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LIFE AIN'T ART

Behind the folksy image W.O. Mitchell
contrives on the lecture circuit lies a highly

structured and sophisticated mind

By WAYNE GRADY

THE GRANGE 1S 4n elegantly restored Georgian mansion attached
to the Art Gallery of Ontario. It’s open to the public every day
but LIonday, when it is closed for cleaning. On this particular
Ionday it has been lent to Adaclean’s as the location for a
cover photograph featuring Margaret Atwood, Robertson

Davies, Timothy Findley, and

W.0Q. Mitchell. The four

novelists are huddled together around an 18th-century brass
nével post, just as their nev novels will by now be propped up
che:li-by-jovl in the windows of the nation's book stores. As
Marparet Atwood — the youngest of the group (she turns 42

this month) — wryly observes,
the caption of the photo could
be, **Canadian literature
comes of gz,

“Ah,* mays Findley, “*but
what age?™

W.0. Mitchell is too busy
sneazing to contribute to the
repariee.  “‘Godammit,” he
£ays softly, and sneezes again.
“There must be something in
thic dusty old dump that I'm
allerpic to.” He wipes his eyes
with & wrinkled handkerchief
and glares around the foyer.
“I'll bet it"s the horsehair in
that roiten sofa over there.”

“Careful novr, Bill,” chimes
in Floberison Davies. “You're
tall'inz about my favourite
period.*”

“Oh Christ!” Mitchell
rcplics, sneazing. ““You realize,
don’t you,’* he says, turning to
the photographer, *‘that I've
been standing on this one leg
for half an hour? It's killing
mm LL]

“4And 1,”* adds Davies, ‘'am
being poused to death by this
newvel post you have me leaning
on-!!

Atwood, sitting comfortably
ona Regency chair at the foot ;

e

B
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of the stairs, looks up at them’ ‘and smiles. ““We all have to

snffer for art,” she says.

*‘Damn right,’” says Mitchell. The photographer asks them
once pogin to squeeze together more closely. Robertson Davies
and MMitchell in the back row oblige, and Mitchell sneezes
twice, **Jesus Chirisi, Rob,” he says to the former Master of
[\fassey College. *“It’s not the bloody horsehair after all — I’'m

allergic to your whiskers.”

SUCH “IRREVERENCE,” as he himself later calls it, comes natu-
rally to Mitchell. Most of his writing has been an attempt to
recreate that precise moment when innocence becomes exper-
fence, to recapture a genuine inquisitiveness about the world
that goes beyond simple disrespect. There's a lot of Mitchell in
Brian O*Connal, the young hero of Who Has Seen the Wind,
who one day goes to Knox Presbyterian church to get God
after his caniapkerous grandmother, and whe startles the
minister’s wife by complaining about *“the goddam-drought.””
Like Brian O*Connal, Mitchell i3 not driven by a desire to
shock, but by a need to inow.

Mitchell was born in
Weybum, Sask., on March 13,
1914. His mother had been a
nurse in New York, where one
of her patients was Mark
Twain — Mitchell, in fact, has
been known to claim that Mark
Twain might even be his
father, but since Twain died in
1910 it isn"t likely. His real
father was Ormond 8.
Mitchell, the Weyburn drug-
gist, who had helped pay his
way through the University of
Toronto by giving poetry
recitals, William Ormond was
the second of four sons; the
father died when William was
five. When he was 12 his
mother moved him and his two
younger brothers to St. Peters-
M| burg, Florida, but William

|1 returned to Weyburn each
summer and finished his high
school there.

Because of a tubercular arm
he was kept out of sports until
his late teens, but he then
became an accomplished
springboard diver and gym-
¢§| nast. These, he says, taught
him two things. The first was
grace: I had a grade 11
teacher use the word ‘grace,’”’ he told an interviewer in 1971.
I said, “What is it?* *You dive, don’t you?’ she said. ‘Is it
easy?' And ] said, ‘No, it isn’t easy. You whip the board two
hours a day trying to get your height, trying to improve your
hurdle, get your tuck, get a better entry, everything, day after
day after day.’ “Yes," she said, ‘but it Jooks easy. Isn't that
what grace is . . .7""" The Second lesson was how to be a good
Existentialist: “*All I’m saying finally,” he told another inter-
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viewer recently, *'is that what 1 have to setfle for, having been
a springboard diver — and being aware of balance — and an
acrobat, and a clown: there is no absclute victory or answer,
You simply have to be a good balancer,””

In 1931 he entered pre-med at the University of Manitoba,
then switched to philosophy under R.C. Lodge, who had
taught Marshall McLuhan and later wrote The Philosophy of
Plato (1956). Lodge taught Mitchell to think of himself as *a
Platonist with Presbyterian overtones,” which might have
been good for philosophy (in which he won a gold medal) but
was terrible for Iiterature; as an undergraduate he wrote a
Kafka-csque novel about a man who turned into a goldfish
and blew bubbles in Morse code.

After three years of university he set off on a Greek tramp
steamer to tour England and France — the trip demonstrates
Mitchell’s penchant for flamboyant disaster. On the boat over
he was seasick. T'wo hours after going ashore in London he
was drugged and robbed by a dockside Jandlady. In Paris,
which he invaded on a beat-up old motorbike, he was arrested
for running over a gendarme. In Soissons he was in turn run
over by a revengeful streetcar. When he ran out of money he
got a job riding behind the cyclists in the Tour de France,
throwing leaflets to the crowd advertising & brand of athletic
supporier. At Biarritz, the smartest of France’s Atlantic
resorts, he entertained the guests at the Hotel de Palais with a
dangerous high-diving act. Back in Paris he helped an
Austrian organ-grinder’s monkey pass a tin cup, His mother
sent him the fare home. While in Seattle, waiting forajobona
ship that would take him to South America, he took a course
on short-story writing and drama at the Univemity of
Washington that knocked all thoughts of trapped goldfish out
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of his head: **They taught me that successful writers write
about people and places they know.”

In 1940 Mitchell enrolled at the University of Alberta to
complete his B.A. In order to eat he took up various odd jobs:
high diver at a carnival show; seller of classified ads for the
Calgary Herald; of oil-well royalties; of encyclopedias door-
to-door. While selling a set to Reverend S.N. Hirtle, a Baptist
minister, he asked the minister’s daughter Merna for a date.
Two years later he graduated, sold his first Jake and the Kid
story to Maclean’s (**You Gotta Teeter'"), married Merna, and
landed a job as a teacher in Castor, Alta.

By 1944 their first son, Ormond, had arrived and the
Mitchells settled in High River, about 40 miles south of
Calgary. Mitchell taught for a while and wrote more Jake and
the Kid stories and, in 1947, Who Huas Seen the Wind was
published by Mecmillan (Wallace Stegner at Atlantic Monthly
had read it first and liked it; Stegner’s own novel about life in
Saskatchewan during the 1918 influenza epidemic, On &4
Darkling Plain, had appeared in 1940). Who Has Seen the
Wind earned $14,000 in royalties in its first year; Mitchell quit
teaching and built the home in High River that he and his
growing family (FHugh was born in 1946, and Willa would be
born in 1955) would occupy until Mitchell became the Univer-
sity of Calgary’s first writer-in-residence in 1968.

During the 19505 — after serving as Maclean’s fiction editor
in Toronto from 1948-51 — Mitchell wrote two failed novels:
The Alien and Roses Are Difficult Here. It wasn't exactly a
barren period for him. The CBC was running the Jake and the
Kid stories, with John Drainie as Jake and Billy-Mae Richards
as the Kid, from 1948 to 1958. When Gordon Sinclair sug-
gested in the Toronto Siar that even that display of creativity
was “‘drying up,’* Mitchell wrote a war correspondent named
St. Clair Jordan into the next episode who was too weak-
kneed to stop g runaway horse. The Alien was published piece-
meal in AMaclean’s, won that magazine’s $5,000 fiction award
in 1953, and was later expanded and turned into The Vanishing
Point (1973). But neither it nor Roses Are Difficult Here ought
to be considered part of the Mitchell canon. **In both cases,”
says Mitchell, “they were what frightens a writer most. The
time when a piece of art is under its most hazard — a sculptor
told me this — is when, too quickly, too easily, it happens too
beautifully. I wrote both those novels in under two years, and
it is Romantic horseshit the idea that creativity is the spon-
taneous bubbling up of a nightingale’s song — dirty rotten
crap. It isn’t. Oh, you might wish it could happen that way,
that it didn’t take time and there weren*t selection and deletion
and false starts and covering up your tracks. I could not write
a novel in under three years and 'm probably closer to four.”

After 13 of the Jake and the Kid stories were published as a
book in 1961 Mitchell’s writing life seems to have found a
smoother track. Jake and the Xid won the Stephen Leacock
Award the following year, and The Kife — not a blockbuster
but not, technically, a failure either — also came out in 1962.
Edward McCourt noted that ““‘emphasis on the anecdote at the
expense of the overall design is Mitchell’s greatest weakness,”
but also that parts of the novel “‘are as fine as anything he has
written.” Michael Hornyanski, reviewing The Kife in
Tamarack, said it was a better novel than Brian Moore's An
Answer From Limbo, which came out the same year.

In 1968 Mitchell became the University of Calgary’s first
artist-in-residence, and from then until 1973 he taught creative
writing (*“Next to writing,”* he says, ‘I love teaching best’’).
The University of Saskatchewan awarded him an LL.D. in
1972, and the following year both the University of Ottawa
and the University of Brandon gave him a D.Litt. Two other
events of significance in 1973: he was made an Officer of the
Order of Canada, and The Vanishing Point was published,

According to Mitchell, The Vanishing Point is “‘a dreadfully
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serious novel, and very carefully thought out.” As Carlyle
Sinclair, the white teacher in the novel, comes to accept the
ways of the Indians as well as his love for Victoria Rider, who
has run away from a hospital, the cyclical theme becomes
apparent: “Man,’ he says, “either in historical perspective or
in a cultural family or as an individual, periodically seems to
be in danger of destruction, when he seems to have nothing to
do but be hopeless and despair. I use the analogy of the
vanishing point because it is an artificial convention — it does
not in fact exist, if one keeps travelling through."

This is a less pessimistic — less existential — view than the
one that informed The Kite, in which Daddy Sherry’s philo-
sophy is ultimately fatalistic. **He is saying we’re ali dropped
from a hejght . . . . and we're all falling together, and we’re all
going to end up as strawberry jam on a pavement below, But,
in the meantime, you say to the next guy, *Hey, hey! Watch! I
can do a one-and-a-half, I can do a full-gainer, I can do a full-
twist, I can do a backwards-spring-forward-cutawayl’ And
that’s what you can do, and a 1ot of it is style.”* The Vanishing
Point is more optimistic but fared no better with the critics.

In fact, as a novelist Mitchell has never really recovered
from the drought of the 1950s. He is still thought of, unfairly,
as ‘"the folksy old Foothills fart,’”” as he puts it, who wroté
VWho Hes Scen the Wind and those regional tales we used to
listen to on the radio. Who Has Seen the Wind has become the

best-selling novel in Canadian history — it passed Maria -

Chapdelaine years ago — and yet since then he has had to
depend on teaching, his highly successful stage plays, and the
lectura circuit for his income. “It’s easier to make a fiving in
Canady today as a stage playwright than as a novelist,” he
says. “Lool: — I will have four different productions of plays
this year: Theatre 2000 in Ottawa, Theatre Calgary, the MTC,
and the Citadel in Edmonton. The last three will gross between
$150,000 and $175,000, and the playwright’s royalty is 1¢ per
cent. Threz times $15,000 is a hell of a lot of dough, I think.*”
Bacl; 1o Beulah, Mitchell’s 1973 play that won that year's
Chalmers Award, bas had 14 productions and is being filmed
this spring. The stage version of The Kite was originally pro-
duced by Theatre Calgary, went to Toronto for the 1981
Theatre Festival, and the Citadel is now proposing to take it to
the Ford Theatre in Washington and then on to Broadway.
In a way, Mitchell has encouraged the folksy old Foothills
fart image, the country philosopher 4 la Twain, Leacock, or
Robert Frost. In 1958 Mackenzie Porter described Mitchell in
a Maclean’s profile as the severe owner of *‘a fierce military
mustache . . . a stentorian voice, an aromatic pipe, and a taste
for thick tweeds, knitted ties, and Edwardian waistcoats."
Today he looks more like Mark Twain as Mitchell’s mother
misht have known him: long, white, fly-away hair that frames
bis bright, watery, penetrating eyes; a soft-spoken manner; a
bushy mustache vellowed from years of Garden Mint snuff.
His speech has the country-store thump of Leacock in it: “I
quit smoling 25 years ago,’” he says. *’I chewed for two years,
and now I take snuff, I love tobacco in any way, shape, or
form. If thete was a nicotine suppository I"d go that way too.”’
YWhen he played Leacock on Patrick Watson®s television pro-
gram The Titans recently, he didn’t need much makeup — he
looked more like Leacock playing W.0. Mitchell, The
rezemblance, in fact, is more than skin deep, Compare
Aitchell’s statement — “‘I can’t think of two things that
affected me more, gut and cerebral, than A/lice in Wonderiand
and YWilliam Blake" — with Leacock’s: **Personally, I would
sooncr have written Alice in Wonderland than the whole
Encyclopazdia Britamnica.””
THE FOLLSY IMAGE may work on the lecture circuis, but it is
essentially contrived. As the gold medal in philosophy suggests,
iitchell is a highly structured and sophisticated thinker, and it
was not out of a desire to appear camp that the prestigious

Banff School of Fine Arts hired him five years ago to restruc-
ture and revive its creative writing program. Before that he had
been writer-in-residence at the University of Foronto (he lived
in Massey College, where, presumably, he was regularly irre-
verent to Robertson Davies), and for the past three winters has
been writer-in-residence at the University of Windsor. All this
in spite of the fact that he believes writers are born, not taught:
‘“You don’t teach writing,”* he says. *"All you can do is walk
with the writer, You issue them an invitation to write every
day, every week, every month, but you dan’t ask them to do
the impossible, something a professional writer can't do, such
as give out four good short stories before Christmas. My idea
is that you start much further upstream: a writer must begin by
prospecting the past. Whatever flows to the top of con-
sclousness, get it down — no questions, no criticism, no con-
ccrn about succeed or fail, just start finding. After they find
this stored past, this lumber, it may suggest or constellate the
creative leap ‘What if . . . .?" And if God intended them to be
writers they will have had a special listening-spectator quality;
there will be an infinite amount of stored material. And
through this I can then illustrate every craft point you want:
point of view, dialogue, characterization, everything.”

In other words, the first duty of the writer is to capture — or
recapture. — life. But that is only the first step. ‘“There are
really two hurdles,” Mitchell says. **One hurdle is to plug into
and find and work out of life — and not dish off and contrive
and cerpenter from the top of your head. The second hurdle is
more difficult, and most writers never make it. I call this
hurdle, *Life Ain't Art' -— at Banif one year they printed up
W.0. Mitchell T-shirts with “Life Ain't Art’ written on them,
because I say it so often. What it means, in effect, is that
‘Now, kid, the magician doesn’t take a live rabbit by magic out
of a hat, and there would be 2 hell of a lot of blood and guts
around if he really did saw that lady in half. Now you have to
go to the illusion of life.””

Mitckell’s new novel, How I Spent My Summer Holidays, is
a perfect illustration of this esthetic. In it he returns to his
mythical reconstruction of Weyburn with the story of two
boys, Hughie and Peter, who with the help of an aduit, King
Motherwell, hide an escaped lunatic in a cave they have dug
out on the prairie. Although the novel grew out of Mitchell’s
Leacockian persona, it goes far beyond it very quickly, *After
The Vanishing Poirt,” Mitchell says about the novel's genesis,
I went to work on a novel to be set within a fictional univer-
sity, to involve thematically a study of corruption. I worked on
it for two years, had a stack of papers that high"” — he holds
his hand about a foot above his teacup — *‘then this thing
simply thrust itself in the way. What happened was that I had
written a lot of pieces and didn’t know what to do with them,
so they ended up being performance pieces for a one-man
show or an address at a conferenca or something. Then Doug
Gibson at Macmillan thought I should put them together to’
make a book, something like W.0. Mitckell in Concert.”
When Mitchell began to assemble the material, however,
something like that second hurdle took over, and he began to
see the miscellany in terms of a novel. **I had a thing about a
boy digging a cave and blowing up his grandfather, and that
boy becoming a psychiatrist, and as I looked at that it sort of
teed me off — I got to thinking how an important part of our
community was the Weyburn Mental Hospital, and there was
a guy called Bill the Barber, whom I call Bill the Sheepherder,
who was an escape artist, and so I got to where everyithing was
the truth and also was a more creative, more dramatic lie.””

Doug Gibson is close to the truth when he says that ““if Who
Has Seen the Wind is Mitchell’s Tom Sawyer, then How [
Spent My Summer Holidays is his Huckleberry Finn.'” What
Lionel Trilling has said about the two Twain novels is equally
true of the two Mitchell novels: *“Tom Sawyer has the truth of
honesty . . . . Huckleberry Finn has this kind of truth too, but
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it also has the truth of moral passion; it deals directly with the
virtue and depravity of man’s heart.’* Mitchell's novel,
however, places more emphasis on the depravity than on the
virtue. For Hughie and Peter there is no final arrival at the
mouth of the great river, as there is for Tom and Huck; there is
only death and deceit and the grim solace of a grain of inno-
cence rescued from the carnage of experience.

IN THE DINING RoOM of the Hampton Court Hotel, where
Mitchell and his wife invariably stay when they're in Toronto,
Mitchell orders a bacon and tomato sandwich and tea. The
waitress knows him well (**I could never get in trouble here if I
came without Merna*'), and she brings a second pot of hot
vater with the tea, Mitchell half-fills his cup with water and
tops it up with tea, sloshing much of it into the sancer as he
does so. This he casually dumps on to the carpeted floor.
While in Toronto working for Maclean’s in the late *40s he
acquired a reputation for eccentricity and a loathing of big
cities, but these days he seems to have mellowed. .

] never really minded cities,”* he says. (He i5 still sneezing.

T et S Sl N Se—— A

This time there is a strong smell of epoxy cement in the hotel: it
must be that; it couldn’t be the snuff.) *‘I work out of my own
geography, and in Toronto I discovered there was a nice
detachment. It was bracing to talk craft, as we did here and
didn't in High River too much. But after a while we realized
we had come to know an awful Jot of talker-composers, talker-
painters, talker-writers. If you go into a community of 2,000 in
the foothills, it’s no good talking about your art, nor coukd
you go around in a beret and a commerbund and drink absinthe
and smoke dope and call yourself an artist. They'd think you
were an idiot.””

So he returned to the Foothills to write, passing up the
instant salarfes and the easy commerce with other writers (he
was the first editor to publish writers as diverse as Ray
Bradbury and Emnest Buckler) in order to keep in contact with
something more vital: the ability to create eternity out of his
own geography of prairie and sky and wind. It is his need to
know that ultimately must be satisfied, I believe with
Socrates,’” he says, raising a pinch of Garden Mint to his right
nostril, ““that the unexamined life is not worth living.”” [1

FEATURE REVIEW

Jake and the id

As sombre as his earlier work was sunlit,

W.O. Mitchell’s new novel is

permeated by an alarming sense of evil

y W.0., Mitchell, Macmillan, 256

Hos: 1 Spent Ry Summer Holidays,
apes, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715 9599 9).

W.0. MITCHELL 15 one of those writers,
rather common in Canada, who have
gained a considerable repute on the basis
of a comparatively small amount of
work. Hot that Mitchell had been other
than industrious, but much of his
vriting was consumed by the ephemeral
medium of radio, for which in the 1950s
he wrote more than 300 scripts in his
Jalee and the Kid series, whose only
losting remnant has been a relatively
brief volume of short stories. Essen-
tially, as a writer, Mitchell has been
judged on the basis of his three novels,
and two of these, The Kite, and The
Vanishing Point, have generally and 1
think: justifiably been reparded as less
effective than his first novel, Who Has
Szan the Wind.

I¥Ti0 Has Seen the Wind had a double
appeal. It could be read as a documen-
tary novel about prairie life at a time
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By GEORGE WOODCOCK

when Canadians were seeking to estab-
lish through fiction some sense of the
way physical and cultural elements inter-
acted in their country’s life. It appeared
(in 1947) during the same decade as
Sinclair Ross’s As for Me and My House
and Hugh MacLennan’s Baromefer
Rising, but Miichell has always seemed
to me less interested and therefore less
penetrating in his vision of Canadian
social realities in his time than either
Ross or MacLennan,

I suspect this feeling of shallowness,
combined with a kind of softness in the
writing and imagery (in spite of the
passages in which the cruelty of exist-
ence was rather self-consciously dis-
played), was due to the other aspect of
Who Has Seen the Wind: the story of a
boy growing up, learning his way into
maturity. Here the predilection of the
early Mitchell for seeing life as a mixture
of comedy and melodrama betrayed
him, so that, as Hugo McPherson once
remarked, the growing and experiencing
boy, Brian O'Connal, ‘“learns less how
to face Iife than to avoid it by making it

- = —— ——— g = -
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a fantasy of humour characters.” The
real reason for the success of Who Has
Seen the Wind was, as McPherson also
pointed out, the *‘charm of Mitchell’s
recreation of boyhood.”” And the tone
the book assumes in one’s memory is
indeed predominantly that of charm, a
quality as elusive as the wind stirring in
the tall prairie grasses and, as far as
fiction is concerned, a secondary quality.

Whatever its weaknesses, Who Has
Seen the Wind was so much better than
his other two novels that one was always
tempted to see Mitchell, like Sinclair
Ross (in whose work a similar disparity
occurs), as essentiafly & one-book man. I
suspect that after How I Spent My
Summer Holidgys we shall be more
inclined to see him as a iwo-book man.

In a superficial way, How I Spent My
Summer Holidays resembles Who Has
Seen the Wind, since it concerns the way
a boy learns about Life’s realities in a
small prairie town. But from that point
onward the resemblances begin to thin
out, for the humour in How I Spent My
Summer Holidays is bitter and sardonic,
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and there is little charm in either the
characters or the experiences through
which Hugh, the central character and
narrator, encounters life. For the
realities he meets are a more sombre
company than those of Who Has Seen
the Wind; they are death, insanity, and
sex in its evil aspect.
‘The village of my prairie boyhood
|Hugh tells us] was not really one
unified community; it contained several
societies distinct within the larger con-
stellation. The largest and most domi-
nant was adult of course, but our child
sociely vas real and separate, and we
tried to lweep it for our own. The other
ones were slightly removed from the
town itself: the Mental Hospital sodafity
to the east, and the aone to the north-
west that celebrated life out at Sadie
Rossdance's three little cottages. That
comes to four. I cannot recall any great
flow of understanding among them,
There may not be a flow of under-
standing, but there is a flow of action,
and the darl: little worlds of the Mental
Hospital and Sadie Rossdance’s rural
bordello impinge on the lives of the boys
whose favourite occupation is to dig

caves in which they can secrete them-

selves from the world.
A cave that Hugh and his friend Peter

have dug in the open prairie is pre-
empted by an inarticulate and violent
escaped lunatic, Bill the Sheepherder,
and the boys enter into a conspiracy with

King Motherwell, the local bootlegger,

poolroom keeper, and general enemy of
society, to feed and conceal Bill from the
pursuit headed by the coyot¢-hunting
Inspector Kydd of the RCMP. There are
many alarms when discovery seems near,
and Sadie’s whores and the harmless
Iunatics who are allowed to wander the
countryside provide darkly humorous

diversions. Then, one day when the hunt
seems to be closing in, Hugh goes to the
cave and finds a body partly eaten by
coyotes that he thinks is Bill the Sheep-
herder. It i3 in fact King’s wife Bella, a
beautiful graduate of Sadie Rossdance’s
cottages., Soon afterward the Sheep-
herder’s body is found in the river, and
it is assumed that he killed Bella in a fit
of violence and that King, who had
begun to behave very strangely, killed
him in revenge. King is tried, found
guilty but insane, and finally hangs
himself in the Mental Hospital.

The Mental Hospital is one pole of the
novel, the fate that haunts the minds of
the boys like a punishment. But Sadie
Rossdance’s brothel is the other pole,
for sex as evil threads through the whole
novel, and sex as good never appears.
Bill the Sheepherder is a tertiary syphil-
itic; Bella, when King takes her cut of
the brothel and marries her, brings the
gift of venercal disease, which may
explain his eventual madness; the grotes-
que lesbian figure of Mrs. Inspector
Kydd strides through the novel with her
riding crop, violently assaulting Hugh’s
mother and pursuing an affair with
Bella. It is when King finds that Bella
has been slipping back to Sadie

. ¢
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Rossdance’s, and Hugh tells him that
she has accepted an expensive dress from
AlIrs. Inspector Kvdd, that he — and not
Bill the Sheepherder — kills Bella and
stuffs her body into the cave, Long
afterward, when he returns to the village
as an adult, Hugh realizes how he was

drawn into this pattern of evil.

How I Spent My Surmmer Holidays is
a novel as sombre as Who Has Seen the
Wind is sunlit; it s the dark side of
Mitchell’s moon. Melodrama flourishes,
and many of the characters are two-
dimensional Halloween cutouts, but an
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alarming sense of the reality and
proximity of evil permeates the book.
This i5 not a great novel, not even in
every respect a gpood novel, but it com-

- pels one’s attention with a vision that

seems to havé stepped straight out of the
Puritan nightmare. [

The inner voice

Whooping and hollering, cajoling or
complaining, Leon Rooke’s characters are victims

Death Suite, by Leon Rooke, ECW"

0 920502 01 X).
The Ringiclan in Love, by Leon

Rooke, Aya Press, 93 pages, $6.95 paper

(ISBI 0 920544 23 1).

LEON ROOKE Has been publishing fiction
since 1963, but it’s only in the last couple
of years that he has really made his mark
in Canada. In 1980 Oberon Press could
cheerfully describe Cry Ewil as his
second boolk of stories, when in fact it
vras his fifth. His novel Fat Woman (also
1930) attracted a good deal of attention,
and vas on the short list for both the
Bool:s in Canada First Novel Award and
the Governor General’s Award. Several
critics raised the objection that Faf
I¥oman viasn't large enough (sic) tobea
novel — though that is itrelevant to the
terms of the Governor General’s Award,
which is for **fiction,” and irrelevant
too, it could be argued, (o a true estima-
tion of the book’s worth, Call it a short
novel, or a long short-story, or a
medium-sized novella, or anything you
Iike, it's stil a remarkable piece of
writing, and it deserved the recognition
it received.

ow the prolific Mr. Rooke gives us
his third and fourth books in just over a
year: The Rfagician in Love, another
long narrative of debatable classifica-
tion, and Death Suite, a new collection
of stories, in which — so the problemati-
cally purple cover promises us — ““deep
feeling and wild imagination, the
familiar and extraordinary, walk side by
side.” Indeed, one feature of Rooke's
fiction has been the way the ordinary
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of their own extravagant rhetoric

By STEPHEN SCOBIE

lives of ordinary people coexist with the
most extravagant and bizarre events and
are presented in exuberantly experimen-
tal forms. One recent reviewer has gone
so far as to suggest that Rooke “‘uses
novel forms to cover & lack of real
substance in his work.”

Such a comment is, of course, dis-
tressingly naive in its simplistic division
of form and content. It would be more
profitable to suggest that Rooke"s form
is his content: that the wildness, the ex-
uberance, the grotesqueness, and the
sudden tonal shifts from fantasy to the
catching and placing of realistic detail in
the context of humdrum existence, are
all as relevant thematically as they are
dazzling technically, One key to such an
approach is Rooke’s insistence on voice.

It was this aspect of his work that,
unsurprisingly, endgared him to Robert
Kroetsch, the only one of Books in
Canada’s panel of judges to pick Fat
Woman as his winner for the First Novel
Award. *I put the five books back on
the shelf,”” Kroetsch wrote, “‘and asked
myself which I would reread. I chose Far
Woman, surely because of Rooke’s ear
for Ianguage. 1 began, again, to enter
that fully realized world of appetite and
speech.” Anyone who has heard Rooke
reading his own work could easily testify
to the completeness of this entry into a
world of speech. Whooping and hol-
lering, cajoling or complaining, Rooke's
characters meet the world at an interface
of language; their perception & their
rhetoric,

One of Rooke’s central-themes, then,
is the way people become trapped in
their rhetoric. Perception as speech and

speech as perception form a vicious

*circle of solipsism: Ella Mae, the fat

woinan, is trapped not only in the folds
of her flesh but in the linguistic stratepies
of her 170-page inner monologue.
Similarly, in Deatl: Suite, we find Mama
Tuddi, the TV faith-healer-cum-Double-
Ola-salesperson, caught inside a miasma
of fundamentalist sales talk that cannot
be pierced even by the realities of death
or the challenge of a rival rhetoric. Or
Rebececa, in *“‘Lady Godiva’s Horse,”
whose rhetoric of semi-denipration turns
her Life into a series of self-fulfilling
prophecies of doom, and for whom
every sexnal experience, rewarding or
unrewarding, is blandly flattehed out
into “‘exquisite.”” Then thef¢ is the

. eponymous hercine of “sSixteen-Year-

Old Susan March Confesses to the Inno-
cent Murder of AN the Devious
Strangers Who Would Drag Her
Down"’: the narrative voice here is not
just a fancy way of dressing up a con-
ventional story of murder and seduc-
tion; the voice Is the story, the story is
Susan's obsessive internal dialogue with
the projected presence of the father who
deserted her, the absent male who must
be affirmed and denied, fantasized and
rejected, slept with and drowned.

In The Magician in Love, the chetoric
takes slightly different forms. The story
is a fable, and the voice is not so much a
character’s as it is the author’s, relating
the story in a style that keeps realism at
arm’s length while never quite abandon-
ing it, and maintains a tone of witty,
slightly puzzled detachment. The Magi-
cian’s love for his mistress, Beabontha,
is based upon a rhetoric of illusion —
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fruit appears on the branches of the
dead trees, rivals who shake hands are
left holding flowers — and when it col-
lapses it destroys not only the characters
but the whole social fabric surrounding
them, Yet what clse is there, in fiction,
except illusion? *“Fact,’”” the Magician
claims (in a “‘diatribe’’ that sends his
audience to sleep), ““is illusion honed
down to a condition we might call
restrained.”” And jllusion itself, to com-
plete once more the solipsistic circle, *“is
perception in reverse.”

Roole’s art is one of performance, of
imparsonation, and the virtuoso bril-
liance of his writing (which may appear
suspect in the drab world of many Cana-
dizn novels and critics) is again themati-
cally essential, not merely entertaining
and decorative, in two ways, First, he
must depend upon the inventiveness and
energy of the writing in order to enter
into each of these *‘fully realized
world[s] of appetite and speech’; his
characters are themselves virtvosos of
illusion and self-deception, and he must
match their technique in order to por-
tray them. Put second, by playing the
role of impersonator, or ventriloquist,
for so many different voices, Rooke
draws attention to his own *“*performing
sclf** (in Richard Poirler’s phrase), the
author distinct from his creations. “A
good ventriloquist,” writes the Magi-
cian, "“must first decide what it is he
wants to say" (my emphasis). So
Rooke’s performance also contains an
edge of irony; implicit in the tone is the
avareness that holds back from these
realized worlds that makes us see how
hollow and desperate they are.

Consider a sentence like this, from
Death Suite: **'My Dream Girl, he say to
friends, she like this: and he slice his
hands through the air lilke what he really
want is a Caca-Cola bottle.” The obser-
vation is exact, as is the collequial tone
of cpeech; the gesture is convincing, but
s0 is the author’s irony, the unstated
comment on the confusion of ideals. In
Susan March’s monologue, a powerboat
explosion is described thus: ““then in the
darkness the sudden meliorative burst of
flames and noise and shattered
frapments rising in the smooth darkness
looping into sky and falfing in thinnest
silence with no more mark on the
water’s roof than the summer rain.”
The sinister beauty of the image
(*“water's roof"'), and the gravity of the
unusual adjective “meliorative’ are not
Just instances of **fine writing’’: they are
exact representations of Susan’s morbid
consciousness, and of Rooke’s ironic
avsareness of that consciousness.

One final instance of Rooke’s gifts for
the unespected observation and the
memorable turn of phrase: “A small
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Children’s Christmes
[Favourites from
Caedmomn

in 1952 Caedmon faunched its very first spoken word re-
cording, Dylan Thomas reciting A Child’s Christmas in
Wales. Thirty years after its release, this Christmas favourite
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One of Caedmon's newest additions to the fist of Christmas
recordings is Paddington for Christmas. These assorted
escapades involving the best-of-bears in the worst of situa-
tions are comically brought to life by his creator, Michael
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Join Babar in his quest to locate and invite Father Christmas
to visit the land of Elephants in de Brunhoff's Babar
and Father Christmas and Babar and His Children. To
orchestrate the adventures of Babar and_his family, we
picked the best, Maestro Louis Jourdan.

Let the Caedmon label introduce your children to the wonder-
ful world of Christmas. You'll find these, and many more
delightful Gaedmon recordings at most fine book and record
stores.

Or order directly from us.

Caedmomn
D.C. Heath Canada Lid.
100 Adelaide St. West, Ste. 1600
Toronto, Ontario M5H 1S9
Tel. (416) 362-6483
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Sony radio with digital clock was on its
back . . . leafing through the minutes
ever so slowly, as if it could not find the
time it was looking for.’” Leon Rooke, it

seems safe to say, has found his time.
The publication of these two books,
together with the forthcoming special
issne of Canadign Fiction Magazine
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devoted to his work, should establish
him as one of the major and authentic
voices in contemporary Canadian
writing. [

In the gap

Robin Skelton is of an age that believed poetry
should feed us, not fly at us bringing blood. His work

The Collected Shorter Poems,

1247-1977, by Robin Skelton, Sono Nis
ress, 352 pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN
912452 79 0).

BORN I YORKSHIRE in 1925, Robin
Skelton came to Canada at the age of 37
to accept a post as a professor of English
at the University of Victoria. He taught
in that department until 1973 when he
became the founding chairman of the
university’s department of creative
vritine. Since 1971 he has been sole
editor of the Malghat Review, an inter-
national literary journal which he co-
founded with John Peter in 1957; the
head of Sono Nis Press, and next year
will take office as the president of the
Canadian League of Poets in Toronto.

Functioning in his early days in
Victoria as what he terms a “one-man
Titerary movement," Skelton has in the
intervening years acted as godfather-
cum-midwife to the phenomenon that
has been called the West Coast Renais-
gance — discovering, teaching, enconr-
aging, supporting, and publishing an
astonishing number of gifted poets,
writers, and artists on this coast. At the
same time he has produced nearly 65
books and pamphlets, including critical
editions, anthologies, symposia,
criticism, Iocal history, and 27 books
and chap-books of his ovn poetry.

The Collecied Shorter Poems covers
30 years and represents what Skelton
wishes ““to bz known as the canon of my
work” for that period, omitting his
satirical verse, translations, lonpger
poems, and the work of the pseudony-
mous Georges Zuk. The collection has
been grouped thematically rather than
chronologically under such headings as

10 Books in Canada, November, 1931

T S

- ——r o

is filled with a sense of quiet wealth

By TOMA MOON

‘‘Happenings,”’ “‘In Cornwall,”’
“Bestiary’” and *““Amores’: an unfor-
tunate decision, which despite the index
in which all poems are dated, obscures
the sense of poetic development that is
surely one of the most interesting and
important functions of such a collection.
As a poet, Skelton can perhaps best be
described as belonging to a class of edu-
cated Englishmen to whom the language
was a thing long ago tamed, rendered a
sophisticated and complex structure on
which men could depend to express all
possible ideas and emotions. After the
Second World War, when things fell
apart, many writers began to use English
as though they felt this inheritance had
been devalued, as though they suspected
it was the wrong currency for their
needs, The traditional richness of
expression in Bnglish poetry began to
fall in on itself, its vocabulary shrinking
in an effort to rid itself of artifice. The
class of men who still used the language
with confidence shrank proportionately;
they came to be texrmed “‘academic.’’
Skelton is of that peneration. His

. poetry seems imbued with & sense of

quiet wealth, a palpable enjoyment of
the richness possible in the full play of
language, and an unabashed fascination
with rare and unusual words. There is,
however, little ostentation, that inappro-
priate showiness that has made
*academic’ a bad word among poeis.
He does not leave the silverware on the
floor so that it must be tripped over,
robbed of reference to its real function,
But neither does he leave it in the base-
ment [ike some neo-primitive, ashamed
of it or puzzled about what the purpose
of it might once have been. In spirit,
Skelton is of an age that believed poetry
should feed us, that our inherited knives

e —————————

and forks should carry food to owr
mouths, not fly at us, gouging, blinding,
bringing blood. And not siiting unused
while we attempt an exotic or previously
unheard-of method for feeding
ourselves.

So much for the generation gap.
Skelton’s delight in moutk music, and
our growing appreciation of spoken
poetry, should close the ranks. The
sounds compacted into such lines as
these from “As I Remember It’":

on its ledge

a jam Jar and five rusty nails ¢ nudge

would always lose upon the stamped

clay floor

among the shavings
or these from *‘Virginia Road
Revisited”:

hunched by the stuttering

broken columned gas

that itched our ankles
will no longer seem a threat to a poem’s
stark purity of diction, but can be
enjoyed as accomplished manipulations
of texture and melody.

There is, however, an attendant prob-
lem: “One can easily become so con-
scious of technique that . . . one can be
prevented from exploring original
perceptions,”” as Skelton remarks in his
excellent book, Tke Practice of Poetry,
one of five he has written on theory and
practice. There is perhaps no other prac-
tising poet who knows more about
poetic technique than Skelton. While
reading his poems I am reminded of an
afternoon at a country fair when 1
watched an artist sketch a living likeness
of my sister in a few quick strokes —
then proceed to dull and finally lose it as
she turned the sketch into a conventional
porirait. At the time I couldn’t under-
stand why she had not stopped at the



http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Robin+Skelton

m———— e a2 T Tk e

sketch; later I wondered whether it was
her ovn preconception of what a por-
trait should be, or whether she simply
distrusted her audience’s capacity to
recognize the power of her insight.
Whether or not there ave poets who
are born and poets who are made, it is
certainly true of poems: some are fif and
some are saguil. Some represent almost
unrevised versions of what the poet is
“given,” poems that simply insist on
being recorded, Others are painstakingly
made, built up around an idea or an
event. Though it may be Romantic to
insist that a “‘given’” or inspired poem is
alwrays superior to a made poem, there
exisis 2 Jarge grey area between; into
which overworled poems are liable to
sinl:;, having had the freshness of their
idea too heavily overlaid with technique,
Many of the poems in this volume
have their dates in parentheses in the
index to indicate that they were first
drafted in that year but may not have
bezn completed for some years after. It
is in these poems that care and passion,
inspiration and technique, seem most
often at odds, As a whole, the collection
is remari:able in that there seems no one
instance where the force of what is being
expressed overwhebms the craft neces-

sary to describe it. There are, however,
cases in which the subject seems over-
whelmed, made to seem finally inade-
quate to the richness and care with
which it is clothed, If form can define
content, it can also limit jt. At worst,
something very basic goes missing, We
are left gazing in admiration at the
Emperor’s clothes, unable to discover
the little naked Emperor inside them.
The inside front cover tells us that
“many of the poems have been revised
for this edition.” The desire to perfect,
to make consistent, is perhaps under-
standable in compiling such a definitive
version of one’s work. Stili one wondexs
whether the curious flatness of tone and
the almost visible distrust of his readers’
intelligence in the sometimes heavy-
handed underlining of a poem’s
meaning has been the resplt of too much
reworking. By the time a poem has been
“completed,” we miss the feeling of
awe, of exultation, that so clearly acted
as a catalyst to many of these fipe
poems. It is as if the poet has grown too
familiar with his subject, is too sure of
it, and passes his ease and familiarity on
to the reader. At these points Skelton’s
assurance with the language jockeys
oddly serene on the backs of scme

profonnd events and questions,

But the best of Skelton's work fulfils

the promise of **Qverture,”

Listen

This is desperate,

I am irapped in memory’s riof,

carried through

everything that

bones lay claim to.
Many of the best poems are impossible
to quote from, however; their complex
music attends the trance-like fall of a
single idea through layers of sensual
imagery, powerfully evoking both the
content and process of memory. But
here is the first verse of *Song of
Honour (for Herbert Read)™:

The inventor of

barbed wire was

thinking af cattle.

My brother lay there

dripes skeined out

fike silk.

And if some others seem rather far
removed from “riot*” and “‘bones” and
desperation, it is perhaps only a reflec-
tion of Skelton’s control over the
language, a control that seems, at times
almost despite himself, greater than this
desperation, and a little too cunning for
the trap, capable of quelling the riot of
inspiration and making it sing. [

THE VISITANTS
Miriam Waddington

In The Visitants, Miriam
Waddington maintains the
energy and verbal play one
associates with her later
poetry, while addressing her-
self to such serious subjects
as the problems of women,
the situation of immigrants,
the threat of the nuclear
world, and most of all what
it means to confront old age
and death. Behind the sim-
plicity of her poems there is
a vision of life that is both
austere and passionate. It is
this tension that gives Miriam
Waddington’s poetry its unique
character, so that lines and
images, stanzas, even whole

‘the best in poetry.

POEMS TWICE TOLD
Jay MacPhesson

This volume brings together
two collections by a dis-
tinguished Canadian poet.

The Boatman, first published
in 1957, was the winner of 2
Governor General’'s Award.

It is an intricate sequence of
short epigrammatic poems

in which there are echoes of
ballads, carols, nursery rhymes.
and hymns — that bear 2 whole
cosmos of the poet’s invention
constructed from Biblical and
classical allusions. Welcoming
Disaster was privately pub-
lished by the author in 1974
and will now reach the wider
audience it deserves.

128 pages Paper $6.95

- is both disquieting and un-
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EVENING DANCE OF THE )
GREY FLIES

P, K. Page

P. K. Page is a poet of the
rarest sensibility, elegant and
sensuous, refined yet extra-
vagant. In her first collection
since 1974, she offers poems
whose rich imagery and
technical assurance illuminate
a fully developed visionary
response to the world as she
mines a prophetic vein that

forgettable. The volume also
includes her much-admired
short story, ‘Unless the Eye
Catch Fire....", 2 haunting
tale about the end of time.

96 pages Paper 86 50

poems stay in the mind.
@ pages’ Paper
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THE KRIEGHOFF PLOT

Which way to the grave
of Canada’s pioneer artist? And what
do you do when you find it?

By EUGENE McNAMARA

WHAT DOES CORNELIUS KRIEGHOFF, the famous Canadian
painter, have in common with a private detective, a pgreat
architect, two prize fighters, a baseball magnate, a spy, and a
hali-dozen millionaires? Nothing in this life, but they share
something of the next. They are all buried in the same
cemetery.

The private detective is Allan Pinkerton, who founded the
agency that boasted that it never slept. The spy was one of his
agents, who worked for the Union during the Civil War and
who had been captured and hanged by the Confederates. One
of the prize fighters is Robert Fitzsimmons, who held three

life is difficult to come by, the dates and places of his birth and
death are firm enough. He was born on June 19, 1815, in
Amsterdam and died March 5, 1872, in Chicago. In between,
he emigrated from Holland to the Unijted States, where he
served in the 11.S. Army during the Seminole War of 1837. In
1839 he married Emilie Gauthier in New York City. She was
from Quebec. Their first child, a boy, died in 1841, During the
next 15 years they moved back and forth across the border: to
Montreal, Raochester, Toronto, Longuenil, back to Montreal,
and then to Quebec City. There is no record of their daughter
Emilie’s birth, but she was deseribed as being just *‘of age”
when she married Hamilton

world championships simul-
tancously. The other fighter is
Jack Johnson, the first black
world heavyweight champion,
whose reign set rvacist pro-
moters scouring the world
Tooking for a ““white hope.”
But F'm getting ahead of my
story. It really begins with one
of my browsing visits to a book
store. I vras looking through a
coffee table art book,
Cornelius Krieghoff (1971) by
Hughes de Jouvancourt, when
I came on this seemingly inno-
cent passage:
On Oth March, 1872 at 721,
West Jackson Street, the
heart of the pioneer of Cana-
dian painting suddenly
stopped beating, Seated at his
worl: table, Krieghoff died
while writing to Budden, the
friend who had undersiood,
encouraged and helped him
along the hard road to self-
fulfilment. Dr. W. Wagner
signed the death certificate

Buinett in 1862, which would
put her birth date somewhere
around 1841,

All of this soumds clear
enough, even if a bit busy. But
the various accounts begin to
seem surreal: Krieghoff went
to Chicago in 1867 to be with
his daughter who was living
there with her husband; it
wasn’t Burnett, who is sup-
posed to have died soon after
the marriage, so it must have
been a second husband. Emilie
moved to Chicago to be with
her husband. Emilie followed
her husband to Chicago.
Emilie went to Chicago to be
with her lover, a certain Count
de Wendt. Emilie married a
Russian count and they lived in
Chicago. Louise followed the
Count de Wendt to Europe.
Louise?

Certain facts, however, are
clear. KrieghofP’s daughter

and Comelius Krieghoff was

buried at Gracehead, one of the Chicago cemeteries.

Gracehead? Now, I've lived in Chicago and know it fairly
vwell, and to my knowledge there is no cemetery called
Gracehead in or near the city. There’s a Graceland Cemetery,
which has been there since 1860. Reverent students of archi-
tecture have been making pilgrimages to Graceland for years
to study Louis Sullivan’s Getty Tomb, and Sullivan himself is
buried there, as is Daniel Burnham, whaose Chicago Plan is still
admired as a picneering triumph of urban forethought. Other
resident architects include John Williard Root and Mies Van
der Rohe. You can arrange a tour with the Chicago School of
Architecture, Otherwise the pamphlet provided at Graceland’s
office will help you find your way. Neither mentions Krieghoff.

How did Krieghoff find his way to Graceland anyhow?
Although hard information on certain aspects of Krieghof’s
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was living in Chicago in the
late 1860s, perhaps in some sort of domestic arrangement
with someone, perhaps a Russian, perhaps a count; and
Krieghoff went to live with or near them. And it was there that
he died.

The obscurities in Krieghofi®s biography are balanced by
almost unanimous agreement on his artistic career. Critics
hold that the work he did in the 1850s and early 1860s in
Quebec was his best. After 1864 his work declined in output as
well as élan. On a brief visit back to Quebec in 1871, inspired
by the renewed contact with his beloved adopted land, he did
three large works (New Year’s Day Parade, Winter Scene: The
Blacksmith’s Shop and Chez Jolifou). Nothing much else sur-
vives of this last perfod. He and his wife were apparently
separated. His daughter had a life of her own, The only
positive thing about this dismal last period was that he missed




the Great Chicago Fire because he was out of town in 1871.

1. Russell Harper, however, in Krieghoff (1979), holds that
Lrieghofis wife found him dead. Harper cites evidence from a
Ietter of John Budden’s, the Quebec art dealer who was
Iriechoff’s best friend. What does this do to the theory of the
Jonely artist in exile, bereft of wife? Harper also points out
that there is no de Wendt Bsted in the Chicago directory of
1572, but that there is a listing for “E. Burnett,”” who might be
Iirieshoff’s daushter. Certainly it was Emilie Burnett who died
in Denver, Colorado, in 1929. Harper, by the way, has the
name of the cemetery right and aiso the accurate date of death:
Graceland, March 5, 1872,

What happened to Emilie in the period 1872 to her death in
1929 is blank, How did she end up in Denver? How did her
mother find her and live with her there until her own death in
12057 Nobedy seems to know,

WITH THE STORY 50 full of fuzziness I wouldn’t have been sur-
prised to find that Krieghoff was not buried in Graceland at
all. But ] was determined to see for myself. So, on a blistering
day in Avoust, six of us pulled into the sombre gateway at the
corner of Irving Park Road and North Clark Street. I went to
what looked lilie the office and found that it was Jocked up
and that it wasn't the office anyway. The real office was over
by the preznhouse. Happily, it was air-conditioned and
thorough. It took about 30 seconds to check the records for
one Cornelius Irieghoff who died March 5, 1872, and was
interred March 5, 1872, in grave plot number two, lot 178,
Resubsection **G."" That much was simple. The clerk came out
of her glasced-in space to show me Resubsection “G™ on a
Iarge wall map. It was across the road from Section “H,"
which Hes along the fence bordering North Clark Street, a
quiet row of modest houses that used to belong to German im-
migrants when Graceland began its funereal history. Sections
“G" and “H" were Iaid out in a northwesterly direction. All I
had to do was find Section “H* and then cross the road. I
never thought to ask why it was Secfion ““H*" and what re sub
meant.

The swrift success we had experienced in the office had made
me overconfident. When we had driven almost all the way to
the north wall and found the Getty Tomb and the Potter
Palmer plot and the Ryerson plot (he of big steel) and the
MeCormicl: plot (they of the reaper) and the Armour plot
(they of meat) and Louis Sullivan’s tomb, but not Resubsec-
tion ©'G,” 1 began to lose heart. Walking around a cemetery
on a Chicazo summer day, especially one that contains 109
acres of sraves, mausoleums, headstones, obelisks, Celiic
crosces, statues, Greco-Roman temples, a lagoon, Doric
columus, afl the panoply of Victorian mourning, is like visiting
an overlarze un-air-conditioned museum without a guidebook.

L ooking out over a brick wall topped with strands of barbed
wire I could see a quiet tree-lined street and a neighbourhood
bar. A dim interior, smelling faintly of malt. No one there
would know anything about Krieghoff.

We made a few more false starts and & complete <ircuit of
the grounds back to the gate and had another look at the map.
Off vre went apain and there was Resubsection *“G."” One of
Chicago's best loved mayors, Carter Harrison, is buried in this
area, so w2 determined to use his tomb as a raflying point. We
cet off in six directions. One hour later, dizzy from the intense
sun, mouth parched, and still no Krieghoff grave. The books
had spolen of his diminished Iast years, of his broken heart
and poor health and the general feeling of exile: it woulin't be
surprising if there were no stone or marker. But the burial
record showed him situated between one Matilda Hanson,
who joined him in 1902, and a certain Hugo Dahl, who was
buried in 1918. So if either one of them had a marked stone, or
if Maria ilordstrom, Christina Nordstrom, and Amanda
Carlson ~ loss proximate neighbours — had a stone, I could

cipher out the location of Krieghoff’s grave.

It was, as I have said, a very hot afternoon in August. All
my companions were scattered across the landscape, bent and
peering at the obdurate ground. I came upon a cemetery
worker who was snipping the grass on the borders of 2
perpetual care lot. He spoke only Spanish. We smiled anyhow,
nodding, glad to be alive. By now I had made two complete
circuits of Resubsection “*G.” I looked at the map again. Wait
a minute. What if the path shown on the big map in the office,

‘I hadn’t been prepared for the eerie
feeling of stramge certitude that
settled in me as my eyes first fell
omn the name raised on the stome’

drawn back in 1916, was now bordered by newer graves that of
course would not be shown on the map? I watked quickly back
up to the top of *“G,’* but this time started two graves in from
the road, where an unmarked stretch of grass separated those
graves from another double line. I moved along the line of
graves, looking down at the map and at the stones. And then
there it was. A stone, eroded by more than 100 vears of windy
city weathering, the sort of stone that, perhaps, a Russian
count might have chosen for a dead artist. I could just make
out the words in the slanting, Iate afternoon sun, raised on a
romantically styled scroll rolled open and draped over the top
of the shaft. A Russian count, or a sympathetic daughter, or,
indeed, a mourning wife might have thought it appropriate.

I hadn’t really been prepared for a headstone, And I hadn’t
really been prepared for the eerie feeling of strange certitude
that settled in me as my eyes first fell on the pame raised on the
stone. It was this cold certainty, mingled with the feelings of
exaltation and satisfaction all explorers must feel, that made
me shout and jump up and down like a fool. Schliemann at
Troy, and whoever it was that found the source of the Nile,
Hnudson, Frobisher, all those fillers-in of the blank spaces on
maps: they had nothing on me.

1 may have yelled Eldorado or Eureka or something as banal
as Over here! but whatever it was, it brought my companions
over to share in the moment of discovery. There was a lot of
pointing around and retracking and describing the Poesque
method of the search and some anecdotes of their own various
adventures. We took pictures. We took note of Hugo Dahl's
stone, firmly where it was supposed to be. I went over to the
wall across the road to see the closest side street: Berteau.
Never heard of it. I walked back to the grave. Over there about
100 yards was our car, where we had started some hours
before. We had gone in a great circle, and had been so close.

My son Christopher took a picture of me standing next to
the stone, I tried to think of something appropriate to do. Say
a prayer? Pronounce greetings from Canada over the plot? I
poked my finger into the grave and dug out a bit of earth. I put
the earth into an envelope from the motel. My wife said we
should have brought some flowers. She always thinks of those
right things to do. I plucked a flower from-an arrangement on
a nearby grave and Iaid it before KrieghofPs stone. A small
white blossom on the grave.

After a while we moved off toward the car. The envelope
with the earth from the grave was carefully folded in my shirt
pocket. Dust from the foreign grave of the painter. The exiled
painter. The self-exiled artist. Broken heart. All sorts of
sententious thoughts were going through my mind, and as I
write this I am thinking of the envelope of earth that is in my
bedside table drawer. I have to keep moving it when I’m look-
ing for something, It seemed like a good idea at the time,

One of our party knew of a good German restavrant close
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by. Just as I had imagined earlier, it was dim and cool and
malt-smelling inside. The waitresses weren’t busy. Lunch was
over and it was that no-time of the afternoon when it is too
carly for dinner and too late for a snack. The waitresses were
wearing dirndls —- yes, actual dirndls — and were having cof-
fee with each other at the back, under a schnitzelbank song
poster. '

We had Dortmunder beer, and the conversation around me
went on about the other people buried in Graceland, about
Iviedill (the original publisher of the Chicago Tribune) and

meoT S S fE e EEReR T MR Fmt L

Kinzie (one of the city’s pioneers), and how George Pullman
(he of the sleeping car) was so terrified that the workers he had
zealously oppressed in life would steal his body that he
arranged beforehand for tons of concrete and iron rails to sur-
round his lead-lined coffin, I kept trying to insert the
Discovery for a time, and then fell wisely silent. Instead, 1 told
the waitress that we had been to Graceland. She said she had
never been there. Cemeteries depressed her. She had seen
enongh of death in Germany during the last war. I didn’t tell
her about Krieghoff. We ordered more Dortmunder. [J
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FEATURE REVIEW

Polar passion

With some notable exceptions,

the season’s art and gift books reflect

THESE THINGS SEEM to go in cycles, and
this time around jt’s the Far North that’s
getting all the attention. As regions go,
the Arctic is particularly photogenic. Or
perhaps it just attracts top-notch photo-
graphers. In any case, armchair
travellers are in for some real treats this
winter.

The best of the lot is Fritz Muller’s
Tha Livinp Arctic (Methuen, 282 pages,
$35.00 cloth). Muller, who died last year
at the age of 54, was a Swiss-born
geologist whose passion for the Arctic
Iasted a lifetime. He served as chairman
of the International Commission on
Soow and Ice, was professor of
glaciology at McGill, and spent many
years in the Canadian Arctic where he
established a base camp on Axel Helberg
Island, His concern is born of deep love
and vast knowledge.

For most of the year the Arctic is a
frozen, snow-covered wasteland, Not
until the spring — with sunshine 24
hours a day — does it come alive, Bears,
caribou, foxes, hares, muskoxen, and
man all thrive in the Arctic’s delicate
environment, which now is being
ceriously threatened. Muller writes the
tragic story of *“‘the irremediable damage
that has already taken place™ and the
“‘serions threat to the ecological balance
in the Arctic represented by risk-happy
oil companjes and the American frontier
philosophy . ...”

The Living Arctic will change
southerners’ perceptions of this
mysterions corner of the planet. Those
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a love affair with the Arctic

By CHRISTOPHER HUME

of us who picture the Arctic as a cold,
monotonous desert, devoid of life, will
be stunned by the diversity of form and
activity, The photographs buzz with the
same energy they depict, The colours are
vivid and warm. The waters of the
Arctic alternate between an almost
tropical turquoise and a deep ocean
blue. The sun is everywhere. So too is
life, Whether close-up or panoramie, the
pictures are spectacular.,

Columbin Icefield: A Solitude of Ice
(Altitude Publishing, 103 pages, $29.95
cloth) offers readers a thorough and
spectacular look at one of Canada’s
most impressive geological features,
Written by Bart Robinson and photo-
graphed by Don Harmon, Columbla
Icefield is a1l about glaciers and, as Mark
Twain observed in A Tramp Abroad,
“*A man who keeps company with
glaciers comes to feel tolerably insignifi-
cant by and by.” The book, although a
small one, captures the grandeur of
these ancient, slow-moving rivers of ice.
‘Writers, scholars, and even the odd poet
have devoted much effort in an attempt
to come up with the right adjective to
describe the nature of glacier ice. Their
choices — viscous, plastic, elastc,
malleable, ductile — are all apt, but I
like Robinson’s definition best: “‘Sedi-
mentary in origin, metamorphosed by
pressure, glacier ice is essentially rock
with a low melting point.”

Harmon’s photographs would un-
doubtedly be much happier in a larger
format. Glaciers, after all, only reveal

themselves completely in pictures taken
from helicopters, airplanes, and
mountain-tops. The opening shot, taken
from high up, very neatly sets the
perspective and tricks the eye in doing
so; a couple of specks — about the size
of malnourished fleas — stand some-
where near the bottom of an expanse of
bluish white, Only after reading the cap-
tion does the image emerge: “Two
climbers on the southern flank of Snow
Dome.”

From somewhere out of left (or
right?) field comes Light in the Wilder-
ness (Oxford, 48 pages, 59.95 cloth), a
volume of photographs by Paul von
Baich. It just might be the first Cana-
dian wilderness book designed for the
Moral Majority. Each photograph is
matched with a passage from the Psalms
or the Book of Isaiah. On one page we
see a man stanfing in shallow water
about to lift out his canoe, “Commit thy
way unto the Lord; trust also in him,”
reads the caption. The pictures, all taken
in the Yukon and Northwest Territories,
range from the ordinary to the comy,
with the odd inspirational sunset added
for reassurance,

With photographs by Mia and Klaus
and a short text by Hugh MacLennan,
Quebec (McClelland & Stewart, unpagi-
nated, $70.00 cloth) is as Canadian as
sugar pie and apathy. Essentially a
romantic look at the land, the book is
divided into four sections, one for each
season. Winter seems to have brought
out the best of Mia and Klaus’s con-
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siderable talents. The thres views of
Montmorency Falls, especially that of
the Sugarloaf, are reminiscent of a
painting by Ifrleghoff. There is another
rather exceptional shot — a small one —
of an Inuit building an igloo. Hard at
work in the middle of nowhere, he
prasents a study in concentration. It is a
strange but powerful image.

To read George Calef’s Caribon and
th2 Eomen Lands (Firefly Books, 176
panes, $34.95 cloth) is to enter into the
epic world of the Canadian tundra, For
eons, vast herds of caribou have roamed
this flat, stunted, rock-strewn land,
gathering by the thousands every spring,
to bzgin the trek to their calving
grounds. During the month or two it
tales them to cross the hundreds of
miles, some will be killed by wolves,

others will succumb to the cokd; man, -

armed with modern weapons, will take
the largest toll. Herds that numbered
250,009 just a decade ago now are down
to 30,000 members.

““Caribou do not simply movg north
onto the tundra,” writes Calef.
“Tather, they return to specific places
each spring to bear their calves.” The
force that drives them — whether migra-
tion is learned or instinctive — remains a
mystery. It may be hard for us to believe
that immense numbers of animals
manage to stay alive in these barren
lands where the temperature often drops
to 40 belov, but they thrive. ““Shaped by
the snows of millennia they are com-
pletely at home im the country of
winter.’*

Thomas Frederiksen’s Eskimo Diary
transiated by Jack Jensen (Nelson, 151
pages, 316.95 cloth) is a book like no
other I have seen. The author was born
42 years ago in the tiny village of Iginiar-
fik on the west coast of Greenland.
From his carliest days he Lept an illus-
trated diary in which he recorded the
Inuit way of life. Brought up to be a
hunter, Frederilisen came of age at a
time when old ways were quickly disap-
pzaring. His journal contains constant
references to 2 previous era when geal,
reindeer, whales, and fish were plentiful.
His drawings are simple, straight-
forward renderings of day-to-day life,
The languanz, sometimes moving, some-
times very flat, communicates effectively
and economically. By the way, anyone
capable of reading Greenlandic will be
able to read the diary as Frederiksen
wrote it; each page is reproduced in its
entirety.

Ozxford University Press’s Regional
Portrait Series continues with two new
titles, Niagara (Oxford, unpaginated,
$15.95 cloth) by Peter Fowler offers a
cleaned-up look at the honeymoon
capital of the world. Gone s the sleaze

of this tacky tourist trap. The book con-
firms the power of the camera to do
whatever it wants with reality.

RManitoba {Oxford, unpaginated,
$15.95 cloth), with photographs by
Robert Taylor and an introduction by
Fred McGuiness, goes well beyond the
standard view of prairie flatness. Taylor
wants us {0 know that Manitoba is a
Iand of rivers, lakes, and trees. Through
his photographs, Manitoba emerges as
an area of great natural and cultural
diversity.

BY NOW, the transformation of the work
of art into a commodity is almost com-
plete. Tt can only be a matter of time
before art becomes the proper subject
for business writers. I look forward to
the day when I can open the Toronto
Globe and Mail's Report on Business
and see how my contemporary Canadian
print portfolio fared that week, Already
one New York bank has an art consul-
tant on staff to help clients invest wisely,
and earlier this fall I received a pamphlet
inviting me — for a mere $200 — to an
“intensive” one-day seminar on art
investment.

Glen Wamer's Building a Print Col-
[ection: A Guide to Buying Original
Prints and Photographs (Van Nostrand
Reinhold, 192 pages, $9.95 paper) will
undoubtedly become a handy item for
the would-be collector. The author's
message — buyer beware — is not as
preity as the art we hope will make us
rich. He stresses the likelihood of the
inexperienced collector getting ripped
off. The most useful chapters are those
detailing the differences between prints
and ‘reproductions. Failure to distin-
guish one from the other is a major
source of trouble and disappointment.
And, one supposes, cost.

What the book doesn’t discuss is the
notion of acquiring art for profit,
though Warner does point out that
“more often than not, prints that are
purchased solely for their outstanding
aesthetic appeal turn out to be the best
investments in the long run.” Some col-
lectors do make huge sums by buying
and selling paintings, but if you want to
make money you’re better advised to put
your cash in the bank, where it will col-
Iect interest. Smart collectors only buy
art they really like. The real pay-off
comes in having something on the wall
that js always a pleasure to look at.

The leading art book of 1981 is Gary
Michae! Dault’s Barker Fairley Portralts
{Methuen, unpaginated, $35.00 cloth).
A man of tremendous talent and energy,
the 94-year-old Fairley has excelled as a
scholar, -poet, and painter. His book
consists of 51 portraits with personal
comments for each. Dault’s extended

R

introduction provides a loving apprecia-
tion of the man and his art.

Although Fairley never painted a dot
until he was 44, he had been a serious art
critic and early champion of the Group
of Seven. When he did begin he found
he already had a style. Certainly he is not
overly burdened with theoretical bag-
gage. *’I know I’'m not doing profes-
sional portraits,’” says Fairley, “‘and I'm
not after a Hkeness merely. I've often
failed miserably to get a likeness . ...
What I'm seeking is an aspect of the
face. Something by which a face
becomes humane and reflecis on
humanity. When it does happen that
way, it happens because of the visual
freedom I give myself.”

Dault’s description of having his
porirait done by Barker Fairley is one of
the most illuminating passages of his
introduction: **To be painted by Barker
Fairley is to be subjected to the kind of
scrutiny you never forget.’” There are
also 150 limited editions of the Fairley
book, by the way, each boxed, leather
volume costs $1,000 and contains a sign-
ed and numbered lithograph.

Alex Colville: Diary of a YWar Artist
(Nimbus Publishing, 159 pages, $29.95
cloth), compiled by Graham Metson and
Cheryl Lean, is an important glimpse at

" Colville's early career as an official artist

during the Second World War. It’s not
hard to see some of the qualities that
now are considered so distinctly his: the
exactness, the stillness, and the
remarkable sense of composition. “I
wasn’t a mature artist. I was a young,
bright person. 1 had been a good
student, and I was technically compe-
tent. I considered my job essentially to
record.”” The war, he says ““had a pro-
found influence on me. The parallel I
would make would be for a novelist to
be a police reporter doing factual
reporting, physical, sordid, and concrete
rather than philosophical or abstract.”

When one sees the sketches Colville
made of the dead it’s not hard to nnder-
stand what he was talking about. His
paintings are quick, accurate, dispas-
sionate statements of horror: “On the
first day [at Belsen] I made a drawing of
some women, dead from starvation and
typhus. .. . While I drew, the group of
bodies was added to as mere people
died . . . . There must have been 35,000
bodies jn the place.”

Critics like to refer to Canadian
painter Ivan Byre as & ‘“*visual philo-
sopher.” His works occupy a unique
position in the artistic landscape: their
calm, quiet, and ordered lines give them

an other-worldliness not usually found

in these parts. George Woodcock’s Ivan
Eyre (Fitzhenry & Whiteside, 160 pages,
$40.00 cloth) is the first full treatment of
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Sixty-five
. Great Artists
_.___by Joan Mackic

For food lovers and art lovers alike:
265 tempting recipes from Canada's
top artists including Casson, Colville,
de HNiverville, Molinari, Town and
others, beautifully illustrated with
works by the contributing artists.

212 pages 22 colour plates 68b &m'gs

| Br1GHT

BRJ( --_‘I"'.T' LAND
vt 1|4 Warm Look
AN T b |\at Arthur Lismer
_L_i'-\;\_f_]--_."- - 1by Lois Darroch
BRIGHT LAND is a warm affectionate
portrayal of Group of Seven painter
Arthur Lismer, Beautifully iltustrated
with 33 colour plates and 100 black and
white illustrations, BRIGHT LAND
covers the full scope of Lismer’s work.
192 pages $59.95

by Robert Genn

An illustrated autobiography by B.C.’s
most prolific painter, IN PRAISE OF
PAINTING shows why Genn's land-
scapes and figure studies are so popu-
lar. A rich variety of skeiches and
paintings, many of them previously
unpublished, accompany the text.
144 pages 32 colour plates 51 b & w illus.
$44.95

{Available also in & Limited Edition book)

Diztributed exclusively in

Canzdn by John Wiley and Soms
Coneda Limited

PUBLISHERS OF FINE ART
BOOUS AND ORIGINAL
PRUNTS
TORONTO/VANCOUVER
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this intrigning artist. ““The quality that
10 me seems constant in the paintings
which are included in this volume,”
writes Woodcock, ‘*i¢ the sense of
epiphany.” It is an interesting observa-
tion, one that might perhaps be at odds
with the apparent intellectuality of
Eyre’s work. His fantasy takes a precise,
hlghly organized form that nught jead
viewers to overlook his mysticism. As
Woodecock says, “‘He does not work
from photographs. Instead he works
from the vision within.”” (The publishers
are also preparing a $500 limited edition
of this book, which includes a silk-
screen by Eyre.)

Shortly before his death in 1977,.

William Kurelek completed the 26
paintings in The Polish Canndinns (Tun-
dra, 56 pages, $19.95 cloth, $24.95 after
Dec. 31)., Together they comprise a
history of Polish settlement in Canada.
It is the kind of visual exercise Kurelek
delighted in, The canvases are vintage
Kurelek; heavy-handed but absohstely
sincere.

The weightiest volume of the year
comes from Bogomila Welsh-Ovcharov,
the brains and driving force behind the
acclaimed van Gogh exhibition held
early in 1981 at the Art Gallery of
Ontario. Vineent van Gogh aud the
Birth of Cloisonism (Art Gallery of
Ontario, 380 pages, $45.00 cloth) is,
ironically, not much of a book visually.
As a companion to the exhibition,
howevet, it is indispensable. Although it
will never be the best-seller Irving
Stone’s Lust for Life was, Welsh-
Ovcharov’s gigantic tome will
undoubtedly contribute much to the
general awareness of this tormented
artist.

Another major exhibition held
recently at the Art Gallery of Ontario
consisted of primitive sculpture from
Africa. It is very successfully catalogued
in William Fagg’s African Majesty (Art
Gallery of Ontario, 152 pages, $22.95
paper}. Needless to say, the exhibition it
documents was not as significant as the
van Gogh show, but as a book I think it
is much better. Perhaps sculpture of this
kind — stylized yet simple — lends itself
particularly well to being photographed.
It’s too bad there isn’t a bit more colour;
if the colour shot on the back of the
dust-jacket jis any indication, we're
missing a lot by seeing them only in
black-and-white,

Joseph Bradshaw Thorne. Is there one
amongst us who has ever heard the
pame? He lived as he died, in obscurity,
but those who did have the good fortune
to meet up with him never forgot. He
was, we are told, ““a peculiar man (pecu-
liar in both senses of the word: odd,
weird, loony, out of whack, one bubble

et T

_?E_.." L ;'?c

LSRR

3 e . X
-, N K
CENIRS LU AP Y i A

off Ievel, and, at the same time, worthy,
unique, special).” His grandson, Mark
Cumming, gives us selected excerpts
from Thome’s life in The Group of One
(Cumming Publishers, 48 pages, $15.00
cloth). The chief glory of Cumming’s
small volume is the 14 colour reproduc-
tions of his grandfather’s paintings.
They must be seen to be believed, Every-
thing about them is completely wrong,
vet they are masterpieces of artistic
peculiarity.

Toni Onley: A Silent Thunder
(Prentice-Hall, 144 pages, $40.00 cloih),
by Roger Boulet, is an examination of
Onley’s watercolours. What makes this
man’s art unusual in Canada is the heavy
-Japanese influence on both how and
what he paints. *“The techmque.“ writes
Boulet, ““is not self-mdulsent virtuosity
for its own sake, but is dictated by the
harmonies found in nature. These har-
monies are arranged by the artist in a
spirit of empathy with the landscape, its
seasons and changes, life cyecles and
thythms, It is English watercolour trans-
formed by a meeting with the
Orent . . . .” Some of the paintings
work better than others, though I mupst
confess that many struck me as rather
dull. They leave the eve hungry and
unsatisfied. (1

Pnde and
prejudice

By GEOFF HANCOCK

Pride and Falk: A Novelln and Six
Stories, by Kildare Dobbs, Clarke Irwin,
192 pages, $12.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7720
1358 3).

KILDARE DOBBS'S Pride and Fall is almost
& lesson in the kind of book Canadian
literature has reacted against over the
past two decades. Dobbs leaps from
clichéd situation to stereotyped
character like an antelope, and his stiff-
vpper-lip Britishisms provide ail the
reasons why writers have worked so hard
to develop a distinctive Canadian voice.
(Since much of the book is set in Africa,
it’s also easy to see the relics of ideas,
characters, and attitudes the, African
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writers react against as well.) Dobbs goes
after some essential truths about men
and women in the fading days of the
British Empire, but just as he gets close,
he veers away.

The title story, “Pride and Fall,” is
set in British East Africa in 1951, but it is
not a story about the problems of British
domination or cultures in conflict.
Instead, Dobbs concentrates on naked
self-interest in colonial rule. The main
character is St. John Russell, junior
district officer in charge of a prison. By
temperament not suited to the army,
he’s repulsed by the system of *“Mflame
Kingy Georgy.”” Yet even as he bends
the claborate rules — as do all other
Ievels of military management when it
suits their purpose — he is also con-
strained by them. A little dishonesty
poes a long way, and Dobbs makes it
clear how officials can maintain their

pride by manipulating the regulations. .

Russell assists a government scout in
obtaining a licence after he is caught
poaching an elephant for ivory. But
Russell's senior officer, Jooking for an
excuse to raise salaries, arrests him.
Meanwhile, as the British officials act
out their pzity corruptions, the Africans
seek self-rule and independence.

It’s not always clear which side Dobbs
fs on. He satirizes Russell's senior offi-
cer, L.R. Quilke (he's unhappily mar-
ried to an amputee and farts whenever
she tells him how unhappy she is), and
makes the British governor of the colony
into a clown in full dress regalia (he
holds a sword in one hand and his ““vice-
repal organ™ in the other while he
urinates). At the same time Dobbs looks
back to an era when Britannia ruled the
waves and the currents of African self-
rule could be easily ignored as petty
ripples. In spite of corruption and
stupidity, British colonialism changed
much of the world, and Dobbs seems
still on the side of the British army.

He is in Africa, but not of it. He gives
no hint of the scope of social protest, or
the sophistication of the African people
and how they intended to deal with the
problems of their underdeveloped
nations. The Mau-Mau uprising of 1951
is nothing more than a distant irritant.
As for African politicians, Quilke tells
the povernor there aren’t any. To which
he replies, **Find some. Or iovent some,
At onee,” and suggests Quilke start with
anybody he doesn’t like. The Foreign
Office, after all, is filled with colonial
knights who will draw their pay and pen-
sions no matter what happens.

Dobbs's view of Africans is just as

narrow. Colonialism shattered native'

cocial structures, destroyed families, left
individuals disillusioned. But the
characters here are almost simple-

1

minded. Women are scarcely more than
prostitutes. Men believe in witch-doctors
and spirits in the shape of crocodiles.

. 'These Africans see in independence only

big cars, bottled beer, and store-bought
suits. The modern way of thinking
comes from “witamins” that will give
them power.

The real issues of self-rule are treated
lightly. An old man says that at least the
British are better than the Germans, The
British gave them roads and schools.
The young man listening finds this of
some interest. He then takes *‘strong
medicine’ for ‘“*black magic,” and the
native dance celebrating their inde-
pendence becomes a drunken orgy.
Nowhere does Dobbs point out the
excesses in the African character that led
to the brutal regimes of Idi Amin and
other African dictators (although they
may have taken a few lessons from the
British soldiers in these stories, who
aren’t above flogging a man to death, or
such other forms of torture as plucking
out a man’s pubic hairs one by one.)

Africa does strange things to the
characters in the other stories. A man
almost cheerfully tolerates infidelity in
“A Question of Matives,”’ and offers to
sleep on the sofa when he comes home
and finds another man, suspected of
murder, in bed with his wife. A woman
married to a forestry officer pursues a -
priest with unbridled lust in “A Mem-
sahib’s Confession.’* At times the sitna-
tion becomes unnaturally contrived. A
leopard breaks into the woman’s house
the very night the priest’s dog follows
her home; he comes to the rescue when
he hears the animal’s frantic barking. Of
conrse, their infidelity begins that night.
Days later the priest leaves, guilt-ridden
and remorseful. The cuckolded husband
returns home to find his wife indifferent
to him. “*Aren’t I enough?*’ he wonders.

These characters are Iow on passion;
they fumble, they bumble, they accept.
At best they have no anger, but simply
tolerate life’s burdens. At worst, they
become stereotypes such as the Arab and
Indian minorities who think of money
and deceit as they sip tea and exchange
platitudes.

Dobbs comes close to the African
point of view in *“Yusef and Maria.”
Like many of his stories, this one is set in
a prison. Maria, wife of the prison offi-
cer, is described as *'a sex-bomb,’” and is
indeed a groupie for all the bachelors in
the neighbourhood, When her affections
are spurned she begins sexually pro-
voking the houseboys and a prisoner
named Yusef. For him, *“love and
sexuafity were expressions of liberty*’;
finally, to protect his integrity, he
murders her. This is the strongest story
in the collection because Dobbs uses
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 One sensitive man’s record of war

ALEX COLVILLE
DIARY OF A WAR ARTIST

Compiled by Graham Metson and
Cheryl Lean.

Excerpts from Alex Colville’s
personal diaries and sketchbooks.

33 colour pages, over 100 b & w

PUBLISHED BY NIMBUS PUBLISHING LIMITED

Available in bookstores
$29.95

CLAUDE BISSELL

This complex and absorbing portrait is
the first of two volumes about one of
Canada's best known and least under-
stood figures — statesman, cultural
advocate, patron, family man, and first
native governor-general. Beginning
with Massey’s prosperous Viclorian
childhood, carrying through his days
as a student and wartime officer, and
concluding as he sails to London to
take his position as this country’s high
commissioner in 1935, Bissell writes
with vigour and elegance. Quoting
extensively from private records and
letters he presents a sympathetic but
not uncritical portrait. $22.50
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language to Hhberate the energy of

Africa and puts some dramatie pressure

on the d:a!ogue and pacing into the nar-
rative. This character maintains his
pride; his fall is into grace.

Two stories are not set in the prison
that is Africa, and these demonstrate the
weaknesses of the coilection. *“The
Happy Warrior" is about a young sailor
who admires a naval captain. The cap-
tain’s main joy in life, he says, is killing
people. He means it, too, and has a
soldier shot for treason for wearing an
enemy unniform while escaping from a
prison camp. The narrator is filled with
“shame”’ at this disillusionment. But no
more, Mo indignation, not even self-
righteousness, Just shame.

*“A YWedding™ is an eloqueni logk at
Ireland in the 1930s, when the Victorian
Age was truly over (though many of the
characters were still hanging on to it).
Told from the point of view of two small
boys, the story is about an elaborate
wedding, a barogue conclusion to days
that are past. (Almost as an after-
thought, the narrator notes that the
groom has been murdered.) The story
vears very far from the truth of the situa-
I'J.Dl'l, ]IJSI: as IJ'DUDS rcusm‘:s fl’lB (Ieiﬂ.lls OI
air circuses, swimsuits, and nail polish.
Pride, in this case, means holding on to

a scrapbook while remaining totally out

of date., The same may he caid of the

book. @
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G]loxrv be to
the mother

By VICTORIA BRANDEN

The Marriage Bed, by Constance
eresford-Howe, Macmillan, 240 pages,
12.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715 9554 9).

1 MUST ADMIT that when I began to read
The Mamage Bed and leamned that the
heroinc was a young, pregnant moiner

of two who had just been deserted by her
husband, my heart sank. I have been

VT A YTTNT?T A T\Voir

Internat:onally celebrated Canadian artist Kurelek presents here a power-

ful and mavina trllhuta in tha rontributinn marda by Palieh Canadlane in
W ang mowving wiouls 1C NS CONINDUtIon Maca DY FOounEn LAanacians 1o

this country’s cultural mosaic. The 26 magnificent palnlings and text were
completed shortly before his death in 1977,
$19.95 to 31.12.81. Thereafter $24.95

Collinsg Publishers
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here before, I murmured, chanting

snatches from “‘but l mnt remem-
ber/Where or when .

Well, great news. Constance
Beresford-Howe’s new book is a
charmer, and her best so far. I suppose
it's a “woman’s novel,” whatever that
means, because its appeal is certainly to
the female reader. But I have come to
associate that term with a kind of
whining self-pity and a destructive,
crypto-lesbian, man-hatred that is

dl:l_‘lnnﬂv ﬂnﬂnmnalhna Baracford.

Howe's heroine is llkeable and I iden-
tified with her effort]ﬁsly from the
beginning, She is also literate, and to my
great relief has a sufficiently resourceful
vocabulary that her conversation is not
confined entirely to four-letter
obscenities. I find this is a nice change.

Anne is an English girl whose early life
is a rootless ome, moving from one
seaside town to another with her pretty,

DEEa wwha el T T ]
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one of the Bolter in Nancy Mitford’s .

sagas. Young Annc spots, a splendid
older man whom she plans to marry in
order to finance a university education;
Max is responsive, but his eye is on
Billie, whom he marries instead. Anne is
always a littlé in love with Max, but —
again surprisel — it's a nice honest love.
Some of our current best-selling authors
would succumb to the temptation of a

At fnnast maceara hind nat Navasfaed.
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Howe, Anne meets her future husband,
Ross, at universily. She has planned a
career in science, and Ross is studying
law, but their well-plotted future is sabo-
taged by Anne’s remarkable ineptitude
with birth control (which becomes a sort
of minor theme and a great source of
wry comedy throughout the book). She
produces first Martha, an interestingly
fiendish child, then Hugh, wistful and

ralinlry minah narcanitad |-“r hic eictar
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After a slipped TUD she is in producuon
again, and the book paces along with her
pregnancy: ** “Believe it or not, you're at
it again, Mrs. G. But how you've
managed it I'll never know,'’ says the
gynecologist, ““And poor old Ross had
to sit down with his head between his
knees. . . .”

The third pregnancy is too much for
Ross. He moves out of his home and in-

to a sort of communal mnmmu—hmlep

with his very young secretary, a whlte rat
called Larene. He comes home and helps
with the work and the kids; Anme,
missing him (vulnerable, loving, strong,
weak) decides to employ seduction to
win him back. She is stiii not too far
advanced in her pregnancy, and Ross is
uvnable to resist her wiles. Except that,
with the overpowering fatigue of
pregnancy, she goes to sleep in the
middle of their love-making: ‘“The ploy
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that failed, I thought, lumbering up the
basement steps with the laundry
bashet.”

For alf her sense of humour, Anne is
trapped in the classic female dilemma:
children, housework, the old soul-
deadening routine against which the
modern woman has so passionately
rebelled. Everyone tries to save her: a
doctor-friend whose own marriage is on
the rocks suggests divorces all round,
and a new start for Anne with him. A
girlfriend phones with the offer of a
dream job. Finally her beloved step-
father (remember Max?) arrives with a
nearly irresistible offer — a Hve-in
housel:eeper, a holiday in Santa Lucia,
then a retumn to college to work on &
doctorate. She turns them all down.

. . get this straight. I /ike being at
home with my children. I'm not a victim
or a mariyr . . . For the next five years at
least, these Lids are pgoing to need me
here, and here is where I'm going to be.
Full time. So will you get it through
vour head, I"'m not some poor vicim in
chains . . . My hLids are not poing to
wander the streets with a door-key
round thcir necks. They are not going to
be entertained by the neighbourhood
flasher while I'm somewhere being
liberated."

In the end, she wins her husband back
by an ingenious device that f think I'll
leave for you to find out for yourself;
it’s too bad to spoil it.

Throughout the book there are reflee-
tions on the subject of freedom,
specifically women's freedom, and Anne
concludes that it is an illusion. Not
exactly an original or revolutionary
discovery, perhaps, but one that (in the
current [literary climate) can stand
repeating: no one is free, man or
woman, ever. And although The Mar-
rigge Bed is perbaps not a source of
hilarious belly-laughs, there is a con-
tincous gentle humour that I find
delightful, Its also an advance on
Peresford-Howe's earlier novels, The
Bool: of Eve and A Population of One.
Although 1 enjoved both books, they
seemed to me to be so low-key, emo-
tionally, that 1 found it easy to put them
down and forget them. The Marriage
Bed grips you; it’s the sort of book you
read through at a single sitting.

Before reading The Marriage Bed 1
had picked up Kin-Flicksby Lisa Alther,
which I thought started promisingly:
*\My family were into death.’” And fora
brief time it was very funny. But after
500 pages or so of jerking off in the
school dark-room, of hideous contor-
tions in the trunk of a car, etc., I did not
feal amused or stimulated or excned but
rather as if I had been bludgeoned
repzatedly by some blunt instrument.
And I was glad that I hadn’t read the

book when I was at an impressiongble
age, since it made sex seem so nasty and
painful and humiliating that I"'m sure I
would have been put off it for life.

If Kin-Flicks is literature, where can it
possibly go from here? Perhaps The
Marriage Bed is the beginning of a new
trend. If it is, I'll be grateful. O
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]HIome on
the range

By STEPHEN DALE

Vanishing Spaces: Memolrs of Louls
Goulet, by Guillaume Charette, translated
from the French by Ray Ellenwood, Edi-
tions Bois-Brules (Winnipeg), 177 pages,
unpriced, paper (ISBN 0 919143 20 2).

THE YEAR WAS 1865, and it seemed as if
the prosperous and relaxed life of the
prairie Metis wouild never end. Great
oceans of buffalo rippled across the
uncultivated plains, stalked by caravans
of Metis hunters whose treks led them
across borders to their wintering-over
spots and into numerous adventures,
Flocks of passenger pigeons still
blackened the sky. And the Metis were
pretty much their own masters — reliant
upon their own small communities for
support and survival, and free from the
influence of an alien constitution and its
red-cloaked enforcers.

In a decade all of this would be dif-
ferent: the buffalo would be reduced to
a rarely-sighted curiosity; the passenger
pigeon would be extinct; and the Metis
would have exchanged their footloose
lifestyle and social sovereignty for a cor-
ner of the Canadian dream. The change
was so quick that in just a few hunting
seasons their way of life almost com-
pletely disappeared, In a few years more
the Metis became a people without a
past, losing memory of their colourful
roots.

Guillaume Charette came across the
old Metis adventurer Louis Goulet just
into this century, and ‘‘[reaping]
bundles of stenographic notes" was able
to compile the stories recently published
in English as Vanishing Spaces. There's
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Roy MacLaren

The exciting story of the herofc
Canadian volunteers who risked
thelr lives to secve as underground
agents in Europe and Asia during
World War I1. illus. Cloth, 524.95.
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Clifford
Siftom
Vohnme I:
The Young

Napoleon,
1861-1900

D.J. Hall

Never afraid to fight, Clifford Sifton
was at the centre of political contro-
versies thronghout his caveer. This
new biography adds fresh wnder-
standing to topics of major interest
in Canadian history. illus, Cloth,
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) - Columbia
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‘ " Canada West

Edued by Joarme Ledwc

A vivid account of the epic journey
made by the Jargest expedition to
cross the prairies and the Rockies
before the coming of the railway.
6 colour and 20 b/w drawings, 21
b/w photographs. Cloth, $19.95.
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everything here to help reconstruct 2 lost
world in all its dimensions. Vanishing
Spaces is at once a feeling account of
some important passages in Canadian
history, a curious compilation of the
details of everyday Metis life, and a
humorous, lydcal, and entertaining
work of literature.

The cover of the book suggests a pulp
western, and in some respects, that's not
far off. There are vigorous adventure
episodes, by far the most Iucid of which
is the siepe of Fort Pitt by the Sioux
who, desperate for survival, killed the
priests and traders and sometimes ate
their hearts. The threat of death hung
over Goulet too, but the tables finally
turned, and he found his way to the
cafety of a British prison. Skx-foot-two,
220 pounds, and reputedly the victorina
bare-fisted match against boxing champ
John L. Sullivan in a Montana bar,
Goulet in such escapades resembles a
French-speaking John Wayne. Except
that when the going got rough our hero,
by his ovm admission, has been known
to burst into tears.

Bevond the personal colour, Verishing
Spaces provides an enrapturing picture
of the old Meds lifestyle. Goulet meti-
culously relates the details of their tradi-
tional existence: how they built their
homes, what their furniture was like,
how they dressed, and what kind of food
they ate. *“*Anyone who's never tasted
the imdescribable soup made from
Jeuillet de buffalo, or a stew of buffalo
meatballs, has never lived,” Goulet tells
us. He goes on {0 explain that *“‘The
Jeuiller is an internal part of the
buffalo’s esophagus used to make soup
that could tease the most demanding
palate in a way never to be forgotten.”

The most engrossing revelation is
Louis Goulet’s interpretation of the
Ivetis religious experience. Their reliance
upon the land, and blood ties to the
Indians, determined an intuitive, vi-
sfopary sense that sometimes crossed
over into the superstitious. Yet the Metis
vere also resolutely Catholic, with a
firm faith in Christ, a rigid sense of
morality, and an austere, authoritarian
notion of justice.

As for politics, this book is steeped in
it, though not in an ideological, for-
malized sense. Goulet speaks of Louis
Riel, whom he met a number of times,
more as a man than a political figure. He
describes Riel as strong, honest, and
clever, with a mystical sort of presence
that almost pre-determined martyrdom.
There is never any question in Goulet’s
mind about the legitimacy of the Metis
rcbellion: they felt a concerted and
unyielding encroachment that had to be
dealt with. Goulet remembers of his
childhood days:
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The old-timers seemed to fesl a strange
mood in the air. Newcomers, especially
the ones from Ontario, were eagerly
sowing racial and religious conflict,
banding together to sow the seeds of
discord in the Red River Scttlement.

These émigrés from Ontario, all of them

Orangemen, looked like their one

dream in Jife was to make war on the

Hudson's Bay Company, the Catholic

Church, and anyone who spoke French.

In a word, as my father put it, the devil

was in the woodpile. The latest arrivals

were looking o be masters of every-
thing, everywhere.

Vanishing Spaces addresses some
major historical questions with a strong
sense of personality and poetic fluency.
This book provides an entertaining
understanding of Metis ways by reincar-
nating the past. [J

REVIEW

Cold
comiorts -
By FRANK RASKY

An Arctic Min, Sixiy-Five Years in
Canndn’s North, by Ernie Lyall, Hurtig,
iflustrated, 239 12. th
0 88330 168 5).

Great Bear: A Journey Remembered,
by Frederick B. Watt, Outcrop Ltd. (Box
1114, Yellowknife, N.W.T. X0E 1H(),
jllustrated, 231 pages, $14.95 cloth

Expeditions to Nowhere, by Paddy
Sherman, McClelland & Stewari, 226
, $16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 8144 8).

ON THE FIRST page of his book, Ernie
Lyall quotes an old Arctic saying: “If
you come up here from the south and
you stop over at some place in the north
for an hour, you can write an article for
a newspaper. If you stay overnight, you
can wiite a big article for a magazine.
And if you stay for three days, you're an
expert and you can write a whole book.”

Unlike these outsiders, says Lyall,
“YT’ve spent all my Iife living on the
Inside of what these other people have
been looking at and writing about. The
main reason I decided to do a book
about my life is that I finally got fed up
with all the baloney in so many books
written about the north.”

Nobody could accuse Lyall of dispen-
sing northern baloney. His An Arctic
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Maen is certainly the best of the three
autobiographical books under review
here. It may well be the best insider’s
account of what it’s like to endure —
and enjoy — day-by-day life in the
Canadian north. It ranks with Gontran
De Pocin’s 1941 classic, Kabloona (the
Inuit word for white man).

What makes Lyail’s book so excep-
tional is its Inuit orientation. He is, in
fact, a white man, born 71 years ago in
Labrador, one of the 19 children of a
Scottish Hudson’s Bay Company
cooper. But to all intents and purposes
Lyall is an Inuit. He is married to an
Inuit. He is fluent in the Inuit tongue.
And he is the only white man to be given
an official Inuit disc number by the
Canadian government, because for so
many years he trapped and hunted and
lived off the land like an Inuit.

Most important, he thinks like an
Inuit. He's unlike other white men —
Peter Freuchen, the Danish explorer-
novelist, for instance — who’ve married
an Inuit and then written romanticized
fiction about their experiences. Lyall is
unique in the sense that he comes as
close as possible to expressing the Inuit
viewpoint without fancy embellish-
ments, In the eastern Arctic settiement
of Spence Bay, where he still lives after
serving as a Bay trader, Mountie inter-
preter, and justice of the peace, he dic-
tated his memoirs into a tape recorder.
His editors have wisely refrained from
prettifying his rough-hewn language.

He speaks forthrightly about the
bigotry of most white people, including
his own parents, who regard the Inuit as
smelly inferiors. He debunks popular
stereotypes held about the mnorth,
pointing out that polar bears tend to be
timid, whales stupid, and husky dogs are
never urged forward with a cry of
“Mush!™ In Inuit fashion, his humour
i5 usually expressed with deadpan under-
statement. He describes wryly the battle
for Inuit souls conducted. by feuding
Anglican and Roman Catholic mis-
sionaries. And he tells a delightful story
about the shaman at Spence Bay,
revered for his witch doctoring and com-
mand over the spirit world. The old man
was hardly impressed when informed
about the first white man landing on the
moon. ““We’ve been sending people to
the moon for years and years,”” he said.

Lyall is at his funniest and most
devastating_in a chapter devoted to
Farley Mowat. He lists point by point
the alleged inaccuracies and confected
melodrama he ¢laims to have found in
Mowat's The Snow Walker. Though
depicted as a hero in the book, Lyall
refuses to swallow Mowat's assertion
that Lyall dreamed of escaping from the
grim hazards of life in the north coun-
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try. **Baloney!® he says. ““There wasn’t
anything to ‘escape’ from. This was the
place where I'd chosen to hunt and trap
and live with my wife and family, and
these people certainly were my people.”

Fredericl: B. Waltt is neither a lover of
the north country nor a purveyor of
balonzy. He is an S50-year-old former
journalist, now retired from a govern-
ment public relations job in Ottawa and
living in balmy Victoria. Grealf Bear
chronicles a six-month adventure he
expericnced a balf-century ago. He had
become a prospector during the Depres-
sion, lured to the western Arctic by
Gilbert LaBine's discovery of pitch-
blende. It's a rateling good adventure
story, reminiscent of Humphrey
Bogart’s vain pursuit of wealth in The
Treasure of Sierra Madre, but it's more
than just a yarn. It’s also a sensitive
examination of cabin fever, the straining
of the nerves that may induce a prospec-
tor to Lill his partner for whistling the
same tune over and over.

It"s a measure of Watt’s journalistic
powers that he makes you feel both the
beauty and the terror of that frozen ter-
rain on the outer fringes of the treeless
Barren Grounds. You get a vivid picture
of Watt and his partner Ernie Beck

Struggling for survival in a land where it
took three days to dynamite one pro-
spector’s grave in the permafrost, where
another slashed off his own toe with a
razor blade when gangrene had set in,
where the mosquitoes were so bloated
with their blood the insects ““hung like
clusters of red grapes,’* where the black
flies bit so remorselessly that Watt’s eyes
were puffed up as though beaten
physically. He admits he wept in agony.

Paddy Sherman’s Expeditions to No-
where is fittingly titled. Sherman,
publisher of the Vancouver Province,
catalogues his mountain-climbing
exploits in six regions of the world,
including his.ascent of Mount Centen-
nial in the Yukon and Mount McKinley
in Alaska. We learn a great deal about
the heights of the peaks he scaled, and,
to give him credit, he has a modest way
of turning mountains into molehills. But
spiritually he does indeed go nowhere in
this disappointingly discursive book. It
reads like a rich man’s self-induigent
account of “How 1 spent my summer
vacation,” punctuated with such lofty
sentiments as; *“We found satisfaction in
having met the mountain on its own
terms, penetrating its defences with a
few classic tools,” O

REVIEW

Stranger
than fiction

By ILA GOODY

Loitering With Intent, by Muriel Spark,
The Bodley Head (Clarke Irwin), 222
pages, $17.95 cloth (ISBN 0 370 30900 6).

A GREAT ARTIST invents a type, observed
Oscar Wilde in The Decay of Lying, and
Iife, like an enierprising publisher, tries to
copy it. Wildes maxim is the key assump-
tion underlying the plot of Muriel Spask’s
latest pseudo-thriller, In Loifering With
Inient, Fleur Talbot, a jaunty, successful
novelist in her prime, recounts the
uncanny events swrounding her efforts
many years before to complete and publish
her first novel of intrigue, In order to sup-
port herself, the young Fleur helps Sir
Qumtm Oliver write the aumbmgraphm
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THE CHILDREN’S STORY &y Fames Clavell.

Leon Uris writes a highly opinionated off-beat history, while
Jill's 69 black-and-white and 147 colour photographs echo
every phase of the amazing life of one of mankind’s greatest
cultures. $50.00

SEZTET: T.S. Ellot & Truman Capote & Othero by Jofin
Malcolm Brinnin.

Six indelible portraits written with an over-the-shoulder
intimacy and unpredictable play of hamour. $79.95
Tilustvated with photograpks,

ALMTERICA HELD HOSTAGE: 444 Days of Secret
Negotiationa 3y Pierre Salinger.

In this, the definitive inside hook on the hestage crisis, the
author re-creates the drama, tension, and tragedy of those
fourtcen months and reveals new information about the
nepotiations. $22.50; 32 pages of photos.

ol DOUBLEDAY Canada Limited

It was a simple incident in the life of James Clavell—a talk
with his young daughter just home from school—that
inspired this chilling tale of what could happen in 25
devastating minutes. §9.95

TRIPLETS By Joyce Rebeta-Burdiis,

A contemporary family saga about two sisters and a brother
who are triplets. Funny dialogue, lively action and a keen
perception of character, make this a memorable novel.
379.95.

STREISAND: The YVoman and the Legend &y Fomes
Spada.

An Intimate portrait of the life and career of a living legend.
Hd. $29.95; Pa. $13.95; 180 bfw photes.

clDOUBLEDAY Canada Limited
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\Y.O. filtchell

- A sobust, new growing-up-on-the-
pralie noval, brimming ovar with

Efe and sexuality, written by the
creator of ane of Canada's best

lavad novels, Who Has Seen the Wind.
14.95 doth.
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Storles about Canada and Cana-
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Irtually

unknown even to Mavis Gallant’s
devoted admirers.

$1595 doth.
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Allan And2rson
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and the many cthers — aliving
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Hlew | Epant
Fy Sommmnes

Tire @eed Rgink:
Politicel £lemairs 12091958
Dxvid Lewiia

These leng-awaited mnemoalrs
revzal the roots of Lewls” reputa-
tion as Canada's political con-
sclence, acquired In the early
seventies when he was New
Democratic Party [zader, and the
origins of his [felang commit-
ment o socis] change.

¥24.95 cloth.

Ghria Fongm:
Valerle Rocedola

Charlie Farquharson, Pany
Sound's favoutfte son of the sall,
and Valerle Rosedale, the Tomonto

matron who Is referred to as White -

Antl-Secular Protestent — both
created by Don Harron — gu'de
you hilarfously through 1932, 40
bjw.llm-aunns. 12 b/w phaotos.
$8.95 paper.

Viho s Loy Mother?
Birth Parents, Adoptiva Parents
and Adoptees Talk About Living
with Adoplion and thz Scarch for
Last Family

Clare [Maraiy

An Incredibly moving bock that
spezks to the ovar 2 milllon Can-
edians nvolved In the adoption
triangle — a3 wzll as all the others
who care about an issus sur-
rounded for too tong by slfence.
$14.95 cloth.

Biplomatic Passport:
¥ore Undiplomatic Diarfes,
19461952

Charles Ritchia

In the vein of The Siren Years
Ritchie tells sharp-eyad and amus-
Ing anecdotes about the diplo-
matic social circles he encounters
as his career moves him from
pest-war London and Paris to
Ottawa.

$12.05 cloth.

Survival In the

VMderness:

A Practical, All' Season Guide to
Tradidons! Voodlore, and Survival
Techniquas for Hikers, Sidars,
Bzckpackers, Canoelsts — and
Anyona Stranded In the Bush

Alan Fry

An llustrated, wildemesstzsted
dassle gulde to planning a trip
and suniving mishaps in the wi-
demess by a man who has lived it
$9.95 paper

Tie Rebeal Arngels
Robertson Davies

In Davies' newest novel the wryly-
depicted world of a Canadian unl-
versity becomes the setting for a
murder of stunning

sexza] [mpropriety when & beauti-
ful and brifiant gypsy student and
a middleaged academic become
embruiled in the same memor
able chain of events.

$16.95 cloth.

[DIPILCHMET]
M&P\LKII‘C

l"'"ELl.!Iﬂ.l"ﬂ'l‘l..“:D-]l :.'ING-I"‘éz

Ularlzsmtch:e

LLILE P FARTRREE =

November, 1981 Books in Canada 23

ST - { i pipmm—




of a group of genteel eccentrics. As she
becomes familiar with the character of her
employer, however, she realizes that he
is the exact embodiment of Warrender
Chase, the viltain of her novel.

Lilze his literary prototype, Sir Quentin
is a sado-puritan who collects about
himself a eroup of fools in whom he plants

a destructive sense of spiritual guilt, Bven-

more remark:able than Fleur's anticipation
of his maniacal character, however, is the
foreshadowing of events from her fictional
narrative (o actuality — beginning with the
sufcide of one of the crazed disciples (“‘the
Greak girl” in the novel, Lady Bernice in
its echo) and culminating in the death of
Warrender/Quentin himself in a car crash.
Although the comespondence between
fiction and reality seems initially to be the
result of Sir Quentin®s theft and deliberate
imitation of Warrender Chase, Fleur
recognizes with increasing horror that the
actualization of its plot will inevitably go
bayond not only his, but even her own
control. From one point of view Loilering
IVith Intent is a celebration of the magic of
creation and the power of the artist, From
another it is a reminder of the impotence
of the vriter to call back her myth once it
has been set in motion.

The dominant mood, however, of both
Fleur and her ovm creator — they clearly

overlap in this portrait of the artist as a
young woman — is more comic than
admonitory. Comic partly in the sense of a
Christian divine comedy. Sir Quentin, the
manipulator of fools, is himself a fool,
duped by a plot emanating as much from a
transcendent Designer as from a merely
human artificer. Like Spark herself, Fleur
is a Catholic novelist whose fictions,
however bizarre, iflustrate her belief ina
supernaturally ordered progress of events.
Comic also in the sense of joy. In part
a spoof of the unfailing good humour of
pulpy girl detectives, Fleur’s joy is also,
more seriously, the sign of her spiritual
election and the quality linking her with
the great craftsman, Cellini, whose
ebullient autobiography forms the
model for her own. (By contrast, the
autobiographies of Sir Quentin’s crank
group are trasvesties of the most self-
indulgent, paranoid parts of Newman's
Apologia} One of the most delightful
qualities of Spark’s novels has con-
sistently been her buoyantly self-
possessed and somewhat tart tone of
voice. She gives this voice to Fleur:

I wasa't writing poetry and prose so that
the reader would think me a nice per-
son, but in order that my sets of words
should convey ideas of truth and
wonder, as indeed they did to myself as

Fnt,;henry

*, . . turns the tired conventions of the thriller
upside down. The novel is wonderful because it
turns out to be high art and highly readable, an
amazing combination of originality and energy,
flashing with inventiveness on almost every
page.”’ — Toronto Star

““Well, does it work? You bet.”
— Globe and Mail
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1 was composing them. I see no reason
to keep silent about my enjoyment of
the sound of my own voice as I work.

The phrase she borrows from the con-

clusion of Cellini’s exuberant confession
. . . by God’s grace, I am now going on
my way rejoicing,” forms a refrain as
well for her own progress through the
narrative, and a motto for her life in art.

Fleur is also very much in the line of
the great Spark heroines — Jean Brodie,
the Abbess of Crewe, Maggie Radcliffe,
Elsa Hazlett — all highly energetic, full
of personal magnetism and, within their
Iimited territories, ruthless. Where Fleur
““Joiters with intent™ at Sir Quentin’s to
see the outcome of “her” plot, she
comes uncomfortably close to his own
semi-criminal voyeurism, if not to his
actual chicanery, Character, says Spark,
is contradictory; and not least para-
doxical is Fleur's own slightly malicious
virtue,

The brilliance of Loitering With
Intent lies in the convergence of this
dynamic, iridescent heroine-narrator
with the flickering double-plot that she
both iostipates and resolves. Like
Cellini, Muriel Spark has wrought in the
fullness of her career a work of elegance,
truth, and vitality. Whether by divine or
merely human grace, she is justified in
going on her way rejoicing. O

REVIEW
Cod’s little
acre
By JOHN PARR
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Eastern Sure, by Lesley Choyce, Nim-
bus Publishing Ltd., 123 pages, $6.95
paper (ISBN 0 920852 08 4).

Re-inventing the Wheel, by Lesley
Choyce, Fiddlehead Poetry Books, 52
pages, $4.50 paper (ISBN 0 92011093 2).

THROUGH SOME peculiarity in cultural
perception, Canadian male fiction
writers have tended recently to seek
inspiration from the work of William
Faulkner rather than patriotically
following along in the footsteps of, say,
Motley Callaghan and Raymond Knister.
However, if this trend of journeying to
the South for literary pointers is going to
continue, one should mention that the
Faulkner school of writing is not the
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only source of instruction below the
Mason-Divon line. A few lessons from
Ersking Caldwell could offer further
enrichment of our literature, namely in
the lively and often humorous depiction
of external activities as opposed to the
Faullinerian exploration of internal matters.

And this is where the short story
vriter and poet Lesley Choyce comes in.
Of course, it could be that Choyce has
never read a word by or about Erskine
Caldwell, in which case this review will
have to come to a shuddering stop. Well,
no, not really. The point is that Choyce,
somehow or other, has managed to tzke
command of the Caldwell idiom (minus
the usnal ribald qualities), transposing it
from rural Georgia to rural Nova Scotia.
A somewhat odd achievement in that
Choyce is from New Jersey. Still, since
he has taken up permanent residence
here — East Lawrenceville, N.S. — he
can be recarded as a full-fledged con-
tributor to CanLit, a welcome recruit to
that fairly sizeable group, the CanAm
division (Carol Shields, Kent Thomp-
son, Elizabath Spencer, to name a few).

In a foreword to Eastern Sure, Fraser
Sutherland defines the essence of
Choyce’s fiction. ‘‘Agrinst a back-
ground of physical and social decay,
Choyce’s people try to find points of
stasis and constancy.”” Very well put, an
excellent insight into the preoccupations
of this new author, who has recently
published both a short-story collection,
Eastern Sure (11 stories), and a book of
poetry, Re-inventing the Wheel,

The most striking of the stories are
*The Return of Hanford McDermid,"
“The Public Good,” and *“Finishing
Touch,'” all of which illustrate
Choyce’s theme in a buoyant, often
foll:sy manner. In *“The Return of Han-
ford MicDermid,”* the title character,
evidently fecling he is re-entering a
Garden of Eden, abandons a promising
academic career in New York fo come
back to his NMaritimes home town. Alas,
he encounters serpents in the form of a
couple of redneck ex-schoolmates who
strongly resent Hanford's having joy-
fully given up a life of big-city per-
missive sexuality. “The Public Good”
concerns a couple of old codgers, Russ
and Walt, who attempt to prevent the
construction of a highway through their
cxpropriated land. Even after their
deaths, Russ and Walt seemingly con-
tinue to conspire against the objec-
tionable road, which somehow becomes
Bittered with screws and nails. *Finishing
Touch™ is about the writing difficulties
of o character named Ralph. Ralph had
written story after story, each of which
stopped abruptly with the introduction
of a romantic dream woman. Finally
Eniph managed to complete a story

featuring a harridan version of this
idealized figure. Since then Ralph has
never written another word.

Choyce’s poems are related themati-
cally to the short stories in that they also
deal with physical and social decay, or
more precisely, loss: the loss of
girlfriends, one’s own life, and even the
loss of hair (the result of too much
education). One’s preference, though, is
for Choyce’s prose. As a fiction writer
Choyce is much more lively and inven-
tive than Choyce the poet, probably
because the disasters of others interest
him far more than do his own woes and
anxieties, the usual subject matter of the
poems, Poetry for Choyee is usually a
solemn matter; however, the best of his
stories bring out a sardonic, playful
humour, Quite delightful. 0
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Following
the leaguers

By JOHN T.D. KEYES
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Tiie Comffortable Artss
Traditienal Spinring

and Weaving in Canada
by Dorothy K. Burnham
National Gallery of Canada
Beautifully illustrated with diagrams
by the author and more than 150
masterpieces of spinning and weaving from
every comer of Canada, this book will
provide hours of enjoyment to
anyonu interested in Canada’s social
and cultural history.

The Victors and the Vanquished, by
Earl McRae, Amberley House, 219
pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN 0471 79913 0).

224 pages, $19.95 paper.

Riilitary Uniferms in
Camnda 1665-1270

IF EARL MCRAE ever finds himself runn-

ing out of appropriate athletes to write
about, he would do well to visit

Yugoslavia for at least a pep talk with

Vienko Bogatej, the skier whose spec-

tacular fall in 1970 is still used by ABC’s

Wide World of Sports to jllustrate *‘the

agony of defeat.” Baut since McRae, cur-

rently sports editor at Today magazine,

is a writer of first-class profiles, the odds

are high that he would also return with.
another good one — specifically, one

having to do with a fine athlete who

trained and trained, only to be remem-

bered for one disastrous tumble,

Such irony has been McRae’s baili-
wick for more than a decade, 50 much so
that this collection of 20 stories
(previously published in Today, The
Canadian, Sport, and Atlantic Insight)
even has an ironic title: some of his sub-
jects could have been victors had it not
been for some unfair break; some are
victors who can see the end coming, or
whose current success has been some-
how besmirched; and others were vic-
tors, but are now vanquished.
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by Jack L. Summers, René Chartrand
and illustratad by R.), Viarmion
Canadian War Museum/
National Museum of Man
This important book describes and
illustrates the military dress of forty units
that have played an important part in
Canada’s military life. Forty colour plates
are included. 196 pages, coffee-table format,
$2995 cloth.

The Covenant Chailns
[ndian Coremonizl 2ne

TrRde Siiver
by N. Jaye Fredrickson and Sandra Gibb
National Mussum of Man
“One of the most intelligent and
well-designed Canadian art books of the
season. - . It contains genuine scholarship
and sheds a distinctly new light on
the subject. The text by Frederickson
is a lucid introductory account,
deftly handled - a breath of fresh air amid
the usual jargon of art history texts.”
(Queen’s Quarterly)
168 pages, 249 b/w and 12 colour plates,
52485 cloth, 517.95 paper
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T SUGAR HIOUSE
Antonia White

Married at 22— the absorbing story of
the heroine of FROST IN MAY and THE
LOST TRAVELLER continues. 56.95

BEYORID THE GLASS
Antonia White

This brilliant portrayal of Clara’s des-
cent into and recovery from madness
completes the trilogy-sequel to FROST

IN MAY $6.95
THE LACOUER LADY

ETennyson Jasse
A pradigious novel of adventure and

romance, set In the decaying Kingdom
of Burma. 56.95

MY BRILLIARTT CAREER
Miles Franklin

The basls of the highly acclaimed film,
this noveal chronicles a young womans
quest for “a brilliant career”. 56.95

Alrezdy avallable:

FROST IN MAY/Antonia YWhite/ $5.95

THE LGST TRAVELLER/Antonia
White/ $6.95
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Thus, in ““Cursed to Be a Canadian™
{1975), we read of college quarterback
Bill Robinson, whose justifiable ambi-

tion to play in the CFL was thwarted by -

a rule that virtually compels teams to
favour American quarterbacks over
homegrown ones. In ““Hands of Death**
(1980), Canadian lightweight boxing
champion Gaétan Hart, who last year
pounded two opponents into coma (one
subsequently died), has good reason for
not fully savouring his victory: accor-
ding to McRae, Hart may have won with
illegally taped hands. And in *“Coke on
Tee' (winner of a 1978 National
Magazine Award), McRae presents the
case of hockey player Don Murdoch,
suspended by the NHL after pleading
guilty to possession of cocaine: “His
face, once cherubic, is pale and drawn
and his eyes, once lively and full of
challenge, are cold and wounded.”
Later, the message: “He played a fool’s
game and lost and he’s paying the price.
But he does ask for forgiveness,”

All McRae seems to ask for (or need)
is the opportunity to play fly-on-the-
wall. And given sometimes only a few
hours with his subject, he is able to in-
spire considerable candour. His pre- and
post-interview research is obviously
extensive, and his best stories succeed
largely because he stays out of them and
leis the man in question reveal himself.

With- two exceptions — and two
distinctly different effects. Faced with
the journalist’s nightmare — *“The guy
doesn’t want to talk!’” — McRae is
forced to be front and centre, cajoling,
pestering, doing the best he can with
secondary sources. As a result the pro-
files of baseball player Dave Kingman,
tennis star Rod Laver, and hockey
general manager Ted Lindsay.remain
blow-by-blow accounts of the fight for
an interview — let alone the good quotes
and subtle gestures. Admirable jobs all,
but less than McRae must have wanted.

But then there are the stories in which
he must actually plgy with his man —
moments captured with a definess
George Plimpton should emulate. In
1974%s **Showdown at the Icehaus,” for
example, there’s a mid-ice confrontation
with Houston Aero Gordie Howe: -

He swings behind his net and heads out;
rolling the puck gently on the blade of
his stick, head up, shoulders hunched,
faster, faster, swift, leaping strides,
veering to the left then to the right like
some big ship in a storm, closer, ¢loser,
bigger, bigger until, with terrifying sud-
denness, lte’s right In front of mel
Huge! Awesome! Looming! I feel so
Jfragile! So dellcare! So helpless! 1 feel as
if I'm going to be kilfed! I shut my eyes,
turn my head away, cringe in fear and
poke at the puck. There's nothing there!
Only airl 1 fall down, sprawling. Howe

B e e e e ]

is at the other end, drifting around the

net, the puck on his stick.

So much for notions of playing with
Howe; McRae shows that you get played
with. Lastly, in a gentler — though
paraflel — vein, he travels to Kansas in
search of Hal Patterson, the long-retired
CFL star whom young Earl had en-
shrined in his boyhood scrapbook. ““For
years,”’ writes McRae, ‘*the memory of
him has haunted me and the desire, the
need, to find him, to meet him, to know
him and to understand him has possess-
ed me in ways I cannot explain, To me,
and to many who once had the privilege
of seeing him, he was the most gifted,
the most glorious athlete of his time, an
artist without equal.”” And McRae does
get close to understanding Patterson; as
close as any writer is likely to get. Then
he throws Patterson one last pass.

All 20 men are or were heroes to
somebody. Ultimately, the key to each
story is the angle with which McRae
made contact with that heroism, and
while not all of them could have been as
brilliantly conceived .as the Patterson
piece was, they’re no less fascinating:
goalie Mike Palmateer seen through his
superstitious need for pre-gpame pop-
corn; footballer Angelo Mosca now on
the wrestling circuit; retired boxer
Archie Moore on an Eastern Canada lec-
ture fomir promoting goodness and
godliness.

But the most recent piece — that on
Gaétan Hart — indicates that McRae is
committed to less adulatory companion
pieces. His conclusions were the product
of clear-headed, cold investigation. One
byproduct of this is that people become
wary of talking to- you — and that's
tough when what you want is the chance
to hang out and watch and listen. It’s
nothing that McRae doesn’t already
know. Odds are he won't be van-
quished. (1

REVIEW

Dissension in
the ranks
By J.A.S. EVANS
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Patton’s Gap, by Richard Rohmer,
General Publishing, 239 pages, $16.95
cloth (ISBN 0 7736 0093 0).

D-DAY TOOK PLACE 37 years ago, and the
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names of its architects, Eisenhower,
,Omar Bradley, Bemmard Law Mont-
gomery, and George Patton Jr., are no
longer in the forefront of our minds. But
we are still living with the consequences
of the Second World War, and so if
Richard Rohmer’s Pafton’s Gap hardly
descrves the adjective *““timely,” it is not
unimportant. In 1944, while Major-
General Richard Rohmer’s career as a
novelist was still a pipe-dream of the
future, he was a reconnaissance pilot
with the Royal Canadian Air Force, fly-
ing a Mustang I with cameras mounted
in its belly over the sector of the
Mommandy landings. Patton’s Gap is
half memoir and half detective-story. It
covers the first 10 weeks or so of the
invasion with anecdotes and assorted

bits of history, and the problem it ex-.

amines is, who vas responsible for the
Falaise Gap, through which the German
Army escaped across the Seine River?
The scenario was this: The British,
Canadian and American forces hit
MNormandy on June 6, 1944. The British
and Canadians under General Mont-
gomery, who was commander of all the
invasion forces including the Americans,
took Bayeux, and advanced on Caen
where they ran into fierce resistance. To
the west of the British, the Americans

under Omar Bradley drove across the
Cherbourg peninsula and before three
weeks were out, took Cherbourg itself,
thus giving the Ajlies a safe harbour.
Montgomery captured Caen on July 9,
but his advance was slow, and not only
Eisenhower but the press as well were
voicing criticisms that cut his very sen-
sitive ego cruelly.

Then, at St. L8, the U.S, First Army
under Bradley broke through, surged
through Brittany and swung east to en-
circle the Germans from the south. The
German counterattack was foolish and
desperate, but the orders came directly
from Hitler, and the commander on the
spot, Field Marshal von Kluge, had no
choice but to obey. He attempted to cut
the American line at Mortain, and when
he failed, he then had to withdraw his
army across the Seine, out from the jaws
of the two armies that menaced him with
a pincer movement, the British and
Canadians on the north, and the Amer-
icans and Free French on the south.

On Aug. 12, General George Patton
reached Argentan on the south jaw of
the pincer and went no further. On the
north, the First Canadian and Second
British Armies struggled to take Falaise.
Twelve miles lay between Falaise and
Argentan, and through this gap the
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German -Seventh Army was desperately
trying to escape. The British and Cana-
dians could not move to close the gap in
time (the South Saskatchewans took
Falaise only on Aug. 17) but on the
southern jaw of the pincer, Pat{on
could. But the territory beyond
Argentan was in the British sector of the
front, and Bradley would not give
Patton leave to advance until
Montgomery gave the word. So Patton
waited, and the Falaise gap stayed open
for a week, during which much of the
German Seventh Army escaped. Mont-
gomery never did link up with the
Americans at Argentan. At the last

minute he decided to move to Chambois *

further east, leaving both Eisenliower
and Omar Bradley dismayed. “Monty's
tactic mystified me,” Bradley was to
write in his memoirs. A Soldier’s Story.

Rohmer has little to add to the ques-
tion of why the Falaise Gap occurred, ex-
cept for some notes from Forrest Pogue,
director of the Dwight D. Eisenhower
Historical Research Foundation at the
Smithsonian, who interviewed various
generals after the war. The verdict is
what we already knew. Montgomery was
responsible for the Qap and the escape
of the German Seventh Army. His
motives lay somewhere deep in his
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psyche and he now is dead. But the Gap
vas a blunder that prolonged the war
and had an effect on the map of post-
war Europe. Monty's mystifying tactics
are best explained from this distance as
the result of American insensitivity rub-
bxm, against pru:kl}r British pnde, and
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The ftmmmg
of a shrew

By DuBARRY CAMPAU

A Woman YVith a Purpose: The Diarles
of Elzoh=ih Smith, 1872-1884, edited by
Veronica Strong-Boag; University of
Toronto Press, 336 pages, $25.00 cloth
(ISBN 0 5020 2360 6) and $10.00 paper
(ISBN 0 5020 6397 7).

TODAY'S MORE EARNEST, liberated women
will read with amazement the con-

fidences Miss Smith made to her diary

more than 10D years ago. She was a
bright, evidently attractive girl from a
prosperouns rural family who was deter-
mined to get an education, which she
certainly needed, and ultimately to
become a doctor of medicine, an almost
terrifyingly difficult goal at that period.
But all of this seriousness of purpose was
mingled with flirtations, romances, and
a busy social life.

:
If any woman still needs encourage-

ment to head for a professional career
this diary should provide it, and that in
itself gives it good value. But read as a
social document of the Victorian era in
Canada, it is fascinating in itself.

The early pages, started when she was
13, deseribe a home life filled with
chores and intermittent schooling.
Although in her foreword Miss Strong-
Boag refers to Miss Smith as having had
a governess, that woman’'s effectiveness
as a teacher seems dubious as the pages
are filled with grammatical and spelling
solecisms: “Pa was to Hamilton
today...”; “Taking M and I along...””;
“‘servents™; *‘estsoters.’” Despite these
and other Iapses she became a country
school teacher when she was 19, and
then malkes many references to ““learn-
ing ker pupils grammar and spelling.”

For several years she alternated
teaching and being tauoht. She attended
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normal schools in Hamilton and
Ottawa, passing successively higher ex-
aminations, and financed her own
education by months of work in one-
room schoolhouses in rural Ontario.
How she made her momentous decision
to enter Queen's University’s medical
school is never made ciear — perhaps it
had been in her mind for so long she felt
no need to explain it to herself,
Inevitably, the handful of women who
in those days insisted on going into this
almost totally male field were not
welcomed. They were necessarily given
separate (and rather sketchy) classes in
all of the areas then considered delicate.
Deliberate efforts to shock and embar-
rass them were frequent not only by the
mate siudenis bui also by some of the
professors. And she fell, as many
women do today, that she had to be bet-
ter than the men in order to have any
standing at all. This led to her efforts to

have exclusively women’s medical .

schools created in Canada. Unhappily,
this smacks today of the “‘separate but
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equal® philosophy used in the education
of blacks in the southern United States.

The diary ends at her completion of
medical school, but in her introduction
Miss Strong-Boag describes Smith’s life
from then on. She married a civil ser-
vant, Adam Shorit, gave up her pracllce

{which had barely goi underway), had
children, and devoted the rest of her life
to women's.causes, losing her merriness
and becoming something of a termagant
suffragette. Yet, in giving up her career
for marriage and motherhood, she must
have seemed at that time an example of
ithe waste of an education on a woman.

But the diaries are far from an
uninterrupted saga of how one woman
foaght at the bamricades for freedom.
They give a vivid picture of ihe society
and customs of the time—and of Miss
Smith’s delicious revelling in the atien-
tions of her beaux, her devotion to her
women friends, and the all-pervading
miasma of Protestant piety that made
her dismiss & suitor because of his rather
mild religious doubts. O

ON/OFF/SET

Although the voices vary, one thing
links Canada’s female poets:
the high quality of their publications

By DAVID MACFARLANE

THE FLOURISHING of Canadian poetry,
and especially of Canadian poetry
wntten by women, is documented,

............. tha matinnmls crmall
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presses and magazines. The voices are
various: gentle and warm, scathing and
bitter, caustic and ironical. It is difficult,
probably even wrong, to search out the
generalities that [ink one poet to
another. One connection, however, that
is not so very difficult to see is the,
sharing of a few recent publications of a
high standard of quality.

Roo Borson is a poet of such grace,
simplicity, and delightful language that
one wonders why her name is not better
known than it is. She has come the route
of most of our poets: Malahat Review,
Moatrix, Prism, Canadian Forum, Cana-
dian Literature, and Bob Weaver. Two
of her books — Rain (Penumbra Press,
41 pages, $5.95 paper) and In the Smoky
Light of the Fields (Three Trees Press,
48 pages, $3.95 paper) — are written
with a stra:ghtt‘on\'ard and clear style

that still retains the poetry's elegance

and comple:uty By no means the best
poem In Ram, Borson’s portrait of
Vancouver, is perhaps most illustrative

Af tha ananamy and aslavitv Af hae
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writing: “‘and the sailboats wobbling in
the harbour/ the freighters come to col-
lect wheat/ their shadows colliding/
where the herds of rain/ balk at the
mountains.”

Although both collections are the kind

- of books that first welcome, then draw a

reader into them, there are two verses
from **The View from OwI’s Head,” the
first poem of In the Smoky Light of

Fields, that 1 have not heen ghle to get

out of my mind since I read them:

A hillside bricked with maples,

a cloud caught ke a shirt

on the one low mountain

and the mountain

baiied up with roads

tunnelling under champagne birches.
With the eyes qf children squirrels wait
in the wily bodies of old acrobats

to grab the polisked food

Jrom the grass and bounce away.
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TO LAST

MeGraw-Hill Ryerson
S~ MORE CHAMPAGNE THE BEST OF COOKING
1 DARLING 630 Recipes and 600 Colour
= Patrick Crean Photographs
L Paddy Creanhasled afascinating ~ Arne Kriiger and Annuette
| life; acting with Olivier and Volier
| Gilelgud; spending three yearsas  Four cookbooks in one with
- fencing master and stunt director  recipes ranging from appetizers
to Ervol Flynn and finally joining  to Main Courses to Desserts,
the Stratiord Festival as actor with each dish pictured in full
and fight director. An enter- colour. A complete cookbook for
taining and witty antobiography  every occasion. $28.50
for all theatre and film buffs.
i 16 pages of photographs. 818.95
' I = : AT DAWN WE SLEPT MADAME BENOIT'S "
nt m ‘The Untold Story of Pearl CONVECTION OVEN Madame Benoits
ol Hal'hor COOKBOOK 3 Coumeetion f_:)'_ﬂzn Coakboolk
WE SEEDU Gordon W, Prange ~ Jehane Benoit
| |gEumooetorves | Here, for the first time, is the Canada’s foremost culinary
| |[SESRLEARBOR| o thentic record of how Japan expert explains the principles of
planned and executed the convection cooking, providing
infamous attack onPearl Harbor.  gomrmet recipes, especially
32 pages of photographs, 16 developed for the convection
pages of maps and diagrams. oven. Colour illustrations.
529,95 516.95
RICHARD BURTON ELVIS
Paul Ferris Albert Goldman
A remarkable portrait of a This eagerly awaited blockbnster
brilliant actor who became as biography captures the superstar
famous for his wealth, notoriety in a book that combines
and tempetuous marriage to astonishing revelation with
Elizabeth Taylor, as for his brilliant cultural commentary.
talents. 16 pages of photographs. 28 blach and white photographs.
516.95 $19.95
SPOTLIGHT HERCES FROM BAUHAUS TO OUR
John Rowlands HOUSE
This unique book presents an Tom Wolfe '
intirate look at superstars A sequel to The Painted Word,
captured through the lens of one this saga of tventieth-century
of the great photographers of the architecture shows how the
rock music world. 160 pages of creators have abandoned parsonal
photographs. $12.95 paperback  vision and originality to be
fashionable. $14.95 -
TRAIL OF BLOOD THE LIFE OF OUR LORD
Frank Jones Charles Dickens
Thia collection of 22 stories takes A simple, beautiful retelling of
us on a cross-Canada odyssey of the life of Jesus, written by
violent death, immersing us in Dickens for his own children.
the periods and settings of The book is enhanced by
infamons murder cases. religious engravings'from the
18 pages of photographs $15.95  Victorian era. Mustrated. 812.95
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Press Porcépic remains a model of what
small presses are all about, and it con-
tinues its laudable policy of trying to
publish at least one literary work each
year by a new and little-known author.
Onc-Eyed Lloon Riaps (73 pages,
unpriced, paper) by Kristjana Gunnars
is o haunting, mysterious and, above all,
artful combination of Icelandic and
Norse myth — Gunnars was born in
1943 in Reykjavik — with modem
observation and introspection. The
lancuage, not very surprisingly, is rich
and strange:

my one ere doesn't see

the ruin of the other

depressions full of lava
like & many-shaded mesa
smooth & dark

i can’t sleep with this
outlook passing below
with an eagle’s large wings

It is a difficult book at times, dense with
mythology and unfamiliar names, and
jliusirated with runic symbols. But
Iceland — like the poems of our
unknown poets — exists somewhere in
Canada’s peripheral vision, One can
only be thankful that there are
publishers and authors who continue to
force us to look Farther out of the comer
of our eye. O

FIRST IMPRESSIONS

Sex and dirt and violence: from hustling
South Philadelphia’s streets
to hunting dragons off the coast of B.C.

By DOUGLAS HILL

N Strasikeoris (Simon & Pierre, 197
paces, $14.95 cloth), Jim Christy affec-

tionately recreates a rough-and-tumble
childhood in South Philadelphia’s

Spring Moon

A Novel of China
by Bette Bao Lord

The story of Spring Moon, daughter of a mandarin
family, spans the turbulent years in China’s history from
1892 to 1972. The vivid characters mirror the changing
panorama of Chinese life. Her privileged childhood, her
illegitimate child, her marriage to a stranger and the rebellion
of her children shape Spring Moon into the proud matriarch of

five generations.

$18.95

A Biography f“
hy RO‘;S Terri‘ll J

dnged th face of thﬂd Work
tmm (Jhme;e documentary sources, Terrill exXam-

nes Mao’s family ba
his rise to power and

round, his r

his many love aff

Paper: $9.50,

Fitzhenry & Whiteside
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Italian gheito. Though the novel is set
lavishly in the early 1950s, it’s not just a
period piece; without appearing to
strain, Christy makes the concerns his
young hero Faces both timeless and
immediate.

Characters are the best part of the

e da "mma = wm gmC

book: Gene Castellano himself (a ~

precocious hustler and pubescent
crook), his schoolmates, his small-time-
politico father and the relatives and pals
around him, the girls and women who
initiate Gene into sexual knowledge. An
accomplished writer in several modes,
Christy has a talent for precise and evo-
cative description — for the details of
scene and incident that capture a street-
wise boy's escapades, daydreams, and
fears. Qene is the narrator; he has a
tough, funny, ironic voice that only
occasionally hits a stylistic wrong note.

Streethearts delivers the textures of a
time and place gone by: *‘the red brick
tenements, the cars squeezed at the curb,
the telephone poles drooping their wires,
the trash cans spilling crap onto the side-
walks, the neon glowing in bars. The
fights, the hanging out, the singing on
the corner, the jive and the bullshit.
Downtown, tenderloin, honky tonks,
Dolores and her long legs, Liberty
strutting down Tenth Street, cabs honk-
ing, Frankie, Baseball George, 2ll day at
the movies, stickball . . . .”* And sur-
rounding all of this the potent energy
released by rock and roll in its
Philadelphia infancy.

This is a book for grownups, cer-
tainly, even if it chooses to deal more
with surfaces than depths, chooses to let
youthful experience speak for itself
rather than explain it in adult terms or
force insights npon it. Still it has more to
say to kids about the ethics of growing
up than any 10 or 20 advertised
“juveniles” that come through the slot.
But it’s got sex and dirt and violence and
confusion? Sure. And better yet, it
doesn’t have the answers, doesn’t offer
formulas or platitudes.

x & 0

Dragonbunt, by Frances Duncan (The
Women’s Press, 108 pages, $5.95
paper), is experimental in form and con-
tent and generates considerable
psychological force. As an exercise it’s
stimulating; readers will have to decide if
the ultimate meanings of the story
justify its difficult private imagery.

The novel gives a version of the St.
George myth, translated to the B.C.
coast. When we meet Bernice Carswell,
a ‘*middle-thickened, fortyish woman
with a port wine stain on her right

- cheek’* who lives in a homemade log

cabin on the beach, she’s digging clams
in order to insert plastic pearls within
their shells and return them to the sand.
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Sir George Werthy, a 700-year-old itin-
erant Lnife-sharpener and dragon-
slayer, enters her life, kills her pet goat
and apologizes, and together they set off
on a quest to Galiano Island, each of
them in search of the insight that will
bring healing and wholeness.

Duncan intersperses bits of straight-
forward though not always realistic
narrative with passages of surreal;
hallucinatory image and incident. These
have the vividness and logic of dreams,
and eventually come to form consistent
personal and natural patterns. The sym-
bolism of the novel is often bizarre, but
Duncan’s clear prose casts a disturbing
sp2ll. By the end, I think, the novel’s
complex metaphors complete them-
selves. It’s a hard book not to reread
immediately, to see how the author’s
pulled it together.

L I -

£: Deont With Two Backs (Oberon, 95
pages, $13.95 cloth, $6.95 paper) con-
tains worlks of nearly equal Iength by
Mil:e Mason and T.F. Rigelthof. They're
called novels, a claim about as puzzling
as the boolc’s title.

Mason’s contribution, “The Beautiful
Uncut Hair of Graves,"” is an unpreten-
tious story, set in small-town Manitoba,

centred upon the death of a young
Indian girl who has gone astray and
drowned in one of the local nuisance
ground’s bog-holes. Through the
response of various townspeople to the
accident, and to the three-month-long
drought that parches their days and
souls, Mason derives some thoughtinl
though not particularly startling percep-
tions about death and life. These are
registered chiefly in the troubled sen-
sitivity of a 16-year-old gitI who works
part-time for the weekly newspaper.

Rigelhof, in ““Hans Denck, Cobbler,”
tells a deeper tale, a religious fable that
brings an East European shtetl atmos-
phere to modern-day Regina. He’s done
well with a rich, suggestive form, and
gathers the many threads of his story
topether competently. His eponymous
hero, through events too complicated to
summatize, surmounts a number of
obstacles with his simple yet profound
faith and achieves the sort of triumph
one associates with the characters of
Singer or Malamud,

Both these pieces are satisfying,
without serious flaws, and undoubtedily
show promise. On the evidence it’s
impossible to tell if we can look forward
to a full-scale novel from either writer,
or what its quality might be. O

THE BROWSER
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Harold Innis goes to Russia, the
Kent Commission goes to great lengths, and
our columnist goes to lunch

By MORRIS WOLFE

THE DRAWING THAT accompanics this
column js by Jean-Marc Phaneuf, from
The Royol Commission on Newspapers
(Supply and Services, 295 pages, $10.00
papcr). If you're at all interested in the
media in Canada, it”s instructive to com-
pare the actual Kent Report with the

document that vas savaged by Canadian )

newspapers. The actual report is a hand-
some, well-written document that
thonghtfully explores some difficnit
questions. The report even anticipates
the smolkescreen criticism it received. It
comments, for example: *““In a couniry
that has allowed so many newspapers to
bz owned by a few conglomerates,
freedom of the press means, in itself,
only that enormous influence without
responsibility is conferred on a handful

of people. For the heads of such organi- -

zations to justify -their position by
appealing to the principle of the freedom
of the press is offensive to intellectual
honesty.”* At another poiut, the report
reminds us that the Davey Committee
had said in 1970 that the newsrooms of
most Canadian newspapers were bone-
yards of broken dreams. *‘Our investiga-
tions,"” says Kent, ““lead us to think that.
there are now fewer dreams to break.
Some of the cynicism is the deeper one
of not having had dreams. Journalists®
confidence in their publishers is thin or
worse.” Ignore the recommendations
and spend a couple of hours going
through the rest of the report. It"s well
worth the trouble.
o % 0

THE BEST PUBLISHING NEWS P’ve heard
this month is that Guy Vanderhaeghe,

e M e ——— . —— e —-

= ———— & -~ " g W -

NEW BOOKS
[FIRCRA THIE
FRASER
INSTITUTE

Pricing Cap=dian Gll
and Gao:

The Impact of Price Reguiztion

on tha Canedhin Petrolaum Endustry
by Basil Kalyman and David Quirin
Energy Flarftet Sarles 2

A lock at how the prices for

Rezction;

Capital Galns Taation In Canada
by Fichoel Valler et al

Raceilon Serfzg 2

An asszssment of the goven:-
ment's recent review of the state
of capital gains tzoes in Canzda —
a possib!s forerumner to an
Increasa [n capital gaing tanes for
ug Al

September $2.95 paper

Tacz Facto:
‘The Canzdln Censumzr Tax
Indax and You ‘Third Edition
by Scly Pipes and FTchas] Valker
with Dend G
:lnlly di:::rﬂrmbrm““
pay—a
province look at the full extent of
the family's direct and hidden tax
burden — a burden that has
ncreasted mere significently than

others.
ﬂ.ﬂnbu $4.95 paper

Teszation:

An Intemational Perspective
Edited by IMicheel Vafler and
Whiter Block

Intemztonali-nown economists
from nine countiles examipe in
detall the Impact of their tax sy=-
tem on the economy of their
comtizy and how It alfects eco-
nomk and sodal behadour —
Includng the “underground
economy’” created as citizens
attempt to svold or evade taxatian.
November $14.95 paper

The Egg [larlieting
Board

A Cace Shedy of Monopoly and
Its Soclal Costs

by Thermas E. Borchen®ing with
Gary V¥ Dorosh

Two noted economists provide a
classic analysis of the economics,
msuummdlnmn:toﬁn‘l!ﬂuﬁm

$3.95 paper

and Kurt Vonnegut, Je.
Mnck:;!'he'afﬁmnﬁwa:ﬁun
programs” designed to deal with
racial end sexus! discrinnination,
prejudice, and minarlly Income
differentials. previously llstad
August $9.95 paper
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1981 Afhssen Galtuzo
NenFiction [rred

Tad Ferfuson™s Dosparata Bicgo. James
H. Gray's Dcomtimo, Sid Marty's ITIon
for ¢ha I'Tountainmp. Andy Ruesell's
Advontnred with THId Andmnls,
Thezs vrorl:s — just four of sight which
have tron Albsrta Culture Non-Fiction
Aviards — demonstrate the range,
talent and strangth of Alberta's non-
fiction rritera.

Past vrinners of the prestiglous award
hava ezrned a place at the top.

Ones arain, Alberta Culture invites
pubmirssions for the avsard and prize of
£1,500. To be considered. entrias mugt
have bgen published in the English
Iongfuass anyrrhere in the world, and
muat ba at lezat 50,000 vrards in lenghh.
Authors must be Canadian eitizens or
landaed immigrants vho have lived in
Albarta for a minimum of 12 of the past
18 montha.

Subm$raion, trith tvro copies of tha book,
mnry be made by publishers, agents,
2uthors, friends cr family of authors.

DHEADLIID FOR SURLTIB0T0LIB:
DECEMEFT 51, 1201

To entsr, or for full Information,
contaot:

Albarts, Cultur2

1Jon-Fiction

Axzard Committaee

Iiim end Litorary Arts

12th Floor, CN Totwrer

m
Tdmonton, Albarts |
e ioeg
CULTURE
Film and Literary Arts
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the fine young short-story writer from
Saskatoon, has been signed by
Macmilian, who are bringing out a col-
lection of his short stories in the spring.
They've also taken an option on his first
novel. That news, combined with
Macmillan’s strong fall list, suggests that
those of us who feared the Gage
takeover of Macmillan represented
another nail in the coffin of serious
publishing in Canada may well have
been wrong. I hope we were. Two new
stories by Vanderhaeghe have appeared
in the past little while: **Sam, Soren &
Ed” in the Journal of Canadian Fiction
(No. 31/32) and *““He Scores; He
Shoots” in Maitrix (Summer, 1981).

L I .

1 ASKED THE cab driver if he was enjoying
the Pear]l Buck novel, The Good Earth,
that was on the seat beside him. He
wasn’t reading it for pleasure, he said,
He's an unemployed Ph.D. and has
decided to become the first Canadian to
win the Nobel Prize for [iterature.
Therefore, he was systematically reading

can do market research for everything
else, why not the Nobel Prize too?) Pearl
Buck, he said, won even though she used
the word “‘vast’’® much too often. He’d
already counted 49 ““vasts® in The Good
Earth. 1 wish him well.

* & 0
LYNN HARRINGFON'S Syllables of Recorded
‘Time (Simon & Pierre, 319 pages, $14.95
paper) is an over-priced, badly written
history of the Canadian Authors’ Asso-
ciation. Harrington, herself a long-time
member of the CAA, demonstrates on
every page the earnest, windy humour-
Iessness the association is famous for.
Old battles with the Canadian Forum,
F.R. Scott, and others are trotted out as
if they’d happened yesterday. The
Forum's criticisms of the CAA’s
mindless boosterism in the 1920s, we’re
told, *“‘wounded deeply, and the scar
tissue still throbs."
x X B

THE HAROLD INNIS FOUNDATION has
published the first volume of a series
that promises to be of considerable in-
terest — Innis on Russia: The Russian
Diary and Qther Writings, by Harold In-
nis, edited with a preface by William

Christian (Innis College, University of
Toronto, MSS 1J5, 90 pages, $5.00
paper). In June, 1945, at the end of the
war, Innis got on a plane for the first
time and flew to the Soviet Union. /rnis
on Russiz includes a diary he kept
during the trip and two papers he subse-
quently wrote based on it. The diary is
full of fascinating asides about the world
as seen from a plane and about the
gossip he was picking up in Russia:
““Claim syphilis and anti-Semitism
increased with contact of troops with
territories formerly occupied by Ger-
mans.” The Cold War had already
begun in June 1945, **Canada,” Innis
told his diary, ‘“might play role of small
bird which picks the teeth of the
crocodile and in comipensation gives
warning of danger.”*
&£ T 2

ANYONE DOING primary research will
find it useful to consult the Directory of
Canadian Archives (Association of
Canadian Archivists, R349, Public
Archives of Canada, Ottawa K1A ON3,
130 pages, $8.00 paper). The directory
offers the most complete listing there is
of archives in Canada (English and
French), the nature of their holdings,
and whom to write or phone for infor-
mation. -
o ¥ =2

ORECORY CLARK was never my cup of
tea; I found him too cute most of the
time. So I didn’t expect much when I

‘turned to The Life & Times of Greg

Clark: Canadn’s Favorite Storyteller, by
Jock Carroll (Doubleday, 360 pages,
$19.95 cloth). But the book includes a
few examples of Clark at his best —
especially ““Mrs. L. Bruce — A Love
Story.” And although I was bored by
many of the rambling anecdotes about
Clark and his cronies, the book is of
some interest as social history — it’s a
bit like focusing on the background of
someone eclse’s family photographs.

LONG-TIME READERS of this column may
recall a perceptive little book on numer-
ology by Ann Forhmzway: Your Destiny
Is in Your Name. She pointed out that
people named Morris are ‘‘advanced”’
souls who ‘““have had every experience
there is to be had and [have] come back
by choice, out of love for mankind.”
Ms. Forhmzway now has published a
less perceptive companion volume, Your
Destiny Is In Your Name 2 (PaperJacks,
171 pages, $2.95 paper). Of the number
11 (me) she now writes: *‘Others see you
having a far-seeing mind if you are using
this vibration positively . . . . If you are
not . . . they will see you as being
reclusive, despondent and very much out
to lunch.”* O
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Schemes and variations: from

Trotsky’s hand in the Halifax explosion
to pity for an aging Peter Pan

By ANNE COLLINS

OME OF TRE JOYS of writing a paperbacks
columa is that snatching at the chance to
have the last word is not considered
rude. Case in point: Tan AcLachlan’s
Helen in E:dle (Seal, $3.25). Reviews of
it were mised, ambivalent. The Books in
Canada reviewer greatly admired
RicLachlan’s ambition, but couldn’
help feeling that such ambition was
unseemly in a second-time novelist. He
confessed to finding the novel so unsuc-
cassful it took him a moath to read it.

I pulped it in one night. I found
McLachlan's reach exhilarating because
as far as I was concerned he grasped
what ke prabbed for. In a symmetry that
never becomes stifling he arranges the
stories of three generations of women,
whose names are varjations of Helen,

reacting to crisis times in their own parti-
cular countries: Helena, the grand-
mother, to the burning of Smyrna by the
Tucks; Héléne, her daughter, as a leader
of the French Resistance; the youngest,
Helen, sleepwalking toward terrorism in
Montreal during the Qctober Crisis.
What made the first reviewers uncom-
fortable, I think, was their belief that
McLachlan was saying that one sitvation
was as dangerous, as cataclysmic, as the
other — that Quebec in 1970 was as
much a battlefield as France in 1944. In
terms of women's souls perhaps he is.
But McLdchlan uses Héléne’s biack-
and-white experience of war to highlight
the grey mud of the modern Helen’s.
Helen is not nearly as noble; their exper-
iences don't equate, Helen doesn’t know

. - P T
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what to fight. She is a painter so she
fights her art in that familiar 20th-
century battle to lose control, to give up
attempting to order experience. Héléne
believes that if you can’t have joy at
Ieast you can try for order. Each Is a
snceessful embodiment of her times.

Each woman hates her mother. All,
except Helen, despise their daughters —
again revealing symmetry. Granted it’sa
superficial pleasure, but it did please me
that McLachlan was able to disappear so
completely into these women. Ii’s the
first women’s novel I’ve read that was
written by a man.

The moon must influence paperback
publishing; it seems to flow in thematic
tides, Embattlement, imprisonment, and
hercics are big this month. If you want
to relive yet again the exploits of Ken
Taylor and his merry band of “exfil-
trators’ as they spirit six American
embassy personnel out of Tehran, The
Canadian Caper (PaperJacks, $3.50) is
for you, Jean Pelletier, who, broke the
story in La Presse, has joined forces
with Claude Adams, and they add the
buzz of suspense to a story whose con-
¢clusion is foregone. No mean feat.

Taylor, 1 accept, is a hero. Somehow,
though, I'm not persuaded that Pelletier
is. The book tries its best to Woodward
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Pinocchio tronslated by
Marlanna Mayer. This special

Moo
yTale] Ciioatore] E!“..'.:ra;:m &c%:n"m
Pcmeoc’¥o Talco of Tioes - .
IPect. This remotliable collec- TZTA JACK K28 &
tionofctories, first publichedin -
1697, includes classic tales °
"o “Slzeping Brauty”, “Little Dcgardodo thelloninihe Soew Uhilie & the Scven
Recd Ridiag Hood”, “Cin- Eloon by Ezra Jack Keats. ooxlo retold by Freya Liitle-
dorells” ond morelosirated  Kids wifl love the newest book  dale. Susan Jeffers’ glowing
vith exquisite drawings by from the Caklecoit-Award-  full-colour illustrations enrich
DMitchell HMiller, For all ages. winning awthor of Loule. For  thisheloved falry tale. For ages
$17.95 hardcover. &ges 5-8. $13.95 hardcover. 5-8. 511.95 hardcover.

edition of an old favourite,
illusirated in full colour by
Gerald McDermott, celebrates
the 100th anniversary of iis
first publication. For all ages.
$15.95 hardcover.
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or Bernstein him in its account of his
scooping to conquer. Rather self-
righteously and in the third person, too:

In many respects, Pelletier was an old-
fashiored journalist,- preferring the
traditional style of reporting to the
modern orthodoxy of the “new jour-
nalism* with its upfront biases and
first-person posturing, Only rarely did
he inject his own strong political views
into his dispatches and, even then, oot
at the cxpense of the facts.

The story of Pelletier’s story doesn’t

hold its own against Pelletier’s story, if
you know what I mean. This is opinion,
mind you, not fact.

The epigraph of The Sixth of
December (Paperlacks, $3.50), an
otiginal paperback thriller by one of
PaperJacks’ regulars, Jim Lotz, is from
Leon Trotsky: *“. . . all through history,
mind limps after reality.”® In this case
fiction limps along with it. There is good
research and the germs of a sufficiently
paranoid plot here, involving Trotsky in
the massive explosion in Halifax during
the First World War. But: *“Women
cried, and men looked at each other in
that dreadful moment before death
descended on the city.”

Manuel Alvarez’s account of his
d0-year search for “the Canadian who
saved his 12-year-old life in the Spanish
Civil War has been well-praised. The
paperback edition of The Tall Soldier
(Virgo, $3.50) is, of course, just as good
and has an exira attraction — an after-
vord on the mystery of Rosita’s lost
suitcase, I'm not going to reveal the
details here, but I wouldn’t be surprised
to see treasure-hungry Canadians
descend on the Catalan town of Corbera
with jackhammers, 3 la Masquerade.

The obscuring movements of his
hands are more obvious these days, but
the great magician Pierre Elliott
Trudeau still makes fascinating reading.
Richard Gwyn's book-length profile,
The Northern DRMzgus (PaperJacks,
$3.95) is so thorough and thoughtful
that you can forgive Gwyn such excesses
of imagery as his frequent likening of the
prime minister to Peter Pan.

All the rocks of our common percep-
tions of Trudeau — his arrogance,
intelligence, reserve — have been flipped
over and had their undersides examined

3¢ Books in Canada, November, 1931
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by Gwyn. Trudeau is admirable,
unlikeable; he courts ambiguity. In spite
of his political record, remarkable for
tenacity more than achievement,
Trudeau keeps us interested. We may
feel like the injured party in this 13-year-
old love affair; Gwyn leads us into the
uncomfortable realization that Trudeau
is disappointed too. He thought we were
thinking beings like himself, able to put
down our emotions and pursue a logical
course for the betterment of all. La
raison avant Ia passion. He thought that
he could create a benign, logical,
problem-solving bureaucracy; he pro-
duced a monstrous, politicized civil
service and discovered that there are no
solutions for many problems. Worse,
that voters are not reasonable. Such
disenchantment left him imperious and
us disgruntled, if not rebellious.
Jesuit-trained, a bit of a schoolyard
bully, Trudeau does not like to lose. He
has excellent tools for winning, but no
scruples about throwing out the rules of
fair play if those tools fail him. Gwyn
says that only one person has ever besn
able to hold him to a draw — Margaret.
She doesn’t play fair ejther, and the ulii-

mate victory is surely hers:

Not long ago, she go? under his armour
with a slash that was murderous
because, as he told friends afterwards,
there was simply nothing ke could say in
reply. "I'll win In the end,” Morgaret
told him, “‘because I'm going io live
longer. Wien the boys are grovn up,
I'll still be around.*”

Read The Northern Magus, if only for
the brief experience of an unaccustomed
emotion regarding Trudeau: pity.
Other titles out this month that I sup-
pose will tantalize somebody: Rudy
Wiebe trots out a version of the
manhunt for Albert Johmson, cliché

- fading into mythology in The Mad

Trapper (Seal, $2.75). Another most-
wanted Canadian, the late Alvin Karpis,
had to leave the country to get famous as

' U.S. Public Enemy Number One. He

would probably rather not remember
Alcatraz as told to Robert Livesey in On
the Rock (PaperJacks, $2.95). And
Dave Mcintosh remembers 41 trips
aboard a Mosquito in Terror in the Star-
hoard Seat (PaperJacks, $2.95). It was
the Second World War — to win you
had to be able to fly anything. J

IN TRANSLATION
- 1

Foreign correspondence: from a
masterly resurrection of the prose poem
to a date with the hangwoman

By PAUL STUEWE

THE MULTICULTURAL NATURE of the
Canadian mosaic is constantly being
enriched by new arrivals, and one of the
latest groups to offer a literary contribu-
tion is Ediciones Cordillera (155-3275
McCarthy Road, Ottawa, K1V 9N1), a
Chilean-exile press that has recently

- isswed two notable bilingual (Spanish-

English) poetry titles, Jorge Etcheverry's
El Evasionista/The Escape Artist
(transiated by Christina Shantz, $5.00
paper) is a selection of the author’s work
from 1968 to 1980 that exhibits an
impressive mastery of the prose poem, a
form largely ignored in English-language
writing but whose development by
Baudelaire, Rimbaud, and such recent
practitioners as Octavio Paz has made it
central to Latin-based literatures.

Prose poetry is easy to write and very
hard to write well, since the intrinsic
requirements of each of its well-
established parenis are easily evaded by
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a facile transition into the other: typi-
cally, one gets either a febrile burst of
poetic prose or an inanimate chunk of
prosaic poetry. Etcheverry's work
transcends such difficulties by relating a
more or less linear narrative in langnage
alert to associations of sound and sense,
and the kind of resuits he achieves will
be suggested by *“Fragment 5:"
Somehow
when we fInish making love, the only
thing left to do is
1o resume our previous atlitude
and take flight from the balcony aof the
building
The wise man traces circles upon
drawing paper
and makes the cats miigow from aff the
roqfs of the night
when they percelve our dangerous
proximily o the moon
So I am dedicating a few words 10 you.
Listen: I do not
leave your bed with my hands in my
pockets, whistling,

R
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" by George Calef

A stunningly beautiful
portrait of northern wildlife.
Superbly photographed,
brilliantly written, the subject
of years of work in the Canadian arctic.

“Caribou and the barren-lands should be must reading for
everyone concerned with the survival of arctic wildlife”
—Roxanna Sayre, Audubon

At your bookseller now. $34.95  %u} CANADIAN ARCTIC RESOURCES COMMITTEE
B FmerLY BOOKS

Annikins

Three splendid, funny,
G fantastic stories by Bob
M Munsch, in mini-books.
2] Full ¢olour illustrations.
| For child size hands, at
'I a price kids can afford

— only 95¢.
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From Annick Press. Distributed by Firefly Books.
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neither do I go up the chimney like soft

white steam.

I do not dvell in « dark corner of your

room. I would not

Jall into the error of aitributing to you

metaphysical

propzrtics. Nov: that the gngels are

crestfallen and

it Is time for many imprecisions.

This is & marvellous book, one that I’ve
already reread with great pleasure, and I
can’t recommend it too highly.

Main Momez's Historins del Reino
Vinilado/Stories of a Guarded Kingdom
(translated by Christina Shantz, $5.50
paper) gathers together povms [froin
1264-1950 of a more overtly political
character, and relies heavily upon a
vacabulary of Marxist and Mew Left
terms that occasionally impresses as
jargon rather than evocative language.
This is irritating because Nomez is
clearly not a mindless ideologue pasting
togcther rhetorical banalities, but a
thoughtful and passionate writer who
undoubiedly opis for the easy phrase out
of impatience to express himself rather
than an inability to think of anything
else. This minor annoyance aside, the
po=ms in Stories of @ Guarded Kingdom
are direet and affecting reports from a
sensibility committed to changing the

world as well as depicting and inter-
preting it. They reward close reading.

Eicheverry and Nomez also appear in
Canadian Fiction Magazine's ‘A
Special Issue of Fiction in Translation
from the Unofficial Lanpuages of
Canada” (No. 36/37, §7.50 paper), a
more diffuse expression of the multi-
cultural fact that haphazardly presents a
wide variety of material exhibiting a
corresponding range of literary com-
petence. The cumulative effect of all
these short and often excerpted pieces is
something [ike rapidly changing stations
on a short-wave radio, as the guick suc-
cession of different voices and cultures
creates intellectual overload rather than
dawning comprehension. Amid this
Babelian uproar the contributions of
Josef Skvorecky, Chava Rosenfarb,
Leandro Urbina and Chen Jo-Hsi do
mangge to convey an impression of
individual identity, but otherwise this is
an anthology best sampled either in
small doses or for primarily sociological
I£asons. -

Pave] Kohout is a Czechoslovakian
emigré whose books and plays have
attracted a certain cult following, but his
new novel The Hangwoman (Academic
Press, translated by Kaca Polackova-

Henly, $19.95 cloth) should earn him a
much larger audience. The book pro-
ceeds by slowly and painstakingly
working out an idea that if baldly stated
would simply alienate most readers, but
as - Kohout craftily develops it the
unthinkable becomes a perverse but
acceptable subject for serious fiction.
Much of one’s enjoyment stems from
curiosity as to just how far the author
will carry out the logic of his premises,
and so I’m going to play mystery-
reviewer coy and not let them out of the
bag; but if you’re in the mood for an
exceptionally stimulating and often
shocking novel, I suggest an early
appointment with The Hangwoman.

One of the dangers of reading only
foreign books, like seeing only foreign
films, is that we can easily develop an
exaggerated notion of the uniform excel-
lence of other [iteratures. The reason for
this, of course, is that most of the time
we experience only the high points of
alien cultures, since the inferior material
has been largely filtered out by processes
of discrirninating selection. Thus it is in
a sense refreshing to realize that Japan
has produced not only Lady Murasaki
and Yukio Mishima, but also the turgid
historical fiction of Eiji Yoshikawa’s

|

~ The Insiitute on:

Regulation

The author argues that regulatory tribunals do not
offer adequate opportunities for consumer groups to
participate in the regulatory decision-making process.
He recommends procedural changes that would
ensure that all concerned parties are allowed a voice
before those tribunals,

Consumers and the Regulators: Intervention in the
Federal Regulatory Process, T. Gregory Kane, pp.

In the face of double digit inflation, soaring wage
increases and a high unemployment rate, wage and
price controls were [egislated into existence in
October, 1975. Using both interviews and
econometrics, this study provides a definitive
account of the effectiveness of the controls program.
Wage Controls in Canada, 1975-1978: A Stndy in
Public Decision Making, A. Maslove and G.

Informed Policy Debate

128, $10.95 Swimmer, pp. 182, $11.95
The Institute
T Working Towards The Institute B

for Research on Public Policy

P.O. Box 9300, Station A
Torome, Ontario
MS5SW 2C7
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LTucoshi (Fitzhenry & Whiteside,
translated by Charles S. Terry, $24.45
cloth), a book as long as Gone With the
Wind, much less skilfully narrated, and
on the whole about as much fun as going
on a raw-fish diet.

Shiogun certainly has a lot to answer
for, but it may be partially redeemed if
all its sword-and-samurai stuff sparks
some interest in The Catch and Other
War Storizs (Fitzhenry & Whiteside,
various translators, $6.75 paper), four
tales of postwar Japanese life by Ken-
zaburo Og, Haruo Umezaki, Temiki
Hara, and Fumiko Hayashi, With the
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possible exception of Oe, all will be un-
familiar to Western readers, but the high

level of literary craft shown here -

demonstrates that all merit serious con-
sideration. The stories themselves share
the downbeat, existentialist mood of
much postwar Japanese writing, engag-
ing in the kinds of fundamental exam-
inations of self and society possible only
in a defeated but still proud nation, and
they provide an unusually candid
glimpse into the interior of an unusually
reticient culture, No swords, I’m afraid,
but certainly a high grade of literary
sorcery for the discriminating reader. [J
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Is it that that ought to be used

in place of which, which is a word that is used
far too often? It’s hard to say

By BOB BLACKBURN

HOPEFULLY, I AM going to try to get to
the end of this column without making
any mistakes, although the odds are
against me. I have seldom been able to
write more than a few paragraphs
without wrongly substituting which for
that. Maybe if | talk about it . . .

The rule, if you can believe most
authorities, is simple. The relative pro-
noun zhat is defining or restrictive;
which is non-defining or non-restrictive,
and that’s that,

It’s good to know that this rule that
can be so simply stated will solve this
problem, which has been bothering me
for years. It’s also good to know that
this rule, which can be so simply stated,
will solve this problem that has been
bothering me for years.

What 1 would reafly like to know is

why, if it’s so damned simple, the article
devoted to the question is, at five pages,
one of the longest (and most confusing)
in Fovler's Modern English Usage.

Fowler does say, succinctly, that *if

vriters would agree to regard that as the
defining relative pronoun, and which as
the non-defining, there wonld be much
gain both in lucidity and in ease,”® But
he admits that this is not the practice
““cither of most or of the best writers.”
He also admits that the rule is not always
easy for others to follow. (One gets the
impression that wothing is too difficult
for Fowler.)

My ovn difficulty with that and which
is azoravated by the fact that I am stuck
with one of those spurious rules that

plague us all. Some long-forgotten
mentor evidently impressed upon my
mind the fallacy that says that that is a
colloguial relative that should be
teplaced by which in written English.

The fallacy, Fowler says, stems from
the fact that which is more often
demanded by the complex constructions
of written sentences than by the simple
ones of everyday speech, and, observing
the frequent written use of which, many
people conclude, wrongly, that it is the
preferred form of that. *“This false infer-
ence,” he says, ‘“tends to verify itself by
persuading tlie writers who follow rules
of thumb actually to change the original
that of their thoughts into a which for
presentation in print.*’

That last is an ungenerous remark. A
person who has had a wrong precept
drilled into him at an early age, and who
has tried without total success to uproot
it, should not be accused of “*following"
rules of thumb, dammit. Even in writing
the above paragraphs I caught myself
several times starting a defining clause
with whick. As the watchful editors of
this magazine could tell yon, it’s a lapse
which [sic] frequently defies my best
efforts at vigilance.

Furthermore, Fowler (would that you
were still with us), given the complexity
of the various problems that that poses,
upont which you expatiate so volubly,
and considering how much more dif-
ficult it all becomes if that other tricky
relative, wiio, is brought into the discus-
sion, is it not possible that your simple

rule, quoted above, could be said to be
one of thumb? Put which in your pipe
and smoke it!

I can only conclude by saying (cor-
rectly) that the habit of misusing which,
which is a bad one, is a habit that T will
try to break.

MORE THAN 24 hours after the Supreme
Court decision on the constitution was
published, a reporter informed us that
““it's hard to say who was the clear
winner here.”” I made a note of it, but I
remain uncertain whether it was the
result of plain stupidity or of sloppy
writing. It was obvious, seconds after
Chief Justice Laskin began speaking,
that the very essence of the news story
was that there was no clear winner (bet-
ween the contending provincial govern-
ments on the one side and the federal
government on the other). I refuse to
believe that any professional journalist
could have failed, by the following after-
noon, to prasp that fact. It »mus? have
been sloppy writing, spawned by the cur-
rently endemic journalistic addiction to
circumnlocution.

*It’s hard to say’’ is one of the many
cop-out phrases favoured by journalists
who cannot bring themselves to say I
don't kmow.” Such dodges, used too

YOU ARE THE DETECTIVEI
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' CRIME & PUZZLEMENT
24 Solve Them Yourself
Picture Nysteries

by Lawrence Treat

Mystery and puzzie fans alike
will sink their penclls into this
with ?Iee. Degigned in a
special pocket size format for
easy smuggling into subways,
line-ups, lecture halls, etc. . .

$5.95 paperback
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Readers will enjoy old
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self, the 85 selections
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often, become catch-phrases that tend to
be thrown into use even when inappro-
priate. Probably what the reporter was
trying to say was that the story was con-
fusing because, while there was no clear
winner, both sides were claiming victory.
That could be said in a dozen ways; she
chose none of them.,

Or perhaps she was trying to say that
eventually one side might prove to have
won out, but it was not yet clear to her

which side that would be.

What she did tell us, in effect, was
that there was a clear winner, but she
didn’tnknow who it was, and that’s
nonsense.

Such terrible writing by so-called pro-
fessionals is so common today that one
is tempted to console oneself with the
thought that an occasional misuse of
witich isn’t important,

Butitis. O

INTERVIEW i

In the past, says John Moss, our
critics mapped the perimeters of the garrison.
Now it is time to break them down

By GEOFF HANCOCK

JOBN Moss, founder and for five years
managing editor of the Journal of Cana-
dian Fiction, is one of the most promi-
nent younger critics to emerge out of the
1970s. In such books as Patterns of
Isolation and Sex and Violence in the
Canadian Novel (both McClelland &
Stewart), his writing has occasionaily
tended as much toward popular com-
mentary as scholarly reserve. He has also
edited two volumes of essays originally
published in JCF, Here and Now and
Beginnings (NC Press), and a new book
of his criticism, A Reader’s Guide to the
Canadian Novel, has recently been
publ:shed by M&S. Geoff Hancock met
him in Toronto, where they discussed
the changmg role of the Canadian
literary critic:

Books in Canads: What is the exper-
ience of a work of art?
Moss:Iseeawurkofartasa]iving
organism that stands quite apart from
the persop who made it. The creator
doesn’t fully understand what he or she
has done. The art works simultanecusly
on emotional, intellectual, and perhaps
spiritual levels. The critical function
then is to analyze but also to synthesize.
The critic does not perform an autopsy,
leaving behind rough stitches on the
corpse; it’s delicate surgery on a living
organism.

BiC: Are critics expected to change
literature? Or just interpret il?

Ross: Neither, exclusively. The critic
who sets out to change literature is being
arrogant. Interpretation is too limited.
A critic’s primary function is to #Humi-
nate. 1 try to approach each work on its
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own terms. Perhaps its historical context
is important, or its socjal context, or its
use of language, or the shaping of time,
or ideas, or its characters — its insights
into individual behaviour or universal

.behaviour; or even my own response, I

am increasingly opposed to critical *“ics®
and *isms.’” Structuralism. Thematics.
I"m concerned w:th the work of art
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John Moss

itself, how it functions. I suppose I"d
describe myself as a ““functiopalist”
critic — though I'd rather have no label
at all. Certainly not the “thematic’
label. I suppose like a lot of others I'm
reacting against Canadian criticism of
the past 15 years or so.

BIC: Who might those critics be?
Moss: Myself, among others. The so-
called post-Frygian school. Northrop
Frye, one of our most cosmopolitan and
sophisticated thinkers, in fact, gave rise
to a very parochial school of eriticism,
of which I've reluctantly been a part. 1
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thinkk it was historically necessary to
have Margaret Atwood, Doug Jones, Eli
Mandel, myself, and others, writing the
Linds of criticism e were, that was so
often labelled “‘thematic.”® I prefer to
call it “*systems™ criticism. It looked for
systems to give coherence to the litera-
turé as a whole. Canadian literature
seemed no longer a matter of a few good
works, It was exciting and dynamic. It
coincided with the mew concept of
nationalism as synonymous with sover-
eignty. Suddenly, Iterature seemed an
expression of our national conscious-
ness, the national imagination, national
experience.

Mow, we’ve always had a tendency
toward systems: the CBC, the CPR.
Frye put his finger on this — Frye’s
influence on Canadian criticism, on me
anyway, had less to do with his own
criticism, which obviously I admire,
than with his cultural generalizations,
which made me feel good. Frye and the
whole tenor of the 1970s led me to write
systems criticism in spite of myself, 1
tried very hard to be a functionalist, but
everything kept relating to the larger
arcument. To sex and violence, to isola-
tion, regional consciousness, irony. It
was historically necessary to go through
this, to establish contexts and connec-
tions. In retrospect it seems like we were
defining the perimeters of the garrison.
Iow it’s time to break them down. I
would thinl: there’s no better person for
the critic to emulate today in Canada
than George Woodcock. Mot that I
acres with everything he does or says,
But he's eclectic and urbane. That is the
basis of what I see as good criticism for
the 19505,

LiT: But now there’s a gap between the
“public critic” as Woodcock defines
himself, and the acadermic critic,

LIezs: That’s probably a good thing.
They have different functions. The one’s
a mediator between literature and public
consciousness; the other mediates
batwreen the Iiterature and time. I sup-
pose the true academic is the one who
does the dirty work — but someone's
got to do it. The textual stuff, Determin-
ing the authentic editfon of Wacousta.
Writing the critical biographies of Ralph
Connor and Agnes May Fleming. I see
myself caught between the two fimc-
tions, actnally, Mot trying to reduce the
gap but trying to bridge it.

BiCs Are cartain functions of criticism in
Conada being neglected?

iless: Yes. Critical evaluation is
ignorad. Continnity with the larger
world is ignored, Word choice and syn-
tax are ignored. Style and technique.
Time, Ideas., Qur fear of evaluation is
our preatest weakness. I don’t mean, *I
like this/I don’t like that.” That’s

simply opinion. But we must be critical.
‘What's right with a work, and why. We
must break away from the non-
evaluative systems approach of the past
decade. We must come to terms with
Mavis Gallant. Elizabeth Smart. John
Metealf. People whose work doesn’t fit
into so-called CanLit. It makes me want
to throw up, the term CanLit! We must
somehow open up these closed systems.
Run through titles of critical books
published in the last decade. It’s
appalling! Survival; The Bush Garden;
Patterns of Bolation; Articulating West;
The Haunted Wilderness; Savage Fields;
Sex and Violence in the Canadian Novel;
Vertical Man, Horizontal World; Our
Nature, Our Voices; Harsh and Lovely
Land; The Canadien Imagination. All
these bloody generalizations born out of
this need to systematize and generalize.
It was an appropriate response — post-
coital ruminations after the centenary
ecstasies. We're past that now.,

BIC: Is criticlsm somehow to make a
gesture to the fulure then? Or is it bound
to the past?

Moss: Criticism is a process of perpetual
déja vu. Once things have been made,
the critic tries to discover their ineviia-
bility. Criticism is not prophetic. Critics
speak for their own time and place. The
literature if it"s any good transcends. I
do think the past is important, but we
are continually redefining the past. I
agree with T.S. Eliot that each new work

- of art, if it i5 art, affects everything that

has ever been written. The beauty of
working with literature, with the arts, is
that the past refuses to be a stable com-
modity, a dead thing, artifact.

BiC: Is there a danger in Canadian
criticism, as George Eliot suggested, that
too many footnotes might run away with
the brain?

Ross: Yes. But I don’t believe in naiveté
either. A good work will sustain endless
critical exploration, and the exploration
will endlessly iluminate the work.

BIC: What are you doing with
Beginnings and Here and Now?

Moss: These anthologies are anti-
systematic. I’ve purposely brought
together a variety of critical approaches:
personal responses by writers like
Northrop Frye and Thomas Raddall, an
essay by George Woodcock on the
history of ideas, scholarly essays, inter-
pretive and evaluative essays, etc.
There’s far more scope here than in an
academic journal. I've had the freedom
to pick and choose according to dif-
ferent criteria — determined by the
literature itself, not some other thing. In
A Reader’s Guide to the Canadian
Novel I"ve been anti-systematic with my
own critical writing to the extent that
separate essays I've written expressly for
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the book on more than 200 Canadian
novels are assembled alphabetically — as
in an encyclopedia. Perhaps that is the
ultimate in what Atwood describes as
the synthetic Canadian habit of mind —
the ultimate in synthesis is surely the
encyclopedia. [T

LETTERS

Atlantic
advocates

Sir:

I was disappointed to see that your
reviewer, Doug Watling, took such a
pre-20th-century stance in reviewing
Visions from the Edge (August-
September), a science-fiction and fan-
tasy anthology that I co-edited with
John Bell. For me, Watling’s approach
represents the very worst of the shackled
mentality that has fought to keep Cana-
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THE TUJELYE DAYS OF CHRISTLIAS
Hilary Knight

An gnchanilng Inlerprelation of a popular
Christmas song «ith beautiful Hiustrations by
wall-knovm artist Milary ((night. A yoong Bear
cofebrales Christmas with plooful generosity
and his clevar stroothoart turns hie glfts Inlo
one marvelous sucprisa. $94.98

THE ROLIAN ERIGEIA
Vfalter F. Rlurphy

An exciting, fast-pacod drama of Viorid ar Il
esplonapa, Vatiean Intrlgus, and maral cholco
by ihe best-selling author of The Vicar of
Christ. 315.95

HOYY CODKING LYORKS
An Indispensable Witchen Handbook

Sylvia Rosenthal and Fran Shinagel
A mafjor handbook that fully explains tho
“hovis™ and "whys™ of cooking technigues.

500 recipes are includod to back up basic
colinary principles. $24.95
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dian literature ““in its place® over the
years. Why is he so hung up on cate-
gories and restrictions attached to one
genre or another? Why the interest in
limiting, rather than freeing-up, the

imagination? (A friend of mine insists it -

bas something to do with toilet training,
an oversimplification, I'm sure . . . but if
true, I'd be the first to offer a free
supply of laxatives.)

Watling remains overly concerned
with o is truly Atlantic Canadian,
worrying over the authors® “‘various
terras of residency and a hodgepodge of
bacligrounds and influences.” One
assumes he is referring to writers such as
Elizabeth Mann Borgese, daughter of
Thomas Mann, who settled in Nova
Scotia, wrote a considerable number of
science-fiction stories for international
magazines, and established herself as a
leading figure in international ocean
law. Apparently, by Watling's stan-
dards, international credentials auto-
matically bar a writer from attachment
to a region. Qur intention as editors was,
in part, to show that this edge of Canada
has a strong tradition of speculative

literature that focuses on the world and -

the future.

In fact, Watling ignores a very signi-

ficant work by Laurence Manning, a
Saint John, N.B., native who in 1934
published =zn extraordinary story of
vision that is set 500 million years in the
future, *“The Living Galaxy®’ is a “hard
science™ story that truly stretches the
limits of man's ability to predict where
science is going. For my money, it’s one
of the best to come out of the *30s or any
other time period and it follows
Sturgeon®s SF dictum very nicely, thank
you.

Put sadly, Mr. Watling has been
thumbing his textbooks for too many
years, underlining with black magic
marker every time he comes across a
statement of definition. After slicing off
major portions of our book that he feels
are outside the realm of fantasy
(mystical tales and ghost stories) he
asserts his position in acceptance of
Roberis's contribution to the book.
Check it ont: “I find Sir Charles G.D.
Roberis's ‘The Stone Dog’ closer to true
fantasy simply because its setting
remains unidentifiable and elusive.”
(And my typesetter was sure the story
concerned a man who was smoking dope
in a marsh near Fredericton somewhere
arcund the turn of the century.)

Rigid definition of genre has always
caused disastrous decay in the develop-
ment of any field, and I'd be really
pleased to find a reviewer who took the
boot: by the teeth, gnawed on it a bit,
digested the good and the bad, and
vrote about the experiences provided by
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the authors. I feel that some of the
experiences provided in Visions from the
Edge are nothing short of spectacular,
and it was the effort of a very small,
poverty-stricken, but joyous publisher
to show an unexplored tradition of liter-
ature in Atlantic Canada.
Lesley Choyce
East Lawrencetown, N.S.

o

Sir:
Your August-September issue I3 a
distressing compendium of error.

Bob Blackburn tells us that *“to
founder™ is “to run aground. The cor-
rect expression for running aground is
“stranding’” or *“being stranded”; a
gentle stranding is known as *““taking the
ground,"” although, as Joseph Conrad
noted, the feeling is more as if the
ground has taken hold of the ship. The
Concise Oxford and waterfront usage
agree that *to founder® means “to fill
and sink,” which is just about the exact
opposite of stranding and an even more
alarming experience.

Then Billy Valgardson generates a
graceful essay from the misgnided
notion that learning can be accom-
plished by people other than the learner.
Valgardson’s approach will certainly
teach students cbedience to authority,
during the course of which they may or
may not be terrified into reading and
writing. But the real problem is motiva-
tion, as Valgardson tacitly recognizes
when he says that *“the school’s function
is to assist the student in developing
skills.” If the student is not already
actively engaged in developing skills,

_after all, it follows that he cannot be

assisted. The will to learn flows from the
learner’s own needs and wishes; indeed,
as John Holt and others have repeatedly
demonstrated, motivation is more often
destroyed than created by schools, set
curricula, and determined educators. If
God is not a fish inspector, he is not an
educator ejther. I hope Valgardson will
read Holt's How Children Fail and
Freedom tnd Beyond, particularly, and
then try again. He's right about the
importance of literacy but wrong about
the means of achieving it.

Next, Wayne Grady asseris that ““in
Cape Breton the Scots are dour
Calvinists,” and Hugh MacLennan only
partially corrects him. Calvinists? Two-
thirds of Cape Bretoners are Catholics,
b’ys, and Capers are famous from here
to Fort MacMwray as fup-loving hell-
raisers. After 10 years here, I find Cape
Breton the most tolerant, convivial com-
munity I have ever known, and 1 cannot
really imagine living permanently any-
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where else.  Of course we do have
enclaves of the uptight and upright, and
MacLennan’s people seem io have in-
habited one such enclave. Sixty years
ago, when MacLennan lived here, stern
moralists may have bee influential —
but in those days the: old whiff of
Calvinism was discernible even in sinful
Toronto.

Finally, Dawne Smith tells us that
William Hamilton’s *“*eloquent praise™
of Cape Breton **is often excessive,”
This is quite impossible. Praise of Cape
Breton can never be excessive.

Silver Donald Cameron
D’Bscousse, N.S.

Juan Builer

Sir:

I thought that Barry Dickie’s tribute to
Juan Butler's work (August-September)
was both apt and just, but }’d like to add
a few personal recollections.

The last time I saw Juan Butler it was
the fall of 1974, when he unexpectedly
turned up at my Montreal rooming-
house, a kitten nestled under his arm.
He was moving back to Toronto to enter
a CBC drama course and wanted a home
for the kitten, but since my landlady
didn’t permit pets — of the four-legged
type, at least — I couldn’t take it, and
that introduced a first small sour note
into our acquaintance. Not long before,
he’d given me a copy of Canadian
Healing Oil, and I used to read it on my
hospital shift like a kind of amulet.

When I knew Butler in Montreal he
was in good shape. He had a walk-up
apartment on Dorchester at St.
Lawrence, was happily married to a
beautiful Ethiopian girl, and seemed to
be working well. The drama course
appeared to be a bit of a break for him,
and when he dropped from sight after-
ward 1 just assumed that he’d been
quietly absorbed intoe the CBC
behemoth. It was shocking to learn of
his death.

I firsst met him when Northern
Journey 3 (1973) published *““The Happy
Gang Rides Again,”” Builer’s attack on
the Group of Seven and the London
School of painters: *‘no combination of
Dada-cum-pop and parcchial egotism,
however humorous, can serve as & valid
substitute for authentic national culture
and artistic innovation. A culture must
be based on a feeling, not of geography,
but of national community,'* Butler was
a loner, an English/Spanish outsider
who brought to his new country an
intensity quite alien to the mild Cana-
dian sensibilities around him. He had
strong, even rigid opinions, but he had
earned the right to have them.



Extremely handsome, physically
beautiful in fact, he had about him —
despite the forceful opinions — an extra-
ordinary sweetness. And, my God, he
had talent. At some point the pressure of
his psychological afflictions broke him,
but the talent recorded his gallant strug-
gle with it. It’s an inhumane thing to
say, but, viewing Butler’s Iife as that of
artist-as-martyr, perhaps it was better
that he ended his working life as he did,
maintaininz his talent at flash-point
rather than dampening it with lesser
work. His novels are like no others in
Canadian literature, though Cabbage-
town Diary has an affinity with Hugh
Gamer, and Caradian Healing Oil with
Leonard Cohen’s Beautiful L.osers — of
course Healing Ol is incomparably
better.

When he lived in rooms on Madison
in Toronto he used to organize his
novels by sifting through dozens of
separate little piles of manuscript,
finding the thread that would bind the
frapments. It’s a pathetic waste that the
thread gathered and tightened into a
noose.

Fraser Sutherland

Scotsburn, N.S.

Brief encounter

Sir:
In a brief review of my new paperback,
Good Words, Well Spoken (August-
September) the word “pathology” is
applied to the description of sound pro-
duction. Since pathology is the study of
diseased or abnormal things, and the
deseription of voice production in Good
H'ords is about the development of the
healthy voice, would you publish this
response to avoid misunderstanding on
the part of your readers?
Esmé Crampton
Toronto

CANWIT NO. 67
A s |

NOW THAT mid-term papers have been
handed in, marked, and fought over,
professors and publishers and even some
students have recognized the need for a
definitive reference book for aspiring
essayists. Our old friends at McClarkan
¢t Newspider have accordingly con-
tracted the CanWit editors to compile a
new, updated version of the Glossary of
Literary Terms, incorporating contem-
porary definitions of all the standby
chestnuts of academic criticism. We've
put our heads together and come np with
two:

Novel: The carly draft of a film seript.
Couplet: A brief, but poetic, encounter.

We'll pay $25 for the best list of literary
definitions that we receive before Nov.
20. Address: CanWit No. 67, Books in
Canade, 366 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto M5A 1N4,

Resulis of CanWit No. 65

PERHAPS THE FULL moon had something
to do with it, but our request for typo-
graphically mangled titles brought a
landslide of entries. Trouble is, many of
the contestants had the same books in
mind. The commonest recurring titles
were Roughing It in the Bus (Susanna
Moodie's account of life in a busy tran-
sit system), St Urbain’s Hoseman
(Mordecai Richler’s profile of a Mont-
real fireman), The National Dram
{Pierre Berton's book about the Bronf-
man family), and Who Has Seen the
Win (W.O. Mitchell on the Toronto
Blue Jays). The winner was Ed Prato of
Vancouver, for a somewhat salacious list
that includes:

LI Coming Through Laughter: Michael
Ondaatje mects the Happy Hooker

O The Circe Game: A new collaboration by
Margaret Atwood and Atitha van Herk

O The Sweet Second Summer of Killy
Alone: Matt Cohen's touching novel
about a middle-aged woman who
discovers the joys of onanism

O A Game af Ouch: Hugh Hood turns his
attention to the Toronto Argonauts

O The Emperor of Ice-Ream: Brian Moore’s
shivering novel of forbidden lust in the
Norse settlements of Vinland.

Honourable mentions: .
O Close to the Un Again: Morley Callaghan
repozts on the resurgence of Kik Cola
O Sunshine Keiches of a Little Town:
Stephen Leacock’s story of the fleet In a
Nova Scotian village
O Master of the Iil: F.P. Grove's tale of an
accomplished surgeon
O The Great Canadian Noel: Harry ).
Boyle’s Christmas book
— Michael P.]. Kennedy, Saskatoon
L I

[ Bra: Joan Barfoot’s uplifiing saga of a
woman who abandons husband and
children in her drive to the top of the
{ingerie business

B8 By Grand Central Station I Sat Down and
Wet: Elizabeth Smert’s uncomfortable
and urgently needed survey of the sanitary
facilities in public buildings

3 The Secret World of O: Pietre Berton’s
underground sequel to the erotic classic

— Claire L. Mackay, Toronto
a @ 8

O The Mountain and the Alley; Ernest
Brckler moves to Montreal to write a
tough urban novel

O Where is the Volce Oming From?: Rudy
Wiebe brings Buddhism to the Prairies

— Brian Bartiett, Montreal
] * &
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O And No Birds Sag: Farley Mowat’s exer-
cise book for overweight canaries
—_ Neil Querenges;er. Calgary

0 Not Her Coum::v Al Purdy rejects the
monarchy in Canada
— Mrs. G. Munro, Humboldt, Sask.

& X »

O The Kidnapping of the Resident: A con-
sumer’s guide to rent control, by Charles
Templeton

— Jean Dodd, Willowdale, Ont.

[ ] [ ] L ]
O My Grendmother’s Itchen: Mme. Benoit's
grandmother gets poison ivy
~— Miriam Flam, Winnipeg
= - [ ]
O The Tory Girl: L.M. Montgomery's
biography of Flora MacDonald
— P. Colleen Archer, Omemee, Ont.

] L [ ]
O Voices in Tim: Hugh MacLennan’s story
of a young schizophrenic
O A Mixture of Rail Ties: Robertson
Davies's parody of a book by Pierre
Berton
— G.H. Koch, Toronto

2 ® %
O The Regimen: Farley Mowat’s diet book
O The Cockmaker: Early Canadian porn by
Thomas Haliburton
—_— Barry Baldwin, Calgary

L]
O Tempest Toi: Robertson Dav:e; 5
biography of Praspero’s grandchild i
— Lillian J. Rouse, Tommo

LEISURE
 WINEMAKING |

DESM@ND LUNBY

An authoritative reference for
the amateur-professional home
wine maker, This book explains
clearly procedures, equipment
and recipes utilizing the North
] American scene.

223pages $12.95

Detselig Enterprises Lid.
P.O. Box G389
Calgary, Alberta T3A 2G3
\ )
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0 Hoelzss Joe Jackson Comes 1o Iowa:
W.P. Linsella writes of an itinerant farm
worker who reparts to work without the
tools of his trade

— W.P. Kinsella, Calgary

THE EDITORS RECOMMEND
A e P A |

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

FICTION

Bodily Marm, by Margaret Atwood,
ncCllland & Stewart. Despite some thin
charosierization and aphoristic dialogue,
Atwood's new novel about Caribbean and
internal turmoil employs her usual brilliant
imagery and explores some powerful
metaphors. By far the bleakest of her
novel..

The Rebxd Angels, by Robertson Davies,
hacmmBlan. Davies brings together a large
gathcring of disparate people and does
that rare but magical thing: allows them
just to talk. The result is a rich and sur-
prisinaly eventful novel, rumoured to be
the first of another Davies trilogy.

Home Yroths: Sclected Canadian Stories, by
navis Gallant, Macmillan. Seventeen
chort stories spanning Gallant’s career
from the late 19405 10 her most recent

e

CLASSIFIED

T T —————
Classificd rates: $6 per line (40 characters
to the ling). Deadline: first of the month for
issue dated following month. Address:
Books in Canada Classified, 365 Adelaide
Streat East, Toronte MSA 1N4, Phone: (416}
363-54265.

ANTICUE MAPS OF CANADA and North
America for the collector and investor. For
list write: North by West/Five, Box 11538,
t4ain P.O., Edmonton, Alia, T5J 3K7.

OLD AMD RARE BOOKS. Canadiana
catalogues. Heritage Books, 3438 6 St.
S.W., Galgaty, Alberta T2S 2M4.

THE LETTERS OF CANADIAN WRITERS,
Susanna Moodie (1803-1885) and
Catherine Parr Traill (1802-1688), are being
collected for publication. Mrs. Moodie and
Mrs. Traill corresponded with friends and
publishers in Canada, England, and the
north eastern United States from the 1830s
until their respactive deaths. Any informa-
tion pertaining to their letters, lives, or
publications will be gratefully received in
care of Sheree-Lee Powsey, Lady Eaton
College, Trent University, Paterborough,
Ontario K9J 7B8.

42 Bools in Canada, November, 1981

Linnet Muir series. All take place in
Canada or involve Canadians overseas,
and all demonstrate Gallant’s uncom-
promising insight into the national
character — if there is such a thing.

The Barclay Family Theaire, by Jack
Hodgins, Macmillan. Hodgins's second
collection of short stories, all of which
trace the many invasions of the seven
Barclay sisters into other people’s lives.
Their interconnectedness gives the book a
unity of theme, and Hodgins"s humour
and compassion inform it with a truly
Chaucerian warmth.

POETRY

Land of the Peace, by Leona Gom, Turn-
stone Press. Realistic, anecdotal, and
restrained poems that explore not only the
Peace River countsy of northern Alberta,
but also the scenes and themes of child-
hood. Her concern is more with truth than
with poetics, but there is no doubt that
these are real poems.

NON-FICTION

A hlan of Influence; Norman A. Robertson
and Canadian Siatecraft, 1929-1968, by
J.L. Granatstein, Deneau Publishers. A
solid study of “the model civil servant™
who during the Second World War was
one of the most influential men in Ottawa.
Much light is shed not only on the per-
sondlity of Robertson, but also on the role
personality can play in political decision-
making.

BOOKS RECEIVED

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

All.lll the Impges: Canada aod the Norii-Sonth Diologue,
tary Task Force on Nerth-South Relatons,

Ibrary.

ran 'az. edired by Lestle MeKillep, Guidance
Centre, liy of Education, U of T.

Bargarde Children o Cannda, by Gail H. Corbett, Weod-
land Publishing.

‘Thz Deast In the Bnuﬂ Wild West Circus, by Issbelle Foord,
Playwrights Canada (1977).

Best Conadicn Short Stories, edited by John Smens. Seal.

Tte Bliog Said Helo/Yor'll Nover Be the Some, by
Georgelle Quay, Playwrights Canada {1979).

The Cancdion Sommers The Momolrs of Jomes Alnn
Roberts, Unlversity of Toroni¢ Baokroom.

The Cariboo Mission, by Margarel Wh!lehml Sono Nis

P

C.G. Jung and Poo) TI'III:II- The I'lselu ps Sacrament, by
Jobn P. Dousley, Inner E oks.

"The Cholce [s Yours, by G P. Turner and Joseph Mapa,
McGraw-HIll R

Cliftard Sifton, olome 1z The Tonng anolenn. 1861
mn. Unlv::lty of British Columbia P

Coast to Coast Fever, edited by Arthur McGrqur. OFC
Publicatlons.

Cries From the Coidor, by Peter McLaren, PaperJacks.

Crime and Crimina! Justice In Eusopz and Cnnmln. edited
Ii Lou.l: A Knafla, Wilfid Laarier University Press.

. by Peggy Ablh:m. Sono Nig Press.

Ihddy‘l Glﬂ.ﬁ- Chariotte Vole Allen, Seal.

Dead Man Tears, by Joel Ncwman. Gﬁlﬂ'll-

A Different Kettle of Fish, The Book Ro

Direc ol Conodion Plays and l'hwrlshls. Playwsighis

T — W AR e g s g, e T Sy, R T Y s

T e e mrmee e SAACCL AR EemT A e BT RTOER

e T _E—— =

Double Spell, by Janct Lonn, PMA.

Drogons on Yoor Doorsiep, by Bembo Davies and Connic
aldor, Playwrights Canada.

Dren Baclwands: The Seleeted Poeiry of Ell Mandal,

Ge 3
81t Best cnnndln.n Stories, edited by John Metcalf and Leon

, Ober
Escape From Cnumlnl. by John Melady, Macmillan.
Eskimo Diary, by Thomas Frederksen, Nelson
Fox of n Thowsand an. by Jolhin "Goanod Campbell,
his Canada

Playwrig! a9
l"l;l:?i:;m Etudes I-‘rangalsa. Les Presses de 'Univer-

Glants of Canada’s Ottawn Valley, by Joan Finnigan,
General Store Publishing Houss.

God's Eye, by George McWhirler, Oberon.

Goldl Gold?, A Beglnner's Handbook: How to Prospaci for
Gold. by .losegl;y F. Petralia, Hancock House {1980).

Groep of Joseph Brodstw Thome, by Mark

Cnmmmg. Cumming Publishers.

Goide l.n Indlans Iiulls. by Raymond Stark, Hanpcock

Hou!
Gulde to Nnnllumm ‘Wild Edibles, by E. Barrie Kavasch,
Hancock House.
House of Lions, by Anmny ncnsh:lw. PaperJacks.
The Human Elemenus, edited by David Helwig, Oberon
'l‘ll; Tdea of Cnnag:u and the of Community. by Lesile

It's I!nl. by Bilf Prankard, G.R. Welch.
.Iml:ﬂd'l'wn-'l'w. by Peg McKelvey er of, Playwrights

Kanaia, by Denms Mmr and Janet Rosenmock, Avon.
l.lulnfn'l'zfﬂh Lysn Fels, Personal Librry.
Glass (83), E\u-ydu Publications (1975).
Mapls I..mf Gardauns: Fllty \’uu of History, by Stan
Obodiac, Van Nostrand Reinhol
Maximillan Beetle, by Larry Zl:harh. Playwrighis Conada

(1979).
Men of Property, by Snsan Goldenberg, Personal Library.
DMetls Makers of History, by Grant MacEwan, Western Pro-
ducer Pralrie Books.
anuur An Autoblography, by Brian Brett, White Rhino

Nnr Bodizs: A Colleetlon of Sciecce Fictlon, Emanatfon

Onurlo Speeinim 82. edited by Daryl Cook ef al,
Guidance Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T.
Pickles and Puppeis, by Norcen Young and Juli Voyer,
laywrights Canada

P {1979).

Pieia ond ber Plok I't;) , by Ma:gare: Jean Tuiminga, Every-
day Publications (1

'l‘hfn Pollilcs of Illldllll by Ann Gomer Supahara, James

The Prluu. The Hndu}' Player, Magleand Ghaosts, edited
by Muricl Whitaker, Hurtig.

Refleetions, Everyday Publlcaiions {1980).

Roadside WildMowers of the Northwest,
Hanceck House.

Roothog: Conlemporary D. £, Writlig, edleed by John
Harris, Reposilory Press.

Sclence: The Nature of Things, by Alan Longfleld, Oxford.

Sea Leopands, by Craig Thomas, Nelson.

The Sccond Bouok of Imsults, by Nancy McPhee, Van
Nastrand Reinhold.

Sacond Impressions, ediced by Joha Metcalf, Oberon.

“The Scrpent’s Cail, by F:ll'l:§ Mml. Seal Books.

Silickes i Time, by Amold Smith,

A Toste of Eqrih, a Taste of Flome, by Dansel Sloate,
Guernlca Bditions.

Teachlop Wilh the Overhead P tor, by Oeomll
Hauser and Russall J. Jones, oe Centre, Faculty of
Education, U of T.

'I'he Third Temptatlon, by Charles Templeton, Seal Boul:s.

'r:r , by Thomas Yark, Doubleday.
by Richerd Rohmer, General.

J.E. Underhill,

Unfialshed Basiness, by W. Quniher Plaat, Lester & Orpen

Dennys.
Tke Vallant Follor, by Noreen Young, Playwrights Canada

(1980).

Victory in Normandy, by David Belchem, Clarke Irnin.

Vision of An Ordered l.nnd. by James G. MacGreger,
‘Western Producer Prairle Bo

The Vlslun’l,ﬂng. by Franklin D. ‘Taylor, Everyday Publ-
ﬂtlons

Spe:lﬂml *g2, edited by G.R. Sankey, Guidance

Oml.re. Faculty of Education, U of T.

Whatever Hoppened 1o Wenceslza?, by Jan Drabek, PMA.

Why Den't You Listen to What I'm Not Sayiog?. hy Judith
Milstein Katz, Dovbleday.

Wood sud Waler: The Cnumnn-&nse Canoe Book, by Lee
Keating, Nimbus.
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comes but once a year
BOOIKS IN CANADA comes 10 times a year
GIVE THE GIFT THAT LASTS

A limited number of copies of Books in Canada are available in
better book stores across Canada. But if you’d like copies delivered to your
door, take advantage of our special Christmas gift subscription rate.

Please send one-year gift subscriptions at $8.00 each
to the persons listed below:

Name Name_____. ___________ . _.
Address Address __________ . _.

Postal code —Postalcode ___ . .
O I would like you to send notice before Christmas of my gift
signed from e

Address___ . . ____

e ee. . PostalCode_ ________
{1 I too want to subscribe for $8.00.
[J Cheque enclosed.

O Please bill me.

Make cheques payable to: Canadian Review of Books Ltd., 366 Adelaide St. E., Toronto M5A 1N4

MNovember 1981, Books in Canada 43
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BARKER FAIRLEY
PORTRAITS
With text by the Artist

This book presents beauriful
reproductions of Barker Fairley's
portraits, and traces his bold,
dramatic style from rhe 1930’s
through to his depictions of
Robertson Davies, Northrop Frye,
A.Y. Jackson, and other prominent
Canadians. The limited edition of
150 copies contains Fairley's first
colour lichograph and a deluxe
edition of the book, both signed
and numbered by the arrist.
Hardcover: $35.00

Limited Edition: $850.00 until
Dec. 1, 1981

$1,000.00 shereafter

AUDUBON'S BIRDS OF
AMERICA
Roger & Virginia Peterson

i All 435 of Audubon’s brilliant bird
engravings have been photo-
graphed from the original plates
of the archival copy of his rare
Double Elepbant Folio. This
edition contains 900 magnificent
photographs, and is the first to
present Audubon’s Birds of
America in faithful detail and in
proper phylogeneric order.
Hardcover: $195.00

900 Photographs/24 Foldouts

METHUEN

Ordering Information:
2330 Midland Avenue
Apincourt, Ontario
M1S 1P7

Telephone: (416) 291-8421

Lasting Gifts |
to Open First |

DISNEY ANIMATION:
The Hlusion of Life
Frank 'Thomas, Ollie Johnston

The genius, creacivicy and inspira-
tion of Walt Disney is unfolded by
two leading Disney animators. A
delightful history of Disney's magic
— perfect for collectors and fans of
all ages! The Deluxe Collector’s
Edition, in a slipcase by Tim
Hildebrand, is signed by the
authors, and contains a foot of
original Disney fearure film.
Hurdcover: $65.00

Deluxe Collector's Edition: $125.00
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VILLAGE PORTRAITS
Ursula Heller

The charm and beaury of rural life
is revealed in phorographic stud-
ies of eight communities from
across Canada. The stunning
phorographs and lively text pre-
sent the rural industries, lifescyles,
and multi-cultural nature of the
area, as well as personal anecdotes
and brief biographies of the
citizens.

Hardcover: $24.95

250 B&W Photograpbs

THE LIVING ARTIC
Fricz Miiller

The drama and grandeur of the
North is captured in full-colour
photographs and fascinating text
by Arctic explorers, researchers,
and inhabirancs. The people, the
flora and fauna, the history and
current issues in the North are
well documented in this beautiful
book.

Hardcover: $35.00

118 Colour Photographs
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