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FIELD NOTES
Free verse
Beyond the newr openness of glasnost, says exiled

oSt Igor Pomerantsey, is the need to diSentangle literature
rom the corruptive influence of politics

ROM TRAVELLERS to the Eastern
Bloc and the Soviet Union come in-
1 creasingly enthusiastic reports Of
the opening up of cultural and in-
tellectual life after the long and
bitter seasons of Brezhnevian
repression; of the publication, at
last, Of Dr. Zhivago, fOr instance,
and the release 0 fon -suppressed
films, and of lively debates in the
republics on language policy. one
can only cheer this Sort of thing.
But beyond the immediate benefit of the
refaxation Of censorship |ieS a more Subtle
one for |iterature: the release from acer-
tain socia role peculiar to oppressive
societies — literature as prophecy,
literature as politics. or even, in the words
Of exiled Russian POet Igor Pomerantsev;
litereture as “ersatz freedom.”
Writing in Index on Censorship,

Pomerantsev recalls the heady days of the .
19505, wheq poets like Andrei Voznesen-
sky and Yevgeni Yevtushenko packed
them in by the tens of thousands in
Moscow’s Luzhniki Stadium: “What
went Dy the name Of poetry — versa
declaimed and trumpeted to crowds —
vasn't literature so much es a biological
urge on the part of both listeners and
declaimers for freedom.” In a society in
which the normal pluraistic play of
politics is contained within a single party
and its bureaucratic organs, one must be
grateful. as Pomerantsev is, for the “fur
of freedom” poetry can provide outside
the party system. BUt he also wams of the
penalties literature pay'sto fulfil such a
function. the “corruption” that writers
are heir to when they begin to' see
themselves as political and mordl
“leaders.” “Po r%/ he writes, “bears
no relation ether fo the forced of good
or to the forces of evil, either to tyrants
or tO fighters anginst tvranpy; jt relates

Or]ll% _ to itself.” ,
IS IS & provocative view Of Soviet
literature especially, Which the liberal
West is all too fond of seeing, not alittle
envioudy, as the repository of profound
meaning thanks to the torments of itS
practitioners, Piqued, | arranged to meet
Pomcrantsev iN London a few weels ago
to hear more Of his views,

Born in 1946 in the Volga region,
Pomerantsev spent his childhood in
Siberia and his youth in Ukraine, and
graduated in English from the University

Of Chernovtsi. He workegd in Kiev asa
technical trandator, managing to publish
his_poetry in afew official journals until,
in 1978, he came t0 the attention Of the
KGB for “spreading anti-soviet
literature” (he had lent friends hisS copies
of Solzhenitsyn and Nabokov) and was

ive” the *“optien” of emigrating. (He

as no doubt that, had he been a Ukrai-
nian, he would have been arrested.) He
now lives i N London, writes widely for
emiggé ipurnals and the BBC. trandates
Durrell and Beckett, and notes with a cer-
ta” bemusement the difficultv that |ocal
critics have iN “‘reading’” him: “Th
don't know how to respond to my texts
because | spoil the image of the Russian
writer-in-exile, They 100K for moralism,
for instraction in how to live, and | give
them aesthetic puzzles” |

The disentangling of literature and
politics has been the leitmotiv Of
Pomerantsev's life, beginning with his
student years in western Ukraine when
student cafés were hives of literarv areu-
ment, the MOSt Important publications
were the **wall newsnaners” — posters of
poems and stosies — and he and his
circle, buffeted by Carpathian folk music,
Polish rock, and the Beatles, studiously
digested Ginsberg and Ferlinghetti, and
— Pomerantsev’s “blg discovery’” —
Faulkner. (His first pu%hsh,ed novella,
“Reading Faulkner,” was a tribute to the
“passion and poetry” of the American
southerner.)

At the same time, he was reading
samizdat_ vublications — Solzhenitsyn,
Brodsky, the Ukrainian dissidents Stus
and Dziuba — and appreciating, if not
their literary value as SUCh, the straregic
importance of their polemic. Active in a
discussion club. he committed himself t0
the dissemination of Czech materias dur-
ing the “Prague Spring,” & activity that
first brought him the attention of the

KGB and which would come back to
baunt him a few years later when he tried
to have a collection Of his poems pub-
lished in Moscow: he would be turned
down &s an ““unreliable element.”

By 1970, when he moved to Kiev, the
atmosphere bad f-. It took him a
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while to adjust. He remembers asking, in
a too-loud voice, a the offices. of a
literary journd, if a friend had read the
memoirs Of Nadezhda Mandel’shtam (the
widow Of apoet |USt to the Stalinist
terror), and being L ooked at very pecu-
liarly: he had broken a code. “People
were afraid. The longer | lived there, the
more | became aware Of the empty spaces
in the air of Kiev, empty spaces which
took on the profile of certain literary
erities and poets who had bee” arrested.
It was as though some neutron bomb had
hit the CIty, sparing the museums and
ouses and cafés but
eliminating Certain people.”

How one should bekave in such cir-
cumstances was a cructal question: how
to g0 en living a literary lifewhile friends
and colleagues were arrested. committed
to psychiatric hospitals or the labour
camps, their works Suppressed and their
families harassed. By his ovm admission,
Pomerantsev iS NOt & *‘maximalist,” but
he found “morally inadequate” the acti-
vities of certain poets who, in the midst
of terror. went on state television to read
poems in honour of Lenin and the Party:
“T felt very depressed.”

At the same time, however. he argues
that in any such Stuation it is important
not to yield everything to the state — not,
in other words, té fall Slent and give
Biterature over to Them. He decided to try
to get published officially but without
agreeing o change a single word of his
manuscsipts. He did manage to get two
sets of poems published I mass-
circulation magazines, and “‘not a word"’
of these poems iS he ashamed Of, from
amoral or political point of view. He
p his work around among friends
and read theirs, Ukrainian and Russia’,
little Of which was published. _

Even while the furies of repression
raged around them, they found the means
to read the Austrians and the Americans.
haiku and Lorca and Rilke, The borders
between official and unofficial literature
were nat so distinct as we in the West have
believed: some official WriterS continued
to be admired in unofficia circles, some
official Critics made a point Of keeping up
with samizdat publications, and
Solzhenitsyn, remember, had been on the
brink of receiving the Lenin Prize. One's
dtatus was in a state of flux: “Yesterday
vou were an official writer, today you are
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in samizder, and tomorrow vou will be

an emigré!”’

One did “hat one could to keep the
Muse talking, but in retrospect Pomerant-
sev sees that the atmosphere “as
unhealthy and deleterious in its effects.
Writers were extraordinarily sensitive.
Living under enormous psychological ten-
sion, they felt very vulnerable and, in a
Situation where others were attacking
them, they eould not do likewise to each
other. They got together and read each
other’s work and discussed it, but no
genuine criticism “as possible: kindness.
not piercing comment, “as required. He
feels his own work suffered. Under great
pressure, he stopped “reviewing™ himself
— his acts, his words — and invested too
much in uncritical *“individuality,’ tbe
only means he couldfind for himself to
oppose the situation. *“Self-criticism js
only possible “hen you are alone, without
the state for company.”

He saw ho” easy it “as for awriter to
feed a hem for having feelings and
thoughts that in more open societies
would be merely normd: “You fed
yourself to be ‘gifted’ just because you
write something that &es not coincide
with officia style; your social status iS
high because you have samizdat &t home,
and becomes smply fantastic if you read
Nabokov. You are one of the ‘chosen.
This obscures your OIoerception of dlitism
and hierarchy, and you are corrupted
morally in the end.”

Pomerantsev argues that such corrup-
tion can be avoided only by restoring
literature to its proper, modest place: the
elaboration of text. Of course. literature
does have a social dimension: reading is
asocial event. But the only success a
writer Can lay claim to iS in the tedt itself,
All other claims -*political, national,
ethnic, moral-arisefrom an “artificial,
unhealthy situation” in which nothing,
not literature nor politics nor morality,
is"in itsplace.” Astbe Yugoslav writer
Zoran ic put it, “politicisation [of
literature] is not the result of poor work
in literature but poor political work.”

“*Among soviet writers,” Pomerantsev
told me. “there is the idea that they
should be loved because they have been
arrested. Soon they are proclaiming on
everything, on philosophy, on history, on
palitics, because of mora duty and acer-
tain self-conceit. Some of them get Nobel
Prizes for proclaiming “ bat iS essentially
historical kitsch. Whether there is a way
out, I don't know. I'm merely diagnos-
ing.” In emigrating, Pomerantsev does
not feel cut off or isolated from Russian
writing (he cites Bunin and Nabokov as
other exiles “ho continued to contribute
to Russian literature) but, placed in
London, he obvioudy feels freer than the
Russians not to have t0 genuflect tO cer-
tain literary sacred cows.
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Pomerantsev would prefer that Garcla
Lorea be loved for his poetry, not for the
fact that he “ as murdered by, the Fascists,
So, | suppose. would Lorca and
Mandel’shtam and Stus, As for the cur-
rent generation, flexing their muscles in
glasnost, he can only hope that they, and
he, will be able to spend an ordinary day,
struggling for the m&t apt word. the best
metre, the inspired simile.

— MYRNA KOSTASH

L.aughing on
the outside

AT ABOUT 5:30 p.m., on October 24, the
American playwright Edward Albee
found himself moved to ask a small groun
of jourralists and others if there “as
““anything interesting going on in theatre
in Toronto right now?”*

It “as thelast day of Toronto's eighth
annuel International Festivalof Authors.
Albee had been one of more than 40
writers who had read from their works
and, in some cases, taken part in panel
discussions. He had also agreed to Sit till
for a press conference, to be heldin a
meeting room at the Harbour Castle
Hotel. It had not gone well.

Mogt of the people seemed to have
come only for alook at the guy who
“mte Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf?
with little or mo knowledge of the rest of
his work. Ken Adachi, the Toronto Stars
book eritie, did a yeoman job. trying to
keep the questions flowing. And Albee
himself didhis best to salvage the event,
suggesting liner of inquiry and topics for
discussion, the last of which “as that
question about interesting theatre in
Toronto.

It “as met by along embarrassing
silence, which lasted until Albee finally
said, “Sony | asked.”

He needn’t have been sorry. There's
aways a fair bit of interesting theatre in
Toronto. And. afew hours earlier, in the
Premiere Dance Theatre, about 200 yards
west of the hotel, the Festival itselt bad
given birth to aminor but enormously
satisfying form of theatre: the on-stage
interview.

At one 0'clock, the writer and social
activist June Callwood had interviewed
the novelist Jane Rule; and at four, the
literary journalist Paul Kennedy had
talked with the English thriller-writer
Dick Francis.

That's al each session “as: your basic
interview, but without the intervention of
TV cameras, radio technicians, or
magazine editors, conducted in the
presence of alarge. adoring audience,
who had lots of questions to ask when the
opportunity came. In each case, the event

was, more than anything, a meeting of a
community, a celebration of a bond
between writer end reader that had
developed over the years. .

Rule proved to be a frank, forthright,
very sane, very funny person. She “as
particularly amusing about her nomadic
childhood in the U.S. and her long strug-.
gle for literary recognition. Regarding her
feelings about herself and her work in the
seven years it took to get Desert of the
Heart published, she said, “If you're
published, you're a writer. If not, you're
anidiot — it “as painfully obvious.”

That got a good laugh. which “as
topped a minute Or SO later, when Call-
wood asked Rule what had kept her
going. .

““Being an idiot,” she said,

The audience roared, then burst into
applause, when Callwood added, “You
were born to be a Canadian.”

The only louder burst of laughter and
applause came toward the end of the
question period, when Rule said she “as
thinking about sponsoring a heterosexual
pride march.

If anything, Dick Francis's audience
“as more enthusiastic than Rule’s.
¢« Paul Kennedy began by correctly refer-
ring to the people as “great friends of.
Dick Francis,” and asking him if he was
feding any strain after writing a novel a
year for 26 years.

“It's getting a bit of ajob.” Francis
dlowed.

“You could try spacing them oat,”

Kennedy said.
““No!”’ gasped a woman near the back
of the hall. a

Kennedy’s questions, as any discussion,
of Francis's work must, quickly got to the
matter of the physical pain he inflicts on
his heroes. “ These characters are not
going through anything I haven't suffered
myself,” Frauds said.

He explained that, in his- days as a
steeplechase jockey, he had lived with the
reality of 30 or more falls a year, man
of them bad. “I mde many times wit
broken collar bones,” he said, and then
got his biggest |augh of the afternoon,
when he added that that wasn't too
terrible. ¢“It’s when they part,” he said,
his hands simulating separating bones.

Kennedy also tried to question Francis
about the brutal handicaps and
psychological pain that afflict the heroes
of his |ater work. Francis hedged around
the matter for a bit, then changed the sub-
jeet. “I include things like that to till the
book up,” “as his last word il the
subject.

It sounded lame. But. dthough heis
oot quite the performer she is and has
nothing like her academic credentials.
Francis was in effect doing the same thing
that Jane Rule had done in her interview,

For instance, a member of the



audience, echoing the title of one of
Rule's critical works. asked what lesbian
images a reader might find in her books.

Rule replied with a joke (**I was once
afraid someone would write a thesis on
my use of helicopters’) and shortly after-
wards laid the issue to rest by saying
readers would, at this stage, know more
about the imagesin her work than she
dnes.

In other words, frankness has its limits.
What happens at any author's desk is a
private, largely unconscious thing, which
cannot be violated, even in a room packed
with enthusiastic friends who have
gathered to share their enjoyment of your
work and rejoice inyour ability to langh
at the pain and frustration you seem to
have learned how to deal with.

The interviewers were. of course. not
there to Strip the authors bare, and the
audiences certainly hadn’t come for any
such thing. These Interviews were not in-
quisitions. They were, above all, celebra-
tions — comedies, if you will.

The tragie possibilities of this new
theatre form have yet to be explored.

= PHIL SURGUY

On the road io
Vieux Quebec

soME CALLED 1 an old-style “happen-,
ing,” others a “rip-roaring four-day
wake." Celebrated poet Allen Ginsberg
declared, “1 haven't mm anything like
thii since the 19605, and Ann Charters,
a renowned authority on the Beat Genera-
tion, dubbed it *‘a tme rebirth, arenais-
sance.”

They were descrbing the Rencontre In-
ternationale Jack Kerouae, which
attracted roughly 200 people — among

them poets, novelists, and scholars of in-.

ternational reputation — to Kemuac's
ancestral homeland to celebrate his work.
The occasion had as manv meanines as
participants, all of them underscored by
its historic significance: the confluence of
two great rivers of thought on Kemuac
— one essentially American, the other
French Canadian — each roiling with ten-
sions and contradictions, all of which
were contained in the author himself and
hmany of which were in asense personified
ere.

Brilliantly conceived by the Secretariat
Permanent des Peuples Francophones as
away for French-speaking Quebecers to.
affirm themselves as North Americans,
the rencontre took place in the back
moms and bars, the streets and small
hotels of Vieux Quebec. It featured lec-
tures at an international youth hostel,
lunch-time debates at a downtown pub.
and late-night show at an aptly named

bar, Le Grand Dérangement. There was
a five-mnan Kerouac reading by the Toledo
Poets Centre; an evening of Kerouac and
jazz with San Francisco bop artist Mark
Murphy; and a night-long poetry extra-
vaganza broadcast live onradie in both
French and English. Videos, film
premidres, book lannchings, slide shows,
hook-and-photo exhibits, posters, cassette
tapes. T-shirts — for five days this fall
Kerouac virtualy took over Quebee City.

The controversial American novelist,
who died in 1959 at age 47, was born
Jean-Louls Lebris de Kerouac in Lowell,
Massachusetts. Hi parents were French
Canadian, born in Quebec and raised in
New Hampshire. Kerouac didn’t speak
English until hewas six, and evenin his
teens spoke with a French accent.

He published his first novel, The Town
and the City, at 28 and went on to con--
duct audacious experiments in his
adopted tongue, most notably in Visions
of Cody and Old Angel Midnight, though
heis best-known for On the Rood and
The Dharma Bumsg. Kemuac wrote more
than 20 hooks, most of which are auto-
biographical novelsinhis great Legend
of. Dufuoz. He lived both hard and
religiously, and eventually drank himself
to death — but only after he'd been
lionized as King of the Beats.

Virtually all serlous -discussion of
Kemuac has treated him inan American
context, as one of the Beat Generation
writers who rebelled against U.S. con-
sumerism and conformity in the 1950s.
The issues have all been well-articulated
— spontaneous prose, Zen Buddhism,
autobiography, colloquial language, idea-
tification with the underdog — and most
perspectives were represented in Quebec.

Besides Charters. author of the first
biography of Kerouac, the U.S. partici-
pants included Gerald Niia .author of
the biographical tour-de-force Memory
Babe, and Regina Weinreich, who
recently published a brilliant textual Study
called The Spontaneous Poetics af Jack
Kerouge, Californians |ncluded Kemuac's
friends Jack Micheline, a white-haired,
work-shirted street poet who proudly
declared, *“I'm coming out of Jack’s
closet!": the bookish'and distracted John
Montgomery, who figures with Gary
Snyder in The Dkarma Bums; and poet
and publisher Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Wwho
Bubllcly wondered if the gathering “ might

e exaggerating Jack’s Quebecois-ness
too much,” noting that oneé of the great
problems for all immigrant Americans iS
“the fantastic spéed*” with which they
lose their roots.

Carolyn Cassady came fmm England,
where she_ resides to indulge her love of
theatre, and offered what was for many
the most moving testimonia of the
gathering. An eleghant, well-spoken
woman, Cassady is the m-wife of Nedl

Cassady, real-life model for Kerouac's
most famous hero, Dean Moriarty. In
describing her long, complex love affair
with Kerouac, Cassady evoked an indjs-
table truth: Kemuac was distinguished
his great spirit, hig great heart:

Among those scholars who came fmm
Europe, Yves Le Pellec of France, author
of a book on the Beat Gemeration,
emerged as a particularly sensitive inter-
preter of Kemuac. Le Pellec reviewed
common eritieisms of the author — his
sentimentality, naivety, mysticism, and
lack of understanding of women -but
insisted on the greatness of much of his
work, citing particularly the virtuoso
description of *“Joan, Rawshanks” in
Visions of Cody. Great collectors Of’
Kemuac's works were represented by Joy
Walsh of New York and Dave Moore of
England, both of whom edit magazines
exploring the author’s life and work, and
by Rod Anstee of Ottawa, Whose first edi-
tions formed the basis for a museum
exhibition.

The second great river of interpretation
flows directly out of the decades-old
Quebec independence debate and focuses
on Kemuac's French-Canadian heritage.
Franco-Americans from Lowell have in-
sisted for years that the traditional Beat
interpretation of Kemuac isinadequate,
but no heavyweight intellectuat has arisen
from among them to state the case con-
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vineingly or to explore its implications.
AU that changed in Quebec City, as
French-Canadian poets, novdists, and
scholars exploded into the debate,
challenging Kemuac buffs to explore
questions about *Le Grand Jack” that,
as Ferlinghetti observed, “nobody in
America has ever asked.”

The crucial document in this revival of
interest was a videotape of au interview
with Kemuac conducted 20 years ago in
Montreal for the French television pro-
gram Le Sef de la Semaine. The truth was
there, In gesture and expression aud,
despite a unique accent, for all to see:
Kerouac was a French Canadian — un de
now aufres.

Novelist Victor-L&Yy Beaulieu
reiterated the intransigent, Quebec-
nationdist position he developed 15 years
ago in his book Jack Kerouac: a&-
p&et, indisting that Kemuac should be
read not because he has anything to do
with Quebec but smply because he is a
great artist. Award-winning poet Lucien
Francoeur depicted Kemuac as a minor
writer experimenting in a major language,
and stated flatly that Quebec has no place
for him as a Beat writer. And Denis
Vanier. a Montreal pop poet who sports
tattoo;, red scarves; and a black-leather
jacket, described Kemuac as a literary
Elvis, and seemed bent on celebrating his
self-destructive streak.

Others countered these dark visions.
Geographer Jean-Maurice Morriset drew
parallels between Kemuac and Louis Riel,
and argued that Kemuac could not return
to Quebec during his lifetime because the

rovince wasn't mature enough to accept

im. Conference organizer Eric Waddell
elaborated, claiming that until now
French-speaking Quebecers have not been
secure enough to percelve themselves as
Franco-Americans, and thus to accept
Kerouac. He described Kemuac as a
universal genius who wrote a unique
blend of literature and Hved truth:
vécriture,

Three people who bad hoped to attend
the gathering were absent for health
reasons. Father Armand ‘‘Spike’’
Morissette, who knew Kemuac as a boy;
John Clellon Holmes, one of Kerouac’s
best writer-friends, and Pierre Vallires,
author of White Niggers Of America. a
Kerouac buff whose quest has taken him
from politiesto Buddhism. A fourth
would-be participant, Pradip Choudhmi
of India, was refused a visa by Canadian
authorities.

Some observers felt the renconfre might
have ended acrimoniously had it not been
for Ginsberg. best-known as the author
of Howl. The celebrated poet, who has
Ioné; been the target of anti-homosexual
and anti-Jewish sentiments, was preseat
throughout the gathering, and for some
he embodied that largeness of Spirit which
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in the end made the occasion what it was.

Ginsberg, 61, stressed during &’ extent-
poraneous, hour-Ion% discourse that
Kerouac was not only his friend but also
his teacher, and that he himself was in
Quebec City not to confound the critics
but to pay homage. He the” offered a
stunning Zen-Buddhist interpretation of
Kemuac that higlilighted the author’s
spiritual greatness.

Ginsberg described how, when Kerouac
was attacked, he never fought back. He
talked of the author's *panoramic aware-
ness,” of his Zer-monk tactics, of his
ability to empathize and hold contradic-
tory Ideas in his mind. While admitting
the author’s faults, he argued that
Kerouac was not a minor writer but a
major one who in his lifetime was
misunderstood and disparaged, and who
even today is not properly appreciated.

Whm Ginsberg Was finished, even his
detractors were silent. And nobody had

any doubt: Kemuac is still on the road.

— KEN McGOOGAN

Kid’s stuff

STRUGGLING WITH A novel will do it to
you. I was becoming frustrated trving to
dig up new post-modern plots and sub-
plots, wrestling with the sempiternal and
the ultra-temporal, reconstructing the
deconstructed, like M.C. Escher’s hand
drawing a hand.

The', just at the right time., | recelved
a’ invitation to collaborate on a
children’s book from Edita Nazaraite.
She is a super illustrator, painter, poet,
and woman, recently defected from
Lithuania. | accepted the challenge. A
cinch, A smap. Kid's stuff. Besides, some
criticswould say that all of my writing is
childish.

As ababy boomer, | fed that | am fall-
ing behind in the generation Sweepstakes.
My fellow boomers are produci ng
boomettes. Their offspring are ol
enough to answer the phone and say,
“Yeth, my mommy is in her woom."’
Some eve’ have teenage brats who no

longer threaten torun away from home
but actually do. leaving a single lonely
parent to wallow In ‘post part ’em
depression.

| can only relate to these leaders and
losers of tomorrow as a friend who gets
called ““uncle.” | often find mysdf
wishing that | could have a so” or a

daughter to show off, as my boomer
buddies proudly di splg;[ly a report card
from their little genius. They are all little
geniuses. When | get their names mixed
up, | cover up by calling them Jason or
Jesus or Sarahor Madonna; that usually
comes close enough to saving me from
pleading complete memory loss in my old
age of 37.

I already had an idea for a story filed
away for future reference in the back of
my head. As ayoungster, | used to be
fascinated by the instruments hanging in
music-store windows. | imagined weird
hop-0'-my-thumb gnomes living inside
the sound holes of guitars, next-of-kin to
boogie men under the bed. Now | had a
chance to express those figments.

The Man in the Mandolin became the
title. It was a take-off on the Old Woman
Who Lived in a Shoe. But the more |
toyed with the notion, the “mm | realized
that a female character would have more
exploratory depth. | wanted to avoid
those sexist games t00. So | switched the
title to The Woman in the Mandolin. As
a feminist twist, she would be ayoung
woman who lived in a mandolin and did
not want any kids — only to be indepen-
dent and to concentrate on her own career
as amandolin spook.

But now, adult thinking processes in-
terfered again. Theimportant thing was
to be simple without underestimating the
intelligence of children. Mushroom
clouds are as much a part of the imagi-
nary landscape of today’s child as are
faces in cumulus clouds or bugaboos in-
side sound holes. Almost every day, kids
hear about acid rain, bombs, murder, or-
hunger in aplace” out there beyond the
supermarket called the Third World.
Reality is unbelievable enough.

So the question | kept asking myself
was. do you write another funny fropgy
fantasy with castles and dragons for tots?
Or do you boldly go where no six-
to-10-year-old has ever ventured? How do
you maintain the sense of wonder and
hope?

‘Well, the Woman in the Mandolin
became the bearer of the last bit of magic
in the universe. Thicken the plot with a
villainous music tycoon called Spit Sharp, *
who wants to steal the mysterious man-
doliu from two kidswho discover it in &
underground eave. Add body%uards to
protect her in the form of Chuckling
Knuckles. who ean shrink or grow into
glants at will and whom only good people
can see. Throw in monsters such ,as
Walking Eyeballs, created by Spit Sharp
inside abubble-gum machine astall asa
51<Kscraper. The bad ?uys try to make the
Chuckling Knuckles stop laughing
because that is the only way to get past
than. In the end the good guyswin, and
magic is saved.

Within two weeks, the 11-page text was
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ready for the toughest of all critics:
children. | tried the tale on some of my
friends’ kids of various ages and class
backgrounds. The decision was
unie\m Mous.  yuck. _ f
spent days picking up the PIECES OF my
shattered e%o. The Walkinngyeballs had
disgusted one six-year-old girl. She
couldn't fal adeep. The Woman in the
Mandolin would not make a good bed-
time story. But boys didn’'t mind the

critters. The language was above the
heads of alt of them: “Laughter suppres-
sant” or word-play such as “chortle war-
fare” turned them off. Too much
vocabulary destroyed their interest in the
story. “What's happening?’ was the
commoh complaint. .

There was 100 much action cluttered
with too many kooky “on-human
characters. Children want children as
heroes, not Chuckling Knuckles. The

ENGLISH-TOUH

Art of the state

If our linguistic malaise is a result_of

excessive exposure to American English, why is

our writing inferior to the U.S. product?

Ey Eob Elacltburn

DISPATCH FROM the Reuter news
sem'lce, as printed in the Globe and
8| Mail:

LONDO .
§r|t|§1 novelist Penelope Lively
was Named the unexpected winner
vesterday Of Britain’s tOD literary
avard, {Ne Booker Prize.
| can’t think Of anything tO
about that, but it prompted me fo
J look back at the summer, 1987,
| cition of the delightful interna-
tional En& h-language quarterly, Ver-
batim, Which contained 2 piece by Brian
Cahill of Ottawa that compares British
and Canadian Newspaper writing. Cahill
quotes the following excerpt from an
edltlonal-pao column in tbe Globe and
Mail:
Allan MacEachen, Hecate-like, whispers
abeguiling EXOrCISM N0 the tremBﬂng
ears Ol (NE Liberal Party’s platform com-
mittes ON the weekend, 48 hours Defore
two by-clection VOLES, neither OF which

thegan.y has a hope of winning. No nﬁd
to De spooked R;I,Brjan Mulroney, the

Deputy Prime MiniSter ipcants. Right.

Ng? u¥1t|| Birnam woocfl%omgrmto

Dunsnane hill. Besides the Prime

Minister's office has moved to a political

war-footing.

He the’ quotes “a s1m|larg-|ntent|oned
paragraph” from the London Sunday
Telegraph:

Neil Kinneck would seem to be the best
choice to lead Labour towards its historic
degtiny asa minor tourist attraction. He
gives the impression that he believes most
of the rubbjsh he talks and it Is certajnly
not his fault that he has the face of an
incontinent SChooIbOY.

As political put-downs (JO, I think the
choice IS clear, and | think Cahill was fair
enough in his selection of samples (them
were several more). His conclusion:
“Good English still flourishes in Great
Britain and tO me this presages the resur-

rection rather than the death of English
in America.” ,

| can only guess why he said America,
since he had bee” talking about Canada,
but no matter. It made me start thinking
of the persistent delusion that the reason
the mother tongue Is in decline in English-
speaking Can&|a is our proximity to the
United States. The theory is that Cana-
dian English iz the 20th century has been
corrupted Dy the invasion of our culture
by the United States media. There may
be some truth in this, but | have a prob-
lera With it. If our linquistic malaise iSa
result of excessive exposure t0 American
Engllsh, why is our writing inferior t0 the
U.S product?

You may say thisisnot so, and | am
not about to argue. I'm making a subjec-
tive judgement, and can’t attempt here to
support it. | will do no more than invite
you to make some comgarisons between
Time and Maclean’s, Detween the New

i 2 e WA TArLivy
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Yorker and Toronte Life, between any of
the good, grey U.S. dailies and the Globe
and Mail, or between specialized
magazines in any field. It ismy opinion

that, In generd terms, the writing in
Canadian_publications and broadcasting
services is Soppier then that in their U.S.
counterparts. Believing this, 1 am

confused by the suggestion that they have

writer should not keep the illustrator in
mind while writing, or allow a colourless
paragraph t0 be rescued by pictures. But!
The same six-year-old girl who couldn’t
shut her eyes envisoning Walkin
Eyeballs a0 drew fantastic Sketches o
the Woman in the Mandolin and Spit
Sharp!

Gawd, | didn’t think being six years old
was SO complicated.

Back to the novel. — RAY FILIP

beg’, and are, corrupting us.

IHAD HOPED to be the fist kid on my
block to have a copy of the new Random
House unabridged dictionary. having
ordered it some time ago. It'still isn't
here, but I have bee” reading about it,
and am already. It iS the same Sort
of anger [ Telt more than a guarter-
century ago0, v/he” the third edition of
Webster'S unabridged was published. |
can no longer seethe as furioudly as |
could the”, and | have not yet read a
review Of the Random HoOuse that
matches the indignation with which
Dwight Macdonald, writing in the New
Yorker, carved up the then-new
Webster’s. )

The problem is the same. Both dic-
tionaries are descriptive, not prescriptive.
Both duck respensiblity for offering
guidance in diction. They are content
merely to catalogue the way in which
words are being Used, and fail, for the
most part, t0 comment on the advisability
of imitating that “se. They are of con-
Sderable value, but themisa desperate
need today for a haughtily prescriptive
dictionary of this scope, and this does not
seem tO Deit. At almost 37 (U.S.) per
pound, it should offer Some advice in-
stead of merely adding to the epidemic
blurring of vital distinctions. _

|” his review Of the Random House dio
tionary for Time, Christopher Porterfeld
notes & entry for kudo, and asks, *“What
next? Will a single instance of pathos be
caled a patho?”

FINALLY, to those who asked, yes, that
was a leg-pull in August when | snarled
at the misuse Of participial phrases and
then misused one. just to See if anydne
was paying attention. (The typesetter got
even With me by leaving the third # OUt
of participial) 0
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PROFILE

The good fight

From her roughand—rea%ly uebringing
to her 20 years as a children
life has been a battle for May Cutler

By Davld Homel

HERB'S A week t0o go to the
® municipal election in the well-off
| Montreal suburb of Westmonnt,
3 and May Cutler, better known as
| a children’s-book publisher and
founder of Tundra Books, is nar-
rowing the gap between herself and
the incumbent candidate in the race
for mayor. In Quebec, Westmount
has always had an image of tbe oh-
so-English home of the rich and
powerful, the land of cucumber
sandwiches and high tea If Cutler, pub-
lisher and journafist, daughter of an Irish-
Protestant cop, and child of Montreal’s
East End. wins the election, the ol d West-
mount image is going to have to be revised.
Running for mayor is one in aseries of
Cutler's good fights. Along the way, she
has acquired a rather justified reputation
for what she calls “orneriness.” Anyone
who witnessed her attack on U.S. book

%book publisher,

reviewers at the February, 1986, United States-Canada
publishing conference in New York would agree With her self-
appraisal. She attributes that side of her character to her rough-
and-ready childhood and her questioning of her parents

ideology of Irish-Protestant intolerance: “A lot of my cmeriness
comes from my rejection of my parents. When you reject your
parents yo' question alfworld views.” Many people who have
known Cutler at her most wrathful might have trouble recon-
ciling that image with the beautiful children’s books she
publishes. But there’ s more than one May Cutler; thetrick is
to get them al to stand up at once.

Growi n?ﬂup on Rue Cartier in Montred’s Fast Bad is guar-
anteed to leave you witha combative streak. Cutler's lest de
Montréal was nothing like Michel Tramblay*s Plateau Mont-
Royal, where allsyeats have souls and comment on the dramatic
proceedings in the community. Her father was a policeman
whose beat was downtown, around the old Mount Royal Hotel,
and his job ensured the family a steady income daring the
Depression years, when most people’s rent on Cartier Street was
being paid by the city — $12 a month — which was the form
of welfare at the time. Cutler characterizes her father as the
archetypal good-natured laughing Irish cop — who wouldn’t
say aword to anyone around tbe homse when he finished his
shift, and paid virtually no attention to the family. “He liked
to be around the house, but he would just sit there and not say
aword, then occasionally laugh to himself about something that
had happened during the day,” she recalls. “Brian Moore once
told me that it was common in Ireland that the man who was
extroverted at work could be amost morose at home.” Her
mother’s home county had been the dte of much violence during
the Troubles. “It was a little like growing up With someone who
had come from Beirut.’

It seems likes long way from the Bast End t0 Westmount,
but Cutler has taken her scrappy side with her. She got involved
in polities out of reaction to what she calls the sheer inertia of
municipa policy in Westmount. She wanted to buy a building
in & mixed residential and professional neighbourhood on Sher-
breoke Street West, but found that the authorities would not
let her put Tundra’s offices in her properly. Simply put, book
publishers did not fit into the city fathers' category of “pm-
fessionals.” From that moment onward, Cutler was in the race,
and she has been enjoying every minute of it. “I never realized
politics was so much fun,” she sayswith a sense of wonder-
ment. “But what happens if | actually win the election?*

Though Cutler is known in Canada and around the world
for her children’s books, she is truly a journalist at heart, and
approaches |ifelike a difficult stor)7/ that at first refuses to yield
its truth. She Sarted her career in 1947 a the Mont real daily
Herald after studying at Columbia and working a stint in the
information services of the United Nations. “It wasa good time
for dally papers back then,” she recalls. “How many dailies
did we have in Canada? Ninety? Today we'd be lucky if we
had 30 left! It was alively time o the Herafd, t 00. Well-known
murderers were giving themselves up to it, that sort of thing,"
The nightlife in town was thriving; you could see Bdith Piaf
and Charles Trenet along with all the American stand-up comics.




It was also a good place to be a columnist, which is what
she was a the paper until she wrote an item headed “If Women
Ran the Provinee of Quebec as Men Do.” The column described
& society in which women spent the day arguing cases in the
courts (women were not allowed tO practise |aw until 1940 in
Quebec), then relaxed over a few beers at the tavern before
returning home to heat their husbands. “ Real obvious Stuff
when you look at it today,” Cutler laughs, some 40 years |ater,
but it was enough to end her career at the Herald.

In the early 1950s she went on towork at aweekly called
the Standard, which was to become Weekend in Engflish and
Perspectives in French before it finally went out of business.
“The Sandard was fun t00.” she remembers. “\We had Mavis
Gallant workina there. But when it was turned into a national
magazine, it ended u? getting watered down.”’

With a family of four boys, Cutler found the newspaper-
woman’s life a bit too hectic: “I couldn’'t makedaily paper
deadlines any more so | became a publisher.” That decision,
20 years ago, started a new chapter in Canadian publishing.
Tundra. a house best known today for children’s books, did
not start as akids' publisher. and it still continues to publish
adult trade books. Cutler’srole asa publisher of fiction is one
of her less-known sides.

Tundra first saw the light of day in Expo year in Montredl,
1967, a fertile eP/ear for a great number of things in Quebec.
Canada was celebrating its centennial; the separatists. were
vriting Cents ans d*injustice on the walls. As a reminder of those
early days Cutler has the colour separations for the covers of
her first books hanging alongside her awards and citations in
her crowded office.

Selling at 50 cents or a dollar, these first volumes were more
like pamphlets than books. They were about the arts a Expo,
a sort of guide to what you eould find at the various pavilions.
Though primitive in their production values compared to what
Tundra does now, these little books set the tone for what was
to come: the?/ aternated between French and English (Tundra
pioneered bilingual booksin this country%; they used the city’s
resources end spirit to the utmost; and they were published in
white heat (the entire series was put together in six weeks) to
respond to what Cutler felt was a need and a potential in the
community,

A book on architecture was what propelled Tundra onto the
international scene: Moshe Safdie’ s Bevend Habitat, about his
signature apartment complex built near the Expo site. It was
my learning book,” Cutler says. “It taught me that | could do
more than Jjust muddle through.” As did Safdi€’s project, the
book caught the eyes of the architectural community worldwide.
In honour of Tundra's 20th anniversary — which Cutler
celebrated by winning the Eve Qrpen Award — Safdie’s book
is being reissued.

Around the same time, a novella,a kind of -memory piece
called The Last Noble Savage appeared, penned by a certain
Ebhitt Cutler — ak.a. May Cutler. Now titled I Once Knew
an Indian \Noman, the 72-page memoir recalls her childhood
summersin a Laurentian village, and the Indian woman she
encountered there. It is recommended reading for anyone who
wants to get to know the authorial side of May Cutler.

Right now sheis excited about her new William Kurelek book,
scheduled for next June. Ever since Kurelek spent four hours
in hisfather' s village in the Ukraine in 1970. he had been trying
to return. “I'm going to go back if it kills me, he told Cutler
ina letter, and in 1977 he did go back. Severa weeks after his
return to Canada he died. Despiteis illness, he was ableto
leave behind some 38 Eages of letters and diary material about
his trip, al showing the artist’s acute sense of observation, as
well as drawings of what he saw. Kurelek remembered his
father's description of the village (his father immigrated to
Canada around 1910). and hews shocked to see that iitxi)erfectly
matched those memories. There were the rutted roads, more

YES, WE MAKE GREAT BOOKS
FOR CHILDREN AND YOUNG
PECQPLE IN CANADA!

Find oul about some of the outstanding books published in
thls country in the new 19751979 cumulative edition of
Notable Canadian Children’s Books/Un choix de Evres
canadiens pour la jeuncsse. The reviews, written in English
“and in French, also Indicate age suitability for readers. Two
cumulative Indexes glve access to books by author, 1I-
lustrator, translator, subject and Jiterary award.

Order your copy from the Canadlan Government Publishing
Cenire, Supply and Services Canada, Ottawa, Canada

K1A 059. Telephone: (819) 997-2550.

Catalogue number: SN3-26/1975-79. 1SBN 0-660-53040-6.
Price: $8.95 in Canada, 510.75 elsewhere.
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Calgary Convention Centre
Jam 31 - Feb 4, 1988

During the Olympic Arts Festival the
writers of Canada invite the writers of

the world to participate in five days of
gala evening readings, seminars, work-
shops and Book Fair special events.

Guest Authors Include:

Blanche d°Alpuget (Ausiralia) Joy Kogawa

Pierre Berton Robert

Marie-Claire Blair Hanif Kureishi (England)
Jung Callweod Alberto Manguel

J.P. Donleavy (Ircland) W.O. Mitchell

Sven Delblang (Sweden) Jan Morris (Wales)
Lawrence Ferlinghetti (U.S.A.) Emily Nasrallah (Lebanon)
Penelope Fitzgerald (England) Elena Poniatowska (Mexico)
Sam Hamill (U.S.A.) Erika Ritter

James Houston Spider Robinson

Lado Ivo (Brazil) Josef Skvonzcky

Linton Kwesi Johnson (Jamaica) Guy Vanderhaege

Jaan Kaplinski (U.S.5.R.) Rudy Wiebe

Ryszard Kapuseinski (Poland) TIM Wynne-Jones

Shiraishi Kazuko (Japan)

The Olympic Book Fair featuring the world of
Canadian publishing. exhibitions & demonstrations
opens 10:30 am. - 7:00 p.m. daily. Admission free.

FOR INFORMATION PHONE: (403) 277-8888
or write; Box 1988, Sm. C, Calgary, Alta, T2T 5R4
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like seas of mud than roads; there were the chickens flying into
people’s kitehens to eat the food off the tabled — thekind of
thing that is being toned down in the book, for fear of insulting

friends and relatives if the book ever finds its way back to that

village. Kurelek describes his relations with the authorities who
allowed him to make the trip, and their disapproval of the time
he spent inthe village church. '

Among Tundra's children’s titles, 27-year-old Stéphane
Poulin iS currently the author in tbe forefront with his Josephine
books, which star a cat of the same name. Poulin is both writer
and illustrator, and the 24-page, four-colour books come out
in simultaneous French and English editions. | n Can Youw Catch
Josephine? the cat stows away in young Daniel’ s school-bag
and ereates havoc in the classroom, leading Daniel, his friends
and teachers on a merry chase throngh the school. which is
modeHed after the ones found in East End Montreal. The delin-
quent cat is finally cornered, captured, and seat to the prin-
cipal's office. There. the unexpected happens: the principal has
her cat Tiger on h& desk. Apparently Tiger stowed away just
as Josephine had done. The next thing We know, the principa’s
office has become a haven for the neighbourhood cats.

Tundrais reaching back to the ¢lassics in another current
book: Edgar Allan Poe' s Annabel Leg, illustrated by Quebec
artist Gilles Tibo. The illustrator has set the work in the Gaspé
landscape, with the rock of Percé acting as Annabel Lee’s
sepulchre. The French edition of the book uses Stéphane
Mallarmé’s version of Poe's poem; its bard to get a better
literary match than that.

Like the Poe/Tibo collaboration. a good number of Tundra’s
books are cross-overs between children’s illustrated albums and
collector’s items for adults. To commemorate the 50th anniver-
sary of the death of James Matthew Barrie, the Scottish creator
of Peter Pan born in 1860, Cutler has put out three versions
of the Pan story: the book, first Published in 1911; the play,
based on a 1904 London production; and an art book for adults
with illustrations by Susan Hudson. The Barrie/Peter Pan Story
isintriguing: after the death of his older brother David, whom
bis mother adored, the young- James Barrie literally tried to
become bis mother’s memory of David, becoming, in the pro-
cess, the boy from Neverland Who never grows up.

Cutler has had her disagpointments in the book trade too.
“| was broken-hearted ever my failure to convince people that
Fred Ward is aliterary genius.” Ward is a black. U.S.-born
writer, musician, and lonesome traveller who composes “literary
jazz,” as Cutler callsit: “You think it's black talk but it's not
— it’'s something comﬂletely different. No one can get into the
Eearts and bodies of the poverty-stricken and the retarded like

e can.”

Ward's Riverlisp, which came out in 1974, is about Afrie-
ville, the black community that existed outside Halifax until
1970. It 3ot positive review in the Globe and Mail, and the
late novelist Juan Butler wrote in Books In Canada that
“Frederick Ward is a man to watch for.” Two other novels
followed: Nobody Celled Me Mire and A Roomfu! of Balloons.
Despite the good reviews, Ward' s books went nowhere in terms
of sales, but Cutler is still determined to keep publishing him.
I just iqt anew Ward manuseript: it' s marvellous. | can sdll
10,000 kids' books compared to a few hundred of a book by
Ward. But | can’t not publish Fred Ward.”

Such defiance of the oddsis typical of Cutler's “‘omeriness™
and, in polities asin book publishing, as often as not the gamble
pays off. On November 2, the people responded to Cutler’s elec-
tion slogan, “*May in November," by giving ha 60 per cent
of the vote in what was only the third mayoralty election to
be contested in Westmount’s 113-year history. (The rest were
all won by acclamation.) Her opponent, Brian Gallery, said after
his defeat, ““I'm going to take a long rest and then quietly reflect
about how a woman can take a qualified veteran of municipal
politics and defeat bim in five weeks.” [0
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CHILDREN'S BQOKS |
Ways of escape.

The season’s children’s books, offer a variety °
of releases from everyday reality,
from time travel to snakes In the basement

By ldary Alnslie Smith

F THERE IS a motif common to
books for older children this
season, it is escape — escape from
today’ s real world through dreams,
fantasy, or travel to a “lore com-
forting past. There also seems to be
a' effort common to the authors
of these books to show that escape
of this sort can be beneficial, can
hel é) children recognize their reality
and come to terms with the prob-
lems it may hold for them. Thisis
not to suggest that these books have
therapeutic value only; many are written
with careful attention to dialogue and
setting and skilful character development,
But some of the plot devices are rather
well-worn.

Two books that make use of all the
exhausted mechanisms of time travel, but
nevertheless manage somehow to keep
fresh and entertaining. are The Doll, by
Cora Taylor (Western Producer Prairie
Books, 125 pages, $8.95 paper), and Who
|s Frances Roin?, by Margaret Buffie
(Kids Can, 192 pages, $4.95 paper).
Taylor's first children’s story, Jidle
(1985), was about a Hittle girl with extra-
sensori/) abilities becoming aware of the
mixed blessingsthat these gifts brought
with them. Meg. the 10-year-old heroine
of The Dell, is dso extremely sensitive.
especially to all the little signs that point
to the disruption in the werld of he adults
around her.

Convalescing at her grandmother’s
home fmm aserious bout of rheumatic
fever. Meg becomes aware of the prob-
leras between her parents and waits in
suspense for the inevitable news of her
family's break-up. Her grandmother lets
her have an old china-head “invatid* doll
that for several generations girlsin the
family had been allowed to play with only
when they were Sick. Meg fedls that she
istoo old for dells, but finds this one
strangely appealing. When she falls asleep
holding the dell, she wakes up in another
time where she is no jonger Meg but
Morag, a 10-year-old also convalescing
fmm fever. but travelling with her
parents, brothers. and little sister by Red
River wagon across the prairies.

Although the work Is hard and the
journey arduous, Meg enjoys her trips to
the past, mainly because of the love and

warmth Of Morag’s family and their fedl-
mg? of striving toward a common goal.
Still, sheis glad to know that if she falls
asleep as Morag holding the doll, she will
wake up safely in the present, back in her
room at her grandmother’s. Thus the
climax is desperate and exciting when the
doll becomes lost in a praire fire and Meg
might be trapped forever in a dangerous
past.

Lizze, the 15-year-old narrator of Who
|'s Frances Rain?, also fedlsthat her
family is disintegrating around her. Her
father, a successful lawyer. has left the
family, and with her mother, also a
lawyer, working harder and later than
before, Lizzie has struggled to keep things
going at home, especially for her little
sister Erica. When her mother suddenly
remarries, many of Lizzi€'s respon-
sibilities are lifted,. but she resents the
intrusion of the big, good-natured Tim,
and she and her brother Evan conspire to

make his life with them as difficult as’
possible. By the time Tim decides that the -

whole family should go together for a
summer holiday to Lizzie's grand-
mother’s cottage north of Winnipeg — a
holiday traditionally taken by the children
alone — hisnew marriage is o’ the verge
of breaking up, and no one in the family
can speak a civil sentence to anyone else,

Lizzie, made even more resentful by

this disruption of what has always been
a gpecid time atthe lake with her beloved
grandmother, seeks refuge by exploring
anearby deserted island. There, on the
ruins of a long-abandoned cabin, she
finds a_pair of old-fashioned snectacles.
When she pats them on, the scenein fmnt
of her subtly changes. The cabin becomes
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entire again, occupied by two mysterious
female figures who move ghost-like into
Lizzie's view. As soon as the spectacles
come off, all is back to normal. Lizzie,
determined to learn the identity of her
ghosts, saon fmds out that the older
woman must be Frances Rain, a reclusive
prospector who died alone in ha island
cabin in1925. But it is harder to learn
anything about the younger figure, 2 girl
close to Lizzie's own age — who she was,
what her relationship to Frances could
have been, and why they were so unhap-
pi IX\ Separated. )

S Meg does in The Doll, Lizzie
acquires an understanding from ha
ghimpses Of the past that helps her put her
current problems into perspective. But
although her exploration of the island’s
mysteries occupies much of the story, it
is really of secondary interest to the
parallel story about the clashing of the
strong wills In Lizzie’s own family and
their working out of a tentative truce.

As time-travel books, both The Dol
and Who s Frances Rein? do a good job
of re-creating the past — both convey the
challenge and isolation facing people
alone in the wilderness. However, both
books have even more vatne for their sen-
sitive and realistic treatment of the prob-
lems and tensions facing modem families.

Kevin Major's Dear Bruce Sp
(Doubleday, 135 pages, $14.95 cloth) is
about a teenager, Terry, who is also
finding Kife difficult to handle, His father
too has walked out, and Terry finds it
increasingly hard to get along with his
mother and little sister. He is picked on
by his teachers, has trouble making
friends, especially with girls, and can get
Little sympathy or support for his ambi-
tion to become a musician.

Terry f)ours all hisproblemsout in a
series of |etters to Bruce Springsteen. He
knows as he mails them that there is little
chance of hisidol ever answering or even
reading them, but he has “0 one else to
talk to. Through these letters Major skil-
fully shows us how Terry manages to tum
his life around and gain confidence in his
own ahilities and potential for success.

What readers familiar withMajor’s
earlier books are going to miss is the
wonderful semse of place that he created
through his use of dialogue and deserip-
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tions of setting. Terry, unlike Major's
earlier heroes. does not obvioudy live in
Newfoundland, although he might as
ossibly live there as anywhere eke.
ery'shomeisa sort of universal city,
his school any school, his landscape any
place. Because of this, the story lacks the
depth and focus of Major's earlier work.
he setting for Jacob’s Little Giant, by
Barbara Smucker (Penguin, 101 pages.
$12.95 cloth), has all the warmth and
security that so many of the voung pro-
tagonists in other novels seem to Iack.
Jamb is the youngest, much loved child
in a Mennonite farm homein Ontario.
But often overwhelmed by the adult
world in which he lives, even Jacob some-
times needs escape, causing his practical
family to lose patience with his tendency
to daydream and to confuse fact and
fancy.

The opportunity to escape from family
surveillance and at the same time take on
responsibility comes when Jacob is made
the guardian of afamily of giant Canada
geese, placed on the farm pond as part
of an effort to save the species from ex-
tinction. Jacob feels a specia affinity for
the smallest gosling, and his ingenious,
brave, and sometimes misguided attempts
to protett these geese make a gentle and
reassuring Story for younger readers.

Also likely to apped to readersin the
seven- to 10-year-old range is Greenapple
Street Blues (Kids Can, 90 pages, $4.95
_paper), Ted Staunton’s third book about
Maggie, the Greenapple Street genius,

and her friend Cyril. In the five connected
stories in this book, Maggie and Cyril
construct a series of improbable schemes
to get the better of parents, teachers, and
classmates. Readers will sympathize with
Cyril, always tentative and unsure, always
wanting to do the right thing, dways
hoping that someone will notice him and
think that he is specid. They will dso
share with him a certain smug and guilty
satisfaction when very occasionally the
schemes Of his dominant and confident
friend Maggle backfire at her expense.

FOR VERY YOUNG readers, picture story-
books that deal with escape through fan-
tasy seem very common thls season.
Thereis a fine line between what works
as fantasy for youngstérs and what iz jnst
rather silly, and that line is. of course,

- drawn subjectively. Ho-. & suceessful

book in this genre clearly needs a har-
mony between the text and the illustra-
tions, both working to draw the children,
through their eyes or their eags, into new
worlds. A number of these new books.
develop that harmony very successfully.

There are different sorts of fantasies.
Some books present bizarre adventures;
others are more child-controlled, featur-
ing gentle dreams or flights of the
imagination. Little Jesse in Sky Fall of
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Babies, by Richard Thompson (Annick,
24 Pages, $12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper), has
perfect control over ha imaginary advee-
tore as she conducts her father on a tour
of outer space in her homemade space-
ship. Eugenic Fernandes's round and
comfortable illustrations show us Jesse’s
sky fall of gently twinkling stars and
round and comfortable babies being
rocked to sleep by loving adults.

The hem of Albert’'s Bed, written and

32 pages, $5.95 paper), also knows what
heis doing and where heis going. Con-
fined to his bed because heisill, Albert
is able to two it into many wonderful
things — goal posts on a hockey rink. a
boxing ring, adogsled, a plane. Best of
all, when heis ready, it can become his
bed agein and he can go to sleep.

In Marie-Louise Gay’s Rainy Day
Magic (Stoddart, 32 pages, $12.95 cloth)
two children playing in the basement on
a rainy day are ready for adult rescue —
a call to come to supper — after their
imagination has taken them to Strange
countries where they encounter snakes,
_tiPers, and child-eating whales. Gay’s
illustrations are bright and funny, but
somehow ha sharp Iines and busy details
— especially the round, frenzied eyes of
her creations — suggest that there is panic
and |oss of control not too far below the
surface of make-believe.

Gay does not have amonopoly on fren-
zied eyebals. They are also a trademark
of Michael Martchenko’s illustrations for
Robert Munsch's out-of-control situation
stories. Thelatest book from this unbeat-
able team, Moira’s Birthday (Annick, 28
pages, $12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper), depicts
every parent’s nightmare fantagsy — a
child’s birthday party egone completely
wild. Moira has ignored her parents’ in-
structions to invite just six children to her
party and has asked “grade 1, grade-2,

rade 3, grade4,’grade 5. grade 6, aaaand
indergarten,” Of course they all come.

The children in A Tail Between Two
Cities, written and illustrated by Andrea
Wayne von Kdnigsldw (Annick, 24 pages,
$12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper). use the pro~
duct of their communal imagining to pro-
vide them with asummer’s worth of fun
together. "Their concera for the giant cat
whose long tail stretches right across their
playground culmirates in a grand party
just before they must al go back to
school.

Deirdre Kessler's Lobster in My
Pocket, illustrated by Brenda Jones
(Ragweed, 36 pages, $5.95 paper), is
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about a lonely little girl looking for a
friend. Lee rescues atalking lobster fmm
her parents' lobster crates, and he pro-
mises her friendship in return for his
freedom. This friendship becomes ex-
tremely important to L ee and helps her
to feel control over her life and her
surroundings.

In Maryann Kovalski's The Wheels 0"
the Pus (Kids can, 32 pages, $10.95
cloth), the basic Situation is a very mun-
dane one — two little girls and their
grandmother wait on adowntown comer
fora bus. As they wait, they decideto fill
in the time by singing the traditional
action song about the wheels on the bus
going round and round. In the foIIowir:g
pages, [ovalski creates a wonderf;
double-decker bus fffled with pompous
snobs, erying babies. harried parents, and
a wonderful, scrawny little English
schoolgirl (Grandmother as a child)
taking it all |” with wide bespectacled
€eyes.

CHILDREN'S IMAGINATION comes into
play in other everyday situations as well.
Sarah in Paulette Bourgeois’s Big Sarah's
Litile Boots (Iids can, 30 pages, $10.95

cloth) i convinced that her old yellow
boots are the enly ones right for her, and
when she finds that they no longer fit she
is very ““happy. But when she discovers
that her new boots go “whoosh,”
although they can’t seem to “‘squish™ like
ger old ones, she is happy again on rainy
ays.

I” Ben's Snow Semng, by Hazel
Hutchins, illustrated by Lisa Smith
(Annick, 24 pages, $12.95 cloth, $4.95
pzéoer), the little boy, taken along with
older family members on aski expedition,
uses his imagination to hear the song the
skis make on the snow. He also uses all
bis senses to absorb the happiness of this
day with his family: “AU around so cold
and bright/Warm my feet on Mommy’s
tummy/Feed the grey jays/Time to go.”

The main purpose of Can You Catch
Josephine?, by Stéphane Poulin (Tundra,
24 pages, $12.95 cloth), is to delight its
readers. When Daniel discovers that his
cat, Josephine, has smuggled hersdf to
school in his bookbag, he doesn’t know
what to do. Ordered by his teacher to
“Catch that cat,” Daniel chases her
through the school. The fun comes from
following through the book from picture
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to picture, joining in Daniel’s wild pur-
suit. Josephine reaches a sneaky paw out
through the inkwell holein Daniel’s desk,
hides on the taxidermy shelves in the
science room, sits behind some books i”
the school Library (under J for Josephine),
and eve’ eludes Daniel in the girls’
washroom. This book iS also available in
Freénch as Peux-tu attraper Joséphine?

The humour and subtlety of the
illustrations iS also the main strength of
Dayal Kaur Khalsa's |. Want a Dog
(Tundra, 24 pages, $14.95 cloth). More
than anything in the world, May wants
a dog. But in spite of her best efforts to
convince them, her parents will not let her
have one until she is older. So May comes
up with an ingenious substitute to hdp her
practise caring for areal dog and show
her parents that she will soon be ready for
that responsibility. Khalsas fllustraticns
are filled with colour and detail and show
an amazing number of dogs doing a”
amazing “ umber of things. The funniest
picture is of May's classroom. She is so
obsessed with dogs that she sees all ha
classmates with. dog's heads on their
shoulders — spaniels and hounds are the
MOSt numerous.

WHEN PAULETTE BOURGEOIS is writing
agory, her first audieace is her own
children. Natalie, 4, and Gordon, 2,
and whatever neighbourhood kidsare
around. *'If they walk away, | know
| don’t have agood story.” But if they

without the pictures, Bourgeois knows
she' s on the right track.

Rather than preaching to children
(“I intensely dislike children’s-issue
books -= kids are smarter than those
books give them credit for”),
Bourgeois disavows any mission but
humour in her approach to chiliren’s
predicaments. “If they chuckle,” she
says, “it makes my day.” In her
stories she aims to give children a sense
of their ovm power to achieve solu-
tions within their own world, without
always having to depend on adults.

The charming ingenuity displayed in
her 1986 Kids Can Press book,
Franldin in the Dark — about a young
turtleafraid of his own shell — is
typical of Bourgeois's attitude. After
encountering Mmany similarly afflicted
Creatur es in his travels — a lion afraid
of loud noises, a polar bear afraid of
freezing to death, a bird afraid of
heights — Franklin eventually takes a
night Bght with Him when he crawls
into his shell to deep. “I picked up the
idea from an old episode of

stay and listen to a picture booOKk.

Elephants in the bath

MP*A*S*H,” Bourgeois Says, “when
Pierce, Who is claustrophobic, says
that if he were a turtle he’d be terrified
of being inhis own shell, | thought,
what a wonderfal concept, and just
built on that.”

The child of a Russian Mennonite
mother and a Pranco-Manitoban
father, Bourgepis, 36, remembers
devouring “junk” books as a gitl —
Cherry Ames and Nancy Drew adven-
tures, She finds the image of parents
reading such classics as Charlolte’s
Web and The Lion, the Witch, and the
Wardrobe (which shedidn’t discover

Pauletie Bourgeois
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until she began reading to her own
children) ‘*dramatically different”
fmm what her family was like. “M
mother says she read to me asachild,
but I have no memory of it. And if
there were-children's plays being put
on in Winnipeg, we couldn’t have
afforded to go.”

What she doer remember is a*truly
eccentric’’ French-speaking grand-
mother, who “lived | the worst part
of Winnipeg and spent every day
rocking on the porch of her white-and-
pink house, in the middle of this
squalor, underneath the railway tracks
and the Fort Garry Hotdl. She would
tell us stories — | don't know if they
were real or not.”

Today, Bourgeois relies on the
stories she hears from children for
much of her inspiration. *I listen a lot
in parks, or to my daughter and her
friends. For Instance, | overheard this
exchange between two kids on the
swings. One looked at the other and
said, ‘There was an elephant iz my
bathtub this morning.” Understand-
ably suspicious, the other one said,
‘Hovw'd it get there?' *Well,’ said the
first one, ‘the bathr oom window was
Opm .!ll

Shb laughs. “If you can't do some-
thing with that, what can you do?’

— NANCY WIGSTON
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The Lucky Old Woman (Kids Can, 32
pages, $10.95 cloth) is Robin Muller’s
retelling and illustration of an old Irish
folktale. The impoverished, but good-
natured, old woman meets up with the
QGrumpleteaser, a malevolent gnome, who
mocks her with the promise of good for-
tune and the” takes these hopes away.
The old woman's simple goodness finally
shames the Grumpleteaser into granting
al hawishes. The story isLively, and
Muller’s old woman, right fmm the toes
peeking through her worn shoes to the
three bouncy points en her old hat, 1s a
sympathetic” creation.

Much more serious, but also appealing,
Is another legend, The Goodman of
Ballengiech, retold by Margaret Crawford
Maloney. illustrated by Laszlo Gal
(Methuen, 32 pages, $14.95 cloth). James
V of Scotland, a young king anxious to
know more about his subjects, often
travelled among them in disguise, SOMe-
times dressed as a yeoman, the Goodman
of Ballengiech, This story tells how the
king was able to renay a favour t0 a sim-
ple farmer who, though ignorant of his
true identity, came to his assistance. Gal's
misty and romantic paintings evoke &’
idealized time when the distinctions
between right and wrong were easier {0
make. :

Courage |0 the Storm, by Thomas H.
Raddall (Pottersfield Press. 50 pages,
$8.95 paper), is a Canadian legend in the
making, It tells the true story of Greta,
ayoung Nova Scotia widow who strug-
gled many years-ago to support herself
and her small son 0" their poor farm, One
winter, 0 try to supplement their income,
she makes brooms, hoping to sell them
down the river to outfitters for the fishing
fleets. When, after many difficulties, she
manages to sell the brooms, she, her horse
and sled lose their way during a heavy
snowstorm on therotting ice of theriver,
and only her great courage and deter-
mination to return to herlittle boy save
her. Grainy, snowswept drawings by
Nova Scotia artist Are Gjesdal fake US
évith Gretaright into the heart of the
orm.

CHILDREN WILL WELCOME the retura Of
the Canadian Children’'s Annual, this
12th issue edited by Brian Cross and
published by Overlea House (128 pages,
$16.95 cloth, $9.95 paper). It presents au
entertaining collection of short fiction,
poems, non-fiction articles, puzzles, and
riddles. (**Da rock collectors buy milk in
litres? No, in quartz.*) The articles con-
cern such subjects as the |ast Beothuk, the
hunting of fossils, the hibernation of
bears. and astrange legend about a man
who died and was burled in Galveston,
Texas, but whose coffin mysteriously
returned by sea to Prince Edward Island,
the place he loved most in the world.

. ments to see., for exam

For children who like puzzles and
books that explain things, there are some
new, reasonably priced DOOKS from Hayes
Publishing. Part of a series for children
from ages four tO six are Fun With
Opposites and Fan With Nature, both by
Dympna Hayes and Melanie Lehmann,
illustrated by Annefies Davis (both 32
pages, both $2.95 paper). Fun With
Opposites contains pictures of animals in

" amusing Situations, illustrating such basic

concepts as day and night, in and out,
hack and front. FunWith Nature suggests
a number of simple outdoor activities for
children, such as making adaisy chain,
collecting and pressing ' leaves, and
making SOW angels.

Another series from the same pub-
lishers for somewhat older readers
includes Picture Pazzles and Word
Teasers, both by Dympna Hayes and
Melanie Lehmann, and Braln Twisters,
by Paul Hayes (all 32 pages, al 83.95
paper). Bright lustrations add to the
attraction of these small books, which
present such familiar types of pnzzles as
finding the difference between two similar
pictures, unscrambling words, breaking
codes, following mazes, and trying fongue
twisters.

Children who enjoy books with lots of
factual information Will appreciate a new
title in the Looking At ... series by
David Suzuki and Barbara Hehner,
Looking at the Body (Stoddart, 96 pages,
$9.95 paper). The book is tilled with in-
teresting facts about how the human bodv
functions, in chapters dealing with such
parts as the lungs, thedigestive system,
the bones. There are su?gested experi-

€, how activity
can affect pulse rate, how enzymes in
sdiva help to digest food, how the swat
glands in the palms of the hands work.

Anocther book for young readers with
au interest in science 1S Exploring the
Night 8ky, by Terrence Dickinson, illus-
trated by John Bianchi (Camden House.
72 pages, $15.95 cloth, 39.95 paper), a
beginner's version of the materia
presented in Dickinson's astronomy
books for adults, Night Watch (1983) and
The Universe and Beyond (1986).
Although not SO detailed as these, it
shows the same mgjesty and excitement
of the sky — describing planets and stars
and explaining such phenomena as black
holes and supernova. It also puts our own
planet into its galactic context.

Finally, Meguido Zol2z has compiled
the charming By Hook er By Crook: My
Autograph Book (Tundra, 48 pages,
$14.95 cloth). Zola-has collected more
than 100 autographs to use as example
verses, and Richard Pelham’s amusing
little sketches leave room en some of the
pages for the owner's own collection of
autographs. Now: “By fish or by bird/
That's the last word!" O
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GIFT BOOKS

Never too late

A selective look at the season’s
gift books turns upsome first-class ideas
for last-minute shoppers

By Paul Stucrre

E'RE STARTING TO talk panic city
here, You've delayed, lingered, and
put it off, and now it's Single-digit
shopping days before Christmas
and you're still bating .O0O in the
present department. But yes, Virgil
and Vi, there is a place where
most of these problems can be
solved, and it’s as close as your
friendly neighbourhood book
store. Amid the following examples
of the glossy pictorial volume,
there should be something for just about
everyone Who's behaved well enough to
deserve Santa' s largesse.

Those with akeen ?/e for imaginative
photography should be ddlighted by
Freeman Patterson’s Portraits of Earth
(Key Porter, 180 peges, $40 cloth), which
belies its misleadingly mundane title by
offering a stunning selection of extra-

ordinary tableaus. Patterson’ s photo-
graphs are often made up of broad, vivid
splashes Of colour reminiscent of much
abstract art, although in his case the
natural origins of his portraits give them
an autherity denied- to studio-bound
experiments with paints and brushes. The
book also includes some spectacular views
of Canadian and African landscapes,
which similarly exhibit an acute awareness
of how interactions between forms can
‘generate an overall sense of vibrant com-
position. Amyone still skeptical about
photography’s claims to be an art as well
as a technique should have their doubts
resolved by the exceptionally artful
images captured in Portraits of Earth.
Another variety of unofficia Portraits
(Doubleday/Art Gallery of York Univer-
sity, 173 pages, $24.95 paper) is on
display in what may be the most unusual

Fora MacDonald, from Unofficlal Portralts, by Andrew Dam:

g e L =

current-affairs opus of the season.
Andrew Danson SOMehOW convinced a
bevy of political notables to take 2 photo-
graphic self-portrait in the privacy of their
respective offices, and the results are
often surprisingly interesting. Not so
much for any startling revelations Of
character — these are, after all, profes-
sional politicians. aware Of being always
on stage — but more for its depiction of
how its subjects would like to be seen,
whether as rock-jawed leaders, relaxed
sophisticates, or just one of the
boys/girls. Thus Flora MacDonald's
what-me-worry? insouciance and Brian
Peckford’s face-obscuring big cigar are
probably as central to their personae as,
say, any Electra or Oedipus complexes
they may have picked up, and it ISpre-
cisely these proyocative suggestions Of
quirkiness that make Unafficial Portraiis

a generally entertaining picture gallery of
who'swhat in the Cdian political
establishment.

If you've bad enough of politiesin any
form. the movie stills, personal photo-
%raphs, and illuminating text of Truffaut
$g0'l'nti‘faut (Preatice-Hall, 240 pages,

cloth) outline a world of persondlized
film production that exerts great
evocative force. Editor Dominique
Rabourdin has put together a fine tribute
to one of the cinema's great directors, as
candid about his occasiona failures as it
is informative about his many SUCCEsses,
and pictorially almost as good as a view-
ing of the films themselves. The book
isn't cheap, but then neither is the quality
of its words and illustrations; ard for
those of us who grew Up on Julesand Jim
and Shoot the Piano Player, Truffaut by
Truffaut 1S 8 wonderful chance (O relive
the days when you didn’'t need a bank
loan and abarf bag to venture forth for
anight a tbe movies.

That hardy perennial of the illustrated-
book sweepstakes, the graphic portr:
of nature’s wonders, is represented by
three recent titles. Two are for the birds:
John P.S. Mackenzi€'s Seabirds (Key
Porter, 144 pages, $29.95 cloth) and Can-
dace Savage's Eagles of North America
(Western Producer Prairie Books, 127
pages, $24.95 cloth) preseiit numerous
colour photographs that should make
fanciers of our fine-feathered friends
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straighten up and fly right. Seabirds
covers a wide spectrum of penguins,
pelicans, and their kin, whereas Ezgles of
North America focuses upon one par-
ticularly fascinating species, but their
vivid images of birds in their natural
habitats should recommend both to. the
ornothologically inclined.

‘The Muskoxen of Polar Bear Pass
(Fitzhenry & Whiteside, 191 pages, $50
cloth), by David B. Gray, is a scholarly
ethological study of animal behaviour
rather than a coffee-table book, but it is
amply illustrated and hasan interesting
story tO tell. Gray Spent many years
observing muskoxen in their stark nor-
them environments, and what he doesn’t
know about them probably isn’t worth
knowing. This isn't an appropriate choice
for mere dabblersin animal appreciation,
but its therough documentation of tbe
lives of its subjects ought to appeal to cor-
respondingly Serious students of the field.

You can usually count on something
for old salts turning up on the season’s
Bublishing Ksts, and this year John

yson's Spirit of Sail (Key Porter. 176
pages, $35 cloth) will almost certainly
please readers for whom canvas has
nautical rather than artistic or pugilistic
associations. Its subtitle is “On Board tbe
World' s Great Sailing Ships,” and that's
exactly where Peter Christopher’s excel-
lent photographs take us. Corcentrating

upon those tall ships which offer a
modem course in the traditional sailing
verities, the book graphically conveys the
constant alertness and rigorous routines
required of those who dare to meet the
oceans on relatively even terms. This
attractive volume j5 guaranteed to arouse

astrong urge to get away fromit all in
those who get their highs on the sea.
Adventures of a different kind are
among the many things chronicled in The’
Harper Atlas of the Bible (Fitzhenry &
Whiteside, 2.56 pages, $69.95 cloth), a
massive compilation of inforimation
edited by James B. Pritchard. Like the
Bible itsdf, The Harper Atlas divides
pretty sharply between the Old and New
Tegtaments: the Old Testament materia
is related in the dry-as-dust tones of
historians and archaeologists, whereas the
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illnesses.

This dramatic yet gentle novel isfilled witha magic
that will stay with young readers-long after their first
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Amidst the upheava of her parents’ separation and
her own recovery from Rheumatic Fever, Meg finds
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New Testament section is presented in the
more avuncular chat of professors of
theology. Since the contributors aren’t
credited with their specific assignments,
this is just one reader’s impression, but
there’ s no doubt about the disparity
between the book’s text and its maps and
illustrations. The latter are attractively
presented and clearly identified, but the
surrounding text is often riddled with
academic jargon and rather haphazardly
edited: thus the phrase “rare storage
facilities” left me uncertain as to whether
it referred to the infrequency of storage
facilities, storage facilities for rare
objects, or (what seems to be intended)
facilities for preserving foodstuffs, and
one of the contributors has made the not
uncommon but nonetheless mistaken
assumption that a negative correlation iS
the same thii asan absence of correla-
tion. As sometimes happens in projects
of this kind, no one seems to have defined
the audience for which The Harper Atlas
was intended, and the result is & bOOK that
shifts uneasily between scholarly
monograph and pictorial popular history.
An analogous dichotomy between
words and images occurs in Lance
Morrow's America. A Rediscovery (Key
Porter, 237 pages, $35 cloth), although
here it is the visua aspects of the book
that fail to measure Up to its literary
qualities. Morrow has penned a thought-
ful, eloquent on the meaning of the
American experience, but hisdelicately
nuanced observations are insensitively
negated by some unbelievably unimagina-
tive photographs culled from a variety of
sources, anong them the aptly named
Stockphotos Inc. Imagine a CIA-
sponsored tribute to the good ol* U.SA.
and you'll have some idea of the banality
of these illustrations, which leave few
clichés unsullied in a style one associates
with picture postcards rather than serious
documentary photography. Morrow’s
reflections are certainly worth reading.
but | don't think it's going too far to say
that America’s photographs generally fail
to reward a first, let zlone a second, look,
And what does this mean with regard
to the debate over free trade, you may
well ask? Although it wouldn't be fair to
fabricate 2 mountain of significance out
of this molehill of a book, there's a
definite subtext t0 be gleaned from
America’'s schizophrenic amalgam of
intelligent reporting and propa%andistic
selection of images. on view here is a
country fitfully aware of its faults but
congenitally incapable of eseaping from
its chauvinistic cultural mythology. | am
going to hope for some more nice illus-
trated booksin my stocking, but if | were
limited to just one present I'd settle for
a firm Canadian rejection of any closer
ties with a nation that needs total reorien-

ration rather than nostalgic rediscovery. O
/
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Entering
infinity
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Euochantment and Soxrow, by Gabrielle
Roy, translated from the French by
Patricia Claxton, Lester & Orpen Dennys,
426 pages, 824.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88619

0T 7).

I'VE READ ONLY about half Gabrielle
Roy’s books, the earlier ones a long time
ago: thus | can’t say for certain that this
one s the best of all. But it seems unlikely
that she could ever havewritten anovel
finer or more compelling than this post-
humously published fragment of
autobiography.

As fragments g0, it'S a big one — more
than 400 well-filled pages — Vet it ends
in 1939, with the author just turned 30.
and the publication of her first novel six
years in the future, That novel astound-
ingly won the Prix Femina — the first
Canadian book ever to wir one of the bii
French literary prizes — and from then
0" Roy was a celebrity. The present
volume goes back to ha years of poverty
and obscurity.

It'sin two parts. The first describes —
or rather, vividly re-creates — her life as
the youngest Of the large family 0" Rue
Deschambault in St. Boniface. Her
mother was 42 or 43 when she was born.
Her father, considerably older. was a
settlement agent for the federa govern-
ment until he was dismissed just before
he reached retirement age, without a pen-
sion — probably because he remained an
outspoken Laurier loyalist even after
Laurier’s betrayal of the Franco-
Manitobans over the Manitoba schools
question.

The first chapter plunges us diiy
into the curious Situation of the Franco-
Manitobans by describing the child
Gabrielle and her spirited mother walking
from st. Boniface into Winnipeg on their
meany bargain-hunting expeditions tO
Eaton’s:

When | was a child | rather liked the

feeling Of crossing a border and belng in

a strange place light years away but right

next door to home. | think it opened my

g(es trained Me tO observe things and
imulated my imagination.

And as she grew up and became a
schoolteacher she turned the hardships of
the school system (mot more than & hour
a day allowed for teaching in French) into
benefits, achieving an enviable degree of
bilingualism and a love of English
literature without, obviously, losing a bit

of her love for and mastery of her native
language.

This part is filled too with her love for
the prairie landscape. Such a love is
something of a mystery to most of us who
weren’t born in what she calls “the high
country near the sky.” but she makes me
begin tO understand:

When you came out of that Little wood

at the end of the farm road, you'd in-

stantly feel you were entering infinity.

From there the prairie stretched away as

far as you could see; In one IMMENSe.

rolling plain it unfolded in a serles of

Tong, fluid waves sweeping unendingly to

the horizon. |’ Ve seen nothing MOre har-

monious anywhers, except perhaps where
the downs of Dorset flow down to the

A
| find that unexpected comparison quite
illuminating.

As the only one of the Roy children
whose life was NOt more or less unfor-
tunate, Gabrielle was an aimost indispen-
sable prop to her impoverished and
widowed mother, but the time came at
last when she felt compelled, af 28, to
harden her heart and break away. She
went to Paris, ostensibly to study drama.
But Parisian life wasn't for her. with all
ik petty annoyances like those timed
lights that turn themselves off when
you'’re halfway up the stairs — or, in her
case, struggling into an elevator with one
of those trunks people till thought it
necessary to travel with in the 1930s.
Having passed through London on her
way, sherealized (as didRené Lévesque
many years later) that it was much more
her kind of place, and fled there. Her
preference was confirmed even though
she started ha stay, weak from seasick-
-, in one of the worst of the old kind
of London fogs and in deeply depressing
lodgings.

It was in London that she had her first
love affair — at the age of 29. It was
extraordinarily passionate, too passionate
to last long. Shaken from this experience,
she stepped one day, on impulse, onto a
Green Line bus bound for Bpping Forest.
In one of those strangely remote-feeling
rural districts on the edge of London she
went for & long walk in the woods and
ended up. exhausted, 0" the doorstep of
an aged retired gardener and his daughter.
Their name was Perfect — and so.
improbably, were they. She stayed with
them for a long time, writing and becom-
ing healed.

In 1939. with her money running out
and war obviously approaching, it was
time to come back to Canada. She was
ill with the beginnings of the respiratory
troubles that would kill her 44 years later.
A Harley Street specialist told her she
must get out of the London climate., and
suggested that she should spend a few
weeks in Provence before going home.
She jumped at the ideawith her usual im-
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ARTHUR'S BABY

Marc Brovm

His sister D.W. loves the new baby, but
Arthur Isn’t so sure.. . . A wonderful tale
g}‘éggﬁng rivalry with a happy ending.

THORNTON W. BURGESS CLASSICS
now i paperbackl Each $3.95
PETER COTTONTAIL
JIMMY SKUNK
JOHNNY CHUGK
PADDY BEAVER

DARKNESS AND THE BUTTEAFLV
Anne Grifalconi

Gorgeously written and illustrated by the
1987 Caldecott Award winner for Viflage
of Round and Square Houses. Young Osa
g;grgomes her fear of the dark.

LITTLE, BROWN
AND COMPANY
(CANADA) LIMITED
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pulsive enthusiasm, and was soon on &’
exuberant walking tour in the warm
south. dragging with her a surprised and
somewhat overweight nurse from
Toronto named Ruby Cronk, met by
chance on the Channel crossing. After
this joyous episode. she came upon a
camp for destitute Spanish refugees from
Franco, and stayed a while to help them
in their misery. Enchantment and sorrow.
The translation is as near to perfection
asa trandation can be. Patricia Claxton
is always reliable, and this time the
publishers wisely gave her as editor Joyce
Marshall, a friend of Gabrielle Roy and
herself tbe best Of tranalators until she
kicked that expensive habit. Gabrielle
Roy didn't live to give her work her usual
meticulous revision, and the transator
has made a number of small factual cor-
rections, which she specifiesin @' intro-
ductory note. She doesn’t mention that
she has alsa tactfully improved the idiom
in the many bits of English dialogue. O

FEVIEYW NN

7 have written this book
because | wish to speak directly
to PEOPLE.. . to address the
citizens gf the world directly...
ahout matters that concern us
all.. . They know, as I know,
that first and foremost we all
share the fate of the planet. \We
MUST communicate, we must
face our problems in a spirit of
cooperation rather than
hostilify... a dialogue must be
started and this book is my
contribution—my thoughts, my
hopes, my plans.”

Bound
for glory

By Al Purdy

Starting Out. by Pierre Berton,
McClelland & Stewart, 343 pages. $26.95
cloth (ISBN 0 7710 1342 6).

w

‘an international
co-publication
61s x 9V, 256 pages, $27.95

Fitzhenry & Whileside
95 Allstate Parkway

Markham, Ontario L3R 4T3
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READING PIERRE BERTON’S i t review
of The Hiustrated History Ol Canada in
the Globs and Mail, one gets a good idea
of what his own writing standards am. He
complains that the book’s contributors
also contribute “to themyth that Cana-
dian history | sdull,” that thelr langnage
avoids drama as if it were leprosy, and
that “the authors wouldn't know &" anee-
dote if it were handed to them boxed and
ribboned.” What he's. railing against
most in that review is dullness, and I cer-
tainly agres with him.

Berton’s autobiography is not dull. He
has take’ some of the fairly ordinary in-
cidents of his own life, enlivened them
with style and substance. anecdote and
colourful prose.. Thereis no philosophy
or world-view, but they shouldn’t be ex-
pected in the first 27 years of a lifetime.
The aforementioned style forces a
reviewer, in some strange way. to review
Berton on Berton’s own terms: short

| Hemingwayesque sentences, a breezy

method that masks seriousness with fast-
paced narrative and very nearly absolute
clarity.

As must be obvious, | admire the man.
I” fact, my own life has many paralels
to Berton's. The child Pierre’ watched
Tom Mix, Hoot Gibson, and Ken

L . P B e TEul ol

Maynard at the silent movies of the 1920s
(so did I); his parents were both over 40
when he was born (so were mine); his
ancestor s wer e United Empir e Loyalists
(so were mine). But one difference: the
guy seems to have total recall of most of
hislife(or else very efficient researchers),
and I’'m memory-poor by comparison.
(This personal note really doesn’t belong
in areview, and | spologi7.e to the reader:
but the resemblance of Berton’s life to my
own is uncanny to me.)

Starting Out spans three basic time
periods: childhood and youth in Dawson
City, Y ukon (*the town looked war ped.
each structure adopting its own cockeyed
position, like dying trees tottering in a
swamp”’); the army years. and a --
ingly continuous parade of training
courses; newspaper life a university and
with the Vancouver News-Herald and
Sun. Then the flattering invitation in 1947
to work for Maclean’s in Toronto.
Volume one of the autobio ends at that

oint.
P Childhood in the North, with aban-
doned gold-msb machinery from 25 years
before gtill Uttering the permafrost Iand-
scape; a father who built boats and
telescopes, identified stars, and named
wildflowers for his children =« a ma”
bursting with vitality during those early
years. and plenty of love for Pierre and
sister Lucy — these were the ptime ingre-
dients for the |ater wise-cracking reporter
and Well-Known Personality. Obvioudy
one difficulty in reviewing this book is
that you're liable to review Berton the
Well-Know" Persondity mmeh more than
the man'’s life on the printed page. And
was he, for instance, making notes about
Dawson City at age two? And did he, at
a later date, manufacture his own pic-
turesque image, as | have been accused

-of doing? (No!)

At the University of British Columbia
in the late 1930s Berton spent most of his
time working on the Ubyssey, the student
magazine, where he met his future wife,
before graduating {0 the News-Herald as
reporter and ity editor. Classes he found
pretty boring. When Maclean's asked one
of his professors what kind of student
Pierre had been, the worthy academic
replied that he would have been very good
if he'd ever attended any classes. On
hearing this opinion, Maclezn’s hired him
forthwith.

During the Second World War, aur
hem, the fast-talking, hard-drinking
news-chasing prototype of Lee Tracy {a
now forgotten fast-talking, hard-
drinking, headline-hunting Hollywood
newshound) became a boy-lieutenant
hound for glory on the battlefield, Bat
not so fast! First he bad to take a coarse
on how-to-do-something, &' intelligence
course (how insultingl), a course on how
to operate the not-yet-invented electric

-
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can-opener, etc., etc, When Berton finally
got to England, thewar was nearly over.
(I was a non-humble aircrafisman In that
same war, SO | have some idea of what
he went through.)

Pierre' s father. Prank Berton, died
after the war. The ex-lieutenant went back
to his old job on the News-Herald, but
was demoted from editor to reporter.
Things were dightly uncomfortable
around the newsroom. Workplace politics

and a modicum of jealousy. (Who's this
guy thinks he's such a big shot?) Pierre
transferred to the Vaneouver Sun (yeah,
| too wrote for the Sun, | blush to say —

advertisine jipeles), and wasin his ele-
ment. The stories about those newshound
days are marvellous. Just one: Berton had
an already-composed headline waiting
when and if safecrackers visited a small
B.C. tow” called Hammond again. |t was
HAMMOND YEGGS STRIKE AGAIN. But he
didn’'t get to use it. Someone else, with
no poetry in his soul, was on duty when
tbe Hammond yeggs got cracking.

The public image of Pierre Berton is of
a brusowe and somewhat cold person.
That's the feeling some people have about
him anyway. But this book is very largely
acelebration of his friends, many friends.

And the private man is till uppermost ia
his writing. There's somebody warm and
aive behind these 27 bucks worth of cold
rint.

P Literati — like what | am — have the
idea that *‘popular” writing is somehow
bad writing. But it ain't so in this case.
It's expert, yes, and the ending is formula
stuff (a play on the word “goodbye”).
Sure, the writing isn’t immortal prose, hut
it's exceptionaly good prose-and enter-
taining as well. | look forward to look-
ing backward at Berton’s future tales of
his part life in volume two of the collected
works. O

FEATURE REVIEW

Different strokes

‘Maybe my sense of humour is different from
other psople's,’ says Susan Musgrave, who has made
her life more Interesting than her writing

By Eleanor Wachiol

The Daucing Chicken, by Susan
Musgrave, Methuen, 216 pages, 519.95
cloth (ISBN 0 458 81180 7).

THE STORY GOES that Susan Musgrave iS
having trouble finding a publisher for her
non-fiction book, The Joy of Sexual
Failure. Apparently the chapter on
masturbation, Which features a distraught
shepherd who splits himself open with a
twig. is offputting to Canadian houses.
Undaunted, Musgrave has included an
off-scene character, Destiny, in The
Dancing Chicken who masturbates with
pens, knitting needles, a meat ther-
mometer, and finally razor blades until
be “splits his penis in half, from bead to
root.” That's the thing about fiction:
there are no limits. Or, as Musgrave says,
“Maybe my sense of humour Is different
from other people’'s:’

Desti n¥/ zoes 0" to murder his un-
faithful wife. Well, not simply murder
her, but cut her in half with a power saw.
After all, he'sd’ unemployed logger.
He's defended in court by the
beleaguered, middle-aged hem of The
Dancing Chicken, a criminal lawyer
named Cod. (Although it’ s-actually
stated, Cod seems to have acquired his
name because he was conceived in the
bottom of a boat, after his father,
Dodder, had just booked, “on his old
rod,” al2-pound, 7-ounce codfish. Cod,
we aretold, weighed just that at birth.)
Near the novel’s end, Cod loses the case
and Destiny is given alife sentence. (Get
it?) The presiding judge, who aways
wears a kilt, has just revealed himself to
be a pregnant transvestite.

Relying on sexud kinkiness for its
laughs, The Dancing Chicken is being

promoted as a sdtiric, comic novel. And

perhaps not surprising, give’ her flam-

boyance, its author is being promoted
front and ceatre. In what must be a
publicist’s dream, The Dancing Chicken

is described as having gone through *“six
drafts and three marriages. Susan was
working on it when her second husband

went to prison for importing 30 tons of
marijuana into the country and while her
third was being refeased from prison
where he' d served 14 years for gold
robbery.” In arareinstance of restraint,

the press release fails to mention that her
second husband had been defended on &’

earlier drug charge by her first husband.

Nonetheless, *‘during those seven vears,

Susan had a-daughter, lived on three con-
tinents and in Waterloo where she was
writer-in-residence for two years, and
finally settled in a treehouse on Van-
couver |sland.”

Musgrave, in a very unCanadian
fashion, has made her |ife mere inter-
esting than her writing. While still in her
teens, she left school, spent time in a
psychiatric ward, had poetry published in
the Melahat Review, and published her
first book, Songs ef the Sea-Witch.
Imbued with mysticism, eroticism, and a
shamanic impulse, these are poems that
eve’ Musgrave admits she doesn't under-
stand much any more. It’'sthat kind of
candour, combined with a dightly
flustered, scattered, and totally charming
self-presentation that made Musgrave
into akind of AnnieHall of theé Queen
Charlotte Idands.

Then she got married and married and
married, and her writing about those mar-
riages — especially the last one, behind
bars, to Stephen Reid -has produced

some of her most comic, accessible prose,
Funnier and more ironic than thebroad,
exaggerated, fundamentally old-
fashioned faree of The Dancing Chicken,

where everyone is sex-crazed and fio one
is happy. In fact for a “comic novel,”

The Dancing Chicken offers asordid and
blesk vision that isn't leavened by sexud

weirdness.

The story follows the harried Cod as
he juggles three women, as well as his
86year-old mother and 17-year-old
daughter, over Christmas. One of the
women i his wife, Nora, who IS SO
frustrated and disgusted by Cod's in-
fidelities that she takes up with his one-
eyed law partner, Leonard Putz. (In a
book of cheap shots, where do you
begin?) Putz eludes Nora, Settling instead
on one of Cod's other women, the enor-
mously obese nurse, Grace Trout, RN,
Virgin. (Is it to Lina Wertmuller’s Seven
Beauties that we owe the grotesquely fat
female as femme fatele?) Then there's
Ursula, an unstabl e divoreée Cod has
acted for, who is aso clamouring for his
dtention. She's the kind of gal who leaves

ubic hair in her ashtray, goesout ina

ur coat with nothing on underneath, and
whose ex-husband [iked to dress up in
women's clothes and “*be taken, rectally,
with theleg of a chair.” In this book,
even the ear radio talks about copulating,
cannibalistic insects.

Meanwhile, Cod’s doddering mother
thinks her long dead husband has
returned to the woodshed. This, despite
the fact that she ground his ashes in the
blender — it blunted the blade — so she
could use them in her egg-timer. But the
“‘deceased® turns out to be a biker enemy
of Cod*s daughter’ s boyfriend. But just
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go down the checklist: there’s incest,
rape, a birthday cake in the shape of mae
genitals that's carved up and devoured at
aparty. Musgrave writes with confidence
and bravado, but this is cartoon Staff of
a particularly nasty sort.

The novel’s central image comes from
a San Francisco peep show. A sucker
feeds a quarter into the dlot, a red light

illuminates a srr;]alld (% and slow

Cona ’ striptease music is heard while a scrawny

nada’s chicken hopsfaroundh. It’sh rewarded with

i a few grains of rice when the music stops.

nqh?nql _ But the chicken keeps dancing around. In
bibliography case we miss it, Cod too hops blind|

around trying to keep bis sadsack life
together. |0 The Darncing Chicken, Susan
Musgrave has written The Joy Of Sexual
Failure after ail, 0

| REVIEW |
Larger
than life

By Norman Sigurdson

Caesars of the Wilderness: Comnany
of Adventurers Volume II, by Pet& C.
Newman. Viking (Penguin), 450 pages,
$25.00 cloth (ISBN 0 670 80987 5).

THIS 13 THE second Of Peter C. Newman's
three projected volumes on tbe histery of
“the Company of Adventurers of
England Tradeing into Hudsons Bay,”
the name by which the Hudson’s Bay
company was etiginally knovwn. This
instalment covers the company’s second
century — “the century of itS greatest
glory and ik deepest humiliation’” —
beginning in 1783with the founding in
Montrea of the rival North West Com-
pany and ending with the surrender of the
Hudson's Bay Company's fur-trading
monopoly in Westere Canada in 1869.

) The first volume of this history caused
Canadiana lists Ag&for It at your a heated debate among professional
publicatlons and library or for more historians, Who objected to Newman’s
sound recordings information coniact: rather smplistic view that the interaction
by Canadians, National Library between the white fur traders and the
produced In of Canada. p:;\nveﬁpe;)ple (pa;et:lcutlgrlyatfg:%;ee:mg]!
Canada or of 395 Wellington Street ]y B, Histori.e Ao
Cunadian Inferest. Ctlawa, Canada objected t0 %em.s preference for

K1A ON4 dramatization and sweeping generalities

I over the more ambiguous analysis Of case

' gL(deleS lI(Sut the broad-brush technique
] Id not keep Company of Adventurers
[fep[] Naflonalibrary  Bibloihéque nationale from becoming a best-seller when it
appeared in 1985, and in the acknowl-

(1101 - edgements to this volume Newman offers
Canada o poioges )
Stating that he never claimedto be a
historian, Newman instead offers the
reader “feisty characters and remarkable

circumstances™ and tales told **with the
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bounce and bravado they deserve.;’

Newman is irresistibly drawn to larger-

than-fife characters. and ‘mere of the
book is devoted to the lusty Nor'Westers
(““the rampaging free enterprisers of the
North American Frontier”) than to the
less doughty Bay men, whose “prevail-
ing ethic was deference to authority in-
side their toy ramparts and deference to
nature beyond them.”

Caasars of the Wilderness does indeed
read at times like fiction, with mighty
clashes of opposing characters. Newman
has a penchant for dramatic episodes cast
in flowery prose (“‘No smear of their
svreat or echo of their ribaldry reaches out
to us, yet in their time they were cockle
shell heroes on a sea of sweet water””) and
occasionally allows himself some contem-
porary analogies that may or may not be
helpful, The voyageurs, for example,
were “like a wild and worn out profes-
sional hockey team perpetualy on the
mad,” and Alexander Mackenzie is*‘a
lepitimate Canadian hero, having been the
first to pass the test of crossing the coun-
try that two centuries |ater would confer
similar status on his handicapped suc-
cessors: Terry Fox, Steve Fonye and Rick
Hansen.”

Newman is obsessed by persondlities.
The bulk of the book is made up of cap-
sule biographies of some of the out-
standing figures of the era: Alexander
Mackenzie (““Big Mack™), John Jamb
Astor (“a menumental boor — a vulgar
barbarian in moming coat”), Simon
Fraser (*an awkward, uninspiring
man”), Thomas Douglas, Lord Selkirk
(““a frail Scottish earl with his lungs and
soul on fire”), and Sir George Simpson
(*“a bastard by birth and by persuasion”)
among others.

Many of these biographies are quite
good. Newman has a gift for compress-
Ing the details of busy lives into a single
chapter or a single pithy line. as he has
demonstrated in his paeans to Canada's
financial elite in the two volumes of The
Canadian Establishment. But, just as The
Canadian Estabiishment gives the reader
no hint as to how the mgjority of today's
workaday mortals live their lives, Caesars
of the Wilderness is 1ess concerned with
the everyday man or woman (especialy
woman) of 19th-century Canada than
with the “power elite.”

Thisis history fmm the top down,
Thomas Carlyle's great-man theory
expressed in a sprawling Boy’'s Own
Adventure style. with plenty of whoring,
drinking, and fighting on the side. The
average voyageur is seen through
Newman's eyes in a stereotyped, almost
cartoonish way — much, one suspects,
the way they were seen through the eyes
of the HBC’s corperate directors across
the ocean.

The book is Iong on episodic depictions

Lol ey aas am

 REVIEW

W g Ttk Am . er e TAale T Wt T T T Tmaa

of heroic adventures and drameatic feuds,
and Newman is at hiSbest deseribing such
scenes as the mighty debauches at the
megtings of the NWC’s Beaver Club, with
its staggering consumption of acohal.
The book is shert on economic analysis
and the tackling of thomy issnes of moral
right and wrong but, to be fair, Newman
delivers what he promises: “ a colourful.
twisty yam.”

Sone  would argue that thisis the sort
of myth-making that Canadians need.
After dl, the Americans can take eve’
their failures, such as the defeat at the
Alamo, and weave them into heroic tales
of virtue and daring. We Canadians,
some say, are too timid about romanticiz-
in? our past. Caesars Of the Wilderness
offers our history in black and white, with
no shades of grey.

But who is to say that Canadians are
wrong to fed ambiguous about their
history — particularly asit involvesthe
treatment of the aboriginal inhabitants of
this continent7 Native land elaims, free
trade. and refugees on our shores are still
testing our self-image, and they are issues
with plenty of grey areas to them. Caesars
of the Wilderness offers a simple, un-
complicated, fireside story about the
evolution of a young country, but beyond
the door it is still acold and complicated
world. O
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Dead end

. By Brent Ledger

Heartbreaks Along the Road, by Roch
Carrier, trandated from the French by
Shells Fischman, House of Anansi, 512
pages, 519.95 paper (ISBN 0 88784 1562).

A FRIEND OF mine claims you can judge
a book by its first sentence. Other people
say you have to read 40 or 50 pages before
passing judgement. In the case of Heart-
breaks Along the Road, Raoch Carrier
craves your indulgence for some 250
pag?e, half the length of the book. It takes
at least that long before any sense of
aesthetic form emerges from the tumble
of incident, character, and digression that
tills the pa?es of this garrulous, under-
edited, endlessly repetitive novel.

All that's clear from the beginning is
the general nature of the beast: Heart-
breaks is a satire of the slapstick, slapshot
school of hard hits to the head. In
Duplessis-era Quebec the premier of the
province, known only as Le Chef, calls
an €lection and announces the construe-

, tion of aroad through the remote village

of Saint-Toussaint-des-Saints. | this cor-
rupt world both the governed and the
governor know the mad is a quid pro
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quo, and in return for jobs the villagers
are expected to vote foy Le Chef's party,
the Right Party.

Wi thin the framework of this thin tale,
the satire is sketched with broad, blunt
strokes. Two old people are run over by
amower while defending their property
against expropriation. The contractor in
charge of the road killshimself and his
wife. The editor of a provincial
newspaper tries to expose the corruption
behind the mad, but is blackmailed by the
government and commits suicide.

The imaginative details are new but the
notion of political corruption ingeneral
and Quebec corruption in particular is
not, and one quickly grows weary of
reading the same points driven home
again and again with sledgehammer wit.
Relief finally arrivesin the second half of
the novel with several linked tales of
young love. As two Of the younger mae
characters discover the paradoxes Of
sexual love. their sense of emotional
release breeds a parallel sense of the
imminence of change in Quebec society.

Carrier, however, doesn't usher in the
Quiet Revolution with a choir of angels
and an annunciation of the redemptive
power of love. He dismisses love as a
capitulation to political passivity and ends
his novel on ableskly comic note with an
episode worthy of the Mad Max films.:
The shift lo mood does. however, give the
novel ajolt of movement and with it a
much needed sense of form.

In the end the nove istoo big and
baggy to have much impact on any reader
not totally mnocent of the ways of
politics. One is baffled by the endless
parade of characters and the plethora of
incident. Denomme Plante, Picottc
Maillet, QGuennolle Lamontagne,
Magloire Cauchon — the names tumble
out of the pages, turn into one-
dimensiond characters, do asheort turn
in one of Carrier’s stories (and in some
respectsthisisreally more a book of
related short stories than a novel), and
then disappear. Many of the stories are
digressions pure and simple, and while
some of them, notably the fable of the
lady who ate chocolate, stand on their
own as powerful bits of writing, in general
they don't add much to the central
satirical point.

Worse yet, the device Carrier intends
to pull the book together — the all-
purpose metaphor of the mad — only
serves to annoy. Roads crop up or admost
every page and they're amost invariably
dressed up 1h metaphors Of stupefving
banality: “Life 1§ a one-way road”;
“every road leads to death”: “all roads
lead to adream”; “Instead of choosin
the mad of good, | chose the_road O
evil,”” So insistent are the clichés, so
relentless the homage to conventional
pieties that the book often has the sticky
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moral tone Of television evangelism.

And as with some of the more grue-
some episodes of the PTL Clud, one
sometimes doesn't know how to react. By
the end of the novel it's fairly clear that
what Carrier is after is aliterary version
of Bosch’s Garden of Earthly Delights —
8 comic narrative throbbing with all the
sins Of a fallen world. Through sheer
ambition he almost succeeds. The scope
of the work, the multitude of characters,
the detailed dePiction of a village that is
amicrecosm oOf rura Quebec before the
Quiet Revolution — all these are deeply
impressive. But the enterprise founders on
Carrier's 0dd sense of humour and a tone
of voice that seems to mix sympathy and
condescension in equal measure..

Carrier likes his characters, but his
affection hides a note of contempt. In
what is perhaps the book’s quintessential
episode, a young hunchback named
Opportun is hit by acar and loses his
ability to speak except for the words
“election, election.” Then he's hit by
another car and regains his speech, only
to fall into a vat of boiling french-fry oil.
The villagers promptly proclaim him a
saint. What isone to make of this7
Should one laugh, fed embarrassed,
express dismay?

Here as elsewhere in the book, admirers
of the Latin-America’ fabulists will
doubtless enjoy Carrler’s deft manipula-
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tion of myth; others with more old-
fashioned tastes, or perhaps an easily ini-
tated conscience, may wonder if Carrier’s
hiih reputation in English Canada
doesn’t rest largely om his ability to
puryey French-Canadian stereotypes to

an unthinking Anglo audience. []

returns

By Herschel Hardin

Behind Closed Doors. Hew the Rich
Won Conirol of Canada’s Tax System
.+« and Ended Up Richer, by Linda
McQuaig, Vii (Penguin), 365 pages,
824.95 cloth @SBN 0 670 81678 7).

ANYEODY WHO HASbeen awake for the
last 15 years knows that the Canadian tax
system is a scandal. Loopholes, dodges.
tax breaks, and sheer giveaways help to
enrich a minerity of people and to distort
and diminish Canadian society.

Some of us, in the course of our work,
may also keep tabs on the details. | have
awhole series of tiles on the tax system,
and have been know” to cite Kenneth
Carter’s dictum: that for tax purposes, “a
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buck isa buck isabuck.” So | expected
to enjoy Linda McQuaig’s new book.
What | did not expect, hard-bitten
observer that | am, was to be shocked and
disgusted as if | were learning about the
system for the first time.

MeQuaig has not only put together a
lively account of how weak and unfair the
tax system is —an extremely useful ser-
vice In itself. She has also described the
behind-the-scenes story of how the system
was captured and weakened. Thisis
where the shock value of the book lies.

It should be mentioned, for a start,
how important the tax system is. Virtually
everything hinges on it-Who gets what,
what there is to be used and enjoyed, how
society evolves, who accumulates power,
how we think of ourselves and our neigh~
bouss, and also, in many ways, how we
look upon life. Occasionally somebody
will argue, just to make a point, that a
government can accomplish virtually
anything it wants through the tax system
aone. Aboveall, it ean curb inordinate
power of wealth and property through a
Judicious tax policy. But what happens if
the power of wealth and property — in
families and corporations — captures the
tax system instead7 Of course, they
““serve themselves-an even larger dice.”

McQuaig gives us the dope. The dossier
on how a great many high-income earners
pay little or no tax, and on how other tax
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The Eternal Puter Pan. J.M. Barrics observations on
life and death interpreted by Susan Hudson in this
mapnificent art book. 29.95
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By Hook or By Crook: My Autograph Book by
Megido Zola. A gift book of classic verses with space
for new ones, Watercolors by Richard Pelham. 6 up. 14.95

Tundra's 20th Anniversary Bo
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Can You Catch Josephine ? Stéphane Poulin's
sequel to Heve Yoo Sern Joweplime P, Canada Council
illustration awird. Also in French: Pewe-ta artraper
Joslphine P 4-8. 12,95

I ' Want a Dog. Dayal Kaur Khalsa follows vp %k
of a Gumbling Grendme with 4 hiarous story of

oks - More Exciting Than Ever!

a girTs longing for a dag. 6 up. 14.95

Tundra Books are distributed by the University of Toronto Press Bemicr6x Ssre
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ANNABEL LEE ¢

Annabel Lee, Edgar Allan Pod's exquisite poem set in
the Gaspé in this version by artist Gilles Tibo. Also in
French, translation by hMallanmé. 10 up. 19.95

A Halifax ABC. Anist Gordon Roache explares his
home city in 26 vibrant paintings. Tindrs’s fourth
alphabet book on Canadian places. 5 up. 14.95
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breaks and concessions favour the
wealthy generally, islaid out for inspec-
tion, SO iS the way that corporations have
avoided or reduced taxes — the *““cor-
porate welfare bums’ in action. (Pavid
Lewis, who fought the 1972 federal elee-
tion campaign on tbe issue, hardly slowed
them dowm.) The abolition of inheritance
taxes — a key loophole, end impossible
to justify in a democracy — is given a
critical look.

There is 2 bravura chapter on the
$3-billion Scientific Research Tax Credit
(SRTC) fiasco, and the ridiculous end
colourful scams it generated. It'Sa tale
thatwould be incredible if it ween't
already a bit familiar to us. Revenue
Canada opposed the SRTC plan. The
finance department, originally suspicious
of such schemes — blatantly open to
abuse as they were — pushed the plan
through anyway. Why it did soisin the
book, too. _

Remember the notorious *“Little Egypt
Bump.” since banned, by which the
Reichmann brothers got a $500-million
tax concession gift, and were able to add
Gulf Canada to their already huge em-
pire, at our expense? Everybody who
follovred the affair was aware how cock-
eyed that particular giveaway was, and
how Sﬁeci ous was the government’s
exeuse that nothing could he done about
it. McQuaig explains all. She aso
documents how deputy minister of
finance Mickey Cohen, who soon |€ft to
join the Reichmanns, wasn’t quite as clear
on the tax deal as he had indicated.

The Scientifie Research Tax Credit and
the Lii Egypt Bump were just the more
exotic of the tax expenditure and tax
avoidance gimmicks that have plagued us,
and that continue to plague us, at an
enormous mst every year.

What is most chilling, however, and
meticulously documented, is the col-.
laboration between the department of
finance, including some ministers of
finance, on the one hand and the tax
lawyers and accountants on the other.
“Collaboration,” as | have used the word
here, should be understood in its
pejorative, amost evil sense, The profes-
sional *‘tax practitioners® overlap and
represent the corporate and investment-
dealer community end, indirectly, the
wealthy.

This consultation Family Compact-
style, with eager Ottawa deference, has
come to constitute a hidden government
on tax matters — a parallel Parliament,
unelected, highly unrepresentative, and
with enormous leverage. ““The Cosy
World of Tax," McQuaig cellsit. She
traces its origins beck to the 1950s, but
the damage really began in the 1250s and
1970:. It has been widely knovm that the
huge government debt ineurred since then
has been caused not by alleged excessive
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government spending but by problems on
the revenue side, with the tax base being
gradually turned into & Sieve. Again, we
learn exactly how it happened. “What do
you guys tell your kids you do for a
living?" a guest speaker caustically asks
aconference of tax lawyers and accoun-
tents. This captures the sordidness just
about right.

Large corporate business operates in
tandem with the ‘“tax community”’ in
manipulating the government OnN tax
Q_ olicv. The need for mogt of the car-
porate tax breaks and tax expenditures iS
hoary myth, es McQuaig makes clear in
a chapter aptly called “The Confidence
Game’ and in observations elsewhere in
the book. McQuaig makes the point,
further, that if a particular industry
actually does need help, then the help
should be allocated es a targeted subsidy
or grant. The merits of the assistance
would ther be debated and everybody
could see clearly that the public's money
was being spent end could seeg, too, who
was going to have'the ownership benefits
of that assistance.

There is an underlying factor here., a
blackmail Or extortion factor: the implicit
threat that if the tax breaks aren’t forth-
coming, corporate business will invest
elsewhere or reduce investment. and our
economy will go to the dogs. McQuaig
limits her analysis to the tax system.
Perhaps Canadians should also be |ook-
ing at ways of creating more democratic,

comnaunity-centred’’ ownership struc-
tures (crown corporations, co-operatives,
and emnlovee investment funds, for
example), as a counterbalance to thi
private corporate leverage in the tax field,

The he& of the story? Kenneth
Carter, Allan MacEachen, and Ian
Stewart. Carter, the chairman of the
Royal Commission on Taxation in the
1960s. was a prominent Bay Street
accountant who turned out to have too
much honesty for his own good.
MacEachen, aS minister of finance in
1981, introduced some modest tax reform
measures, only to be abandoned by his
colleagues When the special-interest
barking began; his chances of becoming
prime minister were logt, too, in the
mélée. Ian Stewart. MacEachen’s deputy
minister Of finance, |eft government set-
vice, a disillusioned man.

The villains: Mitchell Sharp, John
Tumer, Marc Lalonde (who toadied
shamelessly {0 private er as finance
minister in 1984). Mickey Cohen, John
Bulloch (small-business |obbyist), and
Michael Wilson, among others, as well as
the professional *“tax community.” The
brilliantly written chapter on Cohenis
worth the price of the book by itself. As
for Michael Wilson. MtQuaig takes the
time to explain how his ballyhooed tax
reform is, in substance, really sham
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reform. Liberal and Conservative govern-
ments both have sold us out.

One other thing that needs to he men-
tioned about Behind Closed Doorsis how
courageous it iS in setting the scene.
McQuaig talks about “rich* end “poor,”
and even in a few spots takes the risk, as
she potsiit, of talking abont “class.” She
realizes the daneer of breaking such a
taboo about language, but does so
anyway, because the tax system isindeed
biased towards tbe *tich’ as a class. It
Seems an ordinary enough gesture of jour-
nalistic boldness. As Kenneth Carter,
found out, though, calling a spade a
spade publicly takes more guis than many
people assume. O

God's litdle
acreage

By Janlce Kulyk Keefer

Dancing on the Shore: A Celebration
of Life st Annanolis Basin. by Harold
Horwood, McClelland & Stewart, 219
pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 077104202 7).

IN HIS PREFACE t0 Dancing on the Shore
Harold Horwood announces his impa-
tience with that “lesser” form, the novel,

and his consequent decision to write a
hook of “wisdom*? instead, SO as to be
able to “‘presenit ideas stark naked, not
dressed for a masquerade ball.” The
result is a text fully es fme es Horwood's
lest hook, Remembering Summer, was
dreadful. Yet the failure of Remember-
ing Summer was not due to any innate in-
feriority of the novel asopposed to
*wisdom literature®’ but to Horwood’s
own lack of the novelist’s most important
gifts and skills, Readers can therefore be
grateful that Horwood has thrown in one
kind of narrative towel — for which he
was grossly unsuifed — and grabbed hold

of another, which would seem to be his
native medium.

Darncine on the Shore is not, of course,
thenaked truth about the cosmos end our
part within it: it is fully as much a fiction
as anything a novelist might devise, if we
take fiction t0 mean the expression, via
that highly ambiguous medium, lan-
guage, Of a selective vision of reality
through the crestion of imaginative
worlds, Horwood’s chosen world is the
Annapolis Basin, or rather, the few acres
of that particular part of the world that
he has been able to buy and transform
into his own privaie Bden — one in which
snakes are by no means extinct, but in
which they tom out to be conveniently
harmless. His celebration of the varied
beauty and ravishing harmonies of this
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little paradise put one in mind Of the
magical world Erest Buckler created in
The Cruelest Month, a world hecalled
Endlaw, &’ anagram of that Walden
which Horwood SO admires. Maritime
literature boasts a long tradition of
celebratory narrative, in which the land
and its people compose &' enviable Ar-
cadia, acknowledging the presence, indeed
the necessity, of death, and therefore
chanting al the mom intensely the com-
plexly balanced joys of the simple life.
Horwood’s book will take its place within
this tradition, as one of its most pm-
vocative, contentious, and finest examples.
Itis temtzi_ng_ to say that the best part
of this book is its intimate revelation of
wild life, or what we call, with awhole
caboodle Of connotations, “nature:
Horwood does not so much reveal as
gesture toward the mysteries of the
natural world, treating the potentialities
of earthworms with as much wonder and
delight as he does the intricacies of the
pink-purple fringed orchids or the mating
dance of the great blue heron. Nor for
him the objective, distanced tone of the
oraniscient narrator: omniscient he may
appear to be, but Horwood's persona is
also omnipresent, singing. scolding?,
exhorting and, most important of al,
prophesying. Horwood, ‘as the book’s
dedication and ‘its rather egregious
author’s preface make clear, has set
himself up asan Ancient Prophet. and
one can no more read his testament solely
for the evocation of life-in-nature he so
marvellously creates than one can read the
New Testament for the Christmas story.
The fictive world of Dancing on the
Shore depends as much on Horwood's
speculations about a magically infinite,
mysterioudy unified cosmos as on his
lovingly detailed ““field notes,” and the
rhetorical devices he exploits to obliterate
opposing view and theories am as impor-
tant to his narrative asare his descriptive
skills. Thisis not, of course, to say, that
one swallows, boa-fike, the whole Gospel
according te Harold: what makes this
such an entertaining book is the conten-
tious nature of the narraiive, the prodigal
assortment of bones there are to pick with
a narrator who is SO transparently
egoigtic, so utterly arrogant (for al that
he admonishes us to humility) that he
emerges as a fitting protagonist for this

* Book of Life.

This naturalist-cum-writer-cum-
prophet-cum-priest, offering us “bread
and wine” for the “communion Of all
life” with complete confidence in his own
version of tkat Truth which, he cautions
us, is “never whole, never complete,”
asserts his commanding presence from the
book’s dedication to its concluding
appendices. To those who. for example,
fmd repellent = or unconvincing — his
vision Of an extra-human evolutionary

ﬂhase, electronic rather thanbiological,
e utters a magisterial “ Tut-tot” (page
-207) and goes on not to out-argue his
hypothetical opponents but rather to
muffle them with the mantle of his
rhetoric. One of the places in which that
rhetoric performs mest delightfully is to
be found in the chapter “ Of Men and
Hunters,” in which Horwood pummels
any opposition to his view that man was
designed not as predator but as prey, and
that all his , instincts as well as his
biological makeup put him among the
herbivores rather than the carnivores.
References to ma’ and mankind
abound in Dancing on the Share, Q
CUr10US solecism to be found in a book
that sets ‘out to abolish all value-laden
concepts of difference between the spacies
of human and animal, plant and insect.
Sorely such exclusivist and patriarchal
speech isout of place in atext attaining.
to cosmic vision and a celebration of
universal harmeny. But the” contradic-
tions abound in Herwood’s teat. |n some
chapters he extols the ability of nature to
accommodate human activity, arguing
that certain of our god-playing inter-

, ventions — the Annapolis Royal tidal-

power station, the Churchill Falls power
station -am simply part of the eternal
flux of the biosphere.. In other chapters
he rages — quite rightly -— against the
witless dedtruction of certain species. and
reminds US Of our enormous respon-
sibflities toward the very survival of life
— any life — on our planet. All-in-all,
though, Horwood emerges as a kind of
shaggy, cranky Candide, stating that for
all the dangers humans are capable of and
in the very act of posing, vis-@-vis the
biosphere, “none seems to be beyond the
capacity of the natural world to absorb,
survive. and to some extent correct.”

Oddly, the one creature Harwood con-
spicuously ignores in his account of life
at Annapolis basin is the zoon politikon:
he seems to fedl that if each one of uswill
only quit the cesspool cities and get back
to that land which iS the antechamber of
the kingdom of God, all manner of things
will be well. The all-too-human fascina-
tion with the exercise and retention of
power, over other humans as well as other
species, and over the fate of the earth
itself, is something he alludes to only in
the vaguest of ways.

But that eonundrum is. of course, no
fit mest for any celebratory narrative.. It
is refreshing, If simplistic, to have such
a optimistic prognosis on our present
condition, our origins and end. Harold
Horwood has gone to great trouble to
create this passionate fiction of reality:
Dancing on the Shore is a singular
achievement that will reward, provoke,
challenge, mid encheant its readers. Fiat
willets and beach fleas. fiat the many
forms Of fiction: fiar Horwood’s art. OO
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Brother Sebastian’s
Little Holiday
orHowaPiousMonk *
Becomes a Not-So-Pious
Civil Servant

by G. W. Bartram

%argther Seba:{ian of

couver's Northanger
Abbey trades places with
Deputy Minister Ted Last and
takes on Ottawa buregucracy
in this comic novel of mistaken
identity written in the
picaresque tradition.
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_ SILVER THREADS
i Critical Reflections on
Growing Old

by Doris Marshall

An incisive, autobiographical

i % i look at society’s treatment oOf old

, g : people. Marshall, agrandmother
i and activist, challenges us all 0
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PR _.: i nition of “‘getting old.”
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THE STORY BEHIND THE HEADLINES

The Iran-Contra scan-
dal is not merely a plan

THE
MRAN gone awry. This explo-

CONTRA sive book goes behind
CONNECTION the headlines and
beyond recent events

and Covest Gptrations to discern the roots of
Tn 073 Boogin By
contemporary U.S.
Jonathan Marshall covert activity within
Peter Dale Scott the past two decades.
June Hunter
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AHISTORY OF -
ENGLISH LITERATURE

Alastair Fowler

Thisdelightful introduction to English lit-
erature from the Middle Ages to rhe present
approaches the writings of each period via
the principal genres rather than using the
standard author-by-author treatment.
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Gail Bowen and

Ron Marken

This wonderful novel, told
in a series of lewers, takes
readers back to 1919, a
time of dramatic change
and discovery in postwar
Canada. Against the back-
drop of upheaval following
the war w0 end all wars is
a love story blossoming
through letters.
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Ralcolm Lowry: Vanconver Days, by
Sheryl Salloum, Harbour Publishing, 179
pages, $9.95 paper (ISBN 0 92008042 1).

THROuUGH THE recollections of his
neighbours, friends, and literary asso-
ciates, Malcolm Lo wry: Vancouver Days
examines what was perhaps Lowry’s most
productive perlod, 1939-1954, when he
was living in the Vancouver area, Sheryl
Salloum’s introductory account of the
creative and domestic aspects of his life
at this time is flat and oddly naive, Con-
fronted with- excerEts fmm Lowry’s
letters. oneis struck by the extent to
which this subtle and ironie mind has
eluded ha portrait.

Salloum is reluctant to draw much in
the way of conclusions fmm her material.
At moments, it seems as if sheis afraid
to say anything that could be construed
as a judgement. Thus, she informs us that
during the revisions of Under #he Voicano
Lowry used a new interest in the Cabbals,

ey i

to” acquaintance, “to deepen the spiritual
depths of the novel.” Salloum Notes in-
stancas where local landmarks or in-
dividuals appear in Lowry’s werk and
remarks that the Dollarton beach came
to represent, both fn hislife and writing,
an Edenie retreat from the modem world;
the hellishness of which was embodied in
the Shellburn, refinery visible across the
bay from his shack. However, she does
not elaborate these insights into any sus-
tained consideration of&e impact of this
region upon his art.

Similarly, therecollections of Lowry’s
contemporaries are presented without
critical commentary, No attempt is made
to assess the relative merits of these narra-
tives, which necessarily involve a great
deal of repetition, notably on the subject
of Lowry's drinking. There is some im-
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portant information here, but there is
much that is not.

For those whose fascjnation with'
Lowry is consuming, for whom every
scrap of gossip, N0 matter how slight,
every photograph, No matter how blurred
and distant, is of absorbing interest, this
book will prove a real bean-feast. But
eve’ enthusiasts may find the picture of
a bus “similar” to one Lowry took in
1939 of somewhat limited appeal.

— SHELAGH GARLAND
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A Friend from England, by Anita
Brookner, Jonathan Cape (Harcourt
Brace Jovanovich), 205 pages, $23.95
cloth (ISBN 0 224 02443 4).

ASKED WHAT SHE considers most valuable
in a work: of art, Anita Brockner
responded “‘radiance,” “‘vision.” |~
describing a work that reflects these
qudities. she explained “‘it is so articulate
and has such integrity.” These terms
apply equally well to Brookner’s fiction
and, happily, her new novel is no
exception.

A Frierd from England could be
construed as a response to erities Who
have expressed dissatisfaction with
Brookner’s heroines, finding women like
Blanche in'A Misalfiance too passive end
defeated, their lives dominated by the
dream of love and shattered by love's
eventua betrayal. Here, however, we
havea narrator who has abandoned the
ideal of romance in favour Of thelight of
reason. With her work and her discreetly
conducted affairs, Rachel’s restrained
and solitary existence represents a suc-
cessful adaptation to **the real world. the
world of deceptions.” She eschews the
depths, shuns introspection and emo-
tiond entanglements. Still, there are signs
of an underlying maaise. her fear of
water and her fascination with the
Livingstones.

Oscar and Dorrie Livingstone, a
wedlthy, tenderly devoted couple in late
middle age welcome Rachel as a friend for
their enigmatic daughter. Heather.
Although she dismisses the possibility of
true friendship between such @ inex-
perienced young woman and herself,
Rachel is drawn to thls decent, unworldly
family. She succumbs to a nostalgia for
their cosy, richly appointed surburban
world and is intrigued by the wistfulness
of Oscar_and Derrie, who seem to livein
the shadow of the inevitable loss of love.

Hesather's engagement to the ghastly
Michael seems a travesty of the romantic

notion that passion culminates in
domesticity, which iS central to the
Livingstone brand of bourgeois sentimen-
tality. During the elaborate wedding
preparations, Rachel Wr%ly notes the
emptiness at the heart of the affair, and
is not surprised when the marriage iS
quickly reveded as disastrous. Unlike
Rachel, however, Heather does not learn
caution from her mistakes. Her decision
to leave husband, parenats, and career to
join her lover in Venice congtitutes a
serious challenge to Rachel’s sensible
arrangements. At the final meeting of the
two women, Heather's opacity has given
way to her parents’ melancholy. She has

bee” transformed by a specia knowledge,
in the light of which sne regards Rachel
with pity.

Brookner described &’ earlier work.

.Hote! Du Lae, as a love story, not because

it concerned a particular relatiohship, but
because it presented the triumph of the
ideal of love. In thiswonderfully subtle
and beautifully written new novel. she
gives us another. — SHELAGH carLAND

\Wide Load, by Fred Bonnie, Oberon
Press, 111 pages, $25.95 cloth ISBN O
88750 666 6) and $12.95 paper (ISBN 0
88750 667 4).

FRED BONNIE iS a New England short-
story writer whose two previous collec-
tions, Squatter’s Rights (1979) and
Displaced Persons (1982), established him
as afine portrayer of the rural poor and
working classes. The protagonists of the
stories in Wide Load, like those in the
other collections, are undistinguished
figures who are suddenly faced with erises
that both test and disorient than.

The narrator of “Name the General,”
for example. is a young soldier whose
only ambition isto keep bis stint in the
army as ““eventful as possible. But he
finds himself favoured by a megalo-
maniagal officer, and must find SOme way
to avoid joining General Sable on an
inevitably disastrous assignment in Viet-
nam. In “Wide Load, Where Are You?'
a _trucker who enjoys the freedom his
work brings him faces a potentially reel
end to his marriage. “In Another
Language” — a variation on the dop-
pelgdnger motif — concerns two me”
named Stanislaw Pittstalk who are ir-
rei:t;’bly drawn to (end repulsed by) each
other.

Bonnie emphasizes the ordinariness of
his charactersin order to highlight the
extraordinariness of their crises. 0" the
other hand, some characters have specia
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sliills that Jeep them from being defeated:
both Private Jacobs (of “Mame the
Generd”) and Howard Metts (of “Take
a Seat, Not a Solo”), for instance, are
musically ?ifted. But they waste their
talents, asif afraid to make the sacrifices
necessary to transcend their banal, but
predictable, lives.

Bonnie's prose is direct and clear, if at
times staccato in rhythm. His plots
meander at times, but his control of
voices is aways secure, and his stories
never bore. And it is refreshing to find
awriter Who considers characters Who are
not wealthy, articulate, well-educated, or
literate worthy of fictional treatment.

— ALLAN WEISS

FOOD & DRINK

Collins, illustrated, 224 pages, $19.95

InrgntAtwood’s CanlLit Foodbook,
paper (ISBN 000 217908 3).

IN THE wroNG hands this could be a
dangerous book. Imagine the following
scene: Christmas, 1987, and Aunt Martha
from Moose Jaw has spied your new copy
of Margaret Atwood’s CanLit Foodbook
ensconced upon the coffee table. She
eagerly thumbs through it, and later asks
if she might expand the guest list for the
traditional Y uletide repast. *“Fine,” you
answer, but you wonder why your genial
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aunt refers to the potential guests as
“extra ingredients.” A new form of
prairie jargon, perhaps? Unfortunately
not. To your utter horror, Aunt
Martha' s bookmark gives her away —
she's been reading Chapter Nine: “Eating
People |s Wrong — Cannibalism Cana-
dian Style.”

Yet in the right hands the CanLit Food-
book could s&e as a form of pest con-
trol. On the night before Christmas, no
sensible rodent will stir unless it wishes
to become the next evening's appetizer,
thanks to recipes from Farley Mowat

ECreamed Mice) and Michael Ondaatje_

Rat Jelly).

Like a Gestalt goulash, the personalities
of the contributing writers are revealed in
their recipes. What does one make of
Graeme Gibson's *‘Potroast Wwith
Chocolate.” a true marriage of utilitarian
and exotic tastes? As for Paulette Jiles’s
“Scrambled Pi’s Brains with Fried
Green Tomatoes’ — well, some things
are better |eft alone.

It is unfortunate that this book (the
proceeds fmm which are being donated
to Pen International and the Writers
Development Trust) did not come out
earlier this century. Had J. Alfred
Prufrock owned the CanlLit Foodbook,
he would have dispatched the trouble-
some peach to the table with Ti mothy
Findley’s recipe for “‘Summer Peaches.
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Now if we could only find a new hobby
for Aunt Martha. ...
— TIMOTHY CHAMBERLAIN
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Ritter |a ;ﬁdmce, by Brika Ritter,
McCldland & Stewart, 198 pages, 819.95

cloth (ISBN 0 7710 7530 8).

READING THIS BOOK iS akin to watching
aniceberg: you know that most of the ice
lurks beneath the surface, yet your atten-
tion remains riveted on the portion that
rises above the water. In thii collection
of 36 pieces, roughly athird succeed in
rising from the briny depths to the realm
of comedy; unfortunately. two-thirds Sink
due to excess baggage.

Above the main portal in Brika Sitter's
residence, the following motto must be
chiselled: “Brevity |sthe Soul of Wit.”
Too many of these pieces suffer from the
comedy-destroying virus of verbiage. The
concept of Stephen Leacock’s works
being written by his sister is a one-line gag
extended for 15 pages in " Stephanie
Leacock: Unmasked, Considered, and
Appreciated.” Similarly. “A Canadian
Dramatic Classc” (subtitled “Lang Days
Awake with My Sister Irene”) is more a
cure for insomniathan a satiric barb
aimed at Canadian theatre.

“Hulking ideological icebergs’ (to

OVERLEA HOUSE

ANNUAL

children nine to thirteen.

pictures throughout.

DISTRIBUTED BY FRANKLIN WATTS, 20 TORBAY ROAD, MARKHAM. ONTARIO L3R 1G4

CANADIAN CHILDREN’S

A landmark in. Canadian children’s literature, with a
new look, a new publisher, and a new creative team of
artists, writers, and photographer s from across Canada.

Canadian Children’s Annual is a literary feast for all

128 pages 7-112 x10-1/2 Full-colour & black & white

ISBN: O-71722274-8 516.95 hardcover
ISBN: 0-7172-2278-O $ 9.95 paperback
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borrow a phrase from Ritter) can also
sink the fragile vessal of comedy. In
L orelei, LucCy, Lassie, and Lulu,” Ritter
bemoans the fact that the succession of
dogs that played Lassie were actually male
because “only boy dogs, it was under-
stood, had the intellectual capacit%/ to
master all those stunts.” Well, perhaps
male dogs are easier to train; it seems
pointless to quibble about the respective
intellectud capacities of mae and femae
dogs. Furthermore, such a discussion
does not produce comedy.

In this same piece Ritter states that the
comic-bock character Little Lulu has
“helped awhole generation of girlsto
begin to learn that the world that really
counts iS the one outside tbe clubhouse.”
Give me a break, Erike — feminist
consciousness-raising from a 1951 comie-
book character?

Yet when Ritter’s work is trimmed of
verba flab and ideological cant, the
resulting wit is marvellous to behold.
“Pet Teachers’ is a poignant and honest
account of the author's early education
on the prairies, and also very funny. ““The
Stream of Consciousness-Raising” and
“The Realest Woman of Them All” deal
with the dynamics of feminism in a truly
humorous manner without becoming
polemic. And anyone who sees a *‘prune
inading” when Ritter meets a Pekinese
wearing a kerchief, must surely have a
comic soul. Despite the flaws, Ritter in
Residence is worth reading for the por-
tion that floats on the sea of comedy.

— TIMOTHY CHAMBERLAIN

broadcast to book shows up some of the
differences between radio and print (in-
cluding the obvious: one is free, one costs
$20). Black’s talent, as we know it,
belongs on the air; in written form, his
sketches are just so much stenography.
His halting style of speech might be
hilarious to some ears, but it's torture to
the reading eyes: *“Angus isn’'t spesking
to me agan. It's an annua trauma. Hap-
pens every Spring. Angus is a sheep dog.
Usually.”

Small wit can become large in the
mouth of a talented performer, but here
it's served as is: “Ever gone for a swim
in a quarry? To me, it's one of the most
delightful treats you can give your body.
With water. anyway.” These [ast are the
book’s opening “sentences.” If you went
to read on. you' re welcome to Back lo
Black. — MARTIN TOWNSEND

Llentenant-General Howard Graham,
McCldland& Stewart, 304 pages, 824.95
cloth (ISBN 0 7710 3390 7).

Back to Black, by Arthur Black,
Methuen, 229 pages, 919.95 cloth {ISBN
0 458 81210 2§).

IF YOU'RE THE Lind of person to rise early
on Saturday and bus&/ %/ou_rself doing
chores or even — God forbid-head for
the gym, then you probably wouldn't
know who Arthur Black is, andchances
are he wouldn’t want to know yon. Those
who get up & anorma how aad tunein
to CBC Radio while the toast is burning
will recognize Black as the host of Basie
Black, a comedy-interview show that
takes the groggy listener fmm 10:05 to
11:35am. _

Back #o Black brines together a hun-
dred or so of Black’s brief monologues
fmm the show and elsewhere. Favourite
targets of Black’s wit areirritating trends
in sports, unpleasant weather and, in the
familiar *“stand-up" comic tradition,
himself. Muzak, joggers, the move to
metric, Daylight ing Time, snud
(that's when snow meets mud) — these
are some of the ostensible topics through
which Black is redly building his
character,

Unfortunately. the adaptation of
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HOWARD GRAHAM had a high ambition
for a poor farm boy from Trenton: he
wanted to become a county eoust judge.
As a good-looking war veteran, lawyer.
prominent Tory, and mayor of his native
town, he might well have fulfilled his
ambition.

Instead, war in 1939 reminded hhn
that, as achronic joiner, he had become
a major in the militia and his King and
country needed him. Integrity, common
sense, and courage made Graham com-
manding officer of his “Plough jockeys,”
the Hastings and Prince Edward Regi-
ment made famous by Farley Mowat: In
due course the same quaities made him
an infantry brigadier in Sicily and Italy,
apost-war head of Canada’ sarmy, and
president of the Toronte Stock Exchange.

George Renison, in his epilogue, wants
us to belleve that his old friend was *“truly
a great Canadian.” In fact Graham was
a pleasant men with enough stubbornness
to defend himself. Victimized by his
arrogant divisional commander, Guy
Simon&, Graham had actually quit in the
field when Montgomery himself inter-
vened to save him. Eleven years later, the
same qualities helped aLiberal defence
minister choose Graham as Simonds’s
successor as Chief of the General Staff.
Graham's useful virtues also won him a
post-retirement job when the Toronto
Stock Bxchange needed atitular head
during one of its less glorious interludes.

Graham’'s memoirs add a lot to our
knowledge of life on a pre-1914 Ontario
farm, rather |ass to the history of soldier-
ing in Canada and overseas, and perhaps
alittle more than any but stout monar-

chists would like to know about en-
counters with the Roya Family. The
memoirs of a thoroughly nice man are
Perhaps more comfortable than stimu-
ating. The general and his editor. we are
told, waged battle roya over the
manuscript. The scars of battle include a
large number of errors only a veteran
might notice, from “warranty offieer" to
the ““Straits of Massena.*

— DESMOND MORTON

The First Albertans: An Archaeological
Search, by Gail Helgason. Lone Pi
Publishing (10357 109th Street, Edmon-
ton T5J 1IN3), illustrated, 222 pages.
$12.95 paper (ISBN 0 919433 19 1.

ONE BYPROBUCT Of the oil-fired Alberta
nationalism of the 1970s was a boom in
the Erovi nce's cultura bureaucracy.
Unlike the regional banks and trust com-
panies a0 born when Alberta thought it
was rich, the cultural agencies have sur-
vived. They are even beginning to pay
dividends. AU of Canada can be grateful
for two magnificent new Alberta
museums, the Tyrrell Museum of
Palaeontology in Drumheller and Head-
Smashed-In Buffalo Jump near Fort
MacLeod.

One of the new agencies, the Archaeo-
logical Survey of Alberta, now has
decided to commemorate itself with a
book about its work. Since neither
archaeologists nor bureaucrats are
renowned for their prose, the ASA com-
missioned a local publisher and an
Edmonton journalist, Gall Helgason, to
tumn its data into something readable. The
result, The First Albertars, provides
lively, attractive evidence that Canadian
history is 10,000. not 500, years old.

Helgason enjoys explaining archaeo-
logical terms and techniques, bat she can
also write imaginative scenes of pre-
historic life, and she even conveys the
fascination of classifying “projectile
points’ (or, as you and | would say,
“arrowheads’). With the help of maps,
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diagrams, eolour art. and colour photo-
graphs supplied by the ASA, Helgason
explores the sophistication of the bin
hunters, the mysteries of medicine wheels,
the skills of the stone-tool maker. and
how to stalk a moose in the bored forest.

Given its origins, it may be inevitable
that The First Albertans promotes the
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idea that early ma’ moved into the
Americas via Alberta and derides the
plausible alternate theory of aseaberne
migration along the West Coast. The
neglect of native viewpoints in native
studies is disappointingly familiar. And
it is unfortunate (if easlly explicable) that
the book celebrates ASA™ taff work more
vigoroudy than academic, museum-
based, and independent contributions to
Alberta archaeology. But, tinges of
regional and institutional chauvinism
aside, The First Albertans isa book that
could please anyone interested in Cana-
dian prehistory or archaeology.

— CHRISTOPHER MOORE

Winning the Second Battle: Canadiom
Veterans and the Return to Civilian Life
1015-1930, by Desmond Morton and
Glenn Wright, University of Toronto
Press, 328 pages, $40.00 cloth (ISBN 0
£020 5705 5) and $17.95 paper (ISBN 0

oUZU 6ba4 9).

AS THE smst World War ended, Cana-
dians found themsel ves facing apuzzle.
Should they be generous to the returned
soldiers in proportion to the superheated
rhetoric of the war years? Or was it best
to fall back on the well-ingrained Cana-
dian custom of governmental thrift, and
ease the soldiers with small sums of
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money and plenty of well-thought-out
advice into self-supporting jobs while en-
suring that the pensions to be paid, then
and later, to the veterans would be kept
to the bare minimum7 Those who
favoured the less generous approach
pointed to the menacing ‘ pension evil”
of the United States, where the veterans
of the Civil War had allegedly proved as
successful in raids on the treasury as they

had bee” in pursuit of the *“Rebs.”
Canadian veterans fought the battle for
increased benefits referred to in the title,
but the victors, though just barely, seem
to have bee” a codlition of icy civil ser-
vants, dick, frightened politicians, and
disenchanted taxpayers. Sick veterans
were hospitalized, amputees were sup-
plied with artificia limbs and job
training, pensions were paid where in-
disputably needed and, asa single foray
into romanticism. the back-to-the-h"d
sentiments powerful at the time saw an
ambitious but unsuccessful project of
placing returned soldiers on farms in the
Westand in Northern Ontario. But
beyond this, the forces of prudence held
the Line, and this massively researched.
absolutely first-rate contribution to Cana-
dian socia and military history only
cantiouslv presses the exuberant claim of
the blurb that in this struggle **were the

roots of the modern welfare state:
— ROYCE MacGILLIVRAY

Selected Poems. by Patrick Lane,
Oxford, 186 pages, 314.95 paper (ISBN
019540599 4). -

THE COVER PHoTO Of this collection
features the author, blue-jeaned, deeves
rolled up, as he stands, cue in hand, in-
tently sizing up a shot on a pool table.
Whatever Lane wants this image to con-
vey (maybe them e that he hasre-
mained true to his working-class roots,
despite his stints at universities as a poet
of considerable stature), it suggests a
regul ar-type guy, sightly macho, tough.
Selected Poems presents work that spans
three decades and also inchudes a score of

. new poems; and it Is tough and gruffly

masculinein part. But eve” poems that
confront the cruelty and harshness of
existence — whether in a logging camp
in British Columbia or in a Peruvian
village — aren’t rough-hew”. The raw
material of Lane’s work may truly be
raw, but its sensibility is not.

Thefirst section, “The Sixties,” cen-
tres 0" Lane's experiences growing up in
the West. The poems -are uncluttered.
unsentimental, direct as the stroke of a
hammer: “Because | “ever learned how/
to be gentle and the country/I lived in was
hard with dead/animals and men."
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ATAIL SKY BEN'S SNOW SONG MOIRA’S BIRTHDAY
BETWEEN TWO CITIES FULL OF BABIES A Winter Picnic W”ﬂﬂ:ﬁ
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und imagination, as well as aride In ber spaceship, they the youngest, two year old Ben. parents. They might get
their playground. It becomes encounter the bdy with A soothing, rhythmic bedtime upset. Disaster almost strikes.
their summer project, a flowers in her hair, and moms talz, this is eally suited for As in all Munsch stories, the
magnificent fantasy. and dads cuddling babies. the lap audfsnce. kids win. Canada's bestselling
ISBN 0-020303-84-3(pp) $4.95  TSBIN0-920303-92-7$4.95 TSBN 0-920303-90-0 $4.95 Robert Munsch currently has
ISBN 0-920803-95-1 (bd) $12.95  ISBN0-320303-93-5512.95 TSBN 0-920303-91-9§12.95 ouer 5 lllou books in peiat
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Poemsin ““The Seventies’ are more
complex and possess a growing formal
elegance. But they still spring from the
Prltty soil of ordinary working people's

Ives. In “Sleep is the silence darkness
takes,” for example, Lane writes of
brealsing forty acres to the plow

pouring my blood into the sur

pulling sfore knuckles fmm the earth

and walking bowed behind a spavined

home

Lane goes further afield in this Section
physically as well as thematically. His
travels in South America are the focus of
a series of poems. his deep respect for the
values and cultures of indigenous peoples
emerge Strongg {

The ethic of Lane' swork asawholeis
concern with theerushing of the human
spirit and redemption from that fate.
Underlying much of his earlier work
(bearing Witness to that crushing) is a
barely suppressed anger; in “The
Eighties’ and particularly in the con-
cluding section of new poems, Lane com-
bines that flesh-and-blood immediacy
with a reflective quality that deepens the
work.

Call it maturity, mellowing, the per-
spective of age, whatever-it makes for
wonderful poems. The poet emerges from
a detour into more abstract, philosophical
work to deliver such remarkable poems

as “*Brothers," which unfortunately | can
quote only in part:

We were brothers long before we were

men,

small, tough because the days kept

hurling us,

days when a word like beauty had to

be learned,

our mother making us spell it over

and over

until it seemed the word lost meaning

and was only punishment,

We can look forward to more from
Patrick Lane. His new poems offer a
sense Of looking back, of taking stock
(perhaps in thesame manner as sizing up
a pool shot) — and then moving on.

— BARBARA CAREY

Poems Released on a Nuclear Wind, by
Allan Cooper, Pottersfield Press, 79
pages, $7.95 paper (ISBN 0 91900141~

soMeHow THIS collection of postry from
Maritimer Allan Cooper took me off
guard. perhaps because its title seems to
suggest activism and steong social aware-
ness. Cooper doss express concern about
the human race’ s capacity for violence
and destruction, but Poems Released on
@ Nuclear Wind is iinbued with ““back-

to-the-land” values and spirituality rather *

than political zeal. In **The Souad of Fall-
ing Snow” (just one of many thematically
similar poems), Cooper sets out the cen-
tral tenet of his beliefs. Comparing snow
with the human body, he writes:

Thw I

light inside

each molecule

and flake, calling
to us, asking to be
acknowledged,
nothing more.

This bookis a catalogue of where, with
hushed footsteps, Caoper has sought that
illumination, mostly in fields and forests,
flora and fauna: the voice of a crow in

" winter, the glint of orange mushrooms ,

among damp fallen |leaves, the stillness of
ahidden pool. Cooper shows the same
gentle wonderment in several poems
about his daughter, but mostly this col-
lection is inspired by a reverence for Crea-
tion itself. By contrast, human society
seemsto give rise only to sorrow and a
sense of apartness (‘I stop/isten/to the
advance/of civilization'*),

There is little variation in how that
“inner light”” in all things iS presented.
But read sparingly, the hook do& offer
many poems that, haiku-like in their
delicacy, are truly moving. overall, there
is nothing earth-shattering about Poems
Released on @ Nuclear Wind but, to be
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Americae Nova Tabula Auct.
Guiljelmo Blaeu

High quality reproduction of an o map done in 1635
by Willem Janszoon Blaeu is le from the Glenbow
Shop. This map is typical of the ornate design of the period.
Most of North America was still unexplored, Blaeu filled in
the empty spaces of “‘terrz incognita” with notes and an
inset map. Border side panels depictcities of South Amerlca
and native peoples.
$25.00 plus $2 handling, prepaid.
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1937 CHIRISTMAS CATALOGUR

[ease sendrae the Glenbow Shop 1987 Christmas Caalogue filled with
colanrfl and distinctive gli ideas: dolls, colendars, Native cralts, videoand
o casseites, novelty lems, books for adaltsand children plusmuch
more. [have enclosed $1.00 for mailing.

NAME

ADDRESR

FOSTAL CODE e PHORE NO.

THE GLENDOW SHOP
L |  130-9thAvenuesS.E., Galgary, Alberta T2G0P3 (403)264-8300
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edifon of a popular 1979
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[Mustrators, wiliers and translators active from the 19th

century to 1986. With an index.

Price: $4.95 in Canada, $5.95 elsewhere.
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fair, I don’ 1 think that Cooper intends to
dazzle. His unpretenti ous conception of
the post’s roleis set out in “Light Shining
on River Iee™:

the person who fakes the

time to listen, who walks and walks

walching for the light thar

shines from the centre of all thines.

Like the fieldmouse whose slight exist-
ence is [he focus of several of these
poems, this collection moves unassum-
ingly; like the mouse, it has a placein this
loud, busy, dangerous world, even if it
will be easily overlooked.

-BARBARA caRsY

Becoming L ight, by Robyn Sarah, Cor-
morant Books, 40 pages, 37.95 paper
(ISBN 0 920953 22 @),

READ THE POETRY Of Robyn Sarah and
marvel at the wonder in life; the incidental
moments of which she makes poetry are
invested with an uncommon and, yes.
beautiful density.

I” “ToFill aLife’ Sarah writes, I
Jmow a man who photographs the bumps
on faces, the tiny lines, who celebrates
them with his sharpest focus.” Thisis
Sarah’s sensibility. too; in Becoming
Light her poems are rendered withpreci-
sio” and accuracy.

The material Sarah’s poetry expands on
consists of everyday experience, from her
own backyard. Reminiscent of william
Carlos Williams is her observation of the
fly in the poem *The Thread,” described
with the same detailed rhythm as
Williams's cat stepping over the jam-
closet. Although Sarah also shares with
Williams acareful economy of language
— the words are measured out as if on
a budget — she has developed her own
voice, disciplined and distinct from any
other:

« o T Kick

through leaves my stride

cliurns info @ sound

{ile surf.

Perception and perspective are impor-
tant in Becoming Light. Seasons change,
davs become shorter then longer. a child
pi& es his mother inside thecircle of hi
thumb and forefinger, 2 hand obliterates
a building, “I* and “you” hold up and
down positions on a scaffold.

. . . while higher still.

on the hillside at the city’s

heart, visible In the clefis

benween buildings, show those first
hints

of the colours we are supposed 1o find

50 baautiful.

All these moments, these glimpses, are
rich and beautiful.

The poetry is not overtly end distract-
ingly experimental. It is, however, strong
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in energy. the sentences set out musically

' tO inspire the reader on. The cadences

strike a chord: a sense of richness is
always achieved.

Beauty is in many ways what this book
is about: how to find the beautiful, the
transcendent, in natural things. There are
no Bii Ideas or issues in Becoming Light;
these are unnecessary fillers, “bones,” for
a poet of Sarah’s ability. The poetry itself
isan Oﬁenl_ ng to light, both physical and
metaphoric. In *“For Light” Sarah
explains that she has tome to realize that
lifeis . . . astruggle against the impulse
lo shut doors” and a struggle *...to
find New openings, new windows.”

Although Sarah’s imagination iS caught
by the cam”*“, her use of language is
anything bnt that; together, they are suc-
cessful in producing poems that . ..
become light themselves™ and remain .
with the reader gently, persistently.

-~ MARC corE

Islands, by Ken Norris, Quarry Press,
123 pages, $10.95 paper (ISBN 0 919527

05 6).

— - —

NO BOOK DESERVES to be dismissed out Of
hand as the worst Of its kind. If the. work
between the covers doesn’t please the
reader, there must be a reason, Such a dif-
ficult book is Ken Norris's Ilands, the
most recent effort in his Report en the
Second Helf of the Twentieth Century —
an ambitious title for a work (even if
ironic) and hard.to live up to.

Half the poems in the book are Nor-
ris s stendard fare; lyrics about the ghosts
of love, about a sense of longing and a
sense of loss. The other half IS made up
of prese poems documenting U.S. im-
perialism and exploitation of the archi-
pelagos of the South Pacific. Both
sectionsare similar in tone, [0o sSimilar
as the border between poetry and prose
blurs. The Iangua?e is not tight and
energetic — it's loose and a little
pedestrian. But that is part of Norris's
point: a democratic view of all things,
which makes a coherent whole out of the
observed world.

All thetools of the exotic are al hand,
though. The book is full of tropical
images, references to Melville and
Gauguin, and documented local
phenomena: the uses for coconuts, fafines
(boys raised as girls Dy their parents), and
the results of nuclear testing on
Micronesia.

Norris aternates between the lyric
mode and the documentary, At his best,
asin “Last Night” and “Islands,” he
manages|o strikea perfect chord. At his
worst, he takes on an unnecessary
editorial voice that drones flatly. The
problem for Norrisis staled in “The
Touch of the Lover”:
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It isn't o great age jfor art.

... them's no

heroic veice, we kave fatten

into the pit gf the low mimetic
it I belches and farts, so it is
the touch of e lover we rise up
to record.

None Of this makes for particularly
exciting reading.

Norris has been called “a 20th-century
romantic.”” R'Sa great epitaph, but what
exactly does it mean? Judging by Isfands,

he' snot quite Wordsworth in the tropics,

but is more a stunned Shelley at Sea in the

mildly turbulent 1980s. Norris seeks the
permanently ephemeral: the fleeting ideal

that becomes memory and thus art. He
is dissatisfied with his place in the world.

When heisin the South Pcific he longs

for Montreal, when in the cities of North

America he longs far the innocent and
cdm life in the idands. He identifies with

Melville and Gauguin, and settles on
neither.

Perhaps that's the problem: the book
is about dissatisfaction, and so it seems
lo be dissatisfying. Thii isdisconcerting
and awkward but, finally, it might be
what he fedls suits Ihe second half of this
century best. — MARC COTE "

Faddie 1o the Amazon: 'he Ultimate
12,000-Mile Canoe Adventure, by Don
Starkell, edited by Charles Wilkins,
es, $24.95

McCldland & Stewart, 316

wHEN DON STARKELL'S marriage broke
up he decided he needed a project, an ob-
jective |0 help stabilize his own life and
lo give direction to the lives of his two
sons. Starkell spent 10 years planning for
and dreaming about a marathon canoe
trip from Winnipeg to the mouth of the
Amazon. Then, in 1980, he had the
temerity lo put his 21-foot boat into the
Red River and start paddling.

Starkell and his sons set out to cover
12,000 miles, strietly by muscle power,
down the Mississippi River, around the
edge of the Gulf of Mexico and the Carib-
bean Sea, up the Orinoco River and;
finally, down the Rio Negro and the
Amazon. There was no particular logic
lo |Ibis route except that it was long and
it covered some terrain visited by early
explorers who interested him.

Starkell’s car efully edited journal
recor ds a daunting litany of hardships and
setbacks. One son decides the route casi
not be completed in an open canoe with
a makeshift spray cover, and heads home
from Mexico. The remaining father and
son face 25-foot waves, relentless tropical
sun, hiting insects. coastal pirates, and
gun-wielding soldiers. After two years on
Ihe water, thanks largely to the many
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People who helped them aong the way,
rom peor |ndians to wealthy yachtsmen.
they reach Belém, Brazil.

The motivation for the armchair
adventurer 10 join in this expedition is
hard to muster for the first two or three
chapters, but by the time Starkell heads
his fibreplass craft past the U.S. border
and into theopen sea there's no turning
back for the reader or the .47-year-old
paddler.

REVIEW

Just one
of the girls

By Liyraa l{ostash

Never Let Go: The Tragedy of Kristy
LicFarlane, by Tom MacDonnell, Mac-
millan, 288 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN O
7715 9508 5).

AT THE HEART Of Never Let Go isa
mystery: why did 14-year-oid Kristy
McFarlane become a prostitute? The
question resonates through the book as
Tom RMacDonnell and his readers con-
front the apparent enigma of a nice qirl
who, although NO trouble {0 anyone,
growing up a typical teenager in Toronto
in the doting care of a mother, her self
something Of a snccess Story, suddenty,
with no warning atall, takes off for “The
Strip” end becomes & hooker, literally
overnisht. How could this have
happened?

The distraught mother, Sheila, runs the
same anguished questions around and
around her brain: “Was it something |
did? Was it something | didn't do? Was
it something | said7 Wasit something |

-SR.GAGE

didn't say?’ Whether SheilaMcFarlane *

ever finds answers that satisfy her we are
not told. MacDonnell gamely proposes a
fen, citing from the sociological and
psychological data that link teenage
prostitution to experiences of gross
childhood abuse, physical and sexual
(most of it within middle-class homes),
and the resultant profile of a typical
teenage runavay: a girl witha high in-
cidence of anxiety, suicidal feefings,
physical ailments, delinquent behaviour,
violence, faflure in school, bad friend-
ships, end heavy alcohol and drug abuse.

(The catalogue is SO woeful, so desperate,

that we might well ask how such a child
does nor become a prostitute.) He cites
the camaraderie of the street. the “‘easy”
money.

Yet, because he also tells us, rgpeated]y,
that Iristy was a loved and fiercely
defended daughter, a girl not wanting for
materiel possessions, a gitl who had

-
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exhibited no signs of “aberrant”
behaviour, his explanations bring us no
closer t0 the resolution of the mystery.

As for Kristy herself, whom MacDon-
nell interviewed in 1986 when she was 16
and temporarily off the street, we learn
that “it wasn't reaJIK excitement when |
was doing it. But, when it's not them, yoo
think it is," Whether she would have uld-
mately understood hersdlf better we shall
never know for. ayear later, she was
found dead in a hotel stairwell, (MiacDon-
nell does not say s, but it is possible she
was murdered for having testified asa
crown witness iN her pimp’s trial.)

So, Kristy’s tragedy is sensgless,
inexplicable. She is drawn into prostitu-
tion in ‘an unbelievably casual way —
simply |€ft on a street corner by a young
man who, only afew hours earlier, had
seemed SO suave, so sympathetic, so
attentive in the malt bar, and who was
now telling her it was SO bucks a blow
job, 80 alay. and to buy haown con-
doms. A" hour and a half later she had
earned $200, and a few hours after that
she was smoking cocaine cighrettes. In
spite of all the best efforts of her mother
and Metropolitan Toronto’s Juvenile
Task Force officers and even a rehabi-
litated hooker friend, Kristy never really
left the street again in her short life.

She couldn’t say why she did it. only
that she **had" to, that she wanted to be
on her ewn, that the street was “now,*
was “real,” that she wanted ha piece of
the action and that she would be “safe.”
Y et within athree-month period she had
become deeply imvolved with drugs, had
become nresnant and miscarried, had
contracted gonorrhea, end had escaped
from hospital, leaving behind a little. pool
of blood when she tore the intravenous
tube from her arm. She had handed over
thousands of dollars to her pimp,
boasting that she had paid for his sports
car, and had been rewarded with hisicy
contempt and unpredictable violence. In
the book’s most astonishing, even grotes-
que sequence, Kristy wams ha mother
not to make jokes about becoming a pros-
titate herself. “Don't you ever get
involved in this” she admonishes.
“You're my mother.”

MacDonnell does not judge Kristy or
her mother, mor the police, nor &the
other hookers. He does not seem to pry.
He writes a flat, pedestrian prose that
refuses toiift off the page in indignation
except when he writes about pimps —
those parasites of young women whose
masculinity is defined as a paradigm of
the pornographic. the humiliation of
women. Yet these are the men the prosti-
tutes ““love.” Or at least cannot leave.

And here, guite nnwittingly, we may
have come closer to the heart of the
mystery. The relationship of the hooker
to ha pimp is very similar to that of the

oo

battered wife/girlfriend to her tormentor.
The same isolation, the same cycle of
abuse-and reconciliation, the same repeti-
tions of obscene insult apd assault until
the woman no longer believes she has the
right to kindness, \\/ith more imagination,
with more anger, MacDonnell might have
been able to tell us why Kristy McFarlane,
at 14, felt that blow jobs between soiled
sheets on Jarvis Street was about alt she
was worth. O

A wonderful
way 10 go

By Cary Fagan

Memoirs of a Baok-Molesting Child-
hood, by Adele Wiseman, Oxford, 202
pages, $13.95 paper (ISBN 0 19 540637 0).

-,

UNLIKE ADELE WISEMAN (because of good*
fortune and a generation’s difference in
age) | have never watched someone dear
to me die. Sometimes | wonder how,
when the inevitable does happen, | will .
cope with such a Joss. Wiseman, the
Winnipeg-born author of The Sacrifice
and Crackpot, has witnessed not only the
deaths of both her parents but virtually
the whole generation before her end, as
she writes, the **thinning* of her own.
“Lucky Mom: On Suffering,” the finest
essay by a long way in this collection,
about watching people die.

Mostly it is about Wiseman’s mother,
about whom she has already written in
Old Woman et Play. And it’s not really
about dying but. es Wiseman says, about
living, for her mother’s lest p&t-riddled
months brimmed with experience and the
sharing of affection. It is a useful ‘coin-
cidence that Wiseman’s essay should
appear at a time when society s growing
concerned with the quality of life of old
people and the act of dying itself.

The efforts that Wiseman and her a-
tended family go to bringing pl- to
the end of her mother’s life must make
many of us hope that we would do es
much. On one occasion she satisfles her
mother’s belief in the spiritually
restorative power of natureby taking her
to a lakeside cottage. Because the woman
can no Iogger gt properly she most be
trangported on a stretcher, in the beck of
a station wagon.

Although her mother must finally die,
Wiseman does not make her’ death the
end of the essay, for it is also *‘a social
event and a responsibility,” and we
witness the *‘phalanx of squat, powerful
Wisemans standing by the grave.” Wii
Wiseman's OWn mouming is anger af the
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medical profession, which t00 often Views
death as a clinical procedure and has a
shallow understanding Of pain. When
Wiseman's mother refuses certain
treatments the daughter wonders, “Do we
suffer |ess for being less conscious in our
feelings of our suffering? Or only dif-
ferently?’ But in the end “Lucky Mom”
isa cathartic expression of love, grief, and
caring, and of the sense of meaning and
continuity that family and friendsem
give to this ephemeral life.

If | have dwelt on just one of the 10
S in Memoirs of a Book-Molestin
Childhood, it is because of the value ang
the superiority of that one work over the
others in the collection. Overall, the book
shows a tendency toward sentimentality
and a surprising lack of interesting or
original ideas fmm such a provocative
novelist. The tide essay isa rosy, idea-
ized memory of a youth in love with
bools. While some moments are amus-
ingly real (such es the left-wing Yiddish
school where the teacher reads aloud such
stories es “Lapazig, the Worker's Dog"),
Wiseman®s account of her own literary
taste's maturation is a touch pretentious
and suffers from a Great Books
mentality.

“QOld Markets, New World” is marred
even more by nostalgia for an older
gemeration’s working life. “Word Power:

Women and Pmse in Canada Today”
shows Off an admirably feisty feminism
but makes all too clear the-hazards of
generalization in its portraya of the male
writer' s route to stardom as paved with
gold. “How to Go to China." the record
of a 1981 visit with several other Cana-
dian writers, details Wiseman’s imagina-
tive response to that country but rarely
rises above an ordinary travelogue.

An interesting comparison can be made
of two essays, “And the Forest?’ and
""What Price the Heroine?* The former,
prepared for a conference in France,
attempts a creative rather than academic
approach to the forest in Canadian
writing and falls completely flat. The
latter. a re-evaluation of Henry James's
Portralt of 2 Lady, is conventional in style
hut a very competent and lively work of
feminigt criticism. A feminist perspective
a0 figures in “ The King and Queen Had
Two Sons,” an amusing and pointed
fable of the dangers of technological
innovation that works both asa serious
“SC of the form and as parody.

While more of the essays in this collec-
tion are failures than suecesses, the
character of Adele Wiseman shines
through, an enthusiastic and positive
human being attempting to find genuine
responses to literature and life. \We all,
at least, can appreciate that, O

Crossing
the bar

By John Goddard

Bloodsong and Other Stories of Sonth
Africa, by Ernst Havemann, Houghton
Mifflin (Thomas Allen), 134 pages.
$13.93 cloth ISBN 0 393 43296 0).

ELABORATE, UNWRITTEN rules based on
skin colour precisdly define a person’s
place in South Africa, but Soutk Africans
ar e rule-breakers like everybody else. In
the course of routine contact acress the
colour bar they sometimes violate the
code out of curdosity, or sympathy, er by
accident, to find themselves on shifting
social terrain. It is terrain Ernst
Havemann explores with sensitivity and
skill in these 11 spare, suspenseful stories.

Havemann, now 69 and living in
Nelson. B.C., spent hisfirst 60 yearsin
South Africa. He grew up on a farm in
Zulu country, and although he iswhite
of Afrikaans desceit, his first language
was Zulu; many of his boyhood friends
were black. He studied social science at
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the University of Natal, worked as a civil
servant, and |ater become a mining
engineer. Drawing fmm his range of ex-
perience, he gives the reader a sense of the
beauty, the complexity, and the richness
of South Africa. covering everything
from tribal legeads to work songs to a
polite but pointed police interrogation of
a white woman said to have been
generous to a black one.

Throughout the book is a sense of
impending confrontation. In “A Farm at
Raraba,” the white narrator recalls his
obligatory army duty in Namibia, a
period he cherishes for having learned
about “musketry and map reading end
section leading, and who's what in these
little frontline states, and the tribes and
the various movements in Angola and
Caprivi and Botswana.” He refers to the
enemy as “Swapies,” members of the
South West Africa Peopl€e’ s Organiza-
tion, and shoots four of them in arow
one afternoen the way his father used to
pick off impala. Inspecting the bodies, be
finds the first three dead and the fourth
wounded in the arm, with one leg stuck
in a cleft in the rock.

““He was one Of those yellow Hotten-
tot types,” the narrator says, “with
spaces between his peppercorns of hair,
about my age but as wrinkled as a
prune.” A former shepherd fired for
stealing. the man had Jeined the guerrila
movement with only the vaguest idea of
what tbe fighting was about: *“He moved
from one guerrilla band to another,
depending on how he liked the band's
leader and how much food or loot was
available.” The two enemies pass the
night together in conversation, %el ping
each other but not entirely abandoning
the idea of killing each other.

In the title story, “Bloodsong,” afarm
boy rides off to witness a mass tribal
ceremony. When the natives work them-

Lab’s
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selves into a state of pride, they shift their
regard toward the one white person in
their midst, and approach him in ways he
first interprets as threatening.

The book is Havemann’s first collec-
tion. O
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s labours
loved

By B. K. Adams

Metamorphosis: Stages in z Life,
by David Suzuki. Stoddart. illus-
trated, 304 pages, 824.95 cloth (ISBN 0
77312139 8).

DAVID SUZUKI has carved out a very
specia place in our lives. Through radio
programs, television’'s The Nature of
Things and the splendidly crafted series
A Pilanet for the Taking, and through his
writing, he has raised public con-
sciousness about science, technology, and
nature, and in the process become a
widely recognized Canadian. We fed we
know his owlish, nonconformist persona;
we respect hiscool, analytical intelligence;
and we have come to admire his sense of
wonder and moral passion. How he gbt
into our living-moms and why his
message takes the shape it does are the
themes of this book.

At fird glance, an autobiography seems
premature: Suzuki is only 50, end-we
trust-there are bii projects, much work,
and still further stages ahead. But this is
really amore personal, introspective
approach to causes and issues he has
addressed in SO many other ways.

As **self-discovery,”” Metamorphosis
probes the contours of family history,

shuffling and ordering the private forces
of Japanese-Canadian parentage and
culture that shaped Suzuki. The forces
were public as well. The sad tale of con-
fiscation, evacuation, and relocation
experience8 by Japanese Canadians in
British Columbia during the Second
World War is known to us. but seldom
has itslasting impact on one individual’s
life been as well told. In deseribing this
and more subtle manifestations Of racism,
Suzuki writes openly and perceptively.
More than a family and private
memoir, this |S an apologia in the classic

sense, explaining and justifying con-

troversial decisions and departures. In the
most important and valuable chapters
Suzuki describes the twists and turns of
acareer in science, and it’s a shock to,
Iearn just how much of it was in. the
United States. He took his undergraduate.
degree from Ambherst College |a 1958—it
is unlikely that any Canadian university
at the time could have as provided as
good and broad an education for the
young Suzuki. After doctoral work at the
University of Chicago he launched
himself as a brash, dynamic young
research scientist. _ o
His research on genetic mutation in
drosophila-the humble fruitfly—-
brought kudos, grants, and promise of a
brilliant futare In U.S. science. | nstead,
Suzuki returned to Canada in 1963. It was
a baffling degision, explained in large part
by his growing outrage at racism and
violence in the United States. His career
skipped a few beats, but a first-class lab
was Patched together at the university of
British Columbia, and the research
poured out again. _ _
Slowly and then with quickening
momentum, the world changed, this time
in more fundamental ways. Some of the
excitement of science at the “cutting
edge” waned, and years of absolute
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dedication to the bench had taken its toll
on'his private life. Touched as well by the
radicalism of the |ate 1960s and early *70s,
he grew estranged from the university and
b e& to challenge the ethical implications
of his own research, As Suzuki describes
it in these pages, the change did not hap-
pen overnight; it was a' unfolding pro-
cess, a shifting and broadening of
perspective, honed and give’ voice by the
new-found craft of journaliso.
Metamorphosis is mot without its
. problems. The metaphor itself is clumsy.
the structure s often wooden and forced,
"and the writing iS sometimes too clipped,
as for a column. By the end there is too
much pastiche-we ¢cannot help but think
that a’ antobiographv 15 or 20 years
down the mad would have been SO much
more polished and satisfying. But stret-
ches of this memoir are very good indeed.
|" areal sense, David Suzuki’s audience
has been at his side in this process of
personal and philosophical growth and
discovery; Metamorphosis makes the
bond all the more intimate. Cl
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A Mazing Space: Writing Canadian
omen Writing, edited by Shirley
euman and Smaro Kamboureli, L ong-
poon/NeWest Press, 420 pages, 319.95

paper (ISBN 0 920897 12 6).

BY SIZE AND Weight alone, this compila-
tion of 36 essays should make the
purveyors of Canadian criticism more
aware of the presence of women writers
and critics. More complete than New
French Feminisms (from which the
editors may nevertheless have take” the
idea), it might have bee” called New’
Canadidn Feminisms for its array of
theoretical perspectives. The book Is in
every way part of an international
discourse, what Louise Cotneir calls a
cross-temporal, cross-cultural “writing
and publishing effort of women every-
where, here and abroad, to reappropriate
‘a woman's language.”’

What these essays have in comimon iS
their aim of recovering language and
memory, giving women tongues “to
speak our sexuality, with which tocon-
firm itS existence.” Louky Bersianik tells
us that the need to break the symbolic
code is as strong as ever, where one sex
gtill has greater value than the other. Her
article is a declaration of freedom for the
female subconscious after age-old
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colonization. Witness the case of Lily
Dougall, author of 10 novels, eight
philosophical and theological works. and
countless stories and essays of which none
isin print today. Yet, according to Log-
rainé McMullen, she is Canada's George
Eliot, awriter of great moral and intellec-
tual stature whose novel Beggars Afl rivals
Middlemarch in its overview of a diverse
society. Such resurrecting of lost works
by women uncovers feminist subtexts that
have long been obscured by masculine
criticism Which, Bersianik says, closed,
condemned, and executed women's tedts.

As Donna Bennett informs us, instead
of driving wedges into mainstream
literature, feminist criticism has set up a
Separate discourse of its own. indepen-
dent of the linear, impersonal demands
of traditiond criticism. The feminine style
is not to analyse but to elaborate or, as
Bersianik expresses it, to *““transmit. .,

and reconstitute the original signal,”” ED. -

Blodgett on Laure Conan’s novel
Angéline de Montbrun demonstrates the
dead end of the patriarchal world. while
Smaro Kamboureli discloses the femae
characters in Alice Munro’s fiction who
exhibit jouissance and the stories in Lives
of Girls and Women that parody “the
phallus as a#)rivileged signifier.” Helen
Buss tells of autobiographers such as
Susan Allison who wrote against incred-
ible odds — the pioneer mothers of
umpteen children writing with quill pens
by candlelic?ht after the day's domestic
work was done. They do not foilow the
prototypes established by male autobio-
graphers; their archetypal models differ
in that women, as Mary G. Mason ex-
plains, are always conscious pf their rela-
tion to the other.

Marni L. Stanley studies a genre often

held in low regard. travel books,
reassessing their portrayal of women i”
the countries visited. 1" some the
traveller’s developing persona indicates
more about the teller than about the land
into which she journeyed, while the travel
journals of upper-class observers display
a conspicuous absence of personaity —
a’ indication that thewriter |eft British
shores in body but not in mind, journey-
ing across Canada to justify British
imperialism. Nonetheless, the most en-
during of these travel narratives still attest
to the need women felt to escape “the
conventions of female deportment.”
. In Anna Jameson’s |etters to her friend
Ottilie, Bina Friewald notes the existence
not of rivalry but interdependence among
19th-century women writers. She also
points out Jameson’s Subversiveness and
understanding of Sexual politics. Jameson
termed her outlook on writing “femi-
ninely speaking.” and is dearly afore-
-e of contemporary feminist criticism
based on “difference.”

Heather Murray’'s overview of
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women’s place in wilderness writing
relates the double colonization expe-
rienced until recently by those unlucky
enough to be both Canadian writers and
women in the Anglo-American world.
Deemed even more subordinate were the
writings of black women in Canada,
whose attempts at self-definition were
read. says Claire Harris, as self-
indulgence — hence the preponderance of
cither surrealistic Or factual techniquesin
their writing. Barbara Godard examines
the oral narratives of native women,
regretting our culture’s over-valorization
of the written word; tbe work of Alaniy
Obomsawin and other film-makers are
effective sources for studving native story-
telling, which isusually a communal per-

FIRST NOVELS

Heart of darkness

Amid the inevitable detective thrillers,
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formance rather than a fixed transerip-
tion read in solitude.

Many of the critics write in the first
person, implying a perception of their
craft as @' Increasingly personal form of
engagement — What Constance Rooke
calls her *‘sense of *knowing' the author
through the text.” Berslanik explains this
strategy as away to avoid using the
inflated voiee of authority. The sense of
being part of aliterary and social com-
munity IS a5 Strong among feminist Critics
as the writers they study; indeed, the
borderlines dividing critical and creative
writing are continually being transgressed.
In the words of Gail Scott. *to express
the shape of our desire, our prose must

lean toward poetry. ..."

Ssan Virgo’s fictional marriage of heaven end

hell is not a debut but a masterpiece
By Janice Kulyl: ({(esfer

AUREEN MOORE and Laurence
Gough have both tackled the most
inevitable of genres for their first
novels. the detective story or
thriller. Moore's Fieldwork
(Women's Press, 191 pager, 09.95
paper) and Gough’s The Goldfish
Bov] (Gollancz, 186 pages, $22.95
cloth), both set in Vancouver, are
competently written works of fie-
tion, although nelther sparkles as
agem of the genre. Yet these are
decent debuts, written by people who take
some ecare For Ianguage and may even
recognize that fiction IS an att, not the
literary equivalent of Trivia Pursuit.
Read together, Fieldwork and The
Goldfish Bowl raise some interesting
questions as to the way detective fiction
is currently being shaped by the realities
of gender.

Fleldwork is “ ot so much a detective
story as the stage set and dramatis per-
sonae For one. Marsha Lewis is &
engaging heroine — a28-year-old single
mother, a top-notch graduate student in
urban anthropology. doing a field assign-
ment for criminology class, and a
moderate as opposed to radii Feminist,
hopelesdy on the look-out for health-
Food items in the fast-food joints her
detective work forces her to frequent.
Even more engaging than Marshas her
plummy Aunt Ruby. who looks after
Marsha' s young daughter, Anna, while
she'son the beat. Marsha s task isto be
a' observer on a homicide case — the
murder of a middle-aged breast surgeon
— in which the prime suspects are the
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members of awomen’s health organi-
zation.

What's particularly good about
Moore's text is the tension it creates
between Marsha' s constrained association
with the homicide team (it condsts of two
me” who are both unsympathetic to and
ignorant of the women's movement) and
her urge ta take the appropriate., innova-
tive action she knows is needed to catch
the killes. Fieldwork is not suspenseful in
the usual whodunit way - what will in-
terest readersis the way they are brought
to recognize that any one of a large group
of people would have had ample reason
to murder. The list of suspects becomes,
in fact, much more enthralling than the
eventual discoverv of the killer. There's
a refreshing lack of gratuitous and
titillating violence and arewarding sense
of relationship — between Ruby and
Marsha and Anna, and between Marsha
and Prank Martinelli, the cop to whom
she's reluctantly attracted. We are even
made to care For a “umber of the
suspects, blubbering Lily and furious Jill
Clark. the ex-model whom the murder
victim mutiliated in surgery.

Wheat Fieldwork needs, however, iS
more of the suspenseful and skilful
plotting that makes those little hairs stand
up on the back of your neck; perhaps
Moore's next novel will produce that: At
any rate, one wants to see much more of
Marsha, Anna, and Aunt Ruby. They
make a delightful extended-family pro-
tagonist, a welcome change from the
regulation macho copper or ferune Jatale
investigator.

There is one nagging hindeance about
this “reticular” collection, to use Ber-
sianik’s term, and that is the high in-
cidence of jargon that often besets new
Forms of criticism and prevents dl but ini-
tiates Fmm garnering these new fmdings.
For alt that the editors and writers wish
to break down the barriers between
writer, critic, and audience, thisis till a
very academic book.

Perhaps the spiraling lines and fanning
shapes of the seashell motif illustrating sec-
tions of the book could best chart the
many directions in which these essays could
go; what may appear to be a bewildering
maze of thoughtsis on closer inspection
anetwork spreading Out to protect the
woman emerging From her shell. O

The Goldjish Bowl is a much more
orthodox thriller. It gives us the man’s
world of crime— asniper witb the kind
of gun that blows holes as big as grape-
fruits in his prey: at least eight_gruesomely
dispatched victims (one tends to lose track
of them all); a laconic,_tough, but
vulnerable here, Jack Willows; and a
gorgeous, brainy, fearless cc-investigator,
Clarre Parker. Thrown in for no apparent
reasont are a snip Of a poro film, @
glimpse of bare nipplesin ataxi, andan
erotic Fantasy.

Contrary to Moore, Gough gives us no
more than the barest bones of either of
his investigators® private lives — we get
no sense of why they’ve chose” this
singularly unattractive_nrofession nor
whether they possess any ideas or feelings
about erime and justice. The motivation
of his out-in-left-field killer is SO Sketchy
it smply isn’t convincing. The suspense
Gough S0 successfully creates in hisfirst
chapters inevitably disdpates as the serid
killings go on and on and on, in the same
old way.

What does make this book work,
though. is another staple of the thriller
genre — the realization of “mod and
atmosphere particular to achose” locae.
Vancouver |ivesand breathed — and yes,
it rains — in this novel: one hopes that
Gough’s next thriller. advertised on the

Jjacket of The Goldfish Bowl, is as good

on ambience as bis first, and that 1t is
significantly better on plot and
characterization. )
Children of Byzantinm, by Katherine
Vlassie (Cormorant Books. 120 pages,

December 1887, Books In Canada 37




$9.95 paper), is not so much a novel as
asequence of eight short fictions all deal-
@ witb related members of an immigrant
Greek family in western Canada, over a
period that spansthe two world wars.
There is a winning delicacy and natural-
ness to Vlassie’s narrative: one is im=
pressed not so much by her artas by her
having found exactly what, as a writer,
she needs to say-and by her having, for
the most part, said it with freshness,
directness, and smplicity. The stories that
feature the girl Bleni es ayoung bride are
as haunting in their portraya of insistent
innocence and too-rapidly acquired
wisdom as is the extraordinary portrait
featured on the cover of this book.

So beautifully is Eleni sketched in the
first few fictions of the sequence that the
reader is inevitably disappointed by the
latter half of Children Of Byzantium,
when she disappears from any intimate
view. “A Props Goodbye,” the finale of
tbis volume, contains a wonderful set
piece-the coming-into-voice of Eleni’s
mature self, expressed in her reasoned and
passionate resentment of her husband’s
having kept her in ignorance all her
married life. But one feels cheated by this
articulation: it istoo much, too late, and
too soon. It's at this point that one wishes
Children Of Byzantium had taken the
form of a novel, keeping all the spareness
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and lightness of narrative touch the short
fictions possess but giving us alarger fic-
tive woeld, one in which so fine a
character as Eleni conld have found full
voice and scope.

The fictive world created in Sedn
Virgo's opus maximus, Selakhi (Exile
Editions, 338 pages, U6.95 cloth), is
mythic in form, intent, and ambition.
This column is not the appropriate place
to review awork that is not a debut but
rather an apotheosis; nevertheless, it will
serve to call attention to what can tightly
be celebrated as a miracle in our midst,
the creation of a work of literature that
c¢an be compared to Malcolm Lowry’s
Under the Veleano in the scope and
passion of its art.

Virgo has reincarnated Arthur Rim-
baud, that génie terrible of late 19th-
century poetry, in the person of Darien
Hughes, a17-year-old English schoolboy
with an obsessive appetite for the destruc-
tive dlement, for the forbidden exper-
iences that will bring about that
“systematic disordering of the senses’
whicb was Rimbaud' s chief poetic pro-
ject. A new language, anew literature, a
new world were to be the results, witb the
poet possessed of godlike powers and
knowledge.

Rimbaud, a brilliant schoolboy,
declared himsalf an outlaw and outcast

at the age of 17: for the next two years
he literally lay down in and drank of the
mire. The poems born of an experience
that was the execration and denial of all
the pieties and virtues not just of
bourgeois but of civilized society were
devastating, the literary equivaents of
thunderbolts and lightning storms, and
the adolescent Rimbaud was acclaimed as
one of the most important French poets
of his time. Y et at 19 he turned his back
on poetry and Paris to take to the roads
esa vagabond: he ended up in Africa,
trafficking in arms, ivory, and daves,
before a gangrenous wound dispatched
Him back to France, to the embrace of the
Catholicism he'd reviled in his
adolescence and to death in delirium.

| recount Rimbaud's career in such
skeletal form because Selakhi isin so
many respects an intensely faithful recrea-
tion of it. Darien Hughes ruas away from
bis father’s stiff-upper-lippish house —
he’'saDCO on a colonial tropical island
— to the purely savage island of Selakbi.
Having lost all bis books, he proceeds to
build himself a shelter in the wilds and fill
his notebook with revelations that derive
both from his experience of the fertile
heart of this illuminating darkness into
whbicb he's cast himself and from his
memories of England, his family, the
loathsome school to which he was sent,

literary art ...

addictive .

$19.95

“@Quarrington does for hockey what Ring
Lardner did for baseball — he raises <
the vernacular idiom to the level of 7

A genuine 1oy to read.” LLS

“King Leary, who narrates the story, is one
of the most engaging and fully realized .
characters in recent fiction, and his '_
colorful, inventive language is

... A great deal of fun.”

William French, The Globe and Mail

“GClicks ke a Gretky pass...”

*Montreal Gazette
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INTERVIEW

Ernst Havemann

and the people he has loved, chief among
them the Verlaine-like painter, Sand
Woolman. Darien |0ses his virginity in all
possible ways, participating in the ritual
murder of an Islander end casting him
into the sea for the sharks to devour. He
himsdlf fals prey to fever and falls,
whether literally or Figuratively, into the
same shark-tom, blood-tormented sea.
Selakhi is anovd that, like Under the
Volcano, must .be read several timesin
order for the reader to comprehend its
allusive complexity and the intricacy of

its symbolic patterning. But the power
and energy, the eye-splattering vision of
its prose, seize one immediately. It is not
easy to read — it isnot so much a nar-
rative as an immense Sargasso Sea of
language and learning plunged full
fathom five and turned into something
magically rich, surpassingly Strange. The
reservations | have, on a first reading,
about the actual structuring of the last
part of the novel and, more important,
of the manner in which Virgo treats —
or perhaps funks — Rimbaud’s anni-

‘| see my stories as a sad commentary, not as
militant propaganda. I'm sorry about that, because it's
a situation that needs militant propaganda’

By Ir2ne Moel

n

— d

FROTOGRAPH BY STEVE THORITON

ORN IN ZULULAND, South Africa.
in 1918 and educated in Natal,
Ernst Havemann moved to Canada
in 1978, and began taking credtive
writing courses at the David
Thompson University Centre in
Nelsorl, B.C. Since then his short
stories have aﬁpeared in such
magazines as The Atlantic, Satur-
day Night, Grand Street, and
Wascana Review and have recently

i been collected in his first book,
Bloodsong and Other Stories of South
Africa (Houghton Mifflin/Thomas
Allen), which Is scheduled for British,
French, and German editions next year.
Three times a winner of the CBC's
literary contest, Havemann still livesin
Nelson, where he was interviewed by
[rene Mock:

Eooks in Canada: Many of Your stories

portray elose bonds between blacks and
Ernst Havema

R " T

whites that are thwarted or destrayed by
racial war. What wasiit like for you

growing up in South Africa?

Ermnst Havemann: | grew up in the1920s
when Africansin Zulwland still wore skins
and were half-naked. It was thekind of
society one doesn't think of in this cen-
tury. All men carried two sticks. They
were meant for fighting, on thé expecta-
tion they might h& e te fight any& e at
any time. Zulu society was quick to anger;

people had strong self-images. | grew up
on a farm, and my playmates were mostly
Zulu children. The fatm labour was of
course Zulu. They petted me and spoiled
me and talked to me. | could go along
watching somebody doing his job
stumping trees or ploughing and no one
would ever shoo me away. Zulus are ter-
ribly fond of kids. | remember their
horror when they found out that a mis-
sionary spanked his children -after that
they wouldn't go to his church.

BiC: SO you weren’t aware of a colour
bar? .

Havemann: Well, because.1 was white |

was privileged. | wasthe landowner’s SOn,

the little master, but people were by

nature very kind. They would take me
home to the native reserve, and so | saw
people in thelr homes and stayed there.
When | was 12 or so | would sometimes
g0 overnight. It was onlv in adolescence
that | became aware that | was supposed

to be gjferior; then the quality of ease
that bad existed, which you might call

brotherhood, was lost. partly because it
wasn't the done thing for a young man

to have black friends of his own age.

After the war, when | was dealing with

African administration, | did have a few

mature black friends. One of my cher-

ished souvenirs is an autographed
photograph of the Zulu royal family in-
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hilating rejection of poetry, hi turning
to colonia greed, and his returning to the
faith of his fathers seem nigeardlv com-
pared to my wonder and delight in this
fiction that declares i;tsel; ﬁn a,l'clll corr11-
spiracy, a sinuous gift of the apple, the
passkey te godhood/head.” It is sacred
and obscene. enormous and infinitesimal
— it islanguage and imaginati ontrans-
figured in a marriage of heaven and hell;
one of the most demanding, difficult,
compelling works of fiction it will he a
reader’ s privilege to encounter. O

scribed, **To our friend and afriend of
our Zulu people.” Another of my friends
was Albert Luthuli, who subsequently
became a Nobel Peace Prizewinner. At
that stage, though, people like Luthuli
didn’t seem to be at al revolutionary or
even militant, except in very modest
amounts. The more I look back, the more
distressing it isto realize how things
have deteriorated under the apartheid

system.
BIC: What led to your job in Africen
a?n_'.'tx'gistraﬂan and, finally, your rejection
of it?
Havemann: | had gone to alittle village
school of 150 kids er thereabouts, then
to university in Natal. Then the war cane,
and | joined the army and went to Libya
and Egypt. During the course of the war
South African Railways, a state concern
that also dealt with harbours, were hav-
ing alot of trouble with their black labour.
Constant strikes held up shipping, which
was important because of the war, and the
authorities were |00king around far some-
one. to advise their general manager. My
colonel suggested me; so | was released
from the army to go off to work for the
railroads. The strikes stopped in a couple
of months, merely because | got people
talking and %ot the management to
recognize the black unions.

| went from ther e to become the head
of native administration in Durban. but
this was just af the time when the
Afrikaner Nationalist government took
over, beginning apartheid, and things got
more and more difficult for an African
administrator. Y ou bad te be whole-
heartedly for apartheid or €lse you were.
in trouble, so 1 was glad to leave and join
Shell Petroleum, who absorbed me into
their international staff. | worked and
travelled all over the world — Israel, East
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Africa. New York, London. | had avery
interesting time.

EiC: why did you come to Canada?
Havemaaa: It's the most civilized place
one could go. | have one sonand a limited
number ofegrandchildren. When my son
immigrated here totake up a professor-
ship in Regina, my wife and | decided to
come |00. We chose Nelson because its
beautiful and the fishing was good and
— thisis thething that amuses my son
and people in Regina — it was the nearest
nice place |0 Regina I could find. And
there was also David Thompson Univer-
Sky Centre. . -

EiC: Y ou came quite late to writing —
gfter retirement. How did you begin
writing stories? _

Hlavemann: | started going |0 writing
classes much the same way as someone
might go to yogﬁl or pottery classes. | was
interested, but had no real expectations.
At that time | wrote satirical verses, which
| Hized; | till think it fun to wile them.
But I found myself in a class at DTUC
that was writing prose fiction, so | started
writing prose t00. | owe people like Fred
Wah a great deal because he encouraged
my writing, and David McFadden and
John Newlove, who were both good
critics. Then we had Clark Blaise and
Audrey Thomas, who were not only fine
writers but who aso spent alot of time
analysing what made good stories. | really
awe those two instructors a great deal.
|"'m fortunate in havi n% groups of writing
friends in Nelson. What they say about
a draft usually influences me a great dedl.
| sometimes wonder whether the byline
of a story shouldn’t be *Ernst Havemann
and friends.”

BIC: Y our stories convey a strong sense
of character as well as compelling situa-
tions. Do you generally start with peaple
or with situations? o
Havemaaa: Mostly I begin with situa-
tions. Like, suppose a man's boyhood
friend turns out to be a crook — or areal
revolutionary. This is one of my stories.
1 then work at the character.” AS one
writes, One is saying, \What kind of per-
son would get himself into this situation?
They're stories about people primarily. |
often tind myself changln? the situation
in the course of the yam if the nature of
the people dictates a different direction.
EIC: Do you consider your storiesto be
about the Ineman condition or about the
South African political situation?
Hovenaann: The characters problems are
the human condition, but the context in
which one is developing them is the South
African political situation. | choose it (a)
because | know it; (b) because it's with
me in the sense that I’ m constantly aware
of and distressed by it; and (c) because
this elash of cultures and ideas and goals
is itself interesting, which makes it easier
to write the story. 1 think Clark Blaise

40 Bocka n Cangda, Decembar, 1967
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said something similar — that the most
interesting situations occur af the margins
of two cultures.

BiC: In several Of your stories — 1'm
thinking of “Death of @ Nation” and
“Incident et Mhlaba Jail”” — the main
character, Who is white. befriendsa black
man Or women inveluntarily. Can you
talk about this?

Havemann: |t'S interesting that that’s
your interpretation. Those two stories are
Situations where |’ m hinting rather than
describi ncf; the position of the liberal white
South African whose heart isin the right
place and who is prepared to go to a cer-
tain distance in expressing his liberalism,
but not too far. Hundreds of thousands
of white South Africans are in that
Situation.

BIC: Are these stories polemics?
Havemamm: NO. | could almost wish them
was a more positive message coming out
of them. | see them as a sad commentary,
not as militant propaganda. I'm sorry
about that. because | think it's a situa-
tion that needs militant propaganda.
BiC: I'm interested in tbe humour IN your
stories. in particular in “A Form at
Raraba,” where there's such & ploy on
words and ironic twist at the end.
Havemann: | don’t set out to be funny.
| set out to write ﬁams about people in
tense situations. There |s possibly some
cynical humour'in the situations them-
selves. but | think the humour that
readersfind In my stories chiefly arises
from the fact that | often get very fond
of my characters and half sham their in-
effectual or embarrassed or topsy-turvy
reactions t0 the situations they find
themselves in. Someone said, “Be kind
lo your characters because one of them
might turn out to be you.” I’ strue.
BiC: Do you plan to continue’ Writing
stories?

Havemann: Well, | keep on writing
stories because that is what I know how
to do. But | would ke to play around
with other literary forms. | wrote a little
play for the CBC years ago that worked,
and | would like to write more drama, but
o far it hasn't worked out. I’ ve spent so
much time going lo play-wiling lectures
and courses that | know all about how to
write drama but never do. Dramaiin-
terests me because it is a non-narrative
way of writing anarrative. One s seeing
events happening and not describing what
is happening.

BiC: Am you interested | n writing a
novel ? Your storles siggest a whole range
of conflicting attitudes and inconclusive
Situations.

Havemaaa: Isn't everyone writing a
novel7 The great thing about anovel is
that you can use in a single container a
great variety of thoughts and experiences,
80 it can be legitimately rich and cons{alex.
| suppose it's like having half-a-dozen
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short stories all intertwined — a lot of
situations that one would have liked to
use but that don't lend themselves to the
gL:lte rigid discipline and smplicity of the
ort story. But no, I'm not seriously
working on a novel even though Pve got
alot of material that eould be harmonized
into one.
BiC: Will Bloodsong be published in
South Africa?
Havemann: The U.K. edition will be on
sale there. The' intriguing question is
whether any South African publisher will
be interested enough to want an
Afrikaans edition. | would be tremen-
dously pleased if that happened. Though:
| am now far more fluent in_English.
Afrikaans iSmy mother tongue and IS the
mother tongue of many of my heroes and
villains. [J

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

FICTION

Memory Board. by Jane Rule, Macmillan.
“Tradfitional in form’but not in subject, Rule's
novel — which turns on the relationship
betwesn a recently Wwidowed man and his
lesbian twin — iS essentiel reading for
anyone WhO has failed tO understand a
sibling, for anyone confused by sexvality,
for anyone confused by aging.

NON-FICTION

To Xiit a Rabbl, by Reuben Stonim, ECW
Press. Notorious Tor his unpopular stands,
Rabbi Slonim’s only sin was that he followed
his conscience instead Of the *“neatness and
order” of Judaism. Apparently afraid of
controversy, 20 publishers rejected these
remarkable memoirs before ECW found the
courage tO publish them.

POETRY
Behind the Orchestra, by Renato Trujillo,
Fiddlehead Poetry Books/Goese Lane Edi-
tions. Born 1N Chile, the 45-year-old Trujillo
writes with the wisdom Of experience, His
WOrk iSfree of political posturing and St
effects. and this first collection in

is often |0 be admired for its graceful verse.

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books have
been received by Books ir Canada in
recent Weeks. Inclusion in thig |isl does
not preclude a review or notice in a future
issue:

Apassiz Storles, by Sandra Rirdsell, Turnstone,

Allan Mocleant Jocobltc General, by Mar Beacock Fryer,
Dundurmn Press.

By the Blas bicwstnies A Asioviagraphy, by Geor
W- oe Aeun ke Ac ol 5 e

Blind Trusi; Tesida the Slociair Stevans Affalr, by Rod
McQueen, Macmlllan,

British Colombla: Its Resonnces and Peaple, edited by
Charles N. Forvard, University of Victoria,

Conadn Nat For Sale: The Case Agalnst Free Trade, General,




Can=22-U.8. Frec Trado, by D.L. MiLachlon, Dotsells.

Cenzdian-American Free Trode, edited by AR. mggsl.ml
Tom Velk, Instlute for Research oo Public Policy.

Copzdfan Stodles on Hunparians, 18C6-1926, by Jobn P.
hiisk:a, Canadian Plains Research Centre,

Chinc:: l.hs An Oral History of Contemporary Chilna, by
Zhanp Xinxin and Sans Ve, Trwin.

Caldo3n Day Streat Dacker's Heart, by Chris Thain, Western .

Producer Praire Bon
A Darl.er Magle, I.Ich:nd Bed.'nd. cnl.ller Macmillan.
Tha Dizarmiop of u:nh. x? Porter.

Erraga on New I-‘mnw.

Exmlore I.'-Iu.‘.o'n. l’:yl:g. !nﬂun Mills,

First CQlaes Ca Afechititd Hoppeorach and Charles
Obzrdorf, Ccmm,

First Doys, Fizhilop Days: Women In Manltoba Hlslnr:r.
edited by Mary Kansar, Plains Research Cenl

Four Dools by Foor AII'SB. Droplit Books.

Gablz The Editora) l.‘.mmms of Brl:m Gable, Western
Producer Priiric Books.

Gel;llh To 12 Garzre and Other Starfes, by Don Hepworth,

nsto

Mills Press.
Hard D.nl,:!un. My Life on the l.lne. by Bob Whlte. M&S
Hovd Confursfons. by Alexandre L. z. Turnstone.

CANWIT NO. 125

WITH THE SPECTRE of free trade loom-
ing, our old friends at McClarkan &
Newspider have been preparing for the
even greater domination Of our culture
by American influences. Recently they
have issued the first three books in
their North American Library series,
in which famous Americans have col-
laborated with Canadian writers
(sometimes posthumoudly) to bring
their work closer to U.S. standards.
The titles: As for Me and My Moise,
by Sinelair Ross and Walt Disney; The
Divinest, by Margaret Laurence and
Liberace; and Bare, by Marian Engel
and Hueh Hefner. Contestants are
invited to provide collaborationist
titles of similarly questionable value.
The prize is a Books in Canada sweat-
shirt. Deadline.: February 1. Address:
CanWit No. 125, Books in Canada,
366 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
MSA 3X09.

Resulis of CanWit No. 123

A BOOKS RN CANADA sweatshirt goes to
Barry Baldwin of Calgary, whose
science-fiction plot summaries for
Canadian books include:

Shrug: Trudeau in Power, by Walter
Stewart. A weird alien, incubated in
Montreal. uses itS superior intellect tO
destroy Canada. Happily. its metabolism
is wakened by exposure tathe poisonous
Ottawa atmesphere, causing it to withdray
periodically, thereby giving its desperate
subjects hope of survival.

Post Mortem: Why Canada’s Mail \Won't
Move, by David Stewart-Patterson. A
mysterious paralysing disease, its symptoms
so awfnl that no One dares attempt a cure.

Head and Heart; Flnancla) Stroteples for Smard Women,
byAnImrB.C. Drache and Susan Weldmnn Schueider,

MMacmillan
n_re ll;l;nn of Jostuon, by Dawn Winkelman Fuller, U of
The High Price of Health, I:y Gmﬂ'rcy ‘York, Loriner.
How to Make Mozey Tradlng Stocks & Commoditles, by
Qeorge R. Sranko, Quantmum Omnmunﬂlluns
m lue E:l.m. by Bruce Allan Powe, Lesier & Orpen

The Il'mflus. Government, Buslness ond the Lobbyists, by
John Snwmky M & S.
‘Tho Iran Contra ?;uaﬂlnu , by JonathansMarshall er af.,

Rose
Is God .Ilndsl" Stanley R, Barrent, U of T Press.
l.lre:' nlm ll.l’r,nlunsl.“'gy Helen Pol.reben.lm Lozara

Publications.
[ a River, b Mﬂ!mﬂ M'&S.
mub';o lM:g:.!yA1 Dennys.

L nw.lﬁd Worldng with Bmvement. by Elsle Polmer

Detsel
Toui “"xuhysumn.mummu,-

Le Live Tont Nu,
Heather Collins,
The Mackenzie Panels, lenrl: Friink, Red"Robin Press.

2rins one of the country’s major nerve
me gnd threatens to absorb and destroy
the [and.

No Kidding: Inside the World of Teenage
Girls. by Myma Kostash. Zombies sur-
round and invade shopping centres acrass '
Canada. Soon to be a major motion pie-
ture Dy George Romero.

Survival, by Margaret Atwood. On a planet
so cold and barren that life as it is known
on earth seems impossible. one intrepid
woman discovers its black secret and
attempts to rescue the creatures that |urk
there,

Madame Benoit’s Cookbook, by Jehane
Benoit. A friendly-looking Wi tch devises
stranee foods with promises of long life and ]
health for those who consume them. But
one day a curious and persistent English
journalist discovers the true and terrifying
nature of pissenlif and tourtidre.

Honourable mentions:

Roughing It in the Bush. by Susanoa
Moodie. What was it that lurked out there
just beyond the edge of the clearing? Was
it related to those humanoids who bad
lended at the next outpost, or was it related
in some way to the sinister green that
seemed to be everywhere on this alien
planei?

-Mary Lu MacDonald. Halifax

Whal’s Bred in the Bone, by Robertson
Davies. A medical scientist discovers that
microscopic space aliens have infiltrated
patients during bone-marrow transplants.

The Invention of the World. by Jack
Hodgins. Teenagers from the parallel anti-
matter universe accidentally set off the Bii
Bang during a birthday party fireworks
display.

-D.A. Laidlaw, West Hill, Ont.

empire. The door was locked.

SSLUTION TO CARNLIT ACROSTIC N®. 10

Long, Suspicious negotiations then to cash my cheque and extort some change
from it. Then a brief wangle when | discovered the gas stove had only one func-
tioning burner. But finally | was blissfully, blessedly alone. Theplace was my

— Constance Beresford-Howe, The Book Of Eve (Macmillan)

Porey, Irwin.
roilt, by l.ﬁlle Bella, Harvest House,
Pay Clmqnu and Pleked Lines, by Claire Mal:hy. Kids

Can Press,
the Imaginnilon: A Life of F.R. Scoft, by
Sandra Djwa, M & S.
Knowlton Nagh, M & 5

perhighwoy, by Robert M. Stamp,

Press.
Resonrce Rents and Publie Pollcy In Western Canada,
d John Richards, [nsifute

c:rrﬂ'u Levite and Wilkiam
Shaffir, 'l.sm'&
Sl;lllllmllﬂ and !'n.nl'am by Gl'lluppe Minast, Zero
Schmecks Appeal: Hm Medaonile Coanhry Cooklng, by
Edna Staebler, M 0

Soups Jor All Semns. by Brad McCrorie, Doubleday.
Spare, by Chulstopher G. Trump, & Whiteside.
Spurhui to Victory: { Cnnmh and she Great War, by Daniel

0. Dancocks, Hurti
san n""""i,. ad.lml by Joy Parr, Queen's Unlversity
Alumni
The snunﬁ"”""ﬁ: %‘}"".‘t;,é” v Findley, Pesguln, |
To Wina mﬁar.bymmxmmnmdudmd
T:Eselfgumuoas. ﬁlamn: Kulyk Keeler, Ragweed.
eeler, ee
Trooper in the For Norith-West, by John George Donkin,
Western Producer Pralrie Bogks

The Vlolem Years al M: M:m‘l)m Pnnnu-llnll

1'I|= \"Islnn and the G:mr the Canadian Coasllin-
i, By Legnard Cohen tselig.

\'n‘l:nu from the Vaaolls, edllﬂl by Devendra P. Varma,

Wlm':lnnmm" by Pauline Carey, lltustrated by Lee

Munroe
White Cllull by Ken Read, Key Porter.
White Light, by Brian Dedora, Aya Press.
Who's In Ch T-'I'IuMIndovvm:‘hlp
(hnnda. by ephen Brooks, Tnstitute for

ndsur .I!nssle. by Paul K. Willls, CBC Enterprises.
.Ajwnugm and Catholiclsm, by Sheelagh Conway, Paper-
‘VWomen and Educallon, by Jape Gaskell and Arfenc McLaren,
Detsellg.

ration I'n

CLASSIFIED

Classifiad rates: $8 per llne (40 characters
to the ling}. Deadline: first of tha month for
issues dated following month. Address:
Books in Canada Classified, 366 Adelalde
Street East, Taronto MSA 3X9. Phone: (416)
363-5428.

A BOOK SERVICE for day care centres and
nursery schools. Children's books and E.CE.
resource books. For more information call
Rainbow Books (418) 223-5217.

GIVE THE GIFT of Literacy. Four milllon
Canadians are functionally llliterate. The
Canadian Give the Giit of Literacy Founda-
flon is a non-profit organization working to
make adult Illiteracy a high-profile Issue and
to raise money to assist Canadian groups
already‘working for literacy. You can help by
giving money to help literacy training, or by
glving time ty becoming & volunteer to help
someone to learn to mad or write. For mom
information contact: The Canadian Glve the
Gift of Literacy Foundation, 34 Ross St.. Ste.
200, Toronto, Ontarlo MS5T 129. Tel: (416}
595-0087.

WANTED: Information, letters or papers con-
caming or by Graeme Taylor of Montreal who
lived In Pads with John Qlassco. Box 19 BIC.

WRITERS' GROUP saeks hew members. In-
formal writers’ group meeting In Toronto bi-
weekly invites submissions. 8and samples
of writing plus a brlef description of yourself
to Box 17 Books In Canada.
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CanLit acrostic ne

By Mary D. Trainer
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‘When properly filled in, the letters in the box form a quota-
tion from a Canadian book. The first letters of each ansyered
¢clue form the name of the author and the titlé of the book.
(Solution next month.)

The solution to Acrostic No. 10 appears on page 41.
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Acclaimed
dramatist: 2 wds.

Silver medal
winner in boxing,
1984 .

Necl: projection:
2 wds,

Alberta publishing
company

Festival of
Canadian plays

Forage for dairy
cattle

Tough person

Extravagant story:
2 wds.

Type of poem

Constitution Act
provision: 2 wds.
History of the
QGreat Depression:
3 wds.

Simple song

5 ®8 ee TOMs
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16 123 120 18
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Bcalm In Canzda, Decambar, 1837
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M. Ingui —
e 7 71
Jazz musician —
[P T )
. Lo jsland @ .
0 w sandy islan =5
P. Urchin —
. 18 Z 1
. Neat and tid I,
? et o Y 15 36 178 @5
R. Area around
western end of [ JRCTT T TR ]
Lake Ontario;
2 wds. 48 1t 157
8. e of political —
gp}u:ﬁol:n: 2wds, 185 181 124 2
™ M 17
T. Surgeom, teacher, __
and propagandist: 192 1% 128 5
2 wds. e
5 7 o
U. Culing competi- —
r.ionl:“;gmn:ls.petl 20 137 165
V. Anna Porter movel: ___ — — —
2 wds. 170 180 141 W
' 18 109 100
W. 7th letter of the — e —
Greek alphabet 45 68 200
X. Remove poison -
121 18 12 4§
Y. Kain parto
1 parinet EC R
Z. Fisherman's —
warning: 2 wds. 4 21 18 106
AA, ____Creek Mines e
_ {Ontario copper 15 162 13 W
refinery)
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THE PERFECT

. | ¢ ¢ oo
. A limited number of specialy designed sweatshirts are now lo o <
ST available from Books in Canada. These unique sweatshirts are easy’ oot

. ‘l care (50% cotton, 50% polyester) and one size (extia large) fits all! ¢ o

o The shirts are white with a black, mauve and green imprint, °.7
o and have been designed for Books in Canada ; -.-:
C by Inkwell Artworks, Toronto. 1Tl

[ 2 SR+
i The pexfect, at& active and practical gjft for literary friends and e

relatives. And shouldn't you have one too? Order now while o o
a : supplies last. Each shirt is only $25 plus shipping and handling. R

o of
;’!'rrl‘!‘l‘l’l o rn'nuur""“"nur""|'|n-|-ﬂ-rru|. o e} C
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» : o oo«
! I:I YES‘ . 1 o Co
*  Iwant___sweatshirts @$25each = . o & <
B [4 , . . -~ i
: g Plus $3.00" postage and handling =— R
|l . [0 T Yy B
4 1 TOTAL REMITTED - _ c o
. : . . = 7
! o *Orders from the USA. please add $3 for postage and himdling. . 0 o ¢
' . Orders from outside North America please add 56. All orders will . G O
: be shipped via surface mail. : R d
" : Chequies ur money oxders only: please do not send cash. Make : |~ P
L ) cheques aut te Camadian Review of Borks Limited. . S~
:: . I <
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ILLUSTRATED BY LASZLO GAL

‘> THE &~

GOODMAN OF
BALLENGIECH

Retold by MARGARET CRAWFORD MALONEY
Based ON truth and embellished by legend, thisisthe story of young King James
¥ who, at age 16, donned the clothes of a country man and travelled througbout
hisrealm in order to know his subjects. A delightful read for all ages.

The Little
Mermaid

Retold by MARGARET CRAWFORD MALONEY

An enchanting re-telling of the Hans Christian Andersen tale of the beautiful
mermaid who saves a shipwrecked sailor from descending to the deep, then longs
to become human so that the prince may return the love she feelsfor him.

$12.95

The Twelve
Dancing
Princesses

Retold by JANET LUNN
This romantic text, based on an old German fairy story, isthe essence of rich,
old-fashiotid fairytale magic about a poor farm boy who goes forth to seek his
fortune and wins the hand of a beautiful princess.

$12.95 hib/$6.95 ph

o Methuen
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