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Two epiphaniz a bold defiance
and baseball’s imeless allure .

A terrible strength

THE FIRST THING we saw when we
docl:ed at Gdynia in Poland last Aupust
vas a Canadian flag. It was strung
across the front of the customs shed,
and beneath it was one word in English,
Ieleome. YWe'd chosen to come by ship
as a v-ay of easing into our Polish exper-
jence, and the trip on the
Stefan Batory had been
leisurely, even a bit luxur-
fous, as life on a lner
ahways is. The maple leaf
flaz, not quite clean, and the wrinkled
bunting with Welcome on it, were the
last vibrations of the final echo of those
old pgala moments of arrival at, say,
Southampton, where bands played,
sircamers streamed, and people laughed
and shouted. But it was an awkward
gesture here where the real welcome was
Solidarity, which at that moment was
near the zpex of its power and influence.
Poland wvas Solidarity and Solidarity
v:as patriotically Poland. And the men
of Solidarity were thers on the dock in
dispute with the port authorities, tools
dov:n and the ship helpless for a couple
of hours until the besf was settled.
Aboard, there was none of the usual
Ilorth American rant about the destruc-
tive power of unions. The defiance here
vas the stuff of legends. A few kilo-
metres out in the Baltic Sea 80 Russian
warships cruised and waited. In War-
caw, the Party was howling with pain
and frustration. We had heard about
these tensions hourly since we'd left Rot-
terdam. These were not sweetheart
negotiations; they were very real and
damned impressive, The kind of history
that was being made then in Poland
belonged to everyone, even visitors.
Our friends, Qakley and Maureen
Duff, who were Canadian Bmbassy
people, met the ship and were our hosts
for the two and a half weeks we stayed in
Poland. I, at least, am not intrepid, and

living there with all the privileges of an .

Embassy person suited me fine, To have
idaureen and Oakley guides was
another privileze. Most tourists don’t go
shooping at 2 Sam store and the Poina
marliet {among other places) for food —
jn Warsaw a business serious enough to

pui on the same list with life and death.
On the lighter side, few visitors would
normally go to Warsaw’s racetrack
which, besides having good honest rac-
ing € cashed a couple of bets), has one
of the two or three most beautiful turf
race courses in the world. And perhaps
even fewer — lacking the good offices of
our young and hip Embassy receptionist
— would have found the obscure club
where Henryk Miskiewicz
pg Was playing his saxophone,
together with four other
world-class jazz musicians.
. The Communists are late-
comers to Poland; a millennium of
oppression has created a climate for
jazz, and it has rooted itself there, not as
a yearning for things Western, but as a
contemporaty expression of the thou-
sand years of resistance Poles have put
up against every kind of invasion, inter-
nal and external. Miskiewicz — as
technically graceful as Johnny Griffin
and as musicianly as our own Fraser
MacPherson — was a connection I
hadn®t expected, and the heart of an
evening I won’t forget.

But, in fact, in Poland it’s easy to bea
tourist in the classic sense of the word.
The Poles live with their history, and it’s
all around for everyone to see. Wilanow
on the outskirts of Warsaw and castle
Wawel In Krakov are filled with their
particular and often very individual
works of art — works, incidentally, that
Canada received and guarded during the
Second World War, As a result, our
Embassy sits in the centre of a small
park in downtown Warsaw, & gift of the
Polish people. Krakov itself is worth the
trip. It is old, dirty, beautiful, and the
young at its universities are not letting it,
or Poland, die. The spirit of the country

lis as much there near the source of the
Vistula as it is in Gdansk at the mouth of
that great artery, which has enabled
Poland to remain a cultural entity for all
of its history. Auschwitz, not far west of
Krakov, now is a museum. The horror
of it persists in its grey emptiness. Prissy
almost, and, at its periphery, commer-
cial, but stand in front of the Wall of
Death and walk through the dungeons
of Block 11: zkere is the heart of a very
human darkness.

‘We tend to begin to shape experiences
as soon as we've had them. Memory
does it for us, as well as the exigencies of
trying to communicate them. Our arri-
val, our first impressions, Solidarity’s

-slow-motion revolution provided an

emotional underpinning. Seasitivities
were sharpened, sensibilities directed un-
til I think we were able to use the fact
that we were strangers in a strange land
as a point of view to shape our exper-
jiences as we had them. This process was
quickened by the importance of this
place and this moment in its, and our,
history.

The Poles are a terrifyingly complex
people. They are, for instance, unbeliev-
ably anti-Semitic; corruptible at any
level of bureaucracy. Their peasantry
Iive lives so degraded and cruel that a
Kosinski only has to report them to
make fiction. Their security force has a
reputation for blunt terror not matched
elsewhere. Opposite such horrors there
is the seripus austere Pole who has pro-
duced a culture and an identity of his
own, and has resisted assimilation as

- fiercely as any Jew, And in the middle

ground between these two extremes
there is the romantic Pole who has made
*“The Polish Question’* into a saga that
has lasted from the Congress of Vienna
to the present day. The Pole is exclusive,
special; this is a stance, and a powerful
engine for his country's survival. One
reacts {o all of these things, even as a
stranger, and your experiences begin to
be shaped accordingly.

Old Town, for instance. Warsaw was
destroyed utterly by the Germans. (Why
do we always use the euphemism Nazis?)
The city was rebuilt, largely in the begin-
ning by hand labour, and afterward the
Old Town was rebuilt. Since the dawn of
Polish consciousness, Princes and Kings
have reigned there, sometimes free,
sometimes puppets. The Poles rebuilt it
stone for stone. Each building was
researched through civic, company, and
personal records, through pictures,
paintings, and living memory. Now it is
there, a town within the city, an enor-
mous monument to Poland’s refusal to
die. Still, it is in a sense only one monu-

" ment among the 361 memorials visible in

Warsaw alone, which commemorate
atrocities done to Poles by their oppres-
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gors. Poland lives close to its memories,
as if they were reminders of a karma thdt
they somehow can’t pay off. You stand
in the middle of Old Town and under-
stand that it is a work of art, and it is
possible then to think that this is true of
the whole country — that it is 2 gigantic
canvas on which there is a painting of
terrible strength and complexity that
centuries of invaders have tried to obli-
terate by painting over it their own pic-
tures. They've never been able to make
the pigments stick.

Suddenly at that point I wanied to be
a Pole — which, of course, is sentimen-
tal, but I make no apologies for it. As a
Canadian (the one I am, at any rate)
who has lived for a long time conscious
of my country’s economic and cultural
oppression, going to Poland was at once
exhilarating and a depressing experience.
Oppressed, you are half a person, and
the other half is held by the oppressor,
not always as hostage or for ransom, but
simply because he feels it his right.
Oppression, in order to work and be
profitable, is always institutionalized —
like Jewish perfidy or Canadian infer-
fority — and Poland’s Russia with its
thousand years of cruelty and tyranny,
and our U.S. with its racist history and

its still fanatical belief in Manifest
Destiny, are expert oppressionists. I was
not-at all prepared for the emotional
release ‘there was in being suddenly close
to 9.5 million people’s defiance of the
quislings and branch plant managers in
Warsaw. In the end thers was the word,
and the word was No. Our friends in
Poland say that despite military rule the
word is still No.

On the other hand, I wasn’t prepared
¢ither for so suddenly understanding
how very far away I was from being able
to join a few million other Canadians to
ask for the other half of me and my
country back. It’s probable that as in
Poland our time won’t come until we
have no oil, gas, metals, water, fish,
land, and no harvests; until we have a
government even more arbitrary and
sycophantic than our present one, and a
people desperate to the point of having
no language left but No. Poland, for

me, was both cathartic and a walk.

through a possible future. Eventually,
the shaping of experience on the spot
became so fierce that I began in
September, and finished in March, a
novel, not about Poland, but fuelled by
the experience of it. I will never be the
Pole I wanted to be there in Old Town,

but the wanting at least partially opened
my eyes and, for what it's worth, some
of what ] saw and felt now is on paper.

— ROBERT HARLOW

Dizmonds are forever

WHEN 1 WAS going to the University of
British Columbia I used to put in a lot of
time at the Arty Farty table in the old
Caf. The Arty Farty table was reserved
by consent and threatening glances for

. campus poets, actors, newspaper colum-

nists, and various ingenues with big eyes
or British accents. At the beginning of
the school year and near its end, I would
read the newspaper baseball scores at the
Arty Farty table, and more stereotyped
artistes would ask with scom how I

couild possibly be interested in both -

poesie and batting averages.

I think that I was supposed instead to
be walking along the beach, coughing in
the rain, But I stmck an attitude and
brazened it out, though I did feel defen-

congratulates Sandra Martin, winner of the Fiona Mee Award
for literary journalism, for her profile of Mordecai Richler,
whzch appeared in our March, 1981, issue

In the four years the award has been presented it has gone
hree times to contributors to Boolks in Canada

We continue our winning ways in the August-September issue,
with articles and reviews by Susan Crean, Howard Engel,
W.P. Kinsella, W.D. Valgardson, and George Woodcock. Available
in better bookstores, or by subscription, September 1
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sive, and I did doubt myself. I did
wonder whether I really had the right
serious and tragic cast of mind to be a
Canadian Rimbaund, like those young
tousle-heads in Montreal.

So you cannot imagine how happy
and smug I felt to discover that most of
the North American male writers I like,
and even some I havé little regard for,
are baseball fans. Some are go-to-the-
parl: baseball fans, and some are follow-
the-stats baseball fans. All the best ones
are the latter kind, and the lucky ones
are the former kind as well. At Black
Nountain they had a ball team, and
Charles Olson was the third-base coach.
In Vancouver the writers hang out in
Scction 9, the bleachers behind the
Canadians’ dugout. Raymond Souster
uses baseball phrases to title most of his
bool:s, and in the U.S. the baseball
novel has become a genre, s0 much so
that it has provoked college English
courses on both sides of the world's
longest undefended chalk-line.

Being a baseball fan is one thing, and
writing about baseball is another. But as
Ezra Pound the famous tennis player
said, what thou lovest best remains —
the rest is dross. As a result of some
research I did a few years ago, I can
safely say that a majority of our signifi-
cant male writers has used baseball as
subject or metaphor. Not all sports are
equally interesting to them. Basketball

and boxing are next in line. Maybe’

literary love of sport has to do with the
ketter B. There are some eastern Cana-
dian writers who mention hockey from
time to time, but I take that as ethno-
graphic nostalgia, not metaphor. Foot-
balf, a pame decided by steroids and a
piant clock, seems all but disclaimed by
the imacination. The only two poels
whom ! inow to be interested in football
are Joiin Newlove and Eli Mandel. They
are both from Saskatchewan, the site for
novels and stories of grinding natur-
alism. [Hezd one say more?

One wonders, of course, why baseball
and Heerary imagination meet so often,
50 unerringly. The five nicest things in
the world (women not being things) are
baseball, writing, beer, Mexican food,
and jazz. Often, all five occur to the
Iucky life-pilgrim in one day. Bt the
two that resonate most beautifully are
baseball and writing. One wonders why,
and one has read many attempts at an
answer made by writers who have been
asked to explain.

I have tried many explanations, ‘often
to women and/or professors who think
that I should be spending my ration of
creativity on something else, like the
Roman epic, or /e cinéma noir. But this
also /e fexte and the game share: you
love them most, you desire them, as Bar-
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thes would say, at the point at which
they become ineffable. Here the inqui-

'sitors cannot cry ‘““‘cop-out,” because

they do not want to deny the beauty of
the ineffable, say in one of Joyce's
epiphanies, or the end of Shelley’s
“Mont Blanc.”*

In the face of the ineffable one does
not explain; one attests. One attests that
one has been moved, carried away,
metaphored, in other words. One has
exclaimed, ‘“‘Ahal> I always remember
not the quality but the fact of the quality
in that moment when one plucks the lob
from the shortstop, twists off the bag,
and whips the ball to first, oh lovely
hand-sized sphere with raised herring-
bones, to complete the double play. Not
the needed double play, but the
beautiful double play. “Ahal*’ says
somebody in the stands. I feel the fact of
the quality when I overhear the muse as
she murmurs the phrage my poem has
been weiting for without any irritable
reaching after fact or reason.

Waiting on the balls of your feet. That
is the stance of any writer who is not a
hack. Baseball differs from the other
sports in that the ball is not put into play

. by the offensive side, MNeither are the

people who put it into play defending a
territory; rather they are covering a
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ground, the vast majority of which the
other side has no interest in occupying.

The writer does not identify with the
baseball player. He tends to idolize him.
He desires the sight of him. He sees in
him what the poet sees, a being who can
daily step over the limits of time and
space. In the brutally regimented games
such as soccer, football, and hockey, the
combatant has to worry about three
things that can ruin his hope: the [ine
over which he must not step, the clock
that will tell him it is too late, and the
ambition of the cursing opponent he is
alone responsible for. In baseball these
similes of the existential grgsf give way
to the metaphor-making of the right-
fielder who cheerfully crosses the fine to
snag 2 fly ball, the base-runner who
rounds third and runs home in foul terri-
tory, the extra-inning pinch-hitter who
knows that his skill and Iuck, not some
inhuman siren, will end the game.

So if a baseball game unfolds the way
literary composition does, what is a.
hockey game like? Why don’t you ask
those parents at a peewee hockey game?
It is early in the morning on a weekend,
and they are shouting phrases at the
coach and their children, the most print-
able of which is “Work, work, work}’”

- — GEORGE BOWERING

Panna Maria

by Jerome Charyn

Set against the background of

New York’s Hell’s Kitchen at the

turn of the century, here is a tale

of love and revenge, a recreation

of America’s immigrant roots.
$12.95 paper

The Magistratie
by Ernest K. Gann
What kind of man says who may
walk the streets? What kind of
man risks his life for the integrity
of the law? What kind of man is
The Magistrate?

$20.25

—

(" A Polish immigrant looks for love in a
New York temement . . . @ man dares to
play God . . . Peter Drucker, expert on
management, has written a movel . . .
and Travis McGee is back on the trail?

Great summer reading

Cinnamon Skin

by John D. MacDonald
McGee is off on his twentieth
adventure when friend Meyer’s
cruiser is blown up with a honey-
moon gouple aboard. But all is
not asit seems . .. $18.25

The Last of All Possible
Worlds
by Peter F. Drucker
In a world of high finance and
romantic intrigue in the London
and Vienna of 1906, people were
sure of their Lives. Yet the seeds
are already planted for the tumul-
tuous century to come.

$18.25

from IFitzhenry & Whiteside y
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THE EXTRAORDINARY FIRST NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR
- OF THE BEST-SELLING SUPERWOMAN IS BREAKING -
ALLRECORDS. .. ANDITISN'T EVEN BEING PUBLISHED I

UNTIL AUGUST. '

SHIRLEY
CONRAN’S

f

* The largest advance ever paid in Canada for a first novel

* Sold for a record sum to Lorimar Productions, the people

who brought you ‘Dallas’. A six-part mini-series is
scheduled »

* A three quarter million dollar advance paid by Simon
& Shuster . . . the highest amount ever paid by a U.S.
house for a first novel o "

* QOver one quarter million dollars
paid for UK. rights . . . a
record sum for fiction

* 150,000 print run in Uus. ...
the largest ever for a first
novel

* $25,000 promptioﬁ campaign
for Canada . . . six figure
promotion budget for U.S.

scheduled for September

* Foreign rights sold to Italy, |
Spain and Finland

* First serial rights sold to
Ladies Home Journal

E ﬁn (di}llen La}ne _ ol
ardcover from :
1) Penguin August $19.95
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PHOTOGRAPHS, INCLUDING COVER, BY JOHN GODDARD
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AN APPE

ETITE FOR LIFE

“The price of pain is love,’ says Elizabeth Smart after
40 years of exile and a tempestuous love affair.
‘A consenting adult cries in private and blames nobody®

By JOHN GODDARD

A PAIR OF black doors with frosted windows block the mid-day
drizzle and workaday world from the French House pub,
cramped haog-out of the offbeat Iiterati in the heart of
London’s Scho. Inside, the air is blue, and rife with raucous
babble — a witty put-dovwn of a new play, a smutty anecdote
from a late-night party. The patrons share a vaguely artistic

air, but each is distinctive: an arch-looking man with deep-set -

eves and pointed shoes; a loguacious woman with shredded
hair, dyed pink at the ends; a thin man of shy demeanonr
vearing a pale-green bow tie. -

At one end of the bar is
Elizabeth Smart, nursing a
Bloody [IMary and waving a
cigarette in a loose-wristed way
as she tall:s. Her hair, slightly
flattened by the rain, is still
honey-blonde and thick, bely-
inz the years that show on her
face. Her accent is compro-
mised by 40 years abroad —
the r*s and h's still distinct but
the o's elongated, the a’s
softer. “Why don’t we go
somewhere else?” she says
after breaking off the conver-
sation with the others. *“It"s far
too noisy in here.” .

She was born in Ottawa in
1913, lived among the Estab-
lichment and next door to
Yilliam Lyon Mackenzic King.
Then she rebelled. She made
love to a woman to defy her
mother, lived on a commune in
Bix Sur long before the beat-
niks, had four chikiren by
Eritish post George Bartker
(v-ho was married to someone
elsg), and, when the going got
rough, wrote her slim classic,
By Grand Central Station I Sat Ehzabeth Smart
Dovmn and Weplt, the story of a self-defeating passion that is
still smouldering. She has spent the past 15 years in a remote
cottage in Suffolk, a wild spot 100 kilometres east of London,
accessible only through a gravel pit and a cow pasture. Now,
belatedly free of maternal responsibilities, she is back in circu-
lation, reading at poetry festivals, going to parties, and *‘look-
ing in™ at the French House when In London, Next month she
is to end the long estrangement from her native country by
bzcoming vriter-in-residence at the Umversily of Alberta in
Edmonton.

*I feel terribly excited about going back to Canada,” she

f e e r— = e =

says, settling down on the sofa in her son’s flat, away from the -

French House din. “It has always been on my mind to
return.” She had lost touch for a while, to the point of not
knowing that modern Canadian Iiterature existed. But when
Grand Central was republished by Popular Library in 1975
and made available in Canada for the first time, Canadian
writers began seeking her out, sending her books in thanks for
her hospitality. “'I was much amazed when I read these, mostly
women actually: the Margarets, Alice Munro, and even earlier
books like The Double Hook. 1
felt a total kinship with them.
Even the rhythms of the sen-
tences and so on. It's some-
thing I don’t understand, why
Canadians are Canadians and
Americans are Americans. Is it
something about the wind
blowing over the prairies or
something?"’

She still considers herself
very much a Canadian and has
set her new novel in the
Canada of her childhood, a
novel she plans to complete in
i Edmonton, adding to a collec-
tion of three slim books:
Grand Ceniral in 1945; a book
of poems, A Bonus, in 1977;
and another novel, The
Assumption of the Rogues and
Rascals, in 1978,

“And we did have a wonder-
ful childhood,’* one paragraph
of the new work reads, as it
appeared recently in Harper's
& Queen, a London magazine,
“thrilling to the frothing surf
on the biand sea of Brackley
Beach, Prince Edward Island;
or making leaf houses in the

woods by the lake
at Kingsmere; poing for walks with Daddy, bepging to be
thrown into flat round juniper bushes, just prickly enough for
ecstasy; finding enchanted floweks in Flower Ben on early cold
picnics; taking the adventurous first trip up to the cottage,
wondering if we could get there, because of the congealed
snow on the road, packed down in old drifts, and patches of
ice. Then we roared with joy and spring. How we must have
driven our patient faiher frantic, bellowing out of tune, loud,
excited, ‘A Hundred Blue Bottles,’ from one hundred relent-
lessly down to one.”

Her father was Russell Smart, a pioneering patent-and-trade
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to celebrate the 45th anniversary of CBC Books
Time: Spring 1982 o Place: BooKstores

[ Stnall Wonders
New stories by twefve distinguished
Canadian writers’
Edited iy Robert Weaver
Paperback $9.95 April
o Stories will be broadzast
on CBC Radio ‘Anthology’
beginning April 10

1.
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The Law of Your Land | Lt 2
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lawyer who was "‘retained by Coca-Cola and Kelloggs to fight
Pepsi-Cola and Shredded Wheat, things Iike that.” He was a
kind, patient, generous man who continued to send Elizabeth
a monthly allowance Iong after she left home, and who spon-
sored 22 boat trips to Europe during her adolescence, *'One
would think up a project and if it were reasonable he would
finance you. I would say that I wanted to study music, and my
sister would say she wanted to study sculpture.”” And off they
would go, with a governess in the early days, later on on their
own. -

Her mother was an engaging hostess who kept perpetual
open house, or so it seemed, In winter the parties were at hame
in Ottawa, where Elizabeth met young Mike Pearson and
diplomats who later helped her when she fled to London, preg-
nant with her second child and rejected by the man she loved.
In summer the activities moved to the cottage at Kingsmere,
next to Mackenzie King’s estate, where as a child she played in
the leaves with Eugene Forsey and as a young woman, provoe-
catively beautiful in old photographs, she drew the attention
of young men: **I was one of tbreeslste:s, lively girls and, you
know, men were always sort of nosmg around the way they
do ”

But casting a shadow on the frivolity was the other side of
her mothet’s character. *I laved her very much, but . . ."" she
was bossy, domineering and reproachful. She tolerated the
trips abroad but stopped the girls from going to umversuy,
keeping them dependent while the son studied law. EliZabeth
wanted to be free.

On one trip to England, while browsing in the litile
magazine and book shops on Charing Cross Road, she got an
jdea. *'There was & wonderful shop called. Better Books; I
think that is where I found George Barker's and I thought they
were marvellous. By that time I knew a few people, and I’d
say, do you know George Barker, because I'd like to meet him
and marry him, I didn’t know he was married, you see.”

By that time Barker was on his way to becoming known.
He'd been singled out by W.B. Yeats as promising, and wasa
close friend of Dylan Thomas and David Gascoyne — the
three of them generally considered to be the best British poets
of their generation, But Elizabeth and George didn’t meet for
another two years. She returned to Ottawa in 1938, toa job on
the Ottawa Journa! against her mother’s wishes: “Every
morning my mother would say, ‘Stay in bed today, don’t go
in,’ and she'd bring me breakfast in bed.”

After six months Elizabeth did quit, fed up because the
Journal wouldn’t pay her a living wage — only $2.50 a week
because she lived at home. She went to New York, slept on her

- sister’s sofa, worked in art galleries, and tried to sell the manu-

scripts she had been writing since age 10. *“I had written a
novel by then and Jots and lots of poems. I sent them to an
agent and he thought they were very shocking. He seat them
back with a reproachful note. The novel was about male impo-
tence and, you see, those things were not discussed in those
days. It wasn’t explicit like Fear af Flying or anything, it was
just a little too frank.” It was never published.

She 2lso sent poems to London and Paris and stmck upa
correspondence with Lawrence Durrell. From Durrell she
learned George Barker was broke and willing to sell his manu-
scripts to collectors. She wrote to Barker and he sold her one,
but the correspondence ended there. She went to Mexico City,
then to California, had a Lesbian affair, and wrote a novel
about it called Dig a Grave and Let Us Bury Our Mother. 11,
too, was never published.

In 1940, while she was still in Califomnia, Barker sent her an
urgent message. He was teaching at Imperial Tohoku Univer-
sity in Japan and sensed war coming. Could she send him
money for passage to California — for two passages, one for
him and one for his wife — and get immigration papers? She
sent him savings she had earned as a maid and some borrowed
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money, but the decuments were more difficult to come by,
requiring sponsorship from a millionaire. She engaged the help
of Christopher Isherwood, who was working for MGM in
Hollywood at the time and knew Barker’s work. Finally all
\vas set. Barker and his wife sailed to California and took a bus
to MMonterey. Elizabeth wras waiting for them, as she describes
in the opaning line of Grand Central:

I am standing on a corner in Monterey, waiting for the bus to

come in, and all the mascles of my will are holding my terror to

face the moment I most desire.

The book is not straight autobiography, she says. She has
trouble remembering now which were the true events and
which the fiction. But she found a wooden hut for them at Big
Sur, a virtual wilderness in 1940. She thought the three ot‘ them

you’re allowed to have in America, and George would say that
his wife had gone away and we were going to go to Rero and
then, I don’t know, there were all sorts of excuses, all very,
very, very believable stories. Then I'd get suspicious and look
in his pockets and I'd find a laundry list with her writing on it.
So then I'd say, Go, I'm not seeing you again, and he could
always make Joke.s and get around my resolution and then I'd
let him in again. This went on for ages. But then it was too
horrible and awful so I decided to get myself to England.”
In 1943, in wartime, pregnant with her second child, she
waited three weeks in New York for a ship and crossed the
Atlantic in a convoy. Three of the ships went down. She didn’t
leave a forwarding address, ““but of course he got himself aver
and foundmeandtherewewere " They had a third and fourth

could all just be friends but, as . _
the bool: describes, the inevit-
able happened: *““Under the
vaterfall he surprised me
bathing and gave me what I
could no more refuse than the
eaith can refuse the rain.”
The triangle broke up after a
few months. Barker and his
wife left for New York; Eliza-
beth retreated to an abandoned
school house in Pender Har- . -
bour, B.C. — pregnant —
where she wrote sequences of
Grand Central in longhand,
out of order, builling the edi-
fice brick by brick: ““I wrote
the border incident last,’® she .
says of the passage she most
often reads to an audience. It is
a fictionalized account of how
she and George are detained at
the California-Arizona border
and charged under the Mann
Act — a law ostensibly prohib-
jiting couples from crossing
state lines to fornicate but also |
a ruce for police in those days |
to detain suspected gangsters |
and spies. The passage has a
rudz American cop interro-

gating the heroine, who replies Elizabeth Smarr and George Barker

with verses from the Song of Songs: “‘Did intercourse take
place? (I sat down under his shadow with great delight and his
fruit was sweet Lo my taste),”

<4t the time I wrote it, I was tesribly pregnant,’” she says,
“3nd I remember, oh, the boredom of it and looking up the
Eible to gat the bits 1 wanted. I didn’t feel like doing research
but I wanted to get the book done in case I died in childbirth.
Well, people used to you know.”

She didn’t tell her parents she was having a baby — they
were already against her for not helping in the war effort —

but George knew. He visited her briefly, When he tried to visit .

a second time, he was stopped at the border. Elizabeth's
mother “*had harangued the ambassador or something’® to
Leap him out of Canada. To be near him, Elizabeth used her
former Ottawa ties to get & job at the British Army Office in
Yashingtom.

*[ vras still in love. I was pretty much in love for about 19
years, really, but I saw early on, I mean I really started trying
to leave him carly on, because I saw it wasn’t a working pro-
position. I never expected him to be of any help because I
wouldn't have been so silly. I saw there wasn't anything he
could do and I didn’t expect him to, I just thought I could do
it. 1 was working as a filing clerk and had the lowest salary
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child, but he-had no money.
He llved with his mother and
went on to have more children
by other women., Grand Cen-
fral was published but in a
printing of ounly 2,000 copies.
An Ottawa book store
i imported six of them; Eliza-
; beth’s mother bought them all
and burned them, using her
influemce again to prevent
more copies from coming into
i the country.

The book circulated in New
York, however, and was
praised by the beat poets. Jay
Landesman, now head of Poly-
tantric Press in London
{Smart’s publisher), was editor
in the late 1950s of the under-
ground magazine, Neurotica.
“Grand Central is an historic
book,"” he says, *“way ahead of
anything written at the time, It
was a forerunner of Kerouac’s
On the Road, and Elizabeth
and Qeorge were the fore-
runners of that kind of living.
They broke down traditions
completely, broke down the
standards of morality. Kerouac
and those guys broke it down
in the 19505 when it was easier. Elizabeth and Genrge diditin
wartime, that's the emtmg thing. They \.\rere in pajamas when
the rest of the world was in uniforms.”

Landesman first met Barker in New York in the late *50sata
gathering of beat poets. “Allen Ginsberg was at George's feet.
They were in awe of him. They were aware of what Elizabeth
and George had done.”* Inspired by such meetings, Landes-
man wrote a musical that played on Broadway in 1959 called
The Nervous Set about Kerouac, Ginsberg, Barker, and a few
others. Kerouac was played by Larry Hagman — the J.R. of
Dallas.

Grand Central influenced a new generation after Panther
Books published it in paperback in Britain in 1966. ““It was
one of the cult books,’” says Helen Dennis, professor of
American literature at the University of Warwick. ““The Iate
'60s was a time of great optimism among young people, a time
to break social and political conventions, and this book
seemed to be an expression of that spirit.”

British novelist Brigid Brophy called the book ‘a2 master-
piece of poetic prose™ in her introduction to the 1966 edition:
¢ By Grand Central Station is one of the most shelled, skinned,
nerve-exposed books ever written . .. . a cry of complete vul-
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nerability . . . transformed into a source of eternal pleasure, a
work of art.”* ’

For all its anguish and torment, however, the book is ulti-
mately hopeful and forgiving. “Inspiring, truthful and very
feminine,” says Ann Barr, features editor atHarper's &
Queen, and a close friend of Elizabeth’s. “It’s one of the
books everyone has read, more so than Ulysses, which every-
one only says they've read.” Everyone in her circle might have
read Grand Central but the book did not attract & mass reader-
ship, possibly because, like poetry, its demse, lyrical style
demands concentration.

Meanwhile, Elizabeth had to make a living — for herself,
her two boys and two girls. She got jobs on various women’s
magazines, as a music editor and fashion writer, and later
worked in advertising. Bob Johnson, now production manager
at Harper's & Queen, shared a cubicle with her in the
mid-1960s when the mapazine was called simply Queen. “She
always seemed to me to be at least half on the way to being
smashed,” he says. **She needed something to keep her going
all the time, what with four kids, getting older, the whole
George Barker thing, and just the business of getting through
life. In the absence of anything else she would grab a can of
Cow Gum [layout paste]. She's the first person I ever heard of
sniffing glue.””

At Queen she wrote book reviews, but her main job was
laying cut 14 pages of fashion, writing the intros, and making
the captions fit. ““She was tremendous at it,” says Ann Barr.
““Her pages were like concrete poetry. When she went into
advertising she was the highest-paid copywriter in London.”

But her literary career was in limbo. She regrets her skimpy
output as a writer, but babies, she says, are part of being in
Iove. “It's a natural feeling to want to have a baby when
you're really in love. Every woman feels it and I think men do
too when they're really involved. A woman is a man with a
womb, that’s what the word means. It’s not a man without
something, it's a man with something and that something is a
womb. I wanted these female experiences.” .

At age 50, with her children grown, she was ready to start
writing again seriously. But problems she doesn’t like talking
about obliged her to raise two infant grandchildren. She
retreated to a cottage in Suffolk, chapnelling her creative
energies into a one-acre garden, cultivating a wilderness that
must have resembled in some ways her childhood playground
at Kingsmere. There was some literary activity. She continued
to write the occasional newspaper and magazine piece and in
1977 published A Bonus — 44 pages of poetry collected over
the years. The book isn’t available in Canada, although
Deneau Is interested in it. Deneau also plans to publish a hard-

" cover edition of Grand Central this fall. The Assumption of

the Rogues and Rascals was published in 1978, a slim book of
120 pages. The reviews in Britain were favourable, but the
book never attracted the following of her first. Eleanor
Wachtel, reviewing Rogues and Rascals for-Books in Canada,
called it “‘an clliptical novel, a gathering of reflections, stories,
bits of memoir, journal entries and so on that . . , lacks the
first’s drive, just as survival seems somehow less forceful than
love.”

After the grandchildren in her care had more or less reached -
adulthood, Elizabeth was in danger of grest-grandmother
problems and decided enough was enough. At a poetry festival
in Cambridge she met poet Patrick Lane, writer-in-residence at
Edmonton for 1981-82. He suggested she succeed him, and the
university later sent her a formal invitation.

BY THE TIME I heard Blizabeth Smart’s life'story, I had spent
time with her at her son’s flat, in restaurants, in cafés, at
parties, at ber cottage, and at poetry readings, including one
she gave at the opening of the cyltural centre at Canada House
in London. She revealed herself as a warm, kind, giving per-
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son. But what was George Barker like? What made him worth
pursuing s0? Elizabeth alternately describes him as fasci-
nating, sclfish, interesting, badly behaved, and a marvellous
paet who took her for a lot of money. The nicest thing most of
her friends had to say was that he was cruel. “He'll charm
vou,”’ said Ann Barr.

I phoned him and was invited for Saturday night to his
home in Morfoll;, near the sea. Elizabeth phoned Saturday
morning to say she would be there — they were still in touch,
meeting occasionally at poetry readings. I was first to arrive —
after dark by train, bus, and taxi — at an Elizabethan stone
building caid to be haunted by a little girl in the study and by
an old sea captain upstairs. Saturday night, it turned out, is
drinling night, and George was in the drinking room.

“Come in young man,” he said, beckoning with one hand.
At 69 he retains luminous blue eyes, is lean and tall despite a
slight stoop of the shoulders, and, yes, sexy-looking in a turtle-
necl: sweater, blue jeans, and dirty white running shoes —
cliché garb for a poet except that he probably invented the
look. We talked about the weather for 15 minutes, a conversa-
tion his wife, Eispeth, thought silly. She is a soft-spoken,
40-year-old Scot anyone would at once call beautiful, even in
hish green Wellington boots and country woollens. She has
been with George for 19 years, has five children by him, the
voungest aged seven, and is considered George’s fifth wife,
counting Elizabeth. George has 14 ““conspicuous™ children, as
Elizabeth puts it, though he has boasted as many as 35, she
Eays.

Elizabeth arrived with a friend via three pubs. More drinks
were poured, then the fireworks began. )

“*You cow,’” George said to Elizabeth in his gravelly volce
““Your face looks like the back of Auden’s hand, I love you."”

¥ love you too but that's irrelevant.”

““You loathsome Canadian. You're like someﬂnng out of
Ibsen, horrible. You have no versification.”

“I know."’

“It was I who taught vou the word eye is spelled with one
letter.” .

"1 know.”

And so it went.

Elspeth tool: me aside to balance the effect, speaking softly.
*‘He's shy. He’s a wonderful person and I love him, We sit up
in bzd sometimes in the early moming, propped up on our
pillows, in our ovm particular darkness, drinking tea, with the
light from the windows and the electric fire flashing off the
posts and the koobs of the brass bed. He becomes so articulate
and postic. I cherish these moments,”

To quiet people down, Elspeth read Matthew Arnold’s
*Dover Beach’ to the group, hauntingly, until George com-
plained she read like a vraiiress. Someone phoned to invite us
all to a party and we were off, shouting at each other, singing
Prasbyterian hymns and getting lost along the way. We finally
arrived at an old stone country house that seemed to be full of
vell-dressed women in their late 20s, and George soon had a
clutch of them around him.

““What’s his magic?”

“‘He's 69 and still very sexy,” said one.

“11e’s just very special,’’ said another.

“He's so overt in his rudeness, he challenges you,” said a
third. “*You keep coming back for more.*’

“What's your opinion of Grand Central?" 1 asked Barker
at one point.

““The best thing since Wuthering Heights,” he said. **And I
hate Wuthering Heights. Women don’t have souls.”

IT was CLEAR that Barker and Elizabeth still have strong
feelings for cach other. It was also clear the encounter was
painful for them — certainly for Elizabeth, who showed pain
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on her face, in her voice, and in her submissive responses. “So
much pain,'* she said late one night in Sohe, in a slightly dif-
ferent context. She had been eatipg with friends in an Oriental
restaurant on Frith Street, talking, joking, by 2ll appearances
having a good time, when she abruptly got up, said goodnight,
and wall;ed out. Intercepted on the street, she said something
ambiguous about pain being hard to bear.

But pain is 8 prime motivator, a key tool, for Elizabeth
Smart the writer. Brigid Brophy touches on the'point when she

"says Grand Central is a cry transformed into a work of art.

Elizabzth, in fact, has developed a theory about the relation-
ship between love, pain, and art. She wrote about it in the
February issue of Woman’s Journal, in a piece called ““How to
Iviend a Broken Heart,” in which she gives advice to spurned
lovers. *‘Pain is, can be, useful,’” she writes. ‘““But only if you

use it. You have to be willing to suffer. You have fo acceptit...
because if you fight against pain you augment it. . . . So say:
Come dear pain, Come, be welcome. Please overwhelm me. . . .

“Examine yourself," she advises. ‘‘Perhaps it was the
bastard in him that triggered your susceptibilities. It looked
like glamour, then, and you only saw the shiny side. You
responded joyfully. . . . And now you have the beginning of
wisdom: the price of pain is love.”

She wamns against bitterness: ‘“It was a rich experience.
Don't deny it. Don't denigrate it. Don’t say If Only. Suffer.
. « . If bitterness comes creeping in, nip it in the bud. A bitter
person has failed as a human being . . . . A consenting adult
cries in private, takes the pain, acknowledges it, praises the
experience, blames nobody.

“*A consenting adult moves on.” [
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A grand passion

Though scholarly in its approach,

Northrop Frye’s study of the Bible is the

‘The Great Code: The Bible and Liter-
ntnre, by Northrop Frye, Academic
Press, 261 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN
)

WITHOUT DOURT The Great Code is
Northrop Frye's most important work;
it is also his most personal. It is no coin-
cidence that Frye became interested in
Blake and Milton, both of whom carried
on an interrogation very similar to his
own. Personal faith can never be the
result of an individual psychological or
emotional need when it is also the pro-
duct of that which forms a civilization.
This civilization possesses linguistic,
poctic, and mythological structures.
From Shakespeare to Goethe, from
Dante to Rimbaud, Frye sought out its
lines of force. He identified and at times
reducad literature to the condition of a
corpce, so that he could study its
anatomy. And his masterwork, The
Anatovty of Criticism, although it has
no intention of discussing theology, is
nonetheless a religious interrogation; it
uses litcrature only as a pretext.

Worl:s of the imagination cannot by
themselves explain to a passionate man
the foundations of his faith, nor can
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they calm his doubts, let alone silence
them. Frye explores the contemporary
woild; technology, communication (he
was an adviser to the CRTC). He is a
teacher because, as he himself has said,

Narlhrop Frye

teaching allows him to ask questions,

and teaches him how to ask them.
Here is a man who has decided to

attack his consuming passion head-on.

Nothing, neither the world of objects

work of a very personal imagination

nor that of the imagination, can explain
to him the foundations of the religious
mind. There remains only the Bible,
which has inspired the art and literature
of the West, and in so doing has fur-
nished the great code that will elucidate
all obscurities and enigmas. It is no
longer a question here simply of litera-
ture. Frye also addresses himself to the
study of psychology, philosophy, and
history, as well as theology and mytho-
logy. But he launches his attack by a
repeated and at times exhaustive reading
of the Bible.

Two problems arise from this
approach. Which Bible? That of the
Jews or that of the Christians? Frye
replies from his own method. The Old
Testament of the Hebrews, he says, is
the stylistic model for thé New Testa-
ment of the Christians, whose rhythms
are as close to their model as the Greek
language will allow. He admits, on the
other hand, that although he knows that
“Jewish and Islamic conceptions of the
Bible are very different [from those of
the Christians], that is practically all that
I do know about them.” The second
problem is related to the'first. If Frye
possesses a certain knowledge of
Hebrew and Greek — and it shows in his
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bool: that he does — the Bible he uses is
the English Authorized Version of 1611.
Is it necessary to point ont not only that
the original Hebréw has its own auto-
nomy, but also that a whole different
civilization is at issue?

Judiciously, Frye doesn’t go into it.
The English Bible, however, is empha-
tically not that of the entire Western
world. And though Frye writes about
Dante and Goethe he passes in silence
over a whole pleiade of other -names,
from Vondel to Chateaubriand, to
whom the Bible was at least as important
as it was to Blake and Milton. The Great
Code, therefore, is a work that arises
from a close scrutiny of the English

Protestant Bible. This is not merely a .

choice of limits — although otherwise
the project, which is already ambitious
enough, would have been untenable —
but it is an act of passion.

The Great Code is thus a personal
worl: that comes from an individual
imagination, not from a detached
scholarship. Frye admits as much in his
introduction: *““The present book is not a
work of Biblical scholarship, much less
of theology: it expresses only my own
personal encounter with the Bible.’” And
he applies to this encounter the same
methods he had earlier applied to his
encounters with Milton, Blake, and
Shakespeare.

Tha Bible is an anthology of poetry,
narrative prose, and colossal myth. It
possesses a force and enerpy that give ita
life and persistence that defy the cen-
turies. And its life is structural, by which
is meant that one must search for its life
within its own language. What unifies
the immense diversity of the Bible can-
not be logical or doctrinal evidence,
vhich coulkd be called into question at
any time by a culture. What gives the
Bible its persistence is its metaphorical
base.

The Bible’s simplicity is not one of
uniformity, still less of naiveté, It is the
simplicity of majesty, the voice of auth-
oriry. In its first expression the voice of
authority is that of command: the more
it becomes supreme the less it relates to
particular circumstances. God says *‘Let
there bz Light,”” and one does not ask
whether it might not have been wiser to
bzgin with a source for that light — a
Sun, for example.

Biblical language, even when it is
being narrative, is metaphorical. The
no-man’s-land between legend and
history is never clearly defined, and Frye
could have added or concluded that the
Bible is an attempt to escape from
history. He certainly says as much in
other ways. Biblical metaphor is asso-
ciated with poetry. It encompasses
poetry and surpasses it. Its verbal magic

is everywhere apparent. Frye finds it in
the arrangement of its words, its images,
and its tone. Such an approach, one
realizes, is not that of a theologian: Frye
rejects logical rigidity and its capricious
desire to transform the Bible’s poetry

into doctrine. A doctrinal reading of the,

Bible turns everyone who is not doc-
trinal into ‘*heretics,”” and throughout
the history of Christianity, Frye argues,,
the fear of heresy has constituted what
can only be termed =z ‘‘mortal
psychosis.”

To the extent that poetry is the mani-
festation of the universal in the partic-
ular, biblical myth itself is poetical.
Myth is not the description of a histor-
fcal event; it comprises all particulars, a1l
events. Any reading of the Bible that
tries to place its myth in relation to
history is reductive. Myth presents itself
in two aspects: internal narrative struc-
ture, which relies on literature; and
social function, which relies on leamning,
on things that are necessary to a society
based on knowledge. Thus the Bible
avoids opposition from the literary as
well as the non-literary: it is as literary as
it is possible to be without being
literature, :

The colossal myth of the Bible extends
from Creation to Revelation. It is
expressed in metaphors that can be iden-
tified with the body of the Messiah. This
biblical reality passes through many
stages, and Frye examines them textually
one by one. In the beginning is the Crea-
tion, which consists of the perception of
an ordained order that exisis above the
chaotic alienation of nature. The second
phase is what Frye calls the Revolution:
man’s rejection of tyranny and exploita-
tion. Based on an energy drawn from
nature, man’s relationship with God can
hardly be called passive. In the OIld
Testament God can do what Israel can-
not accomplish even with a strict adher-
ence to the Law. In the New Testament
God performs miracles. The third phase

is the Law, the moral and judicial code

that binds society together.

After that it is Wisdom that gives the
life of events its sense of continuity. The
fifth stage is Prophecy, which proposes
a vision of man as he advances from a
primary to an ultimate identity. The two
final stages, the Evangelical and the
Apocalyptic, speak of a present that no
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longer seeks for its meaning in the
future, as is the case when the New
Testament assesses itself in terms of its
rapport with the Old Testament. The
past and the future revolve around the
present moment.

This metaphor does not rely on exter-
nal elements. There is no historical
Christ for Frye — he even goes so far as
to give one name to both the Bible and
to Christ, a metaphorical identification
that is central to Frye’s procedure. As he
relies solely on the text, he is not hin-
dered by its Western transformation of
text into image. Western art is properly
born of this distance taken with respect

. to text, with respect to lanpuage.

Although the Bible is als¢ a narration,
a history, for Frye its narrative exists
only to give a form to history, in which
Revelation permits us to understand the
march of events. Is this the price of con-
solation for the Jewish people, who have
witnessed the rise and fall of empires
without ever having had the strength to
build one themselves? Certainly not.
Because for Frye the superiority of the
verbal over the monumental can never
be in doubt: it is the supremacy of life

. over death.

Frye has subtitled his book T/e Bible
and Literature. Is the Bible like litera-
ture? This is where all the powers of
criticism are futile. The Bible is & unified
whole, like the work of Dante;,it is also
epiphanic and discontinuous, like the
work of Rimbaud. We are so used to
believing that the qualities we admire in
a work arise from its originality, from
the uniqueness of its author, that we
have blinded ourselves to the possibility
that an even pgreater originality can
spring from a complete snuffing out of
individuality. The transformdtion of
consciousness is inseparable from a
transformation of language. If man
searches for unity, it is a measure of the
Limitations of his spirit. By means of the
royal, universal metaphor, language
trdumphs over those limitations.

Only a language that will lend itself
neither to refutation nor to debate can
divide the world of death from the world
of life. According to Frye, ‘‘the
language used in the Bible is, in short,
the language of love, which, as Paul
reminds us . . . is [ikely to outlast most
forms of communication.** .

One day André Malraux was asked
what he was. ““A writer,” he replied. I
believe that Frye, out of modesty, would
answer the question differently. Cer-
tainly he is that as well — a writer. He
probes man and man’s place in the
world. But there the resemblance ends.
Malraux the revolutionary, the agnostic,
rifled the whole world in search of its
secret, and when he found his answer in
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Art he never ceased his examination of
it. Frye had no need to leave his arm-
chair: faith, given some initiative, was
for him only a point of departure. And
throughout all the long years he has
searched only in his books. The Word is
botk the puzzle and the soluticn. To
gather words and to write them down is
both man’s work and his means of tran-
scending work. The gift of God or the
triumph of mankind, the Bible is a code
— a code for life. Never before has Frye
revealed his passion with such
astonishing force. O

REVIEW
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Sweet
nothings
By BARBARA NOVAK

The Black Queen Stories, by Barry
Callaghan, Lester & Orpen Dennys, 165
5, $15.95 cloth (ISBN 0 919630 24 3).

IN THIS FIRST collection of short stories,
Barry Callaghan writes about the type of
people most of us try to avoid: small-
time hustlers, bookies, hookers, pimps,
transvestites: rootless, loveless, jaded
characters who lead empty, lonely lives.

The stories are set in Toronto, but it’s

not the city we see reflecied in the pages
of Toronto Life, Instead, we are drawn
into the Toronto of the Dundas Street
strip joints and the Silver Dollar on
Spadina. Even the Art Gallery of
Ontario, which provides a setting for
two stories, is simply a place for a pick-
up, where people who have just met
make desperate attempts to case their
loneliness by pretending they are old
friends.

YWhat distinguishes these stories stylis-
tically is their attention to detail.
Appearances, surfaces, the telling
details, are as important to the narrators
as they are to the other characters. A
woman distrusts ““men with shiny
heads.” A priest who judges men by
what they wear and buildings by how
they look observes the Eaton Centre,
“with walls of outside pipes and ducts,
all exposed, and poured rough-cast con-
crete,” and comments, “Funny . . . the
way we've made & virtue out of turning
everything inside out.” Collette, in A
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! even the surfaces are illusions. She takes

Terrible Discontent,” slips bobby pins
into *“the little blue porcelain bowl she
had won at school for elocution™ and
examines her **good legs’. in the mirror.
We focus for a moment in another story
on a doctor’s $*perfectly pressed three-
point white handkerchief in his breast
pocket’; another character worries
about breaking her long nail. Poodles
John, a clothing store merchant and
pimp, lives with Luella with the *“‘race-
horse legs™ who is worried about getting
old. Poodles is wild about the way she
looks; he can’t stand the way she is. The
woman in “All the Lonely People”
wants a photograph of her new lover,
but she keeps her emotional distance and
is good to him only because she knows
that “Everything good comes to an
e‘nld.Il .

These characters live on the surface
because they dread the emptiness within.
A recurring motif in all the stories is the
sengse of nothingness. Crow Jane, a
worn-out club singer, discovers that

a newspaper photograph of herself 10 a
photography shop to have it blown up:
an’ I say, man, I want this big for fram-
ing, hang myself over my head in my
bed, two fest by three I said an' he
shruge and when I come back there 1
am, mounted on cardboard, an’ I can't
find myself for the looking, my whole
face just gone to great big grey and dark
dots an* I say, where’d I go, man, I
don't see myself at all, an” he says that’s
what happens when you blow yourself
up outa some newspaper, you disappear
into dots, man, "cause if you look close

that’s all you was in the first place.

Callaghan’s characters define them-
selves in negative terms, like Cowan in
*“The Cohen in Cowan’’ who discovers,
‘Now I know I'm not nothing.”” This
allows Callaghan some opportunity for
word play, which at times is reminiscent
of Samuel Beckett. A retired cop in
“Dark Laughter™ tells a young compa-
nion that he realized one day he had
nothing to say, 5o he “‘just sat down and
said nothing . . . for two years.* Barlier,
the younger man had remarked,
“‘Nothing? How can you think nothing
when someone zeroes in on you?"

The 14 stories in this collection are
told with voices utterly distinct from one
another, sharing only their terror pf
sitence and their obsession with surface

reality. With one exception these voices -

seem authentic, compelling the reader to
enter fully into their world. The voice of
Cowan, however, in “The Cohen in
Cowan,”’ seems riddled with clichés, and
the story is slight.

The narrator of “Anybody Home"

has a quiet voice, a listening voice, that °

provides a ground-base for the counter-
pointing of the two voices he hears —
that of his doctor and that of 2 woman

“ who is grateful for his silence. “*I sud-

denly saw myself in the window, calm
but hunched and my heart pounding,
staring into my reflection, with her say-
ing thanks for saying nothing and for
making love to her, which was nothing
but to her it was a lot, and wondering
what was there to say to Cholet, except
nothing.”’

The movement flows back and forth
between the first and third person in
“Silent Music,” as-a character seeks to
define himself in terms of the fiction he
has read, and fails: ““He didn’t know if
it was his voice. He had never heard his
voice.”” ’

The irony of this collection, and its
power, lies in Callaghan’s ability to cap-
ture these voices and let them speak for
themselves. While the characters that
people these stories are shallow, the
stories themselves have depth, and they
speak with eloquence about the pain of
having nothing to say. O

REVIEW

he darker
side

By L. KING-EDWARDS

I might not tell everybody this, by
Alden Nowlan, Clarke Irwin, 95 papes,
$7.95 paper (ISBN 0 7720 1343 8).

AS MIOHT BE surmised from i3 title, J
might not tell everybody this, Alden
Nowlan’s most recent collection of
poetry verges on the confessional, which
is not to say that all of the poems are
concerned with the natrrator’s personal
life and loves, but rather that they con-
cern his coming to terms with such per-
sonal dilemmas as man's stupidity,
cruelty, guilt, and isolation in the face of
his own mortality. Many of the poetns
are apolopies, either to himself or
others, for his previous lack of insight. It
is a setting straight of the record, such
in the poem ‘“He runs into an old
acquaintance”:

But it still matiers that she’d not kave

laughed,
that she would have smiled and said,

“Yes, ™ -

Af I had asked; and I didn’t know.

The poems are also exclamations of
discovery by Nowlan about himself, his
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repertoire of acquaintances, and his
social encounters in general. One of the
mora rewarding aspects of this journey
to sclf-acceptance is the sureness with
which Nowlan faces the mirror and
unflinchingly puts his own fears into
perspective.

The tone is most fitting for a confes-
sional — soft, even at times mellow.-One
senses that Nowlan has aiready forgiven
himself and others for all their cata-
logued human weaknesses, and has
come to terms with small fears as well as
with death. The latter takes on a mun-
dane irony in one of the finer poems,
“YWorking late,”” in which the narrator
awaits a serious operation while the
nurse phones to ask her husband to pick
up some groceries on the way home:

It is not luard for me to believe

that great matiers are being discussed

todayr;

I Lnov the world will go on,

whatever happens to me.

But tinned tomatoes!

I'm reminded of how infinitesimal a part

I play in the universe,

af hov: minute is my share of reality.
One of the more tender poems, “The
secretive fishermen,” makes a gentle
case for aging homosexuals who cruise
the highways Icoking for young men.

Nowlan finds as little to condemn in
these lost men as he does in the young
panty thief of another poem: perversion
is ranked as yet another human foible
misinterpreted. The closest he comes to
condemnation is aimed at the narrator’s
Jansenist self and his own tendency
toward pessimism.

Another recurrent theme in the poems
is the relationship of son to father and
father to son, and the necessity for the
son to become the father. This is intro-
duced in the mythological piece “The
King of the Woods,” is found more
subtly in **Subway Psalm,’* and is char-
mingly presented in *“Just now I heard
my father singing,” which conchxdes:
“Just now I heard my father's Jaughter.,
/That, too, came from my mouth.”

These poems have great strength of
emotion and sincerity of tone, The
darker side of the human psyche is deftly
portrayed with an irony that can ohly
come from the experience of betrayal.
Ultimately Nowlan is on the side of our
better nature; he is truly sympathetic
and has put his pnorltm in order:

It's what we all want, in the end,

to be held, merely to be held,

10 be kissed (not necessarlly with the lips,

Jor every touching Is a kind of kiss).

Yes, it’s what we all want, in the end,

SHRLBS
OF ONTARIO
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An important nev book from the Royal Ontariec Museum r

| SHRUBS
ONTARIO

James H. Soper
and
Margaret L. Heimburger

not to be worshipped, not to be admired,

not 1o be famous, not to b¢ feared,

not even fo be loved, but simply to be

keld

(*'He sits down on the floor of a school

Jor the retarded”’)

In terms of Mowlan’s mastery of sub-
ject matter, this collection is potentially
strong. Despite the sincerity of the
poems, however, there is a quality of
construction in many of them that
makes them read too pat. Far too many
close with a punch line; far too many are
explicit and prosaic to the point of
including parenthetical explanations,
leaving [ittle or nothing to the reader’s
imagination or intellect. It becomes
difficult to participate in these poems of
discovery. Nowlan renders each poem
with its reading given, thus there is no
room for doubt or second sight. The
poems appear as anecdotes; some, in
fact, make excellent short short stories.

The discussion of ‘‘what is poetry /
what is prose” is endless and often
boring, but post-modernism aside there
has to be something in the poem’s
language and stracture to give a clue that
it is more than rolling prose broken into
lines. These clues come from a combina-
tion of rhythm and sound, and a sub-
tlety of sense that prickles the back of
the neck, plays with the tongue, and
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APFLE PASTAL GANMES

Douglas Hergert and Josaph T. Kalash

Glozsary o Index o Biography

Just published, this comprehensive volume is likely to
prove the dufinitive field guide and reference work to the
shrubs of Ontario for many years to come. It provides
Jetailed scienzific descriptions and full-page

1llusrrations for more than 200 species, together with
Jistribution maps for Ontario, notes on habitat and North
Amencan Jistribucion, and a field check to aid
recupnition. An invaluable handbook for naturalists,
furesters, and botanists, both professional and amateur,
and for every mhabltanr who rakes an informed interest
in our environmen

523 pp ill., ISBN 0—88854-283—6 paper, $20.00

Rh M Royal Ontario Museum, Publication
e Services, 100 Queen’s Park, Toronto,
Ontario, Canada M5S52C6 (416) 978-3641

to buy one wisely. 300 pages, 140 llus, Pa, $17.95
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A collection of the most popular microcomputer games pro-
grams written In UCSB/Apple Pascal. Each game Includes a
complete description of the rules, 2 sample run through the
game, a quide to understanding the program Itself, a struc-
ture chart graphicaly lliustrating the organization of the pro-
gram and a listing of the complete program. 300 pages,
400 llius. Pa. $20.00

Intreduction to WORD PROCESSING
Hal Glatzar
This book explains In plain language what a word processor

can do, how It Improves productivity In businesses that
hande lots of words, how to use a word processor and how
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adds zest to the subject matter. Poetry
does have the onus to ““make it new*’ for
the reader; it must revitalize people,
places, and things as well as emotions
and ideas. Poetry has always been a
question of language titillating insight.
This rarely bappens in [ might not tell
everrbody this. In his earlier books, par-
ticularly in Under the Ice, Nowlan gives
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us a promise of such poetry, but he has
reneged on the promise. A good, heart-
felt, humorous story does not conjure
up 2 poem. As much as Mallarmé stands
outside the context of most Canadian
poetry, his advice to an aspiring poet is
§till worth noting: **A poem is made
with words not ideas.” And, one could
add, with words as well as emotions.

FEATURE REVIEW

L M

In the past, as.witnessed by the blurb
on the back cover of this collection,
Nowlan’s publishers have been con-
cerned that his poefry suffers from a
regional tag. There is no doubt that
these poems travel beyond any regional
interpretation. Yet with all their unjver-
sality, and with all their pithiness, the

- ultimate accolade escapes them. O

The
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This first biography of A.M. Klein gives us the
body; the poetry provides a glimpse of the soul. Together
they make up the record of a great heart plundered

Li:e Cnz2 That Dreomed: A Portrait
of AEIL Iflein, by Usher Caplan, photo-
graphs edited by David Kaufman, intro-
duction by Leon Edel, McGraw-Hill
Ryerson, 224 pages, 524.95 cloth (ISBN
0 07 545451 X).

EXCEPT FOR THE WORD **portrait’® in the

title there is nothing to prepare the
reader for the special character of this
first biography of A.M. Klein. Usher
Caplan has striven to an ununsual degree
for objectivity. He spins facts and quo-
tations, skilfully withholding his own
ideas and unifying vision. In addition he
has Inserted in the text 80 photographs
and numerous examples of Klein’s
poetry and unpublished prose. *“The
book is intended as a self-revelation of
IZlein through documents, the bare facts
and a minimmum of interpretation,”
Caplan said recently. “I couldn’t write
about Ilein and compete with him in a
literary way. He has a powerful voice; 1
couldn’t put mine in the way.”

A writer-editor with National
RIuseums in Oftawa, Caplan first resear-
ched I{lein's biography for a 1973 Ph.D.
dissertation. The thesis provided back-
ground for David Kaufman’s film 4.M.
Klein: The Poet as Landscape (1980),
and the book, designed by Kaufman,
was originally conceived as a ““collage
based on the film. The result is a hand-
some and tasteful companion to Klein's
poetry. Such a study is long overdue,
and Caplan’s account is thorough, in-
telligent, and succinct. The pictures,
readinas, and general appearance of the
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By HENRY MAKOW

book tontribute o a fecling of enjoy-
ment and discovery.

However, as biography the book is
incomplete, as it deals mostly with the
external events of Klein’s life. Klein's
real life was his poetry: *““everything else
in my life,”” he wrote, ““is mere adjunct.”
Caplan gives pertineni examples of the
poetry, but he does not make it the

f&'.'M. Kieln
touchstone of his account. Rather we see
the poet as he appeared to others, from
the ountside. And there is not enough
poetry to convey his inner being.

In order to deal seriously with the

- poetry, Caplan would have had to be-

come more subjectively involved. A
biography is & story, after all, and the
teller ijs intrinsic to the tale. In my
favourite biographies it is the author’s
personality and intelligence that shape
and give immediacy to the account.
Stefan Zweig's Balzac and Lovat Dick-

son's H.G. Wells are examples. Obvi-
ously a subjective biography was the far-
thest’ thing from Caplan’s mind. But
while we may begrudge him his dry
detachment, his approach &5 innovative.
In the narrative he gives us Klein’s body,
in the excerpts from the poetry an intro-
duction to the soul. Read Klein's books
and put them together yourself, Caplan
seems to say. Such an approach has
definite validity. .

The problem of Klein’s breakdova
and retirement at the age of 45 obscures
the’fact that until the early 1950s his life
was a happy and productive one.
Caplan’s account of Klein’s varied acti-
vities — family man, lawyer, professor,
politician, editor, novelist, scholar,
publicist, and one of the foremost Cana-
dian poets of the century — helps to
restore perspective, P.K. Page remem-
bers a warmi, bubbly, punning Abe
Klein: “Klein had that sense of the child
in him, to delight in language and play
with it. His joyfulness, his delight in
things — he was so alive to the world.”

Nonetheless, given Klein’s faith, bom
of his temperament, that the world is a
manifestation of a loving deity, his
breakdown was foreseeable. In his
rhetorical, witty, and passionate poetry,
Klein demanded to know how a loving
God could permit injustice and misery.
Klein’s suits took on a personal dimen-
sion, since his lifelong devotion to the
Jewish people and their culture was for
him neither an accident of birth nor pro-
duct of faith, but a point of honour.
“Ignoble and base is he who forsakes
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the weal: in whose midsts he finds
himself to go over. . .to the camp of the
strons. It is treachery. It Is a cowvard’s
choice. Its perpetrator ceases to be not
only Jew but man.’”” Not observant
himself, he opposed the efforts of men
of **Jewish dissuasion” to modernize or
assimilate, As editor of the Canadian
Jewish Chronicle for almost 20°vears, he
lectured tirelessly for Israel. Yet he
witnessed in his lifetime the persecution
and wholcsale slaughter of one-third of
his pzople. He could not reconcile this
with the belief inherent in his nature of a
banevolent God.

He embraced other just causes and
was equally frustrated, Klein resented
being termed a **Jewish poet’ — he call-
ed it “*this whimsical opening of another
man’s fly” — and regarded himself pri-
marily as an artist, yet he failed to
attract the international recognition he
undoubtedly deserved. A.J.M. Smith in
his Book of Canadian Poetry (1943)
ranlied him *““the greatest poet living to-
day in Canada,” and E.K. Brown con-
curred. But for the world at large Klein
vras always a ““Jewish poet.”

In politics too Klein fell between two

stools. He campaigned hard as a CCF

candidate in a Jewish riding in 1949, and
fared poorly, even trailing behind the
Communist. The traditionally Liberal

—A book that whispers louder than all the rest.

Montreal Jews admired Klein but were
loath to vote socialist and Klein, who
had given so much to his community,
took the loss badly,

Perhaps the strangest example of
Klein’s inability to separate the uftimate
from the mundane was his obsession
with James Joyce's Ulysses, In the man-
ner of a Talmudic scholar he embarked
on an explication of the levels of mean-
.ng behind Joyce's work: for 13 pages of
Ulysses he managed to write 100 pages
of commentary. This is one instance
where Caplan speaks his mind: *“If Klein
had gone astray, it was in so idolizing
Joyce that he began to treat his novel as
holy writ.” But Klein seemed to have
been driven by a demon. At a conference
at Harvard in the summer of 1950 he
portrayed Joyce as a humiliated pauper
and neglected genius: later a psychiatrist
in the audience remarked to F.R. Scott,_
“Your man Klein is serlously ill. He
wasn’t talking about Joyce, He was talk-
ing about himself.*

For Klein’s breakdown Caplan advan-
ces a number of possible causes: Joyce"s
“mad side,” overwork, the election
defeat, his ambivalent feelings about his
PR duties for Sam Bronfman. But his
whole life added up to one inexorable
conclusion: the world was not as it
should be, ““We are not God,*” he wrote
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in a poem, *‘Les Vespasiennes,” reprint-
ed by Caplan, “Not God. Why, not,/
not even angels, but something less than

- men."” Klein struggled in vain for a more

hopeful vision. The height man
achieves, he felt, has **meaning only be-

‘cause of the depth, the ethereal only in

relation to the palpable,”” as he wrote in
an unpublished novella completed’ in
1954, The same spring he tried to com-
mit suicide and was institutionalized for
about 10 weeks: “How was I to know,
those months in my mother’s womb,/
that exit meant ambush?””

Caplan is vague on the exact chrono-
logy of Klein’s breakdown but thereisa
surprising amount of method in the
poet’s madness. Klein was capable of
one final poetry reading at McGill in
1955 and he continued to work for
Bronfman until 1960. He remained
active within his family circle, playing
with his grandchildren, reading, wat-
ching TV, taking walks. He was
available to such persistent friends as Ir-
ving Layton, with whom he discussed
books, politics, and gossip. After his
wife’s death in 1971 he managed 10 look
after himself until his own death the
following vear, of a heart attack.

But to the outside world Klein seemed
intent on fulfilling his vision of the
thwarted, anonymous poet, “‘his status

*“THE FAVORITE is a beautifully quiet and moving book, with a
special kind of integrity. I am going t6 remember the small family ar its
. center fora long time tocome.™ Anne Tvler

*A beautifully written novel, THE FAVORITE probes the seasons of
life and death, love and joy, within one very real family.

e Doubleday has a winper with THE FAVORITE.™

LT ey Jacqueline Briskin, author.

S v “THE FAVORITE offers unusual and fascinating insight into the
i X thoughts and feelings of a father and daughter who loved each other too

Lo | much —of a father who couldnt let go and a daughter who was forced to.

Louise Butes Ames. Director. GESELL INSTITUTE OF HUMAN DEVELOPMENT

i **I liked THE FAYORITE very much. [ thought it was really the story of
amarriage, of a family, and how the family members relate and how they
see each other. It's adifficult subject, fathers and daughters. This book is
beautifully written and it really makes you stop-and think " Judy Blume

3

* . Augrest; 318.95
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L.R, “Bunny” Wright lives with her family in Burnaby, British
Columbia. Her first novel, NEIGHBOURS, won the Alberta Search-for-
a-Novelist Award in 1979. Following a 12-year jommalism career, she
now writes full-time and'is working on her third novel.

Lirerary Guild Alternate and 325,000 reprint sale to Pocker Books.
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"NEW BOOIKS FROM
MOSAIC PRESS
VALLEY EDITIONS

THE

T.E. LAYWRENCE POEMS
Cwendolyn MacEwen

A major new work from the winner of the
Governor General's Award for Poetry.
This cycle of poems has been in the |

malking for some 15 years.
$6.95 paper $12.95 cloth

SUMMER AT

LONELY BEACH

AND OTHER STORIES
Mirizaa Waddington

The first collection of Waddington's
short stories covering themes such as
lave, deach, loneliness, childhaod.
£56.95 paper $12.95 cloth

COGYWHEELS

AND OTHER STORIES
Alrutepavra Ryunocsuke

A selection of short storles by one of
Japan’s greatest writers who is best known
as the author of Rashomon. Translated by
Howard Norman from the Japanese and
illustrated by Naoko Matsubara.

£5.95 $12.95

THE LIVEABLE CITY:

The Architecture

and Neighbourhoods of Toronto

Leon Vhiteson, text

5.R. Gage, photos

The weekly architecture columnist for the
Toronte Star brings together his major
insights. The book includes 50 new
photos of Toronto.
$12.95 paper

NEYY POEMS

Henry Mozsovitch

with Introductory poem

by Leonard Cohen

An exrraordinary book of new poems
from one of Montreal’s poets.

$7.95 paper

DUET

Gertsude [aiz

A nevw collection of poems by one of the
most sensitive women voices.

£6.95 papzr

TOWNSWOMEN

& OTHER POREMS

Rosalind Eve Conway

The first collection of poems from one of
Toronto’s promising new poets.

$19.95 cloth

|1 $6.95 paper
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as zero.”* After his psychiatrist’s snicide
in 1960, he refused further medical treat-
ment and indeed was never physically ill.
He declined various publishers’ requests
for a collected edition, refused to
endorse his royalty cheques although the
small sums were needed, and ignored the
greetings of people he met on his walks.
It was a sad ending for a man of Klein’s
stature. He was no more a ““Jewish
poet” than the author of the Book of
Job. Both posed the universal question
— How can a loving God tolerate injus-
tice? — but Job received an answer, one
that Klein conldn’t accept. Nor did he
heed another Jewish prophet who said
the world is still aspiring for the perfec-
tion that exists in the spirit. *“Lay up for
yourselves treasure in heaven, where
neither moths nor rust consume and
where thieves do not break in and steal.
For where your treasure is, there will
your heart be also.” Usher Caplan’s
Like One That Dreamed is the record of
how a great heart was plindered. O3

Red letter
days

By PAUL WILSON

es, The Women’s Press, 256 pages,

Letters from China, by Maureen
.95 paper (ISBN 0 88961 071 1).

IN THE SPRING of 1980, Maureen Hynes,
who teaches English as a second
language at George Brown College in
Toronto, was sent to China with a col-
league to pive a five-month course in
English to a group of teachers. Her
posting took her to Chengdu and the
University of Sichuan, a province of 100
million that had only recently been
opened to foreigners after a long period
of almost total isolation from the out-
side. Hynes was guick to recognize the
uniqueness of her opportunity to
observe at close range a tiny portion of
the vast and secretive Chinese empire,
and she made full use of her meagre
spare time to record, in her diary and in
letters to friends and relations in
Canada, the fascinations and frustra-
tions of her daily encounters with the
Chinese and the system under which
they live.
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A Jarge portion of her correspondence
is taken up with good-natured belly-
aching about the difficulties of being a
resident *‘foreign expert’': getting used
to the food, the red tape, the staring, the
spitting, and to being manipulated,
mollycoddled, and generally hedged in
with what seemed to her to be sopho-
moric restrictions. Qiven her expect-
ations, she found herself under con-
siderable pressure, and for all their
enthusiasm and gritty cheerfulness the
letters radiate a strong aura of strain and
discomfort.

The real substance of her book, how-
ever, is her encounter with the Chinese
themselves, and in particular with her
students. No amoint of bureaucratic
paranocia could have prevented genuine
relationships from developing in the
classroom, and happily Hynes's curi-
osity about how her students lived and
thought was matched by their own will-
ingness to convey to her what their
everyday lives were really like. Her
reports on classroom discussions on
topics like love and marriage, and her
frequent quotes from their essays, are
among the most revealing and valuable
parts of the book, Here, for example, is
a stunning piece of black humour by one
of her charges:

I live in an institute, around which are
some factories. Most of the people in
my neighbourhood are common
teachers as I, workers and clerks in the
institute. We call the area where we live
““the Third World™. Because the “First
World,” well-equipped apartment, is
for the super leaders; “‘the Second
World”* is for the cadres of each level.
In **the Third World" each room means
a family, often two or three generations.
The kitchen and tojlet there are shared
by several families.

Paradoxically, the locus of Hynes's -
greatest achievement is also the locus of
her greatest failure — a failure to
register, or examine, the impact of what
she saw and heard on her own
preconceptions, not only about China
but about the nature of ideas and
ideology and their relationship to action.
Hynes 'went to China as a *'socialist
feminist" with *‘a general inferest in
communism and a,desire to see it
work,* and from what she says it is clear
that the Great Cultural Revolution of
1966-1976 (she frequently appends the
dates to it as if to reassure us that the
process had a beginning and an end) was
one of the great formative intellectual
experiences of her life. Her journey to
China, therefore, was something of a
pilgrimage to discover how much the
Chinese shared her own enthusiasm for
their revolution.

Not surprisingly, she was continuvally
being disappointed. This student’s essay
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is typical of the general reaction she got
when she asked about the GCR:
In China, the Great Cultural Revolution
was the worst disaster-ridden war, both
on the land and in the people’s minds. It
was without parallel in history, This is
not to mention that it held back the
economic development of the whole
coontry. The deaths of thousands of
pzople, the breaking up of countless
families, sand the destruction of pro-
party will forever make history itself feel
pain, And why did Mao Zedong launch
such a terrible war? The people and
history will soon answer.
Despite the slozan-like conclusion, this
is a statem=nt from the heart, one that iz
even {ull of hope for the future, But
Hymes calls such statements *“discourag-
ing,’” and whenever she encounters them
she adopts one of the standard ideo-
logical tactics for evading truth: never
accept evidence from the victims of your
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ideology. “Don't you think people like
you — intellectuals,”” she asks one stu-
dent, ““are more critical of the Cultural
Revolution, and of Chairman Mao,
than, say, the peasants are, becanse your
experiences are so bitter?"" The student
replies that the peasants are even more
critical of Mao than the intellectuals.
“*More critical]’’ she laughs. “'I can’t
believe it.” And clearly she cannot.

When you take away the rhetoric,
Hynes’s point of view is quite hair-
raising, and I wonder what her stydents
really thought of this innocent, well-
meaning woman from across the sea,
from the land of affirmative action, who
argues with them that the ideas that had
circumscribed their lives with so much
terror and constraint were “‘essentially
good,”” and who is made *‘uneasy” by
the ideas in which they now place.their
modest hopes? They might well have
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- thought her a fool. Or perhaps they con-
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cluded, as I did, that her human virtues
— as a dedicated teacher, a chronicler, a
secker after truth — might one day
redeem her.

. And there are signs that the process
has begun. Her diary entry for August
23, 1980, reads:

Ran across 2 Chinese proverbr translated
in a student"s diary: “*The grass can't be
burned out by a prairie fire but grows
again with the spring breeze.” I was
struck by how much it seemed ke a
response to Mao’s famous old saying,
**A single spark can start a prairie fire."”

Here is the erux of the matter: Hynes’s
mind sides with the logic of prairie fires
fanned by the capricious breezes of neces-
sity; her heart is on the side of the grass.
In the end, it is the whisper of the grass -
growing that dominates Letters from
China. O
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Gabrielle Roy’s collected essays reflect the same
concern for the human future that made
her our most popular French-Canadian writer

The Frapile Lights of Eorth: Articles
ond Riemeirs 1242-1970, by Gabrielle
Foy, translated from the French by Alan
Brown, McClelland & Stewart, 224
pages, $16.95 cloth (ISBMN 0 7710 78285).

1 AM SURE the connotations we derive
from the titles of books even before we
have read the texts differ according to
generations, and perhaps according to
the spacial ambience of cne’s developing
years. As soon as I read the title of
Gabriclle Roy’s latest book, The Fragile
Lights of Earth, 1 thought, as any man
of my time and background would have
done, of Auden’s “*September 1, 1939,”
and its poignant last verse:

Dcfencaless under the night

Our voorld In stupor Hes;

Yet, dotted everywhere,

Tranic points aof light

Flosh out vherever the Just

Excliange their messages . . .
Looking at the French original of Roy's
title, Fragile lumitres de la terre, 1 doubt
if she was thinking of Auden, yet when I

read these essays picked from four
decades of writing, I sense in her a very
similar concern to his for the human

By GEORGE WOODCOCK

future, for a world ““Defenceless under .

the night,”” and a similar sense that only
in the continuing exchange of messages
can man preserve himself.

Gabrielle Roy, as I have more than
once argued, occipies a unique position
an exchanger of messages in Canada’s
pluralistic cultural world. Her Bonhkeur
d’occasion, published in 1945, was an
understandable success in Quebec, more
surprising was the extraordinary success
it achieved in English Canada when, in
1947, it appeared in translation as The
Tin Fluie. English-speaking critics and
readers took the book to their hearts. In
the first 25 years of the Governor
General’'s Awards, only four fiction
prizes were given to French-Canadian
novels, and this only after translation
into English; of the four one went to The
Tin Flute and another to Street of Riches
(1957), the English-translation of Roy’s
Rue ?mhambault {1955), When I
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started Canadian Liferature in 1959 1
was for a long time impressed — and
perturbed — that the only francophone
author about whom anglophone critics
wished to write was Gabrielle Roy, and
that they treated her as a kind of
honorary English Canadian, the one
token comprehensible writer living in
Quebec.

The reasons for this peculiar position
of Gabrelle Roy, as the French-
Canadian author with whom a whole
generation of English-Canadian readers
felt most comfortable, become c¢lear
when one reads The Fragile Lights of
Earth. Roy has lived for more than 30
years in Quebec, but she was born in a
French-speaking rural community in
Manitoba. Perhaps her best-known
novels are those set in Quebec, The Tin
Flute and The Cashier, but she wrote
two excellent novels on the far North
(The Hidden Mountain and Wind-
Jlower) and three collections hovering
between fiction and autoblography that
are set in her native Manitoba: Where

June/July 1982, Books in Canada 19
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Nests the YWater Hen, Street of Riches,
and The Road Past Altamont. There has
never been anything resirictively
Québécois about her choice of
characters or terrains.

Indeed, it is hard to think of any
writer in either of Canada’s major
languages whose perceptions have been
more widely open to the regional varia-
tions of our land than Gabrielle Roy,
and the essays in The Fragile Lights of
Earth emphasize the breadth of her sym-
pathies. They cover a long span of time:
the earliest are journalistic pieces that
appeared in the Montreal Bulletin des
agriculterrs in 1942, three years before
Tioy published her first novel, and the
Iatest of them’ appeared in Mosaic in
1970, so that they have a historical
appeal for literary scholars. But they
also cover a considerable peographical
spread and an equally striking variety of
cultures; they range from accounts of
non-francophione ethnic mincrities in
the Prairies, through sketches of life in
Quebge, to haunting evocations of the
imperilled regional cultures of France —
Breton and Provencal.

The pieces are of varying quality, and
their success, I think, depends on the
extent to which Roy has pat her fictional
gifts to the service of reportage. The
eatly proup of seven pieces collectively
entitled *“Peoples of Canada® strikingly
fllustrates this fact. They all appeared in
the Bulletin des agriculteurs between
1242 and 1944, and six of the seven
describe Prairie minorities: the Hut-
terites, the "Doukhobors, the Men-
nonites, the Jewish farmers, the Sudeten
Germans, and the Ukrainians; the last
conczmed the fishermen of the Gaspé.
INone of these pieces has been npdated,

C e e ks ML T i T s e et s

so that nothing is said about the con-~
troversial attempts in recent decades to
hamper the Hutierite communities
through tax measures and restrictions on
land purchases. But the portrayal of the
Hutterites, which is mainly a sketch of
the personal encounters Roy had when
she visited one of the communities, is
still remarkably vivid, because it has the
sharpness of characterization and visual-
jzation one expects from a novelist. By
contrast, the essay on the Doukhobors,
which is much more a discussion of the
rights and wrongs of the Doukhobor
record, relieved by few personal en-
counters, seems dull and redundant. It
leaves out of account so much that since
1942, has become basic Doukhobor
history through the recent accounts of
their people’s past by such Doukhobor
writers as Peter Maloff and Koozma
Tarasoff and through definitive historles

by outsiders, like The Doukkobors by .

Ivan Avakumavic and myself.

It is quite evident that Gabrielle Roy
does not pose as 2 historian; otherwise
she would not have allowed the
“Peoples of Canada’ essays to be
published 40 years after writing without
at least some basic updating. It is equally
evident that as an impressionistic
reporter she is excellent, For example,
very few of us are even aware that
Sudeten Germans opposed to Nazism
emigrated to Canada in 1939 and formed
settlements in the Prairies. But so vividly
does Gabrielle Roy bring to life the three
or four of them she met, without telling
us overmuch of their history, that they
are likely fo retain a comer in the
memory of anyone who reads *“The
Sudeten Germans of Good Soil.” And,
as a Iover of that strange regiqn of Pro-

vence known as La Camargue — the
marshy delta of the Rhone -— I can think
of few better evocations than hers in the
section of the book called *““Landscapes
of Frence,” though ] wish she had
extended her exploration westward to
Aigues Mortes, that marvellous stark
citadel surrounded by salt marshes and
by vineyards that produce an extraor-
dinary saline wine. Yet the best of all the
pieces in Fragile Lights of Earth are
those like *““Manitoba,”” My Manitoba
Heritage,”” and ‘‘Memory and
Creation” (originally written as a
preface to a late edition of Where Nests
the Water Hex) in which Roy evokes the
duality of her inspiration — the French
cultural heritage and the Iocale of her
childhood. I was reminded of some very
similar statements by Margaret Laurence
when I read the following passage:

~

The place to which you go back to listen
to the wind you heard in your childhood
— that is your homeland, which is also
the place where you have a grave to
tend. Though I chose to live in Quebec
partly because of the love for it which
my mother passed on to me, now it s
my turmn to come back to Winnipeg to
tend ber grave. And also to listen to the
wind of my childhood.

The secret of Gabriclle Roy's special
appeal to both francophones and anglo-
phones in Canada, and also of her own
interest in minorities other than her
own, springs from this constant tension
betweer her Quebec ancestry and her
deeply felt attachment to the place of her
childhood. Perhaps it is such tensions
that make us aware of *“the fragile lights
of earth” and the Just exchanging their
messages. [
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Leaven of malice

Behind Evelyn Waugh’s comic genius lie a
fierce devotion to Christianity and a
deep distaste for almost everything else

The Pleturesque Prison: Evelyn
Vioush and ®is Writing, by Jeffrey
Heath, McGill-Queen’s University
Press, 352 pages, $35.00 cloth (ISBEN
0 7135 0377 3).

FOR ALL THE shining clarity of his prose, .

Evelyn Waugh takes a lot of explaining.
Just as his habitual offensiveness didn’t
prevent his having a circle of loyal
friends, so the long sequence of novels
expressing his deep distaste for his own
times captivated both his generation and
mine. And lately we have seen Brides-
head Revisited overcome some of the
most lifeless direction in the history of
televiion drama to win him a whole new
andienca, :
Jeffrey Heath has been thinking about
. Waugh for 15 yvears, and Tke Piciures-
que Prison is the fruit of his delibera-
tions. It does provide a coherent
explanation — in spots, perhaps, more
coherent than is appropriate to so wild a
comic genius. But whether or not we
accept all he says, it"s an enormously
useful bool, bringing much material
from Waugh's diaries and his vast
correspondence to bear on the novels.
The picturesque prison of the title is
the City of Man as opposed to the City
of God — a prison because man is free
only when he makes his submission to
God. The prison is represented in
V/auch's novéls by “‘lush places” like
Boot Magna in Scoop, the llusory City
that Tony Last seeks in A Handful of
Dust, the Castello Crouchback in Men
at Arius, and of course Brideshead Cas-
tle. Some critics have been so dim as to
thinl: that Brideshead represents the
Church. Heath rightly knocks this
dovwn. Brideshead jis ultimately false —
not a castle at all (Heath misses this
point by always calling it Brideshead
Hou::) but a creation of the 18th cen-
tury. the most firmly Protestant epoch
of the Church of England. Waugh
happcned to love 18th-century crafls-
wmanship, just as Charles Ryder loves
Brideshead, but it was not the highest
art, which to him was art in the service
of God, performed within the discipline
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By IL.M. OWEN

of the Roman Church, the only true
embodiment of Christianity. No other
religion would do. Anglicanism was
bopus. ““The nearer these people are to
the ways of Catholics the nearer they
approach flat blasphemy."”” Eastern
Orthodoxy, like all Eastern things, was
frandulent. Heath points out how often
the possession of something Eastern
gives warning that a character is a fraud
— Lord Copper’s Byzantine vestibule,
Sir Ralph Brompton's Turkish cigar-
ettes, Ivor Claire’s turban and Pekinese,
perhaps Father Rothschild’s imitation
crocodile-hide suitcase, which he puts
down “‘with Asiatic .resignation.” (A
reader troubled by Waugh's bigotries
soon finds that they cancel each other
out: he was bigoted against everybody
— except, rather oddly, Armenians; and
he was quite kind about American
Indians, though he deplored - their
marked similarity to the English.)

The main theme of Heath’s book is
Waugh’s finding of his vocation as a
writer, his attempt to escape from it into
the life of action during the war, and his
return to it with books that are for the

first time explicitly Christian,

‘Waugh feit that he had failed as a man
of action. Yet his failure during the war
was.not in the action itself — far from it
— but in the practice of the elementary
charity that his religion enjoins. In the

Marines he made himself so unpleasant
that when he dined in the Mess there
were usually five empty chairs on either
side of him. And his commanding
officer in the Cdmmandos told Lord
Birkenhead that Waugh and Randolph
Churchill *“were two of the bravest
officers he had ever known,’* but “‘that
it was necessary to place them in special
positions . . . rather than as Troop
leaders, as he suspected that otherwise
both might be shot by their own men as
soon as battle was joined.”

Heath says: ““In Brideshead Revisited
the theme of vocation moves to the fore
with particular clarity as Waugh depicts
Charles Ryder’s arduous journey
towards the right kind of art.” That’s
so. But just at this point Heath’s own
clarity gets fogged up by a verbal confu-
sion. He cites Cordelia Flyte's discussion
of vocation, during the dinner Charles
gives her at the Ritz. But here Cordelia is
using the term in its restricted, technical,
Roman Catholic sense as the necessary
precondition for becomitg a priest or a
nun. Heath treats the word in this con-
versation as if it simply meant “‘faith.”
It’s not the only.place where he has trou-
ble with the vocabulary of religious
discussion. In the chapter on Decline
and Fall, he makes this extraordinary
comment on the beheading of Mr. Pren-

"dergast (the Anglican clergyman with

Doubts) by the crazed carpenter: ‘““as a
Calvinist, the lunatic is a product of
Prendergast’s schismatic Anglicanism:
. . . Prendergast is killed by what he has
created.’’ Either Heath doesn't know
what Calvinism is or he doesn’t know
what Anglicanism is; if the latter, he
must completely miss the point of
Waugh'’s rejection of the Church of
England. Or is there here a typogra-
phical error of unimaginable dimen-
sions? - )
Most of the time his interpretations
are convincing. But occasionally they
suffer from the academic critic’s urge to
read significance into everything. When
in Scott-King's Modern Europe Waugh
parodies Walter Pater’s famous and pre-
tentious passage on the Mona Lisa (**He
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veas older . . . than the rocks on which he
sat’") Heath says: ““By associating Scott-
King with Pater's Mona Lisa . . . Waugh
seems to establish him as a dispassionate
and experienced observer who will take
adversity in his stride. But the com-
parison is ironic, for insular Scott-King
has not been abroad since 1939."" All
. this solemnity seems misplaced. To me it
seems much more likely that Waugh said
it because he thought it would be a
funny thing to say, and that it has no
more significance than his running joke
in Yugoslavia in which he invariably
referred to Tito as “‘she.” (When
Birkenhead begged him to stop doing
this for fear a Partisan might overhear,
pointing out that Tito was not enly a
man but an exceptionally handsome
one, Wangh pursed his lips and said:
“Her face is pretty, but she has very
thick legs.")

Similarly, Heath identifies various
characters with real people with a firm-
ness that would have irritated Waugh.
It"s true that the opening scene of
Scoop, in Julia Stitch’s bedroom,
describes a real scene in Lady Diana
Cooper’s bedroom, but this doesn’t
mean that Julia Stitch is to be under-
stood throughout as Lady Diana — still
less as the fickle moon and hence the
goddess Fortuna. I enjoved too his
effort to explain Lucy in Work Sus-
peaded; *Julia calls her an ‘angel’ and
she ‘recognizes’ Plant, so we might be
justified in regarding her as a secular
Santa Lucia, patron saint of light and
vision. In view of the fact that she gives
birth to both John Plant and her own
baby, she is possibly Waugh’s version of
the light-bringing goddess Lucina, who
was said to bring unborn infants- to the
lizht of day.”” After this, I looked for-
ward to his explanation of the name
Virginia for Guy Crouchback’s promis-
cuous wife. But he’s disappointingly
silent about this.

IHever mind. The Picturesque Prison
is on the whole an admirable and

thorough picce of work, and I expectto

refer to it often and gratefully. O
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Ecctmall, by Percy Janes, Potlatch
Publications, 299 pages, $8.95 paper
(ISBM 0 919576 28 6). Janes’s first novel,
Housz of Hate, came out about 10 years
aco to a good reception and has since
been reissued as a New Canadian
Library title. His new novel, Easfmall,
isn't nearly as successful.

It"s the story of Craig and Morley
YVarcham, the sons of a wealthy family
in St. John’s. Craig is a savage young

realtor who makes a lot of money fast
and decides to crown his achievement by
building a complex of offices and shops
in the dowatown area, not far from the
harbour. Motley, an idealistic young
musician and something of a dropout,
regards his brother’s praject as a symbol
of everything that’s wrong with society
and initiates a feeble, lll-def' ned protest
against it.

The novel doesn’t work on any level.
It purports to be about business life in
contemporary St. John's, but there is
not a hint that the author really knows
how people accumulate and spend huge
sums of money, Qil, which is a rather big
factor in Newfoundland life right now,
is not mentioned at all. And at one point
an older businessman aprees to lend
Craig $500,000 — without asking him
what he wants it for. Things don’t hap-
pen that way.

The various characters all act and talk
(tiresomely and at Jength) as if they or
the author are still living in the late *60s.
A couple of times we even hear about
doing your own thing, which is only one
tiny indication of how woefully
unfocused this book is. — PHILSUROUY

]Prresenft at
the creation-

By ROBIN MATHEWS
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William Arthur Deacon: A Canadian
terary Life, by Clara Thomas and
ohn Lennox, University of Toronto
ress, 339 pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0
020 5593 1).

WILLIAM ARTHUR DEACON lived at the
centre of the Canadian literary milien

_for more than 40 years, from 1922 when

he became Titerary editor of Saturday
Night until after 1960 when he retired as
literary editor of the Globe and Muail. He
reviewed endlessly, corresponded
voluminously, and pushed shamelessly
for recognition of living Canadian artists
and for greater knowledge of Canadian
literary and cultural history. Tireless in
spite of personal adversity, undaunted in
his self-appointed task, and deeply
sympathetic to participants in both the

francophone and anglophone literary -

communities, he earned 10 times over
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Worried about keeping your children occupied
on those long vacation drives this summer?
_ Then pick up a couple of Caedmon cassettes
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As the miles speed by, your children will giggle and laugh along
with Dennis Lee and his young friends reading Alligator Pie and
Other Poems. They’ll listen enthralled to Christopher Plummer
reading Jacob Two-Two Meets the Hooded Fang or wander in
Hundred-Acre Wood with Christopher Robin and Pooh as
Carol Channing reads Winnie the Pooh.

These and hundreds of other fine children’s recordings are
available from your local bookstore.

Caedmon Records
Ste. 1600, 100 Adelaide St. W.
Toronto, Ontario M5H 158
Tel. {416) 362-6483

Civilizing the West
The Galts and the

development of
western Canada

A. A. den Otter

New material of interest to historians of
business, lsbor, mining, railways, irrigation,
and the early development of the west,

Mustrated 521.00

The Making
of a Socialist

The Recollections
of T.C. Douglas

A unique political document recording
a series of interviews in which Douglas
talks about his childhood, the Baptist
ministry, his life as an M.P. during the
Second World War, and his years of
power as Saskatchewan’s Premier.

Edited by Lewis H. Thomas Hlustrated $24.95

The University of Alberta Press
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the praise he received from Gabrielle
Roy who remembers him as *‘cet homme
bon, perspicace el grand ami des
lettres.”

This biography of Deacon by Clara
Thomas and John Lennox is an absolute
must for anyone interested in Canada in
the Iast 60 years. It is one of those books
that open a window on the life of an
extraordinarily significant man, his
cultural milieu, the political flavour of
the years, and some of the major argu-
ments that are as important today as -
they' were then, Deacon had dealings
with a large cross-section of thinking,
arguing, caring Canadians. Hector
Charlesworth, for instance — famous
for his denunciations of the Group of
Seven — helped to have Deacon
removed from a job. 1.S. Woodsworth,
leader of the new CCF, described to
Deacon the demands upon a member of
the newly formed political party. Philip
Panneton admitted that his monumental
novel, Trente arpents, forecasts the assi-
milation of the Québécois into the
English Canadian majority (but asked
Deacon not to say so publicly). A.R.M.
Lower, historian, wrote about his
aitempt to build a new Canada First
organization — anti-imperialist, inde-
pendentist, centralist — and even sent
Deacon a kind of manifesto. Frederick
Philip Grove sent him maps precisely
locating the settings of Over Prairie
Trails, Settlers of the Marsh, and The
Yoke of Life.

His biographers tell the story of the

_ young married Winnipeg lawyer who fell

in love with another man's wife, weut to
Toronto where she joined him, con-
firmed his ambition to work as a writer,
became lterary editor of Safurday
Night, book page editor of the Mail and
Empire and literary editor of the Globe
and Mail. He wrote with wit and insight
about the arduous discipline and respon-
sibility literary journalism demands,
especially to one who took his vocation
seriously, as Deacon did. Indeed, for
those who think Canada had no one like
the famous Maxwell Perkins of Secrib-
ners in those years — someone who
regarded authors highly and helped
them personally — Deacon’s biogra-
phers tell another story. He was not con-
nected formally to a publishing house,
But in a country where he could fairly
call himself Canada’s first full-time
[iterary journalist, he filled a role pro-

- bably more selfless and more valuable
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than Perkins or his admirers could have
dreamed of.

In writing of his struggles as a self-
described theosophist, pacifist, socialist,
and nationalist, Deacon’s biographers
provide a thumbnail sketch of a man
who was a central builder of what we
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Lnow today of Canada’s literary and
cuftural milicu. He published several
bool:s of his own work. He was signifi-
cant in forging, around the publjcations
he ¢dited, a community of Canadian
writers and scholars. He pressed for an
avards system that eventually became
the Governor General’s Awards, He
helpzd fizht info being the Canadian
Writers Foundation for indigent writers.
He helped organize and administer the
Leacoclk Awards. He piled up a huge
correspondence full of wit, enthusiasm,
compassion, knowledge, and construc-
tive criticism.

Deacon believed quite sincerely that
Canadian literature would develop and
cement a great nation. If the country’s
literature failed, he had no doubt the
failura in literature would be a sign that
all hope of a separate existence for
Canada was lost. “By pure instinct at
fir;t, and later consciously and deliber-
atcly,” Deacon wrote to an English
immigrant correspondent, *‘1 have tried
10 be an imtellectuat and moral brick in
an invisible wall protecting this germ
civilization from too preat dominance by
the two sizeable and proximate English-
spealiing nations. I strive to keep out
English and American ideals, iostitu-
tions, and viewpoints. In a crass prac-
tical way, my task is perfectly hopeless.”

That firm — but always ironic — atti-
tude in Deacon reveals how much he
occupied a significant moment in
history. A large portion of serious and
influential Canadians were devoted to
the confirmation of Canadian culture
and identity. Many were not as eloquent
in thelr public assertions as Deacon, but
testimonials of commitment came from
as widely scparated people as Harold
Innis, Canada’s most illustrious econo-
mist and communications theorist, and
Malcolm Lowry, English immiprant
author of Under the Volcano.,

The palaxy of major thinkers and
creators who contacted Deacon were, of
courze, not merely venting an unsoli-
cited patriotic enthusiasm. They were
providing one manifestation of a large
national struggle extending into our own
day. In that regard Deacon’s bio-
graphers seem to have slighted an impor-
tant part of the story. For they don’t tell
much about the battle between the
“pative” and the *‘cosmopolitan’
forces that raged especially sharply
throngh the Deacon years.

The *“LicGill Movement” and its
growing ‘‘cosmopolitan’ adherents
after 1925 spurned Canadian artistic
achievement, damned the state of Cana-
dian criticism, and offered an exclusive
list of foreign models as a basis for
beginning serious writing in Canada,
The **cosmopolitans’ were, in part, a

cultural manifestion of Canada’s grow-
ing “junior partner'’ status on the North
American continent and the economic
and cultural Americanization of this
country. There is a significant thinness
of reference to them: A.J.M. Smith,
Douglas Bush, Morley Callaghan, Frank
Underhill, Louis Dudek, and W.E.
Collin, for instance. There is too litile
explanation of their relative absence.

Deacon admitted he was deaf to cer-
tain aspects of modern writing, it’s true.
But the divisions between persons and
groups that appear in the biography are
deeper and more important than those
of literary taste alone. For that reason
the biographers might have sharpened
their critical analysis in 2 number of
directions. Other critics and writers who
follow will have to put Deacon’s bio-
graphy into the larger context of battles
for Canadian cultural identity in this
century.

The publication of William Arthur
Deacon: A Canadian Literary Life and
of the recent Hugh MacLennan bio-
graphy makes us aware of a new dimen-
sion to our writers. They have been
theorizing about art and the practice of
writing much more significantly since
the 1920s than we have been aware.
Buried in so-far unpublished letters and
manuscripts is an earnest, highly intelli-
gent, and important body of cultural
theorizing. Now we can have several
necessary books of writers’ letters. And
we can have, at last, critical work done
on theories of the novel as they devel-
oped in this country. Indeed, time may
show that William Arthur Deacon and
his contemporaries very really made
possible the present, confident mood in
Canadian literature. That was precisely
Deacon’s intention. He wrote and
solicited a huge body of exiraordinarily
interesting material because his task was
to bunild and declate and defend the
existence of a nation with a real and self-
respecting culture and literature.

I have just finished reading an inter-
view conducted in 1980 beiween a
leading literary journalist (Robert
Fulford) and a leading academic critic
(Northrop Frye). They express surprise
that Europeans are now genuinely inter-
ested in Canadian Bterature: a ‘‘mira-
culous™ situation, it is called. Moreover,
the interview tells us that Canada has
benefited by going *‘from a pre-national
phase to a post-national phase without
ever quite becoming a nation. . . .
William Arthur Deacon would have
choked if he had been able to read such
statements. But perhaps his work and
that of his contemporaries secured the
Canadian literary edifice so well that it
can now afford the self-indulgently
eccentric attitudes of Frye and Fulford.
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The biography includes, at the end,
some ‘50 pages of selections from
Deacon's essay-writing. There seems to
be little reason for them when so0 much
more of the biographical milieu deserves
attention. Unfortunately, too, the book
lacks an index for which the ““notes™ to
chapters simply don’t make up. But this
worlk:, built on a mountain of record,
will act as an incentive, a goad, and an
inspiration for work that can fill out and
¢laborate the first, courageous begin-
nings undertaken by Clara Thomas and
John Lennox on a period that has only
just begun to pive up its riches. O, ~

REVIEW

e |

Our lady
of sorrows
Ey BARRY BROWN

Back Radonma, by F.G. Paci,
Dberon Press, 198 pages, $19.95 cloth
ISBI! 0 85750 419 1) and $9.95 paper
ISBM 0 88750 420 5).

F.Q. PACY'S first novel, The Italians, came
close to winning the Books in Canada
Award for First Novels. Among the dis-
senting voices was Sheila Fischman, who
wrote, “Paci’'s The Iltallans showed
effectively the kind of tensions, cuitural
and parsonal, that can exist in any immi-
grant family, but he tried to crowd tco
many imporiant themes and questions
into one shortish povel.” His second
novel, Blacl: Madonna, fails and suc-
ceeds in much the same way.

As the title suggests, Black Madonna
is about death, Death of the individual,
death of a dream, death of tradition.
For ‘‘Black Madonna" is the name
given to those Italian women who garb
themselves in black for a funeral and
follow the burial procession, wajling like
3 chorus of professional mourners.”

Blacl; Madonna begins with Marie
and Joey preparing for their father’s
fuperal and trying to cope with their
agerieved mother, Assunta. In chapters
that alternate between flashback and
present action, we follow the story of
Assunta's breakdovm as she is forced to
face a life in which her children are
becoming “like the English,” and her
old Italian neighbourkood in Sauit Ste.
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Marie’s west end is bought up by
developers.

As with many immigrant families, ten-
sions arise between the old ways of the
parents and the new ways of the adopted
country. Marie despises her mother's
“‘peasant ways and stupid dialect,”” and
the fact that Assunta was a “‘mail-order
bride.” Marie so desperately wants to
escape her past that she moves ‘to
Toronto, but nejther a university educa-
tion, nor marriage to a man of English
descent, nor- self-induced anorexia can
solve Marie's problem; she loves her
mother and wants to make that love-fit
her new identity. Assunta will have no

part of her “‘ingrata’* daughter, and so _

Marie is drawn to the only tangible link
with her mother, Assunta’s locked
dowry chest, which she tries in vain to
open.

Joey feels less threatened by his mother

and.is ready to take on responsibility for
her after her father’s death. Joey wants
more than anything to be a professional
hockey player. His goal, like his sister’s,
is scoffed at by his parents, but the game
is in his blood, and it takes on a symbo-
lic power for him in a **familiar dream
of skating on a limitless expanse of a

lake as huge as Superior.”

The book ends with Assunta’s death,
Joey assuming his father’s role as he
finishes laying the bricks for an unex-
plained pyramid in his garden, and with -
Marie coming to grips with the mother-
daughter relationship.

The novel’s power is that it draws all
these elements together without losing
sight of the need to tell an entertaining
story. Where it fails is its inability to
absorb the reader completely, and in
Paci’s subtle and not-so-subtle use of
irony. Because the book is written in the
past tense, the reader develops a sense of
sympathy with Paci’s characters but is
never allowed to fully identify with
them. The sense of urgency implied in
some of the characters never entirely
comes across. Irony is a sharp-edged
literary tool that cuts both ways, If it
sneaks up on, the reader, catching him
unaware, the effect can send pleasurable
chills up the spine. But when it is predic-
table, the reader finds himself waiting
for the inevitable punch-line.

Paci is a good writer and sensitive
toward his characters. His main fafling is
that he too often keeps his characters on
a tight rein, and it shows. [

Regionalism is a link to the universal,
says Alden Nowlan. Whether in New Brunswick
or Toronto, everybody belongs to a village

By DAVID DONNELL

ALDEN NOWLAN was born in 1933 near
Windsor, N.S., and now lives in
Fredericton, N.B. A veteran newspaper-
man and prolific poet, he began his
career as a reporter for the Hartland,
N.B., Observer and later worked as a
reporter and editor for the Saint John
Telegraph-Journal until 1968, when he
became writer-in-residence at the
University of New Brunswick. His first
book of poetry, The Rose and the
Puritan, appeared in 1958. Since then he
has published more than a dozen poetry
collections, as well as books of essays
and articles, local history, 2 number of
scripts for stage and television, a collec-
tion of short stories, Miracle at Indian
River (1968), and a novel, Various Per-
sons Named Kevin O'Brien (1973). His
latest poetry collection, I might not tell

evervbody this, has recently been pub-
lished by Clarke Irwin (see page 14).
While on tour to promote it, he talked
with Toronto poet David Donnell:

Books in Conada: Do you think all
writers are regional writers in a certain
sense? Shakespeare, Melville, Heming-
way, Faulkner, Farrell?

~ Mowlan: I'd go along with William

Carlos Willlams, who said that
“‘localism alone can lead to culture.”
Hemingway had something fike this in
his stories in the form of a global village
kind of thing. Any area or class can be
regional. Farrell could become a major
writer apain if we have a full-fledged
depression in the 1980s.

BiC: But what distinguishes regional
literature from folklore or provincial

i
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reporting? What does a great writer like
Feulliner do to material that is funda-
mentally regional that a loi of lesser
vriters foil to do?

Nowlan: Well, the folklorist is a purist,
what he's maling is a kind of museum
piece, it’s closed off rather than opened
up. Whereas a real writer, as opposed to
a scholar, say, regards the basic material
as living motion, going somewhere,
becoming something.

BiC: So it's how you develop the
regional that males it not only universal
but also regional in the first place as
opposed o provincial?

Nov.Ion: I think so. Yeats said the more
Irish Synge became the more universal
he became. But that’s because he was
being increasingly true to what he was
doing, to his ovn feelings and the under-
lying causes of his material. Some of the
flag-vravers, now, they’re folkloric, they
thought Synpe was betraying Ireland.
The flag-wavers just wanted to wave
their flags. But the people, reactionary
or not, who rioted against Synge’s plays
were also contributing something to the
collective identity of Ireland.

EiC: Do you think you've been more
influenced by some of the great Irish
vriters than you have by North
Ainerican wrifers?

Novlan: iy whole ethnic background is
Irish, the whole Irish thing, but I began
to read North American writers at a
much earlier ape. Farrell was a fine
vriter. Ray Souster, Irving Layton,
Louis Dudek, other Canadians, that
group, had a large impact on me when I
first bepan writing. One of the first
poems I was ever profoundly affected by
was Ray Souster’s poem, I think it's
called “An Address to the Canadian
Pozts,”” and starts something like,
“‘Now the taverns are closing and the
whores are emerging from the alleys.”
Harsh but liberating compared to the
lack of realism, or regionalism for that
matter, that existed in Canadian liter-
ature at the time. .
EACs The beginnings of the post-modern
tredltion in Canada?

Nowlan: Whatever you want to call it. I
believe very strongly in the apostolic suc-
cession. David Adams Richards, a fine
writer, tells me he had an experience
with my book AMiracle at Indian River
that was very much like my experience
with the poem by Ray Souster. I think
it"s a perfect metaphor, the laying on of
hands, the idea of a tradition that goes
bacl: for centuries.

EiC: Do you thinl: that serious literature
beglus with the regional, even if the
worl; happens to be a thriller or a horror
Jiba, and develops by expanding rather
than by lintiting end closing?

Noswtan: I think it’s true in everything.

Dickens and Thackeray in the 19th cen-
tury. Dickens was a popular writer with
Iots of regional elements. He came out in
monthly instalments. The really major
writers were playing the game with the
popular people. There’s such a dicho-
tomy now that this can’t happen as
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easily as before. A Jane Austen Harle-

quin would be interesting. People
weren’t judged by what they read as
much in the 19th century. Now it's all a
lot more serious and that inhibits a
number of things. The novel became too

much of an art masterpiece and now
we're reacting against it.

BIC: With novels in new forms, jour-
nals, letters, historical cul-ups, and
things like that?

Nowlan: Well that's all been done
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before too. Defoe’s The Journal of the -

Plague Year, for example. And letters,
letters have always been popular forms.
BIC: Your new book of poems, 1 might
not tell everybody this, seems less speci-
Jically regional than earlier books like
Bread, Wine and Salt, for example, but
also more reflective, more stretched out
1o accommodale something like a sense
of Christian redemption. Do you think
I’m reading the book upside-down or do
You partly agree with that?

Mowlan: Grace for the world perhaps.
My grandmother used to say that she
cooked for her own sense of amazement.
I've probably become more tolerant of
my own frailties and therefore more
tolerant of other people’s. The most
stupid thing can be forgiven. I don’t
know if I've acquired a sense of grace
for the world pofitically. Maybe a sense
of grace that I want!to live by. A more
collective sense. 1've been very
influenced by the King James version of

RIVINGTON STREET
Meredith Tax

A BIG, SWEEPING HISTORICAL SAGA
from a feminist viewpoint. This story
of four Jewish women, set against a
background of New York's Lower East
Side, combines the history and the
drama of great storytelling.

June $20.95 cloth
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THE BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF FAST
action, thrilling suspense and haunt-
ing romance, now tums to World
War [ in a story set in London — his

yet.
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David and Beity Beatty

A “BIG READ"” FAMILY SAGA WRITTEN
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the Bible. The human parts of it. They
weren't really motivated by such differ-
ent things than we are. Jesus, for exam-
ple, speaking to Judas at the banquet
when he felt that Judas was about to
bratriy him. ““What thon must do, do
quickly.”” A Christian sense of redemp-
tion is a bit abstract. You can say I'm an
intensely personal artist, and I've
bzcome more tolerant as 2 human being
partly through reading Shakespeare and
Tolstoy.

BiC: Shakespeare’s a fine balance for
any idealist. Are you a Flann O’Brien
Jan?

Novlnn: O'Brien was a great writer.,
And Behan, another great writer. I don’t
thinl: O’Brien’s read that much in North
America, Not right now apyway,

WC: He should be. What about
O’Brizn’s great dictum, A pint of plain
Is your only man,”’

[Nowlon: They have better beer over
there. I’ve never felt like insulting any
man by turning down whatever he might
offer. But I wauldn’t disagree with his
thinkine on the matter.

EiC: How much newspaper work are
Yyou doing these days?

Novtan: I'm doing a column a week and
I miss the daily Life of it a bit. I like the
newspaper business as a central kind of
thing and I don’t really think it’s the
chains that have ruined it or that it’s
been ruined. It’s amazing to go back and
look at hovw bad some of the indepen-
dents really were in the old days.

BiC: Do you think your novel, Various
Persons MNamed Kevin O'Brien, is
generally informed, the sharp detailed
observation in I, by the amount of
nevispaper work you've done?

Nowlz
had a2 newspaper background —
Hemingway, Anderson, Mark Twain,
Bret Harte. Makes me sound in good
company. And if you take it back to the
19th century you could have somebody
like Dan Rather or Walter Cronkite and
they’d be writing a possibly great book
with a popular audience at the same time
they were doing news stories. Damon
Funyan, another one. Runyan has a
great story that bepins something like,
*] was valking back and forth, and up
and dovm, and to and fro, and I didn’t
know which way I was going."*

BiC: Can you imagine yourself ever leav-
ing New Brunswick?

Wovlop: New Brunswick’s one of those
straightforward places that you can’t
give a straightforward answer about. It
depends on your terms of reference.
Villages remain intact. Everybody
belongs to a village, dpite their differ-
ences. The human psyche is capable of
knoving only about 1,100 people any-
way, so what’s the dlfference between
living in Toronto and knowing 1,100

2% Books In Canada, June/July, 1982

: Probably. A lot of writers have.

people and living in a village in New
Brunswick and knowing everybody?
RiC: What would it take lo perstade you
fo leave New Brunswick? What would
you miss most?

HNowlan: Well, I'"d miss Claudine, I
couldn’t leave my wife. And I°d miss my
books and the cats and I"d miss my cai. I
wouldn’t miss the ocean because, con-
trary to whatever people think, I don't
live on the ocean anyvay. One of the
things that surprises people from outside
the Maritimes is that we can be intensely
iniand without being very far away from
the acean. My grandmother used to say
that a completely successful man was a
fellow “good erough to manage a three-
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masted schooner.” But that’s more
Nova Scolia than New Brunswick. I've
never lived directly on the acean. Most
of where I’ve lived in the Maritimes is
somewhat similar to the Ottawa valley.
BIiC: What about bars and other writers
and landscape and traffic?

Wovilan: Bars are only different before
the first drink; after that they’re all the
same. As for traffic, and I like driving
my car, you shouldn’t think of me ont
on a boat somewhere. I’m the sort of
person who's such an incompetent
driver that it wouldn’t make any differ-
ence; people would be shouting and
waving their arms at me in Toronto just
the way they do down home, (1

FIRST IMPRESSIONS

Illusion and reality: one woman’s search
for identity and an Iowa farmer’s
sweetly evocative monument to baseball

By DOUGLAS HILL

IT"S HARD NOT to enjoy the slapdash ver-
bal and narrative energy of Nobody’s
Daughter, by Aviva Layton (McClelland
& Stewart, 224 pages, $16.95 cloth}, but
as the saying goes, there’s less here than
meets the eye. The book has vivid
scenes, strong imagery, some snappy if
overheated prose, the titillasion of the
roman & clef. But for me there’s also a
curious lack of compulsion to anything
Layton talks about; she seems unable to
give the novel a centre, to persuade that
there is substance, meaning, insight
under all the glitter and froth.

The book moves like a hurdler. It
whips the reader past some scorching
glimpses of Jewish girlhood in Australia
(incest, infantile sex, mnutilation,
freakishness, sadism all go zooming by}
through the heroine’s adolescence and
devirgination t0 her tumultuous affair
and marriage, part adoration, part
masochjsm, with Canada’s Most Impor-
tant Poet. It’s fun, I’ll grant it that.

The thread that’s supposed to tie this
together is the heroine’s search for iden-
tity. She does in the end find herself, but
somewhere after the childhood section
Layton begins to force her conclusions, I
think. She seems unsure of her distance
or perspeclive on the material, and her
attempts to impose coherent significance
upon it appear unintegrated.

Layton handles the language well,
with nerve and bluster. But she's wildly

" unselective; the effect too often is of a
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little girl trying out dirty words for their
shock, not their emotional or erotic
value. The book is high-class pulp —
rather like People magazine with con-
tinuity by Lenny Bruce and Erica Jong.

FOR THIS MIDWESTERNER Who grew up
with baseball and memories of baseball,
Shoeless Joe, by W.P. Kinsella (Thomas
Allen & Son, 265 pages, $14.95 cloth), is
hard to be dispassionate about. It has
some wonderful inventiveness at the
core, a Sweet, evocative, funny mood,
and if it threatens to drown in extended
whimsy from time to time, that doesn’t
detract, for me, from its many charms.

The book is set in Iowa, where the
narrator, named Ray Kinsella, responds
to a voice out of the air — *If yon build
it he will come™* — and erects 2 baseball
diamoad in his cornficld. Shoeless Joe
Jackson does appear, along with, even-
tually, the rest of the banished 1919 Black
Sox, Ray's father (a former minor-league
catcher), a couple of other players, and
J.D. Salinger, whom Ray kidnaps/entices
into his schemes and dreams, Through all
the ripples of temporal magic the book
starts, baseball is ““the one constant":
“Colours can change, lives can alter;
anything is possible in this gentle
flawless, loving game."’

The generative impulse of the novel
comes in its tribute to vision, to the
imaginaton of other lives in ours, ours in
them. Does the writer — the dreamer —



}

summon the shades of his fantasy? Or
does he himself step back through the
screen? The point of the story is a shim-
mering paradox: “‘it would destroy
anyone to know his own future.”

Iinsella’s prose is full of simile and
metaphor — *“a toothachy May night,*’
*‘a moon bright as butter”” — and has
more than a touch of the warmhearted
Looliness one associates with Richard
Brautigan. Ray’s wife, Annie, with **her
fierce warmth’ and her habit of saying
things lilze ““Oh, love, if it makes yon
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happy you should do it,” is a bit much;
but it’s not my business to interfere with
that sort of happiness..

Shoeless Joe now and then appears o
run out of steam, slow down Jlazily to a
crawl. But then it fires up and aston-
jshes. You feel it going slack, then you're
suddenly *‘brushed with wonder.” On
balance the book's heart is impressive;
jts moments of fictional inspiration
linger in the mind like the thrill of those
TIowa comfield nights and voices Ray
Kinsella opens himself up to. O

An old imprint and a new design
free two series of literary paperbacks
from a legacy of dowdiness

By ANNE COLLINS

AH, THE self-consciousness of lying on
the beach or sitting where anyone might
watch, reading 2 New Canadian Library
bool: in jts dingy, dowdy covers —
enough to cast one back to school days,
when Sinclair Ross was a cross to bear
and even Margaret Laurence turned to
stone like her angel. Older, maybe wiser,
at least intcrested in the writer rather
than foraging for the consciousness of
the nation, still it was an effort to over-
come the earncstness of those covers,
crcep past the academic introductions
and into the book. NOT TO BE READ FOR
PLEASURE.

At last MceClelland & Stewart has |

woken out of a dream and redesigned
the whole works, tossing out the intro-
ductions, and brighiening the series
immeasurably by the simple expedient of
making the books white, out of which
author’s name and title spring in bright
colours. Even better, after a year and a
half of planning, consulting university
teachers, and digging around in its own
multi-branched corporate backlists and
those of other houses, General Pub-
lishing has got into the act of mass-
marketine a competing line of good
literature. It has dusted off an old
imprint, IMew Press (an independent
bought by General to improve its
Canadian-content rating but allowed to
lancuish since the mid-1970s) to prefix
its new series, Iew Press Canadian
Clossics. What the company has pro-
duced is simply the most attractively
designed line of its kind in Canada.
General has always viewed itself in a
kind of Avis-Hertz relationship with

M&S — they try harder. And some of
that chip on the shoulder is evident in
these books. Open the front cover of
each and printed on the first page is a
proclamation of its worth: *‘“Distin-
guished by the use of Canadian fine art
on its covers, New Press Canadian
Classics is an innovative, much-needed
series of high-quality, reasonably priced
editions of the very best Canadian fic-
tion, non-fiction and poetry.” They
could have left such things for us to say.

Though the first eight books are fic-
.tion (the other categories will come in
upcoming seasons of four to six new
titles each spring and fall), their range is
heartening, all sitting there in paperback

“and costing only $3.95 apiece. My

favourite of the batch is Leon Rooke's
Fat Woman, and its heroine Ella Mae:

She would make her wide flesh be every-
thing, a lake of cream to drown in, 2
field of earth in which Ella Mae
Hopkins and everybody like her, all the
world’s poor and miserable, all the
maimed and the bereft, one in which all
lost souls might forever cuddle —
cuddle and hide.

It’s the kind of book that has been well -

and extensively reviewed but might have
been stuck forever wearing the literary
hide of the original Oberon edition.
Michael Ondaatje’s Coming Through
Slanghter needs no comment here,
except perhaps to say that Ondaatje had
never even sold paperback rights to this
story of Buddy Bolden, legendary jazz
trumpeter who blew himself into silence,
since its publication in 1976. Then there
is Komouraska, sleighbells, snow, and
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Holt
Rinehart
&
Winston

$19.95 . T

' FRIDAY—a novel bursting with
all the excitement and skill that
science fictlon’'s Grand Master
can achieve. Friday—a beautiful
heroine contending with a near-
future world of chaos, treachery,
intrigue, and spine-tingling
adventure.

~  RRTHUR
DEACON

e "]
Deacon was an intellectual patron
and prophet in Canadian writing. For
almost forly years (1922-1960), as
literary editor for Saturday Night,
The Mall and Empire, and The
Globe and Mail he contribufed to
bullding a readership and a sympa-
thetic climate for Canadian writers.
This Is not only a biography of a
great and generous man...It s also
a spirited account of Canadlan
letters. Anyone Interested in the
literature of our couniry should read
this book.' Margarst Laurence $24.95
University of Toronto Press




passion more intense than the movie ver-
sion, imagined by Anne Hébert out of a
real love affair and murder in 19th-
century Quebec. Robert Kroetsch takes
on Alberta dinosaur country and Anna
Pawe’s search for her bone-hunting
father in Badlands, and David Helwig
explores character in the context of
Ilngston, Ont., in Jennifer.

Two books of short stories: the first is
an early collection of Mavis Gallant’s
called LEiy Heart Is Broken, which
includes the novella ““Its Jmage on the
Miirror’® and a perfect Gallant story,
“*Berpadette,” about the jolt when two
strange orbits intersect: that of a soph-
isticated NMontreal couple, Nora and
Robbic Knight, and their servant girl,
PBernadette, “*not a year out of Abitibi."”
Bernadette, by just being Bernadeite, a
dull cabbage of a girl, but “working-
class’* and therefore to the Knights® eyes
somehow profoundly “‘simple,’” upends
all the illusions the Knights have cuiti-
vated in their carefully tended marriage.
Two of Matt Cohen’s previous collec-
tions of stories and a new story that gives
the book its title make up The Expa-
frinte. Cohen suffers a little in the com-
pany that he is keeping here. But
comparing his work to Gallane’s is the

unprofitable apples and oranges game.
““The Expatriate,” which opens the
book, may be new but it isn’t his best.
Start at the back instead, with **Colum-
bus and the Fat Lady" in which the
resurrected explorer becomes a sideshow
creature, recreating his ‘“freak’ story
for the crowd night after night.

An Answer from Limbo, a 1562 novel
by Brian Moore, explains to me at last
(having been familiar with only the last
few years’ work) why Moore’s reputa-
tion is as it is. Brendan Tierney, an
expatriate Irishman piddling away his
talerits at a magazine job in New York
City in support of a wife and children
acquired too young, is pushed by envy
of a less-talented but soon-to-be-
published novelist friend into the terri-
fying task of closing the gap between
what he is and what he wants to be. He is
quite capable of sacrificing ‘othérs to
achieve his goal as a writer: pushing his
wife toward enacting her destructive
fantasy life, bringing his widowed
mother over from Ireland te tend his
children. (Moore, like all great writers
somehow androgynous, lives very well
inside the brains of elderly Irishwomen.)
The chilling thing to watch is Tierney's
slow and ruthless sacrifice of himself.

The new releases from McClelland &
Stewart’s New Canadian Library: Hugh
Hood’s The Camera Always Lies (35.95)
predates his Proustian labours on his
present projected 12-part novel. Audrey
Thomas proves again to be an excellent
short-story writer in Two in the Bush

. and Other Stories (§$5.95), especially the

ones set in Africa. She has not fallen for
the new romance of the dark continent,
sensing in the eyes of black politicals,
gun-runners and white money-men some
of the dead disillusionment that Henry
James saw in the eyes of his Europeans;
the only political act the narrator of
*Two in the Bush’’ commits is inadver-
tently setting a cockroach loose in the
plush colonial Hotel Ivoire.

Three novels of varying virtues:
Shirley Faessler’s Everything in the
Window ($5.95) is beantiful in voice but
not quite there yet as a structure, as it
tells about Sophie Glicksman and her

-sexually exciting but culturally suicidal

clopement with a Gentile swimming
instructor in Jewish Toronto in the
1930s. Playwright Patricia Joudry's The
Selenn Tree ($6.95) and Bloody Harvesi
by Grahame Woods ($5.95) might have
been better served by the brief lifespan
of the real mass market.
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P've saved for last a stranpe one, the
only piece of non-fiction in the group,
Franklin Russell’s YWalichers ai the
Pond, first published in 1951. Russell is
a professional naturalist and writer who
this book claimed as ‘“Canadian”
because he was living here when he
vrote it, though he comes from New
Zealand and has been in the U.S. since
1953, I found it was necessary to sit
calmly for a while before starting the
bool: because Russell is trying to slow his
readers down to the movement of

[
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scasons and the watch that various
inhabitants keep over a small North
American pond., Nature's pond, not
Walden'’s. Too often for my taste ke
slips into the fatuous stance of the
““nature-lover,** but every now and then
his naturalist’s training reasserts itself
and animates the sex Iife of birds,
turtles, dragonflies, the martial arts
practised by bumblebees, the hunter’s
drive of a red-tailed hawk. When that
happens he turns his reader successfully
into another watcher at the pond, O

M |

Making history: from family tragedy
during the Winnipeg Strike to adolescent
capers in the Second World War

By MARY AINSLIE SMITH -

A FEATURE OF this spring’s list for young
Canadian readers is the number of
books set in specific historical contexts.
Goodbye Sornh, by Geoffry Bilson,
Mustrated by Ron Berp (Kids Can Press,
64 pages, $3.95 paper), the fourth book
in the I{ids Canada series for grades four
to =ix, tells what happens to the friend-
ship of two little girls whose parents are
on opposite sides of the bitter Winnipeg
General Strilie of 1919, The story is told
by 11-vear-old Mary, whose father is a
stril:e committee member. She knows,
because her parents have told her, that
her father and his colleagues are striking
for *a fair day’s wage for a fair day’s
worl:,” but much more real to her are
the hardships caused by the strike. Food
is scarce at home, furniture and clothing
have been pawned, her younger brother
is hospitalized for malnutrition, and
finally creditors force the family out of
their home.

Most difficult for Mary is the break-
dovm of her friendship with Sarah, the
girl next door. Sarah’s father believes
the strike is Communist-inspired and
joins the Specials, a group hired to
replace the city policemen sympathetic
to the striters. With their fathers so
totally opposed, it is hard enough for the
girls to stay friends, but their final
separation comes when Mary realizes
that Sarah can’t understand what the
strilie is afl about. Sarah thinks it is silly
and stupid. Mary knows it is not.

This is 2 zood story, but somehow just
fails to be cither as entertaining or as
informative as it has the potential to be.

Perhaps the 64-page limit imposed by
the series design curtails its develop-
ment. Mary’s personality and her rela-
tionships with her family and friends
remain merely sketched in, and the
events of the strike, particularly at its
violent and futile conclusion, are con-
fusing — probably as Mary herself
would have perceived them. An after-
word by historian Irving Abella provides
an outline of the events of the strike, and
would remedy this confusion if children
will read it. The afterword emphasizes
that for this series the historical event is
what- is Iimportant; the plot and
character development are secondary,
A specific historical event is also of
major importance in Billy Higgins Rides
the Freights, by Gloria Montero, /illus-
frated by Olena Kassian (119 pages,
$10.95 cloth, $4.95 paper), the first in
James Lorimer’s new series, Adventure
in Canada. In this case, the setting is
‘Western Canada and the event is the On-
to-Ottawa trek of 1935 — an attempt by
a large number of unemployed men to
present their case in person to Prime
Minister R.B. Bennett. Billy Higgins, a
13-year-old who has to leave school and
go on'relief to help his family, is one of
the men who travel on top of freight cars
as far as Regina. There the trekkers —
by then 2,000 sirong — are delayed and,
following a riot, dispersed by the police,
Because this book is twice as long,
both the characters and the events are
more deeply explored than those in
Goodhye Sarak. As a result, the com-
mon theme — ordinary people fighting

During the
Americamn
Revolution,
German was
nearly declared
the official
lemguage

of the US.A.
— it lost to
English by
one vote!

This is just one of the
thousands of fascinating
facts about language in
“Native Tongues” by
Charles Berlitz. Over
300 pages covering
language history, insults,
alphabets, humour,
people, places, and much
more. An irreplaceable
reference book by a
world-famous linguist.

One can say

Mon Dieu! - “my God"” -
in the most polite
French circles, but

not Bon Dieu!

- “good God!"

Native Tongues
by Charles Berlitz

$19.95

from Beaverbooks

paa

June/July 1982, Books in Canada 31



an unequal battle for their rights against
an unfeeling establishment — comes
across much more effectively. The story
starts slowly, rather self-consciously
establishing a context for the trek and a
rationale for Billy’s part in it, but once
the freight cars begin to move out of
Vancouver, Billy's excitement and fears,
his discomfort and exhilaration carry the
story along very convincingly.

Lewara: A Porieait of Laura Secord, by
Helen Caister Robinson (Dundurn
Press, 240 papes, $7.75 paper), is the
second in yet another serics, this one
called Canadian Heroines. Robinson has
obviously done a great deal of research
to baclt her story of a woman whose life
stretched from the American Revolution
to Confederation, but mostly she
e¢mphasizes the war of 1812-14, tradi-
tionally associated with Laura Secord,
She uses a means of presentation often
found in historical biographies for
young people, creating dialogue for her
characters and narrating, like a fiction
writer, from an omniscient point of
viers. Such exchanges as this one, bet-
ween Laura and her wounded husband
on the eve of her famous expedition to
warn Lieutenant Fitzgibbon, would pro-
bably offend historical purists:
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She paused a moment, as if hesitant
to commit herself, and then said in a
firm voice, ““James, I’m the only person
who can alert the Lieutenant. I shall
have to po to Beaver Dams.”

“You, Laural Will you not be
afraid??

*Yes, terribly afraid, but you are the
only person who will know that, I will
gladly do anything I can to defeat the
Yankees and bring peace back to Upper
Canada."

Robinson also admits in a foreword
that she has supplemented historical
incidents with fictional ones and that
*‘authentic historical figures mingle with
imaginary characters to round out the
life story of a woman who has become a
legend in many homes.” Still, Laurzisa
readable account of life in an interesting
period, and will be useful as a supple-
mental book for history students in
middle and senior grades.

In Freshie, by Pat Krause, illustrated
by Suzanne Cook (Potlaich Publica-
tions, 101 pages, $7.95 paper), the
Second World War is in full swing, but
1943-44 is more important to narrator
P.S. Scott as her first year at Central
Collegiate in Regina. Krause has done a
first-rate job of portraying P.S. and her
friends as believable adolescents — self-
conscious and self-centred, arrogant and
naive, awkward and athletic, obsessed
by their appearance and social life.
P.S.’s diary, her inner monologues and
conversations are filled with bravado
and humour, and embellished with con-
temporary slang and references.
However, the authenticity of the
language may create a barrier for
today’s teenagers, and the story may
appeal more to readers who remember
Ipana, Betty Grable, V-letters, and

" dreamboats — all mentioned in the first

chapter. Also the large format seems
more suited to nine- and 10-year-olds,
rather than the older readers the con-
tents are apparently intended for.

The spring list also offers young
readers some worthwhile books with
contemporary settings. In Raymond
Bradbury’s novel, The War at Fort
Magpie (Kids Can Press, 64 pages, $3.95
paper), a grade six class goes on an over-
night expedition to a historic site,
planning to re-enact a famous battle as a
class project. Food poiscning among the
adult chaperones and the presence of 2

not-toc-friendly motorcycle gang on an .

adjacent campsite are a couple of the
factors that enliven the trip beyond the
teachers’ expectations. The story
emerges in the form of tape transcripts
and journal entries — the students’ own
records of their experiences, When the
pretend war becomes a very real affair,
predictably the kids come out in much
better shape than the adults. The story’s
clear intention is to provide fun and
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entertainment, and it succeeds. -

Black Diamonds (McClelland &
Stewart, 170 pages, $12,95 cloth) is
James Houston's sequel to Frozen Fire,
his popular Arctic adventure story. The
same characters — 15-year-old Matthew
Morgan, his best friend Kayak, Mat-
thew’s prospector father Ross Morgan,
and the helicopter pilot Charlie — set
out on another expedition in search of
treasure. Houston’s special knowledge
of the Arctic, its people, and its terrain
gives this advenfure yarn a depth it
otherwise woeld not possess. At the end,
the treasure hunters are marooned on
Prince Charles Island, west of Baffin,
where they encounter a Stone-Age com-
munity untouched by contact with white
men. Obviously Matthew and Kayak’s
adventures are not yet over, and
Houston fans can anficipate another
sequel.

A different sort of expedition is
undertaken by the young hero of Patrick
and the Actors, by Margaret XKeith
(Penumbra Press, 206 pages, $15.95
cloth, $10.95 paper). Patrick Ieaves
home to join the Caravan Theatre com-
pany, travelling through Ontario pre-
senting plays to school andiences. The
story is.an interesting blend of the
realistic and the fanciful. The life of an
itinerant actor is realistically presented
(although Keith admits in an intro-
duction that her description of working
conditions “‘thoroughly contravenes the
rules of Canadian Actors’ Eguity'’) but
it’s less believable that Patrick, a minor,
manages {o travel with the actors for a
whole school year without being missed
at home. Keith solves the problem by
providing Patrick with a set of absentee
parents and a lazy babysitter and leaving
it at that — much better than a long,
contrived rationalization. She also pro-
vides a melodramatic villain — a truant
officer who pursues Patrick across
Ontario — to add a series of narrow
escapes to the plot. Glenn Priestley’s
illustrations, detailed and realistic but

dark and full of shadows, emphasiZe the
dichotomy of the story.

Emotionally demanding, but the most
rewarding of these new books is Monica
Hughes’s Hunter in the Dark (Clarke
Irwin, 131 pages, $12.95 cloth). When
16-year-old Mike Rankin develops
leukemia, his life is suddenly circum-
scribed by hospital stays, debilitating
medication, his parents’ fears, and
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above all his own terror and nightmares.
His determination to go deer-hunting
and to bag a trophy leads him on a
solitary journey, a quest for the courage

ENGLISH, OUR ENGLISH
_ P Y

and understanding to meet his future.
This book is well written, sensitively
presented, and offers an enriching ex-
perience for any reader. O

Grave matters: the language of sporis
commentators, and similar confusing, if not
specious, attempts to maintain order

By BOB BLACKBURN

I'VE BEEN ASkED why I dorn’t take an
oceasional shot at the language of TV

sports commentators, The answer 15 sim--

ple: the lansuace of sports commen-
tators bears so little resemblance to
English that ’m not sure any discussion
of it belongs in this column. However, it
was 2 CBC hockey commentator who
causht my ear recently with a compound
€rror common enough fo warrant some
atteniion here,

YWhat the man told us was that “both
goalies are very similar.” Both is wrong
here. It lumps the goalies together and
surmests that they are similar to someone
clse, Similarity is reciprocal; if A
reszmbles B to some degree, then B
reczinbies A to the same degree. That's
two strilies apainst both.

Very is vrong. Similar is not an abso-
lute like unigue. Sports commentators
who say (and, God, do they say itl)
“‘very unique®’ are wrong because there
are no degrees of uniqueness. There can
be varying degrees of similarity. How-
ever, there is a very implicit in similar, It
means almost the same, and very is
redundant here.

That’s not all. Similar sometimes can
stand alone, but often it requires modifi-

cation. You can say two peas in a pod

ara similar and let it go at that, What the
commentator was trying to convey was
not that the goalies were similar, but
that their ciyles of play were similar.
But, rather than be accused of nitpicl-
ing, I'd be willing to let the man say the
goalics are similar if he were willing to
drop the both and very.

IMAGEE YOU ARE doing a crossword
puzzle and are faced with a sp-Ious, and
the definition is “‘counterfeit.” If you
are as easily confused as I, you might
turn to your copy of Room’s Dictionary
of Confusibles, vherein you would find
neither spuripus nor specious. (The trou-

ble with Room is that he is obviously not
as easily confused as many of us; only
800 pairs or groups of words in all the
language confused him sufficiently to
merit inclusion in his dictionary.)

Were [ confronted with such a puzzle
{fortunately, I have not been), 1'd prob-
ably choose spurious, but not before
looking up both words in a conventional
dictionary, as I still have to do every
time I want to use either of them, You
might say (and get highly paid for it) that
both words are very similar. Spurious is
a reasonably straightforward word from
the Latin for bastard or illegitimate, and
it still carries the basic meaning of hav-
ing an illegitimate or irregular origin.
Specious, on the other hand, is a more
beguiling word. Iis original meaning of
beautiful to behold cr fair in appearance
survived the move from Latin to Middle
English, but later it came to mean showy
or flashy, and then beautiful in appear-
ance only. Eventually, the OED assigns
it the meaning of “having a fair or
attractive appearance but in reality
devoid of the qualities apparently
possessed.”” And spurious is defined as
*‘superficially resembling or simulating
but lacking the gennine characteristics or
qualities of something.””

It is quite common to see specious
used to describe counterfeit money or
other objects, and it also Is common for
writers who use it thus to be told that
they are wrong; that they mean
spurious. But, apart from the fact that
specious implies a compliment to the
skill of the counterfeiter, it seems to me
quite correct to apply it to any successful
forgery. While the two words are not
generally interchangeable, they are
gsimilar, and I say they belong in
anybody’s dictionary of confusibles,

DURING LIVE CBC coverage of one of the
constitutional conferences, Peter Mans-
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bridge told us that the prime minister
was now ‘‘gaveling the meeting fo
order.”” I was already reaching for a dic-
tionary when I heard Mr, Trudeau say
he was going to “inverse the nsual
order,” and thought perhaps 1 had
[earned two new verbs in a matter of
seconds. Not so. There is, of course, no
such verb as gavel. It’s a noun; and
that's that. You call a meeting ta order,
with or without using a gavel as a means
of atiracting attention. (Furthermore,
you do not pound a gavel; you pound
with a gavel, aithough 1 suppose you
could pound a pavel, perhaps with
another gavel, if you happencd to have
two handy.)

However, no matter how wrong
Prime Minister Trudeau may be about
s0 many things, his use of inverse was
absolutely correct, albeit a bit quaint.
Inverse is, indeed, a tranmsitive verb,
although the QED qualifies it with-a
now rare, and it simply means to invert:
It is pleasant, and by no means impos-
sible, to catch Mr. Trudeau committing
a solecism or barbarism, but it pays not
to pounce without checking.

A WOMAN IN a TV commercial for
disposable diapers tells us that having a
baby was the ultimate experience of her °
life. One.presumes she was speaking
from the grave. O

CANWIT NO. 74

| weipeiiip et

IT HAS OFTEN struck us how appropriate
some people’s names are to their jobs.
What, for instance, could a man with a
handie like Northrop Frye be, if not a
literary scholar {perhaps a short-order
cook?), while we have no doubt that Joe
Clark failed to stay in office simply
because his name -was not sufficiently
prime minjsterial. And did Tim Buck

. miss his calling when he didn't become a

rodeo rider? We'll pay $25 for the best
Iist of well-known Canadians and the
jobs they skould have had. The deadline
is September 1. Address: CanWit No.
74, Books in Canada, 366 Adelaide
Street East, Toronto M35A 3X9.

Results of CanWit No. 72
CALLS FOR A nickname for the Canadian
flag drew a multitude of responses (121
from one correspondent!). Scott Joplin
fans will be pleased to Iearn that ““The
Maple Leaf Rag’* was a popular choice.
Variations on ‘*Pearson’s Pennant”® —
the glliterative monicker adopted by
editorial writers during the flag debate -
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of 1253 — also abounded, as did refer-
cnces to the similarity between the
Hational Flag of Canada (as it is offi-
cially :nown) and the hockey uniform of
Team Canada (““Old Hockey Shirt™).
But of the ideas that were run up the
flagpole, only one receives our patriotic
salute. The winner is Barbara J. Halla-
day of Kingston, Ont., for a suggestion
that is best put in her own words: *“I
thinl: we should call the flag Gord. Then
we can consider ourselves ‘One nation
under Gord."”’

Honourable mentions:
O The Maple Laugh
O G1d Frog Blood
O Floyd (or perhaps Red Floyd)
— W.P. Kinsella, Calgary

a ¢ =

CLASSIFIED

1 |
Classifled rates: $8 per line (40
characters to the line). Deadline: first of

the month for Issue dated following’

month. Address: Books In Canada Class-
ifled, 366 Adelalde Street East, Toronto
M5A. 3%9. Phone: (416) 363-5426.

AMTIOUARIAN BOQKS: Catalogue of
used, rare, out-of-print books issued
monthly. Write: Arcticlan Books, Box
691, Fredericton, N.B. E3B 584.

BOOI AHD GIFT SHOP for sale — Unl-
que bullding In Lower Fraser Valley com-
munity presents excaptional Investment
opportunity. Barely established
business offers excellent growth poten-
tial. Write Box 310, Fort Langley, B.C. or
call (804) 883-0313.

FREELANCE V/RITER/assistant editor
seclks work. Karen Richardson, 159
Stephen Drive, #304, Toronto M8Y 3NS.

LOVELY VILLAGE HOUSE on river, avall-
able immediately. Four bedrooms,
separate dinlng, 25 miles from Kingston.
%385 monthly leasa. (613) 374-2344.

HEL CODLIPANY looking for young
dynamic assaclate publisher with stay-
ing power. Position entalls manage-
ment, marlzeting and production. Must
have Interest In current affairs. Write
Eridanl, 86 Gerrard Strest East, Ste. 16F,
Toronto, Ontarlo.

OLD AHD RARE BOOQKS. Canadiana
calalogues. Herltage Books, 3438 6 St.
S.\., Calgary, Albarta T2S 2M4.

OUT-OF-PRINT CANADIANA — history,
biography, literature. Books, pamphlets,
periodicals. Catalogues free on request.
Huronla Canadiana Books, Box 685,
Allision, Ont. LOM 1AD.

RARE BOOKS & MAPS printed from the
16th to 19th centurles. Catalogues upon
request. D & E Lake Lid,, 105 Berkeley
Street, Toronto, Ontarlo MS5A 2WT7T.
416-863-8930. .
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[ The Substandard
1 The Scarlet Harlot
0 The Union Joke
—_ Davitl J; l;'aul, Lucan, Ont.

O Flapeau
— Richard Pgrl:el;, Liverpool, N.S.
O The Blanc of Canada ’
— Rob:rt'Ci’Connell. Halifax
1 The Make-Believe
— Julian Lewin, Ottawa
[ -
O The Make-Believe Forever
— J.A. d’Oliveira, Don Mills, Ont,

THE EDITORS RECOMMEND

T Sy - |

—

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

FICTION
Pélngle: The Return to o Homelond, by
Antonine Maillet, translated from the
French by Philip Stratford, Doubleday.
Maiilet’s richly anecdotal recounting of
the 10-year odyssey of her forebears, the

intrepid band of Acadians who returned to -

Atlantic in 1780 after years.of dispersal in
America following “the Great Disruption
of 1755.” ;
The Neipghbour and Other Stories, by Naim
Kattan, transiated from the French by
Judith Madley and Patricia Claxton,
McClelland & Stewart. Katran’s short
stories, though cosmopolitan in content,
explore & familiay Canadian duality: the
plight of the stranger in his own land.

POETRY
A New Improved Sky, by Doa Kerr, Coteau
Books. Kerr places the comedy of ideolo-
gies, the tragedy of personal loss, and the
universal reach of history into a context
abundant with detail and insight.

BOOKS RECEIVED
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THE FOLLOWING Capadian 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:

Amphibluns of Canadn, by Barbara Froom, M & 5.
A?h Love, by Jean McCallion, South Western Ontario

'oetry.

Aupllmgud Edlior 51 Work, by Elsiz Myers Stalnton, U of T
ress.

The Basament Dook, by Harrds Mitchell, Personal Library.
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Between Ipuelde and Pulm, by Chrls Redmond, Scuth
Weslern Ontario Poeu'{

e Bridge, by Jack Brooks, South Western Ontario Poetry.

Broadeasting Policy Development, by Frank Foster, Fran-

Irost Communiclions.
Canada's Compeilifon Polfcy RevEited, by Irving Brecher,
“The Instiure for Research on Public Pollcy.
Career Information, edited by Sybll Huifman and James
Huffman, Guldance Cenire, Facully of Education, Uof T.
Christopher and the Elevator Closel, by Allen Morgan, ilius-
trated by Franklin Hammond, Kkis Can Press.
Civizing (he West, by A.A, den Otier, The Unlversiy of
Albertn Press.
Dons La Pralre Conadienne/On the Canadlan Pralrie, by
on_Giscard, ted by Lioyd \ 5:
npmnmmmmguﬁucﬁlﬁ In Canadp, by Rejean Lacha-
) ntlon rado, ejean
ﬁl":ﬁ“;&'rqw Henripin, The Institute for Research on
ic Pollcy.
nowglh the Honcysuck?e, by Wendy Scott, Three Trees Press

T .
Bl'{lrl'ﬂli)lmﬂl‘l'l Bnn: of Nutrition, by Jane Hope and Eliza-

beth Bright JcGraw-Hill Ryerson.
Les femmes dans Jn soclologle, Hoi:inol: Laurin-Frenetie,
Les Presses de I"Unlversite de Ereal.

Final Things, by Rickard B. Wright, Ace Books,
!'Iﬁurnld os Pdoimoker, by Helen Coy, University of
anloba P

ress.

Frame of Darkness, Russell Thomion, Athanor Press.

The Great Uronlua Cartel, by Earle Gray, M & 5.

How Oftown Spands Your Tax Dallars, edites by G. Bruce

Jaroes Lorlmer.

“The Jenrns Seal, by Christopher Hyde, M & 5.

Tbe Light Most Ee Perfect, by Constance McRae, Dread-
naught (1981).

Mean Dascending, by Guy Vahderhaeghe, Macmillan,

Mime: The Step Beyond Words, by Adrlan Pecknold, NC

Press.
Molly and My, Moloney, by Allen Morgan, Kids Can Press.
Moantoln Rose, by Patti Siren, Clarke Jrwin.
Mr. S5BX, by John J, Jackson, Sono Nis Press.
The Murder of Nopolcon, by Ben Welder and David Hap-

good, Methuen. i
The O1d Poths, by Frederick E. Benson, Crown Poblimtms
Paper Boy, by Stuart Keate, Clarke Irnin.
Pre for Sabbath, By Nessa Rapoport, Seal Books.
Putel, 1 Love You, Yoo Litils Squore, by John Marlyn,

Coach Hauze.

Refom Fare, by John Lane, Turnstone Press (1981)-
Scnﬁl?ﬁhg. by Charles Ewert, Double Esgle Pobllshers
ceted Pocms of Christinn Logan, Dreadnsught ('1931).
Several Crones in the Dive Alr, by David Skyrle, Sauth
snﬁﬂﬂg"gfl: by Tacues H. Soper and M L

al ames H. argaret
Hembucger, Royal Daotaria Miseam,
Smoll Wonders, edited by Robert Weaver, CBC.
Sull Life, by Brenda Marshall, South Western Ontario

Sarphns and Other Pozms, by Shaunt Basmalian, Unfrished
-rn’l";“:mﬁ':fn';}“'by Hedi Bouraoui, engravings by Saul
0l s
Flelt, Upstalrs Gallery. ok
Musgrave, M & S.

Toris and Mug&:ﬂ. by Susan
Teachlng the Gifted, Chollenging the Avernge, edited
Norah Mater, Guldance Centre, Faculty o Education,

of T.
The Tempiation of Efleen Hughes, by Brian Moore, Seal

Books.

This Age of Reaspn, by Norma West Linder, South Western
Ontasio Paelry.

The Thambless Mnon is of the Plano, by Marianne Bluger,
Three Trees Press {1981).

Thumbnsll Sketches, by Virginla Kent-Browm, South
Western Ontarlo 3

The Tongues Derween Us, by Bruce Meyer, South Western
Ontarlo Postry.

Teapline Quilasr, by David Ricarde Willlams, Sono Nis

n;a;.ln;d Car Bellever's Systent, by Robert Appe, Dauble-
Vers et L'Envers, by Hedl Bouraoul, ECW Press.
Yoynge of the Stelln, by R.D. Lawrence, M & S.
What's the ward2/Cherchez le mot, by Lesley Falrfleld, Kids

Can Press.
Winter, {?Hnmld Rhenisch, Sono Nis Press.
A Waman Called Scylla, by David Gurr, Seal Bogks..
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GOOD BOOKS, GOOD AUTHORS,
GOOD PRICES—=GOOD HEAVENS!—

116. Information Please Almanac
Atlas and Yearbook 1962, QPB: $5.75
648. ViadimIr Nabokov

Lectures on Literature, Edited

by Fredson Bowers. Introduction

by John Updike. QPB: $8.75

652, The Oxford Book of Short
Stories. Chosen by V. S. Pritchett
Hardcover: $19.95 QPB Ed: $12.50
134. Crowds and Power

Elixs Caretti. QPB: $9.95

454. Brewer's Dictionary of Phrase
& Fable. Centenary Edidon,
Revised. Edited by Ivor H. Evans
QPB Ed: $16.25
248, The Complete Book of
Edible Landscaping

Rosalind Creasy

QPB: 513.75

389. Sex in History. Reay Tannahill
Hardcover: $19.95 QPB: $2:95
524. Sclence Observed: Ersays

Qu of My Mi
QPB Ed: 511.75

115. Becoming a Writer

Dorothea Brande, QPB: $6.50

578. Einstein’s Universe

Nigel Calder

Hardcover: $12.95 QPB: $6.95

596. The Solar Age Resource Book
Editors of ‘Solar Age" magazine

QPB: $9.95

617. The Gift of Good Land

ind. Jeremy Bernstein <2 S .

=X

o ———

295. After the Fact: The Artof
Historical Detectlon. (2 Vola.)

397

392, The Unabridged Mark Twain,
Vol. 1. Edited by Lawrence Teacher

Further Essays Culwural and
Agriculural. Wendell Berry
QPB: $8.75

349. The Artof Calligraphy

A Practicel Gulde. Manie Angel |
QPB: $7.95

Compare

QFB Soficoven
$7.95

QPB books are durably

bound and pritted on fine

paper, but cost much

less than their hardcover

counterparts.

658. Pinball. Jerzy Kosinskl
Hardcwver: $14.95 QPB: $7.95
527. The Collected Poems of
Sylvia Piach. Edited by Ted Hughes
Hardcover: $18.95 QPB Ed: §7.95

313. Zippy Stories, Bill Griffith
Introduction by B. Klikan

QPB: $8.75

353. Lucys The Belsinni.n of
Humankind. Donald €. Johanso!
and Maitland A. Edey
Hardecrer: $12.95 QPB: §9.95
421, Life on Earth: A Natural
History. David Atten

Handcover: $22.95 QPB Ed: $12.50

261. The Hurrled Child
David Elkind. QPB: $7.50
419. The Grand Tour: ATraveler’s
Guide o the Solar System. Ron
Miller and William K. Haremann
Hardcover: 522.50QPB: $11.75

518, Japanese Classics: Seven
Japanese Takes, Junichivo Tanizaki; The
Sailor Whn Fell From Graze with the
Sea, Yukio Mishima; Thousand
Cranes, Yasunari Kawabaa. (3 Vols.)
QPB: 515.95

412. Modern Irish Short Stories
Edwed by Ben Forkner

Preface by Anthony Burgess
Hardcover: 515.95 QPB: §55.95

649, Maps of the Mind

Charles Hampden-Tormer

QPB: $9.50

532. From Bauhaus to Our House
Tom Wolfe

Hardcover: $12.95 QPB Ed: $7.50
324. The Electronic Cottage

Everyday Living with Your Personal
Computers in the 19805, Joseph Deken
QPB Ed: §9.50

James West Davidson and Mark QFB: $8.95 187. Conversaticnally Speaking
Hamilton Lyrle. QPB: $15.95 114. The Unabridged Mark Twain, Alan Gamer. QPB: SG.ZEG
396. The Brand-X Anthology Vol. I1. Edited by Lawrence Teacher 149. Peter the Great
of Poetry: A Parody Anthology QFB: $8.95 His Life and World. Robert K. Massic
%ﬁgﬁﬁ”ﬁn)h HD.I‘ Kﬁe:; 'lstcSim !ei {.:D:M'%zte Hardcover- $19.95 QPB: $9.95
QPB:§iL95 o QPBEd: $8.50 %ﬁfﬁ%ﬂ"g‘“’
_— T e e ——— ranslared by Vicror Harris
Let’ tryeach other for 6 months, | ‘355008565
Quality Paperback Book Club, Led. | Join now. Pick any
49 Westmore Drive Rexdale, Ont. MOV 4M3 | 3 books or sets for
Please enroll me in {QPB and send the 3 choices I've [isted below. Bill | $1 each-with no
me $3, plusshippingand handling charges. [ understand chaclamnot | . e
required to buy another book. You will send me QPB Review(ifmy | Obligation to buy
account is in good standing) for 6 months. If | have not boughtand | another book.
paid for at least 1 book in every six-month period, youmay cancel my | 104. Robert Frostt A One-Volume
membership. A shipping and handling charge is added w each | Edition of the Acciaimed Authorized
shipment. QBB8i4-6 | Brilﬁpll'?.-\ll.;ml}:n Thompson
;ﬂl:hm:::“uﬂﬁ the | | 1 | : Hardcover: 524.95 QPB Eds $15.95
ooks vant .0 fed) B |
Name 216 | Suniers Wranoatio
{Please print dlearly) I &Smggistiun}. Willam Zinsser
Address Apt | omer SEaE b8 B 5750
I E1 OVer: . H !
City. Province Code | :I!IzzE’ R!ih;lej lEJ.P'b Ed?-u;?:t!
How membership works.  Points. For each QPB book | oo g:l':if&";‘am" Ahce Hoffman
L Youreceive QPB Review  orset you take (except for the I fsz Solidaricy: Poland
I5 times each year (about books in this offer), youeamn | tfie Season of s Passion.
every 35 wee{:? Each Bonus Points which entitle I Lawrence Weschler
issul:c Teviews la new Mai? you tobooks er:ly of our soft- Hardcover: 51;-95‘{ QP?; $8.75
electon, plus scores o cover . ay only 542. How to Be Your Own Docror
Alremates, QPBbooksare  shipping and handling charges | Eisomeines (Revied and Updated
softcover editions in hard- 4. Return Trivilege. KQ with Hn;,,,d'&,,;be,g?gﬁg, $8.75
cover sizes, but they cost Review is delayed and you 647. How You Can Make $25,000 2
much less. receive the Main Selection i Year with Your Camera (No Matrer
2. If you want the Main without having had 10daysto | Where You Live). Lamry Cribb
Selection do nothing. Itwill  notify us, you may retum it for | QPB: 59.95
be shipped to you automati- credit at our expense.

cally. If you want one or more
Alternare books—or no book
at all—indicate your decision
on the Reply Form always
enclosed and retum it by the
date specified.

3. Bonus books for Bonus

5. Cancellations. You may
cancel membership at any
time by notifying QPB. We
may cancel your membership
if you elect not to buy and pay
for dt least one book in every
six-month period.

The first
book club
for smart
people
who
aren’t rich.

QEB
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“One of the mostlearned,amusing and otherwise
accomplished novelists ofourtime.” JK.Galbraith

A cast of unforgettable
characters is featured

in this rich and vivid
novel of passion and
murder smouldering
beneath the surface of

a sophisticated Canadian
University.




