s.zwchin:/or mea 
c not 10 pkc?se my .%w 
in the cardee wo.!f willowflares sihw 

YG. But. The poet t&Is us too much io 
this collection, which could well, I think, 
have profited from some strong editing.. 

The po%ms about her family hismy 
have great possibilities, bat Barbara” 
Saper& doesn’t do enough titb them. 
Facts do not ahvays spesk for tbem- 
celzs. hov!ever toll- or dmmatic, 

and have to be traosfomxd Into sigoiti- 
can& by imagination. And one wants 
more signlti- here and more swprise 
- inkmguageandioiag~iadmmatic 
handliog of event, in the resollaion of 
the poems. The prairie is not quite alive 
enough; oot ma&al or threatening 
eoougb. And it’s a pity because them is 
much evidence that the poet cao write 
and has a fm observiog eye. 

The prairie unlocks its secrets reluo 
taotly. These t&e books try to meet it 
head-on and they prove that the taut im- 
agination and the right shaping of words 
cao bring us illomination a+, by dolog 
zmmtovv us. That 1s no mean 

REVIEW 

Lying In Red, hyimly Howes, Long- 
spoon Press, 71 pages, $7.50 paper 
(ISBN 0 919283 06 6). 

Extreme Positions, by bpNichol. 
Longspoon Press, 83 pages, $7.50 paper 
(ISBN 0 9197.85 07 4). 

A Gmad Memory for Feq~elting, by 
Stephen Scobie, Loogspoon Press, 143 
pages, $8.50 paper (ISBN 0 919285 03 8). 

Gonlmaaf~, by Jon wbyte, Loll& 
spoon Press; 64 pages, 99.50 paper 
(ISBN 0 919283 04 x). 

nm COWRB CIF the four new books fmm 
LoIlgspoon Press ammtmce, aceorate& 
and brilliantly, the reading act to which 

at cnw. 
raised sod &.%ed on Mary Howes’s 

Lving in Bed, the wave4ine thmu& a 
square of deepwater blue on bpNichol’s 
Extreme Positkms. the circle squated 
and broken on Stephen Scobia’s A 
Grand Memow for Fotzettita 

sta&to co&le, several years a&, a 
list . . .2’ He is the anatomist of our 
nem word-m; caught in the ink- 
horn spleodoor of the academia he looks 
down on fmm Banff, he is a gifted 
word-buster on the Strawbeny Roan, a 
cmcbety bamboozle& a bigb country 
raconteur who taked his readers on a 

trail ride clean around the world. 
FWWhyte,t3diCtiOll~iS~WOfiC 

ewnt: The section frqp “Fells of 
Brightness” is pmof pobitive that that 
poem is on its way to gmatness. But even 
io talkiog about the ruddy duck, Whyte 
is a rejoicer io the extravagknce of our 
givea world: 

In ~MMIWI as.% Butterbalb md@. 
in IOCQI us?: ltlddy; blac&& 
bl~thersktte 
fwb~dttfnccwt, blattetsco~t, 

bluebill: bob&; booby; booby coot 
. . . 

Mary Howe.% like Whyte, is an obsea- 
_ slve list maker. Where Whyte Is 

attracted to the esoteric and the last, 
Howea is concerned to note the 
stmngenw of what is accepted as the 
familiar. The poem “not too much to 
Sk” be&s: 

I want you on top c?fevtvythtng else 
I wtd yw under my skin 
i wmd you out on a limb 
iwntyoutreed 
i wantyouflomd 

s MaryHowaisawickedladywithher 
tongue. Likehfm BeatleyinAsForMe 
and My Hotts, ‘& begins by pladng 

. bed at stage centre. Where one, 
however, can never quite get in, the 
other can never quite get out. Lying 
passively in bed, seembqdy nailed down, 
the narrator of Howe& poems is pure 
mergy. The mom of ona’s own spokm 
of so eloquently by Vi&la Woolf 
becomes, eloquently apain. a bad of 
one’s own. For whatever trasons, the 
direct confromation with erotic arper- 
ieace, in Canadian poetry, is best 
explored by women writers. Howes 
remembers (re-members). probes, 
goad% flays. lw&s, laments, &&a, 
cones, all the way fmm lay one to the 
last delivery. And the book is superbly 
Ustrated by Jane Ross. 

Nichol, io Extreme Poskiotu, tells a - _ 
love story that is reminiscent of Dreiser’s 
An American mq?ez& bqt here that 
I- tale of ambition and sex and ambig- 
uous death by water’bemmea a post- 
structuralist visual poem. The caoadlan 
poet harks back to that novel tlWu,gh 
G&deSteinaod nowwritw 

the bright boat in 
the bright sun on 
the bright water In 
the bright light In 
the we 

Nichol caIls this hk fomtb novel (after 
7W Novclp and Jouma9, and indeed 
the book is shaped amimd aa excm- 
oiatiog tension between the idea of oar- 
rative and an absolutist notion of poetic 
rep&loo. The entire story is embedded 
in repetitions of the letter “6.” The 
occasion of the story (a monidl) is per- 
ceived through a combination of silence 
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(the literal nhitcness of the page) and 
minimalist language. And yet the book 
speaks eloquently within the Nichol 
OSUWZ - that spilling flow of language 
(“ktthx be”) that maltes him a n&r 
poet of the seeoad half of this century. 

Swbie’s A GmndMemo#yforFo~~- 
rhuj is also concerned with the pmbkm 
of pac&on and its literary cons* 
quences. Scobie works often fmm occa- 
sion, as in the poem, “On the Road to 
BO~.Yille”: 

Mind there is nolhlng 
to he seen in the me 
wldte 

Scobie’s book ls in some ways a 
dialogue with Michael Ondaatje. It 
b&s with a concern, as in Ondaatje’s 
work, with photographs. Scobie, like 
Ondaatje, has moved to’C!anada from a 
distant land, and non explores both the 
lost plats and the imidications of the 
move. He engages in a diflicult wnfmn- 
tation with his own past and with his 
own literary educationr and Ilmds a 
focus for both in his willed motion into a 
meaninsful forgetting. The fear of 
forgetting and the need to forget fmd 
poignant intersection in the poem 
(‘wegy”) for a ymmg 1taKan tourist 
who fell to her death at a historic site in 
Scotland: 

Falling, away fmm bll our questions, 

FEATURE REVIEW 

all th; mrecdoter and hlsrwv down 

Long&m Press has fInally just&d 
the excitement that was felt, 18 months 
ago,atthenewstbatanewprrsswasin 
the printing. The idea of subscription or 
mail order presses q introduced by 
Gary Gaddes of Quadrant Edltkms. 
Longspoon has now confirmed the sue- 
cess of the Idea. The Island Wrltlng 
Series. published bv John Marshall and 
Da& Marl&t in-iantzviU+ B.C., will 
soon release a major serlcp df chapbooks 
forsalebymall.Poetryhasawayof 
wkmlng tbmugb agalnst the economics 
ofdisasw. 0 

strange games 
Shortlisted for Britain’s Booker Prize, Ian McEwan 

simultaneously shocks and entices, but there 
is more to bis fiction than meets the voyeur’s eye 

By D.W. MCHOL 

Tk Comfort of Btmngem, by Ian 
McEwn, Jonathan Cape (Clarke 
Irwin), 134 pages, $15.95 cloth (ISBN 
0 224 01931 7). 

TIx lhniISlon Game, by Ian McEwan, 
Jonathan Cape (Clarke Irw+n), 175 
pa$s, Szo.95 cloth (JBBN 0224 01889 2). 

SiNa! ITa nwz?w’to~ in 1969, the Book& 
Prize, Brkain’s h&best litewy award, 
hashaditsfaksharedmed!acowrage, 
not always v&.omed by the British liter- 
ary establishment. A pittance of pounds 
compared to the Nobel or Pulitzer, a 
sizable nugget next to the Goncmut, the 
prize v.w founded as a result of the 
enormous pmtits Booker McConnell - 
the sear, fooddisttibution and engi- 
wring magnates - made in tax-shelter 
cchemeo for mid-literary but super- 
lucmtive authors like Ian Fleming and 
Agatha Christie. Guilt money, perhaps, 
but cmaidy needed in an age of 
decli&g royalties. 

John Berger, the 1972 whmer for G, 
amused a storm of mntmversy when he 
split his f5,llOO with the London Black 
Panthers after attacking Booker 
McConnell for capitalist exploitation in 

Ouyana. At this year’s presentation, 
Sahnan Rushdie accepted his p&e (now 
~10,1IOo) with grateful dewrum forMid- 
night’s Children, pointing out that the 
money would allow him to write uafet- 
Wed for a year. The pMentation went 
not without incident: a few days before 
the ceremony Brian Aldiss dampened 
the antlclpatlon by mouw the short- 
list a little too close to a Gumiian 
editor’s ear. Pnlwre Eye, ever quick to 
cdl foul play, pointed a fwer spelllag 
nepotism at one of the namu~ on the 
leaked ‘list. Ian McRrvan’s late entry, 
The Comfo+Z of Slmngem. McEwan, It 
seems, had owe studied under Malcolm 
Bradbuy, this year’s cbakman of the 
Booker judges, at East Anglia 

Amis et home and that Mr. Amis’s 
Ending Up ended up 011 the shortlist was 
hard to shrug off. Marl&l connection 
(albelt not semantically nepotism) seems 
mom suspect in the wnferrhlg of 
pecuniary honows than a former 
shwlent-lecturer relatioaship, husband- 
and-wife behtg thicker in Wevery. 
McEwan and Bradbury, to apply a cur- 
rent television idiom, are not good 
Borgins material. 

Other cohwidenw have cropped up 
in other years. One of the three judges in 
1974, Elizabeth Jane Howard, happened 
to be married to one of the writers 
advanced to the shortlist. No matter 
how hard MS Howard argued that -. . . 

McRwan on his own provided some 
vivid Bogku family entertainment in his 
first novel, The cemcnl Garden (197g), 
in which Jack discovers masturbation at 
the moment of his father’s death, buslea 
mother in a trunk of cement, and, for 
want of 0tYeriag a parental primal scene 
to his younger sibling, effe& a double 
edged climax with older sister. similar 
imaginings apound elsewhere in 
McEwan’s f&on. He deals adeptly with , 
the father-daughter variation of familial 
favowltism in the Gtle story of In 

Britain’s tit- commtmtty was so r Bclwwen the Sheets. The fti image 
tightly knit that it was imp 
a judge who hadn’t any cr 

Ihle to fmd givea a superbly disarming example of 
ntacts (sexual McBwan’s fme-spun prose: 

pr otherwise) with at least one of the 
-em-up, the fact that she WBO Mrs. 

But she was asleep and almost smiling, 
.and in the pallor of her uplumed throat 
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In thk case the taboo remabn iotact, but 
the wiuio~ess to porsoe ooe theme to 
eitiher end (fantasy nealiz&faotasy sub- 
dued) suggests that there is morr to 
McEwen’s ficdoo than simply m!xuog 
the voyelx’s eye. still, he caters to a 
voyeur’s imagination in various 
instancc5: castration fantasies are 
pusbed to the brink of actmlizaticm in 
the short story SaPomography”; “‘Dead 
a3 They come” k a punoing update of 
“Porphyria’s Lover.” hNwan dis- 
pmsca e.xcremeatal observations with a 
Swiftian franliness: “Eaters of 
aspamys know the sceat it lends the 
urine.” 

The trio of televkion plays in llrc 
Imlfeffo~t Game van tonal& from the 
comically facetic& to the deadly 
serious. “Jack Plea’s Birthday Celebra- 
lion” (whose celebrant professes a 
hanlniog back to the womb) fee& on a 
femiiy reunion complete with &ging 
mother. ineffectllal father. and motherly 
IivAo cjrlfriend whose jokes about the 
writerly mother-saappiog birtbday- 

boy’s bed-wetting are given some 
cr&nce in the f& frames. “Solid 
Geometry” acquired some notoriety 
whm the BBC polled the plog during the 
fmal stages of production, possibly 
because the most notable stage prop was 
ao auctioned-off “aoatomical coriosity” 
sweredfromaw.ptainandtlhpiekled 
for posterity. Through a neat combii- 
tion of mathematics - pn+ving a plane 
w+thoot a surf&e - and yoga, Albert 
(another vniterly recluse) dkcovers a 
unique method of voiding his mistms. 
“The Imitation Game,” by far the best 
of these plays, treats the male-cultred 
~rmctore of the wartime code-b&dog 
operation known es Ultra sod the acci- 
dental ioilkration by ao (unfommately) 
intelligent female auxiliary. The object 
of the “mme?’ is to determine my dif- 
fenmce -between the way men- and 
women tbiok: 

Thuearethmchwers.Aman,r 

nectd by a kkprinta. Hk aim k to 
find out which of the two k the man, 

‘and which k the woman. The object of 
themanistottyandcausetheinterm- 

Wbiletbeheroineservestea,oneoftbe 
codebreakers (a Cambridge hmno- 
sexual) offers humiliation, aslring, 
Vhoulda’t yw fust establish w&her 
tbewomaaL!aothinM” 

M&wan d&s deeper into the natarc 
of feminkm in Ids ssond novel, The 
Colqfort qf srraagers. St io hazy, 
unspecified venic* two B@sb tourists, 
Colio and Mary. begin their holiday by 
get- stoned, lost. and oacomfortabk.. 
Mary, once ma&d, remembers and 
forgets and remembers to aend a pos4- 
card back to her kids. The will to apply 
stamp to card, card to letter-box, is 
dlssipatcdaseasilyastbewaottomnke 
love. Bebind their lethargy is some vagae 
seose of parposelessnesr. a sagging 
passivity; they are hip libaal Elok from 
the 19cios who, when discussiog sexual 
poUtic3, refer to then3 naha than w. 
TYaveUing is a brata&” as the 
epigraph says, and on one of their 
journeys Firhoot mqps CoIia aad Mary 
eonfront a banage of contradictions of 
anotbercultun?. Theylosetbeiracqoired 
bearings easily, but %ithout a specitic 
destination. the visitors chose routed as 

HUGH MACn.ENNAN - 
I 

. . . the man who, throu 
Watch That Ends the Nrg -a 

h such novels as Barometer Rising, Two Solitudes and The 
t, did more than any other writer of his generation to 

shape Canadian 2nsciousness, and who in the process won an unprecedented five 
~,ov~;+General s awards, has, m hrs seventh novel and 74th year, outdone 

. - Calgary Herald 

. 

The time is 1540. The place is Hitler’s Germany &d Conrad Dehmel, a 
‘good German’, is strugglin to ursue an honourable course and to 
save his &wish fiancee and % P er amily from annihilation. 

The time is 1570. The place is Quebec and Timothy Wellfleet, Conrad’s 
stepson, has become a media celebrity during the FLQ crisis, rising to 
prominence- by devious and opportunistic methods. 

Hugh Maclennan masterfully depicts two societies on the brink of total destruction 
and the loves and fears of men and women embroiled in the dramatic events of 
those fearful times. 

. 

! 
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they might choose a mlour, end eve” lo 
the praise,me”ner in which they became 
lost expressed their cumulative oh&es, 
their \villill.” 

They browse on the lateat lo Venetian 
bEdmom accoutrements (lludii volt- 
meters) in a store v/i”dow, then Mary 
trnnsl”tes a feminist poster. She tells 
Colio, “They want convicted repists 
costreted.. . . It’s a way ofrnal& pea- 

replies Cc&, “of making 
p:opd: take fe”lioists less selio”sly.” In 
pursuit of food and exasperation, ttley 
encounter e native called Robert who 
insists on helping tbcm, in exshange - 
as it lnltielly seems - for subjecting 
them to the fate of every En#sh tourist 
abroad: practisiig their own lengusge 
up”” them. Roben apologired for tbe 
feminist tracts Mary peruses, saying. 
“Theze are women v&o ca”oot lxd a 
man. They watt to deskoy everythiog 
that Is good between men and women.” 
“There.” says colin, “meet the oppo- 
sition ” 

F&l&t takes Colin and Mary to his 
home, there to meet his Canadian wife. 
Camhe. There is scmethhg vaguely 
mcnecing about Robert end Caroline: be 
has told Colin and h’Iery about a seato- 
logical trauma as a child in bis father’s 
study; she coolida to Mary thet she has 
cr,Tt iota their room to vwtch them 
while they !vere sleeping neked. When 
Colbt makes a slightly esirllne remark, 
Robert responds by punchiog him in the 
stomach. As Colio and May prepare to 
m&e n &ilized depz”t”re, Caroline, 
who h.3 a painful limp, hints to Colby 
that she is Robert’s prisoner, while 
Fabert shows Mary a blown-yp photo- 

cJ3ph. Later she real&s the painy 
fi~re in the photograph is Colin. 

The Coqfod ClfSlmngers ia a tamer 

McBw5.n. The adok?sccnt thrill of ftion 
bus abated without any detrimental 
effect on the sheer taut line of autborial 
control. He hap the taImtcd knack of 
shocking and enticing simulteneously, 
of engaging ids readers in m exploration 
ofsexuela wareoess and psychological 
cmdlict, of breat@g into old myths 
new fme. So far, he has spread his ioven- 
tiveness ~pnrlngly over five slim 
volumes. Ills cool easy precision belies a 
confllnce .tbat no Booker Prize could 
supplement. - McBwan’s time-limited 
label es IhewiterlnBtitelntowatchbes 
been justified by his latest novel, but 

adoles& I-figure.5 to- nerclsslstic vi* 
tims of travel, his hero@) will have to 
break out of the hermetic bedroom into 
the lergez realms of experience. 0 

By DOUGLAS iY..LL 

The Knife hi My’ Aends, by Keith 
Meillard, I’A”sson/Geneml, 336 peges, 
$15.95 cloth (18BN 0 7737 0057 9). 

K6rrH MAl- CaIls this novel (lli5 
third book and planned es the fmt of 
two sequential vobunes) an attempt to 
“create the i/h&on of autobiography.” 
It’s set lo a lightly disguised Wheeling, 
West Virginia, the hero’s (and author’s) 
hometown, end a “fictionalized” 
Morgaotown, where the state university 
is located. It spans five yeem - 1958 
tluuugh 1983 - in the life of John 
Dupre; he’s 16 when _ti narrative - 
loose, episodic, orgaoically rhythmical 
- beg& 

Maillard’s approach to his material 
works well. ‘Ihis is e plcasumble end 
thoughtful book. The characters en? 
attmctlve, their escapades and strategies 
ere zany. the conversedon is wonder- 
fully serious end innocent. period details 
are lush and precise. local colour sharp 
es the giune of the Ohio end Mown- 

-&ad, despbsie. av&erd, t@ious, ell 
at the same time. 

One who has endured or witnessed the 
sort of long edolcdsarce depicted here - 
thericochet from sports to books to beer 
to ideas to erectlonr - may fmd 

. 

Maillard’s ve.rsion brilliant end rich to 
the point of improbability. One eskx 
Was life really this dsulingl Were we ell 
so dwp and visionary and bright cod 
ultimately noble? Wes the hunger and 
frustration thus instantly decoded es . 
beauty, poigwxa?, holiness? p’erhaps. 
Only a churl would fault the.novel, or 
fail to enjoy it, on these. 8munds 
anyway. I hope in what follows it’s cleer 
thatIllke7xeKnifeinMyIfa~solidly 
and consider its flaws slight and under- 
standable. (Except - it has to be said - 
the exhavegeot end disconcerting typ* 
graphical and editorial blunders, for 
wblch there’s no excuse). 

sexuality is one theme of JObA 
story. Not surprlsii. Not simple either, 
since what’s at issue is li rooted sod 
thoroughgoing gender confusion. Jobo 
is ceught by debilitatir& contradictory 
wishes both to be e young girl and to falI 
for young girl% 14, andmgy”o”S, newly 
sexual is the lmege he doubly longs for. 
He acts end e+sha as if no one else 
ever had or was ware of his problems - 
which is quite reasonable. So does the 
author, which somedmea causes him to 
lose perspective or proportion. 

Growth toward spirituel insight is 
another wocem. The emctioheVint& 
leotuel awakening of John and his 
friends, each of whom MalIlard tums 
into a fully developed character I v&h I 
had space to discuss, achieves remark- 
able plausibility, mainly through good 
sound dialogue, and despite some 
esotic del@tg into the sacred Iitemture 
of introspect&l and enlightenment and 
some heavy breathing over aesthetics 
and The Meaning of Life. I think 
Maillard ls succe$sfuI in givin& the possi- 
bilities for tmnscendental belief under 
investigation in our own age e nascence 
in the unfocused and doubtless over- 
dramatized ycamiogs of two decades 
eg?. His elYorts here may seem aoachro- 
nisbc, but I’d prefer to accept that 
John’s struggle for ill”mloati0” tl+eo. as 
be interprets it now, aAd prodwe these 
reso”aoces. For my money, Maiuard’s 
got his epochs on stmigbt. 

The occasional lapses of narrative 
distance mey trouble other readers more 
than me. I know I’d feel better about the 
novel if I could attach eIl its considerable 
miv& and repetitiveness ettd dowmight 
geewbiz immaturity to the hero, none to 
the author. Mostly I cao, but I think 
more editorial dghteoing would have 
allowed MaiUard to give John his 
obsessive images, perceptions, end 
behaviour pattems without blun%g 
their source. To be or appear. in other 
words, totally unconfused about a 
character who’s pretty spec&culerly and 
justifmbly confused. 

The voice Maillard cpated for John is 
straightfonvard, natu** .not palticu- 

, 
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k& stykh. With much of its “exper- 

take; off into neo-I&mwickiaess it’s 
cbermit& derivative, but I suspect 
Maillard. and John, know exactly what 

. u~l’1lll-llll II’llln’. * 
&d-Paradise; the tmgedy of the genera- 
tionof’s7-mrdoatbeDhnw-was 

a ~rluc’ruat ,~,UUdU llll”” L q&m bait&. 

ttll he wanted to say. The different kvels 
of the book - sexual, social/historical, 
spbihlavpcetic - all \vork, and work 

. . ,.. .I I ,. * . ,. r 

rcJ~mlcr, 0°C mey CKl~r comprerery IUIB. 
The pre;swes are unevea. What the 
novel accomplishes suggests that 
Mai8a~I could get even fanha into his 1 
subject than be has, clad@ better, 
stru8gle harder, fti ways to show more, 
esplain lex. He’s Ihat close. I’m eager 
for the next volume, impressed by this 
oae. 0 

A S!csp IMI of Dreams, by Edna 
Alford, Oolkhan Books, 155 p&s. 
$3.95 paper (ISBN 0 88982 031 7). 

Tt-lmrmoLovEtheshoastorysltdd 
itwdointhehandrofask8lsdand 
ori8inel witcr may already have noticed 
the wrk of Edna Alford, published 
occadoaa8y in such journals as P&m 
In~emalional and Journal of Canadian 
Fiction. A few fanatics like myself may 
even have noticed that at least one of her 
stoiics has been listed ia the honour roll 
of l&t Anwkan Shdri Shuk, or that 
the Cdpty magazine Dandelion has 
puhkkd a special issue featuring her 
v;wk. All short story lovers w8l be inter- 
cxed to learn that this young Praliie’ 
vnitcr haz published her fmt book and 
tb~ it is a remarkable achievement. 

It is so good, in fact. that I fmd myself 
hoping for a flaw or hvo so I can show I 
have some standards and am not too 
wily impressed. I consklered disqual- 
ifyiug myzlf as a reviewer sin= a few 
rctiers may know the book’s publisher 

lives only a few miles from my home on Shy end a&y Jessica Boie, &footed 
w%-f?&vJf?Pti! ww~~&L!&~,. 
seeret puauaty agent. or mat otners 3&w!!! 
may discover that Edna Alford (with contraption &‘a Hoyer by relating 
storiez other than these) has been a stories of horrors more tenible even 
student of mine at the Saskatcbewn than her own. Like Aria, the reader does . ..<.. .r.... . . . .“2 . . . . i a. 
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be a review at all, I’ve decided, but the unbke Arla, the readpI eome4 to the end - 1 i 
written equivalent of a fanfare: with some understanding of the paiat- 
“Amlouncemeat, announcementl If ings of tlow-f&d meadows that hang 
you carz about the short smry at a8 sit _... . . . . . . . - . .._ “.._. . ..-..z..--. above Miss Bole’s bed - painted by 
YY _Iu “a, ~LLSYW,, Lu “ys YI,wz_.C ..“~~“~~~w~~~~~~~~“~‘~~‘” 

c-on setI& ia ,tie Pine Mountain 
r ..I.. ._ .,.I #“II... I..-. :- C..,..... 
l.uw, 111‘ “&I ‘“1&u ““111s YL WJ, 
sitting on the edge of a park “like an 
arlsrbaatic old woman, 82 aristocratic as 
anything could be in this country.” The 
residents, however, share no&of this 
aristocracy. They live in a rectattplg 
flat-roofed addition tacked on to the 
main building, in tiny rooms with nar- 
row windows that let in very little light. 
To Aria, the young muse whose point of 
view contmls most bf tne storiee, me 
building nsembles a hoklii pen. 

The reader senses from the begbming 
that the house is as much a hokliag pea 
for Ada as it is for the old ladies she 

‘deaktitli.Whiletbeinmateswaitmdie 
(“my next room will be underground”) 
or to be shipped off to the asylum, the 
short and chunky young nurse seems to 
be waiting for something oulside the 
home to r&cue her. She is engaged to 
someone named David; she seems to be 
full of the joy of this love whenever she 
is free of the old women, and by the 
fti story we diicover she intends to 
m&in with him. In the meantime, she 
says, “I’m paid to do my job.” 

“So are prostitutes,” snaps back one . 
of the old women in bet care. 

If Ada’s attitude toward these women 
is sometime3 impatient, sometimes 
humomus. sometimes desp&ing, some- 
times tempted by sentimeatality, the 
author’s vision is consistent. Aria and 
patients slike are the subject of a deer 
and steady gaze. Alford honours them 
ali by bring& them wonderfully alive, 
with humour, rtith insight, with some 
anger, and with a patient relishi of 
their individual personalities. 

ThoUgh A& PedaSOIt’S &tiOtlShip 
with her job is the thread that carries 
thmugb the book, each story highlights 
a different old woman’s struggle. And 
from the opening paragraph of the fmt 
story we are warned that it won’t always 
be pleasantz 

Pulled that little girl’s arm right off 
(rays old Mirr We) and it fcl’nnd 
caught on one of those silver rungs of 
that felTiS wheel and hull6 there 
dripping niole’o M bow before they ’ 
could each it snd t&e it off a then% 
The folks all stayed uld watched. 

Depart&t of Qlt&l Aff&s. 
ThougbthisisperhapstheIeas.tstdlf@ . 
handled of a8 the stories, it is delivered 
..&I. “rr..*:“r _,I rli.+...li”,” _ 
Iv._ auU&une - C~.,wYY.uIY.“e - 
insight. 

Au the old women are putting up a 
fght for their lives and their dignity, but 
not a8 are quite so grim. Tessie Bishop 
and.Plora Henderson, two old gals with j 
rumowed pasts that include nmaiag a 
bawdy house. paint tbemselw up, set 
out towatch a parade, ande@updmnk 
andsiagbxgtilthysongsiaabar.They 
get back to the Pine Mountain Lodge 
after the others’bave gape to sleep, and 
drunken Flora bangs on doors: “Wake 
up you deaf old coots!” and sings a 
variation of ‘“fhe Dark-Town Strutters 
Ball”: 

Now @xey, don’t be late. 
‘cause we’ll be p&n’ cut 
pussy ‘bout ball-pert dgbt 

But she interiupts herself. “Most of 
these old dames don’t even make it to 
seven.thirty let alone tialf-pest eight.= 
HOT friend T&e, half-hidden in the 
shadows, looks back out of black- 
tlmmed eyed, “8ke a mask on a stick.!’ 
A very funny story (tid there is con- 
siderable humour in most of the stories), 
but Alford hwa way of saapping us up 
out of a l&l with a cold gasp. 

In one story an attempt to set up a 
polling station in the Lodge is a total 
failure. “Who ceres about the silly old 
vote,” says one of the womm. 
“Chicke.n wing again - that’s what I 
care about. Wonder what they do with 
the test of the chicken.” In another 
story Myrtle Jane Emerson stalks with 
ha cane through the hallways in seetrh 
of Gemwu - %ll Nazis and crooks 
and hangmen” - but suddenly disap. 
pears. Dead? No, Ada explaim to the 
others. It’s not tfiaf. It’s evea wurse. The 
fight for life is so slmng in some of these 
women that in one story a gentleman 
encounters one of them at a biio game, 
where she just “knows” she is going to 
win. then discov~ that bis whole exper- 
ience is impossible: she’d been dead (ao- 
cording to the Hoine) au along. 

I realize that it is the expected custom 
while favourably reviewing a colkction 
of stories to choose one to bate. It sbmvs 
you have discriminating taste. We8 thenz 

. - -... __. ____ ..___~_._.__ 



isn’t @ng to be one of tbbse “how- 
ever” pmphs here. I’m aware that 
:omz mdm will flld these stories pain- 
tid to read, some will fmd it necessary to 
take them slowly, and some will fti 
that this or that story works better thao 
the others. I have my favowites; I feel 
less r%idied with one or two. But when I 
cometotheendofthel%lalstory- 
where Arla is walking av,ay from her 
job, haviol decided oo the basis of her 
experience here that compaoionsbip was 
what cas important in this world 
(“Needii someone didn’t make you 
weak. It made y6u human”) - I knew 
I’d jwt read a book of eaceptional 
storle:. 

W3.u~ away. Arla “felt the presence 
of soqleone or something walkblg with 
ber.“OfcouKeshei%takblgallofthem 
v.ith her - the aristocratic old house, 
the holding pen, the old women, the old 
vmmen’s battles - to strm@en or 
unsettle her the rest of her life. It is a 
mark of Edna Alford’s unique and 
powerful talent, I think, that the reader 
tlikelytohaveallofthemamundiohis 
head for quite a while. 0 

lz?zt scrrtin 5horl 5torlea, edited 
by John Stevens, BsmamSeaI, 312 
pa!%% 03.5Opaper(ISBNO7704 17027). 

31: Ezzit Cooodloo Stc.ti2s. edited by 
John Metcalf and Leon Rooks, Oberon 
Press, 158 pages, $15.95 cloth (ISBN 
0 30750 3P9 3) and S7.95 paper (ISBN 
0 uu750 440 0). 

Pzxd Impwalom. edited by John 
Metcalf, Oberon Press, 180 pages. 
$15.93 cloth (ISBN 0 58750 401 9) and 
S7.95 paper (IS? 0 88750 4t2 7). 

M JOROB LVIS BORGES’S \vondertl~l 
Chiiex encyclopedia, the C&dial 
Empwitarn OJ Benmoient Knowlcdgc, 
anids are subdivided into new and 
startlion categories: those that belq to 
the emperor, tboss that are trained, those 
that are embakned. mermaids, suckling 
pizs, and fabulous beasts. Potore editors 

of Caoadian short-story amhologics may 
wen have to devise Dew categoriea as WeIl. 
Dozens of authors, workiqg in a myriad 
tbemwandfomls,wiumesntbateven 
the most genemu antbo~gy wiu omit 

I someone. Instead of fmding two or tbrea 
doaew”best” stories, editors will have to 
work on literary shategies that fti new 
orders and relationships. In addi!ion to 
aeatlvc writing, we wvlll hm? creative 
anthologi?lng. 

Some exdlmt stciied are reprlnted in 
John .5twms’s &at tztmadlaa stori.as, 
yet thete remaim something mriously 
unsatisfying about the cqllection. Part’ 
of this is the editor’s attide. He states 
flatly the selections “sre not., defti- 
tively, iire best Canadian stories ever 
written.” but adds they are “among the 
beat.” Bndleis qoarr& can.be raised 
about authors excluded (Clark Blake, 
Hogb Hood, John MetcaIf, Leon 
Rooke. David Helwig, .Matt Cohen), or 
even included, - such as Harold 
Honvood, Mam de la Rocbe, and the 
obscure Quebec writer Yvette Naubert. 
Someof~sstorigthrmselvesaredisap 
pob#ing. Charlu G.D. Robem’s story 
of a bear that chasea a New Brunswick 
girl into a cabin% simply overripe in its 
melodramatic flourishes. Sewal of the 
earlier s!oriu in fact are roadblocks in 

dim short story (the hrmuIa taions of 
Huttb Gamer and Morky Callsghan, for 
example). and some writers, such as 
Mordwai Richler and Parley Mowat, 
have only occssionally written stories; 
their best work is found elsewhwe. 
Piaally, the editor claims be doesn’t even 
understand some of his selections. such 
as W.P. Kimella’s story about astml 
projection. With a weak but obligatory 
Margaret Atwood story (“A Travel 
Piece”), the fmt story Jack Hodgins 
ever published, and the over-antbologjzed 
“Bloodflowers” by W.D. Valgardson, 
the selectloo of “best” Canadian storka 
starts to weave aad wobble. 

Stevens subdivides the collection into 
thematic gmupbn~s, such as “Men and 
Women: Comic and Romantic Views,” 
“‘Men and Women: Tra& and Ironic 
Views,” “The Trouble with Families: 
“Violent Encounters,” and, for the 
Borgeaisn encyclopedist, “Magic, Sym- 
bols and Fantasies.” They include some 
eacellent storiea by Mavis Gallant, Alice 
Munm, Allstair MacLeod, Stephm . 
Leacock, Sinclair Ross, Gabrielle Roy, 
Rocb cariier, Margaret Laweace, and 
Howard O’Hagan. But while subject- 
related stork may be a good way to 
organize an anthology, tltey also limit 
the. selections to those that fit the theme. 
Basf Chadian Stork has a limited 
number of themes, and so limits its 
possibilliia as an anthology of ‘*the 
best” Canadian stories. 

.~. .~_. ~_~_..._.~_ii_____ _.,. .=.,_ ____._ .__.. _. 

The annual Oberon anthology, Best 
Gmadiaa Staries, is not limited by 
theme or subject matter. This 11th 
volume ranges from studii~of Oedipal 
schoolboys and ~oreiic arti!as to stmiea 
about writers caught u in the process of 
story-tellb@. Its wex -known conki- 
butors include Clark Blake, Kent 
Thompson, AI&e Munm. Normao 
Levln% and Mavis Gallant. Conhi- 
butors appearing for the fmt time 
include Katherine Govier aad John 
Riddell.. ; 

The editors try to second-guess the 
re&wers’ complaints this year. They 
suggest the 10 selstions cannot podbly 
compete wltb the 25 selections d Bept , 
Arnwican S1orie.s. Not ail magazines - 
send in entries, so somegood stories are 
omitted fmti consideration. To which I 
would add that the introduction is 
skimpy: to say these stories BIT more 
“sophisticated” says nothing at all. 

‘Storiea in translation, from Prencb or 
othu laogoages, have never app+ in 
the anthology. And the bo-cnlled eaperl- 
mental story is poorly re.pre4ented - 
though one could argue that such storks 
are not yet cqmplete In their attempts to 
push back fiction’s boundark. Snipinp’ 
aside, Basi Gmadian Storks will be a 
cbeckpoblt for years to mme. IL giver 
good stories a second or even third 
chance (some sre reprinted from book 
collections), and salutes the&forts of 
magazlmeditorstokecpstozieathriving. 

Editors Rooke and Metcalf have 
picked some strong selections. Blake’s 
story of Oedipal sexuality, pooi. &vi- 
sion reception, and skipping out without 
pay%@ the rent in 1952 PittsbM is a 
sobering account of cblldren more 
dariog than the adults they become. 
Levine’s “Contiooit~ is a fbxe story, 
one that turns in on itself as a &&at 
revisits a former tea&r, and the teacher 
in tom rev&its an old Jewisb.cemetay. 
The story works on seve&-lev& and 
through subtle indirection, something 
new in L&e’s recent ftion. Alice 
M&n shows an oaeapsy abiiy to fmd 
the right metaphor. Her “Wood” is 
about a sigo painter and woodcutter 
who suddmly fears be may lose pir liveli- 
hood. Nothing seems to happen oo the 
surface, but the story plummets straight 
into the character’s soul. It’s also a 
departs for Mumu in that it deals with 
thepsycheofaman. 

Compared to the brilliant “Speck’s 
Idea”, which appear@ ia the 1980 
Oberon anthology, Gallant’s “The 
Assembly” seems an amusbig and SUP 
ceasful utercis~. A group of tenants, 
frightened about iapists. robbers, 
changeslnPmlchsocieiyandthenew 
Europe, gather together in an apartment 
buildii to discuss changing the locks. 
Gallant’s satire skewen all bet targets 
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mcreilessly. but it’s not one of her most 
outlanding stories. 

Pest Canadtan Stories has always been 
generous toward vnitus in earlier siegea 
of their careers. Terence Bymes has a 
funny, 8rbn story about B modest artist 
rdlo cannot handle a sadden flurry of 
succe:ses. In a society that measures 
accomplishment by entm supp’er 
parties, the artist decides to fast. In 
losing his appetite, he dllmverS himself. 
John Kiddell appears for the fti time in 
Bert Canadian Sto& with the only 
c..pCrinEnti piew. The stoly iS told ill 
the present tense, ssond person. with 
intrusive authorial comments about the . 
problems of sett@ a story in a tough 
s&r’s bar. It’s an instant less,on in 
some of tbe possibilities of short f=tion, 
though it lags far behind sow of 
Elddell’s more flamboyant excesses, 
such 9s hip concrete novel, tmnsitiom 
(&a Press). But there is still pleasure in 
seeing some of ftiion’s tin& tricks op 
&play. ICatbe&z Govier’s story about 
a psychiatrist who is crazier than his 
paient is less satisfactory. It’s a well- 
witten. publishable story, but it’s not 
one of the year’s best. 

l?ooke and Metcalf clearly have a soft 
spot for some of their contributors. Not 
only does Linda Svendsen appear regu- 
lady in Best Cnnadiam Stories, she also 
has four stories in Metcalf’s Second 
IrnprpSom. This is the second volume 
of the Imp~asiom series, a showcase for 
vniters somewhere between apprentice 
ship and first book. In essence, Zmpres- 
sions is an annual literary magazine, 
with Metcalf actb~g as talent scout. - 

Linda Svendsen is a talented writer 
who knows how short f=tion is eon- 
stmcted. Her emotional range seems a 
little pinched yet, as if she isn’t sure if 
she should stretch out with her language, 
situations, and subject mstF. But her 
stories occur naturally on the page, with 
authority and D sense of projection. The 
best, “Who Do You Sleep By,” is about 
a young voman who observes her 
bmtber and his girlfriends over a ZO-year 
period, discovering the core of their 
sibling relationship in the process. 
Svendsen displays B similarly tine p9etlc 
ear for the relationships between 
mother, daughter. and unborn baby in 
“l&tine Life.” She tries out s travel 
story set in Japan in which a young 
caxoan changes ha mind about bei 
lover. Her story about a teenager’s 
graduation night brlstla with the unseen 
but strongly tragic undertoC~ of genera- 
tions in conflict. Her multi-layered 
imagery reveals witbout forcing. Even 
the veakest of the stories. really an ear- 
cise from a witi~ workshop, about a 
chimymt gypsy who senses her hus- 
Lw&nnf~o;lg an affair, radiates mo- 

. 

Peter Behrens ls startb~ to find his 
voice., but he still seems uncataln. His 
stories don’t excite, and be has a ten 
dewy toward loose vnivriting and senti- 
mental@. His chamcters. whether a 
loving young husband who doesn’t 
understand his wife, a jwng en&ee.r in 
Africa who diszovers fraud, graft, and 
corruption, or a city boy who learns 
about life from a group of prairie 
fammx. seem to be filled with mis- 
guided optimism. His stories reflect, but 
they don’t reach. 

After many years, Ernest Hekkenm is 
beginning to get the recognition he 
deserves. His best stoti am tough, and, 
he uses them as lmmmers to pound out 
his c~acters, to fmd the tenderness 
underneath. After tnkll bls cbamcters 
through a rough rural landscape, he PU 
straight for the emotional omtre. 
Hekkanen is especially strong on the 
relationships between sons and fathers. 
The pain and the pleasure found in car- 
nivals, the failure of a chicken ranch, a 
son’s renlsal to listen to painfully 
accumulated wisdom - all are dealt 
with in well-&aped stories. 

Consaeling tb& three colleaions as 
past, present, and future, one fact 
emerged dearly. The short story is one of 
Canada’s most bltelwblg and ionovatlve 

. 

prose forms. Some might be bettex off 
embalmed, some are fabulous, and some 
just mi&bt belong to the empaor. 0 

, 
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REWEW 

By DON OFFICER 

AU in Good Time, by Don Guttaidge, 
Black Moss Press, 159 pqcs, 37.95 
paper (I$BN 0 88753 072 9). 

Plato& Love, by Scott Watson. New 
Star Boots. 105 pages. S6.25 paper 
(ISBN 0 919888 41 0). 

Lm? DON oLrllElimoE~s fmt novel, Bw- 
Ride, this second one eoncems a 
mythieal Onttio village on tbe Poiin, 
cbnmwxibed by the City, and perched 

A fascinating, authoritative. 
account of the people who 

write, edit, publish, produce 
tid distribute b&k8 - aiid 

how their decision8 shape 0~. , 

society’s culture. A must for all 
those interested in books, 

business or ideas. 
$25.7§ 
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on the Lake close’by Ame;ica. All /fi 
Good l%ze be&s about six years later 
than Rx+Ride and coven one cathartic 
week near the end of the Second World 
War, which was about to begin as the 
previous novel was ck3siog. Tbe.view 
from the Poiot io IW is somewhat 
altered. n 

War has chaoged life in the village. 
Most of the hockey team is overseas. 
Patriotism sod pollties (an obsequious 
handmaiden) oow dominate the scene. 
No longa does GutterIdge take delight 
io prurient @aI upon the faotasiu and 
enactments of village wooing. The fewer 
wartime couplitqs are tainted by frustn- 
tion and irony. Perhaps it is the disci- 
pline of Mars. 

AchuiUy, Gutteridge has chat@ 
more thao his viUagc. Around and 
between his novels be has published 8. 
series of book-leogth poems - Copper- 
mine, Bordcrands, Tecumseh, and A 
tie History qf Lumblon Coun~.~ - 
whose subjects and their treatmats 
disclo~ si&niticam trends io Ids with. 
Io i&me but often digressive lyrical 
episodes he works out obsedons that 
would otherwise recur to haunt, pmb- 
ably in some anti-creative form. At the 
same time he demoostrates ao appetite 
for the historical .fact and ao aptitude 
for ilhminating it. IO this respect he 
somewhat resknbler B.J. Pratt as a oar- 
rativc poet. 

But suppose for a minute that the 
ViUage does e&t. and it does at least 
embody some demographic or historical 
foothold secured by Gutteridge’s Imagi- 
nation. Even that supposition woldd not 
make this second book, LUI the promo- 
tional blurb on its back cover declares, a 
sequel to the rust. 

His qualities as a titer might have re- 
ma&i in permanent, perfect counter- 
balance had he not decided to venture 
Into fiction Great poetry may be time 
Iess, but nearly all poetry, except for the 
Inciiental romance of place, is spaceless. 
Poetic intensity derives partly from an 
ambiity of location that it shares with 
the realms of dr$am and traoce. Fiction 
extends oo similar option. Locale must 
be determined and tbeo point of view. 
And in modem times we ark, Is the 
point of view ioner or outer7 

Which is why All in Good Time is not 
ir true sequel to &s-Ride. In the earlier 
work Gutteridge offered a view of the 
Point tbmugh the consciousness of hi 
characters. In All In Good Time he gives 
us the village globally, but fragmcotedly, 
fmm without. We do not. for instance, 
share Reeve Macintosh’s freqwat 
discomforts - instead we laugh at his 
buffoonery. GutterIdge’s decision to 
- from an inner view to an outer 
point of view in his saood novel has 
created a number of mme~ dif- 

--. -_ .-- . . .___.._ . 

findties that he II+ ndt been able to 
ovemome. 

His chief diffinrlties are of context 
=a authenticity. He is tiuch more corn- 
fortable with the purely personal details 
thaowith’thepolitic@orsociaIcir- 
cumstancesofhischamcters.Tbeeveok 
of .the fat&I week during which the 
story transpires depend mightily upon 
political, promises, machinatioos, end 
outcomes only sketchily iotreduczd. The 
impending merger of the Point with the 
City, and theimplicatioos of the pm- 
mises extended to the reeve, remain dim, 
and their &nifwce to the story slaya 
mvky. There is also a dishxbii disso 
naoce betwceo chamcter %od action. 
.tiuttuidge is food of coiocidence as a 
device and often blends it with irony to 
considerable effect. However, he is fra 
queotly led to build elaborate character- 
izations that can scarcely be exempIifii 
in the suddeit sweeps of action. 

As for authenticity, the foUowiog 
big&bts the problem: “When WilEam 
DOUgeIl MacAdoEy pmnolmced the 
word ‘aloof,’ one listened, mcsmcrired 
by the Scottish burr (only slightly 
affected after four generations). . . :’ 
After two generations a burr would be 
affectation. After four, it is burlesque. 
The novel suffers from numerous 
instances of this kind of awkti 
implausibilhy. Individually they are 
forgivable, but collectively fhey under- 
mine credibility. 

6veotuaUy students may be exhorted 
to read All In Good Time as an example 
of a witer’~ tra&ional phare. I believe 
Gutteri~s next novel will resolve most 
of the problema this one presents. 

I did ‘not fmd the explicit homo- 
sexuality io Scott Wgson’s Platonic 
Low offensive, but I was offended by 
the manoer in which he reduces the real 
person to an object of his desire, sod 
then to a mere object of contemplatioo. 
At one point, in the last of the three tales 
that comprise the book, Wakon as oar- 
rator criticizes Christopher Isherwood 
for writing a dirhmwst book about a gay 
love affair. But Watson appcan to deny 
other kinds of truth by omisston. The 
relationships he describes io his “tbrce 
tal.% of 1-w and desire” are cold, 
shallow, and obsessive. 

Nor is there any respite i the writiog. 
Hae is the kind of prose Watson treats 
us to: 

The smoke whtcb curled IsSly from all 
the cimretted fmre in ifg tracks, as 
though the wispy ribbons hmd hesitated 
in the shape Of question marks, asking 
whether it would be posstbte LO rolidt~ 
aad ~ to the ftcor or whether thy 
shculd obey, as uuat, the laws of 
natural science and disperse. 

Watson’s imagination may be inventive, . 
but it is easily distracted. 0 

. 
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-IT? Gaxs OF Ow lLhs, hy Peter 
Gzox1d, McClellaod Q Stewart, 278 
pxez. $10.95 cloth (XBN 0 7710 3’1414). 

OtLXtNcl l73e front mver of The Game 
qf Our Litw ir, Km Danby’s water- 
coloor. Sf:etcit for Lacing Up; 011 the 
bad: cover is a picture of author Peter’ 
Gzowski io an Edmonton Olla tmlfomt; 
and the 27; pages io betweea can’t quite 
decide what they era sap~osed to be: ao 
accomte but nostalgic and evocative 
birtory of hockey, oae men’s year-hxtg 
td&t out with the boys, or both. 

In the nmtmer of 1980. says Gmwski, 
the sport needed look& btto, and he 
was dctetmiacd to be the one to do it. 
“In a way,” he writes, “I wotdd be . . . 
hying to look fmm the perspective of 
middle age at the game of my boyhood. 
But at the came time I might be able to 
fmd out comething about the heroes of 
the an., game, and the world lo which 
thzy openred.” With that motive itt 
mind, Gzorxki appmaclted Edmonton 
GiIcr sopcmtar Wayoe Gretzky, then 
team owner Peer Pocklbu$m, md 
bzfore kmg he was trawlI& wltb the 
team for a ftdl :eaJon’s worth of NHL 
game;. 

wdl, aInrosl a fd heamtt. .For 
Gzows!d. it seems, hockey last year 
cadcd when the New York Islanders 
climioated the Oilers k~ the playoff 
qttartu.tiods. As fans coatiaaed to 
watch the cemi-f& and finals, 
Gzow&i rent off, one presumes, to 
vxite his book, condmiii it with elegiac 
prorc befitting a year oo the mad with a 
by-tkzo.bclovcd group of young mea. 
Of the team-photo session the day after 
tbck elimirntion ke notes that, “for the 
mcn look~g into the lens, the occa.sion 
morlzed the end of a time la their livec. 
And that time, with all it8 frustrations, 
dirippokttments, and adventures. aad 
- aded by tke unforgettable achieve. 
meat3 of the Ltill-lowcent young 
superstar who bad played amottg them 
- with Sts oltbnately happy end, was 
now a patl of the history of their game.” 

lJRlmstely happy md7 The oilers lost 
io the qoart~r-fmala This may not have 
mat@xcd to Gmwski (after all, hc had 
en\tioncd the book as b&g framed 

amua~theb%un’spe.rformaoce ). hut the 
facts of tke matter eal into quAion the 
whole “Cinderella T&m” school of 
sportswriting that Gzowski, who’s 
capable of extremely graceful but 

The “ye;ir in the ‘life” appmacb is 
perfectly acceptable. but last year’s 
Oiler8 were, ldtboaqv, simply otte of21 
teams. II wasn’t their fust year io the 
lcagoe, oat wes it theii first year with 
WayaeGretalw. Thcinurprisbtgvictory 
over Montreal la the prelimioaty round 
of the playoffs was simply that - sur- 
prisii - and it is not about to 
traoafotm the sport (if anythins it will 
merely transform Montreal). To make, 
through subtly idolatrous prose, more of 
the Oilers’ performance than it really 
was is to wettder into Cinderella terrl- 
tory. And for that yoo have to have a 
t%derella who at least made it to the 
ballaoddaocedwiththeprittce-as 
did, say, the 196148 St. Louis Blues, 
whoiatheirf~styeerbttbeNHLmade 
ittothefiandweotebeeEr-toeheek 
with the Canadieos. 

But who would want to read a hook 
about the 1951.68 St. Louis Blues7 This 
raises another loopbole itt pimdog a 
sports book to a team’s slttgle-scasott 
oetformaoce: bv the time it arrives ia the 
book &A it-s&w okl hat. Akcady 
this year, for example, the Oilers got off 
to ett ttoprecedentcd fast start, and fatta 
are waitlog for Gretzky not just to witt 
the scoring champiottsldp, but to score 
SOgoaisatarecordclip. 

Given ell this, Gmwski has provided 
the reader with ew he would ever 
want to know abpui theisgoal Oilers. 
With a deft aad observaot touch, he 
.paiots thumbnail sketches of each 
player: of Brett CA&hen, No. 18 and 
tbe team’s player repnwmtative, he 
writer, “Hla t&kaame, Key, refer8 not 
to this position bui ia an abbreviation of 
Moakey, attd was given him in tribute to 
a jaw so simiao as to be almost beautiful; 
Key doa commerciela on Bdmootmt 
TV.” Answering the jotmtalistic reqtdrc- 
meatofbeit@ootheittsiioftl@s 
wheoever possible, he ass- the mle 
of team stick-boy and subjects himself 
to the good-natured bantering of the 
players. Tbcre = ittsights iota the cm- 
porate games played by - Peter 
Pockliogton and, at the other end of the 
scale, the dishvss caused to players by 
tradcs,ortocoachSbydls!nissalorthe 
Democletlaa tbxat of it. 

He even goes’ so far as to provide 
paragraphs here and there of play-by- 
play, thoogb this is a less tbao +isfying 
componmt of the hook. There’s little 
true excitemeot to he glcaaed from: 
“Almost as soon as the teams me back 

on the ice, Dave Lumley gets his fomth 
goaIoftheyeartobringthemtithlna 
goaL wilf P&men1 of the Leafs makes 
It 4.2, but 1c.u thao a minute late% Kttrri 
finirher off a snappy passiog play from 
Price and Call&o. 4-3. Theo Doog 
Hi&s bmaks up a Tomato play. . . .” 
wtltisreallypmvgisthw~~~ 
there, and that’s rather soperflooos. The - 
whole book mowx that Gzowski was 
there. 

Also spriokled throttghottt The Game 
qf Gur Lives is Gzowski’s abbreviated 
l&tory of hockey, provided ia dollops 
that touch Ott tmYdng point3 end key 
cootrlltionr by players. They serve 
their purpose (be cotdd hardly have 
called the hook what be dld witboot 
metttiotdog Howie Morenz, Rocket 
Richatd, Bobby OR, el of.), but they 
also allow ldm to wax eloquent about 
Wayne Gretzky - undeniably the most 
importaot hockey player today. (It’s 
probably safe to say that had Gretzky 
p&d for Washiogmn lust ye& this 
book would have been framed amond 
the Capitals.) Perhaps most important 
of al& the history seb the stage for 
Gzowki’s best writing - wheo he talks 
about what the game has meant to him 
over the yeam. 

Here, his work is t?rst.class. To a 
young boy (Gmwski grew up in Galt, 
Out.) a rink i!J any piece of frozett water 
~thaU8pUck,?JtdGZow&lSp&S 
to genuatiotts of children for w&m 
winter was tke only seesott worth living 
for. “Swapping memotic bt later 
years.” he wtites, “I wotdd SOtttetimrS 
imagine one great outdoor hockey game, 
sbxtchiog fmm just inside the Rockies 
to the sltons of the Athlic, detomiog 
around the too temperate climate of a 
few of the b&r cities. Or, pahaps, a: 
hundred thoosaod sbmdtaoexts games, 
all overlapping as ottr own used to 
overlap at Dickson Park, kept.sepamte 
zly b;o t& ~e$oitials, itdaid in 

. 
. 

Gzbwlrai E&&J &cd hockey, sod one 
gathers that - whatever happens to the 
sport - he will always he able to som- 
‘moo such memories, rather as a yotmg 
fen will shuffle and re&oftle his hockey 
cards, retor& inevitably to bis one, 
favotulte hero. Whea all is said and 
done, GzovAi might eveo prefer to 
fondle the dog-eared deck: for this 
book, be entered a world that was really 
qtdte different from. the frozen rink in 
Gdt. Watcbltig the Oilers at practice he 
” wistftdly: “They are 

. ..alwaysonpamde 
and always kept sepamte from their 
judgc-3.ThegatttetbeypIaylsthegame 
all of us played, but the game of OUT 
lives is the huskwss of theirs. and they 
are a long, long way from IX&s& 
Park.” q 6 
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REVIEW 
I 

lb+ Frczdomt ISmam IQhts and 
D%:szt In Caacdn, by Thomas R. 
Bergcr, Clarke Irwio, 298 pages. $17.95 
dotb (ISBN 0 7720 1358 8). 

IHCMM -R’S Fro@ l+eedomt, 
which argues persuasively for the 
cmrencbmeot of the fullest possible 
cbartcr of rights in the new Canadian 
wnstih~tioa, is a timely, lucid, and 
humane contributioa to our apparently 
eodkx snd frequently confusiog coo- 
stitutiond debate. It is espacia& reie- 
vant now, wh6l.l the fust miaistas 
app-,u to bavc treated the rights of some 
soups as little more thm bargab@ 
cards in the game of cawiog out thcii 
spbcres of polidcal iaflucoce. 

Eergg is no stranger to public debate 
on humaa rights and constitutkmal law. 
He haz served on t& Supreme &nut of 
Eritish Cokunbii for a decade (he was 
only 33 v&co fmt appointed), and 
befor* tba2, as a pracdsing lawyer, be 
frcqutndy acted on behalf of native 
people: ia land claims cases. In addition 
to hvo brief terms in both the B.C. sod 
fcdcral legislatures, he has bcadcd 
asvcnl royal commisrioas, most notably 
the MackEnzie valley Pipdine Inquiry. 
The report of his fmdings bccamc the 
bcn-Alin gowmmeat document io 
Caaadiao history. 

Fr@?ile Freedoms is an often distmb- 
iog cxcursiw into our past. Begino@ 
with the expulsion of the Acadiam from 
Nova Scotia io the 17th ceohuv. Beraer 
examines cigbt diffemot epi&des-in 
\vbicll the riahw. aad sometimca eweo the 
&tcnw. ;f a txrtaia minority have 
been tbreatcncd by governmeat indif- . 
ference or hostility, usually with tbe taat 
or open support of the majo& Some 
of the wents, such as the defeat of the 
Metis under Louis Rid, the dispersal of 
the Japaoex Cawdiaos during the 
Second World War. tbe October Crisis 
of 1970, and the struggles of the native 
pcoplc:, csptciailyin the last decade, for 
rccognRion of their aborigiad rights, 
xviIl bc familiar to readers, at least io 
tbcir broad outIiaes. Otbem, such as tbc 
~a?nratc schoo1 crises in Ontario and 
m0it0ba that plagued the incumbency 
of Sir wfrid Laurier. or attempts to 

su~ss the dommunist party and the 
Jehovah’s Witacsscs. msy be less so. 

Each of the stulil?a is a small master- 
piece io the art of concise, detailed 
historical exposition and dear, compm 
heosiiIe legal argument. sod their 
combined effect is to rev4 how a parti- 
cularly Canadian slant on human rights 
has cvolvcd, litcmlly through trial sod 
crmr. over the decades. His position is 
that &Wenched human r&b&-arc essen- 
tid to omtect tbc existence of rninoritv 
groups-and dissent, aad that they, 61 
turn, arc ‘Wential to the well-being of 
the country because they are the source 
of diversity and chaogc. The arbitration 
of these rights, be feds, is too important 
to be left to governments, with thcii 
miserable record of trampling on those 
rights in tbc name of the majority. 
“Judges may not al\vays be wiser than 
politiciaas.” he s&s, “but they sbould 
be able to stand more Srmly agaiost 
angry winds blowiag in the streets.” 

One of the main heroes of Berger’s 
story-andthcrehavcbcmmaaygrcat 
defenders of human rights la Canada: 
mostoftbcmuosuog-isJusticeIvgn 

couri when the n%tttGd app& v?ere 
heard io the 1950s. Rand’s dccisioos, 
from which Bcrgcr quotes liberally, are 
the best araumcots in tbc book for Ieav- 
bu’fti a;btraUon to the courts. 

Bcrger’s chapter on aborigioal rights 
is ooc of the most io&restin& probabiy 
because he has hcen pcrsooally involved 
io the question. Us@ land claims by the 
Nii Indians of B.C. as an example, 
be explains the origins of the notion of 
aboriginal title, by w&h the British 
government rewgnized ia law the 
Iodiaas’ prior onersbip of their land. 
In the 19708, native paoples with whom 
ao treaty had ever been made (the 
Nish@ fall loto that category) began 
hunlog the notion of aboriginal tide to 
their owe advaotagc in hue dissident 
fashion to compel setuement with the 
government. The chapter is a -k- 
able and moviog accouot of how the 
instrument of law may be used to 
achieve a justice so fudamcatal it is 
almost beyoad grantinp. 

h5y only quarrel with Berg&s geoirsl 
appmacb is that he identifies tbc notion 
of diversity too closely with miooritica 
and their rigilts. Minority gm”ps arc not 
the only source of diversity la society, 
and govcmment diiard for tbosc 
rights is not tbc only daager we face 
from that quarter. Tbcre was something 
blhisalgumEntthatmademefee.las 
tbougb stress@ individual rights w~li 
somebowaotiotbeCaoadiaagrain, 
although I doubt that was his intention. 

I have no quarrel. bowcver, with 
Berg&s basic political philosophy, 
wbicb is that the final form of a sodety 

is new fixed. and that the entreocbmeot 
of rights is one way of helping to easure 
(there is no ultimate guaraotce except 
our owe t.dll&ws to staod bebind 
those principles with our lives) that a 
uoiqudy Canadian blend of identities. 
both individual and coUective, will 
flourish. “It ip not the timctioo of the 
goverpment to keep the citizen from 
falling into error,” hesays. “It is tbc 
function of the citizea to keep the 
goverilmcat from faublg iota crmr.” 
ThiSaS tatmeat worthy to have come 
from * pen of a Vadav Havcl or a 
Sakharov, and worthy to be carved in 
stooe over the catrance to every 
legislature in the coumry. 0 

REVIEW 

By STEPH..N.DALE 

Rogtwa, Rebels and Geniuses: The 
Story of Canadlao l%Iadldne, by Donald 
Jack, iilustratad, Doubleday, 884 pages, 
824.95 cloth (ISBN 0 385 15575 1). 

teods Donald Jack io Rogues i&be& 
and Gepiw, is the dogmatic ignorance 
tbd stems to have plagued mankind 
from its earl&t history. Out of all the 
varied iacideots and ‘bistoricd in this 
rambling, colossal book, there is one 
story that I_ in various guises: that 
of tbc pioncedng doctor buttiog heads 
with ao establishmmf steeped in 
precoaception and falsehood. 

One early cxamplc is the case of a 
brilliant but misinformed healer named 
O&n, who confidcotly asserted that. 
v/omm have not one, but two utuiae 
cavities. His imagbdogs held as fact 
fmm 7.QO AD. until the Rcoairsanbc, 
when tbc.rcoegadi practitioocr vesdius 
fw set the renxd stratght. But even 
Vesdius had to skirt social taboos, 
risking excommunication and hdl-fn 
byplz&blgdiicction. 

Medical advaoccs in Canada stem also 
to have bcea won tbmugb hard-fought 
struggles against officialdom and 
accepted oorms of the day. D&t 
Horace Wells tihibuted to the devel- 
opment of modem aaaesthesia with his 
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dkcowy that nitmus oxide (lauehing 
r~a$ could be used to deaden pain, but 
he cas km&d into obscmity by his 
pear;. \.:4lo dismissed him es a fenetical 
crank. WcIls, embittered and insane 
titer bit homiliation, committed suicide. 

Another example of how iImotitions 
fit meet ridicole is tbe case of Dr. I-Inns 
Sdye, tbe pioneer researcher In the area 
of stress. Thouplt he wes condemned for 
bit belief tbot a “non-specific disorder” 
could pmduce symptoms of ilbtess, 
&lye continued to experiment by in- 
jeetins aim& with toxiar. His overseer 

doh before it is too late. You h&e now 
decided to spend your entire life study- 
in3 the pharmacology of dirt.” S&e’s 
experiments later proved to be impor: 
tmt to tension-loaded 2Oth~tm.y 
mm. 

Dr. Morton Shulman, Metro 
Tomnto’s c&f corooer during the 
mid-l%%, found. himself up @ost 
mother kind of roadblock. this one 
political. In the course of a ctusede 
moiwt ‘*center quecks,” Shobnan took 
on B Dr. Hat, who &aged exorbitant 
sums for injections of a supposed cancer 
cure. The CoUes of Physiciens and 
Sweons analyzed the formoIa and 
found it to be e mixture of opium and 
Iiw. Hat’s licmce wes ordered revoked, 
but the order vm abandoned wIten 
I-Iett’s persoaal friend, then-Premier 
Mitchell I-Iepbom, threatened to, strip 
tbe CoUe;e of its Iicmsiog powers. 

Throughout these and many 0th~ 
examples DomId Jack, a doctor’s soo 
bimxlf, holds tbe b- b&h for that 
spzeial character, the maverick who WiIl 
2ticl: to hi0 guns io spits of a complacent 
so&y. Jack dedicam his book “to tbe 
Glory of the indcpmdmt spirit, and to 
the progets of medicine.” For him the 
tro ye the same, for mediobte cannot 
proceed if it is fettered to the norms of 
the day, to accepted idea and poIiticaI 
and reli~ous dam. The ultbnate sip- 
ni!iconce of this “indepmdmt spirit” is 
not jest more advanced and cons&n- 
tioue medical treatmeot, says Jack, but a 
new enlightenment in our social atti- 
tude; and hence OUT way of life. For 
example: 

from malily by hysteria 61 fainting; in 
late IniddlC aE% t4e.y were expected to 
Ago tbcmselws to bodily decay; sad 
in death they were realimenlpltzed. 

Jack maiotaios that. by contmstz 
Today thr&b drugs and byeiene. con- 
tracep~va and endoniuolo~, diet sad 
aeaeiiu, &amias sad exueire. and 
many other pc&ive wqyr. medicine cm 
keep a woman looking and feelins fit 
pastmiddleage;keepharclfandher 
spirits ileakhy well beyond the old *pan 
of thee mom years aad tew sad 
enwuagehatobepmuddherbody 
and delamined to be the mistress of its 
Iat& 
Despite m emphasis oo the progres- 

rive espects of medieii, the typicel 
doctor in Rogues. R&e& and Geniuses 
is neither the imrbio&zr of eocial &en& 
nor the genies of tecbttok~gical advance- 
ment. More often be is the simple practi- 
tioti who hes bed to make do with 
v~hetever techoolosy is available to him. 
But it is io the area where m&cine 
encompasses broad morel end social 
impIicatioos that the book gets hot. In 
his aceomtt of the work .of Dr. Guy 
Richmond, who has studied social & 
vients, the’aothor contends that “the 
ZIst-century reader v/iU look back on 
our treatmmt of the social offender with 
theeemekindofwondenoeotarwe 
today read of the unenlightened treat- 
ment of the mentally siok in earlier 
cenhxies.” In dealing with Montreal 
abortionist Dr. Hemy Morgen@Ier sod 
bis desb wkb the law. Jack makes it 
deer whose side he is on: “Given the 
history of women’s rights in the 20th 
century, it wet sorp&iog that it wes a 
manratherthenawomanwbowes 
prepared to sacrifice himself on behalf 
of women and their stn&e a8ainst 
male arrogance in the political, judicial, 
eccMs.sti+ and medical professions, 
over their rights to WtttmI their owe 
bodies. That be was prepared to go to 
jeil for it, was an evep ‘greater 

demonstration of murage, coasidubtg 
how much he had already sufferad in 
prison under Nazi tbraldom.” 

Best koown for his series of comic 
novols 7% Ban@~l=a~rs, sef in the First 
World War, Donald Jack hat harnessed 
his pcncbaat for history, umfi~ his 
homow to brief asides, aitd come up 
with a much more substantial book. Tha 
research Is oxtaIlsi% and the prose, at, 
best, is gutsy. Fix the studoat of Cana- 
dian history, it provides sn interest 
angle on the proBass of our society; for 
the person inter&ed io medicine, it 
deserves to become a life-long 
cornpardon. q 

REVIEW 

The Ten l?tooseod Dey War: Wet- 
nom lS?S-l¶S, by Michael Maelear. 
Methueo, illustrated, 368 pages, SIB.95 
dotb (ISBN 0 438 95170 6). 

As Michael Mach!ar writes in intm- 
duciog his book, “Vietnam is unique as 
the fmt t&vision !var/’ For years. 
Americans and others watched, many 
with gmwiog horror, as television II- 
casts bore witness to the death and 

,destrwtion io that distaot~coontty. 
Wars give birth to t&.viskm s&s; 

series spawn books. The Ten Thousand 
Day Waris besed ontbcaccleimed series 
of the same tide. It relies heavily on 
Intetvie.ws, both with prominent public 
figures and unkoown participants. It 
does not daim to be a bistory or defii- 
tive record; It se&s to be ‘a compilation 
of frst hand testimony.” Althou.@ 
Maelear concedes that much of that 
t&imony is seIf-savin& his book %ims 
to clari&, oat judge, the stetemmts 
made.” I sensed that haclear is aiticel 
of U.S. policy concemiog Viitmm, but 
he never assesses it dire&. 

Readers who know little about the war 
will fmd this book osefol. The staps on 
themadtotbeundslarrdwariatbe 
1960s get doe attention, 85 do the major 
wants in the coaflict, its impact on U.S. 
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disputes have generated as much heat as 
ha: wloxal conflict. The Caeadlan 
fcdcral clrucnue was able to deal with 
such probkxas in the past; it will almost 
cwtablly cominue to cope. 

Pmfcssor Armstrong ends his story in 
1942. just before George Drew estab- 
Iiihed the Tory dynasty that stlU n&a 
Ontario. Drew and bls successors 
adhered to the traditional policy of pm- 
viacial rlzhts, and nobody assaulted 
Ottawa v/&h fmer hammer blows than 
Gzor@ Drew. Lately that has &an&d. 
and our present pmvladal ~ovemment 
bar abandoned pmvlaclal rights and 
become Ottawa’s closest and most 
important ally. Why has that happened? 
Professor Armstrong cannot be blamed 
for notdeaIleg v&h this question: a pm- 
pa ansvx~ would require a major inde- 
pendent study. Recent Ontario policy 
shifts concerning federal-protinclal rela- 
dons coastirute one of the great dllcon- 
tinuitles In Ontario’s public policy. A 
swcessor volume to The Politics 4/ 
f%dmfim is badly needed. q 

REVIEW 

trated, 23s p&s, $14~95 cloth &a 
0 4% 94310 :9. 

AT raw OI.ANCE the idea seems te be a 
clever one: select the most important 
events of the cennuy. ask some txmous 
people where they were at the time, and 
publish their recollections as a sort of 
oral history by the ma’s F+%o. At least 
that I?= the idea behind w/we R’we 
Tou? Unfortunately, the ftished book 
is dirappoiatiIy. 

Mmia and Hall worked hard to pm- 
duce this hook, writing to at leas 1,000 
famous pmple, compiling the more than 
300 answers they received, and supple- 
menting thox respoaaes with lengthy in- 
troductions and even more quotes celled 
from books and periodicals. They chose 
the cipht most frequently cited events, 
including the 1915 Armistice. the 1929 
Wall Sveet Crash, the abdication of 

&tward vlll in 1936, highughts bf the 
Secoud World War. flaroups during the 
Cold War, and John Kennedy’s assassi- 
nation. 

As. one reads Where Were .You?, 
however. one gets the feeling that the 
authm had t&make the besi of a bad 
situatioh when the respomea they 
received did+ fulfd the &l&al vision 
of the book. The result is that often the 
only connection between an event and 
the celebrity quoted seems 10 be that he 
was alive at the time. For example, 
there’s no .~easoa to expect Benjamin 
Speck. Lo have’anythiqg interesting ro 
say about Edward vlds ebdica~ion. And 
he doesn’t. Yet he is qwted as saying 

about vrhlcb I didn’t haveto take sides.” 
The acerbic Gore Vidal shows that he 
too can be as boring es a mere mortal: 
during a visit to London in 19.39,’ “1 
stood in froht of 10 Downing Street and 
watched N&k Chamberlain come out; 
he waved to B small crowd yhich’ 
moaned cwiously Instead. of cheeling, 
gcir into I& car and drove to Parliament 
to say that wer was at hand. Two days 
later came the dedaration. He looked to 
me like a butler in an MOM film; the 
head was too small for the body.” 

Not aU the rememhraacu reoorted are ’ 
so banal. Some appear s&p and 
perceptive. However. rhe aurhors’ 
fallan to include endnot= indicating Lhe 
dates and spurces of quotes sol&imes 
leaves,lhe reader wonderlag whl$ ones 
are briUlant prophecies, which are intel- 
l&m observations, and which an 
merely the pmducts of hindsight. 

As e “popular oral history” the book 
has other important shortcomings. First. 
quotes maki up a mere onbthlid of the 
text while almost two-thirds, the narra- 
tive, is devokd to puttins the quotes into 
come% Second, the views collected too 
often provide only one vanlsge poim on 
a given historic event. Britain’s declara- 
tion bf war in 1939, for Instance, ls 
covered by quotes mabdy from Britons 
and North Amerlcam:The reaction of 
the Gcnnans is included only in a note 
by the Brldsh ambassador in Berlln. 
Third, the hook fails to cover any one 
event comprehenhively. 

The authors also make some eon- 
fusing. statements. For example. in 
discu&g the importance of radio 
during the 1938 Munich summit, where 
the Brllish and French betrayed and sw- 
rendered Czechoslovakia to the Nazis, 
thev IBY: “Radio bmuaht the sound and 
the tone of Hitler’s_fev&ed exhorta- 
tions, Mussolini’s shameless bombast. 
and Chamberlain’s w&some accom- 
mod&ions right into people’s, living 
moms. Munich demonstmted as “ever 
hefoE radio’s ability to capture and 
sway a mass audience. A month later the 
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full bnpact of that dramatic, day-by-day 
coverage reverberated throughout the 
United States when. on the night before 
Halloween, a radio dramatization of 
H.G. Wells’s The War of Ihe Wod& 
gripped a war-scared. depression-weary 
Amerlca” public.” 

Good editing would have caught that 
no” seqtdtur a3 well as other mistakes in 
the book. such as ‘I. . . tbc downfall of 
the late Shah of Iran in 1979 - an event 
that bad been flashed around the globe 
by sarellite v.ith the result that, because 
of time differences, the news was known 
in some parts of the world before it 
happened.” We k”o\.: what the authors 
mean to say. but they certainly didn’t 
say it. 

One also wonderswhytheywro~e this: 
“Now Suez and Hungary shared the 
front pages and the editorial mhmms 
[during October, 19561, and 27me called 
rhe olyoing events a ‘World Crlsis.‘.The 
inride pages, though, were crmed 
w%h the lavish bounty of the American 
Dream: ads for the new fd ‘37 
model cars, reviews of.Marla Callas at 
Ihe I&f . . . and notices for fdms . . . .” 
Are they implying that newspapers 
should exclude ads on those days with 
banner headlines on the fmnt page? 

This book would have been much 
impro!*ed had the editor included an 
index, corrected the confosio~ between 
“flout” and ‘Vlaunt,” and prevented 
such hyperbole as “a pall of ondlious 
silence hung over North America and 
Europe” (on the morning of the Wall 
Street Crash). He should have also 
stopped Manin a”d Hall fmm discaver-’ 
ing so much “imny” in those historic 
events. Itiny, according to the G.@rd 
Englkh Dictionary, is “a condition of 
affairs or events of a character oppose 
to what was, or might naturally be. 
expected; a contradictory outcome of 
events as if in mockery of the promise 
nnd fitness of thihings.” Mere coin- 
cldenca or seaningly similar events are 
“Ol examples of irony. 

IY/arz Ii’ere You? does contain some 
interesting facts. It reveals. for example, 
rhat “a shake”, tearful Nikita 
Iarushchev was the first to sign” the 
condolence book aI the America” 
Embassy in lvfoscow after John Ken- 
nedy’s assassination. And Soviel radio 
“play&al dirges while the television net- 
work carled the funeral. including the 
service in the church.” There are enough 
such tidbits for a” inlmxsdng television 
promm or magazi”e article. Not 
enough. however, for the more puma- 
nenl bindings of a book. 0 

REWEW 

U”fi”lsbed BusI”ess: A” Acfoblo- 
gmphy. by W. Gunther Plauf Lesta & 
Orpen Denny& 374 pages, 519.95 cloth 
(ISBN 0 919630 41 3). 

GUNTHER PLALJT Is one of Canadian 
Jewiy’s most outstandi”g spokcane” 
a”d pollticai activists. Senior scholar of 
Toronto’s Holy Blossom Temple, 
human r&hts advocate, he is regarded 
by many aa Canada’s chief rabbi. One 
might expect his memoirs to be as 
chamalng. congenial, and erudite as the 
“)a” himself. Instead, Urlfinished 
Buskss is a ploddii, deadly earnest, 
314-page curriculum vitae in whllh he 
offers few opinions and o”ly the scantest 
of allusions to the people.who surely 
must have had a hand in shaping his life. 

IL b a shame, really, thar at age.68 he 
is intent on baring now more than bk 
publii face. He might least have taken 
advantage of the opportunity a” auto- 
biography affords to air difference, 10 
~indllte or, if nerd be, to vilify. Bul as 
he sees it, “At best, we are all foolnote 
to history, and one footnote more or less 
lvill not mauer.” 

On the other hand, Rabbi Plaut’s 
rambling account of his deeds may 
reveal more of hbnsdf than he knows. 
On the surface he would appear to be a 
passionless, emotionally detached ma”. 
Nevertheless, he seems to enjoy dabbling 
in a little myth making. I” the way he 
characterizes himself, one can detect the 
archetype of the wa”dering Jew - the 
objective outsider who is both pa&i- 
pa”t and sp&ator. A scholarly, quiet 
man, he tells us thal he hap always felt aa 
though he lived “suspe”ded i” a vacuum 
between solitude and company, bitwee” 
introversion and mlroversio”.” As he 
o”ce told a congrrgation, “If Jews are 
lonely people, if rhey are perushim [set 
apart], the” the rabbir . . . who serve 
the”l arc eve” more set apart.” 

Such objectivily, however, exacts a 
stiff price, s price Plaur seenu only too 
happy to pay: it means living with the 
sense of “ever truly belonging to one 
congregation, 0”e wmmunity, or one 
country. At the end of hi autobio- 
graphy, after he has told all he cams to 
tell, he asks, “Who then sm I Where do 
1 !il the scale of commonly acc&d 

descriptions? Nationality’ will “dt 
describe mc. Jew, German, America”, 
Canadian? AU of’these, in varyine pm- 
portions, have a share in my make-up.” 

But he’s nof belng entkely objective, 
despite thcromantlcimagehecreatreM*l for 
himself. The notion that he fmds so ter- 
ribly dlffzult to accept ir that he ls “o 

of the emtories-old- culhnal herit& 
that spawned him. ~atevu his hmer 
stmggl*i to achieve his own lmlque sense 
of idadty, or the feel&s of alienation 
a”d guilt hemay have suffered as a Jew 
who left his native Germany before the 
Holocaust. he renmhw. above all. a 
Gemmn Jew in exile. Whether he k”ows 
it or not - and 1 suspect he does - his 
infatuation with his homeland is a pas 
sio”, however irrational, that he ca”not 
deny. 

It was only cha”ce that brought him 
to the United States in 1935 to smdy as a 
rubbi; only chance spared him “he” he 
returned to Gemm”y, ih the sum”xr of 
1937, at his mother’s bidding. Hard IU it 
is for many Eastern European Jews to 
u”dersta”d, Plaut and his family were 
such hard-core Gernmm that, despite 
theNaziparty’sgmwi”gstra”glehokI0” 
liberal ideals, they thought ir would all 
blowover,asithadinthepast. 

ARer all, fhat war the optMstic 
sta”ce taken by many educated German 
Jews, psnieularly fhe followers of 
Reform Judaism. a movancllt about 
which Plaut tells us very IMe. Founded 
early in the 19th cahuy, its Intmtion 
was to wed liberal and spiritual ideals in- 
to a religio” of reason that, its early pro- 
po”e”ts thought. would speed up the 
process of assimilation and promote 
ecumenism. To this day, Rabbi Plaut, 
optbnist and pessimist both, still Iivcs by’ 
those humanely rational principles. the 
undeniable lenacv of hls German 
heritage. - - 

For hhn. “the world’s essence” is 
“sustained in fhe tension of opposites,” . 
and God, the great synthesizer, is *‘He 
who holds this hnposslble structure i” 
possible balance.” Thus, no matter how 
many huinillatlons and setbacks the 
Jewish conummiry suffers in its bid to 
stamp out intolerance. nothing can 
dissuade Plaut fmm taking’= leading 
role. He wisely recognira that he ca” . 
neither betray nor reject his inescapable 
Jewish heritage, a message that comer 
across most strongly in his fEdon. I” the 
didactic, daenninistic tales published in 
Hanging Threads (197g), Plaut . 
dramatizes his most deeply felt belier: 
that good camot exist without evil.’ 

Though Rabbi Plaut could be dir&s- 
&l as a hopeless romantie, I thi”k that 
would be grossly unfair. I” any reckon- 
ing, what eannol be overlooked are his 
many accomplishments, the Iqteatesr one 
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You plllzby have heard that our circulation is really climbiig these days. I’d 
like ‘tc4 d-mm7 yclu WI@. ” 

He& wz~yrn~~~e azahdg? 

0.m reason is that Saturday Niiht attracts Canada’s best writen. They 
keep you involved in a stony not just for what you’re learning, but also for 
the sbeerjoy ofreading. 

Dm; ~~~,~?~ireaki~yozlrti. 
Saturday P@ht su cceeds because it doesn’t try to be all things to all people. ~ 

Vk write 6x- a select, thought&l audience- 
-~Z~too~~~:~~.La;rt~Is~S~lVz~~tw~a 
sd~~~&&~~d~~~ra 

‘i%a~ WB somehne ago. We’re now a .&tier magazine and the graph& are 
sup&. We run features on politics, businqq media and sports-as well as 
the zts. At the 198% National Magazine Awards, §aturday Niiht came 
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being his Torah commentary. a project 
that has not been mtdertakeo for 300 
years. As his aut@io&aphy indicates, 
ultimately he would prefer that history 
judge him on the basis of Ids dreds, not 
just his words. 0 

. 

REK’EW 

Mentely Hmtdiapped Love. by Marie 
Putmao, Herbour Publishiw, 42 pa% 
$4.95 paper (ISRN 920090 03 0). 

THE PU~~L~CATRJN OF MenMy Handi- 
capped Low is the publishing event of 
the past year. the Year of the Disabled. 
It is not one of those books that play on 
one’s sense of pity or horror or tra@y. 
Nor is it a project that should be coo- 
sidered only to have relevance to the 
disabled. It is e metvellous story of the 
life and loves of Marie Putmao, the 
2&year-old author. a girl “born with 
brain damage,” as she says, end classi- 
fied by the expmts as having “mild to 
moderate” retardation. 

One rainy day in 1979 Rainmmt 
Chron;c/es publisher Hocard White 
received a used 9”x 12” manilla 
envelope in the mail. Inside were 39 
loose-leaf paw of laboured printi% 
sometimes in pencil, sometimes in blue 
ballpoint, and sometimes in purple or 
red crayon. “Cbaper 1” began: 

Dear Staff. 
H~II;TY for you to printed in a 

By Marie Putman. Mentely Handi- 
capped child. 
tt c;rlled hfentely handicapped Love. 
This story Is t&. 

The mtomscript ended with the same 
diitness: 

Sunset Svset is the boo& dlseo now. 
My boyfriends are in low with me now. 
surrey ir big place now. 
Mother went to go shopping now. 
Nowhere is not nice to be lost. 
I all Linda now. Someday, she .qot it 
,IM?. Stephen L here now. 
Saon it wz5 Soing out now. 
I had my love% 
“When we decided Marie’s mea”- 

script should be published.” White 
writes io the foreword. “we besed our 
decision on exactly the &une criteria that 
would be used fonthe most soobisticated 
writing: \w found it a thom&ly edify- 
ion and motiS experience to mad.” 

Matie Pqtmao, working without 
benefit of a ghost writer nor editorid 
guidance, places her world on view: her 
family, her friends, ha school, and 
Harlequin romances. The Harlequins 
provide the overall struchre for her 
work. The classmom rind her pat’eots’ 
kitcheo M the settbw. of ha teawe 
coocems, the luscious joys and sorrows 
of adok%ence. Her drive to tell a sto 

r her boundless energy and appetite or 
life’ere her engagement. 

Her world is one of frankness and 
unself-consciousneu; where she and hei 
cbsracters fell io and opt of love with 
reckless abandon. The beauty of it a& 
the be&N of her. is a complete lack of 

a style of livio& It is a condition de- 
voutly to be wished. She has few long- 
term expectations from Iii and sees few 
ill othem. she suffers no remorse for 
what the world has dished out to her, or 

. 
at least none she dwells “pm. 

Ashentory-amixhueoflntthanil 
tictlon - mlfokk, v/e an? treated to 
what soclety has to offer to someone 
fme of the worricc that adults try daily to 
impose on the coosciottsoesr of adole+ 
cents. She shows Stdiow’s characters to 
be neurotic shadows of adults man- 
ceived es adolesceotsz what adult8 hope 
them to be if they must be ttdsflts. she 
outstrip4 the psycbolo~ist.5’ mmantics, 
the weated’Charier and Elepbent Men, 
and provides a path‘out of notbioSn*is. 

running guilt for out treatment of ha 
oeoole so well that her work should take 
iti &we in every social worker’s and 
psychologist’s edttcatioo. At the same 
timeshcpaMfrmttuatbeexcuseswe 
~ottstmct for WtticinS such people into 
diicoverioS their unspoken differem% 
en enticement so charged that they 
always know they are teittted but never 
know ‘by \vhet. 

For the theomticel psycbolo~ist rhe 
reopens basic questions. Wt is the 
nature of brain flmctioobu7 What is in- 
telI&a and its relation to lmt~ussel 
And, indeed, what makes a writer? 0 

The problem of. prestige, and other persuasive 
reasons why writers should lend an ear 

. to grammarians and avoid further chagrin 

By BOB BLAC!XBU~ 

MY THANKS 70 R.J. Baker ‘of Charlotte- 
tow for keeping me humble by spotting 
my misuse of convirlcc in a recent , 
column. “It does not mean persuade,” 
he wrltrr. 

I had written of wanting to convince 
someone to do something, whed what I 
meant was that I wanted to persuade 
him to do it. Or, possibly, I meaot that I 
wanted to convince him that he should 
do it. I don’t remember. Although I 
remain neither convinced nor persuaded 
that them is no circumstance in which it 
would be permissible to substitute the 
one for the other, Mr. Baker is abso- 
lutely right in taking me tti task for that 
use of convince. I am chagrined. 

Incideotally, I grrw up wnvinced that 
cha@ meant anger. and went on 
-believing it until an angry editor #er- 
suadcd me to “ok it up io the dictionary, 

which said: ~WmSrio - what you LIZ 
feeCn.9 at this moment.” 

t sea BY the papers that more and more 
people are winning pnstlgious award% 
Indeed, the reader might well wonder 
wbether there is any other sort of award. 
Are thae, perhaps, i~oombdo~s or 
de&ii awards? There are. of COW%, 
booby prizes, but few pf their ECipiUItS 
bout about them. Yet th6re are SO manY 
awards b&S d&It out these days that 
their wllma (or their vlbmqs’ Press 
eSents) feel the need of some quewiw 
term. It is oo longer eoo& for the 
CBC, say, to eonounce that one of its 
programs has won aq international 
award; it hes to be apmst&w.9 intema- 
tional award, or eke it has to be awarded 
by a pnsrigious fti festival. 

It’s not * very happy choice. preslige 
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used to mau deception. In the Iart cen- 
tur;’ it scun9 around to mean a bIb~ding 
or dazzling influence, and then came to 
refer to rile influence or reputation 
derived from past performance. 

Frcstigioza did not change as quickly, 
and still, to some readers, retains iu suug- 
Se&n of dwelt. Hovw~er. perhaps it’s 
titdn: that the cwd used to describe so 
many of these awards may suggest that 
theI. is something iu”my about the 
bonour bestowed on their recipients. 

The word seems to have fallen into 
disuse during the first half of thin cm- 
tuty. My fawxuite desk dictionary, 
\vbich v.33 publIshed in 1954, weighs 10 
Ib. 3 oz., and &t-W rtwmcophqgus, . 
dozs not men&m prest&ious. Since we 
ccraft making much use of it all those 
years. I suppose we c&t calmplain 
about the p”bli&s picking it up, but I. 
think we all ought to reaard \vitb suspi- 
cion anything that it’s used to describe. 

I KMV: AT least one editor who froths at 
the mouth at the sight or sound of loan 
used as a verb, arguing that loan is the 
noun, lend is the verb, aud that’s ail 
there is to it. 

The fact is that loan was current in 
England as a verb For centuries. It was 
eventually replaced by lend, but by then 
loan had moved to the United States and 
taken root there. Its use in that country 
is virtually unexceptionable, end. given 
the degree to which Canadian writers 
have embraced U.S. idiom, we Cannot 
ray flatly that it is aroag. 

It is, hov~ewr, wholly unnecessary in 
any country. It has crept back into 
England, where Fowler’s successor still 
term it a “needless variation,” and it 
doubtless will outlive us all. I find it has 
a disereeable ring. It is widely used on 
television talk show by people who give 
the impression that they believe it leads 
an air of de,- to their speech. You 
may, if you wish, deride their preten- 
tiousness, but they are witbin theii 
rights. 

It vould be good if ail Canadian 
editors shared my friend’s ambition to 
stamp out the verb loan. but such action 
can be justified on gxnmds of taste only. 
not propriety. And, eonsiduing the mal 
errors that riddle our speech and writers. 
such a crusade should not be given the. 
h@he:t priority. I’d prefer, for example, 
to xe a slau~ter of sportscasters who 
say thlw lil:c “he’s hurtinS real sod.” 

seem to sha’x the habit of us’mg lhe 
rwsou uVty, cs in “the reason why he’s 
frothing at the mouth is that someone 
just szdd loan instead of lend.” I don’t 
know the reason why is inserted in such 
constructions. but it offends me mom 
than loan. 0 

FlRSTI&fPREWONS 
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Unfit, unwell, unreadable: from a 
gay murder in Montreal to a Trollope’s view 

of thekical culture in Richmond, B.C. 

By DOUGLAS HILL - . 

Sunday’s Child, by .Edward Phillips 
(McClelland & Stewt, 240 pages, 
$14.95 cloth), is hard to classify. It’s 
part thdller, part social .satim, part 
comic love story. Blend with a percep- 
tive Say sensibility, literate prose, and 
the upper-middleclass Montreal scene; 
the result is good entertainment. 

Oeoffiy Chadwick is 50, a lawyer well 
but quietly out of the closet. It’s a new 
year, he’s recently had a long-term love 
affair disintegmte, his nephew is coming 
to visit, probably to discuss his own 
homoseauality, a flamboyant old friend 
is in town. At loose ends and drinking 
too much, Geoffty complicates his life 
by accidentally murdering a dangerous 
young trick who tries to assauk him. The 

main plot line (I think) has to do with 
disposing of Dale, the dead hustler, * 
whom Geoff has stashed in his aunt’s 
deep-freeze. 

Phillips gives his narrator a winy 
stylish voice, shatpply pbservant. 
epigmmmatic. seaually explicit. For all 
his urbanity. Geoff tads to be long- 
winded - some of the dialogue is &al&, 
vergins on incompetent - and the novel 
bogs down in talk occasionally. It would 
have profited from some editorial 
queries and an overall stripping end 
polishink If Suhduy’a ChUd doesn’t 
.evlr quite figure out what it waots to be. 
it new&less manages both sensitivity 
and fun, and its angle and achievement 
are artainly distinctive. 

. . 

By Ge!q@ ECunuian , 
This expanded and completely 
updated edition.is the most compre- 
hensive reference work on the Third 
World, containing hundreds of thou- 
sands of facts and figures on 121 of 
the world’s most volatile countries. 
The country-by-country organiza- 
tional structure permits both instant 
comparisons of countries and quick 
surveys of each nation. 

0 l,tXtU_cbark and tables o maps 0 
Third World oganiaations 0 cabioet 
information 0 bibliographies 0 gopu- 
lation time scales 0 consumption 
information 0 human riehts 0 
treaties 0 all relevant d; 

This and other F&CX§ ON FlhE WN.llCNU(oDFsls 
are available in Canada from 

IUEUWUEN IbJBLUCAUUONS : 
2330 Midland Avenue, Agincourt, Ontario, MIS iF7 

Telephone: (416) 29%8421 
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PERWS m’s -mw+. as was once alIeged, 
that because I don’t live and write in 
Vancouver, or Victoria - or was it Sud- 
buly? - I’m unfit to review any novel 
nor composed end set in downtown 
Toronto, outer Mlssissauga, or greater 
Port KIrvmn. Perhaps. I’ve read The 
lPottej_‘o Gnlld, by William Maramia 
(Mundi Press, 255 p&s, $6.95 paper), 
and I definitely feeI unlit. Also unwell. 

Here is part of the blurb tucked into 
my copy: 

and many of them you misbt swear to 
have met on Rlcbmond streels. but 
then. that would be quite sutprisiig if 
you had. The time of fbe novel L 
modem. at least 1980, though some of 
t&plots and ideas areas old Y tbebillr. 
The truth to the writing will rgt on bow 
wellitcansdrirheartsofitsreaderr 
and we recommend that you purchase P 
copy to soz if there is any truth to the 
humomu ride that Richmond could 
well do v&b culture and thaw. 

This book is aimply unreadable, and 
were me cblistmas spirit not SlIu fresh, 
in me, I’d add unspeakable. I guns there 
is ‘,truth to the humorous side,” etc. If 
you like your lesser TmIlope cut with 
bad Beatrix Potter. dia@e and title 
by L&e Cbarteris, by all means have it. 
Don’t phone me, though. 0 

ON nifi RACKS 

Historical fiction: from tortured 
frontier women to ladies’ tea in the calcified 

society of Britain’s colonial regime 

I wm A confession to make. Here I am, 
noGishins~,ha*to~ 
that 1 Iike and in fact someumee 
pounds of historI fiction. Not just the 
accept&k work of Robert Graves, 
where you can reassure people that 
you’re reauy Ieanliq about patterns of 
history and the Roman% but also the 
ldnd that a& millIons and causes the 
bxurious to sneer: Anlhow Adwrse, 
Forever Amber, Gone v&h lhe Wind, 
Shogua, they’re all on my shelf, rather 
low dovm, but there, dog-eared and 
~ardfromrezeading.Ialsobateta 
confezs to rereading, but I’m forced to. 
I’m cut off from 99 per cent of the activ- 
ity in the historical t%tion fti because I 
don’t like family sagss. which are 
usua8y all about businqand I hate the 
work of the costume pornographers who 
ride history2 coat-talk to titiUate the 
weary. Imagine then the pleasure it gives 
me to report that Valerie FitsgeraId’s 
India manuscript has been rescued from 
her Ottawa storage cupboard, published 
to fanfare as Zemladar, and now is 
coming out in paperback (Seal. 89.95). 

Z~~lndur owes more to Jane Aii 
than to Gone with fhe Wind, despite its 
dust-jacket blurb. It ls written with 
economy and a beauty of metaphor 
unusual to the overstuffed form. 

1 

Thoughsre.tthesometimeo.ndinthe 
same area of India as M.M. Kaye% 
Shadow~the~Uoon-andofferingtthe 
same historical anaIysis of the 1857 

%pOyupli.&g-Z&iIlfU~irferlem 
“exotic” and by far the better book. . 
Though it is devoted to expIonng the 

and bow she came to love, it aI50 lllumi- 
n&s the calcifti social order of the 
British in India. the brave, the foolish, 
and the despicable, the ladied main- 
taining their peeking order and tea 
xituals even under heavy sIe.ge at the 
Lucknow Residency. The nature of mar- 
tyrdom and the motivations of those 
who commit atrocities are other theme.% 

Laura HewItt is the heroine and nana- 
torofthebook,pIainbutnottaopIain, 
orphaned, a perpetueJ outsider with a 
piercing eye for inconsistencies in 
anyone but herself. Her Rochester is 
Oliver Erskine, not handsome but 
powerful, the zemindar of the title. the 

:~~ m Oudb. My one comp,&t is that their 
happy ending is too inevitable, but 
Fitzgerald &es ‘vmrk extraordinarily 
hard to get us thae with credibility 
intact. Zemindar is now on my shelf. 

Two other CanadIan.projects are not. 
Avon and Seal books have been playing 

tag with each other h the reIease of 
VoIUmes of two “canadian” historical 
f&on series. Both were hooplabed as if 
they were breakiw new puba bx- 
rain, when in fact tbae has been a great 
deal of fitional exploration of B@ish- 
French-Indian colonial conflicts. Try 
Mary Lee Settle’s 0 Badah Land if you 
want something good. 

Seal has three books out by historian 
Robert Wall: Bfaekmbe~ Bloodbmthers 
and now Blrthrlght (Seal, S3.50). Each is 
more accomplished than the last, and 
Wall at least has the right attIhule 
toward the pursuit. He lets you know 
that he knows something about the 
period and is confiient encqb to 
launch off on educated tangeats, Iike 
descrim the kind of walI&ck a 
wealthy Bostonian businessman might 
own or the atmosphere of a Mohawk 
long-house. 

The bistwical sket&iug and desmip- 
tive writing in Bitter Shield. Book 2: The 
Story of Canada by Dennis Adair and 
Janet Roswstock (Avon, $2.95) never 
risea much above the level of this 
excitin&..scwle, in WhIcb a szout bearing 
word of the French army approaches 
Fort Necessity: 

Cbrlstopbs reined in his b@ mare and 
paused lon# enough lo grest Mlll&nan 
Henry Thomson. who was in cbaqe of 
the mad uew. Thomson stood in the 
middle of the path. Girt’s inlet- 
eyed chestnut mare twitched hr tall. 

Thomson lo&al up esllccla&, 
peulng the mare’s nasc to calm her. 
“What’s your news of the Frenchles?” 

BxcitIng stuff. The book is not only a 
narrative failure, but somehow banally 
perverse. Birthrigbt contains one 
thwarted rape scene; four .brutal rapes 
and one gxpkit female tormrlng ax 
described in Biller Shield. The family, 
which is supposed to enliven and 
ennoble the pmceedmgs, is so boring as 
to be hardly an alternative to the GlIains. 
Mathew and Janet MacIeod fornicate 
like Mr. and Mrs. DulIsGUe, produce 
chlIdrenandareeach&‘entoexclaim- 
in& beamlshly while garing 011 ,$enI, 
“My own clanl” At least WalI has got 
the Nowe family suecusfulI~ Iovin& 
hatbxg, and moulding each other, as 
famiIife are wont to do. 

Ad& and Rosensbxk alro &play a 
rather slIly Interest in the posrible MX 
lives of bistolical figures. They conspire 
at scenes like the One in which Benjamin 
,Franldin and General Braddock have a 
cozy, pot-bellied orgy with three little 
Dutch girls before Braddock marches his 
troops off to slaughter at Fort 
Duquane. This is shy costume pomo- 
grapby that reduces all the inventive 
ways that people come together to 
clumry bresst-grabbiog. It ,k what 
happens when rompcers are not 
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eogulfed and obsessed vitb history. but 
rather cith a hole io the market. 

t THINK SOME~~MBS tbhat Canadian 
witers hove invented a new form of the 
novel, a %ripped-dowo model that fimc- 
lions in a flab of pistons and gear& I 
tbb~k of Mergeret Ahvood, v/hose 
prose-styk is colloqoiel-poetic, both too 
empty and too full. In paticular I think 
of Melt Cohen, who with Flowers of 
Il’;lrlmz:~ (Seal, $2.75) has published the 
fowtb and last novel of his Salem series. 
Salem should be es familiar as Wessex 01 
Faulkner country, hut Cohen barn’‘’ 
bzeo concerned with drawing us P map. 
CoMections of tavn to territory to 
world are bnmeteriat. Salem is not an 
bnagined place so much es a fictional 
code, a shadow town in which the emo- 
tions of cberacters flare es tieIre es s 
sunset. Each character is only es real es 
he needs to be to heighten the impact of 
those emotions: Cohen ellorvs you no 
breathing spaces in the childhood or pest 
histories of his people. 

Annabelle Jemieson is our port of 
entry into the melodrama, a city women 
newly moved to Salem to teke her 
lawer-husband, the bland but &vet 
Allen, aray from scendel end allow hbn 
a f&b stat. (The book’s epigraph is 
from Wilde: “Anyone can be good in 

the country.“) Annabelle ti made, her 
life “civilized and ironical” - two 
planks thrown over tbe sucking bog of 
her former emotional life.. In Salem she 
wlks ovqr tbe bog into the mire, into 
the love life of the Reverend Gordon 
Pinch, a creepily black-bearded woman- 
izing Protestem preacher tom between 
poles of salvation end desire. Though . 
she is awakeoed, terrifsd, driven into 
the ground by her need of Finch, 
AmtebeUe is like u& a breatbk witness 
to tbe forces of love and anger at wer 
bet&n Finch end his crippled wife 
Maureen. Finch gets his redemption. 
Maureen her revenge. We get P goided 
tour into the darkness when unhealed 
wounds are kept, lleva distracted by the 
worldly scenery of the convetltionel 
novel. 

Morq melodrama by a ma%e~. In The 
W9ekendMan Richard Wright made art 
out of the life of ao emotional cripple, e 
played&out modern nowhere man. 
Charlie Ferris, Wright’s hero in FineI 
Things (Sal %X95), is enother failure, LU 
diitanced from bis emotions es he can 
get, e written-out alcoholic spoad jaw 
nelist reluctantly dived from his wife 
end Ii- in self-righteous seembtess itt 
a derelict part of Toronto. He loves his 
wife and he loves his son - whatever 
that means, since he loves his numbness 

, 

Gtrgtret Atwood, Earle Biiey, Irvii Layton, Norman 
Levine, Dorothy Livesay, Eli Mandel, Susan Musgrave, 
‘.Iichael (Maa@, Al Purdy, Leon Rooke, Rick Salutin, Josef 
ikworecky, Phylhs Webb, George Woodcock . . . 

nd a host of olhers. side by side in the pages 01 The Can~dlan Forum. the magazine that Ihe 
i’es york Review NBooks calls “in a class by itselK” With leaare ankles on major miters 
uch as Rudy Wiebe. James Reaney. end David Fennario. inle+ws with important liiwures 
!I:e Margaret Lsurence. and reviews of new Canadian bwks. The Canedfan Forum is rhe 
magazine to read For the bsst in Canadian wiling. 

better. Wright hes decided that Charlie 
must wake up, and the author’s Anti 
bell is brutal: the homotexoel raoc- 
murder of Ferris’s l&yea-old son. 
Watch Charlie feel. 

A& this novel is almost in short- 
fop, 8 tbbt casing over the violent 
mecbenistn of revenge. Cohen’s book 
works because it is all about passion. 
Wright needs more novel in bls novel 
because Fhrris is so deadened that we 
needmoretimetobelleveinbisfmal 
passionate act. The narraiive pull is 
excellent and strong. but I kept wanting 
to dig my heeIs in egGnst it, to know 
more about everytbb~g before it la eli 
coveted in blood. 

Fiexe reactions ere not reqtdred’by 
Lew Anthony. He (or tntber they, since 
Lew is actuauy a tw*pert creation of 
fti producer Bll Ma’shell end..jour- 
nelist Bob Miller) is just here to enter- 
rain us with tropkxl adventures on a 
cold winter’s night. Dreedloek (Seal. 
$2.95) is in the American detective 
mode. Its beto, hiike Sbuter, is a Travis 
McGee of the einvays, a Philip Marlowe 
fEore who couldn’t t&e getting bbnself 
slimy along with the other Mounties .in 
secwlty seTGe.5. ?Ie now works as 
secwity cbii of a camdii tow- 
peck&g airline, which seems to allow 
his protective and eggtwsive instincts 

, 
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full rein. The straight-shoaling Sharer Anthony’s Jamalca-Babylon. Shuter has Nallmml Perty (University of T&&to 
,, wlm an O.K.&r his debut appearance., a chance of turning into one of those Press, 188 pages. 81 
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a@ a bit and added a few more inches riots. full of articulated spirirual and 
of lnslghl to his vagoely noble brain. physical aches. Ix” Anthony !vriteJ well 

The voloz of the hem ls “hat gaS you enough to let .Shuter tell us some&lo& 
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A legacy of blood: from sepia-tinted 
- . -* --.. *. _w. , ,. . . , , 

memories of the Mr8t worla war to me maaen 
side of our murderous national psyche 

By MOmS WOLFE 

NON-EOOG - books for &-literates 
and others who don’t really like books 
- take up more and more shelf space io 
oar book stores. No” we have a non- 
book titled Books by Gerald Donaldson 
(Van Nostrand Reinhold, 128 pages, 
619.95 cloth). Donaldson, you may 
recall, has produced such other distio- 
guishcd non-worlcs as The Great Cma- 
dim Beer Book. The colour repmdm 
tlons lo Bcmks are mmmy. The black- 

they look 6e photocopies ratir 
phofographs. Only the cover is attrasD 
rive. And I’m sure a good rasearcher 
could have dug oat all the quotations 
and other snippets io Books ia no more 
than a couple of days. (Bertlettb and 
similar books conrain about half Ihe 
stuff.) The price, for what you get, is 
outrageous. 

1st~ Luz To propose a moratotiom on the 
use of sepia. For the next hundred years, 
say. I’m prompted to make that modest 
sogge:tion by William Math&on’s My 
GnndfoHa?r’s War: Canadiaos Remem- 
hzr tke 5Ir;t World Wtw (Macmillan. 
352 pages, 19.95 cloth), a book done 
@rely in sepia - sepia text, photo- 
graphs, endpapers. (There’s probably 
eon a sepia contract.) But “bat’s the 
point? Even those of us “ho are seml- 
literate don? need books that shout 
from every page “I’I-S NO!3TAUXA TIME, 
onr:o.” Weget the message. I found this 

able to judge its con&& fairly. Porn 
lUoe* Murder: PersonaI Memoirs of 
the First FJolld Wx by Gordon Reid 
(Moraic, 260 pages, $12.95 paper and 
$16.95 cloth) is, 011 the other hand, quite 
unpr&ntiwsly produced. Reid, a jour. 
nalhm student,. intetviewed SO veterans 

across the country. That’s not a large 
numberas oral history goes, and the 
book feels tblhin as a result. 

These books sent me back to 
Ruhleben. J.D. Ketchurn’s lovely 
account of the ptison.cemp he and Sir 
Ernest M&an and other British sub- 
jects were placed in when the war broke 
out. (Retchum, a Canadian, had, like 
MacMillan, been studying music in 
Berlin.) The approximately 4,000 men 
and boys remalned in RuhIebm for four 
years. No dllon “as ‘&lvvcn to th$ir 
UIe; they “era allowed to errate their 
own little world. And they did. It’s a 
remarkable story. Someone should one 
day make a movie about Rohleben. 

%x6 rr oa not, murder reveals some- 
thin8 of oar national psyche,” writes 
Fraok Jones in his pmlogoe to Tndl of 
Elood: A Canadlaa Murder Gdysssy 
(McGraw-Hill Ryerson, 228 paps. 
815.95 cloth). Unfortunately, Jonec 
never 8eIs around to telling us exactly 
w~ltrrveals.BurhedoesIeUhls20 
murder stories briskly and well. I “as 
eopedally interested in the case of 
Charles Gibson, who “as found guilty 
of murderin a Jewish businessman in 
Toronto in 1912. His death ssntence “as 
commuted as a result of public pressure 
- much of it from members of lhe 
Jewish’commurdty, “ho feared an out- 
burst of and-Semitism. “If Gibson had 
murdered a pillar of @ Gentile con+ 
munl$y,” spffulatep Jones, “he mlshr 
have been strong up withour a second 
thought. IGUiag a Jewish scrap dealer 
“as a whole otha matter in the world of 
1912.’ 

F PIERRE TRU0E.W is interested, David 
E. Smith’s The Re8lonal De&e of o 

ittt imwered: namdy, “hat do P;airie 
liberals want? What they want, says 
Smith. b a sense they haven’t had since 
James 0. Gardner ran for the Liberal 
,-‘L”“y ‘u .a-“, - .“I. I”,.....,.... ,... 
Ottawa understands aad CBM about 
their pmvinch7l intm. Otto Lang, 
Smith polnt.5 out, “as the only miolster 
P...m +I.* .rn:nn in t,vn ,lrrarlP$ wit 

R 
_“Y 

k+x&%i~&&~a%di,. Bol Lang’s 
poutical roots were& in saskatche”an. 
As a result Ross Thatcher’s pmvincial 
Liberals viewed Lang with 8nxt sos- 

picion. 

NawF0uNL)LAND’s BAY OuY is easier to 
take in small doses than in large ona. 
His new collection of columns. 
BeneIlclal vapors (Jespers0n Press, 131 
pages, unpriced), prows the point yet 
once more. But at his best, Guy can be 
wickedly faony. (Some readers niay 
recall his article inviting toorlsts to come . 
help bash baby seals.) And at his best, 
his prose beautifully capturea the tone 
and rhythm of Newfooodland speech. 
Here, for example, ls part of all open 
letter fmm Guy to Jeao Lot Peplo, theo 
of the Task Force on Canadian Unity: 

It is oaly for you to Ml your motor car 
at will. Monsieur, abreast of any one of 
thae wooden houses and it is only for 
.youtogoupanddponthedooraud 
you will be asked inride to “arm 
younclfandhaveabitctocsl....; 

AUyouhavetodolaretumismtsll 
who you sm. nsmc the plscs where you 
belong, wMher your psrcnls are sdll , 
living, how many brothus and sisters 
youhava.... 

ANYONB “Ho OWNS Lome Roaovsky’s 
The Gwmdkq Pat~ent’s Book qfRights 
probably doesn’t.need The choke is 
Yours: klakln8 Canada’s Medical ,, 
Syatem Work for Yoo by Gerald Turner 
and Joseph Mapa (McGraw-Hill 
Ryerson. 120 pages, $8.95 paper). But 
fe”ofusaresofficleatlykno”lsdg&le 
about our rlgbts as padents that we 
cddn’~ profit from having one of these 
two books on our reference shelves. I 
was pleased to laam from Turner and 
Mapa that some hospitals no” employ 
“patient repres~tatives” to whom one 

’ can take one’s questions and corn-- 
plaints. It’s about time. 

- FIRST roua books in Quadrant Bdi- 
tlons’ second scties are:no” off the 
press. And they’re quite handsome. 
(Quadran& you’ll recall, mblishes ha 
titles on a subsuiptlon basis. Seven 
books’for 830. Wdta:c/o the Depart- 
ment of Bnglish, Concordla Uoiversliy, 
Montreal I-I30 lM#.) I expected to be 
pot off by one of the four books, George 
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‘.Voodcocr:‘s Toklag It N the Letter, a 
collection of e%cerPts from letters 
Woodmck has writteo to other Cana- 
dian writers. There’s something 
unzemly, I tboagbt. about a living 
uniter collecting his ovm letters. Yet it 
works. The book offers a fsscinating. 
biformal look at the Canadian literary 
scene over the past 20 years 89 seen by 
tomeone who’s been as close to the ten- 
tre of tbiogs 85 anyone. The Woodcock 
who appears in these pages plays the 
part of bealgo paterfamilias to a large, 
ylw&ic bmod of writers whose work in 

_ . - 

a wide variety of forms and styles he 
gently encomagcs. Oh. there are a coo- 
pie of b&s noires - Robin Mathews 
and Mordecai Richler. But mostly what 
flows through these leiters is a sense of 
Wooilmck’s integrity and good will. My 
mess, based on this appetizer, is that ia 
the long run the contribution N Cana- 
dian literature that Woodcock will be 
rcmembd for will not be his critical 
writing so much as hi letters (and his 
forthcoming memoirs). My one com- 
plaint about this paltieular Quadrant 
book: there are too many typos. 0 

A 7lfOlLWVD WORDS 

The pest in perspective: from the extinction 
of the world’s animals to historic photos 

of immigrants as the) emerge from the Dark Ages 

. . 

n-s HARD TCJ imagine anything sadder 
tbao ti CataIogue of animals now 
e%iact. D&d Day’s IDoomsday Eook of 
Aoima.h (Wiley. 228 pages, $49.95 cloth) 
tells the story of 300 species and sub- 
species that ere gone forever fmm the 
face of the earth In hi foreword, 
Priace Philip points out that “the cause 
of the disappearawe of species is largely 
if not entirely home sapiens.” Consider- 
ti the enormity of the charge, the royal 
statcmmt seem remarkably polite. 
Tbiak of what happened N the buffalo: 
75 millton Idlled from 18SO to 1880. In 
1839 come herds were so large a man on 
horceback needed three days to ride 
throagh. A single herd would occupy a 
g&r18 area tbe sire of Rhode Island. 
Today fewr then 30,000 remsin aorld- 
tide, and this is considered a success 
story. 

Thblk cIs0 of poor stelws sea cow. 
This magnificent creahlre became 
eszlnct in 1787, only 27 years after being 
dlxowed by Rumpeam. It weighed up 
N 14,000 pounds and measured 30 feet 
in lea& Not even the rat is safe fmm 
man. Day documents nine varieties of 
this rodent that have been entirely wiped _ 
out. 

The author and his -be& Sean 
Virgo. have done a thorough aad 
orl$nal job of potting the rcadcr “in 
Nucb with the reality of extinction.” 
Their book makes for some very unset& 
ia riacmg. We will never agaio see the 
many animals listed and illustrated, and 
ao matter bow popular tbls book might 

become it is bard to imagine that therate 
of extinction of the world’s wildlife will 
abate: they estimate that rate to be one 
species a year, and accelerating. Should 
Day decide N pmdacc periodic updates 
of bis Doomsday Book, it would mporv 
fatter each time. It is an imoortant and’ 
useful book. Thmogb the sheer beauty 
of the illestratioos it overwhelms us with 
a sense ‘of tremendoas loss. Everyone 
should buy a c&w. read it. and be 
appalled at what I& has desimyed. 

SelllnaCanadatoCanadiensseemsen 
endless task. The country must have 
been crossed dozens of times by anxious 
photographers looking for perfect 
sunsets and ‘the ultimate panommas. 
The current crop indudes Sherman 
Hines’s A&la (McClelland&Stewart, 
onpa8inated, 824.95 cloth) and &rlNge 
Cndsdn (McClelland & S~wart,. I25 
pages, $29.95 cloth) by Philip Graham. 
Both arc excellent examples of the genre. 
Heritrcrge Canada succeeds in capturing a 
glimpse of the nation at the heigbt of its 
Victorian- splendour. It is interesting N 
see how its various architectural 
specimens have sutiived the last 100 
years. Some, like the Canadian Imperial 
Bank of Commexe building in P.eglaa, 
sit alone. empty and forlorn. ‘Others, 
like the Kingston City Hall (built in 
1844), have bean carefolly and lovingly 
restored. The coloors of Alberta arc par- 
tlcolarly impressive. This is the bast 
boo& yet from Hines, whose past works 
include Now Sm:ia, Outhouses of the 
Eat, and Atlantic Canada. 

IsIommi! is a disease Lawrena Dur- 

Vetws a ‘a rare but by 110 meaos 
unlolown aftlictioa of the bpirit.” Islo- 
maniacs, says Durrell, are tbore “who 
fmd islands somehow irresistible. The 
mere knowledge that they are oo en 
island. a Uttle world murounded by the 
sea, fills them with bxlexribable into.& 
cation.” Canada would be jidged a fme 
place to live by ao lslomaaiac. Though 
commonly coosidemd tlit land of lakes, 
the northern part of North America also 
offers more thao its fair share of lslaiuls. 
Marlan Engel and J.A..KraoUs, author 
and pboto@apher, collaborate&N give 
us The .%sbmds of Canada (Hurtlg, I28 
pages, S29.50 cloth). The emphasis is qn 
the quaint and artsy-craftsy, but it 
preselws enough island quaiNoas to 
keen lslomardacs happy. I$@% text is 
quite bearable and Rraolis’s pictow are , 
simply superb. 

The One-Room School in Canada 
~~tzhcmy & Whitaide, 168 pagq 
$19.95 cloth) by Jean Co&mm packs a . 
lot of history into a small book. 
Bxtremely weU Ulustrated and unbeliev- 
ably informative, Cochraae’s work will 
surprise anyone rxpecti~‘jost another 
pretty book. The author hes done a fust- 
rate job of select.@ the visuals and 
presenting the information. 

Caaads: A History io PhoNgmpbs 
(Hmtig, 350 pages, S24.95 paper) by 
Roger Hall and Gordon Dobbs ii 
another excellent pictorial look at the 
natiOn SinCe ConfedPatiOh. ’ PicNre~ 
may not tell us much about specifE 
events, but they reveal a lot about 
people. Here we see our ancestors at 
work and et play (somehow the tw look 

we&h of kfo&tion.-Bi and la&, 
early Canadians seem a very dour lot. 
Aa exception, and an bunk on& is ao 
informal portrait Nken in 1927 of 
Edward, Prince of Wales, with bis 
brother the Duke of Rent at Unjon SN- 
tion in Winnipeg. They make a very 
dappw pair io straw boaters and double 
breasted jackets. A contrasting shot, 
also taken in 1927. shows hordes of 
immigrants. d&mbarkNg from a trliin: 
they look as thoogb they have just 
stepped out of the Dark Ages. r 

Publishers never seem to grow tired of 
*Nor&west Coest Indian art. In fact, 

they’re in the midst of F passionate love 
affair. Tbe latest offspring co- from 
Vancouver’s Douglas Br. McIntyre 
(where the fever rams very hot). North- 
west Coast Iadien Graphics (I44 pages. 

.S35.OD cloth) by Edwin Hall, Margaret 
Blackman, and Vincent Rickard ab+xt 
manages to avoidxhe feeltog of d&k vu. 
Perhaps a few No many of the image4 
reproduced have been seen elsewhere. 
Of course, they’re elwaya a deli&t, even 



thougll some are Inuch more accom- saJgmphyJlisdevehpedimoa~w 
plisbed than others. In the hands of a medittm for Canada’s Indiaa artit& The 
Fabert Davidson, for example, an att- appearance of tlds book is, therefore, 
cient native decorative form becomes timely and welcome. The 17 c6Iour 
modem an. For some others, the traosi- 
tioo has been more difticalt. 

pIate highlight a %y tbomagh qwey 
ofauniqueart. 0 

IiTlDWEW 

Helen Weinzweig on the emotional trauma 
that shifts her writing from familiar,reality 

to the schizophrenic realm of fantasy 
. 

BDnN tN POtAND in 1915, Helen Weinz- 
weis moved to Canada at the age of 
nbte, and dkb?t beg&t writing fition 
until she v;a 45. she is the author of two 
novels, P~3.d~ Ceremony (House of 
Anan& 1973) and &sic Black with 
PawIs (1920). which won a City of 
Toronto Eook Award in 1981. Her short 

as Snturdqy Night. Toronto- Lilt. 
Tamarack Review. and Canadian 
Forum. She talked to Doris Cowan in 
Tomnto about her life and work 

Enck in Cwmdn: What made you, in 
yaw mid_Qos, decide to become o 

contemplative part bqtan. I bad made a 
great deal of effort in a gteat many 
dkcctii, but the years passed and the 
ae?xe of amttt was never 
tbcre. Discoveries and satisfactions 
came,aadtbentbeywent;tbeywere 
gotte. A discovety in creative work is 
tangible. As I got older it became very 
satisfactory to Lena about life not 
&rough d* but tbmogb wtitiag. 
IX2 Did witing come emi& to you? 
Wc’c;rx;ei~: No, never. Eeeaur by the 
tbneIstattedwritingIbadreadsomucb 
thatmystaadardfori%tiottwasasfat 
from vbat I could do as another planet 
isfromtbiseartb.Ihadtogostepby 

gooi ftion should be, but I couldn’t 
write. I had read all my life, read every- 
thing in sight. There was a 15-yeaJ 
period when I read only fact, read only 
for informariott. Then I went back to 
ftiion aad discovered that for me the 
troth bt ftion was the only tnttb. Facts 
kept changbtg; they tttigbt or migbt not 
apply, but the tmtb in fiction was 

universal. for all time, pot everybody. 
Au the years I was reading for ittfomta- 
tion1didtt’tlearttatbblg. 
BE But you referted the conwntionai 

*fomw qfjicrion: 
Weimzwek Not it fusL But after a 
couple of-short stories I realized I was 
iacapable of witbtg “straight.” because 
by that time I was well into what had 
become a hobby - what’s new in fw 
tiott?Asareader,Iwasuptomyearsitt 
Joyce and Beckett and the nowem~ 

Wttk7tt,yet~8WtitETIW.SStiUl+lgtO 
do Diok and Jane. So I gaw up trying to 
mitt straight. It works for some people, 
but not for me. I think it depends on 
how your mind is set. 
BIG: What writers do you admbv? Are 
there mty in porricuar you like and fed 
how in/lueneed you? 
Wettwelgt Oh, yes. Piict, Robbe 

Odiet,. Btttor, Calvin& Pinget’s new 
book, Pamnvglia, just plows my mind. 
Some of the South Amencan and Cuban 
writers. coaazar. His short stories are 
wittw absohttely straight, piktg event 
on evenl; then suddenly evaythhq shifts 
and you’re diioriented. It’s a kind of fm 
tion that works directly on the reader’s 
mbtd. Thetitermti&atestltepaUems 
of tbougbt that former’ literahtre has 
established, and sabverts them. 
BiCt Your novel+ f?tz sttuc~mlty very 
umvmwtionai, attdswmempects &he 
e&n we quite unreai. but the&.vicai 
detaik #t&the em&me/ e.qe&cw ti 
the chwacte#s am concrete and nz&tic 
Weiad~~ One of the discoveries of ttw 
T&b,bee$hat tbe may fantart& 

‘%ubJeCttVe” youI 
material, tbemorepreciteyourlanguage 
hap to be. In BasirBiack with Pea& I 
ti,ed to break the traditkm -of exposi- 
tion. To tell 8 story.tbmugb ideas, ttot so 
much tbmugb events. To present ideas 
tbat are of interest to ate. I fqmd ways 
to do tbat by breaking time sequettee, 
sbifdng from reality to a kind of scbim- 
pbtwtia, moving freely between cons, 
sas ntality and atK#ber kbtd of reality, 
attotba level of cottsckmsttess. And tbe 
tezlmique has to be so clear that there’s 
tm division bet+za the two. 
MZt In Bwic Black with Pearls the 
ttarmtm is B reittctent vEtor to her own 
eiru. seatchbtg for coded mesages from 
he.r love.r, who ntqy or may not be 
pianning to join her they. What’s the 
reiation betwen the reai and the fan- 
t&c here? 
w@lnzweig: In my own theoria of fm 
fion I use emotional experience as a 
fomt of the uttreak an emotiottal 

it’s triggered it continues-md enters the 
world of fantasy.,Bmle Black is more 
autibiograpbical than any of my other 
work - tbottgb I swuir every work of 
tktiott is autobiographical. Some -es 

. . ..~_ . ~_.. 
we Dasea 011 - expenence. omen 
are based 011 emotional trauma and go 
iato the fantastio. My narmtofs sittta- 
tion is a fEtional expression of tbe feel- 
b I’ve bad all my life of not bekmging. 
If I can be pretentious I’ll use Sbak+ 
spear& phrase “uttaccommodated 
man.” It’s a way of sbowbtg how site 
can be tmaccommodated in the place 
where she bas lived all her life, where she 
has married and bad CbildrEii. There’s a 
distattcebehwnheraadtbefamilisx 
reality that summu& her. You’ve met 
people like her. 
BE The hvo men in the book an? both 
remote, evadve, or ttqtiirthcoming - 
oneofthembtawayshehascometo 
find hatqld and the other in II way that 
shi still/in& faretnath#, and tttadden- 
bag and desoiutbtg tw wil. M she is in 
low with him-and acxvpts hvsituatiott, 

. 
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the whole thii, dlsguiss and all. 
EC2 Does a wriler of fiction have a 
moral reylomzbility to sode@? 
Weinzwelg: That question has plagued 
me penoIlauy. Yet I’ve never heard of a 
titer who was immoral in ha relation 
to the world. She is a social being, and 
by writing, she takes a position indi- 
cating her concern. If she sets out to be 
dida&, or to produce a diatribe against 
injustice, she IweIy swceeds allisticauy. 
If there Is a message it has to be deduced 
by the reader, not stated by the writer. 
Riic: mere we pasmgca in Basic Black 
with Pearls where it ippasible to deduce 
a message. although it ir certabdy not 
dldactlc. 7% narrator ls haunted by 
guilt and moumbtg for members of her 
family killed by the No&. Her lover, 
Coenmad. with his mysterious work/or 
the “Agcn~. ” may be on the side of ter, 
mr. for all she knows. He tells her 
nothing. In one bri@ ep&odeS a man, 
togged and f-ightened~ takes rprUge In 
her hotel mom in Ecuador. where she 
and Coenrmrd have armnged II rendet- 
YOUS. She and (I w&g chambermaid 
help hbn to escape fronr his purrers. 
She seys nothiw about it to Coemned 
until the next days when h.%zwwes her 
that the “terror~t and hir wife” have 
been caught. Z+e narmtor sayss ‘I 

.fowt everythins . . . later tbet night. 

,;mm OT less. Is thb yaw comment on 
the possibility of conmzunication 
bztwen male and female? 
%;‘r:azG+ l’s my comment on a lxx- 
thin !&d of person, who is uncomfor- 
table ~4th the inauthentic. As we gel 
older we accept lhe masks that society 
r.?quires us to wear, and learn to relate to 
the masked individual 89 the real person. 
That’s what civiliralion is aU about. 
weu, some of us are very slo\v to learn 
this. What I was trying to show in B&c 
Black VISS B protagonist who is unable to 
deal with masks. 
Ei5: She goes along with it though, the 
code, the disguiws. 
Ve~jazx+: .Yes. and she always has to’ 
guess whether it’s him or not. aeariog 
that diiuise. But I hint, and perhaps I 
wsn’t too clear, that there is no mask in 
the sex relationship. It’s my smart-aleck 
vay of saying that a woman can’t teu 
v&at a man’s all about until he takes off 
his clothes. He dress as a grept lawyer, 
or as a man who knows everything about 
mrs; men are detined by what they do, 
vhat tbcy know. That Is their mask: 
their profession, their vimk. And if be 
isn’t vzhat be does, if he takes off the 
mask;. then who is he? So “put the mask 
back on . . . . I still don’t know you.” 
Having hi ahvays in d&ire is @way 
of saying that we women fall in love with 

r 

drbzking mm und lirrening to thesr5lgers. 
I newr once tholrgnt 4f torturn..” 
Weinmfg: Yes. There is lurking in her 
mind a little uneasiness. She wants to 
forget, and at the same time wants not to 
forget. Perhaps there ip some horror 
going on around her lover that she is 
unaware of. But she is aware of her 
“nmmrems. Still she longs for her lover 
because “in his presence terrors 
vanish.” Women’s involvement in the 
world is totaUy iffected when they are in 
lo&. My feelings about these matters a~ 
stated, or ratber understated, in Btic 
Black, Like my narrator, I’ve never been 
able to Poorget “the torturer who, con- 

sulted Pram Fawn for treatment for 
insomnia, the torturerwho protested he 
could not sleep nights because ids 
stubborn victims made his work so 
diificldt.” 

It’s a paradox. The most important 
things can’t be come at directly. I \VIU 
born in one world war, I Lived through 
another, I’ve lived 60 ye&. What is 
there to say? I’ve bad nightmares sbux 
1932. My memory of Poland is of a life 
lied in constant terror of pogroms. All I ’ 
ever heard fmm the adults was who got 
killed, and how. Jews had to Live In ghet- 
toes. they couldn’t own land. Two of my 
husband’s reIatives escaped to Russia. 
When they came back after the war, one 
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of thum was killed by people from his 
own village. 

But to “rite about such thin@ dkectly, 
unless you are a polemicist, is a ldnd pf 
titillarion. Fiction shouLi reflect injuc 
rice, but to set 0111 to prove that oppres- 
sion exists: to me, that won’t work. I 
“aIS 10 focus on tbe life of my char- 
actcr. Doe3 she care7 In “hat wey can 
we aue7 She is bury making love. After- 

snd his wife, rvho may h&e been k&d 
while she and Coenmad were in the 
midst of their lovemalting. The dilemma 
is stated: some of us are safe and com- 
fortnble, while others are io ppin and 
terror of death. In the book the oanator 
asks “Ageinst whom should I direct my 
prot&ts?” 
EC: Ii’hat kind sf fiction me you 
w&ins on now? 
Ye&x& I’m io a bit of a dilemma. 
What wss so intriguiogly new to me I5 
or 20 years ego - well, the world has 
aught up with it, sod it’s also not so 
new to me. But there ere still problems I 
want to solve. I got hung up io the novel, 

differently, but how? I went to be free 
of thet difficulty. I’m doing a sales of 
short stories. each ooe with e technical 
pmblrm, no two alike, so that by doing 
it, doh it, and doing it, ell in short 
stories, then I’ll have the techoiqucs and 
I’ll be reedy for whatever I want to 
write. 

The different ways of story-tell& 
that have came up io the last 50 years 
have ell been taken up by modem 
writers end e lot of them can handle the 
techniques. What yo” are say/r@ to e 
reader, your ideas, thet’s “hat mekce a 
book or a story interesting no”. Not just 
reflecting lie or reality so-c&d. but 
proposing ideas about OUT society. 0 

Sir: 
Thank you for the review of my first 
novel, Hans Den&, Cobbler, in your 
IHovember issue. I would like. if pos- 
sible, to clarify two points that the 
reviewer touches lightly on. 

whiJe i am geMilldy tkered by this, I 

By using the word “shtetl” and mm- 

do think it is Important to note that the 

parlog my work to Si and Malamud, 

aiticiims of Cluktian life and anti- 
Semitism my work contains ere made 

Douglas Hill has left some readers with 

fmm the perspective of Christianity, 
which is. to ose George Gram’s phrase, 

the imoression that my work is Jewish. 

“at furthat remove fmm Judaism.” My 
little work is somewhat haunted by the 
rcsoonsibllitv German Christiens bear 

bdng pkised by Ronnie “Nudear 

’ things, I exptit it to appear aometioie 

Warning Shot” Reagao end his gang. At 
the moment, I have no great desire tci 

efter 1987 if the world lasts that long - 

pec.kmyreedersinanoldChevy,head 
them on down to a levee, and have them 

a thing io which I have no great con- 

consider the ways our music died. That’s 
fertoosoftathingforthcsehardtimes. 

fidence riven the kind of Cbristianitv 

TX Rigelhof 
W&mount. Que. 

fo; the Hol&ust: Hans Denck tries to 
explatesomeof theguilt of our tribeend 
his “triomph”(7) belongs to the history 
of Chrlstianlty. My own success - if it is 
that - in deeling with it “competently” 
id a “rich, suggestive form” owes what 
life it hm to Mavis Gallant and T.F. 
Powys. What I have writteniand the wey 

‘I wrote.% should be credited to their 
influences. This, too, seems import& 
since Mrs. Gellent is paid far too few 
tributer in her native land for the lntelli- 
gence she has bmht to beer 011 the 
issbcs that divide qs end the effea that 
hes had on younger writers. And T.F. 
Powys is almost utterly-neglected every- 
where. 

At a time whm novels are frequently 
bloated with self-indulgence, smut, 
gossip, ocar libels, or deft myth-m&ii. 
Mr. Hill can easily be forgiven his 

being one. But it is not-en unreason- 
able assertion. Like those extended 
pieces of prose that once made the term 
novel definite and distinguished, my 
piece offers a sustained end cootrolled 
aitIcIsm of social life. Since it spans SO 
years end explorep relations among three 
generations Yhroogh events too eompll- 
cated to yummerize,” it is something 
more then a long short story. I would 
trefer to think of it 8( that ok% 
hloned thing. a rde, but calling it a 
“first novel” “ill Derlms allow mY next 
bbok to be view&m&in itself&d Ices 
es a species of literary dog that should 
dance to the tuna of p&Ii&y and 
proniotion. 

The prevailing notion that the “titiog 
of serious Iiction is in any way encour- 
aged. by puffery and litaary compai- 
.Goos is es empty-headed end ontenable 
es the notion that the few publishers 
i&rested in fiction have the rcsoo~es to 

htdden of liter& echieiemmt. The 
sequence in which thinks are no” likely 
to be published bears less and less rela- 
tionship to their author’s order of corn- 
positloo. In my own cawz, Hans Den&. 
Cobbler, is the fourth end briefest of the 
five extended works I have written thus 
far that are intended’ for publication. 
The third of those works will, with lock, 
appeer next. As tb the fua of the% 

Gltob mtenteIRy 
Sk 
Do&s Hill’s “First Impressions” in 
your October issue is interesting pertly 
because of its sensible review of Joy 
Kogawa% Obman, a timely end truly 
doetic book that is, as the reviewer 
St&s, a ‘.qoietly savege iodiameot of. 
Wasp-Cenadiao racism.“‘What is sor- 
prising, though, is the heading that it is 
.“ethoic f=tioo.” Whether deliberate or 
not, I sup~ore. there is the inchoate 
tendency of categorizing Canadian 
literetue into such e segment, which cao 
become dangerous. Kopawa’s book is 
more than ahnic fialon. es I am sore 
Mr. Hill believes -forthe*eryreeson 
he points out in his n&e”. But I want to 
drew attention to the fact that “rithlg 
that might appear to come fmm outside 
the mainstremn of Wssp-Canediao liter- 
atom tends to b- ghettoized, and 
thus not to be tekeo seriously. It’s a 
tendency that is creeping into the tenor 
of Cenadian literary criticism, and 1 em 
conoemed. 

The Peeoeck pepem 
Sir: 
In reviewlog Robatson’ Davies’ new 
novel, i-he&be/&ge.&(October)r). I.M. 
Owen talks of his “long end lonely * 
devotion to the works of T.L. 
Peacock.” In feet, his devotion IS not 
entirely kmely. I too have beeo a 
devotee, at least since boyhood, of 
Peacock’s great conversetlodal noveIs, 
andthUmekamerathasurprisedwhen 
Owen asserts that ss far es he knows 
Peacock’s form has nether been 
“adopted by aoyone up to no”.” 

1 

In faa, there have been two very dig 
tingoiied Peacockian novelists. George 
Meredith was not only Peacock’s son-in- 
law: he adopted his form in e number of 
works, notably The Egoi% and “bat 
used to be spoken of es Meredithian 
talkiness “as in fact Pcacockian 
talkiness somewhat transformed. 
Aldous I-&o&y “BI e Peacocklen in the 
begbming end never cornpIe@ cessed 
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to be one. Cromc2 Yellow, with its cooo- 
try haze @berio of in-, is an 
almost pore P~Ckiao Mvel, adapted 
to o later era. so are Aerie Hl7y sod 
TImSs &wren Leavm and thou& later, 
in Point Cmmter Point, Huxley fell 
unacr Giws intluellEe in terms of stnlc- 
NE, there remaioed long passages that 
vwe eatimly Peacockian. I cookl go on 
and on, mentioniag forgotten novels like 
PJ.H. iUaUo&‘s The New RepuMic, 
c-te.. but I think I have said eno@l to 
show that in lsim the Peacockian form 
Davies is merely ~ollowiag a perceptible 
tr+itiorI among BogJish fction Writis. 

George Woodcock 
VaneouVer 

lb& alf cam!@!z 

sir: 
why must the adolescence of Canadian 
writers be ~rohwd and even eocoor- 
aged by t%e me&a md those readers 
requiriog inaeesed Iiterary titiIlatioo7 I 
refer to the review of Margaret 
Awood’s new novel in the October 
Bo& in Canada, a re.vSew unfor- 
tonately entitled “Topic of Caocer.” 

First v:e have Audrey Thomas teltiog 
us witb some pride that she was asked to 

sidered a specialist ia “mutilated 
women.” Ah, yes. She then proceeds to 
cite cwzb brilliant images as coiled ropes 
and rats emergiog fmm vaginas. The 
latter is certaiaIy a reality for women 
existiog to tine countries with oppres- 
five regiow. and it’s a fact we should be 
concerned with, but I’m unconvbuxd 
that it has much to do witIi Atwood and 
her ovm fiction. Or that it ought to. The 
protagonist of Bodily Harm, similarly, 
has suffered a mastectomy. Having en- 
dured the various Atwood interests - 
ths battetvd aoimals, the male penIs-as- 
fi:bbook f&&m - for the sake of her 
&e~r skitI and craft, I am absolutely 
appalled at this new “theme.” Why 
must she consider torture aad breast 
cancer as yer another coatemporaly 
wildcmers to explore and exploit with 
herwoalcynicism7Breast-isao 
immediate coocem io my own famtiy 
and I am disgosted that someone wtth 
Atrood’s obvious literary talents fmds it 
aecexary to adopt the disease as evi- 
deuce of her nevly erdighteaed social 
conscience. It’s dilettantism of the worst 
order. 

Theresa IGsbkan 
North Vancouver 

I’ve never been one to play verbal Piog- 
Pon3 with reviewrs and lener-\rriters, 
but the blotanlly muddle-headed 

criticism of my book Bmakin8 and 
BnterJng~i your October issue compels 
me to n&&an exception. Albert Moritz 
oot only quoted some of my tines out of 
context, but commits the more serious 
blonder of mouthtog off for the sake of 
displaying bii questionable cleverness. 
AU I can say is that it’s a pity 3,000 mites 
prevents me from delivering tlds letter to 
him in person. 

LenGasparK 
VancOuVer 

uncivil BoPvfco 
Sk 
I have just tioisbed readiog DuBany 
Campau’s review of A Woman with a 
Purpose: The DiarJm of Elbrbeth 
Smith, 18ZM884. edited by konica 
Strong-Boag (November), and I am fW 
with outrap that BooJs in Canudci 
would publish such an Iosensitive, ill- 
informed, and chauvioistic review of a 
book that should capture the iomgioa- 
tioa of every Caoadiaa reader who is 
ill$wd.z the inteuechml Idstory of 

In the fti pIa= campau summari7.e¶ 
veroniC?a stroo@Jag as Writing that 
Elizabeth Smith “married a civil sex- 
vaot, Adam Shortt. gave up her pra&e 
(wbtcb bad barely got uo@way). bad 
cbildreo, end devoted the rest of her Iife 
to women’s causes. losiog her merriness 

suffi.e&tte.“-Now, to cdl Adam 
a civil servant ami to leave it at that is 
absolutely absurd. Adam Shortt was an 
important intellectual and social 
thinker. To diswver that he rdarried one 
of the first graduates of a Canadian 
medtcal college should be of mom tbao 
passing interest. To state that Blizabetb 
Smith’s career bad barely gotten started 
whenirwasabandonedform~~~d 
cbtkbeo is equally ridicuIous. According 
to S.B.D. Sbortt (The &arch for an 
Id&J. Elirabetb Smith spent the fust six 
years of bet marriage teaching medical 

Fihally, . the characterizing of 
Blizabetb Smttb’s cozm&ment to the 
soff&gette movemeat as “termagant.” 
to headline the review “the trab&$pf a 
shrew,” is to insult all thi&iog human 
beings. Who in the 198tkwould din&s 
the piooeer efforts of a woman like 
Elizabeth Smith by dacribiig her in 
such negative sod stereotypical terms7 
MsSmitbisavitalandfascblatiifgore 
io Canadian intellectoal idstory. Her 
diiee deserve serious and io!elli.9eot 
treatment by Books in Gmada. 

Laura Gtoening 
Department of Bnglish 

Carleton University 
Ottawa 

CAN~yITtvo. 69 

WHEN VLADIMIR NABoI(oV Was asked 
what scenes from the historical past be 
would most like to see on lib& his list 
included “Herman Melville at breakfast. 
feedii a sardine to his cat,” and ‘me 
Russians’ leaving Alaska, de&&d with 
the deal. Shot of seal applandiog.” 
Whatwe’dliketoseeisasimtlarmllcP 
tion of szeaea drawn from Canada’s 
pmt. It mt&t iaclodp Malcolm Lowry , 
tryiagtogetadriokon@odayin 
N&am-on-theLake h 1955 (shot of six 
untouched cheese sandwick& or 
Mackenzie Xiog at lunch, feeding a dog 
biscuit to his mother. We’lt pay $23 for 
the best list of scenes received kefoie 
Feb. 1. Address: CanWit No. 69, Books 
in Cbtada, 366 Addaide Street w, 
Toronto M5A 3X9. 

OUR itaqwsr for new deftitkms for old 
literarytermswarmadeevmmomdafi- . 
gdze pgtmd&w aad aa easy 

com&mns were 
unable to meet. (As a resolt we am hew- 
with retwning to oar former, more 
liberal deadline policy.) At the risk of 
creatiog domestic strife. the winaer is 
Barry Baldwin of C&ary - w&s& 
household submitted two separate 
elItries- for a lextcon that includea: 

q w3dorusually by the publirhu to the 

q ;;&-p~~ hxy gia lrar bee31 NL 

0 C&al mccasz Sold five cc.&. 
Cl Penogmptw ,4.w gmHa ur&. 
Cl PmRte: Plagiarize3 fmm one s4n14. 
cl Iadqlth pronlc Pks3alkd from two 

Io”lced. 

Honourable menSon.% 

0 Crtttn A Ceaadtln writer betwren books. 
q Pt@nrlrm:Theartofhnowiugegwd 

line when you see one. 
0 ~:;pettu,r: A novel dtR more b&t than 

- M.K. Blek and J.B. Xervin, 
ScarboIoogIl, ont. 

000 

0 Aemae~~b: A timry euptim for 
emanattons from the tower orittce. see 
also cacoptwn~ and farce. 

q FV&~r.ApE.lIYIdii. 
- David J. Paul, Lucas. Ont. 
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?-HE EDITOJS RECOMM~D 

Clesolflod ratea: 66 per line (40 
ck.ractsrs to the Ilne). Deadline: first Of 
the month for Issue dated fO,,wI,nQ 
month. Address: Books In Canadq 
Clx?,lflad, 566 Adelaide Street East, 
Toronto M5A lN4. Phone: (416) 363&X 

THE VJORD \“JORI:EA, nmvsIett6r for 
beglnnlng i?. publlshed writers. Send $1; 
for I.atest Issue to P.O. Box 514, 
Kingston, Ont. K7L 4W6. 

OLD AND RARE BOO,:S. Canadian6 
oatalogues. Heritage Books, 3436 6 St. 
S.W., Calgary, Alberta TZS 2M4. 

THE ~(a~ow~~o Cm~atllan books have 
been received by Books in Canada in 
r-t weeks. Inclulon In this list does 
not ~IUde a rwimv or Ivxice in a 
flltweisnre: 
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