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Rough cuts: im South Africa not attracting
attention is a well-cultivated quality

Silent sereening

BEFORE SETTING OUT recently for South
Africa to interview Nadine Gordimer in
the country she so effectively stripmines
of themes, T had (I thought) thoroughly
rezearched her. I had been to see her
rcad at the Amnesty International
YWriters® Congress in Toronto in 1981, I
had read seven story collections and all
¢icht novels, burrowed through reviews
and pieces she herself had written for
the Mew York Review of Books, sniffed
For traces of her name in newspapers
and sundry periodicals. I was prepared
to find gaps in information and inac-
curacies, but no major surprises of faci.
This is, after all, the era where iamous
writers are chronicled as they walk, and
cliaped between the covers of bio-
eraphies even before they drop. I was
doing it myself.

But that was before I discovered the
South African artist’s passion for
privacy. Privacy that doesn’t tum its
secker fnto an enigmatic cult hero as it
would here (I.P. Donleavy, J.D. Sal-
inger), but is necessary simply in order to
get the next project done. My first
mecting with Gordimer was a kind of
pre-interview, so we could talk and geta
little used to each other. It took place in
the thick Johannesburg sun in the late
afterncon on the patio of Gordimer's
lorze, white, suburban home, There was
nothing that wasn’t pleasant (o the eye
— all Jush green and iropical shrubbery,
like birds of paradise and such. A large
friendly dox thumped his tail on my leg
and three cats took shifts at begging for
mill:.

But getting used to each other in
South Africa tends to mean talking
about the political situation. Between
sips of China tea I asked her whether the
caim a visitor sees was at all real, since it
seemed so much at odds with the picture
of South Africa in foreign nevs cover-
aga. She responded by pointing over my
shoulder to what looked to me like more
huze houses and trees. But just north of
Gordimer’s home, a few months before,
the bulldozers had once again been
Inocking over the houses of people
ccheduled for “relocation™ under the
Group Arcas Act, which desipnates
separate living areas for each racial

- . e gprmew o= s ome L,

group. (Needless to say, whites have
ravely had to move to accommodate the
grand design.) Petty aparitheid — the
stuff of segregated park benches,
washrooms, and queues — may have
cased .a little, but the South African
government’s “‘separate development”
policies seemed only to gather momen-
tum. Gordimer said she and a film crew
had managed to get to the site and shoot
some footage before anyone chased
them away. ‘““Footage’* took a moment
to sink in — what footage? What film
crew? Was someone making a movie
about her?

Since the need for secrecy had now
passed — all the film to be shot in South
Africa had been completed — she could
tell me. The project turned out to be six
hour-long films based on six Gordimer
stories: ‘‘Good Climate, Friendly
Inhabitants,” *°A Chip of Glass Ruby,”
#“8ix Feet of the Country,’”" “Not for
Publication,”” “Town and Country
Lovers,” and the one she had read in
Toronto, *““Oral History.” Gordimer
had often been approached to sell film
rights to her work, particularly after her
1979 novel, Burger’s Daughter, made
such a big splash in North America. But
she had turned all the offers down: “*If
you’ve seen what Reds has done to
Russian Revolution, can you imagine
what an American director would do
Burger's Daughter?”’ Then Buropean
backers approached with an offer that
was irresistible: full financial support
from them and full artistic control for
her. So, for the past two years, Gor-
dimer has been culture-shocked by col-
lective activity — she has turned film

-producer. All in utmost quiet, with a

completely South African cast and crew,
The sligitest peep and the government
would have noticed, and the police
would have noticed, and suddenly
obstacles would have cropped up, not to
mention mysterious observers.

Once she had decided to talk to me
about it, she was full of concerns and
details — it was, after all, most of what
she'd been doing for two years. She was
running into problems now with the last
story, *“Oral History," about the effects
of a counter-insurgency war on a native
village, like the one South Africa is
fighting in Namibia and which white
Rhodesians fought for many years. (It is

Ay et

included in A Soldier’'s Embrace,
published in paperback this year by
Penguin.) She knew Robert Mugabe,
and had received high-level government
approval to film the story in Zimbabwe,
but just as hes crew was about to start
permission was revoked. Speculation
was that such a project might upset the
remaining whites — the white farmers,
for example, so essential to food pro-
duction in the new black-ruled state. The
story was too accurately reminiscent for
comfort. Swaziland had already turned
it down, and now it looked like it might
have to be shot in Kenya, where neither
the language spoken nor the village set-
ting would resemble Southern Africa.
And it would be very hard for Gordimer
to meet there with the director: her
South African pariah passport was no
good for entry into Kenya.

While politics, added to the ordinary
logistics, made this last shoot difficult, it
was no more than she had already gone
through, and on the whole Gordimer
was pleased that secrecy and care had

“produced five films as true to her work

as the collective process could make
them. She was also happy to take me to
see the rough cuts of two of the storfes,
in the process driving through the first
white parts of Johannesburg I'd seen
that were only moderately well-to-do.
The film compaoy was camped in a
small white house with a vandalized
front yard, whose single glory was a full-
grown, fruit-bearing avocado tree. No
sign announced that business was con-
ducted here.

The first film screened, “‘Good
Climate, Friendly Inhabitants,”’ had suf-
fered a little in the translation. Though
well acted and shot, instead of being a
complex . examination of a lonely
woman’s two relationships (one with a
young white hood who is briefly her
lover, the other with a black man who
works where she does), it was a totally
whitened story about dangerous love
(the black character turned into an inex-
plicably friendly cipher). Well-acted and
shot, it still suffered by comparison.
Gordimer grumbled about it: she has
had to curtail her solitary perfectionism
while performing this new role.

The other film, based on A Chip of
Glass Ruby"® — even without music and
the final technical smoothing of film
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qualities and colours — was strong in
impact and entirely true to its source. It
is about 2 political heroine, Mrs, Bam-
jee, an Indian housewife who, out of the
simple conviction that “no one should
be left out,” combines activism with
family life, running off protest pam-
phlets after dinner and long into the
nicht on a machine set up on the
sideboard. She meets the inevitable end
— atrest in the middle of the night and
detention without trial.

On the small, flickering, colour TV, I
vatched bulklozers rip into pale pastel
houses and realized that this was the
footage the crew had snatched — real
bulldozers, real houses, real people
disptaced in the framework of the fic-
tion. Gordimer told me afterwards, sii-
ting in the rumpled mock living-room of
the production house, that the teenaged
actor who plays Mrs. Bamjees son and,
in the film, organizes a school protest,
had ad-libbed the speech he gives to his
classmates, "“How would it be done?"
the director had asked. The hoy knew all
about the solidarity necessary between
the various shades of *“blacks’’ in South
Africa; he knew that Indian is really
black: and coloured is black, and had the
words and feelings to rouse the actor-
children to stand together.

The reality had extended even further,
despite all Gordimer"s personal care for
secrecy. The amateur actress hired to
play Mrs. Bamjee was a teacher from the
province of Natal. She had already been
“‘downgraded” once at her job for
political activities, which meant she was
sent to teach far enough from her home
in Durban for it to be a punishment. The
film was shot during school break [ast
year, but overlapped a weck with the
beginning of school. When the actress-
teacher asked for permission to extend
the break with a week’s unpaid leave she

naively told her employers a little too
much about the project. Permission was
granted, but when she reported back to
school she was informed that her job
had been terminated — for taking a
week’s unpaid leave. Such are the
rewards of candid behaviour in South
Africa. This is why artists learn early to
let the world know only what they intend
it to know, and only when they want. it
to find out. -

-— ANME COLLINS
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RESEARCH NOTES from a correspondent
of this department who has recently
been pondering the continued ill-health
of the book business:

Canada is a small and backward country:
the tongue of half of it is French, The .
English half is probably the dumbest
English-speaking population anywhere, It
reads less per capita than any other
known civilized population.

— Wyndham Lewis

The lack of mental aliveness is fandamen-
tal. Canada is a non-conductor for any
sort of intellectual current.

— Frederick Philip Grove

It is not lack of money that makes Canada
about the poorest book market in the
world outside of Serfegambia. The bald
truth is that Canada has the money but
would rather spend it on whisky than on
books. ' — Robert Barr

I am the last person to assert that the
writer is entitled to a reward in the form
of money. . . . The trouble is that the
Canadian public recognizes no other
reward, The money standard, being the

" Lasting

Memory.
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Originally published as a limited
edition of 500 copies in aid of
World Wildlife, BIRDS, BEASTS
AND FLOWERS is now bejng re-

nnthoonWord 7- )
|Birds, Beasts and Flowers

As performed by
Her Serene IHighness
Princess Grace of Monaco

with Richard Pasco of the
Royal Shakespeare Company

selected by John Carroll

m#| presented at St. James’ Palace London
" | 22 November 1978, in the presence of
Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth The

" V.1 Queen Mother

A beautiful anthology of poetry,
as was read by Princess Grace in
London in a benefit to aid the
World Wildlife Fund. Each poem,
written by the truly great authors
of history — Shakespeare, Walt
Whitman, D.H. Lawrence,
William Blake and others — is

released to serve as a lasting tributa accompanied by a full-colour |
to the kindness and concern for . photograph illustrating the subject
life that Grace Keily embodied. matter.
80 poems. 96 pages. 7 1/2x9 1/2%. |
.08 peperback NEW FROM METHUEN
AVAILABLE: November20,1952 THIS FALL.
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only one it knows, is the enly one by
which it judaes. Any writer who has made
a success in terms of money, even though
he wrote for the mentally immature, is a
eccat writer; anyone who has failed to
malie such a success, even though the best
in many countries applaud him, ranks
among the riff-raff of the world.

— Frederick Philip Grove

In the pecling order of literary criticism a

Frenchman can humiliate-an Englishman
just as readily as an Englishman can

ENGLISH,

OUR

D

humiliate an American, and an American
a Canadian, One of Canada’s most
serious literary needs at present is some
lesser nation to domineer over and shame
by displays of superior taste.

— Robertson Davies |

The first qualification of the student of
Canadian [iterature is a thick skin. He
must be incapable of being bored.

. — Kildare Dobbs

— LES HARDING
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Native rites: in the sneering world

of word slobs and word snobbery, for every
lash there is a backlash

By BOB BLACKBURN

“I*VE BEEW A native of this city for a long
time,"” the head of a large broadcasting
company told his andience in a televised
spaech. 1 don’t know what he meant. In
some contexts, it might be taken as a
{ocetious remark, but that did not
appear to be the case here. I neither
know nor care whether the man was
born in the city in question or not, bat
even it I cared, I still wouldn’t know.,

What really bothered me about the
statement was that, according to my
much-thumbed desk Webster, which is
neither the newest nor the most per-
missive of dictionaries, one meaning of
native i§ ““a permanent resident, as
distingnished from a temporary resident
or visitor.” Once again, I have been let
down by a dictionary that has been
beside my typewriter for more than 25
years, and I'm giving some thought to
the idea of chucking it out. The OED, of
course, dogs not condone any such use
of native, which, were it to become com-
mon, would render the word useless.

According to Webster, I could say
that while I originally was a native of
Halifax I am now a native of Toronto
and a former native of Ottawa, Mon-
treal, and Washington, D.C. That’s
absolute rot. The OED clearly states that
you are a native of the place in which
vou were born, “whether subsequently
resident there or not,”” and to substitute
native for resident is the act of a ver-
bicidal maniac, no matter what any dic-
tionary says.

I say all this despite the knowledge
that there are writers emerging who will
label me a word snob. Although Newton
failed 10 mention it, for every lash there
is a backlash. Just as there are writers

e e ——— R LT

(such as William Safire and Edwin New-
man) who have found a wide audience
for their criticism of sloppy writing,

there are writers {such as James Fallows

in the September issue of the Washing-
ton Monthly) now finding a con-
siderable market for criticism of the likes
of Newman and Safire. The easy and
popular way to attack a critic is to call
him a snob, and that’s precisely what
Fallows and his kind are doing.

Fallows is a Harvard graduate with
impressive credentials in journalism, and
is 2 good and careful writer. He does no
service to his profession by dismissing as
snobs any of his fellows who are cru-
sading in the cause of good .writing.
Safire and Newman ave for certain not
infallible. For that matter, even Fowler
nodded occasionally. But their cause is
just. They should be criticized, but not
in a manner calculated to belittle that
cause.

Fallows attempts to justify his use of
snob by pointing out that these people
tend to iake a "‘snmeering’ attitude.
Indeed, sometimes they do, and why
not? Sneer has an ugly ring to it, but it
merely means to express scorn or deri-
sion or contempt. An article about
televison ratings in Canada’s largest
newspaper referred (o a program
“which had to settle for what Iittle
viewers remained.’’ ] think that merits a
sneer, coming as it did from a profes-
sional writer by way of professional
editors. Fallows puts the word snob
Iabel on people who are touchy about
the misuse of less for fewer, so I presume
he would extend that to the matter of /it
tle and few. The distinction may not be
important to word slobs, but here is one
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word snob who wonders whether or not
any big viewers remained and considers
the mistake as ludicrous as any of those
for which he himself has been justly
sneered at.

A.G.S. Broughton of Vancouver has
chided me amiably (not at all sneeringly)
for writing ‘“go Iook up [a word],”
pointing out that, without putting and
or a2 comma between go and look “*you
have created a verb verb. How do you
conjugate this verb verb?”” he asks. * ‘I
g0 look up'? “Thon goest look up’? or
*Thou go lookest up*? ‘He goes look
up’? or perhaps *He go looks up'? etc.
The thing seems impossible to me.’’

‘Well, sir, all I can do is plead guilty to
another of my frequent lapses into the
vernacular, and ‘ask you when was the
last time someone toltl you to go and fly
a kite,

Ever -since the weather forecasters
started attaching a percentage figure to
their predictions of precipitation, I have
been wondering why they sometimes say
“probability” and sometimes “‘possibi-
lity.”” I suppose one might consider 20

-per cent a possibility and 80 per cent a

probability, but what should they do
about 50 per cent? Anyway, I've always
thought that a percentage had to be of
something, and if they say *‘the probabi-
lity of rain is 20 per cent,” I feel obliged
to ask ““20 per cent of what?*’ All right,
that is nitpickipg. But what of the TV
weatherman who told us that ““a steam-
ing pocket of hot air is cloaked around
the city"? :

1 believe that line came from the same
newscast in which a reporter told us that
‘the courtroom was filled to overflow-
ing by reporters” but failed to tell us
what it was the reporters filled the court-
room with. Even if he had said ““filled to
overflowing with reporters,”” he would
have left us wondering what the point of
the exercise was if there was no one in
the room except reporters. He might
argue that courtroom implies the
presence of a judge and lawyers and so
on, but it won’t wash. Court implies
that, but a courfroom can be empty.

No sneer distorts my benign visageas ]
write these words, only a slight frown of

perplexity brought on by wondering
what is wrong with asking that people
who are paid to communicate informa-
tion to us try, at least, to do so clearly
and accurately. If this be snobbery,
amen. O]
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WHO KILLED SHR HARRY?

Still unsolved almost 40 years later, the
murder of Canada’s richest robber baron continues
to provoke literary speculation

By ROY MacGREGOR

IN THE LOWER bar of the Massau hotel that legend maintains —
incorrectly, the family contends — Sir Harry Oakes bought
just so he could fire the maitre d4° who had refused to seat him
without a necktie, British author James Leasor taps his table
edge. thinking. Beyond the window a musty tropical shower
has released its weighted drops, but the major disturbance is
inside, where Leasor (Green Beach, The Sea Wolves} is con-
sidering the latest in a long string of adventure novels. His
research of the Second World War and the Duke of Windsor's
mysterious role in it has brought him, naturally enough, to the
site of one of the century’s
most celebrated crimes: the
murder, on July 8, 1943, of
Canada’s Sir Harry Qakes.

and Leasor has come up
against a wealth of speculation
that continues four decades
after the crime. **They szy you
can only go to King Tutankha-
mun’s tomb once,” he says as
he sips his Heineken. “Here,
you have to wonder.”

Barely a block away,
beneath a stern portrait of the
namesal:e he still refers to as
“Daddy” even though his own .
heir is whitening with age, “&+*
Harry Oakes leans back in his "1 .3
chair, shrugs, smiles shyly, and ¢z .-
shales his head wearily, To a
question about his father, the
son only poses another: *"What

mld sbaut 1,3
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man in Canada. But he was also a man with enormous pride in
his contention that he’d made his millions at no other man’s
expense. He failed to see why he should pay the Canadian
government $17,500 a day in taxes just for the right to live
there,

“Listen,”” Qakes told the Toronto Star's Greg Clark in
1939, *‘when a man makes money he has to stay two jumps
ahead of the people trying to take it from him. The *have-nots’
today are completely in command. Pride of ownership used to
belong to all men, but it’s getting narrower. Pride of posses-
sion today belongs to the
politicians, You find it. They
take it.”

It was an easy sell, then,
when Harold Christie, an
ambitious Nassau real-esiate
salesman, talked Oakes into
moving to the Bahamas, where
there were — and still are — no
taxes. When he Jeft Canada the
farewells were hardly heart-
warming.
Champ Tax-dodger,”’ said one
headfine. *Santa Claus to
Babamas. But Heart Like Frig-
idaire to the Land That Gave
Him Wealth,” Snubbed in his
ambition to be made a Cana-
dian senator, Oakes walked
away from the Northern
Ontario area that had delivered
up an estimated $250 million in
gold. In return he left behind a
church site, a skating rink,
some free skates, toboggans,

can you do?”*
The original question con- sk ’:j T Y it e
cerns, naturally, resiing in o

peace. This coming year will mark the 40th anniversary of the
grisly Bahamas murder, and it is 70 years since Harry Oakes,
prospector, struck gold on the shore of what now is known as
IGrkland Lalke, That happier occasion was recognized this year
with the opening to the public of Oakes’s magnificent chateau
on the site of his now-dormant Lake Shore Mines. As well,
Penguin has recently released the paperback version of
Timothy Findley’s novel, Famouns Last Words, which dares to
conneet the Oakes murder with the oft-rumoured Nazi sym-
pathies of the Duke and Duchess of Windsor.

Harry Oakes was born in Maine on Dec. 23, 1874. In 1924
he bzcame a naturalized Canadian, a dozen years after he and
his partners found the first vein of what was to become the
largest gold mine in North America. As Lake Shore stock rose
from 324 cents a share in 1917 to $62.50 a share in 1936,
Qal:es went from being a near pauper to quite likely the richest

"~
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and Books of Knowledge for
the Kirkland Lake children. In Nassau he built & waterworks
and a golf course, set up & bus service for the natives, an
airplane service for emergency illnesses, free milk for the
children, and a fund for unwed mothers, To this he added a
gift of $§400,000 to St. George’s Hospital in London, England,
and in 1939 King George Vi rewarded him with a hereditary
baronetcy. When Oakes died-the Bahamas erected a monu-
ment ¢to him. In Canada, where the baron had been refused a
mere senatorship, his obituary in the Rouyn-Noranda Press
noted sourly: ““What Harry Qakes might have done, and what
he did for Kirkland Lake, which gave him his wealth, arc as far
apart as the poles.**

But it is not Sir Harry Qakes’s life that they still debate
today; it is the manner of his death. On that hot day in 1943,
when Qakes’s wife and four of their five children were vaca-
tioning in cooler Maine, his by-then close friend Harold

“Multimillionaire -

TR L T T s T e T T 1



[ L. S A, SRS L S

Christie went to wake him in his Nassau estate and discovered
the baron’s skull had been shattered by four vicious blows
behind the ear. The body had been partially set afire, possibly
to disguise the true nature of the crime.

It was 2 murder so shocking and mystifying that it shoved
the war from the front pages of the world’s newspapers, much
to the distaste of the governor of the Bahamas, the Duke of
Windsor. He had tried, unsuccessfully, to suppress the news,
and had even gone so far at first as to suggest the death might
somehow be suicide. Within days the Massau hotels were jam-
med with reporters — including Exle Stanley Gardner, who
was writing for the Hearst press. For the next several weeks
there was the Oakes trial and then the war, in that order.

Charged with the murder was Oakes’s son-in-law, Marie
Alfred Fouquereaux de Marigny, a tall, handsome, twice-
divorced Mauritanian who, without Sir Harry’s permission,
had married Mancy Oakes, his eldest daughter, two days after
her 15th bicthday. The two men had fought, and the ¢ir-
cumstantial evidence was sirong, but the case for the Crown
eventually began to resemble a frame-up. It fell apart over a
finzerprint matching de Marigny's that the®Miami police chief
— personally called in to handle the case by the Duke of Wind-
sor -—— claimed had come from an object in Sir Harry's
bedroom. More likely it had come from a cigarette package the
policeman had pressed into de Marigny’s hand long after the
crime had taken place. De Marigny was quickly declared not
guilty and, in the nearly 40 years since, no progress whatsoever
has bzen made towards solving the murder.

But that does not mean it has gone away. In Nassau even
today the crime remains a sensitive topic. ““It’s something
basically that you don't talk about,” says Allen Duffield,
Canada’s honorary consul there. **You ask a taxi driver about
it and he'll detour you in a holy minute away from it.”

YWhere the case for the prosecution ended, the theories
bagzan. In The Life and Death of Sir Harry Oakes, published in
1959, Geoffrey Bocca vowed in his opening chapter to reveal
what everyone has always speculated on. In the end he
delivered nothing but a plea to exhume the body and reopen
the investigation. In 1972 Marshall Houts, in King’s X,
appzared to follow through on Bocca’s hints and laid the
murder firmly on the doorstep of Miami mobster Meyer Lan-
sky. Houts argued that “reliable confidential informants’* had
told him that Oakes and Christie and even the Duke bimself
hod been scheming to open up the island to gambling casinos
ac o way of ensuring its prosperity without resorting to taxes.
Oales alleedly had reneged on the deal, possibly because of
his own highly conservative morality, and also because his
eldcst son, Sidney, then 16, was beginning to fall under the

0o of Massau’s low life — a spell that would undoubtedly in-
crease with legalized gambling.

Houis claimed that Lansky — who ultimately did gain the
gambling concession — sent Oakes a very simple, very direct
message. This, according to Houts, would explain the Duke’s
peculiar behaviour at the time of the murder, and might
explain why the Duke and Duchess soon decided to spend as
little time as possible in Nassau until the war was over, when
they could return to Europe.

Then, 10 years later, came Findley's Famous Last Words.
The connection between Nazi Germany and the abdicated
Iiing Edvard vin has long been the subject of rumours and
speculations, and has been strengthened by a certain amount
of fact. The Duke of Windsor was a known German sym-
pathizer. Only months after he gave up the British throne *“‘for
the vwoman I love,” he and Wallis Simpson toured Nazi Ger-
many and met Hitler. The Duke was of German descent; bis
favourite language was German; his mother, Queen Mary, had
been a2 German princess, and spoke with a German accent. The
Dulie's sympathies were 50 well known that Winston Churchill
ordered the Duke and Duchess to leave Europe for the

Mom~—CLOAK OF DARKIWESS $18.08

Helen MaclInnes's 20th novel of suspenss and
intrigue, Previous 19 were all best ssllers. Can't
go Wrong with this!

Dad—EKINGDOM: Arabis & the $25.95
House of Sa’ud

By Robert Lacay, author of Malesty. Dad's been
hinting ferociously about this book ever since he
read the reviews.

Gran—FLAMBARD'S CONFESSION $24.26

A Dbig, fat, juicy novel about William the
Conqueror's son and his extraordinary
henchman. By Marilyn Durham, the author of
Ths Man Who Loved Cat Danoing.

Sharon—THE GREAT CODE: $19.50
The Bible and Literaturs '

The new beok by Northrop Frys that everyons is
talking ahout on campus and off

Jack—ROGET'S THESAURUS OF $2¥.B0
ENGLISH TWORDS & PHRASES,
Revised Edition

Now oJ. will nsver be at a loss for words!

Cindy—THE BORROWERS $1'7.60
AVENGED

The first new “Borrowers” adventure from Mary
Norton in over 80 years. C. will be thrilled!

P S My ali-time favourite book, THE

**="* LITTLE PRINCE ($6.75), now comss in
peperback with full-oolour fllustrations by the
author, Antoins de Saint-Exupéry.
Merry Christmas to me.... -~
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(CHR.@NICLES O]F r Bahamas once the war began, It was strongly believed the

R A T"'"hT\Y - Nazis were courting them to gain a bizarre kind of *“royal
ll J ‘Z_\E I ‘¢ _L | A respectability.”” It has also been suggested that this courtship
\_0 . ", / / B continued long after the Windsors, aghast at the prospect of

e exile, arrived in dreaded Nassan.

- . N I -
10893 / ; Findley, who researched his fiction with all the attention to
; m * L . detail normally brought to a non-fiction work, came to believe
CA':.._..,\ T EBVJM. f R that t!;:: mtr'.g'::ung sé'-g:'.anc '.','a: r.:zt cz‘.!::'vplausible but “very,
In this second of the / e v & very real,” In his fiction he followed through on the specula-
spzclacular Narnia : 2 tion, placing Sir Harry Qakes in the middle of the action as the

]
I
Ca 'endars. acclaimed artist I
Michzel Hague brings to )
life luminous enchantmant-
filled paintings of scenes

from the magical world of - /
C.5. Lavis: s Prmcs Casplan

) & Duke and Duchess — particularly the Duchess — $cheme to
o i quit the island by night, with a yacht arranged to take them to
* L x a waiting German submarine. Findley's fictional Sicr Harry
. L stumbles upon the plan quite by accident and is outraged, as
~Book 2.7+ ¢ T R TP befits any man who in real life had donated several Spitfires
83.95 i L S toward the Battle of Britain. In Findley's version, the Cana-
. . . i o dian milllonaire becomes an obstacle between the Duchess and
oG - ' i her ambitions, and his murder takes on new implications.
A N Suspicions concerning Wallis Simpson’s motives are not
e b new: ““You can get any amount of stuff on her and her connec-
£y S s tions at the time,’’ says Findley, But it is daring jn the extreme
R T to come out publicly with such a theory when the principal
character is alive — though said to be barely — and in seclu-
o sion near Paris. For this reason, undoubtedly, publication of
o Famous Last Words has heen delayed in Great Britain *“for the
. time being’* — a convenient enphemism for whatever remains
.. of the Duchess’s controversial life.
s Whether the concern is lawsuits or, just as [likely, royal
family disapproval, the delay may be keeping Findley froin his
most lucrative market. His previous novel, The Wars, was well
received in England, and Famous Last Words showed every
sign of doing even better. Canadian sales were in the clear best-
seller range, and reviews mostly good. In the United States,
where the hardcover edition is currently on sale, reviews in the
y e e R New York Times, Newsweek, Time, and the Boston Globe
- Tt m s s e T e have been **unbelievable and gratifying,’” says Findley.
Shonld the British publishers continue to delay, much of the
book’s momentum might be lost.

‘Whether the Duchess of Windsor even knows about Femous
Last Words no one can be sure. The family of Sir Harry Oakes
does, but has not bothered even to purchase a copy of it. They
know only too well that the stories will not end there. Tke Life

_and Death of Sir Harry Onkes pave way to King’s X, which
stepped aside for Famous Last Words, which will be replaced
by whatever James Leasor chooses to write about the affair.

Fiction or non-fiction, the family is barely interested. Com-
plaining, they feel, will only interest more people in a story
that family members wish would go away. “I don't pay too
much attention to the stories," says Harry Oakes. *“There’s 50
much literature around that I can’t contribute to it.” Besides,
the family has had more than its share of other troubles. The

- young daughter who stood so faithfully by de Marigny .

A throughount the hideous trial was later divorced from him; two

- . Robert Jay Lifton sons died tragically at young ages; a car accident near Nassau
and Richard Falk last year severely injured another daughter only months after
Paperback S7.83 Sir Hamry's widow died. **'The family,” says James Leasor,

. 1
R

&<, 'lm d.!"
'ﬁh [%@HEEHEE‘\%?DB%E};M Eﬂﬁ@ﬂ.ﬁ\dg ]] : s;i?asa fﬁ?d&:;;s;r:om;pati%n \l:'_ith anosl!:lerH conceg;,kthe
The Politie _E’ﬁ]ﬁﬂ SS‘?@ .- Jﬂ@ﬁ spread o as'ci§m, that :oug"t im to ir Harry Oakes.
Gase Ansinst Nuclsarism the mcaning Of Iscism b a0 arca  henenobody Has et 100k

ed for it, among the artists and high-livers — rather than
where everyone else had looked, among the low life and the
monsters, and then dismissing it as the work of monsters — I
found it among humans who are simply attracted by the glit-

A psychological, political and practical
understanding of the nuclear arms race.

LS Direciorder io: o :
JEARTn _ - ter. Then you are walking into the dwelling place of the human
&5 ot GBEG Ehnterprises %&gﬁ;ﬁﬁﬁﬁ_ race, real people whose needs are human, and it is also here.

k- id Agincourt, Ontario M15 8C7 “You have to tamper, don't you see. The fascination is

there. . . . How do you ignore Sir Harry Oakes?** [J
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FEATURE REWEW

Wheels W]l’fzhm wheels

Graeme Gibson’s third novel celebrates the
romance of the machine, but ultimately it is nature
that conquers with a random ferocity

Perpetual Riotion, by Graeme Gib-
son, McClelland & Stewart, 283 pages,
$16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 3291 9).

BELIEVE 1T OR NOT, it's been 13 years
since the publication of Graeme
Gibson’s much-praised Five Legs, and
more than a decade since the appearance
of his second wotk, Communion. Yet
both novels remain in print, a credit to
his continuing appeal in this country as a
fine literary craftsman. That Gibson's
novels last has as much to do with the
power of his materials as with his gifts as
a styvlist. Of course, a gap of some 11
years between novels can be misleading;
those of us who have continued to read
his travel pieces and interviews know
that Gibson has not been in hermetic
retreat. For several years he has been at
worl: on a single novel, now at lasi
delivered up, bound-over, intact — and
an astonishing work it is.

While Pzrpetual Motion i, like Com-
sunion, a novel of unhinging obsession
and mania, the range and complexity of
jts components reflect a more ambitions
direction for Gibson: one in which the
earlier narrow dreads have exploded into
multiple interlocking patterns, an entire
scale of peculiar, dazzling resonances
with something of the focal effect, as
Conrad called it, of looking through the
eveglass of “a damaged kaleidoscope.™

In its bare bones (and bones, as a mat-
ter of Fact, are important inn this book},
Perpernal Motion is a form of historical
novel. The story begins in 1860 when
Ruobert Fraser — a settler farming north
of Toronto near a place called, appro-
priately, Mad River — discovers beneath
his plough *“‘an intricate and marvellous
cape of bones,” the skeleton of a great
mastodon. Entrepreneurs ullimately
convince Fraser to exhibit his find, and
in 1365 we find Fraser in mid-19th-
century Toronto, a city of public hang-
ings, brick: mansions on Jarvis and Sher-
bourne, rail yards and wharfs, teeming
varnival grounds, brothels, and a tavern
called the Frozen Ocean where men
debate the hot political and scientific
issues of the day. It is here that Fraser

By LAWRENCE GARBER

and others discourse ai length on his
life’s obsession, the invention of a
perpetual motion machine, the search
for ““an essential core, some class of
rejuvenating centre.” In effect, Pro-

- press’s version of the Holy Grail. To

construct an endlessly self-generating
complex, a great machine in perpefuum
mobile, would not only serve the great
cause of Progress but would, of course,
confer a degree of immortality upon in-
ventor and invention. (**There’s a great
future in perpetual motion,” remarks
Fraser, with nice unwitting irony.) In a
novel where the ravages of time and
nature are sometimes cruelly evidenced,
and where the antediluvian vies with the

Graeme Gibson

new, such a paradox Is both stunning in _

its coneception and central to the work.
Part three brings us to 1876, with
Fraser working with renewed intensity
on his great project, ‘“‘a man failing
among his machines,”” while his farm
and family suffer neglect and estrange-
ment. The passage of years is no longer
marked *“by the seasons, the growth of
his children or the inevitable decay of his
own body . . . but by the discovery and
acquisition of essential components,’
by the very advances and failures of his
machine, housed in separate quarters,
comprising a hot-house life within that
other life he leads. By 1878, however,
Fraser is a rich man; not from his great
invention (which still resists solution)
but, ironically, through his clever deal-

ings as supplier to hunters and in real
estate, He has become unexpectedly a
modern man of property and enterprise,
thriving in an emergent, upwardly
mobile society where progress and
wealth involve knowing that the new
railway will include Mad River in its
Toute.

Still, the primary obsession grates and
consumes until Fraser, in an explosive
finale, displays the Great Machine at last
to a crowd gathered like *‘pilgrims to a
holy place,” smelling “‘progress, the
elixir of growth.”” This machine, meant
to set into perpetual motion a model of
the solar system, a giant orrery that
“would move in miniature grandeur,
their orbits mirrors of the originals,”
represents Fraser's climacteric, and an
icon out of Poe or Hawthorne in which
man, in his manic, insular quest to
imitate the Creator, wills some terrible
incarnation of the universe:

Progress as the result of some rational

design . .*. . For what are machines

...but a concentration of power

. . power entrapped, enslaved, lo
simplify and enrich the labours of man.

If Perpetual Motion were no more
than the sum of its narrative, it would be
fascinating enough. But Gibson has
built into the weave of the novel a vast
confederation of images and juxtaposi-
tions that constantly push the reader
into confrontations with vast cosmic
exempla that come close {o mirroring
Fraser’s own raging elementalism.

Consider the concept of perpetual
motion itself. Well before we conceive
of it as an attribute of the Great
Machine, the bush and forest and sky
are seen to be teeming with living blood-
motion. After discovering his mastodon
skeleton, Fraser imagines it as a great
construct, ““a great beast moving frresis-
tibly, bulling its way in the forest, the
angular ribs, each separate vertebra in a
line . .. rising on massive legs.” In-
deed, the novel itself begins with
“rushing wings,"” and while he digs for
the prehistoric bones “*‘a straggle of wild
pigeons shool low over his feld.”
Especially in these early pages — but in
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WORMEN AND CHILDREN
FIRST
A Prov

reaative Lesk At Medam
Conaglon Womoen At Werk end
At Hemo

iMichela Landsberg

This is the first book on feminism
and the family vaitten by a Cana-
dian for a popular audience. The
avard+winning columnist glves us
her wise and hopeful views on a
variety of subjecis — men, Super-
woman, childbirth, telavlslon, and
famlly rituals — all in her humorous
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ALICE
MUNRO ~

The Maons of Jupiter

TR AMATIC

THE RIOONS OF JUPITER
Alice Munro ;

A new collection of twelve short
stories from one of Canada's most
raspected authors highlights the

adventures of disparate women.

Themes ranging from a
14-yoar-old's encounters with sur-
prisingly complex countryfolk to
the small triumphs of a retirement-
home resident, reveal Munro at her
best.
October $17,95
A Book of tha Month Club Canada
Selection

THE BDREAR] OF NATION
A Saglal snd Intellectual
History of Quehze

Susan Mann Trofimenikoff

The first one volume synthesis of
Quebec history In English. This en-
tertaining and informative overview
blenda the author’s own interpretiva
view of Quebec hlsto;y vith recent
studies Inurban, wwomen'aand labour
history to pertray the social and
nationallst expressions of French

DRARIATIC W.O. MITCHELL
W.0. Mitcheli

Five plays, Back to Beulah, The
Black Bonspiel of Wullle McCrim-
mon, The Kite, The Devil's insiru-
ment and For Those In Perll On The
Sea, have proved as popular with
audlences as Mitchell's novals
have with readers. Each play has a
speclal introduction by the author,
a description of the cast, and a fully
explanatory stage setting. All of the
plays bear the distinctive stamp of

and readable style. Canadians from the 1500s to the the inimitable W.0. Mitchell -

ilovembear $19.95 1980 referendum. delightful reading.

A Literary Guild Canada Selection November 92265 Octobar $19.95

Available at bookstores across Canada. Macmillan of Canada
A Division of Gage Publishing
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fact throuchout the novel — the natural
world is a world of perpetual motion,
shimmering unrest and flux, a cadence
of living things in continuous flight and
prowl: hens peck, sows jerk, donkeys
Lick, swallows chitter, the labours of
men and women are constantly being
punctuated by wheeling, soaring birds,
or animals roaming the bush. In the
areat chain of being there are also the
pump, bellows. and circulating waters of
the human body — a perpetual motion
machine if ever there was one. A
woman’s triceps are seen ‘‘flapping like
turkey wattles,”” and Fraser's wife Mary
tmages him as a construction

crammed with interlocking wheels and

pendulums , . . full of restless hunger,

each bit lacked into the next with the
whole being driven by a heresiarchal
nucd.

The seasonal cycles, too, continue “‘as
if the earth itself were caught, mechan-
fcally repeating the same event again and
avam." From Fraser’s wife, who gives
birth to six children, to friend Will
Casey's unaligned right eye that swivels
and dart; beyond his control, the novel
is inandated by this great polyphony of
living, instant motion. (This sense of
cndless sway and turnover, by the way,
is powerfully captured by Gibson's
broad use of the present participle, the
essential form to suggest the immediacy
of things in fiux.)) So it is one of
Gibson’s neatest paradoxes thas amidst
this evidence of self-generating life,
Frascr Jabours obliviously on his Great
Alachine, an imitation at best of that
working nature that surrounds him and,
nicest touch of all, finally makes him
rich.

But the romance of the machine is
poverful. Mcn speak in awe of the
lesendary constructs of those addicted
to the scarch for its perfection. Fraser
has made wooden *‘wind animals’’
v:hose hinged joints shudder and wheel;
there are tales concerning the Volitalc
Belt, the Eagle Steam Washer, the Gor-
ton Bojler, Norman’s Electro-Curative
Bathi, Albert Magnus’s Robot, Ori-
fycus's Great Wheel, Vaucanson’s
Mechanical Duck, Maetzel's Panhar-
monicon. *“the liberating inventions of
the astrolabe, the sextant and the
quadrant.” But, except for Orffyeus’s
parhaps mythical wheel, these machines
depend wpon steam, water, wind, or
clockworl: to perpetuate their motion. It
is the mysterious *‘rejuvenating centre,*”
a manufactured version of natural
forces, that must be found, that is the
Ley to ihat motion which is self-
conducting, scli-perpetuating.

Mot sarprisingly, such a machine is
projected as an exploiter, antagonist,
ond improvement of nature. Professor
Carruthers, another secker afler the

" mERmEAaTs SR O T mEss R TEm—m e o m  m

mystery, “‘despised wilderness, all empty
places,” and his own imperfect machine
**sprawled serene and immuiable, freed
by intelligence from all the woes and
joys that burden and exhaust the human
body." ““The brain,”* we are told, ‘““is a
complicated bit of biological machinery
. . . [but] it has its limits.*” Carruthers’s
agent, Hackett, states that *“if Nature
was to be truly conquered then Nature’s
own Force, her Secret Vitality, must be
used against her.”

And yet in Gibson’s universe of
opposing forces, it is nature and instinct
that conquer with a random ferocity.
While Frascr literally inhabits his Great
Machine as if it were the extension of his
own sinews and blood, his wife Mary
identifies with the more powerfully
evocative Great Tree that stands in front
of their house ““as if the rhythm of her
own body breathed there against the
sky. . . her brain , .. branching into
twigs and shoots.’” Their first-born son
Angus, lost for days in the frozen bush
and discovered safe in the cave of a bear,
later becomes a wild man, living among
animals, sharing their language and
habits, despising the ways of his father.
Great flights of wild pigeons devastate
the land. Will Casey, freezing to death in

. the bush, slaughters his horse, carves

open its belly and places his infant
daughter in the warm, redemptive blood
where she is- discovered safe the next
day. A condemned Finn, dropping on
the gallows, struggles vainly to defy
gravity by catching his foot on the trap.
The bones of the mastodon defy time as
no machine yet can; and other bones are
sighted, the set of strange “‘rat’s™’ teeth
with which Angus is’ born, Hackett’s
great_conical skull, the yellow ancient
bone that Fraser places in his orrery to
orbilt among his metallic planets. This
ferocious triumph and insurgency of the
natural order also extends to examples
of mutilation and ‘natural freakishness
— two-headed calves, wind-bloated
bulls, Siamese twins, Angus's mantle of
fur — terrible prodigies of nature set
against the -dream of a manufactured
perfection.

But Gibson's extraordinary novel is
not simply arranged around the great
dichotomies: Progress/History, City/
Country, Machine/Nature, Civilization/
Wilderness. For while Perpetual Motion
is, in part, about the preoccupations of
the 19th-century mind, it is by no means
an Imitation of a 19th-century novel. All
of these big Issues and conflicts seem to
be refracted through the dementia of
people caught in the traps of their
singularizing obsessions, the claustro-
phobic loops of mania and compuision.
In this sense, it is our modern view of
such dichotomies that informs the novel
and focuses its materials, Even the

URBAN ROMANTIC

A 30-year
retrospective of
the works of
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hallov.ed terminology attached to events
springs from the myth-making of its par-
ticipants: the Great Exhibition, the
Great Hunt, the Great Machine —
dreams of fame of a century before.
Yer Perperual Motion is a morose
novel. There is a sombre density of
mood (reflecting Fraser’s own) that
weighs upon the book and is rarely
lichtened or relieved. Even the
humorous anecdotes that come our way
are often freighted with grimness and
malevolence. And loose ends remain,
situations that have been set up are left
unresolved: the ultimate Fate of Angus,
the nature of Will Casey’s daughter,
vho is raised by the Frasers, the relation-
ship of Tom Gilpin and Alice Fraser —

the child most like Fraser himself. In a
novel concenirated in obsessional drives,
such materjals must, I suppose, be
pushed tothe periphery: since personal
-integration and sane domestic
possibilities are on the outlands of the
crucial cenire, while ‘‘brute single-
mindedness’’ dominates and obscures.
Still, one wonders.

Countering the sometimes oppressive
heaviness of its mood, though, the novel
has surprising Jift, a stylistic buoyancy.
Especially in his extensive description of
wildlife, and ip particular bird lore,
Gibson's prose achieves a remarkable
fluency and momentum, a kind of
perpetual motion in itself.

Nor does Gibson’s rendering of the

\

19th-century scene seem at all stilted in
its details, or mere showcasing. A few
years ago Thomas Gavin published a
novel called Kingkill, an interesting fic-
- tional account of the man hidden inside
Maetzel’s chess-player avtomaton. Yet
for all its expositional detail on the Iore
of the great clockwork mechine and
descriptions of 19th-century American
cities, Gavin’s novel was characterized
by an archival mustiness, the smell of the
library, of research imperfectly digested.
Gibson is never guilty of this. While he
gives us some great set pieces anchored
in research, he has integrated all of his
materials into an intricately dramatized,
scamless whole. In this, as in other ways,
Perpetual Motion is his finest work. ]
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Hugh Hood’s new novel is a study in
conflict, between real events vividly recalled
- and pallid, second-hand knowledgé

Bloel: ond White Keys, by Hugh
Hood, ECW Press, 304 pages, $17.95
vloth (ISBM O 920802 35 4) and $8.95

paper (ISBIN 0 920802 370). -

WHEM MAY-BETH CODRINGTON, in A New
Athens, said to Matthew Goderich “Of
course the true subject for the painter is
the soul’s voyage in the companionship
of Jesus and the angels,”” the voice was
also the voice of Hugh Hood, stating
what is to him the true subject for the
novelist. With Black and White Keys his
cycle The New Age brings to the centre
of the stage an aspect of that voyage that
lurked on the periphery in its three
predecessors: the fact of evil.

The Swing in the Garden recounted
Matt Goderich’s generally happy
childhood in the 1930s. It’s a sunny
book, climaxing with the glorious sum-
mer of 1939 (when it rained only on
weekends). But then came the fall, and
Heod raised the obvious pun to the
dignity of metaphor when after sum-
marizing the events of that autumn he
ended the book with the words: *“It
made for a long fall.”

This idea of the fall recurs. Reservoir
Ravine has a double ending: in October,
1979, as liatt revisits the scenes of his

12 Bools in Conada, November, 1982

By ILM. OWEN

infancy, sad and solitary for reasons we
have yet to learn; and with the Crash of
October, 1929, followed by the ominous
spring of 1930, when Sam Aaronsohn,
the QGerman-Jewish friend of Matt's
parents, is writing to them about the rise
of the Nazis and the threatened collapse
of the Weimar Republic.

Bluck and White Keys, part four of 4
New Age, begins in another autumn
{though, as the scene is Outavwa, it’s
winter already), when evil i5 clearly in

“the ascendant: November, 1941. Matt

Goderich’s father Andrew, a pacifist
philosopher who resigned his university
post on principle a few years earlier, is
being recruited for a network based in
Switzérland and run by Sam Aaronsohn
that is organizing escapes from the con-
centration camps in western Germany.
Andrew’s specific mission is to help
bring Georg Mandel, an eminent
German philosopher, out of Dachay so
that he can tell the world about what is
happening in the concentration camps.
The escape is achieved. Mandel,
already nearly dead from experiments
done on him in aid of cold-weather
military medical research, is smuggled
out of Dachau in a cartload of corpses,
and with great difficulty taken into

Switzerland, where he dies at last with-
out having been able to give his test-
imony. Andrew stays on to continue the
work, with little success; on his final trip
into Germany, It August, 1943, he finds
that his network is destroyed. He
remains in Switzerland till the end of the
war, writing a book on genocide, Sin
Quantifted, for which he receives the
Nobel Peace Prize for 1950. .

Black and White Keys consists of five
long chapters, and this story — the
Black Keys — occupies the three odd-
pumbered ones. The other two (G
natural and A natural, I guess) contain
Matt’s story of his [ife as a schoolboy in
wartime Toronto, a continvation of The
Swing in the Garden. The contrast is
sharp and effective. Inmocence - still
prevails in Toronto; evil is represented
by Raymond Massey playing Gestapo or
SS officers in the movies (*‘the Nazis
had the best uniforms*’) or, a little later,
by the Masked Marvel, the victorious
villain of countless wrestling matches at
Maple Leaf Gardens, who when finally
defeated and unmasked was revealed as
“‘none other than . . . Freddie ‘King
Kong® Cox of Cleveland, Ohio”
{**‘*King Kong’ Who?"").

The movies, wrestling, pop culture
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penerally, constitute one of Hugh
Hcod's filds of special expertise, and
there"s a speeial joy in seeing him run on
about it. Owing to a blind spot (deaf
spot?) I have never in my life responded

to his principal hero, Bing Crosby (or to -

the others — Frank Sinatra, Perry
Como, and I5 more, all to be found
listed on page 212), but I do respond to
the informed enthusiasm of his writing
on the subject: ““while Crosby and
Siratra phrased more subtly than Como,

. « only Cono understood how to pro-
duce the voice in such a way as to
praserve tonal purity, and the health of
the instrwnent itsclf. . . . There was a
period around 1944 when Bing Crosby
was having difficulty of some kind with
his voice, perhaps a series of bronchial
problems. He vas unable to produce his
customary hich notes, and the voice
would not *speak’ readily. Then in the
Tater stazcs of his career the middle of
the voice roughened; a few new tones
appzared at the bottom of his range, of
poveerful erpressiveness and sonority,
and surprisingly some of the high notes
rezppearcd. At the time of his death,
Bing Crosby was singing better than he
had for many years. . . . ** Here's a man
v-ho l:nows what he's talking about, and
loves what he Lnows.

Matt Goderich tries to be a crooner
him:0If, with disastrous results that
mizht have been predicted from his
earlier failure to be a pianist, “The black
and white l:eys stayed separated.”” As do
the metsphorical black and white keys
of this book. The Miatt Goderich
chapters are illuminated with the same
quality as Fhe Swing in the Garden and
A New Arliens — the magic touch that
tronsmutss temembered experience into
art. That's where Hood's genins lies.
The Andrey: Goderich chapters suffer,
cvin mora than Reservior Ravine did,
from being baced on second-hand know-
Iedge. The events are strong, but the tell-
in2 fails 1o grip, in spite of memorable
seenzs of homror and some of beauty.
Tension foes limp as characters expound
the sitvation to each other in heavy
editoralizing dialogue, rather as in
Hugh MzcLennan’s Return of the
Sphinx, And Andrew’s lively personality
has turned pallid and dull,

Hood introduces real people into the
croup organizina the escapes, drawn
from the Lrovn members of the Ger-
man conspiracies against Hitler, notably
Count Albrecht von Bernstorff, Hans-
Bernd Gi-evivs, and — never appearing
but giving direction from afar — that
ambiguous figure Admiral Canaris, the
Lizad of the Abwehr. Subject to correc-
tion {in case Hood has read more recent
authorities than I have), I deeply doubt
whether the officers who Lept mounting
those unsuccessful plots against Hitler

s e e ——
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from 1938 on took much interest in mat-
ters like the concentration camps. They
had made it possible for Hitler to take
supreme power because he offered them
job security. Then, when they saw him
losing a war for them, they sought to kill
him; but first they wanted assurance that
the Allies would deal with a post-Nazi
government, and not insist on uncondi-
tional surrender. That was why the ex-
Gestapo man Gisevins was planted in
Zurich as vice-consul, to negotiate with
Allen Dulles, who also appears in this
book. I find it hard to believe that
Gisevius or his masters lost much sieep
over the concentration camps. I know
there’s one crumb of evidence, also
referred to here: a Munich businessman
who was an agent of the Abwebr was
arrested in 1942 for smupgling foreign
currency across the Swiss border, and it
did turn out that he had previously taken
money to Jewish refugees. Bui when he
broke down and told the Gestapo what
he knew the information seems to have
been all abont the plotters against
Hitler, not about escapes from Dachau.
I think there's a failure of historical
imagination here. Contrast the much
subtler treatment of Germany in the
same period in MacLennan's Voices in

Time, in which Canaris is a major
figure.

In the Balfour debaie in Reservoir
Ravine a speaker said: ““Are we to
ignore the claims of Jewry because the
Holy Land isnt in Manitoba or Québec?
I say to you that the Holy Land /s in
Manitoba and Québec, and it is the
other way round too.”* (The speaker was
unnamed, but described as 2 young
history lecturer with a *‘characteristic
lisp”’ and **easy charm® — in fact L.B.
Pearson. However, in this book he has
acquired the name of Charlic Pope.)
This statement — whose slight ungain-
[iness is a strength, somehow — echoes
through this book and provides its over-

riding theme: the nature of Zionism and
its significance especially for Gentiles.
Hood concludes with an appendix con-
taining Andrew Goderich’s Nobel accep-
tance speech, in which he pleads for a
bicultural and binational state in
Palestine, on the model of Canada.
Hopelessly unrealistic, of course. But
look where realism has brought us. O

Letter to e sy

" AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Fitzhenry & Whiteside

$21.95
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Heavywelght titles
An art book that doesn’t show the artist at work is

like a drafty museum — of little use to the
enthusiast and inhospitable to the general reader

OF THIS SEASON'S bloom of art and gift
boolis, Thristopher Pratt, by David P.
Silcox and Merike Weiler (Prentice
Hall/Iley-Porter, $60.00) is probably the
most satisfactory or — to put it more
realistically — the least irritating. A
trade version of the thousand-dollar
Quintus Press edition of a couple of
years ago, this handsomely made volume
reproduces all of the importanl paint-
ings by the enigmatic Newfoundlander,
and doss so with such fidelity (and on
such heavy, glamorous paper) that they
actually maintain something of the
lonely, evacuated airlessness that lends
Pratt's pictures their authority as
engines of mystery and meditation.

One of the pleasant surprises of the
bool is the inclusion in it of many of the
preliminary studies and working draw-
ings for Pratt’s major paintings. An
important function of a book like this
(and how many are there, after all?) isto
allow us, if possible, a glimpse of the
artist at worl:, the artist in the process of
being what he is. Otherwise, art books
turn into drafty museums of little use to
the enthusiast and inhospitable to the
ceneral reader. Christopher Prait is,
vrith all its slickness and even glibness, a
genuine attempt to show what Pratt
reafly is like and what his pictures are
about.

Silcox’s preliminary essay (““Night
Windovw is too Gothic a title for such
amiable chit-chat) is breezy and infor-
mative and not so gauchely written as his
text for The Silence and the Storm, the
Tom Thomson book he did a few years
ago with Harold Town, though he is still
capable of such infelicities as: “Pratt
approaches the business of sailing with
the single-mindedness of the returning
galmon.” Nerike Weiler’s conversa-
tional afterword (“Reflections™) is a
watervy biographical meander with the
artist that refuses to ask the hard ques-
tons. (It is remarkable, is it not, how Li¢-
tle you have to do to garner co-author-
ship?) All in all, however, the book is
earnest and honest (as far as it goes) and
attractive to hold and look at.

14 Books in Canada, November, 1982

By GARY MICHAEL DAULT

Not quite 50 much can be said for the
even more lavish and expensive The
Canadian Earth: Landseape Paintings
by the Group of Sevem (Cerebrus/
Prentice-Hall, $75.00), by Roger Boulet
with Paul Duval (who did the potted
biographies) and A.J. Casson (whodida
foreword full of the reguisite special
pleading). This leaden slab of a book is
awash in the typographical cartouches
and filigrees so favoured by Cerebrus
(there are even decorative twiddly-bits
surrounding the page numbers) and
aflame with' the blazing colour that is
sometimes the work of our over-
heralded Group and sometimes the work
of colour-printers seized with messianic
zeal,

The ‘book is divided into sections
devoted to each of the Group’s mem-
bers, each section featuring (for some
reason) 11 paintings, except for Franz
Johnston (who only gets to show five
because he wasn’t very good) and Fred
Varley (who only gets to show five
because, well, he was mostly a portrait
painter, I guess). Boulet’s text is flat-
footed in tone and boy-scoutish in its
unthinking enthusiasm. (The text is
divided into such sections as “‘Blazing
Trails’ and ““Algonquin Days.”’) The
paintings are big and pleasant enough to
look at, if a bit over-familiar.

What is really needed (though not
until a few seasons hence) is an honest,
unsentimental, well-researched study of
the Group, their reputations, the real
nature of their meaning to us as Cana-
dians. Something sinewy and critical.
Until then, glamour presses like
Cerebrus will continue, I suppose, to
grind out these big, graceless celebra-
tions that cost too much and tell us too
Little. )

Joe C.W. Armstrong's From Sea
Unto Sea: Art and Discovery Maps of
Canada (Fleet Books/Lester & Orpen
Dennys, $39.95 until December 31,
$45.00 thereafter) is an exciting collec-
tion of 38 early maps, exceedingly well
reproduced, shored up by the vivid prose
of a man whose entire life revolves

around the tracking down and bagging
of these beautiful and strange graphic
episodes in the burgeoning understand-
ing of our country.

A passionate enthusiast, Armstrong
writes about his maps with something
approaching genuine fervour — leavened
with wit and a not indonsiderable
amount of learning. (*‘This map is all
artwork. No navigator could rely on this
delightful cartography. The work is really
a giant cartouche, a huge baroque Ger-
manic extravaganza disguised in the
French langnage to give it an air of
authenticity. . . .”") Amusing for the
specialist and fun, too, for the novice,
From Sea Unto Sea has a hectic glamour
and light-hearted scholarship that suc-
ceed in conveying to any reader the
author’s deep and expansive pleasure in
maps and map-makers. Armstrong’s joy
is infectious. And delightful.

Also delightful — if not quite so mer-
curial — is Glass in Canada: The First
Hundred Years (Methuen, $39.95), by
Canada's top glass specialist, Gerald
Stevens. Completed after Stevens’s
death last year by his two student-
protegés, Ralph Hedlin and Heidi
Redekop, Glass in Canada is Stevens's
summary statement about, and
catalogue to, all the types of glass that
he has proven to be of Canadian origin.

Basically an annotated photographic
gallery of everything from paperweights
and lamps to gobléts, plates, pitchers,
and servers, the book settles down to be
a highly usable guide to glass pattemns,
types, styles, and places of origin. Ii
traces Stevens’s great coups in glass
scholarship: his discovery in 1953 of the
Mallorytown Glass Works; his laborious
matching of patiently excavated glass
shards to previously uncatalogued pat-
terns of the early Canadian glass manu-
facturers; his heavily researched inter-
views with old-timers from the glass
business. (It is no small achievement
these days to conduct and publish an
interview that is actually prickly with
historical importance.) It's a book to
keep in your car — so you can look up
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the things you see in wayside antique
stores and at flea markets,

Another of the season’s genuinely
substantial studies is Iron: Cast and
“Wrought Iron in Canada from the
Seventeenih Century to the Present, by
architectural historians Eric Arthur and
Thomas Ritchie (University of Toronto
Press, $35.00. A carefully written his-
tory of iron as a substance and ulti-
mately as an idea, from traces the
chemical and then the social and
aesthetic history of this soft and stolid
metal from which we have molded and
beaten everything from stoves to
weathervanes, manhole covers to foun-
tains, pates and railings to the
locomotives that pulled the ¢ars that ran
on the rails that opened up the country,

Because iron is as malleable as it is, it
is workable in ways that are surprising
for such a heavy, sublunary substance.
Arthur and Ritchie discuss some truly
breathtaking manifestations of delicacy
in ironwork and re-examine the artistry
of the engineers, architects, and crafis-
man who made 19th-century Canada a
showcase for the authoritative black
filigree that we now think of as
synonymous with Victorian elegance.
The bool: is generous with illustrations,
and many of them are astonishing.

Also authoritative is Robert W. Pass-
ficld’s Enilding the Rideau Caidal: A
Pictorial History (Fitzhenry & White-
side/Parl:s Canada, $24.95), a modest
and rather charming celebration of this
vear’s 150th anniversary of the building
of Colonel John By’s famous and con-
troversial inland waterway. The book
proceeds historically and by means of
delichtful contemporary watercolours
down the Rideau from Ottawa to King-
ston, Ont. The text is detailed and hard-
working and full of the minutiae of
canal-building. (Who knew it was such a
demanding business?) The illustrations
(46 in colour, 27 in black and white) are
beguiling — though smaller than one
would have liked. Basically a good solid
job.

Speaking of beguiling leads us to the
boolis whose only purpose is to be pretty
for the holidays. There is a great slew of
them, and I'll take a glancing blow at as
snany as [ can manage.

First, a couple of surprises within the
genre. A Bosket of Apples: Recollee-
tiens of Historic Nova Scotia, by Harry
Bruce with photographs by Chic Harris
{Oxford, $14.95), turns out to be more
than just another collection of searing
colour photographs with a symbolic
drizzle of text by somebody or other.
Harris is a good photographer. Not
great, but good. He sees things from
sometimes surprising angles. He doesn’t
scream at vou. He's gentle. And Bruce,
of course, can write. (*‘Since lobsters are

I:‘é"g

Rey E@@i@ iotight, and
shiot thelr way across
Eth@e Canadiamn froniier.
Thelr nanies Were
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Two spirited women brave e
every danger as they head west to fulﬁll
their dream of a new life in this action-packed

novel, by the award winning author of DREAMSPEAKER.
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BookNews: an advertising feature

FitzGerald as
Printmaker

‘ HELEN COY

The complete prints of
L. LeXoine FitzGerald,
beautifully reproduced,
most in actual size,
with a lively and auth-
oritative commentary.
152 illus, 9x12, 128 pp
530 hb, 515.50 pb.

The University
of Manitoba
Press

Dy tnbated byr
Unaver: uy of Toronto
Y

Problemis | U |
Preseted | I A
by Aleohalic | ¢ - /
Glients L
—A Handbook )

of Counseling Strategies ™ j

Anyone counseling alcoholics on & continuing
basis will welcome these workable answers
to most of the recurring problems that hinder
successful treatment.

Paperbound, 131 pp., ISBN 0-88868-050a $9.95

Marketing Servicos, Pept. Q .
Addiction Research Foundation
a3 Russell 5t., Toronto, Canada NSS 251

KICKING AGAINST THE
PRICKS

JOHN METCALF

A devastating exposé of the ignorance
and back-biting characteristic of the book-
reviewing and literary community in
Canada. Outrageous, cutting, and informed
satire.

ECW PRESS

{58, The Leters of
X ~Gustave Flaibert, 1857-1880

Selected, edited, and translated by
Francis Steegmuller,
Winner of the 1982 Gold Medal for Biography,
American Academy and Institute of Arts & Letters

‘These magnificent fetters, together with Yolume one,
provide an engrossing portrait of the grand master of the
modern novel. The first volume won an American Book
Award for Translation, and garnered widespread acclaim.
Belhnap Tlustrated

Harvard University Press
70 Garden Street, Cambridge, Mass. 02138
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ROB WILSOXN
TRAVELIN LIGHT ESCAPE FROM
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Charsacler studies of Rob Wilson
unusval people. Will Canada’s PM survive
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160 pp. 6 x 9 §9.95 paper  ISBN 0-88924-122-8
192 pp. 6 x 9 $9.95 paper
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A FIDDLER'S CHOICE: MEMOIRS
1938 to 1280 ;

By Harry Adaskin

Starting vehers A Fodlers biadd left
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among the world’s most expensive
gustatory indulgences, older Nova Sco-
tians enjoy recalling when they were so
tiresomely plentiful that farmer-
fishermen dumped them on their fields
as fertilizer. . . ."*) Together they have
made an attractive little book that has
genuine warmth and charm. Mot a mean
accomplishment.

Also surprising in their wit and verve
within this usually lacklustre genre are a
couple of new books from Altitude Pub-
lishing, an enterprising press from
Banff, Alta. Altitude’s book, Rockles
{515.95), by Carole Harmon (who took
the photographs) and Stephen Huich-
ings (who wrote the two-page intro-
duction), is squarely within the dumb
book category. Rockies — not ‘‘the”
Rockies, just Rockies — is pretty pic-
tures of peaks and valleys, gorges and
clacters, all just what you'd expect.
Mothing wrong with it, exactly. But
nothing distinpuished either.

What a surprise, then, to pick up
Altitude’s Lalke Louise: A Diamond in
the Wilderness (519.95), by Jon Whyte
and the aforementioned Carole Harmon
(who here has merely “‘compiled and
edited"” the photographs), and find a
funny, touching, and exciting history of
this jewel among the mountains, this
“IHagara Falls without a Blondin,
Times Square without pornography, San
Francisco Bay without a Golden Gate.”
Here, in the first national park in
Canada {created by John A. Macdonald
in 1535), we see, because of the lavish
and intelligent use of the sometimes
wonderfully bizarre archival photo-
graphs, Lake Louise as the first visitors
saw it, as Sir John A.’s wife saw it when
she rode in on her train’s cow-catcher, as
Van Horne saw it when he erected its
first hote] (*‘Since we can’t export the
scenery, we’ll have to import the
tourists’), as Lawren Harris saw it (he
couldn®t look up at Mt. Lefroy without
seeing “‘two damned poached eggs on
the top of the cliff*). It's fun to read
about John Barrymore trying to make
Ernst Lubitsch's Eternal Love at Lake
Louise in 1928, about Randolph Scott
making Canadian Pacific there 20 years
later. It's fun to look at the old
postcards and the members of the
Chateau Lake Louise Orchestra stiffly
posed in 1930 along the shore with their
instruments. There’s even the sheet
music for Mort Greene and Harry
Revel’s snappy little song from The
Muvor of Forry-Fourth Street, **When
There’s a Breeze on Lake Louise.”

The book is legitimate history, and no
mistalie. But it’s the history of a
phenomenon as well as a place, and
therefore an endearing history of hopes
and foibles as well as styles, trends, and
traditions. It is a mode! of the way to

manage books that purport to be a cele-
bration of a particular area of the coun-
try. But I supnpose not just anybody can
whack together a solid, funny, infor-
mative, and meaningful social history.
Altitude’s Rocky Mountain Madness
($16.95), also by Jon Whyte, this time

. with help by Edward Cavell (who chose

the photographs), is a sort of companion
volume to Lake Louise — a playful
homage to the guides, Indians, tourists,
painters, photographers, and other

, characters who lived in the Rockies in

the last century and the early parts of
this one, and who gave the area the kind
of colour nature alone couldn’t provide.
The book is full of an anti¢c and errant
lunacy, and is more fun than Rose Marie
re-cast for the Marx Brothers.

Most of the other pretty books for the
season are not very invigorating. South-
western Omario, with photographs by
John de Visser and a negligible intro-
duction by Orlo Miller {OxFord, 515.95},
is a collection of what are, for the
theatrical de Visser, astonishingly
restrained pictures of the Kitchener-
London-Samia area — with colours
dampened down into something like
those of the real world, Which is a nice
change. De Visser’s pleasant photograph
of the black buggies lined up geometric-
ally around a bright, white Mennonite
church in Waterloo County is almost
art, although the filtered clouds still pop
out at you like cotton candy.

Southwestern Ontario is the last of
Oxford's Regional Portraits of Canada
serles, which comes to a bright, loud,
but somehow dispirting climax with
Canada Const to Coast ($24.95). Here is
the great pan-Canadian synthesis of all
the more discreet books that have gone
before, and (is it the printing?) the result
is fozzy images in sweet-hot acidic col-
ours. The emerald green of the summer
homes at Roches Point on Lake Simcoe
nearly knocks you out of your chair; the
blue saturating Sainte-Marie Among the
Hurons near Midland, Ont., is like an
anaesthetic. The cover is massively unat-
tractive.

What is more attractive — initially, at
least — is Spirit of Place: Lucy Maud
Montgomery and Prince Edward Island,
by Francis W.P, Bolger and photo-
graphers Wayne Barrett and Anne
MacKay (Oxford, $14.95). The trouble
begins when you open this well-made Fit-
tle volume and find that it is nothing but
a clutch of tiny, candy-coloured photo-
graphs set off, I guess you'd say, by
Bolger’s wanton plunderings from
Montgomery's autobiography and let-
ters. Is it necessary to point out that
these snippets are frequently forced into
setvice as captions, and as such sit there
on the page as bits of immovable

-bathos? Why does a publisher bother?

J.M, LEBEIL
ENTERPRISES
LTD o 4 W

1037060 Avenue

Edmonton, Alberta
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GOLD-FEVER TRAIL:

A Klondlke Adventure
Monlca Hughes

Pairicta Peacock illusiraior
Take the colour and excitement of the Klondike Gold
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Remember tha sixties and flowar child-
ren, rivolution, drugs, and communal
Iwmg? S=x, psychedelia, and political
activism were on everyona's mind. This
volatile and exeiting era is the suhject of
Cuttmy Through, Reith Malllard's exqui-
site neww navel of caming of age In

$16.95

Avaifable at better bookstores.
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Lotfi Nancouri, Director-General of the

Opara Company, gives us a

very narsonal and often hilarious insight
Into the world of opera and Its larger-
than-li{a stars.

$ 19,95

Available at better bookstores.

| STODDART

b e el e e T T

Canada: A Landscape Portrait, edited
by J.A. Kraulis with a foreword by
Robert Fulford (Hurtig, $27.50), is 2
collection of 84 artsy colour photos
(with 16 in black and white) of moun-
tains, rows of tulips, impossible sunsets,
reeds reflected in streams, frost on trees.
Pretty and trite.

Canada: A Symphony In Colour —
thé titles get more pathetic as you go
along — with a text by Grace Deutsch
and Avanthia Swan and undistinguished
photographs by photographers who
appear to be anonymous (Collins,
$29,95) is, you will ail be less than over-
joyed to find out, the first of a proposed
series covering British Columbia
(already completed), the Atlantic Pro-
vinces, the Prairies, Ontario, and
Quebec, If Canada: A Symphony in
Colour is any indication of the quality of
the others, the series will have all the
warmth, wit, and physical beauty of the
encyclopedias they sell in groceterias.

One more. The Colour of Canada
(McClelland & Stewart, $12.95), by
Hugh MacLennan, with photographs by
a2 number of well-known colour photo-
graphers (they overlap from book to
book), is the fourth edition of the book
MacLennan wrote in honour of our cen-
tennial year. This new edition reprints
his original, rather endearingly over-
wrought essay and the original photo-
graphs with 30 new ones added. All of
the photos are shrill but not uniformly
hateful — and at $12.95, that is cause

for rejoicing. O

Ordmary
people

By MARIA HORVATH

A Faitly Conventional Woman, by
Carol Shields, Macmillan, 256 pages,

$18.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715 9724 X).
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CAROL SHIELDS BEGAN her writing career
as a poet, and her first three novels
reflect a poetic view, a lyrical perspec-
tive. Two of them, Small Ceremonies
and Happenstance, were especially
notable for their imagery and for
Shields’s skilful handling of the musings
of the main characters. In them Shields
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portrayed suburban life in great detail,
but her descriptions, even of the prosaic,
were almost always fresh and insightful.
And because of their- curiosity and
imagination, her characters were appeal-
ing. Most imporiant, she wrote with a
delicate touch, so lightly that the reader
discovered much more gbout the charac-
ters than the narrators apparently
intended to reveal. Unfortupately A
Fairly Conventional Woman is a weak
successor to her previous accomplish-
menis.

Readers of Shields's novels have
already met the heroine, Brenda
Bowman, wife of the historian Jack
Bowman in Happenstance. We saw her
only briefly before, because she was at a
national crafts convention in Phila-
delphia. In her present novel Shields
seems to have lost command of her char-
acter. In Happenstance, as seen through
her husband’s eyes, Brenda was a
fascinating creature, a prize-winning
quilter, gifted, artistic, still exciting to
her husband after 20 years of faithful
marriage. But in A Fairly Conventional
Woman, which tells her side of the story
of that week-long visit to Philadelphia,
Brenda Is quite an ordinary person. The
title is not ironic.

Brenda’s tale begins the day before
the trip. She goes through all the
motions of everyday life, preparing
breakfast and laying out the table, plan-
ning the drive to the airport, worrying
about her daughter, who’s becoming
overweight.

But there is so much still to do, and she

hasn’t started packing. Two of her

blouses need pressing: the green one, the
one that goes with her suit and with the
pants outfit as well, and the printed one,
which she plans to wear to the final ban-
quet. At 3:15 she is having her hair cut,
tinted, and blown dry at a new place
over on Lake Street which has wicker
baskets and geraniums in the window
and scarlet and silver wallpaper inside.
And if there's time, she wants to make a
casserole or two io leave for Jack and
the children — lasagna maybe, they love
lasagna. Not that they aren’t capable of
looking after themselves; even Rob can
cook easy things — scrambled egps,
hamburgers — and Laurie’s learned to
make a Faitly good Caesar salad.

They're not babies any more, Brenda

says to herself, neither of them.

This unnecessary attention to
minutiae is a problem throughout the -
book. Shields records in meticulons
detail, for example, the chit-chat with
the man in the seat next to Brenda on the
plane:

“Of course, I'm young.” He shot her

a glance which seemed to Brenda to be

partly apologetic, partly sly. ““I've got

lots of time to develop my, you know,
my potential.”
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“Oh yes,” Brenda said. “That's
troe.”
**Hey, [ook out there.”
“Clouds.”
“Pretty, huh?™
llYes.'.

She transeribes in the same manner
the interminably long interview with the
vroman at the desk of the hotel, the pro-
ceadings of the convention’s méetings,
and the small talk at the reception. What
one asks, is the point of all this tedious
detail? Is the author trying to show the
contrast between the banality of real life
and the creative energy of an artist’s
life? Is she telling us that a gifted artist

can also be boring? Shields never makes

this clear.

In her other books, Shields used
dramatic irony to create friction between
the main characters’ knowledge of them-
selves and what her readers learned
about them. In Small Ceremonies, for
exarple, the heroine, a writer of
biographies, slowly and carefully resear-
ched the lives of her subjects. She
studied both the dramatic events and the
commeonplace happenings in their lives.
In the end she pieced together a fascin-
ating picture; there was a sense of dis-
covery and surprise. In a similar way,
and with equal excitement at the dis-
covery, the reader got to kmow the
heroine,

There are no such surprises about
Brenda Bowman in A Fairly Comven-
tional Woman, She is just what she her-
self says she is — ordetly, pood-hearted,
a realist, neither introspective nor
original. The few hints of a more com-
plex character are not followed up:
“YVhat did this mean, this new impa-
tience, this seething reaction to peity
irritations. . . . Part of it, she sensed,
was regret, for lately she had been assail-
ed by a sense of opportunities missed.”
YWe are not told what these opportunities
were, nor the difference that seizing
them might have meant.

Because Prenda is quite predictable,
the tension of the novel’s one significant
encounter quickly dissipates. Will she or
won't she succumb to the temptation of
a brief extra-marital affair at the con-
vention? The reader knows long before
Brenda decides.

In a fer: places Shields writes with the
jmasination of her previous books, as in
her description of how Brenda js in-
spired to design her beantiful quilts:

. « the patterns themselves seemed to
come from some more simplified root
of memory; sometimes they arrived as a
pulsatinx rush when she was pulling
v-eeds in the yard or shovelling snow off
the front walk, but more often they
appeared to her early in the morning
bufore zhe opened her eyes, an entire
desien projected on the interior screen
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of her eyelid. She could see the smallest
details, the individual stitches. All the
pieces were there, the colours and
shapes and proportions selected and
arranged. When she opened her eyes to
the light, she always expected the image
to dissolve, but it remained intact,
printed on an imaginary wall or beating
slowly at the back of her head.

And Shields has developed a sharp,

witty voice. Anyone who has attended a
conference of any kind will laugh aloud
at the pronouncements and jargon of the
amateur politicos, the turgid analysis by
the keynote speaker (** “The history of
craft is a history of renunciation,® he
croons into the microphone.’), and the
pretentiousness of the guest lecturer,
with her talk on **Quilting Through the
Frendian Looking-Glass: A New Inter-
pretation.”

Carol Shields is a good writer and
should not be judged by this book alone.

I look forward to her next novel and
hope it will combine the imagery of her
previous books with the satirical tone
heard briefly in this one. O

The gxreat
coda

By KEITH GAREBIAN

Divisions on a Ground: Essays on
Canadian Culture, by Northrop Frye,
edited by James Polk, House of Anansi,
199 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88784
093 0).

AT A TIME when almost everything in the
country has suffered some form of
devaluation, it is eminently uplifting to
read a book of cultural commentary by
Northrop Frye, one of our most pre-
cious national resources. In 13 essays
(many of which were designed as
speeches) that range over areas as diverse
as student politics, the teacher’s author-
ity, future-shock, academic freedom,
Canadian history, literature, and

- culture, Marshall McLuhan, and the

humanities, Frye rehearses many of the

of Mine

I YOUNG
That Old Gang

Fitzhenry & Whiteside

A rollicking novel of
international com-
petition and inter-

national intrigue
in the world of
Olympic hockey.
When the Cana-
dian team is killed
in a plane crash,
a ragtag. “Team
Nobody” is sent
to Moscow to
compete against
the Americans,
the best of the
Europeans, and
finally the Russians.

$16.95

e e | 1 A g B Y TSy p T oyt M

November 1982, Books in Canada 19

TR T e r o


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

ideas that have come to dominate his
philosophy and, like a superior carto-
prapher, charts with precision and
accuracy the divisfons in Canada that are
paradoxically integral to her shape.
Although editor James Polk has divided
the essays into three sections (Writing,
Teachinz, The Social Order), there is no
clear-cut separation of themes, for
Frye’s ideas operate with fluid inter-
action. and what might have been a
tedious repetition of thought in some
other writer is here an illuminating
rhythm.

Frye contends that alf his books have
bezsn ‘‘teaching books rather than
scholarly books™ because they ‘‘keep
reformulating the same central ques-
tions,™ trying to put them iuto a form to
which some reader will respond with
excited discovery. The personal or con-
fessiopal touch that is demonstrated in
many of the pleces lends a gracious,
authentic quality to the most refined
intellectual exercises. The autobiograph-
jcal tone is not a product of egotism or
rash garrulity; it provides a point of view
“for a surveyor who has lived entirely
within the territory he surveys.'”

As long as he has been a literary critic,
Frye confesses, he has been interested in
*“‘the relations between a culture and the
social conditions under which it is pro-

duced,” and in his opening essays he
explores the mercantilist assumptions
behind creativity in Canada, where it
was believed that “priorities had to be
material ones, and that literature and the
other arts would come along when eco-
nomic conditions were more advanced."”
Canada was colonized in the Baroque
phase of European development, which
tolerated no compromise with con-
traries. This unyielding dogmatism is
what lies behind our ““arrogant ascen-
dancy over nature,” our “‘improve-
ments’’ in communication, which have
practically eliminated nature, and our
death-wish destructiveness that has
increased in efficiency and ferocity.
Everything in colonial Canada was
based on militant propositions —
Nature must be conquered; the savages
must be civilized; garrisons must be
maintained. Barogue civilization was
not ““culture as interpenetration,’”” and
50 there was no vision to become a focus
for a nation.

In the 1930s, a theory of culture
developed that was a modified form of
mercantilism, and articles proclaiming
the advent of literary greatness led to
Milton Wilson’s scoffing phrase, ‘‘one
half-baked phoenix after another.””
These birds are too frequently with us,
but there are some genuine, rejuvenated
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phoenixes now, although Frye prefers to
see them on the same genealogical tree
(“A world like ours produces a single
Intermational style of which all existing
literatures are repional developments®),
which accords with his view that writers
imitate not life, but one another’s art.
With subdued but real optimism, he
feels that Canadian literature of quality
will increasingly filter through the new
technology that usually follows “‘the
centrifugal and imperial rhythms of
politics and economics more readily
than the regionalizing rhythms of
culture.”

Although appreciative of Canadian
creativity, Frye is not a grimacing
cultural nationalist because he wisely
perceives that ‘‘nationslism sugpests
something aggressive,'’ whereas
““culiure in itself seeks only its own iden-
tity, not an enemy; hostility only con-
fuses ift.” Moreover, . contemporary
Canadian culture *“is not a national
development but a series of regional
ones.”

Paradoxically, by moving away from
cultural nationalism Frye becomes most
acutely perceptive of our national
culture, and marks off, with the greatest
perceptiveness, the distinctions between
America and Canada. His analysis of
,Canadian documentary art (in painting
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EUCROPEAN AND AMERICAN DOLLS by Gwen White. A highly
illustrated book thae will delight and inform both the dedicated collector
and casual reader. While dolls from the middle ages to early 20th century
are describzad, it is on the 19th century that Miss White concentrates. The
composition and details of dolls, novelty dolls, and trade names and
monoprams are extensively covered.  $16.95; over 420 d&w photo-
aruphs and drawings.

PEOPLE ONE OUGHT TO ENOW by Chrisiopher Isherwood. A
lon:z-lost collection of unique and humourous poems by Isherwood,
vomplemented by his pupil, Sylvian Mangeot’s lovable water-colour
animals. They pofe fun at the foibles and fancfes of 1920"s England and

will appeal to fantasy lovers of all ages, $/6.95; 37 full-colour ~

ifiratrations.

THE ILLUSTRATED I CHING by R.L. Wing. The only lavishly
illustrated gift edition of I Ching, this baok also contains the first English
trunslation—directly from the Chinese—of a portion of the I Ching
west.  $76.95 paperback: 65 b&w photas: 664 b&w drawings.
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IGNING ON: The Birth of Radie in Canada by Bill McNeil and
Morris Wolfe. With over 400 illustrations and 125 interviews—
including Lome Greene, Joey Smallwood, Foster Hewitt and Jane
Mallet—-SIGNING ON is sure to be a favourite. Filled with fascinating
and funny facts, this oral history of Canadian radio will entertain and
delight all age groups.  $19.95 paperback; $29.95 hardcover.

THE SPECTACLE OF EMPIRE by Jan Morris. In this stedy of the
19th century British Empire, Jan Morris makes it possible o understand
the explosive emotional force which fueled the empire’s far flung
mapnificence, its art, architecture, soc¢ial customs, wars and heroes. A
great gift, this book is illustrated with an unsurpassed collection of prints
and photographs.  $37.50; 150 b&w and 50 colour photos.

IRELAND REVISITED by Jill Uris. A sweeping, magnificent collec-
tion of photographs of Ireland’s land and seascapes and mists and
Jeathered faces. Ms, Uris combines the Irish Literature of Joyce, Yeats,
Eugene O'Neill with her pholographs and adds some smnning prose of
herown. $45.00; 135 colour photos.
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and literature), ““mednative shock,™ and
the **divided voice” of our poets (&
phrase borrowed from Francis Sparshott
to describe tvo sides of the same
person), sirike the most extraordinary
notes of cultural commentary.

To say that Frye is witty is fo commit
the most banal truism, but wit informs
every epigram like a rare bloosn on some
exotic fruit. Rarely has the inductive
m:thod adapted so flexibly and grace-
fully to the pressure of wit, but this may
be on account of Frye's prose style,

which admits no jargon — no blustering -

arroganc:  (*‘roughly comparable to
placing a spittoon on the opposite side
of the room'), no coyness, moral
dcbasement, or dithering that *‘jerks
along in a series of dashes, a relay race
vhose torch has long since gone out.”
Who else but Frye conld temper devasta-
tion with satirical wit in such a delightful
way that we shiver with pleasure as we
are being vivisected? His revised conclu-
sion to the Literary History of Canada
gives Frye the feeling of *“driving the last
spil:e, of waking up from the National
Meurosis,”” and as he does these things,
he wittily delineates our identity as “a
groving giant coming apart at the
secams, of an elastic about to snap.’’ He
concludes that *“‘Stephen Leacock's
famous hero who rode rapidly off in all
dircctions was unmistakably a Cana-,
dian.”

Aware that “Lnowledge is secret and
elitist by its very nature,” and that our
universities have been alienated from the
past and are unable to build up an
educated public for the culture of the
prezent, Frve offers a humanistic view-
point that reconciles leisure with
anxiety, work with play, social contract
with education, mythology with science.
His intellectual virtues are moral ones;
prudence, sympathy, idealism, patience,
and, most of all, wisdom with charity.
Aware that people get trapped in phony
mythologies, he advocates the liberaliza-
tion of the imagination, exploration of
shadows and darkness, a conformation
of the unexpected with tolerance. In his
final piece, ““Rear-View Mirror: Notes
Toward a Future,” where he depicts us
moving in time “with our backs to
what's ahead and our faces to the past,”
Frye propagandizes a fight on the front
line of social goodwill, It is a powerful
essay, culmipating in a vision where
\Villiam Morris and William Blake meet
in wisdom and prophecy. In Frye's
metaphor of the rear-view mirror,
“‘there is no guide to the future except
the analogy of the past,” and no free-
dom excapt that which is known and
determined in the present.

Those who expect the New Jerusalem
will surely be disappointed. But those
who lilze intellectual music, in which a
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“ground”® sounds a theme repeated as
““divisions’* or .varjations, will hear
startling and provocative notes in an
orchestration that culminates in a
resounding coda. O

The boys
at the bar

By PETER JENSEN

L

In Court, by Jack Batten, Macmitlan,
256 pages, $17.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715
9717 7).

MOST FRIDAY mornings Jack Baiten
entertains CBC-Radio listeners with his
movie reviews. “But I guess I give the
plot away early,” he admitted the other
day. It’s true. He does. Even in these
anecdotal stories about lawyers. You
keep listening or reading because you
like the way he rattles on. There’s a
warmth and friendliness in his voice and
his narrative, while at times folksy, is
straight.

In Court focuses on 10 lawyers, their
style and their cases. Half the lawyers
are drawn from Toronto, three from
Vancouver, the remaining two from
Winnipeg and Kitchener. Of the cases
that form the meat of each chapter,
most are criminal. All 10 men are
“‘courtroom lawyers,”” as Batten calls
them, advocates or barristers. These are
his favourite people. He admires the
nerve and wit they display in court — a
sort of improvisational theatre in his
view. They’ve got to respond speedily to
the nnexpected and be spot on,

In an earlier book, Lawyers, Batten
looked at solicitors. They're the Bay
Street types, the fellows who spend thelr
days in offices and libraries handling the
paperwork in the law. He took pains in
detailing their Jush practices, their trim
yachts, and tasteful houses. Jn Court,
though, has none of that nose-againsi-
windowpane quality. It’s an enthusiast’s
book.

The courtroom [awyers selected are
disparate types. Some are sleek movers
amongst the comfortable; others are

- brand-new, freshly learning each day an
advocate’s skills, And some are the stuff
of classic success stories: like the senior
pariner in a solid firm occupying the top
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WALT DISNEY*S
WORILD OF
FANTASY

A stunning, full-colour
blend 'of cinematic art,
history and photography.

$48.95
BEAVERBOOKS

256 pages

The Governor’s Road
Mary Byers and Margaret McBurney
Photographs by Hugh Roberison

A fascinating and Iavishl
fllustrated social and i-
tectural history of the region
traversed by The Governor's
Road, from Mississauga
through Oakville, Dundas,
and Ancaster and on to
Woodstock and London. More
than 150 photographs of homes,
inns, mills, ch es, court
houses, and jails accompany
stories of the people who
used them including William
Lyon Mackenzie, Alexander
Graham Bell, Joseph Brant,
and the future Edward VII.
$19.95.

University of Toronto Press

November 1982, Books in Canada 21



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

—— E L. A& ek e Sl —

floor of an edifice at Portage and Main
where once he had stood outside selling
newspapers as a boy.

Batten recognizes that the sort of
cases that hold the public’s attention are
murder or treason or titillating libel,
cases in vhich the human story is strong
and clear. They are invariably tried
before juries, which may explain the
popular interest since the decision is in
the hands of people much like you and
me. In jury trials, it’s often a sense of
common decency that decides the issue.
A blunt example is related by Batten in
the chapter dealing with Harry Walsh of
Winnipzag.

A young woman was charged with
murdering her biker husband. The
defence was automatonism. She claimed
she had shot him during a deep, troubled
sleep and thus lacked the requisite in-
tent. The woman was painfully honest,
and was clearly unsettled by what she
had'done. There was a sadness about her
and a compelling innocence too. The
prosecutor nevertheless had his job to
do. In cross-examinztion, he confronted
her with the rifle used in the killing. She
began to cry. The courtroom was still to
the echo.

““You son of a bitch,”” one juror sud-
denly swore at the prosecutor.

The rest of the jury were plainly star-
tled, Walsh said, but you could see that
this one juror had crystallized their feel-
ings. The woman was acquitted in short
order.

In a case like this, the defence counse]
almost seems irrelevant. There’s no legal
sharpness involved as TV would have
you believe is essential. On the other
hand, it does appear that patience is a
handy virtue. In one of the treason trials
following the Gouzenko spy revelations,
Batien relates how Joseph Sedgwick
freed an accused who might well have
been convicted. The judge had summed
up tellingly for the Crown, He spent a
[ong time doing so. One juror nodded
off, The judge, seeing thetiring effect of
his words, called a short recess and
wrapped up quickly thereafter. In his
hurry, however, he forgot to put the

defendant’s case to the jury. While such -~

an omission is fatal to a conviction, the
result on appeal would only be a re-trial,
Consequently, at the close of the judge’s
summation, Sedgwick said nothing. He
waited until the jury had gone. Then he

spcke up. The judge recalled the jury -

and this time gave them the defendant’s
side of the story. Thus, when they again
retired to deliberate on the fate of the
accused, Sedgwick had ensured that the

words they took away with them were all
highly favourable to his client. Patience
had its reward. There was an acquittal.
The art of the advocate, however, is
not the true subject of Batten’s book.
Rather, it is *‘the piece of magic” that
unfolds “in any courtroom where gifted
counsel are at work.” Batien Joves the
story in the law and thus is attracted to
the story-tellers, the lawyers who trans-
form cold facts into a gripping tale:

The story comtes in maiy voices and yet
one man, the counsel,’ arranges the
sequence of paragraphs and chapters,
He asks the questions which evoke the
answering lines but, in the end, the
questions are rubbed out and all that
remains is the flow of the narrative, the
(human) story in its simplicity and
drama.
The best chapter Baiten left i1l Jast. The
struggle of Mike Robitaille to get the
Vancouver Canucks to recognize the
true nature of his injury and subse-
quently to obtain redress from the
hockey club makes compelling reading.
What is first-rate about the account,
however, is the clear-eyed way in which
you are led through the story and how
the law applies to it. In the resuii, the
job of the advocate is made compre-
hensible. It is to put his client’s case in
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the best light possible. That’s how the
system works.

All the same, as you read through
these potied accounts of lawyers and
their cases, you wonder what it is about
these people that attracts them to pick
through the bits and pieces of other
men's lives. Batten doesn’t directly ad-
dress that question — it may in fact be
unanswerable — but there's a certain
emptiness about the book in its absence.

One task which Batten set himself in
vwriting In Court was to make plain to
Canadians that their barristers are just
as capable, just as romantie, clever, can-
tankerous, or cheerful as any American
they might have heard about. In so
many aspacts of our lives, the touch-
stones are foreign. In law, the popular
understanding is pretty much a product
of Perry Mason and Clarence Darrow.
But fact and fiction are interwoven in
the American myth. The Canadian story
appzars less dramatic, less convincing
because it is told as fact alone. John
Robinette, Julian Porter and John
Laxton are, as Batten outlines, accom-
plished Canadian counsel. In the end,
however, they remain flat on the page.
In part, this may be due to the nature of
our political system. Advocates rarely
champion causes. In any event, the legal
system, at least until the Charter of
Itichts, has not afforded the opportunity
to lawyers to mould the shape of things,
to meddle in the lives of you and me.
And while Batten has used the craft of
the story-teller, he lets the facts tell the
story.

Ultimately, these skilled lawyers re-
main flat because they are so clearly
unrepresentative. Not one is from
Quebec or the Maritimes. None are from
small tovns. Above all, what’s missing is
an account of someone like Claude

Armand-Sheppard, who got three juries
to acquit Henry Morgentaler of per-
forming illegal abortions in the face of
clear directions from the judge to con-
vict, That's the sort of lawyer to make a
reader sit up and take notice.

They won’t be making a movie out of
this bool:, so Jack Batten won’t have a
chance to review it. What are you left
vith then? A pood read. O

The single
hook

By STEPHEN SCOBIE

. Talking, by Phyllis Wcbb, Quadrant
Editions, 153 pages, $7.95 paper (ISBN
95 012 8).

PHYLLIS WEBB, who lives on Salt Spring
Island, is one of the finest poets now
writing in Canada — in fact, dropping
the academic equivocation, she is the
finest. Her work has always been distin-
guished by the profundity of her
insights, the depth of her emotional feel-
ing, the delicacy and accuracy of her
rhythms, the beauty and mysterious
resonance of her images, and by her
luminous intelligence,

It is that intelligence, the fine tuning
of an acute and caltured mind, which is
most to the fore in Talking, a collection
of Webb's essays, reviews, and radio
talks. And certainly Webb demands
intelligence of her readers as well: her
prose is concise, aphoristic, and pene-
trating, and the range of her subject-
matter is wide and challenging. .

The reviews are never less than fasci-
nating. Sometimes their interest is that
of time-capsules {a 1964 glimpse of that
promising young poet, Marpgaret
Atwood, “‘who is essentially a por-
traitist’’), but many of their judgements
are as acute and valid today as when
they were first written. Irving Layton
seen in [961 seems very much the same
asg Irving Layton seer in 1982:

Although the Foreword to Irving Lay-

ton's new book The Swinging Flesh was

directed only to the “Elect,” I went
ahead and read it. The now familiar
roar of the Layton lion exploded in my
face from every page . . . . Between Its
teeth the lion has taken not only the

“bourgeois-Christian civilization" but

also the monolithic Communistic

culture, has taken and has devoured,

The lion roars because the diet disgusted

him and his belly ached. And I can sym-

pathize with the ion — who wants io
eat thaif! — but his roar bored me.

‘The reviews, however, are limited by
the length-restrictions under which they
were originally written. Talking is at its
strongest in the more extended pieces,
such as “Phyllis Webb’s Canada’
{probably the best article ever to appear
in Muaclean’sy, which begins with the
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Fascinating to read. A feast for
the eye. The biggest Canadian
bird book in nearly 20 years with
all the latest discoveries on bird
behavior. Written by a Toronto
ornithologist and his science+
wrriter wife, with 230 full-color
paintings by a talented artist. Plus
53 maps, drawings, charts,
sonograms and fact lists. Huge
9 x 12 format. 176 pp. 39.95°
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A NORTHERN ALPHABET
by Ted Harrison

The Yukon’s most famous
painter again creates a distin-
guished work to delight all
children as it recreates daily
life in the far north. With 26 of
the brilliant paintings for
which Harrison is known
around the world. The alphabet
is presented as a puzzle and
each painting is a story.

10.95

"N

Tundra Books

=== distributed by Collins
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http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Phyllis+Webb

vision of the artist Vazan drawing long
curved lines on the beaches of P.E.I
and Vancouver Island, enclosing
Canada vithin parentheses.

From the parenthesis to the question
mark, that ‘“‘hook/sickle/scythe . . .
Succulent lobe of the ear,” as Webb
calls it in **A Question of Questions,™
one of the major sequences in Hilson’s
Bowl. The essay, “The Question as an
Instrument of Torture,” stands in a
complementary relationship to the
poem: cach exists independently, yet
they illuminate and reinforce each other.
Webb's e¢ssay was originally written In
1971 for a CBC-Radio series on the
nature of evil (*‘Give me a series on
Good and 1 vould tall: about the ques-
tion as an instrument of revelation'"),
and it explores the oppressive uses of the
interropative mode in philosophy, law,
literature, and above 2ll in torture.
‘*Torture writes the question marlk on
the body and the method is usually sue-
cossiul in getting answers or dead men.
Or ansiwers and dead men.” Eleven
years [ater Webb still answers urgently to
this terrible question: her latest poem,
**Prison Report* (published as a broad-
sheat by Slug Press in Vancouver, with
procezds poing to Amnesty Interna-
tional). is based on the writings of
Jacobo Timerman. “Is there,”” Webb
aslks {using inescapably the form of the
question in order to question the form),
“any language, or has there ever been a
society in which the interrogative form
did not exist? In the bepinning was the
word, but was it followed by a question
mark?™

For students and lovers of poetry, the
moast interesting sections will be Webb’s
reflections on her own work and craft.
In “Up the Ladder: Notes on the
Creative Process,” Webb sketches the
orizgins of some of her own poems: as
with most such explanations, the more

. they explain of the incidental details that
make up the circumstances of creation,
the less they explain the intuitive leaps of
that creation itself, In **On the Line”
she offers tantalizing and aphorisiic
insights into why poets break the line
where they do.

Finally, Webb's sensitive account of
the correspondence between Wilson
Duff and Lilo Berliner is essential
reading, not only for its own sake but
also as background to Webb’s major
work, Hilson’s Bowl. Again there is the
sense that Webb’s concise, controlled
prose is touching on areas of vast impli-
cation: in one direction, the whole ques-
tion of suicide, that question which has
‘*concerned our best philosophers and
which offered too great a tempiation, or
toco fine an illumination, for Berliner
and Duff; and in another direction, to
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the whole tradition of West-Coast
Indian art, its incredible sophistication,
its mythic articulation of a land- and sea-

scape that haunts us still, out on the
shores of the one (bracketed) edge of the
world. O

INTERVIEW

Graeme Gibson on the decade that
transformed him from a despairing novelist
into a 19th-century balladeer

GRAEME GIBSON was born in London,
Ont., in 1934, and grew up in Ontario,
with brief stops in Halifax, Fredericton,
and Australia. A former English teacher
at Toronmto’s Ryerson Polytechnical
Institute, he is a2 founding member of the
Writers” Union of Canada, and served
as its chairman in 1974-75. He is also a
former chairman of the Book and Peri-
odical Development Council and the
Writers’ Development Trust. His first
novel, Five Legs (1969), was a stream-of-
consciousness account of academic and
sexual failure. His second, Communion
(1971), was a series of symbolic fantasies
about the violence within his characters.
Gibson published a book of interviews,
Eleven Canadian Novelists, in 1973, and
is currently writing a sequel to his third
novel, Perpetual Motion (reviewed on
page nine). He spoke to Geoff Hancock
in his Toronto home, where he lives with
writer Margaret Atwood and their
daughter, Jess, about the long creative
process involved in his latest book:

Books in Canada: Could you tell me
about the germination of Perpetval
Motion?

Graeme Gibson: After Communion 1
wanted to write another contemporary
novei. I didn’t want to write a despairing
novel because Communion had done

that adequately. T tried for a year or

more to get at what the novel was going
to be. I had long lists of characters. I was
thinking it through and I could not come
to terms with it. The main reason was
that I could not do anything with the
present until I went back and found out
where my characters had come from.
The name of the character in the con-
temporary novel, with his sense of angst
and breakdown, was Robert Alexander
Fraser. Where did he come from? I
decided to go back to his great-
grandfather. The more I began looking
at that, the more aware I became that

By GEOFF HANCOCK

the novel would take place in the 1860s.

At one point, I thought the novel was
going from the 1860s to the end of the
1960s, to the imposition of the War
Measures Act, all in one volume. That
gave me a lot of trouble. I'm not that
kind of writer, but it took me some time

'to discover that. In the contemporary

novel, one of the themes is the return of
the character to the land, to bird-
watching and canoeing. In the 19th cen-
tury ‘there are the passenger pigeons.
That was the massive event for central
Canada, in the way the plains buffalo
was for the West. An astonishing num-
ber of animals were destroyed very
quickly by man's efforts. The birds
became a strong focus for the book.

I was also living on a farm near

JAlliston, Ont, [ still thought I could

write a contemporary novel. ] hadn’t
been on a farm since I was nine years
old. We worked the farm, took out
3,000 bales of hay every summer, learn-
ed how to plough, how to fix machinery.
I even started shaving with a straight
razor. In retrospect, it was all prepara-
tion for this book.

Then I read local histories. Many
wonderful histories were published dur--
ing 1967. All kinds of towns would get
their oldest articulate citizens to put
down everything they knew about the
town. Not 30 miles from our farm, in
the 19th century, an old fellow actually
did turn over the bones of a mastodon
while ploughing. Me putythe skeleton
together and took it to circuses. It was
only a short entry on him, but it went
straight into my head, and into the
book. While trying to find the other
focus to the book, the idea of perpetual
motion came. I just built it from there,
BiC: Five Legs and Communion were a
major breakthrough in narrative techni-
gue in Canada, and ceriginly one of the
most promising stylistic breakthroughs
of the decade. A new use of language
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THE POLITICS
OF JOY...PASSION...
MANIPULATION...
MISMANAGEMENT
..AND SURVIVAL

The political book of the decade! i

Christina McCall-Newman lays

bare the network of power in this
country by dissecting the Liberal
Party of Canada. Detailed portraits
of Trudeau, Lalonde, Coutts,

Pitfield, Davey, and Turner are
complemented by a cast of characters
stretching from the frontbench
stars to the backrocom bagmen, -
from the chief mandarins

to the obscure party workers. The
expansive range, the awesomely
detailed reportage, the clear-eyed
perceptions and, above all, the
sheer page-by-page excellence of
the writing, all render GRITS

unique.

“Quite breathtaking
— brilliant and
stylish in its indi-
vidual parts, then f
overwhelming in its |
cumulative power. ,
The best account A
we've had, orare
likely to have, of *.
why Canada now is
where it is.”
—ROBERT FULFORD,

Editor, Sarusday Night o . /l /
$24.95 cloth

[ -

M Macmillan of Canada

Available at bookstores across Canada. A Division of Gage Publishing
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Seemed itminent. But it didn’t catch on.
Glbson: In my case the internal
monolozue and the personal psycho-
Iogical novel — I don’t mean autobio-
graphical — suited very well the pre-
occupations of young men and women
who were battling through their internal
processes, trying to arrive at some kind
of objectification of self. That kind of

lansuase worked very well for the young'

man that I was. Also, when I was learn-
ing about writing, I had the arrogant
sense that Canadian literature was
absolutcly jgnorant of what had happen-
ed to the novel in the 20th century.
Therc was Sheila Watson’s The Double
ook, of course, but at first it vanished
lil:e a stone. Because of my training in
literature, and because I admired James
Joyece up to Ulysses, Beckett, Kafka,
and especially Malcolm Lowry, it seem-
ed right to do at the time. But having
done it, I didn't feel the need to do it
anain. It's not a matter of ‘‘catching
on.” That kind of style only works when
the material is appropriate. 1 could not
imagine writing Perpetuel Motion in
that style.

E3C: Did yvou need almost a decade to
Joud the style yvou nceded? What were
vou doing all that time?

Cibsmie 1 read sections of Perpetual

by Jean Bruce

The story, in words and pictured
of the immigrants who poureg
into Canada after World W

and how they b
new land.
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Motion in Vancouver as early as 1974. It
wasn’t the style I couldn’t get; it was my

relationship to the material. I couldn’t -

sustain the style. The voice was wrong. [
had signs of it, and knew how I wanted
to do it, but the book had not jelled for
me. I couldn’t get at enough episodes
that worked for me. 1 knew they were
there, but I spent a lot of time writing
badly, or not writing at all, because I
couldn’t find — I don’t have the voca-
bulary for this — my relationship to the
material, T got very involved with
cuttural politics, partly because I had to
do something and partly because I had a
fire in my belly over it. All the time kept
working on the book. By the end of 1974
I had the style and the characters and a
much bigger book than I have now. But
I just couldn’t get the entrance to it.

BIC: You’ve chosen a hinting style, one
that doesn’t always deal directly with the
key images. Things are seen out of the
corner of the reader’s eye. Could you
comment on this moody, spooky quality?
Gibson: It’s important to me that the
thought processes of my major character
relate to the description of what’s hap-
pening in the external world around
him. The more obsessed he becomes
with the machine, the more his mind
becomes machine-like. Not only does he

hew lives in a

$19.95

o T

hate the bush, is terrified of it, and its
chaos, but he is horrified, appalled, and
frightened by the nature within him as
well. The relationship between the inter-
nal and external world of my characters
cannot be known under these circum-
stances. His wife identifies with a tree.
So these things that cannot be known
drive him to a machine that can be
known. Its logic can be followed. He
wants step-by-step logical thinking. The
book doesn’t give that except in some
descriptions of the machine and his
obsession with it.

BIC: So writing for you is as much a pro-
cess as a product?

Gibson: Writing for me is exclusively
process. It becomes a product when the
book is finished. To answer that old
chestnut, “Who do you write for?”* 1
write for the book. First, I write for the
idea of the book, and then all my best
instincts and energies are for the book
itself. Then I edit for the ideal reader, to
make the book clear and presentable.
Once it gets into the publisher’s hands,
then the book is mere product.

BiC: Is part of your narrative strategy to
build toward a climax of plot? The
Jorest fire? The machine’s explosion?
Gibson: I didn’t know how I was going
to end the book. I knew he would have
to test the machine. That Big Day had to
come. In writing the book, I really
didn’t know until a few months from the
end whether or not I would have the
machine work for him. Or what the
implications would be if it did. In
history, of course, the perpetual motion
machine has never worked.-

BiC: Is a book about the past really a
book about today? Are we heading
towerds self-destruction? Is that the
perpetual motion of history?

Gibson: Perpetual Motion is certainly
about the past that has made us. On one
level it’s about our way of thinking.
What wins in this book is the
mechanical, technical mind. The
organic, superstitious, more aesthetic
mind is driven mad. Fraser’s son is a
feral child, a wild-child. At the sfaughter
of .the birds he has to vanish from the
book — vanish, at least, as a physical
presence. He cannot continue to live ina
world where that kind of slaughter goes
on. Less dramatically, Robert’s wife is
associated with tree imagery, and Robert
drives her to the background of the book
by his rather heroic obsession with the
machine.

BIC; I thought Canadian fiction was
supposed to move forward. But you are

" writing a novel about the pasi. Is this a

major departure for Canadian writing?
Gibson: This kind. of book is a major
departure. But if you look at Five Legs,
I wrote a history of the major
characters. So to do a history of a
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cultare instead of an individual is not a
radical departure., It’s a significant one,
however. With all our concern for
modernity in Canadian literature, the
ballod-maliing tradition has vanished.
That's a story-telling tradition that peo-
ple can explore and participate in. If you
get influenced by too much symbolism,
in the T.S. Eliot, W.H. Auden approach
to lirerature, then it is harder to tell your
stories. So much Latin-American [itera-
tare is historical. In a post-colonial
soclety, that’s what you have to do. You
have to go back and tell your history ina
way that is meaningful 10 the people
who actually live there.

Years a30, Dennis Lee and I decided
to write a casebook of essays on the

FIRST NOVELS
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great 19th-century Canadian writer we
all assumed 1o be there, but just wasn’t.
We find bits of it in Susanna Moodie,
bits In Wacousta, bits in Isabella
Valancy Crawford. But not that really
seminal Canadian writer. We weren’t
sure if it was a he or she, the young of-
ficer, or the young officer’s wife, writing
this stuff,

T wouldn’t be surprised if we don’t
find more of this, We've seen it in
Margaret Laurence, in people like Rudy
Wiebe, in Matt Cohen’s The Disin-
herited, Qur generation seized upon
experimentation in the 1960s. We had to
seize hold of the present. But now that
we have seized it, I think we have to find
out how we got to the present. [J

‘ Growing pains: from a dismaying
treatment of child abuse to a celebration
of Jewish adolescence in Toronto

By DOUGLAS HILL

The Hathavay Decision, by Bryan W.
Pritchard (Nyron, 213 pages, $3.95
paper), is a disturbing novel in two quite
distinct ways. Its focus is child abuse,
and the author, a former lawyer and
obviously a passionate and knowledge-
able crusader with a strong case to
argue, delineates that unsettling subject
and its complexities adequately. But to
my mind, he's compromised, even
obscured his concem by attaching his
indignation to a pot-boiling mysiery
sttuciure and developing it through
stereotyped characters and incidents and
banal prose. The subject of the novel
dismays; so does the treatment.

The story can’t be summarized. It
talic; the bizamre twists and counter-
ewists of a Chandler/MacDonald plot
and constructs of them wholly implausi-
ble nonsense. Intricacy seems to serve
only intricacy; surprise and revelation
ar¢ heaped upon chicanery and double-
cross until a reader is numbed. That’s
probably since it lets one avoid the wordy
cuteness and superficiality of the style.

Curiously enough, the book turns out
to be readable. Pritchard is competent
with the courtroom and law-firm drama
that centres his piot, though it's best to
iznore the clichés that rise from his con-
test between the dedicated young female
defence lawver (assigned to an accused
child-batterer) and the wily old pro-

secutor (male) who opposes her. It's
readable, but read it fast, skim the
details, skip the sex altogether.

Child abuse is serious stuff, of course.
If the novel's serious on that score, it’s a
joke on most others. It’s too easy to
ignore such a distressing crime. The
Hathaway Decision, paradoxically and
sadly, manages to make such wilful
ignorance easier.

NESSA RAPOPORT'S subject in Preparing
for Sabbath (Seal Books, 288 pages,
$2.95 paper) is the growth into spiritual
(and social and sexual) awareness of a
young Toronto Jewish woman. The
story is told with feeling and control; the
heroine’s quest, as child and adult, is
hardly free of struggle and disappoint-
ment, but Rapoport finds in her material
cause ‘for celebration, not anguish.

Judith Rafael leads a somewhat pri-
vileged life: well-to-do loving parents,
good schools and camps and trips,

i understanding friends and charming —
if confused — lovers. Her world js filled
with intelligence and opportunity;
Rapoport takes for granted that adoles-
cents think, that the questions they face
have substance and weight.

The language of Preparing for Sab-
baih is sure. The early parts, which
focus on childhood, show a crisp, alert
prose, a deliberate’ simplicity of
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IDON'T WANT TO KNOW
ANYONE TOO WELL
by Norman Levine

AN NN

A colleclion of

15 shor! storics

written in the

simple yet

cvacative prose

that has earncd

Levine

international

acclaim. The

vivid vignettes

bring to life

places and

pedple he has

seen

and known in England and

Canada. £9.95 sc
4
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THE LITTLE BAND
by Dr. Lita-Rose Betcherman

An absorbing and authoritative
accounl ¢of the Canadian
Communist Party and its clashes
with Ganada’s legal and political
eslublisfiments from 1928 1o 1932,

Mordecai Richler has described th

author's most recent book, THE
SWASTIKA AND THE MAPLE
LEAF, as *‘strong, evocative
stuff.”” 821,95 hb

v

BY GRANID CENTRAL
STATION T SAT DOWN
AND WEPT

by Elizabeth Sriart

T NN

This first

Gadadian

cdition of

OQttrwa-born

Elizabeth

Smart's story

of a

comsnming

and life-long

relationship,

is *rore of

the myst

rapiurous

chronicles of

a love-affair ever written’ (Val
Hennessy, The London Siandard).
£14.95 b
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Picture an exclusive art gallery in London;
a young artist’s first showing, which
turns out toha hislast . . . Mot langafter,
| the gallery’s owner is also killed. Two
long-timz friends bagln to collaborate on
these stranga cases. In the traditions of
| Jozephing Tey and Agatha Christie,
Dasth in the Picture is of the highest

caliber. $16.85

Available at better bookstores. |

| EIMUSSON

BOGH COMPANY
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Tuznty-five women bare the intimate
datalls of thelr extramaritel affairs. With
surprizing candor, they explain why they
hizd cn affalr, what hzppened, how they
coped. Read about one of the most
intercsting phenomena of married life in
the past decade. $ 1596

—

Available at battar bookstores.

3 MUSSON

. K COMPANY
N BOO ‘j/J

28 Books in Canada, Novemb.r, 1952

approach. As Judith matures, Rapoport
describes her feelings lyrically, with a
bold use of biblical imagery. It works,
and produces a few Iovely scenes.

The novel’s dialogue is not always
sharp, and there are occasional wealk
lines in the narrative. At times the book
seems a bit thick and muddy, seems
unable to work free of a tendency to
self-absorption. But if it now and then
spins its wheels, the integrity of its com-
mitment — to Judith’s demands for fufl
Jewishness in her life and a full life in the
world — makes for satisfying reading.

The Flare of a Raich, by Jim Young
{Breakwater, 157 pages, $6.95 paper),
tells a simple, straightforward, and often
moving story. The narrator {(named Jim
Young) hires Michael Gillman, a young
American deserter (it's 1970), for'a
teaching post in an isolated Labrador
community. Michael comes under the

spell of Black Rock and its ways,
develops teaching skills that depend ona
respect for children and local customers,
falls in love with the daughter of the
village postmistress.

There’s some turgid writing in the
novel — too much stylistic repetition,
patches of awkward dialogue, laboured
statements of the obvious. But Young is
capable of good, direct prose, too, and
when he hits his stride the book moves
along well. Stronger editing might have
helped; certainly there are too many
typographical etrors and inaccuracies.

As a picture of a (fortunately) still not
vanished possibility of Canadian exper-
fence — the outsider pulled and opened
to an alien culture — The Flare of a
Match looks honest, authentic. There
are no surprises here; though the force
and skill of the narrative are uneven, it's
a basically interesting story told with
compassion and fairness. [

Despite their charnel atmosphere,
the ghost stories of Robertson Davies are
more puppyish than spooky

By ANNE COLLINS

EVER SINCE that impressionable age
when, as I strolled a dark and lonely
couatry mile in search of Hallowe'en
treats, my two older and wicked sisters
leaped upon me from a ditch yelling the
guttural Japanese for *‘Surrender!” I
have harboured no particular love for
either wiuld-be ghosts or ghost stories. I
have been to only one horror movie in

my adult life (persuaded by a 12-year-old .

male relative of ming) — Poltergeist.
And even while my intellect sneered
sharply over the gate to the spirit world
being depicted as a pulsating raspberry-
jello-coated birth canal, my heart beat
so high I was light-headed for a full hour
afterward. In other words, I scare easily.

Therefore the news that Penguin had
collected Robertson Davies's ghost
stories in an original paperback did not
fili me with joy. My duty, I thought as I
picked it up, lies tao often beyond peace
of mind. But | should have faken a cue
from the title, High Spirits {35.95), for
never was a more puppyish and friendly
a group of otherworkdly tales unleashed
in mean November.

Davies, toa, was scared as a child but
he seems to have enjoyed the sensation.
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Perhaps because the first time wasn’t in
the dark, but was after supper among his
elders, while Mrs. Currie told the story
of the strange disappearance of Oliver
Lurch, a boy who went outside to get
some wood for the fire and never came
back. I fell asieep that night fearing the
Mighty Clutch,” writes Davies in the
introduction. He woke the next morning
with a heartfelt admiration for the
effects of ghost stories and the feeling
that no party should run its course
without the telling of one. When an
older Davies became the first master of
Massey College at the University of
Toronto and was asked to make a con-
tribution to the festivities of the first
Gaudy Night — an annual college
Christmas party that began in
December, 1963 — what came to his
mind w3s a ghost story. In ““Revelation
from a Smoky Fire” the first master
meets the future ninth wmaster, and
discovers that the first master is really a
shade who disappeared from the college
under a cloud. {I notice as I'm writing a
slight osmosis of style. Davies hoped to
honour by slight imitation a writer of
grimoires, the Reverend Father Alphon-
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sus Joseph-Mary Augustus Montague
Summers, whose prose style ““displays a
fruit cal:yness and port-winyness'® and
who delighted in words like *‘sepulture”
and ‘*‘charnel.”” Unfortunately it’s
catching.} The first story was followed
by a second, then & third, and then one
every vear until Davies resigned last
year. Cheerful ghost stories to populate
a new college: “*kt was never my inten-
tion to frichten anyone.”*

Just t0 amuse, instruct in the history
of universities (Toronto in particular),
to poke fun at, and to jazz up, the
luminaries of the college appear in many
of the stories. In one, Davies reincar-
nates them all as their ancestors were in
1774, He is careful to portray himself as
the humblest, a Welsh shepherd of
dignified spitting habits but overpower-
iog smell: **The air seemed infected with
a woolly preasiness.”” There was Farmer
Bissell — **Capability Bissell he was call-
ed.” And “That Scotsman — for he
could be nothing else — almost naked
except for a much-worn plaid, and bear-
ing every mark of crushing poverty —
could it be Walter Gordon?”* Professors
C.P. Stacey and J.M.S. Careless were
even then arguing politics: “‘Stacey,
obviously a Tory of the darkest blue,
was becoming very angry with Careless,
vhose less formal dress suggested some
revolutionary sympathies.””

— T e e o e T e e

The tender psychological condition of
graduate students was also very much on
the master’s mind, concerned as he was
to balance the university's main diet of
rationality with a healthy tonic of the
irrational. One, writing his Ph.D. thesis
on Dickens, is slowly vampirized by a
bust of that presumed-dead author —
Davies had been noting how students
often become wan reflections of the
great artists they study: mini-Joyces,
bed-ridden Prousts. In another, a hall
don doing mysteriously well in Jaw turns
out to have captured Asmodeus or ““The
Devil on Two Sticks’ — a specialist in
such matters — in a bottle. Davies is
tempted to let him out and passes some
hairy moments perched on top of the
college tower in his company. Yet
another student takes a leaf out of Mary
Shelley's book to buikd a college mascot,
a cat 12 times normal size who takes a
Iayer of skin off Davies’s arm with one
friendly lick, then escapes over the wall to
Trinity.

My favourites, though, are those in
which Davies meets the shade of a
famous soul. The one in which he plays
piano to Einstein's violin, for instance.
Or in which he communicates with
William Lyon Mackenzie King through
the same little table King used to huddle
over with Mrs. Patteson summoning the
spirit of his dead mother. Davies is

always at a conversational loss with
these persons and has to retreat to small
talk:

“How's Pat?"" I asked.

The table seemed to brighten up. It
did some frisky tapping. Two-fifteen-
twenty-three: twenty-three-filteen-
iwenty-three. Bow-wow. Obviously it

+ - was Pat himself talking, so I feigned

great benevolence and patted the table
with the faux bonhomie I adopt toward
other people’s dogs. The table respond-
ed by rapping twenty-three, fifteen, fif-
teen again, and six. Woof. And, so far
as [ was concerned, that was enough
from Pat.

He communes better with Sir John A.
Macdonald, who secems to have devoted
the afterlife to the further joys of sherry,
and with whom Davies consumes a
ghostly banquet just like the one served
in Charlottetown to the Fathers of Con-
federation:

There was a Lapin Sauté which had
been made to stand upright, its paws
raised as though in delight at its own
beauty, and a charming flnff of
cauliflower sprips where its tail had been
a few hours before; you could see that it
was served au Champignons, for two
button mushrooms gleamed where its
eyes had once been. There was a
Coiclette d’Agneau with, naturally,
Petits Pois. There was a Coquette de
volaille, and a Timbale de Macaroni
which had been moulded into the form

CIPR. .. one step along
WHEIPUBLISHERLSIPATH

to library users.

CIP{Cataloguing in Publication) helps librarians and booksellers select and purchase new Canadian books.
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ATWOOD

Margaret .

50 entertaining and insightful
essays on sexism, Canlit, the

: creative process, politics,
power, and writers as diverse
as Sylvia Plath, Rider
Haggard, Northrop Frye,
Erica Jong, Kate Millett

and Timothy Findley.

| SECOND WORDS
Casebound 59295

A lively inquiry into the
meaning of conservatism for
Canada today, using interviews
and biographical sketches of
such figures as Robert Stanfield,
George Grant, David Cronbie,
Al Purdy, Donald Creighton,
and many more.

RADICAL TORIES
Casebound 519.95
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of — of all things — a Beaver.

I know Robertson Davies wrote these
stories to entertain faculty and junior
fellows, their guests and unsuspecting
family members. His dedication to
masterly conviviality is awesome; he
must be at least as genial a fellow as he
portrays himself in this bock. My only
wish is that his editor {or Davies himself,
who apologizes for this in the introduc-
tion) had decided to cut or vary slightly
the openings, in which he once again has

| spetabdt 4 AP

THE BROWSER

to introduce and explain himself 10 his
audience, Eighteen times the same thing
is a touch too much repetition. I amend
that wish to add a second but equal
clause, which is that Davies continue to
write his non-scary ghost stories but for
a party that entertains a wider cross-
section of the world. A few non-
academics, at least, might allow a more
eclectic table setting for the fruit
cakyness and port-winyness, and silly
invention. [ e

Sticks and stones: from the perplexities
of modern-day etiquette to yet one more shameful
episode in Canadian history

By MORRIS WOLFE

None Is Too Many: Canada and the

Jews of Europe 1933-1948, by Irving
Abella and Harold Troper (Lester &
Orpen Dennys, 336 pages, $19.95 cloth),
is, as_ reviewers have remarked, an
important book that brings to light yet
another shameful episode in our history,
What reviewers haven’t commented on
is the ponderous style in which the book
fs written, It takes real effort to plough
one’s way through sentences like:
“King's July refugee policy statement in
the Commons may have dampened the
sense of urgency felt by its supporters,
along with the mixed response from the
press.”’ My fear is that alfl too few
readers will actually finish this book. It's
too easy, I think, to blame the wooden
prose on co-authorship. Michael Marrus
and Robert Paxton’s recent book Vichy
France and the Jews is eminently
readable.

“S0CIOLOGY,” SAYS Ernest Gowers in the
revised Fowler's Modern English Usage
(1965), *is a new science concerning
itself not with esoléric matters outside
the comprehenston of the layman . . .
but with the ordinary affairs of ordinary
people. This seems {0 engender in those
who write . , . it a feeling that the lack of
any abstruseness in their subject
demands a compensatory abstruseness
in their Janguage.” Sociologists, of
course, aren’t the only offenders. And
James H. Boren, author of Fuzzify!
(John Wiley & Sons, 197 pages, $17.50
cloth), has built a career out of sending
up compensatory abstruseness of
bureancrats and others. Unfortunately,

Boren Isn’t nearly as much fun in print
as he is on television.

“TIME AND AGAIN,” says Robertson
Davies, *“I am forced to the conclusion
that if we want intelligent comment
about writing . . . we are more likely to
get it from writers themselves than from
critics.”” Using that thought as their
starting point, Douglas Daymond and
Leslie Monkman of the University of
Guelph have assembled a surprisingly
interesting collection of statements by 32
19th- and 20th-century English-Cana-
dian writers on the theory and practice
of fiction. Included in Canadian Nove-
lists and the Novel (Boréalis Press, 284
pages, $23.95 cloth, $15.95 paper) are
comments by Thomas Haliburton, Sus-
anna Moodie, Hugh MacLennan, Mar-
garet Laurence, and Robert Kroetsch.
Unfortunately, Daymond and Monk-
man have been served badly by their
publisher. The book is poorly designed
and printed on a yellowish stock that’s
extremely hard on the eyes. Especially
when the pages are over-inked.

"DON'T GET ME WIONg. Cléss Acts: Eti-

quette for Today, by Eve Drobot (Van
Nostrand Reinhold, 168 pages, $12.95
cloth), s a good, well-written Ilittle
book, It tells us how to deal with many
of the awkward situations we find
outselves in. (““Dear Eve: Who goes
through a revoiving door first — a man
or a woman?" ‘“Dear Eve: Is one ex-
pected to tip the person. who delivers
pizza?’*) The trounble is that books like
this never quite get around to the really
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thiorny problems. Like how to deal with
bores and fools. Or how to deal with
panhandlers — expecially now that their
numbers have increased so sharply.

I RECENTLY READ the volume of Hector
Charlesworth’s Candid Chronicles that
describes in detail Charlesworth’s shabby
treatment at the hands of the Ottawa
bureaucracy during his tenure as chair-
man of the Canadian Radio Broadcast-
ing Commiissfon in the 1930s. Charles-
worth probably was badly treated, yet 50
years later it all seems like a tempest in a
teapot. And it is he, rather than the
bureaucrats, who looks silly — is
diminished — as a result of his account.
[ vas reminded of Charlesworth by John
Metcalf's collection of essays, Kicking
Apvinst the Pricks (ECW Press, 216
pages, $5.95 paper). Metcalf lashes out
— satirically, we're told — at the Cana-
dian literary community, whose greatest
sin, it seems, is that it hasn’t given one
Jobn Mercalf the respect and attention
he deserves. Everywhere Metcalf turns
he runs into pricks. They come out of
the woodworlk. Two of the biggest
pricls, you should know, are the editor
and manacing editor of Books in
Coanada. And I think Metcalf even
saspects izze of being a prick.

“PREMATURE MEMOIRS,” writes British
essayist Clive James, “can only be con-
ceited. I have no excuses against this
charge, except to say that . . . to wait
until reminiscence is justified by achieve-
ment might mean to wait for ever.”
James’s ability to take himself seriously
and ot seriously at the same time makes
his own Unreliable Memoirs (Picador,
174 pages, $4.50 paper) a joy to read.
But then James is a joy to read on any
subject, as First Reactions: Critical
Essays 1968-1979 (Knopf, 240 pages,
$12.95 cloth) reveals. He writes about
poetry better than anybody. (He's as
good as V.S. Pritchett on fiction.) And
like Gore Vidal he brings both a highly
developed political sensibility and an
outrageous sense of humour to his
writing.

Nowhere is he funnier than in his
television criticism for The Observer.

Here he is on a BBC show on yoga:

There was a doctor on hand to say that
Hatha Yoga really could deal with arth-
ritis, bronchial asthma, colitis, dysen-
tery and things like that. It seemed more
than possible. That someone who could
wrap his legs around his head would be
an unlikely candidate for arthritis seemed
a truism. . . . A man bent a stee] bar
with his eyelid . . . a much older man
smashed a milk bottle and ley down in
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the pieces while they put a heavy roller
over him. There was a fulsome crunch-
ing as the small pieces of glass became
even smaller pleces. The man rose to his
feet long enouph to brush a few slivers
from his unmarked skin. . . . Then he
lay down again and they drove a
Mercedes truck over him. Plainly this
skill would come in handy any time you
fell asleep on a broken milk bottle in the
middle of an autobahn.

James may be the finest and funniest
essayist now writing in the language. O

RS _

The feminist
mystique

Sir: :

Kevin Roberts’s report of the League of
Canadian Poets annual general meeting
(Field Notes, Augusi-September) and
particularly of the Feminist Caucus,

Timeless
Art,
Ageless

A/
lreasures.

NORTH AMERICAN ~ °*
INDIAN ART

Jill & Peter Furst

T S T el . 1

tribes.

THIS FALL.

NEW FROM METHUEN

A fully illustrated, comprehensive study of religious
and cultural Influences on the art of the native peaples
of North America, Including Eskimo/inuit, Piains,
Paclfic Coast, Southwast and Eastern Woodlands

233 lllustrations. 264 pages. 9" x 12"
AVAILABLE: November 1, 1882
$49.00 {until 31/12/62) .
$63.00 thereafter
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which he quaintly incarnates for his own
rhetorical purposes as a women’s
caucys, is not merely inaccurate, it is
sheer invention.

There are so many errors in Roberts's
report that a detailed rebuttal would be
futile and boring. Canadian readers and
vriters should know, however, that the
Feminist Caucus of the league is open to
men and women who are interested in
taking action against sexism in Canadian
[iterature and that, further, our recom-
mendation that juries at all levels should
have female representation bears no
relation to Roberts’s invention of a
desire for all-female juries. The caucus is
against single-sex juries,

David Donnell, the league's president,
will centainly be surprised to hear that he
is a woman — or is Roberts implying
that any person who aligns himself with
anti-sexism automaticailly undergoes sex-
change by association?

Perhaps the fact that Roberts spoke
only with those male members most
vehemently opposed to the caucus and
failed to attend the information session
or read the motion explains his gross
jnaccuracies., One would not like to
think that Roberts pre-judged an issue
or that his biases would interfere with an
ability 10 reason.

Roboerts fails to raise the central issue

facing the league; public accountability.
‘This is not surprising; he seems to be
completely unfamiliar with the idea in
any of its applications, from the accoun-
tability of a reporter to present accurate
information to the accountability of a
person who accepts public money for the
purpose of attending a meeting to attend
to the business of the meeting.

The major issue facing the leapue is
the conflict of vision between members
who wish to see the league providing
professional services and those who
want to get together to *‘cheer each
other up, get a few drinks under their
belts, and kick around a few notions of

art and craft” at taxpayers’ expense. '

The self-elected, sociable elite Roberts
describes is simply against any challenge
to its tattered standard, which is one of
control, not “quality.”

Roberts intends readers to infer that
anyone who disagrees with Skelton,
Rosenblatt, Lane, or other members of
the social network does so because of
inferior ability. This is nonsense, and
dangerous, totalitarian, vicious non-
sense at that. No one disputes that quality
should be a criterion for publication.
However, Skelton, Roberts, et al. try to
make the statement, which is not an
argument but a premise, serve as a
defense of institutionalized sexism. The

S5R

RS DH

LA [l
L~} !_:'VD

F Y
r4%

y-3

AO2L30BN
)

BE

AT/

statement is merely cheap rhetoric, a red
herring meant to confuse political issues
with aesthetic ones, the sacred bull of
political reactionaries,

That Roberts’s cheap and shoddy
edifice should be presented as a defence
of quality is ludicrous. It is also a form
of propaganda designed to obscure self-
interest. .

Sharon H. Nelson
Managing Editor
Metonymy Productions
Montreal

Kevin Roberts replies: Ad hominem

(literally) comments are not credible
arguments, and Ms Nelson's failure to
read my piece carefully or understand jts
motivation and chronology may well
justify some of my comments.

Catcher in the corn

Sir:

I read with interest and amusement
Douglas Glover’s article, *‘Catcher In
The Com" (August-September), in
which he claims that *‘the Iowa Writers®
Workshop has become the thought con-
trol centre of CanLit.”” Cheer up, gentle

NEW FROMCBC

[%H@FEKIEV NIGET 1N GANAD/A:

e 1982-83
George Gross, Sports Ediior, The Toronto Sun

An indispensable reference and valuable guide for the
2.4 million hockey fans watching Hockey Night in
Canada every Saturday night. A complete hocke

handbook with profiles, statistics, histories, an
analysis. Author tour. Major TV exposure.

150 b/w photos Paperback $9.95

b GBG Enterprises

Direst order to:
Macmiltan of Canada,
164 Commander Blvd.,

Agincourt, Ontario M1S3C7

SeaSon
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readers. We need not yet worry that
Canth. sick for home. will stand in tears
amid the alien comi. The old Iowa grads
who are presently teaching creative
writing in Canada appear to number
exactly eight, all male. And although 1
don't belicve that creative writing can be
“taught’® or that degrees up to the doc-
torate level should be passed out by any
group of pundits for same, I can hardly
imagine that the Gang of Eight is engag-
ed in some dark conspiracy to take over
Canadian fiction under the banner of
the Iowa corabelt. I admire much of
their writing, and don't think that corn
is where it’s at.

Having said that, I should add that
vhile a bunch of the boys were at
various times whooping it up in Iowa,
enjoying *‘the smell of pigshit in the
evenings, the beer in Irene’s.., the
chaos of writers and writerly egos,"
others of us were learning our trade in

various corners of the world, including
land withont hanafit n!'
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instructive workshops, and on the whole
I'd say we've done just as well as they
have in terms of the quality of work pro-
duced. I am thinking of a goodly num-
ber of our male colleagues, but I'm also
thinking quite strongly of such writers as
Gabrielle Roy, Alice Munro, Joyce Mar-
shall, Sylvia Fraser, Helen Weinzweig,
Rachel Wyatt, Constance Beresford-

Howe, Joy' Kogawa, Gwrendolyn
MacEvan, Caral Shields. and. if I may
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say so, myself.

Despite Mr. Glover’s fears . . . or, as
it may be, hopes . . . the Iowa takeover is
not imminent. It occurs to me that the
reverse may even be the case. I'm now
reading W.P. Kinsella’s marvellousiy
fantastic novel, Shoeless Joe, in which
one of the fictional characters is J.D.
Salinger, who in so-called real life is the
author of that classic and much-banned
'ﬂgl_.'g! The Caicher in the R'I,'p Dol

detect a faint note here of whar. we might
term Canadian Club? Unlike one of the
old Iowa grads, I do nor go *“all mushy
over the maple leaf flag,”” nor do I
engage in raucous singing of that worst
of all possibie songs, **The Mapie Leaf
Forever.” IMevertheless, I and my work
are of this land and people, and if our
literary detectives are going to crack
open the case of Canadian Club, I'd like
to be kept informed. Cheers!

Margaret Laurence
Lakefield, Ont.
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Letters may be edited for length or to
delete potentially libelious
siatements. Except in extraordinary
circumstances, letters of more than
500 words will not be accepted for
publication.

THIS MONTH'S SURVEY of art and gift
books reminds us Lhat this is the season
when once again publlshers truck ont all

their favourite clichde in attemnts o
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create an instant best-seller. Our old
friends at McClarkan & Newspider have
several new titles in the gift-book
sweepstakes, Margare! Trudeau’s Book
of Movie Heroes, Madame Benoit’s
Guide to Pac-Man, and Marc Lalonde’s
Solar Heating Book (revised edition,
with an introduction by Jean Chretien),
and on the international [ists we recently
spotted Princess Diana’s Book of Dogs.
Contestants are invited to compose
other trendy titles that guarantee finan-
cial sirceess. The prize is $25. Deadline:
December 1. Address: CanWit No. 77,
Books in Canada, 366 Adelaide Street
East, Toronto M5Z 3X09.

Results of CanWit No. 75
OUR REQUEST for titles for the house

organs of various organizations and .

businesses produced an embarrassment
of bad puns — so many that the editor
who writes Books in Canada’s headings
became jealous. The winner is Keith
Cole Angus of Kemptville, Ont., for a

list that inclades:

O The United Fishermen and Allied
Workers Union: Cod Pieces

O The Canadian Cattlemen’s Association:
Bult Sheet

O General Motors: As We Recall

O General Electric: Watls New

O Pro-capital punishment lobby Good
Noose

Honourable mentions:

0 Newioundiand Liquor Commission: The
Screech

O Atomic Enerpy of Canada: Glowing
Repori

O Air Canada: High Times

B Canadian Bar Assouatlon Lest Call

-_ ramcx Suliivan, Ottawa
* ¥ 2

O The Royal Bank: Of Principal Interest
[0 The Canadian Football League: Offensive
Lines
O B.C. Liguer Control Board: The Grape-
vine
— Ian C. Johnston, Nanaimo, B,C.
L x

O Capadian Intelligence Service: The
Listener
O Canadian Dairymen’s Association: The

Grab Bag
— Frederick D. Weir, Coboconk, Ont,

x ¥ &
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Canada and the United States clash in
this explosive International political
thriller as Canada’s resolve to control
foreign investments threatens the Ameri-
can banking system. $15.95

Availablg at better bookstores.

FHGENERAL

PUBI.ISHINC' COIRMITED ,,,
A\

From the pen of Anne Hebert, author of
Kamouraska, comes the stary of Heloise_
a dreamlike evocation of a mysterious
and beautiful woman who exercises her
dark powers over a young man, $ 12,95

Available at better bookstores.

5 STODDART
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O Forcirn Investment Review Agency:
Bucls in Caneda

— Barry Baldwin, Calgary
4 @; o=
O Parlioment of Canada: The Leaders’
Digest
— NMichael H.B. Kortsen, London, Ont.
5 % 2

0O Canadian Correctional Institutions: The
Pen Pal

O Canadian Union of Postal Workers: The
Last Post

— Mary Lile Benham, Winnipeg

THE EDITORS RECOMMEND

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

FICTION
sz Riooms of Juplter, by Alice Munro,
Macmillan. Whether she calls it Jubilee,
Dalsleish, or Logan, Ont., Munro’s fic-
tional territory is a rural society that can be
enriched or depleted by an individual’s
consctousness, but never destroyed. It isa
constant presence through which her nar-

CLASSIFIED

Classiflad 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, 368 Adelaide $treet East, Toronto
KI5A 3%9. Phone: (416) 363-5426.

EMPERIENCED In publishing? Tired of
all the stuplidity around you? Think you
have the Imagination and drive to do bet-
ter? Want to be an entrepraneur? Then
collaborate with a newr book packager.
Send a resums and a letter worth read-
Ing to: Boolts, Box 8053, Kitchaner, Ont.
M2K 2B6.

OLD AMD RARE BOOI(S. Canadiana
catalogues. Heritage Books, 3438 6 St.
S\, Calgary, Alberia T25 2M4.

QUT-OF-PRINT CANADIANA - history,
blography, literature. Books, pamphlets,
periodicals. Catalogues free on request.
Huronia Canadlana Books, Box 685,
Alliston, Ont. LOM 1A0.

PUBLISH AND PROMOTE your own
writing! Successful Canadian self-
publisher shows hov! you can do It tool
Only $5.00. Complete satlsfaction or
your money cheerfully refunded. Photo-
Comp Typesaetters, 114 March St. Soo.,
Ont. P3A 2Z3.
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rators weave and dodge like 2 blind man
trying to find his way through an unfami-
iar house.

NON-FICTION
The Embroidered Tent: Five Gentlewomen In
Esrly Conada, by Marian Fowler, House
of Anansi. In any sort of embroidery
details are important, and Fowler has
found many in her examination of Susanna
Moodie, Anna Jameson, Catharine Parr
Traill, Lady Dufferin, and Mrs. Slmcoe.
Readers may not agree with the parallels
she draws between her heroines and others
in fiction and real life, but her book is
thought-provoking and always enjoyable.

POETRY

War in an Empty House, by Don Domanski,
House of Anansi. Domanskl doesn’t have
10 scramble through either the self-doubt
or self-indulgence that mars the work of

. many young poets. Instead, he leads us by
the hand through his beautiful and frigh-
tening world of dream and bodily sensa-
tion, and his particular kind of surrealism
is more poigpant and haunting than ever.

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

Ace, by Spencer Dunmore, Lester & Orpen DmE
Mll':l ::l Baiiish Colambla, by Chuen-yan David Lai, Sono
Tess.

Allanife Spectram *83, edited by Lestle MeKlilop, Guidance
Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T.

Awe, by John Neold, Loogspeon Press.

Baker's Hemven, by Wenee Hori, Tllustrated by Sarie Jen-
ks, Three Trees Press.

Beantiful Dreamer, by Allen Morgan, Kids Can Press.

Belmullet, by Jocelyn Cobb, M & S.

A I:_d-l-_F;ndMg Guide to Ontarlo, by Clive E. Goodwin, U
[ Tess.

Bul.:llbﬁs 'of Brillsh Columbia, by G.W, Taylor, Morriss Pub-

ng.

(hlllll* Home, by Mema Summers, Oberon,

Canadian Songhirds ond their ways, by Trudy and Jim Ris-
Ing, illustrated by Kothryn De Vos-Miller, Tundra.

The Case of the Downhill Theft, by Geonge Swede, Three

Trees Press.

%m's Bamn, by Lindes Climo, Tundra.
lean Liternipre in Cunada, edited by Noim Nomez, Edi-
clones Cordill

Class Acts, by Eve Drobot, Van Nostrand Reinhald.

Compuiers on [l Job, by Heather benzies, James Losimer.

Consequences, by Margarct Trudeau, .

CORE: Storics and Pocms celcbrating the [ves of ordinary
cople who ¢all Toronto thelr home, collected by Ruth
ohnson, edited by Enid Lee. CORE.

Country of the Open Heart, by David McFadden, Long-

spoon Press.
“The Crilical Wager, by Willlam D. Gairdner, ECW Press.
Daneing In Asylam, by Richard Lemm, Potterslield Press.
Dal on the River, by J. Robert Janes, Clarke [rwin.
Denth over Montrenl, by Geollrey Bilson, Kids Can Press.
The Dictionary of Canadlon Qaotations and Pheases, by
Robert M, Hamilton and Dorothy Shields, M & S.
Digging In, by Elizabeth Brewster, Oberon.
The Discovery of Insulln, by Michnel Bllss, M & 5.
Disneylond Hostoge, by Eric Wilson, Clarke Irvin
Enwhisteetkva: Walk In Water, Jeanpeite C. Arm-
strong, Okanagan Indian Curricalum Project.
Excises for Archery, by Glenn Deer, Longspoon Press.
Ferry Command, by Don MeViear, Ad Astra Books.
Food 101, by Cathy Smith, McGraw-Hill Ryerson.
For o Betier Lite, by Anthony W. Resporich, M &S, ¢
Founders & Guardlans (Second editon), by Irma Coudll,
John Wiley & Sons.
The Garden Transformed, by Veroon Smitheran ef af.,

R:q_lezd Press.
Gaolng Through (he Motlons, by Katherine Govier, M&S.

erd.
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Gng:nm and Swans, by Gwen Hauser, Fiddiehead Poxtry
Halda: Thefr Art and Culture, by Leslie Drgw, Hancock

House.

A Huard Act to Foltow, by V.X. Gilbert er al., Guidance Cen-
tre, Faculy of Edugation, U of T.

HII]I;!IIgHW In Toronto, by David Danmell, Black Moss

oSk,

Herman, The Third Treasury, by Jim Unger, Andrews and
MeMeel (US.)

A Hill for Looking. by Mariha Brooks, Queension Housz.

How to Sell Your Own Home, by A. Vendor, Hurtig.

I'm Oaly Afraid of the Dark (ni Nightit ), by Palg Stren,
Fitzhenry & Whitesi

Is that wm Is me, by Elspsth Bradbury, Fiddlehead

Postry A
Is This **One o Those Days,' Daddy?, by Lynn Johnston,
Andrews and MchIeel (U.S.).
The Ivary Swing, by Faneite Tumer ng’tal. MRS,
Jack [ Port, by Judith Flogard, U of T Press.
Kissing tbe Body of My Lord, by Doug Beardsley, Long-

spoon Press.

Koow Your New Rights, by Michael ). McDonald, Fenn
Publishing.

The Lace Voleano, by M.L. Knight, Chlide Yhursday.

the least you cod oo Is sing, by Cecelln Frey, Longspoon

Press.
Letier by Letter, by Loufse Mahenx-Forcier, translated by

David Lobdel, O .
bzy.lourh Sherman, Oberon.
Mass an Cow Back, by Willred Watson, Longspoon Press,
Mind Tricks for Paredis, by Helene Holfman, erJacks.
Mindkifler, by Spider Roblnson, Holt, Rinehart and
Winsion,
Miss P. and Me, by Florence McNeil, Clarke Irwin.
Mollie Whupple and The Ghani, by Robin Muller, Nerth
Winids Press.
Moancy, Banking and the Canadlan Fioanchil Sysiem, by
H.H. Binhammer, Mcthuen.
Montreal, the New Cird, l't{ Gerald Clark, M & S.
oward E

Murder on Locatlon, by ngel, Clatke Jrwin.
Murme), Murmel, Murmel, by Robert Munsch, Ilfsirated
by M. Marichenko, Ani Press,

The New Canadian High Energy Diet, by Sandra Coken-
Rose aad Colin Penfleld Rose, Corona Publishers.

A Morthem Alphabet, by Ted Harrison, Tundra.

One for the Road, by Gillss Archambault, translated by
Diavid Lobdell, Obevon. .

Onl; So Far, by Hifary Thompson,. Fiddlehead Poetry

Ontario Spectrum "83, edited by Cook et al., Guldance
Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T,

The Other Mrs. Diclenbaker, by Simma Holt, Doubleday.

e Paclfle National Exhiblifon: An Hlusirated History,
David Breen and Kenneth Coates, Universlty of British
Columbia Press.

Patriots, by Robent B. Walt, Seal Books.

Patterns of Time, by Albert 'W.J. Harper, Southwestern
Onlario Poeirv.

The P.E.T. ngﬂrﬂoﬂ dress-up book, by Graham Plisworth,

e

Key Porter Books.

The Pitok Retribution, by Angus Brown, Williams-Wallace.

Plokun Trava: The Dookhobors, by Kooxma J. Tarasoff,
MIR Publization Society.

Power Sonrces, by Carolyn Smart, Fiddichezd Portey Beoks,

Png:::wgmn. by Mary Webb, Virogo (Lester & Orpen

The ng:nl Male, by Jack H. McQuaig. Hunler Carlyle
Publishing (Wiley).

The Presidenis and 1he Prime Minkters, by Lawrence Mar-
tin. Doubleday.

Quekec Speetrum "83, ediled by Eileca Poole, Guidance

Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T.

Racial Myth in Eaglish History, by Hugh A. MazcDougzall,
Harvest House.

The Rain Falls Like Raln, by David Helwig, Oberon.

A Reader on Prevention and Soclol Policles, Canadian
Coundil on Social Development. )

Red Is Best, m{nmy Silnson, [Mustrated by Robin Baird
Lewls, Anl Press.

Rn%:g:g Reform In Canada, by W.T. Stanbury and Fred

son, Insttuie for Research on Public Policy.
Residences, by Maureen MoTeer, Prentice-Hall
The Retara of the Sotidler, by Rebeoca West, Virige (Lesier

& Orﬂen Dennys).
The Rol ;g Stones Live, by Philip Kamin and Peter God-
o,

dard, Musson.
Ruihie's Blg Tree, by Shitley Day, Annick Press.
Scholary and Dollars, by Paut Axelrod, U of T Press.
Smoking Micrr, by George Bowering, Longspoon Press.
Snapdragons!, by Margaret Saunders, Soutlrvesiern
Ontario Poetry.
The Story of l'lﬂl?. by Elizabeth Konhl, Queenston House.
Swrangled Roots, by Isaac Quiring, Detselip.-
Strupgle ond Hope, by N.F. Dressziger, M & 5.
Tnldll% Cover, by Death Fraser, Oberon.
Thint Impressions, edited by John Meteall, Obezon.
Ticket o Hell via Dicppe, by A, Robert Pronse, Yan Nost-
ramxd Reinhold,
The_Tinderbox, by Marianne Brandls, The Porcupine's

Quill. .
Tawers of Gold, Feet of Clay, by Walter Stewart, Collins.
Voncouver Falr, David Breen and Kennclh Coates,
Universlty of British Columbla Press. |
Violence In the Capadian Novel Since 1960, by Virginia
Harger-Grinfing and Tezry Goldie, Memorfal Unlversity
of Newloundland

Wesiern Specirum "83, cdited by O.R. Sankey, Quidance
Cealre, Fuculty of Education, U of T.
The Wit md Wisdom of Joha Diefenbaker, cdited by John
A. Munro, Hurtlg.
Wriiing Righe: Poclry by Canadino Women, edited by
PDcmgl:s Barbour and Mami L. Sionkey, Longspoon
TESs.
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Hugh Hood

BLACK AND WHITE KEYS

The fourth book in his ambitious twelve-
volume series, The New Age, Black and
White Keys is a powerful novel of World
War Il and a Canadian’s attempt to rescue a
victim of The Holocaust. This is a fast-paced
and moving novel.

“*Hugh Hood is possibly our most intelligent
novelist’’. - Winnipeg Free Press

Paperback $8.95 Hardcover $17.95

Leon Rooke

THE BIRTH CONTROL KING OF THE UPPER VOLTA

A brilliant new collection of stories by an explosive talent.

*‘Rooke is an exceptional storyteller”’. - Macleans

John
Metcalf

KICKING AGAINST THE
I PRICKS

' John Metcalf's writing has earned

him a reputation as one of Canada’s

most observant writers.
In this book of essays, Metcalf is
/A also cutting, ironic, outrageous and
funny, in a devastating exposé of
Canadian writing and letters.
Sure to be the most talked about
book of the year.

Paperback $8.95

At all good bookstores. Published by ECW Press
Distributed by Firefly Books

November 1982, Books in Canada 35




BEAGIGLLET
JOCELYN COBB
With a refined literary style and
mastery of the romantic genre,
Jocelyn Cobb's first novel is a warm
and evocative portrait of life in rural
Ontario sat in the 1930s. It is the story
of the Polkingtharnes, a courageous
and posslonate family of Irish
immigrants who find ot the heart of
their struggle a commitment to family
unity and a sirong sense of
self-reliance.

$18.95

GOING THROUGEH
YHE MOTIONS
KATHERINE GOVIER
Joan Sincere is thirty, single and
unceriain of her next move. She has
been “takin’ it of” in dingy nightclubs
and rowdy bars for ten years, and all
she hos are the fears of all strippers—
being old, tired, fat and alone. ltisa
vibrant story poriraying the struggle
for dignity and survival. In this, her
second novel, Govier champions one
woman's courage and independence.
$16.95
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THE IVORY SWVING
JANETTE TURNER HOSPITAL
Winner of the $50 000 Seal First
Novel Award, The Ivory Swing is an
avocative story of a Canadian couple
caught in a personal and cultural
conflict in the lush and volatile climate
of contemporary South India. Based
an first-hand knowledge, Hospital's
portrait of India is exotic and often
disturbing. She has writlen a novel full
of passion, atmosphere and the
drama of human interaction.

516 95

| ——

TRE HROT
TIM WYNNE-JONES
After the success of his award-winning
novel, Odd's End, Tim Wynne-Jone's
second novel, The Knot, confirms his
repulation os a superb and
imaginotive mystery writer. He has
writien an extraordinary slory,
blending mystery and suspense with a
colourful and realistic rendering of
Toronto’s seamier side.

$16 95

WILD ROSE
D M CLARK
In his third novel, Clark rejuvenates
Figgy Van Rijn, the hard-luck
salesman of The Sunshine Man.
Toking us back 1o the 50s, the author
presents a hilarious yel sensitive
account of Figgy's coming of age.
Clark's is a porirait of youth driven to
distraction with anxiety and sexual
repression. His charociers are of a
jukebox and leather jacket
generalion, paving the way for the
sexvol emancipation of the 60s.
$16.95

Available ab
beekstores
everywhere.
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