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Prize and prejudice
Beyond state oppression, Mobel laureate

Jarosiay Seiferi's poefry is withheld from Western
readers by a lack of competent translations

HE SWEDISH ACADEALY appears to
| have taken just abont everyone by
surprise last fall when it named
the 93-year-old Czech lyric poet
B Jaroslav Seifert winner of the 1984
MNobel Prize for Literature. It was
certainly not the first time an
“uninown™ had been given the
prize, but it was the first time in
recent vears that virtually nothing
except a few thin volumes of the
nev’ laureate’s most recent works
was available —— and barely available at
that — in translation.

Thanks to the vagaries of history and
the notorious Inhospitality of some
revimes to people and ideas that do not
dircetly sorve their jnterests, Toronto
hos beconie a good place to track down
the worlks of renegade central and
eastern Furopean writers. The Thomas
Fisher Rare Bool: Library has a special
eollection of Czech and Slovak semizdat
literature (sejf-published volumes of
tvpad and bound books circulated inside
Czecchoslovakia by writers whose work is
bauned) that includes three of the more
than 30 collections of poetry Seifert has
published in his lifetime: An Umbreila
Jrom Picadilly, The Plague Column,
and The Arms of Venus. Toronto is also
the home of Seifert’s major Czech pub-
Jisher, o printing and publishing venture
calfed 65 Publishers, run by Zdena Sali-
varova, who is herself a writer and wife
of novelist Josef Skvorecky.

The firm has recently moved from an
old brownstone on Avenue Road to a
renovated house set in a row of private
golleries and expensive shops just
around the corner on Davenport Road.
When I called on her the day the news of
Svifert™s award broke, Salivarova was in
her third-floor office talking to a pert
young reporter from one of the TV net-
veorhs who, secretaral pad in hand, was
asting her who exactly Jaroslav Seifert
was. Ranged behind Salivarova on a
single shelf were about 150 different
brightly coloured paperback volumes,
representing the books Salivarova has
published in Czech since she founded 68
Publishers in 1972,

Her original idea was to encourage
Czech uuthors in exile to go on writing
by publishing and distributing their

work. But as her business and reputation
grew, manuscripts smuggled out of
Czechoslovakia began arriving in Toron-
to, and she has since become the regular
publisher of at least a dozen Czech
writers who are banned at home but still
remain there. Salivarova now operates
one of the busiest Czech publishing
houses in the world; its list — including
such authors as playwright Vaclav
Havel, novelists Milan Kundera, Pavel
Kohout, Ludvik Vaculik, and of course
Josef Skvorecky — reads like a Who's
Who of contemporary Czech literature.

Jaroslav Seifert is one of Salivarova’s
“‘domestic’’ authors. An anthology of
Seifert’s poetry published this year has
proved immensely popular with her
customers, who are mostly Czechs living
in exile in the West. But her books find
theit way back to Czechoslovakia too: in
1981, she published Seifert’'s memoirs,
All the Beauties of the World, and a year
later, a bowdlerized edition of the book
— minus nine chapters and several
dozen names — appeared officially in
Prague to mark the occasion of Seifert’s
80th birthday. There is solid internal evi-
dence to suggest that the 68 Publishers®
edition was the basis of the Prague edi-
tion. Thus Seifert’s memoirs have the
odd distinction of being one of the few
books ever to appear in Czech on both
sides of the Iron Curtain.

Seifert has had an uneasy and often
stormy relationship with the
Czechoslovak Communist Party, which
has held absolute power in the country
since 1948, As a radical working-class
youth, he joined the party in the early
1920s but was expelled in 1929 because
of a disagreement over its policy toward
the arts. By the 1930s he had turned his
back on conventional politics altogether
to concenirate on his first love —
poetry. Bver since then, at key moments
in his country's history, Seifert has
spoken out loudly and unequivocally in
favour of freedom™of expression. As the
last freely elected chaimman of the
Czechoslovak Writers’ Union, he con-
demned the Soviet invasion of his coun-
try, and he was among the first to sign
Charter 77, the Czechoslovak human
rights manifesto demanding respect for
constitationally guaranteed freedoms.

Seifert’s enormous populadty with a
wide reading public at home and the fact
that his verse is largely apolitical have
made it difficult for the regime to deal
with him as roughly as it has with so
many other non-conformist writers,
many of whom, particularly since 1977,
have been systematically harassed, jail-
ed, or driven into exile. Until recently,
Seifert has generally been treated with a
gingerly circumspection. His attitudes
have been condemned, but his work has
seldom been banned outright.

This attitude has carried over into the
regime’s embarrassed reactions to the
Nobel Prize. Brief notices on the back
pages of the daily newspapers were fol-
lowed a few days later with attacks in the
official party newspaper Rudé Privo,
not on Scifert but on ““the attempts by
Western journalists to misuse the name
of our poet in slanderous attacks on his
homeland as part of a psychological war
against the countries of socialism.”” To
allay rumours, the Czechoslovak am-
bassador in Paris denied in Rudé Prdvo
that Seifert had ever been harassed in his
native Jland, pointing out that his
memoirs had been published, and that in
1981 President Husak had personally
congratulated Seifert on his 80th birth-
day — a gesture that implies something
like official blessing.

What the paper did not mention was
that several weeks after this gesture —
according to Czech underground jour-
nalist Jiri Otava — Seifert was visited by
two policemen who tried to persuade
him to thank Husak publicly apd, at the
same time, withdraw his signature from
an open letter that had been sent abroad.
Seifert refused, but shortly afterwards
suffered his first heart attack. For the
past few vears the police also have been
routinely confiscating unofficial editions
of his bocks that have turned up during
house searches. (The most recent in-
stance of this took place only last
August.) And after the Nobel Prize was
officially announced, Otava says, two
police guards dressed in orderly’s
smocks were posted outside Seifert’s
door in the Prague hospital where he
was being treated for a heart ailment.
They took down the names of all those
who wanted to see him and tumed away
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everyone but his immediate family.

In the end, Seifert’s fll health elimi-
nated speculation over whether or not he
vwould be allowed to go to Sweden to
receive the prize: it was quite simply out
of the question, and his daughter went
to Stockholm in his place.

Now that the event of the prize and
the prize-giving is over, those who wish
to read Seifert’s work (and can’t read
Czech) are thrown back on those few
thin volumes of translated verse, at least
until translators and publishers manage
to come up with more substantial offer-
ings. Meamwhile, there is Ewald Oser’s
rendition of The Plague Cokumn, pub-
lished in 1979 by Terra Nova Editions,
25 Upper Montague Street, London W,
1, England. The Czechoslovak Arts and
Science Society published a bilingual
edition of the same book In 1980, {rans-
[ated by Lyn Coffin. It is available from
63 Publishers, 164 Davenport Road,
Toronto M5R 1J2.

The most available work by Seifert at
the moment — for better or for worse —
is a translation of The Casting of Bells
by Paul Jagasich and Tom O'Grady,
published in a second edition of 3,000
copies especially for the post-prize
market by The Spirit That Moves Us
Press in Iowa City, Iowa. I first read
about the volume in The New Yorker,
which in its finest Talk of the Town style
told an intriguing tale of the seren-
dipitous events leading from the
“discovery’ of Seifert by an American
man of letters in the 1960s to the final
publication of the translation — which,
it is claimed, helped tilt the Swedish
Academy in Seifert’s favour.

When 1 recently came across this edi-
tion of The Casting of Bells in a Toronto

book store, I discovered a set of
astonishingly inaccurate translations,
some of them so bad they had come
unstuck from the original entirely and
gone blithely off in their own direction.
One example will be enough. The second
poem in the book ends with the
quatrain:

She who hed so often
Danced on Labut Lake
Has gotten frozen toes
And suffers.

The giveaway hereis *“Labut,’”” which
in Czech means **swan.”” The image,
then, is not of someone running about in
winter improperly shod but of an aging
ballerina, and the verse should read
something like this:

And even she, who often donced

on the tips of her 1oes in Swan Lake
has crippled toes

and is growing old.

Would that the spirit had moved the
publisher to check the translations
thoroughly before he put them out. Still,
in an obligue way, it is a tribute to the
power of Seifert’s poetry that something
essential can survive even an incompe-
tent translation, The Nobel commitiee,
in a generous appraisal of Seiferi's
work, concluded: ““He conjures up for
us another world than that of tyranny
and desolation — a world that exists
both here and now, although it may be
hidden from our view and bound in
chains, and one that exists in our dreams
and our will and our indomitable
spirit.”” Powerful words, but they help
to explain, I think, why Jaroslay
Seifert’s poems are so imporiant to the
people who five in Czechoslovakia,

— PAUL WILSON

changes in this month's Books in
Canada. For one thing, it combines
January and February into a single
issue, We have decided to reduce the
number of issues in a year from 10 to
nine so that we will be able to publish
more reviews and related features
during the remaining months.
Although this change means fewer
issues per year, its main advantage is
that we now can afford to publish a
greater number of pages in each issue
of the magazine. This will allow us
not only to increase the number of
reviews each month but also to com-
ment on more books while they are
still current, rather than spreading
relatively fewer reviews throughout

TO OUR READERS

OUR READERS will notice a number of _

the year. In addition to columns,
departments, feature articles, and in-
terviews, future issues will include an
expanded mid-section, with brief
critical notices of many more books
than we previously had been able to
review.

These, additions to the content
bave been accompanied by some
changes in format and typography
that, we hope, will reflect the improv-
ing prospects both of the magazine
and the readers it serves. Together
they combine to ensure that we may
continue to provide everything you
have come to expect from Books in
Canada. We think you will agree,
however, that now we are able to
bring vou even more. [
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Letter from
Ballarat

AS 1 WRITE this in Brisbane, I am suffer-
ing through a Queensland winter in
which the temperatore seldom gets
above 26° — Celsius. But I recently
came much closer 1o true suffering in a
place called Ballarat, some 80 kilometres
from Melbourne. It even snowed while I
was there, which can be a bit of a fright
when the central heating isn’t as refined
as an average Canadian might wish.
Ballarat, once best known as a gold-
mining town, now makes its way as an
agricultural centre and a tourist attrac-
tion, complete with a pioneer viliage. 1
was braving the cold to attend a con-
ference of the Association for the Study
of Ausiralian Literature, a [eisty group

devoted to maintaining the culture in -

face of Pommies, Yanks, and anyone
else who fails to see the value of the na-
tional Jiterature — in other words, not
unlike the Association for Canadian and
Quebec Literatures. But, of course,
there are peculiarly Australian ways of
doing things.

Ballarat is not a major city, and there
is no university there. The -conference
was held at a college of advanced educa-
tion, somewhat like a community col-
lege. The reason for this is the old
Australian democratic impulse. ASAL
(that's ““ay-zel,”® presumably to prevent
unfortunate phonetic associations)
doesn’t want to be a univessity club but
rather to include anyone interested in the
subject. Thus, as well as university
teachers and students, there were college
teachers of various sorts, some high-
school teachers, a number of journalists,
and even a few just plain folks.

Which certainly suits the anti-
academic traditions of Australian litera-
ture. There is no Australian equivalent
to the Canadian mind-mass known as
the Learned Societies — that annual
floating dialectic of litcrit, philosophy,
history, and the like — and the ASAL
group stays resolutely away from the
nearest thing, the Australasian Univer-
sities Language and Literature Associa-
tion, which holds a sort of mini-MLA.
One or two ASALites might give a paper
there, but no more.

Of course, it’s all right to be anti-
academic, but what if you are an
academic? The answer is a few momenis
of confusion. As in English-speaking
Canada, contemporary critical theory —
structuralist, post-siructuralist, or what-
ever — has been somewhat slow to take
hold in Australia. But for the last few
vears ASAL has been consciously
attempting to program more papers with
a theoretical thrust. A number of the
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presentations in Ballarat had at least a
few moments of this, and although some
made complaints about ‘““abstruse
bafflcgab," they were well-received.

There were three papers that empha-
sized post-structural theory; interesting-
Iy, they included the two foreigners
eiving papers, one American and one
Canadian. But the Australian was pro-
Dably the most important. Andrew
Taylor teaches ar Adelaide University,
but li2 is best known as a poet and at one
time 2 mcember of the Awstralian Litera-
tare Board {in some ways like the writing
sectfon of the Canada Council). His
vorl: with deconstructive readings of
prominent Australian poets such as
Judith Wrizht and A.D. Hope could do
much to make such theories acceptable
in the Australian context.

The American, Brenda Lyons, who
pave a complex and fascinating analysis
of Helen Garner’s Monkey Grip, pro-
vides another side to the picture. In her
cramination of writing by Australian
women her emphasis is women rather
than Australian, and she would pro-
bably admit to knowing more about
Adrienne Rich than Patrick White. But
she §s not just one more American im-
perialist, such as those who turn our
Margaret Atwood into another Yankee
feminist. For one thing, she is studying
Australian in Australia, with a keen
avwareness of what that means, and yet
she admiis that she knew almost nothing
about Australian literature when she ar-
rived, She is like a number of other
araduate students from around the
world that I mer at the conference —
students of English in Belgium, Ger-
many, Yugoslavia, Italy — or even
China — who decided to combine fur-
ther study with the Australian ex-
perience.

One other difference I noticed is that
the traditions of Australian literature are
much closer to literary journalism than
12 academic journals. The editors of the
0z equivalent of Books in Canada, the
Ausrralian Bool; Review, were promi-
nent at ASAL. and one of them, John
Hanrahan, who holds no academic posi-
tion, zave a paper. (I wonder if similar
Canadian rituals would make room for
the acadcmically unanointed.)

Among ASAL people [ usually find at
Teast a minimal knowledge of Canadian
Titcrature, often much more. One of the
prime organizers of ASAL. Alan
Lawson, just returned from Canada and
intcids to take an extended study leave
there in the near futare. Two of the
greatest boosters of things Canadian,
both prominent at Ballarat, are the poets
Tom Shapcott and Judith Rodriguez.
They first went to Canada when Shap-
cott won the Canada-Australia prize,
and have since made more excursions, It
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is interesting how valuable has been
simply sending a Canadian writer to
Australia one year and vice versa the
next. These individual writers have
established impressive connections, both
with other writers and with academics.
Mow rhat Shapcott is director of the
Australian Literature Board, the Oz side
of the administration of the award, it
will no doubt become still more
jmporiant.

Probably the best parts of an ASAL

gathering are the Ieast serious. For ex-
ample, the parody night, in which
tremendous efforts and skill go into
making monkeys of famous Australian
writers. Or, this vear, the melodrama.
The Lost Child, which incorporated all
the great Australian clichés, from dingos
and bushrangers to D.H. Lawrence and
Frieda. And then, at the conference ban-
quet, the Frank Moorhouse Perpetual
Balircom Dancing Competition.

In many ways, the atmosphere of the

conference was established at the begin-
ning, when the Australian Literature
Society gold medal was awarded to the
poet Les Murray. A very large man, he
seemed to remember the recent Olym-
pics in Los Angeles, where the
Australian super-heavyweight lifter,
Dean Lukin, won the gold medal. Like
Lukin, Murray said few words, just held
the medal above his head. How
unliterary. How Australian. How ap-
propriate. — TERRY GOLDIE

ENGLISH, OUR ENGLISH |

Begging the answer

If the prime minister addresses the
problem of unemployment, to what destination
should he address it?

By Bob Blackburn

HEN I WaS in high school, I had a
teacher who was given to shouting

® whispers, ‘“Shut up, or either that,
get out.” There was another who
alvays put an extra » in dic-
tionary. .

Both of them taught English,
among other subjects, and they
weren't all that bad. That was
more than 40 years ago, in a
suburb of Ottawa., There was
another English teacher, an elderly (it
seemed to me then) spinster who,
according to school gossip, had had a
tragic love affair with Rupert Brooke. 1
was never able to substantiate that, but
it might have accounted for the fact that
she bad a passion for the English
Janguage that probably should have
been x-rated. She was wonderful, and
more than made up for the other two.
And there was a fourth who made Latin
Jun, at least for one term.

I think of the four of them frequently
when 1 am writing these columns and
bewailing the quality of the teaching of
English today. I imagine the first two
would be considered very good now. I
doubt that there are many like the third
left. As for the fourth, well, do the high
scheols even teach Latin any more?

I wish there had been a fifth: one who
could have made Greek enjoyable for a
year. The tiny glimmering of Latin I ab-
sorbzd in those months has been a con-
stant help; a bit of Greek would have
made life even better. Best of all,
though, would have becn a year of
language.

‘That is a serfous suggestion. Compar-
ing languages can fascinate a student
who might shy away from the prospect
of a course in Latin or from dry

8 Eoc!:snConada, JanuaryFebruary, 1985

at students who were exchanging

references to etymology in English
classes. And the traveller who knows the
Latin coquina, for instance, might feel
equally at home in a Vancouver kitchen,
a Montreal cuisine, an Acapulco cocina,
or a Naples cucing. (Kitchen underwent
the most changes, having come by way
of the Anglo-Saxon cycene) There's
something very satisfying about looking
into these relationships, and I think such
a course, well taught, would be invalu-
able in stirring the interest of high-
school students in their own Ianguage.

The question of who would devise
such a course and who would teach it is
another matter. Since even English
courses are now being taught by teachers
who themselves have not been ade-
quately taught, perhaps my suggestion is
impractical.

DONALD J.C. PHILLIPSON of Carlsbad
Springs, Ont., tells me I was wasling
space in my October columnm when I fret-
ted over compared with and compared
fo. ““A simple syntactic rule suffices,*
he writes. ““There are exact synonyms
for the two most common synonyms of
compare, viz. contrast and liken.
Substitution of either suggests the cor-
rect proposition [sic], as in comtrasted
with and likened io0.”*

I do not propose 10 waste much more
space on the matter, and I think that this
is more a question of diction than of
syntax, but I appreciate the facility of his
suggestion and pass it along for your
consideration. Likened to 1 like, but I
suspect that as many people woulki
choose the wrong preposition with con-
trasted as do with compared.

JUST BECAUSE it grates on my nerves, I
am going to complain once more about
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journalists who do not understand what
begging the guestion means but go on
using it anyway. It is English for pefitio
principii, and it refers to the fallacy of
basing a conclusion on an unproved
premise. It is constantly misused by peo-
ple who think it means raising the ques-
tion and who fail to realize that they are
displaying ignorance, not erudition.

I wonid also like to plead with our
new crop of MPs to stop addressing
problems, and remind them that to ad-
dress something is to direct it. I don’t
understand the member who will say,
correctly, that he would like to address 2
question to the prime minister, and in
the next breath ask the prime minister to
address the probleza of unemployment.
This, of course, raises (not begs) the
question: to what destination should he
address it? |

1 would like to address myself to the
relatively recent epidemic of abuse of
plus, but what use is there in pointing
out that it does not mean and, and that it
may be a preposition, an adjective, an
adverb, or even a noun, but that it is nos
a conjunction.

A scant couple of years ago, I thought
that the trend {oward its misuse might
still be young enough to be reversible, It
isn’t, because some of the shoddier
advertising copy writers have fallen in
love with the word: ““Plus, you get this
bonus set of 48 lifetime-sharp pickle
forks . . . .”” And when those yahoos set
their sights on a word, you can consider
it permanently debased.

At the rate this is happening, I expect
it to be a matter of months before plus
replaces and altogether, and a new
generation staris to grow up believing
and is short for anode. (You may want
to think about that one for a minute.) O
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for me and my house
From the Bay of Fundy to the

Gulf Islands, a survey of Canadlan writers
offers some home thoughts from home

VERYONE HAS ToO live somewhere.
But writers — being writers —
aren’t content to leave it at that.
Recently, Books in Canade pre-
sumptuously sent around a blank
piece of paper with the heading,
“Why I Live Where I Live," and
invited some well-known Cana-
dian vriters to inhabit the white
space beneath. Most gladly did so,
and we found that there s an
organic connection between work-
place and work,

Of course, some writers can’t live
anywhere withont dreaming of faraway
places with strange — or at least dif-
ferent — sounding names. When she liv-
ed in Liverpool, N.S., fiction-writer
Veronica Ross (Fisherwoman, Potters-
field Press) felt *“a sense of alienation, a

DRAWING BY JACOBSON FEANANDEZ

fecling of being perhaps in exile. But from where? My family
came to Canada when I was a young child. We moved around
a lot.”” She “‘used to draw the drapes and pretend I was in
Montreal or Toronto.’® Now living in Kitchener, Ont., she has
“fond and deep feelings about Nova Scotia. Feeling a bit
disoriented in a place which was once so familiar. Maybe I
need to feel ‘the stranger’ in order to write? We'll see.”

Out on Vancouver Island, the poet Joe Rosenblatt (Omni-
bus, Black Moss) sometimes gets ““rushes of Toronto but this
only happens when I'm asleep. And it usually takes the form
of a hot smoked meat sandwich . . . on real sye bread. . . sweet
or hot mustard . . . and a genuine dill pickle is usually asleep in
the background.” In Rosenblatt’s view, the village of Quak-
cum Beach “‘needs a deli like Switzers. . . .”* Still, the place has
its compensations: ““The fishing is fantastic and nobody gives
a damn who the hell you are, and furthermore there’s no
bloody distractions so that the only thing you can do is write,
contemplate the “fearful symmetry’ of trees, and at times think
of fresh ling cod.”

Kay Hill, the children’s writer (Glooscap and His Magic,
McClelland & Stewart) thought that she was going ““to escape
the distractions of city life and have more time for writing”
when she moved to Ketch Harbour, N.S.

Asit turned out, I grew so fond of village life, so caught up with
house and garden care, so interested in dogs and cats and flowers
and woods, not to mention an active social life, work somehow
got overlooked. In 15 years, I only managed to write and publish
one young people’s biography, a few radio plays, a few articles
and stories for magazines. I begin to think 1 ought now to escape
to the city, to avoid the distractions of country life.

The comic novelist Donald Jack (The Bandy Papers,
Doubleday) likes to get to know a place — but not too well, at
least not so well that he is content to stay there all his days:

1 always research the volumes of The Bandy Papers quite
deeply; looking around Russia, for instance, for the three or four
chaplers located in that country. Similarly, I came to Lindsay
eight years ago Lo pet the feel of a small town in preparation for
the fifth book in the series, Me Too, which is mainly set in the
fictitlous town of Gallop, Ont. But this is the only example of an
organic connection between work and where I live, except for the
obvious one of residing where the work is, like the many years 1
lived in Toronto where my publisher was and where the radio
and TV centres were — I had 39 TV and I8 radio plays produced
over the years.

I feel it is now time to move on, as I have lived in Lindsay now
for eight years, and my house is presently up for sale. . . . mostly
because I feel 1 am getting, in the words of W.S., “‘Stale, flat,
and unprofitable.” I have never felt the need to put down deep
roots in 2 community, but quite often the need to shake mysell
up with a dramatic, sometimes quite stressful change of scene, as
this seems to revive a certain drive and enthusiasm.

By contrast, Don Domanski writes his poetry (The Cape
Breton Book of the Dead, House of Anansi) in Wolfville,
N.S., “*because it’s home. This is where my family has lived
for about 200 years, where I was born and raised. Also because
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to live in one of the loveliest, most decent, gracious, and civilized

parls of Canada, perhaps the world.

The poet Wayne Wright, (The Girl in the Brook, Break-
waler), is also devoted to Prince Edward Island — and to
islands,

of the rich history of the place, the land, and the people. The
Atlantic too plays a major role. I ahways feel a bit uneasy being
away from the ocean for any length of time.”

Strategically based in Sackville, N.B., near the Nova Scotian
border, Douglas Lochhead (The Panic Field, Fiddiehead) also

has historical motives for staying put:

Mo Brunswick and the Maritimes have been part of me for
more thon 50 years, from the time [ was christened in Frederic-
ton at the age of two months to every boyhood summer on the
Bav of Fundy until I arrived in Sackville to live permanently in
1975. I say the Mlaritimes almost in the same breath because
there were seven years in Halifax with my Cape Breton wife and
mwy HaliFax daughters. The Maritimes are Canada’s real East,
and in their own dignified way they are now in the midst of a
renaissance. YWarch for it.

Arriving in Sackville after 15 years in Toronto was easy. 1
siipped into a very different life without shock, without tremor.
I like Torento but I 1ove this place. Ten minutes to the Fundy, 15
to the Northumberland Strait, and five minutes to the subtle,
looming presence of the Tantramar Marshes. I began writing
puctey and prose about the Tantramar before 1 left Toronto and
have felt secure here about life and writing ever since. Yes, as 1
feut it, there is an organic relationship between the place and me
thvar be,._.an with 18th-century ancestors . . . to run and fail face
down in the Tantramar Marshes making reverse angles. . . .

Since 1975 I have lived on a half dozen islands ringing the conti-
nent of the sea: Mull, Skye, Valentia, the Arans, Cape Clear,
and a Few others most likely unlisted, the kind that cormoranis
Favour or the monkish scribes who kept their vigils for the stone
that fell from heaven . . . . just about any island will do.

Wright is occupied creating the ““International Fox Hall of
Fame, because for me the fox is as vital a bardic symbol as the

Celtic salmon of wisdom.”” Then it will be back to
The smelts rising in the brook every Easter, the lupines cutting
loose in June, the ritual of strapping on my goalie pads in
October . . . the instiuments of a poct’s earthbound Kit, So what
if I haven’t found my druid of the heart yet, or pulled off the
literary TKO of my generation, there seems to be time for all of
this on my island. . . . A letter from anywhere addressed simply
““Wayne Wright, Poet, Prince Edward Island’” will usually get to
me, This must be my home. Somewhere in its red topsoil is
buried that "50s homemade housetrailer where my Fither read
Dick Tracy, my mother the Bible, and me the Phantom. Downed
saucer of my days. I suppose that I left a skin there, one of mine.
And every “rowing about™ to strange islands is my attempt to

behold that skin, the face I had before I was born.

Claire Mowat (The Ouiport People, McClelland & Stewart)
has done some rowing about in her time, too. Since she and
Farley “got together’® in the 1960s, they have lived in New-

Further inland, the writer and publisher Nancy Bauer
{Flora, Write T}us- Down, Goose Lane Editions) and her hus-
hand William arrived in Fredericton like latl:er-day United Em-
pirc Loyalists:

My husband and I came to New Brunswick because we were
imrigued by it, by the strangeness of having an alien world,
rumote and vnlinewn, only a fewr hundred miles from our home
fn tdew England. When we crossed the border for the first time in
Decembor of 1964, I felt that 1 had entered an amazing anti-
v:orld, as if 1 had stepped into my closet and found another
house on the other side of the clothes. That sense of the un-
Familiar, of the strange — essential to a writer — has never left
me. Whenever [ go to a new town here, 1 have the same prickle,
as il' I had travelled to Yangi-Hissar. Lately, the feeling hes
extended ta the whole of the Maritimes, to [inding, for instance,
Pointe d'Eglise, an Edenic village with the most astounding
church. 1 cannot think that 1 could exhaust the places to be
discovered.

1 stay here for reasons other than the twilight-zone atmosphere
— for tha sercne beauty, for the isolation, and for the writing
commarity, always generous-spirited and encouraging. At
“Tucsday Night,” an informal writers' group formed in 1967, 1
found roceptive listeners to my fiction, and 1 found a part of my
subject — people tefling cach other stories. | have often tried to
imagine what my life would have been like if we'd not come here.

Vould 1 have vritten? I don’L think so. New Brunswick has
proved 10 be an endlessly fertile kingdom for my imagination
and ils inhabitants an inspiring audience.

The Atlantic provinces seem to produce not only home-
bodies but enthusiastic newcomers. (Anyone who hasn't lived
there all his life is a newcomer.) Réshard Gool, (The Nemesis
Coshet, Square Deal) finds that Prince Edward Island

is the best of known worlds. . . . In Charloitetown the slightest
glance, the slightest nuance of speech, or indeed silence, is
ducipherahle, and directly reassuring. But 1 prefer rural P.E.IL.
Tiie uneventful quiet stimulates reading and memeory, and
cnubles one to write for long stretches, without anxiety or intru-
sion,

As for the people,

I¥ Tve left money or cheque-book at home, Ivan Kennedy, the
acnial storeliecper in the nearby village of Breadalbane, is unper-
wrbcd. *“Pay me when you come by next lime,” he says. If
there™s o *“white-out™ and one is trapped on an impassable

steeteh of winter road, one simply has to reach on foot the ~

ncarest sarm house to receive overnight lodging or, as we put it,
1o be “storm-stayed.” In this terrifying century thac has killed by
war more human beings than any other, I feel infinitely grateful

" T e e S A A T g b e y—n .

foundland, Ontario, Quebec, and Nova Scotia: “In all the
houses and communities I have inhabited part of me is still
there, hovering like a ghost.” Now they divide their year be-
tween:-Port Hope, Ont., and Richmond County, N.S., ““where
we are drawn by our fascination for the sea and all the
creatures who [live in it and near it, and by our longing to be
among people who suffer less from the malaise that afflicts so
many of us in the post-industrial world.”*

Port Hope . . . is a pleasant town, which, by a combination of
luck and lobbying, hasn't succumbed Lotally to acres of asphalt
and Bauhaus rools, Patts of it look like it belongs to a gentler
century. There are 10,000 people here — about the same size as
an ancient Greek cily state; enough people to provide a variety of
human connections and a few civilized pursuits, yet not so many
people that you live among strangers. We came here for the sim-
ple reason that my husband’s parents lived here. We didn’t in-
tend Lo stay. It was supposed to be an interlude for us after the
Newfoundland years, while we pondered which new direction we
would take. But we are still here after 17 years. It changed and
we changed and our relationship with this town is harmonious,

Richmond County . . . has about the same number of people
in it as does Port Hope but it is a scattered, rural population.
There are no cities and only a few small towns. The people are
mainly Acadians who have lived there, off and on, for about
three centuries, I envy them. They have a certainty about their
position in the scheme of things which city dwellers rarely feel. I
cannot change the fact that I was born in a large city, in Toronto,
but I would not like to live in such a populous place again.
Whatever I have Lo say to the world through writing, it will be
written in rural places like these, communities where my fan-
tasies let me think 1 belong, even though I don't.

Kevin Major (Thirty-six Exposures, Doubleday) has no
doubt where he belongs:

1 came to the Eastport Peninsula on Newfoundiand’s Bonavista
Bay 10 years ago to teach high school. 1 no longer teach full-
time, but have remained here. I"m still struck by the beauty and
serenity of the area whenever 1 return from my [requent trips
outside the province. The area offers me many things — a friend-
ly and interesting people, the opportunity to feel part of a com-
munity, easy acoess to uninhabited country, isolation from other
writers. | have never written in any other place, and I'm doubtful
if 1 could find one better. -

One city — Winnipeg — seems to be the great good place to
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novelists Carol Shields (A Fairly Conventional Woman, Mac-
millan) and David Williams (The Burning Wood, House of
Anansi). )

“Happenstance’ (also the title of one of her novels)
brought Shields to Winnipeg; her husband Donald took a
teaching job at the University of Manitoba, as she also later
did. One problem she faced

was finding myself surrounded by writers who were drawing
their energy from their so-called sense of place, Having lived in
Chicago, Toronto, Ottawa, Manchester, and Vancouver, 1
bepan to perceive mysell as a placeless person, and naturally 1
wondered if this would affect my impulse to write, It didn's. |
soon realized that writers, even in Manitoba, spend most of their
time sitting in little rooms with the doors closed, and that it
mattered very little where they were as long as there was a place
in their heads that conld be tagged as legitimate territory.

It is a Fact that T felt immediately at home in Winnipeg, and I
can only wonder what perversity has given me an affection for a
¢ity that js flat and land-locked and which suffers extremes of
temperature. (By the way, 1 think it’s better to admit to a dif-
ficult ¢limate rather than mutter on and on about the poetry of
snov: crunching urderfoot.)

There are a number of myths about the city, and some of them
are true. This is an open and energetic society;  fortunate ethnic
mix does enliven and support the arts; eccentricity does flourish
and can be found even in Fort Qarry and Charleswood; there
doazs exist a wide-awake cosmopolitan sense that eschews cheap
boosterism and the wearing of cowboy hats.’

I’ve begun lately to write stories that are freer, looser, though I
think this is a function of age rather than location. I've alse
bepun to use Manitoba as the setting for some of the stories.
\‘L’hat this means | don’t know — perhaps that I've settled in
temporadily or perhaps that I've found the geographical
equivalent of the “place” in my head.

The University of Manitoba also landed David Williams, a

Saskatchewan boy from a hamlet called Lac Vert who had
graduated from the University of Massachusetts. In his view,
place is inseparable from ethnic background:

"clsh and Cree, Mennonite, Ukrainian, and Norwegian, these
ave my peculiar mix through threz novels to date. Evidently they
v.ere authorized by the first David Williams in Bruce County who
married an Irish girl and begat little David in turn who moved to-
Saskatchewan and married a German-French emigrée from
Nebraska, begetting my father who married a Norweglan. And I
found a lovely Ukrainian girl who promised to help me shed my
British heritage. So I am culturally chagrined to find us still tied
10 a trite monarchal fiction, our head of state not even being a
real citizen. The only way home, it siill seems to me, is through

our homegrown fictions, signposis to our lost Anglo souls.

Winnipeg, which in mosL respects is a harbinger of this imag-
ired country, is in another sense a majority culture.”Time and
again I find myself choosing fo live in St. Vital, the home of
Louis Riel, that wistful outsider to Winnipeg. Of coutse, when I
was growing up an hour or so from Batoche, Louis was just
another neighbour. Bui Winnipegpers tend, for generations, to
be from Winnipeg. Back in Saskatchewan we were all from
someplace else, all minorities except for the 1,200 Norwegians
around Naicam who didn’t know the hybrid name had a hidden
meaning in Cree: one who thinks too highly of himself.

To Williams, artists are *“in the business of making private
versions 1o compel belief and so to create out own com-
munities. I find myself ready in a fourth novel to send a St.
Boniface francophone in search of his English father in Lac-
jardin, Sask., sure sign to me that home must be changing. For
all these reasons, I doubt that I could have done better than to
live and teach and write in this old, insular city of minorities.”

Patricia Joudry (The Selena Tree MceClelland & Stewart)
prefers Saskatchewan solitude,

I choose isolation (though always near enough to civilization to
matke contact when I choose) and dead quiet. If there are sounds,
they are nature’s sounds. At present I live in a tiny old farm-
house on the open prairie, amid the constant wind. Winters I
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spend in the Bahamas, on a lone (seemingly) Atlantic shore, with
sounds of surf, screeching night birds, the cricket chorus, and
often at night the tropical rain. In both settings I can see the far
distance: prairie or ocean reaching unbrokenly to the horizon.
This long vision Is important to me. Perhaps most imporiant is
to be able to walk alone and unobstructedly, doing my thinking
and scribbling as I go. It is necessary for me to have this direct
contact with Nature, and the outdoors, for my work. This is the
reason I go south and avoid the Canadian winter, It is not to lie
and laze on a beach, as everyone thinks]

The poet Jim Green (Beyond Here, Thistledown) doesn’t
escape winter; he gives it a bear-hug. In the small town of Fort
Smith, N.W.T., wild-life abounds outside Green’s log cabin
set in a spruce clearing. **Squirrels harvest the trees in the
yard. The berry bushes feed us, grosbeaks, whisky-jacks, and
blackbirds. Ravens try to steal bones from dogs. A moose
walked into town last winter and a crippled old wolf was pick-
ing off fat pet dogs for a couple of weeks.

Green asks:

Where else could our family paddle across the river and cook
supper on the glacial sculptured granite to the roar of the rapids
that haven’t changed since Pond and Mackenzie had supper
- there — or where our son and daughter could re-enact a free
mud-slathered scene from **Quest For Fire’” under hot blue skies
with white pelicans riding the thermals? Or my son and 1 could
paddle a Precambrian river for a week in the company of eagles
and falcons and hook a fish every time we tossed out 2 Len

‘Thompson?

With his family, Green is a neo-colonial “‘carving out a
place for ourselves in the confederation of Canada." He sits
“writing at the table I built looking out the new nine-foot win-
dow I cut out of the wall, I can be inside and outside at the
same time — or the other way around. It’s my place/space in
the world to Iisten, learn, and grow; as a person and as a
writer."”

Unlike Green, thriller-writer William Deverell (T/e Dance
of Shiva, McClelland & Stewart) is “‘not sure” why he lives
where he lives. He's joking, of course,

First, where do 1 live? 1 live in an eight-sided, peak-roofed cedar
mandala that the locals refer to with a snide fondness as the
white man's tepee and which is surronnded by (a) Douglas fir,
red cedar, and arbutus tregs, (b) an organic garlic garden, (c)
mountain bluffs with views of Vancouver 15 miles to the north
and the Olympic peninsula to the south, and (d) the ocean, which
is everywhere because where I live is on an island, population
1,000, climate mild in winter, hot in summer (cactus grows here),
rainfall one-ha)f that of Vancouver, which is a two-hour ferry
ride away or 15 minutes by float plane, my nearest neighbour
being a half a mile away, the friendly local neighbourhood bar
another half mile away, by the government dock where my litile
day-sailer is berthed, and let's see, there are freshwater lakes for
swimming, shecp on the roads, seals in the bays, wrens in the
eaves, deer in the backyard, but lacking are mosquitoes, black
flies, maranding wolves, and door-to-door encyclopedia
salespersons.

It’s hard to avoid the truism that British Columbia is
Shangri-La. Take Lyn Hancock, She’d returned home to B.C.
after a three-year trip around the world, and became engaged
to a biologist on their first date — aboard *'a float plane above
an eagle’s nest on a forested island in the wilderness of the west
coast. . . . Hancock nested at Mifl Bay on Vancouver Island,
where she spends her winters writing books like Love Affair
with a Cougar (Doubleday).

I am still on the sea with a view of ice-capped MI. Baker and the

Gulf Islands as I was for the years of Seal and Raccoon and

Cougar and Ape. 1 am distanced in time and space from those

days at Island View Beach, but I still enjoy the same view, both

physically and spiritually.

Beyond Hancock's window sea lions and harbour seals are a
common sight; a resident great blue heron feeds nearby. The
bay is “*ribboned with birds.”’ But lest we strive to buy out this




nature writer, she admits to having the occasional problem
with her property.

Onu Friday the 13th the house toppled from a height of 20 feet
with me in it, Uninsured in such a construction accident, it went
in splintcts to the dump. Another house rose in its place but that
Tiad problems too. But each day brings grist to the writing mill
and thanks to a strong sense of humour and a feeling of destiny
or predestination, 1 remain here on the water in-Mill Bay with my
mountains, my islands, my seals and eagles and otters. Was it
Somersct Maugham who covered. his distractions by walling in
his windows? I don’t have the discipline for that. I live where I
live because 1t is my life.

Hancock lives among animals; the playwright David
Freeaman {Creeps, University of Toronto Press} confesses to
Deinz one. He lives in Montreal because

I um a North American human. Victim of four seasons, I ntust
ducll in an enclosed area, It serves to keep me warm fall, winter,
and spring. In summer, it is my refuge from the hot rays of the
sUil.

Somc may think that I equate myself to an animal. Some may
say that [ do not look farther than my nose. Others may even
find these views too simple. But if 1 am asked why I live where I
five, I cannot fie. I may be only an animal in nature.

lan McLachlan (Hefen in Exlle, McClelland & Stewart),

lives in Ennismark, Ont. If Freeman is philosophical,”

NicLachlan is positively metaphysical. He contributes a poem
called **Mieditation on the Capadian Void — Chemong Lake,
1934%°:

For the nuthematician the core

of exparicnce is rero think of them those poor
old romans with no

norhing Just a dull

Jfinitude of alphabetical insfants

connting on fingers one after one after one
around and around in the rut forever with no

concept of forever no

norhing no infirity

if, sav. it was the arab

zcro the cipher that made the whole and the void
sitmultancously present that freed

sciznce from the ireadmill of

ropotition induction

then for us perhaps in our own

uiomentary sequences of cause and effect and
accident this continent becomes the way

o lool: beyond thar mere that roman
ropelition of repeated fragments

Jrom an old world full of ruins

of bits and pieces waiting and wheezing

Jor somne foundation to give them

shape Jrom that impossible past I Jet

this land this lal:¢ ok
canada be my rero,

R.A.D. Ford (Needle in the Eye, Mosaic) a poet, translator,
and former ambassador to the Soviet Union, has lived almost
cverywhere, but now makes his home in Southern France
“because | have a form of muscular atrophy that makes cop-
inz with the Canadian winter almost impossible, Florida did
not attract. France did, partly because I am bilingual, partly
beeause of the artistic and intellectual stimulation of living and
working here. The choice of the Bourbonnais was pure
chance. We [Ford and his wife Thereza] happened to find the
place we wanted at an affordable price.”*

Fair enough. Perhaps the last word should be left to fiction-
vriter Leo Simpson (Kowaiski’s Last Chance, Irwin): ““I live in
Madoc, Ont., because nobody knows how to get here.” O
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A sense of place

Lilze the early explorers' maps, John Robert Colombo's
view of Canada’s literary geography perfectly
delineates some places but strangely distorts others

B George Galt

Conadian  Literary Landmarks, by
John Robert Colombo, Hounslow
Press, iflustrated, 318 pages, $35.00
cloth (ISBN 0 88882 0739).

LICE AN EVENING of Trivial Pursuit,
reading Colombo’s quirky new reference
bool: begins as pgood entertainment.
Colorabo has sorted an awesome quan-
tity of material into these pages, and
there are tidbits that will probably sur-
prise even quite Lnowledgeable fol-
lowers of CanLit. I learned that the
American poet Elizabeth Bishop spent
her childhood in Great Village, N.S.,
and that John Malcolm Brinnin (who
wrote Dylan Thomas in America) was
born in Halifax. Brian Mulroney's birth-
place, Baie Comeau, was named after
Mapoléon-Alexandre Comeau, a physi-
cian and naturalist who wrote Life and
Sport on the North Shkore in 1909. Com-
eau is one of several French-Canadian
vriters who have been immortafized in -
place-names. English-speaking Canada,
as one would guess, thinks less of its
own vwriters and more of the mother
country’s. We have a Shelley Lake, a
Trollopz Lake, 2 Carlyle Lake, but no
Eark: Bimey Boulevard. Perhaps they
bave to be dead. Or American — Saul
Bellow, Canadian-born and alive in
Chicago, has a library named after him
in Montreal’s partly anglophone suburb,
Lachine.

Colombo’s reach is staggering, and
sometimes he does stumble. This kind of
reference book is almost too much for
one mind to prepare. It arrives unfunded
by any arts council and unsubsidized by
amajor publisher. So it is very much one
man's view of Canada’s literary geo-
graphy, like the early explorers’ maps
that perfectly delineated some places but
strangely distorted others.

The eriteria for entry in this book are
loose and ultimately frustrating for any
reader who expects a definitive carto-
graphy. In his introduction Colombo
describes the work as “‘an illustrated
guide to places in the country with
literary associations. . . . The sites
embrace places of birth, principal resi-
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dences, points of Inspiration, locales
transformed by imaginative acts, and
final resting places.” For the author to
include a piece of information *‘it had to
be either important or interesting.” I
discovered that what is interesting to the
author is not ahvays so for me. Fair
enough. Colombo’s fascination with
spiritualists and science-fiction writers
places them on his map. There are also
many obscure 19th-century poetasters
and pot-boiler writers who appear.
Though these figures are on the margins
of literature, they do belong in a broad
and complete encyclopedia of literary
places. But too many important land-
marks have been omitted from Colom-
bo’s book for me to agree with his
generosity of squatters’ rights for all
these minor wordsmiths.

All major cities, as well as many towns
and localities, are included. The text is
arranged alphabetically in 12 sections,
covering the provinces and territories
from east to northwest. Of the larger
centres, Toronto receives the most satis-
factory treatment, though even there

some landmarks are arbitrarily ignored.
Theatres are given short shrift. Toronto
Workshop Productions gets its own
listing complete with address. Tacked
onto this entry is a brief nod to Theatre
Passe Muraille and Tarragon Theatre,
without any mention of their buildings,
both of which are surely more important
than, say, Lac Zola in Quebec. No list-
ing is given the Toronto Free Theatre or
Adelaide Court. Both operate out of re-
cycled structures — originally a gas-
works and a court house — that are in

themselves landmarks. Colombo gives
Toronto’s Annex neighbourhood a
separate mention, but does not say one
of the city’s most famous writers, Jane
Jacobs, lives there. I find it odd that
Maclean’s magazine is covered, but not
the more literary Saturday Night. And
don’t write Larry Zolf at 42 Balsam
Avenue. He lives 20 digits up. But these
are minor flaws in an otherwise erudite
and energetic literary survey of the city.

Slightly less satisfying are the entries
on Montreal. Shouldn’t the boyhood
home of Canada’s best-known writer be
in this book? Colombo includes the
Maison Cormier,
recently acquired Art Deco townhouse
on Pine Avenue, but not -the family
house in Outremont with which he was
associated until a few years ago. Gérard
Pelletier, prominent journalist,
memoirist, and Liberal politician is no-
where mentioned, nor is René Lévesque,
another writer who went into politics.
Leonard Cohen’s graffiti-like poems
“Marita/Please Find Me/I Am Almost
Thirty,”” which remained scratched on a
wall outside The Bistro café on Moun-
tain Street through the 1960s (by
Cohen’s own hand, according to local
legend), is worth noting. So is Sir Hugh
Allan’s house, Ravenscrag, which now
houses the Neurological Institute of the
Royal Victoria Hospital. . Curioosly,
Colombo mentions the institute and its
most famous doctor, Wilder Penfield,
but ot the building, There is not in the
Montreal section the intimate sense of
place that the author achieves for

" Toronto.

I found most irritating Colombo’s
treatment of Ottawa. Politicians who
have their speeches printed are not
necessarily writers, but many of them
before or after their political careers
write influential, if not always aestheti-
cally pleasing, books. The same is true
of civil servants. Lester Pearson, for
example, a competent and sometimes
elegant autobiographer, is ignored in the
Ottawa section, as is the brilliant
memoirist Charles Ritchic. Colombo
misses one of the preat literary land-

Pierre Trudeau’s
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roarl:s of Canada when he shuns Laurier
House, where Mackenzie King wrote his
Jater diarics. One can still see the
cramped study at the top of the house
with the desk where King worked, super-
vised by a portrait of his mother.
(Colombo’s Interest in the occult, if not
in politics, ought to have won this room
mention.) O.D. Skelton, who appears
under his birthplace, Orangeville, Ont.,
as “an Ottawa mandarin in the 1920s
and 19305 would more appropriately
te listed under Ottawa with an acknow-
Iedgement of the two political bio-
graphies he wrote, much admired at the
time. In general Colombo shows not
much interest in political writers, a gap
that hurts the Ottawa section much more
than the rest of the book.

Again in Ottawa, several theatres go
unrecognized. The Great Canadian
Theatre Company, the Ottawa Little
Theatre, and the National Arts Centre,
all of which have premiered original
Canadian drama and operate from their
own buildings, are unlisted.

An odd blind spot of this book is its
faflure to credit the architects of many
of the [andmarks listed, and indeed its
failare to include architectural criticism
as litcrature. Jean Claude Marsan, who
has written one of the finest works of
[ocal architectural history in North
America (translated as Aontreal in
Evolution) belongs in these pages. So do
the architectural historians Anthony
Adamson and Marion MacRae, who
van a 1975 Governor General’s Award
for their boolk Hallowed Walls. The
Montreal architect Percy Mobbs, who
kAt his stamp on the McGill campus, s
an obvious contender too. These are
only a few examples. My point Is that in
a volume ostensibly devoted to literary
landmarl:s, a knowledge of architectural
history should play some part.

On the other hand, perhaps the
author has misnamed this book. Iis
eccentrieities of inclusion and omission
sugzest to me that he should have
retained the style of his earlier reference
boolks and titled this one Cofombo’s.
And the text is nol so much about Jand-
marks as about places, often places con-
siderably larger than a single building —
towns, cities, regions. The title is a little
migleading.

There are personal touches in some
eatries that malke this both more and less
thon an objective reference book. My
favourite example is ““Timmins . . .
vhat the town brings to mind is the story
*A Little Dinner at Timmins's® (1848),
by \William Mal:epeace Thackeray (1811-
1363), in which an easy-going barrister,
Fitzroy Timmins, is induced by his wife,
Rosa, to give a dinner-party bevond
their means.’” That is not what comes to
12y mind, dear reader, and probably not

to yours, when we think of Timmins, the
mining capital of northern Ontario, but
that’s what came 10 Colombo. It says
more about {he author than about the
city, and he might retort: why not? Ap-
proached with the caveat that many of
the entries are similarly arbitrary, Col-
ombo’s new book can make pleasant
browsing. O
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Vile
buddies

By Douglas Glover

Tourists, by Richard B. Wright,
Macmillan, 180 pages, $16.95 cloth

(ISBN 0 7715 9825 4).

THE IMPLICIT theme or subtext of
Richard B. Wright’s latest novel js
nothing less than the decline of the West
(epitomized by - Anglo-Canadian good
‘taste), corrupt within and beset by
Americans from without, Like Evelyn
Waugh, Wright is essentially a conser-
vative humourist whose characters stand
benuwmbed, driven to eccentricity or
madness by the contemporary decay of
values — the world of plaster lawn orna-
ments, baton twirlers, and shoddy
Broadway musicals.

The protagonisi-narrator of Tourists
is Philip Bannister, a private-school
teacher who belongs to that snoity,
anglophile, mid-Atlantic-accented class
of Canadian which aspires to drape itself
in Britannia’s cast-off cloak of gentility.
For spring break, he and his inveterately
unfaithful, Australian-born wife, Joan,
journey to Cozumel off the Yucatan
coast, where they are befriended by the
Hackers, a couple from Lincoin,
Nebraska, who happen to be staying in
the same resort hotel.

Ted Hacker is everything that Philip
Bannister hates, a brash, abrasive,
American pill salesman who wears his
poverty of spirit on his sleeve, lies,
bullies, cheats at board games, and hints
maddeningly at outré erotic
shenanigaps. Driven berserk by the com-
bination of Midwest bonhomie, jocular
violence, and sexual intrigue, Bannister
slaughters the Hackers along with his
wife, immuring them in an undergronnd
storage room from which their dying
screams rise like “‘the shrieks of the
damned.’”’ The novel closes with Ban-
nister sentenced to 99 years in 2 Mexjcan
prison, which seems to suit him just fine
insofar as its order and tranquillity come
close to replicating the institutional co-
coon of the boys’ school he left behind.

Tourists is a cleverly constructed
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novel vith a form that is satisfyingly cir-
<ular. The internal structure — the story
line — begins and ends with Bannister
happily confined and teaching within an
institution (school-prison). The external
structure — the narration — begins and
ends with the murder. Wright does this
by splitting the story line into two parts:
the story of the five days of vacation in
Cozumel leading up to the murder and
the story of the aftermath, Bannister’s
arrest, trial, and imprisonment. Then he
uses the aftermath as a frame for the
story of the murder.

By opening with Banaister’s arrest
and confession, Wright sacrifices the
element of surprise, but what he loses in
suspense he gains in dramatic irony. The
main action unfolds in a series of
reminiscences that, on their own, might
seem thin and repetitive. Yet since we
know these characters are about to die,
we observe each speech and nuance all

the more keenly. The reader is driven on F

not 0 much by the desire to know what
happens next as by the questions: Why
did he kill them? How did he get into
this mess?

Flashes of the humane wit that made
Wright’s earber book The Weekend,
Man 30 justly famouns occur in Tourists,
but perhaps not with the frequency one
might have hoped for. There is 2 pair of
delightful maiden aunts who abandon
the Echemian life of New York 1o bring
up the motherless Bannister. There is a
moving meditation on the evanescence
of [ove and sexual trivmph as Bannister
watches a young hockey player who has
just cuckolded him click his heels in the
snow outside his apartment. And there is
a line of inspired dottiness when, during
the orgy scene, Bannister becomes sud-
denly vrorried over the fate of his polka-
dot boxer shorts.

Then, like a man awakening to finger
bandages, I placed my hand above my
right ear and realized that I was indeed
wearing them on my head. I lack the
gilts to express the happiness afforded
me by this discovery.

Best of all is a wonderfully premoni-
tory passage in which Bannisters mad
father is discovered naked in front of the
houss impersonating a plaster lawn
ornament In what his aunts describe as
“a witty and pointed statement about
bad taste.”’ This *““statement” (inciden-
tally, a set-piece expressing the implicit
theme) along with the old man’s incar-
ceration in a mental institution resonates
throughout Tourists and prepares the
reader for Bannister’s own fate.

They [the aunts] also assured me that he

[the father] would be far happier in an

institutfon. As Aunty Fay said, “The

mad, my dear Philip, often understand
these things better than the rest of us.”

Tourists is more farcical and less
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realistic than The Weekend Man, and
some readers may count that a weak-
ness. Private-school instructors are
stock figures of fun; so are dumb
blondes, sexually hyperactive Australian
women with horse teeth, and pill sales-
men from Lincoln — they appeal to the
lowest common denominator of yuks. I
also found myself wincing at the over-
abundance of out-of-date slang (‘““old
bean,” '‘good gravy,” “*piffle,” “party
poop™*), which, I suppose, is meant to be
funny. But dead language is still dead on
the page even when used ironically.
Touirists is a prolonged and genteel howl
of rage — the narrator expressing his-
Waugh-like horror of the bourgeoisie —
that often turns into a guffaw or a gig-
gle. But it sometimes comes uncomfor-
tably close to resembling that which it
attempts to pillory. O

Everything
under the sun

By Alberto Mangusl
E(Ludies of the House, by Sandra Bird-

1l, Turnstone Press, 170 pages, $8.95
aper (1SBN 0 88801 092 3).

ABOVE THE *‘shoebox of a town' that
Sandra Birdsell sets out to map in
“Moonlight Sonata™ (the fourth of 10
stories that make up this book) is the
sky, a blanketing Manitoba sky with its
ends tucked in below the horizon. This
sky not only covers: it imprisons, sets
limits, makes rules, becomes the glass
cage under which Birdsell’s human
specimens burrow. Digging themselves
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deeper and deeper into the soil, these
characters create their own reality: a
reality furrowed by customs, delusions,
hopes. All seem to be waiting for some-
thing to happen — a change, a sudden
movement that will prove to them that
they are alive.

As they watch (from the distance of
memory, from childhood or middle-age
— the old are probably past caring) they
describe what they see. The pathos is
born from the fact that they are unable
to recognize this description as the world
they themselves have created. Birdsell
has placed these unconscious architects
of reality between two mirrors — the
past and the fature — and they cast
reflections of themselves ad infinitum,
always unaware that it is their own
image they are secing. *“Why are yon
here?*’ hisses a woman observed by the
narrator of “Toronto Street.” “What
has this got to do with you?™

Not only do these characters not want
to recognizé themselves, they do not
want to be recognized by others. And yet
their disguises are flimsy: even childsen
see throngh them. In the opening story,
*“The Bride Doll,”* two girls play a wed-
ding game in which they do not believe,
““We collected toadstools and laid them
out on wild rhubarb leaves for the
wedding feast. Do you take this man as
your [awful wedded husband? I asked.
Do you take this woman to be your
awful wife? Virginia would say, laugh-
ing, spoiling the ceremony.'” The
ceremony is always spoilt in Birdsell
country.

The real wedding that follows in the
same story is also a masquerade, this
time even more poorly disguised than
the children’s game. ““On Lena’s blue-
black head, attached with many pins,
was an ivory lace curtain. Her dress
appeared to be a bedsheet gathered at
the waist with a man’s necktie. The
flowers were plastic and coated with
dust.” And then: “ ‘Pity the poor
thing." I thought I heard my mother’s
voice."”

The children’s game is framed by this
wedding, and both are framed by the
relationship of the narrator’s parents,
whose masks are wearing thin. After the
father has tried to level the floors of
their house (to make it ““look®* right, to
“keep up appearances’’) by jacking up
the whole structure, the china cupboard.
collapses, breaking the mother’s [ast
dishes. ““But it was ail I had,’” she says.
It was all I had Ieft.”

Even the langnage assumes disguises:
arguments become soliloquies, dialognes
become letters. “The Bird Dance™ — a
family portrait done entirely in letters —
underlines the incapacity to say things
face-to-face. Confession must be
achieved through a sheet of paper, as if
through the lace-like grating of the con-
fessional. This lattice, this veil, is also
see-through, necessary to preserve the
intention of good manners, of civilized
behaviour. But even after the veil is
plerced there is still no recognition. In-
Birdsell’s world, disguises are moving
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because they are ineffective.

Deiuded, trapped beneath the enor-
mous sky, the characters can still breed
love: out of surprise (as in ““Dreaming of
Jeannie’”) or memory (*Ladies of the
House™) or even desertion. In *“Falling
in Love" the narrator has been aban-
doned by her restless lover Larry. Now
she stands on a highway after taking the
wrong bus, thinking of Larry’s mother
and of Satan, the rabbit Larry be-
¢ueathed her {a rabbit: the classical sym-
bol of sexual love and passive fear).
From her emptiness rises her need, and
from her need the ghost of Larry (or is
he real?) who in the end comes tapping
at her window (as in the country song)
and eclopas with her. In “*Dreaming of
Jeannie” disguise (the young wife tries
on a new make-up she hopes will make
her look like Barbara Eden) and decep-
tion (the voung husband- cheats at his
exams) Jead not to despair but to joy. A
few of the stories have happy endings.

The endings (happy or otherwise) are
not really important. For that reason the
10 stories seem lilie sections of a larger,
ongoing canvas. What counts is that
there is no outcome: time here is cir-
cular, likke the Manitoba horizon. This
characteristic 18 not [imited by .the
borders of the province. In “Niagara
Faolls™ the wife, having witnessed the
death of her husband — a farmer intent

on preserving his land — fails, as he did,
to overpower nature. Faced with the
falls themselves (Nature as its own sym-
bol) all the reader knows is that she will
choose her own end, not what that end
will be. The last lines read: “*She would
go to see the falls. She would hold onto
the railing or she would let herself go.
Whatever she did, she would do
willingly.” .

It is memory that becomes the source

" of truth in these stories — memory,

because it determines reality by creating
the past on which the real world stands.
“It’s strange,” says the narrator-witness
in the title story, “*what happens to time
when you can do that, look at old
photographs like that and remember
dates and events and people’s names and
the nice things but forget about mos-
quitoes and can’t remember what the
present month is or where you went
yesterday.” Memory allows for as many
realities as there are characters: in
“Ladies of the House™ neither the
grown-up narrator, nor herself as a
child, nor her boyfriend as he was then
and as he is now — none see the boy’s
father’s illicit relationship as the reader
sees it through their memory. It is in
these kaleidoscope images that Birdsell
excels. )

Rolling the kaleidoscope is always a
witness governed by the laws of conse-

quence. “‘Play with maiches, get
burned. Jump off a roof, suffer
gravity,”® The typical Birdsell witness is
Truda (in ““Toronto Street”), who after
[eaving her husband watches the workd
opposite her veranda: the Chinese stu-
dent in the apartment block across the
street; a man and a woman ““bathed in a
slice of light as they stepped out from
the house next door”; the coffin of a
child — a reminder that Truda will not
have children, that she will be the passive
recipient of the world’s road show.

Truda had nothing; Lureen (in
“Spring Cleaning’) had everything.
Both see only through the mirroring
glass placed in front of them. Lureen,
failing to grasp the destruction of her
own world, Is nevertheless fascinated
(and then disappointed) by Velikovsky’s
theory of “worlds in collision.” Lureen
can See the universe, but not her own
small world. She misses her childhood
ceremonies, the Easter eggs, the Paska
bread. *““Customs give your kids some-
thing to be depressed about when they
grow up,” decrees her friend, but
Lureen is not convinced. There is some-
thing she misses, and she feels she may
be cheating her children out of
memories. Customs: an established
history, nothing like the step-by-step
reality that she (like all Birdsell people)
has had to build.
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Birdsell’s anthropological eye serves
well the study of mankind she has set out
to vrite. There are no judgements in
these chronicles, no author’s morals.
The writing is smooth, paved with
down-to-zarch images that make use of
her characters® own voices instead of the
voice of a superior Author. The author
reamains aloof, but moved, concerned,

and nevertheless silent. There is gentle

-patience in. her descriptions, the

methodical thoroughness of a good-
natured god who loves her children. A
few of her characters appeared in her
previous collection, but that is irrele-
vant. Each story addresses a new issue,
as wide as the story itself. These pieces
cannot be labelled according to themes

— ‘'greed,’’ <‘dissatisfaction,’’
“‘revenge,”’ “‘despair,’’ ““contentment.’’
They are all there, but interwoven,
coloured by the grey of that enormous
sky, ever-present. This richness alone
makes Ladies af the House a remarkable
achievement, and confirms Birdsell’s
position as one of the best short-story
writers in the Janguage. O

CFEATURE REVIEW ]

Coming of age

In yoking images of Innocence with a
grown-up frankness, some young adult novels can
satisfy readers of any generation

&v Llary Alncllie Smith

ITERATURE FOR adolescents, like
the state of adolescence itself, is

for classification and discussion.
Stucl somewhere between adult
fiction and stories written for peo-
ple who are clearly still children,
thése books, labelled “‘juvenile”
or “young adult,”” present con-
tradictions even on the surface.
They are packaged to appeal to

are eye-catching in obvious ways, col-
ourful and representational. The il-
lustration usuafly shows an attractive
teenaze couple, looking either blissfully
happy or broodingly romantic. Often
the text is presented in a large-print,
short-chapter format. They are rarely
more than 200 pages long.

This <simplicity of visual presentation
seems at odds with the frankness of
much of the language and the complexi-
1y of many of the epidsodes described,
Of course, adolescence is a complex
period of life, and the best and most
sensitive of these stories make good use
of a straightforward, economical ap-
prozch to deal directly with all the highly
charged emotions and critical decisions
associoted with these years of maturing.

Iievin Major’s Thirly-six Exposures
{Dovbleday, 156 pages, $14.95 cloth)
enhances the reputation earned by his
previous bouols for honesty and percep-
tion in writing about young people.
With Lorpne, his central character,
Iajor presents a convincing portrait of
a boy in transition — almost free from
the ties of childhood, almost an adult
and on his own, Lorne is in his Izst few
veeks of high school and much of him
has already grown beyond the small
Nevfoundland outport where he has
lived ail his life. At the beginning of the
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hard to place in simple categories

! youngsters. Their jacket covers -

book, he climbs to the lookout above
Marten, his town, 50 that he can look
down on all of it, getting a total view,
putting it in context for himself and for
the reader and at the same time, actually
and symbolically, distancing himself
from it.

Lorne is a photographer, and his
camera provides the framework for the
book — 36 exposures, 36 episodes in
Lorne's story. Mostly they focus on his
relationships with friends, teachers, and
family, but they also include glimpses
deep inside Lorne through the intensely
personal poetry he secretly writes,

These last weeks of school should be
easy ones for Lorne. He is bright, vir-
tually assured of graduating with high
marks, and his family is in a position to
send him to university if he decides to
go. His future is open, promising, filled
with many paossibilities, unlike that of
Trevor, his brash and seemingly carefree
classmate who expects to remain in
Marten, fishing like his father, hoping
for enough weeks® work to draw unem-
ployment insurance,

But Lorne seems to seek complica-
tions. With mixed motivation, he leads a
class revolt against an old-fashfoned and
rigid history teacher, who is only weeks
away from retirement. This gains Lorne
considerable status among his peers, but
puts his academic record in jeopardy,
much o his parents’ concern. However,
what his parents feel no longer has any
positive effect on Lorne. He has become
an uneasy boarder in his home, is irri-
tated by his family, and sees their well-
meaning advice as interference. He
spends more and more time with Trevor,
whose social life involves cars, girls,
drinking, and smoking up. At the same
time, Lorne develops a relationship with
a new girl-friend who is both sym-

pathetic and intelligent, but his deepen-
ing feclings for her complicate, rather
than ease, his life.

Still, things seem to move smoothly
forward for Lorne; he will graduate and
leave Marten easily behind. But then, on
the night of his graduation party, a
violent accident throws his life into a dif-
ferent focus and he begins to realize how
events can have consequences reaching
far into his future.

Another stbry about trying to leave
home is Snow Apples, an impressive first
novel by Mary Razzell (Groundwood,
160 pages, $7.95 paper). Sheila Brary is
also in her last year of high school. But
in this story, set on Vancouver Island in
the period immediately following the Se-
cond World War, Sheila has to fight to
continue her education and to fulfil her
ambition to become a nurse. She is the
only girl in a family of five children and
very much at odds with her mother, a
woman totally dissatisfied with her own
life. Mrs. Brary, batiling poverty and at-
tempting to raise her family with Ettle
help from her philandering husband,
bitterly asks Sheila at one point, ““Why
should it be any different for you?** She
sees no reason for Sheila to finish high
school and no reason for her ¢o expect
anything other than early marriage and a
[ifetime of demeaning work.

But Sheila has more than her mother
and this restricted view of women to
overcome, She is attractive and admit-
tedly boy-crazy. Almost inevitably she
becomes pregnant, and must decide on
her own what to do. At this point the
story becomes less credible. Sheila has
been presented as a sensitive and percep-
tive person. She i5 only 16 years old and
bhas had a Roman Catholic upbringing.
However, she apparently has no doubts
about what to do, and her decision




seems to be nelther difficult nor painful
to malke. She will — and does — get rid
of the baby, and the description of her
sel{dnduced abortion is graphic and
disturbing. Then, after a brief period of
monrning, Sheila's life continues in the
direerion she vwants, leaving the reader
vith the urcomfortable feeling that such
a2 harowing event should have had
preater physical and emotional after-
effcets.

“rinaners is another good first novel,
by Marv-Ellen Lang Collura (Western
Praducer Prairie Books, 130 pages,
$7.95 paper). The 1S5-year-old hero,
Jordy Threebears, has a different prob-
iem; he isn’t leaving home but trying to

return, Until he was seven, Jordy lived i
on Ash Creek Blackfoot Reserve in M

Alberta. But after his mother was
murdered by a drunken white man and
his zrandfather sent to prison for an act
of vepgeance, Jordy lives in a succession
of foster bomes. After his grandfather’s
release they are reunited, but both man
and boy have years of bitterness and
loneliness to overcome.

Their mutual love of horses draws
them together and also forces them into
contact with others who are willing to be
their friends. Jordy's grandfather gives
him a wild mare for a Christmas present
and he gentles her and learns to ride. At
the ¢limax of the story, Jordy and his
mare enter an exciting and exhausting
100-mile endurance race, trying to prove
azainst all odds that they can be win-
RETS.

Rachel, in Nobedy Aslked Rie, by
Elizabeth Brochmann (Lorimer, 132
pages, $12.95 cloth, $5.95 paper), also
struggles to belong. She has been raised
on an isolated forestry station in the in-
terior of Vancouver Island with only her
parents and jmaginary friends for com-
paay. Then suddenly, when she is 13,
her parents go on a trip, leaving her on a
mainland coastal village with strangers
— independent and brusque Aunt Ev,
her mother’s best friend, and living
nearby in a mazvellous floating house,
Uncle Sharly: shabby, eccentric, a
bouncer at the local dance hall, and the
family black sheep. Feeling lonely and
insecure, Rachel tries to match up Aunt
Ev and Uncle Sharky, but he is much
more interested in the buxom, red-
headed ticket-taker at the danee hall —a
woman, Rachel feels sure, with a **soiled
reputation.” Rachel js disturbed and
jealous until she is diverted by a new in-
terest, her growing friendship with the
ticl:et-tal:er’s nephew, a 15-year-old boy
whao is also lonely and in need of friends.

Nobody Asked Me does aot make as
hard an impact as Brechmann’s first
novel, Nhat's the Matter, Girl? Still, it
is very pleasing, a whimsical and sen-
sitive investigation of a young girl’s feel-

ings as she starts to be independent and
to see herself and her family in a new
perspective, )

Kevin Major has objected to being
labelled “*a young adult novelist,”’ con-
tending that any good novel, regardless
of the age of its main characters, should
be able to stand on its own. These four
books support that contention. They
look like — and are — books intended
for the adolescent market. But they
needn’t be restricted to that category.
They are worth looking for in the
“young adult’® sections of book stores
and libraries, because they all have some-
thing to offer any mature reader.

Jewel in

the crown

By Roy lilacLaren

Eldorado: Canada’s National Ura-
pium Company, by Robert Bothwell,
University of Toronto Press, 470 pages,
$24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 8020 3414 4).
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THIS BOOX is an excellent example of
what a corporate history should be. But
it is also much else, It is a perceptive and
lively account of how public policy is
made. As Bothwell rightly notés, *“The
history of Canadian uranivm mining is
the story of a highly political, if not poli-
ticized, industry.’> More precisely,
Eldorado offers not only a First-rate
account of the origins and growth of the
Canadian uranium induostry but also in-
sights into the role and management of
crown corporations — state enterprises
that have gradually developed a pecu-
liarly Canadian character. And such
insights are not simply historical; Both-
well’s observations should be in the
minds of all those in Ottawa now con-
templating the role and management of
crown corporations in our economic and
social future, '

Bothwell, one of Canada's leading
political historians and the co-author of
C.D. Howe’s biography (admirable
preparation for the writing of
Eldorado), has surmounted a difficalt
challenge: in plain English he makes the
technical side of uranium mining and
refining and marketing intelligible to the
layman. As a result, the general reader
gains a major insight into the constant
interplay of the technical difficulties and
limitations of uranium production, the
military alliance interests of Canada,

and the methods by which Ottawa

sought to give expression to those inter-
ests in the creation and the daily
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Talks with Layton, Coben, Smart,
Findley...

IN THEIR WORDS:
Interviews with Fourteen
Canadian Writers

Bruce Meyer & Brian O'Riordan
Photographs, bibliographies
$12.95 paper

Canada’s leading philosopher. ..

ENGLISH-SPEAKING
JUSTICE

George Grant

$3.95 paper

House of Anansi Press
35 Britain Street, Toronto,
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Nery FieHloz

MAUD'S HOUSE — Williom GoughThis netr
novel by a brillinnt talent in getting mve
reviews acroas Cannda. It is the story of o
vronderfully ous and beoutiful
woman in 2 Newfoundland outport.

$9.95 paperback

Spacisl Besls fer Clilldres

THE WOMAN WITH THE EGGS — Hans
Christign Andersen
Breokvrater proudly precants to the children
of Canadn and the United States thistimelass
classic, This is the fint North American
publication. A kardcover book with bzautiful
illustrations, a splzndid addition to your
child’s library (8-12 year-olds)
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LITTLE SNOVWSHOE— Ellen Bryan Obed &
Bill Ritchie

A brilliant combination of an established
writer of children’s stories and a talented
visual artist from Labrador. This new book is
published-in an international ¢o-edition. An
attractive and special work for only $5.95.
Recommended for 2-5 year olds.
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Seneca College Presents

HOW TO WRITE AND SELL
YOUR SCREENPLAY

Topics Include:
o Creating and developlng original charocrers
o Key structural devices
o Effective scene writing
s Marketing your screenplay
o Getting and working with an agent
o Working outside the Los Angeles area

The Instructor:

Michael Hauge is the President of his own independent Hollywood pro-
duction company — Hilltop Productions. He Is also currently the Stoff Pro-
ducer for Robert Guenette Productions. Previously, he wos the Director of
Creative Affalrs for Zev Braun Pictures, where he developed the motion
pictures ‘The Rig" and ‘Chromium Yellow'. Pdor to that, he worked as
Executive Story Editor for Henry Joffe Enterprises, where he participated in
developing mavies for television. These lnclu&ed: ‘Aunt Mary’, starring Jean
Stapleton, and "When She Was Bad', starring Cheryl Lodd.

Michoel Hauge has conducted screenwrlting seminars In. more than
nwenty cities in the United Stotes. His two-day seminor offered at Seneca
last year was an astounding success. Seneca Is pleased to be able to offer
this program once again.

JUNE 1 and 2, 1985 §5125.
Seneca College, Newnham Campus, 1750 Finch Ave. East, In North York,

5 | LEARN HOW TO WRITE _O%X
= USING A COMPUTER

*‘ . Seneca’s Markham Information Centre provides a wide selection of . %K
microcomputer  courses.  Wordpracessing programs  offered  include
Multimate and Wordstar. Each student has their own IBM Personal Com--
puter to learn on. Step-by-step Instruction Is given, and classes are limited
o a maximurm of 135 to ensure each partidpant receives indivdual atten-
tion.
Evening Courses — as well os one-day workshops — will be held at the
MARKHAM INFORMATION CENTRE, 8525 McCowan Road, in Markham,
OTHER PROGRAMS FOR WRITERS OFFERED BY THE CONTINUING
EDUCATION DIVISION OF SENECA COLLEGE INCLUDE,

o Freelance Wiiting ¢ Creatlve Wiiting
For more Information,
<all the Condnuing Education Division at 493-4 144

g SENECA COLLEGE

OF AFPLIED ARTS AND TECHNOLOGY

(=)
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management of a crown corporation.

The heroes of the story are, in a sense,
the two pioneers of radium and hence
uranium production in Canada, the
brothers Charlic and Gilbert LaBine.
Farm boys from Renfrew, Ont., with
limited formal education, they sought —
and found — on the shores of Great
Bear Lale the picchblende from which
the precious radiem could be refined.
They wers not searching for uraniom (it
was only an unvanted by-product) but
rother for radium, prized for its ability
to treat certain inoperable cancers.
Europe and the Belgian Congo had
hitlirto bezn suppliers, but Great Bear
Lale, despite its inaccessability, had a
radium concentration that would, in
time, malke millions for the brothers and
Canada a prime source for both peaceful
and military uses of uranium,

Through the 1920s and 1930s the story
of the LaBines’ Eldorado Mining Co. is
foscinating enough, as the brothers
worlied to mine, refine, and transport
their precious radium from the North-
west Territories to their distant markets.
The story, however, becomes yet more
dramatic vith the advent of the Second
World War. In mid-1942, the British in-
formed MacKenzie King of the Anglo-
American development of a **weapon of
immense destructive force.’”* Uranium
was the essential element in the produc-
tion of the atomic bomb and Eldorado
vwas the principal source at hand for
uranium, Given the importance and
magnitude of the atomic bomb project,
it is not surprising that Ottawa moved to
seeure that source — and did so by soon
pationalizing the LaBines’ company.

The U.S. and Britain were in the
market for all the uranium that
Eldorado could produce: to mine it,
scarce resources both in material and
men had to be diverted from other pres-
sinn wartime needs; and ultimately the
sceurity of the Allies was seen as resting
on ils sure supply. In these circum-
stances, Oitawa reached the not surpris-
ing conclusion that the company could
not be left in private hands. Eldorado
would have to join the growing ranks of
crown corporations which C.D. Howe
was fostering to meet the military re-
quirements of both Canada and its
allies. Eldorado became a crown cor-
poration in 1942 (although Howe made
the Fact public only iwo years later).

When the war ended, Eldorado was a
flourishina crown corporation, well-
managed and full of promise for a post-
war world where nuclear energy might
play an increasingly important — and
peaceful — role. The Cold War, how-
cver, created even preater demand for
Cavadian uranium as the U.S. em-
barked upon a major weapons expan-
sion race with the Soviet Union.
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Uranium was readjly available only from
the Congo and Canada, and during the
1950s the U.S. would buy just about
every pound Canada could produce.
This meant, in turn, increased explora-
tion and expansion of Eldorado’s
facilities, including a new mine at
Beaverlodge in northern Saskatchewan,

“While the going was good, it was
very good indeed,”” writes Bothwell. “In
that whole period, 1946 to 1957, Howe
did not stick his hand into the company
to change any particular aspect of the
company’s business. It was up to the
board of directors. . . .”” But with the
achicvement by the Americans of their
weapons expansion and the development
of uranium sources elsewhere, demand
from Eldorado dropped off sharply.
Once a principal Canadian export,
uranium disappeared from among the
leading minerals, and the prospects were
for a sharp decline in the crown corpora-
tion's production, profits, and employ-
ment levels.

Bill Bennett, C.D. Howe’s first execn-
tive assistant who had become
Eldorado’s president, recommended
privatization and diversification. Howe
was enthusiastic, but the 1957 electon
brought the Conservatives to office with
more immediate priorities. Howe was
out, the Conservatives in and, as 1960
brings Bothwell’s account to a close, the
future of Eldorado is at best problem-
atical as the few remaining contracts are
stretched, pending some anticipated
relief from the demands of a growing
nuclear electricity generating industry.

One wants more, but Bothwell’s man-
date extends only to 1960. It is gratifying
his talent will now be applied to the yet

more daunting task of writing the
history of Atomic Energy of Canada. If
AECL’s history is as perceptive, good
humoured, and well-written as
Eldoradp, Bothwell will have set new
standards for Canadian corporate
histories. OJ
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Taking
sides

By Desmond Worion

Pralrle Fire: The 1385 MNorth-YVest
Rebellion, by Bob Beal and Rod
Macleod, Hurtig, 384 pages, $19.95

cloth (ISBN 0 88830 262 2).

Regardless. of how they started, prairie
fires were terrifying in their intensity
and very difficult to stop once they had
taken hold. After a brief but destructive
rampage, they would stop as quickly as
they had arisen.
THUS IT WAS, claim Beal and Macleod, in
1885. Some carelessness and incom-
petence, some bad Iuck and a few acts
on both sides as deliberate as setting a
match to dry grass, and the prairie fire
of rebellion roared across the Canadian
Northwest. Then, only seven weeks later
at Batoche, the flames were out. Like
other prairie fires, few Jasting traces
marked the path of the flames; the per-
manent scars were hidden in the psyches
of the vanquished and the viciors.

In a year in which authors, publishers,
and booksellers will all be straining to
exploit the centenary of Louis Riel and
his last, tragic exploit, readers should be
grateful that the first major book to
appear will probably be the best. Beal is
an accomplished Edmonton journalist;
Macleod is the author of the best book
on the North West Mounted Police.
Their collaboration ensures smooth if
undramatic prose, and a grasp of
sources that have grown exponentially in
the past decade or more.

Having made my own contribution to
the Riel industry some 15 years ago, 1
certainly welcome a successor. Thanks
largely to accursed federal doilars, the
study of native and Métis history has
become a massive and remunerative
activity. If Sir John A. Macdonald had
lavished only z small fraction of the
money made available in the Trudeau
era on Riel and his followers, there
might well have been little to study.

Instead, the greatest achievement of
Confederation — a Canadian dominion
from sea to sea — was fated to have its
ugly underside. The great railway was
completed and Canada’s destiny was
made manifest, but the effort over-
strained the Dominion’s finances and
her talent and humanity too. For the
native people and their Métis cousins,
there were only mean agreements and
cold-hearted or inept officials to enforce
them. -

In outline, the story has been told
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before. Indeed, half a century ago, in
The Birth of Western Cenada, George
Stanley established the conventional
view that the Rebellion of 1885 was
largely Otrawa’s fault. What Beal and
Macleod have done is to present the
most detailed and careful account of the
grievances of native people, Métis, half-
brecds, and whites so far offered to 2
non-specialist readership.

It is a story made more fascinating by
an incredible cast of characters, from
the noble Poundmaker to Tom Quinn,
the half-breed Indian agent who pre-
ferred death to the indignity of sur-
rendering government bacon. Among
bizarre figares in the drama is Riel’s On-
tario Protestant admirer, William
Jacl:son, content to sacrifice his religion
to please the Méts Jeader but not his
convictions as a Single Taxer. Riel,
himself, has been moved from centre
stage in an obvious effort by the authors
to depict the rebellion as a collective
effort. The astonishing and ultimately
fatal Métis inaction after Duck Lake,
claim Beal and Macleod, was not so
miuch the result of Riel’s leadership as of
the traditional defensive tactics with
which the Métis had worsted their
Indian enernies in earlier prairie battles.

Such an interpretation does some
damage to Gabricl Dumont’s reputation
as 2 guerrilla fighter. While the old buf-
falo hunter persuaded his biographer -——
and most historians — that he had
pleaded for the right to attack the
advancing Canadians, Beal and Macleod
find no evidence amidst the endless
minutes of the Exovedate, Riel’s coun-
cil. Like other old soldiers, perhaps Du-
mont was being wise after the event.

There were, of course, many old

soldiers after 1885, some of them even

more imaginative than Gabriel Dumont.
Perhaps because Macleod has edited
several such reminpiscences, he seems to
accept the views of some Canadian par-
ticipants as more than colour commen-
tary. Now and then Canadians have had
difficulty being fair to the elderly red-
faced commander who saw the North-
West campaign to an unexpectedly early
conclusion. General Middleton — *“Old
Fred” to his men — was the spitting
image of David Low’s creation, Colonel
Blimp. Real people are more complex
than cartoons. Middleton was pompous
but he was also shrewd, enterprising,
and more concerned for the lives of his
citizen soldiers than the Canadian politi-
cians who acted as militia colonels.
Lilie the iroops and most historians,
Beal and Macleod also ignore the incred-
ible logistical difficulties of the cam-
paign. DMuch of the solution was
provided, at a price, by the Hudson’s
Bay Company. Unlike the Canadian
Pacific Railway — which, the authors
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agree, was superfluous — the enormous
supply and transport organization of
““The Bay"* was probably the single most
decisive factor in the campaign.

In these conservative times, historians
some day may balance the prairie
perspective of Beal and Macleod with a
more sympathetic view of Sir John A.
Macdonald and his aging cofleagues,
beset with conflicting advice from offi-
cials, missionaries, and interested politi-
cians — to say nothing of the more

. immediate problems of a nationwide

recession, a stalled and bankrupt trans-
continental railway, and menacing
bankers. A century later, governments
are not above slashing the welfare
budget in the name of fiscal restraint.
Meanwhile, readers of Prairie Fire can
take pleasure in a book that refiects the
best of current scholarship. Old myths
and errors — including some I have
unwittingly repeated — have been firmly
but tactfully suppressed. A great deal of
nonsense about Riel’s trial and execu-
tion is not even given the credence of a

_ refutation. The truly shocking miscar-

riages of justice in the trials of the native
people are belatedly exposed. This is an
excellent book. It will be superseded —
but not soon. O

Honour
among thieves

By H.C. Campbell

Pirates and Outlaws of Canada
610-1932, by Harold Horwood and Bd
utts, Doubleday, 260 pages, $19.95
loth (ISEN 0 385 18373 9).

NOT KNOWN for adventures outside the
law, Canadians can now turn to a new
collection of bad men and bad acts that
should add spice to the blandness of
their history. In Pirates and Outiaws of
Canade, Horwood and Butts have
stayed away from the true nasties — the
FLQ bombers, the killers of the Beothuk
Indians of Newioundland, Clifford
Olson — and instead concentrated on
the quaint ruffian, the strong, in some
cases heroic, man who for one reason or
another chose to live beyond the law.

Despite their desperate deeds, most of
these men seem to have at least one qual-
ity that you could eater into the credit
column. Here are some of them.

John Phillips, during eight months in
1724, ran down and captured 33 fishing
ships on the Grand Banks. Yet he with
four other pirates signed a pact that pro-

vided for compensation to those crew
members who lost limbs in battle and the
death penalty for any man fouhd raping
or molesting women.

Bartholomew Roberts, “The Puritan
Pirate,"” sailed and looted in the seas off
Newfoundland, Africa, and the Carib-
bean. In addition to keeping an entire
orchestra on board, Roberts showed the
outward signs of a religious man. He
would call the crew together for nightly
prayers and strictly observed the sabbath
as a day of rest.

Simon Girty, an Irish immigrant

" brought up by Indians, shifted from one

side ta another in the American War of
Independence, working as an interpreter
and guide. He finally defected to the
British in Canada, but is best
remembered as a sadistic participant at
the torture of the American hero, Col.
William Crawford. The authors cast
suspicion on the extent of Girty's in-
volvement with the torture, preferring to
emphasize his kindness to American
prisaners, especially children.

The man who personifies best the
hero/outlaw’ is Bili Miner, an American

. who spent most of his life in prison and

gained notoriety and sympathy by
robbing CPR trains. He was a bandit
with' manners; he dealt with his victims
politely and often let them keep personal
property.

These are all men of courage and
daring. Their deeds took them outside
the law, but there is something that com-
pels us to forgive their criminality. They
lived in harsh times or perhaps came
from deprived backgrounds. They are
porirayed as men you might like to have
over for dinner. )

It takes time to age a criminal into a
folk hero and sometimes the less you
know the better the story.

The Mad Trapper of Rat River was a
man surrounded by conjecture. Better
yet, he was an expert woodsman, a crack
shot, and a man with stamina to rival an
entire Everest expedition. It is 1932 and
the Mounties have & man ‘they believe is
Albert Johnson trapped in a fortified log
cabin on the Rat River, 100 or 50 miles
from the Beaufort Sea. It is an Arctic
January. They keep him under a hail of
rifie fire, throw a few sticks of dynamite
and finally lob a four-pound bundle of
the stuff at the cabin. It blows the roof
off the cabin and caves in three walls.
Sure that Johnson is at least wounded,
the Mounties approach the ntin, only to
reireat under a barrage of gunfire.

By now the Mounties have to regroup
and’ Johnson begins a month-long trek
through the frozen Arctic. Unable to
make fires or shoot game, Johnson
eludes his trackers, dogs, and aircraft
surveillance with amazing guile. Finally,
he slips up and instead of outmaneuver-
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ing liis pursuers by backtracking he’ends
vp facing them, outflanked and out-
gunned. The body is searched but all
that is found is $2,000 and five pieces of
gold dental work. No papers, nothing to
indicate his identity.

One of the more flamboyant char-
acters in this collection of rogues is a
man who broadcast his identity and
deeds with pride — Bill Johnston. The
best-known of the pirates of the Thou-
sand Islands, Johnston used the excuse
of trying to bring Canada into the U.S,
republican fold after the war of 1812 to
malke his forays legitimate. In the end,
he was pursued by both the American
and Canadian authorities. His preferred
vessel of attack was a 28-foot boat
povered by 12 oars and cheerfully
painted black with a yellow stripe on the
outside and a brilliant red on the inside.
“He swageered about with six pistols
and a Bowie Lnife tucked in his belt,
ready, as he boasted, to take on all
coners,” Johmston spent six months in
jail for his exploits, then retired to live in
Clayton, Mew York, until the age of 88.

Horwood and Butis have at times -

stretched the definition of Canada to in-
clude in this readable collection some
rogues of indefinite nationality. It is
natural in a book covering 300 years of
history to find informational gaps, but
to the credit of the authors uncertainty is
portrayed as such. They have not
resorted to devices to fill in the holes for
the sake of the narrative.

But why did the writers stop their in-
vestizations with 19322 If perhaps they
are planning a sequel of modern pirates,
I might suggest they start on the night of
Jan. 18, 1917, when Parliament debated
and finally passed a bill to introduce per-
sonal income tax as a “‘temporary war-
time measure.” O
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Robinette: The Dean of Canadian
Lav:yers, by Jack Batten, Macmillan, il-
lustrated, 256 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN
0 7715 9502 5).

IT'S A SHAME that the epilogue is not the
first chapter of this book. Since it’s not,
I would suggest that anyone reading the
boal: ook there first, because it and the
ninth chapter, ““The Robinette Touch,”
are the only ones that give some feeling
and depth to the man. Until then, J.J.

Tt s mewm o e e e e e

Raobinette, without doubt the best Cana-
dian lawyer alive (and maybe even
deceased), comes across as rather
wooden and even unfeeling. You know
it can't be true. No one could handle as
many files as he has, from the lowliest of
criminal cases to the loftiest of Charter
challenges without having developed
considerable personal, philosophical,
and political views and insights. But
until the end of the book we have a hard
time finding these.

Robinette the lawyer, as lawyer, takes
up most of the book through an explora-
tion of his major trials. At times, the
book resembles a case book on note-
worthy criminal and civil trials — good
reading, but not exactly about
Robinette. A full 47 pages is taken up
with the Evelyn Dick murder case —
Evelyn’s life and loves, her parents’
lives, her lovers’ lives. Another 22 pages
is taken up with the Stephen Suchan
case: Suchan was the first of Robinette’s
clients to be hanged for murder, Again,
in the context of Robinette’s courageous
battles we get little sense of Robinette
himself. Arthur Maloney, another
famous defence lawyer, worked with
Robinette on the case, defending
Suchan’s co-accused. In one paragraph
alone we get a fuller picture of the com-
plexity of Maloney than we have for the
first 115 pages of Robinette:

[Malongy was] a Conservalive member
of parliament representing Toronto-
Parkdale for five years; a bencher of the
Law Society of Upper Canada during
five four-year terms . . . . Two strokes
slowed him down in the early 1980s, and
in recent years he spent less time in court
and more time attending Lo his 350-acre
farm, his collection of Canadian books
and his fascinalion in the Miracle of
Fatima.

When the death sentence was pro-
nounced, Maloney says to Robinette
“Y’know John, you never had a man
hanged before. Well, you will be a better
person forit.” Robinette pauses to think
about Maloney’s line. ““Arthur’s a senti-
mental Irish philosopher, but I think he
was right about what he said. You lose a
case like that, lose the man, and you
probably learn to have more sympathy
for people. Maybe it all makes you 2 [i1-
tle more human.** It’s almost as if he
hadn't been ‘‘human®® until then; of
course he had, but Batten had hidden it
well.

In another matier, where Robinetie
had successfully acted for the federal
government in haying the Jehovah’s
Witnesses denied status as a religion for
purposes of exemption from military
services, Glen How, the indefatigable
lawyer for the Jehovah's Witnesses bit-
terly says: ““Robinette took advantage of
the prejudices against us . ... He's a
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fine counsel,; but in this case, there was
only one thing he was doing as far as I
was concerned, and that was the Liberal
government’s dirty work.”” Batten
reports that Robinette’s reaction to this
accusation was simple: **He was acting
for a client which happened to be a
department of the federal government
and he based his points in court on the
law as he found it.”” It"s hard 1o believe
that Robinette had no stronger feelings
about the historical conflicts and prob-
lems of the Jehovah’s Witnesses; a bit
more prodding on the part of Batten
might have uncovered those. Robinette’s
trie feelings might have nothing to do
with his job as a lawyer (the accepted
law school doctrine is that true feelings
are even counter-productive in fighting
for a client}, but a biography should go
beyond technical virtuosity and deal
with the philosophy, feelings, and inter-
nal conflicts of the subject. '

We find this apparent distance again
in the case of Noble v. Wolf. This wasa
matter where a restrictive covenant re-
quired that certain coltage property
“‘shall never be sold . . . and shall never
be occupied or used in any manner what-
soever by any person of the Jewish,
Hebrew, Semitic, Negro or coloured
race of blood . . . .** Robinette was suc-
cessful in having this prejudicial clause
declared unenforceable as being con-
trary Lo public policy. Batten says *the '
case represented a significant break-
through, but Robinette looks back on it
as a straightforward piece of litigation.””
Wasn’t Robinette a' little pleased to be
part of this civil rights breakthrough?
Does he see any historical trend in this or
other cases he handled in advancing civil
rights? Is he proud of that record, or are
they just another bunch of technical
victories?

Sometimes the book reads like an ac-
count of a surgeon’s operations, with no
greater ethical connotations than that he
did the work and did it well, Throughout
the book we get the sense that Robinette
is a humble and a decent man, but not
until the last few chapters do we get
more: wonderful stories of Robinette
graciously helping other lawyers, asking
in return only that they too help younger
lawyers, and long and detailed recollec-
tions of his humour and sensitivity.
Finally we see the real Robinette,
delivering a speech at Upper Canada
College: he ‘“*said he had two pieces of
advice for the boys of the school. The
first was to learn to love the English
language, to speak it, read it and write
it. His second piece of advice was more
simple and direct. ‘Be happy’ he told the
boys.” 1 would like more of this,
Robinette the wise and wonderful man
and not just the Dean of Canadian
Lawyers. [ \

: W,
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CRITICAL NOTICES

BELLES LETTRES

Each Eloment as It Flies, by Harry
Bruce, Methuen, 256 pages, $18.95 cloth
(ISBI 0 455 981170 2).

By Shiorio Posesorski

HARRY BRUCE is a player piano of
memory. Each moment of his life has
scored a note on his scroll, and when he
floors the pedals in his essays and
columns, he replays his past with
physical and emotional fidelity. Bruce
began his career as an Ottawa Journal
reporter, and this collection spans 15
years of writing for national and
regional magazines. The pieces range
from personal reminiscences to profiles
of Flora Macdonald and Alex Colville,
to travelogues on Crete and Barbados.
Melancholy pervades his writing, both in
nostalgia for Iost worlds of his past, and
in acl:nowledging that were he to begin
his career in the 1980s, he would face a
meagre freclance market. Digging deep,
Bruce has chronologically arranged the
essays 10 flow from childhood memories
to his own children's experiences, skil-
fully recreating his youth while evoking
in his readers analogous memories. With
his catalogning of precise details, Bruce
makes us participaie in dreary
Movember, Christmas blues, summer
vacations, and family cars. He is a visual
paclk-rat, having forgotten nothing he
has seen, holding on to his hoard until
he finds a use for it. Pointillist details
mal:e his descriptions of Toronto, the
Maritimes, Barbados, Edinburgh go
beyond scene settings: they become
anatomies of the character of place. In
his profiles of Peter Gzowski, Mary
Pratt, Macdonald, and Colville he estab-
lishes three-dimensional personalities
that spark with unresolved tensions and
drives, people who are actively involved
in shaping themselves. A self-confessed
failed television interviewer, Bruce in his
writing is the perfect host. 3t

CRIME & PUNISHMENT

the case beyond that level to place the
Canadian legal system itself on trial. The
book has the features of a Roger Cor-
man biker-B-movie, scored by a heavy-
metal rock group — first-run drive-in
material. Brian Dempster and his five
boys — the Lauder gang — existed in a
state of stercophonic hangover and on a
diet of beer, gin, tokes, and chemicals.
Their financial support came from a
combination of welfare, stolen credit
cards, and the salaries of two women
who lived with them. As Siggins relates
in her preface, she decided to examine
the misogynist pathology of gang rape,
using the gang as an example. Once
plunged into her investigation and inter-
views with the ganp, their women,
friends, and family, she soon realized
that the story had a reality independent
of her preconceptions. The book is an
insightful, incisive examination of the
two alleged rapes, the trial, and the char-
acter of the participants. She presents
evidence that the gang was unfairly
tried, and that the women may have
been willing participants in group sex. In
Siggins’s view, the men were denied
justice by the decision 1o have a single
trial rather than two separate ones. That
decision, coupled by poor representation
by a team of squabbling lawyers, aided
by the fact that the men were frequently
stoned in court, led the judge to hand
down a combined 87-year sentence. As
readers, we make our own judgements
and then, placed within the context of
each character’s perspective, experience
the consequences. The whole sordid,
sOrry story is, to borrow a phrase from
Joan Didion, a form of *‘‘social
hemorrhage.” 3t

ple: crown attorneys, judges, parole
boards, then-Solicitor Genéral Robert
Kaplan, the Correctional Service of
Canada. Meanwhile, his clergyman was
calling to say how badly the killer must
feel, and the Human Rights Commis-
sion, when asked for help, inquired,
“What colour was your daughter?”’
Amermnic clearly shares Suilivan’s rage
against the criminal justice system and
its sympathizers: the real culprit, he
says, is liberalism gone mad, summed up
in former Solicitor-General Jean-Pierre
Goyer's 1971 dictum: “We have decided
from now on to stress the rehabilitation
of individuals rather than the proteciion
of society.”” As an example, he specifies
the mandatory supervision system — the
one .under which Pamela Sulilivan’s
murderer was released. According to
him, this release is now handed out io
nearly all offenders once two-thirds of
their sentences are up. The book’s final
section articulates the Victims of
Violence platform, which includes the
retumn of capital punishment and greater
input by victims and their families into
the sentencing and parole process.
Amemic occasionally descends to the
sentimentalism he decries in his pre-
sumed opponents, and it would be pleas-
anl if he could occasionally use the word
“lawyer” without the prefix *‘high-
priced.” Still, be has given us an in-
formed and complex portrait of a very
brave man, and powerfully indicted a
system, O -

FICTION: LOKNG & SHORFT

Victims: The Orphans of Juslice, by
Jerry Amernic, Seal Books, 270 pages,
£4.50 paper (ISBN 0 7704 1862 7).

Dry Water, by Robert Stead, edited
by Prem Vama, Tecumseh Press, 247
pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 919662 94 5)

and 511.95 paper (ISBN 0 919662 94 3).

Brion & the Poys: The Story of a
Gong Dape, by Maggle Siggins, James
Lorimer & Company, 204 pages, $12.95
paper (ISBM 0 88862 659 4).

By Sheria Posesorsii

IT WOULD HAVE been easy enough, given
the sensational nature of the crime, for
Sigeins to dwell solely on its lurid tabloid
aspects; it is to her credit that she takes

02 PBooks (n Canada, January-February, 1885

By Paul Trusier

THE MAIN QUESTION this book asks is:
why does the justice system seem design-
ed to protect the rights and needs of
criminals more than the welfare of inno-
cent citizens? In doing 50, it tells of Don
Sullivan, a murder victim's father, and
of his role in founding Victims of
Viclence, a group that provides therapy
to victims and their families while lobby-
ing for government action to protect
society against crime. The author pays
tribute to the courage of Sullivan, a man
who ““wouldn’t go away like a normal
father and grieve,” but persisted against
official stonewalling and indifference.
Sullivan was ignored by all the best peo-

By John Parr ,

DISINTERRED FROM the papers of Robert
Stead (1880-1959) in the Public Ar-
chives, Dry Water is set in Alder Creek,
Man., and covers 40 years in the life of
Donald Strand. At age 10 Strand comes
to live with his aunt and uncle on their
farm. Soon he becomes atiracted to their
daughter Ellen. When Donald turns 21
he inberits 35,000 and buys his own
farm; he would like to marry Eflen but
she refuses. He marries instead a school-
teacher, Clara. By 1929, Donald is the
wealthiest farmer in the district, but is
unhappy. Despite their family of three,

toward him, and their older son would
rather bank than farm. Then a letter
arrives from Ellen, who is married to
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Donald’s boyhood friend Jim, now a
prominent Winnipeg lawyer. Ellen
wants Donald and Clara to visit; once
there Donald is tempted by the possibili-
ty of winning not only Ellen but a seat in
Parliament. When the stock market col-
Japses, Jim is financially devastated and
commits suicide. Ellen then returns to
Alder Creel to live with her mother.
Donald too has lost heavily but manages
to hang onto his farm and Clara — who
had been planning to carry on discreetly
in Winnipeg with Jim. The book’s main
theme is expressed in its citle: mirages.
Donald should not be allured by fame
and fortune; rather he should be content
vwith his responsibilities as farmer and
family head. This obliges him to forgo
warm Ellen for cold Clara. Like Stead’s
beuwer-known novel Grain, this book
embeds informative social history in a
story that is enjoyable, despite the fact
that the principal characters are more
spokesmen for certain attitudes and
behavioural traits than distinctive in
theraselves. O

stick figures, however, seated in front of
the TV hockey game when they’re not in
cafés theorizing about the politics of the
orgasm. At least it's all funny. Maryse
often adopts a humorous attitude
toward her own adventures, necessary to
the survivor that she is. The book’s ver-
bal indiscipline and length is testimony
that the job of editor still does not exist
in Quebec publishing houses. But the
great let-down that Maryse and her gang
feel, and the subsequent refuge taken in
the self, refer to 2 sadness not foreign to
anglophones. O
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Pork College, by Crad Kilodney, Coach
House Press, 78 pages, 36.50 paper
(ISBN 0 88910 2596 4).

Paradise Siding, by Allan Donaldson,
Goose Lane Editions, 124 pages, 36.95
paper (ISBN 0 86492 027 X).

kianyse, by Francine Noél, VLB
Edit:ur, 426 pages, $16.95 paper (ISBN
2 58005 151 1).

£y Davidd Homol

LILE YVES BEAUCHEMIN'S Le Matou, this
novel has had commercial success, and is
humorous, rich in human anecdote and
socigl portraiture, sentimental, and
long. The heroine is Maryse O'Sullivan,
French on her mother’s side, Irish on her
father's, and the novel explores the life
and times of 1960s poets, muses, and
armchair revolutionaries in checked
shirts and Kodiak boots, The friendship
and competition among the women are
particularly well drawn, as is the love life
of the *60s crowd that reveolves around
contradictions: the desire to be free of
jealousy and possessiveness, and the
impossibility of being totally cool and
op:n about a hot subject like sex. The
parts in which Mo#l talks about Maryse's
family background, her fanciful father
who disappeared one day into the
[dowhera Tavern. never to emerge, are
the most moving and effective of the
book. Nany other relationships, how-
cver, evolve in an overly predictable
manner. But through it all, the author
shows that most 1960s protesters from
the comfortable class were basically not
committed to change, since they bene-
fited from the system in one way or
another. A feminist grill has also been
laid over the late *60s and early '70s, and
No#l has her women possessing feminist
consciousness more articulately than
¢uisted at the time. An anachronism,
perhaps, but one that is worthwhile in
helping her uncover traditional roles
behind the seeming shake-up. Men are

By Debra NMariens

ALTHOUGH ALLAN DONALDSON is
fascinated by insanity and the unknown,
the stories in this collection lack power,
their directness weakened by phrases like
Yprobably,” ‘I don't know,” and “I
think.”* In *‘“Moose’” the narrator
remarks on the invisible line that
separates sane from insane, but this does
not bring him any closer to the Jewish
schoolboy whose reaction to teasing is
described only in terms like '‘wild,
“‘crazy,” and “frantic.’” The narrator is
intrigued but does not come to terms
with the event, leaving the reader
unmoved. As interesting as they are, all
seven tales are marred by the author's
inability to po beyond the feelings of the
people he tells us about. In **God Bless
Us Every One™ he skilfully contrasts this
Christmas to that of ordinary ones by
showing boys eagesly waking up early,
and then creating a nasty tension in the
house with a grandmother who spite-
fully iaunts her danghter and is insulting
about her gifts. The grandmother is so
miserly that she ruins Christmas day for
the children with her complaints about
the cost of their pocket knives. But
Donaldson never questions her cruelty,
or suggests why the grandmother
behaves as she does, “Rub’” opens well,
but this story about a minor being taken
away froin her bootlegging prostitute
mother degenerates into a recitation of
what the narrator did and did not
observe. He cails Ruby’s departure a
“calamity,” but we have no sense of it.
In all, Donaldson’s work is mildly
frostrating; meaningful situations and
characters are presented, but the author
holds something back — himself. [

By Charles Mandel

THIS FORMER vanity press editor’s ninth
book Is a pratfall of loonyness. Readers
caught unaware will open it and receive
a custard pie in the face, a kick in the
pants, and a seltzer bottle squirt on their
clothes. The suite of stories opens with
protagonist Garth Farb begging his
parents for permission to attend Pork
College, Garth having much Lo gain
from a school that offers courses In
cheese, chairs, pictures, squash, and
perhaps most importantly, -porkology.
As Garth travels to the school we are

~informed: “The train is rounding the

bend by the seashore among the sheer
cliffs by the tar sands adjoining the
bayou at the foot of the glacier.”’ In suc-
cessive stories, Garth fearns of the col-
lege's heroes, solves a mystery, and
experiences first love — when his ap-
plication to a_computer dating service is
answered, he finds that his ideal mate is
a cabbage. Kilodney is a literary anar-
chist. Like a slapstick Bakunin, he
subverts language, It is difficult to imi-
tate badly written prose; Kilodney excels
at writing poorly, counting among his
methods long-winded, nonsensical
rhetoric, redundancy, and defective syn-
tax. The result is prose that trips,
bumbles, stumbles, and slides with the
hyperactive enthusiasm and zaniness of
the Marx Brothers. 7

INTERNATIORAL
AFFEANRS

Israel After Begin, by Daniel Gavron,
Houghton Mifflin, 199 pages, $13.95
cloth (ISBN 0 395 35320 3).

ROVYTE

For the guidance of our readers,
books that receive a particulorly
positive critical notice are marked at

the end with a star.

By Arnold Ages

THIS ESSAY on Israel after Begin is a
series of interviews with Israeli soldiers
{(many conducted during the 1982
fighting), politicians, and common folk
that highlight the anxieties felt by many
people who, for the first time in their
fives, were faced with an Israel that had
gone to war not to save the country but
to advance geo-political interests. They
exhibit grave apprehensions over the
way the war was run. Although PLO
versions of Israeli military activities in
Lebanon are suspect, the quotations
from high-ranking Israeli participants
cannot be discounted so readily. One
person interviewed was a 69-year-pld
career officer who dismisses arguments
about the superiority of Israeli morality
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over Syrian and Palestinian military
ethics: “It is not by the standards of the
Syrians that we must judge ourselves.”
Gavron Is careful not to make blanket
criticisms of Israel. As a [ormer soldier,
he justifies his country’s assault in June,
1982, by pointing out that the PLO had
by then amassed enough weaponry to
give it & veto on movement within
Israel’s northern regions, and hence the
initial incursion into Lebanon was
legitimate. But Gavron and most others
in this volume distinguish between what
they perceive as a justifiable attack
within the 45-kilometre perimeter and
the illegitimate advance to Beirut and
the subsequent bombing of the city. The
interviewees point out often that much
of Israel’s moral reserves was exhanpsted
vhen Israeli troops attacked a city that,
for all its PLO positions, contained
innocent civilians who were dragged into
the conflict. Gavron himself does not
believe that the moral reserves are finish-
ed, but that redemption is still available
providing that Israel explores new ways
of coexisting with the Arabs, specifically
Palestinians. O

Yskacl in the Riind of America, by
Peter Grose, Knopf, 261 pages, $17.95
cloth (ISBN 0 3944 51658 3).

By Arnole? Ages

GROSE, A FORMER New York Times cor-
respondent, has writien a painstakingly
vomplex history of American-Zionist
relations from the 19th century to 1948.
Although 1srael-American relations
loom greatly today, this was not the case
early in the development of the Zionist
enterprise. According to Grose, U.S.
Zionisim even under the leadership of
Justice Brandeis and Stephen Wise was
of only peripheral interest to the U.S,
government, which tended to leave Mid-
east matters to British imperial interests.
It was not until the late 19305 that U.S.
politicians began to interest themselves
in the idea of a reconstituted Jewish
homeland. That nascent interest, exhib-
jted by Roosevelt initially in 1937,
quiclkly abated during the Second World
War, but reached its fruition in the
post-1945 period when revelations about
the Holocaust became public. Sympathy
for Zionism alse gained ground when
the anti-Jewish immigration policies of
Breckenbridge Long became docu-
mented: his exertions had almost single-
handedly blocked the rescue of
numerous Jews who perished under
Hitler. Grose’s account of later struggles
among U.S. Zionists to obtain govern-
ment support contains much informa-
tion about frictions that existed among
Jewish groups, which were spli¢ by
diverse political and religious instincts —
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besides deep personality conflicts among

many Zionist spokesmen. The other .

great merit of this book is a detailed
analysis of the opposition to Zionism in
many echelons of the U.S. government.
In the end the opponents lost, undone
by factors like the skilful ministrations
of Chaim Weizmann, the personal inter-
vention of Harry Truman, and the
general support of the American people.
Although the U.S. government was the
first to recognize Israel in 1948, it took
almost 20 years before political support
was transformed into an eniente that has
caused some critics to refer to Israel as
the 51st state. {J

between the two. It is the apocalyptic
appeal of such teachings, according to
him, that has invaded the minds of too
many Israclis. Although not all readers
will accept Rubinstein’s thesis, he has
opened the debate on Isracl's ultimate
configuration on a very high level. %

THE PAST

The Last Best West: Women on the
Alberta Frontler 1880-1930, by Eliane
Leslau Silverman, Eden Press, illus-
trated, 183 pages, $14.95 paper (ISBN 0

920792 29 4).

‘The Zionist Dream Revisiled, by Am-
non Rubinstein, Schocken Books, 204
pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 0 8052 3886

By Arnoid Ages

RUBINSTEIN, FORMER dean at the Tel
Aviv Law School, believes that more
‘flexibility needs to be introduced into
public discourse in Israel. His memoir,
which is an amalgam of Zionist history,
social criticism, and prophetic specula-
tion, is a powerful polemic against what
he identifies as the single most
dangerous trend in Israel today: reli-
gious militancy. He supgests that the in-
creasing presence of right-wing religions
militancy, such as that exemplified in the
Gush Emunin (the group that has
pioneered settlements in Judea and
Samaria) is harmful to Jsrael’s long-term
goals. In their fervour, argues Rubin-
stein, such groups are reversing the pro-
gress modern Zionist pioneers made in
accommodating Jewish aspirations to
modernity. Invoking biblical passages to
justify claims to all of Eretz Israc] (the
Land of Israel) is only part of the prob-
lem. The most egregious error being
committed by religious extremists, he
says, is the shtelelization of the country

~— transforming @ modern political state
into a backward Jewish village like those
of Russia-Poland circa 1880. The author
has nothing against Judaism per se; he is
opposed to those aspects of Jewish
teaching that emphasize polarities be-
tween Jews and gentiles and reinforce
the idea that there will always be strife

By Miaria Horvath

THERE IS PLENTY of material here for an
interesting book: interviews with women
who lived through the settlement of the
Alberta frontier between 1890 and 1930.
They recall their arduous.move to the
West, their girlhoods, relationships with
menfolk, the joys and sorrows of bring-
ing up large families, the endless work,
their feelings of loneliness, and contacts
with the far-flung community. How-
ever, the author doesn’t seem to know
how to winnow the banal from the signi-
ficant memories. As.oral history, the
book also has its problems: dates are
unclear or even omitted, details are
muddied, speakers are often not identi-
fied, and the selection of women inter-
viewed could have been wider. For
example, there are few Indians and
Métis, apparently only one black, and
few political women. But there is beauty
in the simple and direct language. A
teacher recalls her first job: ““One day I
was walking along the road from the
school where I was teaching. There was
a bit of newspaper on the ground and I
picked it up to read it. As I turned it over
I saw on it a scientific diagram of the in-
terior of a cell. It was something
familiar, from another werld than the
one I was in, and I just stood on that
road and blubbered.’”’ Regrettably,
much too often the author’s commen-
tary is jarring and pretentions. Top
often she tries to force the words of
vesteryear to yield a contemporary
feminist outlook that they just do not
contain. Silverman should let the past
tell its own story. O :

The Promised Land: Settling the YWest
1896-1914, by Pjerre Berion, McClel-
land & Stewart, illustrated, 388 pages,
$24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 1243 8).

By Maria Horvath

THIS HISTORY is Berton's 30th book and

. the final volume in his tetralogy abount

the opening of the Canadian West in the
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half century after Confederation. As in
The Nutional Dream, The Last Spike,
and Kfondile, he has dusted off archives
and nevspaper files and worked through
memoirs and papers to produce an
engaging, lively, and engrossing book.
He tells the story of how a nation was
transformed. From 1896 to 1914, more
than one million new immigrants settled
on the prairies. The Pied Piper who led
this multitude was Clifford Sifton,
Wilfrid Laurier's minister of the interior
from 1596-1905. Sifton’s plan was
simple: bring over productive settlers to
make the West the country’s grain
bosket. But not just anyone would do:
the minister welcomed only those “agri-
cultaral laborers and farmers or people

who are coming for the purpose of -

chgacing in  agricolture, whether as
farmers or farm Jaborers.'’ They had to
be **Northerners,”” Slavs, British, Scan-
dinavians, Germans, and Scots, or reset-
tled white Americans. *‘Southerners”
lilze Italians and Jews or U.S. blacks
were not acceptable. Should the pros-
pective newcomer have doubts, Sifton's
propaganda was brazen in its les. ““The
Lindest thing to say about it is that the
literature was a litéle on the optimistic
side.” one British immigrant recalled,
“Cavada was said to have a healthy
climate gnaranteed to be free of malaria.
Onc has to admit that was true.*® The
bool: is full of revealing anecdotes, lively
images, and vivid language — so vivid
that Berton needn’t have resorted to
‘‘vou are there’” interludes, contrivedly
vritten in the present tense. There’s
enouch action already. %

[FOETENY

Doclrine of Signafures, by Ann
Szumigakki, Fifth House, 102 pages
519.95 cloth (ISBN 0 920079 00 8) a
o

By Dougias Smith

IN HER EARLIER work, Szumigalski
tended toward inflexible forms, but left
them behind for a more colloquial yet
alten clliptical style. Now she has
directed ber colloguialism into under-

statement, so that when read aloud the -

poems pass directly to her audience like
profound conversation. The style is
discursive and anecdotal, and appears as
effortless as if the poet had spoken the
poems first and written them later, “The
Doctrine of Signatures,” an afterward
tells us, in an ““ancient herbal doctrine
[that] is based on the resemblance of cer-
tain plants or plant parts to specific
human organs.’” Szumigalski creates a
world of visionary coherence devoid of
entrance and exit, where everything

relates physically or psychically to every-
thing else, Most of the poems here are
compact, thick blocks of paragraphs
separated by thin, horizomal blocks of
white page; these paragraphs lack inden-

tation, conventional punctuation, and .

capital letters; they appear deceptively

this produces is powerful. Lacking an
apparent framework and metre of any
kind, the poems oiganize themselves
from within, In ‘“The Disc”’ one has the
feeling that words are shifting and re-
shaping themselves — the formalistic
extension of the woman-protagonist’s
confusion of appearance and reality,
The woman refuses to name what she is
— for that is impossible — but instead
what she corresponds to: “‘sand, twigs,
stones, and waves of disturbed air.”” The
primary aspect of the poet’s work is
auditory, and in “‘Jazzing at the
Vatican™ the repetition of liturgical
phrasing and nonsensical neologisms
produces a comically incantatory effect.
Szumigalski’s transformative power, her
“surreality” is the book’s strength —
and weakness, in that it is never devel-
oped enough to do justice to the central
metaphor, Still, this remarkable book’s
e¢xperiments with wvoice and form
embody both an elemental, elegiac
music that yearns to give back to the

plant its dignity and healing powers and -

a comic, lyrical music that counterpoints
such seriousness with anti-selfconscious
warblings, ¥
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acceptance of overly sentimental poems
as necessary parts of the book and of
Oughton’s outlook. Satire is a genre
that, to be effective, must contain
elements that make us both laugh and
think seriously, and Oughton succeeds
— his treatment of Florida, for example,
turns on a tension belween the land-
scape's beauty and the idiocy of the
humans who visit or inhabit it. The
sentimental poems are ones that consist
of anecdotes of lost love and childhood
(it is part of the satirist’s nature that he
can be easily hurt) in which Oughton has
not succeeded in turning feelings into
poems, There are some exceptions, not-
ably “For My Dead Sister” and
“January 20, 1977, that rise to the
status of elegy. O

A Heart of Names, by Robert Bil-
lings, Mosaic Press, 48 pages, $6.95
paper (ISBN 0 88962 208 6).

By Ken Stange

ROBERT BILLINGS is a very competent
poet with an established reputation, and
this book contains many competent,
sensitive poems. But it does not hold
many surprises, The book is divided into
three sections. The first, “Cayuga,’® and
the last, “Fruit Cellar Poems,* are both
longish, bland poems; the middle section
consists of 16 short lyTics, like the filling
in a sandwich, Billings sometimes takes
the reader by surprise’in these middle
poems with [ines like *“We half-believe
sunfish among rocks/are brilliant as the
eyes of people in love.” And in “The
Paul Kane House: Wellesley Street E.”
he succeeds in weaving an intricate fugue.
of past and present. However, only too
often the poems in this selection are pro-
saic and predictable. O

Imagining Horses, by John Bemrose,
Black Moss Press, 64 pages, $6.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88753 113 X).

Gearing of Love, by John Oukhton,
Mosaic Press, 64 pages, $7.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88962 248 5).
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By Robert Billings

WHILE TRAVELLING in Japan, John
Oughton seems to have spent much of
his time in citfes. As a result, his poetic
record is one of relationships and anec-
dotes about particular events. The
poems range from sparse love lyrics to
extended meditations on mausic,
Throughout, we see a man struggling for
identity, communication, and love. The
book also satirically handles such sub-
Jjects as love and Irving Layton (one of
the poet’s teachers at York). The
satirical attracts me, permitting an

By Ken Stange

JOHN BEMROSE'S Imagining Horses is
divided into three sections of relatively
short, lyric poems, Althongh Bemrose
somelimes comes dangerously close to
the sentimental, occasionally becoming
prosaic, his poems are engaging, and his
personz is a complicated and likeable
one: sometimes nostalgic, hard-nosed,
or melancholic, but almost always em-
phatic. Reading the book makes you
want to know the poet and fools you
into thinking you do know him. In mid-
book a poem, “Down the Broke Hole,”
meditates on the death of a man who
Falls into the place in a paper mill where
““‘damaged paper goes to be pulverized
and recycled.” This poem has a strange
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s it

and sinister power that makes me
suspect that it is destined for anthology
status; it ends *and some beautiful
woman bent 1o lay him/under her dog’s
bowl."” Unfortunately, Bemrose’s pro-
sady tends to be a bit monotonous and
conversational, but his book is an ac-
cessible, readable collection of good
poems and can only be faulted for a cer-
tain structural conservatism. [

iddichcad Poetry Books, 62 pages,

PRed Shoes in the Bain, by Jan Conn,
6.00 paper (ISBN 0 86492 025 3),

By Repert Billings

JAN CONN was raised in the Eastern
Tovnships of Quebec, spent some years
in Vancouver, and travelled to Japan.
She gives “‘special thanks' to two
former Vaacouver residents, Roo Bor-

son and Kim Maltman, and one current

one, Jane Munro. Conn’s work displays
the sensitivity to both the natural world

and the heart’s ruminations that we have .

come to associate with these poets. But
although her approach may be similar,
Conn’s method is her own: it involves
accurnnlating details and images, a
meticulous gathering of Nature's aspects
that have been observed carefully and
with imagination. Conn’s training as an
entomologist may be the reason for this:
whatever the cause, she is able to show
us a Mature that is brightly coloured,
vibrant, overwhelmingly beautiful.
Against many short, declarative state-
ments according this view of Nature, she
often places images or statements that

are at once questioning and elegiac. This
js particularly true of the book's second
and fourth sections, ‘‘Japanese
Journal™ and “A Matter of Time.”
Travel means being apart not only from
what is familiar, but also from what and
whom you love. Without this in mind,
one may wish for more insight into
Japan: but on her travels by bicycle
Conn has been perhaps more honest
{and mwore self-conscious) than many
other writers. In the fourth section she
asks, regarding Montreal, “how far
away can you get/from your own past?”™
and laments “‘people cornered in their
owp skins.” Although at times it seems
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that she could exercise more technical
control over her poems, Conn has writ-
ten a first book that is a vibrant, sen-
sitive, and sometimes moving achieve-!
ment. ¥t

SACRED & SECULAR

Visible Visions: The Selected Poems
of Douglas Barbour, edited by Smaro
Kamboureli and Robert Kroetsch,
NeWest Press, 160 pages, $14.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 920316 49 2) and $6.95 paper
(ISBN 0 920316 47 6).

The Real Jewish YWorld: A Rabbi's
Second Thoughts, by Stuart E. Rosen-
berg, Irwin, 420 pages, $24.95 cloth
(ISBN 07720 1442 6). -

R P - b s e

By L.R. Early

DOUGLAS BARBOUR may be less familiar
as a poet than as an editor and antho-
logist, a critical essayist, and a reviewer
of science fiction. He has, however,
published eight books of poems; this
Iatest draws from ail of them, adding
new poems, and shows that Barbour has
had less than his due from ¢ritics and an-
thologists. His work is diverse, engag-
ing, and in some ways an index to the
course of recent Canadian poetry. He
has been concerned with rediscovering
landscape, ancestors, and the past, with
articulating contemporary sexual ten-
sions, and with exploring the dynamics
of language. He has kept abreast of
technical innovations, from breathline
lyrics through serial, minimal, and
sound poems to ghazals and the concep-
tual reworking or adaptation of poems
already written., But this sclection is
more than an inventory of the merely
fashionable; it is endowed with
Barbour’s particalar sensibility. ‘This
poet’s predominant sense is the visual;
hence his emphasis on an often silent
landscape. His most noticeable motif is
the suggestive and extremely ambiguous
colour white, and his characteristic
lyrical gesture the movement toward a
tenuous affirmation. -His poetry is im-
pelled by an interplay of resolution and
jrresolution: the image registered, the
vision qualified, the sense of things un-
said. Because he prefers not to flourish a
persona, he meditates on the limitations
of his authority. His wordplay, an effec-
tive feature, is not so much the exercise
of wit as a way of releasing the potential
of language through uncovering its hid-
den comnections. The hazards of Bar-
bour’s kind of poetry are flatness and
obscurity; its virtues are delicacy, under-
statement, and precision. His editors
have done a good job of highlighting the
latter. The weakest are those that refer
to urban blight, commercial vulgarity,
and 50 on; some of his best poems are
those that deal with personal relation-
ships. In more recent works Barbour has
concentrated on formal and technical
experiments, and these indicate a rest-
less, questing talent. O]

By Henry iakow

1S ROSENBERG, for 16 years the senior
rabbi of Toronto’s Beth Tzedec, the
largest synagogue in Canada, offering us
an exposE? Not very likely. Yet while re-
counting his memoirs, his feelings about
Jewish ritual, leadership, and institu-
tions, Soviet Jewry, and Israel, Rosen-
berg is often quite candid, and biting,
about many important aspects of Jewish
life today. He i5 a man of strong likes
and dislikes. He likes Jewish tradition as
it has come down through the centuries.
He doesn’t like people who change this
tradition Lo suit themselves, and is angry
about what has happened to rituals like
the Bar Mitzvah and the wedding. He
speaks of ““‘culturally deprived'* Jews
who, with the help of “‘impresario"
caterers, put on a gaudy display, distort-
ing ceremony and missing its signifi-
cance. *““As early as 1935, Bar Mitzvah in
middle class America, as some wags had
put it, had already more ‘Bar’ than
‘Mitzvah.” The social pressures that
operate in this arena are a useful index
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of almost every other aspect of Jewish .
community life in America. The need to
‘appear’ — successful, rich, responsible,
dutiful, charitable, religions, or what
have yon — drives most middle class
Jews.”” He blames, partly, the flight to
the suburbs, saying that Jewish history is
most distinguished in culture-gener-
ating, urban centres. Suburban com-
munities are ““primarily chiid and prop-
erty centred”” and built on mutval self-

“interest. Saying that ““The Bible is not a

book for kids,” he believes that
synagogues should be *‘academies of
higher learning" and complains that the
rabbi is a ““‘university professor consign-
ed to teach kindergarten.”’ Although the
rabbi shows little compassion or under-
standing of the unculy congregation he
headed untift 1972, he addresses in
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scholarly fashion the situation of North

American Jewry today and the unending |

conflict in the Middle East. Rosenberg
ererges as a vigorous, thoughtful, and
balanced voice. O

SOGCIETY

Perspectives on YWomen in the 1980
edited by Joan Turner and Lois Eme
University of NManitoba Press, 18
poges, $5.95 paper (ISBN 0 88755 608 6)

By Cathy Matyas

SEVEN WOMEN have contributed to the
compilation of proceedings held at the
University of Nanitoba in 1982. The
cuest speaker was Gloria Steinem,
whose historical overview of feminism
and her description of the trials that lie
ahead are eloquent and relevant.
“Feminism is, of course, simply the

clief in the full social-political equality
of human beings, which means that men
can be feminists, too,"’ she told the con-
ference, adding that “Some of us here
are probably in our fifth stage of burn-
out, [and] have begun to realize that this
is not something we are going to do for
Jjust twwo or three years, but for the rest
of our lives, and have begun to pace our-
selves.” As one contributor noted, *““the
greatest crime of today is that all of the
cultural messages are now negating the
risk: we tool in the 1970s.” Steinem’s
address prepares for much else in the
bool:.. Helen Levine develops her thesis
on the power politics of motherhood
and the romanticization of family life by
reminding us that politics is a question
of who has pover over whom, and in an
essay on feminist counselling focuses on
the need to get at “‘the commonalities in
every woman's life, to link personal and
political in the service of change.”
Doroth}' O’Connell describes women’s
cconomic plight, and Marlene Pierre-
A_-:-'-ama\ ay the status of Canadian
native women. The issue that most con-
tributors acknowledge is that of
reproductive freedom, most clearly ar-
ticulated in Deirdre English’s *“‘Roman-
tic Love and Reproductive Right,”
which sugeests that organizations like
the Ripht-to-Life movement are atfract-
ing many women because ‘“They are
baginning to get the message that neither
feminism, nor the federal government
has the clout to help them out, and they
should attach themselves to men, and
quickly.” Perhaps because it was coor-
dinated by the university’s School of
Soctal Work, the conference didn’t
cover all arecas of feminist activity —
women in the arts, for example. Never-
theless, this bool: should be required
reading for anyone interested in the issue
of equality. r

REVIEW

Failing
grades

By ldichiel Horn

The Great Brain Robbery: Canada’s
Universities on the Road to Ruin, by
David J. Bercuson, Robert Bothwell,
and J.L. Granatstein, McClelland &
Stewart, 160 pages, $12.95 paper (ISBN

07710 3514 4).

A GREAT DEAL is amiss with Canadian
universities, the authors of this book
assert. Many faculty members are medi-
ocre, many students weak. Governing
boards, administrations, and students
have too much power, senior faculty too
little. Curricula are a mess. Faculty
unionization has been a mistake.
Governments spend too little money per
student and éry to interfere too much.
Directed research grants and a current
emphasis on Canadian studies are regret-
table, Scholarly publishing is in trouble:
there is not enough money for it, people
don’t publish as much as they ought o,
and what does get published is too often

trash. Reform is overdue. ““Let some-
thing be done, quickly!”* is the authors’
concluding cry.

Bercuson, Bothwell and Granatstein
(hereafter called BBG) are three highly
respected hislorians who have earped
enviable reputations for the quality of
their scholarly work. The Great Brain
Robbery is no work of scholarship, how-
ever, bul a polemic, apparently writien
in a hurry and with scant regard for evi-
dence. It is long on opinion but short on
fact. Even where 1 shared their views [
found myself wishing for solid substan-
tiation of them.

BBG’s main message is: “‘Canadian
universities no longer take only the best
students and no longer give their sto-
dents the best education.” Over the last
decades “‘undergraduate education has
been seriously undermined®” and ‘‘the
value, if not the very meaning, of a uni-
versity degree has been steadily eroded.’”

This misrepresents the past. There is
no “‘golden age’’ to be reclaimed. On the
assumption that by *“‘the best students®
BBG mean “‘the brightest’® by some test
or other, we can safely state that Cana-
dian universities have never come close
to taking only the best. Bright
youngsters from poor families, particu-
larly girls, were always much less likely
to enter university than the intellectually
undistinguished sons of the comfortable
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ROY Mac GREGOR

‘A compelling fable about viclence, superstition,
love and the shallowness of modern life.’

Felix Batterinski reflects on his career as a ‘goon’ style

hockey player and comes to terms with his heritage and
_ the decisions he has made in his life.

]i"enguin Books Canada

—Maclean’s

$7.95
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CANADIAN FICTION MAGAZINE
edited by Geoffrey Hancack

The Little
Magazine in
Canada
1925-80

Ken Norris

The current extracrdinary issues, #48 and #49
feature THE ART OF THE NOVELLA with long
fiction by MICHAEL BULLOGK, ERNEST HEKKANEN,
MARK FRUTKIN, and two manuscripis by KEATH FRASER.
Each story Is prefaced by a discussion on
the narrative strategies required of a novella.

On eale now: S6.00 each
Next: CFM's 15th ANNIVERSARY SPECIAL ISSUE,
Fiaca your arder for this historia 300 page [ssua now. Only $12.00.

Box 946 Station F, Toronto M4Y 2N9
Subscription: $24/4 issues

CANADIAN IN BED WITH
LITERARY LANDMARKS SHERLOCK HOLMES
John Robert Colombo Christopher Redmond

At Jong last . . . a comprehensive guide book to
sites in the country assaciated with writers and
their works. ‘This popular reference book, a
browser's delight, describes Jalna and Green

Mustrations by S. Paget

Is there sexuality in

Gables and St. Urbain Street and 1,200 other the life of Conan Dayle's
literary Iandmarks in 750 cities, towns and f;mn";s‘c;ivfez nd
villages in Canada. Large format, 320 double- amusing look at the
columned pages, over 650 illustrations, plus an ways in which sex and
index of 4'.800 entries. Unique, impnrtant, in- \ erotic love are [opics
teresting, and indispensible! tmd driving forces
$19.95 paper $35.00 cloth  Wlus. biblio, index, in Sherlack Hofmes
EEJ HOUNSLOW PRESS $29.95cl. 629 382pp. mystenes.
34 e Ao, Wik, Osei Gode MEN 5 @Simon & Pierre iaamatinitytia
1 COMPLETE YOUR COLLECTION
i L NP2 _ A limited number of back issues of Books in Canadn are
available for the following prices per copy, plus postage
A Social Critique of the and handling: -
Judgement of Taste . 1984 - 5130 per issue; 1983 - $1.50 per issue:
P;erre Bourdjeu 1982 - $1.75 per issue; 1981 - $2.00 per issue;
H H 1980 - $2.25 per issue; 1979 - $2.50 per issue;
Transl'ated by Richard -NICE. 1978 - $2,75 per issue; 1977 - $3.00 per issue;
Bourdieu Pmb?s the relationship between 1976 - $3.25 per Issue; 1975 - $3.50 per issue;
taste and class in contemporary France, and 1974 - $3.75 per issue; 1973 - $4.00 per issus;
malkes a significant contribution to current 1972 - $4.00 per issue.
debates on the theory of culture, '
: 2 Order now while siocks last! Write to:
ﬂ%{dvag:i I:Jnc:fbﬁltynﬁﬁfs Back Issues, Books in Cannda, 366 Adclaide Street East,
en Street, 8% Toronto, Ontario M5A. 3X9. Or phone (416) 363-5426,
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middle and upper classes. Moreover,
cducational systems typically enhance
and flarter the performance of the
children of the well-to-do while often
diminishing that of the offspring of the
poor. As for past admission standards,
they were not as high as nostalgia may
suzcest. Western provincial universities,
for oxample, long admitted all those
who had junior matriculation in some
Lind of *“‘university program.” This
standard was by no means exalted.

The charge that universities no longer
give students *‘the best education™ is
harder to address, What form does such
an education tale? BBG think of it as 2
*‘high-quality Iiberal arts education®
with a *‘core curriculum' that gives
students some general knowledge before
thev speciplize. But this has never been
what all undergraduates got, nor is it
everybody®s definition of **the best edu-
cation.” As well, insofar as this edu-
cation requived professors whom BBG
approve of, active in research and publi-
cation, Canadian universities in the past
provided but little of it. The pressure of
hizh teaching Ioads in small institutions,
the relative lack of support for scholarly
work, the low salaries that encouraged
moonlighting, and an ethos that reward-
vd teaching and service rather than
original scholarship for many decades
liept most professors from publishing.
For part of their history, McGill and
Toranto were fairly high-powered by in-
ternational standards. Most Canadian
institutions were not.

Occasionally, BBG let on that they
Lknow this, but their references to the
past seem of a vitual kind. They may
think it easfer to interest the public in
recapturing the supposed high standards
of a golden past than in paying for the
enthanced standards of BBG's New Jeru-
szlem. Their norms owe less o the past

than to their hopes for the future: uni-
versities in which first-rate students, of
the kind we may assume they themselves
once were, will be taught by first-rate
professors of the kind they are today.
They are unabashed intellectual elitists
who deplore what they see as the results
of trying to provide ‘““mass education”*
on the more-or-less cheap. They seem to
want the taxpayer to spend more per stu-
dent within a system in which only the
meritorious like themselves would edu-
cate or be educated. Students would also
pay more, but enhanced scholarships
would be available so that no bright
youngster would be excluded.

This sort of fantasy is common in
faculty clubs, and I have a lot of sym-
pathy for it. Like it or not, however,
mass education is probably here to stay.
And we should be aware that its enemies
often dislike its purported inteilectual
drawbacks less than its social conse-
quences. An expanding body of univer-
sity graduates has increased competition
for high-status fobs. That a growing
number of graduates are young women
or people with names that are hard to
pronounce has not pleased everybody.
The desire to exclude other people’s
children from university (always on aca-
demic grounds, of course) reflects an
attempt to limil social mobility,

It is not clear whether BBG occupy
this camp. Their insistence on merit
seems genuine, even if their emphasis on
standardized exams and uninflated
grading seems a mite naive. Certainly the
evidence they introduce for the claim
that student skills have declined in the
past two decades is unconvincing. If the
students of the 1950s were 50 good, what
explains the whining about low quality
seported “by authors like Hilda Neatby
(So Little for the Mind, 1953) or Robert
Maynard Hutchins (The Higher Learn-

ing in America, 1962)? The truth is that
academics have for decades, perhaps
centuries, found the linguistic and
numerical skills of students to be inade-
guate and in decline.

Of all the matters discussed in this
beok, perhaps none has hit a more re-
sponsive chord in some circles than the
attack on tenure. BBG oppose it because
they say it protects the lazy and incom-
petent, those who won’t publish, who
don’t stay up to date, who skimp their
duties. Of these, they aver, there are
“many,” ‘‘too many."” How many?
How large a proportion of all faculty
members? BBG don’t say, nor do they
name names. Thuos they leave the entire
professoriate under a cloud. .

This is unfair and, insofar as it feeds
popular prejudice, injudicious. That
there are some lazy or incompetent pro-
fessors no one doubts, but until 1 get
hard contrary evidence I shall believe
that the proportion s low. And it is mis-
leading to blame tenure for an institu-
tional failure to discipline or dismiss
those who abuse their positions. Only
since the early 1960s has tenure come to

mean *‘an appointment without term" °

that can oaly be ended “*for cause, such
as gross misconduct, incompstence or
persistent neglect.”” Before that time
Canzdian academics held their appoint-
ments only as long as it pleased their
employers, governing boards, and presi-
dents. Dismissals were rare, however,
and those that we know about were
generally not for neglect of duty but for
such matters as disloyalty to the employ-
ing institution or its head, or criticism of
the economic, political, or social order.

Does this mean that before tenure
gained its current status there were no
lazy or incompetent professors, or that
they mended their ways or resfgned
quietly when asked? BBG do not address
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such questions. They admit tenure has
had volue in protecting the academic
freedom of professors, including the

freedom to disagree publicly with their

colleagues, president, or government.

But they nevertheless urge an end to jt. -

Howr is this to take place? BBG op-
pose covernment intervention or ad-
ministrative prerogative. Instead each
institution’s ““senior scholars, respected
by all’® are to take over. In a radio inter-
view on CBC's Stereo Morning, one of
the authors mentioned the number ““12
1o 15.” These would review the five-year
contracts that professors would hence-
forth hold, and recommend renewal or
termination.

BBG do not indicate who would iden-
tify these senior scholars, whether they
would likely want to devote much of
their time to a constant assessment of
their volleagues, and who would assess
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the assessors. They ignore one justifica-
tion for tenure: that it frees scholars
from having to do work with a fast pay-
off and allows them to start longer-term
and perhaps more important work. And
they fail to consider the opportunities

* for abuse in a scheme that would give

enormous power to a small acadernic oli-
garchy, Can we be sure that these senior
scholars would not try to impose me-
thodological or ideological conformu.y'?

BBG, for example, are senior and re-
spected, and thus abvious candidates to
judge their colleagues. But they evi-
dently think little of specialized lan-
guages in the social sciences (*‘gobblede-
gook™), ‘‘cliometrics,” and Canadian
Studies. Given the chance, would they
not be tempted to downgrade work that
they dislike? Bven if not, other scholars
might not be so saintly.

The existing tenure-granting process is
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time-consuming and usually thorough.
But abuses are possible. We may be
tempted to exclude some even though
they are accomplished to accept those
who are not. The machinery of due pro-
cess often prevents such abuses, but it is
not perfect. To keep repeating the grant-
ing of tenure at five-year intervals, with
only senior scholars acting as judges,
would consume vastly more time while
adding to the likelihood of abuse.

There are better ways of ensuring that
tepured faculty continpe to perform
satisfactorily. One means close to us is
the collective agreement at the Univer-
sity of Ottawa, particularly the section
dealing with *“‘progress-through-the-
ranks” increments. The system signals
to offenders that they are not perform-
:ng adequately and allows them time to
improve.

BBG want somethmg more drastic
and punitive. High quality universities
must have fewer students and fewer
faculty. Raised admission standards will
weed out many of the former; senior
scholarly action will weed out many of
the tatter, particufarly those who don’t
publish. *“We believe in *publish or
perish,” ** BBG proudly say. Still, they
reserve a place for some of those who
don’t publish, but only if their teaching
abilities are ““clearly high.”” These will be
“directed to teach more than those who
do publish.” This is wise. Somebody
had better be aroupd to teach while
those who publish are off on their sab-
baticals and special research leaves.

It would be wrong to dismiss BBG’s
book simply because their language is
intemperate or their analysis and judge-
ment sometimes faulty. Their book has
the makings of a serious critique of
Canadian higher education. Our univer-
sities are far from perfect. Had BBG
looked long and hard for evidence that
might have substantiated — or modified
— their views, had they {aid the basis for
workable reform, they would have writ-
ten a better book. It would have taken
longer to produce, however, and would
hardly have been a volume from which
Toronto Life would have wanied to
publish an excerpt. It would have been
noticed, but it would have prompted
neither the minor sensation nor the
healthy sales they seem to have desired.

BBG may have written a best-seller.
But they have done so in defiance of the

- high standards of their serious work.

They have done an injustice to many of
their colleagues and many students, and
have given far more comfort to the
epemies of the academy than to its
friends. Their scholarly reputations
should easily survive the publication of
this book. 1t is to be hoped that the uni-
versities will survive with as litile
damage.
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ing. Lilly, we are left believing, will pur-

cluding their own incompatibility in
sue the dream alone, but we find little

I have not discussed the full catalogue

of this book’s complaints: to do so
would take another book. My own in-
terest in the history of academic freedom
has shapad this review and prompts my
final obscrvation. The very appearance
of this ifl-tempered little volume shows
academie freedom to be safer than it was

in the not too distant past. BBG should -

be glad they enjoy the current form of
tepure. As recently as 25 years ago, a
book denouncing the evident mediocrity
of the Canadian universities of that time
would bave got the anthors into hot
vater with their presidents. Fifty years
aeo it might bave got them sacked. For-
tunately, there is no danger of that
today. O

REVIEW

Bed and
hoardwalk

By H.A. Farey

The Golden Age Hofel, by David

Lewis Stein, Macemillan, 352 pages,
sl9

Summer Jsland, by Phil Murphy,
Oberon Press, 147 pages, $21.95 cloth
ISBN 0 $5750 533 4) and $11.95 paper
ISBIY 0 83750 539 2).

THERE SEEMS no reason, beyond
cditorfal whim, why two such apparently
disparate books should have to suffer
comparison; yet this chance juxtaposi-
tion is not without interest and profit.
The Golden Age Hotel is a novel, and
boldly proclaims itself as such. Summer
Island is coy about its genre, its cover
(and, indeed, ils content) avowing
neither fact nor fiction. Clearly, the
reader soon decides, the seven sections
of the book are fragments (or rather
homologous strata) of autobiography.
Equally clearly, however, they have been
vrought upon by a ready imagination
and a fine narrative sense until each sec-
tion is a short story by anyone’s defini-
tion, and the whole book has the unity if
not the comtinuity of a novel.

The Golden Age Hotel, on the qther
hand, has a tendency to unravel in the
reader’s mind into a series of short
stories linked, like the parts of Swmmer
Island, by correspondence of setting and
characters. The hotel of the title is estab-
lished and operated by Stan and Lilly
Monteith, who dream of getting rich
(acain) by providing bed and board for
elderly people without the dismal tram-
mels and trappings of an institution. It is
the efforts of the Monteiths to realize
this dream against enormous odds, in-
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matters practical, that provide the skein
on which the episodes are strung,

The rambunctions behaviour of the
featured few among the hotel’s guests
powers the narrative. The guests are
drawn with a lusty mix of compassionate
insight and no-nonsense realism, and at
times with considerable dramatic effect.
One by one they are brought to centre
stage in chapters bearing their names.
With the undimmed passion and slightly
desperate exuberance of their years they
demonstrate their worth, their individ-
uality and their undiminished zest for
life, usually in face of inevitable conflict
with the offspring who maintain them
there.

They make a memorable tableau. The
Duchess is a former psychologist of regal
mien who adamantly refuses to go out
and say a symbolic farewell to her long-
estranged husband, even though her
daughters stage a macabre sit-in with the
hearse at the hotel entrance. (She suc-
cumbs, when terminally ill, to the blan-
dishments of a scruffy, disillusioned
Marxian activist, and they set off on a
honeymoon in Spain, the poignant bliss
of which is left, mercifully, to the
reader’s imagination.) Then there is
Faygie, ex-proprietress of an establish-
ment she calls a bar, but which her
daughter describes as a brothel. She has
a disconcerting habit, when well-plied
with booze by her shvartzer, the black
busboy Lewis, of grabbing the genitals
of those around her. Yet even she, who
looks ‘‘like a big baking potato swathed
in layers of musty wool,” has her
endearing side. Not all the author’s
similes, I might add, are so felicitons.

By comparison with these and other
quests, the Monteiths themselves are
pallid and forgettable. Both have been

married before, and like most of their
guests they are the victims of their
children, When he is duped and bled dry
by his lecherous, indolent son, one’s
sympathy for Stan s less than harrow-
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satisfaction in it. And the hotel itself,
the building with alt its appurtenances,
seems strangely unreal, like a mock-up
in a TV studio, an illusion sustained only
by the copsummate acting of the prin-
cipal characters — who, when all else is

said,

make the book eminently worth

reading,
If the beads on the narrative skein of

The

Golden Age Hotel are of uneven

weight and [ustre, those that make up
Summer Island achieve the symmetry of
well-matched pearls. Murphy's language
is urbane and polished where Stein’s is
earthy and rough-hewn, Indeed, in the
eatly pages, where the protagonist is
only elght years old, this sophistication
places some strain on one’s credulity. It
is hard to imagine an eight-year-old —
even one who has read fvarnhoe — say-
ing, **I’ve been working on a hypothesis

that

electricity is what God really is,” or

using words like “‘resourceful.’’ But if
this precocity is a Hability to the author
and 4 minor annoyance for the reader at

the

beginning, the polished, ironical

style is a pure delight thereafter.

The island in question is Ward’s
Island, a short ferry-ride from down-
town Toronto, Each section of the book
recounts the events of a summer spent at
their cottage ‘on the island by the nar-

rator,

his sister Gerbile, and their

parents. The father, a journalist with
Bterary leanings, is of course the source
of his children’s verbal facility and in-
tellectual forwardness, and he steals the
show. The time span stretches from
around 1930 to the outbreak of the Se-
cond World War, when the father goes
to Ottawa to ply his trade in the service
of some department of government and
the rest of the family go their separate
ways.

The carefree exuberance of childhood
mellows perceptibly into the speculative
sobtiety of early adulthood as we exper-
fence the humour, the pain, and the
pathos of such events as the shooting of
a crow, a practical joke that misfires, the
antics of a young fire-worshipper, the
passing of a long-loved cat, a suicide
next door, and at [ast the break-up of

the

marjage — which, one suddenly

realizes, has for a long time been subtly
foreshadowed. Gerbie, leaving the
island for the last time, ““had been going
to go on and say, it’s not the end of the
world and then, just before she got the
words out, realized that this was just
what it was.”

If I have made all this sound a Jittle
lugubrigus, let me hasten to say that it is

not.

Summer Island is a book one puts

down thoughtfully and with reluctance,
and with a mental promise to pick it up
again some day. [J
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Tales of ihs
joreign legion

Sy Rav Fillp

Betiveen Two Worlds: The Canadian
Immigront Experience, edited by Milly
Charon, Quadrant Editions, 326 pages,
£12.95 paper (ISBN 0 86495 024 1),

THERE ARE those for whom roots are as
disposable as root beer. Then there are
those such as Milly Charon, who re-
mains the cternal immigrant ““torn by
the weishts of both worlds, leashed like
dogs 10 the past.” In an editing job
worthy of Studs Terkel, Milly Charon
has brought those foreign voices off the
street and into our house.

Berween Two Worlds is a bricolage of
interviews, articles, essays, short stories,
and personal testimonials that take the
“cthnic'* experience out of the invisible
sideliaht of émigré literature. Readers in
this country who don’t know what a
**Razzia" is, or a “‘$5.00 Canadian”
would do well to check out this book.

Charon’s collection coriies at us like a
bunch of celebranis lining up to tell you
their life story at a party. We get a Gulag
chiller first from Estonian artist Joann
Sagprniit, who saw escapees roasted in a
stée] drum over flames, and a corpse
*‘strung out on the barbed wire fence for
months like a scarecrow as a gruesome
warning.”” Saarniit pooled his $1,700
along with 306 other Estonian refugees
to purchase a minesweeper sold as scrap
to Sweden after the war. Aboard *““that
wheezy old tub' they made it to
Canada.

Margarita Cruz Shandborn chose
cxile rather than death in El Salvador.
She fled from General Romero’s mili-
tary regime to work as a domestic ser-
vant for an affluent French-Canadian
Family. Her room was a restored pantry.
The RCMP harassed her for supporting
**social causes’ back home — an activ-
ity for which immigrants seeking citizen-
ship can face deportation. Some
authorities make newcomers “‘feel like
thieves very often, and the colour
discrimination was worse in Ontario and
escalated the farther west she went.””

East Indian Meera Shastri came to
Canada via an arranged marriage. Her
job chances improved after removal
from her forehead of the red dot that
denoted a wedded woman. Her small
son enjoys singing ‘“O Canada' with
boys who are little bigots. Raised on
Indian food, music, and religion, he
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asks: ‘““How come I’m white at homeand
become brown when I go to daycare?”’

From Kerop Bedoukian we learn how
the law can be bent to accommodate
well-connected immigrants. A successful
Egyptian businessman, identified as
“Mike,” managed to procure a “*special
ministerial order’” from the department
of immigration in order to sponsor his
younger brother, deemed ‘‘inadmiss-
able'” due to mental retardation.

War stories march throughout the
pages speaking of trials, tribulations,
troubles, tragedies, like the same tune
over and over again on a tread pedal
organ. But the gore is not allegorical.
Real guts of real people who can still
reflect gently aboul the sweetness of life.
People such as Mayor Romano, an ill-
iterate Lebanese, who losi his home and
factory once the Palestinians took over.
He was beaten while applying for a
special business permit in Beirut. He
sums it all up with “‘C’est la vie. . . non
. « . C'est la guerre.”

Then there is Herman Brecht, a
German orphan bom in a cattle car,
decorated with an Iron Crass for bravery
at the cost of four bullets In his leg, cap-
tured by the Americans, handed over to
the Russians, sent to Siberia, from
where he spent 2% years fleeing, sleep-
ing in snowholes, starving, until he
finally made it to Finland, a 98-pound
skeleton. I never trusted a group," he
says with hard-earned wisdom. But he
slowly came to appreciate the Inuit of
the North, where he worked as a welder,
hootch-maker, and hunter. Brecht also
has hilarious anecdotes about being
trapped inside a bunkhouse by a polar
bear who dashed off after it “backed
into the stove and burnt its ass.”

Mary Rajtar Kolarik twice attempted
to be smuggled across the Yugoslavian
border into Austria, got lost, and was
jailed for two days. Then on the third try
she accomplished the feat by wading
across an ice~cold stream at night with a
hand cupped over the mouth of a
friend’s child.

Dilip Bhindi describes how Idi Amin
*“had had a dream that the Indian people
were taking over the economy.” Ugan-
dan soldiers brutalized Asian refugees,
demanding their money and possessions,
while line-ups for immigration papers
swelled outside the Canadian embassy.

We also discover from Dick Chen that
there is such a thing as Kosher Chinese
Cuisine. (His unique restaurant in Mont-
real was destroyed by an arsonist.) Jews
came to China escaping the Greek and
Roman invasions more than 2,300 vears
ago, and again in the sixth century there
was another migration.

The new generation also has its say.
Frank Cerulli mentions the drive for
achievement that many immigrant
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parents instil in their children. Shortcuts
such as taking summer courses to com-
plete university in three years instead of
four. “If I got 75 per cent, it wasn’t
good enough.”

The most innovative presentation con-
cerning his new Canadian experience
comes from U.S. draft-dodger Minko
Sotiron. .

So far, I've seen 2 giant gorillz on the
Trans-Canada in the Rockies; a giant
oxcart in Melville, Saskatchewan; the
giant Canada geese in Wawa, Ontario;
the giant nickel, not to forgei Super-
stack in Sudbury, Ontario; and finally
the Kenora;Ontario moose with its balls
painted fluorescent pink, the better to
se¢ them in the dark!

No book is perfect, this side of scrip-
ture, and even then. . . . Charon apolo-
gizes for the rough-stitched grab-bag
nature of Befween Two Worlds.
(**Haute couture it is not.””) However,
the minor irritation in such a dynamic
assortment of tales is Charon’s stafic
image of a ““mosaic’ as the governing
metaphor. Canadian society is a plural
puzzle, a potential pressure-cooker, as
this book so well outlines. Yet the accel-
erating mutations are not given a new
name, no new informing model, beyond
an antiquated macro-economic mosaic.
Between Two Worlds leaves us sus-
pended, singing vivas for Canada like
the *“What a country” commercials
sponsored by Tourism Canada on na-
tional TV,

At least this book steers away from
the ridiculous regionalism that has
become a religion in certain Literary
circles. It forces us to look at ourselves
and see Filipinos, blacks, Pakistanis,
alien allsorts, walking down our street
with babes in their arms. Think of them,
think of this book, next time your
spoijled brat staris screaming for a game
of Space Invaders. [
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To be
coniinued

By Eleanor Wachtel

Theérése and Pierrette and the Little

‘| Hanping Angel, by Michel Tremblay,

translated from the French by Sheila
Fischman, McClelland & Stewart, 262
pages, $12.95 paper (ISBN 0 7710 8579
6)

WITH THE WIDE critical and financial suc-
cess he reaped in the 19705, Michel
Tremblay felt he was losing touch with
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the east-end DNontreal working-class
milicu that was the well-spring of his
theatre. He'd bought a big house in
Quiremont (Pierre Trudeau country)
and vritten the elegant but anemic play,
Tiwe Impromptu of Outremoni. Then,
after 18-months gestation, Tremblay‘s
fictional world was reborn back in the
neighbourhood of his youth — or more
spaclf' cally of his own gestation in the
spring and early summer of 1942 —

the first parts of his comédie I:umaine, a
tctrology of novels, Chroniques du
platcan Mont-Rayal. The first volume,
The Far V'oman Next Door Is Pregnant
(1951) was writien, he said, ““to tell the
public that 1 love these characters,”” the
m:n and especially the women who’d
peopled his plays since Les Belles
Soetus,

The sarae impuke of affection and
tendcrness infused a subsequent play,
Les Anciennes Odeurs, a moving por-
trayal of fricndship and complicity in the
mgz2ting of two old lovers. The warmth
Just spilled over from the novels onto the
staze, Tramblay claimed. And this
expansive mood continues in the sequel
10 The Fat Woman, Thérése and Pler-
retic and the Little Hanging Angel,
which won the 1981 France-Québec liter-
ary prize,

Where The Fat Woman depicted a
vivid eanvas of family and scenes on a
single day, May 2, 1942, Thdrése,
similarly compact, takes place on the
first four days in June, 1942, climaxing
vith the parish Corpus Christi pageant
and parade. The fat woman, now in
hospital, Is still pregnant, uncomfortable
and serene. Instead of dreaming of

cseape to Acapuleo, she's immersed in.

the pages of The Charterhouse of Par-
#1p, while lichel-to-be turns over play-
fully in her belly. The conscious cat,
Duplessis, is nursed back to health by
the family’s personal Kknitting sisters,
Rose, Violette, and Mauve, and their
mother, Florence — all of them visible
only to artists and free spirits like old
Uncle Josephat-leviolin and Thérdse’s
four-vear-old brother, Marcel. The
practical this-worldly strain in the family
struzeles with and largely suppresses the
antic side. Ilo one believes little Marcel’s
stories; his mother laments, **If I've pro-
duced a lunatic I'fl do everything I can
to cure him, but if he’s a poet theres no
cure and I'll never forgive myself!*

In this book, the practical people take
centre stage and the wonderful home-
growvn exotics — like Ti-Lou, ““the she-
wolf of Ottawa,' prostitute-confessor
to the great and powerful, now in
gra\.et‘ul retirement — hover at the
marpins. The arena of conflict is the
Ecole des Saints-Anges with its teacher-
nuns, 600 girl students, and principal,
Mother Bencite, the Dragon Devil.

Across the street js the church of Saint-
Stanislas-de-Kostka, a self-aggrandizing
pile, “a wealthy trollop who brazenly
revealed her milk-swollen breasts to the
well-to-do from boulevard Saint-
Joseph, and her square, nondescript ass
to the poor from the rest of the pacdsh.””
Eleven-year-old Thérdése and Pierrette
are the elite of grade six, and Simone is
their sidekick. It's Simone’s operation
for her hairlip, her transformation from
ugly duckling into almost-beautiful, and
her designation for the part of the “little
hanging angel” in the Corpus Christi
tableau, that sets the story in motion.
The heroic qualities of these pro-
tagonists, their intelligence and compas-
sion, are revealed early in her friends’
reaction to Simone’s operation:
““Jeepers, Thérése, what'll we say if it
looks as bad as before?”
“We’ll say it [ooks better and then
we'll confess!*
This is a humane, pragmatic
Catholicism, which Tremblay sets up as
the true spiritual resource of society.
Simone’s metamorphosis precipitates
a power struggle between the teacher-
oun, Sister Sainte-Catherine — a dedi-
cated, self-questioning, progressive
woman — and the despotic principal,
Mother Benofte, who is devious,
business-oriented, and thoroughly

DT

political. The battle reverberates
through the school into the community
and parish institutions, and ultimately
leads to the Sister’s decision {o leave her
order and try to convince her beloved
colleague, Sister Saint-Thérése, to join
her outside church walls. Woven
through this central conflict are a variety
of other confrontations and agonies —
Simone’s mother facing the small-
mindedness of the church, as personified
by Mother Benoite; Sister **Clump-
Foot,” the school porteress, learning to
lie in defence of colleagues and of
friendship; Gérard, 2 young man fatally

‘attracted to the pre-pubescent Thérdse
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and fighting the sense of himself as a

would-be rapist; Pierrette, troubled by
the moments of estrangement the
disturbing presence of Gérard brings to
her relationship with Thérése and just as
conscious of her own unwanted effect
on Simone’s adolesceni brother,
Maurice.

These personal crises, and the fore-
shadowing of others, affecting virtually
every character in the novel, present a
community that is vibrant and seething.
However, the intimate scale and sensi-
tive handling render the turmoil with the
quality of a pointillist landscape, an
exquisite tremor.

Tremblay succeeds in his exposé of the

Fily NzinYor

‘The reader rejoices in the good prose,
smells the salt, sees light glimmering on the
waves, and grows warm,'

; —Marian Engel, The Globe and Mail
Elizabeth Spencer’s compelling new novel is a
story about rivalries, destruction and survival.

Penguin Books Canada

$6.95
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pragan church and its earthly relations
with its pacishioners. “Mother Benoite
des Anges became aware of the exag-
gerated importance and, above all, of
the futibity of this grotesque play-acting
that was used to numb naive souls; for
the first time she realized how ugly was
this display of gussied-up children and
paint-daubed statues, insipid, laughable
leftovers from medieval mysteries, and
she was horrified.”* Bqually, his criti-
cism of the internal politics and moral
failings of the clergy finds its mark.
Sister Saint-Catherine

bolieved lar more in the human being’s
capaclty to heal himself through the
force of will, reflection and wisdom,
than in the superficial outward trap-
pings of a religion that preached inner
peace, grace and happiness through
ready-made formulas and ready-made
bJiefs, leaving no initiative to its flock,
which the Church crammed with pro-
mises for fear the faithful might see
through its tricks and abandon it, leav-
ine it destitute; for despite its preachings
and sermons about the vanity of the
things of this world, it was so accus-
tomed to indulgence and silk.

Bt unlike many ham-fisted por-
trayals, where adult authors have retain-
ed a child’s viewr of that jnstitution and
imbaoe the clergy with the larger-than-life -
aspects of monsters, Tremblay is even-
handed, finding tyrants and schemers
but also heroes, jokers, devoted
teachers, zood administrarors, and great
souls in the church. Although the book

has elements of political allegory, and

Tremblay is prefipuring the revolt

apainst the rigid, person-hating institu-
tions in modern Quebec, it is never alle-
gorical in style. The characters remain
strongly individual. Tremblay focuses
on thoughts and passions, and symbols
szrve this end, not the other way around,

Still, this seems a book in between,
despite its warmth and humanity, and
despite its brjlliant depiction of the
organization and celebration of the
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parish pageant. It does not quite stand
on its own; rather, it is more or less an
advertisement for the continuing saga,
not quite resolving any of its most inter-
esting story lines. Even its central intri-
gues — of conflict within the school and
of the gradual blossoming of the three
friends of the title — are inconclusive,
like the [ttle hanging angel, left
suspended in the storm. ]

REVIEW
Getiing it
wrong

By L. Owen

Last RMessage to Berlin, by Philippe
van Rjndt, Stoddart, 444 pages, $18.95
Cloth (ISBN 0 7737 2935 9).
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ON A CHILLY May evening in 1940 a man
wrapped in a greatcoat is sitting in the

. garden of a London house, drinking

cognac and soliloquizing, thus:
1 cannot endure itl . . . I have betrayed
them all, my friends, my people, my
country. 1 suffer for my treachery but
suffering brings me no relief, much less
forgiveness . . , . If they knew what |
have done in their name they would
vilify me, carl me through the street
towards mob justice....And there
would be nothing 1 could say in my
defense!
Who is this guilty party? Winston Chur-
chill, that’s who. (Now try reading that
speech aloud In your best imitation of
the Churchifl voice. It can’t be done.)
And what, as the English put it, is he on
about? Merely that he has just arranged
with Roosevelt to take all the gold
bullion out of the Bank of England and
ship it to the Federal Reserve in New
York, which seems sensible enough
under the circumstances of May, 1940.
1 won’t try to detail the plot of Lasr
Message to Berlin. The best that can be
said of it is that it’s slightly less
preposterous than the plot of Samaritan,
van Rjndt’s 1983 novel — which was
lavishly praised by other reviewers. The
characters, or puppets, include a
number of celebrities besides Churchill

and Roosevelt: Paul Reynand, Joseph .

Kennedy, Allen Dulles, Kim Philby,
Adolf Hitler. But the principals are fic-
titious as far as 1 know, though they
have real-life family connections:
Jonathan Cabot (one of the Boston
Cabots) and Erik Guderian, a former in-
ternational financier. Actually his real
name is Bittner, but he’s the adopted son
of Heinz Guderian, the Panzer general,
and now that he’s doing undercover

- ama
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work for Hitler he has had plastic
surgery and is known as Major Hefmut .
Kleeman. As if this isn°t enough,
through most of the book he is disguised
as Henry Schiffer, a Canadian corporal
in the British artillery. In fact, there are
no corporals in the Royal Artillery; the
equivalent rank is bombardier. And
when Guderian disguised as Schiffer is
mingling with the British troops at
Dunkirk he falls in with a sergeant
whom he repeatedly addresses as **sir.””
In real life, the head' that does this gets
bitten off. If someone dressed as an
NCO had done il, he would have been
recognized as an impostor at once.
Finally, when Guderian arrives in Lon-
don he is recommended for the
Distinguished Service Order — a decora-
tion reserved for commissioned officers.

If I sound pedantic, it’s because I am.
But the author of a novel on such a sub-
ject, even if he can't create characters,
write dialogue, of devise a convincing
plot, could surely maintain a minimum
credibility by getting his facts right. The
appalling events of the days covered by
the story — May 15 to June 17, 1940 —
are as well documented as any in history.
Neither van Rjndt nor his editor (if any)
took the trouble to Jook them up and try
to understand what was happening. In
the first chapter Churchill goes to Paris
on May 15 (actbally, he went on the
16th, but that's a minor discrepancy),

.and tells Reynaud that he must get his

troops “‘to Dunkirk, then to England.”
The truth is that on this day the BEF,
along with the Belgians and three French
armies, was bolding firm on the Dyle
line between Antwerp and Namur. The
German breakthrough across the Meuse,
south of this line, didn"t happen till the
next day; it was on the 19th that Gort
began Lo consider an evacuation, on the
20th that the first German armoured
units reached the Channel, on the 26th
that London ordered Gorl to withdraw
to Dunkirk.

The real puzzle of the campaign is that
on the 24th, when Guderian had cap-
tured Boulogne and surrounded Calais
and was within 20 miles of Punkirk,
Hitler ordered a halt. If it hadn’t been
for this, the evacuation would have been
impossible. Probably the advance was
halted because Hitler still believed that
Britain might make .peace once France
was eliminated — as he undoubtedly
did. For a time I thought that van Rjndt
was planning his story 10 explain this
point. But at the end of the book he
shows that he hasn’t grasped it at all. On
June 17, Churchill is congratulating all
hands. He tells them that the resuit of
their caper is that Hitler has called off
Operation Sea Lion, his plan for the in-
vasion of Britain. (At this time there was
no such plan. As late as July 13, Hitler
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was still hoping for peace with his Nor-
dic blood-brothers in England. The -
memorandum in which he reluctantly
ordered the start of preparations For the
invasion — and first called it Operation
Sea Lion — is dated July 16.)

On the strength of his first two books
{The Tetramachus Collection and
Biluepring) 1 thought van Rjndt mighe
with practice become a very good
novelist. Instead, the more practice he
gets the more inept he grows. It makes
me sad. O
REVIEW
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Fearful
symmetry

By Judith Russell

The Book of Fears, by Susan Kers-
Izke, Ragweed Press, 128 pages, $8.95
nane BN O 920304 33 1)

[y

Whistle Daughter Whistle, by Carole
Itter, Caitlin Press, 79 pages, $6.50
NADE] Bine () 9] b 3}

Earthen Vessels, by Anne Copeland,
Oberon Press, 134 pages, $21.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 88750 522 8) and $11.95 paper

BN 0 88750 523 6).
[~ The Mikveh Men, by Sharon Drache, |
Aya Press, 83 pages, 58.00 paper (ISBN
0 920544 37 I).

SUSAN KERSLAKE'S Book af Fears sets the
mood for three of these four collections:
hers is indeed a book of fears, 10 stories
in which Kerslake prods fear as com-
pulsively as one prods 2 bad tooth. The
fear simply increases; Kerslake never lets
up. i

These are, with one exception,
women’s stories — a catalogne of
menaces real or imagined. In Kerslake’s
landscape, the imagined menace is real-
jzed and played out through the mind
and the memory of the victim. Ambig-
nity is the key, as ambiguity is the colour
of menace. A child-murderer may or
may not be what he seems. A brain
tumour may or may not be madness —
do the medicos care? Pastoral “‘Sweet
Grass" is written from within the mind
of the victim; apparently raped and with
her throat slit, she dies as she speaks.

Kerslake’s people are, nevertheless,
survivors. In “The Wrong Story™ a
political prisoner struggles to explain
torture and imprisonment. It isn’t so
much the wrong story as not the story at
all. A naive audience cannot under-
stand, doesn’t know the questions. Kers-
lake exhibits a fine control here as else-
where; her prisoner battles the loss of

control that is the bogyman in the dark
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of her other stories. In the words of one
of her characters, these are **deadly
tunes.” They're also finely tuned.

Carole Itter shapes her fears differ-
ently in Hhistle Daughter Whistle. She
opens in **Some First Things™ with the
cold, frightening power of an angry
voman — a deadly selfishness that kills.
The title story whirls readers out of that
anger info the protective and controlled
monotone of the child growing up in a
violent home. Itter's language here is
precariously balanced — motionless
storm clouds, shot with livid colour.

The numbered sketches in the collec-
tfion chronicle the life of a daughrer.
They are brief, delicate and sure, weigh-
ing the ties that bind mother and child
together in love and loathing,
dominance and submission. “‘Cry
Baby"* and *“Each on Our Sides™ weave
the power and the helplessness together
through colic and breastfeeding. They
arc ordinary experiences made mythic,
Muresry rhymes in other stories giveup a
different meaning, reflecting, in the
mirror of the prose, more violence than
their simplicity ordinarily suggesis.
Itter’s is the Lnowledge of violence,
together with the fear and ease of it.
Juritdposed as they are in the collection,
the **baby sketches® imply the violeace
in the longer stories.

Ann Copeland deserves better than
Qberon hos given her. Earthen Vessels is
well bound, with an attractive cover,
and heavy cream paper stock, but the
pages are [ittered with typographical
errors, distracting us from the author’s
strong, mature work.

Here are women again, and fears,
Copeland’s women are more complex
thovgh, and the fears more subtle, nor
are they vomen’s alone. **Garage Sale™
moves a marriage up the social ladder,
turns the husband into an object not
quite good enough for an up-market
voman polishing her *“perfect polaroid
world.” *The Hostess™ opens with
**The body was beautiful, elegant’ — a
gem of an introduction. What follows is
a carefully-dialogued display of atti-
tudes: sons to mothers, youth to age,
woman to woman, age to age, man to
man.

Caopeland’s relationships, like alf rela-
tionships, have their beginnings in both
fear apd understanding. What she
handles extraordinarily well, though, is
the fcar of understanding, altogether
deeper and harder to fathom. The
stories do not release their meaning
easily, but they detonate long after they
are read.

Sharon Drache’s The Mikveh Man isa
departure, though like the other collec-
tions it deals with a visible minority.
Drache’s is a mixture of magic and real-
ity, sometimes independent of one
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another, sometimes combined. The title
story is a case in point. The mikveh is a
ritual bath for Jewish women. Rabbi
Meir, as his gift for Iong service to the
Jewish community, wants a different
bath, a mikveh for men. Cousin Kalman
from the Bronx manages just that, in the
face of incredible odds. It’s a story of
faith, determination, and magic, told
with sparkle. .

“Reaching for Mendel Rosenbaum”
is a send-up of the cultural clique in this
country, unsubtle but with a swinging
awareness of its own nonsense. ‘“The
Meeting" is another matter, The Holo-
caust is the backdrop in this well-crafted
story, which might just be the core of a
novel. Here, “I'm on your side”
becomes a threat that perhaps only a
minority can understand in the fullness
of its many meanings.

Four strong writers. Four strong
voices. There are unevennesses, but that
is natural in collections. Typos are
unacceptable from reputable presses,
and editing is sometimes sloppy. But it is
both intriguing and frightening that the
fears catalogued are still characteristic of

~women, still common, and still current,
unabated. Aya, Oberon, Caitlin, and
Ragweed speak from coast to coast; but
apparently DBttle has changed, except
that perhaps women are finding ways to
identify and so control the fear, by
writing it out, and writing it well. [3

Poriraii of
a Tifan

By Jean Wright

E.J. Pratit The Truant Years
1882-1927, by David G. Pitt, University
of Toronto Press, 415 pages, $24.95
cloth (ISBN 0 8020 5660 1) and $14.95
paper (ISBN 0 8020 6563 5).

WHEN 1 WaS learning aboui Canadian
Hterature from the likes of Earle Birney
and Reginald Watters in overcrowded
army huts at the University of British
Columbia in the late 1940s, the poet E.J.
Pratt was considered almost a god-like
figure. It seemed incongrnous later to
learn ‘that he was still alive at that time,
and indeed survived until 1964. Gods
should not be mortal.

An even greater surprise is the advice
that this book, by a Memorial University
professor emeritus, is the first major
biography of the man now deemed the
greatest Canadian poet **of his time.”” I
am happy to report that Pitt has done
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his fellow Newfoundiander proud. This
first volume of a two-part biography is
thoroughly documented, scholarly,
sound and, praise be, lively, engaging,
and readable — no more than suitable
for a subject who possessed the same
qualities. .

The book is long, well-illustrated,
attractively presented, and unobtru-
sively scholarly. The plague of footnotes
usually associated with this level of
research has been cleverly avoided by a
full “Notes and References” section at
the back of the book. (Actually I like
footnotes, but only at the bottom of the
page. The economics of publishing to-
day dictate an end to this civilized
cusiom. Thus it is only snitable that the
footnote markers have been banished as
well.y A full bibliography, including
citations from unpublished manuscripts,
CBC programs, and taped interviews
with Pratt and his friends, relatives, and
colleagues, demonstrates Pitt's
meticulous research. Indicative of
thoroughness is his introductory expres-
sion of regret that Pratt himself kept so
few records — few papers, no diary, no
coples of letters — so “‘only” 1,000 of
his letters have been collected for this
work. Small wonder then that a work
begun in eamest in 1969 is only now in
print.

Withal, the author has written a book
that mercifully avoids both the scent of
midnight oil and the temptation to
idolatry. He does not hesitate to moder-
ate the fanciful versions of Pratt’s life
that the genial story-telling poet (and his
friends) sometimes indulged in. Anec-
dotes clung to Pratt as barnacles cling to
a ship, as a friend of Prait’s aptly
expressed it.

The book conveys successfunlly the
complex character of a rather enigmatic
genius who spent fully half his Iong life
going in wrong directions before he
found his poetic-vocation. *““It was one
of the great ironies of his life that most
of his prime of manhood when creative
energies usually run strongest was passed
in a state of ancherless drifi or, at best,
of uncertain steerage.’ The titles of
Pratt's prose works, which include ““The
Application of the Binet-Simon Tests. ..
to a Toronio Public School” and
‘“*Demonology of the New Testa-
ment. . .”” give some evidence of the
highways and byways Pratt travelled
before he came upon his life work. In his
youth he failed in fact to show any inter-
est in either reading or writing poetry. It
was only when at the age of 32 he joined
an evening class in literature given by
Pelham Edgar that the interest was first
sparked, and some time after that before
he found his poetic voice, Information
consoling to the middle-aged but not vet
famous.
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Born in Newfoundland in 1882, Pratt
was the son of a fiery, intensely devout
Methodist preacher. The formal photo-
graph of his pareats shows an upright
Victorian father with the eagle eye of the
zealot. His seated wife looks anxious,
resigned, and rather cowed. The portrait
might be said to display the vectors of
Pratt’s drifting early life. Both parents
were determined that he would follow in
his father’s footsteps; his mother wor-
ried excessively about his health.

The poet felt the weight of these con-
cerns throughout his life, and never did
summon up the courage to tell his
mother that he had renounced the
church. The poverty of the manse, a
childhood of hardships in Newfound-
land outports, three years purgatory in a
St. John’s store, and a series of
unprofitable attempts {0 eamn money
dogged his early days. Uncongenial
religious studies at Victoria College were
followed by studies in psychology lead-
ing to an instructorship, a Ph.D. in
philosophy, and finally an instructorship
in the English Department and a begin-
ning of his “real” life.

It was his new love (later wife) Viola
Whitney who took him to the evening
class that was to turn his Jife around.
Later came marriage, family, growing
reputation, and the feads and friend-
ships of literary Toronto before and
after the First World War, But always
Pratt was a conundrum.

Pratt’s life confounded conventional
wisdom, as a poet’s life should. His wife
described him as ‘‘several personalities
— different personalities.”’ His early
days consisted of false starts, riotous
adventures (selling wet sandwiches to
drenched crowds at the Regina Exhibi-
tion, peddling his own “Universal Lung
Healer”), and serious pursuits (working
hard as a travelling preacher, many years
of stern academic application). As a
youngster he utterly failed in scholastic
endeavours; as a man he spent many
years in brilliant pursuii of university
degrees. Jovial and lively in crowds, he
complained of the distracting noise of
his daughter's eraser applied two storeys
away. -

There were light-hearted adventures
and terrible tragedy. His intense first
love, a long university romance, ended
when his fiancée died — she was buried
on the day she was to have graduated.
His beloved daughter was crippled for
life at the age of four. Gregarious, he
had — and needed — many friends but
shied away from intimacy with all but a
few. He reputedly was frail and suffered
two ““breakdowns’ but rejoiced in
physical activity, underwent hardship
successfully, and lived to a great age, An
amiable man, he was embroiled in no-
holds-barred literary disputes. Indeed,
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one fascinating aspect of this book is the
accounts of the battles those Toronto
literary Titans fought in the 1920s. The
intellectual life of that time seems so
much more exciting than the finance-
dominated literary news of today. (Or
perhaps it is only more interestingly
reporied.)

As well as giving us an important piece
of scholarship, Pitt has written the story
of a complex character and a subtext of
the atmosphere of Canada in those now-
seemingly ancient times. Let’s hope
volume two is as good. [J

" REVIEW

Plumbing
the depths

By Rupert Schiedor

Sale Survivor, by Maurice Gee, Faber

| & Faber (Pengunin), 231 pages, $24.95

cloth (ISBN 0571 13017 8).

SINCE PATRICK WHITE was awarded the
Nobel Prize for literature in 1973, the
names of Australian writers, as weil as
their film-makers, have become famifiar
in North America. Still, however, for a
great many of us, New Zealand writing
has meant Katherine Mansfield — and
she has been dead now for 60 years —
and Ngaio Marsh. Preparing for a semi--
nar on the fiction of those islands, I
became aware of novelists who wrote
between the wars (Jane Mander, Robin
Hyde, John A. Lee, John Mulgan,
Frank Sarpeson) and since the Second
World War (Sylvia Ashton-Warner,
Dan Davin, M.J. Joseph, Maurice Dug-
gan, among others). The seminar was
organized around Owils Do Crp, one of
the novels of the admirable JYanet
Frame. Hoping o get a better perspec-
tive, we invited a graduate student from
New Zealand to join us. He tald us that
we were missing one of their finest
writers, Maurice Gee. So I've been
catching up, reading seven of his novels
and looking into his biography, I know-
ingly court the ““biographical fallacy,”
for his life and works are inseparable.
The life is straightforward enough.
Bom Maurice Gongh Gee, Whakatane,
North Island, New Zealand, 1931; edu-
cated Avondale College, then University
of Auckland; married; one son and two
daughters; schoolteacher, librarian;
since 1976 full-time writer; recipient of
numerous New Zealand awards. What
warrants more attention, however, are
his two backgrounds: first, the small
towns of the North Island, and second,
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the senerations of his family, especially
that of his mother.

In his first two novels, The Big Season
(1962) and A Special Flower (1965),
Gee, drawing from his own experience,
maps out his fictional territory — geo-
graphical, social, and cultural. The small
town, with its snobbery, pretension,
stratification, the gaps between those
vwho go to private schools and university
ond those who people the boarding
houses, is recorded in gritty detail. The
battles batween the contenders take
place on the inescapable football field,
a1 the dances, and in the homes. It is in
the last thai the Lknives are sharpest and
the twists and jabs most probing, but the
pressures here only epitomise those in
the town between the conformists, the
respectable, the barren, the blighted, the
petrified, and those who, to free them-
sehves, scem to have limited choices:
alliance with the dreps, suicide, or hit-
ting out of town altogether. This, Gee's
physical territory, he presents so force-
fully that it becomes ours.

It was not uniil some 10 years and
thre: boolis later, in the 1970s, that Gee
came into full possession of his fictional
territory and plumped down the genera-
tions of his own family in the centre of
thos2 Worth Island small towns. In an
article published in Isfands, an Auck-
land periodical, he tells of his “Begin-
nings,” when “the life of my imagina-
tion stretched back beyond my birth.”
Referring to his grandfather, Gee writes:

*‘His story became a part of my own. -

My mother told it with passion and ar-
tistry. So I was increased.” (A signifi-
caut verb.) “l took into myself things
that vwould demand expression.”

This **demand™ for expression pro-
duced in 1978 Plumb, the first of what
would extend to a trilogy based on Gee’s
family, recording the tangled, tortured
r¢lations between and among the mem-
bers of four generations over some 90
years. Each of the three novels is nar-
raicd by one member of his generation.
Lil:c The }an of Property, the first part
of John Galsworthy’s Forsyte Saga,
Pluiib con be read by and for itself.
Although it is the sharply defined and
intensely felt characters that make the
trilozy memorable, it also profits from
Ge's talent for ingenious structural
organization. For although the narrator
George Plumb is an egocentric, deaf,
isolated seeker after abstract ideas and
ideals of conduct, Gee manages,
through Plumb’s ‘‘searching of my
past,” his *‘thorns of remembrance,”
and his successive *“shakes of the kalei-
doscope™ 1o pive the reader, living in
another hemisphere and time, a surpris-
ingly comprehensive insight into and feel
for the passing years between 1890 and
the late 1940s: the struggle against

religious and social conformity, the per-
secution of pacifists during the ““Great
War,”” what Gee terms ““the Depression
as Enemy,’’ the “Yank’ invasion of
New Zealand in the Second World War,
Unlike Anthony Burgess in Earthly
Powers and Timothy Findley in Famous
Last Words, however, Gee does not
resort to blocks of potted “‘history.”
The factnal details, the changing
politics, fashions, moral standards are

-woven meticulously and unobtrusively

into the fabric of the gritty everyday life
of the family, immediate and extended,
and their neighbours.

In *‘Beginnings’® Gee puts the relative
importance, for him, of these genera-
tions into focus. “*But it was not his
[grandfather's] story that captured me,
it was my parents’,”* Three years later, in
1981, Meg was added, narrated by Meg
Sole, the 11th of the 12 Plumb children.
Complementing bher father, the first-
person narrator is modest, practical,
sensitive, endowed with “skills of
subtlety and quiet and wordless doing.”
Although concentrating on the second
generation, she attempts to see and
understand beyond it, and her detailed
private observations illumine and enrich
the public, events that her father pro-
jected on his screen. Aeg brings this
saga — in both the ancient heroic and
the modern jronic sense of that term —
up to the 1960s.

Now Gee has completed the trilogy,
bringing it up to 1981, in Sole Survivor,
narrated by Meg’s son Raymond Sole.
{The pun of the title is not quite so
unfortunate as the effect of the use of
the jnitial “R’* with the surname.)
Although the third generation of
Plumbs occupies the centre of the
crowded stage, Raymond is constantly
in touch with the fourth, while con-
tinually adding new perspectives to the
reader’s views of and assumptions about
the first and the second. Gee presents
these later penerations as diminished,
despite Raymond’s attempt to build a
corrupt, politically conniving monster in
Duggie Plumb, his cousin.

Perhaps, however, the earlier genera-
tions are figures in a heroic saga only in
retrospect. Although the new Plumbs
are smaller, Gee, by choosing a jour-
nalist as narrator, encompasses a much
larger territory of non-Plumbs. Neatly,
in the end the Plumbs have come full cir-
cle through the Soles, for Raymond 'is
setting ont to work on a paper in the
small town where his grandfather
George Plumb fought his first battle for
religious and intellectual freedom. Slim
but full of reverberations, Sofe Survivor
is read with most effect not by itself but
as the completion of the Plumb trilogy,
the saga of New Zealand small-town life
over nine decades. []
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on the basic iools needed for
social and economic devalop-
ment and the realization of
hurman potential. By sending
books. By supplying paper
where shorlages exist. By edu-
cating parenis as well as
children. By giving hope. Pro-
gress has been made. But there
15 50 much more to do.
Help us pass it on.

CANADIAH ORGANIZATION FOR
DEVELOPNENT THROUGH
DUCATION

LIGHNING THE vy TOLITERACY FOR 25 YEARS

0 Enclosedis my contabubon ol
{osupport the

causeofiteracyinthe Thrd World. |

understand | vl recenve mionmabon on

exactly howrmy money has helped.

13 lammesesizdn tha worko! he Cana-

d‘ano anizaton for Development

Educaton(CODE).
Pieasa send me adduonalinlormabon.

Hame

Address

Cy/Tasn

Piovace

Paz1aiCada,

CODE-321 c=1ape|8nesc. Otiawa, Ontario
’

KINTZ2 (513)232:3569

Am .ﬂ-u:n-. by B

IN'D NE"B‘M 2000y
Gcﬂltu L1 .

dl‘ﬂ\l!'ﬁn‘ -

Ll L L L ] ) o e e frw o | o f o | e { o e Y e o § s e e s 2 e | { o [ e . o P [ 3 e DEI@

' — m

]

73

Elr_'u:n:uzi-!---uﬂ

January-February 1985, Books In Canada 39

B g g, o ey ety —— S T e R T N TR A T T e . T



\

TR M fiam el e - oin

INTERVIEW

Marty Gervais

‘I've ajways wanted to 1ell stories.

I'm very much a gossip. If someone teils me

a secret, | can't keep it

By (Wark Foriier

H. {MARTY) GERVAIS was born in
1946 in Windsor, Ont., where —
besides writing poetry, popular
history, and books for children —
he works as editor of the book
page and the religion page of the
Windsor Srar. As if that were not
enough, he is also publisher of
Black Moss Press. In addition to
several children's books, he has
written The Rum Runners, an oral
bistory of prohibition in the
Windsor-Detroit area, and (with James
Reaney} Baldoon, a play. His selected
poetry, Into a Blue Morning, was
published in 1982, and his latest book of
verse is Public Fantasy: The Maggie T.
Poecis, He vias interviewed in Windsor
by Marl: Fortier:

Dools in Canada: You are a journalist,
Dboet, playright, popular historian, pub-
lisher, cliildren’s writer; is there g central

concern that holds all these activities
together?

C.H. Gervais: I've always wanted to tell
stories. I’m very much a gossip. If some-
one tells me a secret, I can’t keep it. I've
always been like that. My grandfather,
who was a prospector, used to come and
visit us and tell me story after story
about the Cobalt silver boom days. He
would tell me these horrendous lies,
which didn’t really bother me, because
the story was 50 good. I didn’t really
want to know whether it was true or not.
You sec that spilling over inte a book
like The Rum Runners: when I sat in
front of all these old-timers, I was enrap-
tured with their stories just as I had been
with my grandfather. And then there
was a certain need to tell them, It spills
over into my need to write poems about
my family. It also spills over into jour-
palism, where I want to write about the
things I see and feel in the world around
ine, and into publishing, so I publish a
book like Why Windsor? about the
Jewish community in the area. We did a
children’s book called Piekles: Street
Dog of Windsor.

BIC: In the poems that you wrile about
Yyour own experiences, you don’t take a
narrative position so much as a reflective
one.

Gervais: Taking = narrative approach
means you almost necessarily have to be
less lyrical. I don’t want to be just a
reporter; I want to take that leap into
art. 1 think the writer has to meld images
into some kind of a message. But now
I’m interested in the kind of things that
Guillasme Apollinaire and other French
writers were interested in — a kind of
spectacnlar approach to writing where
you hold nothing back. The kind of
thing Chagall did in his painting. I want
to get that child-like fancifulness in my
writing. Public Fantasy is a book about
Maggie T. Instead of in Ottawa I set her
in Detroit-Windsor — I bring her into
my world. I said, I'll throw everything
into this: the Detroit Tigers, the Renais-
sance Center; I bring in things like El
Salvador, Charles and Diana and their
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children. And it’s a lot of fun,

BiC: Whal rofe does religion play in
your work?

Gervais: Only in my journalism. I
shouldn’t say not at all — I’ve been
working on a series of poems, tentatively
titled ¥ital Signs, which could be con-
strued as vaguely, I hate to say it,
religious. They're done as letters io
saints, certain individuals. I did an inter-
view with Gustavo Gutierrez, who is the
leading liberation theologian in the
world. I consider him a kind of saint. 1
did a letter to Saint Francis. There's also
one to Danle. All of it has something to
do with the environment, poverty,
nuclear arms, the big moral and political
issues of the day. :

BiC: Whal is the purpose of Black Moss
Press?

Gervais: To print books by authors who
1 feel have something important to say.
I’'m introducing new authors and sub-
jecis, We did bp Nichol — Nichol is
well-known as a Canadijan author, but
not as a children’s author. We did his
book, Once: A Lullaby. We’re intro-
ducing new poets; we’re doing a book of
poetry by a woman here in Windsor,
Leila Pepper. We're publishing books
that we believe in, and if we ever lose
sight of that, our whole purpose has
been destroyed. Poetry doesn’t make us
a lot of money — actually nothing.
You're not going to make that much
money out of fiction, either. If we do a
book by someone, maybe it will sell only
800 copies. Ten years from now that per-
son may have long gone from Black
Moss Press, and might be publishing
with McGraw-Hill or Simon & Schuster.
But the first book will have been with a
small press in Canada. I believe in the
small presses. I think there’s more
valuable, more important material com-
ing out of the small presses than from
the larger ones.

BiC: How is Windsor as a place to
work?

Gervais: I find it fine. I'm not caught up
in the political jealousies that go on in
Toronto. I find it more relaxing here.
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I1"s not as if I’m isolated. My phone bills
are 5200 a month; I'm going out of
Windsor all the time. There is a writing
community here, and yet it doesn't gel
topether. We're all working on our own.
We're very much a labour town, even
if vou've never worked at Chrysler or
Ford. It's part of your culture, even if
vou drive a Toyota. Bven if you work in
the university or are a writer. And we’re
steeped in American culture. In every
restaurant in Windsor at 7 a.m. they’re
all reading the American papers. The
Globe and M ail's not our national news-
paper, the Detroit Free Press is. I don’t
think it’s harmed us. I think it givesus a
unique perspective on where we are. [

LETTERS f

HOW TERRIBLY I have come to miss the
Judgement of Douglas Hill in the **First
Ilovels™ department, but never more
than in MNovember when Alberto
Mangue]l failed not only to spell
Veronica Ross’s name the way she and
her publisher do, but also tragically (I'm

tempted to say criminaily) miscompre-
hended what Ross has accomplished in
Fisherwoman,

Fortunately, the work is short enough
and the price low enough (96 pages,
$6.95) that Jovers of quality fiction can
afford to judge for themselves. I, for
one, would urge them to do so. The un-
relenting omniscience of Ross’s voice
provides the ‘‘psychological Nova
Scotia” Manguel dismissed as **soap-
opera intrigue."’

Ann Knight
‘White Rock, B.C

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

FICTION
The Twellth Transforming, by Pauline
Gedge, Macmillan. Gedge's fourth novel
— which deals with the sirange reign of
Pharaoh Akhenaten — returns her to the
18th-Dynasty Egyptian setting of her ficst,

CANWIT NG - 99

WE CAN THANL U.S. politics for the’
gerrymander (named for Governor
Gerry of Massachusetts, who mani-
pulated constituency boundaries) and
bunkum (for the member from Bun-
combe County, North Carolina, who
spoke needlessly in Congress to Im-
press his constituents), but what has
Canada contributed to the lexicon of
political corruption? Is it possible to
mulruminate over the universality of
social assistance, or to broadbend the
facts on unemployment? Contestants
are invited to coin and define such
terms of endearment, drawn either
from the names of Canadian politi-
cians or their ridings. The prize is
%25, and $25 goes to Maurice Con-
Llin of Mississauga, Ont., for the
idea. Deadline: March 1. Address:
CanWit No. 99, Bools in Canada,
366 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
MSA 3X9.

Results of CanWit No. 97
OUR REQUEST for suitable verse to
celebrate Toronto's 150th anniver-
sary produced a smattering of invec-
tive, though less than we would have
expected. The winner is W.P.
Linsella of YWhite Rock, B.C. {(which
lies somewhere west of Mississauga),
for his sneering parody of Carl Sand-
burg:
As we all inow

There is nothing either east or west
of Toronto
Trivial Pursuit maker to the world
Stacker of pancakes
Home of The National
Calm, sink-chesied weakling
City of round shoulders
You tell us that Central Canada be-
gins at Guelph
And we believe you
Thai the Globe and Majl is 2 natlonal
newspaper
That Buffalo is on the western
Pprairie
That anyone oulside Toronto reads
Zena Cherry

Tkey tell me you are wicked and I
belleve them,

For I have seen your painted men
In front of the quiche restaurants,
luring the politiclans

And they tell me you are brutal and
~ my reply is:

God, yes! Harold Baliard uses pro-
Janity,

The Toronto Maple Legfs wear
rouge and eye-shadow,

And I have been trampled underfoot
al the Ealon Centre,

And they tell me you are crooked
and I answer:

Yes, the harbours have been dredged
many times

And-I have been short-changed in
Your zucchinl markeis,

a
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Child of the Morning. To our relief, also
Tike her first (and much less like the middle
two), it is an ingenfously accomplished
piece of w(s

NON-FICTION
A Climate Charged: Essays on Canadian
Writers, by B.W. Powe, Mosaic Press.
Powe’s stimulaiing, entertaining, intelli-
geni, iconoclastic, and provocatively
pleasurable book gives eight .well-
established literary reputations {Marshall
McLuhan, Northrop Frye, Irving Layion,
Leonard Cohen, Margaret Laurence,
Margaret Atwood, Robertson Davies, and
Mordecai Richler} a thorough shaking up.

. POETRY

Secular Love, by Michael Ondaatje, Coach
House Press. Though in the end Ondaatje
still holds something back, his confes-
sional poems of anguished, passionate love
open doors into a private world of per-
sonal emotion that he had previously only
projected onto characters (such as Billy the
Kid) from the myths of his imagination,
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"THE FOLLOWING Canadian books have
been received by Books in Canada in re-
cent weeks. Inclusion in this list does not
preclude a review or notice in a future
issue:

The A 10 Z of Absolute Zaniness, by Carol Mills, Harbour.

ABC, by Elizabeth Cleaver, Oxford.

Above Tide: Reflections on n-deﬂck Hulg-Brown, by
Anthony Robertson, Harbour.

The ny and the Fxii: Donaio’s Politics) Cartoons, by
Andy Bonato, Grosvenor House.

Aifr Fare: Tlle Enfertalsters Entertala, by Allan Goald, CBC

Enterprises.
Al the \'b':y Home, by Garbrlelle Poulin, Qbcron,
The Armchair Gulde to Murder and Detection, by David

Peat, Deneaa

The Art of Darkness, by David McFadden, M&S.

Aspecis of Harmony in Schoenberg®s Six Little Plano Pleces,

Kenneth chli:n Frye.

Al th: Ocean’s Yerpe, by Ralph Gustafson, Black Swan
Books (U.5.)

Allontic Specirum "85, edited by Leslie McKlillop, Guidano:
Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T.

Allantlc Wildflowers, by Diane Griffin, Oxford.

Auntle’s Knitling a Baby, by Lois Simmle, Western Pro-
ducer Pralriec Books.

The Actomobile Sapn of British Cofambla, 1863-1914, by
G.W. Tayler, Moryiss Publishing.

Tlls .B:llcrr’s w:ddlng,. by Merci Fournier, South Western

ntario
Baltard, by W’Imm Houston, Semmothi
Tll‘li' Illlalllmm-e Connection, by W.E, Frllnk: Willlams-
allace,

Beautiful Chance, by Leroy Gorman, South Western
Ontario Poctry,

Best Canadian l'nllllul Cocioons 1984, edited by N.M.
S1ahl, M&S,

The Best of Norzls, by Len Norris, MES.

Belwcen France oot New Fraoce: Life Abuard the Tall Sod-
Ing Ships, by Gilles Proalx, Dundum.

Bl Bear; The End of Fnedom. by Hugh A. Dempsey,
Donglas & McIntyre.

u"l':rll Sweet Trsle of Maple, by Tecla Werbowski, Williams-

Bloe Dng Plus, by Chifford Duffy, Dromas.
A Dold of While Cloth, by Leon Rooke, Sioddav.
Brotherhood Week In Belfnst, by Don Ak enﬂm. ECW.
lly mns'n of Doubt, by Ellen Godli
Esl!, Iw Sunnnc Majhanovid and Paullne Wahl
\'."ll'hs. Copp Cla

abwnwm Plclll.ru. by Colleen Kelly, Toronto Public

Can:ula. the GATT and the Intetnational Trade
Frank Stong, Institute for Rescarch on Public
Carmadian Halke, by Una Warldeworth, Frye.
Caén::ll:‘lln ISBN Publisher's Dluclm:r. Natfonal I..Ihrlry of

Cankervllle, by Diane Dawber, Borcalls.
Carlos, the B:mn Is No Longer Beyond Our Reach, by
&'{I‘:mla(slr:.&'g by Edwud Brado, Douglas & Melatyre,
1 o, ntyre,
Celebration: 75 years of Challenpe and oge, by Marit
binton, Grosvenor House.
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€ hina Ho .. wdiud by Charles Taylar, MES.

Th.: Chr tea s Teain, by [van Gunischey, M&S.

Cl'l"rmid;- of the Hinfliv Sun, by Dionne Brand, Williams-

Cillzcn-bip Pantteipailon In Library Decldon-hiaking: The
;u!h w1 Espurcace, edited by John Marshall, Scarocrow

Fo a4t S

Cuming: 12 Tarats, by Jack Brooks, published by the author.

The Company Sture, by Johm Mciler, Formac.

Thy Carphtv Handhook of Family Health Care, by Asnes
ChorL .o, St 2abn Ambalande.

The Cumputr Ranlls, by Beenaduire Renaud, Press Por

wple.

Tit: Crncrote Girdife, by Lolz Sneyd, Simon & Plerre.

Counikiranc. by Catherine Batcs, Lansdowne House,

€ vunlry Picasures, by Andrew Oho, Filth House.

The Dumee of Shisa, by Williom Deovercll, MRS,

The Dol Lingdom. by John Meoniapue, Fmﬁl{.

D.athy Shifts The Diswoxin Murd.s at Stek Lilds, by Ted Biss-
tand, “hthuen. N

The Dinn.r Pacty, by «en o luipts, Black Moss.

Pincetive. oF Aufumn. by Ralph Gustafson, MES.

Pt Cul %35 Hale, by Sylvie Assathiany und Loule Pelle-
gl Jumys LoTumer.

wpeazun b, by Les J. Hindls, Avon.

Stual AllcJonee, by Ben Dankéiman, Formac.

The Dy ow of Gonernment Prograns for Urban Indlans
In the Prsirle Provinees, by David L. Anderson ¢ ai., In-
~tiutc far Ruscarch on Public Policy.

Licant smd Easy Chinese Coning. by Ins Nowedl, Hurtig.

Lnire L1 ~ointetd of Je terrorlmet Evsals, by Viclor-Levy
Qeaulive, V1B Editeur.

I-%. G_rcau, Hubert Aquin, Fevu2 D*Hisgire Litértine
:{u( Qb2 oI duCanada Frangas, Editions de I'Universiié -

O .
Fable. Ir-lu_rn the Vomen's Qaarters, by Claire Hamris, Wi-

Trarm = Wallzoe.
Fuith, Flap2, No Charity, by Judith Haiven, New Star.
Yhe Faf f1and~ and Other Tales of Faalay, by John

Buchat, Donald &, Grant (U.S.).
'lh‘:.‘ Eu l‘-;hh‘.vcl. Currofl, Reuben Saltows, and Johin de
- ufa Al thoon,
Fiding: the Sorld-, by Darothy Livesay, Goose Lane Edi-
LN

Fingcoprial: A Coflction of Slorles by (he Crime Wrillers
of Lanzds, fouin,

Logus vn Alberta®™ Industriat ond Scicnce Sialepy Pro-
preal -, wdited by Michaol A, Walker, Fraser Ingiate.
Feual Btz Five Years In she Amcrican Leapue, by Allson

Gardn, M&S .
Fun In Lt Kitchon with Angela Clubb, frein.

iat_ . by Marion Andre Caormiochl, Mosaic,

Ien Aye of Conadian Flgore Skalingz, by David
Youn +, Collwr Macmillan.
Ih\i G“ll‘\.l.r;-i Cu! bnok, by Maurosn Chodosh and Maggls

‘w1, Harhr.

Thi Grud Dininge Gulde $0 Grealer Vancouser Resiaurants,

by 10yl Bel*hae, Harkour.
fymghyes Are SumethIng, by Matic Falwerh, South
W torn Oatma Postry,

rosins I'p Dl In Canada, by Carel Talkot, Villiams-

Woll o

CLASSIFIED

Classified rates: 38 per line (40
characters to the line). Deadline: first of
the month for Issue dated following
rnonth. Address: Books In Canada Class-
ifled. 3668 Adelalde Street East, Toronto
M54 349. Phone: {4186) 363-5426.

THE SEAST UNVEILED. The definilive
colution to 686 found in Sumerian
astronomy, basis of major religions. 12
% 12", 512.80. Collector’s edition $43.20,
both for a limited time only. Not
available in stores. Cheque or money
order to Tessaract Press, P.O. Box 582,
Victorla Statlon, Westmount, P.Q. H3Z
2Y8.

OLD AMD RARE BOOKS. Canadiana
Catalogues. Heritage Books, 866 Pal-
merston Ave., Toronto, Ontario M6G 252

USED LAY BOOIKS. 30 day fres exam-
Ination. Write J.L. Heath, 68 Isabella St.
#105, Toronto M4X 1N3. 922-0849.

THE SCREAL. A performing book by the
collaborative arts group FIRST DRAFT.
Ant, poetry. music; hundreds of lllustra-
tions. Numbered limited edition, $15.
Write: Quroboros, 40 Grove Ave.
OTTAWA K18 3A6
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errlngl Up British In Bridsh Columbla: Bays In Private
Schoal, by Jean Barman, UBC Press.
Gunshiald Graffitl, by Thomas G. Lynch aml James B.

Lamb, Nimbus.

A Halda Potlash, by UIR Stelizer, Douglas & Mclntyre.

Horbour Thieves, by Bill an, James Lorimer.

The Harowsmiih Pasiz Cookbaok, Cemden House.

The Harcawsmith Reader INL, edlicd by James Lawrence,
Camden House.

Her Own Woman by M{ma Kostash et af., Formac.

The Hewed Out 1, by Russell Thomion, Boreolls.

Hlﬁw{:: Canada, by Kildare Dobbs and Morjorie Harris,

ethucn.
Th;_lllslnry of Prafrle Theaire, by E. Ross Stuan, Simon &
jerre.

The Home Economist =3 n Helping Professional, by D.
Kieren er al.,

Hurs-d*ocavres, by Carla Homan and Joyce Palmer, Hurtiz.

The Horses of tbe Royal Canadlan Mounted Police, by Wil-
Iizm and Nora Kelly, Doubleday. )

The Jdeas of Kuxl Masx Are lmmorial, by Hardial Balns,
Peaple's Canada Publishing House.

if He Comes Back He's Mine, by Elizabeth Camden,
Women's Press. .

I Love My Babysitter, by Silvie Assanthiany and Louse Pel-
leafer, James Lorimer,

InThelr Words: Intervlens with Fourteen Conadlon Writers,
by Bruce Meyer & Brian O°Rlordan, Anansi -

In fhe Minds of Men, by lan T. Taylor, TFE Publishin

The Indominable Lody Doclors, by Carolowta Hacker,

Formac.
Instead of FIRA, by Samucl Wex, Institute for Research on

Public Policy.
Jerty Polist Paladin of sbe Plalos, by B.D. Fardy, Sunfire.
Journess Through Bookland, by Drogland, Coach

House.
The "'ﬁ of Bridge, by Audrey Grant and Brlc Rodu.el,
Prentlce-Hall. i
The Joy of Qulll!_?g. by Laurle Swim, Penguin.

h(")%m 'of Daath: The Rald on Dieppe, by Raymond Sousier,
eron.
Ken Mitchell Country, edited by Robert Currie, Coteau.
The Kils’ Bakebook, Ly Shannon Ferier and Tamara Shut-
ueworth, James Lorlmer.
Labour Polns: Women®"s Work I Crislx, by Pat Armstrong.

‘Women's Press.

The Last Domino, by Stan Persky, New Star.

Laughing All the Way Home, by Joan Finnigan, Denead,
‘Lazaro, by David Kendall, Seal.,

The Leopard and the Liy, by Joan Clark, Qolichan.

La lettre fnfinle, by Modclaine Gagnon, VLB Editeur.
Lile's (hdd Momenits, by Swart Trueman, M.

Literary Manascripts ai the Natlonal Library of Canada,

National Library.

The Literary Vision of Gabridlie Roy: An Amalysls of Her

Works, by Paula Gilbart Lewis, Summa.

Liule Bear Can'l Steep, by Sylvie Assanthlany and Louise

Pellelier, James Lorimer.

Lovesonps and Others, by Ralph Cunnini_lmm. Fiddichead.
LowerASainland, by T.W. Peterson, Sunfire.
Loyalist Mosale: A Mult-Elbnic Herltage, by Joan Mages,

M;Juhl;du.m. nd the N pesing M by Georgi

ursay o e Newspapering Murmays, eorgina

Keddell, Formac. *

Mabet Bell: Alexander’s Silenl Partner, by Lillas M.
Toward, Methuen.

Making It, by bkl Moore, Methuen.

Mnriposa Forever, by {saac Blckerstaff, Sroddart.

Mand's House, illiam Gough, Breakwater.

Maxwell's Train, by Chrisiopher Hyde, Collins.

Memoirs of = Mouniain Man, by Andy Russcll, Macmillan.

Memorles of the Old Home Place: Prioce Edward Island, by
Fronels W.P. Bolger, Oxford.

Misston on dbe Infet, by Thomas A. Lascelles, O.M.1., Schu-
mon/Harte,

Mally, the Dog Thot Wouldn't Qult, by Charles Perkins,

Gray.
Ml'iqn“l;n:s. Le Canada, by Glenn Keith Cowan, Les Edilions
More lggl.:nlﬂlennn Gold, edited by Geollrey Ursell,

'Drean.

Morrice: A Great Canadlan Artist Rediscovered, by G. Blair
Eaing, M&S.

Mufroney: Fhe Makiop of (he Pdme Minlsier, by L. Jan
MacDonald, MES.

My House, by Stephanie Anastasiu, James Lorimer.

My Streel, by Marie-Josée CBté, James Lorimer.

Native People and Explorers of Cooada, by Danidl C.G.
Conner ef al, Prentice-Hall.

Les neipes suivl de Le Bonhomme Sept-Heures, by Kichel
Garnean, VLB Editeur,

Nell and Me, by Scoll Young, M&S.

The New Realily, by Warren Magnusson ! ai., New Star.

The Next Conadiaa Econvmy, by Dian Cohen and Kristin
Shannon, Eden Press,

Northern Comfort, by Muriin Avery, Oberon.

Noi on Ensy Cholce: A Femialst Rexamines Abortlon, by
Kathleen McDonnell, Women's Press.

Naot for Every Eye, by Gerard Besselte, translated from the
Erench by Glen Shonliife, Exile Editlons.

Of Mals and Men, by Glynn A. Lehshon, Sports Dynamics.

Okanagan-Similkamern, by T.W. Paterson, Sunfire.

One for Sorrow, Two oy Joy, by Mary Cook, Denegu.

One Unlon In Waod, by Serry Lembeke and William M. Tat-
tam, Harbour.

Oniario Spectrum '8, edited by Daryl Cock ef al., Guidance
Contre, Faculty of Bducatlon, U of T.

Our Spoons Came from Waolworths, by Barbara Comyns,

Virago.
Oul on the Plain, by Frankic Fion, Rogweed Press.
Parltament vs. the People, by Philip Resnick, New Siar.
Paul Kopez Adist, by Bruce Halg, Deuselig.
Peepee In the Poly, by Sylvic Assathlany and Louise Pel-
- Jeficr, James Lozimer,

The Pengnln Book of Camadlan Verse (revised edition),
edlied by Ralph Gusiafson, Penguin. _

The Peu&nl.n Book of Modern Canadian Dramma, edited by
Richard Plant, Penguin.

Piling Blood, by Al Purdy, M&S.

Plalg Talk: Memolrs of an Auditor Genersl, by Maxweil
Henderson. MES.

Pluck, by Jopathan Webb, Seal. .

Poner of What Cost?, by Lawzence Solomon, Fircily Bocks,

The Power Plys, by Goorge F. Walker, Coach House.

PQ: Rent Lévesque ond Lhe Pacti Quibicals in Power, by
Graham Fraser, Macmillan.

Presiews and Promises. by Alvin Tofiler, Black Rose.

The Prire of Power: A Blography of Charles Eugene
Bedaux, by Jim Christy, Doebladay.

Prime Time: Love, Lile aod Sex Alfter Fifiy, by Mary Ann
Wollison, PaperJacks.

Probing Leviathan; An Invesiigation of Government in the
Economy, vdited by Lerner, Fraser [nstitute.

The Promise, by Wanda Blynn Cnmpbell, Pulp Press.

Parple Irormeed: A Canadian Legacy of Tales and Legends,

by Sylvia Rafl.
Quebee Spectrum '85. editcd by Peter Repimbald er of.,
Guidance Centze, Faculty of Education, U of T.

mﬁa l::r fhe Rose: Elecllon 1984, by Charles Lynch,

en.

Haodieal Torles, by Charles Taylor, Fonnac.

Real Pushers: A Critical Anzlysis of the Canadlan Drug

Indasicy, by Joel Lexchin, New Star.

Recolliketipns of a Vipllnlst, by Maorice Sohway, Moseiz.
orf 1o (he First Congress of the Demacraiic Women's
nion of Canada, People’s Canada Publishing House.

Road Dances, by Joan Heney, Lansdowne House.

The Rock Candy Bandits, by Donald R, Gordon, McBain

Publications.
The Roman Cookery of Apldus, by John Edwards, Rain-

coast Books.
Rosslyn Rabbit Retnms, by Blizabeth Crocker, Nimbus.
“‘I: sl-.ltlt-hu Diet Book, by Graham MacGregor, Prentice-
all.
Sclenceworhs: An Onlario Sclence Cenire Book of Experl-
menis, Kids Can Press.
The Scream, by the Third Annual Group Shaw, Quroboros.
Bea of Slanghier, by Fardey Mowar, M&S.
Sedentary Tales, by Sam Dodds, Argenta Friends Press.
Sheba nod Solomon, by Karen Mulhallen, Elcftheria Press.
Skip pod BIST Cliog 10 the Rxdin, by Stuart Ross, Proper
Thales Press.
Small Churches of Comada, by Kim Ondaatje, Lester &

Orpen Dennys.

Smoke Wilhon! Exil, by Brizn Breit, Sono MNis.

So Yon Want lo Be Prime Minister?, by Ben Wicks, M&S.

Soclal Wosk with Raral Peoples: Theory and Praciice, by
Ken Collicr, NSB.

Softls ¢ Barrlers and [ncentives in Canadion Encrgy
Policy, by P.5. Elder, Detsel

Songs, Poems, Peformonce Pleces, by Maja Banperman,
Blewoiniment.

Sound Herliage, by Sacko Usukawa ef al., Dougls & Me-

Iniyre,

The Si. Lawreuce and the Saguenay, edited by Frank
Tierncy, Tecumsech.

Siampede City, ediiced by Chuck Reasons, Between the

Lines,
Slgl:s by Canadian Women, edited by Rosemary Sulllvan,
xford.
The Strawberry Coanectlon, by Beatrioe Ross Buszck,

Nimbus.

The Summuer Tree, by Guy Gavrlel Kay, M&S.

Sontight In the Shadows: The Londseape of Emily Cam, by
Kerry Mason Dedd, Oxford.

Tallsman, by Cecil Cragg, Merlin Books.

Thirly-six Exposures, by Kevin Major, Doubleday.

This Guest of Scmmer, by Jell Doran, Pulp Press.

The Tibetan Treasore, by Alan Herscovict, Simon & Pierre.

Ticket to Hell, by A. Robert Prouse, Formac.

A Time lor Judas, by Morley Callaghan, Avon.

To the End of the Biock, by bp Nichol, Black Moss.

A Tolklen Besifary, by David Day, Harbour.

Tomomow Is Schaol, by Dan Sawyer, Formac.

Toronlo: Carved In Stone, by Margaret hMcKelvcy and Meri-
Iyn McKelvey, Fitzhenry & Whiteside.

A Toronto Larapoor, edited by Wayne Grigsby, Eden Press.

The Traders: Inside Cannda's Stock Markets, by Alevander
Rass, Collins.

The Train, by Mireille Levert, James Lodmer.

Tlll: Traospareni Nelghbour, by Waln Ewiog, Proper Tales

ress,

Trialst Canada 1 and the 1983 Amerlca’s Cup, by Jeff Boyd
and Eloug Hunter, Macmillan.

'I'l'lnnr;l,lk:’nnuir. by [an Ausiin and Martin Krane, Bantam

Top of War: The Canadlan Victory That Opened Actwesp,
Ey W, Dents Whitaker and Shelagh Whitaker, Stoddart.

Vampires of Qstawn, by Eric Wilson, Collins.

Vancouver [sland, by T.W. Palerson, Mr. Paperback.

\'as!luﬂvnr: “The Ploneer Years 1774-1886, by Derek Pahick,

ire.

A Yosi and Magnificent Land, edited by Mau Broy and

Exnle Epp. Lakehead Univerzity.

Video Movie to Go, by Murray Shukyn ef al., Grosvenor

ouse.

Voyazer en Irlande avee un parapluie, by 1 ouls Qauthier,
VLB Editeur.

Western Spectrum "85, edited by Martha Colquhoun f af..
Guidance Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T.

“We Weni to War, by Eoy lio, Canada’s Wings.

What s That Noise?, by Michle Lemieux, Methuen.

Whal Jobs The Col o Gulde tn Careers and Safaries
In Canada, by Paul Anisef er al, Hunlg.

When an Osprey Salls, by Palricia McKenzi-Porer,

Nimbus.
Who Killed Janet Smith?, by Edwatd Starkens, Macmillan.
The Whole Nighi, Coming Home, by Roo Borson, M2S.
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SOMETHING NEW

The New Books in Canada doesn’t just look different, it is different.
With more pages per issue and many more reviews, now more than
ever Books in Canada is the book-review magazine that best keeps you
informed about Canadian books and their writers.

Each issue now contains an expanded mid-section that brings you
brief but provocative reviews of the latest in fiction, non-fiction, and
poetry. That’s in addition to the reports, profiles, interviews, and
reviews by and about some of Canada’s leading writers and commen-
tators that Books in Canada’s readers have come to expect from a
national forum on books.

If you read Canadian books, you can’t afford not to read Books in
Canada.

BOOKS N CANADA
Available in better

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

Yes, I'd like 10 subscribe to Books in Canada [
Name
Address

A MATUNAL FIPICH OF BLOKS
————

Postal code
Cheque enclosed [1  Billme O

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE $13.95 A YEAR
$16.95 A YEAR OUTSIDE CANADA

156 Adeade Sizent East. Sue 432
Toromo, O M3A X9

January-February 1985, Books in Canada 43
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| INRILABLE NOW!
THE ALL NEW
CHILDREN'S BOOK
CATALOGUE

THE CANADIAN
BOOK INFORMATION
I CENTRE

Over 100 new Canadian children’s books in 16
categories, with age levels, retail prices, and a short
descriptive paragraph about each title. Lists of
children’s specialty bookstores, publishers and
wholesalers, as well as lists of the winners of all
major Canadian prizes for children’s literature are
also included.

To obtain your free copy just send a stamped (37¢)
self-addressed 9 x 12 envelope to:

CBIC Natiopal Office, 70 The Esplanade,
Toronto, Ontario M5E 1A6

—

M@Eﬁgﬁ Books Eé_y ‘Wornen

A Literary Press Group catalogue

@ur new catalogue brings you 74 of the drama and literary criticism from Margaret
most interesting literary books available this = Atwood, Carol Bolt, Gwendolyn MacEwan,
season. Literary Books by Women celebrates = Margaret Laurence, Dorothy Livesay, Erika

the high quality and remarkable range of Ritter, Audrey Thomas and over sixty others.
Canadian literary writing by, for and about If you’d like regular notice of new
women, in a selection that features recent Canadian literary writing, why not join our
works by established Cmccsmmomoasmo e oo .o mailing list?

names as well as the 1 Clip out this coupon
season’s best froman | K@@p M@ Mﬁmedg _ ! and send it to:

entire crop of g I’'m interested in learning about mew literary books by : The Literary Press Group,

g women. [*d like to be a part of the LPG mailing list.

talented new writers.  ; I'm interested in: 70 The Esplanade, 3rd Floor,

i
Fiction, poeu-y g C drama {J Fiction O Beerary criticism 1 Toronto, Ontario MSE 1R2
g O poetry O biography 7 anthologies !
|
1
1
I
[ NAME 1
i 1
I ADDRES :
[
—_— 1 —
: oY FOSTAL CODE FHONE [ .




