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EARLE BIRNEY AT 80

The literary legacy of Emest Buckler
And ihe class acts of David Fennario
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The first comprehensive, authoritative reference source
on modern Canada and its people.

$125 Pre-Publication Price
$175 on Publication in Fall, 1985

There will be one printing only, likely some 135,000 sets.
Already 101,000 sets have been ordered!

RESERVE YOUR SETS NOW

Five years in the making, The Canadian Encyclopedia is one of the major publishing
eventsin recent years. The entire cost is well over ten million dollars. Thanks to a huge
subsidy, the $125 pre-publication price is only a small fraction of The Canadian
Encyclopedia’s true value ($450 by normal trade standards). Here are a few details:

3 beautiful 8!4” x 11” volumes in an attractive slipcase

3 million words, 2080 pages in an easy-to-read format

1600 illustrations (most in full colour, including 300 new maps)

120 pages of index, thousands of cross-references, suggested readings
8000 articles by Canada’s most distinguished authorities
Up-to-date, accurate information on thousands of topics

0O00 000

Order your Canadian Encyclopedia sets from Hurtig Publishers, Eaton’s, Classics,
Coles, W.H. Smith, your favourite independent bookseller, or
Encyclopaedia Britannica.

HURTIG PUBLISHERS LTD.
10560 - 105 Street, Edmonton, Alberia, Canada TSH 2W?7
1-403-426-2359
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FIELD NOTES

Class acts: David Femnario moves his show
from the mainstream to the waterfromt

Baron of Beef

AROUND 1877, at the time of the Lachine
Canal Strike, when Irish workers got
tired of buvilding an English waterway
for pennies a day, Joe Beef was a tavern-
Leepar on the Montreal waterfront, in
the territory that David Fennario has
turned into his literary turf. Legend has
it that Beef fed a thousand strikers and
their families and Lkept them alive to
finish the strike, serving up drinks for
flagging spirits. Now Jo¢ 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 MacTavish and McGill (as in
University) to the /Aabitants and the
Micks. His tavern is the scene of Mon-
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, in the Montreal neighbour-
hood called Verdun. Not far away flows
the L achine Canal, scene of that sirike,
where today Montrealers of all classes
ride bicycles in summer and cross-
country ski in winter. Beef is the emcee
of Fennaria’s play; he delivers the mes-
sage and tells the working-class audience
“not to be afraid to throw the first
punch.’’ They applaud. The people sit-
ting on hard folding chairs in Saini
Willibrord®s are applauding their friends
on the stage. It"s community theatre.

Uptorrn on Pine Avenue, in the
Casse-Croiite Suzy, a snackbar whose
interior strangely resembles one of Fen-
nario’s kitchen-sink sets (don't order the
club sandwich, you'll be sorry), Fen-
nario and associate John Salmela tell the
story: Fennario didn't mind the success
of Balconville and the other plays, but
he felt that middle-class actors couldn’t
interpret his material the way it was sup-
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 Begf
costs $3.00 to get into.) Middleclass
actors, according to Fennario, could
sine the songs and say the lines, but they
didn’t understand the meaning. The
working class are natural actors, he says;
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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 com-
munity spirit of Verdun, embodied in
the figure of Joe Beef.

Complete with Robber Barons doing a
soft shoe in white tie and tails, Joe Beef
is a review of class and sociat conflict:
the French explorers against the Indians,
the priests against the farmers, the
English against the French, the Scots
against the Irish immigrants. The actors
who carry the message are a Cross-
section of Verdun life: there arc a lot of
unemployed {a couple of weeks before
the show opened, the unemployed took
over the local UIC office to protest un-
fair treatment, a spontaneous theatrical
event), some teachers, a few housewives,
some guys that work on the boats, and a
secretary. One actress dropped out of
the cast because she got a job. Their
style of acting, the murky lighting, and
the agitprop writing tends to drive
mainstream critics crazy. At one point
one of the actors, lifting a Molson’s,
about to launch into a speech, forgot his
lines and stared balefully at the bottle
with an ““Aw, shit!” But the show has

an energy, and when great big Georges
Bériault, who plays Joe Beef, talks
about not being afraid to throw the first
punch at the end of the play, by Jesus,
you believe him. He believes in what he’s
saying with a sincerity that would
embarrass most theatre-goers because,
that’s the point, ke isn't acting.
“Fifteen years ago,’” Fennario says,
““it was radical 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 the play Joe Begf is
just one part of it. Black Rock includes a
women’s group, a threatre troupe,
photo exhibits, political soirdes (Berna-
dette Devlin was scheduled later in
March). There is a real black rock too.
In the 1850s the Irish workers building
the Victoria Bridge over the St.
Lawrence — the [ongest bridge in the
world at the time — dragged a rock out
of the water and set it over the un-
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 a highway leading
up to the bridge.

Black Rock is looking for autonomy:
the group is in the market to buy its own
building, start its own theatre, and if one
of its plays *“‘goes uptown’* — to the
Centaur, presumably, where Fennario
has done well — it will be in co-pro-
duction. Part of this movement is the
book project. This spring, 2,000 copies
of Blue Mondays, written by Fennario
with poems by Daniel Adams and illus-
trations by Sheila Salmela, will come
out, the first book from Black Rock
Creations. It’s about life in the factories
in the Point, about what happens when
the factories close, about the fact that
““dying is easier but some of us shit-
disturbers born down there in the Point
Saint-Charles-Verdun ghetio have de-
cided to form something called the Black
Rock Group, basing ourselves on the
last hope that what’s left of the Anglo
community can be salvaged and made
useful to itself despite itself . .. .”

Part of that job is to fight against the
idea that all Angplos 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-
English skirmishing always present but
sharper since 1976, it’s the working-class
Anglo communities. With typical
‘‘make-the-best-of-a-bad-thing*’ irony,
Black Rock hosted a cultural soirde des
maudits blokes and taok off from It to
contact French-speaking groups in the
community. Joe Beef is a bilingual play,
but not the kind of bilingualism that the
B & B Commission had in mind. If any-
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thing, it proves that in Montreal no lang-
uaze is safe, shit de marde!

Fennario™s Beef takes us up only to
the 10503, before the turning point that
was the Lachine Canal Strike. But the
Rocl: plans to bring Montreal history up
to date with Beef, Part II, to be played
out sometime this summer or fall. Beef I
tool almost a year to get on stage from
the time of first rehearsal, and at that
rate ve might not get up to the 20th cen-
tury for quite some time. As the house
lichts come up, barkeep Beef barks,
““Y¥ill the Iast one out close the fucking
door?!” But with the Verdun group’s
agitprop energy, people are bound 'to
come swinging their way through Joe
Beel™s tavern doors again soon.

— DAVID HOMEL

I |
Let it ke

THE DEATH INELL sounded on Jan. 4 for
one of Canada’s most innovative
schools of writing by way of a press
release from the B.C. ministry of educa-
tion. The closure of David Thompson
University Centre — the first such
closure by a provincial government — is
effective May 1. The public outcry
started in the tovm of Nelson in the
southeastern corner of B.C., where the
campus, formerly Notre Dame Univer-
sity, has existed for more than three
decades, but the reaction has been far
from merely local. As the West Koote-
nay Valley residents, PTUC faculty, and
its 500 students began organizing pro-
tests, letters of support poured in from
vriters, artisis, and educators from
across Canada.

In 2 letter to Premier Bill Bennett,
Clarl: Blaise, writer-in-residence at the
school in 1933, called the impending
closure a cultural tragedy:

I have the fear that DTUC is being

closed bzcausa it is small end remote (if

it were bloated and wasteful it would

have developad a stronger sense of self-

preservation); this adds irony to trapg-
cdy, and the result, I fear, will be
cymical surrender. Someone must stand
up for quality against the simplistic ap-
peals of cost-efficiency; what DTUC
has done with a minimum of cost and
maximum of tolerance, labour, and
tome discomfort, merits your praise,
not closure. Excellence has been
acltieved at DTUC, believe me; 1 urge
you in the name of the future to let it be.

Let it survive.

Founded in 1979 by poet and teacher
Fred Wah, the school of writing offered
studeats intensive workshops in poetry,
pross, journalism, and script-vriting,
taught by a faculty of writers and

writers-in-residence and many more
visiting writers. The full-time faculty has
included Tom Wayman, David McFad-
den, Margaret Hollingsworth, John
Newlove, Colin Browne, Séan Virgo,
Paulette Jiles, Fraser Sutherland, Lor-
raine Johnson, and Patrick Walsh. The
writers-in-residence for 1983-84 were
Clark Blaise and Audrey Thomas. The
school had become a favourite stopping
place for writers on cross-Canada
reading tours, located as it is mid-way
between Vancouver and Calgary. Blaise
5ays in his letter:
The uniquencss of the Writing pro-
gramme at DTUC, beyond the small
class size and the excellent teaching, is
the concept of an integrated approach
to writing. The so-called “‘creative’
writer (poet or novelist) is writing
*commercially’’ (doing reviews, editing
magazines, writing publicity releases,
newspaper and radio features) from the
beginning. This is dore nowhere clse
v+ dn three months at Nelson, I
received more work from my students
than I have anywhere, wrote more of
my own fiction than 1 have during any
teaching job, met with four active cir-
cles of non-enrolled *‘community’’
writers, attended more student readings
than I ever have, and made friends with
more students — more varieties of stu-
dents — than I ever have.

This year two of its students, Diana Har-
tog and Brnst Havemann, won second-
place prizes for poetry and short fiction
respectively in the CBC Literary Con-
test. ““We were just starting to build a
national constituency,” says Colin
Browne. **We have attracted facuity and
students from the Maritimes, Quebec,
and Ontarlo. We were just beginning to
come into our own, to reach our poten-
tial here as a traly national school.”

Already suffering a 27-per-cent unem-
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 strect to
coordinate a massive petition campaign
and fund-raising effort. A media centre,
spearheaded by Tom Wayman, now is
run by students who prepare publicity
releases and feature articles to press their
case. Theatre and writing students col-
laborated to create an agltskit that they
performed locally and toured in the
Lower Mainland and Vicioria.

Dr. Marian Muth, head of the univer-
sity board, climbed onto a ¢ross outside
the provincial legislature and stayed
there for hours to draw attention to
what she terms the ““crucifixion of edu-
cation, in B.C.” In early February the
Western Front in Vancouver sponsored
an evening of protest and celebration
when more than 20 writers gave read-
ings. In late February 300 faculty, stu-
dents, and community supporters
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travelled in a convoy for 700 km to stage
simultaneous teach-ins on the legislature
lawn in Victoria and in Robson Square
in Vancouver.

While DPTUC committees are looking
at alternate funding sources, and pos-
sible affiliation with other North
American universities, the eventual
destiny of the school of writing is uncer-
tain. Fred Wah and Colin Browne both
maintain that Whriting magazine will
continue to publish work by established
and new Canadian and international
writers, The first issue, edited by David
McFadden, appeared in 1980, and in
1981 Writing received second prize for
poetry from the National Magazine
Awards. .

There is no doubt in many minds that
the decision to close David Thompson

University Centre is a mistake. The Cen-*

tre costs $3.4-million annually, just over
one per 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 76¢ of every $1 in the provin-
cial education budget.

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

— CAROLINE H. WOODWARD

JOHN
IMIORTIMER
IN CHARACTER

INTERVIEWS WITH SOME OF
THE MOST INFLUENTIAL AND
REMARKABLE MEN AND
WOMEN OF QUR TIME

John Mortimer talks to
Graham Greene,
Mick Jagger,
the Archbishop
of Canterbury
and others.

] $4.95
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New for Spring!
LADY WITH CHAINS

RER
by Roch Carrier
Transtated by Sheila Fischman.
HH pages, 58.95 paper.

PRAGTICAL
HANDBOOK OF
QUEBEC AND
ACADIAN FRENCH

by Sinclair Robinson
and Donald Smith
256 pages, SH.95 paper.

SELECTED TALES OF
JACQUES FERRON

192 pages, 59.95 paper.

CANADIAN POETRY
NOW:
20 POETS OF THE80’s

Edited by Ken Norris

Photos, biographies, bibliographies.
192 pages, S12.95,

from ANANSI ®

33 Pritain St., Toronto, M5A IR7

Translated by Betty Bednarski.
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ENGLISH, OUR ENGLISH

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 BLACKBURN

1 DON'T KNOW how old the Iine is, but the
first time 1 heard it, it was spoken by
Liberace on television's Tonight Show,
perhaps 20 or more years ago. The host
(Johnny Carson or Jack Paar; 1 don't
remember) had asked if Liberace had
been troubled by some particularly
scathing reviews of one of his concerts,
and he said that, yes, he had been ter-
ribly upset.

I cried all the way to the 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 instant cliché, but in a pecu-
liar way. In no time at all, everyone was
saying, I laughed all the way to the
bank.’* There’s nothing funny about
that.

When I was a lad we used to say, “I
couldn’t care less.” That somehow was
a more emphatic statement than *I
don’t care.” It was a nseful bit of ver-
nacular. Today’s uninterested kids (and
their parents, I guess) say, ““I could care
less,*’ If that means anything at all, it
certainly doesn’t mean what they're try-
ing to say.

I don't know whether it’s stupidity or
perversity or a combination of the two
that causes 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 out of con-
text such phrases as *“The play’s the
thing,” or *‘Now is the winter of our dis-
content,” and mouth them as though
they mean something apt.

I was about to say that these are things
that try my temper, and the thought
came to mind that femper is a word
ready to be added to the endangered
species Iist. I hear people say, ‘‘He has
quite a temper.” [ don’t know what that
means. I usually assume they mean he is
quick to fly off the handle, but that's
not what they're saying. If they’re saying
anything, it’s that he has a good temper.

The noun has a convoluted history
that makes tedious reading in the OED,
but, in the sense I’'m talking about, what
is important is the connotation of a
balanced and salubrious mixture of

gualities that leads to, among other
things, resilience. So to lose one’s tem-
per is to become unbalanced. To have a
bad temper is to be inclined that way.

Somehow, femper is becoming
synonymous with bad lemper. Instead
of saying that someone has lost his
temper, we may say that he's “‘showing
his temper,” and that is quite the oppo-
site of what we mean. A person who
loses his temper behaves badly, but a
person who shows his temper behaves
well. But a show of temper nov! seems to
mean a show of bad temper.

So it goes, with one word or expres-
sion after another. It"s bad for everyone,
but, if I may be permitted a slight show
of self-pity, it’s miserable for anyone
who tries to communicate, especiaily by

" way of the mass media, for a living. The

unbearable paradox is that the harder a
writer tries to express himself with preci-
sion, the more likely he is to be misun-
derstood. If he seeks and finds the word
that has the exact shade of meaning he
wants to convey, there is an excellent
chance that the word by now will have
been so widely misused by his colleagues

that he’ll be lucky if one reader in 2
thousand grasps the nuance, and if one
in 10 has even the vaguest idea what he
means.

In such circumstances, it’s all too easy
(believe me) to lapse into sloppiness, and
that certainly doesn’t help matters at all.

In Megatrends, John Naisbitt tells us
cheerfully that we are rapidly changing
from a manufacturing society to an
information society. That Is unques-
tionably the most frightening prediction
of the year. Certainly we have the tech-
nology to make the transition in the next
couple of decades.

But will we have the words? [0




AKA, EARLE BHRN*Y

At 80, Earle Birney has pursued a. career
that spans five continents — as poet, teacher, and
{under various aliases) socialist operative

By FRASER SUTHERLAND

Mdjor, n. & a. 1. (poet.) The fanciful name Earle Birney assign-
ed to the month of May in iwo poem-calendars he invented —
e.g. Birney was born on 13 Major 1904; {mil.) the rank Birney
attained in the Canadian Army during World War II. 2. a.
Birney’s status as a modern Canadian poet. (L, compar. of
magnus great.)

EARLE BIRMEY, 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 Umvers:ty in St. John's. Aboard the
plane — the smallest
Eastern Provincial Air-
ways could muster —
Bimney had endured gale-
force bumps, closed air-
ports, and hermetically
sealed food lockers. Buf-
feted by blizzards, under
house arrest in Halifax
and Moncton airports,
he had fallen back on
EPA's free liquor and
the work he had brought
along.

A veteran of travels to
poztry readings on five
continents, Birney
ahways takes work along,
in this case prose manu-
scripts by Sid Marty and
Peter Trower. Marty’s is
a history of Banff Na-
tional Parlk, Trower's an

2 account of a banlk rob-
& ber named Herb Wilson
— *“a very successful
# criminal but a patho-
3 logical liar.’” Birney
-: would find time to com-
i ment on both books. Earle Blrney
=- Later, safely returned to Toronto and his 22nd-storey apart-
£ ment (Birney has always been fascinated by heights), he will
spcal. of the collection of Chaucer essays University of
.: Toronto Press may publish, and the volume of radio dramas,
3 B edited by Howard Fink, that will be issued this summer by
u Quarry Press in conjunction with the Upper Canada Writers*
Z = Yorlishop in Kingston.
‘That is the Mture; the present is in the top two drawers of a
3 blacl: metal filing cabinet filled with overstuffed binders. In
3 them are at least elght works in progress. Undismayed, Birney
o recites the topics, among them:
£ [ First priority: 2 new selection of poems.

PHS,

O The successor to Spreading Time: Remarks on Canadian
Writing and Writers: Book 1, 1904-1949 (1980). The new
book, three-quarters completed, would take his life up to the
present.

O A volume of literary reminiscences called Dylan Thomas
and Mualcolm Lowry in Canada. Birney had been Thomas’s
Vancouver host (*“There were problems becanse I was looking
after him, but 1 loved the guy'’) and Lowry’s friend and
editor.

[ Three volumes of conversat:ons with Leon Trotsky.

O Autobiographical
works about: his parents
and grandparents; child-
hood in the foothills of
the Rockies; Banff,
1911-24; *““coming of age
in Erickson, B.C.%;
Waterton Lake Park;
undergraduate days at
the University of British
Columbia; Toronto,
1926-27, 1932-33, 1936-
42; ‘‘my American
period,” 1927-34,

3 A long poem about
Arctic exploration.

Even in a country
known for the long
working careers of its
poets (F.R. Scott, Ron
Bverson, Dorothy Live-
say, to mame a few),
Birney is remarkable:
Looking 20 vears
younger than his age, he _
has recovered splendidly
from the fall from a tree
in 1975 that pulled his
hip out of its socket and
fractured his pelvis in
four places. Although one foot is still partly paralyzed, 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 readings in the
Bear Gallery and in a restaurant at Mile 265.5 Richardson
Highway. The cold had hit minus-60 degrees. . . .

ON THE FLOOR of a farmhiouse in the Rocky Mountain foot-
hills, a small boy is playing with an alphabet of building
blocks. He also plays with a stencil set, for among his father's
many jobs has l?een that of signpainter. The words begin.

May 1924, Bocks n Canade 7
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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. Halcyon Hot Springs, B.C. She met and mar-
tied Will Birney, the son of a small-town Ontario butcher, who
had run away from home to seek fortune in the West. The for-
tune never came for Will Birney, successively a cow-puncher,
brakeman, prospector, paper-hanger, soldier, and fruit
farmer, The alphabetical boy also followed a wavering voca-
tional trail: by the time words graduated him from the Univer-
sity .of British Columbia in 1926, he had been a Calgary Eye-
Opener newsboy, surveyer's chain-and-rod man, farm
labourer, axeman, swamp oiler, bank clerk, door-to-door
subscription salesman, mountain guide, house-painter, and
weekly newspaper managing editor, paying tuition, helping his
parents.

From that point, though, the words prevailed: at first, the
words_of classroom and doctoral thesis, then the words of
1930s political dialectic, finally words for their own sake — the
shape and sound of them, and how, reduced to the letter and
phoneme, they could become ““alphabeings,” “jukollages,”
“pnomes” to “‘dismember things like the kooks of the monk
and who wrode them.” From his study of Anglo-Saxon and
Middle English, especially Chaucer, he acquired a “‘word-
hoard,”’ took up ‘‘kennings,” figurative substitutions for the
ordinary word, appropriated heavy and secondary stresses for
his lines. Just as the mountains of his Albertan and British
Columbian youth prefigured the rise and fall of acceats, 50
personal experience was sooner or later translated into poetry.

From 1926 until 1941 Birney was a graduate student or
teacher at the Universities of Toronto, British Columbia, Lon-
don, California, and Utah, earning “‘a lousy living as an
academic, in between Depression layoffs.** In Toronto he met
poets like Raymond Knister, Roy Daniells, Robert Finch,
A.G, Bailey, E.J. Pratt, “a cherubic yet very intelligent under-
graduate” named Northxép Frye, and took Pelham Edgar’s
seminar on the modern novel. He was literary editor of the
Canadian Forum, and uvsed to encounter Sir Charles G.D.
Roberts in the King Cole Room, the basement beer parlour of
the Park Plaza Hotel:

Gentle he was but with a roving eye.

He could be witty, but would never iry

to damn another writer in our fand,

though cause might be that most of them be panned.

. (*‘Prolog Without Tales")

Throughout these years, politics was inescapable. From the
start, Birney had been no friend of the privileged. In The Cow
Jumped Over the Moon (1972) he tells of his first revolu-
tionary act, at age 12, when he became founding editor “‘of a
realistic underground 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
judgement that it was pornographic. This certainly described
our intention, and in that respect we were successful com-
municators, but in 1916 our sole reward was the cat-of-nine
tails.””

. But jt was not until 1932 that he became captivated by Leon
Trotsky’s thought, as outlined in Trotsky’s What Next for
Germany? and Literature and Revolution. Trotsky urged that
Marxists of all types should ally against fascism. In an un-
published tribute Birney would later comment, “No one in our
time, I think, so perfectly blended the gifts of the artist and of
the man of action into 8 memorable whole.”

: The fortified Bimey -— a former Presbyterian Sunday
school teacher — set to work. At Utah he founded a Marxist
study club on the Mormon campus and in 1933 made a
“‘political marriage of convenience,™ later annulled, with a
socialist organizer named Sylvia Johnstone, In Vancouver,

working under various aliases, he circulated socialist publica-
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tions, and in London he worked for the Independent Labour
Party, even travelling to Norway to interview the man who had
made him a communist. Trotsky was just as impressive in per-
son as in print. Recalling him, Birney now says that ““onceina
while one’s aware of being in the presence of genius.”

By 1941 Trotsky had been assassinated in Mexico, the war
was on, and Birney had a new wife — Bsther, whom he had
met in England — and a son. Esther was Jewish, and had
Polish relatives. Birney joined the Canadian Army. He spent
the [ast two war years in Europe as major-in-charge of person-
nel selection in the North West Theatre. Birney's letter home
was **This Page My Pigeon.” This "‘homer™

Says that your voice still waters my memory

your eyes are leads to the wide light

that will be Swears you are part of the rightness

of hills the saneness of music and hemlocks
He ended the war as an invalid, laid low by a combination of
dysentery and diphtheria.

Birney returned to Montreal to become supu'vxsor of the
Centrzal European section in the CBC’s international service.
“J'd work a nine- or 10-hour day, take a streetcar across the
city, and flake ont.” Relief came fortuitously when he en-
countered Larry MacIenzie, the new president of UBC, while
on a train to Ottawa. Hiring Birney as a professor of medieval
studies, MacKenzie offered him a comparable salary, more
vacation time, and the chance to teach what was probably the
first creative writing course in Canada.

It was 1946. Among the few poets writing sedously in
Canada, Birney was established as a voice that could not beig-
nored:

On Sundance we iried from the col and the golng was hard.

The air lowvied from our feet 1o the smudged rocks

And the papery lake below. At an outhrust we baulked

Till David clung vith his left to a dint in the scarp. . .

(“"David"”)

He had won the Governor General's Award for David and
Other Poains (1942) and for Now Is Time (1945). ““David”
was to become required reading in many schools, earning him
and his publishers $3,500 in anthology rights by 1972, and in-
spiring an oratorio by Lorne Betts. Birney would even receive
the compliment of a parody called ““Saul,”* by & high-school
student named Tom Franck. In *‘Saul’” Franck had retold the
story so that the fatally injured title character *‘now wanis to
be saved for a wheelchair; any way that he can stay alive is
okay by him.’’ But Bobbie insists that Saul will be happier if
he pets shoved off Mount Finger, and cheerfully proceeds to
do him the favour.

But all ¢his was in the future. For now, Birney had to con-
tend with the first of what he calls “[iteralati’’ — a UBC fresh-
man who was overheard bitterly compiaining about having
been put in Birney’s section: “He's the sonofabitch who
pushed his best friend offen a cliff.”

He also had a new chore: E.J. Pratt had enticed him into
taking on what he would come to regard as the "poetasters”
and ‘“stuffed owls” associated with the Canadian Poeiry
Magazine, a publication of the Canadian Authors Associe-
tion. Appointed editor, he found the magazine to be *‘a refuge
for rhymed and sentimental drivel foisted on it by dues-paying
members of the CAA.” Although Birney transformed the
magazine and swelled its circulation by publishing the new
worl: of posts like Raymond Souster, A.M. Klein, Ralph
Gustafson, and Louis Dudek, the *“old guard’’ back in Toron-
to were busy objecting and obstructing. Meanwhile in Van-
couver a ‘*suburban reporter phoned me for an imterview
about Hen No. 2, the famous egg-laying champion at the UBC
agricultural farm, in the belief that I was editing the Canadian
Pouliry Megazine.”

Some idea of Birney's life at the time may be found in a let-
ter he wrote to Patrick Waddington:

1 am dictating in the Camp while bulldozers rip out the forest
that begins fifty vards away over a sea of mud, and our ram-
shackle hut trembles periodically from the dynamite blasts of 2
stumping crew. After supper 1 will nip out to drag alder trunks
and roots to my backdoor sawhorse — food for the Winnipsg
heater, our only source of warmth against Vancouver’s raw
November. Then I will settle down to marking my weekly batch
of a hundred freshman and sophomore **themes.”

Undefeated by onerous living conditions, he finally suc-

cumbed in 1948 to the bumbling and malice in Toronto,

Undefeated by onerous living
conditions, he finally
sucenmbed to the bumbling and
malice im Toromto

resigning his editorial post and his membership in the CAA.

At the same time, Birney ploughed on with his own work:
The Strait of Anian (1948) and his first novel, Turvey: A
Military Picaresque (1949; revised in 1976). A menual of
military misadventure, Turvey (later made into a successful
musical at the Charlottetown Festival) drew on Birney®s war-
time experience in making thousands of personality
assessments. Private Thomas Leadbeater Turvey and his
desperate quest to join the Kootenay Highlanders was the hap-
py product. Still fresh and funny today, it had been an easy
book to write: **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

" recreates a more distant past, the politics of the Depression.

Using the framing device of a McCarthy-like U.S. Congres-
sional hearing, Bimey takes Gordon Saunders, teacher and
socialist operative, throngh a turmoil of political debates and
unhappy love affairs. Much evident is Birney's intense interest
in collage — in this case cut-outs of newspaper headlines and
reports — and in colloguial varieties of accent and diction.
Bimey today admits that the *‘structure is not very strong,’”
but the book, like Turvey, remains in print.

Writing, editing, travelling around the world in the 1950s,
Birney was 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-
department of its own. Inevitable bureaucratic tensions arose,
and by 1962 “‘the situation had become impossible — I was
being sabotaged.’ A new English department head attempted
to scrap the writing courses; Bimey fought back — and won.
A separate creative writing department was set up in 1963, and
the magazine Prism International established. Two years later
Birney left UBC: **I took stock of myself and decided I’d be a
lot happier writing.”* Apart from stints as writer-in-residence
at various universities and a year at the University of Cali-
fornia at Irvine, he had left academe forever.

Not long after his poetic achievement was consolidated into
Collected Poems (1975), ably edited by John Newlove, impor-
tant changes were happening in his private life: he had
divorced Esther and was living happily with the Toronto
lawyer Wai-lan Low.

but when warm winds come
we musi stir from this irance
she will it living arms

1o the sun’s dance

i will slide then
in a soft caress
and my failing will end
somewhere in her roots

may my waters then
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bring her strength only
help her hold trim
and evergreen her being
with suns and winds
and o many and many
and happlest years
(“Sh.G Isl I)
By now Birney’s ideas about the reading and writing of
poetry had been encapsulated in two short books, The
Creative Writer (1966) and The Cow Jumped Over the Moon.
(Writing is “‘made out of & need to record, and a hope of shar- -
ing."”) Books began to appear almost yearly, including Big
Bird in the Bush (1978), a selection of short fiction. He was the
subject of a National Film Board portrait, two collections of
critical pieces, an annotatéd bibliography, and bio-
graphical/critical monographs by Frank Davey, Richard
Robillard, and Peter Aichinger. Stylistically, he mostly aban-
doned traditional punctuation and-ventured into audio-visual
territory: concrete poetry, a three-disc recording with the per-
cussion group Nexus (1982), and performed his poem “To
Swindon from London by Britrail’’ on an NFB short, Aloud
Bagatelle (1983), directed by Donald McWilliams. Always, he
turned fresh attention to the langnage, landscapes. and mores
of those near and far, often with satirical mimicry, consistently
with alert invention and in forms that ranged from long
dramatic monologues to compressed lYII'.II
Certainly his influence on Canadian writing was permanent,
and not simply because his former students include George
Bowering, Phyllis Webb, and Jack Hodgins. Birney was the
first Canadian poet to fully explore the linguistic resources 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 language. Like the **Oldster’” he wrote about in
1953:
. . crows slow to whatever
grandsons aof green were long ago
wrung and flung from the root and fruit of him
Simultaneously his public readings managed to combine the
personas of Grand OId Man and Aundacious Stripling.

*  'Through the years, Birney was not without his (usually af-
fectionate) detractors, who chuckled at what they perceived as
Canada Council-funded tourism, showboating 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,
Birmey ignored them. He was too busy.

“YOU DON'T WANT to know about the present, you're only in-
terested in the past,”” Barle Birney sadly remarks to the tactless
interviewer who’d been peppering him with guestions about
Trotskyists, marriages, and academic guerrilla warfare. A
denial follows, and the next moment the two of them are hur-
rying 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
& living?** From the desk and bookshelves he unearths a clutch
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 (he likes Aichinger’s best). He finds a foot-
hold and yanks open the top drawer of the filing cabinet, pas-
sing off a compliment about his hardiness — *'1've been very
Iucky with my genes, I guess.”

The thick binders overflow the drawer., Why does he travel
so much when all these avid ghosts await his attention at
home? *“Just bad habits. ’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 finish.”” He hauls out another drawer. The cabinet con-
tains 80 years of his past, but the words are present and on-

going. OO0
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IN MEMORIAM

Sleight of heart

More than just 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 can
ustock *‘ago” like the master key of

dream.
— QOxbells and Fireflies

THE COVER OF Books in Canada once
depicted Ernest Buckler with a straw in
his mouth. It drew little more than a
smile from the man whose most quoted
line iz, **What I happen to be is a farmer
who writes, not a writer who farms.”
What the straw symbolized for him was
not something ludicrously bucolic but
the way of life he had recognized, with
rare percipience in so young a word-
dreamer, as the only one in which his
literary aspirations could take root and
flontish. His remark was no mock-
modest conceit. He savr that the grist for
his literary mill lay right there in the
Annapolis Valley where he had been
formed, among earthy scenes and
“real' people. If he was to render that
fast-vanishing life with the uncom-
promising precision that was its due, he
must be in direct and constant contact
with it. If he was to write, he had to
farm *‘the family fields that knew him
thoroughly.” To know him in those last
years when he could do neither was to
I:novs a man adrift in time.

The man who could earn a B.A. in
mathematics from Dathousie and an
M. A. in philosophy from the University
of Toronto by the time he was 22
assuradly had no straw in his mouth, But
six years of city life and city grubbing
were enough to convince him that
anything he might write there would be
facile and, ultimately, worthless. So for
another 5ix years he wrested three hours
from the peremptory farm day and pro-
duced, word by hard-won word, the
novel that by anvone’s reckoning must
be one of the highest pinnacles of Cana-
dian Bterary achievement: The Moun-
tain and the Valley.

Tywo years into this self-imposed soli-
tude he received, from his first sale to
Ecqusire, what he once described to me as
“that assurance a writer needs, from
time to time, that someone is alive ont

By H.R. PERCY

there, and listening.” His journalism
and radio writing, over the years,' wasa
sort of radar to bring back those

- heartening echoes while he wrought, in

spider-like solitude, the exquisite webs
of his major works. In the United States
critical acclaim for The Mounfain and
the Valley was *“all anyone could ask
for,”> and sales were gratifying. In
Canada, although most critics were
kind, Buckler “detected no brush-fire of
popular enthusiasm.” And *‘all the
yachts you could build with your Cana-
dian royalties you could sail in your
bathtub.”

Both from critical and popular points
of view his second novel, when it
emerged after nine more years of this
meticulous crafting, was something of a
disappointment. It did not find a U.8.
publisher, and one Canadian critic

A

.:-h .
AT
Ernest Buckler
found it **so bad that it is difficult, if not

Aimpossible, to take seriously.”” But seen

as a nexus, as evidence of an ongoing
and necessary change in the creative
metabolism between Buckler’s two
masterpieces, The Cruelest Month
(1963) must be taken very seriously in-

deed. Buckler emerged from this transi-
tion freed from the tyranny of *‘story
line,” able to refine without constraint
the pure gold of his remembrance.

His next book, Oxbells and Fireflies
(1968), a fictional memoir, may not have
the narrative momentum of The Moun-
tain and the Valley, but in its masterly
evocation of those small insights and
vanishing moments that make up a
man’s life it is a work of comparable
genius, and surely will endure as long.
The earlier book had a tragic 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 his friends sometimes saw, who
over the years wrote the limericks and
short jocular pieces that so disconcerted
the critics when published as Whirligigin
1978,

I have forgotten, now, by what pre-
text I gained entry to that old house on
the bend through Centrelea (one of
those “*born houses, not mere hap-
penstances of board and mortar''). To
the kitchen, first, where he sought to

-overcome the awkwardness by feeding

lIogs into the stove, filling an ancient ket-
tle, and fussing with tea; to the parlour,
later, where the long past proclaimed it-
self, through modest heirlooms and
family portraits, in spite of the books
piled knee-high everywhere and his
favourite records lounging about like the
friends they were. We seldom aspired to
intellectual talk, but we edged toward a
pleasurable rapport, visit by visit (I came
bearing gifts of my wife’s home-baked
bread that were always acceptable tender
for a glowing memory or two), uniil we
were able to sit together in silence while
Mabhalia Jackson raised the ancient roof
-— the ultimate acceptance.

The old house was “‘an ark of all it
had ever seen,” and he stuck to it ikea
hermit crab. But I found the bait to lure
him forth, ““Al Purdy’s here,”” I called
to say. ““Why don't you come for din-
ner?”? No, bhe was no good in company
— would only sit like a bump on a log,
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etc, *“Well, Ernie, call back if you
change your mind.”” He did. No better
talk ever passed across our table before
or since, or across the fireside after.
Maybe the booze helped a Little. And
Jate into the night, back in that parlour
where *‘penerations of memory were
stored,”” the three of us did silent
homage to Mahalia.

Booze. The anchorite's Circe. But he
cast her off, at the doctor’s urging. A
hollov; triumph, perhaps. For now he
was face-to-face with what he had once
called ‘‘the seldom-realized tragedy of
the old.”” At last even the house, the ark
of memory, must be relinquished. Per-
haps the memories were portable, for
tirough the door of his small room in
Mountain Lea Lodge you would see him
sitting pensive. And at least he had two
charming sisters at hand to share them
with. But when you announced yourself
the okl shy smile would leap up, and he
would be amicably there with you in the
present. With, usually, the definjtive
word for any friend you brought along,
“You’re a formidable woman,’” was his
opener for Marian Engel. _

Honours sat lightly 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 him the **face-
less smoke of mortality,’* he bore it with
the calm nobility of one who has done,
to the full stretch of his faculties, what
he saw waiting for him {o do. Few, few
indeed, have done it better, O

REVIEW

Smaller
than life

By GARY DRAPER

I

Remembering Leacock, by Alla
Anderson, Deneau Pubhishers, illu
trated, 229 pages, $24.95 cloth (JISBN
00379 693 7).

ALLAN ANDERSON'S Remembering
Leacock is an oral history of the Great
Humourist, nuch as if he were an event,
like the Great War or the QOreat Depres-
sion. It thus labours under three dif-
ficulties.

First, it has the apparently inevitable
wealknesses of all such anthologies of
tape-rccorded memoirs. Chronology Is
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largely abandoned in favonr of a the-
matic arrangement, so that no mean-
ingful structure emerges. The subject
may be seen in retirement at the close of
one chapter, and just on the threshold of
his career at the opening of the next,

Moreover, the subject has been stored,
over the years, in fallible memories, and
therefore often simplified, softened by
the loss of details, or simply misremem-
bered. Besides, many of the anecdotes
are very short, and sometimes uneasily
related to each other, so that there is no
narrative momentum, but a continual
starting and stopping like a car that
won't kick into third gear.

Second, the oral reconstruction of a
person has some peculiar drawbacks of

* its own. An event — the Depression, say

— may with some justification be seen
as the sum of the experiences of its par-
ticipants. A person, on the other hand,
is'no such thing. The speakers recorded
here did not experience the subject of
this book, but only encountered him, In
other words, storfes of breadlines and
hobo jungles may tell us a good deal
about’ the Depression; but stories of
working in the garden at Brewery Bay
don’t tell us very much about Stephen
Leacock. As Fred Stone says in his re-
membrance of Leacock the teacher, “It
was impossible to retell any part of a
Leacock Iecture and make it sound fun-
ny.n

And third, Leacock is A Presence in
our national mythology, and as such is
overpraised and at the same time, I
think, undervalued. He has been eulo-
gized and embalmed in that deadly
epithet “kindly.” Sunshine Sketches of
a Little Town has achieved so com-
pletely the status of a classic that it can
be safely praised and left unread. In-
deed, one speaker in this collection says,
I read more out of a feeling of loyalty
to Leacock, becanse you hear so much
about him.*” Leacock deserves better:
not mere acclaim, or adulation, but
scrutiny and understanding. Memory
and the anecdotal form have conspired

-

here to perpetuate a series of cartoon
Leacocks: the genial humourist, the tip-
pler, the jrascible employer, the pro-
fessor who dressed like a bum.

It is apparent that a good deal of
labour, affection, and ingenuity have
gone into this project. More, unfortu-
nately, has been needed. The book as it
stands could still nse a tactful, ruthless
editor, and a conscientious proofreader.
If the peripheral and the second-hand
and the merely vague had been omitted,
the collection 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 the
book, arranged by speaker, might have
been of some use had they been attached
to page numbers.) A scramble of some
sort in the chapter ““Boozing and Boat-
ing on Old Brewery Bay” has caused the
wrong ending to be tacked on to about
helf g dozen of the stories. And surely
someone at Deneau must know that the
word (it appears often enough among
these pages) is *‘humorous,” not
“*humourous.””

The book is not without merit. There
is a very good selection of photographs
that suggest the tone of places like Old
Brewery Bay and the University Club.
There is much among the stories that is
new, and there are traits and episodes
from a fresh or unusual angle.
There is enough contradiction among
the stories to tell against the one-dimen-
sional figure that most of them, taken
singly, portray. The complexity, and the
mystery, of Leacock’s character are thus
at least implied, if not explored. More-
over, a few of the story-tellers have the .
rare ability to select and shape what they
have to say: in other words, to be
interesting. Senator Eugene Forsey is
one of the best. And there are some
storles here that are good enough that
they ought to be true, Whether they are
or not. Anderson tells one of them:

There’s another version of Leacock’s
guerrilla warfare with the American cus- -
tomns. He was scheduled to address a

gathering in Buffalo, but was stopped at

the border by a customs officer who

told him he could not enter the States

with a flask of liquor. Leacock sent a

curt wire to the sponsors of the lecture

which read, “‘No hooch, no spooch.”

Apparently the Buffalo people had

epough clout to get Leacock and his

flask into the States because the speech

was duly delivered.

Finally, there are some snippets of letters
and essays by Leacock himself: the real
thing.

Certainly there are bits and pieces
here, odd details and remembered inci-
dents, that will add a good deal of fla-
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YOUR CHILD CAN WIN
Strategics, Actvities and Games for
Parents of Children with Learning
Disabilities
Joan Moyes and Norma Macneill
This practical gnide to helping the
learning dizabled child at home
contains over 100 original,
challenging games and activities to
help concerned parents and teachers.
$8.95 paperback

II{ SEARCH OF YOUR ROOTS
A, Guide for Canadians Seeking Their
Ancestors

Revised and Updated

Angus Bo:ter

Acclaimed by genealogists, this -
comprehensive guide is designed for
all Canadians of every ethnic descent
and details all possible sources of
pzrtinent, up-to-date information for

major countries,
$10.95 paperback

WHO IS MY MOTHER? )
Birih Parents, Adoptive Parents and
Adoptess Talk About Living with
Adoption and the Szarch for Lost
Fomily
Clare Marcus
In this unique book, Clare Marcus,
herzelf an adaptee who searched for
her otvn birth parents, shares the real-
life experiences of those involved in
the adaption triangle.

$7.95 paperback
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LIBRARY

WILDERNESS MAN

The Skrange Story of Grey Owl

Laurentian Library §81 -

Lovat Dickson

The Fascinating, true story of one of

Canada’s best-known legends. Lovat

Dickson, his friend and publisher,

relates the background of Archie

Belaney; an eccentric Englishman who

made Canada his home and his

adopted Indian identity his trademark.
- : $7.95 paperback

QUEBEC, 1759 .
The Siegeé and the Battle
Laurentian Library $82
C.P. Stacey " -
“The definitive and brilliant account of
‘the batte that changed the course of
Canada’s historf’ Drawing on a wide
variéty of documents, Stacey
re-creates the tense days of the
conquest of New France by the
English in 2 lucid depiction of the
battle fromi all points of view.

$6.95 paperback
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ROMAN
Roman Polanski

Cinematic genius - international
playboy - tragic victim - immoralist.
Which is the real Roman Polanski?
Here, for the first time, is the
remarkable account of his experiences
- revealed in Polanski’s own words. It
is as compelling to read as his films
are to wakch. Mustrated.

$22.25 cloth

LINES AND SHADOWS

Joseph Wambaugh

Not since Wambaugh's first work of
nonfiction, THE ONION FIELD, has
there been a 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. $20.95 cloth

PUTTING THE ONE-MINUTE
MANAGER TO WORK

How to Tuzn the 3 Secrets Into Skills
Kenneth Blanchard and Robert Lorber
With over 750,000 copies sold, THE
ONE-MINUTE MANAGER tock
North America by storm! Now, the
second book in this record-breaking
series shows how the three secrets of
One Minute Management work in
real-life situations, This is the next
step in the most revolutionary,
simple, and potential-filling
management systern ever ko hit
industry. $19.50 cloth

Avgilable at bookstores across
Canada,
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vour to a more substantial work, {o the
authoritative critical biography that Lea-
cock deserves. This book is not (to bor-
row the title of an earlier collection) a
Feast of Stephen. But 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 ail. O

REVIEW

Double
jeopardy

By JACK BATTEN

'latrmn - ==t

Tke Trinls of Israel Lipski, by Martin
Friedland, Macmillan, 219 pages, $17.95
cloth (ISBN 0 333 35795 7).

NOTE THE PLURAL — trials — in the title
of this wonderfully engrossing account
of a 19th-century English murder case.
Israel Lipski’s first trial, specific and
conventional, took place at Old Bailey
on 2 Friday and Saturday in late July of
1387 and ended with his conviction. His
second txial, wide-ranging and unusual,
covered the following four weeks and
raged in public, in the press, and in high
places. It concluded with a flurry of
cvents that were as sensational as the
finale to any piece of superior crime fic-
tion.

The facts of the murder itself had
more than a hint of Conan Doyle to
them. Lipski was a young and penniless
Jewish immigrant from Poland who
lived in a boarding house in London’s
east ¢nd, The victim, also young,
Jewish, and penniless, was a pregnant
woman named Miriam Angel who
boarded in the same house, though it
daesn’t appear that Lipski and Angel
were acquainted. Angel's body was
found in her room. Nitric acid, which
she had swallowed, or which someone
had forced down her throat, was the
agent of her death. The door to the
room was locked, from the inside by ail
signs, and under Angel’s bed, apparent-
Iy unconscious with a small quantity of
nitric acid in fifs throat, was Lipski. The
police revived him and laid a charge of
murder.

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

14 Bool:s in Canada, May, 1984
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crime. He interrupted them while they
were assaulting and robbing Angel, and
they turned on him, pouring acid into
his mouth and flinging him wuader
Angel’s bed. Alas, Lipski's story was
never sufficiently put to the jury that
tried him. Nor were other points favour-
able to his defence pressed in court. The
omissions weren’t Lipski’s fault. It was
his defence counsel who was responsible
for the tragic goofs.

The counsel, inexperienced in criminal
work, had come into the case at the last
minute to réplace a veteran criminal par-
rister who was burdened by a severe
hangover on the two days of the trial.
The replacement blundered in several
ways, most notably in failing to pursue
Lipski’s accusations against the iwo
workmen, both of whom were called as
crown wiinesses, and in failing to bring
out evidence that it was possible to
manipulate the lock on Angel’s door
from the outside. And Lipski’s defence
wasn’t helped by the presiding judge,
who instructed the jury in terms that en-
couraged a guilty verdict. Not surpris-
ingly, the jury took precisely eight
minutes to convict.

While Lipski waited on the hangman,
his solicitor worked diligently to win a
reprieve. He bombarded the Home
Secretary with persuasive new evidence.
The Pall Mall 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 ending 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 satisfvingly
thorough research, Or he might peek at
the British reviews, which appeared
earlier this year when the book was pub-
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lished in England, and which are uni-
form in giving away the surprise ending
to Lipski’s strange story.

British reviewers, it seems, go about
their business in a different style from
their North American counterparts.
Typically, John Mortimer's long, chat-
ty, and landatory notice in the Sunday
Times casvally drops into its second
paragraph the astounding details of Lip-
ski’s ultimate fate. Now, is that fair?
Would Mortimer care to read a review
that blew the conclusion to one of his
Rumpole tales? Hardly. It’s bad form —
and the principle remains the same even
though Mortimer writes fiction and
Friedland is dealing in non-fiction. Both
have one element in common: much of
the thrill in sorting through the mystery,
real or fictional, comes with the twists
and turps in its resolution. And in the
Lipski case, the twists and turns are stag-

gering. 1

Witness to
the persecution
By SHERIE POSESORSKI

An Interrupted Life, by Etty
Hillesnm, translated from the Dutch by
Arno Pomerans, Lester & Orpen Den-
nys, 226 pages, $17.95 cloth (ISBN 0
88619 039 8).

— T L, ey T by NS T

TWO DIARIES BY two dark-eyed, dark-
haired, young Jewish women record
their daily lives during the Nazi occupa-
tion of Holland in 1941. As the Duich
Jews were marked by yellow Stars of
David, quartered in ghettoes, and ship-
ped off to Auschwitz, Anne Frank noted
the domestic disputes of the Frank fam-
ily, hidden away in an attic. The Franks
waited, enchanted by the evil spells of
the Nazis, for a fairy-tale rescue and
resolution.

Etty Hillesum, 27 years old, sat at her
desk on the other side of Amsterdam,
writing in her small,; hard-to-decipher
handwriting: ““What is at stake is our
impending destruction and annihilation.
We can have no more illusions about life
.-.- My personal fate is not the
issue. . . . If T have one duty in these
times, it is to bear witness.'* She refused
offers from friends to help her into
hiding. Instead, she volunteered to

g T
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accompany the Jews sent to Westerbork,
a transit camp, and spent a year travel-
ling fresly between Amsterdam and the
camp hospital. In September, 1943,
Etty, her father Dr. L. Hillesum, her
mother Rebecca, and her brother
Mischa wvrere all transported to
Amncchwitz, vhere they were to die.

Surviving through hiding or seeking
has become a critical gnestion for
scholars re-examining the nature of sur-
vival in the Second World YWar, At one
pole, Terrence Des Pres (in The Sur-
vivor: An Anatomy of Life in the Death
Carps) espouses surviving at any cost,
in any form. In opposition to him,
Bruno Bettclhelm contends in his essay,
““Thz Innored Lezson of Anne Frank,”
that *‘those who faced up to the an-
nounc:d intentions of the Nazis pre-
pared for the worst as a real and immi-
nent possibility. It meant risking one’s
life for a celf-chosen purpose, but, in
doiny so, creatiny, at least, a small
chance for saving one’s life, or those of
others,” The fate of the Franks demon-
strates, according to Bettelheim, the
danger of retreating deep into a private
vorld, passive, frozen, and inactive on
one’s ovm behalf.

The selections from the eight note-
book diaries of Etty Hillesum, written
from 1941 to 1943, are a remarkably
moving account of the other form of
survival. Hillesum believed that “‘it is
vrong to Hve only with external truths,
for then one is apt to end up behaving
lit:e an ostrich. To live fully outwardly
and imvardly, one can not ignore exter-
nal reality.”

Hillesum vvas born in 1914 into a fam-
ily of educated, assimilated Jews. By
1939 she had taken a degree in law,
studicd the vorks of Freud and Jung,
and was [earning several Slavic lan-
guaees (her father was a professor of
Slavic languages at the University of
Amsterdam). Her lifestyle was bohe-
mjan. She lived in a commune with two
men — a father and son who were her
lovers, at different times — and three
other women. On the first page of her
diary, she notes with self satisfaction
that che considers herself an accom-
plished lover. A considerable amount of
her diary, initially, is occupied with
erotic fantasies about Julius Spier (S. in
the diaries), a portly, eccentric, 54-year-
old pzychochirologist (palm reader) who
beran his sessions with a wrestling match
between himeelf and the patient.

As the diaries progress, however, we
witnezs the evolution of Hillesum from a
woman locked in the plastic bubble of
her ovn consciousness, to one who
breal's frez of her autistic existence as
she comes to identify with the common
fate of her people, the Jews. Her con-
sciousness becomes a blend of Dostoev-

sky’s underground man and Henry
James's John Marcher (in the short
story ““The Beast in the Jungle”). Like
the underground man, she records the
barometric readings of her body’s aches
and pains, and her own moods and
depressions, all of which is rendered
with the fine gradations of a Jamesian
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 her sessions
with S. Although she feverishly declares
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
percéptions.

The tension that exists in her relation-
ship to her writing carries over into her
sexual tension toward S. Their first 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
his wife and mistress. The affair
develops into a caring, intellectual, and

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

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

Hillesum’s work for the Jewish Coun-
cil exempted her from deportaiion, but
the situation disgustcd 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 letters to friends. But
her faith grows stronger. “I want to be
there,’* she writes, ““right in the thick of
what people call horror, and still say life
is beautiful.’” The last image of her is re-
counted in a leiter by her friend Ipoie,
who watched Hillesum board the train
for Auschwitz, grasping a Bible in one
hand and Tolstoy in the other. O

sT¢t will touch your heart.” |

Brothers Marx had conspired
to perform pratfalls while

— Timothy Findley

“As if the Brothers
Grimm and the

Freud was looking on,
“shaking his head.”’
— Toronto Star

£5.95 |
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S@@@nd coming

Renewed interest in R.C. Hutchinson (1907-1975)
is surprising: his novels are decent, erudite, curious,

WITH THREE of his 17 novels currently
available in Penguin — Testament
(1235), Rising (1976), and The
Unforgotten Prisoner (1933) — and
three more in Zenith — Recollection of a
Journey (1952), A Child Possessed
(1°54), and Johanna at Davbreak (1969)
— I_.C. Hutchinson, who died in 1975 at
the age of 683, is having a reappraisal sur-
prisingly soon after his death. Or not,
perhaps, so surprisingly. Hutchinson,
self-excluded from the literary tournies
of his own time, was usually included in
the roll of once and future Great English
Novelists anyway, and the fashion of his
armour has come in again.

Ik is a champion’s armour. The favour
he wears is God’s, the jousting-ground
the world, and the outcome a damn
cloze-run thing — a rising, though, nota
fall, what he himself described as *‘a
transcendent, indestructible belief in an
ultimate goodness lying beyond the
harshness of human experience."”

This harshness in its most appalling
20th-century manifestations is the mat-
ter of Hutchinson’s spotty oervre. From
his dreadful first novel, Thou Hast a
Devil (1930), to his unfinished master-
piece, Rising, he grappled squarely with
the public and private horrors of our
century, setting novels in post-1918 Ger-
many, revolutionary Russia, London
slums, concentration camps (Nazi and
Soviet), German-occnpied Poland, a
Displaced Persons’ home in Holland,
post-1945 Yugoslavia, a wretched imagi-
nary South American state, as well as
hospitals, country houses, Geneva,
Marseille, and — an unwonted Trinian-
esque excursus for such a grave author
— 2 ghastly girls’ public school.

In these miliens Hutchinson does not
plcr out dreary autobiographicalized
dramas, that infantile neo-Romantic
practice taken by too many to be the
business of fiction, but the eternal strug-
gle of good and evil in an actual world.
His novels are a decent, intelligent
writer’s tentative answers to the impos-
sible question of moral conduct in that
world’s hideous circumstances.

16 Boolks in Canada, May, 1983
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delightful, and essentially Christian

By M.B. 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
Iittle wrestling with angels. His world is
God's world, tortured, unjust, chaotic,
but one in which “we accept the fact of
evil, which we can’t explain. Surely
we've got to accept the mystery of
goodness t0o.” And the key is that of-
fered by all enduring religious philoso-
phies: abnegation of self, acceptance of
all that is, love even for the palpably
unlovable. Stepan in A Child Possessed
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 the reason. And then I saw
quite plainly that the goodness of God
can only work by means of His crea-
tures, it uses even the degenerate and
feeble, it can find a passage through
every human absurdity and every cor-
ruption.”

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

' Daybreak, ““When you cease to talk to

fellow-creatures you put between
yourself and any Imaginable God a
boundless and impenetrable silence.”
From earliest to latest Hutchinson com-
pels recognition of human community.
“*Is there,”” asks the Gandhian
Khamhgiv in Thou Hast a Devil, ‘‘any
other morality that will put the world
right but that of thinking last of
ourselves?” The question is echoed by
Prior Ambrosius in Rising: *“When I see
men acting selflessly, I realize afresh the
one thing that makes sense of living."”
There is no denying ““the core of lone-
Iiness that all men carry’” any more than
the core of evil, but “supreme love
would pass right through the sordid out-
skirts, it would go hunting for the small
and Ionely creature who's kept a pri-
soner inside.”’ Love, in short, sometimes

Fai Tl TR

charitable, sometimes erotic, mystical,
unprovoked, selfless, is the necessary
human condition. Reconcilable are even
the Nazis of The Fire and the Wood
(1940), the cruelties of the revolu-
tionaries in Testament, Sabino’s
monstrosities in Rising, no less than the
shabbinesses of Shining Scabbard
(1936}, or of Vincent's life in the dingy,

ing Belgian town in Image of My
Father (1961).

Hutchinson perhaps harps a litle
much on *“the need to suffer,” parades
an almost suspect relish for the pain of it
all, ““The human 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 fan
into flame our divine spark. Hutchinson
turns the fact of blind pain into our
chiefest glory, though with characteristic
fairness he gives a good gallop to the
advocati diaboli, thosé who fight
through to God and those who don’t:
Radznowski in Recollection of a
Journey (1952), Lenin in Testament,
Elizabeth in Elfephant and Castle (1949),
Patricio in Rising, Siegfried in March
the Ninth (1957), and again Prior
Ambrosius: “Often I've felt as you do
now — it seemed frrational to go on liv-
ing in a world of such monstrous evil,
such universal suffering. I wanted to run
away, to shut my eyes and ears for
ever.”

Ambrosius, crucial spokesman as he is
for Hutchinson's fundamental view, is a
bit of a sapiens ex machina, a species a
mite too intrusive throughout the cor-
pus: Dahlmayer in The Fire and the
Wood, Mijnheer Dekker, Oestmann and
Szamuely in Johanna, Lawyer Duvean
in Fmage of My Father, even Miss
Thompson in The Answering Glory
(1932). Often enough the wise who have
seen it all are doctors, reminding us that
Hutchinson is not indifferent to either
pole of Father Diego’s lifelong concerns
in Rising: “pain, bodily and mental
pain, pala and healing.”® For it is “‘the
formidable journey towards wholeness™
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that most of Hutchinson"s people under-
take, integration of the satanic and
divine within the self (*“One’s bitterest
hatred is kept, I suppose, for those who

manifest the evil latent in one’s own’

blood"), reconciliation of the good and
evil in the existing given world.

It is no surprise that the likes of Philip
Toynbee were mnauseated by
Hutchinson's fiction. The tough-won af-
firmations, rooted finally in Christian
belief but spun from harrowing engage-
ment with the worst that man can do to
man, are kin to an English fictional
tradition recarded by modern criticsasa
cadet branch, though it includes sprips
as preen as Chesterton and Cannan,
Charles Morgan, Maurice Baring, Rose
Macaulay, and, in our own day, Greene,
Pym, and Piers Paul Read. (Hutchinson
had his own views on his compeers:
speaking well in a letter to his close
friend Martyn Skinner of Elizabeth
Bowen and Elizabeth Taylor, he glances
at “‘the muzzy pirls, La Murdoch and La
Sparl:.”) Though Anglican, Hutchinson
i5 not unlilze an unsentimental or grown-
up Brideshead Wangh. Though not
Catholic, he is a Bernanos with a wider
focus, Clandel withont the guff,
Mauriac less hell-wise, perhaps, and Iess
hell-bent,

Plot tended to hornswoggle him as a
craftsman, though he manages it. His
main characters sometimes sag under the
weight they carry, but droves of lesser
ones are dazzlingly done. That shrewd
judge Rupert Hart-Davis wrote of
Hutchinson that “he was a creative
vrriter if ever there was one,” and we are
shorichanging ourselves if we do not
read him, He is a master of description,
of the **stir and smell of foreign har-
bours in the half light of dank
moerning,”” an exact limner of
dockyards, railway stations, urban
night-scapes, countryside, cafés and
restaurants, devastated villages, rural
England, cells, cities, bustle and desola-
tion in & dozen variations of a score of
countries. His phrasemaking is a
logophile’s paradise: “the snores of
Herr Barthol like gumboots dragged out
of liquid mud,* ““z man who looked like
a hungry civet,” “‘the riotous cantilla-
tion of birds,”” “*faces like butter soak-
ing into toast.”” A recherché vocabulary
also shows up: **sciurine,” **urceolate,”
“stercoral,”” “‘anhelose,’”” *‘ultracrep-
idarian,"” ‘‘smeech.” This opulence is,
alas, balanced by the multiple appear-
ance in every novel of the dreaded
“‘srave™ and “‘gravely,”” despite which
Huichinson is riotously capable of
slapstick, as in the prize pig scenes in
Origins of Cathleen (1971) and St Tri-
nian's clone in The Answering Glory.

Is a case to be made for rereading
Hutchinson as more than a minor
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Look for these new titles at your local bookstore:

" THE STONE IN THE MEADOW DAY OF THE WIZARDS

By Karlzen Bradford By Jerry Willams
THE TREASURE HURNT DIRT BIIKES AT
By Sonfa Craddorl HANGRAN'S CLUBHOUSE
THE GHOST OF By Sharon Slamon
SULLR/AR TOW/RN . .
By Bzvericy Spancer $2.85 each

Pq Mzcmillan of Canada

*Supermanagers is the next important stage in the
modern management story after In Search of
Excellence.

*In Search of identified the hallmarks of a well-
managed company.

“Supermanagers focuses on the men and women who
run these well-managed companies.

*Supermanagers’ fascinating narratives and instructive
case histories reveal shrewd and practical lessons
about today’s business climate applicable to
managers and executives alike.

*Supermanagers’ ‘hands-on’ approach is full
colourful, personal anecdotes, detailing the
human side of successful management.

management consultant, identifies ten key/.
steps to supermanagement.
*Supermanagers is available at your
bookstore. $31.50
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forgetiable hack, or are we advocating a
justly buried dud? Ray Hutchinson,
urbane, very English, Anglican, club-
manesque (shades of what Conrad so
desperately wanted to bel), upperlip-
pish, ordinary, decent, erudite, curious
about all God's handiwork (Matt in One
Light Burning, as Hutchinson might
well have noted of himself, *‘was happy
if at the end of an hour he had learnt a
new MHonvegian oath or the Esthonian
term for a running bowline’’), paddled
unfashionably against the stream.
Financial recognition was scant during
his lfetime, critical reward came I[ate
with 2 YW.H. Smith prize for A Child
Possessed In 1966, Hutchinson 15 a
substantial, ““traditional’* novelist with
an enormous amount to say, and usually
he doesn’t just say it but shows. His
prose style is a continual delight, the
variety of his output astounding. One
more time, Israel needs to reappraise its
gods, :

Rising is his masterpiece, and Penguin
choce well to reissue it. Tie Unforgotten
Prisonzr i8 a more contentious item,
immensely ambitious but replete with all
of Hutchinson’s worst fanits: perhaps
after all a truly characteristic book.
Testarnent vill surprise and impress
readers, and Recollection of a Journey is
arim reading but probably Hutchinson’s
other masterpiece. The Zenith trio are
also excellently chosen. In effect we have
a great, uncxamined oetrvre of 17 novels,
one that will surprise, delight, and linger
in that part of the mind where good and
important books go to roost, O

REVIEW

Pleasant
dreams

By KEITH GAREBIAN
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The Honey Dram: Seven Taoles from
Arab Londs, by Gwendolyn MacEwen,
Mosaic Press, 77 pages, $4.95 paper
(ISBEIJ 0 85562 227 2).

FOLI: TALES are more often than not
dreams that explain themselves. Al-
thourh they are not without their real
strangeness of character, event, and
morality, they are presented as simple
{but not simplistic) guides to a wise life,
¢The great instrument of moral good,”

18 PBooks in Canada, May, 1934
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Shelley said, *is the imagination.”* And
folk tales, though made elegant or terri-
fying by imagery and emblem, are the
Ianguage of the inner self carried from
enigma to resolution. Aesop’s fables,
where animals play the most significant
roles, are virtuaily vindications of right-
ness or goodness. Grimm’s fairy tales,
despite the nightmare moments, are
wish-fulfilment fantasies of common
folk. African and Indian folk tales are
frequently extensions of religion. But
whatever their genesis or nature, folk
tales have a universal appeal and several
yses of enchantment.

In The Honey Drum Gwendolyn Mac-
Ewen has drawn upen oral and written
resources and her own poetic sensibility
to present a charming string of stories as
simple as they are elegant, as sensous as
they are ominous, as fantastical as they
are psychologically credible. One of the
tales is an adaptation of a story in the
Koran; another has the texture of The
Thousand and One Nights; two are
original pieces; and the others are flexi-
ble adaptations rather than literal trans-
lations.

The moral element is everywhere.
False charity is led to its own shamefuol
ruin. Greedy ambition is destroyed.
And, finally, as is characteristic of folk
tales anywhere, religious creed is the in-
violate essence.

The last story, ““Four Ways To For-
tune,’’ uses the time-honoured device of
comparison and contrast as it follows
the fates of four companions — sons of
a king, nobleman, merchant, and com-
mon Iabourer. This is, perhaps, the most
allegorical tale in the collection as each
youth, dedicated to a particular ideal,
discovers the scope and limitation of
human action. Predictably, intelligence,
beauty, and labour are not enough to
bring man goodness or save him from
evil. Only Allah’s will is the true power
of fortune. Yet in the telling, this tale
has charming delicacy and poise, and
does not oppress by its moral pressure.

Indeed, one of the strongest attrac-
tions in the book is MacEwen’s style.
Here is the opening of the title-story:

One day all the important men in the

great ity of Antar met to discuss what

sort of gift they might give to their pood
king Ali, for he had been sad for a long
time, thinking that his people had for-
gotten him. Now it was a very hot day
and the elders of the city sat sipping
lemonade through long straws and let-
ting servants fan them with great fans of
ostrich feathers, and it was a long time
before anyone came up with an idea.

Finally one old man spoke up. *“‘Noble

shelkhs,”’ said he, *“I think the greatest

gift we could give our king would bz a

horse, black as the night, with hooves

swift as Iightning and eyes bright as
stars. What say you to this?"’

L R P T T T e RN T
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The hard gs suggest the guttural
sounds of Arabic, and the insistent but
well-placed alliterative patterns distance
the prose from demoti¢ English. More-
over, there is a fine poetic sensitivity that
is felt through the powerfully sensuous
imagery of the horse, and a’ playful
satiric spirit that glows without becom-
ing a glaring distraction.

MacEwen mirrors the Oriental pen-
chant for sensuousness, paradox, and

tribal ‘wisdom. At the same time her
phrasing is elegant without being
shallow:

“Help me, Wise One!™ he cried,
“I've gone blindl"

**In the most beautiful flower there is
always a thorn,” said Salah. *And he
who desires more than.he needs will feel
the thom."”

MacEwen rettaces the configurations
of folk tradition without editorial altera-
tion, but her greatest success is with
stories that reflect her own preoccupa-
tions with enigma, metamorphosis, and
the subconscious. In *“The Ghoul" (her
own creation) she narrates a tale of hor-
ror and supernatural evil mystery as a
sheikh’s son is led into the most dan-
gerous part of a desert by a ghoul dis-
guised as the boy's own sister. Here
what fantasists would call ““the language
of the night** develops a symbolic dream
story. The ghoul is an evil secret that
confronts the lad, but it may also truly
‘be his anima.

In ““TheSleepers’ MacEwen is in her
element of sacred mystery, magic spell,
and the incredible occurrence, and in
““The Black Goat* (the second of her
own creations) she demonstrates her art-
ful simplicity and exquisite control of
tone and Ianguage, Here the plain and
the beautiful work side-by-side. Key
words are repeated with variations, as
the narrator is an observer in responsive
assessment of the unfolding tale,
Moreover, the similes are perfecily at-
tuned to the fonal chords and sense of
strangeness and mystery. It is such

. prace, polse, and purity of prose that

distinguish MacEwen’s collection, and
make of The Honey Drum an exciting
entertainment for children and aduits
alike. OJ
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King of
the road
By JUDITH FITZGERALD

Travelin Light, by Jim Christy, Simon
&: Pierre, 164 pages, $9.95 paper (ISBN 0

£5924 119 8).

WITH THE publication of Travelin Light,
his sixth book, Jim Christy amply
demonstrates his abilities as a writer.
That, unfortunately, is all he does.

Travelin Light contains 12 prose nar-
ratives that many among us would sim-
ply be content to refer to as short stories.
Mot Christy. For reasons known only to
him, Christy prefers to call them
“encounters.’”” Encounters? Certainly
they involve one human being (the nar-
rator) encountering other human beings
(or characters), but there is little in
Travelin Light to suggest a redefinition
of a perfectly respectable genre that has
proven adequate for many of Christy's
contemporaries. There is no nouvelle
narrative mode at work in the pages of
Travelin Light; in fact, there is little at
work at all.

At the centre of each “‘encounter*” isa
narrator far more interested in self-
promotion than in encountering any of
the subsequent minor characters. Strict-
ly speal.mg, there are no minor char-
acters in Travelin Light; there are only
foils that serve further to corroborate
the narrator’s overwhelming belief in
himself as a superior human being mis-
talenly caught in the detritus of human-
ity.

The collection opens with ‘*Passing
Through,” a narrative that introduces
Superior Human Being es a profound
thinker: *‘My last thought was that I was
going to sleep in the middle of the god-
damn Amazon.!' Much of this first en-
counter involves the narrator’s voyage
toward this thought. Francisco, as
handy a foil as any for Superior Human
Being’s conceits, is a supposed ‘‘very
bad man"* whom the narrator proves to
be othenwise: ““The more I stared back,
the more I saw. There was sadness there
and recognition. There was also con-
tempt, as if he, too, had seen into the
heart of things and found evil.”

Shades of Heart{ of Darkness? Not
quite. Perhaps the Congo and Amazon
Rivers can be compared but Conrad’s
narrator has little in common with

Christy’s, primarily because Superior
Human Being is first and foremost pre-
occupied with not-so-subtly pointing out
that ‘“he, too, had seen into the heart of
things and found evil.””

After two short days — remember,
this is fiction — Francisco, clearly over-
whelmed by the narrator’s illuminating
analyses of human nature, speaks the
unspeakable and tells him the sorry story
of his life. After four short days, Fran-
cisco and Superior Human Bemg goona
trip, a metaphoric voyage as it were,
complele with drugs. The outcome of
the journey implicitly suggests that
Superior Human Bemg {unlike those
before him) is a man in a mﬂhon. and
worthy of the “‘secrets of the universe,’’
which Francisco inadvertently reveals to
him through an Ararracu Indian imitia-
tion ceremony. Superior Human Being,
no slouch, experiences a moment of
enlightenment akin to a Joycean
epiphany:

I saw clearly the direction of this path I

was on, and had found intuitively when

I was thirteen years old, likea dog ona

scent. It was my own and unalterable.

God, it was all Jaid out, through folly

and detritus, vanity and longing.

Here is a narrator who takes himseli
seriously. The remaining 11 encounters,
following as they do on the heels of this
particularly penetrating insight, offer
more (and generally less) of the same.

Of the dozen encounters, only “‘To
Hell with This Cockeyed World" suc-
ceeds, primarily because it is the only in-
stance where the focus of the narrative
moves away  from Superior Human
Being. Instead, the narrator refrains
from philosophizing and allows his fel-
low-character room to move within the
confines of Christy’s narrative structure.

Charlie Leeds, a gifted jazz musician,
writer (the text includes samplel of his
work), and heroin addlet, is the only
memorable character to rise out of a
mass of cliché-ridden sentiments and
situations. The encounter is a moving,
poignant, and occasionally humorous
account of the forces at work against
Charlle Leeds. Christy allows Leeds his
nghts as a character, and in so doing
raises some pemnent. if not ironie, ques-
tions concerning Western society's treat-
ment of diseases of addiction.

Though Christy writes well within the
boundaries of traditional narrative
prose, there is little to admire in Travelin
Light's attention to form or structure.
More often than not, form itself yields
to mere formulization, and structure fol-
lows accordingly: Narrator recalls/en-
counters/uncovers &n unsavoury/sexy/
pitiful down-and-outer/broad/rapist and
gets to know/feel/understand said char-
acter; narrator allows himself the fatuity/
huxury/vanity of .addressing issues of a

TS
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Werldef
- Jehoevah's
. Witnesses

An anthropologist and a profeesor of
English, both with long experlence as
Witnesses, answer the questions
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bellefs or ‘symbols,’ dynamics of
conversion and indoctrination,
‘mental-regulation,’ defection, and
dissidence. They conclude with a
reveeling exploration of the parallels
batween the life of a Witness today
and the world described in George
Orwaell’'s 7084.

$25.00 cloth, $9.95 paper
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Canrias Catholic Bishops
aon {he Tconomic Crisis
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Headlines across the country
last year focused public
attention on the role of the
church in the economic life

of our country. Theologian
Gregory Baum and economist
Duncan Cameron discuss the
development of recent
Christian thinking on economic
issues in this timely and pro-
vocative book.  $5.95 paper

James Lorimer & Company
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Life with Two
Languages
An Introduction te Bilingualism
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A Collection of True Fish Stories
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Anexciting collection of true fish stories, §
FISBIN® TALES recounts the adven- &
tures of author and fly casting champion
Gord Daval as he and his friends land |
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gwesping universal nature; finally, nar-

rator attempts/jostles/struggles to draw |

attention to himself against 2 long list of
serious losers.

Christy's purpose in all this is never
entirely clear. If he is presenting auto-
biography in these encounters, some of
them contain more than a hint of fic-
tionalization (unless, of course, he
possess:s a perfect memory for meaning-
less conversation). On the other hand, if
he is presenting fiction in these en-
counters, some of them contain more
than a hint of the autobiographical.

Finally, with no structural or formal
innovaton, it is difficult to understand
the raison d’éire for this book. Stories of
burmming around last-class surely have
already been definitively written. With
its overvritten emphasis on echoes of
the 19605 (including even the title itself),
Travelin Light does not manage to
become even a bad version of On the
Road for the *C0s.

Hence the overall effect of this collec-
tion is, at best, unseitling, What is the
author trying to do in these encounters,
and why hasn't he succeeded? Further,
why does the intended irony of the nar-
ratives serve only to point out a further
frony — namely, that the narrator
himself becomes the object of ridicule?
Vith gems such as **If Mack ever did cry
he did it on his own time and never
bothered anyone else about it rolling
off the parrator’s tongue, what glib role
does Superior Human Being pretend to
play? By the end of the collection, it is
all too clear that the narrator is com-
pletely wrapped uvp in a painful and
embarrassing attempt to mythologize
only himself.

{t is always regrettable when a writer
of talent squanders his gifts on forget-

table material. Sadly, that is exactly what
Jim Christy ends up doing in Travelin
Light.O

REVIEW
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Primal
screech

By TERRY GOLDIE

Fuan on the Rock: Townrd a Theory of
Newfoundland Humenr, by Herbert
Lench Pottle, Breakwater Books, 158
er (ISBN 091951906 7).

Job Barbour, Breakwater Books, 220
pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 0 919519 33
4). g S

Mosi' MAINLANDERS pmbabE think of
_Breakwater in one of two ways. Either it
is a local literary press, publisher of

" “some interesting anthologies and various

works by such writers as Harold Hor-
wood, Al Pittman, and Michael Cook,
or else it is a source of big books on
Nevifoundlandia, the Dictionary of
Newfoundland English and ihe il-
Iustrated history of Newfoundland, Part

- of the Main, But within Newfoundland

it has a far more diffuse presence. As
well as being a dispenser of Newfound-
landia for the outer market, it is a dis-

penser of all things for the inner. This
extends from strictly educational texts to
a number of works of, as they say,
“‘Jocal”’ interest.

Herbert Poitle’s book is very much
one of these, The sub-title, “Toward a
Theory of Newfoundiand Humour,™
suggests a somewhat scholarly work,
and the syntax suggests something at
least mildly adventurous and speculative
— *“‘toward’* rather than just *‘a.*’ In-
stead, Fun on the Rock is the work of an
amateur explorer.

Such semi-learned treatises on the
Newfoundland whatever are a great tra-
dition in this province, as seen in the
books of Joey Smallwood. Pottle's re-
ferences to learmed French works on
humour and his various footnotes pro-
vide scholarly pretensions, but they
can’t hide a decidedly hither-and-yon
approach. The world is Pottle’s oyster
{or perhaps lobster, to give it a more
local flavour), and he traverses it as he
wills, He compares Newfonndland
humour with that of Brazl, Malaysia,
Tanzania, and Spain, with no substan-
tial examples, and no sources, Although
I know very little about what produces
laughter in these places, I am willing to
take his judgements on faith, but I don't

_know why they're here.

Pottle has a clearly stated thesis, that
Newfoundland humour is shaped by
local opinions on major institutions,
from religion to govermment. Still,
neither his thesis nor anything else pro-
vides a structure or limits for his study.
A number of the jokes that he identifies
as indigenous can be found in a multi-
tude of sources, including some of the
dumb Newfy variety, which can be
changed elsewhere for Polack, Pali,
Wog, Frog, or whatever your mirthful

ATTENTION.
PURBILISHIERS!

Rooks in Canada is producing a pro-
gram for the CBA Book Show ’84 being
held in Toronto this June. The program
will appear as a special supplement in
the June-July issue of Books in
Caneda. Advertising space reservations
are now being taken for this issue. For
more information call Susan Traer at
(416) 363-5426. '

SOUP TIMIE!

This collection of soup recipes is by Bob McNeil
who has elready authored one cookbook which is
a national best seller. The recipes demonstrate
the emazing versatility of soups. They rangs from
basic stocks; clear broths; light, creamy, pre-
dinner soups; rich cream soups; hearty soups that
make a meal; chowders, and finally, for that hot
summer relief, refreshing chilled soups. Soup
Time has color photographs of soups and accom-
paniments beautifully presented.

Distributed to book stores by the author
Soup Time! Publishing Co. Ltd.

P.0. Box 525

Lumsden, Sask.
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brand of racism. Pottle shows no aware-
ness of contemporary work on humour,
which tends to concentrate on the per-
forming context of the joke-teller and
the structure of the joke. Thus he is
unable to recognize that different sub-
jects can produce the same joke.

So, a bad book right? Not really,
primarily because of its somewhat idio-
syncratic source. Pottle, a Newfound-
land bayman who went to Canada to get
his PhD and became an important clvil
cervant in both Canada and Newfound-
Iand, now is in his late 70s. The first
result of a retirement period of reflec-
tion was Dawn Without Light (Break-
water, 1979), an account of his experi-
ence as a provincial cabinet minister
under Smallwood. Now he has decided
to turn his literary talents to something
slightly further afield. But only slightly.
Like many WMewfoundlanders with
PhDs, he has used much of his spare
time in analyzing what Ray Guy has cal-
led with a grimace, ““The Happy Pro-
vince-ll

Whether or not it should be, it is. An
cutsider who had lived here for many
years once said to me, “Newfound-
landers have no sense of irony.” I
looked at her aghast. I could only
assume she was being ironic.

Pottle’s book has a number of good
insights about the opposition involved in
this obsessively ironic temperament, but
they are loosely strewn. What he needed
was an editor in possession of a fluid
word processor. Then extraneous
Brazilians could be assimilated or
deported, and a number of other in-
felicitous remarks, such as a weak wise-
crack about Speedy Muffler (presented
twice), could also be done away with.
The answer of course is that a book like
this needs the Lind of editing it would
get only from a publisher who wouldnt
think of publishing it. Hov's that for a
Catch-227 Still, it’s a book that should
exist.

As should Forty-Eight Days Adrift.
This is one of those works defined by ex-
perience. On a simple trip up the coast
from St. John’s, Job Barbour®s ship was
bz:zet by a series of storms. The result
was that instead of one day to Bonavista
Bay it vas 48 days to Scotland.

Nowadays this would be one of those
'“as told to’* pieces with the sickly hand
of a ghost-writer spread across every
pace. Barbour's bool, first published in
1932, reads as though straight from the
skipper's mouth.

The photograph in the front suggests
a small man with a great sense of moral
purpose. This is reflected throughout his
travail, as he emphasizes the facts, posi-
tion of the ship, injuries to crew, food
that was eaten, etc. The only subjectivity
is records of his brief prayers.

22 Books in Canada, May, 1934

When Barbour decides to use a figure
of speech, however, it is usually a telling
one, as when he describes the first devas-
tating storm: *‘Like living demons hun-
gry for our lives the seas rushed over our
bulwarks and swept the deck fore and
aft.” He did all he could to protect pas-
sengers and crew from these sea-borne
devils, but he drew the line at abandon-
ing ship: *“If she were leaking it would
be a different thing, but a man is a
traitor to a ship that holds a sound hull
and does not leak, if he leaves her.””

In a strange way, the greatest appeal
of the book is in the last third, Here Bar-
bour ingenucusly gives much more of
his character, as he describes the various
Scots who rescued him: “They say the
Scots are mean, but I cannot see it. [ can
only speak as I find.” In 2 similarly
sententious comment, one Scot is called
“‘a very fine, good-living man.”?

Barbour is a sea-faring type. At
various times in his book he reflects on
poetry, on the sentimental homilies in
his cabin, and oa his own character, as
when he states, *‘1 have never tasted any
liquor in my life.”” And his character is
his book’s, learned in the ways of the sea
yet unsophisticated in the ways of the
world, with strong moral values and
strong yet understated feelings: “‘My
mother was waiting for me at the door
of my home, and over the dramatic
scene of our meeting I prefer to draw a
veil and leave it to the imagination of my
readers, especially to the mothers who
read this book.”

Two works with a strong sense of
Newfoundland from amateur writers,
who have written in love of their sub-

- 17
Jects. Pottle’s is damaged by its ama-
teurism, and by the lack of an approp-
riate professional to trim and dress it.
On the other hand, Barbour's book
would have suffered from such atten-

tion. It lives and breathes through iis
quirks and idiosyncrasies. (I
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Prisoners of
the heart

By JOHN PARR

Three Times Five: Short Stories by
Beverly Harris, Glorin Sawai, and Fred
Stenson, edited by Douglas Barbour,
NeWest Press, 164 pages, $14.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 920316 84 0) and $6.95 paper
(ISBN 0 920316 86 7).

SOMEHOW OR OTHER a whole decade has
slipped by since Calgarian Fred Stensonr
brought out his first novel, Lonesome
Hero, a delightfully comic depiction of a
J.D, Salinger-ish young man, and a
book that won two awards: fipalist in
the first Search-for-a-New-Alberta-
Novelist competition and the Canadian
Authors Assoclation silver medal for fic-
tion. Alas, no further novels have ap-
peared, suggesting that Stenson possibly
has been resorting to silence, exile, and
cunning. However, attentive fans will
have observed that he has published a
number of short stories over the years in
such magazines as Saturday Night and
Chatelaine. Three Times Five presents
five of Stenson’s stories, as well as five
aplece from his fellow (if that’s the term)
Alberta writers Beverly Harris and
Gloria Sawai.

The book’s editor, Douglas Barbour,
says that the three offer “‘a perspective
uniquely western Canadian. These three
writers. . . find the ground of their
imaginations in that space where prairie
first begins to rise to mountains, in the
parklands and foothills of Alberta.
From that ground, however, their imagi-
_nations soar in space and time, ...»” -
One is reminded here of Laurie Ricou’s
defining phrase for western Canadian
writing: vertical man, horizontal world
(as opposed, no doubt, to the writing of
the eastern big cities: vertical world,
horizontal man).

Beverly Harris’s characteristic theme
seems to be that of woman as emotional
prisoner — or maybe that should be per-
son as prisoner, since in a couple of the
stories men are the captives. In *‘Light™
a woman is held prisoner by her loyalty
to a wasting-away husband; still, she
does escape from time to time in an
adulterous relationship with a man who,
in turn, remains in bondage to his
mother. “Queenie” is about a woman
who delibzrately seeks out a prison by
taking up residence in a glass-enclosed
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university information booth. Then in
*‘The Day They Set Out™ a man takes to
his bed at age 28 and remains there for
the next 30 years.

Harris sets most of her stories in some
unnamed city, whereas Gloria Sawai
often places hers in. the town of Stone
Creel:, Sask., but their concerns are sim-
ilar. In Sawai’s stories, as with Harris,
there is the sense of prison-like confine-
ment. What really constitutes prison
walls for the natives of Stone Creek, or
some of them anyway, is the emotional
repression brought on by excessive
religious faith. In ‘“Mother’s Day' an
11-year-old girl, guili-ridden over her
emerging sexuality, vents her frusira-
tions on a stray kitten, which she des-
troys, literally, with a roclk.

This mixture of religion and sex ap-
pears also in a fantasy story that is
almost fully described by its title: ““The
Day 1 Sat with Jesus on the Sun Deck
and a Wind Came Up and Blew My
[iimono Open and He Saw My Breasts.”
Actuzlly, though, not much happens
other than a parting kkiss and the flicking
of a nipple.

The theme of the prairies as a prison
can also be seen in the work of Fred
Stenzon, except that his characters are
never glum victims but more like zestful

escaped convicts — usually from Buf-
falo Flats, Alta. In “Lover’ a young
woman teacher flees — temporarily any-
way, during summer vacation — small-
town confinement to visit Greece and
seek out somebody to fill the title role.

Stenson evidently regards women as
much more purposeful than men, whom
he customarily presents as comically
maladjusted. *“Teeth* features an NHI.
player (formerly of Buffalo Flats) who is
not s0 much concerned with scoring
spectacular goals as with avoiding any
action that might break up his full set of
molars, canines, and incisors.

**Ariene’ concerns an adolescent love
affair (one night of love, to be more pre-
cise) between a young Indian girl and a
young white boy, who relates their
experience humorously and tenderly in
the form of a short story for a nniversity
creative writing class. Despite the
tremendous feeling conveyed, though,
the story receives a humble B-minus:
““Your use of the vernacular is a little ex-
treme, but there is an occasional attrac-
tion in the grassroots rhythm.”

This is an absorbing collection of

short storles, full of dramatic and the-

matic interest, serving as an excellent
introduction to Harris and Sawai and re-
introduction to Stenson. A-plus. O

. these are real Canadians and
this is what war is like . . .” —
Douglas Fisher, Nationally Syndi-

cated Political Columnist

' The Autobiography of a

BHCENFRAL

PUBLISHING CO.LUIMITED

THE LONG ROAD HOME

Canadian Soldier in Italy in
World War I1
by Fred Cederberg

Fred Cederberg, at 18, enlisted in
the 5th Canadian Armored Division
in 1941. Men whose ages ranged
from 16 to 36 trained at Camp
Borden before ‘heading to England
then on to Italy where they faced
the formidable task of liberating a
country from the grasp of troops of
the German 10th Army.

There are no heroes in Cederberg’s
book, just men who had a job to do
and got it done. Men who manned
trenches and buried their friends.
Men who fought together as a nation
and who helped forge Canada’s
identity. Maps, photographs and
line drawings. 8 page insert. 336
pages. $19.95

NATIONAL PROMOTION TOUR
IN THE MONTH OF MAY.

Fo]lllowmg
the leaguers

By RICK BOULTON

But I Loved It Plenty Well, by Allen
Abel, Collins, 211 pages, $17.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 00 217121 X).
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IT SEEMS THAT Allen Abel has run out of
appropriate athletes to write about and
strange pockets of the world to discover.
Abel, a gifted and *‘different*’ sporis
columnist with the Globe and Mail from
1977 to 1983, has since been named that
paper’s Peking correspondent, meaning
he will no longer be poking around
sports events all over the globe, writing
26 weeks of the year from the road.

But I Loved It Plenly Well is a collec-
tion of 57 of his finest columns and
essays, all but one having first appeared
in the Globe during six years on the
sports beat in which he received general
acclaim (Safurday Night called him
Canada’s best sports writer) and a Na-
tionat Newspaper Award for a typical
wide-ranging series (included here) on
the Soviets’ scientific and psychological
approach to sports training.

Abel's strength and appeal is that he
sneaks off searching for stories in places
where other sports writers won't go, or
wouldn’t even think to go. Thus, in *“No
Cheering in This Palace,”” we spend
Easter Sunday at a sparsely attended
local boxing tournament in Moscow, sit-
ting next to a fighter’s fiancée who fears
for her Alexei in the ring and dreams on-
Iy of visiting Paris. In ““Living It Up in
Baseball’s Bushes" we’re on a bus coast-
ing thro central Montana with the
lowly Medicine Hat Blue Jays of the
Pioneer Rookie Baseball League as Abel
chronicles the uphill battles of young
dreamers infected with the baseball bug:
a deaf-mute outfielder, a bonus baby
who's diabetic, a griper with genuine
talent who has a chance to make it. (Per-
haps prophetically, the bus crashes,
though no one is hurt.)

In “‘Sweet Lou's Life: A Story of Sur-
vival,” we're whisked off to a high-
school auditorium in the black Los
Angeles neighbourhood of Watis as
Abel presents us with the case of much-
battered ex-baseballer Lou Johmson, a
former dope addict turned community
relations officer who lectures the kids on
the dangers of alcohol and drugs: “*Once
a World Series hero, once a Toronto
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Iaple Leaf, once a desperate, suicidal
dopz addict who had played and lived
too high, he takes the insults in stride
and launches an earnest lecture on the
evils of alcohol and drugs.’' Lou’s
message to the kids: ““I'm not supposed
to be here today. I'm supposed to be
dead.”

Abel is impersonal. Hardly ever an
“1.” All he wants is the opportunity to
bang out for a few hours with his sub-
ject. And given the normal restrictions
of a five-day-a-week, 800-word column
in which he sometimes has little room to
manceuvre (his five o’clock afternoon
deadline was one of the earliest among
Worth American dailies), yon have to
admire a good many of his pieces, for
their insight and enthusiasm. Not only
doas he seem to care passionately about
the people he writes abont, but he has a
way of vriting a column that males it
appeal to people who may not necessari-
1y ba interested in that particular sport. I
don’t happen to care much for tennis,
but a piece on “Nasty’* Nastase, the
shagay-haired Romanian with a famous
temper, hooked me. Abel trekked along
to an autograph session in a downtown
Toronto department store and filed a
piece that is typically whimsical and
enlightening and demonstrates Nastase’s
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schizophrenic personality: equal paris
charm and repulsion.

Most of Abel’s pieces succeed Iargely
because he stays out of them, and lets
the subject in question reveal himself,
for better or worse. He keeps his eye
open for vignettes, often comical, that
offer insight into the way a subject
thinks and operates. In the funniest
piece, Abel takes us along as the Soviet
hockey nationals attend a Monday night
Mational Football League game, viewing
the frenzied action from the sidelines of
the Minneapolis Metrodome with a mix-
ture of amazement and amusement. The
Soviet coach, watching raptly from the
end of the Dallas Cowboys’ bench, asks
Abel: “These women cheerleaders — are
they wayward?”

There are touching pieces on a Florida
over-75 softball teamn (one of the out-
fielders is 97), a visit with disabled
jockey Ron Turcotte, and a look at Hoc-
I:ey Wight in Puerto Rico (roller hockey
played on concrete). A soccer profile of
a crazed Turk playing for the Toronto

Blizzard who is in constant trouble with
the referees is a small jewel.

Then there arc the longer nostalgia
pieces in which Abel, given more elbow-
room, excels: an essay on the passion for
baschball in the Dominican Republic is
genuinely moving, In it, an old man
working in the sugar cane fields, whose
son played in baseball’s major leagues,
recalls his passion for baseball and a
failed try at boxing with a comment that
provides the book’s title: *“I never made
no speed at it, but I loved it plenty
\ven-ll

Abel’s preferences are baseball and
boxing, sports he obviously considers
more amenable to his approach. By my
count, the book has 17 pieces on base-
ball, seven on hockey (thongh several
only peripherally), six on boxing, six on
Olympic or Commonwealth Garmes
athletes/events, five travel essays that
barely touch on sport, and a grand total
of one about the Canadian Football
League (professional wrestling gets two).
Of the remaining 15 generally unclassifi-
able events, there are stories about a
high diver who is a human torch, a tarot
reader named Mildred, handguns in
Florida, the rodeo, a long-distance
snowmobiler, Evel Knievel, Jackrabbit
Johannsen, and Minnesota Fats.

The most unrewarding aspect of the
book, especially for hard-core fans, is
the lack of good hockey stories. The best
two of a poorly selected bunch are a
look at superstar Wayne Gretzky and his
views on the media, and a sampling of
life in the bushes in the brawling Eastetn
Hockey League. Abel’s assignments get
him into the working arenas and living
rooms of some interesting people, but
too many of them are from the distant
past — for example, a visit with Depres-
sion-era star Gordie Drillon, the last
Toronto Maple Leaf to win — more
than 45 years ago — a scoring title. All
very readable, but either Abel or his
publisher blows it by not including any
current Leafs, Hockey players, many of
them young, small-town, media-wary,
and the focus of ferocious public atten-
tion, need to be handled with a social
worker's gentle skill — Abel’s trade-
mark. But the best of his personable,
good-hearted hockey profiles simply
aren’t in the book.

There are two oddities about this
anthology, neither of which can be laid
at Abel’s feet. The first is a ridiculous
foreword by Maple Leaf owmer Harold
Ballard that seems to have been ghost-
written. (When questioned about this,
Maple Leaf Gardens publicist Stan
Obodiac told me that “Ballard writes his
own stuff, absolutely,’”” but he let it slip
in the same conversation that I haven't
got my copy yet — can you get it for me?
After all, I helped with the
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introduction.””) A minor quibble
perhaps, but whoever wrote the in-
troduction certainly didn’t read the
book, or any part of it.

The second cddity is that Abel’s book
was panned by his employer, or to be
more precise, a freelance reviewer
assigned by the Globe, who called it
“, . . hard-pressed to compete with the
work of his big-time competitors . . .’
with ““no new ideas, no controversy. . .
precious little humour, sarcasm or over-
statement . . . .** Adding that “‘many of
these little stories are genuinely dull,””
the reviewer amazingly concluded that
Abel is *. .. still a year or two away
from the major leagues.” The review
probably amused Abel more than it
distressed him, since he has pointed out
on several occasions that sports writers
have a very low priority at the Globe.
(The book-review section keeps mis-
spelling his name.)

A kinder comment raised by the
book’s appearance might have been this:
hkow on earth did Abel manage to get it
on the market? Precious few sports
writers in this country see their work col-
lected in hardcover (magazine writer
Earl McRae, who has been anthologized
twice, is one exception I can think of),
and even fewer make any money from
such collections. (McRae says he hardly
made a dime.)

Canadian Fiction
With a Tang!!

NEW

The Bonghwoalfen
& Other Stories Al Pittman

Maud’s House

a novel William Gough
The Lotus Man
a novel Gil Roberts

Put some life
in your Canadian Spring

Order these new books now
from

Breakwater
P.O.Box 2188
Newfoundland
AlC GE6
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If there are several around (Jim Tay-
lIo1? Trent Frayne? Scott Young?) who
probably deserve a shot at a book with
their all-star pieces, then Allen Abel,
with his close-up looks into the sporting
spirit, is certainly one of them. O

REVIEW

Lost in
the maze

By BRIAN L. FLACK

A Place to Die, by George Bowering,
Oberon Press, 127 pages, $19.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 88750 476 0) and $9.95 paper
{ISBN 0 88750 477 9).
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GEORGE BOWERING has a reputation for
stories and poems that delicately strad-
dle the fine line between the bizarre and
the absurd. This is not a criticism of his
intentions or the degree of success he
achieves; it is simply a statement of fact.
Because he has consistently flirted with
(even courted) exceflence, Bowering has
been rewarded with a mittful of Gover-
nor General’s Awards — each deserved
for a variety of reasons. The interesting
element is that there are a number of
reasons for his success: constant innova-
tion, clarity of thought, dedication to
the imaginative, and structural sophisti-
cation.

There is, however, a great problem
inherent in the process of continual trail-
breaking that must be carefully
addressed and requires total authorial
vigilance, Once set astray from the
intended and narrowly defined goal,
there is every possibility that the adven-
turer will fall into a pattern of aimless
circling, perhaps even crossing and
recrossing already travelled paths.
Bowering has victimized himself in this
manner in his collection of short stories,
A Place to Die. This is not to say the
stories are uninteresting or even failed.
Most are not. In fact, one or two of
them are almost superb.

“A Short Story" strings together a
series of *‘mini-chapters®” (titled *'Set-
ting,”” *‘Characters,” **Point of View,”
and so forth) to describe a country girl-
turned-city prostitute’s return to her
family home and the subsequent disaster
that a release of years of accumulated
rage and frustration can engender.
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Structurzlly spare yet rich in imagery,
the story stands out from the others
because it evokes, with considerable
feeling and sensibility, a womarn's need
to asserl herself in an environment
almost crippling in its severity.

0Old Bottles’ is another story that
rises from the torpor that characterizes a
great part of the collection. It examines,
from a safe distance, the case of a retired
man who methodically sets out to
replace every edifice on his property
(hedpe, garage, house, ete.) with replicas
fashioned from empty bottles. The exer-
cise obscures a peculiar unworldliness
enjoyed by the man, an apartness that
defines his existence and protects him
until it is discovered that his reclusive
wife has been dead for some time. At
that point community sentiment toward
him changes. Then, as though he were
defeated spiritually by the reality of his
wife's death, he ceases his bottle build-
ing and begins his own descent toward
death, Once he expires, his creation, like
all truly imaginative things, is destroyed
by an uncomprehending world — bull-
dozed into nothingness by blind author-
ity. All that remains for his efforts are
the recoliections of the woman who lives
across the street.

These stories aside, most seem repeti-
tive of intent, structurally cloying, and
absurd. *“Arbre de DéEcision,” a mault-
narrative exercise in reader confusion
that uses the telephone as an image for
imprecise and gratuitous communica-
tion, begins and ends nowhere. Hard to
follow and punctuated by iransitions
between the real and the imaginary, it
mal:es one wonder whether some in-
tegral detail was overlooked on the way
through. “The Clam Digger** begins like
a fairy tale (2 young man is carried on
the bacl: of an enchanted turtle to a
deep-sea kingdom where he is installed
as a prince with no limits on his self-
indulgence), but degenerates into a trite
moral tale that reaffirms Thomas
Wolfe's souring dictum: you can’t go
home again,

Readers may also be annoyed by
Bowering’s stylized use of structural
devices: “‘and™ is replaced by amper-
sands; “‘through" becomes “‘thru*’; the
apostrophe is dismissed from contrac-
tions. These, as always, remain mini-
mally effective tools. Tired is a
charitable way to describe them.

At his best Bowering exhibits a skill
for penctrating and maunipulating the
F stylistic nuances that make lterature
ennchmg, but in A Place to Die there is
& little evidence of this rare quality. On the
one hand, the prose seems hurried and
often poorly thought out, creating both
sense and interpretation difficulties. On
the other, Bowering seems to be making
a valiant attempt to lure us into linguistic

and structural mazes that promise
uniqueness but do nat deliver. In the few
stories that are free of these weaknesses,
one is aware of the authorial control and

intricate levels of meaning that charac-
terize Bowering’s usual virtuosity. It is
unfortunate there is such a dearth of
that expertise. [J

7 INTERVIEW

Characters have lives beyopd fiction,
says Elizabeth Spencer. ‘They are all living
somewhere outside the book’

By LUCILLE KING-EDWARDS

BORN IN Carrollton, Mississippi, and
educated at Vanderbilt University in
Nashville, Elizabeth Spencer lived until
the early 1950s in the southern United
States, where she wrote her first two
novels, Fire in the Morning (1948) and
This Crooked Way (1952). They were
followed by The Voice at the Back Door
(1956), The Light in the Piazza (1960),
The Snare (1972), The Stories of
Elizabeth Spencer (1981), and most
recently The Salf Line (Doubleday),
which is set in the Gulf Coast region
familiar to her youth. In.1953 Spencer
travelled on a Guggenheim Fellowship
to Italy, where she stayed for several
years before moving with her husband to
Canada. She now lives in Montreal,

where she was interviewed by Lucllle
King-Edwards:

Boolks in Canada: When you were first
writing who would you say were the peo-
ple who encouraged you?

Elizebeth Spencer: My major professor
at this little school I went to in Missis-
sippi, a man who died recenily, had
graduated from Vanderbllt, and he not

Elizabeth Spencer

only encouraged my work, but he was a
grand person, He was a pood lecturer
and appreciator of literature and
students. He thought Vanderbilt would
be a good place for me. When I was at
Vanderbilt there was a professor widely
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known in the South, Donald Davidson,
a poet, and one of the original Vander-
bilt group that were first called the
Fugitives, and then the Agrarians. He
had worked closely with Robert Penn
Warren, Allen Tate, and John Crowe
Ransom, big names in American
literature. He was like a mentor in that I
worked closely with him in class and
then later referred things to him, but his
whole way of approaching literature was
through his own ideas, which were very
strongly and firmly held. If you
disagreed with him it was more or less a
personal issue. The man and the idea
were one. Of course,  didn't keep on
with them later on, but my discipleship
was sincere at the time. You have to
break away from people who are in a
position of mental domination.

BIC: What about other wrilers? Do we
or don’t we want to talk about William
Faulkner?

Spencer: I think that the trouble with me
and William Faulkner was that I ad-
mired him tremendously as a writer, but
I dido’t discover him very early. His
works weren’t very widely read in
Mississippi while they were being writ-
ten, because even the very literate people
in Mississippi, who read a great deal and

- could maybe even speak Latin and read

Greek, thought that William Faulkner
was betraying the South, that he wrote
about a very dark underside of human
experience. They took this as a reflection
on the South, and they consigned him to
being a man who had a beantiful writing
style but used unworthy subjects. So I
came to reading William Faulkner rather
late. I résented discovering such a
powerful writer just at the time when I
was about to embark on writing myself.

But the good side of that was that
many of the influences that were most
profound were already formed, people
likte Thomas Hardy, and the really
strong early modern writers, The Hardy
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influence was not so much a stylistic
one, but the fact that he was writing
about country life. Anocther thing was
that the architectural plans of his novels
are so strong that I think anybody could
learn a lot from them. They were built a
block at a time. If you’re writing, the
structure of a Hardy novel is very
beautiful.

BiC: What were the aititudes of the peo-
ple writing in the South at that time?
Spencer: Well, I think southerners had
the reputation of being anti-intellectual.

" That's hard to explain, except that

southerners have always lived tradi-
tionally. There’s a pattern that's sup-
posed to be excellent, and you follow
that. But to be an intellectual I suppose
that not only de you read, and make
yourself aware of everything that’s going
on in the intellectual world, but you ex-
pose yourself to ideas that might change
you. Now if you believe in an idea,
that’s dangerous to a traditionalist. He's
supposed to take inherited ideas. You're
supposed to know what Jesus said in the
Gospels, but don’t start giving every-
thing away to the poor. It's all right to
be a Sunday painter; it’s all right to learn
to play the piano and enchant or delight
other people; but den’t start taking afl
this seriously. Even being a concert artist
wouldn't be so bad, but being a writer
was being a little bit more. Southerners
wanted their literature, but they wanted

omebody else to write it, "somebody

“who [lived safely in New England or

England, because if you're going to
write Bterature in a place, you're going
to have to examine that place.

BIC: Do you jeel that your early books
are influenced by a sense aof finding out
these things or a sense af transition from
Yyour own background?

Spencer: 1 think in The Voice at the
Back Door 1 began to examine the whole
black-white situation in the South for
the first time in my life, really. I was
brought up with the traditional attitude
that blacks were an inferior race that we
somehow, through considerable fanlt of
our own, had inherited, but we had to
deal with them as best we could, because
they would never be our equals. Now,
this was really what I was brought up to
think, Later on I began to examine this.
Then it became a matter of conscience
that I as a writer had to examine it in fic-
tion just to rid my soul of those ques-
tions, and so it was an act of self-
purification.

BIC: Not long ago I heard Cleanth
Brooks speak on the sense of place in the
Southern novel, You were in the audi-
ence, and he gave you a nod in that
respect.

Spencer: I'm apparently very sensiiive to
environment. I'm very superstitious; I
believe in place spirits. Where it comes
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from I don’t know. Maybe it comes
from the thoughts and experiences of the
people who live there, or maybe, if you
want to get like Borges about it, it might
come from the spirits of the place that
influence the thoughis of the people in
the place. I think there’s a kind of
environmental spirit in different places.
Certain places seem to focus a stronger
sense of that.

BiC: You wriie about people who have a
sense of belonging, but you also have a
Jfair number of mavericks, and displaced
people in all of your books.

Spencer: I always had a certain amount
of tension personally, because my
environment was a very strict traditional
one. On the other hand, I remark that a
lot of people in small-town environ-
ments didn"t exactly fit in, and often
they became reclusive, Maybe small-
town life breeds that sort of life, because
people know so much about each other.
BIC: I was also thinking of people In
your stories who seem guite rootiess, for
example Mavis in The Salt Line.
Spencer: I've talked about that in other
interviews, and I don’t know why it is,
but waif-like females somehow get into
my fiction. You think of a waif as being
a child, but some people are waifs all
their lives. I don’t know how to explain
that, Maybe I'm a bit of 2 waif myself.
BIC: One of the things that fascinates
me about your women characters is their
toughness. For exargrple, in *Ship
Island” Nancy, the main characier, has
real{y nothmg to back her up excepi her-
\self, yet she is able lo get on with her
life. This kind of character keeps reqp-
pearing.

Spencer: She really does. I don’t guess
it’s myself. It must partake of some part
of myself. A whole lot of things started
with that one story, *‘Ship Island.’’ That
was the germinal story for me. It
brought me away from looking at the
South in ingrown terms, just family and
pattern, because there are people who
can’t have those things, and they've got
to survive some way.

BiC: You also have a tremendous range
when It comes to the lreatment of sociely
in your novels. Either side of the tracks
seems fo be available fo you for
material,

Spencer: A lot of people remark on that,
because I was brought up in a very preity
way. But still it was a smell town, and I
was sent to school there instead of being
sent off to a private school. My father
was a farmer and businessman there,
and he thought it would indicate that he
was being snobbish toward the people he
had to deal with if he sent me off to a
private school. So 1 stuck it out for 12
years of high school in that town. I don't
say stuck it out, because I didn’t know
anything else. In those schools you
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would have children who came in from
the country, and that was a time of
poverty — I mean the 19305 — and some
people didn't have clothes on under their
overcoats in cold weather; some people
gearcely had shoes. When there were
dances in town everybody in the world
would come. There would be boys from
bootlegging families, and they were in-
evitably very attractive. I suppose my
family were glad when I went off to
school.

EiC: Because of the point of view in the
novel, it is often these people who speak
Jor themszlyes, I would think that would
require a cerigin intimacy with their way
of life.

Spencer: I don’t know how I know those
things. I have a feeling that things would
have happened that way, and that some-
one would say that, that the room
looLed lite this, and the weather was
likze this, and nothing will shake me from
that Lnowledge, even though it never
happened. I enjoyed writing a whole seg-
ment of The Salt Line that takes place in
a city I don’t know, with people I never
have seen or heard of.

Til: Spealsing of The Salt Line, I found
it fo fit together like a jigsaw puzzle.
Would you care to comment on the
coustruction af the novel?

Sponeer: It first came to me out of the
image of that part of Mississippi that I
love so much, seeing it a year after Hur-
ricane Camille happened. That part of
the coast was simply devastated. The
whole seawall had been smashed, and
chunks of cement were all over the place
still. And reading about it revealed more
harrowing things. Those images stuck in
my mind.

All that happened just at the conclu-
sion of the 12605 — well, you know what
the 1960s brought. It brought an enor-
mous lot of turmoil to the United States.
The thing that gave the story life was
that that was like a storm, too. I knew a
lot of people who were affected by it,
especially on college campuses, so it’s no
accident that my main character is an ex-
college professor who was involved in
the tumult of the *60s.

But I wanted a story of resurrection,
of a place coming back to life, and a
man coming back te life. You know why
the place has to come back to life — it
was hit by a hurricane — but why was
the man having to come back to life?

Well, there was a hurricane in his life
that destroyed him. Those two things
worked together in the novel. If you’'re
reviving yourself after something, what
is it you're reviving vourself from?
You've got to tell the reader that
somevhere. I tell it in bits and pieces as
the need arises.

EC: There Is a certain up-in-the-air
quality about many of your stories. One

Jfeels there is definitely life after an
Elizabeth Spencer short story or novel.

Spencer: The way I feel about characters
in books Is that they are all living some-
where outside the book. They’redoing a
lot of thmgs all of the time that I'm not
putting in the book. Ford Madox Ford
sald, ““Let us assume that your char-

acters got up, ate breakfast, had lunch,
and dinner, and went to bed.” But of
course you don’t have to tell all that,
They are always living outside the book
and continue to live unless they're killed
off in the course of the book. The act of
art is simply pulling forward something
for the reader to share. O

FIRST NOVELS

Temps perdu: from the destructive march
of history on: the unspoiled prairie to a quest
~ for seli-knowledge in ‘old’ Quebec

By PAUL WILSON

FOR CANADIAN readers, there is an
interesting twist in The Questing Beast,
by Richard Hébert (McClelland &
Stewart, 363 pages, $19.95 cloth). Here,
suddenly, is a novel written by an
American in which Canada — Quebec,
to be specific'— figures as the “‘old

‘country,” the source of that prectous

mother lode known as identity.

The emotional impulse behind this
book is a classic one: the son’s quest for
self-knowledge through seeking to dis-
cover the father. Like the author, the
novel’s hero André was born and raised
in the United States. His parents, how-
ever, are emigrants from Quebec, a
place André has never been. Once, when
he is a teenager, his father asks him to go
to- Quebec with him, hoping that this
father-and-son excursion will bring them
closer together The boy cruelly refuses,
and the father goes back to Thetford
Mines alope. There he dies, leaving
André stricken with guilt. “From that
moment on,”” he says, I began creating
myself and my father out of the pot-
sherds and driftwood left in my memory
by the man he must have been. We are
all of us sons of the fathers we create.”

So saying, André proceeds to
“‘create” his spiritual and biological
patrimony. The narrative is divided be-
tween the present, in which André, now
an artist scratching out a living in the art
department of a daily newspaper, tries
to juggle his relationships with two
utterly different women, and the past, in
which he reconstructs the story of his
father's life. In the end, André finally
does go to Quebec, where ke discovers a
startling “truth about his father and
therefore about himself. He settles
down, appropnately, in Thetford
Mines, managing the patriarchal home-
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stead and tending the grave he believes

belongs to his mother.

Hébert, a former journalist and film-
writer, has devoted the last decade of his
life to creative writing. Although this is
his first novel, it is not his first book,
and his voice is already a mature and dis-
tinctive one. Part of it is that Hébert
sometimes expresses himself in the
slightly unusual Janguage often used by
unilingual children from bilingual
households. But he also has a strong im-
aginative grasp of his material, not only
of the characters, but also of the places
and clrcumstances they inhabit. The
main personalities in his story, particu-
larly the father, Napoléon, are complex
and unpredictable figures.

The picture of Quebec society that
emerges is neither ideological nor
romantic, but rather represents the view
of a writer who is primarily interested in
individuals. This is not to say that
Hébert is not politically astute, but
because he is not embroiled in the ques-
tions that used to concern Quebec
writers, his sense of politics is not tied to
any self-serving interpretation of that
province’s history. His depiction of
Thetford Mines, for example, is particu-
larly vivid. Perhaps this is because
Hébert was once an urban  affairs
analyst, but whatever the reason for it,
he is able to represent with admirable
conciseness the human dimensions of
the town’s politics and history, while not
forgetting the lethal environment that
asbestos mining created for its workers.

André’s women — one a chaste and
silent muse and the other a scatter-
brained nymphomeaniac — are less com-
pletely drawn, and a preat deal about
them, and about Andvé’s relationship to
them, remains unexamined. Perhaps this
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is deliberate. Hébert knows that both
worl: and sex are part of life, but the
quasi-Marxist, quasi-Freudian view that
work and sex provide the key to under-
standing the universe is evidently not for
him,

Perduz: or How the TWest YWas Lost, by
Saskatchewan playwright and composer
Geoffrey Ursell (Macmillan, 206 pages,
$14.95 cloth), is an unusual novel that is
both maddening and fascinating. It is
maddening because it presents a fore-
chortened, emblematic interpretation of
history that cries out for elaboration and
arsument while admitting none to take
place. And it is fascinating because its
ambition is so large: to create a Western
mythos that is penuinely native, in which
those who are born here — Indian and
white — are able to find common
ground in a natural unity of con-
sciousness.

Part allegory and part tall tale, the
novel has the sweep of an epic and the
brief, bright intensity of a prophecy.
The vision of history it presenis is not
ncw: the settlement of the Canadian
West is a compressed survey of Western
civilization, which is seen as a violent,
disruptive force akin to rape that in-
evitably destroys nature and turns men
into corrupt fools. Like all self-styled

agents of history-as-inevitability, the
men of progress are scen manipulating
history in their favour while piously
claiming to be doing no more than what
they must. The only real inevitability, of
course, is that this view of history,
wherever it becomes operative, always
reduces richness, diversity, and beauty
to the uniformity of dust.

Perdue — the lost boy — is a silent
witness o all this devastation. He is
raised on the prairie by a monosyllabic
Brit landowner called Sir and his wife,
Gal Sal, and watches as man and nature
contend with the titanic forces that each
hurls at the other. The buffalo are wiped
out, snow storms bury the house, the
land is plowed (harrow blades slice like
razors into the earth's flesh), hail and
locusts destroy the crops, the CPR is
railroaded through, the Indians are rob-
bed and then exterminated, governments
and cities established and world wars
fought, oil and potash are ripped out of
the earth — all within the tiny perimeter
of the boy’s horizon. There is, of course,
nothing he can do about it.

Suddenly an Indian giant appears,
with the size and strength of three men.
He uses his spperhuinan power to haul
the stone to build the houses of govern-
ment and Jaw, helping to create the very
institutions that enslave him, Perdue is

Him With His Foot in
His Mouth
by Saul Bellow

This new collection of short
stories by one of North
America’s most admired

writers displays the enormous
range of Bellow’s talent.
“Simply the best writer we
have.” NYT Book Retriew'$18_95

The Gods, the Little
Guys, and the Police
by Humberto Constantini
The fantastic story of gods, a
paramilitary death squad and a

harmless poetry circle that illus-
trates the danger of being

Fine Ilmports

anything out of the ordinary in  guthor of The Joke, and The
;%gesrstina — even a bad poet!  Book of Laughter and Forgetting.
' Fitzhenry & Whiteside $21.50

Infante’s Inferno
by G. Cabrera Infante

A highly charged, ingenious
new novel from one of Latin
America’s most inventive
novelists that describes the
sexual antics and adventures
of a young journalist in pre-

Castro Havana. $24.50
Unbearable Lightness

of Being

by Milan Kundera

A powerful novel, laced with
sardonic humour and erotic
undertones that explores
contemporary issues through
the lives of two couples, A
sensational new work by the

30 Books in Canada, May, 1984

fascinated by him, but the giant is killed
in a freak whirlwind. Perdue takes in an
orphaned Indian girl, and together they
watch the destructive march of history
from the safe haven of their garden.
When they are old enough, they become
lovers and have a child. In a moving
apocalypse, the three of them are
rescued from the dread Windigo (who in
Ojibwa legend, at least, is a Fausiian
figure of elemental evil) by the reincar-
nated Giant (who may be Missahba, the
QOjibwa saviour) and restored fo a
regenerated land dominated by *“‘the
pungent whirlwind of scent, the mar-
vellous smell of wild, unbroken prairie.”

Ursell’s writing Is compressed, vivid,
and poetic, and is equally at home in
passages of realism or revelation. There
is a sense of risk in the book, of skating
on ice that at any moment could crack
and collapse. White artists who try to
move imaginatively into what they
believe to be a native consciousness
often end up floundering in guilt and
self-loathing. Ursell manages to hold his
guilt at arm’s Jength, largely by keeping
Perdue innocent of the chief original sin
of our time: he does not identify with
civilization, and is therefore able to
mingle his own native-born conscious-
ness with that of the Indians. Without
this strongly imagined native meta-
physics, and without the author’s talent
for keeping his allegory light-hearted,
Perdue might easily have become just
another effort to Ieaven the gospel of
guilt with the bogus yeast of a cribbed
mythology. As it stands now, though,
Perdue presents us with a tale whose am-
bition is still somewhat greater than its
achievement.

Precious, by Douglas H. Glover (Seal
Books, 200 pages, $3.50 paper), is a
cracking good novel of crime and detec-
tion that has everything one wants in a
literary entertainment: pace, verve,
snappy dialogue, witty, intelligent nar-
ration, and, of course, mystery and sus-
pense based on a strong story and con-
vincing characterizations.

The hero, Moss Elliot, known as
““Precious,”’ is an investigative reporter
who bas seen enouph of the world to
have had most of his illusions and ideals
abraded away. Like so many others in
his hard-boiled literary clan, he is given
to smart metaphors, blunt-nosed
philosophizing, booze, and women, and
he handles them all with more flair than
tact. Arriving broke back in Torcnto
after bribing his way out of a Greek jail,
he takes a job editing the women’s sec-
tion of a small-town daily, a job that is
considerably less difficult than keeping
sober. An eager young journalist gets
Precious entangled in a murder mystery,
and incidentally in the sweet wiles of the
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victim's lonely step-davghter. His
attempts to upravel the case draw him
further and further into a web of deceit,
intrirue, and municipal corruption that,
2 la Dashiell Hammett, remains undis-
turbzd after the murderer has been
brought to justice.

One of the book’s many virtues is its
strong cense of place, something that a
good crime story, especially one that
tal:cs & wider sense of society and cor-
ruption as its background, cam’t get

along without. The cops, the burnt-out
reporters, the housewives and hockey
players, the bars, arenas, editorial of-
fices, and back streets of ““Ockenden"’
on Lake Ontatio seem as real, even
beneath the veneer of smart hyperbole,
as the characters and the strects of
Chandler’s Los Angeles. Precious i5 a
terrific beginning. In Elliot Moss,
Glover has come up with a character and
a voice that I certainly hope- we hear
more from. O

CHILDREN'S BOOKS
A |

Cautionary tales: whether dining with
a sloppy rabbit or hated relatives, it usually
pays to mind your manners

By MARY AINSLIE SMITH

AMNICK PRESS began publishing in 1976,
and today it is hard to imagine raising a
pre-schooler in this country without ac-
c2ss to the help of these bright, bappy
boolis. There may be a tendency to
equate Annicl with Robert Munsch and
Michael DMartchenko, its best-known
writer/illustrator team. But although the
quality is at times uneven, Annick has
become a source of encouragement for
many writers and illustrators of Cana-
dinn children’s books. This season, six
pew titles display the work of six dif-
ferent authors and five artists in a very
attraciive way. (All six books are 32
pazes, $10.95 cloth and $4.95 paper.)
Two of the new titles are for very
voung children, part of the Annick Tod-
dlzz S=ries. One of these — the best of
all six — is YWhen Yon Were Litile ond I
Whas B, by Priscilla Galloway. On the
first pase & little girl, standing on ber
mother’s lap, says, ""Mummy, I'm going
to tell you a story about when you were
litile and I was big.’* Then very clever art
vork by Heather Collins shows us just
how that would be. Each left-hand page
has the text, presenting the variouns situa-
tions. Ezch right-hand page is a full-
colour illustration, showing the
imaginory role reversals. ““When you
were Little and I was big, I took you to
work with me.'” Or, *““When you were
litile and I was big, I played doctor with
you, and 1 played dolls with you, and I
played trucks, all day long.”” And most

poienant: **When you were little and I -

was big, you cried and cried when Dad-
dy had to go away. I hugged you tight.”
This story portrays a vrarm and loving

relationship betweenr a parent and a
child, but it also gives voice to some of
the injustices a small child might feel,
““When you were little and I was big, I
didn't take away your gum when you
unrolled all the toilet paper . . . . Ilet
you stay up late and waick TV — on
Saturday night . . . . I never got mad
when you woke up early and wanted to
get in bed with me.”

The Rode Visitors, by Gail Chislett, il-
lustrated by Barbara Di Lella, is another
picture book that makes a wonderful ap-
peal to a toddler’s imagination. Here is
one of several situations, complete with
consequences and logical explanation:
#Bram was sitting in his high chair
eating lunch when a big white rabbit
jumpedt over the table and knocked his
glass of milk onto the floor. ‘“Rabbit did
it,’ said Bram. *Darn rabbit,’ said
Mom.™ A hippopotamus, a cow, and an
elephant -also cause trouble for Bram
during his day and then join kim in his
crib at nap time for a marvellous dream.

Barbara Di Lelia also illustrated It's a
Good Thing, by Joan Buchanan, one of
four Annick books intended for children
from four to seven years old. The two
girls in this story, Marie and her little
sister Blizabeth, are apparently children
from perbaps a hundred years ago,
dressed in long skirts, pinafores, and
high-buttoned boots. These costumes
are appropriate because this is essentially
an old-fashioned cautionary tale. The
children, out for a walk, learn that life
can be dangerous if you don’t watch
where you are going, if you day-dream
too much, if you let your imagination
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carry you away, or if you are not aware
of your limitations. But fortunately,
being sisters, they look after each other
and help when necessary. Di Lella's
illustrations are warm and vivid — both
girls have hair with Jovely shades of red,
and ‘they walk through a glowing
autumn landscape. The pictures add
considerable subtlety and depth to a
rather slender story.

Shirley Day has written and illustrated
Waldo's Back Yard, her second child-
ren’s book for Annick, following
Ruthie’s Big Tree two years ago. The
two stories are very similar, both con-
cerning a grouchy neighbour threatening
a children’s play area. In this story, Mr.
Tester does not like what he sees next
door in Waldo’s yard. Waldo has a race-
track, a lion trap, forts, trenches, and a
half-built tree house instead of neat
grass and garden. Mr, Tester also ob-
jects, probably justifiably, to Waldo and
his friend Elizabeth wearing a path
across his lawn as they go to each other’s
houses. When Mr, Tester suffers some
sort of sudden iliness — we are led to
believe that this has been brought on by
his bad temper — Elizabeth hes the
presence of mind to telephone for help.
And when he gets out of the hospital,
Mr. Tester is a totally changet man and
even plays hide-and-seek with the
children in Waldo’s backyard. If only all
neighbourhood conflicts could be solved
so completely and satisfactorily.

Dinner at Auntie Rose’s, by Janet
Munsil, describes six-year-old Lucy's
ordeal when she has to go with her fam-
ily to dinner at her annt and uncle's,
This she hates because she has to wear
her good dress, mind her manners, hear
her relatives talk about her, and play
nicely with her cousin Jeremy. Illustea-
tions by Scot Ritchie, especially the
cover picture of Lucy at her aunt’s front
door, a *‘sincere’” fixed smile on her
face, set the humorous tone for the
story, a promising first book for Munsil,
who is currently a high-school student.

Barnaby and Rr. Ling, by Allen
Morgan, illustrated by Franklin Ham-
mond, takes children away from a world
of problems with neighbours and rela-
tives to a whimsical, imaginary world
where Barnaby, a circus elephant, be-
comes good friends with Mr, Ling, the
peanut man. Neither is happy at the cir-
cus, and so they run away together and
work toward fulfilling their dreams of
perfect happiness. They build a house
‘“‘under the tallest tree in & very secret
place in the woods where no one ever
walked.” Who wouldn't find suck a
haven appealing?

Kids Can Press has a very topical
spring title, The Maple Syrup Book, by
Marilyn Linton, illustrated by Lesley
Fairfield (48 pages, $8.95 paper). Maple
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syrup is a big topic for school research
projects, and this book provides infor-
mation on all aspects, from a scientific
e:planation for why sap runs, to an Iro-
quois lenend about the first use of this
product. The book outlines the history
of maple syrup making and describes the
process in a modern sugzar bush. There
are riddles, games, and quizzes as vell as
sugaestions for such activities as doing a
barl: rubbing or concocting treats like
maple-flavoured popcorn balls. There is
cvan an endorsement on the book’s back
cover by that famous Canadian, Pierre
Erable.

Two steries from James Lorimer, Ry
Totler’s Ghent, by Barry Dickson, and
T2 Frizadship Solutlon, by Aristides
Yerou with Cathleen Hoskins, are
bound into one volume (107 pages,
$12.95 cloth, $5.95 paper), and have in
common their setting in the Greek com-
raunity in Toronto. Ay Father's Ghost
is an improbable story about the rennion
of twin brothers, 12-year-old Nicky’s
father and uncle. Each had presumed
the other killed many years earlier
during the wartime occupation of their
village in Greece. When coincidentally
they botk turn up in Toronto, Nicky
plays a major part in bringing them
tozzther again,

Tiwe Friendship Solution is a much
more plausible story, and better pre-
santed, althouph its basic conflict i3 Jess
dramatic. Aleka, a new girl to the neigh-
bourhood, is anxious to make friends.
EBut when she is asked to pass tests to
prove her value as a friend, she finds she
is olso testing her own maturity and
common sense. An interesting and
important part of this story is Aleka's
Geeck background. She was born in
Canada and is, of course, Canadian, but
her special heritage clearly provides her
vith a sense of security and belonging
that gives orientation to her feelings and
geotions. Barbara Di Lella has done
black-and-white illustrations for both
riories.

The heroine of Sarah Jane of Silver
[-22t, by Elizabeth Kouhi, illustrated by
Jeanette Lightwood (Queenston House,
1444 pages, $10.95 cloth, $6.95 paper), is
also a new arrival. The setting is the
15705 in Silver Islet Landing, a small
community on the north shore of Lake
Superior, where Sarah Jane's father has
found worl: in a silver mine, Sarah Jane
fecls very much a stranger. Shy and
avInvard at 13, more interested in books
than in pretty clothes or needlework, she
fezls totally alienated from the other
girls in her new school and longs to be
bacl; home in Montreal. A family crisis,
the death of her little sister, brings her
much closer to her parents, and ulti-
matecly helps her to see what Silver Islet
Landing can offer her. Kouhi has taken
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great care with her deseription of life in
this isolated and rather bleak mining
town, conveying also the strong sense of
community feeling that existed there,
and the beauty of the physical sur-
roundings. The story is rather slow
moving, but i5s a worthwhile and sen-
sitive portrayal of Sarah Jane’s increas-
ing awareness of her own abilities and
potential. [1
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YOUR REVIEWER (February) wouldn’t
know a metaphysical poem from a
Bromo Seltzer tablet fizzling in a urinal.
The deathless prose of Peter O*Brien is
unintentionally amusing. In Brides of
the Stream, my latest volume, Uncle
Nathan, a departed fishmonger, is rein-
carnated as a cut-throat trout, and this js
made evident at the very beginning of
the book in a poem titled *“*Blind Date.”
It is there that Nathan’s spirit moves in
on a minnow. Your reviewer would have
it otherwise. He states that “‘the reader
follows a man/fish, sometimes called
Uncle MNathan, in and out of the Little
Qualicum on Vancouver Island.”” :
From the above one can conjure up
images of aquaman, scaly, shimmering,
and generally suffering from some ad-
vanced form of fishly dermatitis,
O'Brien’s formulation on Nathan’s
troutly reincarnation is as consistent as
his sloppy cribbing of the information
on the book’s dust-jacket. It is not a
iong prose poem as O’Brien wounld have
your readers believe. Had he read the
dust-jacket carefully he might have dis-
covered that the author had intended his
book to be “a long poem that deals the-
matically with questions of theology,
sexuality, the sacred and profane. .. ."
O'Brien says my poems are overly
philosophical, overly complicated, and I
can sympathiZe with his plight. His com-
mentary reveals an individual of diminu-
tive depth on matters of the muse. Lcan
see others of his stripe attacking Wallace
Stevens’s Blue Guitar as *'convoluted,”
*‘gverly philosophical’. . . even *“mud-
dy."” Your reviewer goes on to attack my
musings. From O'Brien’s lips, musing
takes on the sound and connotation of
some poetic streptococcus. Musings, or
reflections, were goed enough for Isaac
‘Walton, Roderick Haig-Brown, W.B.
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Yeats, and other “*sentimentalists’’ who,
when they viewed a clean rver pregnant
with trout, saw eternity in the spawning,
death, rebirth, and continuity of those
magic waters.

I guess the ultimate in stupidity is
O’Brien’s concern that the poems don’t
go far enough. They are not *‘bursting
with metaphor.”” My reply would be that
if bullshit were music we’d have a brass
band. If an 88-page poem is not siretch-
ing that piscatorial hide then P’Il drop
my salmon line down a sewer and see if I
can hook onto immortality somewhere
in that honest, luminous methane.

O'Brien’s glib comments are insulting
to the Steelhead tribe. Quicker than you
could say aquaman, Nathan would have
turned your reviewer into a capon for
blighting his brides. Nathan loved trout.

Joe Rosenblatt
" Qualicum Beach, B.C.

Peter (’Brien replles: 1 very much
enjoyed Joe Rosenblatt’s letter. There
are, however, a few fishy problems: (a)
What does ““Mathan’s spirit moves in on
a minmow” mean? (b) Despite mis-
quoting me in his first paragraph,
Rosenblatt can’t- imagine what a
“‘man/fish>* might be. 1 suggest he
reread his own poems or even the two
long passages I quote in my review. (c)
My “‘cribbing” is not “‘sloppy’’: had
Rosenblatt read the entire blurb he
would have seen the words “‘this
beautiful, often metaphysical
prose/poem’; I merely left out the
gushy adjectives, (d) The fact that I am
5’ 314" (“diminutive’) has nothing to
do with the argument. {(e) I do not attack
all musing, I attack rzive musing. (f)
Yeats never saw a clean river in his life.
(2) The nltimate tragedy. is that Rosen-
blatt mistakes the phrase **far enough’
for *‘long enough.” 1 would argue that
Archibald Lampman’s “The Story of an
Affinity” (all 62 pages of it) has not
been pushed far enough, and that Ezra
Pound’s ““In a Station of the Metro* (all
14 words of if) has been pushed as far as
it will go. It’s got nothing to do with
length, and everything 10 do with sub-
stance, metaphysical or not.

Kingella’s complaint

1HOPE Bill Kinsella's remarks (February)
on the deficiencies of his reading tour
hosts were more therapeutic for the
writer than entertaining for this reader.
It escapes me why Books -in Canada
should dignify such a piece of self-
indulgence,

I find it ironic that a writer whose
readings rely substantially on his stories
of Indians should complain of such
hardships as lack of indoor plumbing.
Does he realize how many Indians are
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without such amenities? Or perhaps he
doesn’t think any of them will read
Bools in Carnada.

I have lived 10 years on Indian re-
serves, and can understand better after
reading his article why Kinsella gives
them such a wide berth.

Francis Mansbridge
Cranbrook, B.C.

MY HEART BLEEDS for Bill Kinsella. I
suggest that he pack his Iunch and slecp
in his car.
Lois Simmie
_ Saskatoon

Pgztic injustice
WHAT HAS come over Irving Layton late-
Iy? In his interview in your magazine
(kiarch) he offers the viewpoint that
poetry has now been given over to the
hands of the film-makers; that tradi-
tional poetry, the kind of stuff that
appears on & page, has run dry, lost its
audience. And #e seems upset by this)

This is lilze a hunter complaining there is

no more game left in the woods.

1, too, am one of those who lost all in-
terest in poetry. Why? Because I fool-
ishly listened to my teachers and to the
media who hailed Layton as one of
Capada’s “‘major’ and “‘dynamic”
posts. Bagerly, yes, eagerly, buying an
opus by Layton, I found it filled with the
sort of doggerel and slapdash egotistical
doodles that made me think, If this is
poetry, I don’t want 0] Examples
abound in Layton's volumes, and I
don’t know who should be scolded for
it, Layton himself bas already publicly
acknowledged in print that he knows
when he is producing doggerel, s0 no
one need tell him. The question is, why
does he let it appear in public? Lax
attitudes like that do no justice to poetry
at all, And shame on his publishers — M
& S and Mosaic — for letting such
excesse; appear on the page simply
becauze Layton is a major poet. He is
turning into the Michael Cimino of
poetry, except in his case he is grinding
out one Heaven’s Gate after another —
and getting away with it. At least the
Hollywood studios have put Cimino’s
grandiose schemes on hold. .

If Layion wants the public to get in-
terested in poeiry again, I suggest that,
lite 2 pood physician, he should heal
himself. Be ruthless in your judgement
about yourselfl Only poefry in your
books from now on. Until I sec some
standards applied to poetry, I will stick
to the movies. (And please don’t giveme
the argument that everything &-poet pro-
duces is important to the appreciation
and understanding of his work — film
direciors don’t impose all their takes on
us; they knov something has to land on
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the editor’s floor, even if it’s from their
ifinal” filmed opus.) If Layton thinks
he can serve his self-indulgences to us
the way he has managed to serve it over

the years to the media, he is mistaken.
- Darlene Coates
Toronto

CANWIT NO. 93
]

She stood eyeinﬁ me from a mﬁéeh t;;
paces across the tarmac, a slight
frightened, dnrl:haired beauty who,
despite her confusion, still rodiated the
dizzying heat of her youth. She had eyes
deeper than Harrington Lake and full,
crushed-looking lips as red as the rose in
my lapel. She had discoed all night, and
now she was exhausted, giddy, wild,
and defiant. I lunged forward, and
shoved her roughly toward the Ambas-
sador’s jet.
NOW THAT his nibs has retired from of-
fice, we understand he plans to compose
his political memoirs. Trouble is, he isn't
quite sure what form they should take.
Above is a snippet — retrieved from the
PMO paper-shredder — from his spy
thriller ¥ou Only Live Forever, but we
are told he is also experimenting with

autobiography, diary entries, drama,
and (ulp!) even verse. We'll pay $25 for
the best excerpt in any form (but no
Jonger than 150 words) received before
June 1. Address: CanWit No, 93, Books
in Canada, 366 Adeclaide Street East,
Toronto M5A 3X9,

Results of CanWit No. 21
JUDGING BY their responses, our readers
find little to laugh at amid the jargon
that the computer culture has inflicted
on us. Whatever the case, the winner is
Michael J. Keaschuk of Herbert, Sazk.,
who provides literary translations for the
following examples of computerese:

[0 Data Analyst: book reviewer
O Interfacing: reading

O Word processor: publisher
O Floppy: paperback

Honourable mentionas:
O Linear interfacing: writing
0 Multivalent simulation situation:
plagiarism
O Interspatial irregularities: poetry
O Afactnal synchrony: novel
— Barry Baldwin, Calgary

O Replicationer: printer
O Tome-leaser: librarian
— F.D. Weir, Caboconk, Ont.

Women.

intended to prevent.

risks.

sumer.

The best R for your chiid:
Common Sense

So says Robert Mendslsohn, M.D., leading medical critic
and controversial author of Confessions of a Medical
Heretic and Male Practice: How Doctors Manipulate

Dr. Mendelsohn's newest book exposes his own field:
pediatrics. Revelations include: .
DvVaccines can actually cause the diseases they are

O pediatriclans have a compulsion to overreact to simple ill-
nesses with dramatic forms of intervention.
D 90% of all surgery needlessly exposes children to fatal

0 Dr. Mendelsohn Is appalled by the widespread, Indiscrim-
inate use of antiblotics, which he warns can lead to new
diseases that known medicines cannot control.

This controversial bombshell threatens the entire. medical

profession . . . but will prove invaluable to the medical con-

How to Raise a Healthy Child

~ . « « in Spite of Your Doctor
by Robert Mendelsohn, M.D. $19.95
Avallable at your bookstore.

Beaverbooks
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CLASSIFIED

L |

Classified rates: $8 per ilne (40
characters to the Iine). Deadline: first of
the month for Issue dated fellowing
month. Address: Books In Canada Class-
ifled, 365 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
M5A 8X9. Phone: {416) 363-5426.

CASH PAID FOR PENGUIN paperbacks:

good conditlon. Gail Wilson Bookssller, .

128 Queen W., Toronto. 598-2024.

OLD AMND RARE BOOKS. Canadiana
Catalogues. Herltage Books, 866
Palmerston Ave., Toronto, Ontarlo MEG
252

QUALITY REMAINDERS from
DAEDALUS BOOKS {(U.S.A) now avall-
able cheaper in Canada. All titles In
stocl. Curreni catalogue & price list
$1.00 (refundable) from MAGNUS
BOOKS, 4932-B Sherbrooke St, W,
Viestmount, Qud. H3Z 1H3

THE URIVERSITY OF VICTORIA Invites
applicatlons for the following sessional
poslifon: Scriptwriter, to teach In the
Craative Writing Program at the Univer-
sity of Victorle, Victoria, B.C., from
September 1, 1284 to Aprll 30, 1985. The
appllcant should be able to teach intro-
ductory and advanced scriphyriting for
stage and should have some experlence
in screanwriting. The abllity to teach
other genres would be'an asset. ThisIs a
position for an active scriptwriter who is
loolding for a chance to work In a small,
innovative department with enthusiastic
apprentlce vrriters. Teaching experience
at the post-secondary level an asset.
Salary subject to negotiation. This posl-
tion will be filled subject to availabllity
of funds.

Ganadlan Immigration regulations
require the University to assess appll-
cations from Canadlan cltizens and per-
manent residents of Canada before
assessing applications from other
persons.

The University of Victorla offers equal
employment opportunities to qualified
male and female applicants. .

Applications should be sent to:

Prof. W.D. Valgardson, Chairman,
Creative Writing Department, Univarsity
of Victorla, P.Q. Box 1700, Victorla, B.C.,
VEW 2v2

USED LAY BOOIS, 30 day free exam-
ination. Wrlte J.L. Heath, &6 lsabella St.
11105, Toronto M4X 1N3. 922-0849,

VJORKITIG HOLIDAYS 1984, mos!
authoritative gulde to working around
the wrorld, with speclal Canadlan suppls-
ment. Send $8.95 to Canadian Bureau
{or Intemational Education, 141 Laurler
West, Ottawa, Ont. K1P 5J3

34 Bools in Canada, May, 1934
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THE EDITORS RECOMMEND

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books were
reviewed in the previous issue of Books
in Canada. Our recommendations don®t
necessarily reflect the reviews:

FICTION

The Salt Line, by Elizabeth Spencer, Double-
day. Set on Mississippi’s Culf Coast,
recently devastated by a killer hurricade,
Spencer’s abundant novel is a dance of
interlocking lives that, in one form or
another, demonstrates the need to rebuild,
come to terms with old ghosts, set the past
to order.

NOKN-FICTION

The Strongest Dream: Canadian Come-
maunlists, the Spy Trials, and the Cold YWar,
by Merdly Weisbord, Lester & Orpen
Dennys. Weisbord, whose own roots lie in
the 19305 communist movement, rejects the
notion that history should somehow be
“objective.” She draws us so well into the
lives of the men and women who experienc-
ed it that, for a while, she makes us share
their dream.

POETRY

The Visltatlon, by A.F. Moritz, Aya Press.
Moritz's first major collection reveals a
gifted poet with an unerring sense of art
and craft. When he pares down an almost-
too-rich allusion system, the results are
straightforward poems that speak elo-
quently, with a startling Iyrical grace.

BOOKS RECEIVED
.

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:

Acne: Advice on Cleariop Your Skin, by Ronald Marks,
Prentice-Hall.

Advocate of Compasslon: Stanley Knowles I the Polittcal
Pracess, by Gerry Hamrop, Lancelot Press

The Anolylle Encounter, by Baro J.'lnohy, Inner City

And Ihe Chlldren Played, by Patricla Joudry,

An Amlu ke Works, by Robert Hilles, Qollchan Baoks.
nm for Peace, edlied by ‘Wl.m Shere, Hypenon

Bnnllng A Blonmllh!'. by Michael Bllss, M & 8.
Roeslde, Raeslde, Musson,
The Bu of B l. Northwest Coast Inding A, by

Bill Holm, & Mclntyre,
Brian gnd lln Boys: A SIory of Gang Rape, by Maggie

Sigalns, James Lorim
Bnél:sa C;tlu In &nndn. by Maurfce Lamontagne, James
Call B.ck Yesterdoy, by Sum Woods, Lesiar & Orpen

Dennys.

Call it n Day, by Bugene McNamara, blewolntment.

The Cnnmllnn h Cook Book, by A. Jun Howarth,
Douglas & Mc!

ntyre.

Canadion Govmmul aod Polltles In Comparatlve Per-
spective (2o editlon), by Eard H. Fry, University Press of'
America (U.5.).

Thke Cope Brefon Collectlon, edlied by Lesley Choyee,

'lh?mu i Po by David

1 m.v ms. Hel\lng. Oberon.
Chine Roze, by Marsha am, Avol
‘The Creatlon of Cons:ln n.ng‘l M.vlh for Modem
‘::I? by Edward ¥. Edinger, Inner City Baoks.

Day of the Wizards, by.l W'll:am. c.age.

Dzep Sirents, by Judy hMoll I\m'y Vesia.

Diffieult Loves, by Italo Calvino, Lester & Orpen Dennys,

n?:;;m:: of Moral Bdnmﬂnn Roben E. Carter, U of

Tess.
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Plrecilons: A Onmmul%ﬂnld:mu Rescorce Boolt,
Marvin Collins e¢ gL, The Quidance Centre, Focully o
Education, U of T.

l:llal Blhkes at Hangmnn's Clobhiouse, by Sharon Siamon,

age.

Divisions, by Stephen Moﬂlﬂy Coach House.

Dominion, by Rohert E. Wall, Seal.

Economlic Iluwuur Ior Cnnmln A Polley Framework, by
John Carnwall and Wendy Maclean, James Lorlmer.

Ellzbeth Storles, by Isabel Hnmn, Oberon.

'.I"III Father, by F.Q. Pag
zure In Fil byN R dll‘lun..Pendﬂlml-!ﬂue
!'lre Before Dark, cWhirter, Obcron.
Focus on The Power ol' Ill'llnln'l Organized Labaur, by Lord
Bauer and Joha Burton, The Fraser Instilute.
F:lll,m mﬁnhom. by Garry Falfrbaim. Western Producer
The Golts: A Canndlan Odyssey, Volome 2, by H.B.
Timothy, M & S.
‘The Ghost of Sullivan Tuml. lﬂr Beverley Spmtﬂ'. Qage.

Tho Goddam Gypsy,
The B C 'I'hy!or. Guidance

Greeka Hod o Worll for ll.
Centre, Faculty of Edi

Gulde to Provineal I.Ihrnry ﬁnda In Cmmdu by

Robertson, Nauonal

Heart's Gorden, by Edi:

How Foed Was Glml An Olmn:lgau hg:ml illustrated
by Ken Edwards, Theytus Books.

How Nnmu 'Arue Glven: An Okanogan Legend, ilfusirated
h R 'IRITH!‘IIIS %m':h: & Mcl

oy am. ol myre.
In Surch ayllll oll.

Baxter, Macmillan,
Index to Federal Programs and ces §984, Supply and
i —————
i
ll‘snﬁrzod 'l'hlnp. by Joan Buchanan, Jilustrated by Barbara

Dl Lella, Animck

Ir's ‘l’ur Fature: The Canodlan Guide to Estate Phnnlng,
by Arthur B.C. Drache, M & S.

Jomes FiizGlbbon: D!fenllu' of Upper Canada, by Ruth
McKenzle, Dundu

.lnll;:' Welden Mq'err Luy'.\llsl Spy, by Mary Beacock Fryer,

The lﬂll.s from B.A.D., by Allen Morgan, Scholastie-TAB.
The I.;sl Saarlse, brNorm:.n Carelius and Verna Kidd, Jove

a Lang Shot, by Ted Allan, M & S,
A Mnjuﬂl, of One, by Lewls Se. George Stubbs, Quesnston

A Mlllor ;mlllm. by Phil Hall, blewointment.
Miss P. und Me, by Florence M:N-l'. Scholastlc-TAB.
Mmlglﬂlnyﬂ‘llll Your Persouol Compater, by Rapert J.
Wazrmen, tice-Hall.
Mollvnllnn. Implicatlons for cumlng 2nd Teachlug, by
Albert V. Carron,

Sports
Multicultural Early Childhood umllnn. ediled by Keith A
McLeod, Guldance Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T.
Mushs on Mediclne, by Gordon Hunter Grani, Stanton &

gall.
Necessasy Su ar, by Mary di Michelle, Oberon.
Neekua god Chemal: An Olkanagan ugeld. illustrated by

¥en Edwards, Theyius
Nj l 'l'llls. by Gearge Swede, South Western Ontario

ISM Cnn.mlhn Busloess Golde to Microcomputers, by
Robert G. Parker, Prentice-Hall.
od Northwest, by Gerald St. Maur, Boreal Instltuie

orlllem mhu.
One Bid — Flight: Hnmng to Emfly
Rngu' Whll.e. Nalu
The Ollzlnnl fde to Ofllce Pools, :lmle Wayne,

Dai

Qrercoming m-lluin Veve Hormaby, Prentice-Hall.

The Planlvesse: Computer cnnl:wl w:u: o Two-Dinen-
slonal World, by A.K. Dewdney, M

Phnpjog and the 'Eunnom. by ilo Thorburn James

The I'ollu Chrontcles, by Philip Kamin end Peter Goddard,

Muss
Pock Cll'll . by Crad Kidodney, Coach H
!g! b!l' Raymond Souster, ﬂmusﬂlﬂw by Bill

Qaeen lr.
'I.'h‘: Real .In-lsh Wonid, by Swart E. Rosenberg, Clarke
rwin.
Recesses in the I-le:m Bruge Whiteman, blewemmtment.
Reminlscences of o 2 by One of the Bunglers, edlted by
R.C. Macleod, Univus ty of Alberta Préss.

Canada.
Stepfomilles: Making Them Work, by Erna Paris, Av
'.I'Ih'gsmm In meme“.ﬂby Euleg Bradlord, O aﬁ.ﬂ.
Storyiellers® Eucore: More Ca I:.nSlurIulu el to
Children mnpiled by Jrene Aubrey ¢f al.,

Library
Toronlo: The cll, nl Nﬂghhuhmds. by M;
Too Maoy, Blackbirds,
Tourlsts Fom ;\.lrl. by Tem Henlgll.m. Guldm Dog Press.
Trade Unlons ociety, by John

T. Addlsion and John
Burton ‘The Fraser Institute.
The Treasare Hont, by Sonia ledo:t
"'l'\lm Out the Stars Belore e Story of
Canada's Theatres, by John C. Lindsay, Boston Mllls

Press.

The Unflakshed .Anlllulogg Yol. 1, edited by Chris Faiers,
Unfnished Monument

Unlon List of Serialg |n tho Social Sclences and 'llumnillu
held by Canadian Librayies, Nalwml Library of :d:.

Yictims: The Omhnn: of Justlce, ersy Amernic,

Where There's n Wil él!&wd Phlllips, M & 5.

Whiriniods, by Ken Nonfs.

Who Is My Motber?, by Clare Marcus, Matmillan.

Wlslz.lmmamulﬂl A Brlef Life, by Pias Brendon,

jorie Harris,
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COMING UP
IN THE JUNE/JULY ISSUE OF

BOCAS IN CANADA

SMOOTH BUT HEARTY
The publishing adventures of Clyde Rose
By Terry Goldie

AFTER THE WARS

Timothy Findley’s obsessive artistry
By Alberto Manguel

ALL IN THE FAMILY
George Galt on The Galts: A Canadian Odyssey

Reviews of new books by George Bowering and Pat Lane and a special
guide to the Canadian Booksellers Association Book Show ’84

BOCOKS N CANADA

Available in better

THE. WRITERS OF bookstores everywhere
NORTH HATLEY or delivered directly
P — to your home.
Ten times a year.
Shouldn’t you subscribe now?

Yes, I'd like to subscribe to Books in Canada [

Name

Address

Postal code
Cheque enclosed [J Bill me [J

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE $12.95 A YEAR
$515.95 A YEAR OUTSIDE CANADA

366 Adelawde Street Easit, Suile 332
Totomo, Om, MSA X9
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‘THE SUMRMER OF 1744:
A PORTRAIT OF LIFE IN

18th CENTURY LOUISBOURG
Thispub%calkinis evaluable prelucda lowstng tha listonc
Louishaurg seapon and fortrass, and a good resource
documend [or beth histerians and sfudents corcermedwilh
181h cenlury histary.
The narretva I3 particulary Intorosting as 1t atiempls fo
describe what people’s Ihoughts and fealings might kave
been at ddiarant points during tha summer.
119 pp. 15 cm X 22.6 cm 1982
Paparbound 54.85
cma mmbar: R61-2-8-1E

lermant cisponidia en frangals: "L'éls ds 1744 . Ja va
quoiidienna & Loulshourg su XVilie sibelo”
Prapared by A.B.J. Johnsion lor Paris Canada

CANADA HANDBOOK
Canadaintha naw 1884 CANADA HANDBOOK,
1 ba released 1his apsing.
Over 250 co'our photographs dlusirate.
~tha country
its
«tha enviropment
~gocial and economic situalion
~culture
-govemmen slrugiurg and sasvices
344 pp. 15cmx 22 om 19684
[ £6.20

Catalogue number: GS11-403-1983E
Egalsment disponib'a en Eangals: "LE CANADA".
Prépared by Statistics Cenada

INTERLIBRARY LOAN AND DOCUMENT

DELIVERY IN CANADA

Acomprehensive stale-ol-the-art repari on intarfibrary toan
anddocumen dalivary policles, pmcticas and problamsn

Canadian librartes, based on the first major study 1o be

condutied enca 1976,

The report [s in two volumes. Volume 1 contalng gn

M
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7
0, -
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1982

J!?:Su/fmp:rt

(.

overviaveol Lhe siudy, a report on the data collectad mihe
nauonal survey and a review ol tha Inarature on meribrary
loan produced from the md-saventes on Tab'ea on the
dala appear in the second wiume

Voluma 1, 312 pp Volume 2, 110pp 21 cm x 28 cm
Bibngual 1964

Paperbound £32 00

Calalogue number SNG 1931583

pubicaton est
Prepared by Clare Eng'land and contnbubgn by Duane
Henderson [or tha Nahcnal Library of Canada

CONSTITUTION 1982
Thrs magndicortly flusiraled album 15 a phalograptoe
assay of the corlitution process in Canada, His

-making
& wam, hunen account of the Ganadans who pareypated
in epoch-making svants.
“This mustbe one of tha besi booka &ver pul togatherby
acommaiee.itrs & record Lhat should bebaughl now, o
thatgranidchikiren can boast 50 years on thatihey have ™
{Amold Edinborough, Financial Pasi)
120 pp 305 om = 32 cm Bibngual 19683
Papearbound §19 95
Catalogue number. §2:117-1983-1
Clolhbound £29 85
Catalogue number- $2-117-1983-2
Catte publicanon es! biingve
Prepared by the Secratacy of State

QUALITY OF WORKING LIFE:
CONTEMPORARY CASES
Anindispansable laboue relalions documen fo: managers,
:;nm umrm aludenis or anycna seeking ways

Prﬁarlminumphsdlnnmmappwadminm
n & wede vanely 0l Canadian indusiries.

408 pp 1984
Paperbuund 2200
Catalogua number LB2-48-1984E
dispond’e an kangas TLaquavte delxvieav
bravad - Eludes dua cas recenta
Prapared by Labour Canada

OCEANOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH
COLUMBIA COAST
Ally andtdes.

lha boukmamabfudspedmnuﬂmnngmghm
melecroiogy and manae brology to past and presem
manne g

11 atiernpis to slucsdate the nalure of oceame mobons and
to ralaie them to sveryday expanence for the general
interest of the casusl rgader and for the practcal benein
of the professwonal mariner. sclanbs! of engnest

291pp 21 .5emx28cm  Over 250:usirabiong index 1983
Paparbound $21.00

Calslogue numbe: FSa31-31-56E
Dasporble an sogiar seulement

and Oceans Canada

for Frah

DREAMS OF EMPIRE — CANADA

BEFODRE 1700

Thia prestigious reference bock of tha mstory of New
Franceislhefustola ‘Records ol Our
Hustory"
Intended for the general publc as well as halcrans, this
book broadly hacas the many fecels of Canada's garty
development and conlans reproductons of 250 archwval
lems

387 pp 21 5¢m x 28 cm 1582

= |bustrates Canada'sincreasing cantnbulionta Lhe quakty
of working bfa

Paperbound 512 95
Catalogua number SA2-129-1-1882-1E
Clotbound $24 95
Gatalogus SA2-129-1-1982E
- on " “Rlves domprg —
Canada avant 1760"

Preparad by the Public Archrses of Canada

TO ORDER

Available through Authorized Bookstore Agents, your local

Please ba sura to enclose your chequeor money order made out iothe orderof

the Recever General for Canada before mailing.
Mastercard and Visa accepled.
Telsphone No.: {819) 897-2560 Telex: 053-4296

bookseller or by mall from:
The Canadian Government Publishing Centre,
Supply and Services Canada, Ottawa, Canada K1A 059.
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