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Nurtie Publishers

Wildklewers of the

Canadian Reckies
by George W. Scotter
photographs by Hélle Fiygare

A superb field guide, this book
contains exquisite colour photo-
graphs and enlightening descrip-
tions of 298 species of flowers,
both common and rare, that are
seen in the national and provincial
mountain parks. Visitors to the
mountains, hikers, and nature
lovers will find it easy to use (it's
organized by flower colour),
durable {with a strong, rainproof
cover), and informative (it even
tells how animals and humans use
the plants).

514" x 8", 176 pages

970 colour illustrations, 1 map

$19.95 durabound
599.95 cloth

Discevery

of the Rerth
The Exploration of
Canada's Arctic
by Daniel Francis

You'll never take the North for
granted again after reading this
eye-opening account of the
exploratory journeys to the
upper edges of this continent and
through the elusive Northwest
Passage. Francis’s fascinating
chronicle of the men who trav-
elled to the Arctic, their various
methods and motives, their
tremendous hardships and rare
successes, is based on the dianes
and letters of the explorers
themselves.

514" x 8", 224 pages

17 b&w illustrations and 2 maps
$16.95 cloth
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of Ontarie
by Robert Bothwell

Bothwell gives readers a new
overall understanding of Ontario’s
past and relationship to the rest
of Canada in this refreshing,
concise account of the events
and issues that influenced the
people and politics of the
province.

5'/s" x B", 994 pages

16 b3w illustrations and 3 maps
$13.95 paper

524 .95 cloth

Hew te Be a Great M.C.
by Alex Mair

A master of ceremonies can make
any event a terrific success with
this step-by-step guide to what to
do before, during, and after the
occasion. Convenient end-of-
chapter checklists ensure that all
those things which need doing
are taken care of.

5% x 7", 96 pages

$9.95 hardcover

it ¢e Eat
by Ann Budge

A new, expanded edition of a
cookbook originally published for
the Canadian QOrienteering Federa-
tion, this is a collection of over
450 highly nutritious, economical,
and easy-to-prepare recipes for
foods that active people need to
be healthy.

6" x 9%, 304 pages

514.95 cerlox bound

Publishers Lic

10560-105 Street, Edmonton, Alberta TSH 2W7
Toll free 1-800-661-6464
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JAVID CORCORAN

THE WEST
COASTERS
A Kovel by

The o8 Ve e
Lavin LOLCOIAL

Dramatic historical fic-
tion in the style of
James Michener, Cana-
da's history comes vivid-
ly to life in this sweeping
saga of the men and
women who settled Bri-
tish Columbia and
founded Vancouver. Ex-
tensively researched, this
first novel is officialy
endorsed by the Van-
couver Centennial
Commission.
$24.95 cloth

BAGDAD

The Prince of Stars in
the Cavern of Time:
Yolgme 1

Ian Dennis

Iant Dennis makes a
remarkable debut with
this compelling fantasy
reminiscent of The .
Thousand and One
Nights. Full of mystery
and delightful humou,
the story follows the

Books In Canada, May, 1686
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travels of the Prince of
Stars through the col-
ourful and exotic world

of the medieval East.

$17.95 cloth

MISS ABIGAIL'S
PART

or Verston and
Diversion

Judith Terry

A rollicking story of the
“downstairs” world of
Jane Austen's famous
novel Mansfield Park.
Jane Hartwell, the
heroine, is a spirited
and outspoken serving
girl whose adventures at
the Parl and in London
make this a delightfuf
romp through the early
nineteenth-century world
of manners and morals.
$19.95 cloth

THE OTHER PARIS
HMavis Gallant
Originally published
thirty years ago, Mavis
Gallant's first collection
of short stories is now
avaifable in paperbackl
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These twelve stories
ranging in setting from
working-class Montreal

to Parls, Ceneva, Madrid

and Sall:zburg, detail the
painful dislocation of
postwar Europeans and
the naive failure of
Americans to under-
stand European society.
$8.95 paper

| HARVEST FROM THE

ROCK

A History of Mining in
Ontario

Phillp Smith

Philip Smith, bestselling
author of The Treasure-
Seekers: The Men Who
Built Home Qil, presents
both an adventure story
and a business study as
he details the develop-
ment of Ontario’s mines,
mining towns, mining
companies such as Inco
and Falconbridge, and
the pecple who made
their fortunes.
Tustrated with maps
and 24 pages black-and-
white photographs
$32.95 cloth

TT—— [/
fﬂ.{ﬁlﬂﬁ‘ .
T blkn; - THE FOOT
e, ¢ WOCTOR

-1 Lifetime Relief for
SMART COOKING Your Aching Feet
Quick and Tasty Glenn Copeland,
Recipes for Healthy D.P.M.
Living A complete guide to foot
Anne Lindsay care by the consulting
The only cookbook ever | podiatrist for the Blue
sponsored by the Cana- | Jays and the Canadian
dian Cancer Society. Back Institute. Written
Food writer Anne Lind- | for [aymen, i in-
say provides over 200 cludes valuable infor-
delicious low-fat, high mation on the anatomy
fibre recipes that con- of the foot, the treat-
form to the Sociely’s ment of commen faot
dietary guldelines. In- problems, children’s
cludes 16 pages of col- | feet, choosing foohwear,
our photographs, line and foot care for the
drawings, nutrient analy- | athlete.
ses of each recipe, and - | Hiustrated with over 70
diet tips. Mustrated - | line drawings
§$14.95 paper $14.95 paper
P‘] Macm:llan of Canada
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Back to the future

Notes and comments on 15 years

of revlewing Canadian books, and the

life of the magazine to come

AS SUITS THE occasion, this is both a
historic and a pivotal issue of Books
in Canada. This month — with an
expanded format and a number of
special features — we celebrate our
15th anniversary of reviewing Cana-
dian books. But perhaps equally
significant, after 15 years of free
distribution in book stores (apart
from a small but loyal group of
subscribers), for the first time the
magazine now is available only by
subscription or for sale on the news-
stands. As a result, as Rick
Jacobson’s cover illustration
dramatically suggests, we find
ourselves simultaneously looking
over our shoulder at past accom-
plishments and looking forward to a
new chapter in the life of the
magazine.

In the offices of Books in Canada
the approaching deadline has pro-
voked an even more frantic burst of
actlvity than usual. As the editors
gserambled to assemble additional
material for this bumper anniversary
issue, the circulation and business
staffs were similarly busy gathering,
for promotional purposes, comments
on the magazine from members of
the cultural community — in par-
ticular, from Canadian writers as
diverse as Margaret Atwood and
David Suzuki, Pierre Berton and
Northrop Frye, Hugh MacLennan
and Dalton Camp.

Knowing that they have come from
many writers who have been both the
subjects and occasionafly the con-
tributors of articles to Books in
Canada, perhaps we shouldn't be
surprised by the open flattery to be
found in some of these comments.
{Atwood: “Books in Canada is a uni-
que item dedicated to a once-
unpopular proposition: that
literature produced by Canadians is
worth writing and therefore reading
about. It has never failed to have the
courage of its convictions.” Frye: “It
seems to me that Books in Canada
does a heroic job of trying to keep up
with its subject on all fronts, and
anyone who cares about the fate of
books in the country should care
about the fate of the magazine.")
Others, however (Jack Batten:
“There have been only two times

when I could have done without
Books in Canada. They were the
times when its reviewers gave a cou-
ple of my books lousy notices”;
Harry Bruce: *“1 don't love Books in
Canada the way I love my cat, but I
do like it**), did remind us of the
singular, not always comfortable
position that the magazine has held
among the country’s writers and
publishers throughout its history.

The first issue of Books in Canada,
dated May, 1971, featured a front-
page review by Dave Godfrey of
Mordecai Richler’s St. Urbain’s
Horserman under the uncharacter-
istically bland heading, “A Major
Canadian Novel.** Inside were a pro-
file of Robertson Davies and reviews
by Hugh Gamer, David Helwig,
Alden Nowlan, and Al Purdy, among
others. The introductory issue had
been published with a $250 grant
from the Ontario government and a
few dollars chipped in by the as-yet
unpaid staff. As Val Clery, the
founding editor, said at the time,
“It’s not going to be something that's
going to make a fortune for any of
“s.l'

Clery, a freelance writer, had re-
cently reported in a survey prepared
for the -publishing industry that
Canadian newspapers and magazines
seldom reviewed Canadian books.
Book-buyers, he had discovered,
were unduly influenced by publicity
in U.S. periodicals, especially the
Canadian edition of Time, which
paid too much attention to U.S, best-
sellers. What was needed, the book

publishers agreed, was a national
book review of our own.

Judging from the reaction to early
issues, what the booksellers and pub-
lishers hadn’t expected was a
magazine that dared to point out
what was wrong with some Canadian
books. From today’s vantage-point,
Books in Canada’s early editorials

seem scrappy, self-conscious, and
defensive as they answer the com-
plaints of the book trade, most of
which now seem parochial and shrill.
In the past, some booksellers have
even argued that Canadian books
were better left unreviewed, because *
criticism might deter customers.

As one might expect, the book
trade still tends to be wary of
criticisio. But in the intervening vears
Books in Cinada has gained the sup-
port of a number of independent
book stores, many of whom now will
be offering it for sale. We are
especially happy to boast that the
magazine will be sold in 197 Classics
and W.H. Smith stores, which
together form the country’s largest
bookselling chain, In addition, W.H.
Smith has generously agreed to spon-
sor our annual first novel contest (the
winner of which is announced in this
issue), which now is known as the
W.H, Smith/Books in Canada First
Novel Award.

Besides coverage of our first novel
award, the contents of this month’s
issue are a blend of the old and the
new. Some of the names that ap-
peared in the first Books in Canada
are present again — Purdy, Clery,
and his successor Douglas Marshall,
who served as editor from 1973 until
late in 1980. On the other hand
(though our usual policy is still not to
publish fiction), we are pleased to
present a special anniversary event —
a new short story about writers and
writing by Norman Levine.

Canada’s writers represent only
half of the eguation, of course. Our
primary ellegiance continues to be
with Canada’s readers, upon whom
our own existence necessarily
depends. (It is our role as represen-
tatives of our readers — not as pro-
moters — that our early detractors
apparently misunderstood.) After all,
as Walter Stewart said of us recently:
““Books in Canada provides essential
reading for anyone who writes
books, anyone who reads books, and
everyone who cares about books in
this country.”” Then he added: ‘“Even
though it is sometimes, let’s face it,
loopy.”

Who can argue with sentiments
like that? [
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Remembering Stilt Jack

Tormented by alcohol and neglected by
the critics, John Thompson wrote poems that rank
among the finest this country has seen

years ago last month that John
Thompson died in his apartment
in Sackville, N.B. He had taken a
lethal combination of pills and
alcohol; shortly after, the family
living below heard him rap on the
floor and cry out. Thompson had
left on the table a handwritten wilk
and the manuscript of his second
and final book of poetry, Silr
Jack. Not for his death
should Thompson be remembered, but
for Stilt Jack, an astonishing and elusive
work that is one of the finest collections
of poems ever written in this country.
Thompson was born in Manchester,
England, in 1938. His father died in the
war and his mother eventually gave him
up to a children’s home. After university
and a stint in the British army, he went
to the United States to take his Ph.D. at
Michigan State University. A.J.M.
Smith directed his thesis, a series of
translations from the work of French
surrealist René Char. In 1966 he received
a teaching position in the English
department of Mount Allison University
and with his American-born wife and
young daughter moved into a farmhouse
in New Brunswick’s Taniramar Marsh
country.
Joha Thompson
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©O GET THE end over first: it was 10 -

8 Booksin Canada, May. 1888

That landscape so imbues
Thompson's poems that it's hard to
believe he wasn’t bom to that flat, grey
land. His first manuscript, At the Edge
of the Chopping There Are No Secrets,
got fished out of the slush pile by James
Polk of Toronto’s House of Anansi
Press. Polk immediately recognized the
voice of a real poet:

After the rain, dead

still; not even a crow

menaces;

a hole opens in
the ground of grey cloud:

the wind .

must unfold a night

in this hour of dawn.

Reviewing the book for Saturday
Night in December, 1973, Dennis Lee
wrote that Chopping “‘figures a whole
way ofibeing in the world, of living with
courage when most of the Lights have
gone out.” Calling it a **sophisticated
return to the rural primitive,” Lee noted
that some readers might have trouble
tuning in to the book’s resonance, but
that Thompson at age 35 was a "‘real
discovery.”

James Polk remembers meeting
Thompson with some pain. The
photograph he had sent for the book
showed a strikingly handsome man, but
it could not reveal that Thompson had a
drinking problem that caused disturbing
swings of mood. ““The first ime he came
to Toronto for the book we had a party
for him, just the Anansi staff to
welcome him,”” Polk says. ‘“He was
quite belligerent. I guess he was worried
about what he thought was a glamorous
Toronto publishing firm. John was very
insecure and not in his element. The par-
ty* didn’t work out at all. After, I
thought, this is terrible, how are we go-
ing to work with him? But the next time
we met he was wonderful. He was a very
intelligent man with a vast amount of
learning. He knew French literature, he
knew his English poetry. He was a
scholar as well as a poet.*”*

Except for a year’s sabbatical in
Toronto (where he temporarily over-
came his dependence on alcohol),
Thompson continued to live in the
marsh country. The paucity of reviews
of Chopping disappointed-a poet who
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had spent so long meticulously working
on his art, and Thompson told Polk that
next time he would try an international
publisher. The new poems were in the
form of Persian ghazals, which he later
explained in the preface to Siilt Jack as a
series of couplets having “‘no necessary
logical, progressive, narrative, thematic
{or whatever) connection.”” But ghazals
were not mere ‘‘surrealist free-
association poems,” wrote Thompson;
they allowed for a *“controlled imagina-
tive progression’’ that was the “‘essence
of poetry.”

Thompson teased Polk about the
manuscript. He said he would send the
poems to the Atlantic Monthiy and the
New Yorker, although apparently he
never did. Instead, he would telephone
Polk at odd hours of the night to read
his latest ghazal long-distance. *“Jim,
listen to this!”* Thompson would say,
and after reading would demand Polk’s
suggestions for revision. “You're the
editor, what do you want to cut?*’

Thompson continued to teach at
Mount Afison ¢his students admired
him despite his wnpredictability) and
also at the Porchester Penitentiary,

" where he was popular with the prisoners.

But a series of personal disasters began
to undermine his stability. First he and
his wife divorced (she retained custody
of their daughter) and then the farm-
house burned down, taking with it
Thompson's books and manuscripts.
Word of Thompson’s death arrived at
Anansi, and, shortly after, the manuscript
of Stily Jack. When Polk read it he wept.

Now you kave burned your books:

you'll go
with nothing but your blind, stupefied
heart.

So begins Stift Jack, a cryptic revela-
tion of despair of such poetic skill that it
amazes the reader as it wounds. Voices
of other poets haunt the lines (Yeats,
Roethke, Ted Hughes), but the elemen-
tal images and the compassion are
Thompson's own.

This time Thompson got the reviews
he deserved, if posthumously. *““Obses-
give,”” ‘‘troubling,”’ and ‘‘incan-
descent,” the reviewers said. Yet despite
its reception and Thompson’s influence
on poets such as D.G. Jones and Phyllis
Webb, his name is nsually left off the
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lists of significant modern Canadian
poets. His isolated life and relatively
small output have contributed to his
obscurity. And it may be that Thomp-
son’s uniqueness has made him too dif-
ficult for the critics to dot nezatly.

The two books sell dowly but steadily,
and Polk hopes that Thompson's repu-
tation will grow gradudly, like those
other reclusive poets, Emily Dickinson
and Gerard Manley Hopkins. Recently
Xavier Press of St. Francis Xavier
University published SeaRun: Notes on
John Thompson's Stift Jack by Peter
Sanger, aline-by-line annotation of the

ems.
poWhen Polk thinks of John Thompson
now. he likes to remember not the dif-
fienlt moments. but the conversations
about poetry over drinks when Thomp-
son would proudly pull out from hi
jacket a complicated pocket knife or
compass to show off, Those who know
Thompson through his poems will hear
his voice over and over again:

Lord. lord, I'm thinking of you.

I'm gone.

— CARY FAGAN

Hemingway
of the Star

YOU HAVE TO imagine a stamping, Short-
ing Arabian stallion being broken to
become a plough horse. That was the
short, unhappy life of Ernest Heming-
way at the Toronto Star under the daily
whip of the managing editor, the mis-
named Harry Comfort Hindmarsh. The
indignities of being sent to cover one-
alarm fires (not to mention receiving
jeering letters from Ezra Pound
addressed to “Tomato, Can”) weré not
palliated even by atransfer to the Star
Weelkly to join his buddy Greg Clark.
He soon quit ajob that was “like being
in the German army with a poor com-
mander.* The rest is legend. if not
history.

Hemingway first arrived in Toronto in
January, 1920, at the behest of Harriet
Connable, an attractive, fur-swathed
friend of his mother who'd hired him
after he'd given atalk about hiswar
wounds to the Ladies Aid of Petoskey,
Michigan. As a Pa[d pal to the Con-
nables’ Jame, reclusive son Ralph, Jr.
(giving him the “right slant on life,
especialy as to his sports and
pleasures’). Hemingway earned $50 a
month and room and board in theCen-
nable mansion at 153 Lyndhurst Ave,

Besides skating and boxing with
Ralph, Jr., Hemingway squired his sister
Dorothy Connable to hockey games,
and through Ralph, 8r., got taken on at
the Star at a penny aword. The elder

Connable, who managed the 100. Wool-
worth stores in Canada, was a big Star
advertiser. Yet it wasn't entirely
favouritism, for Hemingway earlier had
served a strenuous six-month appren-
ticeship on the Kansas City Star, one of
the best newspapers in the United States.
After the Connable contract expired
in May, Hemingway freelanced for the
Star Weekly in Chicago until November,
1921, when, now married and Europa
bound, he was hired as foreign corres-
pondent. But with his wife Hadley preg-
nant, Hemingway returned to Toronto
in the fall of 1923, taking an apartment
at 1599 Bathurst St.. toiling in what
Wyndham Lewis would later call a
“sanctimonious icebox.” That his first
son John Hadley Nicanor (making the
baby technically a Canadian or rather
British citizen) was born while hewas off
0" & assignment did nat improve hi
temper. He resigned 0" December 31.
Some recent books remind us of
Hemingway's S&-studded years. Peter
Griffin's Along with Youth: Heming-
way, the Early Years (Oxford, 258
pages, $24.95 cloth) isthe first volume
of what “promises to become the
definitive Hemingway biography of this
generation.” Promises, promises. The
book’s scholarship is sieve-like. Griffin
deduces a youthful copulation from an
unpublished short story when, asiswell-
known, Hemingway was about matters
sexual a notorious bull-shipper.
(Heminigway’s Sexual partners during his
lifetime probably numbered fewer than
10; as William Faulkner wittily put it,
“Hemingway's mistake was that he
thought he had to marry al of them.”)
Moreover, Griffin hilarioudly tells us
that *“For Hemingway's stay in Toronto
inearly 1920, his letters to Charles Fen-
ton in the 1950s offer the best source.”

, This three-volume biography un-

doubtedly will set-a new sludge-standard
for the academic drudge.

A fully satisfying lite of Hemin
has yet to be written, but the prolific
Jeffrey Myers's Hemingway: A Bio-
graphy (Harper & Row/Fitzhenry &
Whiteside. 644 pages, $40.50 cloth)
offers an advance on readability to
Carles Baker's droning Ernest Heming-
way: A Life Stery, hitherto the most
comprehensive account. Although he
sometimes registers 6.9 on the Freud
Scale, Myers notes patterns and draws
intelligent conclusions.

Certainly he does not go so far asto
say, as does William White, editor of
Dateline: Toronta, T h e Complete
Toronto Star Dispaiches, 1920-1924
(Scribner’s/Collier Macmillan, 478
pages, $29.95 cloth), that “From these
)I/_ears in Toronto, and reporting for

oronto readers as their foreign corres-
pondent, came the creative writer and

“ Beg, buy,

or borrowy
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the author of some of the finest short
stories and povels of our time.”” None-
theless, White, who previously compiled
a useful collection, By-Line: Ernest
Hemingway, Selected Articles and Dis-
patches of Four Decades (Scribner’s),
has given us the needed evidence about
the author’s early journalistic prowess,
or lack of it.

Was Hemingway much good as a
reporter? Well, yes, he probably
deserved his peak weekly wage of $125
{no small amount in the early *20s) at a
time when journalism was of a higher
standard than nowadays, the reporiing
sharper and less homogenized, the
feature-writing less sycophantic.

The first of 150 pieces, dated Feb. 14,
1930, was an unsigned squib, “Cir-
cnlating Pictures a New High-Art Idea
in Toronto'’; the last (as “John
Hadley”’ and published after he left the
newspaper) was another wry fragment,
this one about the peril of wearing a
Freiburg-bought fedora in his adoptive
city. After telling how he was almost
punched for wearing one, the writer says
he traded it in for typical Toronto head-
gear. “I have one of that kind now. But
I know very well that if I ever try and
wear it in Europe, somebody will want
to take a poke at me.” As a Penvoi it
was good enough.

The journalistic Hemingway progress-
ed from lecture notes on fishing and
camping (‘'All there is to a pie is a cup
and a half of flour, one-half teaspoon of
salt, one half-cup of lard and cold water.
That will make piecrust that will bring
tears of joy to your camping pariner's
eyes””) to shrewd political analyses and
nature-descriptions that anticipate his
later evocations of terrain. In Europe he
was watchful for Canadian angles, and a
fine portraitist. Reporting the Genoz
Conference of 1922, he superbly depicts
Aleksandr Stambouliski, the Bulgarian
farmer-prime minister:

« « » Stambouliski sits forward in his

chair, looks at the ceiling with his bull-

like old face, and the light from the
great chandelier glints on his shiny, blue
serge suit. Occasionally & slightly less
stolid expression comes over his face, it
relaxes just the least bit, that is the
nearest he ever comes to smiling. When
that expression comes it means that

Stambouliski is thinking that while the

conference at Genoa is going on, back

in Bulgaria men are farming.

Hemingway favoured the Ward
(Chinatown) for ‘‘adventures in
eating,”” and nominated Thomas
Chandler Haliburton as the one great
writer Canada had produced, adding
wryly, “I do not believe his works are
widely read.” He also scribbled the
occasional bit of free verse for the Star
Weekly, such as *“I Like Americans”
(**They do not hang lady murderers/
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Rochester. Minnesota, ninety percent of
mate. “| Like Canadians’: ;légnfections”of thlg body are loclz;ted
, . Ve the collar.” Forty-one years later

They let women stand up |n the .s'rre‘::j's Hemingway was admitted to tbc Mayo
Clinic for treatment of severe depres-
sion. He believed that he was being
tailed by the F.B.I., which fear his wife
Mary and friend Aaron Hotchner attri-
buted to cbmnic paranoia. But, as Jef-
frey Myers chillingly relates, Hem-
ingway Was right. Even as he prescribed

They pm them in vaudeville”) and its

Even if they are good-looking.
They ore all In a hurry 1o get home lo
supper
And their radio sets.
One item printed April 11, 1920, reads
grimly today. **According to the M ayo
brothers. world-famous surgeons of

ENGLISH, OURIENGLISH |
Downhill all the way

One used to have to search for grammatical
idiocies In periodicals. Not any more. Nowadays
they seem to jump right off the page

By Bob Blackburn

HIS PUBLICATION is celebrating
one of those round-number anni-
versaries that usually inspir e some
sort of Stock-taking. | find them
irresistible, although | recall with
oleethat the New Yorker marked
its 25th birthday with a short com-
ment to the effect that this was
that anniversary, and it seemed to
the editors that things had chang-
ed either a great deal or not at all.
That was about it. (I"d be grateful
if someone were to send me the exact
words.)
| am capable of no such self-restraint.
Lagt fall | observed the conclusion of my
fifth year of tenancy in this Space.. | am
not really entitled- to any similar_ self-
indulgence until 1990, but, what the hell,
I’m nor going to missthis chance.
| don’t know whether things, in rela-
tion to the Subject of this column, arc
changing. | am quite sure that things are
not getting better. but my perception
that they are rapidly getting worse “my
be coloured by a sensitivity that has
increased since | began wiring these
columns,
| am sure that yesterday | saw and
heard plus used as a conjunction more
times than | did the day before, and |
think that a decade ago that happened
onlv a counle of times a day, rather than
dozens. Advertisers |ove this usage, and
there is obviously no hope of stamping it
out. | wateh many TV newscasts, and
hear nucular at least once a day. Doubt-
Iess the newspapers will adopt that spell-
ing before long.
| believe that sources say is a new
abomination. The use of source to mean
acautious blabbermouth isa hoary jour-
naligtic tradition. | don’t like it. but I've
become inured to lines like *“a source in
the Prime Minister’s Office says. ..."”
But I don't kndow what sources say-

means. It iSnever a source says: it is
aways in the plurd, as-if to reassure us
that the rePorter has not simply taken
the word of one possibly unreliable per-
son but has checked the information
with at least one other possibly on-
reliable person. It turns a questionable
practice i nto an insupportable one., and
it seems to have become entrenched
amost instantly.

“The Ring is dead; long live the
Ring” is an elegant ritual pronounce
ment, but | object to the use of the pm-
sent tense in news reports of the death of
afamous person. not because it is wrong
(it isn’t) but because it is a useless fad.
Newsworthy people don't die any more;
they become dead. The foolishness is
that the same reporter who will write,
**‘sources say the dictator has fled the
isand,” and congratul ate himself on
having saved a few words by not giving

rhe slightest indication of whom the
information came fmm, will write,
“John Smith is dead. He died
today. .. and so on. instead of “John
Smith died todag(.;‘

That is new. S0 is the increasing fre-
quency Of evidenee Of editorial slackness
in rich magazines. Whatever bizarre
styles it affected in the past. Time used

electro-convulsive therapy, Heming-
way's psychiatrist was chattily informing
an F.B.I. agent about the famous
patient’s regress.

One side-effect of shook treatments is
loss of memory. A writer without
memory is no longer a writer. Having
effectively killed the writer in Heming-
way, the clinic dischérged him. He went
home and finished the job.

— FRASER SUTHERLAND

to be meticulously edited, and lately |
have seen inthe New Yorker lapses that
would have been impossible in the days
of Harold Ross.

Hereisa line that jumped into my
peripheral vision from a newspaper item
| wasn’'t, even reading (about a new
comic strip): “Unlike most comics that
are geared to adults only, Orson’s Place
isamed at kids and grown-ups, Davis
says.” | doubt that Jim Davis, the
creator Of Garfield aciually said any-
thing so nonsensical. On the other hand,
I heard with my own ears {(and with an
enormous sense of relief) the following
statement made to an interviewer by the
Toronto police chief: “We don’t ad-
vocate capital punishment for every-
one.”

| am still puzzling over this one
*Celebrities have been endorsing pm-
ducts almost as long as the advent of
television.” Now, if we knew the length
of the advent of television, we would
know that the products in question are
shorter than that, but do we really care?

Just now, | left the keyboard for a
moment and walked past a TV set and
heard a voice (British, at that) say,
¢, .this has not changed the minds of
investors that the economy is
improving.. ..” {I paused long enongh
to ascertain that he was reading from a
script.) It is not necessary to go hunting
for these things. It used Lo be.

If others are dlipping, | guess | am,
too. I’'m sore that at some time | have
made anasty remark here about people
Who confuse alternate With afternative,
yet | committed thesame error a couple
of columns ago. That. of course, is em-
barrassing, but what troubled me even
mom was the fact that it was not
brought to my attention until it was
mentioned in a letter from a reader in
Australia. Think about ¢hat. O
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‘What a story! Reason andimagi-  The cynical, urbane and elegantly  Stories of memories, of childhood,
nation come together with such witty Geoffrey Chadwick isback of the fleeting beaiily and the

Joy that one asks oneself, v/ho and thig time caught up in the savagery of nalure.

could have writien all of this?” enexpected events of a weekend

—Elle (Paris) in the country. AS BIRDS BRING FORTH THE
SUN AND OTHER STORIES
THE ALLEY CAT BURIED ON SUNDAY Alistair MacLeod
Yves Beauchemin Edward Phillips
Tranclated by Sheila Fischman Of his earlier collection THE LOST SALT

This is a nove! filled with Phillips’ wual  GIFT OF BLOOD (M&S 1976) the criics have
Abestsellerin French (almost J;of amillion  tongueinchieek, often scathingsocialcom-  sad:
copiesin paperback edition) Yves Beauche-  ments, his sophisticated wit, and a casl Of  “Saldom have] seen writing more movingly

min's novel hasbecome something of apub- _ entertaining characters. descriptive of the Atlantic coast...”
lishing phenomenon, laudedby Quebecand $12.95 p o — Marian Engel, Globe and Mail
French critics as a masterpiece of story- “ : .

telling. And now the long-awaited English E-Fl“gﬂgvl’m"ﬂ“"gb“"“m? crafted
translation of Yves Beauchemin's shaggy cat stories Dy one 0 | orth America’s most
story Is here promising writers:’ -Joyce Carol Qates
$14.95 pa ﬁf@ $12.95 pa

McCLELLAND AND STEWART SIGNATURE SERIES
At Bookstores Everywhere
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FIRST NOVELS

A star in the East

Wayne Johnston’s eomic account
of adolescence In Newfoundland is the
best first novel of 1985

AYNE JOHNSTON Of Fredericton

has won the W.H. Smith/Books

in Canada First Novel Award for

The Stery of Bobby O’Malley,

Bublis_hed by Oberon Press.

escribed by novelist Douglas

Hill es *filled with insight and

compassionate understanding,’”.

Johnston’s novel, set in New-

foundland, was the first choice of

two of the four judges on the

panel. The award, which is being

co-sponsored for the first time by the

W.H. Smith chain of book stores, offers

aprizeof $3,000 for the best first novel

published in English in Canada during
the previous calendar year.

Johnston, who turns 28 this month, is
the first writer from the Atlantic pro-
vinces to win the award. A graduate of
Memorial University, he worked briefly
esa newspaperman in St. John's before
turning to writing fiction full-time in
1981. Perhaps fittingly, €S the annual

¢ Wayna Johasie
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prize celebrates its 10th anniversary, it now has been won by
writers from coast to coast.

In addition to Hill, who writes a paperbacks column for the
Globe and Malil, the judges for this year's award were: Nii
Berrisford, book marketing manager for W.H. Smith: jour-
palist and author Heather Robertson, who won the 1983
Books in Canada award for Willie: A Romance; and novelist
and short-story writer W.D. Valgardson, wipner of the 1980
award. who teaches creative writing at the University of Vie-
toria,

Besides Johuston’s novel. the books on the short list were:
A Nest of Singing Birds, by Susan Charlotte Haley (NeWest
Press); A Certain Mr. Takahashi, by Ann Ireland (MeClelland
& Stewart); Master and Maid, by Frank Jones (Irwin
Publishing); and Wales* Work. by Robert Walshe (Stoddart).
Asthejudges commentsindicate, several were strong runners-
up to The Story of Bobby O'Malley:

Nigel Berrisford: My choice is Wales’ Work, a masterfully
written, funny, explosive, and accomplished work. | was
reminded of Robertson Davies in some of the scenes. To those
in publishing Or bookselling, there are scenes that show an
author who knows how the publishing world works. This book
is not, however, only of Interest to people in the book
business. There is some writing of extraordinary quality. my
own favourite being:
There is a land whese flowers bloom in winter, where wine still
tastes of the grape, and coffee Of the bean. | N themorning you
walk out of your honse and pluck figs for breakfast; the orange
tree IS SO plentiful that it serves es decoratlon in the streets. At
the table one pours oil and lemon over freshly picked salad; the
oil is coloured green and the Iemon has net vet been embalmed in
plastic. Everywhere the sue beats down and reflects its warmth in
stone, occasionally In faces. And because for a time the people
there were grateful for the natural good, they painted their
houses in hues of rose and gold. and se arranged their world that
sven the rooftops were a celebration. Paradise was not there, bet
proximate — in books, handwritten; on walls, handpainted; in
the Hnes and lives of poets. And if, befere he died. a man were
Iueky in hiS gifts, they would cut a bough from the Sacred tres
and wind it for hk crown.
Elsewhere the leaves bend low under thelr watery burden, end
cats slouch about the gardens shaking the mud from their pews.

| found it hard to believe that this isWalshe's first novel, es
it shows none of the usual pitfalls and traps that fizst authors
usually fall into. (It also has alist of some of the best book
titles | have ever sea. my own favourite being Sex Through
Nine Innings by Gloria Hymen.)

A Certain Mr. Takahashi is a very tightly plotted, beauti-
fully written story that jumps backwards and forwards in time
asit describes two young girls™ adolescent relationship with a
Japanese pianist. With her rich imagery and very red
characters, Ann Ireland shows promise. | believe she could
become a major Canadian novelist.

Master and Maid iS a fascinating novelization Of a famous
murder and trial that took place in Torento |0 theearly 1900s,
It Is extremely well written, giving & wonderful pertrait of the
Unpstairs-Downstairs |ifestyle of the time. Jones' s thorough
research has uncovered many interesting facets of a case that
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most people have long forgotten. The book, however. is far
more than just a fictionalized version of an actual murder
case. It stands on its own as a novel, with believable characters
and reconstructed dialogue that is totally credible. | read this
book through in a single sitting and, not knowing the result of
this case, cheered at the end when the wronged Carrie Davies
was acquitted. | believe this book would make a wonderful
Canadian movie., and hope that some entrepreneur has already
bought the script.

The Stery af Bobby O'Malley is set in present-day New-
foundland and tells the story of anm intelligent and impres-
sionable youngster. It is an extremely funny book with many
slepstick Incidents that at times strain credibility. Tbe

‘The Story of Bobby 0’Malley is

a rewarding surprise — a thoroughly
enjoyable book, gracefully

written, lighthearted but deep.

It should take this prize and

walk off with the Leacock as well’

characters and incidents are often grotesque. The ending,
however, is beautifully writtem and redeems some of the earlier
unevenness. | would look forward to reading Johnston's next
novel,

A Nest of Singing Birdsis st in the present, in a small Cana-
dian university with a stifling atmosphere. The range of char-
acters comes from the university. The shortest description of
this book would be to call it a well-written, highly stylized
Harlequin romance. It is fun reading but’light on substance.
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by Susan Goldenberg

HBJ $33.25 He/Available

“Susan GoldenberghTRADING,a wonderfully
complementary work”. .. Montread Gazette.
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Douglas Hill: These are five intelligent, competently written
novels. Good novels. None is great; none will find a puma-
nent place in a reader’s imagination the way the best of the
previous contest winners (Clark Blaise’s Lunar Attractions,
Joy Kogawa's Obasan) have done. But those two books were
produced by experienced writers turning in mid-career to the
novel. This year's five candidates are beginners, on the
evidence all scem capable of significant accomplishment in the
future.

| find Little beyond competence in three of the books: A Nest
of Singing Birds. A Certain Mr. Takahashi, and Master and
Maid. The first takes far too long to get through aminor tale,
and though the romance at the centre occasionally catches fire,
there’s too much dack prose, too much tedious explaining. too
much weak dialogue. The second is upbeat and breezy, but it's
psychologically dull (except for glimpses of tension between
the two sisters) and the writing is fairly mechanical and com-
mercial. The third is fine as fictionalized history, but less
successful as fiction. Cleanly if earnestly written and massively
researched, it Ssmply doesn’t come alive, -

Wales’ \Work is the most ambitious of all the entries. It's im-
possible not to respect Walshe’s energy, erudition, and puzzle-
making ski. For me, however, the novel sinks under the
weight of its own polished pedantry and self-indulgent clever-
ness. “Beware novels with footnotes.” the old fella said; he
gives sound advice. This is extremely literary stuff. Self-
reflexiveness in post-modernist fiction is one things self-regard
that becomes mere preciousness is another. There's taleat and
wit in abundance here, and much that’s interesting and fun,
but the novel wastes too much of the reader’s time, ‘and its
own.

The Story of Bobby O*Malley is a rewarding surprise. |
opened it expecting another account of Maritimes adolescence
(there are more than a few in the Canadian eanon) and indeed
found one, but also discovered a mastery of tone and a supple
humorous prose style that makes the whole endeavour a
delight. The book’s charms are understated and unforced.
Comic scenes are truly funny; Johnston has a sure sense of
place (the Goulds, Newfoundland, |'m guessing-just outside
St. John's); the serious moments in the novel are filled with
insight and compassionate understanding. Bobby O’'Mailley is
a thoroughly enjoyable book. gracefully written, lighthearted
but deep, and is my first choice by a substantial margin. It
should take thii prize. and walk off with the Leacock as well.

Heather Robertson: | liked Master and Maid. The story iS
skilfully told, with plenty of suspense and surprises. Jones has
an excellent ear for speech, from the British inflections of the
immigrant massesto the haute Toronto drawl of the Masseys.
The characters are vivid and memorable; Jones's portrait of
the maid, Carrie Davies, is especially evocative. There are
occasional dlips into reportage. and Jones's history is alittle
shaky, but | found the book compelling and moving. Anyone
who can call Vincent Massey a“little turd” deserves a prize.

In A Certain Mr. Takahashi, Ann Ireland had a terrific idea
for an erotic novel — North Toronto nymphets meet talented
Japanese sybarite, purpose: seduction. Unhappily, Ireland
seems as terrified of eroticism as sheis of Mr. Takahashi, She
has inexplicably chesen to tell the story from the point of view
of the prissy, spinsterish sister, Jean, and it soon dwindles
away into another conventional exercise in neurosis. Ireland
has a tendency to deflate the significant and inflate the incon-
sequentia: she needs more confidence in her style and her
voice.

Wales® \Work, by Robert Walshe, isa novel for people
addicted to words, puns, etymologies, and eoneeits. Although
constructed like a conventional mystery novel, the book itself
isan €laborate conceit, Rather than using words to tell a story,
Walshe tells a story about words. Sometimes funny, some-
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times fascinating, Wales” Work is often heavy going, and the
big scenes seldem come off sufficiently to justify the effort. A
novel aboyt pedantry can easily become pedantic.

_The Story of Bobby O'Malley iS more memoir than novel,
since it's almost totally lacking in plot, drama, or resclution. |
am not convinced we need ancther coming-of-age-In-Canada
book, but Wayne Johnston has such a sure command of the
language. and such a marvellous comic touch, that | was
charmed as long as Bobby O'Malley played the role of Wise
Child. Precocions boys, however, tend to grow up into snotty,
smart-ass young men. Worse, O’Malley loses his sense Of
humour and the book sags into maudlin sentimentality.’

A Nest of Singing Birds iS yet another novel about malice

‘Not just once, but many times,

| had to quit reading for
laughing. And yet, as with all the
books | really cherish, behind

the humour there is a tremendous
sadness and understanding.

and misery in the groves Of academe. AS alove story, it's one
long, self-pitying moan. The characters are shallow, the
heroine dreary, the ending contrived. Susan Haley has her
momentsas a novelist, but they’re too few and far between.

W.D. Valgardso: | was impressed by each and all of the
books. Actually, I found it diffieult tO believe that they were
first novels. Agaln and again, | had toremind myself that these
were not books by authors who had a long list of credits
behind them.

Wales’ Work | found clever. The point of view and the voice
were interesting. I found myself caught up in the strangeness
of the plot, with the odd cast of characters and their intricate
and shifting relationships. )

Master and Maid was Well written and the main character
was drawn in a way that helped me to understand her.
Although the story was based on an actual incident, it was re-
created well enough that I was concerned for the heroine and
intrigued by the momentary revelation of the scummy under-
side of Canadian society, an underside we are constantly told
doesn'’t exist.

A Certain Mr. Takahashi | thoroughly enjoyed.1 felt that
the anthor’s handling of plot was particularly good. She solved
difficult problems — how to keep Takahashi in the story. for
example, after hehas moved away. Thc obsession of the nar-
rator | found believable and shamble (this, because the
description was dear and well developed). o

‘Asan academic, | particularly enjoyed A Mest of Singing
Birds. The author has an eye and ear for absurdity. There were
various jolts of recognition (some funny, some painful). She
has a particular ability for drawing character and for making
the most of social relationships.

The Story of Bobby O°Malley is my choice for the prize. As
much as | enjoyed the other hooks, this was the only one that
caused me to rush about. saying to friends, *“Listen to this,”
and then reading them two or three pages of story. Not since |
first came across the stories of W.P. Kinsella have | done this.
Who, having read this wonderful book, will ever forget Mrs.
Upton-Downton Huntington-Smith? For the rest of my life,
Ambrosiawill hewith me asshe lies on the floor in Bobby's
soutaine. Nor will | forget the Teddy-tank and Bob-ded. Not
just enee, but man?fI times, | had to quit reading for laughing.
And yet, as with all the books | really cherish, behind the
humour thereis a tremendous sadness and understanding.
Whoever you are, Wayne Johnston, | hope you are ar
preparing another novel for us. O
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STARMAGEDDON

a spectacular “Star Wars

thriller set in the year 200

0

* ~Chosen by the

’ Literary Guild.
L

Best-selling author Richard Rohmer
creates an all too plausible conflict
between the United States andthe
Soviet Union that leads to a frightening
escalation of tension between the
superpowers and a shattering climax.

$19.95 cloth

frwin Publishing
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ILLUSTRATION By JAY BELMORE

SHORT STORY

To be forgotien

‘The last time 1 walked into a public library It was like
oing into a cemetery. All those lives. All those ambitions.

hat does It come down to? A few books on a shelf’

By Norman Levine

N THE SPRING of 1974 1 received an

invitaton to tutor. for four days,

aclass of teachersin their final

year of training. On a bright

morning | set off for an estate in

West Cornwall. | took the train to

Penzance. Then a green country

bus. It went slowly up a steep

mad. At the top it levelled OUL.

We*“weona’ open moor. It was

exhilarating. | could see for miles.

A brilliant blue sky. Haunches of

earth with gone and bracken end scat-

tered granite boulders. The only sign

that said people were about — arow of

wooden telegraph poles, by the road,
carrying a single wire.

| got off the bus, on a plateau, and

walked with my beg along a rough dirt

mad. It brought me gtill higher ontothe

moor. A cool breeze. A smell of

coconuts came from the gorse beside

me. | watched three gulls fly over. They appeared to fly in slow
motion. There were NO sounds. NoOt a car, NOt a person.

When | saw theestate | didn’'t expect anything as-isolated to
be s0 grand, From the moor it was amost hidden by trees and
afew granite boulders. And the boulders. made smooth by the
centuries, were tallerthan the trees.

| swung open a heavy white gate end walked along a pebble
drive. Ott ejther Side — behind tall. trimmed green bushes —
were thick sub-tropical gardens with flowers whose names |
didn’t know. Bright pinks, whites, orange, yellow, light and
dark purples end blues. A gap . . . alow stone wall... and
behind it a fruit garden. Anether stone wall ... and behind
that a vegetable garden With a greenhouse.

The drive ended at the side of a large house with tell win-
dows. A bus (Hereford Education Authority on its door) was
Parked by a used truck that had gardening tools. A path to the
eft of the house. Another to the right. | walked to the left,
under a granite arch. And past the arch a sunken grass lawvn
neatly cut. The sunken grass lawn, with steep grass slopes, was
sheltered oOn three sides-by bushes, trees, and the front of the
granite house. The wide other Side was open. To the left-the
upward doping moor. and the mad across it the bus had
taken. White in front, and to theright, tell grass with campion
and foxgloves. Then a sharp drop of bracken and gorse.
Several hundred feet further down the bracken aud the gorse
levelled out to a patchwork of cultivated smell green fields
with hedaerows for fences and cows around an i Sol ated farm.
The small fields went right up to steep cliffs. And past the
cliffs, to the horizon, was the sea.

Looking at all this, | didn’t notice a tall man with a slick
(who must have come from the house) walking towards me.
His feet kicked out -dightly ahead and to the side-while he
held his head and shoulders beck. as if to balance his walk. It
gave him a slightly arrogant presence, eve” when he tiled.
Fine features In a longish heavy face, a strong jaw, thinning
white hair combed back. He was neatly dressed in grey flan-
nels, a light-ggecr tweed jacket. ared checkedshirt, adark blue
tie. He looked English and vaguely familiar. He also |ooked
out of place here. But so did the sunken law” . the sub-tropical
gardens, the large house.

“You astudent?”

“No, a tutor.”

“You must be the other one’

It was then that | recognized him. Eric Symes, a singer in
musicals. looking much older than the photographs | had see”
in newspapers end magazines. But they belonged to the time he
was Well known, When | used tohear him onthe radio endon
rennrde.

"You will have the goosehouse,’* he indicated with his stick.
*“Past those trees. His iS further along. After you Ieave your
things go to the other side of the house to the kitchen. Meet
your students. They arrived earlier. If there is anything you
want — ask Connie.”

We stood looking at the view, in silence, for several minutes.

“It's beautiful,’* | said.
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“Yes.” he said. “I have to fight to keep it thisway. It's
Bronze Age.”

He began to walk . . . stiff and erect, using the stick, while
hisfeet kicked out. | guess he had a stroke. .. along the top
of the grass slope ... by the sunken lawn... towards an
opening . . . .

“Come and see me,” he called back. “I'll show you the
house and the gardens.”

A HALF-HOUR later | was in a warm kitchen. by ascrubbed
wooden table, having a coffee (ared enamel pot was kept
warm On the Aga) looking, from a wide window, at the moor
the sea the sky, and talking with some of the students.

When a taxi drove up. A thin, tired looking man, of average

‘Take things from life,” Adolphe
said. ‘Bad experience is better
than no experience. invent as little
as possible. You are inventing

the piece the way you use words
and the way you are telling it

-

hei(?ht, apEeared. He wore a mustard, military cut, overcoat
and ablack fedora. When he came in, carrying a green canvas
bag, everyone stopped talking. _

“I'm Adolphe Cayley,” be said in anervous voice.

He looked uncomfortable.

One of the girls said. “Like a coffee?’

“Thank you.”

“Milk and sugar?"

“No. Black.”

He had a few sips. Then walked over and asked if | was the
other tutor. We shook hands formally. Coming eloser he said.
“Your first time, iSn't it? Don’'t worry, | have done this many
times. They usually send me to break someone in.”

| had heard of Adolphe Cayley in much the same way as |
had heard of Brie Symes. And in both cases | met them too
late. Adolpbe Cayley was known because of a short poem he
had written some 30 vears earlier. It was used in an understated
English war film. | can’t remember the lines. But it was how
ordinary life, during a war, goes on. And will continue to go
on after the war isover.

He took his glasses off. He had light grey eyes. And, with
the ether band, rubbed them. He put the glasses back on and
asked if | was Canadian. He said he had been in Canada as
part of the Commonwealth Air Training scheme.

“Did you fly?’

“No, I wrote propaganda.”

He had a sister, he said, in Toronto that he visited.

1 asked if heliked Toronto.

“It isvery clean.”

He kept wearing the black fedora. | thought he was bald.
But later when he took it off his short straight hair was black.
not a grey hair anywhere: And I knew he had to be in his 60s.

| also assumed be was English. But it was evident he was
something else. \When | finally asked him. He said. “I’'m not
thoroughbred. My mother Is from France. \When I'm in-
troduced, if people |00k surprised, | tell them — like Hitler but
with an e,”” He smiled. ““Any of your books in print?’

Surprised by this dii 1 sad “No.”

“Neither are mine. So we both know why we are here.”

The White shirt was fra%ed at the neck. There was a stain on
his tie. His brown shoes had the leather split on top. And the
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heels were worn right down. Yes despite his awkwardness and
the outward appearance the impression | had was of someone
with an inner dignity. _

And the awkwardness also seemed to disappear when he
took charge. He told two students that their jobs would be to
go out every day and bring back dead wood for the fireplace.
He picked two others. told them to see Connie in the office.
She would give them money and a list of food to buy in Pen-
zance for the rest of the week.

“We have to look after ourselves,” he said.

On a sheet of paper he drew columns for the days we would
be here. And asked the students to write their names for
specific jobs.

“Every day two people will prepare lunch and dinner. Two
others will wash and clean up. At breakfast we fend for
ourselves. The best cooks will be on the last night when the
final meal will he something special withtic.”

THAT EVENING we had sugper in the dining-room. Bare timbers
across the ceiling. A bright fire in the large fireplace. We sat on
fixed wooden benches by wooden tables. While we were hav-
ing coffee. Adolphe stood up. “1 thought,” he said, “| would
say a few words before we begin.

“Tomorrow morning. a eight, we start to work. I’ll have
seven — Peter will have seven. I’ll pass around these two
pieces of paﬁer. They are marked for every half-how of the
moraing With a five-minute break. Put your name down for
the time you want to come. We will see you in that order. We'll
talk, give you assignments and, when you write them, go over
them. The rest of tbe time you are free to do what you like.
There is a small library. There are moms to be by yourself —
though everything in them is faintly damp. There are good
walks. This extraordinary landscape. And no distractions. No
radio, no televisien, no newspapers. We are eut off —*

He drank some coffee.

“One of the things you need isagood pair of eyes. | was in
Paris last summer. Walking in a street. When | saw, on the
pavement. outside a shop, cages with small animals inside. In
one cage were pigeons. They were peeking at the grain on the
bottom of their cage . . . sending some of the grains outside.
A lone pigeon came flying along the street. It landed beside the
cage. It began to peck at the outside grains. Then at grains it
could reach between the bars. Someone came from the shop,
c_Igoped her hands. ‘Vu-t-en. *The pigeon flew away. Those in-
side the cage went on pecking at the grain.”

The students were making notes.

“Take things from life,"* Adolphe said. “Bad experience is
better than no experience. Invent as little as possible. You are
inventing the piece the way you use words and the way you are
telling it. Wherever you go you will notice things.

“After Paris | went to a small provincial town. It was
September. AU day Christmas carols were being played on
loudspeakers in the streets. | got to know a teacher in this pro-
vincial town. Her name was Martine. She had taught French in
a London school and had come back to where she was born
because her marriage broke up. Her parents bought her a
woolshop. And they kept an eye on her. Martine and | were
having dinner in arestaurant — it was 9:30 — and there was
her mather and father standine outside the restaurant window,
smiling at US, and peinting to the time. Next morning we were
having a coffee in the woolshop and talking about W.H.
Auden . . . his death was announced. When Martine said. ‘A
young boy, from across the street, was killed last night In & car
accident. He would always wave to me when he weat by. |
won’t see him again . . . . We can't talk about him." she said
angrily. ‘But we can talk about W.H. Auden and neither of us
knew him.’ *

Adolphe waited for this to sink in. _

“Sometimes When you see something it will suggest

oAl xR AL D LT WU AT N e TR



something else. On the train coming down | saw two magpies.
| remembered the thyme.

One for sorrow

Two for joy

Three for a letter

Four for something betier.

And made up this scene. There is this young family in a train.
Mother, father, young daughter. They have just Ieft their older
son in amental hospital. Mother and father are tense. The
young daughter-standing at the window looking at the pass-
ing fields— sees two magpies. She calls out excitedly.

“ ‘\We going to have joy. We going to have joy.’ *

He hesitated. .

“*Of courseif you have two magpiesin a country cemetery.
With one bid on a gravestone and the other on the earth
beside it = you have other possibilities.

“And if you arein this country cemetery. And see a man, &s
| did, bringing flowers to the grave of his wife. In the next
scene you have that man carrying flower s as he goes courting
his new lady friend.

“Any questions?”

There were none.

“Toend this evening,” Adolphe said, *“Peter and | will read
yglu something we have written — S0 you can see our creden-
tials.”

Adolphe read an amusing account about his experiences
with a dating service. **All the women they seat were han-
dicapped.”

And I read a IO-minute story.

That night, in the goosehouse, | went to bed with the
samples of writing my lot had brought with them. | looked for-
ward to reading their work. When [ finished. | thought, what
am | doing here.? The writing was amateurish. The prose flat,
lifeless, and going all over the place. It was asif they wanted to
write and didn’t know what to write about.

WE BEGAN at eight next morning. A student would knock on
the door of the goosehouse. |t was spartan but clean. |. would
have them st opposite tbe scrubbed wooden table. Someone
had put primroses and violetsin aglass. | asked them: why did
they want to write? And they talked. One student (a heavy
handsome woman from Birmingham), the oldest on the
course, said she was married with two small children and her
husband was unemaFoned. Another, a smal lively girl from a
Northern provincial town, said she was havinfg an affair with
her hushand's closest friend **He and bis wife are constantly
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wants to get published. But here was semeone redistic enough,
at so young an age. Yet she couldn’t stop. And “either, as |
found out, could the others.

Walking to lunch Adolphe caught up with me.

“End of our surgeriesfor theday,” he said a little out of
breath. “I've bee’ going non-stop. How did yours go?’

*“Alright,” | said, without his enthusiasm. And told him
about Sally.

He smiled. “What makes people interesting is their dedica-
tion.”

TOMORROW MORNING, It was Sally who came to the
goosehouse at eight. (The last person yesterday was the first

‘| turned my head towards Sally —
her eyes were filled with tears. |

went back to the moor — the car, like
a toy, was now against the light
green then the dark green — and
talked as if nothing was happening’

person the next.) And as it was a warm sunny morning I sug-
gested we have the lesson outside.

We were sitting, quite near, at right angles. Sally was facing
the gardens. | was facing the moor. Close by, the tall grass and
bracken. Then the distances. Areas of water, earth, sky. How
timeless and quiet. | told her that | liked ha descriptions,
especially the way she described an outcrop of granite.. “Asif &
giant toothpaste tube had beg” squeezed and the granite came
out in layers, one on top of the other.” For her next assign-
ment, | said, | wanted her to try and trap an emotion. I was
telling her how to go about doing thii when | noticed a fiash of
light as the sun caught the windscreen of a cat moving on the
road across the moor. | turned my head towards Sally — her
eyes were filled with tears. | went back to the moor — the car,
like a toy, was now against the |ilt green the” the dark green
-and talked as if nothing was happening. Sometimes | turned
my head dightly — she was till erying — and continued to
talk as | watched a kestrel hover, the” glide, and turn into the
wind and hover again beating its wings without moving — in
the wind — and not moving — the” till. | cut the half-hour
short, said | would sw her tomorrow.

The next to come on the grass was the married woman, Mrs.
Garrens, from Birmingham. | was more upset than | realized
for | told her what happened.

T was sitting like this |ooking at the moor and talking about
writing, When, for no reason, Sally started to cry.”

| turned to look at Mrs. Garrens. There were tears coming
dovwn her cheeks.

“Why are you crying?"’

She lowered ha head and said quietly.

“Because of you.”

| didn’t understand. And must have shown it. For she said.

“You're on the page.”

When | saw Adolphe | told hi what happened. He wasn't
surprised.

“They are reminding us we are titers.”

ADOLPHE WAS taking me on one of hi favourite walks. We
passed four students playing croquet on the sunken lawn and |
could hear the sound of wood on wood as we went down a
rough path between the bracken and the gorse. Then the small
fields. Butterflies were flitting around. Small light blue ones
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that | hadn't seen before. A light blue sea, in front, to the
horizon. This immense sky. And, behind, the haunch of the
moor. We walked along the curving side of asmall potato
field. Then another small field where the grass was high, the
hedgerows full of eampion, brambles, foxgloves, and
primroses. \We sat by a hedgerow, took our shirts off, lay on
the grass facing the sum.

“You know what writers have in common?’ Adolphe ask-
ed.

| didn't answer.

“A lack of confidence.”

Weasthistrue? | didn’t think so. Not when I'm writing. It's
when | finish something that the doubts set in.

“There are times,” | said, “when | think the whole business
is a confidence trick. The last time | walked intoa public
library it was like going into a cemetery. AU those lives. AU
those ambitions. What does it eome down to? A few books or
a shelf.”

| could hear a rooster crowing from the farm. And further,
towards the cliffs, a working tractor.

“What else is there to do?’ Adolphe said, his eyes shut.
‘““You married?”

IlYes'l'
I was. For ‘27 years. We were married in a
thunderstorm . . . just after the war . .. seems like yesterday.

She now lives with someone in t& vision. She likes celebrities.
People she doesn’t know. | have a housekeeper. She comes
twice or three times a week. Stays thenight. It's the best tonie |
know.”

Again we were silent.

I thought, he makes too much of being a writer. Perhaps|
did too at onetime. But | had learned since not to make too
much of anything.

“1'm alittle to the left = not much,” Adolphe said. “In the
'30s | wasstaying with an uncle in London. | WeNt to dances.
Sometimes two or three dances a night. | would pick at a
lobster. at chicken done in something. Then, in the morning,
walking to my uncle's house, | saw men sleeping on park
benches with newspapers around their feet. | thought some-
thing wasn't right.”

The sun was warm.

“Ign’t this marvellous,” Adolphe said. sitting up, looking at
the silent view. | watched the shadow of a cloud going across
the moor. As the eloud moved the light green slowly became
dark green, the” light green. Close to the cliffs asmall fishing
boat, its mizzen up. The water white in front and behind.
Seagulls [ow over it and around its sides.

“I have led a futile life,”* Adolphe said. “Perhaps futile is
not the right word. But it's days like the days here.. .. they are
nothing in themselves. .. but they help to give stability. |
always come away, fmm here, fedling refreshed.”

After another silence | asked him what happened after his
poem wasin that film.

“A lot of people came into my life. They said they wanted to
look after my interests, to promote me. The phone kept ring-
ing. | was going out to lunches, to dinners. | put on weight. |
read the poem throughout the couatry, in tow” halls, in
churches. |t was taught in schools. | travelled. In the South of
France | took a villa and stocked it with drink and food. For a
while | had ae enor mous amount of friends.

“A few years later | wasn’t news anymore. When the money
ran out | did whatever | could get. Then five years ago the
poetry started again, It started after awoman | loved was
killedin acar crash. | kept writing. All the time waiting for it
to dry up. But it wouldn't let go. | sent the poems to the
magazines who published me. But that was over 20 years ago.
There were new editors. They sent than back. Sometimes they
came back so fast | don't think they read them. They just
looked at the name, | was old hat.
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“For a while | did nothing. Wbm you live alone — there are
days when you do nothing. ‘Then | decided to smd them out
under another name. They were accepted. I've been doing that
since. | don't write as many as| used to. Two or three a year at
the most. But they get published.”

“What name do you use.?’

“My secret. When | have enough for abook |'ll write an
article for a national paper and expose it al.”

The sun no longer warm. \We put on our shirts and start&d to
walk back. The estate, from below, looked like a fairy-tale cas-
tle. And what we were doing here also seemed make-believe.
The students treated us as distinguished writers. They didn't
know about the little articles in the provincial papers, the radio
scripts. the trandations. And what, | wondered. did Adolphc
do tor a living?

Asif guessing my thoughts hesaid. “Y ou know how we're
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‘The sun no longer warm.

We put on our shirts and started
to walk back. The estate, far

below, looked like a fairy-tale castle.
And what we were doing

here also seemed make-believe’

going to end up. Don't you?** He was laughing. “On the
street. Like those mm with tke newspapers.** But he wasn't
laughing when he said in aflat voice.. “I will probably end my
days alonein a rented mom.”

EARLY ON THE third morning the light woke me. | got up and
went onto the mad. 1t was quiet. The smell from the wild
flowers. And in this light all the colours |looked freshly
washed. | was Singing. Sometimes the mad went down to a
narrow valley with the earth high on either side. And
sometimes the mad was at the very top. And | could see for
miles. Crows, rooks, gulls flew sowly over. And the occa-
siona rabbit in the bracken.

| wasn't the only one out. | saw students,'in differmt parts
of the moor, doing the same thing.

THE MORNING surgeries alSO went well. Perhaps Adolphe was
right about futile days. | was becoming impatient to get back
to my wife and to a short story | had been trying to write for
OVEr a year.

In the afternoon | went to see Bric Symes. He led meinto a
large room spotlessy clean. HI ceiling, a wall-o-wall purple
carpet, a piano.. . the wood shining, a comfortable settee
and chairs. white \val|s — paintings on them. It looked likean
art gallery. | recognized a Sontine, a Terry Frost, a Peter Lan-
von, Bryan Wynter, Patrick Heron. Alan Lowndes,

“I bought them, very cheaply, after the war. Afraid I'll have
to sell some this year.”

There were large painted dishes, with gold on the edges.
propped-up on the ledge above the fireplace.

“People have been very kind.”

While Eric Symes was showing mearound (ard asked how |
lilted it here, and how theecourse was goisdg) | could hear soft
music. A pleasant woman' S voice was Jowly singing

Il close my eyes

And make believe it'syou....

He walked stiffI?/ on shaky legs, leaning on kis cane, into the
hall. And asked if | wanted to see upstairs. More ﬁai ntings
above the stairs. And, in mother high room, mother piano
with black and white photographs propped up of a young Brie
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Symes. With Ivor Novello . . . with Noel Coward . . . with
others, who |ooked vaguely familiar, in double-breasted suits
and cigarettes in long cigarette holders. There were
photographs of him in the costume of an_Arab sheik, a
Hussar, and a Foreign Legionnaire.

I'll close MY eyes
And make believe it'syou ....

He led me aong the hall into mother large and high white
mom. A low bed, neatly made-up, books on wooeden shelves,
paintings unframed on the walls. A window looked to the
moor and the sm.

**Haile Selassie Slept here,,, Brie Symes said. “He had a
daughter at a school in Penzance. Before my time."

Thm he led meoutside. | could smell the flowers before we
entered the gardens. And hear the wind. A narrow path. On
either side walls of green. The path kept turning. Blue flowers,
purple and white foxgloves, birds singling. slabs of granite
covered N agreen MOSS, fallen flowers on the path aswell as
on the trees. Clusters of red hanging, bashes of them. Some
hung down from stalks, mos{ pushed up. Delicate white-pink
flowers, light-purple flowers, sp of yellow on the green.

“I won't go through,” Eric Symes said out of breath.
“Follow the path. I*ll see you when you come out.”

The path was overhung inplaces by shrubs and branches of
trees. | had to bmd to go under. Some branches had bmkm
and were on the ground, a light green lichen 0On them.

As | continued to walk, on both sides, al kinds of exotic
flowers and Moss and licher.«The sound of flying insects. And
fallen petals, fallen flowers, decaying leaves. '

When | came out Eric Symes said there were 73 azaleas, 65
differmt camellias, 93 kinds of rhododendrons. And they
came fmm Chile, New Zeatland, and other far countries.

We went back the way we came and stopped in front of the
sunken [awn. Therewasn’t a sound. The drop of bracken and
gorse; -the wooden poles going down.with the single cable to
the small green fields, the farm, and past the farm more small
fields to the cliffs. Then sea and horizon. It looked so calm.

“There' s always some battle going on,” Eric Symes said.
“Others want to change it. I'm fighting to keep it the same. So
far I’ve won. But they don’t give up. | had to fight developers
who want to build Hotels. | bad to fight the War Ministry. |
convenanted the land to the National Trust. But | don't trust
than. AU it needs |S SOme small war somewhere, with British
interests, and they will have soldiersand helicopters al over
theplace. Sometimes there is a drought. | have to get water
from the fire department. And there is aways something goin
Wrong. .. pipes, roofs. ceilings, windows, pumps. A bit 0
money comes from these courses. And | let it out |othe sum-
mer. But not everyone likes it. Thefy like the scenery. They
can’t stand the quiet or being cut off.”

“What’ s going to happen when you'reno longer here?’

“I don't know. | don’t havechildren. | don’t havefamily.”

The effort of walking and talking bad exhausted bim. |
thought | would leave.

“Iread alot,” he said, **Send me one of your books.',

ON THE LAsT morning and afternoon both groups were
together in the dining-room. The students read out their
assignments. The others commented on them. Everyone was
saying nice things. My lot wrote mostly about the differmt
views. Adelphe’s wrote about railway journeys and funerals.
In the evening there Was a sense of occasion. we all washed,
dressed in clean clothes. (We had caught the sm.) Adolphe
looked 10 years younger. Thebest cooks were on. Avocados
with a French dressing. Roast chickens, roast potatoes, a
sdlad. Apple pie with fee cream. And bottles of an inexpensive
red wine. Everyone seemed to be in a light-hearted mood (till-
ing us how much we had helped than. how much they got out

A . oW g mromoam mm om o

e



Inner-City Subcultures

John Davidson,

as told to Laird Stevens.

= The harsh reality of the drugs,
violence, despair and dreams of
life among the sub-cultures of
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of the course) so | thought of nothing when Adolphe came up
to me with his coffee and casually said.

“When | walk out of the room the lest person talking —
that's the one you sdlect.”

Minutes later he celled for everybody’s attention.

“We have been together for four days cut off from dl the
things we are used to. We have got to know each other. And
we have got on well. What |’ m going to do is something of an
experiment. | have tried it before. Sometimes it works.
Sometimes it doesn’t. It depends entirely on us.... |'m go-
ing t0 go out of the room. Y ou select someone. Then | come
back. And we'll see what happens.”

There was some excitement. People were talking. | listened.

‘Some of the girls were visibly
emotional. He gave them his
address. (Only Mrs. Garrens and
Sally asked for mine.) -He went

off with one girl — when they came
back they were holding hands’

As Adolphe went out it was Sally whose volce | heard.

“Let’s pick Sally,” | said,

Another student called Adolghe back.

He stood in front of us.

“The brain is a generator,’* he said. “ |t aives off electric
waves, \We can pick up these waves if we concentrate. Now
close %pur eyes. And concentrate on this one person. Put
everything out of your mind — just concentrate on thls one
person. that person’ s name In your mind. Don’t think of
anything else. Just concentrate . . . . Concentration is whet
writing is all about .... Put everything out of your mind.
Just think of that one person.”

| looked. They all had their eyes closed and their heads
down esif in prayer. It was quiet.

“Someone is not concentrating,” Adol phe said, his eyes
shut. 1 closed my eyes. “That's better,” he said. Another long
gsilence. “It’s gelting . . . better. Yes. Yes. I'm getting
something.. . it's coming through ... it's becoming
clear . .,it’s Sally.”

They ovened their eyes. And looked surprised, pleased, ex-
cited. Adolphe was smiling.

“*Shall we do it again?”

This time | picked Jimmy — a Scottish boy who was in
Adolohe’'s class. Jimmy was sitting beside his friend
Christopher.

Adolphe went through the same routine. And when he final-
Iy said Jimmy they were again surprised.

The third time he went out | said we will have Mrs. Garrens.

A student said. “You adways do the picking. Why don’'t we
pick someone?’

“It doesn’t matter who does the picking,” | said calmly, and
asked a student to call Adolphc.

After Adolphe said Mrs. Garrens the surprise was still there
though several looked puzzled and some suspicions. )

We had a break to fii up with wine or coffee. The students
were around Adolphe. | finally got him aone. “They're onto
us.” | said. “They went to pick the next one.”

“Leave it to me.” And walked away.

“Asitis working so well,” Adolphc said to everyone and
smiled. “I’m going t0 ask Peter to go out and weif it will work
with him.”

| went out of the room and came back. Following Adolphe,
| said. “Everyone concentrate.” And I-saw them close their
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eyes and their heeds went down. The room was silent. |
welted. “I’'m not getting anything,” | said. “ Some are not
concentrating.” And welted for aslong as | could. Then,
quietly, said. “Something is starting.” And welted. “Yes.
Something is starting to come through. ... | can’t tell if itisa
man or & woman, . .."”

| saw Christopher getting red in the face.

| quickly said. “It'S becoming clear. It's Christopher.”

Again the mixture of surprise and puzzlement. Except for
Jimmy and Christopher who looked sideways at one another.

NEXT MORNING we were outside. (Connie had called ataxi the
night before to take us to Penzance station at nine.) Adolphc
was in his element. He went around in his black fedora and
mustard military coat saying, “Bverything ends too soon.”
Some of the girls Were visibly emotional. He gave them hls ad-
dress. (Only Mrs. Garrens and Sally asked for mine.) He went
off with one girl — when they came beck they were holding
hands.

The taxi came. We were getting in when Eric Symes ap-
peered walking as fast as he could.

**The phone has been cut Off.”

“Why would they do that?’ a student asked.

“Because | didn't pay the bill. | forgot. | forget alot of
things. Could you,” he asked Adolphe, “go to Penzance post
office and put it right?” And Bric Symes gave Adolphe the bill
and a cheque. “It's kind of you — without the phone —*

The taxi began to move along thedrive. Adolphe was smil-
ing end waving . . . so were the students. “ Goodbye,” he

ed. “Goodbye. ... Goodbye. . . ."

As soon es the taxi turned onto the road Adolphe withdrew
into his comer, hunched over. We drove insilence and |ooked
out at the landscape. .

Some miles later we were passing a granite outcrop. It went
up in horizontal layers. | could hear Adolphe muttering to
himself. “Things have to last, to endure.” About a mile |ater
we were driving with the road on top. The moor on both sides
of the med. And further down, to the right, the sea and the
horizon. “Once We' re gone we will be forgotten,” he said. “It
will be as if we have never lived.”

Then half-turning to me. *“Why do we go on?’

Not waiting for areply. “Because | haveto go and see about
that telephone. Y ou have to get beck to your wife. And who
knows whet we will have to do tomorrow —*

A few miles further, with St. Just lo the distance, he took
out a folded piece of paper from hi coat pocket. “A sen-
timental girl. | gave her my address. She gave me this,” He
passed the paper to me without turning his head. It was a shert
poem celled “Voleanoes® by one of his students. Under the
title she had written. “For Adolphe — who made things hap-
pm."

OUTSIDE PENZANCE Station the taxi stopped. | got out of the
car with my beg and went around to the window where he was
sitting. He looked different fmm the person on the moor. A
shabby elderly man, older than his years, with bags under his

eyes.

“Now that you know my tricks the next one you'll be able to
do vonrself.”

“Yes,” | said.

He stared beck at me. It became awkward. We didn’t know
how to say goodbye.

“The MOSt terrible thing that can happen to a writer is suc-
cess,” he said in his flat voice. Then he started to smile, his
face changed. “Bxpect a cheque in three or four weeks.” He
waved as the taxi drove away.

| walked into Penzance Station. And the noise. .. of the
trains ... people moving . . . the clatter [0 the small
cafe. ... Bven the advertisements seemed en intrusion. O
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Our life and fimes

Reviewing 15 years of llterary history calls for
solemn reflection. From the Eages of Books In Canada,
e

some gleanings suitable to t

By Barbara Wade Rose

occaslon

We were all a little feisty in
those days: The first sentence of
the first editorial was, “Books in
Canada is a radical magazine.”” A
sentence in the. second editorial:
‘Books in Canada is a biased
magazine.”

We were al .50 a litile sensitive:
Mordecai Richler"s dismissal of
Books in Canada asnot up to the
standards of the New York
Review of Books invoked the re-
ply, *“Books In Canadz is what it
is because we know, as obviously
he doesn’t. that too many Cana-
dians neither know nor carewho
heis.”

The copy editor just ordered in a ease
of Aspirin: During the first year of
Books In Canada Toronto poet bp
Nichel reviewed bii bissett’s Nobody
Owns th Earth with a poem. With lines
like **print fizes a formality/which
comes dangerously ClOSE to/DEFINITIVE
statement what's really/fun is to sit
around on a night and rap/about theory
or someone else's peoms [sic]/& where
hes trying to arrive at.” it avoided both
negative comment and punctuation.

You can lead them to CanLit but you
can’'t make them drink: Two parallel
1972 reviews of Read Canadian (edited
by Robert Fulford, Dave Godfrey, and
Abraham Rotstein) began: “Here is a
book that is at least stimulating in a very
basic way” (William Kilbourn) and
“Although this book about Canadian
books is first of all & good idea, it makes
depressing  reading” (Fraser
Sutherland).

Perhaps a drink or twoe wouldn’t be
such a bad idea: An advertisement by
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Pendragon House in the October. 1973,
issue proudly announced *ALL THE
BOOKS OF CaNADA — On one purchase
order!”

It worked so well ihe last time: A 1972
review Of Robertson Davies's The Man-
ticore was titled “The Merlin of Massey
College’® — the sametitle used to head
an interview with Master Davies the year
before.

Neat trick: Freelance writer Doug
Fetherling wrote a laudatory assessment
of Robert Fulford’s writing style in a
1974 issue, comparing him to Samuel
Johnson and H.L. Mencken in the same

paragraph.

Neater still: Frequent Saturday Night
contributor Doug Fetherling explained
to an irate letter-writer in & subsequent
issue why he fdt qualified to write a
laudatory assessment of Robert
Fulford’s writing style.

Thanks, that’s all we ever wanted to
know: A lengthy 1973 review by
Maritimes writer Harry Bruce of I Ckose
Canada by former Newfoundland
premier Joey Smallwood was encapsuled
in the title “More Than You Ever
Wanted to Know About Joey.”

Top marksmanship: George Wood-
cock’s reply to a 1974 |etter to the editor
by Michael Sutton begins: M.

Ch. m a EL M M memeem— s e

Wlm says we're tao stuffy7
“*Cultural Strip-off.” a review
of Great Canadian Comic
Books given front-page
coverage inthe summer of
1971, was accompanied by an
illustration of a short-skirted
damsel in distress, splay-legped
before the onrushing Johnny
Canuck.

YOTOORAPHS BY JOHN REEVES
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Sutton’s letter is like a salvo from en an-
tiquated fowling piece, broad, inac-
curate, and hitting home enly by luck.”

Nobody reads this section anyway: In
the midst of the March, 1976, con-~
tributors information one entry read:
sJim Christy’s one-man expedition to
the Upper Amazon was abruptly ter-
minated by hostile natives; he now is
planming a longitudinal transverse of the
Americas from Alaska to the Hom on a
motorcycle.”

Whut? The Merlin of Massey
College? Photographer John
Reeves described Robertson
Davies in 1980 as “Like Faulkner,
a ‘good ok Southern boy' ™
beneath his portrait of_the massa
glowering in his Massey College
study.

We're in thearis, Not the sciences, and
certainly not in mathematies: There was
Nno volume five, number three in 1576.
There were, however, two oumber ones
— issued three months apart.

Who says we're too stuffy (part ID? A
1976 centre-page review of Tuktoyakiuk
2-3, by Herbert T. Schwartz, featured a
line-drawing from the baok that was an
explicit rendering Of. . . well, two Inuit
in a cance doing what Piim Berton
once said being Canadian was all about.
subsequent issues printed angry letters
from irate librarians and one reader who
caled the drawing “pornographic
pule.”

Thb man does. that's who: A sad
readér complained in aletter morethan
a year later that “With the exception of
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THE MOBAL VISION
OF MATT COREN

Pln-up. profile subject and pundit:
Winner of the Books in Canada Most
Haunting Presence by a Canadian
Author Award is Matt Cohen, the
subject of three cover stories, inter-
views, innumerable reviews and the
author of afew profiles himself, in-
cluding articles about Margaret
Laurence and AnnHébert.

Hyde and seek: Winner of the
L east Haunting Presence by a Cans-
dian Author Award is thriller-writer
Anthony Hyde, recipient of the
largest book advance in Canadian
publishing hjstory ($1 million from
Penguin for .Fhe Red Fox) and (aside
from areview of his book; the merest
ghost of a subject in these pages.

one semi-erotic centre-page Eskimo
drawing, this has turned out to he a
duller, more over-written magazine than
| had at first thought.”

Number V on the best-sel|er Hist: An
April, 1980, review of Sylvia Eraser’s
The Emperor’s Virgin (with the
characteristically saucy title, “Where
have al| deflowerers gone?”’) gt into the
spirit of things and listed the usual
bibliographical information as. CCC-
LXXXIV pages, $XIV.XCV cloth
(ISBN OLMMX MMMCLXXV 0). It
prompted a less-than-appreciative |etter
fmm the author herself, who called the

review “a piece of mockery.”

Owen’'s Dog. by Leon RooOke:
Reviewer |.M. Owen casually mentions
Leon Rooke ia areview of John Met-
calf’s Making It: Contemporary Cang-
dian Stories in January, 1983: “There's
no one author |’ d want to see excluded
(except maybe Rooke ~ because | can’t
stand his style, not because he's
American-born).** Author Leon Rooke
casually mentions |.M. Owen, two
months later: “Frankly, | abominate the
creep’s writing, and, moreover, can’'t
stand the man himsdlf. My hatred ex-
tends to his entire family, to the very

THE 4775 GEEGEES

R T~
Fam % KT

We’ll take Moaore a5 the long
shot: Thecoverof the April, 1976,
issue portrayed the 1975 Governor
General’s Awards (called the
“*Gee-Gees’’) as a racing form.
Morley Callaghan’s A Fire and
Private Place was given 7-2 odds
end -the prediction: *“same old
stride but the sentimental
favonrite; 24 years out of the
money.” Bharati Mukherjee's
Wife was Listed at 3-1, and Robert
Kroetsch’s Badlands, at 5-1, was
tersely dismissed as *“Sired by stud
horse but not up to form of ‘69
winner.’’ The eventuval winner —
Brian Moore for The Great Vie-
torlan Collection — was listed at
the bottom of the chart as a long
shot,
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street on which he resides, and even to
his goddamn dogs that once were o in-
nocent and merry. | loathe him to his
goddamn Socks..”

Glossary, meaning to gless over:
David Weinberger helpfully included a
reviewer’s glossary in the October, 1980,
issue, It explained, among other terms,
the real meaning of Learned: “Know-it-
all”; Deft Tone: “Not much happens’;
and Bestseller: “ | could have written this
book.”

Was it a dark year for the book In-
dustry, or what? For some dimly
remembered aesthetic reason, every one:
of the 11 covers from the summer of
1981 to 1982 was black,

Book of the Moese Club selection: Al
Purdy’s account of his itinerant poetry-
reading in a summer, 1980, issue includ-
ed the line, “After reading eight times in
three days to audiences near Sudbury,
Ont., a large moose appeared at the win-
dow whenever | spoke.” Subsequent re-
quests wer e received to book the moose
for speaking tours.

He and the moose conld exchange
stordes: W .P. Kinsella’s complaint about
accommodations for touring authorsin
the February, 1984, issue: “1 have been
frozen repeatedly, broiled onoccasion,
and harassed - regularly by gargantuan
pets and villainous children. | pave
taken slipcovers off furniture to use as
blankets. | have been housed in a room
with an unclosable door, and bad to roll
the bed against the door to keep a
monstrous dog in the hall. Actually, the
dog probably had good reason to harass
me, for, judging from the amount of
dog hair or the blanket, | was sleeping in
his bedroom. Believe me. | earn my
reading fees.”

Go to the class of the head: A toast to
all the punning headlines over the last 15
years, from a review of Kelpie’s Burn en-
titled **Ouija loud and clear,” a review
of Sex and Violence in the Canadien
Novel called ““The kitsch is in but not,
the sync,” the apt “Kvetcher in the
Rye” for a review of Peter C. Newman's
The Bronfman Dynasty, and many
more. Cheers!
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Then and now

Three editors of Books in Canada,
past and present, sunsythe issues that
marked their time In offlce

Vai Ciery (1971-1973)

OR M THE €SS€ence of excitement
invariably Ees in the event. And
90, despite my very active involve-
ment in the conception and infan-
cy of Books in Canada, | find
myself little stimd by its 15th
birthday. I'll admit just to a
frisson Of pleasure when | find
each new issue in my mail box, a
sense Of satisfaction that the
magazine is ill fulfilling its
primary purpose as a bridge be-
tween writers and readets Of
books in Canada.

If I confess that my pleasure rarely
persists through the reading of each
Issue, | must stress that this lapse is due
far less often to disagreement with my
editorial successors than to realization
that they as much as I ever was are the
victims Oof a” indifferent Canadian
publishing industry. .

No matter that they have established
regularity of publication, greatl
incr circulation and extended ad-
mirably the range of books reviewed;
advertising support from publishers,
most lamentably so from Canadian-
owned houses, remains as paltry and
sporadic as ever.

While the founding of Books in
Canada was not based on & assumption
that the enterprise would ever return a
normal profit, neither was it bawd on
the expectation that it would continue to
be as largely dependent on public sup-
port asit has been since its bll.

The need for a Canadian consumer
magazine that both reviewed and adver-
tised books, primarily Canadian books,
emerged from &’ extensive study of
book promotion that | undertook for
the Cenadian Book Publishers' Council
in 1970. Responses suggested that to a
large extent the book trade and readers
in Canadawere motivated by magazines
of that kind from the United States.

Among the recommendations in my
report “Promotion and Response was
the need to set up such a magazine.
Unlike my other suggestions it dld not
cal for direct action by publishers,
athoughit did imp{la?/ that their later sup-
port would be vital. So, a few months
later, | and five partners took the initia-
tlve of launching it.

§ e ——— cw——

Our first two major decisions, if they
accelerated the publication of Books In
Canada, also bequeathed it Some of its
subsequent problems. First, to bypass
the difficulties of establishing and sus-
taining newsstand sales, we chose the
option of distributing the magazine free
to customers in book stores, while
charging individuals and instifetions a
modest subscription fee for regular mall-
ed delivery. Second, toaveid the delay,
frustration, and possible defeat of trying
to raise normal capital for the project,
we decided to risk operating On a shoe-
string,

Each of the partners invested $55, the
Ontario Arts Council contributed some
modest seed money: with these funds we
managed to publish @ introductory
Issue. A veneer of advertising, largely
from publishers who were not
Canadian-owned, &’ encouraging influx
of subscriptions, allowed as to publish
sufficient issues t0 qualify for federal
and further provincial grants. In the
early days of the magazine the grants
were not sufficient to pay staff and co’-
tributors morethan a pittance. We were
largely donating our support to a
publishing industry that rarely bothered
to return the favour. Nor does it even
now.

while there was a logistical reason for
distributing the magazine free through
book stores, there was a far more impor-
tant rationale that is asvalid now as it
wastile’: namely, that the primemarket
for books is among those identifiable as
readers of books, the people who
patronize book stores.

Admittedly, some readers of books do
listen to radio and watch TV; and again,
radio and TV promotion oOf certain
widely popular books can transform
listeners and viewers temporarily into
book buyers. Government support of
authors' tours “my do wonders for
literary egos, but as a means of pro-
moting the sales of most Canadian
books the cost of radio and TV inter-
views is ludicrously excessive. Moreover,
fanciers of elaborate book-promotion
stunts have only to observe the pro-
tracted vicissitudes of McClelland &
Stewart to understand that readers of

celebrity and gossip columns are not
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necessarily buyers of books either. The
fact remains undeniable that only a
publication such as this is. which reviews
and advertises a representative range of
popular and spectal-interest books, ean
encourage a reliable book-buying
public.

The decision, coingiding with thisan-
niversarv issue. {0 sell Books in Canada
on newsstands as well asin book stores,
does not strike me as crucially impor-
tant, other than |n impressing a more
conservative government in Ottawa that
the magazine is struggling to help itself.
Newsstand sales and subscriptions cer-
tainly help consumer magazines to sur-
vive, but only growth in advertising sales
helps them to thrive and improve.

There is little indication that pub-
lishers, and in particular Canadian-
owned houses. any lenger have the will
to serioudy h&p themselves; it has bee”
eroded by more than a decade of exces-
sive government support. Until they
realize the vital importance of a
magazine such as Books in Canata and
useit, Book in Canada must remain
becalmed, and victimized.

Much as | enjoyed the adventure of
faunching it, | do not envy those who
chart its eourse at present.

Douglas Qlarshall (1873-1980):

A SHORT BUT graceful entry in Hurtig’s
Cangdian Encyclopedia describes Books
in Canada as *a trade iournal of Cana-
dii book publishing.” Trade journal?
My teeth began to grind when | saw
those words. They brought bitter
memories of frustrations past flooding
back into my mind. Don’t misunder-
stand me. The seven or so_iaviul years
that | directed the editorial fortunes of
this magazine yielded me rewards aplen-
ty. But they were also attended by what |
see as two fundamental failures on my
part. And here was fresh evidence of one
of them.

More galling till, the encyclopedia
entry is signed by no less a literary light
then the distinsuished author and ecritic
George Wood& k. Ef tu, George? AS
mc of eur earliest supporters and &’
unstinting contributor over the years, |
would have hoped better from you.
‘True, you go on to say that Book in

May 16988, Books In Canada 27
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Canada “publishes extensive reviews of
current books, together with interviews
with and profiles of authors, and special
columns on paperbacks. children’s
books and other topics.” But the
damage had aready been done.

Trade journal, indeed! By definition,
trade journals reftect the interests of the
industry they serve and are addressed
primarily to the persons who work in
that industry. Quill and Quire is atrade
journal of Canadian book publishing.
And its importance to the trade can be
measured by the fact that the entry on
Quill and Quire inThe Canadian En-
cyclopedia | S signed by that magazine's
former editor and current publisher.

Books in Canada, in sharp contrast,
was founded as a consumer magazine. It
reflects the interests of the generd
reader, the persons who actudly buy
books (or at |east borrow them). Persons
v/ho write books, who agent them and
edit them and publish them and promote
them and retail them, may all be
stimulated one way or another by Books
ir Canada. But they are not its primary
audience.

Moreover, it is an independent con-
sumer magazine, Ownership continues
to be held by a small group of in-
dividuals who operate the publication on
anon-profit basis. In theory a business
S0 dependent on advertising reverue and
government grants iS volnerable to in-
diit pressure fmm both the private
and the public sectors. In practice,
however, such pressure runs counter {0
democratic convention and is easily
resisted on the rare occasions it is hinted
at,

‘| explained all this many times during
my tenure as editor. | explained it in
conversations and letters, in speeches
and editorials and applications for
grants. But no matter bow often the
points were made, otherwise intelligent
and well-informed persons continued to
see the magazine as either an organ of
the publishing industry or an instrument
of government cultural policy.

Will Bogks in Canada ever resolve this
identity crisis? Will Canada?

My other great failure concerned the
number Of libel suits served on us. The
number waszero. | could not help fedl-
ing then, and fed even more strongly
now, that such a dearth of litigation was
embarrassing for any sdf-respecting
national review of books. \We must have
been doing something wrong.

Admittedly, we laboured under the
handicap of being essentially unsuable.
For one thing, amost every word that
appears in the magazine could be
defended on the grounds of fair com-
ment, For anather, there was manifestly
no money to be had in damages from
our hand-to-mouth operation. The most

28 BEocoks in Canada, May, 1888

any successful plaintiff could expect was
to put us out of business and wind up
looking likea bully. But a few libel
notices' at least we should have had.
along with the odd nuisance suit. It
would have helped our reputation no
end.

The closest we came in my day was a
cover story in the January, 1980, issue
by Ottawa fournalist Gerard McNeil.
The article brought to tight facts hidden
from the public in the case of the libel
action brought against Toronto novelist
lan Adams by one Leslie James Bennett,
former member of the RCMP Security
Service. Adams's book, S, Portrait of a
Spy, had been published by Gage three
years before., had sold 15,000 copies in
40 days, and had then been consigned by
Gage to cold storage with the launching
of Bennett’s suit. McNeil’s lucid, well-
documented piece showed how the novel
had virtually been suppressed. and asked

inted questions about the survival of

ree speech in Canada.

The article eventually came to the
attention of a senior edifor at the Toron-
to Star, who showed it to the
newspaper’s libel lawyers. Their opi-
nion, duly relayedto me by the friendly
Star editor, was that our cover story was
dangerous and probably actionable. We
braced ourselves for our professiona
duty and waited with pride for some sort
of attack fmm either Bennett or the
RCMP. Sadly, our mettle was never
tested.

Ah, well, Books in Canada was prob-
ably never bound for glow. The
magazine’s true role in the peacable
, literary kingdom is merely to ruffle a few
feathers when they need to be ruffled.
And we did that oftenenough to satisfy
my honour and the somewhat limited
appetites for inconoclasm evinced by my
co-owners. | cite three examples from
the dozens | could pick:

0O A tongh-minded review essay by Paul
Stuewe ON cultural nationalism that
made a devastating case against the
“Canadian” editions of T#me and
Reader’s Digest. It was written long
before Bill C-58 was introduced. at a
point when most other national
magazines "had given up the fght and
climbed into bed with Time under the
blanket of the Magazine Association of
Canada. It was illustrated, by the wai_y{,
with a wicked caricature of Henry R.
Luce by the |ate David Annesley.

O A review of Peter C. Newman's The
Canadian Establishment: The Great
Dynasties by sociologist John Porter
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(The Verticat Mosaic) that stripped the
book of its pretentions and reved ed its
anecdotal mature. The lack of an orga-
nizing framework. Porter predicted.
“will prevent Mr. Newman being con-
sidered asa serious analyst of the Cana-
dian power structure,*

O An essay by Tom Hedley that ridi-
culed, frame by frame. the extraordinary
thesis ﬂoj ected by Pierre Bertor in his
book Hollywood's Canada: The
Americanization af our Natfonal | mage.
What Berton had fatuously failed to
grasp, Hedley insisted, is that Helly-
wood is a fantasy factory cranking out
products that are authentic to genres.
not to historical truth. A few years later
Hedley added weight to his argument by
becoming a scriptwriter, going to Holly-
wood, and creating genre fantasies
(Flashdance) of his own.

And then there was the feature report.
again by Stuewe, that even ruffled my
complacent feathers. We had sent him
down into Ontario’s Huron County on a
$49.50 expense account to fmd out why
the school board there kept banning
books. we expected a routine tub-
thamper about reactionary redriecks and
valiant civil libertarians. What we got
was an analysis, written with cold-eyed
objectivity, that told us who the book-
banners were, why they thought the way
they did, and how they were able to per-
Suade well-meaning Citizens to go along
with their idess.

Stuewe’s report outraged many
authors. Certain anti-censorship forces
accused Books in Canada of treason.
They demanded and got equal space to
rebut his report. But in the end reason-
able persons saw that Stuewe had
achieved a significant breakthrough in
the great censorship debate.. He had
penetrated the rhetorical sound asid fury
to show us what made the enemy tick.

Such journalism is what consumer
magazines are all about.

Michael Smith (1981- x

THOUGH MY NAME has appeared on the
masthead for only half of Books in
Canada’s 15 years (| signed on as asso-
ciate editor in January, 1979). some-
times | fed as if | had been present & the
creation. Not that | suffered any of the
headaches that must have attended the
magazine's bii —in fact, | didn’t
know any of the people involved until
much later. But at least | was in the
neighbourhood.

At the time the magazine was
founded, in the spring of 1971. | was
working for the Globe and Mail,
assigned to report on the plight of
Canada’'s publishers. The cultural na-
tionalism that had begun in the late
1960s was at its peak. (Canadian content

!
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in television and the ownership of Cana-
dii periodicals were two other current
issues.) As things tumed out, many of
the problems the publishers faced then
continue to plague them now.

| first heard plans for anational book
review a a meeting in Ottawa between
then secretary of state Gérard Pelletier
and the publishers, who were desperate
lﬁseekin a solution to domination of
the trade by U.S.-owned firms. Val
Clery, Soon to become the magazine’s
first editor, had prepared a brief that
revealed that Canadian waders, when
they bought books, were motivated

mainly by Time magazine, which (as one

might expect) paid most of its attention
to U.S. best-sellers, Clery and the pub-
lishers proposed a Canadian book
review magazine to counter both Time's
unwelcome influence and the neglect of
Canadian books by Canada’s own
periodicals.

| mext encountered the fledgling
maggzine when its founders visited the
Ontario Royal Commission on Book
Publishing, which had begun its own in-
vestigation into U.S, domination of the
trade. Thenin May, 1971, when Books
in Canada’s inaugural issue appeared, |
interviewed Clery and a couple of
publishers and wrote a short article
about it for the Glabe.

It didn"t Scem an auspicious start. My
report survived only the first edition of
the paper — the one that was shipped
out to the hinterland - before it was
yanked by Clark Davey, the managing
editor, on grounds that | was insanely
giving free publicity to a potential com-
petitor to the Glode’s book pages. And
some Of the publishers immediately
complained that the new magazine's
advertising rates were too high.

There's “0 question, es so much
government atiention attests, that many
of Canadd' s publishers were in trouble.
Cultural nationalists had been outraged
by the sales of Ryerson Press (publisher
of Alice Munro and Al Purdy, among
others) and the textbook division of
W.J. Gage Ltd. to U.S.-owned firms.
Then in April, amid rumours of yet
another sell-out, the Ontario govern-
ment had dramatically provided aloan
of close to $1-million to help save
McClelland & Stewart.

Plus ea change.

That was 15 years agjo. Yet not many
weeks ag0 some cultural nationalists
were again outraged when another
publishing house, Prentice-Hall (not a
Canadian publishing house, but a
U.S.-owned subsidiary), was acquired
by a U.S. conglomerate. Under the

looming shadow of free trade with the
United States, another communications
minister éanother communications
minister from culturaly-conscious
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Quebec — though this one a Conser-
vative) has been pondering methods to
ensure the survival of the publishing
trade. And only a few months ago
McClelland & Stewast, still in trouble
despite continuing provincial aid, finally
was sold to a private investor.

In the genteel world of Canadian
publishing, some values never seem to
change. Fifteen years ago. Matt Cohen,
who had published novels with McClel-
land & Stewart and House of Anansi,
was considered one of the important
emerging writers of what was to become
the Atwood generation. Several months
ago, in a promotion Of Canadian writers
under the age of 43, Cohen was named
ene Of the 10 bat fiction writers of the
post-Atwood generation. Some genera-
tion. Cohen is 43. Margaret Atwood,
gge of the judges for the promotion, is

But things are different today. If the
climate seems much the same, the
numbers have increased. In 1971
MocClelland & Stewart could justly claim
to be “the Canadian publishers” —
there was hardly my competition. To-
day such other Canadian-owned houses
as Macmillan, Stoddart, and Lester &
Orpen Dennys riva McClelland &
Stewart with dozens of Canadian titles
of their own. Perhaps the small, nation-
alistic, “literary” houses have declined,
in stridency if not in quantity, but their
Bopulist enthusiasm has been taken up

y the regional publishers, particularly
in the Praires.

In addition, though foreign-owned
publishersstill claim alarge part of the
Canadian market. several are no longer
satisfied simply to import titles fmm
their parent firms. With such writers as
Timothy Findley, Peter Newman, and
Audrey Thomas publishing under its
imprint, Penguin Canada. for instance,
now competes directly with the domestic
houses. Similarly, the U.S.-owned Ran-
dom House recent& hired Ed Carson,
formerly. publisher at Steddart,
specifically to develop a new line of
Canadian books.

For cultural nationalists, the justice of
some of this activity remains a matter
for debate. Nevertheless, its most impor-
tant single effect has been a wide variety
of new books by and aboutCanadians.
Fifteen years ago, when Books in
Canada was founded, there was room in
a single issue to review all the books that
had been published in the previous
month (even mom for playful attention
to government publications on sexual
hygiene). Not any more. Today, an
average ISsue of the magazine carries
reviews of as many as 50 Canadian
books — close to 500 a. year. But even
with the best of intentions, we can’t
begin to review them dl. O

Coming in May
in paperback
The Mam
Troim Halifax '

Sir John Thompson,
Prime Minister
PEB. Waite

‘An absolutely first-

rate biography
Senator Eugene Forsey,

Ottawa Gitizen

cloth $37.50
Paper $18.95

University of Toronto Press

VOICES OF DELIVERANCE:

Interviews with Quebec and Acadian Writers
by Donald Smith, translated by Larry Shouldice

Fourteen of the most fascinating
talents from modern Quebec and
Acadia discuss language, politics,
personal biography, and the
creative process in interviews
which explore the range and
vitality ‘of the imaginative work
now coming out of Quebec and
Acadia. Included are Michel
Tremblay, Anne Hébert, Yves
Thériault, Jacques Ferron, An-
tonine Maillet, and nine others.

“A delight, and essential reading
for anyone interested in French

Canada...” Alberto Manguel,
Books in Canada

$14.95 paperback,
with photographs
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Photo synthesis

In the four years that Paul Orenstein’s work

has appeared In Books /n Canada, he has photographed
many of the country’s foremost writers. In these

pages, some recent portraits of the artists

Legnard Cohen
New York. 19.94

“When you sea somsong Who's very
beautifl, or who's deformad, it's the
same blasting. It's ‘Massed art Thou,
King of tha Universs, who varied the
appearance oOf this creature...."” "

30 BocoksinCanada, May, 1886
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"Writina for me Is exclusively
pracess. it becomas a
product vwhan the book |s
fin/shed. To answer that old
chestnut, "Who do yot welte
for?' | wiite for the book.”

Susan Musgrave
Elora, Oniarlp, 1953
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““I must admit that | get very
angry when people call ma
fMusgrove. There's a major
difference betiveen a grave

and a grove."”
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“My ambition was purely a way of lifa.
Amazingly enough, | achieved f reasonably
early. | wanted to w¥fta and be absolutely
Free and Independent. *

32 Books In Canada, May, 1985
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gt WY BOOKS IN CANADA
on its 15" Anniversary Celebration

Three Books Worth Celebrating:

DUSTSHIP GLORY

a novel by Andreas Schroeder

More than one thousand miles from thesea, on the outskirts of Manybones,
Saskatchewan, Tom Sukanen is building a ship to deliver him from the
Prairie Dust Bowl.

“..the movingstoryofan authentic prophet...”
(Northrop Frye)

‘A brilliant saga of the dust-bedevilled thirties on the prairies; a powerful
portraitofan irascible, heroic man, part prophetic genius, partdamaged
outcast, and his impossible, magnificent dream.”

(Margaret Laurence)
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“...quite simply, magical.”
(Timothy Findley)

‘ SOLOMON’S $1995/ISBN: 0-385-25038-X
(TILDREY , it
- by Glynnis Walker, author ofthe bestselling Second Wife, Second Best

R TIIE TS ‘| wonderful, powerful book that explodes the many myths of divorce...
1 DR e a very child-oriented book.” ]
(David Levy, President, National Council for Children% Rights)

“The wonrds contained in Solomon’s Children should be posted on all the
divorce courtwalls and halls in this nation.”
{Alan lebow; Executive Director; Fathers for Equal
Rights of America)

1+ & | $1995/1BN: 0-385-25039-8
ALl T U Seger e EMOTIONS
2t 3 by June Callwood

A penetrating and provocative study of the ten basic emotions .
that control the way we live.

LW WIS SR L $2295/ISBN: 0-385-19976-7
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BookNews: an advertising feature

Theatre and
Politics in
Modern Quiébec

Elaine F. Nardocchio

Dr. Nardocchio's study provides a systematic and
informative overview of the sociopolitical nature of
Franch-languega theatre in Québec with special emphesis
on the politically and eylturally dynamlic period between
1950 and 1980,

$21.00 cioth/$12.95 paper

Eﬂ. The University of Alberta Press

Edmonton, Alberta T6G 2E8

"THE SECRET CODE OF DNA

an illustrated introduction for young
children to the mysteries of genetics

MARY RAZZELIL

[llustrated by Judi Pennanen
ISBN 0 920806 83 % (paper) $7.95

N Peniumbra Press

& o Box 340 M oonbeam
=Dntario POL 1VO

CONGRATULATIONS
BOOKS IN CANADA

on fifteen years of
publishing excellence’
and
excellence in publishing

NiMBUS PUBLISHING LIMITED
P.O. Box 9301, Station A, Halifax
Nova Scotia, Canada B3K 5N5
(902) 455-4286

How Peace Came

to the World
Edited by

Earl W, Foell and
Richard A. Nenneman
A world at peace? It can
happen here. A wealth
of original and workable

approaches to peace by

forty men and women

who can imagine a sus-

tainable future for our

planet.

Clothbound. US$I3.95. Available now.

The MIT Press

28 Carleton St.
Cambridge, MA 02142, US A,

Atbsbosea
OIL SANDS

Nerihern Recoungee Exploration
1B75-1951

- by Barry Glen Ferguson

This history of ol sands development in the Athabasca River
Biturninous Sands reglon of Albaria ancompasses a selatively short
gra, but one peopted vith men of genius, visian and characier, Barry
Gilen Forguson examinas theviays in which these men perceived the
importance of the oil sands and surveys thelr attempis to exploit the
resource over a period of n & cantury. {lustrated vith maps,
shofographs and diagrams. 1ISBN 0-88977-039-5, 51500

ALBERTA CULTURE/CANADIAN PLAINS RESEARCH CENTER
UNIVERSITY OF REGINA
REGINA, SASKATCHEWAN 545 0A2

Congratulations
on your 15th Anniversary
from .
Williams-Wallace Publishers and Distributors

for
Multicultural Books in Canada

2 Silver Avenue, Toronto, Ontario MéR 3A2

34 Books In Canacla, May, 1988




PHOTOGRAFH BY JORI REEVES

E HAVE PRAYED t0 them, cursed
them, implored them, damned
them, and — very rarely, and
were probably lying — have
raid we loved them. And
sometimes in deep despair we
have said something tO this ef-
fect: “| wonder if they are
human!®* But necessary, Yes,
the middle man between writer
and reader, and extracting at
least a pound of flesh from
both.
| was my own first publisher in
Vancouver in 1944. | was still a
member of the RCAF, my rank less
than that of a civilian, contributing
poems to U.S. magazines with titles
Bke The Lyric West and Driftwind
(the latter with wallpaper covers)
and homebrew magazines like the
Canadian Forum and Canadian
Poetry Magazine, hob-nobbing with
the Vancouver Poetry Society and it-
ching to get into print. My book was
cdled The Enchanted Echo, 64
pages of less-than-mediocre drivel.
with mouldy grey or decayed green
card covers. It cost me $200 at
Clarke & Stuart publishers on

As for them and their houses

What compels a poet to hide among a beautiful
editor’s underthlnas? It's part of one man’s adventures
inthe jungle of Canadian publishing

By Al Purdy

Seymour Street to have 500 copies
printed, although only a hundred or
S0 were inflicted on the public. But 1
was ecstatic, entirely unaware of
my literary incompetence.

A few years later, when the book’s
price bad risen somewhat at Cana-
diana dealers by reason of less
shameful later publications, | went
back to Clarke & Stuart. | intended
to buy up all remaining copies, sell
them for exorbitant prices, and live
out my life on the proceeds. raising
rutabagas and chickpeas on some
offshore island with a mild climate
and dancing girls. Alas, my
treacherous printers had needed
shelf space, and thrown them all in-
to the garbage a few days earlier.

THERE WAS A musty theological at-
mosphere in Lorne Pierce’s office at
Ryerson Press, Toronto, when | met
himin the 1950s. Not surprisingly,
for the commercial publisher’s alter

‘ego was “The United Church

Publishing House.” Pierce had writ-
ten to me in Vancouver in 1954, ask-
ing for poems. Two were included in
a Pierce-Carman-Rhodenizer an-

The literary lifa in Amellasburgh, Ontario: Al Purdy, 1965

|

thology; then a small chapbook,
Pregsed on Sand, appeared in 1955.
That year also my verse play, A
Gathering of Days, was produced by
the CBC. And this dry rustling little
man, dressed all in black with pince-
nez dangling, who talked like an ill-
at-ease missionary to an even more
uncomfortable heathen — this man
wasmy benefactor.

M)é next book was another small
chapbook, Emu. Remember. with
the University of New Brunswick
(Fred Cogswell was instrumental in
this, but Ididn’t mat him until a few
years later), and then back t0 Ryer-
sonin 1959 for a larger chapbook,
The Crafte SO Longe to Lerne (title
courtesy Of Chancer). John Colom-
bo was an editor at Ryerson then,
and used to treat me to hamburgers
at Queen Street restaurants. | was
nearly always broke at the time and
very grateful.

By the time that second Ryerson book
was published, we had begun to build a
house on Roblin Lake near Amelias-
burgh, Ont. My wife and | ther went to
Montreal to get jobs and money with
which to finish it. Milton Acom, a
Maritimes poet then living in Montreal.
came with me in 1960 when | returned to
Roblin Lake. Milton was an ex-
carpenter, and helped me with the
installation of permanent rafters in the
living room. while we drank homemade
wild grape wine. These rafters were
somewhat askew. and | had to re-instal
them |ater. with the help of a spirit level
instead of alcohal.

Acorn bad also published bis first
book himsdlf. When he had another
manuscript ready, he was too shy to
send it to a publisher, so | bundled it
together myself, and sent it along with a
covering letter to Ryerson Press. But
Lome Pierce didn't believe there was
any such person as Milton Acera (who,
admittedly is a rather improbable
specimen) — he thought Acorn was a
pseudonym of mine, and that | was try-
Ing to sneak another manuscript past his
pince-nezed eagle eyes. He was much an-
noyed. Milton was then required to mail
a photograph of himself to Pierce as
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proof of his corporeal existence. Milton
did so, but intimated that Purdy was a
pseudonym of Milton Acorn. This con-
fused Pierce even more. But Acorn’s
book (The Brain’s the Targef) was final-
Iy published in 1960.

My The Blur in Between was accepted
by Jay Macpherson in 1960, but not ac-
teally published until three years later.
I” the meantime, Poems for All the An-
neites appeared with Contact Press in
1962. It was the first book I felt comfor-
table with in this latest incarnation of
myself (for | had been changing both
person I&/ and in my writing). Louis
Dudek and Peter Miller were responsible
for its appearance. | waited a year to see
if the reviews were good (they were),
the” submitted a new manuscript to Me-
Clelland & Stewart. Three years |ater
The Cariboo Huorses teceived the Gover-
“or Generd’s Award.

| borrowed my brother-in-law’s good
suit for the awards ceremony in Ottawa.
It didn’t fit very well, and my shoes were
too tight (I run around barefoot at
Roblin Lake). Governor General Vanier
spent some time explaining to me what
my poems were about. I demurred tact-
fully, but appreciated hi help. (Ap-
parently he had read them, which was
astonishing.)

At the dinner for awards winners and
Canada Council notables, Jack Me-
Clelland. in his shy unassuming manner,
intimated that the-awards were-not suffi-

ciently publicized. A Canada Council

officer with a French name asked me if |
agreed with Jack MeC. 1 said yes. He
then told me they wouid make sure |
“ever received another award. And |
never have.

THE CENTRE OF Canadian publishing is
Toronto, as everyone except Van-
couverites probably knows, and it takes
unusual qualities of character and drive
for & publisher to succeed in one of the
smaller cities. Like Bdmonton, for in-
stance, and like Mel Hurtig. A strong
Canadian nationalist, Hurtig ran abook
store in the Alberta capital for several
years, then decided to take on the giants
of eastern publishing. That was |” the
mid-1960s, when Clarke Irwin, Oxford,
Ryerson, McClelland & Stewart, and a
few others now defunct were the
dominating firms.

| mét Hurtig at a literary party in Ed-
monton in 1967. At that time | was nat-
tering 0" about U.S. takeovers and
economic nationalism in Canada. A
U.S. subsidiary auto plant in canada
had been forbidden to sell trucks by its
parent company — either to China or
Cuba, | can’t remember which — and
this was just the latest in along series of
U.S. put-downs of rebellion on the
periphery of empire. I was sputtering in-

dignant, and could afford to be, sincel
was comBI_eter unimportant, with no
responsibility for dealing with the
American government in crunch situa-
tions.

Mel Hurtig agreed with a few df my
milder fulminations. to my somewhat
surprise. | proposed a book, a new an-
thology, in which Canadian writers
would outline their frank opinions of the
United States in all its aspects, with no
punches pulled. But sadly, | said. no one
would publish such abook. “I would,”
Hurtig said.

| looked at him the” for perhaps the
first ime. | had almost forgotten he was
a publisher — although aet quite. Small,
dark complexioned, rather quiet, |
thought then; bug have since changed my
mind. (Oil executives quail and
legislators cuake under the flail of Hur-
tig logic and invective.)

e worked it out together, the pro-
posed book. Ideas — each of us would
come up with onei” turn, the” another
and another. Excitement grew, and
adrenalin flooded the eutports. “\What
would you cal it?" Mel said. “The New
Romans,” | said, and | visualized them
right in front of me, smoking cigars and
farting. The new Romans, the imitation
ones, Who could nevertheless have
taught their predecessors a great deal.
Thinking of that title, happily | grew
amost sober.

After the book came out in 1968, Mel
sent me on a promotion tour across the
country. He phoned me &fter one televi-
sion interview, urging that a strong line
be take” 0" behalf of the book. | think
he wanted me to shake my fist in the in-
terviewer’sface. And in New York 0"
William Buckley’s television show, with
Dennis Lee and Larry Zolf, | froze com-
pletely and couldn’t say a word. Dénnis
was a little better, but Zolf did most of
the talking and acquitted himself like the
pro he was. Even the planted trained
seals in Buckley's audience applauded.

On another TV show next day, |
resolved to stop being a mild-mannered
and sweet-tempered Canadian. | jumped
right i” with both feet, claimed that both
the U.S. and Soviet Union were the

eatest dangers to peace in the world.
Broth had halitosis to the rest of the
world, and economic nationalism was
the U.S. ageney of foreign conquest. |
challenged William Shatner, a Canadian
actor also on the show, to refute my
views (and “either of us asked for the
other’s autograph).

Later that afternoon | took a cassette
tape to a high-rise apartment where a
ady imterviewer awaited. After five
minutes of talk, she claimed | had in-
sulted her country, placed her hand over
her heart. and ejected me. | left without
protest, but back on the street indigna-



tion wasborn in my breast: that damn
cassette tape was mine and Linda
whatever-her-pame-was had kept It.

| went back to the high-rise, took an
elevator to the top fleor, walked up
another flight to the grey-painted |obby,
knocked on a metal-covered door, and
waited. A disembodied voice spoke
beyond the door. | explained my mis-
sion; shesaid, “ Walt just aminute.” |
waited 10. The disembodied voice spoke
again, handing me back the tape
through a crack in the door and not let-
ting me see her face. She had erased al
my fmmortal words, | found out later.
That may have been just as well: asa TV
and radio performer | would starve to
death.

But The New Romans did fairly well.
It sold some 25,000 copies in Canada, in
the U.S. maybe three and a half. My
wife and | travelled to Greece and
Turkey on the proceeds. | remember sit-
ti né; inam Athens bistro writing a poem
and drinking Botry's brandy and think-
ing: “The U.S. of A. ispaying for this
drinlc.” And | was happy.

I 1570 I came back from Europe with the
idea for another book of poems. new
and old love poems. Irving Layton had
edited a similar book a couple of years
before. Love Where the Nights An
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Long. with Harold Town drawings.
That book was a compendium of other
people’s work, which sold like erazy;
mine would contain only Purdy. Also, |
hoped, Harold Town’ S drawings. And
its resulting burgeoning Sales would keep
me in beer for a week or two.

I got in touch with Jack McClelland
‘and broached the idea. His reply in-
dicated that Harold Town might be in-
terested, so | sent them the manuscript.
Shortl){1 after which three. sophisticates
from the big city descended on my sim-
ple country abode: Jack MeC., Harold
Town, and the beautiful editor, Anna
Szigethy (now Porter).

- First there was a long pause, during
which we tried t0 read each other’s
minds. Then Jack MeC. said, “Your
poems are hard-boiled. We had expected
them to be romantic.”

Now my wife has the same complaint
about me. but | hadn't expected amale
publisher to feel that way. “Un—
romantic?"’ | said. (And Lawrence of
Arabia gdloped his pure white Barbary
steed through my left ventricle, dis-
mounting in a cloud of golden sand. Fif-
3/ mounted horsemenin the Red Desert

raw swords and swear fedlty to their
peerless |eader.) ““Romantic?”’ | said,

*No, hard-boiled,” Jack MeC. said.

Harold Town nodded agreement.

The
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“You're just not romantic,” he said
with a kind look, and dfew his cloak
eloser around him.

It took me weeks to regain composure
after this bitter pill. In the meantime |
worked on the book that had been pro-
posed instead of my love poems collec-
tion (which actually did get published,
and was called Love in a Burning
Building). This new book was to be an
anthol ogg of *Best poemsin Canada,”
edited by me, and accompanied by
Harold Town' s drawings.

Time passed. | worked on the poem-
selection and a long academic intro.
Then it came to my cars, via the elec-
tronic wild grape vine. that the “best
poems’ anthology was being delayed.
Something had gone badly wrong. |
suspected the reason for this, but
couldn’t be sure. Therefore | made the
long trip from my simple country abode
to request an audience with Jack McC.
and ask him what was what or not.

Y es, hetold me gravely, something
unforeseen had happened: there was a
small objection fmm Harold Town
about the contract terms. Which
bewildered me: there was no contract. |
had taken it for granted there would be a
50:50 split between Town and mysdlf. |
was Wrong. Town wanted 75 per cent of
whatever royalties accrued from the
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book. Jack MeC. supported him in thii
demand. saying that Tow” did most of
the work anyvray. .

My feelings Were hurt. Jack MeC. was
my publisher as well as Town's, even if
Town and McClelland were close
friends, as they were. | felt hard done
by, even betrayed. And this despite tbe
hard knowledge that no poetry an-
thology sellsworth adamn anyway: arat
and a mouse would starve on the pm-
ceeds. Well, Town had better have some
;- other sources of income, Since his
7S-per-cent demand was made severd
months after the book’ sinception —
and no prier agreement had been reach-
ed regarding royalties — | refused.

The Town/Purdy book aborted.
Somebody gave me the name of a
lawyer, one possessing some literary
knowledge. He took on thisrather trivia
case, apparently because he was familiar
with my books. My lawyer had lunch
with Jack McClelland a couple of times,
The figure named to reimburse me for
my arduous Iabours Was $500. | refused
it and asked for a thousand. Then | got
in touch with Michael Macklem at
Oberon Press to arrange for publication
of any future books 1 might write.

However, after another Iunch with my
legal battalions, Jack MeC. settled. And
he did so with some grace — at least his
face showed no resentment or embar-
rassment at our next meeting. But | am
embarrassed, because | can’'t remember
my lawyer’'s name. He didn’t charge me
for his services. | had never heard of
such a thing before in all recorded
human history, a lawyer who didn't bill
his client. He probably doesn’t
remember my name either. :

There was one aftermath of the affair:
Harold Tow” portraits of poets,
originally dated for the non-published
anthology, are till floattng around in
tbe shape of posters. They are, | think,
quite striking. one of Irving Layton, in
which he looks exactly like the former
Israeli prime minister; Golda Meir, | ad-
mire especially.

m 9 t had edited Milton Acorn’s
selected poems, f've Tasted My Blood,

and tbe anthology Fifteer Winds for
Ryerson Press. By that time Lome
Pierce had been succeeded as managing
editor by the Rev. John Webster Grant.
For more than a year | had been gather-
ing poems from writers under age 30, to
be published as Storm Warning by Ryer-
son, but in 1970 Ryerson sold out to

McGraw-Hilt, an American branch-

plant publisher. No contract had-been
Signed with Ryerson for Storm Warning.

After the sale to McGraw-Hill, |
visited the Ryerson oifices for discus-
sions about the book. | felt confused

would have been no objection on my
part to publishing a book with McGraw-
Hill or any other American publisher in
the United States itself: but with aU.S.

ublisher in Canada, that was a different

ettle of linotype. Nevertheless, | signed
a Ryerson contract after some urging by
the editorial staff.

Then | started to worry about it.
chewing that contract in my mind like a
dog with a bone. After afew days of
cogitation, it seemed to me that
publishing with McGraw-Hill was just
another item in the long record of Cana-
dian sell-outs to the U.S. “But you sign-
ed a contract; thc legal staff in my head
told me sternly. | know. | know, but it's
not right to go with a U.S. publisher, |
rebutted. It's not right to break a con-
tract either, and you could go to prison
for it. That |ast scarcely veiled threat
decided me: | would not publish with
McGraw-Hill Ryerson.

After | went to see Jack McClelland
and told him the story, things seemed to
move at a faster pace. The light of battle
gleamed in his eyes. Decisions were
made swiftly; people rushed in and out
of his office. It was out of my hands by
then, with Jack stage-managing the
whole affair.

At the Toronto Star | talked to Peter
Newman, then editor-in-chief, and
briefly to a Star reporter. When the
story appeared that Purdy refused to
publish with an American branch-plant,
command decisions were called for.

Jack MeC. decided that | should go
underground, disappear for tbe rest of
the day. | was infected by dl this cloak-
and-dagger stuff; miniens of McGraw-
Hill or rival publishers might be on my
trail, | felt sdlf-important and amused at
the same time.

| was spirited away. like ZOO pounds
of thistledown, to (the beautiful editor)
Anna Szigethy’s apartment. She remain-
cd on duty at McStew. My instructions
were to avoid being seen at windows.
and not to answer the door in case un-
friendly eves had noticed mv entrance.

In the bedroom | drifted-into uneasy
deep, then awoke to hear noises |
couldn’t identify, which seemed to bein
the apartment itself. Take no chances, |
thought, and dived into the bedroom
closet, closing the door behind me. and
remained there in the darkness quivering
nervoudly. Somebody was definitely in
the apartmesig. and | wondered who —
reporters, McGraw-Hill lawyers with
writs Of Agheas corpus, bailiffs with |eg-
irons and handcuffs? But they never
found me — crouched among Anna
Szigethy's underthings.

It was a teapot tempest. of course. |
think McGraw-Hill had no intention of
taking me to court Ova oreaxing My

about the change of ownership. There ~ Ryerson contract. The publicity would
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have been bad for them. The incident
died down, and Storm Warning was
published with McClelland & Stewart in
due course. It sold fairly well, perhaps
aided by this brief furore, as Jack MeC.
had suspected it might. However. eom-
pared to the previous Purdy-edited
Ryerson anthology. Fifteen. \Winds.
which now belonged to McGraw-Hill,
sales were only moderéate. Fifteen Winds
has sold at least 500 copies ayear for 15
goears | wonder what sales secrets they
rrowed from Nostradamus.

SEVERAL SMALLER publishers have also
done books of mine; Black Moss, Paget
Press, Quadrant Editions, Blackfish
Press. and The Crossing Press in the
United States. The editor-publishers of
these presses offer an interesting con-
trast to their counterparts in tbe larger
and more professona outfits. Their en-
thusiasm is like bubbling champagne;
their eyes gleam at the thought of a
publishing coup. Often they work at
something else to support the drog habit
of publishing books.

Some operate on a frayed shoestring, -

subsidized by the Canada Council.
Others, like Ala’ Safarik of Blackfish
Press, take pride in getting by without
grants. The aristocratic Peter Brown of
Paget Press- publishes art editions, and
subsidizes them with other work. Marty
Gervais of Black Mossis the eterna
amateur, and also a writer of note.

Andrew Wheatley of Quadrant
B{eviously operated a book store in

ontreal.’He vanished severa months
ago, owing money and books to along
list of titers, among them Mavis
Gadlant, Julie Charm”, George Galt,
myself, and several others. Rumour has
it that Wheatley is regrouping his forces
beyond the Rockies, perhaps in Van-
couver, from whence he plansto sal(ljy
forth and astound the publishing world.

It is noteworthy — at least to me —
that only one of the five publishers men-
tioned has ever sent me afinancial state-
ment and reyalty report.

Publishers — with one exception —
are fascinating people. | am a soft touch
for their blandishments, for their charm
and panache. Jack MeC. is, of course,
the most prominent, and also the most
personaly attractive. And 1 certainly do
miss sitting across a table from him once
a year, trying to figure out what he's
thinking, interior lucubrations reflected
hardly at al on exterier integument.
And Peter Brown of Paget Press has
charm and enthusiasm that are infec-
tious. One gets carried away by them,
along bypaths of publishing romance,

-into dead-end alleys and non-profit eul
de sacs. | love them, all but one, and |
see them in both dreams and night-
mares, O
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A life of passion

Gregarlous to the end, Elizabeth Smart (19181996)
led a Bohemian life that had ale6 come to
Include an enormous quantlty of psychic pain

By John Goddard

LIZABETH SMART Was a spirited,
unconventional woman with a
prodigious capacity for love and
ain, twin themes oOf her succinct,
rical writings. By the time she
ied in London a age 13, her face
bore the ravages of a life intensely
lived, but peaple who knew her
thought of her as youthful.
Shewas gregarious to the end,
living a Bohemian lifein a stone
cottage in Suffolk with her
rumpled clothes. urruly garden, and ml-
Yection of 5,000 books. She made fre-
quent trips to London, popping in & the
French House pub in Scho, dining out
with friends, and sleeping oz the much
at her youngest son's flat. She did there
suddenly after breakfast on March 4, of
a heart attack.
Ha contribution to Canadian liter-
ature was singular if meagre: two slim

Elizabeth Smart
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novels, some poetry, and a collection of
short prose. A volume of journals,
Necessary Secrets, iSto be published
scon by Deneau. Her plots were thin,
ha story lines vague. but she had an

“unerring ear for syntax and internal

rhyme, enabling her to write phrases
like: “the bland sand of Brackley
Beach.” She took astonishing leapsin
metaphor. Sheonce wrote of adesireto
put feeings of love in a safe place, “into
anest...as far awayand as glossed
over by history as the Red Indian’s right
to be free.”

She wrote lines of rare tenderness:
“Under the waterfall he surprised me
bathing and gave me what | could no
more refuse than the earth ean refuse the
rain.” And she had a witty sense of
juxtaposition. as when she interspersed
questions from a belligerent U.S. border

uard with lines from the Song of

lomon: “What relation is this man to

you? (My beloved ismine and | ambhis:
he feedeth among the lies.)”

Smart was bora into Ottawa high
society om Jan. 27, 1913. the second of
four childten, three girls and a boy. She
knew Mike Pearson es ayoung men,
Frank Scott, Bugene Forsey, and
Graham Spry. Her father was a pioneer-
ing patent-and-trade |awyer and hér
mother an engaging hostess, perpetually
throwing lively parties for the diplomatic
crowd,

But Smart regarded her mother es
bossy, domineering, and tradition-
bound. a stifler of Smart’s ambition to
go to University and pursue a career. The
mother-daughter reckoning was drawn-
out end bitter. In her early 20s, Smart
fled Ottawa for New York, Mexico, and
Cdifornia, had an affair with a French
woman, and wrote a prose piece about it
called “Dii & Grave and Let Us Bury
Our Mother.”

Smart then got involved with the
English poet George Barker, who was
married; the three of them were among
the first people to live commuanally at
Bii Sur, Cdlifornia. Pregnant with
Barker’s child, Smart moved into a

‘former school house in Pender Harbour,

on the B.C. coast north of Vancouver.
There she wrote her classic novel, By

- W Y Y

Gmnd Central Station | Sat Down and
Wept, based On ha involvement with
Barker.

She finished the book in 1941, hut it
wasn't published until 1945 — in
England, after she moved there. When
an Ottawa book store imported six
copies, her mother bought them and
burned them, using ha connections in
high places to prevent more copies from
entering the country. None were avail-
able in Canada until 1975.

Critics refer to the book as ““poetic
prose,” but Smart didiked the term. *it
gives the wrong impression,” she seid in
a 1982 interview. “It sounds all 1ah-dee-
dab.” She preferred to think of her
writing as “concentrated” er “distilled”
prose, and compared it to dehydrated
Soup: *You get all the substance without
the water.”

Smart went on to have three more
children by Barker, although she and he
never lived together. She interrupted her
Literary career to write for women's
magazines, raise the children, end put
them all through private schools, while
Barker shirked his paternal respon-
sibilities by courting the Muse. After
al so raising two grandchildren, she
published a second slim novel in 1978,
The Assumption of the Rogues and
Rascals, detailing the anguish of a
mother of four children abandoned by
her lover.

By then, she had accumulated an
enormous quantity of psychic pain —
from her mother, fmm Barker. from the
strain Of single parenthood. She could
still be fun, generous, interested in new
people. but she would sometimes grow
sullen late in the evening. She cried out
regularly in her Sleep, awakening house
guests in adjoining rooms — an unsett-
Ing experience for anyone staying there
for the first time.

In the fal of 1982, phe fulfilled a long-
held desire to return to Canada, becom-
ing writer-in-residence at the University
of Alberta in Edmonton for ayear, tbm
moving to Toronto for afew months.
But she found fellow Canadians too
earnest for her taste, too easily shocked
by her immoderate drinking, and she
returned to her cottage in Suffolk. O
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Riother and Daughter Relationships
in the Manawake World of Margaret
Laurence, by Helen M. Buss, English
Literary Studies, University of Victoria,
88 s, $6.50 papa (SBN 0 920604 21

8).
By Sylvia M. Brown

A RECENT ADDITION to & series Of more
than 30 treatises on major authors, this
compact work attempts to make even
Margaret Laurence’s most subtle and
unconscious meanings clear. Buss suc-
ceeds in providing insight — rarein
Laurence criticism — into the impor-
tance of female contacts in her
characters growth. She shows us Hagar,
in The Stone Angel, finally allowing
“other women to touch her lifeina
sacramental as well as a psychological
sense.” We explore the ““iconography of
the Demeter-Kore relationship” that
furnishes the mythic structure for “the
sanctity of the mother-daughter rela-
tionship®* most apparent in The Fire-
Dwellers between Stacey and Katie.
Rachel’s domineering yet socially
powerless mother in A Jest of God is her
worst enemy because May Cameron has
defined herself and the role her
daughters should assume *“in accor-
dance with a male concept of female
psychology.” Much c&temporary
andysiswould fall into the “*blame-the-
mother” syndrome. but Buss looks on
Rachel’s struggle to escape her mother’'s
hold as a greater need to the con-
finement Of accgf)table roles imposed on
women by a male dominated society.
Laurence' smore articul ate characters
in her two kunstlerromans. Vanessa and
Morag, ezch commence their search for
apowerful femal e figure through writing
about “the lives of the victims Of the
patriarchal world.” Motherless Morag,
In The Diviners, is especialy fit, through
her experience of loss, for a quest into
the unconscious. Ha conversation and
writing isacontinual ““redefinition or
recreation of language... beyond
denotative and conventional meanings
of words’ as she tries to fmd her lost
heritage in a *“‘strong, purposeful vision
of motherhood.” The ultimate resolu-
tion of this epic is a much wider, all-

NOTE

Particularly positive cri{ic;t: notices
are marked at the end with a star. %
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encompassing one, for Buss claims
Laurence generously “attempts to
rescue the paternal historical heritage”
and integrates what is valuable in the
patriarchal past through the “accep-
tance Of positive mate figures such as
Christie.,, Jules and Dan MecRaith.”*

Though some skepticism sinks in
about the use of Jungian ‘*types™ (Which
often strikes feminists as reductionist
and dictated by yet another mae
expert), this minute textual criticism
convincingly argues that the daughter
must become the mother in order to
grow responsible and womanly.
Laurence's works indicate that the
forgotten “mother* language express-
ing the instinctive Ems principle will
have to be relearned before the repres-
sive Logos principle of ideological
language destroys the world. The
exegesis of Rachel's blessing, “God's
pity on God” is telling ~— according to
Buss thii is the “matriarchal God who
gives pity to the patriarchal God.” Buss
sees Laurence as holding a paradigmatic
position for many Canadian women
writing about women today, and sees
her work as the archetype of the “grow-
ing need to connect with ancient female
principles.” Her new work of scholar-
ship thoroughly explains why. O

" FICTION ’

Ultimately, however. they are designed
to be spokespersons for the two sidesiin
the Battle Of the Sexes. As the title sug-
gests, the speakers are “masks,” per-
sonae who verbalize the opposites that
dash at-all levels of the work: male/
female, life/death, fantasy/redlity,
mythic/mundane.

Melfi's work is self—consciousIK
“experimental.” and the result is bot
intriguing and unsatisfying. Melfi's
themes are all too familiar, having been
worked to death by feminist writers’ for
decades. and the speakers seldom engage

- thereader on more than an intellectual

level. Asawork of fiction. A Dialogue
with Masks is flawed; as a creative ap-
proach to somewhat stale material, it isa
worthy effort. O

The Green Tomato Y ears, by Gloria|
Kupchinko Frolick, Williams-Wallace, [
142 pages, 516.93 cloth (ISBN 0 88795
042 1) and $8.95 paper (ISBN 0 88795

A Dialogue with Masks, by Mary
Melfi, Mosaic Press, 114 pages, $8.93
paper (ISBN 0 88962 300 7).

By Allan Weiss

IN sER FIRST WOrk of long fiction, Melfi
explores the same themes mat preoccupy
her published poetry and short fiction:
the difficulties besetting male-female
relationships and the shortcomings of
marriage as an ingtitution. Like A Queen
IsHolding a Mummified Cat (1982) and
A Bride in Three Acts (1983), A
Dialogue with Masks portrays the in-
teraction of men and women as a power
struggle, and marriage. Melfi suggests,
encourages husband; and wived to see
each other as possessions rather than as
individuals.

The book is structured as a dialogue
between two figures (they could hardly
be called **characters'®), one male and
one female. who discuss and debate their
emotional- and sexua relationships.
Melfi particularizes her speakers only to
the extent of portraying them as a mar-
ried couple who have rented a lakeside
cottage to reinvigorate their marriage.

044 2).

By Annell Pelilkonen

“LIKE TOMATOES that are picked, dueto
early autumn frosts, when they are still
green, many, too many, of the young
people who grew up in Western Canada
during the Depression never reached
their full potential.” With these words,
Frolick introduces her first collection of
short stories, a series of vignettes about
the Ukrainian community in Alberta
during the 1930s. Unlike Bharati
Mukherjee’s Darkness, where each
newcomer is alone in hi collision with
North American culture, Frolick’s
stories are an evocation of a tightly-knit
society. These people may be in a
strange |and but they keep their balance
by hanging on to each other. Clashes be-
tween the Anglo-Canadian order and the
Ukrainians tend to take the form of
patronizing assumption on one hand
and resignation on the other. Overt
hostility would be too easy to confront
and overcome,

one piece that examines this issue —
and the best story in this fine book — is
“Summer of ‘38.” While their father iS
away, the 11-year-old narrator and her
Sister Kristina are sent for the summer t0
the Mission House run by two earnest
United Church women. Miss Case and
Miss Holly set the girlsto work and draw
polite’ but firm boundaries between
themselves and their charges. As the
ladies hasten to inform one set of callers,
*“those twoO liitle foreign Qirls are only
staying with us for the summesr" — im-
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plying that they are less of a concemn
than the British families on relief that
are the usual recipients of their charity.
The girls overhear this (they arc not
alowed to stay in the parlour they have
spent the afternoon cleaning for these
visitors) and the narrator is deeply upset:
“In tbe darkness of owr dorm, Kristina
did her best to comfort me, patting my
back, and talking to me in a tow
soothing voice.” The girls are forced to
rely on themselves for comfort in this
marvellous Study of the way attitudes are
formed and propagated.

The common theme in these stories is
solidarity. Neighbours may tiff or disap-
prove, but they do not hestitate to run to
each other for help or gossip. This does
not mean that the book is an ethnic
Cranford or Thrush Grange. The dark
side Of lifein a small town, especially in
matters Sexual, is always present. The
troubled girl who bas a half-Japanese
baby, alovers' suicide, the psychotic son
of the town'’s first family, a woman dy-
in8 of an abortion performed. by a
farmer’s wife are all there to trouble
Sandy Lake's serenity. So is the bard
work and the monotony. So isthe love
and the strength of the group.

Frolick's debut isimpressive. Each
one of these storiesis rich enough to be
expanded into a longer work without
sacrificing interest or action. They left
me wanting more. %

Intimote Frogments: An Irreverent
Chronicle Of Early Hallfax, edited by
Raobert B. Kroll, Nimbus, 135 pages,
$12.95 paper (ISBN 0 920852 42 4).

By Spariing Mills

THIS 15 A mystery book in the sense that
the reader never knows for sun if it is
factual or a hoax. In other words, it isan
ingenious conception. And *“concep-
tion” iS an excellent choice of word
because of the almost continuous
womanizing in its pages. “The Judge,”
whose notebooks and letters these
fragments are supposed to be. goes
whoring and drinking at night and isan
exemplary citizen during the day. He
does reveal sensitivity toward the inno-
cence of ateenage girt whom be saves
from ravishment. Unfortunately, from
bis standmoint. her mother is so grateful
that she tries to end bii bachelorhood
(which he cherishes before anything).

These fragments date from Jan. 1,
1776, to Jan. 30, 1835. The location is
Halifax. The “editor.” Robert E. Kroll,
clams in his foreword that *While
searching wills probated in Nova Scotia
in 1835, | discovered that of the Judge.”
After years of search, Kroll found these
fragments at Y al e University. He asserts
that the Judge's “ private writings are

honest reflections of himself and the
times in which he lived.”

‘There an two important clues to this
book: first, Kroll’s quotation of Cole-
ridge about his dream of paradise and
returning with a rose; second. the initial
fragment, which reads, *I am a shadow
in another man’s dream. Other voices
fill my mouth, other passions my heart,
other thoughts my mind.” Kroll has
dreamt he is “the Judge,” and tbe rose
is a splash of red on the cover. B

T he Canadian Dramatist, Volume
One. Politics and the Playwright:
George Ryga, by Christopher Innes,
Simon & Pierre, 130 pages, $11.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88924 151 ).

By Jason Sherman

THE EDITOR OF the Canadian Dramatist
series provides its first volume, a long-
overdue study of George Ryga, whose
alienation from mainstream theatre is
shown t0 be less of an ostracizdtion than
aconscious, sometimes paranoid refusal
to embrace the same middle-class moral-
ity and aesthetics Ryga SO despises.
Christopher Innes writes Of Ryga with
an understanding that relies as much
upon sympathetic readings as it does
upon slightly antagonistic arguments.

e uses Ryga and Ryga s work as points
for genera discussions of such subjects
as the political playwright and Canadian
myth-makers — background material
that. taken together. places Rygain
something of a void: a writer'who wants
to create images for a (muiti-cultured)
society that can hardly be expected to
identity with those images.

Innes embraces the role of the “objec-
tive” critic, refusing to allow any appar-
ent-personial biases to inform his.study.
But with almost every protracted discus-
sion of Ryga’s major Work come notes
of dissatisfaction with the playwright's
dramaturgical skills, be it stilted or

——

obscure dialogue, implausible
characters, Or confusing structure and
story-line — problems that are not mere-
ly limited to early versions of the works
in question.
Innes, WhO combines Wit. inteflect,

and persuasive power with a deceptively
simple ability to conflate the widest
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THIS IS MY OWN
The collected letters and papers of Muricl
Kitagawa (1912-1974), a Japanese Canadian
who was 2 journalist and a young mother
when 21,000 citizens were uprooted from
their west coast homes. With 40 photographs
atd an intraduction by Roy Miki.
“Muriel's passionate loyalty, her rage, haved't
been left to moulder in the grave. What 2
relicf that is. What a cause for celebration.™
—Joy Kogawa

$24.95 cloth; $12.95 paper.
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range of cultural referents into a specific
sentence of universal importance, seems
to aporeciate Ryga more for his unswer-
ving Politicd commitment than for his
skills of eraft.

But then the whole book is a question
of balance. of choosing just the right
work or biographical detail. Innes had
to choose from a wealth of materia in
severa disciplines. His process of
élimination has served him well: this
book, like so many of the plays Innes
discusses, ends without really ending,
and it is this sort of self-perpetuating
criticism that can make for an important
serles Of studies. 0

B THE PAST )

Forgotten Soldiers, by Fred Gaffen,
Theytus Books, illustrated, 152 pages,

819.95 paper (ISBN 0 919441 10 6).

By Roy lMacLaren

THIS BOOK DOES somewhat the same
thiig for Canada’s native peoples as Roy
Ito's We Went |0 War recently did for
Japanese Canadians. Although less
systematic and comprehensivethan Ito’s
book (presumably the result of limited
funds), it does succeed in conveymg
something of the bravery an
achievements of Indians and M&isin the
Canadian forces overseas during two
world wars.

Gafien offers brief accounts of the
service of individual soldiers, frequently
relying upon citations for medals. This

contributes to the episodic and even
fragmentary natyre Qf the book. Yet
lrad munns 3 = 3

e bWy AT uisse Jiadisgrapiiical
accounts are some rogues as well as
heroes — and some quite unexpected
participants in the First World War.
(One U.S. black, weary of the racial pre-
judice in his homeland, managed to pass
himself off as a Canadian Indian and
apparently Served overseas with some
distinction.)

For the most part, the service of In-
diansin all three armed forces was not
only notable in itself (ranging in the
Second World War from Hong Keng to
Italy), but it also offers a brief comment

» on the difficult postwar adaptation to a
civilian life where prejudice was still
rampant. Also included is an even
briefer comparison with the wartime
experiences Of New Zealand Maoris,
Australian aberigines, and U.S. Indians.
Thisisa modest hook, too limited to do
justice to its subject, especially the social
implications, but It is at least a beginning
for a more complete account of the
volunteer service of those native peoples
who, like the Japanese Canadians, had
littl e enough reason to risk their lives for
Canada, O

Blind Painting, by Robert Melangon,
trandated from the French by Philip
Stratford, Véhicule Press. 109 pages,
38.95 papa (ISBN 0 919890 67 9).

-By Paul Stuewe

THE FRENCH/ENGLISH text of Blind
Painting 1S arevised edition of Peiniture
aveugle, for which Robert Melangon
won the Governor Generd’'s Award for
Poetry in 1979, Like many Québecois
writers, he has been strongly influenced
by the French nouveau reman School’s
emphasis upon sense perception rather
than intellectua association as the.basis
for literary creation. Thus these short,
precise poems record Melangon's
Immediate apprehensions of a reality
where individual details are far sharper
than broad outlines Or general patterns:
what the reader sees unquestionably is,
for the writer, in an existential sense fun-
damentally different from the could-
have-beens, should-bes Or looked-likes
of other modes of expression.

At his bat, he makes extremely effec-
tive “se of this rigorous aesthetic. \Where
many poets now operate as possip
columnists for the cultured reader, ass-
duously stringing together brief
references to shared concepts and
mutually valued objects, Melangon in-
sists that we look closely at afew things
and try to see them clearly. The conse-
quences can be as enlightening and in-
vigorating as the shimmering perfection
of “Summer”:

Sur bends down

filacs stirred by wind:

each leqf holds up

the whole sky. A warbler,

brief frult, shakes loose

a rish of blue.

This serenity is achieved through
Melancon’s acceptance of other as well
as self in a world where he “befonged/
and desired to belong only to the possi-
ble” (*“Blind Painting |1V "), and in
which the poet must refuse tO destray
the *‘strange designs” that seem to “per-
sist desplte/our fragile wisdom” (*Blind
Painting V*’). AsS exemplified in the ma-
jority of the poems presented here, this
demanding regimgn enables Melangon
to break through to levels of con-
templative insight seldom encountered
in any contemporary writing.

There are pitfals inherent in this
approach as well, of course, -since con-
templative insight can easily turn into a
much more sterile variety of analytical
passivity. At times, Melangon’s
Ianguage iS Smply too prosaic to convey
theintensity of hispassions. and he
occasionally indulges in over-extended
metaphors that run against the grain of
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his essentially naturalistic poetic prac-
tice. But such lapses from grace arein-
frequent blemishes upon a very im-
pressive collection of poetry, which
Philip Stratford’s self-effacingly literal
translation brings to us with a minimum
of linguistie barriers. O
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The WWeight of Oranges, by Anne
Michaels, coach House Press, 56 pages,
$7.50 paper (ISBN 0 88910 318 6).

She closes the poem b?/ drawing together
the parallel worlds of music and “the
sentence.” ]

Michaels’s imagery iS well sustained
throughout the work. Although it is
often dazzling, it also always serves the
deeper intent of each poem. Michaels
certainly knows what she is doing here.
and in doing it has given us an uncom-
monly good first book. ¥
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By Louise Longo

ANNE MICHAELS makes an impressive
debut in her first book of poetry. Her*
work is well-crafted and emotionally
resonant and studded with gems, such es
one fmm “Memoriam®’: “The dead
leave US starving with mouths full of
love.” Her themes of love, loss, cod the
human struggle are almost standard
poetic fare. but what she makes of them
certainly is not. This, aso from
“Nemoriam’’:

Memory insists with iis sea voice,

mutiering from Ilts bone cave.

Memory wraps us

like the shell wraps the sea

Nothing fo carry,

some stones to Jill our poekets,

{0 give welght to what we have.

There is more than a tinge of mortal-
ity to these poems, but Michaels’s
superb use of language and her
emotionally-weighted insight keep them
from stumbling into the morbid. This is
from the title poem:

Sometimes I'm certain those who are
kappy
know one thing more than us. . . orone
thing less.

The only book I'd write again

Is our bodies closing together.

That’s the language that stuns,

scars, breathes into you.

Naked, we had voices!

In the last section of the book,
Michaels explores themes of sexuality
and creativity thresgh one’ particular
and shaping friendship. In the long
poem “Words for the Body,” the two
friends, one a writer and the other a
musician, decide that “music is
memory,/the Way a word is the memory
of itsmeaning.” The poem then ex-
plores not only the demands of making
art but also the price it exacts:

IN a voice that came from the highway
you described the blackness where
music waits,

formenting until you draw it oul,

a redemption.

Then the fear of forgelting noles

disappears, the fingers have a memory
of their own.

You spoke of a kind of hunger

that makes pleasure perfect.

Then yeu said how if was o be opened
and tasted by a hall full of people.

YWoman in the Woods, by Joy
Kogawa, Mosaic Press, 80 pages, 88.95
paper (ISBN 0 88962 294 9).

By Frank Manley

DESPITE THE Imagery suggested by the
title of this, the fourth book of poetry
from Joy Kogawa, the poet’s vision is
obscured neither by forest nor trees: the
insight found here is enlightening.
Ostensibly about the *plight (and flight)
of a woman and child,” Woman in lke
Woods encompasses many aspects of
life — it is poetry that reaches out.

The book begins with an axiom in
“Bird Song!" — *“Flung from our nests/
in the late spring/and ordered to fly/ or
die we are/weaned to the air"" — and
ads neatly with a hymn to faitb in
“Water Song’":

who once on singing

waiter walked

on water still

walks ke

in atmosphere

so dense in miracle

we here find fins

Jor diving

for flying
The poetry contained by these two
poems is the elliptical journey of
Kogawa's dramatic persona through
experiences ranging from the epic to the.
whimsical.

Perhaps the most engaging virtue of
this collection is the passion for life that
Kogawa, has, especially when much in
the world offends the poet’s sensibility.
Take, for example, her satire in ““Last
Day” — “That day .., in the elevator/
no-one tried to be unusually friendly”
— or in “Experiment,” where a re-
searcher tortures animals to gain respect-
ability: “He publishes his article/in
Psychology Today/and makes an addi-
tion/to his curriculum vitae.” In “Give
Us This Day” {perhaps the best poem
here) Kogawa finds in Shadrach — an
opponent of Nebuchadnezzar. in the
Book of Daniel — a symbol for faith in
an age of alienation: “‘Shadrach’s angel
will fmd us/in the Heart’s fiery places.”
This motif is prominent in other poems
such as “Here We are a Point of
Sanity”: “Oh leap down leap down/to
tbec thirst/to the flame.” Kogawa often
uses fire and colour (green) to suggest
regeneration and hope.

SATISFYT

A Relationship
Repair Manual

Unique approach lo strengthening
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Central to Kogawa’s skill is her ability
to say volumes with only a few words (a
refreshing alternative to the verbosity of
many of her contemporaries). In *““One
Night’s Standing,”” the lover departs
“}eaving her to journey/with one sense
lIess/towards senselessness.’”’ Kogawa's
careful diction binds the images
together, giving each poem a reflexive
mystique that encourages multiple read-
ings. ¢

SACHED & SECULAR |

The RMorality of the Market: Religious
and Economic Perspectives, edited by
Walter Block, Geoffrey Brennan, and
Kenneth Elzinga, The Fraser Institute,
601 , $14.95 paper (ISBN 0 88975

074 2),
By Cyrll Sirom

TROUBLED BY the belief that the eccle-
siastical establishment has arrived at a
“left of centre, anti-market
orientation,’’ Vancouver’s conservative
Fraser Institute held a symposium on the
issue in 1982. The organizers asked
whether anything inherent in the
teachings of the major Western religions
disposes them against [laissez-faire
capitalism, and whether political and
socio-economic posttions can properly
be derived from religious doctrine at all;
they invited a group of mostly liberal
theologians and mostly conservative
economists to present papers and written
comments, and to discuss them.

Discreet hosts always banish talk of
religion and politics from the dinner
table. The sharp and contentious tone of
much of the debate here, in contrast to
that at many learned conferences, will
remind the reader why.

The conferees find it difficult to
address in a systematic way the con-
ference’s questions, as posed. The prob-
lem is partly one of definition. The
organizing concept ‘‘internalist/exter-
nalist,” introduced here to distinguish
explanations for a given political posi-
tion that rely on religious dogma alone
from those that look elsewhere (to the
sociology of the clergy, for example)
serves neither the conferees mor the
editors well. The two terms are used by
the participants throughout, but seldom
with much confidence. No one actually
identifies any such internalist explana-
tion, the theologians claiming, unexcep-
tionally, that their values simply il-
luminate economic and political debate.

Too often the issue becomes resolved
into the questioning of the competence
in formal economics of the religious
spokesmen. A more pertinent and
generous approach prevails, however,
when the discussion turns to the problem
of value-free analysis in general and the
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right of economists themselves to speak
on social issues. The participants col-
laborate effectively in discussing the
concept of economic justice and fits
theoretical and practical limitations.
‘The papers and discussions range
widely. Especially good are the contribu-
tions of philosopher and divine Murdith
MecLean and the economists Milton and
David Friedman, who take the discus-
sion sessions in hand when necgssary.
Praise i5 also due the editors for their
fair-mindedness; on the other hand, they
have allowed an impermissible number
of misspellings and other lapses. None-
theless, they have every right to boast a
unique collection of papers and com-
mentary on a provocative topic. O
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Seal Warsl An American Yiewpoint,
by Janice Scott Henke, Breakwater
Books, 211 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0

919519 61 X) and $9.95 paper (ISBN 0

919519 63 6).

By Claire Brownscombe

HENKE, A CULTURAL anthropologist and
licensed New York State wildlife
rehabilitator married to a conservation
officer, offers a unique perspeclive on
the Canadian seal hunt.

Animal welfare groups have waged an
intense war of protest against the, seal
slaughter, but there is another side to the
story. The Canadian seal hunt is well
regulated and well supervised. The
animals are killed humanely in that club-
bing renders a seal pup unconscious.
Seals shed copious tears as a natural
physiological process, not because of
grief over & dead pup.

Whether they be Inuit or Newfound-
landers, sealers and their livelihood are
of major importance, a fact seldom
stressed by popular environmentalists.
Henke questions the right of one culiure
to judge another whose expeciations and
lifestyle are different.

Seal Wars offers some insight into the
work of professional biologists, their
findings, and the problem of maintain-
ing adequate numbers for independent
species in a constantly changing environ-
ment. More specific scientific informa-
tion to offset the sensational misinfor-
mation spread by the protest movement
would, perhaps, have made this book
still more effective. Material in the
lengthy chapter “The Seal Saviours™
might have been condensed and some
repetition avoided if the animal welfare
societies, their distortions and some-
times shoddy tactics had been discussed
in general rather than in particular.

Conservation is necessary, but there
are many factors to be considered. In
Seal Wars Janice Scott Henke strongly

suggests the need for a more critical
approach to the activities of societies for
animal welfare such as Greenpeace,
Perhaps we should” pour the cooling
waters of reason and moderation on the
often hotly emotional issue of the Cana-
dian seal harvest. (I

[ SPORTS-& ADVENTURE

Dangerons Waters: One Man’s Search
'or Adventure, by David Philpeti, Mc-
elland & Stewart, 17 1
cloth (ISBN ¢ 7710 6998 7).

By John Greenwood

14 THE SPRING of 1979 David Philpott set
out alone in a 30-foot sailboat to circum-
navigate the globe. The 353-year-old
Toronto developer was about halfway
across the South Atlantic when a ripped
sail put an end to the trip and very nearly
his life as well, That was his first expe-
rience of ocean sailing. Philpott is an
able man, and his account of the voyage

" Is compelling, pariicularly because he

goes to some lengths to shed light on his
reasons for undertaking the mammoth
expedition,

Sailing around the world, he explains,
is not strange behaviour for someone
who has achieved as much as he has. In
the business world he rose quickly;
before he was 40 he had been involved in
some of the largest building projects in
North America, and by his early 505 he
ran a successful development company .
of his own. But still looking for contests,
he got on his 10-speed in 1977 amd
pedalled from Toronto to Florida in 17
days. The following year he rode his
bike across the country.

The ocean voyage, Philpoti says, was
Just the next step. Always thorough and
systematic, he limits his account mostly
to what he sees and does, so after a while
the trip does seem like a list of weather
conditions punctuated by “‘equipment
failures.”’ But the situations he describes
are often extreme, and when he has to
spend whole days tied to a bunk during
his first Atlantic gale, it’s not difficult to
imagine, even from his inventory of
events, the size of the waves, Interesting
things are always happening: once his
boat is occupied by a flock of fearless
and constantly defecating seabirds, and
for a time he drifts in the Doldrums,
And the tale becomes properly gripping
when Philpott’s boat i5 wrecked in a ter-
rible storm and he is left to drift toward
the iceflows of the Antarctic.

As an account of a modern shipwreck
the story is remarkable. Clearly Philpott
is not a writer by trade — his style is arid
rather than imaginative — but beneath
the details of the voyage he dutifully
notes, the sheer magnitude of his expe-
riepece is manifest. O
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Hello Canadal The Life and Times of
Foster Hewitt, by Scott Young, Seal
Books. 216 pages, $17.95 cloth (ISBN 0
770 42100 B).

By Grant Shilling

“HE SHOOTS — he scores!™ No other in-
troduction is necessary. Y oung’ s book
provides the details beyond the introduc-
tion. It's a book that is heavy on the
hockey-related details and light on per-
sonal revelations. As it should be. For
Hewitt was Hockey Night in Canada for
more than 50 years.

Young writes in a simple but nat
simplistic style and portrays Hewitt as
hard-working. innovative. and
dedicated. In the early *20s Hewitt was a
reporter with the Toronto Star, which
owned one of the first radio stationsin
Toronto. Thirteen days after the Star’'s
first broadcast Hewitt was appointed
editor of the “Radio Department.** He
was 19 years old.

In the early summer of 1931 Conn
Smythe's Maple Leaf Gardens was being
built. Smythe, a big believer in the
power of radio, told Hewitt to decide
where he felt the broadcast booth should
be located and to tell the architect.
Hewitt spent three hours walking up and
dovn the stairs of a 12-story Eaton’s
building on Albert Street. On each floor
Hewitt would stop and look out the win-
dows on the street below. Using this
method he determined that on the fifth
floor, 56 feet above the Street, he found

his best view. The broadeast booth, “the
gondola,” would be 56 feet above theice
surface.

Althoush Hewitt's relationshjp with
Conn Smythe was s0lid, relations with
Harold Ballard were shaky. Hewitt
resented Ballard’s wholesale wrecking of
the gondola.du.ri ng, renovations of the
Gardens, believing it should have been
[?_rwent_ed to the Hockey Hall of Fame.

he final blow came when CKFH
(*“F.H."), the radio station of the Ledfs.
lost its broadcasting rights when
Ballard’ s financia demands became
exorbitant.

When in 1971 Hewitt sold his 12,000

shares of Maple Leaf Gardens stock he
rolled it into shares of Baton Broad-
casting, one of many investments that
made Hewitt very wedlthy at the time of
his death. I” his later years, he lost much
interest in hockey, feeling that expan-
sion had diluted the quality of the game.
His last great broadcasting moment
came in 1972 with the first Canada-
Russia series. It was only appropriate
that Foster Hewitt should be there., and
Scott Young captures the moment won-
derfully. %
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Whby It’s Hard to Fire Johnny’s
Teacher: the Status of Tenured Teachers
Maniloba and Canada. bvy_Michael
Czuboka, Communigraphics, 314 pages,
19.95 paper (ISBN 0 920073 02 6).

By Ann Lukits

KASTURAN KAUSHAL burned her
students’ final exam papers. Teacher
Michael Kopchuk was not “sufficiently
fluent” in French. Vice-principal Albert
Baldwin telephoned a false bomb threat
to Swan River Junior High. And
another teacher, Harvey Wheaton,
called bis superior a“pompous ass’ and
suggested that he “screw himself” and
words to that effect.

These are only a few of the incidents
that prompted school boards in
Manitoba to try to **fire Johnny’s
teacher” during the past two decades.
But not every attempt at dismissal was
successful: Baldwin was enly demoted
for his bomb threat. while Kopchuk,
despite hisimpeccable teachingrecord,
lost his job because he eould not teach in
French.

Inthisinformative, highly readable,
and often entertaining book, Michael
Czuboka. superintendent of Manitoba's
Agassiz School Division, explores the
thomy issue of “teacher tenure” and the
seemingly widespread assumption that
teachers can't be fired. He pays specia
attention to the word “tenure” and
shows, through a detailed analysis of
arbitration hearings and court cases,
how its meaning has changed over the
years. The vast number of hearings,
which comprise the bulk of the book,
should convince the most skeptical
critics of the education system that
school boards can and sometimes do fire
teachers.

&till, Czuboka demonstrates how dif-
ficult it can be to dismiss an incompetent
teacher — and conversely, how good
teachers are often victims Of incompe-
tent school boards. Although his study
focuses on Manitoba, he also surveys the
legidation governing tenure in other
provinces. The highlg publicized
dismissal of former Alberta teacher
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The Magr
Kingdom

“You owe it to yourself to tead
The Magic Kingdom. .. With
a sense of humour that is
uncompromisingly twisted
and 2 prose style to match. .
thisis an uncomfortably
funny book. It makes us
recognize out fine emotions
and quick tearsfor what they
reallyare...” - Calgary Herald
$14.95 paper, 324 paes, $'%x 7%

Beaverbooks
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“A book that lives up to its
Biblical title; one hundred
generations and two thousand
years of Jewish history jammed
1nto a tale so electric with
religion, violence, romance,
lyricism, and family saga that at
times it almost threatens to give
the Good Book itself a sun for
the money. .. Halter pulls off 2
real tour de force.. . A feast from
start to finish.” — Kinéus Reviews

$29.95, 768 pages, 6 x9

Fitzhenty & Whiteside/Beaverbooks

COMPELLING

INTRIGUING
SENSATIONAL

UP THIE HHLIL
by

Dencld Johnston, MP

Now a bestseller

“Compelling reading.”
— Toronto Star
“A rare reflection of an acfive
MP.” — Maclean’s
“Surprising revelations.”
— Globe and Mall

THE POLITICAL BOOK
OF THE DECADE

$23.95

Available In afl fine bookstores.

Qpidmum Publishing
Intemnational Inc.

48 HBeoks [n Canada, May, 1886

James Keegstra is one of a number of
tenure cases discussed.

Johnny’s Teacher is flawed by a
number of typographical errors and a
format that resembles a teacher-training
mannal. Despite his admitted “*adminis-
trative prejudices,”” however, Czuboka
displays unusual sympathy for all parties
involved in teacher firings. Says
Czuboka: **Tenure cases are [ike divorce
proceedings, inasmuch as everyone's
‘dirty laundry’ is washed in public. Even
the ‘winning’ side loses something in the
process.”” I

Working Lives, by the Working Lives
Collective, New Star, illustrated, 211
pages, $29.95 cloth (ISBN 091957348 7)
and $15.95 paper (ISBN 0 919573 49 3).

By Grant Shilling

THIS BOOK, published in celebration of
Vancouver's centennial, is divided into
three main sections: working, living, and
organizing. Each section is equally
thorough. Complete with vivid historical
photographs, the book makes for an at-
tractive package. However, the narrative
drags. The problem lies in the overt
political orientation of the writing.
There is a fine line between salutirig
working lives and making a political
statement. When terms such as “‘im-
perialist,” “‘capital gains — we lose,”
and “fight for social justice’ are used
with great frequency it is apparent that
the line is crossed. To the left.

B.C. politics can be defined in one
word: polarity. The emergence of a
middle-ground party fias yet to manifest
itself, and in the land of the red scare the
Social Credit party has heki on to power
for the last 10 years. Militancy in
reaction to heavy-handed trimming by
the Socreds has characterized the labour
movement in B.C,

Fifty authors have contributed under
the banner of the Working Lives Collec-
tive. A certain amount of group-think
has taken place in the writing of the
book. Give this group its due, however.
Although the book was published with
the assistance of the Centennial Com-
mission, the authors were brave enough
if not to bite the hand that feeds them, at
least to nibble on it. In this the year of
Expo 86, Working Lives is a reaction to
much of the Expo propaganda.

In the book's introduction, Allen
Seager refers to the “labour-hating fac-
tion of the ruling Social Credit
coalition.’”” He goes on to state that
“*Expo throws into bold relief important
contemporary issues, particularly the
looming problem of reduced living stan-
dards and structural unemploymént
caused by the ‘technological revolution’
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under unplanned capitalism.” His in-
troduction sets the tone for the book.

Working'Lives is at its best when pro-
viding a portrait of B.C.’s fascinating
labour history unclouded by political
dogma. But politics and Iabour are in-
separable in B.C., and this book makes
that painfully clear. [J

Jamaica Under Manley: Dilemmas of
Socialism and Democracy, by Michael
Kaufman, Between the Lines, 282 pages,
$29.95 cloth (ISBN 0 919945 58 5) and

$12.95 paper (ISBN 0 919946 59 3).

By WMatthew Behrens

YORK UNIVERSITY professor Michael
Kaufman is a superb researcher and a
keen political analyst, but those two
talents alone are not enough in this
book, which examines the eight years of
People’s National Party (PINP) rule and
the dilemmas that brought an end to the
Manley government.

With the rumblings in Haiti and the
reopening of wounds in Grenada, Kauf-
man’s book is a timely study of non-
revolutionary change in the Caribbean,
However, the text is uneven, jumping
from the dry and factual to the collo-
quial. With the latter, Kaufman aban-
dons his rigidity and touches the reader
with an ingratiating style, but then seems
unsure of his analysis and cuts back to
straight facts and figures.

At the root of Kaufman’s study is a
simple conclusion: the problem of
socialism in a nation like Jamaica is not
so much predicated upon internal
elements (though his fine historical
accounts and detailed description of
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class and ethnicity point to possible
roacdblocks} as from elements outside.
The U.S. saw Manley as the threat of a
good example and, during a period when
colonial governments fell in Grenada
and Nicaragua, it did not want to *“lose”
a major bauxite exparter in Jamaica.
Kaufman’s story of dependence and
underdevelopment is archetypal of most
nations currently suffering the woes of
debt and economic crisis. Perhaps the
conclusion one draws about this book is

similar to the Fate Kaufman ascribes to -

Manley himself: not defeat, just periodic
setbacks.
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By George Galt

Away from Home: Canadian Writers
in Exotic Places, edited by Kildare
Dobbs, Deneau, 354 pages, $24.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 88879 119 4).

FOR A GOOD Lravel writer, distance
malkes the eye grow keener. Removed
from home, and culturally alienated
from the foreipn territory he is passing
through, the traveller can comment on
both home and abroad with freed and
sharpened perceptions. In his essay on
Paris, included in this anthology of
travel writing, Mordecai Richler wrote:
Canadaisa ...
Armstrong passed me a note. *A

Presbyterian twat.”

Unsubtle, to say the least, but also the
typical posture of literary North
Americans in Europe. Abroad you find
good sex, good wine, better books, more
exciting cities, more sophisticated peo-
ple. So goes the myth, not as powerful
now as it was 30 years ago. In some ways
our culture has overtaken it.

Travel writing by Canadians was a
rare genre until recently, and even now is
not much practised. Western literature
may begin with poetry, if we place
Homer at the dawn of recorded words.
But the Iiad and the Odyssey were oral
creations, and it is doubtful whether
‘“‘Homer”* was a single voice. Western
literature as we know and read it can just
as credibly be said to begin much Iater,
in the classical period. And perhaps the
greatest prose work of that age was a
travel book, masquerading as history,
written by Herodotus.

The tradition, then, is long and rich,.

but it has tended to be continued by con-
fident and imperial cultures. A culture
that has profound doubts about itself,
or strong isolationist leanings, will have
fever reasons to take on the world, even
through literature. Good travel writing is
one index of a literature’s breadth, as
well as its international strength. Fifty
years ago what Canadian writer would
have wanted to compete with D.H.
Lawrence’s Sea and Sardinia or Robert
Byron’s The Road to Oxiana? The most
admired travel writers of any age, like
V.S. Naipaul and Lawrence Durrell in
ours, have been among the most ad-
mired on any scale. With a few notable
exceptions, like Morley Callaghan,
Canadian writers did not achieve inter-
national stature until well after the

Second World War. For the most part,
our writers were confined to Canadian
subjects until they could match wits and
styles with the best writers anywhere.

First you grow up. Then vou leave
home. Kildare Dobbs tries to explain
this phenomenon in two sentences in his
introduction. *‘In pioneering times
Canadians were too busy exploring our
own vast territory to think much about
travel beyond our borders. Later they
began to look outward.” True as far as
it goes, but I think Dobbs, a well
regarded essayist, has missed an oppor-
tunity to make some incisive comments
on the Canadian experience. His short
introduction is unambitious and not
very informative.

A more apt title for this collection
might be Adrifi. There appears to be a
lot of flotsam, if not jetsam, here. The
editor casis a very wide net, offering “‘a
selection of travel writing by English-
speaking Canadians from the 1840s to
the present day.” His catch includes
some fine and delicate fish, but also
some old rubber boots, and a couple of
specimens that do not really originate in
Canadian waters, unless you draw a very
generous fishing boundary. Was Sir
Edward Belcher, whose visit to Fiji is
excerpted here, a Canadian travel
writer? He was born in Halifax in 1799,

‘ "AUDREY THOMAS

Thirteen new stories by the author of Intertidal
Life, reflecting the subtle nuances of
contemporary sexual relationships and the
strong link between mothers and daughters.

A Viking Book from Penguin Canada $17.95

but I see nothing in his observations that
would not have been written by a British
sea captain. Sir George Simpson, born
in Scotland in 1787, is included by virtue
of his residency in Canada and close
association with the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany. But since he identifies himself
several times through this piece as an
Englishman abroad, 1 haven’t any idea
why Dobbs sees him as a Canadian
iraveller.

Simpson’s piece on Siberia is among
the more compelling extracts in this col-
lection. It might have a place here, I
think, if Dobbs had drawn the reader’s
attention to the fact that even if early
British colonists in Canada called them-
selves Canadian, abroad they quickly
reverted to their native Ioyalties. Simp-
son, I imagine, may have seen Canada as
the British equivalent to Siberia, simply
a northern extension of Scotland, and
any anthology of early British travel
writing would no doubt wglcome him. A
Canadian writer he was not, though in-
sights into the development of Canada’s
self-image might be gained by compar-
ing his book with similar works of a Iater
date.

Daobbs cautions readers against judg-
ing this book on what has been left ont. I
agree with him. I did wonder why Farley
Mowat’s Sibir was not tapped instead of

May 1986, Books In Canada 47
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Simpson®s, and the seiection would have
been stronger with a Mavis Gallant piece
and something from Margaret Laur-
ence’s African travel book. But many
other excellent writers are in: Morley
Callaghan and John Glassco with bits
from their Paris books; Charles Ritchie
on London; Norman Levine on Cern-
wall; Dobbs himself with an elegant
essay on Morocco; George Woodcock
on the South Seas; and Clark Blaise and
Bharati Mukherjee with an extraci from
their husband-and-wife book on
Calcutta.

As Dobbs points out, this anthology is
the first of its kind, and no one should
carp because a favourite book or essay
has been excluded. Most of our best
literary travellers make an appearance.
The selection turns up some curiosities
too, like the excerpts from 7 Brought the
Ages Home by C.T. Currelly, a Cana-
dian archaeologist who travelled in
Egypt in 1901. Few readers under 40 will
have heard of him or his book, pub-
lished in 1956. It's a worthwhile
discovery.

Dobbs has also included some
magazine and newspaper pieces by lesser
writers, and a terrible clunker from
James de Mille’s 1860 publication The
Dodge Club. In most countries de Mille
~- t0 my taste no more than a fluent
hack — would have been forgotten by
nov, but we are so anxious to show that
iSth-century Canadians could string
words together and spell that we keep

him alive. Only one of the periodical”

pieces, a hilarious essay by Garry Mar-
chant on his year with the Buenos Aires
Herald, comes close to the quality of
prose and perception in the book
excerpts. Travel books, which spring out
of total immersion in and concentrated
observation of a foreign culture for
many weeks or months, bear little reja-
tion to travel articles (no matter how
well written), which are the product of a
short jaunt as a tourist. I think they sit
awkwardly side by side.

A word about the look of this book.
In the table of contents John Glassco’s
Memoirs of Moniparnasse are oot men-
tioned, though they are excerpted in the
text. That is the first of an appalling
array of typos and other technical
gaffes. Running the eyes through .Away
From Home is like driving fast over a
street with speed bumps. It’s constanily
Jjarring and makes you want to go some-
where else, even when you’re enjoying
the scenery. There wer lost of stenences
Iik this. At one point I started counting
typos, but gave up when I reached 50.
With so many foreign place-names and
foreign-langnage words, it was hard to
tell where the misspellings were. Clearly
the publisher did not do his part in
seeing this book through production,

48 Books in Canada, May, 1888

For me, it has a slapdash Third-World
look — poetic justice, I suppose. Speak-
ing of justice, I'll give the penultimate
word to Dobbs: ““The editor has had to
work to the maxim, ‘If you can't be jest
[sic], be arbiirary.’ ** Someone must
bhave thought he was instructing the
typesetters. [

Writers out
of residence

By L. Owen

Resident Alien, by Clark Blaise,

Penguin, 196 pages, $7.95 paper (ISBN
0 14 008234 4),

Another Couniry: Writings by and
About Henry Kreisel, edited by Shirley
Neuman, NeWest Press, 362 pages,

$9.95 paper {ISBN 0 920316 85 9).

$19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 920316 87 5) and

The Light in the Piaxza, by Blizabeth
Spencer, Penguin, 233 pages, $7.95
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paper (ISBN 0 14 008712 5).

I'VE ALWAYS THOUGHT that the most ex-
pressive lines in the ‘‘Canadian Boat
Song’ published anonymously in 1829
are not the much-guoted ones about the
lone shieling but the refrain:
Fair are these meads, these hoary woods
are grand,
But we are exiles from our fathers’ land.
(Or words to that effect; there doesn't
seem to be a book in my house that con-
tains the poem.) Not just from our Iand,
you see: from our fathers’ land. That’s
been characteristic of English Canadians
from the beginning — not of French
Canadians, whose fathers® land dis-
owned them in 1763 and turned alto-
gether alien to them three decades later.
But other Canadians remain exiles —
from the Thirteen Colonies, the British

. Isles, Western Burope, Eastern Europe,

and beyond. {And then there are the In-
dians, who are exiles in their fathers®
land; but that’s another story.)

So, no matter how Canadian we are
and feel, we are in some sense resident
aliens; no matter how firmly attached to
the fair meads and heary woods (and I
wouldn’t live anywhere else), we still
define ourselves — and each other —
partly in terms of our ancestral home-
lands,

The definition of Clark Blaise is more
complex than most. As he says, he is
“the only Canadian writer born in
‘Fargo, North Dakota’® — of an English-
Canadian mother and a French-

~ Canadian father. Constantly moving in
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the footsteps of his restless salesman
father, he spent his childhood in the
Deep South of the 19405 and his
adolescence in the Pittsburgh of the
1950s. In the 1960s he married a
Brahman and settled in Montreal, Now
he lives — where? On page three of his
new book he dates the introduction from
lowa City, last October; but on page i
the publisher says he's at Columbia. The
ambiguities continue.

Nearly all Blaise’s published fiction
consists of variations on the theme of his
confused identity. Lusts, the second of
his two novels, is a partial exception to
this. But the new book returns to the
main theme, stating it precisely in its
title, Resident Alien, and in two directly
autobiographical essays, ““The Voice of
Unhousement’” and *‘“Memories of
Unhousement.'’ In between come four
stories so closely linked that together
they make a novella,

The hero is called, this time, Phil
Porter, né Carrier. He has much the
same family background as the author,
and as Frankie Thibidauit in A North
American Education and David Green-
wood (né Boisvert) in Luner Attroc-
tions, but unlike them is taken back to
Montreal from Pittsburgh at the age of
12 and is educated in French there
before returning to the States and revert-
ing to the name of Porter. In middle age
he writes a successful autobiography,
which is translated into French; so that
he goes to Montreal to promote the
French edition — and, as it turns out, to
have a gratifying and highly symbolic
affair with his translator and a deathbed
reconciliation with his father, Réjean
Carrier, who is known in the hospital as
Reggie, Paméricain.

The whole sequence i5 rich in sym-
bolism that is fully-integrated into the
narrative, not stuck on like ornament.
I"m inclined to think this is Blaise’s best
work. It was a good idea to set the two
fragments of autobiography beside it.
I'd have liked it better still if we could
have had the whole autobiography. But
we must submit to being tantalized.

Like Clark Blaise, Henry Kreisel has
published only two novels and a small
number of short stories; but because
these have been spread over a much
longer period he isn’t as well known as
Blajse, and not nearly as well known as
he ought to be. So Another Country, a
grab-bag of a book partly by and partly
about him, is very welcome.

Kreisel is another special case of the
Canadian as exile, a representative of a
distinguished group of people whose
presence among us we owe in equal parts
to Hitler and to the British bureaucracy.
In 1940 Canada had agreed to take over
from the British a certain nvmber of
prisoners of war. But, things being as
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they were at the time, not many
prisoners had been taken, so Britain
made up for the shortfall by shipping
over a number of interned *‘enemy
aliens,*’ who of course were mostly anti-
Nazi refugees. Among them was the
18-year-old Heinrich Kreisel, who had
escaped from Vienna four months after
the Anschluss.

Kreisel had known no English before
1938, but almost immediately after his
arrival in England he decided not only
that he would be a writer, but that he
would be a writer in English. As soon as
he was interned he started a diary in his
new language, and kept it up until
shortly before his release in 1941. It is,
reproduced in full in this book, together
with several short stories and poems he
also wrote at the time.

The book also includes a very interest-

ing essay of Kreisel’s called “‘Language _

and Identity,’’ in which he talks about
this decision. A fellow-internee told hiin
about Joseph Conrad, who at once
became one of his heroes though he
couldn’t get hold of any of his books. As
a matter of fact, Kreisel’s mastery of
English is much greater than Conrad’s.
It's interesting to compare writers who
have made such a change. Like many
other people lately, I have been looking
at Isak Dinesen again. Her English is
highly inaccurate but graceful. Conrad’s
is accurate but terribly ponderous.

Kreisel’s is flawless. Perhaps that just

proves that being a professor of English
is more helpful in ths matter than being
a coffee-planter or a sea-captain.

There’s a vast amount and variety of
material in Another Country, including
several scholarly essays on Kreisel, some
flluminating -- especially two by
Michael Greenstein — some less so, such
as one called “Henry Kreisel: A Cana-
dian Exile Writer?*” {Answer, 10 pages
later: yes.) But what I really want to say
about the book is that it sent me back to
Kreisel’s two novels after many years. I
was astonished yet again at the excel-
lence of The Rich Man, Was thereevera
more accomplished first novel? In The
Betrayal, it still seems to me that discus-
sion of the fascinating moral dilemma it
poses rather overpowers its novelistic
qualities.

Yet another displaced person fis
Elizabeth Spencer, who came to Mont-
real from Mississippi by way of Italy. In
The Light in the Piazza Penguin has col-
lected three of her Italian stories. It
makes a good supplement to the 1981
Doubleday vohmme The Stories of
Elizabeth Spencer, because for some
reason that book didn’t include what is
the title story here, and because the third
story here, ““The Cousins,”” has been
written since. They are both Spencer at
her best, I think.

““The Light in the Piazza’’ is about an
American mother visiting Florence with
her retarded 26-year-old daughter, and
dealing in her own way with the situa-
tion that arises when a young Floreatine
falls in love with the daughter and is
determined to marry her. *‘‘The
Cousins'’ describes the European tour
of five young Alabamans, as recafled by
two of them when they meet in Florence

30 years later. Both stories are subtle and -

complex, their ambiguities heightened
by the cool clarity of the prose.

The novella ““Knights and Dragons,™
which is the centrepiece of the book, is
by another Elizabeth Spencer, a verbose
and turgid writer, whose style is as
heavily scented as the Mississippi springs
she describes in other stories, and who
likes to end episodes or stories with
solemnly symbolic codas:

She was of those whom life had held a

captive, and in freeing herself she had

met dissolution, and was a [riend now
to any landscape, a companion to cloud
and sky.

It’s this Spencer who at such solemn
momnients trips over her own syntax —
*‘those whom life had held a captive,”
did you notice? — and in the description
of Venice from which the title is taken
can write “‘St. George slew the dragon
on every passing well’’; in fact the wells
in Venice are as stationary as wells
anywhere else.

Reviewing The Stories of Elizabeth
Spencer in Saturday Night in 1981, I said
that *“Knighis and Dragons” was
“almost entirely deplorable.”” Well, I

was younger then. Rereading it this °

time, and forgetting that I’d said that, 1
quite enjoyed it. But even in my new
maturity I can still deplore that it wasn’t
wiritten in the elegantly simple prose of
the other — the real — Elizabeth
Spencer. O

Keeping charff
from the sprouis

By Mary Ainslis Smith
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Michele Landsberg's Guide to
Children’s Books, Penguin, 272 pages,
$12.95 paper (ISBN 0 14 007136 9).

MICHELE LANDSBERG remembers being
transformed as she grew up by the power
of books. Her childhood in the Toronto
of the 1940s was sheltered and ordinary,
but books provided her with “other
lives’ full of stimulation, adventure,
and romance. They had a permanent ef-
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Look to Penguin
TIMOTHY FINDLEY
The

Butterfly
Plague

“One of the best books ever writlen
aboui Hollywood —Rex Reed

The dreams of Hollywood in the
shadow of the horror of World War
H unfold brilliantly in Timothy
Findley’s second novel.

Now, revised and with a new
introduction by Timothy Findley.

L2y

'"MARIAN ENGE

The
Honeyman
Festival

One night in the life of Minn Burge,
ex-actress, nearly forty and pregnant
with her fourth child.

Marian Engel’s most wry and tender
novel, available again, with a new
introduction by Audrey Thomas. $7.95

N it
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fect on her life. and her love of
children’s literature stayed with ha into
adulthood. Michele Landsberg’s Guide
fo Children’s Books is a product of thii
love and enthusiasm, as well as of
Landsberg’s experience as a writer, a
critic of children’s books, and a parent.

The guide is no mere listing of
favourite books. Landsberg uses it to
state a numhber of strong opinions and
passionate beliefs. Foremost is her feel-
ing that children who do not know the
pleasures of reading are children de-
prived. Books can bring joy and stability
to children’s lives and provide deeper
and truer perceptions of the world than
the flickering images and shallow plots
of television. Wise and caring parents —
and other adults involved with children
— have theresponsibility to understand
what their children are reading and,
without censoring or proselytizing, offer
ranges of choices and act as guides
toward healthy aad rewarding literature.
Landsberg makes it clear that adults
who fail to do this are depriving not only
their children but also themselves of a
shared pleasure.

Since reading has the power to shape
children’s perceptions of the world
around them, Landsberg argues that
books can be a potent tool in making
these perceptiens as humane andbalane-

edas possible. Her guide attempts te
provide equal discussions of books
showing boi/)s and girlsin active., central
roles. Such books can help combat con-
ventional gender stereotyping, some-
thing that Landsberg believes can be
evlen moredevastating for boys than for
girls.

She deadls with racial stereotypes in
children’s books and, although strongly
against censorship and the idea of a
“sterilized literature” free of any sexist
or racist references, advocates basic
common Sense where adults have a
choice of books. for instance for class-
mom use.

She speaks strongly against **biblio-
therapy,” finding repugnant the idea
that a child, suffering from pain, such as
that caused by a death or a family bresk-
up, will feel better for being given a
book, like a dose of medicine, about
some other child with the same prob-
lems. Good books can offer comfort or
escape, but not in any facile way.

The guide is arranged thematically.
Landsberg deals fit with books for
very young children and beginning
readers and then with magjor themes in
children’s literature, such as the quest
for identity, fantasy, time-travel, and
growing Up. She discusses her favourite
books in each category, pointing out

their strengths, and alse takes time to
consider those that she feels are bad and
false, even damaging to their readers.
Some of her opinions are expected;
others are a bit surprising. She inveighs
againgt “commodity” books — “those
based on cartoon, toy or film characters,
with sentiments and vocabulary vilely
calculated by market survey” — that
take up warehouse and shelf space driv-
ing worthy children’s books out of print.

She detests Judy Blume, the pheno-
menally successful U.S. author whose
paperbacks have sold nearly 30 million
copies. Landsberg objects not to
Blume's frankness of language —
athough many parents are upset by that
-but to her f'bland and unquestioning
acceptance of majority values, of con-
formity, consumerism, materialism. un-
bounded narcissism*’ and to her “flat,
soppy, ungrammatical. inexpressive
speech.”

Landsberg feels that Robert Cormier,
another, widely read U.S. author of
“pioblem® novels for young adults,
produces books full of “hysterical
violence” and *‘sweeping revulsion.”
She also makes a very convincing case
that Roald Dahl's Charlie and the
Chocolate Factory, a favourite with
many children and adults. is sadistic,
racist, and “tinged by an unadmitted
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animosity toward modem children.”

Other popular authors have savin
graces but do not escape all criti
barbs. Among Canadian writers, she ad-
mires Dennis Lee for hi “inspired word
Blay” in Alligator Pie, but thinks that

is preoccupation with various smelly
parts of the body in his later volumes of
children’s verse is playing for cheap
thrills. Mordecal Richler's Jamb Two-
Two Meets the Hooded Fanmg appedls to
her asa story in which children get the
better of unjust adults. but it contains
*an overload of belaboured jokes,
cliché and sagging plot lines* and
“moments of embarrassing sentimen-
tality and falseness.” Kevin Mgjor's use
of Newfoundland dialect and humour
helps to make his novel Far From Shore
believable and sympathetic, but in his
subsequent book, Thiriy-Six Exposures,
his “hard-nosed ‘realism’ about New-
foundland speech patterns ... under-
cuts the supposed humanity of his
characters.”

Landsberg iS aware that her views on
some books will spark controversy and
that some people will take personally her
attacks on books they have enjoyed
reading. But she feels that children’s
literature is important enough for us to
state and argue our views and to
scrutinize our tastes and judgements.

Overall, the tone of the guide is
positive, affirming the large number of
enjoyable children’s books. Following
the text is a section Landsberg calls “ A
Treasury of Children’s Books,” approx-
imately 350 titles, with capsule plot sum-
maries, arranged @; age categories. Most
of these are British or American, with a
few translations from other countries.
About 15 per ¢ént are books by Cana-
dians. Landsberg acknowledges the need
for children’s reading materiel to reflect
their nationa culture, but contends that
Canadian children’s literature is still
developing and lacks the history and
depth of U.S. and British children’s
literature. Most of the Canadian books
she hasincluded in her treasury hold
their own among the “representative
best works from the English-speaking
world.”

Landsberg’s list iS a good one. full of
intriguing recommenaations. It would
Berhaps be more useful if it contained 2

it more bi inograohic information. She
provides both hardcover end paperback

ublishers for al books and tells, to the

est of her current information, whether
they are out of print. The date of first
publication and the number of pages, if
Included, might have helped adults to
decide which books they most went to
seek out.

Thetreasury is pmvided with an index
to all authors, illustrators, end titles
listed. It would have been much more

vauable if the time and trouble coutd
have been taken to expend it to cover the
books and authors mentioned in the text
aswdll. It is frustrating to read a synop-
sis of a book in the treasury, remember
that Landsberg djscusses that book
much more thoroughly in one of ha
chapters, but have to search to find the
exact page.

Landsberg’s guide iS undenisbly a
valuable aid to adults, but it will pro-
bably generate some guilt es well. Even
the most caring parents with the highest
ideals find themselves succumbing to
complacency and consumerism ocea-
sionally. Of course children should read
good books, just as they should eat
properly; still, pop and potato chips,
television and comic books sometimes
dip into their lives. But forget the guilt!
Landsberg’s book offers positive and
refresh& suggestions for ways to en-
courage children to enjoy & richer and
mor e nourishing reading diet. O

. REVIEW

Home fr
the wars

By Roy RacLaren

The Veterans' Years, by Barry Broad-
foot, Dofiglas & Mclntyre, 249 pages,

F.ragments Of War: Stories from Sur-
ivors of World War 11, by Joyce
ibbert, Dundurn Press, illustrated. 267

. er
The $k¥'s No, Limjt. by Raymond
Munro, Key Porter, illustrated, 320
$19.95 cloth {ISBN 0 919493 69

FOR THOSE WHo like oral history, Barry
Broadfoot servesit up well. His'selection
of colourful detail and lively recollection
isamost unerring. Passage after passage
and anecdote upon anecdote help to
bring to life the immediate postwar
years. as veterans and their spouses end
families recount their difficulties and
successes in adanting to the uncertainties
of civilian life after as much es six years
in the dangers and discipline of the
armed forces.

The Veterans Years iS a worthy
successor to Broadfoot’s Ten Lost Years
end Six War Years end his other ord
histories. It is perhaps to cavil to note
that there islittle here that resembles the
more comprehensive analysis offered of
the national postwar experience in Jean
Bruce's recent After the War. Certainly
for those who seek entertainment and

Y e R et

lively insights into a massive and largely
successful socia adaptation, Broadfoot,
himself a veteran, Offers an abundance.
As one of the veterans notes, those who
returned to Canada to attend univer-
sities, to marry or to attempt to restore a
marriage, to search for housing, to begin
businesses or to take up jobs were the
same generation who have determined to

'a great degree What Canada is today.
How they got started, sometimes sue-
cessfully, Sometimes only haltingly, iS set
forth in The Veterans’ Years with
fmagination, wit. clear recollection, and
good humour.

Oral history of a rather more hap-
hazard variety is pmvided by Joyce Hib-
bert in her Fragments of War: Storfes
Jrom Survivors af World War Il. Her
anthology of 30 varied wartime expe-
riences, None more then a few pages
long, is uneven. Some of these unpreten-
tious recollections (divided among the
three services) are of high adventure.
others rather pedestrian. Some are
exotic, some close to home. They range
fmm the recollections of a merchant
seaman torpedoed Off Maayato a ““Is-
ing sister in Berlin, froma Ferry Com-
mand pilot to Hong Kong prisoners,
from a Polish officer in Italy to a Rus-
Sian emigré in the Cal gary Highlanders.
AU are drawn from personal accounts

Theatre History in Canada/
Histoire du Théétre au
Canada

A lively, llustrated journal published twice
%early, focussing on all aspects of the
istory atboth English and French
language theatra in Canada from itsearliest
years to the presenl. In addition to book
reviews. the ipurnal publishes articles on a
broad range of
toples Including
resident and tour-
ing companias,
individuals who
have contributed lo
theatre craft and
criliclsm, analyses
of plays and per-
formance calen-
dam. sndstudlesof
the social aswell as
artistic conditlons
affacting me
theatee. THInC/
HTauG Is the offictal journal for the
Assoclatlon for Canadian Theatre Histary/
I'Aszociation d'higtoire du thébtre au

Canada.

Subscriptions: $15.00
Institutions: 522.00
Studsnts: $12.00

‘Thoalre History In Ceneda

Groduala Contro for tho Study of Drama
[Kolflor Studcnt Contro, Univeralty of Toronto
214 Collogo St, Toronto, Ontorfo FST
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given to the editor or. in a few cases.
from wartime diaries and letters home;
the one element that binds them together
is that each of these people, whether
Canadians by birth or by choice, came
to Canada following the war.

Although the book is perhaps ambi-
tious in its stated intent == to illustrate
how a varied cross-section of Canadians
met the main challenge of their youth —
it does succeed in providing a valuable
compendinm of wartime adventures and
some welcome new photograph? that
might otherwise have gone unrecorded.

Raymond Munro's The Sky's No
Limit isa sad little book. He recountsin
a somewhat breathless fashion (with
much reconstructed dialogue.) hi service
in the RCAF between 1940 and 1942 and
his subsequent career as a journaist,
press photographer, and occasional
pilot, mainly in Vancouver and
Toronto. The many problems that have
evidently marked his life he ascribes
largely to his own difficult childhood. It
is, dl in all, a rather forlorn tale.
Perhaps the | ess said about the book the
better. O

REVIEW
Buzziness
as usual

By Ray Filip

Poetry Hotel: Selected Poems
18563-1985, by Joe Rosenblalt, Me-
Clelland & Stewart, 206 pages, S12.95
paper (ISBN 0 7710 7721 1}.

Escape from the Glue Factory: A
Memoir of a Paranormal Toronto
Childhood la the Late Fortles, by Joe
Rosenblatt, Exile Ediiions, 112 pages,
$9.95 paper (ISBN 0920428 72 X).

POETRY HOTEL is a funhouse for the
monsters that inhabit the world of Joe
Roscnblatt. A vampire isjust as likely to
come chortling out of a virgin’s vagina
as an Ogopogo isto have a bar mitzvah
in asushi bar. The Rosenbatty imagina-
tion takes dead words such as “soul’® or
“gpirit” and breathes new life into them
through the stock symbols of bees,
birds, butterfiies, and minnows. His
soundscores about bees, “Bees Are Flii
With Gland Trouble,” “Natural
Prayer,” and “Bxtraterrestrial Bumble-
bee.” have to be read out load in the
viclod.%
“O WE'RE S0 DAMNED FERTILE, "
cry th’ Passion Lilies
“GET RID OF TH’ LOADS,
YOU DUMB BUZZ ANIMAL"

BZZZZZZZZZ7 22227 ZEZZZ
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Rosenblatt’s bees see sex and religion
in their rituals: *. . . THE ANIMAL SHOVES
HIS BEING, HIS VITALITY, INTO THE
ORIFICE OF THE FLOWER AND THE
VAGINAL MUSCLES CONTRACT, HOLDINQ
THE LOVELY BUMBLEBEE UNTIL THE ACT,
THAT VERY HOLY ACT (PURE ODOURLESS
CARNALITY) IS OVER, THE FLOWER SIGHS,
THE VIRILE BEE GOES TO ANOTHER
FLOWER...."

The sweetness of life comes acrossin a
laugh-or-go crazy way. Moody phan-
toms steam into the same dream with liv-
ing creatures through the silence of
poetry: music to transmigrate by. The
jest created by repeated end rhymes in
sonnet XVI| of “The Sleeping Lady*™
dithers like a cred full of eds into a
Roethkean resolution:

O ye thar are born of lightning and

methane
again & again your design blooms in my
brain

artacked lo a navel, stuck deep in a

drain

— hello Solar Glow, let's float on th'

surface —

Roscnblatt spares us serious revel-
atory navel gazing. Making faces fmm
the deep, sanctuary. ecstasy, and necro-
mancy can be found by chasing rain-
bows in the form of trout, or a dead
fishmonger in the animating spirit of
Uncle Nathan. Words are the bait.
Often sounds convey sense in pyrotech-
nical fission: “Polyphony, O honey’d
python — yours is a lovely quagmire/
where |’ ve built afire to dry out desire.”
A fish with shoes leaps worlds in the
jump of an enjambment:

the old woman expressed her fires

siit the belly of the messiah

the monopoly flapped info orgasms
his shoes jumped on the bloody rock

& hopped back into the sea

that sang for the bubbling

A sporting mind is obvioudly at work.
Buzziness as usual. The reader doesn’t
aways get recled in. Sometimes the
nature scenery appears to be unloaded
fmm the back of atruck. Or the diction
suffers from a heartless bypass between
the psalmic and the vernacular. And
there are just too many poems about
poems: “A poem is. .. or “Poems
ae. . . ,"tor ‘fa poem should
be...,” or “The poem must . . . ,”
or “I want to read a poem. .., or
“They have ignored my poems.” Who
cares? Just deliver the treasure.

A Joe Rosenblatt ink drawing ushers
in each of the six sections of Poelry
Hotel. The Froggy Bergére sketches
illustrate his musings as a metaphysical
wildlife artist and past/oral poet.

The personality between the lined is
more aluring than the poems them-
selves. We digeover what cavorts behind

Rosenblatt’s existential horse laughs in
his childhood memoirs Escape from the
Glue Factory.

Like a row of hurdles, the series of
vignettes shows how Toronta of the
1940s was to leave its imprint upon
Rosenblatt’s psyche: the hustlers, the
condom-seller disguised as an encyclo-
pedia salesman, the “vampire” kiddie
entrepreneur making a killing at
marbles, the “magic voyeurism” of
watching nudist glossies coming hot off
the presses, the teachers with **Anglo-
philia, revering al things British,” the
Hollywood and real-life freaks, the
horses and wagons, the jume bugs. and
his first taste of angler’s engst at Eagle
lake.

Rosenblatt’s prose lacks the sleep-
swimming elegance of his poetry. Like a
com kand on a hook, he often tosses in
cliché after cliché. ““Mummies & More”
sounds like a term paper about anti-
Semitism: “Poverty doesn't link people
together in mutual support; it aggluti-
nates hatred, hatreds like barnacles
attaching, each to another. Native eyes
arc directed at a scapegoat, a minority,
and not at the ruling classes who are able
to distance themselves fmm hateful
fermentation.” °

A Jewish Studs Lanigan, Rosenblatt’s
best-told tales always seem to involve the
carpwarp of his Uncle Nathan's fish
market. “The Meditation Tanks’" con-
tains al the intensity of his verse. You'll
fed guilty about eating your next tuna
30 hours out of the sea

Street smart, water wise, heaven bent,
Joe Rosenblatt is a talented man, fisher
of gods, and a school in himself. He
makes you fed things that are hard to
touch: bee fur, tadpoles, and the human
heart. O
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Victims of
circumsiance

By Cyril Greenfand

Hunting Humans. The Rise of the
Modern Multiple Murderer, by Elliot
Leyton, McClelland & Stewart, 318
pages, $16.95 paper (ISBN 0 7710 5308
8).

SINCE ELLIOT LEYTON is a professor of
anthropology at Memorial University
and a former president of the Canadian
Sociology and Anthropology Associa-
tion, and the title of his new book is
Hunting Humans, a naive reader might
perhaps expect a scholarly dissertation
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on the extermination of the Beothuk
Indians. Instead, what we have is a
quasi-scientific but immensely in-
teresting study of six of the best-known
multiple murderers whose bloody trail
across the U.S. covers the period fmm
the 1950s to the 1970s.

Although modestly claiming that the
purpose of his study isto penetrate into
the **soul*” of his subjects, Leyton had

i

i
i ‘l i

no personal contact with them. His
primary source of information was
popular books and scholarly articles.
This somewhat precarious foundation
for social research is justified by an
apocryphal anecdote conceming James
Frazer, the author of The Golden
Bough, a study of primitive mythology.
When asked if he had actually met a
primitive, Sir James is reputed to have
answered “Certainly not!*

Apart fmm a nagging concern about
the methodological weakness in this
kind of study, which will, no doubt, in-
furiate professiona criminologists, the
detailed information about the back-
grounds, personalities, criminal acts,
and motives of multiple murderers
serves to illuminate a much neglected
field of study. And. fortunately. except
for atendency to embellish hi narrative
with gruesome details of rape, strangl-
ing, knifing, decapitation, and
dismemberment, L eyton has a vigorous
and entertaining style of writing that
many academics will envy and deplore.

Except for its shock value, what pur-
pose isserved by learning that one of the
victims, who was shot in the abdomen,
had his“belly button” blown out? Even
more puzzling, in a t-ambling account of
the notorious Starkweather Killings,
Leyton concludes with details of an
execution that could have been written
by Micky Spillane: “The switch which
sent 2200 volts coursing through his
body was pulled three times: the first
shock stunned him, the second rendered
him unconscious, and the third stopped
his heart.”

At the heart of Hunting Humans is
the thesis that, owing to prevailing
socio-economic and cultural conditions
in the U.S., multiple murder hat become
“a virulent social epidemic of the
1980s."”" Levton claims that these horren-
dous murders cannot be explained in
terms of “insanity” or as *‘genetic
freakishness.” Far from being an aber-

Wi
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ration. Leyton argues that the multiple
murderer is essentially a product of his
time.

In what follows. I shall show that the

pre-industrial multiple killer was an

aristocrat who preyed on his peasants;
that the industrial era produced a new
kind of killer, most commonly a new
bourgems who prgyed upon prostitutes,
homeless boys and house-maids: and in
the mature mdusxnal era, he is most
often afailed bourgeois who stalks
university women and other middle-
class figures. Thus for each historical
epoch. %oth the social origins of the
k|IIers and the characteristics of their
victims are higlily predictable: they are
thus very much men of their time.

Although by no means original, this
essentially neo-Marxist analysis of crime
is intellectually challenging. But moving
the argument from rhetoric to research
is diffieult. As Leyton has discovered.
reliable crimina statistics are secaree,
making it virtually impossible for him to
demonstrate the existence of an
“epidemic:’ of multiple murders. At a
higher level of abstraction, his notion
that the modern multiple murderer tends
to kill *“up-scale” is equally unconvinc-
ing. This is especially so in relation to
Albert DeSalvo, the Boston Strangler,
and David Richard Bercowitz, the Son
of Sam. The murderous rampages of
both were conducted in an exceedingly
random fashion.

This controversial book should be
avoided by readers who have no
stomach for the agonizing screams of
rape victims and a veritable flood of
blood and guts. On the other hand. affi-
cionados of murder literature who, for
example, enjoyed Truman Capote's In
Cold Blood will probably Rod similar
satisfaction in Hurting Humans, O

(REVIEW

The five
apostles

By Patricia Morley

The Montreal Story Tellers: Memoirs,
Photographs, Critical Essays, edited by
J.R. (Tim) Struthers, Véhicule Press.
$26.00 cloth (ISBN 0 919890 59 8) and

$14.00 paper (ISBN 0 919890 58 X).

THE FIVE PROSE writers who performed
asagroup in Montreal in the early 1970s
were held together by male camaraderie,
touch football, and a love of style. The
volume commemorating their five years
together is chatty, witty, and (at times)
exasperating. If some of the critica

elaims seem grandiloguent, the personal
memoirs are refreshingly candid.

The idea to form such a group came
from John Metcaf. who approached
Hugh Hood late in 1970. Soon after, the
two met with Clark Blaise, Ray Smith,
and Raymond Fraser (the latter both
from the Maritimes). The group of
friends read for the first time in
February. 1971. Hood's contacts with
the Catholic School Commission of
Montrea resulted in the mgority of
their readings being in Catholic high
schools to an audience ill-suited to the ir-
r-t prose of the two Rays. Money

AT

was the prime mover. Why should poets
have al the action? The story-tellers
chortled at the prospect of muscling in
and copping some of the loot: “Give
them prose. give them characters,
stories, give them life,” Smith urges.

All five had written about Montreal,
and believed that students would be
pleased to discover that writers were
flesh and blood; that they were (in the
words of several of the group) ““in the
phone book.” As Blaise observes. it was
an idea whose time had come. The group
read in.high schools, community col-
leges, [ibrari €S, book stores, and (very
occasiondly) universities.

Hood and Metcalf emphasize that the
group was not a literary movement.
They held no Iiterary principles in com-
mon, athough al cared about writing
and admired good style. At the time, all
were devoted to Canadian literature and
Canadian writing as a means (not to
minee words) of promoting themselves.
Metcalf, who grows more testy with age,
would hardly pass as a nationalist, yet he
considered the group as a “missionary”
project in the 1970s: “To read Canadian
matter and talk of Canadian concerns
was then rather like carrying the Word
to people who ate grubs and worshipped
aeroplanes.” Blaise sees the group as
having succeeded “in stuffing Canadian
literature into most crannies in the curri-
culum.”’

The personal essays and memoirs by
the story-tellers form the heart of the
volume, although they account for only
one-third of its length. Anyone inter-
ested in the work of any one of the five
will want to read his essay here. Most
acknowledge that the readings were part
of their maturation and that the styles of
the other writers acted on them as in-
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fluences in varying ways. Metcalf and
Hood each give detailed comments on
their own literary methods and those of
the others in the group. As Metcalf puts
it,“ We grew together. ... Four of us,
at least. were writers obsessed by the
idea of excellence, crazy about craft.”
Odd man out was Raymond Fraser =
poet, story-teller and editor == whose
garish material was strongly Influenced
by the fact that he had survived for some
time by writing for tabloids like Mid-
night. Blaise parodies his stories as being
“in tbe Maritime tall tale genre touched
with a bit of the Montreal macabre: PAD
RAPES INFANT SON: SERVES HIM FOR
DINNER.” Fraser, whose piece is called
“The Guy in the Wings with his Pint,”
describes himself as being very conscious
that he was not an English teacher, liie

the others: “None of them was & poet or
practising drunk.”

The _aroup broke up in the spring of
1976. Some of the writers were leaving
Montreal: others, including Hood, had
doubts about writing stories designed to
be read aloud. Metcalf felt discouraged
that the literary landscape had not
changed, “the earth had not moved.”
Blaise felt the time for public readings
had passed.

Critical_pjeces. mast of them brief.
make up the balance of the book.
Lawrence Garber, writing on Ray
Smith, places his work in the tradition of
existentialist fiction and absurdist
drama. (Are satin, parody, and a basic
irreverence sufficient qualities to place a
writer with Camus, Genet, and
Beckett?) Louis MacKendrick's piece is

a workmanlike comparison of the two
Rays. Barry Cameron approaches Blaise
through biographical criticism. while
Michael Darling places him in the
literary tradition of alienation. Kent
Thompson profiles John Metcalf while
cheerfully admitting that biography is
“something of a fiction.” more inter-
pretation than data. Dennis Duffy turns
a summer trip from Toronto to Morris-
burg into an appreciation of Hood's fie-
tion, while Lawrence Mathews examines
Hood’s moral imagination and treat-
ment of evil.

Among the critics only Keith Gare-
bian looks at the group as& group. Like
Garber he allows Smith’s bold claims to
foreign models to typify the inspiration
behind the group: Borges, Barth. Von-
negut, Nabokov. Garebian calls them
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" * THE ACTIVE AREA

A provocative new literary magazine,
featuring satire, parody, and..
Wimess the remarriage of 4r and ldeas.
Available in June.

Neovo Miasheen $3.50 You Deservellt

Write: Noovo Masheen, 175 Waller Strees,
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to Canadian publishing

Sucan C. Helsy author of A Nest of Singing Birds
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Lesona Gom author of Housebroken the first novel
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aly, Garebian ends by calingthem*a  Tellers, to 1984. Sam Tata’s photo-
serendipitous group.” graphs of the members of the a%roup,
Editor Tim Struthers includes a check-  alone and together, add considerably to

list of works by the Montreal Story  the book’s attractiveness. O

]

“dinosaur dlayers - the dinosaurs being
the antiquated conventions that Roy
Smith found massively Rzedictable and
lumbering in fiction.” More realistic-

INTERVIEW

Sandra

‘People may think I'm wishy-washy because |
don't take stands on Issues. | refuse to, because
I can see both sides of issues all the time’

By Nancy Russell

ORNIN Morris, Man.. in 1943,
Sandra Birdsell writes evocative.
. accomplished short stories that
are grounded in the small-town
. prairie landscape. Her stories have
appeared in such journals as
Grain, NeWest Review. and the
Capilaro Review and have been
published in two collections,
Night Travellers (Turnstone
Press, 1982) and Ladies of the
House (1984). Recently judged by
the 45 Below panel to be one of the 10
best young fiction writersin Canada,
Birdsell now lives in Winnipeg, where
she was interviewed by Nancy Russell:

Books in Canada: How did you begin
writing?

Sandra Birdsell: | guess |’ ve always been
awriter and | didn’t know it. | always
kept journals and wrote things in scrib-
blers. But it was anormal process, a nor-
mal part of my life, and so | didn’t seeiit
as being unusual. It never crossed my
mind that other people didn’'t write.
Writing as a means of working through

Sandra Blrdsell

568 Eoaoks in Canada, May. 1988

problems for me, for therapeutic
reasons. has alwaysbeen a gqpe of daily
life. When | started to give shape to that
writing isa different matter. | cam clearly
pinpoint that. It would probably be
around 1976, when my father died. | was
very close to him, and | recorded a great
deal about him at that time. It was a
long, long process, his dying, about Six
months — it was very panful. And
when | lost him finally, | had this great
desireto get some things down. | felt I'd
lost alot of his stories, and | wish now
that I’d asked him to tell me more of
them.

BIC: Whv were_ you so drawn to the
short story?

Birdsell: Probablyv, because | didn't have
awholelot of time. | had three children
at home, and | worked in many, many
full- and part-time jobs, se | could enly
snatch an hour or two at a time. | did
attempt a novel, and wrote it Six or seven
times. | found that sometimes I’ d have
to go back and rewrite awhole chapter
beforé | could move forward. With a
short story, | only have to do the last few
pagesto get back into it.

BiC: How do you feal about the female
characters in Night Travellers and
Ladies of the House? You seem fo sym-
patkize with them on the one heed, but
at thesame lime you also seem lo be able
0 see how they are being repressed. You
sympathize with them, but you are
realistic about the difemmmas they face.
Birdsell: From the very first time |
started writing short stories, | realized
that | couldn’t er didn’t want my pre-
judices or Srgg/ moral beliefsor lack of
them imposed a any point on any of my
characters. | always wanted to stand
back from them, and let them be who
they were. A lot of people may think I'm
awishy-washy person, because | don't
take stands on issues. | refuse to. That's
because | can see both sides of issues alt
the time. | can see why a woman iSa pro-
lifer. or see why she Isn't.

BIC: In “The Bird Dance” in Night
Travellers Lureen and Larry’s marriage
is falling apart. She sees that she wants
lo escape, but she doesn"t know how.

You really seem to have captured the
dilemma = the not being able to escape.
Birdsell: That was what always bothered
me about the very first works | read by
women. Often they would just leap over
the process. One day the woman would
be here, and the next moment she was
there. Whether she was in a family or
left the family to realize her potentia
and become who she wanted to become
— the process of becoming was missing.
And | always felt cheated. | always
wanted to know, was there any struggle,
was there any ambivalence., was there
any going back and forth for atime?
How did she make aliving? Those sorts
of things were missing.

BiC: In a recent interview in Arts
Manitoba you talk about women lacking
self-confidence when they go |0 write.
Birdsell: | don't know if it's particularly
inwriting, or if it’s inanything wherea
woman triesto excel. | think that women
don’'t have that same kind of con-
fidence, Or maybe we just don’t put up
the same fagade. Maybe the sense-of
lack of self-confidenceisn't as buried. as
hidden asin men. | think lack of self-
confidence is very strong in my life as a
writer. | haven't travelled around the
world in asailing ship. | have stayed
home. What a dull and boring view. It's
when you lack confidence that your
Vision or your experjences don’t seem
theleast bit interesting to anybody else.
But it’ sreading other women writers
that makes you think. well of course it’s
interesting. _

BIC: What do you think about com-
parisons of yourself 10 Alice Munro?
Birdsell: There’s no comparison as far as
I’ m coacerned. She' s atotdly different
kind of writer. | think the only com-
paxison is that alot of times we're both
writing rural stories, and we're writing
about women. | think my way of telling
astory is different from hers. My stories
— maybe because I'm such a néw writer
— the form and shape is visible af times.
You look at hers, and they just run off ,
the page. You can't fmd the structure or
the shape of it, but the story’s there, and
it just keeps coming back and back and
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back to you as you think about it.

BiC: What about your position as a
““Western writer”?

Birdsell: | don't even think about that.
My work has been accepted so widely
across Canada. It's not like I'm being
read just in Alberta or Saskatchewan or
Manitoba. | don’t think my writing has
any Western flavour at all.

BIC: You commented once that you felt
being brought up on the prairies taught
you to pap more attention to delails,
because it’s such an open space.
Birdsell: | think that wherever a writer
grows up influences her writing. | just
happened to grow up on the prairies. |
love the prairies very much. Sometimes
there’'s not very much to see until you get
down close to it and then you see the
pebble in the pool or you see the little
harebells. Little tiny pretty things.
Whereas in B.C,, it hits you in the face

al the time, and you can’'t appreciate it.
BIC: Have you ever felt drawn to write
out of a specific \Western environment?
Birdsell: \With these stories, | just had to
write out of the particular environment
that the characters were living in. If |
went to Kvein another province or
another country for a year or two years,
it's quite possible | would write out of
that landscape or environment. It just
happens that I’ ve lived here all my life.
And | think that’s what other people are
doing too. Like writersin Saskatchewan
~- they’'re not writing a Saskatchewan
story. they're writing out of their own
place.

BE: Would you like to go away to some
other plage, and wrife in another en-
vironment?

Birdsell: Yes, I'd like to live in another
country for a year or two. That’s one of
my goals. Not because | need to do it for
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CANWIT NO. 111

REMEMBER THE innocent time when
that other Expo dared call itself
“Man and His World"? Oh my.
These days we must witness such un-
comfortable spectacles as the Na-
tional Museum of Man's awkward
attempts to purge its name of sexism.
(We're not sure why jut “National
Museum” won't do.) And think for a
moment about such terms as man's

man’s inhumanity to man, and (God
help us) the Son of Man. At the risk
of provoking — yet again — the
wrath of Linguistic feminists, we'll
pay a special anniversary prize of $50
for the list of well-known masculine
terms rendered into the most cumber-
some non-sexist [anguage. Deadline.:
August 1. Address: CanWit No. 111,
Books in Canada, 366 Adelaide
Street East. Toronto M5A 3X9.

Results of CanWit No. 109
cAN IT BE that Albertais the last fron-
tier of English usage? (Has anyone
told Bob Blackburn?) Whatever the
reason, as the entries below indicate,
by far the largest number of mangled
rules of grammar came from con-
testants in the West. Nevertheless,
central Canada once again prevails.
The winner is Alec McEwen of
Ottawa for a list of grammatical
perversities that includes:

O Avoid redundant language by confin-
ing your statements to the true facts.

O Mixed metaphors are nothing but red
herrings that cloud the issue.

O Hopefully you will never employ an
adverb to qualify a sentence,

O Between you and |, few people under-

best friend, manpower, manholes..

stand the subjective Case.

O By the skilful use of hyperbole you can
have the audience literally glued to
their seats.

O The ability to refrain from modifying
absolute words is very unique.

O Only a miniscule number of spelling
errors will be tolerated.

Honourable mentions:

O Never use a preposition to end a
sentence with.

L} Avoid excessive use of exclamation
marks!

O The adverb will hopefully follow its
verb.

[0 Superlatives should be used com-
peratively sparingly.

O If you have nothing te say, say it
quickly.

O Avoid meretricious sesquipeda-
Hanism.

- Barry Baldwin, Calgary

O The ancient spelling rule of “i" before
“g’* except after *'¢™ will always

— Barrie Wells, Edmonton

O Why try o write. a masterpeace if you
cannot correctly spell, the most
prevelent, of words. And howls your
punctuatian. That, too should be
flaw-less.

—EB.E. Murphy, Halifax

O Pronouns must agree in numMber with
what it refersto.
O The combining of subject and
redicate must make sense together.
O Avoid clichés like the plaguel
— Lee McLeed, Cdgary

0O Avoid the double that, unless you find
that that that is unavoidable.
— Robert Schmiel, Calgary
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my writing, but because | need to do it
for measa person.

BiC: Do you think your writing would
change?

“Blrdsell: 1t might. | don't know. I'd like

to go and find out. O0

Flghtlng
words

IN HIS REVIEW Of my book, 8ir Arthur
Currie (December), Desmond Morton
does not dispute my contention, which is
the thrust of the book, that Currie was
the greatest — indeed, the only great —
soldier that Canada has ever produced.
Instead, he nit-picks about Currie’s
popularity with the troops, his
demobilization plans, and his misuse of
regimental funds.

Of what relevancy is Currie’s popu-
larity? The Duke of Wellington was not
popular with his men — admired and
respected, even feared, but not liked. So
what? Certainly, there is no question
that Currie was unpopular with some of
his troops, especialy the conscripts wha
served overseas in 1918, But for every
complaint that Morton can produce, |
can produce one attesting to his
popularity. It is interesting, for example.
that Morton quotes W.D.B. Kerr's
observation that Currie was a ““regular
Paul Pry” for snooping through
soldiers’ haversacks. Yet Kerr also
wrote: “In so far as Currie was known
to all, opinion was rather favourable to
him.” Morton prefers the negative
aspect, which says much about Morton.

It would take to@ much space to refute
in detail Morton's ridiculous assertions
about demobilization. However, | will
state categorically that it was atriumph,
both for Currie and the Canadian
Corps.

And, finally, there is the matter of
Curie’s “scandal.” Even here,
Morton’s facts are not quite right.
Currie, at the behest of hi regimental
officers, deposited a total of $32,000 In
government cheques to his personal
account — nat an uncommon action in
the militia in those days, which Morton
knows. All but $8,300 was used for
regimental purposes: the rest Currie
fraudulently used to avoid personal
bankruptcy in August, 1914. He repaid
it three years later — not becanse he bad
forgotten about it, as Morton suggests,
but because Sir Sam Hughes. the
minister of militia and defence, through
an intermediary, told him not to worry
about it. Curtie, in fact. repaid the regi-
ment $10,883.34 — surely an odd
example of “theft.” Moreover, Morton
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seems to think that he blew the whistle
on Carrie’s indiscretion in 1979.1 have
news for him. Hush, a Toronto scandal
rag. plastered it all over its front page on
Oct. 13, 1934, scooping Morton by a
mere 45 years. some cover-up.
Daniel Cl. Dancocks
Calgary
Desmond Morton replles: S8ir Arthur
Currie was a fine soldier and a very
interesting person. The limits of Dan-
cocks's tiresome hagiography are under-
lined by his rejoinder. The details of
Carrie’s fraudulent conversion do not
have to be gleaned from an old issue of
Hush; they are available in the Public
Archives of Canada. We are urged to
accept Dancocks’s assertion that
Carrie’s demobilization plan was *a
triumph.” The evidence of a sad succes-
sion of demobilization’riots, five dead
soldiers, and a dismal series of courts
martial tells me otherwise.

Dancocks has managed the remark-
able feat of rendering a fascinating story
boring. | thought that it might nave been
an accident: apparently it was on pur-
pose.

NOT QUITE ALL
CONTRARY TO the contributors’ note
(January-February) connected with my
interview of George Faludy, | have not
just recently translated the complete
poems of Federico Garcia Lorea.
Rather, | just finished the first transla-
tion into English of his Libra de
poemas, his very first book of poems to
have been published in his lifetime.
Jacqueline d'Amboise
Lennoxville, Que.

CLASSIFIED

Classified rates: $8 per Ine {40 characters to
the line). Deadline: first of the month for
Issue dated following month. Address:
Books In Canada Classified, 366 Adelalde
Strest East, Toronto M8A 3X9. Phone: {(416)
283-5423..

1002 heavily discounted hov~to, self-
Improvement books. For mall order catalog
send $1.00(refundable) io: Aplex, 3030 Qlym-
ple Way, Gloucester, Ont. KIT 1Y4.

OLD AND RARE BOOIS. Canadiana
Catalogues. Heritage Books, 866
Palmerston Ava,, Toronto, Ontario Me@ 252

SUMPRIER CALTP FORYYRITERS. Ganaraska
Wiriters' Colony: workshops In 5 genres with
published authors. Professlonal Input from
publishing Industry. Single & double oc-
cupancy. 100 acres tended grounds. Sports
facllitles. Good food. 78 minutes east of
Toronto. June 28-July 12,1888, For brochure
vrite: Ganaraska Writers' Colony, clo
%aig‘usanrft Rscoskle, R.R.#1, Balllehoro, Ont.
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THROUGH A PRISM DARKLY
ITISNOT my custom to reach for credit,
but | want to keep the record straight of
literary enterprises that I am proud to
have been associated with. | therefore
write to correct the misstatement in
Geoff Hancock’s interview with Robert
Harlow (March) that in 1959 *“*Harlow
joined Barle Birney and others to start
the literary magazine Prism Inter-
national.” Harlow had no role in start-
ing that journal, which came into ex-
istence in 1984 because of initiatives
taken by Birney and myself. Nor was
Bimey involved in starting its fore-
runner, Prism, whose first issue ap-
peared in 1959. That magazine was born
largely through the efforts of Jan de
Bruyn, who was its first editor, and
myself, the first chairman of a Board of
Directors that included Harlow as a

member.

Jacob Zilber
Department of Creative Writing
University of British Columbia
Vancouver

 RECOMMENDED

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books were
reviewed inthe previous issae of Books
In Canada. Our recommendations don't
necessarily reflect the reviews:

FICTION

Queen of the Headrches, by Sharon Butala,
Coteau Books. Thougha few of these 14
stories are perhaps too freighted with
meaning, together their clipped,
methodical prose manages to evoke the
very texture of the prairies and the people
who live there.

NON-FICTION

‘The Life and Times of Miss Jane Marple, by
Anne Hart. Dodd. Mead (McClelland &
Stewart). A biography of a fictional
character is a novel idea that Hart. a
librarian at Memorial Universily, carries
out brilliantly. Her portrait of Agatha
Christie"s remarkable sleuth is as shrewd as
the subject it celebrates.

POETRY
Paper Roses, by Rachel Korn, translated
from the Yiddish by Seymour Levitan, Aya
Press. Komn's decision to wriie in Yiddish
and her death in 1982 make it likely that
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this book_will be overlooked. That would
be a shame, for she was an extraordinary
poet of lyric grief, and Paper Rases con-
tains an amazing number of fine poems.

HEGEIV-ED

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 Anaschist Papers, edlted by Dimitrios 1. Roussoponlos,
qumngll‘ll B|Mk'sl.'ll Jafl Memolrs of Bllly Lee Bell

nd Hnpplaets: The Inlimnte olrs o! e,

)5'" Stubble .nlnlpu Press

m dian s:!edl on: Books an Pe:lndlnls for Librories
2od cditlon), compiled by M:.vis Cndol:. U of T Fress.

Crreers ln Musle: A Gulde for Copadian Students, edited by

Frederick Harsis Muslc.

‘Thomas Green,
‘The Centre, by B: Mdlmnnn. Line.
Cnd:s;u. by M Richler, New Canadiap Library

The Collected Poems of Sir Chiaries G.D. Roberts, edited by
Desmond Pacey, Wombat Press.
Compendlum, by Carolyn Zonailo, The Heron Press.
Iracy lo Hlml:r 'l'ln Helmuth Buxbanm Tetal, by
Healher Bird,

K
Cry to the Night \ﬁnd by T.H. Smith Vikiog Kestrel.
The Dnzing me.byKilPﬂnon.V Kestrel
A Day to Remnbzr Wtddluu Gulde for the Bride and

Groom, Fi .
The D Bml. I:y Aﬂ Double o -
Econom| .Ilnna e, Coacl

Emotions, by .lll'l'll Callwood, D Iedqv
Famlliar Foces, Private Grlels, Ily Susan Toanpou, Word-
wrights Canada,
The Foot Ductor, by Olenn Copeland, Macmlllan,
‘l‘l:;n Gourmet Borbecue, by Fip Bloomileld e af,, Key
ier.
Gumboota & Bllnk, by David Phillips, Tatlow/Gorse.
The Hand of Robin Sqnl:&&.lm Chrk Penguln,
How to Be a Great MC, by rtig.
Hunilng Dinosaurs In the Bad Londs nl' lllened Deer River,
Cha azeliug Sternberg, NeWest Press.
IMystrated News: Jullanz Horaila Ewing's Canadian Ple-
fures 1867-1869, by Donna McDonald, Dundurmn Press.
It Seems Like Ooly Yesterday, by Phill Smlth M &S,
Jultﬂ’hlmSealm Meels the Hooded b) Tordecal
Landilldess Selected Poems, 19751935, by Don Coles,

M&S.
The Limits of the Clty, by Murray Bookchin, Black Rose

Books.

Lives of Short Durntlon, by David Adams Richards, New
Canadian LI M&S).

The Lost Tribe, by Don Austin, Pulp Press.

Lunatle Villas, by Marlan Engel, Canadian Library

(M & S).

Matt & Jenny in OM Vaneonver, by Terry Sialford, Child-
ren's Studio Books.

MaHers of the Heart, by Charlotte Vale Allen, Berkley

{U.S.).
Me o I.en Lile in the Hallburion Bosh, 1900-1940, by
Richard Pope, Dundumn Press.
Mugle Directory Connda "85, CM Books.
The Nexi Best Thing, by Jobn Rakion Saul, Collins.
Northem Developmeni: The Canadizn Dfemmn, by Kobert

Page, M & 5.
Now You Are Wise, by D.K. Findlay, PMF Publishing.
Oniario 1610-1985: A Poliifcal and Economic History, by
Randall White, Dundurn Press.
Tha Phoenix, by Gardon Rodaers, Creative Publishers.
A Popuhllom One, by Conﬂls’ nce Beresford-Howe, New

Canxfian ary
Publlc Moncy, I'llvnl: Greed: The Greymae Scaway ond
Rﬁn‘d“ Tyusls Alfalr, by Terence Corcoran end Laura
The Hn:l I-‘llm Story, by J. Lynton Mariin, Nova Scotla

Musen

Sink the Rnlnbwrl. An epquiry into the 'Gnenpﬂnm'mr'
by John Dymn. Haccourt Brace Joval

Smart Cooking, by Anne Lindsay, Macmillan.

Soclallst Studies 2; A Conadlan Aongal, Society for
Socinalist St University of Manltoba.

Specks, by Micha MoCI‘ure. Talonbooks.

The Tempest: Essays ond Short Stories, by Michael M.J.
Shore. Edilions Naaman.

“‘l’h "re STl Women After All"": The Second World War

Cmdhn Womanhgod, by Ruth Roach Plerson,

ufShuhu. by Barry McKimnon, Tallow/Gerse.
'I‘Ill: llshlp of Time, by Charles Bruce, New Canadlzn

T.5. Etiot, cdmmand Boddbiso, by P.S. Sti, UBC Press.
'I‘unlng ibe Tide: The U.S. nzd Latn Amellu. by Neam
Chomsky, Black Rose Baoks.

Undﬂ;ghﬂwal Wlnzl.nel'neunmanum

by 4
vlllnns of Fnlllé.do\n ll,\lllllllhﬂ' of Reflections, by Willam
en
Vonge of the Iceberg, by Richand Brown, Lorimer.
Wiid Gardenlug: Strafegles and Procedures Using Natlve
Plontings, by Richard L. Austin, Prentice-Hall.
Wintergorden, by Robert Allen, Quadrant (1984).
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SOMETHING TO
CELEBRATE

With this issue, we're celebrating
the 15th anniversary of Books in Canada ~
15 years of the best in features, profiles,
Interviews, and book reviews.

We're celebrating 144 issues of
Books in Canada — more than
3,000,000 words of criticism and
reviews of 5,000 titles by some
of the best writers and criticsin
Canada.

We're also celebrating the 10th
anniversary of our annual
award for tirst novels, now
co-sponsored by W.H. Smith,
Canada’s largest bookstore
chain. Our congratulations to
Wayne Johnston, winner of this

year’'s W.H. Smith/Books in
Canada First Novel Award for
The Story of Bobby O'Malley,
published by Oberon Press.

And we're celebrating the
launching of Books in Canada,
which now ison sale on
newsstands and in bookstores
across the country.

Celebrate with us. Subscribe to
Books in Canada and keep up
to date with books in Canada.

SUBSCRIBE TODAY]

Jd YES

I want to subscribe to
Books in Canada

[ YES

i too want to subscribe to
Books |N Canada

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE 514.95 A YEAR
(§17.95 A YEAR QUTSIDE CANADA}
366 Adelelde St. Easl, Suite 432
Toronto, Ont. MSA 3x9

Name Name
Address Address
Portal Cc-)de _______ M' o
[0 Cheque enclosed 3 Cheque enclosed
O Bill me O Bill me

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE 114.95 A YEAR
{81795 A YEAR OUTSIDE CANADA}
366 Adelaide 51, East, Suite 432
Toronto. Ont. M5A 3X9

1
}
1
1
1
1
4
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KEATH FRASER

FOREIGN AFFAIRS|
paperback $12.95

Praise for Foreign Affairs:
“Fraser . , . operatesin a
world beyond CanlLit, atough-
minded but generous world of
international myth and
reality.” — Bronwyn Drainie,

| |Canadian Forum

ANDREA DWORKIN

ICE AND FIRE/ $18.95
Praise for Ice and Fire: “This
is awonderful talent. .. don't
miss it; one waits for years to
hear a new voice like this.” —
Kate Millet t

Auvailable at bookstores everywhere.

CAROL SHIELDS
VARIOUS MIRACLES /
paperback $9.95

‘Mrs. Turner Cutting the
Grass’ is the winner of the
Gold National Magazine
Award for Fiction. Read it in
Carol Shidds' first collection
of short stories; Various
Miracles.
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