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AROUND 1877, at the time of the La&b& 
Can;II Strike, when Irish workers got 
tired of building an English waterway 
for prnnies a. day, Joe Beef was a tavem- 
keeps on the Montreal watafront. in 
the territory that David Fennarlo has 
turned into his literary turf. Legend has 
it that Beef fed a thousand strikers and 
their families and kept them alive to 
flirh the strike, serving up drinks for 
f&giog spirits. Now Joe Beef is a char- 
acter in a play by the same name written 
and directed by Fennario. Beef wel- 
comes Montreal history into his drinking 
establishment, from captains of industry 
like MacTavisb and McGill (as in 
University) to the babifmrs and the 
Micks. His tavern is the scene of MO& 
treal history - and class conflict history 
- as Fennario sees it. 

Last March, Squire Beef set up shop 
on Verdun Avenue, in the school and 
day-care centre called Saint 
Willibrord’s, io the Montreal neigbbour- 
hood called Verdun. Not far away flows 
the Lachlne Canal, scene of that strike, 
where today Montrealen of all classes 
ride bicycles in summer tid cmss- 
country sld in winter. Beef is the emcee 
of Fennario’s play; he delivers the mes- 
slye and tells the working-class audience 
“not to be afraid to throw the first 
punch.” They applaud. The people sil- 
tiw on hard folding &airs in S&i 
WillibrordQ are applauding their friends 
on the stage. It’s community theatre. 

Uptown on Pine Avenue, in the 
Cars&&ire Suzy, B ma&bar whose 
interior strangely resembles one of Fen- 
norlo’s kitchen-sink sets (don’t order the 
club sandwich, you’ll be sorry), Fen- 
nario and associate John Salmela tell the 
story: Fumario didn’t mind the success 
of B&onviUe and the other plays, but 
he felt that middle-class actors couldn’t 
interpret his material the way it was sop 
posed to be interpreted, and that 
working-class audiences could never pay 
their way into a mainstream theatre to 
see a play written about them. (Joe BM 
casts 83.00 to get into.) Middle-ch 
actors, according to Fennario, could 
sing the songs and say the lines. but they 
didn’t understand the meaning. The 
work& class are natural actors, he says; 

they use their bodies more, and they’ve 
been acting all their lives anyway. His 
job was to instil the discipline of learning 
lines and showing up at rehearsal. and to 
do that he drew from the intense con 
munity spirit of Verdun, embodied in 
the tigure of Joe Beef. 

Complete with Robber Barons doing a 
soft shoe in white tie and tails, Joe Bd 
is s review of class and sodal conflict: 
the French explorers against the Indians, 
the priests against the farmers, the 
English against the French, the Scats 
against the Itih immigrants. The actors 
who carry the message are a cross- 
section of Verdon life: there are a lot of 
unemployed (a couple of weeks before 
the show opened, tbe unemployed took 
over the local IJIC office to protest “II- 

event), some t&&s, a few housewives, 

secret&. One actress dropped but of 
the cast because she got a job. Their 
style of acting, the murky lighting, and 
the agitprop writing tends to drive 
mabutmam critics crazy. At one point 
one of the actors, lifting a Molson’s, 
about to launch into a speech, forgot his 
lines and stared b&folly at the bottle 
with an “Aw, sbitl” But the show has 

an energy, and when great big Georges 
B&iault, who plays Joe Beef, talks 
about not being afraid to throw the fmt 
punch at the end of the play, by Jesus, 
you believe him. He believes in what he’s 
saying with a sincaity that would 
embarrass most theatrsgoers because, 
that’s the point, he isn’t acting. 

“Fifteen years ago,” Fennario says, 
“it was radll or -stupid word -pro- 
gressive to do a play about where you 
lived.” But now Canadiana isn’t 

enough: “you have to talk about how 
and why we’re living the way we’re liv- 
ing.” That’s the mission of the Black 
Rock group, and thg play Joe i7& is 
jostonepanofit.BlackRockinclodesa 
women’s group, * threatre troupe, 
photo exbihits. political sofr&s &ma- 
date Devlin was scheduled later in 
March). There is a real black rock too. 
In the 1850s the Irish workas building 
the Victoria Bridge over the St. 
La!vrellCe - the longest bridge in the 
world at the time - dragged a mck out 
of the water and set lt over the on- \ 

marked grave of the immigrants who 
died a decade earlier of ship fever. The 
memorial still stands today, though now 
it’s in ‘the middle of B highway leading 
up to the bridge. 

Black Rock b looking for autonomy: 
the group is in the market to buy its own 
building, start its own theatre, and if one 
of its plays “go.% uptown” - to the 
Centaur. presumably, where Fznmrio 
has done well - it will be in -pro- 
duction. Pan of this movement is the 
book project. This spring, 2,800 copies 
of Blue Mondays, written by Fenotio 
with poems by Da&l Adams and illus- 
trations by Sheila Salmela, will conu 
out, the frst book from Black Rock 
Creations. It’s about life io the factories 
in the Point, about what happens when 
the factories close, about the fact that 
“dyingis easier but some of us shit- 
disturbers born down there in the Point 
Salnt-Charlea-Verdun ghetto have de- 
cided to form somethin called the Black 
Rock Group, basing ourselves on the 
last hope tJ.tat what’s left of the Anglo 
community can be salvaged and made 
useful to itself despite itself. . . .‘I 

Part of that job is to faht against the 
idea that all Aoglos are rich, that they all 
support the Liberals, and that all are in 
dire conflict with the French. In fact. if 
anyone has lost out in the French- 
EngJllh skirmishing always present but 
sharper since 1976, it’s the working-class 
Anglo communities. With typical 
“malre-thebbesl-of-a-bad-~ irony, 
Black Rock hosted a cultural soi& d&s 
maudits bkzkes and took off from it to 
contact FrenchspeakIng groups in the 
community. Joe BMis a bilingual play. 
but not the kind of blngoalism that the 
B & B Commission had in mind. If any- 
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writers-in-r&deuce and many more 
visiting writers. The f&time faculty has 
included Tom Wayman, David McFad- 
den, Margaret Hollingsworth, John 
NewIove, Colin Brow, S&en Virgo, 
Paulette Jiles. Fraser Sutherland, Lor- 
raine Johnson. and Patrick Walsh. The 
writers-in-residence for 1983-84 were 
Clerk Blake and Audrey Thomas. The 

t1av4k.d in a convoy for 700 km to stage 
simultaneous teach-ins on the legklature 
lawn in Victoria and in Robson Square 
in Vancouver. 

While DTUC mmmitteix are looking 
at ak.rnate funding sources, and pos- 
sible affiliation witb other North 
American universities, the eventual 
destiny of the school of writb~ is uacer- 
bin. Fred Wab and Colin Browne both 
maintain that Wrifhg magazine will 
continue to publish work by established 
end new Canadian end intemational 
writers. The fast issue, edited by David 
McFadden, appeared in 1980, and in 
1981 Wrllng received second pria for 
poetry from the National Magazine 
Awards. 

There is no doubt in many minds that 
the decision to close David Thompson 
Universitv Centre is a mistake. Tbe Cm-’ 
tre costs 83.4-millIon amuaUy, just over 
one pa cent of the total post-secondary 
budget in B.C. There is concern about 
the allocation of federal transfer funds 
for higher education in B.C., which 
comprises 760 of every $1 in the provin- 
cial education budget. 

Meanwhile, George Orwell’s words 
are celebrated by writing students at 
DTIJC: “Language creates thought; 
thought creates action.” 

- cARoL.lNE H. wooDwARD 

- 
Fenmuio’s Beq/ takes us up only to 

the 1CSOr. before the turning point that 
was the L&iie Canal Strike. But the 
Ftocl: plans to briw Moatred history up 
to date with Be& pcvl II, to be played 
out sometime tbis summer or faU. B&I 
tool; dmost a year to get on stag from 
the time of first rehearsal, and at that 
rate we mi8ht not get up to tbe ZOtb een- 
twy for quite some time. As the house 
lights come up, barkeep Beef barks, 
“Wi!l the last one out close the fuddng 
door?!” But with the Verdun group’s 
a&prop ener8y, people are bound ‘to 
come wringing their way through Joe 
E&s tavern doors again soon. 

- DAVID HOMn 

ILea iiu be 

TIE DEATH I~LL sounded on Jan. 4 for 
one of Canada’s most innovative 
schools of vzritb~ by way of a press 
release from the B.C. ministry of educa- 
tion. The closure of David Tlmmpson 
University Centre - the fust such 
closure by a provincial government - is 
effective May 1. Tbe public outcry 
styled in the town of Nelson in the 
southeastern comer of B.C., where the 
campus, formerly Notre Dame Lb%% 
sky, has existed for more than three 
decades, but the reaction has been far 
from merely local. As the West Koote- 
nay Valley residents, DTUC faculty, and 
its 500 students be@n organG pm- 
tests, letters of support poured in from 
vniters, artists, and educators fmm 
across Canada. 

In a letter to Premier Bii Bennett, 
Clark Blake. vvriteGn-residence at the 
school in 1933, called the impending 
dosure a cultural tragedy: 

I have the fear that DlUC is being 
doxd b%nue it is small end remote (if 
it were blasted and w~teful it would 
bwe developed * stronger sense Of self- 
prcsuvatioa); this adds irony to treg- 
cdy. and the result. I fear, sill be 
cyaicd rurr.tier. Someone must stand 
up for quality agabw the simplistic ap- 
p&s of cort-efticiency; what DTUC 
hx, done wIti a midmum of cost and 
mvsimum of tdemwe, laboar, and 
~emc discernfort. merits year praise. 
not dosure. Evcdlence hss been 
acbicved at DTUC. believe rn* I urge 
y~aintbcllyneofdefulurrto*titbe. 
Let it swvivc. 
Founded in 1979 by poet end teacher 

Fred Wah, the school of witit~ offered 
students ialemive vxwksbops in poetry, 
prose, journalism, and script-vwiting. 
taught by a faculty of vniters and 

place for writers on cross-C&da 
reading tows, located as it is mid-way 
between Vancouver and Calgary. Blaise 
say* in his 1etter: 

The uaiqueaess of the Wkiw pm- 
gramms at DTIJC. bsyond the small 
class size and the exallmt teaching. is 
Ihe coacept of an inte.gratcd approach 
to writing. The scwallcd “cr&ive” 
writer (poet or novelist) is wtill~ 
“commerc.iaUy” (doh reviews. editing 
magazine, writing publicity releases, 
newspaper and radio features) from the 
beginning. This is done nowhere else 
. . . .In tbme months at Nelsun: I 
received more work fm my students 
Iban I have anywherr. wwe more of 
my own fiction than I have during any 
teaching job, met with four active dr- 
cles of non-eamUed “commuaity” 
witers. attended more student readings 
tbaa I ever have, aad made friends with 
more soldents - more vadeties of II”- 
den? - than I ever have. 

This year two of its student&w;;mdn;- 
tog and Ernst Iiavemana, 
place prizes for poetry end short fiction 
respectively in the CBC Literary Con- 
test. “‘We were just starring to build a 
national coastitoeacy,” says Colin 
Bmwne. “We have attracted faculty and 
students from tbe Maritimes, Quebec, 
and Ontaiio. We were just beginning to 
come into OUT own, to reach our poten- 
tial here as a truly national school.” 

Already SufferbIg a 27-per-cent lmem- 
ployment rate, the town of Nelson has 
united to try to save its second largest 
payroll. A DTUC Action Committee 
storefront opened on the main street to 
coordinate a mess& petition campaign 
and fund-rsiping effort. A media centre, 
spearheaded by Tom .Wm, now is 
ran by students who prepare publicity 

case. Theatre and widng st&nts WI- 
laborated to create an @skit that they 
performed locally and towd in the 
Lower Mainland and Victoria. 

Dr. Marian Muth, head of the univer- 
sity board, climbed onto a cross outside 
the pmvincial legislature and stayed 
there for hours to draw atteation to 
what she terms the “cmciftiocion of edu- 
cation, in B.C.” In early February the 
Western Pmnt in Vancouver sponsored 
an evening of protest aiid celebration 
when more than 20 writers gave read- 
inps. Ia late February 300 faculty. sht- 
dents, and community supporters 
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Megatrends: the unbearable paradox is that 
the harder a writer tries to express himself precisely, 

the more likely he is to be misunderstood 

By BOB BL.AC~URI\T 

I DON’T KNOW how old the line is, bar the 
first time I heard it, it was spoken by 
Liberace on Mevision’s Tonight Show, 
perhaps 20 or more years ago. The host 
(Johnny Carson or Jack Paar: 1 don? 
remember) had asked if Liberace had 
been troubled by some putlcularIy 
scathing ~.views of one of his c~a~arts. 
and he said that, yes. he had been ter- 
ribly upset. 

“1 cried all the way to fhe bank,” he 
said. 

To me, and to the studio audience. 
that was a delicious line. I don’t suppose 
it was original then, but it was new to 
me, and that’s what counts. And it did 
become‘an insta?t clich$ but in a pecu- 

So it goes. with one word or ewes- 
slon after another. IL’s bad for everyone, 
but, if I may be permitted a slight show 
of self-pity, it’s miserable for anyone . . . _ liar way. In no time at all, evuyone was 

saying, “I Iaghed all the way to the who tries to commm~lcaie, ewsCiaUY W 
bank.” There’s nothing funny about . wvayofthemas5mediaforalivine.The 
tbat. 

When I was a lad we used la say, “1 
couldn’t care less: Thai somehow was 
a more emphatic statement than “I 
don’t cnre.” It wss a useful bit of ver- 
nacular. Today’s uninterested kll (and 
their parents. I guess) say, “I could can 
less.” If that meam anything at all, it 
certainly doesn’r mean what they’re uy- 
ing to say. 

I don’t know whether it’s stupidity or 
perversity or a combination of the two 
that cawes this sort of indifference to 
the meaning of words in catchphrases. I 
don’t understand people who apparently 
think they’re quoting Shakespeare to 
good effect when they pluck oat of con- 
text such phrases as “The play’s the 
thing,” or “Now ls the winter of our di.+ 
content,” and mouth them as though 
they mean somethlmg apt. 

I wss about to say that theseare thlw 
that try my temper, and the thcmgbt 
cama to mind that temper is a word 
ready to be added to the endangered 
specks list. I hear people say. “He has 
quite B temper.” I don’t know what that 
means. I usually assmna they mean he is 
quick to fly off the handle, but that’s 
not whar they’re saying. If ihey’rs saying 
anythling, it’s Lhat he has a good temper. 

The noun has a convoluti history 
that makes tedious reading in the OED, 
but, in fhe sense I’m talklw about, what 
ls important is the wmnolation of a 
balanced and salubrious mixture of 

m&amble paradox is that the h&der a 
writer tries to e%- himsdf with pzcl- 
sion, the more likdy he is to be mlsun- 
derstood. If he seeks and fmds the word 
that has the exact shade of meaning he 
v.%ults to convey, thare Is an sxcellent 
chance that the word by now will have 
been so widely misused by his colleaws 

qualitl~ that leads to, ar& athex 
things. resilience. So to lox on& tern- 
per is to bsome unbslaaced. To have a 
bad tempa is to be inclined that way. 

Somehow, lemper is becoming 
synonymous wltb bad temper. Instead 
of saylag that someone has lost his 
temper, we may say that he’s “showing 
his temper,” and that is quire the oppo- 
site of what we mean. A person who 
loses hi temper behaves badly, but a 
person who shows his temper behaves 
wall. Bat ashowo/tcnrpernowsemstn 
mean a show of bad tcmper. 

that he’ll be lucky if one reader in a 
thousand grasps the nuance, and if one 
in 10 hap even the vaguest idea what he 
means. 

In such circumstances, it’s aU too edsy 
@e&e me) to lapse into sloppiness. aad 
that ceaalaly doesn’t help matters at all. 

In Megatrrndr, John Naisbllt tslls us 
chaerfully that we ans rapidly changing 
from a maaufaclwlng sociaty to an 
information so&y. That is unquss- 
tionably the most fri&enlng prediction 
of the year. Certainly we have the tech- 
nology to make the &xnsltion in the next 
couple of decades. 

ButvdllwehavetbewmdsTCl 



PROFILE 

At 80, Earle Birney has pursued a.career 
that spans five continents - as poet, teacher, and 

(under various aliases) socialiit operative 

By FRASER SWHERLAND 

,lmJor, n. &a 1. (poet.) The fanciful name Earls Bbney assign- 
ed to the month of May in tw poem-calendars he inveatal - 
e.g. Birney was born on 13 Major 1904: (mil.) the rank Birney 
zxtaiined in the Canadii Army during World War II. 2. a. 
Blmey’s ststus ss a modem Canadian poet. (L, compsr. of 
,nqsnur great.) 

E~LE erww, almost 80, didn’t want to talk about the past. 
Certainly the immediate past had been harrowing. It was mid- 
March. and he had just returned from reading his poems to the 
students of Memorial University in St. John’s. Aboard the 

0 The successor to Spreading i’lmc Remarks on Gmadian 
Wrifing and Wrilers: Book I. 1904-1949 (1980). The oew 
book, three-quarters completed, would take his life up to the 
present. 
0 A volume of literary reminiscences c&xl Dyhn Thorn- 
and Malcolm Lowry in Gmada. Bimcy had bean Thomas’s 
Vancouver host (“There were problems because I was looklog 
after him, but I loved the guy”) and Lowry’s friend and 
editor. 
0 Three volumea of cooversatioos with Leon Trotsky. 

plane - tile smallest 
Esstem Pmvioclal Alr- 
ways could muster - 
Bimey had endured gale 
force bumps, closed air- 
ports, and bemwtically 
sealed food lockers. Buf- 
feted by blizuds, under 
house arrest in Halifax 
sod Moncton airports, 
he had fallen back on 
EPA’s free liquor and 
the work he had brought 
alOll& 

A veteran of travels to 
poetry readlogs on five 
continents, Birney 
ahw)s takes work along, 
in this case prore man- 
scripts by Sid Marty and 
Peter Tmrer. Marty’s is 
a history of Baoff Na- 
tional Park. Tmwer’s an 

E accouot of a bank rob- 

1 ~m~~~~fzz~ 

2 logical liar.” Birney 
3 v:ould tind time to com- 
; meat on both books. 
2 Later, safely returned to Toronto and his 22od-storey apart- 
? meat (Blmey has always bea fasdaated by heights), he will 
8 speak of the mllection of Chaucer essays Unlnrslty of 
2 Toronto Press may I;ubli&, sod the volume of radio dramas, 
s edited by Howard Fink, that will be issued this summer by 
cl Quarry Press in conjunction wltb the Upper Canada Writers’ 
: Worl~op lo 1ciogstoa. 
2 That is the lhture; the present is in the top two drawers of a 
2 black metal tiling cabinet filled with ovastuffed binders. In 
8 them are at least eight works in progress. Undismayed. Bll 
6 recites the topics, among tti 
z 0 Fmt priority: a new selection of poems. 

0 Autobiographical 
works abod: his pareots 
and gmodpareo*i; cblld- 
hood in the footbllls of 
the Rockies; Banff. 
1911-24; “condog of age 
in Brickson, B.C.“; 
Waterton Lake Park; 
undergraduate days at 
the University of British 
Columbia; Toronto, 
1926-27, 193233, 1936 
42; “my American 
period,” 1927-34. 
q A long poem about 
Arctic eaploration. 

Even in a country 
known for the long 
workllg careers of its 
poets (F.R. Scott, Ron 
Bverson, Dorothy Live- 
say, to name a few), 
Birney is remarkable; 
Looking 20 years 
younger thao his age, he, 
has remvered spleodidly 
from the faU from a tres 
in 1975 that pulled his 
hip out of its socket and . 

four places. Although one foot is still partly pamlyzed, giving 
him a rolling cowboy’s gait when he walks, he remains a man 
in transit not traction. 

Prior to the Newfoundland visit, he had conducted a week- 
long residency in Fairbanks, Alaska, including readlogs in the 
Bear Galley and in a reatauraat at Mile 265.5 Richardson 
Highway. The cold had bit mimw30 degrees. . . . 

ON THB FUJCIR of a farmhouse ia the Rocky Mountain foot- 
hills, a small boy is playing with ao alphabet of buildlog 
blocks. He also plays wvith a steacll set, for among ids father’s 
many jobs has +I that of signpainter. The words begin. 
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The boy’s mother, a Shetlands girl named Martha Robert- 
son, had immigrated to Canada and become a waitress in a 
miners hotel in.HaIcycm Hot Springs, B.C. She met and mar- 
ried Will Etirney, the son of a smal-town Ontario but@ier. who 
had ma away from home to seek fortune in the West. The for- 
tune never came for Will Blmey, successively a cow-puncher, 
brakeman, prospecior. paper-hanger. soldier, and fruit 
farmer. .The alphabetical boy also foUcwed a wavuing voca- 
tit@ trail: by the time words gmduated hi from the Uniter- 
sityaf Btitish Columbia in 1926, he had been a Calgary Eye- 
O~.mer newsboy. stuveyer’s chain-and-rod man, farm 
labourer. axeman. wmttp oiler, bank clerk. door-to-door 
subscription salesman, mmmtaia guide, houwpsiater, and 
weekly newspaper managing editor, paying tuition, helping Ids 
parents. 

From that point, thou& the words prevailed: at fnst, the 
words.of.cl~mom and doctqral thesis, then the words of 
1930s political dialectic, SnaUy worils for their own sake-the 
shape and sound of them, and how. reduced to the letter and 
phone+, they could become ‘%lphabeings,” “jakollagcs,” 
“pamnes” to ‘dismember thll like the kooks of the monk 
and who wmde them.” From his study of Anglo-Saxon and 
Middle English, espchlly Chauea, he acquired a “word- 
hoard,:’ took up “kemdngs.” fgurative sabstitutions for the 
ordinary wxd..approptiated heavy and secoadary stresses for 
bis&tes. Just as the mountti of his Albertan and British 
Columbiaa youth prefwred the rise and fall of acceats. so 

From 19% until 1941 Qlmey was a graduate stu&nt or 
teacher at the Universities of Toronto, British Columbia, Loa- 
don, California, and Utah, earning “a lousy living as an 
academic, in bqweea Depression layoffs.” In Toronto he met 
poets like Raymond Rtditer, Roy Da&Us, Rqbert Placb. 
A.O. Bailey. B.J. Pratt, “a chembIc yet very intelligent under- 
graduate” named Nortbrdp Frye, and took Pelhsm Rdgar’s 
sembmr on the modern novel. He was literary editor of the 
Cun&im Forum, and used to encounter Sii Charles G.D. 
Roberts la the Ring Cole Room, the b asemeat beer parlour of 
the Park Plaza Hot& 

c’Pml0.s \Vithout Talcs’? 

start, Bit&y had be& no of the ptivile&d. In The Cow 
Jumped Over the Moon (1972) he tells of his first revolu- 
rionary act, at age 12, when be became founding editor “of a 
realistic~undergrottnd school paper. Handwritten and illus- 
trated, it existed in three copies - I had two assistant editors 
- .and was rented, not sold. Our lady teacher intercepted a 
copy and passed it on to the principal who agreed with her 
judgqeat that it was pornographic. This certainly described 
oar ititention, and in that respect we were .wceersfbl corn- 
municators, bat la 1916 our sole reward was the cat-of-abte 
tails.“. 

But it was not until 1932 that he became captivated by Leon 
T&&sky’s thought, as c&id in tit&y’s What Nerf for 
Germany? and Llkmhue and Revolution. Trot&y urged that 
Marxise of all types should ally against fascism. In aa UP 
published tribute Blmey would later mmmeat, “No one Ia our 
tbtte, I thbtk, so perfectly blended the gifrr of the artist and of 
the man of action into a memorable whole..” 

The fortified %ney - a former Presbyterian Sunday : . 
sdtool teacher -set to work. At Utah he fotmded a Marxist 
study dub on the Mormon campus and in 1933 made a 
“‘pOSti& marriage of convettiet~cc,” later annulled. with a 
social% or.wnb named Sylvia Johnstone. In Vancouver, 
working under various aliases, he citwlatcd soda&t publica- 



dons. and in London he worked for the Indcrrelldent Labmu 
Party. even travelling to Norway to inteniew & man “ho bad 
made him a communist. Trot&~ was just as impressive in pa- 
son as in print. Becalllng him, &y&w says ihat “OnCein a 
while one’s awax of being in the presence of gentus.” 

By 1941 Trots@ had hem assassinated In Mexico, the war 
was on, and Bimey had a new wife - Bstber. whom he bad 
met in England - and a son. Bstber “as Jewish, and bad 
Polish relatives. Blmey joined the Canadian Army. He spait 
the last two war years in Europe as major-in-charge of person- 
nel selection in the North West Theatre. Biiey’s letter honk? 
was “This Page My Pigeon.” This “homer” 

Bimey returned to Montreal to become supkrviror of the 
Central European section in the CBC’s international service. 
“I’d work B nine- or IO-hour day, take a streetcar acmss the 
city, and f&o out.” Relief came fortuitously when he en- 
countered Larry MacKenzie, the new president of UBC, while 
on a train to Ottawa. Htring Bhey as a profear of medieval 
studies, MacKenzie offered him a comparable salary, more 
vacation time, and the chance to teach “bat was probably the 
tint creative vwiting c- in Canada. 

II was 1946. Among the few poets writing seriously in 
Canada, Bimey was established as a voice that could not be ig- 
nored: 

(“David”) 
He had won the Govemor General’s Award for David crnd 
other ~oenzs (1942) and for Now Is Time (1945). “David” 
“a to become reauired readllc in man’ schools. earning him 
and his publishers~83.500 in &ology &hts by i972, &d ia- 
mlrlnr an oratorio by Lome Bats. Bll would even receive 
the c&npliment of a-parody called Y%ti,” by a high-school 
student named Tom Franck. In “Saul” Franck had retold the 
story 50 that the fatally injured title character “now wan& to 
be saved for a wheelchair; any vray that he can stay alive is 
okay by him.” But Bobbii lnslsists that Saul will be happier if 
he p.ets shoved off Mount Pinger, and cheerfully proceeds to 
do him the favour. 

But all this was in the future. For no”, Bll had to con- 
tend with the fust of what he calls “Itteralatl” - aUBC fresh- 
man “ho was overhead bitterly complainin about h?ving 
born put in Bley’s section: “He’s the aonofabitch who 
pushed his best friend offen a cliff.” 

He also had a new chore: B.J. Pratt had enticed him into 
taking on what he would come to regard as the “po*asters” 
and “stuffed owls” associated with the Canadbm Poeby 
~llaguzine, a publication of the Canadian Authors Asmcia- 
tion. Appointed editor, he found the m@sdne to be “a refuge 
for rhymed and sentimental drivel foisted on it by dues-paying 
members of the CAA.” Although Bimey transformed the 
mngazlne and swelled its circul&n by publlsbing the new 
work of poets like Raymond Sousta, A.M. Klein, Ralph 
Gustafson, and Louis Dud&, the “old guard” back in Toron- 
to were busy object@ and obstructing. Meanwhile in Van- 
couver a “suburban reuorter Dhoned me for an interview 
about Hen No. 2, the fa&w eg&ylng champion at the UBC 
agricultural farm, in the belief that I “as editing the Cumxitin 
Pm&y ru-ogazine.” 

Some idea of Blmey’s life at the time may be found in II let- 
ter he wxate to Pat&k Waddiogton: 

1 am dllatb~ in the Camp while bulldozers rip out the forat 
that begins lifty yards away ova a sea of mud. and our mm- 
shackle hut trcmbla pedodicalty from the dynamite blasls of I 
stumping sew. Aft” supper 1 will nip out to drsg alda trunks 
and roots to my backdoor sawhorse - food For the Whmlpeg 
heater, our only so”rc.5 Of wamltb a.$a.blst Vanmu~r la” 
November. Theo I will sctfle down Lo marklug my weekly batch 
of a hunM freshman and sophomore “themes.” 

Undefeated by onerous living conditions, he finally sue 
cumbed in 1948 to the bumblbig and malice in Toronto, 

=--_ ._._. -~_-__ -- ~~~ -__ 

resignii his editorial post and bls membenhlp in the CAA. 
At the same time, Bimey ploughed on with his own work: 

The Sfmif of Anian (1948) and his first novel, i%rv~‘: A 
Milltay Pimre.que (1949; revised in 1976). A manual of 
military misadventure, my (lata made into a successful 
musical at the Charlottetown Festival) drew on Biiey’s war- 
time experience in making thousands of personality 
assessments. Private Thomas Leadbeater Turvey and his 
desperate quest to join the Kootenay Highlanders “as the hap- 
py product. Still fresh and tiny today, it had been an easy 
book to tite: “Once I got my characters and my style going it 
just flowed. I wrote it in a summer.” 

His other novel, Down the Long Table (1955), laboriously 
recreatec a more distant past, the politics of the Depression. 
Using the framing device of a McCarthy-like U.S. CO~~XS- 
sional hearing, Blmey takes Gordon Saundera. teacher and 
socialist operative, tbmugb a turmoil of political debates and 
unhappy love affairs. Much evident is Bimey’s intense interest 
in collage - in tbls case cutauts of newspaper headlines and 
reports - and in colloquial vmieties of accznt and diction. 
Bimey today admits that the “structure ls not very strong,” 
but the book, Ill I*nvy, remains in print. 

Writing, editing, tmvelling around the world in the 1950% 
Blmey “as also a harried teacher, taking four undergraduate 
and two graduate courses, and running a creative writing pro- 
gram that had steadily grown until it became virtually a sub- 

and by 1982 “the situation had become impossible - I w& 
being sabotaged.” A new Bnglkb department head attempted 
to scrap the writing courses: Bimey fought back - and “on. 
A ssnarate creative writinx deDanme.nt “as set UD in 1963. and 
the &azlne P&n Inter&&u1 established. 60 yearslater 
Bimey let? UBC: “I took stock of myself and deciied I’d be a 
lot happier writing.” Apart from stints as writer-in-msidmce 
at various universitla and a year at the University of cali- 
fomla at Irvine, he bad left academc forever. 

Not long after his poetic achievement was eonsolldated into 
Co~~ec&dPoems (1975), ably edited by John Newlove, impor- 
tant changea were happening in his private life: he had 
divorced Bstber and “as living happily with the Toronto 
lawyer wal-lan Lo”. 

but wben warm winds mm.? 
we murl stirfmm lhir trance 
she wlil /(/I /iwind rwms 
ID fhe sun’s dance 
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wifh suns and wlndr 
and 0 mmy and nrmw 
and hrrppkt mm 

(‘she Is”) 

By now Bimey’s ideao about the rcadii and writing of 
poetry had been encapsulated in two short books, The 
Creative Wrifer (1966) and 7Xe Cow Jumped Over the Moon. 
(Writing is “made out of aneedto record, and a hope of shar- 
ing.“) Books began to appear almost yearly, ineluding Big 
Bird in the&h (1978). a sektion of short fiction. He was the 
subject of a National Fdm Board portrait. two coUections of 
critical pieces, an annotata bibliography. md bio- 
graphical/critical monographs by Frank Davey, Richard 
Robillard, and Peter AirSnger. StyUsticaUy. he mostly aban- 
doned traditional punctuation and%ntured into audio-visual 
territory: concrete poetry. a tbreedisc recordbIg with the per- 
cussion group Nexu (1982). and performed his poem “To 
swindon from London by BritraU” on an NFB short, Aloud 
Ba@eUe (1983), directed by Donald McWilliams. AIWCIYS. he 
turned fresh attention to the language, landscapes, and mores 
of those near and far. often with &ical mimicry, cons.istentLv 
with alert invention and in forms that ranged from long 
dramatic monologues to compressed lyyics. 

Certainly his influence on Canadian writing “as pcrmanmt, 
and not simply because hi former students indude George 
Bowaing, Phyllis Webb, and Jack Hodgins. Biiey “as the 
fusl Canadian poet to ful$explore the linguistic Mo”reg of 
the separate substantial English word, and thus could be said 
to have sired a generation of poets fascinated by the sounds 
and shapes of lan9uagc. Like the “Oldster” he wrote about in 
195): 

Siultaneously his public readings managed to combiie’thc 
personas of Grand Old Man and Audacious StripUng. 

’ Through the pars, Birney was not without his (usuaUy af- 
fectionate) detractors, who chuckled at what they perceived a~ 
Canada CouncU-funded tourism, showboat@ trendiness, and 
adamant refusal to observe what they considered to be the 
right way to act one’s age. If he were aware of such gibes. 
Bimey ignored them. He “as too busy. 

“~0” DOWI “ANT to know about the present, you’re only in- 
twrstedinrhepast,“BarleBimeysadlyranarkstothetactless 
interviewer who’d been peppering him with questions about 
titskyia marriages, and academic guerriua warfare. A 
denial follows, and the next moment the two of them are hur- 
tying past the piano and the flowering plants, on into the tiny 
room in which he writes. As a base camp for assaults on print. 
Toronto is unavoidable: “where else in Canada can you make 
aliving?” Fiam the desk and bookshelves he unearths aclutch 
of brochures about writing workshops. press releases (one tells 
us that “David” is “the haunting narrative of deep friendship, 
love and death, set in the Canadian Rockies”). and critical 
studies about him @e likes Aichingcr’s best). He fmds a foot- 
hold and yanh open the top drawer of the ftig eabiiet, pa.+ 
sing off a compliment about his hardiness - “I’ve been very 
lucky with my genes, I ~ws.” 

The thick binders overflow the drawer. why does he travel 
so much when all these avid ghosts await Ids attention at 
borne? “Just bad habits. I’m really trying to cut down on the 
travel. I get lazier as I get older. It’s much easier to travel and 
take notes and toss things out than to sit at this damned desk 
and fti.” He hauls out another drawer. Tbe cabinet eon- 
tab18 80 years of hi past, but the words are present and on- 
g&g. 0 



More than j% a farmer who happened to write, 
Ernest Buckler (1908-1984) was the author of one of the 

pinnacles of Canadian literary achievement 

It is only this sleight of heart that caa 
unlock “ago” like the master key of 
dream. 

- oxb& ami EireJlies 

nm COYEE OF Books In Cimada once 
depicted Ernest Buckler with a straw in 
his mouth. It drew little mom than a 
smile from the maa “hose most quoted 
line is, “What I happen to be is a farmer 
“ho writes, not a “titer who farms.” 
What the straw symbolired for bim “as 
not something ludicrously bucolic but 
tbe way of life he had recognized, with 
rare percipiettce bt *o young a word- 
drLruner, as the only one in which his 
literary aspirations could take root and 
flourish. His remark wm no mock- 
modest conceit. He saw that the grist for 
his literary mill lay tight there in the 
Annapolis Valley where he had been 
formed, among earthy scenes and 
“reel” people. If he “as to rend= that 
fast-vattisbing life with the oncorn- 
promisiw precision that “as its due. he 
must be in direct and constant contact 
with it. If he “as to “rite, he had to 
farm “the family fields that knew him 
thoroughly.” To know hbtt in those last 
years when be could do neither “as to 
know a man adrift in time. 

The man who could earn a B.A. in 
mathematics from Dalbousie and an 
MA. in phikwophy from the University 
of Toronto by the time he was 22 
assuredly had no straw in hi mouth. But 
six years of city life and city 8rubbing 
wue enough to convince him that 
tmythbtg he might write there would be 
facile and, ultimately, \vorthless. So for 
another six years he vnested three boors 
from the peremptory farm day and pm- 
ducrd, word by hard-won word. the 
novel that by anyone’s reckoning must 
be one of the bigbest pinnacles of Cana- 
dian literary achievement: The Moun- 
toin and rhe Valley. 

TX:0 ~eaIS into this self-imposed soli- 
tude he received, from hi fast sale to 
E-q&e, “hat he oncedesctibed to me as 
“that assurance a writer needs, from 
time to time, that someone is alive out 

By H.R. PERCY 

them, and listwing.” His joumalism 
and radio writing, over the years, ‘was a 
sort of radar to brine back those 
heartening echoes while he wrought, in 
spider-like solitude, the exquisite webs 
of his major works. In the United States 
critical acsbtim for The Mounlain and 
Ihe V&y was “all anyone could ask 
for,” and sales were gratifying. In 
Canada, although most critics were 
kind, Buckler “detected no brush-firr of 
popular enthusiasm.” And “all the 
yachts you could build with your Catta- 
dian royalties you could sail in your 
bathhlb.” 

Both from critical and popular points 
of view his second novel, when it 
emerged after nine more years of tltis 
meticulous crafting, “as something of a 
d&appointment. It did not fmd a U.S. 
publisher, and one Caaadii critic 

found it “so bad that it is difficult, if not 
.impossible, to take setiously.” But seen 
m a nexus, as evidence of an ongoing 
and necessary change in the creative 
metabolism between Buckler’s two 
masterpieces, The Cm&.9 Month 
(1983) most be taken very tio+?ly in- 

deed. Buckler emerged from this transi- 
tion freed from the tyranny of “story 
line,” able to refti without constmint 
the pure gold of bis remembrance. 

His next book, 0xbeU.v and Fir&%% 
(1968). a ftional memoir, may not have 
the narrative momattmt of The Motuz- 
lain md the V&y, but in its masterly 
evocation of those small ittsigitts and 
vanishing moments that make up a 
man’s life it is a work of comparable 
genius, and surely \vill endure as long. 
The earlier book had a tr&c cast, and 
the remembered tone of the later one is 
sombre., but it recaptures life’s amusing 
moments with a touch equally sure. It 
reveals also the whimsically witty 
Buckler bis friends sometimes saw, who 
over the years wmtc the limericks and 
short jocular pieces that so disconcerted 
~&titia when published as u’lrirf&bt 

I have f&gotten, no”, by what pre 
text I gained entry to that old house on 
the bend through Centrclea (one of 
those “born homes, not mere hap 
penstances of board and mortar”). To 
the kitchen, first, whetx he sought to 
overcome the awkwardness by feeding 
logs into the stove, ftig an ancient ket- 
tle, and fitsring with tea; to the padour, 
later, “here the long past proclabned it- 
self, thrm@ modest heirlooms and 
family portraits, in spite of the books 
piled kneehii everywhere and bis 
favomite records lounging about like the 
friends they were. We seldom aspired to 
inte8echml talk, but we edged toward a 
pleasurable rapport, visit by visit (I came 
bearing 8ifts of my wife’s home-baked 
bread that were always acceptable tender 
for a glo* memory or two), until wc 
were able to sit together in silence while 
Mahalii Jackson raised the ancient roof 
- the uldmate acceptattcc. 

The old house was “an ark of a8 it 
had ever seen.” and he stuck to it Iike a 
hermit crab. But I found the bait to lure 
Mm forth. “Al Purdy’s here,” I called 
to say. “Why don’t you come for dbt- 
net?” No, he “as no good bt company 
- would only sit like a bump on a log, 
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etc. “Well, Exnii call back if you 
change your mind.” He did. No better 
talk ever passed across cmr table before 
car since, or across tbe fireside aRex. 
Maybe the booze helped a little. And 
late into the night, back in that parlour 
where “generations of memory were 
stored,” the three of us did silent 
homage to Mahalii. 

Booze. Tbe anchorite’s Circe. But he 
cut her off, at the doctor’s urging. A 
hollow uiumph, perhaps. For now he 
was faceto-face with what he had once 
called “the seldom-real&d tragedy of 
the old.” At last even the house, the ark 
of memory. must be relinquished. Per- 
haps the memories were portable, for 
through the door of hi small room in 
Motmtabt Lea Lodge you wmld see him 
sitting pensive. And at least be had two 
charming sisters at hand to share tbem 
rith. But v1h.m you announced yourself 
the old shy smile aould leap up, and he 
wuld be amicably there with you in the 
present. With. usually, the deSnitive 
word for any friend you brought along. 
“You’re a formidable \‘roman,” was his 
opener for Marian Engd. 

Honours sat tightly on Ernest 
Buckler. The honorary degrees, the 
medals. the many awards, the Order of 
Canada. And if in those last bereft years 
he saw gathering about hi the “faeb 
less smoke of mortality,” he bore it with 
the calm nobility of one who has done., 
to the full stretch of his factdties, what 
he saw waiting for him to do. Few, few 
indeed. have done it better. 0 

REVIEW 

Largely abandoned in favoui of a ths 
matic arranganent, so that no mean- 
ingful struch~n emerges. The subject 
may be seen In retirement at the close of 
one chapter, and just on tbe threshold of 
his career at the opening of the neat. 

Moreover, the subject has been stored, 
over the years, in fallible memories, and 
tbaefore &en simplit%d, softened by 
the loss of details, or simply misremw- 
bered. Besides, many of tbe aecdota 
are very short; and sometimes uneasily 
related to each other. so that there is no 
narrative momentum, but a c0ntinua.l 
darting and tipping Iike a car that 
won’t kick into third gear. 

Second, tbe oral reconsttuction of a 
person has smne peculiar dmwbacks of 
its own. An event - the Depre&n, say 
- may with some jusffication be seen 
as the sum of the experiences of its par- 
tieipattts. A pawn. on tbe other hand, 
is-no such thing. The speakers mcorded 
here did not experience the subject of 
tbis book, but only encow~twed him. In 
other words. stories of bmadlbua and 
hobo jungles may tell us a good deal 
about’the Depression; but stories of 
w&ittginthegardenatBrevnryBay 
don’t teU us very much about Stephen 
Leacock. As Fred stone says in his m- 
membmnce of Leacock the teacher, “It 
was impossible to retell any part of a 
Leacock lecture and make it sound fun- 
ny.” 

And third, Leacock ia A Presence in 
mu national mytboIogy, and m such Is 
owpraised and at the same. time, I 
think, undervabted. He has been etdo- 
gized and embalmed in that deadly 
epithet “kindly.” sllnshfne Sfcetches 01 
(I Lilt/e Town has dieved so com- 
pIeteIytbestatusafacIas&cthatitean 
be safely praised and left tmmad. In- 
deed, one speaker in this coUection says, 
“I read more out of a feeling of loyalty 
to Leacock, because you hear so much 
about him.” Leacock deserves bettes: 
not mere acclaim, or adulation, but 
scrutiny and tmdatanding. Memory 
and the anecdotal form have conspired 

By GARY DRAPER 

&member& Leawck, by AIlan 
Anderson, Dmeau Publishers. Ultts- 
trated, 229 pages, SzA.95 cloth (IBBN 0 
ocg79 093 7). 

ALLAN ANDBI(SCWS Remembering 
Leucock is an cd history of the &eat 
Humaurist. much as if he were an event, 
like the Great War or the Great Depres- 
sion. It thus labours under three dif- 
ficulties. 

First, it has the apparently in&able 
waknews of all such anth cdo.&s of 
tape-recorded memoirs. Chrmmiogy Is 

hem to perpetuate 8 sties of cartoon 
Leacocks: the genial humourist, the tip 
pler, the irascible employer, the pro- 
fessor who dressed like a bum. 

It is apparent that a good deal of 
Iabour, affection. and ingenuity have 
gone Into this pmject. More, unfcntu- 
nately, has been needed. The book as it 
stands could still use a tactful. ruthless 
editor, and a consciemious proofreader. 
If the peripheral and the seeond-hand 
and the merely vague had been omitted, 
the coUection would be much smaller 
but stronger. The little titles for each 
entry (“His Gentle Humour.” “Boat 
Bungle,” “He Taught Her Greek”) 
might better have been omitted, though 
the reader quickly learns to ignore them. 
(The list of headings at the back of tbe 
book, arranged by speaker. might have 
been of some use had they been attached 
to mute numbers.) A scramble of some 
soi i;; the chap& “Boozing and Boat- 
inr! OIL Old Brewew Bay” has caused the 
v&g ending to 6e t&ked cm to about 
haIf a, dozen of the stories. And surely 
someone at Deneau must know that the 
word (it appears &en enough among 
these pages) is “humorous,” not 
“humotlmus.” 

The book is not without merit. There 
L a very good selection of photogmpbs 
that suggest the tone of places like Old 
Brewery Bay and the University club. 
Them is much among the stories that is 
new, and them are traits and episodes 
sem fmm a fresh or unusual an&x 
There is enough contradiction am&g 
tbe stories to tell aabut the onedimm 
sional figure that most of them, taken 
singly, portray. The complexity, and the 
mystery, of Leacock’s cbamcta are thus 
at least implii, if not explored. More 
over. a few of the story-teUers have the 
rare ability to selea and shape what they 
have to say: in other wcuds, to be 
intexestblg. senator Eugene Forsey is 
one of the bea And them are some 
stork here that are good enough that 
they ought to be true. hhether they am 
or iot. Anderson t&i one of tbemi 

There’s another version of Leacock’s. 
gueniUawarfarc wilh the Amaican as-. 
lomr. He was scheduled to addrers a 
gatheriw in Buffalo. but was stopped at 
tbe border by a customs officer who 
told him he could not enter tbe States 
wtth a tlask of Uquor. Leacock sent a 
curt wtre to the sponsors of the tcctwe 
which read. “No hooch, no spooch.” 
Apparently tbc Buffalo people had 
enou@ cht to set Leamck and his 
ftask into the Stata because the speech 
was duty delivered. 

and eiiays by Leacock hiilt: the real 
thing. 

Certabdy there are bits and piecea 
here, cdd details and remembered in& 
dents. that will add a good deal of tla- 
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YOUR CHlLD CAN WIN 
siTate&&, ACtMti~ and Games for 
Parents of chtkken with Learning 
DII>bilitiej 
JOM Nays and Norma Maneill 
This practical guide to hdping the 
leamii disabled child at home 
contains over loo origind, 
challen.gin3 games and activities to 
help conrrmed parents and teachers. 

Sag.95 paperbndc 

IN SEARCH OF YOUR ROOTS 
A Guide far Canadians Seekin3 Their 
Amxstors 

Ac&2imed by genEaklgb~, this 
comprebenstw guide is designed for 
all Canadians of e-my ethic descent 
and details all possible so- of 
pertinent, up-too-date infommtkm for 
major camtriep. 

Slo.95 paperback 

W-IO IS MY MOTHER? 
Birth Par&s, Adoptive F’arenb and 
Adoptees Talk About Living with 
Adoption and the Search for Lost 
F2Ultly 
uuelvIamu 
In this unique book, Glare &rcus, 
her& an adoptee who searched for 
her own birth parents, shares the real- 
lif2 experiences of those involved in 
the adoption triangle. 

$7.95 paperback 

NEWFROM- 
LIBRARY 

WILD~MAN 
The skanp sbny of Gy owl 
Lmwmtim Librmg #8I 
Lovat DIckson 
The fascinating, true story of on.2 of 
Canada% bes&ncwnl legends. Lovat 
Dickson, his friend and publisher. 
relater the background of Arcbie 
Bekmey. an acentric Engli who 
made Canada hit home and his 
adopted Indian identity hi In&mark. 

$7.95 paperbsck 

QUEBEC, 1759 . 
The si ad the Bare 
LaurenHan Librmg #8.2 
c.P.stacEy . .’ 
The definitive and brilliant account of 
.tbe battle tbit chdnged the course of 
Canada% hist&Dmwing on a wide 
Vari6tyc.f documenk,sf~ 
re~~tlie.tense&ys0f& 
conquest of New France by the 
En&h In a lucid depletion of the 
battle fmni all points of view 

$4.95 pap&ack 

ROMAN 

cxnematic genius - intemational 
playboy - ha& victim - immoralist. 
WhichbtherealRcmanP&nski? 
k,forthethttim,isthe 
mm&able account of his experiences 
-rev&dinPolanrki’sownward5.It 
isascomp&ngtoreadashisfibns 
are to watch. Ilklstrated. 

$33.35 cloth 

I.INEsANDsHADows 
Joseph Wambaugh 
Not sina Wambaugb’s t&t work of 
nonfIction, THE ONION FIELD, has 
them been P true police story as 
grIpping as LINES AND SHADOWS, 
a fascinating and deeply layered 
account of one of the most 
controversial police experiments in 
recent history. S20.95 cloth 

PfJTIlNGTHEONEMINUTE 
MANAGER TO WORK 
IiowtoTumthe3SxretsIntoSkiBs 
Kenneth Bkndwd and Robert I.orber 
WiviLnc&iis$$HE 

North America by storm1 Now, the 
second book in this KC&-~ 
s&5shhowshowthetbreeselwsof 
One Minute Management work in 
real-lite *hlations. This is the next 
step in the moat revolutiionary. 
simple, and potential-filling 
management system MT to hit 
industry. 51950 dotb 

Au&b/e rrt bookstores mm.s 
Canada. 
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vow to a more substantial work, to the 
authoritative critical biography that Lea- 
cock deserves. This hook is not (to bor- 
row the title of an earlier collection) * 
Feast of Stephen. Bat it will serve to 
whet the appetites of those of us for 
whom a taste of Leacock - however 
thinly spread - is better than no 
Leacock at all. 0 

REVIEW 

By JACK BATlEiV 

The Ttlols of Israel Llpsld, by Martin 
Friedland. Macmillan, 219 pages, $17.95 
cloth (ISBN 0 333 35795 7). 

twxE THB Pt.“RAL - trials - in the title 
of this wonderfully engrossing account 
of a 19th-century Engllsb murder case. 
Israel Lipski’s fast trial, specific and 
conventional, took place at Old Bailey 
on a Friday and Saturday in late July of 
1887 and ended with his conviction. His 
second trial. wideranging and unusual, 
covered the following four \veeks and 
raged in publlc, in the press, and in high 
places. It concluded with a flurry of 
events that war, as sensational as the 
f&e to any piece of supeTior crbne fiti 
tiOL 

The facts of the murder itself had 
more than a hint of Conan Doyle to 
them. Llpskl was a young and penniless 
Jewish bnmlgrant from Poland who 
lived in a boarding house in London’s 
east end. The victim, also young, 
Jewish, and penniless, was a pregnant 
woman named Miriam Angel who 
boarded in the same house, though it 
doesn’t appeal that Lipski and Angel 
v:erc acquainted. A@% body uw 
found in her room. Nitric acid, which 
she had swallowed, or which someone 
had forced dovvn her throat, was the 
agent of her death. The door to the 
room was locked, from the inside by all 
signs, and under Angel’s bed, apparent- 
ly unconscious with a small quantity of 
nitric acid in his throat, was Lipski. The 
police revived bim and laid a charge of 
murder. 

Lipski had an explanation. He 
claimed that two workmen. whom he 
identilicd, were responsible for the 

crime. He interrupted them while they 
were assaulting and robbing Angel, and 
they turned on him, pomiog acid into 
his mouth and flinging him under 
Angel’s bed. Alas, Lipski’s story was 
never sufliciently put to the jury that 
ttied him. Nor were other points favour- 
able to his &fence prewd in court. The 
omissions weren’t &ski’s fault. It was 
his defence counsel who was respoaslble 
for the tragic goofs. 

The counsel, inexperienced in criminal 
work, had come into the case at the last 
minute to replace a veteran criminal bar- 
rlster who was burdened by a severe 
haagow on the two days of the trial. 
The replacement blundered in several 
ways, most notably in falling to pursue 
Llpskl’s accusatl0M against the two 
workmen. both of whom were called as 
crown witnesses, and in failing to bring 
out evidence that it was possible to 
pnnipulate the lock on Angel’s door 
fmm the outside. And Lipski’s &fence 
wasn’t helped by the presiding judge, 
who instructed the jury in temu that en- 
couraged a guilty verdict. Not surpris- 
ingly, the jury took precisely eight 
minutes to convict. 

While Lipski waited on the hangman, 
hi solicitor worked dlliiently to win a 
reprieve. He bombarded the Home 
Secretary with persuasive new evidence. 
The Pall Mult Gazette. a flash and trash 
newspaper, took up Lipski’s cause, and 
so did a handful of opposition MPs. 
Queen Victoria brought her concern into 
the act. anti-Semitism entered the 
debate, and for a few shaky days it ap- 
peared that the stability of the govern- 
ment was threatened by the uproar over 
the wretched Lipski. 

To discover the dramatic emlll to 
this second trial of Israel Lipski, the one 
that took place outside the courtroom, a 
reader can turn to two sources. He can 
read the book, which, thanks to the 
author, Prof. Martin Friedland of the 
University of Toronto Law School, 

boasts lucid prose and satisfyingly 
thorough research. Or he might peek at 
the British reviews, which appeared 
earlier this year when the book was pub- 

lished in England, and which are unl- 
form in giving away the surprise ending 
to Lipski’s strange story. 

British reviewers, it seems, go about 
their butiess in a different style from 
their North American cmmterwrts. 
Typically, John Mortlmw’s long, chat- 
ty, and laudatory notice in the Sunday 
7imes casually drops into its secbad 
lwagmph the astwnding details of Lip- 
ski’s ultimate fate. Now. is that fair? 
Would Mortbner care to read a review 
that blew the mnclwlon to one of bis 
Rumpole tales7 Hardly. It’s bad form - 
and tbe principle remains the same even 
though Mortima wited fiction and 
Friedland is dealing in non-&lion. Both 
have one element in common: much of 
the thrill in sortin through the mptery, 
real or fictional, comes with the twists 
and tams in its ruolution. And in the 
Llpski case, the twists aad tams axestag- 
gerlng. 0 

REVIEW 

IQ SHEME POSESORSKI 

An Interrupted Life, by Btty 
H&sum. translated fmm the Dutch by - 
Amo Pomemns, Lester & Orpen Den- 
nys. 226 pages, 517.95 cloth QSBN 0 
88619 039 8). 

?wo ~u~arzs FI two dark-eyed, dark- 
habwl, young Jewish women record 
their dally lives during the Nazi occupa- 
tion of Holland in 1941. As the Dutch 
Jews were marked by yellow Stars of 
David, quartered in ghettoea, and ship 
ped off to Auschwitz, Anne Piauk noted 
the domestic disputes of the Frank fam- 
ily, bidden away ia an attic. Tbe Franks 
waited, enchanted by the evil spells of 
the Nazis, for a f&y-talc rescue and 
resolution. 

Buy Hillesum, 27 years old; sat at her 
desk on the other side of Amsterdam, 
writing in her small; bard-todeclpher 
handwriting: “What is at stake is our 
bnpmdlag destmction and annihilation. 
We qan have no more llbuions about life 
:. . . My personal fate is not the 
LFIUO. . . . If I have one duty in thae 
times, it is to bear witness.” She refased 
offers from friends to help her into 
hiding. Instead, she volunteered to 
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a t&it c-imp, and spent a year travel: 
ling freely between Amterdam and the 
camp hospital. In September, 1943. 
Etty, her father Dr. L. Hi&urn, ha 
mother Rebecca, and her brother 
Mischa were all transported to 
Auxhwitz, where they were to die. 

Surviving through hiding or seeking 
hs become a critical question for 
scholars mesamining the nature of sw- 
vivill in the Second World Wm. At one 
pole, Terrence Des Prep (in The SW- 
visor: An Anatomy of Life in the Death 
Cmps) espouses SmviviIlg at any cast, 
in my form. In opposition to him, 
Bnmo Bettelhdm contends in hi essay, 
“The f,wrzd Lezson of Anne Frank,” 
that “those who faced up to the an- 
nounczd intentions of the Nazis pre- 
pared for the wrst as a real and immi- 
nent possibility. It meant risking one’s 
life for a self-chosca purpose, but, in 
doin: so, creating, at least, a small 
chance for saving one’s life. or those of 
others.” The fate of the Franks demon- 
strate& accordiog to Bettelheim, the 
danger of retreating deep into a private 
world. passive, frozen, and inactive on 
one’s own behalf. 

The selections fmm the eight note 
book diariez of Etty H&sum, wiitten 
from 1541 to 1943, are a remarkably 
moviw account of the other form of 
survival. I-Ii&urn believed that “it is 
vrrow to live only with external truths, 
for thea one is apt to end up behaving 
like a ostrich. To live fully outwardly 

nd dity.‘; - 
Hillewm vas born in 1914 into a fam- 

ily of educated, assimilated Jews. By 
1939 she had taken a degree in law, 
studied the vzorls of Freud and Jung, 
and was learain several Slavic Ian- 
guz~ss (her father v:as a professor of 
Slavic Ianguages Y the University of 
Amsterdam). Her lifestyle v,as bohe- 
mian. She lived in a commum with two 
mea - a father and son who were her 
lowm, at diffennt times - and three 
other romea. On the fmt page of her 
diary, she notes with self satisfaction 
that the considers herself an accom- 
pli&hed lover. A considerable amount of 
her diary, initially, is occupied with 
erotic fantasies about Julius Spier (S. ia 
tile diaries), a portly, eccentric, %-year- 
old p~chocbiilogist @alto reader) who 

himself and the patieat~ 
As the diaries progress, however, we 

witnex the evolution of Hillesum from a 
worn% locked in the plastic bubble of 
her 01:ll consciousness, to one vtho 
brea?s free of her autistic existence as 
she comes to identify with the common 
fate of her ptople, the Jews. Her con- 

sky’s undergmund man and Henry’ 
James’s John Marcher (in the short 
story “The Eeast in the Jungle.“). Like 
the underground man, she records the 
bammeuic readings of ha body’s aches 
and pains, and her own moods and 
depressions, all of which is rendered 
with the tine gradations of a Jam&n 
consciousness. Like Marcher. she lives 
in a state of perpetual anticipation: “I 
had the feeling that nothing I did was the 
real thing,” she writes, “that it was all a 
preparation for something else, some- 
thing greater, more genuine.” 

Her private life circles around two 
obsessions: her writing and ha sessions 
with S. Although she feverishly declarer 
that writing is her “real talent,” she 
oscillates between moments of exalted 
faith in her ability and her sense of her- 
self as a miserable, deluded creature. 
Her writing is intense, saturated with 
breathless rushes of acute ideas and 
perdptions. 

The tension that exists in her relation- 
ship to her writing carries over into her 
sexual tension toward S. Their fmt ses- 
sion ends in a wrestling match in which 
she floors him. Initially, he refuses to 
consummate the relationship, being 
rather preoccupied with the activities of 
hi wife and mistress. The affair 
dovelops into a caring, intellectual, and 

sexual companionship, however, that 
ends only with his death. 

Both her writing and her sessiom aid 
her in her search for meaning. Kneeling 
on a coconut mat io her bathroom, she 
addresses the God in herself. In tbcre 
litanies her thoughts are grasped, 
counted like rosary beads, giving her 
strength. She finally breaks out of her 
isolated, private concems on the night of 
the decree of the yellow star, when-she 
feels strong enough to accept the fate of 
being a Jew. 

H&sum’s work for the Jewish Con- 
cil exempted her from deportation, but 
the situation disgusted her. and even- 
tually she volunteered to work in 
Westerbork. “Nothing can atone for 
one section of the Jewish population 
helping transport the majority out of the 
country,” she writes. “We go too far in 
fearing for our unhappy bodies while 
our forgotten spirit shrivels up in some 
corner.” The horror of the camp is 
documented in her lettera to frimds. But 
her faith grows stronger. “I want to be 
there ” she writes “right in the thick of 
what’people csll hbrror, and still say life 
is beautiful.” The last image of her is n- 
counted in a letter by her friend Jpoie, 
who watched Hillesum board the train 
for Auschwitz, grasping a Bible in one 
hand and Tolstoy in the other. Cl 

“As if the Brothers 
Grimm and the 

ers lbrx had conspired 
to perform pratfalls while 

Freud was looking on, 
shaking his head.” 

- Toronto Star 

$5.95 
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Renewed interest in R.C. Hutchinson (19074975) 
is. surprising: his novels are decent, erudite, curious, 

delightful, and essentially Christian 

V,,TH THKZ of his 17 novels cumntly 
available in Penguin - Tesiament 
(193C). Rising (1976), and The 
Un~orgofren P&oner (1933) - and 
three more in Zenith -Recollection ofa 
Joomey (1952). A Child Pos.w& 
(ISa)), and JohannaatDoybreok (1969) 
- R.C. Hutchinson, who died in 1975 at 
the a9e of 63, is having a reappraisal sur- 
prisingly soon after his death. Or not, 
perhaps, so surprlslngly. Hutchinson, 
self-excluded from the literary tomnica 
of his own time, was usually included in 
the roll of once end future Oreat English 
Novelists tmyway. and the fashion of his 
armour has come in agatn. 

It is a champion’s _our. The favour 
he rears is God’s, the joust&ground 
the world, and the outcome a damn 
close-run thing - a r&g, though, not a 
fall. what he himself described as “a 
tranxendent, indestructible belief in en 
ultimate goodness lying beyond the 
harshness of human experlen=” 

This harshness In its most appalling 
ZOth-century manifestations is the mat- 
ter of Hutchinson’s spotty oeuwe. From 
his dreadful lImt novel, Titou iY& II 
Devi/ (1930). to his unfinished mester- 
piece. R&g, he grappled squarely wltb 
the public and private horrors of our 
century, setting novels in post-1913 tier- 
many, revolutionary Russia, London 
slums. concentration camps (Nezi and 
Soviet), Gemtan-occupkd Poland, a 
Displaced Persons’ home in Holland, 
post-1945 Yugoslavia, a wretched imagi- 
nary south Americen state, Iu1 well as 
hospitals, country houses, Geneva. 
ivlarseitle, and - an unwonted Trlaian- 
esque eacursus for such a Brave author 
- a ghastly girls’ public school. 

In these milieus Hutchinson does not 
~1;:: out dreary autobiographicalized 
dramas, that infantile neo_Romentic 
practice taken by too many to be the 
busbwss of fiction, but the eternal strug- 
gle of good and evil in an achlel world. 
His novel& are a decent, intelligent 
writer’s tentative anavers to the impos- 
sib18 question of morel conduct in that 
world’s hideous clrcumstences. 

By MB. THOMPSON 

For many readers the rub is that 
Hutchinson. from first to last, 
approaches the world from a Christian 
standpoint. There seems to have been 
littte wrestling with angels. His world is 
God’s world, tortured, unjust. chaotic, 
but one in which “we eccept the fact of 
evil. which we can? explain. Surely 
we’ve got to accept the mystery of 
goodness too:’ And the key is that of- 
fered by all endwing re&iotts pbiloso- 
phies: abnegation of self, acceptance of 
all that is, love even for the palpably 
unlovable. Stepan in A child Paws& 
remembers of his gulag days: “I found 
myself crying with pity for one of the 
guards, a big ugly bastard who’d done 
me out of a day’s rations. That seemed 
so senseless that I had to look outside 
myself for tbc reason. And then I saw 
quite plaioly that the goodness of God 
can only work by means of His crea- 
turas, it uses even the degenerate and 
feeble, it can fiid a passage through 
every human absurdity and every car- 
ntption.” 

Hutchinson’s pmtagonists do not 
scant the attocitica and retreat into 
sterile mysticism or monastic compla- 
cency. As the displaced amnesiac nar- 
rator Johanna puts it in Johanna ot 

,mbreok. ‘%‘hen you cease to talk to 
fellow-creatures you put Llet\veen 
yourself and eny imaginable God a 
bolmdless end impenetrable silence: 
From earliest to latest Hutcbktson com- 
pels recognition of human commtmity. 
“Is there,” asks the Gandhian 
UamhaIv in Thou Hast (I Devil “any 
other morality that will put the world 
right but that of tltinkiltg last of 
otuwlvd)” The question is echoed by 
Prior Ambroslus in R&big.’ “When I see 
men acting selflcss~, I realize afresh the 
one thing that make-s sense of livktg.” 

There is no denyillg “the cmx of lone- 
lbteJstbataUmencarry”enymoretban 
the core of evil, but “supreme love 
would pass right through the sordid out- 
skirts, it would go hunting for the smell 
and lonely creature who’s !xept a pri- 
saner insiir” Love# bt short. sometimes 

charitable. sometimes emtlc. mystical, 
tutprovoked, selfless, is thb n&s& 
human condition. Recottcilable are even 
the Nazis of The fire and the Wood 
(MO), the cmclties of the revolu- 
tionaries in Testament. Sabino’s 
monstmsitias in Ridng. no less than the 
shabbinerses of Shining Scabbard 
(1936). or of VktcenPs life in the dingy, 
ucarlng Belgian tovm in Image ofMy 
Fefher(l961). 

Hutchinson perhaps harps a Little 
much on %e need to suffer,” parades 
en alme& suspect relish for the pain of it 
all. “The humen claim to a portion of 
divinity,” he believes, “rests safely on 
the capacity of men to suffer, on the 
genius by which they transcend their 
suffering.” We re-enact Christ to fen 
into flame our divine spark. Hutcbbwn 
tultstllefactofblindpeinintoow 
cbiefest glory, though with chemcterktic 
fairness he gives a good gallop to the 
odvomti diobo/i, thosC who fuht 
through to God end those who don’t: 
Radznowski in Recollection of (1 
Joumw (195?.), Lenin in Tosrrrment. 
Btiaabeth in BIephunt and Costte (1949). 
Patricia in R.&big, Siegfried in Afar& 
the Ninth (1937). and again Prior 
Ambrosius: “Often I’ve felt es yo” do 

iug iu a world of such monstrous nril, 
such ttnivetsal sufferbIg. I wanted to nut 
away, to shut my eyes end ears for 
evei” 

Ambmslus. crucial spokesmen as he is 
for Hutehinson’s fundamental view, is a 
bit of a sepiens ex machina, a spe& a 
mite too intrusive thmughout the car- 
pus: Dahlmayer io The fire and the 
Wood, tvqinhcct D&kc& oestmam and 
Szamuely in Johanna> Lawyer Duveau 
in Image of I@ lwh.?r, even Mis 
Thompson in 37te Answing Gforv 
(1932). Often enough the wise who have 
seen it ell are doctors, reminding us that 
Hutchinson is not indifferent to either 
pole of Father Dii’s lifelong cowems 
in R&g: “pain, bodily and mental 
pain, pain and healing.” For it is “the 
formidable journey towards wholeness” 



that most of Hutchinson’s people under- 
take, integration of the satanic and 
divine within the self (“One’s bitterest 
hatred is kept, I suppore, for those who 
mauifcst the evil latent in one’s own 
blood”), reconciliation of the good and 
wll in the existing given world. 

It is no surprise that the likes of Philip 
Toynbee were nauseated by 
Hutchinson’s Sction. The tough-won af- 
firmations, rooted finally in Christian 
belief but spun from harrowing engags 
ment cith the wwst that man cau do M 
man, a kin to an English fictional 
tradition regarded by modem critics as a 
cadet branch, though it includes sprigs 
as green as Chesterton and Catman, 
Charles Mor~an, Maurice Bsrln$, Rose 
Macaulay, and. in our own day, Greene, 
Pym. and Piers Paul Bead. (Hutchinson 
had his own views on hi cornpeers: 
speaIdng wll in a letter to his close 
friend Mar&n Skinner of Elizabeth 
Bowen and Eliibeth Taylor. he glances 
at “the nuuzy girls, La Murdoch and La 
Spark.“) Though Anglican. Hutchinson 
ir not unlil:e an unsentimental or grown- 
up Brideshead Laugh. Thou& not 
Catholic. he is a Bemanos with a wider 
focus, Claude1 without the guff, 
Mauriac less hell-wire, perhaps, and less 
hell-bent. 

Plot tended to homswog& him as a 
craftsman, though he manages it. His 
main characters sometimes sag under the 
weight they carry, but droves of lesser 
ones are dazlllgly done. That shrewd 
judge Rupert Hart-Davis wrote of 
Hutchinson that “he was a creative 
miter if ever there was one,” and wa ars 
shortchanging ourselves if we do not 
read him. He is a master of description, 
of the “stir and smell of foreign har- 
bouts in the half light of dank 
morning.” an exact limner of 
dockyards, railway stations, urban 
night-scapes. countryside, caf& and 
restaurants, devastated villages, rural 
England. cells, cities, bustle and desola- 
tion in a dozen vatiations of a score of 
countries. His phrasemaking is a 
logophile’s paradise: “the snores of 
Herr Btuthol like gumboots dragged out 
of liquid mud, I’ “a man who looked like 
a hungry civet,” “the riotous cantilla- 
tlon of birds.” “faces like butter soak- 
ing into toast.” A recherchC vocabulaq- 
also shows up: “sclutine.” “urceolate,” 
“stercoral.” “anhelose,” ‘.‘ultracrep- 
idatian,” L’smeech.” This opuleuce is, 
alas, balanced by the multiple appear- 
ance in every novel of the dreaded 
“GZW.2” and “gravely,” despite wvhlch 
Hutchinson is riotously capable of 
slapstick, as in the prize pig scenes in 
Origins 01 Cafhken (1971) and St Tti- 
nian’s clone in The Annwring Glory. 

Is a case to be made for rereading 
Hutchlnson as more than a minor 
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