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REPORT

SUIT AND DAGGER

Was fiction truth in lan Adams’s 1977 novel? A Toronto
libel action raises some penetrating questions about
the RCMP — and about suppression of free speech in Cana'da

by Gerard McNeil

THE MOST INTRIGUING espionage story in Canada since Igor
Gouzenlo fled the Soviet embassy is seeping out of a libel actioh
in Toronto. At itscorearz a trio of related questions that, while not
the issue of the action. compel attention: Did a Soviet KGB agent
run the RCMP Security Service counter-intelligence unit until be
was discovered by the CIA? Wasthis spy tumed into a CIA agent,
again without RCMP knowledge? And is thii the same agent that
an American Journalls has hinted was the Canadian “fifth man’.
in the notorious spy ring invalving Guy Burgess, Donald Mactean,
Kim Philby, and the recently unmasked — and unknighted —
Anthony Blunt?

The 2.2 million libel suit concerns the book S, Porirait OF a
Spr by Toronto novelist 1an Adams, published by Gage in 1977. In
ihe novel, the fictional S retired to Australia but is returned to
Ottawa and given “the Belfast treatment” in a fruitless attempt to
get him to reveal his true identity.

Adams and Gage are being sued by Ledie lames Bennett. who
left the RCMP Security Segvice in 1972 after heading the S8
counter -espionage unit for many years and went to Australia.
Bennett admits his loyalty was questioned before he left but denies
he was ever a double agent and says in effect that Adams baa
accused him of treason by cagting 8 in his image.

Although 8, Pertrait ¢f a Spy sold 15.000 copies in 40 days
(including 3.100 copiesin French). the beok has virtually been
suppressed Since the action began. About 900 copies are still
locked in Gage's warehouse. A paperback publisher bid 512,000
and 10 per cent rpyalties — boib high figures — but withdrew
when Gage said the publisher would have to assume some of the
liability should Bennett win. Negotiations for movie rights alse
collupsed after the lawsuit was launched.

Adams, a former magazine journalist. was borna minister% son
in the Belgian Congo 42 years ago. His career included a disting-
vished stint at Maclean's in the mid-1960s during which he visited
Vietnam and produced an award-winning feature series on the
war. His second spy novel, End Game in Paris. was published by
Doubladay last fall (see Books in Canada. October). Earlier he
wrote a book on poverty in Canada. His books have a hard edge
that make the comfortable nervous. Reviewers have tended to
concentrate on the literary merits rather than on what is being said.
However. what Adams is saying would be epnsidered gripping in
any other Western country:

**In 25 years the RCMP has caught only one illegal — one real
spy.” un Adams character says in S. “Not a bell of a lot to brag
about. isit? Thii isa factual statement.

Other charactersin Sinclude one Hazelton, 2 Toronto tabloid
publisher = “tits and erime™ — who as a Canadian newspaper
correspondent in Moscow spirited the wife of a KGB colonél to
Beirut, whence she was taken to Canada and given asylum. This
was done with S'said but §'s-object was to plant 2 KGB agent.

masquerading as a legitimate defector, in Washington.

Thh parallels a sensational 19508 case in which Peter Worthing-
ton, now editor -in-chief of the Toronto Swr, a tabloid newspaper,
spirited Olga Farmakovsky, wifeof g Soviet military intelligence
colonel, fmm Moscow to Berut and, with Bennett's aid, got her
asylum in Canada. She il lives in Toronto.

Bennett in his lawsuit says Hazelion is recogniZable as
Worthington. In fact, ina six-day discovery examination last
February in which both Adams and Bennett took the stand, just
about every character in the book was linked to someone real: a

Like th@ fictional S, Benneit met Philby in
the late 1940s when they served together
in Istanbul, but le says he didn’t know

_- Philby well.

CIA agent in Ottawa whe choked to death in his kitchen one
morning; an ams dealer who died in Montreal; a solicitor-general
who resembled Jean-Pierre Goyer; and so on.

The Security Service gave Bennett a medical disability pension
on July 28. 197'2. within five months after grilling him suddenly
about his loyalty. He had joined the SS in 1954 dfter 14 years with
British intelligence. A year later the sipileions that led to his
departure surfaced in aToronto Star story by the late Tom Hazlitt,
one of the personsto whom 8 was dedicated by Adams. Hazlitt
flew to Johannesburg to interview Bennett, then ran'his denial that
he had been a spy. Bennett also was questioned by Barbara Frum

on CBC-Radio’'s As || Happens.

Solicitor-General Francis Fox said at the time that no evidence
had been produced that ‘Benmett had been anything other thana
loyal civil servant. The story faded, with no further explanation as
to why Bennett was out on his ear without ceremony a few months
after the grilling with a $7,000-a-year pension and no prospects.

The story resurfaced in November. 1977, with the publication
of 8, Portrait Of a Spy. It had barely hit the book stores when
Worthington identified § as Bennett in a Sun story that quickly
gave the book notoriety. It began sdlling heavily.

At the same time, Warthington got in touch with Bennett to tell
hi he might have a case for libel. Worthington suggested that
Bennett hire prominent Toronto lawyer Julian Parter, who
& presented Worthington in another cue. Worthington appar ently
didn’t tell Bennett that he himself bad identified Bennett as$ on
the day the book was published. touching off a storm of publicity
that otherwise might not have eccurred, For Worthington was
perhaps the only newspaperman alive who could have made this
connection.

The result was the libel suit in which Bennett denied that he was
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*'the Canadian Philby'* — one of the mysterious insiders whose
tips muy have led Burgess and Maelean to flee to M oscow in tie

1950s. Like the fictional 8, Bennett met Philby in the late 1940s

when they served together in Istanbul, but he says he didn’t know
Pbilby well.

The dzfendants are not basing their case on the traditional |ibel
defences of truth or fair comment. They argue primarily thaI the
characters are fictional, end secondarily that Bennett was “under a
cloud’* when he left Canada end had no reputation to lose.

The discovery examination was 2 preliminary toa jury trial that,
unless the suit is settled otherwise (and ther e are no signs yet it
will bab. will go befor e the Ontario Supreme Court this year. The
actual cxamination was held in camera end was thus closed to
reporters, but the transcriot itself is available and can be quoted in
news stories. Despite id fascinating focus, it was virtnally ig-
nored by the Toronto media. (As we went to press, the Globe and
JMaif published a belated report on the testimony without mention-
ing Adams, hisnovel. or the alleged libel.) Yet the transeript
reads lit:e an exciting book. the subject has national and inter-
nutional significance, and the characters are probably es interesting
a crowd as any parcel of fact or fiction produced in the 1970s.

One purpose of a discovery examination isto separate serious
from spurious litigants by giving everyone a clear picture of whet
they can expect -high legal costs and a ponisbii peried on the
witnays stand.

To continue the _suit, Bennett was required in June to put up
$10,000 in cash in ease he loses. He had to mortgage hi
Awvstralian home to do this. It was done under court order after
Puul Copeland, Adam’s lawyer. estimated that hi bill, if them isa
trial, will be $58,000. Copeland even sought to find out whether
the survivor rights to Bennett's pension can be assigned to pay
legal bills. They can’t be. All this may sound harsh, but it isa
stundurd defence move to test the will of the plaintiff.

Gage has libel insurance of $500,000. Adams has bad to dii
into hisown pocket to pay Copeland more than $3.000, and he
muy face a jail term if the udal takes place. He refused during
questioning last February to divulge his RCMP sources. They
themnclves could bejailed under the RCMP Act or the Official
Scerets Aft for talking to him. And Potter, Bennett's lavryer, has
moved to have him required to answer. | f he does’ t, he could be
jailed for contempt of court.

This suit could also test the Official Secrets Act if the defence
callsRCMP witnesses to the stand, esit saysit will.Copeland is
regarded in official Outawa es & *radical'* lawyer,and the RCMF
may be reluctant to answer his questions even if part of the trial has
to be held bahind closed doors to satisfy the secrets act. Bennett

il

I
Joi Adetrin
4 Boolis In Canzda, January, 1980

himself refused to reply to some questions because heis gtill bound
by not only the' Canadian but alse the British secrets acts.

Even the lawyers are unusually interesting in this case. Cope-
land could have been the modd for the star in And Justice For AU.
The “system” doesn’t lii him. end a couple of years ego federal
officials gave reporters in Ottawa end Montreal copies of his
comrespondence With federal prisoners. Official Ottawa was saying ,
then that outsiders wer e plotting :with prisoners to overthrow the
penal system. This was patent nonsense, given the content of the'
letters. But it does refleet the offitial view of Cppeland, Potter on
the other hand is en establishment men who lest year represented
pin-striped defendants in the dredging case. He has acted for
McClelland & Stewart and he is a stalwart of the Conservative
party. Both are shrewd, Skillful lawyers, perhaps the only thing
they have in common.

Copeland was quick in examination to make the Porter-Worth-
ington connection. Bennett tetified that he was upset et the linking
of hisname to that of Sbut hehad to admit that the first such link
was made not by Adams but by Worthington'in the Sun:

“1 ke it you have not commenced legal action against either
the Toronto Swn or Worthington?” Copeland asked.

“‘Right,"" replied Bennett.

Had Bennett been aware that he was hiring Worthmgton s
lawyer?

“Now, yes." the transcript records Bennett %replying.

“|sanyone supporting you financially?™* .

“Well, my fiancée, Mrs. Davidson.”

“Anyone& e?”

“NO."

These questions evidently were aimed at making sure that the
suit wasn’t being financed by Worthington,

The novel was dedicated to T. H. (Hazlitt), D. V. (who Porter
suggested might be Vaughan MacKenzie, en ex-Mountie Bennett
described esan alcoholic nursing **venom™ towards the for ce),
and L. J. B., who everyone assumed must be Bennett. But Adams
said he had known Bennett, a man hehad never met or talked to,
only es Jim Bennett and the L. J. B. in the dedication actually was
Louise Jenou Blais, who he described esa personal friend end the
model for another character.

Thisled naturally to another question: Was Bennett the Jim
Bennett to whom John le Carié dedicated his spy novel Tinker,
Tailor, Soldier, $py? Bennett said he didn’t how. never having
met Le Carré. Circles within circles.

Copeland also focused on Bennett's relationship with Worth-
ington and other reporters. Bennett confirmed that he helped
Worthington spirit Olga out of Moscow after satisfying superiors
that Olga was nota K GB plant. He says he also leaked a spy story
to Worthington in 1969 to expose the activities-of a Soviet jour-
nalist end a Soviet diplomat in Canada. He indicated that.other $S
men ‘‘used" other reporters in this way, and in turn wese given
information by the repotters. Most repotters won't touch the Sec-
urity Service with a |O-foot pole because its tips can't be checked
or corroborated. They can't even be attributed to the RCMP.
Furthermore, the price of such tips often isa request by the RCMP
to do something in return. The net effect is to compromise the
reporter,

Despite the Official Secrets Act. Bennett did give mote infor-
mation about the Security Service then it has ever given about
itself, even to members of Parliament. He testified that when he

-joined it-had about 75 men and when he left in 1972 it had 400 or

500. The RCM P has atways refused to tell parliamentary commit-
tees how many Mounties wer e in the Security Service. Adam’s
1977 estimate of 1.800 was taken as gospel in Ottawa and has been
the unofficial figure.

Bennett also testified that when he joined the RCMP ir 1954
Operation Featherbed, growing out of the Gouzenko case nine
years before, was already under way. |t was still going when_he
left the counter-espionage unit in 1970, with four men assigned to
it..

Leaks about Featherbed in the last couple of years have sug-
gested that it was a compilation of fileson Pierre Elliott Trudean
end associates who have risen to high government positions de-



spite backgrounds that ordinarily wéuld have excluded them es
security risks. Bennett refused lo say what Featherbed is all about.
But he confirmed that he had described es “laughable” a report
that it included ana investigation of Trudeau. He denied €S untrue
Conservative MP Tom Cossitt’s allegation that he was allowed lo

It was Eenneit who established a proce-
dure knovmn as “positive vetting” to check
sariodically those with high security
clearances. ... Eennett himself was not
vastied until October, 1971.°

resign on condition that he not reveal tie content of the Featherbed
file. And he denied Worthington's contention in the Sunthat his
interrogution was halted from on high when he began to gel into
Featherbed.

(An RCMP character in S says the prime minister told his
solicitor-zeneral 1o shred the Featherbed file but the solicitor-
general hung on 1o a copy to blackmail the prime minister. Bennett
alleges that Trudeau is identifiable as the prime minister in § and
Jean-Pierre Goyer es the solicitor-general.)

Bennett's RCMP career ended abruptly when he came lo work
on March 13. 1972, and was called lo the office of John Starnes,
then director-general of the SS. Stames told him, according lo
Bennett, that hisloyalty,was in question. Bennett was then, by his
own account, takentoa “safe house” - an apartment unas-
soctated with the RCMP and therefore unlikely to be bogged —
end grilled during working hours for four days by Assistant Com-
missioner Murray Sexsmith, Starnes's deputy, and a Staff Sgt.
MacEwan. Bennelt said the interrogation placed him in “limbo.”
He didn't work again for the RCMP. and within a month he began
assembling the papers needed for a medical discharge,, telling
RCMP doctors he was **burned out.”
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He left the forcein 1972 without prospects. His mamiage had
collapsed earlier that summer, and his wife and two children had
gone to live in Melbourne, Australia. 2.000 miles away from the
Perth. Australia, suburb where he now lives. He had been the
equivalent ot‘_a superintendent, earning $22,000 a year and about
to get a promotion, but the early retirement Ieft him withan initial
pension of $7,000 a year.

Senior RCMP men normally retire in their early 50s and then
prosper, taking police jobs with corporations or other govern- -
ments. Bennett sent @ number of letters to confreres in various
countries. but nothing turned up. He went briefly to South Africa,
then to Australia, seeking a climate compatible with his asthma
end allergies. lie can’t work now. he says. He is 59 years old and
supports his §2-year-old father and a 37-year-old woman disabled
by leukemia. He also pays his wife $504 month for child support
fmm a pension that has grewnto $10,000 a year. His only income
is from the pension, hi only asset the house he had to mortgage to
continue the lawsuit.

In Adams's book, the CIA got wind of Swhen a Sovist-agent
named Nosenko defected in the 1960s. The CIA tumed S into a
CIA men. One Nosenko actually did defect to-the U.S. in the
1960s, apparently giving a good deal of information about K GB
agents in North America.

Bennelt admits that it would have been almost impossible for
the RCMP to investigate him without his knowledge when he was
wilh the RCMP, lie concedes that such an jnvestigation might
have started when he was transferredin 1970 from counter-intelli-
gence to the Watcher Service. the RCMP bugging and surveillance
unit. 11 was Bennett who established a procedure known es **posi-
tive verting” 'to check periodically those with hi security clear-
ances because, es he put it, **circumstances change, people’s ideas
change, their financial circumstances change.”

Bennett himself wasnot vetted until October, 1971, and it was
them the RCMP learned of his family background. He had come

froma coal-mining family in Wales in which an uncle had been a
10
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Communist and most members were solidly Labour Petty. Bennett
said it hadn’t occurred to him to tell the Mounties this earlier,
becomse he had been with British intelligence for 14 years. Bet
bacl:igrounds more innocent than this have ruined careers In
Canmada, as more then one person could have told Bennett. Within
five months. he was belng grilled.

lie says the interrogation focused on his family background end
on eight “misfires” = cases that had gone sour — that occurred
while he ran the RCMP"s Russian Intelligence Desk from 1955 to
1970. He saida couple strongly resemble ones set out by Adams in
8. One was the Worthington-Olga case. Another involved a cue
aguinst 2 Czech diplomat that was wrecked when 8§ assigned ad
alcuhohc. debt-ridden Mountie to it. According to the book, the
I.fountie was bought off end the Czech escaped. Bennett didn't #0
into the details of the real case.

Copalund asked Bennett about the Great Homosexual Hunt in
Ottawa in the early- 1960s. Dozens of careers were belted. un-
known to their principals. by RCMP reports that they were homo-
sexuals and thus security risks. Bennett says tbe RCMP simply
supplied the reports end government departments made the deci-
sions. But many department chiefs found it safer to blackball gdy

ESSAY

employees rather than invite the possibility of becoming RCMP
security fisks themselves by refusing to do so.

The Bennett lawsuit is clearly a lJandmark test for freespeechm
Canada. Will it become impossible to publish even fiction about
the Security Service? If the Adams book is suppressed, what will
be the effect in general on fiction in this eountry? Will authors be
forced to publish their books in the United States if they bear the
least resemblance to rea]ity? And, hardly en afterthought, will
.people like Bennett be given fairer treatment by government?

A CIA character in Adams'’s latest espionage novel, End Game
in Paris, may help answer these 'questions. As he puts it “You
[Canadians] should'be careful of how end whom you write about.
Because it's a very strange country that you have chosen to live fit:
no constitution, no laws that guarantee freedom of speech, not
even a law that guarantees freedom of assembly. I'll bet you didn’t
know that the Canadian criminal code was originally designed by a
couple of English bureavcrats for India, but the Indians wouldn’t
have it, said it was too oppressive. So | guess it was jest dumped
on the next colony in line, Canada. Looks like nobody protested.
Good luck.” O

EXTERNAL DESPAIRS

From Japan 1o Norway, there’s a growing interest abroad
in CanLit. Now, if we could erly send them séme books . ..

by Jack Hodgins

FOT. A WHILE it looked as if Canadian writers, in a secret assembly
that had deliberately excluded me. had all decided to leave home. |
didn’t mind reading about Dorothy Livesay in Bulgaria. | was
pleased to hear that Graeme Gibson had gone off to work in
Scoiland, and | was happy to learn that Alice Munro was touring the
entire continent of Australia. But when [ heard that Rudy Wiebe was
in Hawaii. end that Andreas Schroeder was packing for Germany,
and that Michael Ondaatie was planning another trip to 8 [ anka |
started to feel lek out of a secret eve&ion. You're a writer, eh? |
imagined people saying. Well then, what are you doing in Canada?
You can’t he mush or somebody would have sent you somewhere
elsebynow. “Well,"" I'danswer with aknowingair, ‘‘someonehas
to stay home and wire.”

Don’t misunderstand. When my country finally called I-was
villing enough to serve. “A phone call from External Affairs?” |
panted after the secretary who'd dragged me out of the classroom.
**Anywhere they want me to go I'll go! Anywhere!”

Anywhere turned out to be Japan. My assignment, should |
aecept it, was to attend en August conference in Toyko, celebrating
50 years of diplomatic relations between our couniries. Others
would be going == geographers, historians, political scientists —
bet my job while there was to see if there was any interest in
Canadian literature. And to whip some up if there wasn't.

6 Boolks in Caneda, January, 1980

The prospect of serving my country was so overwhelming that |
left my passport behind on Vancouver Island, and held up the whole
operation for 24 hours while | returned to get it. Nothing to worry
about. | was assured by Ambassador Rankin et the embassy
residence in Tokyo; a dumb mistake like that was no less than he'd
expected when he heard they were sending him a wrjter. | promised
1 would remember to take off my shoes in doorways: | would learn
how to conduct myself in a Japanese common bath; | wounld even
(with effort) manage to manjpulate chopsticks without spilling too
much of the seaweed or the purple squid down my frent.

During the three-day conference in the hill town of Hachioji, on
the outskirts of Tokyo, surrounded by 2 million cicadas singing their
hearts out in the steam-bath humidity, | listened to speaker after
speaker from both countries tell us (in two languages) that we still
don't know one another very well after all these years. While my
beautiful young translator fanned herself in such a way that most of
tbe moving air would benefit me (was | beginning to waderstand the
real reason for all that literary travel?} | heard again end again that
our two countries see one another only through the eyes of the
United States, and that we must make an attempt to see one another
more clearly,

One way to do l.'ms, of course, is by reading one another’s
literature. At that conference, end later in Tokyo, | spoke to
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vniverzity students and professors, to high-school students and
teachers, to a major Japanese novelist and to the editors of
magazines published in both English and Japanese. The response
va3 encouraging — not only, **Why didn't you mention Anne of
Green Gables in your talkk?" but also genuine interest in the writers
I’d bzen praising: Alice Munro, Roch Carrier, Earle Bimey,
Margaret Lavrence, Patrick Lane, and othess, Even willingness to
accept my claim that these writers could stand without shame beside
tie bast from any country, including their ovn. Tokyo book stores,
I could foresee, would be astounded by the pumber of people |
snatching Canadion books off their shelves. Courses in Canadian
Literatuce would spring up in every university. The Canada Council
would ha forced to add Japan to its reading tours program. \Who
1mew what 1 may have started here? My confidence grew, in the
days following the conference, when ONe man travelled all the way
from Kyoto just t0 ask mea few questions about Stephen Leacack.
It soarad when a television xeporter got all the way home to
Hiroshima and phoned my hotel room in order to finish a
conversation that had been interrupted. A lady engineering
professor wanted to know what Phyllis Webb looked like. | was
aclied if Alice Munto could possibly be persuaded to visit Japan. Of
course she could, | was tempted to say; with all the enthusiasm I'd
encounrered it wouldn't be long before the wholeJotofus would be
moving aver, There are 120 million people in Japan, where the
litaracy rate is nearly 100 per cent. The Japanese are kmown as avid
readers. Think: of the royaity cheques | was helping to put into the
pockets of our writers!

There “was only one small hitch, 1 was soon to discover. When the
stampzde thundared down the streets and into the eiant hook stores
of “Telzyo, they wouldn't be able to find a Canadian hook. There
aren’t any, Those few who have read us have been to Canada and
done their buying here. Virtmally no Canadian books in English or
French are distrjbuted in Japan. Only p few (Ken Adachi, Farley
IJowst, James Houston) have been translated. Bemard Harder, a
Canadian who teaches English at Japan’s International Christian
Univer.ity, told me that when he decided it was time to bring a little

Canadian literature into his courses, he scoured every book store in
the city and came up with nothing at all. He appealed to.the embassy
and was told that it wasn’t their business to get into book-selling. He
wrote directly to the major publishers in Canada and vsas told that

———

When David Staines wanteg to start a
course in Canadlan literature at Harvard &
few years ago, ik ook so long to get the
books thet he came home to get them
himself.

they didn’t have the right to distcibute in Japan. When he finally got
his books it was from a private organization. Now, with $100 worth
of books, ke figures he’s got the largest collection of Canadian
writing in the whole of Japan.

One evering in the fashionable nightclub district of Rappongey, I
came across an enormous display window facing a busy inter-
section. In it, against a blown-up photo of autumn leaves, was a
brightly-lit, piant advertisement for Harlequin Romances. I didn't
even blush, I whipped ont my camera and took a picture. After eight
days in Tokyo with my eyes wide open this was the first evidenceI'd
encountered of a Canadian publisher attempting to reach the people
I'd met. Perhaps this was the only Canadian publisher who believed
it had a product worth selling to the Japanese. )

Discouraged? You het I was, When I leR, the ambassador was
pechaps relieved that I hada't caused an international embarrass-
ment. The embassy staff was grateful that I hadn’t gotIost or refused
to attend any of the functions they’d arranged for me, and as far as
External Affairs was concerned I'd done the job I'd been sent to do.
But you can’t send a writer to a country with 120 million readers
unable to read his books and expect him not to ask questions when
he gets home. For starters I wanted to know if this sort of situation
existsimother countries. I there some sort of complicated copyright

Beaverbooks

MAKING OUT MAKING OUT IN
IN TORONTO TORONTO
e ACiityspanner's Guide

Brian Nasimok, Lenny Wigs, and
Jane Widerman

he team that brought you CITY-
SPAIU In The Canadian magazine
now brings you the beat, worst, most
,unusual and interesfing spots In the
?ity. entertainment, food, drink, and
un.

74 An NC Press Book. $4.95

THIS THING OF DARKNESS
Elder’'5 Amazon Journals
Norman Elder

Duke of Edinburgh
[ Anexpeditiontothe jungla villages of

Norman Elder to high adventure.
Large format, 40 line drawings by the
author, 95 pages of colour photo-
graphs, of the people, Flora and
Fauna of this fagcinating jungle
world. An NC Press book.

$24.95 cloth

fereward by H.R.H. Prince Philip, j

¥ the Maruba and Tieuna iribes In the 1
! Amazon leads explorer-esquestrian

150 Leomill Rd., Don.Mﬂla. Ontario M8B 215

THE ELEPHANT'S COLD
Markk Thurman

When an elephant gets a cold it's
serious. One sneeze and he gets
delificus! The jungle animals tell
Douglas the elephant what to do for
his cold but mother's advite is best.
24 pages of full colour illustrations for
children 3-8. An NC Press book.
$3.95 papsr

e 1

i ..;_g-xrx.
[ ] -
~ 1 .
.

THE INTELLIGENT RIAN'S GUIDE
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Taw stopping our work from getting abroad? Are our publishers
lazy, ox do they Smply reflect a generally felt Canadian suspicion
that we couldn’t possibly have writers of eur own who could be
enjoyed and valued by foreigners?

WEell. we can read in Sarurday Night that an encouraging amount
of our literature is being read with enthusiasm in Italy. And Josef
Jurcovic of the Academic Relations Division of External Affairs
says several American professors of literature in Germany, search-
ing for something new and interesting to do. have begun Canadian
Titerature courses in universities there. Yet the fact remains that
otizers have found in too many other countries the same kind of thing
that | found in Japan. When Alice Munro visited Australia as the
prize-sinning guest of the Australian government (a tour that cost
her host a great deal of money ard put demands on her time and
encrgy comparable to the demands put on touring royalty), the only
copies of her books available were a few paperbacks imported fmm
England. Interviewers, who couldn’t get their hands on her books.
ashed her to tall; about women's legidlation in Canada. When David
Stainer wanted to start a course in Canadian literature af Harvard &
fev years ago, it took so long to get the books that he came home to
get them himself. Was it worth the effort?*You get 50 students all
excited ubout, say. Margaret Laurence's The Stone Angel, and
when they go to any one of the 1O excellent book stores within a
block or wo of the campus, they can’tfind aCanadian book of any
Tind in order to pursue their interest.” Later, on a lecture tour of
Norway. Staines found the situation wasn't any different there. A
student at the University of Odo, who'd evidently read North
American book reviews. wanted him to talk about Marian- Engel.
But there were no books by Marian Engel or any other Canadian
writer in the book stores.

Nor isthis situation likely to change very mueh, says Ann Wall,
the president of House of Anansi Press and chairperson of the
Association of Canadian Publishers. until a few things change at
home first. While she has discovered in the course of her own work
that it is very difficult to get American publishersinterested in

-co-publishing serious fiction and poetry (on the grounds that it's
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either too literary or too Canadian) and equally difficult to get

review in American journals, and while she knows that
publishers in Britain are sol&m interested in a book that hasn’t
gained acceptance in the U.S,, she feels that one important reason

so little has happened has something to do with the confusing

division of responsibility at the government level. Areas of the
book trade that are seen to be of a clearly commercial nature can

expect to be looked after by Industry, Trade & Commerce, while

areas considered to be .of a “cultural or literary nature™ are

dependent on External Affairs.

~ To help the situation a little, the ACP has put together an
information Kit that they hope External Affairs will distribute
abroad. External Affairs, of course, already buys and sends out
collections of books to eur embassies all over the world. and has
included in ik widely distributed Canadian bibliography booklet a
list of the 12 book stores in Canada wiltingto sell books directly to
customers in other counties. In October, however, Alla Saruchan-
ian, of the Gorky Ingtitute in the Moscow Academy of Arts and
Sciences, visited Canada. Her institute translates foreign works
into Russian, and ker mission here, she told me was to find out
whet “cent works of Canadian fiction should be added to their
program, Had she heard Of us through External Affairs? No. “We
just looked around the world.” she said. “and discovered we'd
neglected Canada."’

Pechaps other countries will look around the world and notice us.
Perhaps Naim Kattan’s plan for Canada Council support for foreign
trandations of Canadian books will attract attention. In the
meantime, it seems to me the. solution to the problem is perfectly
obvious. All those writers flitting off to other countries will just
have to take crates of books aong with them, aswell as a portable
stall to set up on street comers, a sandwich board, and a microphone
with a set of speakers. A colourful jester”s costume will help, sothat
people will know that they"re looking at 2 fool. After all, that's more®
or less the way things were done in the Middle Ages. The way things
were done. that is, before the invention of the printing press. 0
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Jake's quest for hislost libido takes
him through sex therapy,
pornography, obliging ex-mistresses
and mechanized sex. ‘ a masterpiece
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Prince Valium
comes to power

by J. L. Granatstein

Foints of Departure, by Dalton Camp,
Denean & Greenberg, 259 pages, 514.95
cloth (13BN 0 38879 020 I).

THE ELECTION campaign of 1979 was the
longest and dullest in living memory. Pierre
Trudeau lurched through the interminable
weeks of campaigning as if be had ceased
caring about the result, as if the gloss (and
sever al thiclmesses of skin) had been re-
moved by 11 years of power and the
published inanities of his estranged wife.
Jo: Clark moved disjointedly across the
Jand, burbling **Thank you, thank you.
thank you very much” from Comer Brook
to Fort McMurray with the sincerity of
a displaced Rotarian. And all the while his
advisers prayed that he would make no gaffe
and blov the victory they knew was theirs.
Not an fospiring affair, not at alf,

But that dreary campaign has produced in
Dalton Camp’s Points of Deparure one of
the best books on contemporary Canadian
paliticsin along, long time. This isan
introsg :ctive, ruminative book . one based
on brief periods with the Clark and Trudean
campaigns, but supplemented and given
perspective by Camp’s long service in ffie
Tory backrooms. It is. despite some
idiosyncratic flourishes (such as Camp’s
foolich dacision to write in the third person &
la Norman Mailer end to call himself *‘the
varlet™), a beautifully written piece, one
that tells us as much about the author as it
dozs about two of the three leading cam-
paigoers.

Nor is this a baok of ephemera that will
drift away on the breeze. Camp is an
historian mangué, the author of am incom-
plete autobiography v/hose first volume is
unguestionably one of our best political
memoirs. And in Poinfs of Departure, he
dips into his filing cabinets to produce some
history, notably some memoranda based on
quite incredible conversations with John
Diefenbalier in the 1960s. and a series of
letters from Joe Clask from the same period
when be was president of the Progressive
Conservative students’ federation, The Dief
memos, given Camp’s laterrole in deposing
the Chizf, have to be read with a few grains
of salt at the ready, but despite that caution
they capture the bigotry and paramoia of the
mostunpleasant politician of our time. (And
how fortunate Clark is to be freed of that
incubus!)

The Clarl letters, however, are revealing
and important. The young Joe was in his

early 20s,a struggling graduate student who
already showed much of the drive that
would propel him into power. Clark was
earmest, oh so earnest; he was intelligent and
concemed, hardworking at his job; he was
sympathetic to French Canadians; and he
bad enough ‘sense to seem to support
Camp’s efforts to save his party while at the
same time not being obvious at allin SO
doing. He was clearly a “*wimp"® even then,
the kind of Mr. Gradgrind who goes through
school without ever getting the girl, content
m scrabble after campus political office.
And yet. flashes of wit and even self-
deprecation show throush the earnestness,
aswell as some good S& ea a time when
few of the Tory elders were showing any.
Those early traits are still present in
Clark, as Camp’s 'look at him during the
1979 campaign makes apparent. Camp can
quote the media% private. assessments of
Clark as anerd, awimp. and a jerk, but he
can be both tougher apd shrewder than that:

[Clark’s] new-Found self-possession was
the hard-earned of a flerce discipline.
IF he wer e still uncertain or afraid, and
sensibly aware of the risks m him of
spontageity, be had leamed to hi& it.
Instead, he had developed a knack of
apparentspnnhnei , injecting himselfinto
sitwations for which he had carefully re-
searched himself. All the while the media
hed been "mocking him, they had also
instructed him, He bad not only matured in
the campaign, but surmounted his inexper-
ience and ndiveté; only after he hed become
prime minister would others notice .

Camp then goes onto suggest that the media
contempt for Clark was less personal than
generational, a feeling that no contem-
poracy of theirs could ever be exceptional
enough to aspire to national leadership.
That too is an insight.

Joe Clark, | fear, may be tbe new
Mackenzie King. The gracelessness, the
lack of presence, the ell-consuming ambji-
tion and earnestness smack of nothing so0
much as the old master in his first few years
of power. We may have Clark with us fara
long time, and Points of Departure Will be
essential reading on the making of the man.

Essential too on the unmaking of
Trudean. Camp isno admirer of the fallen
leader, although he does own m respect for
his intellect and abilities. He is simply
devastating in hislook at the Trudeau
entourage during the last weeks of power —
Coutts and Co. keeping up their spirits and
placing foolish even-money bets on the

e

oulcome, all the while watchmg the leader’s
drear performance with tears in their eyes.
And he;s har sh but not eruel on Triideau
himself -his spaced-out appearance, his
lack of interest in the sbruggle or in the
people arcund him. Many’ on the Liberal
tour, Camp suggests, attributed thii to
“‘Margaret, a spectral presence of uncertain
dimension, and her book. evoking & mom
vivid imagery, which bore heavily on the
passenger up hunt. Yes. the varlet reck-
oned, we are doubtless travelling with a
neutered man."* Ouch.

Camp’s splendid book on the emergence
of Joe Qlark (the new Prince Valium) is not
as solemn as this book review paintsit. He
can be devastatingly witty — Vincent
Massey was the “first Governor General to
lack a peerage or royal connections, and the
last to look as though he had them” — or
sum up character in a line or two asin his
appraisals of George Hees, Flora Mac-
Donald, and particularly Peter Newman. He
can also dissect issues witha phrase.
Camp’s analysig of the failare of Trudeau
federalism is superb: “The govemment of
Canada bad lost its constitzency; further-
more. it had lost public sympathy and
support for theidea of federalism, and
public endorsement would await only. the
national leaderor the party promising less of
it.” That sums up the Trudeau decade
perfectly.

This is a brilliant, funny book, a shrewd
assessment of the present unhappy state of
the nation. Read it, and laugh through the
tears; and remember it when it'stime m
write the history ofthe 1970sand 1980s. O
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It's an
fll wind ...

Hurricane Hazel, by Betty Kennedy,
Macmillan. illustrated. 224 pages. $14.95
cloth (ISBN 0 7705 18214).

By ALLAN EDMONDS

HAVING AT ONE time or another made most
of the mistakes a writer can make, I confess
that what follows is to some extenta case of
the pot calling the kettle black. This book is
about a hurricane named before feminists
got to the U.S. Meteorological Service,
More precisely, it isa book about how the
last gasp of this weather disturbance spent
itsdlf i and around Toronto on Oct. 15 and
16.1954.

Of necessity, such must be a book of
reportage, at endeavour in which | claim
some expertise. Any piece Of reportage
must, almost from the opening words,
answer the reader’simplicit question:
“Why shouldI bother reading this?"* So it's
fair to pose the question about Hurreane
Hazel.
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¥5 it nzwsy? Well, not exactly. But it
might bz classified as pop history, and we
rezdas much of that as we can get. Besides,
it was published a guarter-century after
Hazel hit. so why not a bock. given our
obzession with anniversaries and the fact
that & name as marketable as Betty Kennedy
dzcided it was timey?

I'sit necessary? That's carping, Since
naxd iS not a factor in most Canadian
publishing ventures.

Dasirable? Well, if you were involved it
might br, and Ms. Kennedy sometimes
seems tc have included the names of the
entire population of Tcmntc extant at the
timc.

I; # exciting? Dramatic? Revealing?
Mow bare’s the rub. | n some ways, reporter
Kennedy is guilty of massive, mind-
swampini over-achievement. The research
isawesomz. But sadly, Ms. Kennedy has
committd the sin familiar tc all reporters:
she has fallen in love with every fact and
quote and anecdote sheso painstakingly
gathered. S0 much in Jove that she couldn’t
boar te discard one tiny detail. She wantsto
share thcm all.

Wazel wasa hurricane that wasn tqune

zcause its minds had fallen marginally
balory the meandatory 73 mph by the time it
rezched Canada. And the book is a drama
that isn't quite bacause it doesn't deal with
what it’sreally all about for the first two
chapters. or around 9,500 words.

Instead Ms. Kennedy offers a brief and
slichtly suspact, or at least simplistic,
ecientific explanation fcr hurricanes, and
then sets about burying. the render in
material designed tc place déar old Hazel
“in contzxt.” Thus the gentle obeisance tc
science tells us that hurricanes generally
move west at fiest, “gradually curving tc the
right™" as they enter temper ate latitutes. |
can just see the sailors’ plot now: “ Go up
towards Greenland and tie the first right at
St. Lucia. second Jeft at tbe third lighthouse
on the |eft past Havana, and tc he]l with the
Coriolis cffect.”

Then the “context.” So that we fully
comprehand vhat Hazel was all about, Ms.
Llennedy sets the scene of 1954 by telling us
that singer Rosemary Cleoney wouldn't
sin8 a song called ““C-monna My House™’
because it was suggestive; that in 1800 two
men were horsewhipped In Tcmntc for
“having indulged in trade asa private
enterpriss™; that Canada’s first subway was
opzned in Tcmntc that April and was 4.6
mileslong: that the French lost their battle
againg freedom fighters in Indochina: that
tcp movies included White Christmas; that
Leo Durocher’s New York Giants won the
world series; that the U.S. Supreme Court
oudawed school segregation; that taxeson a
four-door sedan were $362 ‘‘as compared
with $61 in 1939." The woman even lists
newspaper prices. family shopping
budgets, and the cost of Persian Lamb coats
(5357, if vou cared).

Ther€'s everything there | ncluding the
Litchen sink. all meticuloudly researched;
every precious. darling little fact in its
place. and a place forevery fact. Except that
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almost none of it hastc dc with hurricanes
or the impact of teopical Hazel on a
snowbelt city.

when we dc reach the drama (in Chapter
5, about 16,000 words in) we begin tc find
the measure in human terms of what was,
albeit locally, a major catastrophe. Again,
Ms. Kennedy has dene an awesome job of
research. Anecdote upon anecdote, per-
sonal experience upon family recollection,
she builds up 2 story of a night of horror and
chaos for those involved. But wher e disas-
ters are concerned, 'twas ever thus, and
after a while one story of floodwater
carrying off a house complete with oceun-
pants begins tc sound much [ike anotber. It

this case the CBC film-of-the-book), the
writer focuses on one identifiable set of
characters and their specificexperience.

However worthy the intent, M s. Ken-
nedy leaves the reader exhaugted by end-
lessly repetitive detail. For my part I felt like
Dorothy Porker who. seeking information
forashort New Yorker piece on snakes, was
sent a truckload of reference books by the
New York zoo. She then wrote: “‘Taminthe
pesitioo cf Knowing entirely too much
about snakes” '

Ms. Parker, however, did not commit the
sin of telling her readers entirely too much
aboutsnakes. The dcg Is, after all, supposed
to wag the tale. [

i s  forthisreason that in fiction (or perhaps in
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Rock and role
in the outports

by Anne Roche

“Tomorrow is school and |'m slek to
the heart thinking about it"’, by Don
Sawyer, Douglas & Mcintyre, 205 pages,
$10.50cloth ISBN 0 88894228 1).

FOR HUNDREDS OF years, visitors to New-
foundland have written appalled accounis of
the brutality of life there. And Newfound-
landers always feel irritated and betrayed as
tbe newcomers, whe |lap up the warm
comic kindness of the tppside of New-
foundland life, are shocked by the
elemental unromantic ruthlessness just
underneath. This recent contribution tc the
literature will annoy Newfoundlanders,
especially the inhabifants of the thinly
disguised *“Hoberly Cove” on the north-
eastern coast of Newfoundland, but I can’t
imagine it having much impact on anyone
else.

It is the autobiographical account of the
culture shock suffered by a not very interest-
ing but very well-me&ii young draft-
avoiding American employed by a desper-
ate school board tc tezch in a Protestant
outport near Gander. Though Don Sawyer’s
acconnt never rises abave the level of a
competent report (his style irredeemably
flattened by his degr ee in **Communication

Arts”?), it must be said that it hasthe
virtues of a good report.

He is painstakingly accurate about the
difficult physical conditions of life in a
Newfoundland outport -the weather, the
isolation, the primitive sanitation, the
dreadful doetors, the stupid absentee
bureaucracy, the economic hopelessness. |
can vouch for his accusacy, since I tanght in
& Newfoundland outport myself, His his-

tory, what there is of it, is sound, and
manners and dialogue are wel| observed.
His analysis of tbc deficiencies cf tbe
present system of education in Newfound-
land is reasoned and non-judgemental, and,
it would be difficult to_disagree with his

criticisms or Wwith his conclusion that the

system needs radical change.

Newfoundland’ s gducational system
today is much like Ontario’s 20 year s ago,
rigidly structured, with external exams, few
vocational options, an accepted high drop-
cut rate, an accepted élitism. It has lasted
longer in Newfoundland because it iSmore
eomplicatedly rooted in the fabric cf soci-

ety. Newfoundland was settled along religi-
ous |ines. Hoberly Cove is an English
Protestant outport, its decayed Mefbodism
raided in this century by the more vigarons
and exotic Salvation Army, Jehovah's \Wit-
nesses, and Pentecostalists. | taught in an
outport where eyeryone was Catholic and
Irish.

This religious alignmemt still holds in
outport Newfoundland, though not so com-

pletely asin my father’s day when, on the.

Catholic Southem Shore, ““we used to catch
a Protestant and show hrm in, a cage at the
garden party on L ady Day” tc people who
had never seen one. It was one of the
conditions of Confederation that New-
foundland should have a ‘ denominational
system of education, funded by tbe gov- .
emment but un by the five major Church

ups. This has now become two — !

Catholic and Integrated (Protestant), but
Church influence is still strong.

In colonial Newfoundland. your religion
was your culture and the style of the

”
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Catholic outport was and still is profoundly
different from that of a Protestant outport
such as Hobarly Cove — more singing.
dancing. drinking, and fighting in the
former, and rather more world-mindedness,
the backwash from a still vibrant universal
religious culture. In both, religion allowed
the transcendence of ills otherwise
insupportable. Seen in the light of eternity
even the Water street merchants lost some
of their sting. The 20th century has es-
squlted Newfoundland in & haphazard, un-
selective way that actually makes life them
seem even more irrational than it did in the
island’s past. when this older, more serene
pre-industral religious world-view unified
and harmonized existence, Newfoundland
now, o the frayed and unbeautiful edge of
North American civilization isa less c&.-
ent and integrated community than it was as
a neglected British Gutpost with functioning
traditional assumptions.

It is the breakdown of the religious,
Kierarchical world-view that has made
Newfoundland's educational system obso-
kte. Both Sawyer and the Hoberly Cove
parents recognize thii fact; though he can
articulate what has happened end key
cannot, they realize at once that they ave on
different sides of an unbridgesble divide. It
is impossible that key should understand
each other, end inevitable that he should
consider them repressed and reactionary
bigots, for he is as dopmatically committed
to demecracy and egelitarianism and sexual
self-fulfilment as they areto behevmg inthe
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resurrection and keeping the Lord's Day
holy. He is the first missionary of secular
moder nism to reach Hoberly Cove and he
has the same certainty and zeal es the
Protestant fundamentalist missionaries who
converted it 50 years ego. And he has the
‘same SUCCeSS. American, secular, anli-
traditional, egalitarian, deracinated, self-
absorbed, he instantly wins the teenagers,
as uprooted and existentialist es himself,
They already belonged to his world, The
world of their parents is dead.

In the 1960s, the West adjusted its ideas
about universal education to fit its now
entirely secularized and democratized
world view. To have standards, success
end failure, iS to admit the possibility of a
vertical, hierarchical girangement in soci-
ety, and that now is heretical. But what to do
with The Kids during those long compul-
sory years in school? Mr. Sawyer did
nothing more radical than to get his class to
vote on procedure, pass around a sex
manual, and |ook et local headstones. Y et
he has hit on the only pragmatie solution —
teach The Kids how to make it into the New
Class. It's not a matter of whet you don't
know but how you feel about your |gnor-
ance. Here's Sawyer defending his practice
of passing everyone, even the illiterate:
“How do people leam to compete effec-
tively in a competitive society, by ex-
periencing success or fajlure? Does a person
who comes out of school feding that he is
capable and successful. er a person who
leaves feeling he is a failure and incompe-

tent stand 2 better chance of making it in
society?” It's en updated version of teach-
ing the right accent.

Mr. Sawyer is obviously anice man and a
good teacher. It is to his credit that- he
rejected the hypocrisy of judging his pupils
by standards whose justifying values have
long since disappeared. Very successful in
the operation of the New Class machinery
himself (he’s now a missionary to native
teachers in Salmon Arm. B.C.) heis
generous enough to want to share the

gey. 0

The joy of
missionary
positions

McClure: Years of Challenge, by Mon-
roe Scott, Canec, 295 pages, $14.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 519000 13 4).

By MARCY KAHAN

THE SECOND vOLUME of Munrce Scott's
biography of Robert McClure providesa
detailed aceaunt of the missionary doctor’s
post-wet career. Scott has travelled exten-
sively in pursuit of information about
McClure's years in the Gaza Strip

"OXFORD
DICTIONARY OF

S, SIS

QUOTATIONS
New Edition

This is the first substantial revisipn
of this Dictionary since its original
publication in 1941. Aftér nearly
forty years not all the quotations

" then included pass the tests of
familiarity, relevance or general
appeal. This new edition retains
about two-thirds of its predecessor,
but the passages that have been
dropped have made room for
thousands of new quotations drawn
from authors and works that have
become wel | known since 1941 or
that were under-represented in the
orlginal Dictionary. '
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(1951-1951); in Ratlam, India (1954-1967);
in Sarav.al;, among the former head-hunters
of Borneco, (1972-1974); in Per”
(1975-1976); St. Vincent (1976); and Zaire
(1977). The result is a well-researched,
frequently fascinating book about am extra-
ordinary man.

Scott has done agood job of arranging his
material into short, bright chaptersfull of
memorable anecdotes. lie sets up a story
well, and creates a lively gallery of minor
characters: Mustapha the gentle avenger;
the mistrustful Shelk with the broken knee-
cap: Manohar Nagpel, the resour ceful In-
dian pacifist.

The narrative is at its weakest and most
self-conscious in its attempts at Iyrieal
deseription. Such passages read like amr
exotic horticultural catalogue:

It was twilipht and a geni.le breeze was
bapinning to stir the red flowers of the
jacoranda trees. Blue nnd white morning
glory were sofily folding their petals for the
right. The scent of oleander drifted across
the garden. From three nearby minarets the
nueezzins vere calling the faithful to prayer,
their voices intertwining on the air like
verbal vinzs.

These effusions of purple prose are
fortunately rare. Most of the narrative
conlains a wealth of incidental information
on medical procedures, Third World poli--
tics. and comparative religion. The reader is
provided with noteworthy insights inte the
Arab and Indian temperaments; with infor-
motion concerning vasectomies and more
ingenious methods of bii control; with a
brief treatise on the treatment of leprosy;
with capsule histories of post-war political
dzvelopments. At times, Scott's compre-
hensiveness becomes boring — | learned
everything I never wanted to know about the
orranization of mission hospitals in Asia —
but for the must part the facts are focused
and humanized by the enigmatic character
of McClure.

McClure is best described asa
compassionate fanatic, a man who de-
lighted in his capacity for Spartan selfless-
ness. Despite physical hardship and
bureaucratic muddles, M cClure was
exuberantly committed to his work in the
oparating rooms and labor atories of remote
hnds. As Scott makes clear, his attachment
to medical science was almost mystical:
“Religion. philosophy. and science met at
the point of focus beneath the lens of the
microscope.” | n India, he was known both
as "*Dada’* MeClure — variously translated
as grandfather, boss, and bully — and asa
Karma Yogi, “ the embodiment of personal
action devoid of personal desire.”

Even more interesting than McClure's
adventures abroad is his ambiguous
relationship to his native countfy. As Scott
observes. McClure's enthusiasm for
Canada was bounded only by bis own
unvillingness to live here. His year of
private practice in Toronto in 1949 wasa
disaster: Canadians wer e plagued with
stomach ulcers, weight problems, and men-
tal depression -the inevitable side-effects

12 Books In Canada, January, 1980

of an unnecessarily affiuent society. Asthe
first |ay moderator of the United Church,
from 1968-1971, McClure infor med his
countrymen that afiluence did not make for
happiness; that Canadian docters were
overpaid and insufficiently dedicated; and
that Church members were niggardly in
their charitable contributions. Such pro-.
nouncements Wer e not merely the work of a
conscientious devil’'s advocate; McClure
possessed a sincere appreciation of other
cultures, 2 genuine acquaintance with other
worlds:

He felt Canadians had a lot to learn from

Confucian COUrtesy. from Japanese self-

discipline, fmm Arab generosity, from

Chinese resifiency, from Hindu forgive-

ness, from Moslem devotlon, from Parsee

honesty. —

Scott begins this biogmphy intending to
eschew hagiography: “One can grow in
deepening admiration for the man without
being impeded by undue reverence.”™ Yet
he concludes the book with an account of a
public tribute to McClure from members of
the Ontario Legislature — whose flaceid
encomiums are quoted at length. It is ironic
to reflect that it was doubtless such vapid
oratoty that prompted McClure fo retreat to
tropical climes. with scalpel and
microscope. [

To® 'ilaée the
red ﬁgﬁhfcs
in chec]

Nobody Sald No: The Real Story
About How the Mounties Always Gut
Their Man, by Jeff Sallot, James Lorimer
& Cu., 224 pages, $15.95 cloth ISBN
0 88862 286 4). ¢

By GERARD McNEIL

THE MOST DANGEROUS thing you are likely
to run into on a Canadian street is a
policeman. Those armed strangers are vir-
tually ungoverned by the laws they are
sworn to uphold. In the last year they have
probably accounted fur more shooting
deaths in Toronto than therest of the city's
population combined. But there have been
no trials. Ther e rarely are. The police are
beginning to resemble the knights Barbara
Tuchman wrote about in A Distant Mirror:
The Calamitous 14th Century:

Chivalry, the dominant political idea of tbe
ruling class, left a8 great & gap between
ideal and practice as religion. The ideal was
a vision of order maintained by the warrior
class and formulated in the image of the
Round Table. nature®s perfect shape. King
Arthur’s knights advenmred for the right
against dragons, enchanters, and wicked
mm. establishing order in a wild world. So
thelr living counterparts were supposed. in
theory, to serve as defenders of the Faith,
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upholders_ of justice, champions of the
~ oppressed. | n practice, they were them-
selves the oppressors, and by the 14th
century the violence and Iawlessness Of
men of the sword had become a major
agency Of disorder. When the gap between
ideal and reat becomes too wide, the systera
breaks down. . ..

The RCMP are swvum to “uphold the
right” but again, the gap between ideal and
real appears, In this decade. the Mounties
have burned a bum, stolen dynamite, issued
an inflammatory communique attributed tp
terrorists, broken into homes and offices to
steal private decuments that had nothing to
do with criminal behaviour, and made a _
shambles of the confidentiality provisions
of the post office, income tax, and social
inserance laws. They have become, as Jeff
Saflot putsit, *‘a lawless police foree that
was beyond control.” .

Sallot, whowon a Pulitzer Prize in 1971
for his reporting of the Kent State incident in
Ohio, drew must of the material in Nobody
Said No fmm transeripts of evidence give’
g federal’ royal commission under Mr.
Justice David C. McDonald. Since trans-
ferred by the Toronto Globe and Mail to
Edmonton, Sallot coveyed the first year of
the McDonald hearings for. the paper. He
gives the commission high marks for the job
It has done but he warms that unless the
commission comes down hard on the trans-
gressars, it will.be giving police a green
light to continue breaking the law.

“The McDonald Commission could ...
become the first cleat and authoritative
voice in years to inform the RCM P that the -
rule of law still appties in Canada,” Sallot
says. |f the RCMP view (*“You pecple are
too stupid to know what’s good for you %)
prevails, the victim will be democracy i”
Canada. He suggests that the Mounties get
back to “investigating real crimes. defined
by our lawmakers.”

His assessment of the RCMP scandals is
that they are worse than Watergate in some
ways. “ The Watergate break-in was con-
ducted by a small group of political
loyalists. In Canada we had nnmerous
break-ins and other illégal acts conducted
by all levels of the national police force.”

The debates on all this will take placein
the 1980s. Politicians are convinced that the
general public believes in the police. a
conviction that can only |ead to mare bad
law, and more subversion of geod law. In
this context, Nobody Said No has an
educational funetion. |t is required reading
for anyone Who hopes to continue living ina
democracy. O
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Jock and
dill on ice

Ecories: The Art of Heckey, by Hugh
Hood and Seymonur Segal, Oberon Press, 59
pazes, 519.95 cloth (ISBN O 88750
313 7.

By CHEISTOPEER BEUME

THE TEAMS LTNE up at the blue Line, sticks,
pens, and paint brushes at the ready. The
puck is dropped and the match begins.
CouLit meats Hockey Niiht in Canada and
the gama will never be the same.

VWriter Hugh Hood and painter Seymour
Senol combine here two on one (*‘one™
being the reader) and attempt to turn hockey
into a mataphor for sex. The object of both
is. of course, toscore. Thestick/penis lights
10 get th pucl:/sperm into the net/womb. so
far so good. But things never being as
siriple as they seem we are left with the
mystery of the goalie. “The goalie.” the
reader discovers, ‘‘enacts the most feminine
role in all contact sport.” Why? Because
he's protecting the net/wvomb, naturally.
But there"s more:

The pealie’s pads resemble the pads of fat
on a voman's body which help te cradle
und protect the womb. The goalie’s move-
ments ure affected by the huge Jeg-guards in
such a way as to make thz legs move witha'
fcmining gait. But the goalie is nevertheless
aman .. ..We are [eft with a paradox,

That's not all we're left with. The
overwhelming question remains unans-
wered (perhaps because it was never asked
in the first place). Namely, “Which came
first, the penis or the puck?” In at least one
case — my own -— there is absolutely no
doubt; but then, | don’t play hockey.
Hood's answer is a little mom hestant:

We guess that the penis came first, and
contizues to come first in the sense that it
directs tha occasions of fecundity. Ifit—or
samothing like it — dozsn't go in, no goal,
no beby,

Daas thii mean it’s incestuous to score on
yoor ovm team? Has anyone yet considered
the implications of the netminder who just
recently scored a goal, the first in NHL
history? And what about rebounds?

The purpose of Hood's text is to prepare
th: readar for a series of 18 paintings by
Lontreal artist Seymour Segal. Like Hood,
Segal hns at times been & dedicated amateur
hockey player and sportsman. In fact the
two met during a game of touch football
bael: in 1965. Hood has been an admirer and
champion of Segal's work ever since. And
surely anyone who plays hockey add paints
can't be all bad? No, but hi paintings can
bz, and indeed are.

Segol's hockey is a ritual enacted in the

recesses of the deepest and darkest dreams.
Figures float weightless and lifeless ab-
sorbed in a competition so weird and
ambiguous that enly the subconscious can
keep score. Segal’s canvases have an unde?
niable ability to disturb but finally end up
trapped in their own imagery. The thought

-of a gozlie playing with leg pads and

exposed genitals would make most men
wince. That sort of contact iS agony, pure
and smple. In another painting the goalie,
still wearing mask and pads. attempts
love-making with a female fipure dressed in
skates. How awkward. and really, how
ridiculous. Somewhere between the dream
{or nightmare) and the reality the images
have lost any potency. We can perhaps
glimpse what the artist originally bad in
mind and ate all the more aware, therefore,
of how he has failed.

And so the game finishes, 59 pages later,
the reader having been thoroughly
trounced. Oh well, there’s always golf. O

L@nelﬂ walks
and short siops

79: Best Conadian Stordes, edited by
Clark Blaise and John Metcalf, Oberon
Press, 139 pages, 515 cloth @SBN 0 88750
314 4) and $6.95 paper, (ISBN 0 88750
315 2).

Great Canadian Sports Stories, edited
by George Bowering, Oberon Press, 147
pages, $12.95¢cloth (ISBN 0 88750 319 §)
and $5.95 paper (ISBN 088750 320 9).

By BARRY DICKIE

EDITORS BLAISE and Metcalf encountered
the “‘usual problem” when selecting 10
winners for this year's annual Best Cana-
dian stories; too many of me entries
deserved to win. Well, | don’t know. For
thé most part, their book does qualify 1979
as-a good year for the short stery. ““The
Van™ by Mike Mason is a powerful tale
about going nowhere; a brief, lonely walk
through the skull of that stone-faced punk
whose eyes you always avoid. Mason’'s
language is crude and elegant; hi is the
strongest and most original prose in the
hnak.,

Another story with strong possibilities is
Shirley Mann Gibson’s “*Stone-Cutter””.
It’s a young girl's account of discovering
the depths of her father's cruelty. Unfortun-
ately, the story is marred by an awkvard
ending: the child narrator is suddenly re-
placed by a third-person nobody who isn't
half the story-teller the child was. Whatever
logic prompted this change of narrator only
dilutes the ending. Her last line — “Grief
has come into her life'’ — is a rather soppy
wrap-up of a story that promised much
more. ’
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S Publishers Tor Canadizn Cominunition™

FROM TALE TO TALE

edired and iftustrared by 1ibor Kovalik

An original collection of ten ales represent-
g the diverse communities of Canada . . -
with 10 original colour ard 10 DLlack &
white s trations.

£9.9% elath 64 pp.

OUR LIVIES:
1ife Storiev,  Episodes  anid
(Al
aperess ferrace Memours Group
ceitr by Adarler Torgor

Fhis collection, bhased on (he personal
memies of 22 senjor Canadisns aped 80 (o
95 tedls the story of s peaple survived the
ravapes of war, revolulion and upheaval in
Eurnpeand huw they came 1o Canada.

S10.95 cloth §5.50 paper 240 pp.

STRIKING ROOTS:

Rellections of Five Decades uf Jewish Lile
by clron Florowits

Striking Roots rells (he fascinating ~tary of
the developmient of 1he Jewish camimunitics
acrass Canada over the last five decades.

$15.00 cloth $7.50 paper 416 pp.

THE GREAT WINNIPEG DREAM:
Ihe Re-developrment of P'oriage and Main
fy Pavid O Walker

Lhe only detailed study on the re-develop-
mient of the downtown ceore of ane of
Canada's major cilics.

$12.95 cluth S0.50 paper 176 pp.

ANTI-NATION: TRANSITION TO
SUSTAINABILITY

v fred Knefman

A rthnown cxpert an nuclear entrpy hus
noyw writien it provocalive essay on the
fulure of Canadian sociely.

‘ .2 significant and ofien  brillianl
caniribution (o the prowing literature on
ullernative socielies.”” E.F. AMishan

$10.95 cloth 55.50 puper 169 pp.

FROM THE COUNTRY OF THE
ANTIPODES POEMS anld
ILLUSTRATIONS 1964 - 1979

by fucdwig Zeller

A sclection of poems from a major 1alent.
“For 9 yvears we have had a major surrealist
poctd and artist living almost anonymously
inwur midst.” (Heoks in Cenada)

A heautiful, new volume!

S8 95 puper 174 pp.

MEPHISTOPHELES AND THE
ASTRONAUT

by David Xuiway

A new collectton of poems fram onc of the
significan poelic voices in Canada.

3%.95 cloth $4.95 paper 63 pp.
FORTHCOMING:

FOR MY NEIGHBOURS IN HELL
R new poems from frving fayion

AN UNLIKELY AFFAIR:

The Irving Luyton - Dorothy Rath
Correspondence

Ftroduced by Adrienne Clarkson

A moving personal document of 15 yeurs of
a tangled relalionship.
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Courcesool: on Canadian Women
117 pp. $10.00 (Paper)

A lively illustrated guide to
Canadian books, pariodicals,
pzmphlets and audiovisual materials
concerning women,

canzdian library association
151 spzris sirest,oltava.ont.
P SE3 - (613)232-8825

S UNRIVIHIUS

MRS NEH

YU TE TR JE T e
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Meet Gilly Savard, hero of Ken
Mitchell's new novel. Folks from
Chilliwack to Toronte will delight in
his picaresque adventures on the road.
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There are other stories in the anthology
that are excellent in their own way. ““Get-
ting the Hang of It"* by Terence Bymes is
sad and tender. Mavis Gallant’s “With a
Capital T* is funny, witty, and touching.
Most of the stories were previously pub-
lished in periodicals or magazines. The

finest characterization, however, appears in -

one of the new stories, “*Friendship and
Property”” by Leon Rooke. Its villain,
Leopold, is the sleaziest bastard I've come
across in quite a while—abrilliant portrait.
And then there are a couple of duds,
““Pushing 50" by Engene McNamara and
*'The Story Of Alton Finney' by Greg
Hollingshead are classic examples of writ-
ers wiriting themselves out of a story.
McNamara’s story, with all its wife-
swapping, hip dialogue, and dramatic death
should be padded some more and put op the
novels’ rack at, Loblaws. Hollingshead
starts with an interesting enough situation
but mins it with his squeaky, adolescent
voice. Instead of letting his characters
(narrator included) relax and be themselves,
he trieg to pump the story up with his own
giggly enthusiasm and discredits anything
genuine that might have filtered throvgh.
~With those two exceptions, I didn’t find

much to sneer at or groan over. The book

covers a broad range of styles and subjects.
The editors’ mention of “‘modern realism’”
and “‘post-modernism"* (whatever they are)
should be disregarded. There is nothing
high-brow or academic about this collec-
tion. They are just stories, mostly good
ones, a few superb ones.

George Bowering almost apologizes for
what he fears is a narrowness in Grear
Canadian Sports Stories — a narrowness

caused by the scarcity of women writing

sports fiction. Ironmically, the subject of

women, men, and romantic love is more .

competently handled in this book of
“‘sports’’ fiction than it is in the *79
anthology. *‘A Game With'Adonis’” by
Barry Grills is the only stor¥ in either book
that deals directly with the exquisite torment
of being in love, and it succeeds so well the
reader squirms in self-recognition. Another
of the stories, ** A Hook Into the Rough’” by
David Helwig, portrays a middle-aged
womnan on the prowl at a golf course.

It"s also ironic that there is more experi-
mental writing in this sports collection.
Dave Godfrey and Matt Cohen both try their
hand at it and both fail. A story without a
story, unless it is masterfully written, is
bound to be trite and bozing. ““The Roller
Rink" by Andreas Schroeder (also included
in this sports collection) is an example of
how to do it properly: the monotony of
skating around a roller rink is so charged
with inspired prose that it becomes an
exercise in celestial magic.

The book does contain a few old, tradi-
tional sports stories which, I suppose, had to
be included. For a younger audience they
might be fine, but I found them stale and
moralistic,

Other stories have sport-like tifles that
don’t do justice to their anthors® scope.
Clark Blaise’s “I'm Dreaming of Rocket

* N atRets’ s~ arsky T P EOROB kR=_r

Richard"" is an unforgettable tear-jerker that
should be compared with Byies’s work in
the *79 anthology; together these two stories
draw the perfect line between French and
English Canada. **The Drubbing of Nes-
terenko’' by Hanford Woods should bs
required reading for anyone who .does or
does not watch professional hackey and
thinks he knows why. Wood's probing into
the psyches of John Ferguson and Eric
Nesterenko succinetly captures what all
those well-paid sportscasters are irying to
garble about. And his treatment of the very
real agony a sports nut endures elevates the
game tg the level it deserves but no Jonger
occupies.

The cover of Great Cunadian Sporis
Stories is an insult to the stories it coftains;
it's a cheap newsprint affair meant to
simulate a sports column. With such tantal-
izing names as Purch Imlach and Harold
Ballard popping out at you, it’s sure to ward
off many a serious reader. And that is a
pity. O

Accent on -
the souil

The immy Trilogy, by Jacques Poulin,
translated from the French by Sheila Fisch-
man, House of Anansi, 250 pages, $8.95
paper (ISBN 0 88784074 4).

By WAYNE GRADY

IN 1973 sHEILA Fschman wrote in the
Supplement to the Oxford Companion to
Canadian History and Literature that Jac-
ques Poulin (1937-) was “*a very important,
unjustly neglected young writer."" Now she
herself has helped to correct that imbalance
by translating Poulin’s first three novels —
My Horse for a Kingdom (1967), Jimmy
(1969), and The Heart of the Blue Whale
(1971) — and presenting them in 2 single
volume as a trilogy. And she wouild seem to
have proven her point: The Jimmy Trilogy is

a clear indication that Jacques Poulin is a _

fine Quebec writer of whom English readers
now can sit up and take potice.

What distinguvishes Poulin — and indeed
all the best Quebec tovelists, among them
Hubert Aquin, Roch Carrier, Jaques God-
bout, Anne Hébert —is that he has a soul as
well as a brain, and that he is concemed
about the health of his sonl more than about
his senity, and I mean this without the
obvious reference to Catholicism. Poulin
has struggled to combine philosophical
enquiry with the more ordinary kiads of
inquisitiveness, and the result is a series of
novels with the grace and style of poetry as
well as the more immediate impact of
expository prose.

Of the'three novels, Jimmy (which s also

its French title) is central in more than just . -

i



the literal sense (a tribute to Fischman's
desp insight into the inner workings of the
books a5 much as into their skin of lang-
uage). First of all it is one of a very few
novels told through a child’s point of view
that can hold an adult’s attention. Jimmy isa
precocious, Salinger-like 11-year-old who
Lives with his parents in a cottage on a beach
near Quebsc City. Papou, his papa, works
in the psychiatric ward of Quebec’s
Hétel-Dieu (French writers are so lucky:
" imagine having a culture with such built-in
symbolism as a hospital called H6tel-Dieu).
\Mamie, Jimmy’s mama, has a miscarriage
that affects her mind, making her more
child-like in some ways than Jimmy, and
Papou rctreats to his attic study to writc a
book about Hemingway (and here’s an
iniriguing sign: Papa Hemingway is crop-
ping up in Quebec'literature in some of the
oddest ways; he's also in Godbout's
Dragon Island).

Jimmy, as a result, is left aimost entirely
alone, except for the old English commo-
dore in the next cottage, and as his child’s
natural fantasy-world (TV-inspired, for the
most part) gradually melds with the mun-
dane, the prose takes on an ecrie quality that
is both recognizably innocent and deeply
disturbing. In the end, when Jimmy im-
agines that the cottape has broken away
from its pilings and its English neighbours
to float down the St. Lawrence with Jimmy
at its helm, the fantasy assumes a political
dimension that, in 1969, is also forebeding.

The first novel, My Horse for a King-
dom, is litle more than a 50-page short
story, but its reverberations with the other
two novels inflate it to something ap-
proaching a novella, Pierre Delisle is Jimmy
grown up — there is much tallk of his
“carapace,”” his tough outer shell that
corresponds to the stone walls of Old
Quebzc City. Plerre is an anarchist, but only
in a quasi-political sense: ridding Quebec of
foreign domination is merely a metaphor for
cleansing his own soul. When he plants a
bomb on a statue of an English soldier near
the Portes St. Louis he is himself wounded
in the explosion. and becomes the central
image of the third novel — a wounded bird
in the cage that is Quebec City. )

The main character in the final third of the
trilogy, The Heart of the Blue Whale, is
MoZl, a 30-year-old writer who, while
worliing on a novel about a boy mamed
Jimmy, has bad a heart transplant. His new
hemt — the wounded bird within the rib
cage -— is both tender (the donor was a
15-year-old pirl killed in a motorcycle
accident) and an image of the death that
Tulis in us all. The metaphor is borrowed
from a2 poem by Saint-Denys Gameau,
*“'Cage d'oisean,”” which begins (in F. R.
Scotit’s translation):

Iam a bird cage

A eagc of bone

V5th a bird

The birdin the cage of bone

Is death building its nest
Butit do2sn’t stop there, for these novelsare
esseatinlly revolutionary, as this passage

from The Heart of the Blue Whale attests:

I closed my eyes to forget the Americans. 1
saw the walls of Old Quebee. On rue des
Rempatts, at the level of the former Grand
Séminaire, someone has written on the grey
wall — once in red and once in black:-—
REVOLUTION, I like it when people write on
walls, on houses, on sidewalks, in the
street, everywhere. In any case, I Ike
words. What escaped me was the relation-
ships between things. Léo Ferré said ¢hat
poets wrote out their rebellion with the
claws of birds; there was a new thing living
in my chest, a thing Saint-Denys Gameau
had described as a bird;' Goethe said that
ideas have doves’ claws.

In short, Jacques Poulin emerges from
Quebee in much the same way that Mikhail
Bulgakov, (whom he resembles, and who,

.by the way, wrote a novel called Heart of a

Dog in 1925) once emerged from the Soviet
Union: a profoundly contemplative and
analytical novelist, whose control of lan-
guage, imagery, and theme makes him, as
Sheila Fischman observed, a major writer.
He is, moreover, necessary to anyone
interested in the soul of Quebec. O

——

The suspense

-is killing her

Tales of Solitude, by Yvette Naubert,
translated from the French by Margaret
Rose, Intermedia, 120 pages, $13.95 cloth
(ISBN 88956075 7).

By JEFF MILLER

THE EPIGRAPH to Yvette Naunbert's most
recent collection of *‘contes de la solitude’
proclaims: .
All human beings, sooner or later must face
their destiny. Past and present combine to
form a terrifying question. The future
depends on the answer. In this cmgcial
moment your whole existence is at stake.

In other words, Naubert sets out to
convey her wonder about la vie guotidienne
— or rather how the thin ice of it quivers
over a more insistent natural/supematural
order ~— by resorting to a neo-Freudian
determinism and, thereby, to the conven-
tions of the suspense genre. :

The setting for the 12 unevenly translat
pieces (‘““He could hear the echo of
Francine's teats ...”") seems (o be not
French Canada but the Unconscious. Afl
deal with precognition, discovery, and
catharsis; two are confessions, and many
have the quality of meditation. In three there
are suicides, and altogether there are six
murders.

The suspense genre, insisting as it does
on its own mechanics, resists Naubert’s
clearly literary ambitions. By definition,
there is not much breathing room; idea and
thythm dominate exposition. (For the same

-5

McClure

Years of Challenge

Read about his life and work
in Gaza, India, Sarawak, Peru,
St. Vincent, Africa and his years
as the first lay moderator of
The United Church of Canada.

If you enjoyed McClure:
The China Years, another treat
is in store! Price: $14.95.

Order from your book store.

1)

NewStarBooks

m Due Season
_ Anovel by Christine van dex Mol

‘A Canadian prairie epic. ..

‘Fo me it seems amazing that a work of such
significance received praise and awards
when it was first published . .. but has.
never gained muoch attention since. Yet cer-
tainly it is timely now for a generation who
are seeking their identity and roofs. ,..
For this book has sociological as well as

literary figniﬁeance."
—Daorothy Iivecay

in the new Introduction
**This reviewer knows of 2o other book in
which the Metis come so pulsatingly to life.
. . - earns a place on the same shelf as The
Grapzo of Wrath.”

£6.95 paper, 514,95 cloth

A Flight of

Average Porsons

Storioo nud Gther Wriflngs
by Helen Potrebenko

New feminist fact and fiction by the author
of Taxit and Ne Steeats of Gold. I
$5.95 popez, 514.95 cloth
Al bookstores or from
NEW STARDOOKS LTD.
2504 York Ave,, Voocouver, B.C. V6 1E3
Tel: m.m'ua-mv

—Toronto Stor
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rezcons, I suppose, there is not one good™

detective novel that is great literature.) A
wealthy middle-aged lawyer whose dis-
eased heort hes been replaced by that of a
20-year-old mechanic finds himself desper-
at:ly attrched to the donor’s horrified wife.
In “*Obzdience,™ a psychiatrist is driven
mud by what can best be called the punctual
tardiness of his patient — she is consis-
tendly, faiefully. 10 minutes late, no matter
the doctor's commands and schemes. A
policemzn shoots a bystander during a'
robbary and then tries himself for murder
when the courts won't. The voyage of The
Eugle to the maon inspires an earthbound
mathemziician to make his own Zen-like
metaphysical fourney of discovery to the
moonlit mysteries surrounding his birth.

Short, deliberate, entertaining, and thin,
these are accounts more than stories, good
vorking drafis, seemingly edited before
tirey were fleshed out. **Obedience”” is the
only selection that seems just right, and it is
precisely Naubert's deliberate, spare
metiod that malies it so — darkly amusing
instead of wite. A carefuily furrowed brow
s2ems to b2 hovering over the others, as
though thz author damn vrell intends to be
bzmused. O

Visions of
a high
clean style

Thke Gods, by Dennis Lee, McClelland
¢: Stewant, 63 pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN 0
77105214 6).

Ey ALBERT MORITZ -

THIS NEV' vOLUME of poams is a thought-
provoking statement about the interaction
batween poct and contemporary soclety
jrom onz of the most familiar names in
Cunadian v.riting today, Dannis Lee, In The
Gads we meet again the author of the 1972
Governor General’s Award winner, Civil
Elegies, and of such recent work as ““The
Dzath of Harold Ladoo,” a version of
vhich is included here.

Lze's successful career in writing postry
for children is also reflected in The Gods in
two interesting ways. First, Lee includes a
numbar of rhymed lyrics whose language
and meter are alkin to his verse for children.
More thun this surface likeness, however,
Lee brings from his other writing a desire to
male poeiry accessible to a wider audience
than it vsually commands and a deter-
mination to address subjects immediately
relevant to his contemporaries.

The blend of verbal styles and the variety
of themes explored in The Gods reflect
L=2" often-voiced concarn about produc-
irg a vital, commanding poatic language. In
the title po2m, **The Gods," ie says:
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and least of all can I fathom, you powers
H

seek and no doubt cheaply arouse and
who are you?
how I am fo salute you, nor how contend
with your being
Jor 1 do not aim to make prize-hungry words
{and stay back!) I want
the world to be real and
Irwill no,
Jor 1o secular men there is not given the
glory of tongues,

Lee's work touches on the traditions of
poetry as literature, on the familiar modem
artistic complaint that art is wholly isolated
from the rest of society, but more to break
down the barriers that would isolate art from
life than to affim or consolidate the separa-
tion. Lee’s experience with popular culture
unites with a strongly rhetorical sense of the
poet’s responsibilities, already present in
Civil Elegies, to encourage him to a search
for a language appropriate to our miliex.
1sit
bemused by the sound of the words,
Far a man no longer moves
through coiled ejaculations of
meaning;
we dwell within
faxononties, eguations, paradigms
which deader the world and now in
our
heads, though less ir our inconsistent
lives,
the rickle of cosmos is gone.
(*“The Gods™)
Confmntcd by death, Lee questions the
relevance of peetry:-**Why should I tell it
like a poem? Why not speak the truth?”’
(*“The Death of Harold Ladoo’’), but he

does not call for an abandonment of the *

tradition, or of elequent speech; rather, he
argues that poetry must continue to be
made, even ‘‘in times of dearth,” to keep
alive the hope of power in words.

And also to honour the gods in their former

selves,

albeit obscurely, at e distahce, unable

to speak the older tongue; and to wait

il their fury is spent and they call on us

again
Jor passionate awe in our lives, and a high
cleanslyle
{**The Death of Harold Laduo“)

Lee places the poet in society in two
distinct ways. First. there are the poems of
personal experience (many of them relating
deep pesonal Joy and love, such as *““Yip
Yip" or **After Dinner Music'") and sccial
commentary, including *‘When I Went Up
to Rosedale.”” Second, he discusses the
work of the paet, the task of understanding
and creativity, whose practice he reflects on
through his experiences in the Toronto
literary community, This theme dominates
the most important work in the collection,
both the Ilengthy elegy, "*The Death of
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Harold Ladeo,” and poems from the first

section of the book, such as “Not Abstract
Harmonies But" and **The Gods.”’

Lee’s harshest criticism is reserved for
poetry that remains at a distance from life:

and aften we made
bmm lives ourselves —yet all of it was
abstract!
For it served the one forbidden
. god~denlal of here and now,
and-I honour high abstraction bm never
Stop being
varlous, earth and companions! and
grinty, and here and 1ill we can
cherish what surrounds us, loathe it and
ckerish it we will only
oppreéss it with our heady perfect
systems.
(“"Not Abstract Harmonies But™*)

The poet must engage with the present,
never seeking to escape the lessons of
tradition, but determining that somehow the
truth of harmony and the complexity of
experience might form a single whole:
Not abstract karmonies bus, rather,
thar
each thing gropes to be itse{fin time and
. what is lovely
is how, once brought 1o a piich it holds &
presides
in the hum of its own galvanic being.
(**Not Abstract Harmonies But™')
‘The reach that Lee envisions for the poet
and his language is an awesome one,
comprehending the past and the rich, undi-
gested welter of the present. The vision of
The Gods is to awaken men ggain to this
hope for understanding, a hope perhaps
never realized but always fruitful in men’s
lives. The flaw in Lee's approach to his

“subject is not on the level of thought or
{insight, so much as on the level of verbal

dexterity. The evident effort to bridge the
gap between poetry's traditional avdience
and a wider readership seems to have
brought forth more a variety of separate
styles than a single, consistent verbal man-
ner. The danger in this variety is that poems
accessible to the wider readership, such es
**1838,”" lack qualities that would draw the
attention of persons in command of peetic
tradition, while *‘Not Abstract Harmonies
But,” for instance, is too complex and
challenging to be readily accessible to this
wider readership Lee would like to reach.:
Where Lee seeks verbal complexity and
innovation, his efforts to break down
conventions of *‘poetic™ language some-
fimes stumble in the task of melding a new

e
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syntax and vocabulary. The confrontation '

of traditional phrases with idiomatic expres-
sions and “-por.lic" words with slang some-
times explodes into new meanmg, but
sometimes it just flattens into prosaic narra-
tive, or wanders off in a confusion of
directions, as in these lines from “‘Not
Abstract Harmonies But'":

I speak of full coherence
in hope alone; | am not thar
quickened anender, and have mo mind
meanwhile to
{oll in a camouflage of bllssed-out
Stupor,
while bodles are tortured or starve.



Or these few lines from *“The Death of
Huorold Ladoo**:
You souled up love like a sponge, cajoling
hundreds of hours, and bread, and
Jine-runed publication
and then accepted them all with'a nfce
indilfference.
ay though they were barely enough. You
had us taped, you knew white
liberals inside our: how to
guiile 1us; which buttons 1o push; how hard;
how long.

When Lee catches the thythm of speech,
whether formal or slang, as in *‘After
Dinner Music’™ or in much of *“The Death
of Harold Ladoo,” a satisfying blend of
words and high thoughts is made. Where
this is absent, Lee leavesus stifl with a sense
of an expansion of frontiers, an unwilling-
ness to bz satisfied with old categories,
which males The Gods an importznt docu-
ment for Canadian poetry today. 0

Muyth factory’s
night-watchmman

Letters, by John Barth, Academic Press,
772 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0399
12425 X).

By BOUGLAS HILL

AMBROSE MENSCH (of Lost in the Funhouse)
writing: *‘On May 12, 1940, when I was |
ten, I found & note in a botile along the
Choptanl: River shore just downstream
from where 1 write this: half a sheet of
coarse ruled stuff, tom from a tablet and
felded thrice; on a top line was penned in
deap red inl: TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN:
on the next-to-bottom, YOURrs TRULY. The
lines between were blank — a blank I've
bean trying now for 29 years to fitll”’ More
than a-clever conceit, these words are as
crucial to a grasp of the design of Barth's
career as to an understanding of his inten-
tion in Letters to pull all the strands of his
work together. But they're also a moving
cry from the story-teller’s heast. From The
Sor-Weed Facror on, Barth’s prose has
worled a double magic: in the midst of all
‘the encyclopedic devisings — the games,
the puzzles, the genealogies, the
Rabelaisian word-play — occur moments
that evole a response to beauty lost and
longed-for. Letters gives both sides of
Barth’s genius full exposure; it's a sort of
monumental family album of its artistic
iroagination.

This is Basth’s Bicentennial tribute, with*
avengeance. Its intuitive underpinnings and
fully half its recorded action come to us
courtesy of the myth factory of American
history. from that vast underground
warehouse of information and supposition-
about the Colonies, the Revolution, and the .
\Yar of 1312 for which Barth has appointed '
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himself night-watchman. Motives, not re-
sulis, consume him — deception, intigue,
the elaboration of fantastic but just plausible
what-ifs. And the parallels that history
drops: if one dared speak of the book's plot,
it would be to remark how it embraces,
among other delights, the bizemre and lab-
yrinthine formenting of a Second American
Revolution, one that will be literary as well
as political, that will create 2 New Novel
and a New America. .

Barth insists that his book is ‘‘regres-
sively traditional,” thet it is **nor obscure,
difficult, or dense in the Modernist fash-
fon.’” Perhaps. Certainly its experimental’
qualities are nurtured, as he repeatedly
warns, less by meta-fiction’s hypotheses
than by the solid conventions of the frame-
tale and the epistolary novel, by an art that
imitates not life but the documents of life —
Jetters, journals, records, print-outs. If it
isn’t difficult, Lefters is undeniably com-
plex: the title itselfrefers most handily to the
scheme of interlocked communications
among the novel’s seven letter-writers, six
of whom were born in and depend for much
of their substance upon Barth’s eearlier
books (the seventh is *‘The Author'’); it also
reflects a sometimes bewildering devotion
to the alphabet itself, to systems of notation,
codes, and anagrams, as well as a concen
for ““letters'” in the sense of **humane."*

Like Jacob Homer (of The End of the
Road), Barth seems to have accepted the’
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invention is limitless, wondrous; it’s impos-
sible to summarize the lunatic range to
which his wilder inspirations transport him,
or the provocative sophistication of his
more serious analyses. Let him describe his

- investigations into *‘the fictive life of real

people and the factual life of fictional
characters™: “‘several narratives’ will be-
come one; like waves of a rising tide, the
plot will surge forwasd, recede, surge
farther forward, recede less far, et cetera to
its climax and dénovement.”’ True — and
all managed with dazzling verbal ingenuity
and alluring rhythm. I doa"t normally (1
think) move my lips when I read; again and
again Letrers had me rehearsing its line
aloud to myself.

For anyone receptive to Barth in any of
his narrative guises, this is a book to get lost
in. Whether it will convert strangers is
harder to predict. Its great length alone is
bound to cause resistance, but I'd have to
defend all those pages — and they're big
pages with smatl print — even as I recuper-
ate from eyestrain and exhaustion. Letters
truly offers an old-fashioned experience of
the novel, convincingly up-dated —of *“the
Novel, with its great galumphing grace,
amazing as a whale!"’ Though a committed
reader may feel his attention wander or his
energy flag, I don’t think that's Barth"s fault
except insofar as he’s guilty of a demand-
ing, uncompromising talent. Who, after all,
leaps Shandy (or Clarissa, more to the

task of re-dreaming history. His capacity for point) at a single bound? O
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The Bread Ovens of
Quebec

| e Boly and
Jean-Francois Blanchette

This well-llustrated study of the

mh of the bread oven in rural
ociety provides

ed instructions on how to
construct a traditional outdoor
oven. The book also describes
the traditions associated with
the preparation, cooking and
rating of bread, as well as the
sungs, legends and popular
hehefs relating to bread ovens.
%R 95 tsoftrover)

Mr Jackson’s
Mushrooms

“Mimi Cazort's meticulous
teatment of Henry Jackson’s
notebooks and watercolours
has produced a fascinating por-
trait of a quiet, dedicated,
kindly, single-minded

human ..
Herald)
$35.00 (hardcover)

Canada’'s Guns: An

Hlustrated History
[ eslie W.C.S Barnes

Thisillustrated history of
artillery traces its developmernt
from the earliest praject

the weaponry of the Second
World War, with special
emphasis on the role of the gun
in Canada’s history.

%9 95 {softcover)

NATIONAL MUSEUMS

OF CANADA
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Amaz’d the
 gazing rustics
rang’d around

The Queen Comes to Mipnicog, by
James Bacque, Gage, 177 pages, $9.95
cloth (ISBN 0 7715 9488 7).

By JEFF MILLER

, Art and Ossle lead the pedple of Mimicog
with wit end humour through the Queen's
amazing visit, when she makes a speech
entirely in French, and also manage to
hendle the disastrous day of the Fall Fowl
Fair and Turkey Tussle when the visiting
German Ambassador is nearly killed. Art,
Ossie and the rest of Minnicog then mar-
shall their forces to handle the riot when the
young men from the Indian reserve hijack
the men’s room at the Hotel Champlain
(120,000 gallons), a book-burning in front
of the public library, arranged by the
peblisherin the hope of promotable slander;
and finally, they engineer a shmning con-
¢lusion to the campaign to save the town's
hospital (known as The General Passion).

I TAKE THAT from the jacket of The Queen
Comes Tq Minnicog, a collection of short
stories about the little Ontario town of
Minnicogenashene by James Bacque. Nor-
mally, this would not be the fairest way to
sununarize a book’s contents, But, except
for the wit and humonr, the amazing and

stunning parts, the blub does the _|nb ,

accurately and overall displays more pati-
ence with the task than I can muster.

To my mind, small towns are on average -

as quaint as lynch mobs, so maybe I'm no fit
Jjudge of reputedly witty, humorous, amaz-
ing, and stunning fiction about them. What
amazes and stuns me is, contrarily, the sort
of folksy morality that prevented my wife,
evenin young adulthood, from watching the
animals on her father’s farm give birth, But
perhaps this does nat amaze and stun you,
let alone the Periodical Distributors of
Canada, who accorded a runner-up prize to
this book's title story, perhaps on the basis
that it tries moderately hard with minimal
success to be charming; or Chatelaine,
whose Annual Fiction Award went to the
consummately insipid book-burning selec-
tion; -or Don Harron, who on.the cover
barefacedlly compares Mr. Bacque to
Leacock; or even, indeed, the Canada
Council, who with our tear-sodden tax
money encouraged Mr. Bacque in this effort
that, like Mrs. Punck in Reuben, Reuben, is
so rich in limitations.

Does alt this mean that a country gets the
literature it deserves? For alas, the object of
such Establishment ballyhoo (of which, it
. must be said, Mr. Bacque is victim as weil
“as beneficiary), is De Vriesian in blurb only,
and no amount of PR_will flesh it into a
Canadian Reuben, Reuben or I Hear
America Swinging. Thé author's legendary
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intentions verge on msult. to his reader and
subject alike:
. . .Clerk?" s2id Ossie. **Say that word
‘*Sesquicentennial,”” said Pred
DuCharmant.

**Sexycentennial ﬂ:en,“ sald Ossie ...

**Now Samuel de Champlain, l:u came
by herein .. ." said Fred.

“Samuel do who?™" said Roy, opening
the window to get some warm air in the
warm room.

“*‘Champagne,” said Ossie with a grin.
“*Famous French explorer.””

Note especialiy the word play. And here'sl

some social comment, which, incidentally,

has aring to it we usnally associate with Mr.

Harron:

First to speak up was Darcy Bellehumeur,
who was just back from 2 three-wesk
church-sponsored tour of the Holy Land
and full of it. “Now the Indians here they're
all screwed up,’” he seid, **Jost like the
Ay-rabs over to Palestine, they got the
Eosher shock. And the Lsrileys has got no
pme.outmmeeounnythey re all ganged
up living in what they call them crevices
and getting bombed every day. .. .

When Mr. Bacque gets wored-out with

such charm, there is often a bureaucrat in his |

path. Presuming the reader's accord that
Canada’s professional poblic servants are
mostly anglophone city-slickers with hearts
of polyvinyl chloride, he has no qualms
about fabricating them of straw — even
christens one such poor sod Frank Fraud.

Mr. Bacque does not tell us in which -

ministry Frank Fraud works, but we can
safely assume that he does not sign cheques
at the Canada Council. 0

IN BRIEF

The Right Stuff, by Tom Wolfe,
McGraw-Hilf Ryerson, 436 pages, $17.50
cloth (ISBN 0 347 25032 4). "Tom Wolfe
pioneered the book-length magazine article
in 1965 with The Kandy-Kolored
Tangerine-Flake Streamline Baby, and
since then has peppered the landscape with
books about various-coloured whatnots that
geem to eccupy crucial positions in the front
line of American popular culture. His could
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be called a worm’s-eye view of history, -

except that Wolfe seldom forgeis that he is
writing only journalism, and joumnalists
have no business writing history. In his
book about the early days of manned

spaceflight (roughly from Chuck Yeager’s -

first breakiiig of “‘the sound barmier” in
1948 tp the spate of hair-raising orbital
flights by the Project Mercury boys <—John
Glenn, Scot Carpenter, Wally Schimra, ef
al, — of the early 1960s) Wolfe refrains
from assessing the significance of the space
progtam 1o American or world history,
and concentrates instead on the psychologi-
cal make-up of the test pilots and astronauts
— those with **the right stuff"* — who took
part in the varions missions. When Gordon
Cooper was about to blast-off on his
record-setting 22 drbits in 1962, Wolfe



vaites, “untold millions were by their
radios or in front of their TV sets ...
wondering. as always: My God, what goes
through a man's mind at 2 moment like this!
Scarcely able to believe it themselves,
NASA never supplied the answer.” Wolfe
doas.

— WAYNE GRADY

The great
Elizabethan
vollection

Tke Virgin in the Garden, by A.S.
Byatt, Clarke Irwin, 428 pages, $20.95
cloth{ISEN 0 7011 2261 7). ~

By ILA GOODY

IF BRIAM :100RE had ot already called one
of his novels The Great Victorian Collec-
sion, it might have served as an appropriate
titlz for A. 5. Byatt's most recent haok. For
The Virgin in the Garden is a strikingly
Victorizot novel about modemn British cul-
turz. WWith its multiple plots, elaborate
dxseriptive detail, and reassuringly omnis-
cient narcation, Byatt’s third novel recalls
the pienitude and range of much
19th-century fiction. Just as George Eliotin
Middlennerch traced the territory of English
provincial lifz 40 years before she wrote,
depicting obliquely through rural per-
spectives @ moment of national crisis, so
Byart mapsand explores social transitions at
the tim: of the coronation of Elizabeth I as
they are reflected in g Yorkshire production
of a verse play, Astraea, about the first
Elizabzth.

Byatt's social map, despite its breadth of
view, iz in many ways patently selective,
Although her peneral theme is the chaos of
modzmn Erilish culture and the problemof 2
declining public purpose, politics and busi-
ness are clearly not her principal concern.
Instead she centres her examination on
fluctualing styles in language and
communication; evanescent fashions in
thootre, education, and religion; and the
parvasive consciousness of an inescapable
and at timas daunting English literary and
artistic tradition.

All the principal figures in Byait's narmra-

tive attempt with varying degrees of success
to achieve a coherent form of life in an age
that seams to have lost its centrality of
culture. Wedderburn (g delicious Pauline
pun} uses his voguish 1950s dmma to
release himself from the limitations of
provincial society into the apparently mdre
central yet equally ephemerai world of
London television. The angular, sexuvally
teasing schoolgirl who is Wedderbum's
choice for the role of the young Elizabeth —
one of several “*virgins in the garden’” —is

sflected afier the end of the play into a
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marginal semi-academic career that will
never gratify her theatrical aspirations.

. However, the triumph of the novel is its
portrayal of the psychological breakdown of
a visionary boy who begins with a genuinely
Wordsworthian ability to *'see into the life
of things,"* which he perceives as geometri-
cat forms in an imaginary landscape. The
loss of this gift exposes him to a course of
dangerous, semi-mystical sacrifices con-
ducted by a cosmologically crazed science
master, culminating in the master's inszne,
abortive attempt at ritval self-mutilation,
and in the student's horrified transformation
into an “*idiot boy.”’

Yet for all its compelling vividness and
concentrated analysis of modern British
civilization, The Virgin in the Garden is
less impressive than it might have been.
Fashions in memory banks disappear, re-
flects one of Byalt’s characters; but the
narrative is just such a bank of dethils and
elaborate catalogues, which slow the action
to a virtual pageant of static scenes. Why,
one wonders, did Byatt make her patterns so
difficult to perceive and her map veer off
into a series of apparent detours? Possibly,
one suspects, from unwillingness to haye
readers confront directly a world of bleak
psychological suffering and vulnerability
— an exposure Byatt's more prolific sister,
Margaret Drabble, has never resisted in her
less ornate novels of current English life.
Even so, the brilliance of Byalt’s depiction
of loss and social fragmentation is unmis-
takable, a *“treasure-house of details’* about
the quest for a cultural whole. O
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More gush
than guts

Selected Poems, by Alexandre L.. Am-
primoz, Hounslow Press, 79 pages, $4.95
paper (ISBN 0 88832 036 4).

Winter Flowers, by Janis Rapoport,
Homnslow Press, 87 pages, $4.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88882 028 3).

holes in space, by R. A. D. Ford, Houns-
low Press, 60 pages, $4.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88382 038 0).

By MICHAEL TOPA

THREE RECENT offerings from Hounslow
Press seem, at best, to be failed enterprises.
Except for Selected Poems, the design work
on these books by Michael Hotrum is

somewhat bleak and unappealing. Unfor-

tunately, it sets a tone for what resides under
their covers.

Alexandre L. Amprimoz, a self-
proclaimed Renaissance man and cultured
spirit, is widely published in several lan-
guages. Aesthetically, his Selecred Poems
is cluttered and marred by running poems
tagether on the page; hence the reader is left
little time or space to reflect upon their

-
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THE FUNK & WAGNALLS STANDARD
COLLEGE DICTIONARY

Canadian Edition -
Ediled by Walter S. Avis

Royal Milifary Collage. Kingston

it is a delight to use a general dictiopary of the
English language that so capably acknowi-
adges the exisience of Canadian words and
‘usage. To my mind i is the best of the jot for our

rposes in Canada.”
puIp —W. E. Magsenger

Universily of British Columbia
Plaln Eition $1295
Thumb indsxed $14.95

NATYE TREES
OF CANADA
R.CHosly

-

NATIVE TREES OF CANADA

8th Edition

Edited by R.C. Hosie

Here 18 a complele gulde 1o the trees of
Canada. Profuselyiflustraled with pholographs
of more than 140 species, it is the definibve

book of Ganadian tree identification.

Over 300 black & white pholds: "6 full colour

pagas. .

384 pages Cloth $16.95
Paper $995

THE ESSENTIAL GUIDE TO

PRESCRIPTION DRUGS .

New & Revised Edition

James W. Long, M.D.

Hera in one easy lo use volume is everyihing
you nead to know lor sale drug use. Complele
Canadian drug information is included in profile
of over 200 generic drugs and major ovar-the-
counter drugs. Completely updated for 1950.
780 pages Paper$9.95

Fitzhenry & Whiteside
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content, More often than not. this book
reveals an educated mind enamoured with
its own cleverness, and, at times,
Amprimoz’s academic, professorial dis-
tance can be a bit standoffish.In “ The
Dzfence of the Heretic,”™ a bad poem, he
writes:

Only thre wan tailored by Homeric solltude

Cun custly sculpt the page

Only the man sculpted by Latin hours

Can tailor poems with earth and aching

bones

One only wishes there was, in fact, more
presence of aching bonesor ““put™ reality in
thiswork. In faimess to Amprimoz, when
he confines himself M a Meruda-like mode
of simplicity, he can approach real € oqu-
ence. as in the poem *“Mimars™ with
perhaps the best lines in the book:

Thighs. lips. breasts
| fiave v memory
Jar things that cannot shine,

The poems‘“Inthe Air” and **Vignette
|-C’ are also quite good. This book suffers
from a lack of things that shine; instead.
pretentiousness iS rampant.

Janis Rapoport is an editor, poet, and
playwright. IVinter Flowers, her fourth
book and first full-length collection. trou-
bles me. The title itself aptly indicates the
tv.o paradoxical modes of expression that
reur her work. She seems N vacillate
batween a cold, intellectual imagery (akin
M Atwood's) and g facile expression of
maudlin sentiment. M ost of these poems are
conventional, unsurprising offerings about
relutionships, love. family, and children
that often drift into a kind of banal prose.
Her shorter poems seem the most success-
ful. “Resolution.” an excellent poem, tight

on the racks
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in thought and imagery, stastles and reso-
nates in its vicious simplicity. Smilarly in
““Chastity Belt, M odel 1978* she writes
Some splendid lines that jar:

Trust only reversed Images,

negatival fantasies.

Keep the photographs
Jorever in their snapped but urideveloped
yellow bax.

Hammer the camera's lens with a chisel,
chisel tic wires that lead from the dark.

holes in space isR. A. D. Ford’s third
collection. Ferd, our ambassador N Russia
since 1964, won the Governor General’s
Award for his first book of poetry. A
Window on the North (1956). Ford tends N
write a formal verse that is well-tailored and
shows to good effect in poems such as “*The
Revisionist™ and “A World Explained.”
However, in many of his poems there is
much dross (vague phraseology) that needs
Jjettisoning. His title poem seems emblem-
atic of what is best and worst in his writing.

Look, I see holes in space,

And a tenderness

Polished with silence.

A bird singing ke an

Orean at vesners

Supplies  the counterpoint.

Your €yes become empty

With dreaming

And I can see space berween them,
It is readily obvious that the second stanza
succeeds, whereas the others consist of
nebulous gush. The best poems in the book

are not Ford’s original work but his transla-

tions. The poem by Apollinaire and several
by Voznesensky are marvelous. perhaps
eve’ worth the purchase price of $4.95. 1
was |eft hungering for more, O

by Paul Stuewre

Gentle readers, please be upstanding for
Southwestern Ontario’s ‘Mozart of prose

IT°S NOT EASY M convey the excellence of
Alice Munros Who Do You Think You
Are? (Sigret, $2.25) in a phrase, but let’s
try **absolutely marvelous.” This isanovel
that wuses a variety of well-assimilated
literary techniques N create a stunning
portrait of a young woman's coming-of-
age, with the total control of material and
respurces suggesting a comparison witb
Mozart’s later Symphonies. Munro’s wit-
ing is amilarly subtly rhythmic, dynami-
cally varied. and threaded with engrossing
themes. To put it more smply and humbly,
this is a boak that makes your reviewer
painfully aware of his inability N describe
its virtues in prose of comparable guality; he
can only recommend it as a literary expert-
ence of the first order.

A woman who abandons husband, chil-
dren, and a middle-class lifestyle N do her

20 Bool:s in Canada, January. 1980

own thing is the protagonist of Joan
Barfoot's Abra (Signet, $2.25), and her
serious treatment of a not-unfamiliar con-
temporary situation earned my respect if not
my affection. The subfectis one that
obviously engeges the author’s thought and
experience in the deepest possible way. but
putting it in the form of a novel has not
worked well: the dialogue and intetiot
monpologue are stiff and urconvincing; and
the action proceeds through a serjes of
stereotyped scenes that seem N have been
imposed Ntha than organically nurtured. |n
the absence of literary graces one concen-
trates on the theme of woman’s liberation,
and finds a number of intelligent reflections
that might have made & superior non-fiction
book; but as a novel it'sa .disappointing
example of how a strong thesis doesn’t
necessarily make for powerful fiction.

B A

Max Braithwaite can do humorous
Prairie realism as well as anyone, but his
Lusty Winter (Seal, $2.25) is a sour
sex-and-violence opus that alternates be-
tween bumbling low comedy and uncon-
vineing attempts at dramatic tragedy. Here
Braithwaite has essayed the injection of
steaming passions and suchlike into the
lives of his familiar marginal misfits, and
the result is an uneasy mixture of basically
uncongenial materials. L ess ambitious, and
as a consequence more successful. is Orlo
Miller's Death N the Donnellys ‘' (Signet,
$2.25), a competent historical novel of

sectarian feuding in 19th-century Ontario.

The background of the conflict isn't well
defined, but events move along smartly, the
writing is functional, and all in"all it’s a
tolerable redd.

There's enough material for several
eventful novels in Peter C. Newman’s
Bronfman Dynasty (Seal, $2.95), a well-
researched ' history of the family whose
financial and other exploits continue N
intrigue us all. R’s far superior M the
disorganized ramblings of The Canadian
Establishiment, where the attempt to b e
authoritative chilled Newman'’s patural
light touch; hen the dramatic possibilities
of a plethora of ripping yamns are effectively
realized ina volume of engaging social
history.

Margaret Trudeau’s friend Andy Werhol
once predicted that in the future everyone
will be famous for 15 minutes, and one can
only regret that he upderestimated. Beyond
Reason (Pocket Books, $2.95) left me
thoroughly boggled by its candid display of
a mind that never seems to have been
tethered N anything, while dreading the
doubtlessy impending sequel to what can
only be described as the guintessence of the
prét-d-porter attitude to existence, Mar-
garet Trudeau would certainly benefit from
a reading of Kit Coleman: Queen of
Hearts (PaperJacks, $2.75), Ted
Ferguson’s selection of journalistic musings
fmm one of our first woman reporters.
Coleman was a wilty, sharp-tongued
chronicler of the turn-of-the-century *“new
woman,'* basically pm-feminist but not
afraid N chide pretension and foolishness
wherever they appeared. and her writing has
aged very well.

Other recent non-fiction titles include
Jack Bimbaum’s Cry Anger (PaperJacks,
$2.75), a common-sensical guide N com-
bating depression and hestility in the
Games People Play and I'm OK. You're
OK manner; and Ro Hockey NHL 79/80
(Paperlacks, $4.95), Jim Prondfoot's an-
nual compendium of stats and chats con-
cerning the nation’s second favorite

indoor diversion (the first is making fudge).

The War Department offers Fred
McClement’'s Guns in Paradise
(Paperjacks, $2.95), a steategically un-
sound but tactically vivid account of the
career Of the First World War German
surface raider Emden; and John Mellor's
Dieppe — Canada’s. Forgotten Heroes

(Signet, $2.50). an overly anecdotal narra-

tive that hugely ignares evidence that the
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177201 Hu-hiZamor Omoltbus, by Hugh Garner. A marvellous collection of
Favautite Lons and other writing by Canada’s journeyman storyteller—the last
B!, e appoar in Garner's lifetime. S14.95,

[5:5 oVolew of the Pinneer, by Bill MeNeil. Seventy-five interviews with the men and
voomn wheo made Cunada, “each and every one of them ... absolutely
o treerdmee, By any vandards”—Peter Martin, §14.95.

1073 oThe Unisers cr Woclety: A Workable Alternative for the Future, by Kimon
Vul s-%akis, Peter S. Smndell, J. Grahum Smith, and Iris Fitzpatrick-Martin. A book
w1th o mulntwde of frightening messapes for our profligate saciety. $18.95.

[ 7% oCanedion Wildilowers, by Mary Ferguson and Richard M. Saunders. A
stunning portfolis which includes more thun ES0 colowr reproductions of native
valdflov ers. A natare-lover™s delight. 519.95.

1574 oThe Qther Side of Hogh MacLeanan, edited by Elipeth Cameron. A judicious
and vaned cotleetunn of essays from Cunada™s chronicler of the Two Solitudes.
STl

1eranTy Quikee. by René Lévesque. The book that explains what the rel'erendum
i all about 54,95,

1795aThe Canadians: A Cultaral Hlslury. by George Woodcock. A timely and
theughtiul account of the history that created a unique Canadian people. by
Canuda®s luading man of letters, $19.95.

1.3 oThe Canadian Weod Heat Book: A Complele Guide and Cal:llnglle. by Gordon
Flagler. Evenything you need to know about wood heating, ineluding a cataloguc of
all th: mageoe wood-heating units now on the markel. Paperback, 88.95.

1764 o] Don't Wanl to linow Anyone Too Well and other stories, by Norman Levine.
Fittw2n storwes by a wnter who, though a native Canadian, seems belter known
almod evervwhens clvwe. 56,95,

L:noPhotozraphy & the art of seeing, by Freeman Patterson. Advice from the
bast—~cIhing suthor of Phoregraphy: for she jay of ir on how amateur photopraphers
oo ehpand their poveers of observation and imagination. $24.95.

1594 aLoui "Dasid® Rielk: *Prophet of {the New World, by Thomas Flanagan. A fresh
and compaRing (ard controversial) look at 2 great Canadian hero. $15.

1424 o An Appatite for Life: The Educatfon of a Young Diarlst, 1924-1927, by Charles
Rutchre. The author of the award-winning Sircn Years recounts his youth—first
Lo e, Fipst s, proat years at Oxiord. $10.95.

1597 aThe Svect Scrond Summer of Ity Malone, by Matt Cohen. The highly
acclammed novel about a season of tramsition. “*A great read™—Dennis Lee. $12.95.

1739 oTha Public Eye: Telerislon and the Polltics of Canadian Broadeasting
1852-1969. by Frank W. Peers. An insider’s view of Canadian television, required
readmng for anyone who cares about Canada’s broadcasting priorities for the 1980s.
52

1765 0 Andr.ov Allan; A Self-Portrait, by Andrew Alfan. I[n this book, pant
artehingraphy, part a collection of his best essays, the distinguished broadcaster
v.nitu. with restraint and dignity abont a life which was not without its “'dark
timat" 510,95,

1323 oThe Imperkal Animal, by Lionel Tiger and Robin Fox. A book about the
ncrel honds which hold us together and the antisocial theories which drive us
apart. ©6.95.

1797 aNgva Scotta Dovin-Home Cooking. by Janice Murray Gill. A treasury of
reaipes from the Scottish-Conadizn kitchens of Picton County, Nova Scotia.
Imp:ral-matric. $14.95.

176] oLifeline: The Story of thz Atlantic Ferrles and Coastal Boats, by Harry Bruce.
A popular history of the Atlantic ferry services which tahesin its stride Marnimers'
kavé of a political scrap and their sometimes irrevenent altitude topards the rest of
Canada. 312.95.

1568 aA Canadlan Millionalre: The Life and Timos of Sir Joseph Flavelle, Bart.

1858-1939, by Michaci Bliss. A much-pmised biography of' one of the titans off
Canadian business. *...the best biography of a Canadian businessman yet

wwritten"—Ramsay Cook. S19.95,

1804 aGreetings From Canada: An Album of Unique Canadian Posteards from the
Edwardian Era 1900-1916, by Allan Anderson and B:llyTomImsnn 650 posteards
beautifully reproduced. $29.95.
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Readers’ Club of Canada.

o As a member you will receive free the bright, lively Canadian
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mid as conceived couldn’t be anything other
than the bloody balls-up it in fact became.
Somezday someone will write a good book
onDicppe balancing the undeniable
heroism of the assaulting troops with an

the browser

awareness of the equally undeniable stupid-
ity of their military and political superiors,
although we'll probably have to wait until
the memoir s andfér demise of the Iatter
permita “‘now it can be told’” treatment. [0

by Michag] Smith’

Once more into the lists, dear friends,
with map in hand and a song in our heart

JAMES REANEY, the poet. once perplexed a
graduate student | knew by assigning him to
dravr a map of Canadian literature. Did
Deaney mean a real map. my friend won-
dered, or Something impressionigtic with,
say, Alice Munro's Wingham, Ont., and
Margaret Laurence's Neepawa, Man. (or
should he call it Manavraka?) dispropor-
tionately large? The same sart of problems
must have bother ed Morris W olfe, Graham
Pilswrors, and David Macfarlane, the com-
pilers of A Literary Map of Canada
(Hurtig, 57.95), the original version of
which was yanked by the publisher appar-
ently because it paid too little attention ta
exactmess of geography and too much to the
irahalancas of CanLit where, quite natur-
ally, some rzgions dominate the others. The
current revised edition manages to locate

indigencus writers and their works just
about everywhere except on Anticosti | s-
jand.

Imbalances ill do exist on the map, but
they've been more strategically arrayed.
Readers won't immediately nofice the dif-
fer ences between the literary counterparts
of villages, towns, and major capitals - the
difference between a‘hamlet and a Hamler
- because the print is equel for all the
entries. Asaresult, Margaret Atwood's
short story, “Polarities’ (a village), and
Robert Kroetsch’s adventurous novel, The
Studhorse Man (metropolitan sprawl), are
displayed equally in the vicinity of Edmon-
ton. Digtinctions lii these tend to disappear
under extreme compression, of course, and
as miniaturists Wolfe and crew have carried
the non-book, 1o, its natural extreme.

They've reduced Canadian literature to 2
single large-format page.

In somewhat the same way, John Robert
Colombe's omnivorous compulsion to gol-
lect and classify seems to keep him from
digtinguishing between the significant and
the light-weight. Hence, in addition to
Canadian superheroes, monsters, and
psychic phenomena; Colombe®s Book of
Marvels (NC Press. 21s pages. $9.95
paper) includes entries for things as diverse
as the fanciful creatures in Dennis Lee’s

children’s poems and the Pogue carburetor ~

(200 miles to the gallenf). In one remark-
able entry about LSD Colombo traces the
origins of the |magist movement to the
Canadian Prairigs ard notes that a Sagka™
toon psychiatrist, Humphry Osmond,
coined the word “psychedelic.” There’s

* also a section on Big Joe Mufferaw, a rather

commer cialized rival to Paul Bunyan,
whose woodland adventures are retold by
Bernie Bedore in Tall Tales of Joe Mui-
feraw (Consolidated Amethyst Communi-
cations, filustrated, 64 pages, $6.95 paper).

Forget about the “‘adventure’’ part of
The First Original Unexpurgated Cana-
dian Book of Sex and Adventure by
Jeremy Brownand Christopher Ondaatje
(Pagurian Press, illustrated, 285 pages,
$14.95 cloth, $5.95 paper). sex isthe only
thing this book is about, but don't expect
anything rendy, either. After all, anybody
‘reduced to flaceidly assembling lisk om the
subject (*Five Ridiculous Atterapts to Fea-
tre Sex in Canadian Periodic&,” “Seven

I
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f"‘“‘iﬁ Celebration of Celebrations!

by Fren Newman and Claudette Boulanger

Susanna Moodie describes a pioneer’s New Year’s Day;
John Diefenbaker remembers his first Prairie Christmas;
Myrna Kostash celebrates Ukrainian Easter; Bobby Hull
shares the most exciting NHL goal. These and 20 other
contributions from outstanding Canadians past and
present are all part of Hooray for Today, a celebration of
Canada’s peoples and their festivals. With glowing
original illustrations, this is a unique evocation of the
“Hooray Days” in a Canadian child’s year — for all ages.

North Winds Press
A Diviston of Schelastic » 123 Newkirl: Road » Richmond Hill, Ont. L4C 3GS5 (416) 889-5300

'Banks in Canada, January. 1980



Great Sensual Quotations on Sport,”” etc.,
etc.) is bound to be a bore. Apart from a
couple of startling realist paintings
(“Refrigerator,” by Alex Colville, for
one), the contents fail to raise so much as a
smitk, The *“Private Lives' chapter in the
same publisher’s Complcte Boalk of Movie
Li<ts by Nicholas Van Daalen (illustrated,
257 pages, $14.95 cloth, $5.95 paper) is
much more scandalous, though badly writ-
ten and not always accurate. On page 36, for
instance, Clara Bow is reported to have
daflied with thz entire UCLA football team,
while on page 15 the team she took on is said
10 have bzzn from the University of South-
em California and to have included an
vndergraduate star who later changed his
name to John Wayne. .

Another bool: of lists, of sorts, is
Favawell to the *70s: A Canadion Salute
to a2 Coafusing Decade, edited by Anna
Porter and Marjorie Harris (Thomas Melson
C: Sons, illustrated, 255 pages, $14.95
cloth). It's a hardcover magazine, redlly,
and — likke much that is wrong with
Canadian journalism — suffers from being
too superficial, predictable, and self-
serving. For example, the assertion by
David IMichol, president of Loblaws Ltd.,
that ““no-name products and no-frills
merchandising . .. will revolationize your
way of life in the 1980s" will astonish
nobody, considering the source. Nor will
Murray Soupcoff’s Conadn -1984: The
Yeor in Devizw, illustrated by Isaac
Bickerstafi {Lester & Orpen Dennys, 153
pages, 59.95 cloth) which, as intended,
chows plenty about the way we were
thinling in the *70s. Soupcoff’s satirical
premise — tomomow's news today — is
reither new nor casy to sustain throughout a
whole book: and, God knows, the reference
to Georje Orveell, which is irrelevant to the
texit, has already been done todeath, He also
picks some easy targets, such as Margaret
Trudean (natch). But, if nothing else, at
lzast be tries to make it all seem funny.

There's a desperate humour behind the
Iyrics in Songg from the Front and Rear:
Conadion Szrvicemen’s Songs of the
S=cond VWorld War by Anthony Hopkihs
{Hurtig, illostrated, 192 pages, $18.95
cloth, $14.95 paper). Not surprisingly, the
book corries a disclaimer that ethnic and
macial references and particularly the lang-
uagze don't represent ‘‘the views, prefer-
ences, attitudes or usages of the editor,
publisher, or any of the contributors.™* (One
cong alore, *“Sing Us Another One,”” has
25 venereal limericks for verses.) Though
the struggles of pioneering loggers and
cettlers were every bit as real, the senti-
mants are gentler in Songs of the Paeific
Morihsvest (Hancock House, illustrated,
176 pages, $19.95 cloth), a collection by
Philip J. Thomas of British Columbia falk
songs from the early fur-trading days to
modem times.

Finally, optimists who are interested in
frezlance journalism might take a look at
Words for §ale, edited for the Periodical
Yriters Association of Canada by Eve
Drobot and Hal Tennant (Macmillan, 189
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pages, $8.95 paper). As with many how-to
books, this one leans toward the upbeat
aspects of magazine writing (**How you can
make mpney in the fast-growing Canadian
magazine market'’), and plays down the
depressing financial climate for freelancers.
It regularly refers, for instance, to Weekend
Magazine, which — if only because it

Q
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appeared every week — was for years one
of the mainstays of Canadian freelance
writing. Between the time the book was

written and the time it was published '

Weekend supposedly . merged with .The
Canadian, and in the process died. Hard"
times. O

by Judith Alldritt

1

" Novelist Mariori Rippon says'it takes a
heap of living to make a writer ripe -

IN THB PAST 10 years, Canadian novelist
Marion Rippon has written five mystery
sovels for the Doubleday Crimie Club series
and won for herself an andience of devoted
readers in the United States and, more
recently, Canada. Her two most recent
books were The Ninth Tenacle and
Lugien's Tombs. She was born in Drum-
heller, Alta. in 1921 and began writing at
the age of 45. At that time, she had already
-raiged three children and had worked for
several years as a psychiatric nurse in
Canada and in hospitals overseas. Her
stories are all set in France, where she lived

from 1958 to 1962, and concern the adven-

tures of a kindly old policeman named
Gendarme Ygrec. Recently, Marion Rip-
pon underwent open heart surgery and novw
is recuperating at her home in Victoria,
B.C. Judith Alldrit: visited her there to ask
about her work:"

Books In Canada: The people in your
stories often have strange, fatal quirks of
personality that make them memorable as
characters, like the fat woman in your first
book, The Hands of Sclange. Was she
modelled on a real person that you've
known?

" Rippom: Well, Solange was, in fact, mod-
elled on & woman that I once saw in France,
but I didn't dream that she would develop in
the way that she did. Originally, she was

—.. r I

supposed to be hateful and hard and dread-
ful, but then I got 1o feeling so sorry for her
that in the end she was just pitiful. And this
has happened in most of my books because I
never plan my plots. 1 start with a general
fdea and once my characters begin to
develop, or I begin to care about them, then
they sort of take over, They will do some
things and not others. So I can’t really plan
because I don"t know exactly what's going
1o happen until T get to know the people in
the story.

BIC: What kind of general idea do you start
with? -
Rippon: In each of my books, I started with
a theory about a certain kind of person and
what he of she would do in a given situation.
In The Hands of Solange, for insiance, my
idea was: Here is an ugly, gross woman who
hates herself. The only thing beautiful about
her are her hands. What would happen to
her if her hands were destroyed? That's.
what the story wis about, and the mystery
was really secondary. It's that way in all the

_stories, .1 think. The readers know long

before the end who the murderer is, but they
are stifl interested in what -happens to the
person who does these things. What effect
does it have on him and what effect does it
have on the people whose lives he touches?
BiC: Your stories have frequent suspenseful
interruptions in the action. Do you go back
and erase paris or make holes irrthe story so
the reader will be left wondering what
happened next?

Rippoa: No. I usually start writing late at
night, after about 11 o'clack when 1 know I
won't be interrupted, and 1 write about a
person or two or three people in a certain
situation until I run out of ideas, Then I start
with 2 new situation untii I'm all written out

* again. Quite often a lot of time will go by, -

and I stiil bave no idea what happened after
left a situation. And then it will come to me,
or I will sit down and say, “‘Now come on,
Marion, you've pot to finish this one
sometime. What is going to happen?'* And
that's when it’s really work. But finally the
words begin to roll and things begin to take
place, and then I'm almast saying fo myself,
““Why, of course! I should have known that
all afong."" .
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BiC: Do yox revise very much?

Rippon: | write longhand in spiral
notebooks, and | leave the opposite page
blank so I can fill in as I go along. Then I
type it out very roughly on yellow paper,
and it’s from thisfirst typing that | really do
my cleaning up. Then | retype it on white
paper o | won't get the drafts mixed up. |
get a typist to do my final copy because she
can do it in six weeks whereas it would take
me six months. I'm not & very good typist.
BiC: Do you do much research?

Rippon: | suppose you could call it re-

search. | have friends who ar e doctors and-

they help me with technical matters, so all
that is completely accuratesAlso, the psy-
chiatyist that | worked for in Halifax now is
retired in Victoria, and he reads all my
books and tells me whether or not the
characters follow properly the type of
mental ingtability they're supposed to have.
So | dothat much.
BiC: You were a psychiatric nurse before
you started writing. Do you think it takes a
special psvchological insight 1o write about
crime?
Rippon: 1 think it does if you want to be
honest. You can’t just make up ick minds
or troubled minds. And if you'te going lo
write ahout characters that other veople are
going to care about. you have to be terribly
truthful. That's why | know that asa
20-year-old girl | would have been wasting
my time writing. | hadn't lived enough or
see” enough people. | hadn’t felt things
myself or eried.enongh or loved enough or
taken time to be observant. | t takes y& s of
growing up of one's own personality to
write honestly.
BiC: Why did you choose to write mys-
teries?
Rippon: Well, | had always read a lot,
including mysteries, and been very critical
of other people’swriting: So | wanted to
write something good, but | . also wanted to
write something that would sell. Since |
wasn't interested in sex and violence,, that
left mysteries. And | appear to have chose’
\k/JveII because mysteries seem to be what | do
est.

BiC: You say you don't like vielence, and
vet there .is violence in your own books..
How do you explain that?

Rippon: | think it must be that | am
interested in what you might call emotional
violence. Solange, for ingance, did dread-
ful things. but it was because of the way she
was treated asa child: She wanted to love
and she wanted someone to love her. but
things always prevented it and that de-
stroyed her emotional balance. Now there’s
,alittlebit of that in everybody. so when
someone |ike her does something violent,
weean see that there's a reason for it, and
that makes us more undetstanding about
ourselves and about others. .

BiC: 5 this humanizing function a con-
scious purpose in your wiring?

Rippon: No. it's just something that comes
out, perhaps because | really do care about
that kind of person. | get very involved with
some of my characters, and | feel awfully
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sad when semething bad happens to them.
But there's nothing | can do about it. Things
happen and | can't change them, even
though sometimes |'d like to. That sounds
kind of crazy, I know, but it's really true. O

=1

Letters to
the Editor

1
DEPRECATING DAULT
SIT.
Books | N Canada served neither itself nor
Canadian photopraphy well by asking Gary
Michael Dault to review 2 group of photography
books (November) that anybody (having read
anything on photography by Dault) would know
in advance that be would automatically dislike.
By selecting a per son known for his decided
visual tastes and biases, Books in Canada seemed
et on achieving a general slaughler Criticism is
one thing; deliberate butchery is quite another,

Gary Michael Dault seemsto be the rather
typical Canadian photography/art crific, having
produced. apparently, no photographs of his own
that be is willing or able to show the public. But
be can write up & nasty storm for a little money.
Dault jg a **word man,” much given to coining
esoteric phrases such as “expressive re-
visionings" that sound nice, but which suggest a
latent contempt For the intelligence of ordinary
people (of which he iS probably one).

Dault quite obviously knows naxt [0 nothing
about the broad scope of-Canadian photography
today = amateur or professicnal —
and strikes me as being uninterested in [earning,
For exampte, Dault says of Freerman Patterson's
book that “it’s impossible to imagine who the
book is for."* Other Canadians are not quitese
dense, having cleared the warehouse of 22,000
copies in two months. A second printing oF an
additional 32,000 copies will be ready by Dec. 1.

Dault mistakes his own inability te relate to
certain subject mater with a photographer's
wreatment of that subject matter. No doubt
Sherman Hines could try forever to produce a
shot of mist af Peggy’s Cove without pleasing
Dault; and Janis Kraulis could roam the Rockies
endlessly in a vain search For the elusive moun-
tain dawn or clump of alpine flowers that would
satisfy Dault. T 0 Dault, these things are clichés,
per se. | F you*ve seen one image of Peggy’s
Cove, you’ve seen them all. Dault also assumes,
mistakenty, thar when a photogr apher makes
pictures of Or writes about beautiful things that
the photographer necessarily has a warped view
of reality, that he iSunable to Face the brutalities
of life, and iS either a sentimentalist or a
romenticist. For example. Dault’s Slly comment
that Sheehy's Ireland contains no photos O f
exploding automobiles. Talk about elichés! This
sort of chauvinistic criticism long predates the
Founding of Peggy's Cove. But. | suppose. thers '
will always be writers willing to tell photo-
graphers what they showld have photographed;
too bad mor e photographers don’t tell writers
what they should have written. Perhaps | mby
suggest to Dault that be at least do bir research a
litde more carefully; for example. Daub roundly
criticizes Patterson for his Writing about
‘‘beauty,’” but Patterson never writes about the
subject. not in Dault’s terms, anyway.

Don't remove Dault From your list of review-
ers. He has some talent. Merely direct his
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attention toward bools for which he has some
potential sympathy. Then, if he's critical, he may
ut least be fair. Surcly, 2 good critic of rock music
wonld nomeally be somebody with some know-
ledze of and sympathy forrock. Books in Canada
should endeavour to uphold this minimun stan-
dard of criticism. )

Jean Isaacs

Disactor, National Association
For Photographic Art
Rothesay, N.B.
RIOCEING MAILLARD
Sir:

Exzel: invhat may prove tohave been the good old
days, thc CanlLit Egtablishment seemed pleased
m:rely tO dictate the parmiscable content of
Canadinn books. Autkers could write about:
gaac2, beavers, whales and other forms of
Canadizn wildlife: tbe lifestyles of Inuie and
Amcrindian bunters; tbe relationships of largely
ennui-ridden people in downtown Toronto {or
Montreal); and, of course, that ever-popular saga

of boys/girls growing up on the prairies (prefera-

bly durior the Depression).

Some of us, owever, felt tbe obligatior to
vrite atout things that seemed a trifle more
relevant to the Canadian reality of the 1970's .
and cven to write things that weren't "Ca.nadlan
at all, but wera just a5 relevant to & Spaniard,
Greel:, or Briton as to one of our ovn oountry-
men.

Some of us who took that course have earned a
mazswe of success and recognition outside of
Canada. It s2ems that this szecess has stimulated
tha CanLit Establishment to go one more step
toward dictating and defining what is acceptably
*“*Canadian.” Keith Maillard’s article (De-
cember) 2dvocates that ot only Canadian content
but also Canadian styfe should be demanded of
publishars and authors who would receive sup-
port from the Canada Council.

1 don’t Imow anything about the specific
CanLit auihors thar Maillard cites es being
acceptable examples of Canadien style. They
may bz very good writers. However, the little'
CanlLit that | have reed compels the personal
concluzion that this preferred Canadian style
consists of mugidity mated uncomfortably to
eclf-conzeiousness, preteniion to imelevancy. I
callit ConCrap. A lotof people must feel likeIdo
because CanLit is gener ally published in small
quantity and generally not judged relevant
enough to the human condition to earn reprint
abroad.

Ordinarily, sentiments |ik e those expressed by
Mafllard would tecrify me as examples of grow-
ine proparanda and mind control.

But then I remember. And shrug. There's a big
world out there. Maillard, Books in Canada, and
CanLit have little to do with that seal world. And
thcn, even if Mallerd reveals a penchant for
propagandazing and mind control worthy of Bii
Brother, well, does he have the power to doa
daraned thing? Given the guttiness end drive of
the CanLit Establishment | cheer myself with
Ringo's vy comment about the mad scientist in
tha Beatles movie Help!: “ | f be had a govern-
mant grant, he could rale the world.” No
poizotial for terror, merely tbe guarantee of
backwatzr pathos.

Michael Bradley
Halifax
O “TEME* BE SINGS
Sir:

On reading tbe headline (“*Between me and
thon™), page 15, November, | feel impelled to
say. **Hail to thee blithe spirit! Bird thon never
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wert" —nor gremmarian either, it appears.

Swinburne said, “| am | and thou art thon,™
and for those of his generation he need not have
added, “*and thee is not thou,” for all knew in
those days that *‘thou*” is nrominative ond **thee"
is objective or accusative case.

Perhaps, dear editor, you believe with Shelley
that *‘Between me and thee what difference?'”
bet between “ thee” and *thou’” there isa vest
difference.

In other words, you should not have made a
play on the quotation, **the Other as Thou", but
rather on **Lock Man, I Love You.>

Erwin E. Kreutzweiser
Toronto

The editors

recommmnend

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books were
reviewed in the previous issue of Books in
Canada. Our recommendations don’t
necessarily reflect the reviews:

FICTION

Poris Interinde, by Naim Kation, translated
from the French by Sheila Fischman, McClel-
land & Stewart. A hard, clear novel about the
romantic passions of a young Iraqi' Jew in .
Paris, written in a deliberately passionless
fone,

Thin e, by Norman Levine, Deneau & Green-
bag. A collection of 12stories, mor e jour-
nalistic than literary. that flirt with banality vet

compel attention becanse of their fine, ironic _

- style.
NON-FICTION

Thz Rocl: Cbgerved: Studles In the Liternture
of Nesvformdiond, by Patrick O'Flaberty, U
of T Press. Not a full-scale literary history but
rather a somewhat idiosyncratic view of how
the written word has shaped an essentially oral
culture.

POETRY

Dorlks Times, by Waclaw Iwanidk, Hounslow
Press. Lessons in how 1o cops with catastrophe
from a Polish poet who has lived in Canada
since 1948.

CanWit No. 49

Dear God! the very houses seem asleep
Awd all that mighty heart is lying stlll!

IS THERE WO end fo the pretensions of
Toronto? Local snobs are beginning to refer
to the city as the Little Apple and trendy
columnists define the district dnce know as
Old York as the Lower East Side. Next the
boosters will be demanding a sonnet celeb-
rating-the virtues of the city once known by
all and sundry (at least beyond its borders)

as Hogtown, Well, why not7 We'll ay $25

for the most unflattering sonnet on Toronto
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*laywrights Canada isthe
entre for Canadian plays
md playwrights.

e represent 120 professional
Maywrights from coast to
oast. \We publish their plays,
ponsor reading tours,
eminaw and workshops, and
iandle performing rights.

Jrama is a fast-growing part
f Canadian literature. If you
vant to learn more about it,
:all or Wwrite to us. We'll send
\ catalogue of plays, details
f all our servicesand add
four name te our mailing list.
Jow’s that'for a scenario?

PLAYWRIGHTS CANADS

8 YORK STREET TORONTO CAHADA UuSJiR2 (418) 35315
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If you are a cress~comntry skier, or thinking of
baconing cos, this book will give you 3 great daa’
of basic infomation, and will introduce a wid:
range of places to try your skill. $3.95 postpald,

the bosk fiend

D40 mt.ploosant r, BOGATS, o, wdo Bmb
— copicg of

{ } ¥Yca pleaso, book flend, nenl =a
X-OOTIthd ONT., 01,95, F
{ Im,mhmjutvlt, h::lmdlﬂym

frea patalogons &rsoribing humdradn of booko, for
all interosts, and dokalls chout all the corelecs

January, 1080 Books In Canadaz.



v recel~e by Jan. 31. The sonnets may be
\Tordsworthian (see the final lines of
**VWestminster Bridge'' above) or Shakes-
pearian in form. Address: CanWit Mo. 49,
Beoks in Canada, 366 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto M5A IN4.

RESULTSE OF CANWIT NO. 47

DISAPFOINTED BY many of the neologisms
found in Bill Sherl:’s book Brave New
Words (Doubleday), we suggested thd
CantWit crew could do better. And our
confidence was justified. The winners are
Janet and Barry Baldwin of Calgary, who
receive $25 for these bright and happy
colnings:

Sexplox (a low-rise brothel).

ithomeinigrits ([ranian soul food).
Cheapzndale (tatty antiguss).

Bulpary (assault committed with a poisoned
umbrella).

Condominimum {cherp co-op housing).
Symphomaniac (woman who gets off on large
orchestras).

Buroler (one who deals in omate stock
certificates).

Cuisintart (a cooker-hooker). ‘e
Florablunder (fragrant Canadian foreign-
policy inidative).
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Fonourable mentions:

Beditat2 {to lie there and think).

Twice-cream (a double-scoop cone).

Goditorium (church hall).

Mess2]lany (messy miscellany)-

Gloomatism (psychosomatic aches and

painsh.

Dabreviute (write out in full).

Wedicare (marital counselling).

Neuvralpebra (misery resulting from math

homework).

Flartery-operated (just press the button).
—Helen G. Buckler, Wolfville, N.S.
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Dicision {ore way to make vp your mind).
Permotentate (head of a dirty-picture empire).
Clomzred {packed with dullards).

CLASSIFIED

Classified rates: $6 per lina (40 characters o
the line). Deadline: first of the month forissue
dated following month, Address: Books in
Canada Classiiied, 366 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto MBA 1N4. Phone: (416) 363-5426.

oOoad

QLD & RARE BOOILS — Canadiana His-
tory and Literature. Catalogues.- Heritage
Eoolts, 3438 6th St. S.W., Calgary, Alta.
T23 2M4

OUT OFF PRINT BOOILS. Canadian, Histor-
ical and Lilerary. Catalogues iree on re-
quest. Huronfa-Canadiana Baoks, Box 685,
Alliston, Ont. LOM 1A0.

OUT OF PRINT COOI{ BOOKS wanted.
Will buy or trads. Write for free nevsletter.
Eaolis for Cooks, 860 Yonge Street, Toronto
MW 211. (418) 925-3073.

LISED EQOIS & Classical & Jazz Recordé.
Stuewe. 111 Queen St. E., #334, Toronlo,
Thurs.-Sat., 12-6. 364-8005.

25 Boo!s in Canada, January, 1980
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O Mewtation (kitten that doesn’t look like any

breed we know).

Jogularity (dumb jokes about runners).
—Joan McGrath, Toronto

¥ ¥ K

Officialdumb (a government agency).
Barkathon (a canine concert).
Femagogue (a women's lib fanatic).
Dollardrum (an ecenomic recession).

—W. Ritchie Benedict, Calgary

LN

I3 Fauxpastination (the art of puiting one's foot
in one's mouth).
Intimale (a boyfriend).
Ramrude (a pushy obnoxious person).
—H. J. Gard, Toronto

LI !
O Embyronic (most poetry by Irving Layton).
0 Beigeoisie (a middle class with a Florida tan).
—John Harris, Prince George, B.C.

m]
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LI
O Satisfraction (half aloaf).
O Courkroom (a closed courtroom).
— LeRoy Gonman, Napanee, Ont.

® ¥ ¥

O Contmaseptom (2 new birth-control nasaf
spray, occasionally cut with cocaine).

-— Ian C, Johnston, Nanaimo, B.C.'

Books Irecenvedl

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books have been
received by Books in Canada in recent
weeks. Inclusion in this list does not
preciude areview or notice in a future issue:

The Adventures of Nonnbosh: ObJlway Indlon Storfes, told
by Sam Snake ef af, Doubleday,
;‘MAH I?: qu:yqun thFnId and Kotherd
ng for Cle nel man ne
III'B a Grabam, Institte for Research on Public Pollcy.

anset:ﬂ:}; u'qu.gn"; , James Larimer.

anuola Bregln. James Lorimer.
Boonﬂne. by James

Western Prbducer Praicie

The anl Ovens of Queb:, hy Lise B"“&m; Jean-
Franceis Blanchetie, N

The Brldue. That Summer, by A. E Ammeter, Tumstone

Cnnadlnnl All 3, by Chardes Kohn ond Maureen Kihn,
Methuen,

The ml{:s dlan nﬁour;m' I'l?' Chlldren, edited by Lawrence

The Case of the Moouallt Gold Dost, by George Sweds,
Three Trees Pross.

Children's Clmlns of Canndion Books, Vol. I, edited by
Margaret Caughey, Citizens® Commiriee ca Children.

Cigorette Pack Art, by Chris Mullen, Toem.

The Confident Yecrs: Conoda In the 1920%s Teacher's
Gulde, Robert J. Bopdy and Willlam C. Mattys,
.Pl'!lll.ll:!- all of Canada.

Conq.uer 'e Must, by Kalhleen Auld Tralll, Vesta Publica-

ﬁu;ﬁlnunll}' Oatacio, by Michael Keatlng, Van Nostracd

A Disciplined lnlell!ganu. by A.B. MeKilop,
McGill-Queen's University Press
The Dapgins Convolutlon, by Edward Llewellyn, New
Amam:an Libmry.
Policy: The Globnl Challe nﬁled by l’hﬂr K.
emete, l:snmmﬁrkesnwhm

Donald Blake Webster, McGraw-Hill Ryerso
‘The Enthuslarms of ln rison Davics, edmd by Judith
Skedtop Grant, M & S
Exlle In the Wlldernlﬂ, by Jean Mumsy Cole, Bums &
MacEachern.
Federalism and the Mequictory Procoss, Rnr.‘lmrd I8
Schultz, Tastitutz for Research on Public
Fire Sicoler, retold by William Tn"e. Illu.sum:d by
.\niiﬂgn FAverage Fem b‘i’ Hh?wmm New Star
tof Avernge pas, elen ew
ooks.

A Flock of Blackbirds, by Mugarer Saunders, Unfinished
. Mooument Press.
‘The Forces Vhich Shaped Them, by Mory Ashworth, New
Star Books.
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The Mmm@mlmk.byﬁnﬂn%k.
Thomas Nelson & Sons.
l-'nr'l'ﬁ_da(:aneel!onlua!cumdn.by&iew Morse, U

Press.
Gi l’.ilul’nmﬁ .I:H ddlebead.
G:-n!l:yl,byltn? ~ Nelson I:i:
Gr:ul mdur, by Ralph Gustafson, Sono Nis
m'gnallalu by Walter M. Tovell, Royal Ontitio
Guns In Porndlise, by Fred M’r.CIﬂmnl. PIEJEB.
Gutenberp 2. by D:we Godfrey and . Press

Je_
s to Hoye Around the Hoose, by Leris 5.
Russell, MeQraw-Hill Ryerson.,
Bave Them Bulld A Tower ‘l'uuelhrr. by Jaoques Hebest,
translated by Shella Fischman, M & §.
'ﬂn!!ulllﬂ.lu PeurDes‘Inmsdemmehu M&S.
'.I‘gdayl Fran Newmaz and Clandeie

Bolllmg::. North Winds Press.
Howlnlnvullncnld. Peler C. Cavelti, Maximus Press.
In Dge $z2ason, by Christine van der Mark, New Star Books.

An Introdoeifon to Qntarfo Fossls, by Jacet Waddiogton,
Royal Oniario Museum.

Inventions, by Houce Whiteman, Threa Trees Press.

Joanie's Maglc Boots, by Brenda Bellingham, Tree Frog

Press.
Last Year n Poradise, by Roger Moore, Fiddlehesd.
I.ume 'I'i-nvallm. by Doa Pelsen, Fiddicbead.

The Long Focm Anﬂnlngy edited by Michael Ondaytje,

Malng Cnnnldlmu.b:r Wada Rowlind, Gage.
The Hnll ESWIUMIII Heed, by Gregory Grace,

The an'l of Cona Sncle(r by akm Porier, Gage.

Mamolrs of Az Art Dealer, ,MES,

Lag Miero-Esclaves vers une Indnshle dlenss, by

Pietre. , Institute [y Research on Public l’olh‘.y

M. Brown and Bls Magle Mustache, by Menlcz 'I'hp. s~
trated by Mantha Jablonski-Jones, Tree Frog Pres:

Aodern Survival, b leglll: R. Schah, Hurtlg.

Mother"s Gone , by Norma Dillon, 'l'nmm Press.

Horlng Inland, by Diana , Flddizhead.

Ms Bfoffat, by Ned Brown, Jacks

Auormurs, by M. Rasha, Vesta Publications.

Nerthern Cookhook, edlied by Eleanor Ellis, Huasti

Northern Survival, by t of Indian and
Northern Dovelopment, & Whiteside,

“Fha Nuelear Book, by Diavid Peat, Ea::m & Greenberg.

Bnlh. by Dennis Lee, Illusiraied by John

&8.
Olu' ":Ikl; I:y Candace Savage, Western Producer Pralis
by Artists, edited by A. A. Bronson and Peggy
Gale, Art M

erions

Perailla [n the ons I'oreﬂ, by Muriel Whilaker and
Jeuke Ironside, Oberon

The Protected Place, by Gulun a3, Gray"s Publishiog.

nuunhrhgm Fatare, by lim toff, puhl:slm!hy the

Th Ho ble John Diefenhaker, by Caro-
el;l.lighl “nmdl:h Geerge s by

Sa Mn:lwule Why Look So Glum?, by Gonden Hen-
nandPie.Dennn&Gmnhrg.

Sl:alﬂilrnnnndmﬂyhgld byhh:ktw:.l-ﬁgmk.

The Shivo Doncs, by Nirmala Singh, Vesta Publications.
Shuswnp Storics, edieed ?: Bauh::l! and Domthy
Kennedy, Comi blishin;

Led.
Soundin; Bart Broudy, Press Porcéple.
Squatter's %Ha. by Fred Bcnn|=. QObegon Press.
Suph:mll, by Joan Austen-Leigh, A Room of Opz’s Own

The Slnm Incident, by Michacl Solomon, M &S,

Sunflakes & Snowshine, by Fian Newman and Claudztte
Boulanger, North Winds Pres:

ﬂmd rment, by Liliane Weldl: Fiddiekead.

br Town: The Mofia, The Madla end the Party

Machine, edited by Bill Preeman and Marsha Hewirt,
James Lorimey,

This Body Thaot I Live In, by Anne Le Dressay, Tumstane

Tn!nyuuh:n Cnndhnhtunnmﬁh!.ednmdby
P. K. Puge, Press Porckpi

The "'Ii'nmnln Mapls l.ﬂ[l msnm. by Stan Obodiac,

Tnmnwﬂ Will Be Sunday, by Harold Horwood, Paper-

Two Nations, by Richard G. Craig and Randy J. Nooman,
New Star Books

ll'nd:rdwdqlmnl “and Soclal Movemsnts In Atlmil
Conada, edited by Robert J. Brym and R. James Szc-
oman, New Hi

ll'nln:k \'l:mr aml Be Fhel. by Edgar A. Bamen,
ilypemdn Cnlhpl 1829-1979, by Richard B. Howard,

The Villurs«Mannering I'upus. by Jan Shakl Clh.lyll
We Staod 'l.'n?elher, lxnlorla Montro, James

What Not 1) te g Songlll, The SonﬁTnul
When the Dogs Bork At Night, by Valere Reed, Tamstone

Press,

Whiere to Eat in Calgary & Edmonton 197980, by Beraize
Evans and Judy Schuliz, Oberon Press.

Who's Who in Copadinn Flnnuu. edited by Evelya 1.C.
Davidson, Trans-Canads Prest

Yellow l.:lun, Greens Mgmnrlu, by [ssac Guldhm. Vet
Pablications.
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are available free in the best book stores.
But if you don’t feel robust enough to
trudge through the snow, you can have it delivered
to your door by special government messenger!

N
N I

| Order now and save
\ as much as $14.85

Please send one-year gift subscriptions (at $5 each) to the persons below.
I enclose a cheque for $ 0. BillmeO.

From: To: To:

Name .......cocvcvveevnn.. Name .......ccvivvvnnnen. Name ....couiiiinannnnnns
Address .................. Address .................. Address .................
....... Postaicode ........ .....Postalcode ........ .......Postalcode .......

Make cheques payable to: Canadian Review of Books Ltd., 366 Adelaide St. E., Toronto M5A 1N4
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Camadiam Pulblishers
want you (o Kmow

what they're wp (o

That’s why they’re members of the Canadian Book Information
Centre — and that’s why you should get to know us.

Whoweare...

The Canadian Book Information Centre
is a nation-wide trade association of 130
Canadian-owned publishing houses. The
Centre has one purpose — to promote
Canadian writing and publishing.

Our members represent a broad cross
section of publishing in Canada from
small regional presses to the large na-
tional houses whose titles number in the
thousands.

Funded by two levels of government
and by the publishers themselves, the
CBIC works from three offices across
Canada — Vancouver, Halifax and To-
ronto.

HE

Whatwedo...

The CBIC provides services both 0
the publishers of Canadian books and to
their customers.

Promotion activities include more
than 150 displays each year, the sponsor-
ing of seminars and workshops about
Canadian books, the publication of anno-
tated catalogues and title checklists and
the maintenance of three permanent book
displays housing a total of 3,600 titles.

For publishers, the CBIC researches
promotion ideas, produces a Media
Handbook listing Canada’s print and
electronic media and acts as a liaison
between producer and consumer.

In short, the CBIC keeps lines of
communication open between all facets
of the Canadian book industry.

GANADIAN B I@XQK
INFORMATION CENIRE

There’s a CBIC resource centre near r you.

Vancouver Toronto

Paulette Kerr Serge Lavoie

Regional Manager Project Manager

1622 West 7th Ave. 70 the Esplanade
Vancouver, B.C. V6aJ 185 Toronto, Ont. MSE 1A6
{604) 734-2011 (416) 362-6555

What youcando...

Anyone can get into the act. If you're a
teacher, librarian, professor, journalist,
writer, publisher or someone with a love
of Canadian books, you can get involved
in the promotion of Canadian publishing.

Come to us with your idea for an event
— conference, seminar, workshop, pub-
lic event, professional development day,
or book fair. Anything. Tell us about it
and we’ll help out any way we can.

We can lend you books, mail you
catalogues and other printed resources,
send a representative for large events or
we can let you bring your group to our
resource centres.

If it concerns Canadian publishing,
come to us.

Angela Rebeiro

Regional Manager

Killam Library

Dalhousie University

Halifax, Nova Scotia B3H 4H8
(902) 424-3410



