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THE WRITTEN WORD

Demonic possessives

If you were introduced to Brian Mulnmey and

(z0t being one of kis close

friends) sought t0 put him

at kis ease by asking him where he lived
and where he worked, | don’t tkink even ke would
reply, ‘1 live on Ottawa’s Sussex Drive
and my office 1s in Ottawa’s Langevin Block’

By I. M.

IN THE MARCH 1s5tE | reviewed abook by
C. E. S. Franks. On opening the magazine,
| was surprised to see. glaring at me from
the top of a column. tbe phrase “Franks
book.” Had | written that? No, my carbon
copy revedled. I had written “the book.” But
if 1 hod felt it necessary in the fourth para-
graph Of a short r eview to refresh the
reader’s memory about whose book | was
reviewing, |’ d have written Franks’s. The
reason for omitting the s after the apostrophe
when aword or name endsins is presuma-
bly that two sibilants in succession are hard
to say. But they're not. We have words like
thesis and plurals like fuses. If we can talk
about keepisg up with the Joneses, surely we
can say Jones's kook without difficulty. |
admit, though, that the final s becomes
troublesome ifit is followed, orits |ast sylla-
ble is preceded, Qy another sibilant. Thuswe
say for goodness' sake, for Jesus’ sake. Some
authorities say that the final s should be
dropped after all names derived from ancient
Greek and Latin that end ins. This IS too
arbitrary. | think. | have no trouble with
Aeschylus’s or Augrestus’s. But it' s true that
Sophocles’s and Themistocles's are awvkward
mouthfuls. Can anyone offer me an all-
purpose formulato cover thispoint? Pend-
ing that. we'll just have t0 go ON varying our
practice according to what sounds right to us.
Tbe editor has drawn my attention to a
curious point, A phrase tbat we see In the
papers with monotonous frequency in con-
nection witb appointments made by tbe fed-
erd government is “a close friend of the

- g e . miec . Ewer e . mY
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prime minister.” While acknowledging in
passing that a man with so many close friends
can't be all badl. | must point out that this isn't
idiomatic English. We don’t say & friend of
meAou/herfhim; \We use mine/yoursihers/his.
Therefore. we must also say prime
minister's. The idiom is anomalous, but it's
too well established to be abandoned now.
It goes tight back to Middle English: the first
citation in the OED is from 1300 (“aught of
his"’); Chaucer writes“‘ A Wend of bis that
calléd was Pandare”"; and the royal accounts
for 1502 list “*a young horse of the Queen’s.”’
One more possessive matter. In an arti-
de in Meclean’s | find "*Peterborough, Ont.’s
Trent University . . . Vancouver's Black
Rose Fii Productions . . New York’s
West 57th Street .. . New York City's
Rockefeller Center .., Trent University’s
Wemick." There's nothing wrong with these
phrases grammatically, of course, but apply
the test | suggested In the last issue: would
you ever say these things? You wouldn’t. SO
don't write tbem. If you were introduced to
Brian Mulroney and (not being one of his
close friends) sought to put him at his ease
by asking him where be lived and where he
worked. | don't think even he would reply,
‘| live on Ottawa''s Sussex Drive and my
office isin Ottawa’'s Langevin Block.”
Fowler called this 'S INCONGRUOUS and
traced its origin to newspaper headlines:

even ONTARIO'S PRIME MINISTER (so
are We chastened!) We can bow down before
while he iSis capitals; but when he comes
amongst us in the ordmary garb of lower-case
:En:t. we pluck up heart again & want to kick

Emest Gowers dropped tbis article from bis
1965 revision of Modern English Usage,
perhaps thinking it a lost cause. But I'3 coo-
tinue to stamp on the usage whenever it
flares up io my path. Even if | have to kick
David Peterson. _
Now acouple of words that have acquired
new and unnecessary meanings in recent
times:
CAREEN AS every experienced reader of

pirate stories knows, this Verb means to turn
aship on her side, on dry land, to clean Off
the barnacles. But it has a new meaning.
quite unrelated, and probably attributable to
a typesetter’s misreading of career: aSin
““The car careened around the bend.” It has
a line, dashing, piratical feding, 1 admit; and
as, according t0 the OED Supplement, it first
appeared the same year | did, it's probably
just as established as | am and will certainly
last longer. But it's absurd.

DOCK This really means abody of water
between two wharves where a vessel can be
moored in safety. A commoner word for this
in North America— and it's a nice. expres-
sive word — is dlip, especidly when it's
meant to accommodate a boat rather than a
ship. (Travis McGee docks his houseboat
The Busted Flush at Slip F-18. Bahia Mar,
Lauderdale.) In ordinary speech, especially
among summer cottagers, dock has come to
mean the wharf itself. This iS given aSthe
second meaning by my favourite dictionary,
the American Heniluge, and as the first mean-
ing, astonishingly, by my second favourite,
Collins. Yet the first volume of the OED Sup-
plement (1972) shows no knowledge ofit; nor
does tbe current edition of The Concise
Ozxford Dictionary (1982). Last year | copy-
edit.4 atypeseript that wasfill of docks, and
| changed tbem all to wharves. The author
didn't object, and the book sold extremely
well. sO you see. O
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“Suzanne Rosenberg’s book is
one of the Most remarkable
autobiographies of our time. It
covers the whole Soviet period,
and a levels from the intellectuat
world to the labour camps.
Above all, it is the most valuable
perspective on the whole Soviet
phenomenon ever to be published
by someone who can rightly be
described as both an extraordi-
nary and an ordinarywoman.”
Robert Conguest
212 pages Clothbound $24.95
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Exercise

EXPRES :
The Exercise Prescripﬂon
Daveloped by PARTICIPaction
The fitness p& ram for EVERYONE.
Newly created for the Canadian
Armed Forces, EXPRES brings the
model T of exercise, the 5Bz plan,
into the computer age. This unique
book offers a complete system of ex-
ercises that you can do-with or with-
out equipment. AU exercises have
been Integrated with a variety of
Sports activities from walking and
jogging to swimming and cyeling-and
are presented simply and clearly with
easy-to-understand charts and illus-
trations. EXPRES, I1t's ALL you need!
09.96 pepper

ANOTHER DAY IN PARADISE:
The Renl Club Lied Story

by Potrick Blednick

A close look at the worldwide va
cation company that promotes sea,
sun, Sports and sex plus a6 the facts
they don't put in the brochures. It
gives the fascinating backgrounds of
the men Who own and run the multi-
million-dolflar enterprise and a
behind-the-scenes look at the lives of
the people who work in Club Med
resorts.

$84.96 cloth
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ANATOMY OF A NIGHTMARE: The
Failore Of Society.in Dealing with
Child S8exual Abuse
by Martyn Eendriek

e first in-depth look a the *‘epi-
demie” of child abuse trids in the
United States and Canada involving
dlegations of satanism, ritual murder
and cannibalism, Kendrick exposes
the reots of the moral and legal
dilemmas. showing the wealmesses of
current investigative procedures.
$24.95 doth

EXTRASENSORY DECEPTION:
ESP, Psychics, Shirley MacLaine,
Ghosts, UF0’s.

by Henry Gordon

Henry Gordon, maglaian, lecturer and
veteran debunker of paranormal
phenomenon, details the wacky and
secret methods' of nearly every kind
of **psychic” to have surfaced in
North America. Gordon is highly re-
specied in the psyehie field and has
written a book to pot owr minds at
rest.

519.96 cloth
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CONSPIRACY OF no'mmns g
A True Story of Murder, Bikers
end the Law
by Mick Lowe

On the night of October 18, 1878,
Bii Matiyek was murdered. 10 years
later two questions remain: Who
killed Bill Matiyek? And why?

After 8 years of investigating all
the facts, Lowe unleashes the truth
about the world of biers, lawyers,
police, prisons and parole boards. He
shows how among the brotherhoods,
[t was not the bikers who were
guilty of conspiracy.
$27.05 cloth

PAIN - LEARNING TO LIVE
WITHOUT IT

by David Corey, Ph.D with

Stan Solomon

A step-by-step thorapy for the treat-
ment of chronie pain using a whole
person gpproach through eog-
nitive/behavioural therapy. Based on
the latest scientific research, this
book is written in everyday language,
with smple, easy-to-understand il-
lustrations.

016.96 Trade paper
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The Laurentians in
Peterborougl

When Trent Universily o

nized a three-day ‘Tribute

to Margaret Laurence,’ their modest fundraiser
turned inlo a national event and attracted four
times the number of people expected

“IT'WaS AS IF Margaret Lanrence herself were
looking down on us. saying, ‘ Gee. the even-
ing?is getting too formal. How ¢an | muck it
up? 3 99

John Wadland is talking about the three-day
Tribute to Margaret Laurence that he helped
organize at Trent University in March, which
began as a local fundraiser and became a
national event, featuring 14 kiterary figures and
attracting four times the number of people
expected.

he point at which Wadland imagines

Laurence to have intervened came during.the
gala dinner Friclay night. Three hundred guests
paying $30 each werefinishing their kiwi fruit
and whipped cream in the Great Hall, anticipat-
ing a stroll over to Wenjack Theatre to hear
readings by poet Miriam Waddington, novelist
Timothy Findley, and short-story writer Alice
Munro, with broadcaster Peter Gzowski as
master of ceremonies. But nobody bad
stopped nonpaying fans from entering tbe
theatre; and over dessert news reached Wad-
land that the theatre was full, an overflow room
with closed-cireuit television was al o full, and
acorridor being outfitted With two TV moni-
tors and a few dozen chairs was quickly filling.

Wadland, who is bead of Canadian studies
at Trent, and fellow organizer Orm Mitchell,
bead of English, sat stricken. “Then;’ says
Wadland, “‘some guy who bad nothing to do
with the event suggested why not have a read-
ing here, t00?7" As Pierre Berton launched
into a schedul ed postdinner speech on the
evils of antiporn Bil C-54, whispered consul-
tations began with other writers in the hall.
Runners were Sent to find books by Robert
Kroetsch and W. O Mitchell, Orm's father.
P. K. Page drove downtown to fetch a copy
of Brazilian Journal from the Holiday Inn.
When Wadland tremulously announced a
change of programme, the guests shuffled,
then applauded. and the evening took on a
fresh, impromptu atmosphere. Always one to
rise to an accasion, W. O. Mitchell gave a star
performance from The Vanishing Poiat, play-
fully slurring the word Jfog, and tipping
dangeroudy over forked, bringing a sense of
humour to tbe C-54 issue = which Berton's
speech bad utterly lacked.

!
|

The weekend continued in the same infor-
mal. celebratory spirit. At Wenjack Theatre,
someone timed the applause for Alice Munro
at four and a half minutes. Sbe agreed to
another reading tbe following night, joined ty
Waddington and Findley, for tbe dinner guests
who had missed them. Fans also packed a

R

......

A v m e —

Mitchell. and Hugh MacLennan, with literary
editor Robert Weaver as moderator. And on
Saturday afternoon, people filled the public
library for readings by Roo Borson, Adele
Wiseman, Robert Kroetsch, and Sylvia Fraser

Even the black-bordered paster Harold
Town bad produced for the occasion shaved
a young, lively Margaret Laurence who
appeared to be still with us.

Organizers at Trent wanted to honour
Laurence, acknowledged as one of Canada's
greatest writers, because she had lived in the
area since 1969, and had a dose assaciation
with the university until the time of her death
in January 1987. She received an honorary
degree in 972, became Trent’s first writer-
in-residence a year later. and in 1881 was
named chancellor. The event was held also to
raise Money for awriters-in-residence fellow-
ship, to enable promising beginning authors to
write af Trent for several months each,
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expenses paid. And perhaps organizers wanted
to iva down Peterborough County’s reputa-
tion as the place where a Few people sensi-
tive to sexual references and sheet language
tried (and failed) to ban Laurence’s novel The
Diviners from a grade 12 course at Lakefield

High School.

'“The response to this event says to me
what I've always know,”” Wadland said. “Mar-
garet L aurence was anational symbol, a
universally respected. admired, and loved
woman.” ~ JOHN GODDARD

Best of the West

The Calgary audience for the arts is fiercely
critical and powerfully interested. It hasnt been

accorded enough respect

CANADA IS READY to concede that the Olym-
pic Winter MeS were asuccess, arts fes-
tival and all. Well, what the hell can we do?
= Cdgary pulled it off. That has to be admit-
ted, however reluctantly. But while people
discuss the athletic events, the ceremonies,
the arts festival. there is ahways &’ implied
judgement of the city: this past season. Cal-
garians have be€’. treated to the world
media's assessment of their architecture,
theii weather, their street plan, their dress
cade, their graveyards, their breakfasting
habits, and |ast but not least, their capacity
for culture.,

Watching this process has bee” fascinat-
ing to me. I live in this city because I choose
to. | came five years ago, after the boom was
over. out of affection rather than for money.
And | write about this city; it keeps sneak-
ing into my fiction. |” short, | know it inti-
mately, and it would takea |ot to lure me
awav. So these Ojvmpian fudgements have,
to me, revealed more about the evauators
than about Calgary. which remains Somewhat
mysterious to the rest of Canada.

Still, the arts festival did reveal a good deal
about Calgary's cultural life, First of &, it has
one. Olympics or not, NO cultureless com-
munity could have produced, arranged for.
organized, and attended the events of the
arts festival. But most important were those
who attended: the audience.

One of the earliest events was the inter-
national writers' festival and book fair. and
in the concluding panel on the future of writ-
ing, Robert Kroetsch said, “ The future of
writing is in the audieace. Without audience
we are all silenced.” Again and again,
through films, concerts, plays, that line kept
coming back to me. What made the arts fes-
tival aheady success was not the organizers
or advertising or eve’ the Qlympics, but that
solid block of people who respond to and sup-
port cregtivity, that fiercely critical and
powerfully interested audience, which has not
been accorded encugh respect. A wag was
heard to say. after the Governor General's-
Awards ceremony, atended by the largest
audience the awards have ever see”, “Oh,
there are SO many people here because Cal-
garians areso greteful.” Exactly the kind of

4 BODKS IIT CANADA, May, 1983

patronizing reaction that would make any
Westerner want to kick the, yes. Eastern
speaker in the stomach with a very pointed
cowboy boot.

so there was the audience, that unpredic-
table octopus that comes to listen. watch,
heckle, applaud. or get up and walk out. That
serves as tie rea test of any artist's art. of
any show’s success. And it was as an
audience that Calgary reveded itself most
interesti.ngly. Although not enough people
bought tickets to a'‘rock spectacular” star
ti n%Neil Y oung and Avtograph (the show had
to be cancelled), the Calgary Philharmonic
Orchesira’s performance of Mahler's Resur-
rection Symphony was sold out months in
advance. The NOVA Corporation under-
wrote Alberta Theatre Projects to commis-
sio” five new Canadian plays, performed
during January and February. Therewas a
film festival, dance, art, and new music, all
of it audienced, and audienced well.

This audience was not extremely tradi-
tional, Or terribly easy o nlease, but it did
seem to carry with its critical capacity an
overwhelming enthusiasm. | saw no instan-
taneous standing ovations, but a sense of
dear-eyed evaluation, an awareness of the
quality of what they were watching and &’
ability to make tough judgements. That
capacity was obvious, perhaps nowhere “lore
obvious than With The Spirit Sings. The polit-
ical protest of the Lubicon L ake Cree has had
apowerful effect: the audiencewas Forced
to decide whether it would boycott the show;
the audience was implicated in its own par-
ticipation. The very conjunction of the Lubi-
co’ protest with the exhibition has
rebounded: the audience may have chose’
to see the exhibit, but their seeing it has
raised support for the Lubicon L ake band.

Obvioudly, the writers festiva was the
most important event for me. The inclusion
of 2 writers’ festival was nervy enough; there
has never been a literary component to any
Olympic Ark Festival, and of course, this one
had the task of measuring up to Greg
Gatenby's formidable international writers
festival. which takes place in Toronto every
fall. Preparations got off to a late start and
seemed to be plagued by disorganization and

cancellations, but by the time the festival
began, those problems had bee” mightily
overcome.

For a participating writer. a writers fes-
tival is always half nightmare. half dream.
There are al thase words in tbe sir, books,
pages, arguments. ideas, and every time you
turn arcund, another writer. But eve’ in that
morass, there were crystalline moments,
epiphanies and violations, drunken parties
and quiet conferences. dancing in the cor-
ridors and brisk walks outside in 20-below-
zero Weather. 17 short, all the insanities that
“lake writers' festivals so fascinating for both
writers and audience.

Why does any writer stand up in front of

out loud? Or sit or

panel and talk about creative nonfiction or

travel writingpublishing or mythology? We

most like it, or at least we must thimk that

0 to do it, something
e

oneoccupation t
secretly admire its audience, to open the
separating door between reader and writer.
And thistiters festival did that. stunningly.
| t h e panelWrte,"” Jaan
Kaplinski, the Estonian poet, quietly under-
cut].  Donleavy’s superciliousclaims about
writing for money. Japanese (but bornin
Canada) poet Kazuko Shiraishi talked about
woman P O inuse

word phallus. end

vérysaid I 1ike country
birth.”’ Lawrence Ferlinghetti

'60s in

Svemspective of hispoetry.  Delblanc
andered a deep

outaight Gu Hua

Chinesewrit-

ingBlais C a u gl]h_t her

in the trance of alengthening death. Ryszard
Kapuscinski

Shalveen the

NassrallahL.ebanon t

Calgary. And publisher Anna Porter defined
are t O

There was enough

enoughAind by the that
shiftingaudience had recognized a real hem
of the page: it was Jaan Kaplinski who earned
their
writers are as good as their counterparts in
of the wor]l confirmeda s
Bringhurst's S U p ereading Pin-
darAnd t h erefused

hotshot! American
andgled
Mclnerney'sto val ue Jay cocaine
cleverness. Enough is enough. The audience
had the same reaction to the AmericanSplit
Decisions the closing gala of the film festival.
How

t lose

predictable
theybe knows more than the
organizers. — ARITHA VAN HERK

| i st.ene

Their belief that Car
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TALES URTIL DAWN:
THE WORLD OF A
CAPE BRETON
STORY-TlELLER

r Joe Neil MacNeil
A by John Shaw,
ggsGiH-me's _Efagi:'asib' Press,

, unpriced,

SN s g B
THIS COLLECTION of Gaelic folk
tales, proverbs, games, rhymes,
and songs seems designed to be
accessible to everyone from the
Gaelic scholar to the general
reader. Thebook isan English
translation of stories that an old
Cape Breton story-teller named
Joe Neil MacNNeil recited from
memory in Gaelic. MacNeil, who
lives in Bii Pond, Cape Breton
County. teld his stories to John
Shaw, a specialist in Celtic folk-
lore, who recorded, transctibed,
and translated them, taking pains
ashe saysin the book' s lengthy
Introduction, to keep them both
entertaining and accurate. Mac-
Neil’ s stories are not his own.
Some of them are many hundreds
of years old, others not quits so
old, but all have been passed
orally from one generation to the
next. MacNeil recalls a time,
before television and radio, when
paople gathered in oneanother's
homes for story-telling, a prac-
tice, he says. that “united” peo-
ple and established a community
of spirit and tradition that iS nowa-
daysall but impossible.

Aside from their doubtless
8rea¢ importance to scholars of

aelic literature, the Stories in
Tales until Dawn are worth read-
ing for their own sake. The titles
done indicate how entertaining
and charming are some of these
stories. There iS a Story called
*“The Woman Who Was Awarded
a Pair of Shoes by the Devil,”
and a very short story called
*The Niit |t Rained Porridge,"’
and another called “Angus
Maclsaac’s Trip to the Moon.”
One story, “The Death of Diar-
maid,”’ tells of how Diarmaid, as
he isdying, asks for water, which
his mortal enemy, Fionn, goes t0
fetch. Fionn scoops up water with
his hands, andthen, remember-
ing kow much he hates Diarmaid,
opens his hands and lets the
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water run out. Feeling regretful,
however, he ties to scoop UP
more, only to find that Nnow his
bands cannot hold water. Mac-
Neil ends the stor¥ by saying that
thisiswhy peotﬁee today cannot

carry water in their hands.
Tales until Dawn can be
recommended to anyone
interested in Cape Braton ['sland
or in folk tales generally. The
tranglation captures the simplic-
ity of folk tales without making
them seem &t all cuts or con-
trived. It iS clear that Mr.
MacNeil, the story-teller. and
Mr. Shaw, the translator.

enjoyed their collaboration.
~— WAYNE JOHNSTON
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ANOTHER DAY IN
PARADISE? THE REAL
CLUB MED STORY

by Patrick Blednick,

Macmillan, 204 pages, $524.95 cloth
(ISBN 07715-9282-5)

THIS IS certainly not a DOOK-
length tourist brochure, despite
its pretty cover. |n Another Day
in Paradise? Patrick Blednick

ides an engrossing account of
the Club Méditerranée phenome-
non, from its humble origins in
1950 to his personal Visit to the
Florida “ Sandpiper” village in
1987,

One might query whether the
subject merits an exhaustive
investigation: isn't Blednick tak-
ing a deep dive into a rather shal-
low pool? However. very early
we discover that still waters run
deep a tbe Club Med peol. For
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example, we are told that in 1977
tbe club was subject to four
armed robberies at various loca-
tions, a murder in Corfu, two
deaths by misadventure in the
Tunisian desert, twe arson
attacks in an alpine village, and
two terrorist bombings in Cor-
sica. Nevertheless, over half a
million guests paid for Club Med
holidays that year, adding new
meaning to the resort’s *‘Hands
Up!” theme song.

Blednick even manages to
make the complex. woridwide
financial arrangements of the club
interesting, demonstrating a sub-
tle alchemy that transforms dry
data into absorbing narrative.

And then there's sex. Ths
anthor does not allow Club Med’s
reputation for sexual frolics to
become the raison d'étre of his
investigation, yet chapter 17
(“'Inside Paradise: The GOs’
Story’) includes interesting first-
Berson accounts of hanky-panky

etween the hired help and tbe
guests. _

By peering behind the glossy
poster or 15-second promotional
spot, Another Day i Paradise?
provides a fascinating account of
acompany famous for manufac-
turing dreams.

~ TIMOTHY CHAMBERLAIN

Oberon, 130 . $11.95
aséuﬁ 0 887% 9‘?‘. haper

He hears the laughter, It ISa
familiar sound. ATmost a wek
come noise in the void of his iso-
lation. The rumble of mirth fills
the reem With a physical
presence.

He looks in the mirror and sees
.2 youthful, middle-aged man
looking back at him. There are
no worry lines in his Face.
Remarkable for a peraon of 53.

Such unsubtle stream-of-
consciousness and characteriza-
tion are in sharp contrast with his
depictions of socia outcasts. as
in “The River Crests” and
“‘Remembrance Day.”

— ALLAN WEISS

A FINE & QUIET
PLACE

by Nom Kesling,

Obexav, 35 pages, I811.95 paper

(ISBN 0 88750 684 4).

THESE STORIES reflect Don
Bailey's Jong-standing interest in
lonely figures trying to make con-
tact. Here, the main focus is an
fathers and sons seeking to reach
out to their sires or offspring, in
memory if NOt in fact. The sto-
ries would be much more effec-
live without the unceasing flow of
tears: Bailey is optimistic about
tbe power of love but needsto
exercise greater control to keen
these stories from becoming
maudlin. For a writer who has
been publishing since the late
1860s, he shows a surprising ten-
dency towards amateurigh writ-
ing, as in *“The Neutral Enemy"':
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NORA KEELING explores themes
of isclation and the difficulty Of
achieving satisfactory relation-
ships with spouses or family
members. Her main characters
are usuglly women In relation-
shipsthat are sick, if not danger-
ous. Lii the protagonists in her
first collection, The Driver
(1982), those in A Fine & Quist
Place undergo terrible suffering
(especially miscarrizges) without
receiving any sympathy o affec-
tion from their mates. Their hus-
bands and lovers are almost
invariably self-ndulgent animals,
particularly the unnamed husband
in “ The Feather Pillow.” Keel-
ing's prose is at times annoyingly
stilted. ashere in “My Father's
House™:

there was, notwithstanding the
material in the basement, only
one individual in the great house
whose value and richness was
beyond question to everyone
except for the creature who
shared his beneficence.

Even stories that do not portray
wedlthy, aristocratic characters
(such as “Nouvelle') are marred
bv a_grating preciousness of

ge.

The atmosphere in the collec-
tion is bleak and intense. Nora
Keeling is not dating or
experimental in form, but sheis
consistent is quality.

— ALLAN WEISS
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THE BLOOD GOD
by Joseph MicAnthony,
Gra,:iau Baoks, 307 , $24.95
cloth (ISBN 0 246 13216 7).

IN AN AMTRAK TRAIN travelling
from New York to Montreal, g
man nicks himself while shaving.
Within minutes he bleeds to
death. Acute haemophilia? No,
murder.

Stephen Haggerty, a CBC

reporter, investigates. The txail
leds to Guatemala, a country
ruled by adictator so brutal that
the American president has with-
dravm military ad. With his two
allies, a gay CIA agent and a
beautiful woman, Haggerty mixes
it up with death squads and
Marxist revolutionaries. Along
the way he uncovers an interna-
tional conspiracy to assassinate
an Important American . . . and
so forth.
_ It's all standard stuff. Haggerty
IS Just one more scarred yet sen-
stive Vietnam vet. (He happens
to have served as ajournalist,
though.) The gay CIA manis a
stab at originality but a feeble
one: hiSsexual orientation i s re-
waled by alimp wrist.

There are interesting bits of
journalistic realism - not surpris-
inpr, considering that the author,
Joseph MacAnthony, was an
investigative reporter himself —
but the tidbits about the interna-
tional blood trade and whatnot are
boxed pieces. with no real con-
nection to the main story.

As for suspense, when Hag-
gerty gets himseYf in a jam, the
question is not, How will he“gr%
himself out of this one? but,
be get out exactly the way I
expect him to? The answer is
usualy yes.

MacAnthony puts sentences
together well enough, but lzcking
imagination, he writes by for-
mula. The result steams with
insincerity, which may put off
even the least discriminating
reader. — BRIAN HENRY

THE PRINCE OF STARS

by Yan Dennis,

Macmillan, 221 ggﬂ. $19.95 cloth
N @ 7715 9, A

THE MEDIEVAL Arabian world of
Toronto author Ian Dennis seems
to be inspired equally by the
Thousand and One Nights and
the scimitar-swishing matinee
entertainments that gave most of
us our first itroduction to this
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exotic fictional locale. An adoles-
cent adventure for adults — part
nostaleia. part sopof — The
Prince of Stars also operates as
a complex philosophical allegory
with much to say about love,
death, the meaning of life. the
nature Of reality, and good and
bad government. There's as
much popcorn as Plato in the mix,
though SOmemay fedl it'salittle
heavy on the latter.

The sequel to the author’s
1985 work, Baghdad, the book
functions fairly well on its own,
resuming the story painlessly
with a quick synopsis and plenty
of action. What’s alr hap-
pened is that in a revolution
engineered by the Ripe Fruit
Patty the caliph has been mur-
dered, but kis wimpy young son
and a few followers have escaped
down the Tigris with their ene-
mies in hot pursuit. In The Prince
of Stars the chase continues
across the map of a long-ago Mid-
dle East, with skirmishes, adven-
tures, and parrow escapes. Along
the way the young antiherc
matures il he is ready to con-
front the terrible and terribly
pedantic Fruit commander,
Zardin-al-Adigrab.

The fwo watring contingents
and the odd assortment of tribes
they enconater en mute al have
one thing in common: a taste for
philosophical story-telling. Just
about every character has his
own Arabian Nighta-style tale to
interrupt the action with, and
these lusty digressions provide
the book with its best and witi-
est pages.

— MARTIN TOWNSEND

HOCKEY NIGHT
IN CANADA
by Diane Schoemperlen,

Quarry Press, 130
., (ISBN 0 91

, $6.95
56 0)

EXPERIMENTATION In writing, as
in science, is the exploration of
new Wways to tackle a given
problem, and in Hockey Night in
Canada, D ii Schoemperlen
demonstrates imagination and
admirable artistic courage in her
techniques. As is her earlier
Frogs & Other Stories (1986), she
writes here amost exclusively
about msatisfying male-female
relationships, and Schoemperlen
uses novel formal devices to deal
with this theme. ““This Town,"’
for example, is struetured as a
kind of mock saciological study,

or anti-tourist guide, sad “ A Sim-
ple Story’" is metafictionally
divided into short sections pur-
porting t0 “describe’ every rele-
vant aspect of a single.
near-disastrous encounter in an
extramarital affair. While such
techniques often work, they
sometimes seem gimmicky and
forced, asis the case with the
parentheses — { ) — punctuat-
ing ““Live Sentences." The more
conventional stories, like the title
story and “Crimes of Passion,”
tend to be clichéd and predicta-
ble, the latter work seeming
more like a story outline than a
story in itself. Schoemperlen's
greatest strength |iesin the deft
drawing of the miniature portraits
that are the hallmark of good
story writing ~ like this one from
“A Simple Story”:

‘This particular woman, Marilyn,
is waiting for him in the lane
behind her dovntown apartment
building, turtling her chin into
her expensive fur coat, sucking
on the collar.

All jn all, Schoemperlen attempts
to expand the boundaries of
short-story form, and succeeds
frequently enough t0 merit seri-
ous attention as she fulfils the
promise Of her earier work.

— ALLAN WEISS

SCIENCE 1

AT WORK IN THE

FIELDS OF THE BOMB
Bhotossgphs nql (ot by
introduction by Jonathan

Schell,
& Mchifyre, 224 pages,

detailed and banal preparations of
the nuelear industry.
However. this approach
doesn’t redly work. After the
umpteenth processing-and-
assembly plant. the mind
becomes numbed to the reality of
global destruction; consequently,
Af Work in the Fields of the Bomb
loses considerable emotional

impact.

Despite this self-imposed han-
dicap. two haunting images do
emerge from this text: a half-
meited Buddha and a handful of
paper cranes folded hy a dying
girl. These images assume an
iconic stature, for in truth, they
represent the victim's story.

The latter half of this book con-
tains interviews and “field
notes’ that successhully poriray
the surreal Dr. Strangelove
dimension of the nuclear industry.
Y et here again the most compel-
ling text is that which deals with
the Japanese survivors of
Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

At Work in the Fields Of the
Bomb demonstrates that some-
times a picture isn"t worth a thao-
sand words.

— TIMOTHY CHAMBERLAIN

$19.95 (ISBN 0-88894-583-3,

WHEN ROBERT OPPENHEI VER
watched the first nuclear explo-
sion |0 New Mexicoin 1945, he
quoted hum the Bhageved Gita:
“| am become death, the des-
tr(%er of worlds.”

ccording to Robert Del
Tredici, author of At Work in the
Figlds Of the Bomb, Oppen-
heimer’s statement represents
an attitude of “romantic gran-
deur,"" a view of nuclear weapons
hum the “victor's point of
views, " Thus, the first half of
Tredici's book eschews the tradi-
tional images of nuclear disaster.
Gone is the spreading mushroom
cloud or scarred survivor.
I nstead, Tredici focuses on the

INFINITE IN ALL
DIRECTIONS
by Freeman J. Dyson.
Harper & Row (Fitzhenry & White-
side), 319 pages, $28.50 cloth

BN 0 06 039081 6).

FREEMAN DYSON'S previous
books, Disturbing the Universe
and Weapons and Hope, placed
him in the front ranks of those
scientists — like Stephen Jay
Gould, Carl Sagan, Lewis
Thomas, and David Suzuki —
who have reached out from the
lab to the public audience. The
present ing, based on his
Gifford L ectures at Aberdeen
University, is further pmof of
Dyson's unique and intelligent
voice.

The title reflects the author’s
temperament as a physicist:
against those who postulate a
universe ultimately reducible to
fundamental law, he sees tile
universe asinfinitely diverse and
man's role in it as endlesdy
diversifying. This predilection for
““infinite diversity” underlies his
eclectic conversation on a dizzy-
ing aray of topics and
enthusiasms — from desert
camels and bombardier bedtles to
black holes and muclear disarma-
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ment. Along tbe way, Dyson
spins his pet theories and
hypotheses about the origims of
life and speculates with tempered
optimism about the future and the
problems we face.
Inevitably tbe book is pushed
and pulled too often. but it is
redeemed by Dyson’s constantly
engaging presence: science
merges with his humane vision of
man’s power and imagination.

Like the perfect guest at a sum-
mer cottage. Dyson is endlesdy
fascinating, congenially eccentric,
stylish yet relaxed. As aliways, he
writes with beguiling Simplicity
and a gift for metaphor.

= B.K. aDams

POETRY. . ...

HEAVY HORSE
JUDGING
by Don Summerhayes,
Thistledoiwen, 68 pages $8.95 paper
(ISBN 0 920633 35 8).
TDON'T KNOW anythmg abOUT
heavy horse judging, but | sus-
pect 1t would focus on solid,
down-to-earth qualities — “the
merit of serviceable lives,” as
one poem puts it. Simiarly, there
are no high-strung thoroughbred
airs to Don Summerhayes’s
Heawy Horse Judging. |nstead.
we are offered a collection of
quiet, unpretentious poems, enli-
vened by flashes of a whimsica
imagination and apuckish sense
of humor. The poet announces
his intentions in tbe opening

0em in characteristically direct
ashion:

spoak the ordinary

words elcarly
without tsistence

cligosing to say

some comrton fhing

we lave necded lo hear
over and orver

Occasionally Summerhayes iS
lyrical, but his strength lies less
in fancy semantic footwork than
in an understated style that
shares moments of clarity and in-
sight through childhood reminis-
cences, reflections on travel and
on love. He is a very sunny-
visioned poet ~ he can, in fact,
seem complacent, giving us a
benevolent world in whicb even
death appears innacuous: “‘under
the old courthouse lawn/the souls
of dead bums/still sleeping it off,"’
Heavy Horse Judging IS not for

readers who want to be disturbed
and provoked by what poetry can
ship bare. But'its comfortable-
ness and genuine savoring of
small moments serve a purpose,
too. — BARBARA CAREY

i THE PAST ]

BANDITS AND
PRIVATEERS:
CANADA IN THE AGE
OF GUNPOWDER

by Harold Horwood
and Ed Butts,

Doublad:ly Canada, 227 pages,

$19.95 cloth
(ISBN O 385 25110 6).

THIS IS A BEDTIME BOOK for the
Walter Mittys of the world.
Horwood and Butt serve up 16
tales from the shady side of
Canada’s past — the Age of Gun-
powder (a period they date
roughly from the days of the fur
trade to the eve of the Second
World War). The authors divide
up the cast of characters ints two
categories: “gentlemen adven-
turers” and “rogues.” The lat-
ter term, however, is far from
being solely geiprative, as the
group it describes includes the
likes of Henry More Smith, 2 man
who “had some attractive quali-
ties and could sive the imoression
of being more imp than scoun-
drel.” In addition to describing
con-artistry, vandalism, and
legally sanctioned acts of vio-
lence, the authors takepains to
give their readers a detailed
account of the hardware used by,
or against, their subjects.
Nevertheless, the overall effect
of the telling is to sanitize the
lives and actions of penple dis-
cussed.

‘This collection follows un the
authors’ 1994 book, Pi& end
Outlaws of Canada. Together,
Horwood and Butt claim, the
books make up a two-volume sur-
vey of violence in Canada.
Although tbe authors piously con-
clude that violence is a socid
problem and that it is to the credit
of Canadians that they do not
celebrate criminals, their stories
are essentially a light-hearted and
superficial [ook at a collection of
less than savoury but entertain-
ing characters. This book will
help to debunk the myth that
Canadian history is boring.

— WAYNE JOHNSTON

EMPIRE OF DUST:
SETTLING AND
ABANDONING THE
PRAIRIE DRY BELT
by David C. Jones,

University of Alberta, 316 pages,
$24.93 30!![

(ISBN 0 88564 119 2).
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THIS BOOK chronicles the Settle-
ment of tbe so-called drylands (a
euphemism) of southeastern
Alberta by would-be wheat
farmers after 1900.

More than a history of the
ravages wreaked by sun, wind,
and drought — this in a land with
quicksand for a welcome mat and
rattlesnakes for doormen —
Empire of Dust recalls a man-
made disaster to rival those
nature al ready provided.

Lured by a government eager
to establish an agricultural heart-
land and byped by the boosterism
of land speculators and chambers
of commerce, thousands of farm-
ing families poured into this vir-
tual desert from all over the
world, only to lose. within a
generation, everything they had.
“The bread of tbe future will
come from the desert of the
past,” the sdesmen claimed, bat
were long gone when the farm-
ers hopes yielded to despair
after the First World War.

Author David C. Jones, a his-
tory professor at the University
of Calgary, has dug deep in the
archives to unearth the painful
redlity of this significant era. His
reconstruction of events has so
much of the fed of a literary epic
that the reader misses the
presence of protagonists; Jones’s
balanced approach to those Who
played a part in red life gives us
a cast of diverting extras.
Perhaps some sense of this ab-
sence iSbehind the author’s
attention to the town of Carlstadt,
Alberta, bat this attempt to give
focus to the story seems half-

hearted and only half succeeds.

A wedlth of statistics and
period anecdotes makes Empire
of Dust amost respectable.
though occasionally rambling,
work of popular history. But it's
the author's command of the

story-teller’s art that enables him
to succeed, in general, in Vvividly
recreating the human drama of
those tragic times.

— MARTIN TOWNSEND

OVERLAND TO
STARVATION COVE
WITH THE INUIT IN
SEARCH OF
FRANKLIN, 1878-1880
by Heinrich Klutschak,

University of Toronto Press, 261
%.4;&24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 802D

THIS IS acharming and readable
book about how four rank
amateurs — a soldier, an artist,
ajournalist sod a fourth man
about whom not much is known
except that he came from
Milwaukee — spent two wildly
successful years wandering in the
Aretic on a budget of just $5,000
(those were the days). They sur-
vived, discovered new clues to
the fate of the lost Franklin
Expedition, and completed the
longest overland Sed journey by
white men up to that time.

Heinrich Kiutschak (the artist)
published bis narrative in 1881 in
Germany where it was an instant
popular success. Now translated
Into English for the first time by
William Barr, who also supplies
a concise historical introduction
and detailed end notes, itis a Vic-
torian adventure story told with
intelligence and brio (a cross
between A Journey to the Cenire
of the Earth and Pickmick
Papers). who can forget the
author's hair-raising dash across
the Back River rapids on ice so
thin he could poke a stick through
it? Or the expedition’s harrowing
retwrn journey to Hudson Bay
with sled dogs dying One by one
of starvation? _

At the same time, tension be-
tween superior Inuit know-how
and Klutschak's colonial
discourse gives this book a
subtext that cannot escape tbe
modem reader. For example,
while their Inuit guides construct
complex igloos, the whites do
low-grade drudge work like
<hopping water holesin the ice.
When the whites finally return to
their own world. they find the
process of reverse adaptation dif-
ficult and painful. Klutschak didn't
draw any fresh conclusion from
this experience, but his book

3\ sends us adifferent message.

- DOUGLAS cLovER
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An essential resource for both
professional organizers and
cilizen aclivists:a practical
guide to the strategy, tactics and
technigues of community
organizing.

Paperback

ISBN: 0-921689-20-8 $14.95
Hardcover

1SBN:; 0-921689-21-7 $34.95

THE DEGLINE OF THE

. EGONOMY
ra T

BERTRAND IIE LLON
JORGE XIOSE

Two well-known economist9
examine the decline of U.S.
industry in the context of the
American econonmy as a whole.
They analyze all important
indicators. from the introduction
of new technalogies to military
industries. showing the dangers
of Free Trade.

BLACIK ]
ROSE
BOOKS

A collechon ol Canadian scho-
larly and popular essays explor-
ing some of the basic debates in
teminismn  Major orthodoxies
within acadernia are queshioned
and the basis tor a dishingl
feminis approach set out

Paperback
ISBN: 0-821889-22-5 §16.95
Hardcover
ISBN: 0-921689-25-X $29.95

L
o
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L L A
A comprahensve hslory ol lhe
Québec labour movement dating

back 1o the very ongins of the
workers” struggle 150 years ago

\D |
COUXTER
POSER
e

IDICED DY TOLANDL EROED

Essays by scholars and achwisls
compare the expenences of
women n sevaral countries a
fragh wision of wiomens emanc-
pation n sweeping miermaton.l
scope

Paperback

ISBN: 0-921689-10-1 519.95
Hardcovar

ISBN: 0-921889-11-X 539.95

5"%£§f
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This biography ot Ebsee Reclus.
tha mneteenih-century geog-
rapher and anarchis! 1s bolh a
history of anarchist thought ang
a portrait of a fascinating and
paradosical man

Paperback Paperback Paperback
ISBN: 0-921689-00-4 $14.95 ISEN: 0-920057-56-4 $19.95 ISBN: 0-921689-16-0 §16.95
Hardcover Hardcover Hardcover
ISBN: 0-921689-01-2 §34.95 ISBN: 0-920057-55-1 $39.95 ISBN: 0-921689-17-9 §35.95
Order from:
University of Toronto Press
5201 Dufferin St.

Downsview;, Ontario M3H 578
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PROFILE

Violent rniver

For David Adams Richards, the contrast belween the flesh
and the spirit, the outer and the inner, is everything.
It’s the root of both his tragic vision and his comic insight

i lot of legends about David Adams
Richards. Leﬁ_ends_ about this
nearly illiterate kid hitchhiking down
from tbe Miramichi through storms of
deet to read his fledgling tales at the
Tuesdlay evening literary meetings that
used to be held a the University of New
Brunswick. Legends about a hard-
drinking Newcastle roaring boy with his
hair cut long, a ring in his ear, and a chip

I IVING IN FREDERICTON, you hear a

By Douglas -Glover

on his shoulder. Legends about the
“ingtinctive” writer who slept all day
and wrote in a frenzy tbmugb the night,
torturing grammar, syntax, and spelling
in his rush to get words down on paper.
_But the real Dave Richards is nothin

like that. He is a courteous. reserved.
and profoundly decent man who lives
with his wife, , their dog, Grace,
and their Maine Coon cat, Theo, in a
rented house on St. John Street, right

in the cockpit of Anglo New Brunswick
culture, four blocks from the Beaver-
bmok Art Gallery and the Playhouse
Theatre and a two-minute walk from the
university. He is 37 now. no longer the
boyish 22-year-old who stunned the local
literary community witb tbe first master-
ful pages of The Coming of Winter.
(UNB academic and poet Bill Bauer still
speaks of the “brute excitement” he
and bis colleagues fdt listening week
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after week as Richards road fresh
chapters.) o
e doesn't have aring in his ear, aud
he keeps his hair cut’ conventionally
short. He doesn't drink or smoke. And
he gave up chewing Red Man tobacco
in February. He writes during the day
now because he can't get his dog to
dleep days and stay up all night with him.
Though he's not gregarious, he loves to
talk, foves to reved hls enthusiasms in
conversation - for writing, movies,
politics, hunting. He has an autodidact’s
appreciation Of books, seems to know
chunks of Dostoevsky and Joyce almost
g¥ heart. Without missing a beet, he can
ift from discussing Keats's “negetive
capability” to a yarn about how he shot
his first moose last year at the edge of
a tangled chop-down deep in the north-
ern_woods.

The real Dave Richards watches alot
of televison — game shows, sports
(he's a passionate boxing fan), movies
— to relax from his writing. He used to
curl; now he and Peggy, who works as
an office supervisor for alocal film
production company, take riding lessons
once or twice a week a a stable on the
edge of town. Summers, theg spend
time & a cotta%:they own on the south
shore of the Miramichi just across from
Eartibog, the tiny dowmriver village
where PeggP(/ grew up, which forms the
fietional backdrop of Richards's second
novel, Blood Tics. Or Richards will slip
away by himself to a hunting and fishing
camp he and his brothers share up on
the Bl Sevogle River near the setting
of the marvellous Lives of Short
Dugation.

In the past decade and a hdf, he has
turned out four novels and a story col-
lection, two books of poetég/ hvo plays
fone based on the life of medieval French
poet-thief Francois Villon), and severdl
screenplays (Capitol Films recently
finished shooting Richards s script Tues-
day, Wednesday and is shopping around
for adistributor), enough work, In fact,
to fuel a couple of careers, establishing
himsdlf firmly as one of the most stub-
bornly original voices on the Canadian
literary scene.

This month McClelland & Stewart will
ublish Richards’s fifth novel, Nights
¢low Station Street, the first instalment

of a projected trilogy. This is a depar-
ture of sorts — al Richards's previous
fiction was published by Ottawa s Obe-
ron Press. Now, suddenly, thereis
excited, hopeful talk of agents and
American deals. But it is alSo areturn
to the gritty northeastern New Brun-
swick mill town (unnamed, hut like the
Newcastle of Richards's birth, a fictional
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Newcastle) where he st his first novel,
The Coming of Winter.

Nights below Station Street is full of the
horror, violence, pity, bemused toler-
ance, and humour that we have come to
expect in a David Adams Richards novel.
It chronicles the wars of the Walsh
family, Joe and Rita and their 15-year-
old daughter, Adele, concentrating on
Adele and her conflict with Joe, who is
an alcoholic trying to reform, hyi ng to
atone for the damage he's dready done
to his famiiy. .
~ Addle is a sweetheart of a girl caught
in the Never Never Land of adoles-
cence, confused, rebellious, endearing,
and hilarious (unable to decide Whether
to wear jeans or skirts, spitting in her

Richards prefers
to call himself a
conservative socialist.
‘To think that
politics can solve the
problems of the poor
is ridiculous,’ he says.
“Pve always thought
politics tended towards
the nonsensical.’

Coke to keep her little Sister from drink-
ing it, screaming at Joe because he won't
let her rub his sore back). She exagger-
ates and embellishes on Joe's misireat-
ment. She looks for guidance to a
character named Vera, the Miramichi’s
version of the New Person, a university
graduate who has spent a year at Oxford
and spesks with a mid-Atlantic accent.
But the truth of Adele’s relationship wkh
Joe is that they love each other deeply.

“It'sabook about the conflict for the
hearts and souls of the young,” says
Richards. “There are alot of people Il
Vera who have gone away to universty.
and come back to Newcastle with an
answer for everything. They wear the
right clothes and go to the new malls,
the new racketball courts and the new
curling clubs, and that’s ail very well.
But the one person who is redly trying
to be a new human being is Joe, who,
with no promises, no guarantees, IS giv-
ing up his old fife, his drinking, his drink-
Ing friends.’’ .

When Rkhards talks about his writing,
he talks about themes and personalities.
He shies from discussions of style. He
didikes being asked about influences. “I

don't think of myselfin any terms,” he
says, “except that when | write about
Joe Walsh he comes from my fictional
world, which is mine and not anyb
else’s.”” On one occasion he dedlt wi
the several issues of regionalism, tech-
nique, and influence in a Single terse sen-
tence: “| think. you write like your
persondity and where you come from."
What animates Dave Richards is the
inner life of his characters, their motives,
their secrets, theii spiritual aspirations
and failures. He has a curious way of
talking about them, as if you and he were
talking about Joe Walsh down the street
and not Joe Walsh in a novel. He uses
first names, tells you things about them
(traits, habits, events in their lives) that
aren’t written down in any book
{Fredericton poet Robert Gibbs calls this
“extendng the text”).
them, pities them. _
Bill Bauer remembers an occasion
when Richards came for a visit during
the writi ?Ig of his 1986 novel, Road to
the Skt House. “ Dave came in and sat
down, and our son John was here, and
Dave exclaimed sorrowfully, tﬁz%of
nothing, ‘Oh, jeez, poor little Randy.
The poor little bugger — he's just sit-
ting on the porch crying his heart out
because he flunked his Scout badge.’
After he left, John said, ‘I didn't know
he had any children. Who’s this
Randy? "
When | mentioned this, Richards
laughed. He says, “I don't know wh
| do'it. It's something that's on my mind.
| try to think continually of what impels
%eople like Johu and Karen and Leab and
renda. They are physical presences.
When I think of Trenda (like Randy, a
character in Road to #he Stilt House), |
can see exactly what she's wearing and
how she would walk inte this mom.”
He knows his characters through and
through, even the minor ones. Writing
Nights below Station Street, he became
so involved with a set of peripheral
characters that he finally realized he'had
a whole other novel on bls hands — the
second novel of his trilogy, in fact.
Richards's characters populate a huge,
continuous imaginative world such that
people in one book will show up in
another. Kevin and Pamela Dulse from
The Coming of Winter, for example,
show upagam in Lives of Short Duration;
Hudson Kopochus. a secondary charac-
ter in Lives. has a whole story devoted
to him in Dancers at Night. The effect
IS one of eerie verisimilitude — as if they
were al really _al i ve SOomewhere.
Richards is a passionate moralist (not
moralizer, NOt social critic) Who delights
in makingprecise and minute ethical dis-
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tinctions. “| am always asking myself,"
he says, ““when presented with a set of
difficult choices, how would this charac-
ter act? What Is the proper and correct
thing to do, as opposed to the thing that
a?pears proper and correct. .., A lot
0 Ng{ds below Station Street deals with
the diirence behveen the veneer of
altruism and real altruism, supposed or
assumed generosity and true human
generosity.”

~He distrusts middle-class “sophistica-
tion” and “gentility,” wncepta be sees
as pregnant with their own sort of vio-
lence. "In al instances where you have
to be generous, affected or so%hgsﬁcated
people can be generous: but to be gener-
ous when it's not expected or when it
causes hardship, when it requires the
best part of human nature — my charac-
ters can be that more quickly.”

Thii distrust reflects Richards’s
politics, that combination of antiliberal,
antiwelfare, pro-working-class senti-
ments he shares with fellow Easterners
like the late Alden Nowlan, Wayne John-
ston, and Eric Tretheway, a Nova Sco-
tia writer now teaching in tbe U.S.
Amazingly, he has been called a Marxigt,
and his first novel, The Coming of
Winter, was trandated into Russian
(though he suspects the Soviets cor-
rupted his text Into a socialist-realist
indictment of Canadian society). But
Richards prefers to call himself a “con-
servative socialis” and to say things like
“To think that politics can solve the
problems of the poor is ridiculous. I've
dways thought politics tended towards
the nonsensical.’

Sometimes he reminds me of Flannery
O'Connor (among other similarities,
they're both Cathalic). Like O Connor,
Richards expresses himsdf tbrougb
characters who five & tbe bottom of the
economic ladder, on the periphery of
society, an imaginative territory they
both See as inhabited by petty crooks,
drunks, suicides, and mystics — for
what else is George Terri from Lives of
Shost Duration, dancing drunkenly with
a pig’s head on a pole in the middle of
a burning bridge, but an ancient shaman
seeking his vison? And tbey both get
comic Mileage out of the dash behveen
the spiritual and the mundane
1;_I‘George’ S vision turns out to be tbe

8.
~ But where O'Connor is dogmatic (God
IS a character; grace is a plot device),
Richards is romantic. His world, his fic-
tive universe, is Catholic only in a deep
sensg, in the sense that Catbollcism is
the most pagan of the Christian sects.
Life is nasty, brutish, and shert; men and
women are ruled by the Image of gross
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flesh, by fantasy, and by socid coercion.
But benesth tbe surface they have souls
of essential goodness, yearning to be
free, to express themselves in decent,
loving acts, in generosity.

Lois had also atattoo of atiny rose on
her left breast ... this tiny rose signi-
fied something pure and life-giving about
her, exuded from her a qualltywt;f love,
though she said she'd gotten the rose
tattoo on a $20 bet with a man, she Said,
who coukin’t hold hig own piss.

For Richards, this contrast between
the flesh and the spirit. the outer and the
inner, is everything. It's the mot of both
h|straq|clvismn and his comic insight.
And tbls is what mogt eritics miss — it
IS a theme that is universal, a theme that
has generated all great art since the
beginning of the Christian era.

ar from being a bland land of desper-
ate poverty and alienation, the Miramichi
River area where Richards grew up is
aworld of almost surreal and operatic
contrasts. It iSa country of strange,
haunting beauty, river and forest and
mist-covered estuary, violated by
tabmpt, smoking mill plants and port
owns.

... the quiet light under the snow-
covered spruces, the frozen rock where
Hudson Kopochus |ay with a bear on his
journey to kill a man in 1825, and the
children catching the bus for school the
next day, the dark-faced displaced
French, the tubborn  self-destructive
Irish, the celtic blood on one of the most
violent rivers in the country, “Fuck ya,
fuck ya,” for “'I love you, Ilove you,"”
or “Help me, help me’

This is Richards's paysage moralisé, the
country of his imagination.

'Richards's grandfather — genes and
history tell — was atravelling musician
from Wales. The Welsh connection is
determinative — music and bombast.
Welsh bombast, e.g., Dylan Thomas,
fuels Richards's intense hyggr%hetoﬁc
the way the tradition of Soutbem bom-
bast fuelled Faulkner. And he sings.
When he was younger, Richards would
often preface readings with acappella
folk songs. His grandfather settled In
when e married Richards's
grandmother, who worked as a violinist
at the Newcastle Opera House.
Together they purchased the opera
house and played the music to accom-

silent movies.

After Grandfather Richards died,
Richards's grandmother made one of
those intuitive decisions that define tf_liI
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Spring
Thoughts

A Public Purpose
Tom Kent

A Public Rarposeisthe
vigorous Tomutiteint’s
experience as a central figure
mosneofthep ortant
governments of the last half
century.

“A lot of people have given up
on politicians in the last few
years. That happens from time
to time. Tom Kent's book
should remind us that a nation
can work together and achieve
great things If there is a public
purpose.”

Jim Coutts, Tbe Toronto Star

“an excellent book and atine
contribution to Canadian
history.”

Welter Gordon, former
Liberal Finance Minister

Cloth 0-7735-0649-7 s29.95

Water into Wine?

AN INVESTIGATION OF
THE CONCEPT OF MIRACLE

Robert A. H. Larmer

The possible or actua occur-
rence of miracles has been
vigorously debated since the
concept was first introduced.
In Water into \Wine? Robert
Larmer re-examines significant
issues in this cross-disciplinary
debate and attacks two basic
assumptions governing it.

“a very significant contribution
to the ongoing philosophical
debate concerning miracles.”
Donald Evans,

University of Toronto

Cloth 0-7735-0615-2  $22.50

McGill-Queen’s Univessity Press
Order from University of Toronto Press
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A stunning first novel by short story
writer and former marine combat
medic, Richard Currey, traces a young
iman’s path from a middle-American
upbringing to Vietnam and back.

0

“..compact and powerful...an
unusual and impressively vivid
handling of o famifiar theme.”

—Kirus Reviews

“..clearly one of the very best
works gffiction to emerge ffom
the Hetnam War.., Thereisso
much to sqy about this book:
its exquisite langugge, its
sharp& drawn characters, its
breathtaking landscapes, its
vivid and compelling narrative.”

-Tim OBrien, author of
Going After Cacciato

0
$24.95 cloth

e

Fitzhenry & Whiteside

Poltishers of The Funk & Wagnall's
Canadian Collepe Ditiomary

12 B800KS I CATIADA, Liay, 1938

else on the North Shore thought talking
pictures were a passing fancy, she went
ahead and bought a monopoly on talking
picture distribution for the area. The
move made her a lot of money, and more
enemies, but she was a woman of con-
Sderable panache, persevering despite
thrests of violence and arson.

By the time Richards came on the
scene, much of his grandmother’s for-
tune had been disspated, though the
extended family till owned hvo Newcas-
tle movie theatres and a drive-in. The
future author was raised Catholic, was
an atar boy, and went to a parochial
school through grade four.

As' arebellious teenager (*‘T was
extremely rebellious then,” he said,
“not as rebellious as I'd like to have
been t the time, but rebellious enough
to get in a few fist fights and be thrown.
out of school on a number of occa-
sons’), he atended Harkins Academy
where Max Aitken, Lord Beaverbrook,
had gone to school.

When he was 14, Richards read what
he calls “my first adult book” — it was
Dickens’s Oliver Twist. That was when
he decided to become a writer. You can
amost see the impulse unfolding.
Richards must have recognized in
Dickens a symbolic grammar anaogous
to his own experience: he must have
realized all at once that it was really pos-
sible to express that experiencee in beau-
tiful and exciting ways — the subtle
dance of wealth, class, and poverty, the
contrast between professiona do-
gooders and the truly good, the manipu-
Iation of youth, the drinking, and the
violence.

There is a story from David Adams
Richards’s childhood that is emblematic.
When his mother was seven months
pregnant, she accidentally tripped and
fell while hanging her laundry out to dg
The baby, David, was born IE)irematur
with a brain haemorrhage.
appeared somewhat crippled and, as he

rew, he was Sow to learn to walk —
oc'g(o_rs agd family feared he might be
retied.

When he was two and a half years.old
(this is one of Richards's earliest
memories), Mrs. Richards took him on
the long train journey to Montreal to visit
a specialist. The specialist handed the
baby a rubber ball and asked him to give
it back. The doctor repeated the
manoeuvre, urging the child to perform
it “Faster, faster!” In frustration,
Richards threw the ball, hitting the doc-
tor on the head. The doctor laughed,
saying, ““This kid isnat retarded.”

i left sde -

Thi s anecdote contains the three
hallmarks of a David Adams Richards
gory: horror, violence, and comedy.
Through fate or bad luck, the baby is
damaged. Society jumps in with aglib
assessment; the word refarded iS value-
loaded, welfare-worker, pseudomedical
lhar on that dismisses the child, pigeon-

oles him. It is a type of psychiC vie-
lence. As Richards Says, “It is prior
assumption and contempt prior tO nves-
tigation that destroys people.” .

The second half of the tory, the hip
to Montreal, is aso exemplary. For it is
the pattern of Richards’s characters to
react to the violence of prior assumption
with violence, with drunkenness, or
other forms of outrageous behaviour. It
IS acurious double sign: the violence
Richards characters do to correct
Enqu]lsh, for example, is both an emblem
of their debasement, of the place saci-
ety has put them in, away or behaving
that soctety expects and alows, and it
is also a badge of honour, a symbol of
their revolt against “proper” forms of
behaviour and speech. .

And sometimes the violence is simply
causeless and mysterious, at which point
it connects with Richards’s religious
sense, his belief in the fundamental
unpredictability, the absolute freedom,
of the human’ pirit.

‘'Yer sorta religious or what Simon?'’
Rance szid.
“Oh boy — 1 don't think so — verv

much. "

“Well 1just thought all the Sties ya
told me — ‘about the bears. and runni
the river — always ended up with ‘G
bless.'” Rance smiled and |loOked
about.

Smon chuckled.

“| don’ know Sometimes. Once |
bopped a man right over the head for
NO reason — N0-One knows why
don’t know why ~ but there it is —~
that's what 1'm like.”

““Well I’m not going to bother you
about it,” Rance said.

For Richards's characters are not sim-
glg/_ victims. His novels live because they

il with anger, revolt, and humour. His
down-and-out working-class types seam
aways ready to perform the graceful,
generous act, or to throw their lives
away in some piece of mad, defiant
theafre. The best of them have clear
Ideas of correct behaviour that in many
ways are truer than the more sophisti-
cated Tcr?mprorglseﬁ orf middle-%lass sogli;
ety. “They are doing things, when pu
comas to shove,” says glchards, pthaI
the best part of themsdlves offers to the
world.” O
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Passages

‘Miss Poonegar was now a music teacher. Her speciality
was singing:’ ‘And | teach religious somgs and bhajans only,

none of those silly Hindi movie songs.

NE AFTERNOON, into the Damania

household walked Vera Poonegar,
./ just turned 23 and bursting with
life and charm and vivacity that sent
Adi's 15year-old heart aflutter. Her
bright blue pleated skirt sheathed her
with such sensua precision that none of
the pleats unfolded till she sat down:
than, accordionlike, they waited to close
on_cue, , ,

“The Damanias were not expecting this
visit. In fact, this was the first time Adi
had set eyes on her. But when Mrs.
Damania was still Sngle and fiving with
her parents in Chikhalwadi, Vera was
the neighbour’s little daughter who
called her Auntie. And when Auntie mar-
ried and became Mrs. Damania, the |it-
tle girl next door, perpetualy in pigtails
and tears, was just SX.

Now. 17 years |ater, Miss Poonegar’s
blue skirt mercHesstcEeeIed away the
inchoate veneer of Adi’s maturity. He
wished he was wearing long pants. Sud-
denly feeling less grown-up than he
wanted to, he found the childlike bare-
ness of his knees too keen to hear.

“ Seventeen years! How time goes!”
exclamed the two women, both happy
that the acauaimtance had been renewed.
And Mrs. Damania st back to listen to
al the news of Chikhalwadi: the
Past& as were still feuding with the
Katraks as bitterly as the day when the
first Pastakia had cursed the first Katrak
and wished a string of illnesses upon
future generations of Katraks for some
matter which was now only dimly
remembered. Vie Garda continued to
walk her dog, Rexy, where the neigh-
bours objected to his doing his business
— this was a new Rexy, of course: the
old one had died peacefully at the age of

14, but Villie Garda had suspected a %
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neighbour of poisoning him. And every-
oneto this ggly rel |%d on Saloo Fer-
nandes, gr%/oand bent double now, to
bring their bottles of Aarey Colony milk
from the blue government booth” down

&

By Rohinton Mistry

the road: hi hump seemed to grow in
size with the n% years, but he con-
tinued to be the gentle and obedient ser-
vant of all. The |lanes leading in to
Chikhalwadi were still dirt roads, and the
monsoon rains transformed them each
year into stretches of muck and ooze,
the chikhal whii gave the place its
name.

“In short, Auntie,” she said to Mrs.
Damania, *‘nothing much has changed

LR

since you left 17 years ago.” -

By and by, it came out that Miis
Poonegar was now a music teacher. Her
speciality was singing: “And | teach reli-
gious songs and bhajans only, none Of
those Silly Hindi movie songs.” She
admitted, though, that some of the play-
back singers bad beautiful voices and
would be great successes &t classica
smbgglgh if they would give up al the
mbbiih.
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Besides singing, Miss Poonegar
taught the harmonium. To beginners
ogila?/. she said, because she had never
really learned the instrument beyond the
basics, in order to conserve her time and
energy for the voice with which she had
been gifted: “My father the scoutmaster
always says, ‘If you can’t be a tree on
the top of the hill, be a bush &t the foot,
in the valey; but be the best little bush
you can be.'”

Mrs. Damania paused to attempt a

nth&slhs of the solcnu;masterafaghqr’s
rhyme, harmonium-playing, and singing.
T%/en, coaxingly, Shepa%/(eg Miss Poone-
gar to sing something for them. ““In our
family, we like all types of good music,”’
Mrs. Damania said, “Western classical,
Indian classical, pop, film, everything.
Even jazz. But you are right that there
are alot of rubbishy songs in Hiidi
movies. Whether it is Beethoven or
Shankar-Jaikishen, Caruso or Saigal, we
can enjoy and appreciate aslong asit is
good music."”

Miss Pooneggr cleared her throat. She
touched it atthe spot where her Adam'’s
apple would have been if she were a
man. “Last week | had a cold.” She
coughed soffly. “Next week | have a
recitd at Madam Blavatsky Lodge” A
short pause intervened before she
added, *‘I am alsoa member of the The-
osophical Society.” _
“Ol\/rllrlgh Damania nodded and said,

“That does not mean,” said Miss
Poonegar, “that | do not wear my sudra
and kusti any more, or Stop going to the
fire-temple. Y ou see, there is no con-
tradiction af all behveen theosthy and
our Avesta. You know what they say,
that if Zarathostra was living today, he
would a0 join the Theosophical “Soci-
ety.’’ She waited to see if this was going
to be chalenged, but Mrs. Damania
would not be drawn into an argument.
She took comfort in the thought that if
her husband was home, he would soon
gtraighten out aii the nonsense in this
girl's head without even raising his voice
-he knew so much about the Avesta
“You should come one day to our mest-
ing, fisten to some of the lectures,” con-
tinued Miss Poonegar. .

Mrs. Damania nodded again, prepared
to humour the visitor. To change the
subject, she repeated her request.
“Don’t Strain too much -just a short
piece. I would |ove to hear your voice,
that is all.””’

Miss Poonegar rubbed her throat
briskly. The throat: as those who
became acquainted with her soon disco-
vered, was an entity separate and dis-
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tinct, needing pampering and readying,
rather in the manner of a pet pood?e
before a show. _

That done, she stared fixedly into
space. With her head cocked to the Ieft,
sne cleared her throat twice more, sang
four lines of abhajan caged “Sita Ram
Kahoe, Radhé Shyam Bhajo” and
stopped suddenly, as though having real-
ized that she had sung more than was
her original intention.

“Wonderful! Just wonderful!”
exclamed Mrs. Damania, elanping hard.
“Sweet as hongy ur voice is. Like a
bulbul,” she added, athough she had
never personally heard the song of that
bii. “Itisagift from God.”

“Gift from God, it is true,” sad Miss
Poonegar. “but with proper training
even your Adicould Sing swestly. He
looks" talented.”

Mrs. Damania turned to her son, who
had sat quietly throughout Miss Poone-
gar’s unexpected visit. He had been
studying her ankles and slim neck and
her small but intriguing bosom. “Liked
it no. Adi?”” said his mother. “ So beau-
tiful!” Turning back to Miss Poonegar,
she said, “He does sing alittle,” and
added apologeticaly. “Mainly English
film songs. His favourite used fo be Cliff
Richard. Something about a summer
vacation.”

“ ‘Summer Holiday, " Adi muttered
under his breath, embarrassed that his
mother had got the name wrong. But
Miss Poonegar did not know any better.

“It speaks!” she said teasingly, which
surprised Adi and his mother: the
professiond throat of Miss Poonegar did
not seem capable Of permitting frivolities
to proceed from its confines. *“‘So quietly
he has been ditting all this time. Shy

boy!”
Xdi kept up his end of the cloth,
politely deaf. He had convinced himself

that to make his mother h_afppy he would
accept the lessons. And if the promise
of pleasure in the proximity of those
calves and ankles and knees, and a neck
50 dim, with such downy hair at the
nape, and the movement of a bosom o
compact and yet so perfectly shaped as
it rose and fell with the cadences of “‘Sita
Ram Kahoe, Radhé Shyam Bhgjo” — if
that (|lorom|s_e of pleasure was fulfilled, it
would be his good fortune.

mother right now that Vera Poonegar's
type of music bored him. Two years ago
he had joined the Boy Scouts because
his best friend QéagéuSm vr\]/eeks Iate;i hde
S0, oing Se they quarrelied,
ancF %lasd gmost-new uniform, dong with
half a year's membership dues lay on his
conscience till today. He did not want
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wasted Singing lessons to add to that
burden.

The fees were set a 15 ruPees
lesson. It was a special rate for Mrs.
Damania, said the teacher, out of
{_espect for their Chikhalwadi origins and
ies. .

After Vera Poonegar had left, Mrs.
Damania became a little worried about
the extra sum of money she would have
to produce every week. Soaring ambi-
tions for her son had propelled her
blindly into the commitment. Now the
\r/]velght of second thoughts grounded

er.

“What do you think, Adi? Can we
afford it?” she asked. “We should talk
to Daddy when he comes home.” Panic
set in momentarily. “Go, go, run after
her, call her back, she will &till be at the
bus stop.” Here was his chance,
thought Adi. But something stronger
than conscience held him back. Mean-
W_hiléa. route number l%g rumbled by Lhe
window, transporting the singing teacher
back to Chikhalwadi. g

Mrs. Damania’s doubts vanished with
the bus, and the aspirations for her son
were on the wing again. “It is not that
much. We will manage. All | have to do
IS sew one more dress each week. And
think what it means for your future.’

With a happy heart she picked up her
sewing, cast aside when the sm%ln
teacher bad arrived, and made Adi hol
one end while she checked some mess-
urements. “You know,” she said,
“when you were very small, before you
even Started talking, if classical music
was playing on the radio you would wave
your arm up and down, and Daddy would
Joke that you were going to be a con-
ductor when you grew up.” She let the
tape measure drop to the table and
inserted a pin in the fabric to mark the
place. “But | knew that you redly had
amusica gift. If we had money we would
have started your training long ago, from
the age of three, like Mozart. Never
mind, you will still make us proud."’

Adi kﬁpt ua his end of the cloth,

litely deaf. He had convinced himself-
hat to make his mother happy he would

t the lessons. And if the promise
of pleasure in the proximity of those
calves and ankles and knees, and a neck
50 dim. with such downy hair at the
nape, and the movement of a bosom so
compact and yet so perfectly shaped as
it rose and fell with the cadences of *Sita
Ram Kahoe, Radhé Skyam Bhajo’’ — if
that promise Of pleasure was fulfilled, it
would be his good fortune.

Mr. Damania came home from work,
and was well pleased with the events of
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the day. “Money is not important,” K
pronounced, “when it comes to
develo‘%l ng a God-given talent. Just make
sure there is no theosophy nonsense
going on when sk teaches singing.”

PROMPTLY AT FIVE, Miss Poonegar

arrived, beaming professondly. Then

she discovered that the Damanias did

not have aharmonium. “How can | give

singing |essons without a harmonium? A3

the singing, all the notes, will be baysoor,
for an untrained voice.”

idl
his c}i/scordant beginning did not-

augur well. Mrs. Damania listened anx-
ioudy in the next room whore sk sat
with needle and thread. Sk kd sched-
uled her sewing so that silence and hand
stitching would coincide with the lesson,
and not the whirr and clatter of the aged

Singer slg(l)tti ng out its noisy rows.
~Miis Poonegar asked Adi for an exer-
cise book, and wrote down the scale: sa
yay ga wma pa dha ni sa,and also in
reverse: sa ni dha pa ma ga ray sa. Then
she sang it. He discovered it was the
same as the English do re mi, and was
able to repeat it easily enough.

Miss Poonegar grumbled that to
roduce tbe notes correctly without a
armonium was impossible for him. She

wrote diierent patterns in the exercise
book: sa ray ga, ray ga ma, ga ma pa,
#ia pa dha, padha ni, dha ni sz and
made him sing with her, interrupting
often with: “No. no! You are baysoor
again. Listen pmperiy to my voice.” Or:
“Wait, wait, wait! You are going too
fast, listen to the #sad,” and she rapped
the teapot even more vigoroudy. Or:
“It is hopeless without a harmonium.
What can I do? Your mother is wasting
her money like this.”

At the end of the hour, when Mrs.
Damania with some trepidation entered
the room, the teacher held up her hands
in a gesture of defeat. “Auntie, you
might be feeling that | am being very
fussy, but | am a professional. As an
artiste, | must have my standards. If Adi
gives a concert someday, and people
ask, whose pupi, it will be the name of
Vera Poonegar that will suffer. Without
aharmonium it iSs impossible. | am
Sorfy."

Ms. Damania considered the ultima-
tum Slently. She detected what she
thought was ambition shining in Adi’s
face. And on his forehead she saw an
imprint of the artistic life giving birth,
which could be stillborn for the Tack of
a harmonium.

She had no way of knowing, but what
shereally saw was a gleam in his eyes
provoked by the nearness of Vera
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Poonegar, by the nearness of her
supremely confident ankles graced by
dim leather sandal straps, the enticing
neck caressed by soft poplin. her deli-
cate wrists, one encircled by a watch and
the other by a chain laden with Binaca
toothpaste charms, and most of all, the
neat m snuggled by tk same soft
poplin that caressed kr neck.

And because Mrs. Damania had no
way of knowing any of this, she asked,
“ A harmonium would cost how much?
Nothing fancy -just a beginner’s har-
monium?”’’ _

_ Miss Poonegar did not answer
|mmed|atel?(. narrowed her eyes,
pursed her lips, furrowed kr brow, and
rubbed kr forehead with her fingers.
Finally she spoke: “If you go to buy a
harmonium just like thet, it will be very
expensive.’ _ _
rs. Damanfa waited anxioudy to
hear afigure, but none was forthcom-
mgjtu_st then, o
It is like this" said Miss Poonegar.
“If you go to a music shop they will
cheat you because you will not know
how tO check if the dhumnun iS blow-
ing enough air into the keys, and if the
soor 1S correct. Usually, they try to sell
you an old one as new, after putting
some nice shiny polish on it.” And Mrs.
Damania waited till to hear that which
would-decide whethet her son was to be
astar or not. _

“‘Another of my students iS selling kr
harmonfum,”” Miss Poonegar said, then
added quickly, lest it be construed that
she was losing a pupil, “She is buying
a more advanced, professional model.
Now | was thinking that hers would be
perfect for Adi. It is a beginner’'s instru-
ment, and in very good condition. | could
get it for you for a nice price.”

Mrs. Damsnia could wait no longer.
“How much?’

Miis Poonegar fingered her charm
bracelet and meticulously removed the
kinks. “Sk was saying that she was not
going to let it go for less than 150
rupees,” she replied, and watched as
the older woman's face sank in disap-
pointment. After a suitable pause, sk
administered the antidote: “| think |
could make her se5 it for 100. | could
tell her that is the best she will get, and
| know she will listen to me.”

Mrs. Damania |ooked gratefully at the
other, who said, with a small smile and
the slightest trace of condescension. “I
could gp that for you, Auntie. Don't

worry.

“But | will have to ash my husband.
For bii purchases like this we aways
talk it over.”
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Miss Poonegar tried hard to appear
unruffled: “'If you think you can get one
cheaper anywhere else, the same good
quality, llegego and try, Auntie. But then
don’t b me if this one gets sold to
someone ese’” _

“No, no, no. Where am I saying that
this is not a good price? You are doing
so much for us. Itisonly ...”

Miss Poonegar brought matters to a
conclusion: “We will do It like this. Next
Thursday | will come here with the har-
monium. YOU have one week to decide.
if you say no. | will |eave straightaway
from here, and you have to pay me only
for today’s lesson. We will forget every-
thing else”

Mrs. Damania wondered what
“‘everything else” meant as sk bade
R/cl)odbye to the singing teacher. When

r. Damania came home from work,
they deliberated. The decison was made
to spend the money out of the 300
rupees saved in an envelope taped to the
underside of the bottom-most sheb of
the Godrej steel cupboard for an
emergency.

Adi felt very uneasy. It would be a
low-down thing not to confess now,
before more harm was done. He had
known about this envelope since reach-
ing the age of understanding. The money
had been used once when his father had
fallen off a bus and fractured his hip. And
more recently they paid some to tk
specidist who came home and removed
afishbone lodged in his mother’ s throat:
the agony was such that she could not
await tk less expensive treatment &t his
dlspensar?;. . _

Next Thursday, Miss Poonegar said,
as she counted away the 100 rupees into
her purse, “1 knew you would buy it.
Adi Is too talented. [t would be asin to
waste his gift.” Sk snapped shut the
purse, straightening the little tag with
tk initials V.P. that dangled at tk clasp.

The lesson began in earnest, and Mrs.
Damania rehnned earnestly to her sew-
ing. What had to be spent kd been
spent. and now they could look forward
to Adi’s brilliant future. A mixture of
pride and contentment warmed her as
the scales ascended and descended in
the next mom. Every now and then she
tiptoed to the doorway and peeked
around it

When half the lesson was over, Miss
Poonegar said, ‘“Now we wil learn areal
song. Do you want a Hindi bhajan called
‘Darshan doe Ghanshyam’ or ‘Asho
Zarathost Paigamber,” about our
prophet?’ Adi just shrugged, hut his
mother heard in the next room, and
stepped in. “| think it is better if we
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begin with the Zarathostra song. It will
bring good luck."* _

S0 the Zarathostra song it was, and
Adi made goqd progress. He rehearsed
diligently during the week, seeking per-
fection, which he could lay a Miss
Poonessar's flawless feet the following
Thursday. His mother was thrilled by his
conscientious practicing. Her hours in
the sewing room felt less weary and not
as long. She felt gratified that the money
was well spent.

In this same mood of jeyous fulfiment,
she agreed to mother five rupees per
lesson when the singing teacher

roclaimed that Adi must learn a little

armonium:  “The idea is,” she
explained, “that he must be able to
accompany his own singing.” The extra
five rupees would provide 15 minutes of
training. This, too, was a specid rate,
emphasized the teacher, because of the
Chikhalwadi connection and the neigh-

bourly bond that had survived 17 years
of separation. _ _

Adi was disappointed. Learning the
harmonium would put an end to the
accompaniment she gumped out for him.
How he enjoyed watching her ringers
caressing the keys, caressing the very
notes he was singing, and her foot tap-
ping out the beat, the beat her fingers
moved to while his throat responded,
cregting the tempo within which they
two worked as one. _

But Miss Poonegar had a unique way
of teaching the harmonium. Every time
his hand faltered at the bellows, or dii
not work them quite the way she
wanted, she grabbed his knee, now
regretfully covered with long ﬂants and
swung it inward towards the other,
inward and outward, saying, *‘Dhum-
mun, dhummun! Faster, 1" pump-
ing away at the knee. The divine
pressure created between those swing-

igg limbs was not helping his work at the
d .
master the harmonium.

lows, and it would be a long time, Adi
ecided, before he would be willing to

From that day on, the teacher and her

pupil scaled the sa ray g2 with ber hand
on his knee, ascending and descending
together; they explored the ‘*Raag
Bhimpalaas’’ and *‘ . .
while sharing the metronomic best of his
swinging thigh: they experienced the cli-
max of various devotiona songs to the
heady
ecst
a temporary comeback.

g Piloo Mishra™

rhythm of knees pumping in
asy. And Adi's short l£>ants Staged

This excerpt is laken from a new short
story by Rohinton Mistry, whose Tales
from Firozsha Baag (Penguin) was
shortlisted for the 1987 Governor
Gengral's Award for fiction. Copwyright
© 1988 by Rohinton Mistry
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Qualicum metaphysics

“1 down’t want to mortifythe poor trout by
calling them the best-dressed women in the world,
"but they’re all transparent and they wear
diamonds and they wear gold and they wear silver”’

OE ROSENBLATT is the author oOf
jmany volumes Of poetry, amoncb;
them Bumblebee Dithyrasm
(Porcépic, 1973). Virgins & Vampires
(McClelland & Stewart, 1975). and The
Sleeping Lady (Exile, 1980). In 1976 he
won the Governor General's Award for
his collection Top Soil (Porcépic).
Rosenblatt, who was born in 1933 in
Toronto and spent mogt of his life there,
moved to Vancouver Idand in 1980. He
subsequently published one more book
of poetry, Brides of the Stream (Ooli-
chan, 1984) snd a book of prose, Escape
Jrom the Glue Factory, subtitled A
Memoir of a Paranormal Toronto.Child-
hood in the Late Forties (Exile, 1985). He
has been writer-in-residence at the
University of Western Ontario and &t the
Saskstoon Public Library and spent part
of 1987 lecturing and reading in Ltaly
(Rome and Bologna), Sweden, and Fin-
Jand. He was interviewed &t his home in
Quaiicum Beach by Pleuke Boyce:

Books in Canada: After yeu’d moved
from Toronto to Vancouver Island, about
eight years ago, did the change in locale
influence your wriling?

Joe Rosenblatt: Well, up till then, that
is, till | moved to Vancouver Island, all
those elements of the natural world that
| had written about existed to a large
extent only in my head and were there-
fore purely cerebral and imaginary. For
example, the eggs | had written about
were purely cerebral, athough | was
dealing with the physical realm, and the
bees were cerebral too, although again
| was dealing with the physical realm, but
they existed only in my imagination.
When | moved to tbe island, what hag—
pened was that all of a sudden | wes rub-
bing elbows with Mother Nature. It was
quite overwhebning.

So when | wrote about trout fishing,

By Pleuke Boyce

o L Joe Rosenblatt
fly fishing, as | did in Brides of the
Strean, in that particular volume it was
no longer a cerebral thing. They were
physica animals | was writing about,
they were there snd | could see them

ectly. | could see the mayfly and the
trout, and to me the amazing thing about
the mayfly and the trout was their total
physicality. |t was no lenger a somewhat
abstract or metaphysical concept | was
writing about but a reality, which | desk
with rather surrealisticaly, | guess. But
that was the main change, &t least the
most obvious chagge, as far as my writ-
ing was concerned.

BiC: But surely Toronto iSN't completely
without any natural life. You must have
observed things there t00?

Rosenblatt: Not really. Although | did
spend alot of time in Allan Gardens at
one point. But my bumble-bee poems,
strangely enough, also came into being
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under the influence of the West Coadt.

| spent some time there in 1968. And
| found myself in Kitsilano, in Vancou-

ver, where I'd never been before, and
there | saw a flight of bumble-bees atack
a hollyhock. And there were a lot of
tropical and semitropical plants bloom-
ing in Kitsilano at that particular time.
| found it all quite amazing, and that's
when it all struck home. When I moved
back to Toronto, | had all these notes
and fragments of poems that became the
bumble-bee poems. They were quite
symphonic because I'd tried to incor-
porate the movements of the bees.

But the only place in Toronto where
I'd ever observed any natura life was
Allan Gardens. It's a conservatory
downtown with several tropica green-
houses, and | used to go there quite a
lot. Only people at the margin go there,
and | regarded it very much as my own
domain. | thought | was Rousseau,
sketching in Le Jardin des Plantes in
Paris. Rousseau spent all hislife in Paris
— he never went to the Belgian Congo
or Africa. Africa wasallin his head, just
as the bees were in my head.

But everythi ed when | moved
out here. All of a sudden I wasright at
the centre of the natura world. And |
would be writing and fishing, writing and
fishing. |’ ve always been aloner, never
belonged to any group, literary or other-
wise. Here | found myself really isolated.
Gill, there were compensations. But
other things changed as well.

BiC: What other things?

Rosenblatt: My drawing, for example.
A lot of my drawings used to deal with
city life. Drawings of statues and build-
ings, people, people’s faces. In any case,
cty iife simulated my drawing, When |
came out here, | couldn’t draw the
forest or the ocean or the mountains.
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They just leave me cold. So that's one
element that changed right there. And
unless I move back into a city, a large
urban centre, my drawing is smply
going to die. So there has been some
good and some bad associated with this
move.

BiC: Bui you've mel your fish. Brides of

the Stream is all about fish and fishing.

Rosenblatt: Oh, yes, it's all about fish
and fishing, but it's about other things
as well, of course. For example, there
is the element of reincarnation. One
dies, but life still goes on in other ways.
Not that | have very strong beliefs about
this, but when you look a a compost
heap! it's quite clear that nothing sim-
ply dies: it becomes something else. And
there’s my uncle Nathan, who was a
fishmonger in Toronto. He had a fish
Store there from 1928 to 1966, | believe.
ﬁgg he first introduced rp% tghg:h' Hﬂ?
agrotesque way of dealing wi
them: %e’ degﬁjb theilyto death and do
all kinds Of horrible things to them. This
had nothing to do with fishing. Still, they
were magic fish to me. And aeons later
my uncle Nathan reentered the stream
of my subconscious in the Little Quali-
cum River. There he was among the
trout, looking Up at me.

RERERE S NS

DAUGHTERS OF
CAPTAIN COOK

Anovel by
LINDA SPALDING

A haunting story of age-old
mysteries and fresh betrayal,
of love and need, set against
the fertile beauty of Hawaii.

“The writing hereis anong
the best you will read this
year — the people between
the covers are unfoigettable
and their story is a

shocker...”
-TIMOTHY FINDLEY
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BiC: What is i, though, that altracks you
to write about the Kves of small animals?

Rosenblatt: I couldn’t have answered
that question a year ago, | don't think.
But | can answer it now. Mostly these
animals are (a) vulnerable, vulnerable to
m&’ and to the grotesque nature of mal,
his mindless violation. So in away I'm
making a political and ecological State-
ment. In a very off-centre way, I sup-
pose. And (b) they're social animals —
they move either in schools, like fish, or
in'swarms, like bees. They’re very
much collectivized. And they have a cer-
tain aesthetic quality. Fish, trout espe-
cially, | see as the representatives of the
purely feminine principle — now this
may be looking at it from a man’s point
of view, but 1t could a so be from a
woman's point of view, or a theologian’s
point of view — it could be from the point
of view of anyone who is interested in
aesthetics. The way they are arrayed,
these trout, they’re simply the best-
drmd.fcremures I knowb | don't vgant
to mortify the poor trout by calling them
the best-dressed women ‘in the world,
but they’re all transparent and they wear
diamonds and they wear gold and they
wear silver. They're just Tascinating.
And |’ ve always been interested in
detail, in my poetry, but in my drawings
as well

BiC: What made you decide 10 start wril-
ing prose?

Rosenblatt: 1 have aways written
prose, although it has never been my
strong point. 1 don't see myself ever
writing anovel. But asayoung ma’, a
Trotskyite, | used to write for the Wor-
kers’ Vanguard. This was in the late
'50s. And I’ve adways written book
reviews and short prose pieces. essays.
| once wrote a piece about Milton Acorn
in Stanley Park. And I've written nasty
letters to Books in Canada.

BiC: But you 've written a Whole book of
from the Glue Factory.
It’s also a sort of autobiography. What 15
that all about?

Rosenblatt; I'd always wanted to write

. about growing up in British Teronto. It's

no longer British-dominated now, but it
certainly was when | was growing up.
It was horribly Anglo-Saxon and &
excruciatingly {onng place to be. Anglo-
Saxons were disdainful of what they
called “ethnics’ — and you were “‘eth-
nic”’ if you happened to be a Pole or a
Jew or & Italian. So | was raised under
a British system and taught about the
Battle of Hastings in 1066 endlesdly, it

seemed. AU the teachers were Anglo-
Saxon, redly tight-assed individuals.
God only knows what they thought about
Jews ~—all the kids at my school were
Jewish. And [ couldn’t write about it until
40 years later. | can remember those
teachers: they were failed British
schoolmasters who had come to the
colonies. Toronto, up to the'50s, up to
the time the Italians immigrated there ex
masse, Was a terrible AnFlo-Saxon place
with ali those horrible rules, so you felt
as if you couldn't do anything. I decided
to write about it, and it all came out in
abig, long stream, with the most fright-
ful Images. It’ s something | couldn’t
have dealt with in poetry. The book |
ended up with, Escape from the Glue
Factory. does have some aspects of
oetry fo it. It has a piece about a lake,
or example. It started out as & auto-
biography, but in a sense it isn't true
enough — I'm just not a very good nar-
rator, And eve’ then | was writing about
things like bullfrogs. But it’s still auto-
biographical in that it has al my genera
views about life. _
And those experiences, those horri-
ble experiences. were the basis for it.
Siie the” everything has changed. But
one remembers. | certainly remember.

BiC: And you an now working on a
sequel?

Rosenblatt: Yes, | am. It's nearly
finished. It's not about Torento but
about Pontypool, Ontario, where Jew-
ish families would go for their summer
vacetions. It's set in 1950 and is about
al7-year-old discovering sexuality. Fall-
ing in love with a pond. This is more
poetic, | must say. The pond is a cen-
tral metaphor and takes on different real-
ities — a poetic pond, a subconscious
pond.

BiC: Guwendolyn MacEwen died just
recently and Milton Acorn about two years
ago. You were closely associated with
them when you Started out as a poet.

Rosenblatt: | met them when they
were married, in 1960 or thereabouts,
athough | bad actualy met Milton
earlier, in 1958, at a meeting of the
League for Socialist Action, on Queen
Street, and found him very sympathetic.
But when | met them together | met
them as poetshand they both became
my mentors. They were very encourag-
ing. [ was mquene_?:led by boe'% of them,
but Gwen's writing style has influenced
me the most. It just happened to be
more to my liking. When sne died | was
quite taken aback — it was a big shock,
agreat loss. A
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Forget mot my world

A native woman, Rebecca Belmore, sat for an
afternoon behind a picture frame in a Thunder Bay

shopping mall with a sign

reading

“The Spirit Sings,

Sponsored by Shell Canada, Artifact # 671B 1988’
By John Goddard

CLYMPIC GAMVES usually begin after a young
athlete mms into the stadium with a torch and
ignites a giant flame, but organizers for the
1938 Winter Olympics in Calgary proposed
to have native Indians in war-paint ride into
the stadium on horses to ignite covered
wagons, terrorizing White people posing as
early settlers. The spectacle would have
“lots of pizzazz,” said Bii Sinchcombe, a
member of the ideas committee.

The proposal was dropped after Lawrence
Courtoreille, vice-president of the Indian
Association of Alberta, said, “We'll agree
only if the whitehguys inside the burning
wagons are from the erganizing committee."
But his point - that Indians might feel chea-
pened at having themselves and their
accoutrements paraded about as *‘pizzazz’
for ABC television cameras— was lost on
tbe organizers. They constructed a giant
teepea over the Olympic flame, and on Open-
ing day they paid a group of local Indians to
ride into the stadium wearing feathers. They
produced Olympic medals featuring an Indian
in a headdress of skis, aski pole, two types
of dleds, arifle, a speed-skate blade, and a
hockey stick. And they Staged, as the main
attraction of the Olympic Arts Festival, an
international exhibition of dian artefacts
called The Spirit Sngs.

The exhibition. upon which the book of the
sametitle is based. has been the focus of an
international protest unlike any other ever
mounted in Canada. Groups opposing the
show include the (Canadian) Assembly of
First Nations. the World Coeuncil of
Indigenous Peoples, the National Congress
of American Indians. the Metis Association
of Alberta tbe Indian Association of Alberta,
the (Quebec) Grand Council of the Crees,
and 23 museums of ethnology in tbe United
States and Europe.

The protest began two years ago. and the
reaction Of the staff at Calgary’s Glenbow
Museum. vemte for the exhibition, was to
mount the show exactly as planned. The
reaction at McClelland & Stewart Was t0 pub-
lish the book exactly as planned, pretending
that almost everybody opposed to the show
supported it. A section near the back thanks
many of them for their help.

The ce-ordinater of The Spizi¢ Sings iS Julia

Harrison, who says she got the idea for the
exhibition during a trip to Europe in 1931.
She noticed that North American Indian col-
lections there are much older than those in
Canada, dating to the time of first contact
between native people and explorers. She
had an urge to bring the best of the early
works together, she says, but realized the
cost would be extraordinary. When.Calgary
secured the 1988 Winter Olympics, money
was suddenly available.

The Glenbow Museum announced tbe
exhibition in the spring of 1936 under the title
Forget Nol My Werld, and the fir st person
to object to it was Bernard Aminayak, chief
of tbe Lubicon Lake Cree of northern
Alberta, who have been saying “Forget not
my woild’’ for nearly 50 years. The band was
promised a reserve in 1940, the nromise was
forgotten, and in tbe mid-1970s the Lubicon
hunting-and-trapping grounds were found to
be among the richest oil lands in the coun-
try. Beginning in 1930, the Alberta govern-
ment permitted oil companies to invade the
area, and imgl emented programs that
sabotaged tie band's efforts to assert land
rights. At about the time Julia Harrison and
six guest curators from across the country
started worls on the Olympics show, the fed-
eral Indian affairs minister of the day, John
Munro, was pleading with the Alberta
government t0 show some humanity for the
Lubicon people. “The Governments Of
Canada and Alberta have the responsibility
to ensure that every conscientious effort is
made to relieve the Band's suffering,’’
Munro wrote to Alberta’s then rative affairs
minister. Milt Pahl. “At the very least, we
should be motivated by a sense of socid
justice and provide aland base for their
reserve.” Pahl refused.

The Glenhow people renamed the show.
but Ominayak stifl objected and called for a
boycott. He wrote to museums in Europe
and the United States that had been asked
to lend items. In his letters, he explained that
the Glenbow Museum was founded by a Cal-
gary oil family, that its board of directors is
appointed mostly by the Alherta government,
that its list of donors reads like a mini
Petroleum Club, and tbat the official cor-
porate sponsor of The Spirit Sings is Shell
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Canada Ltd., one of the companies active
near Lubicon Lake.

The letters began a debate that climaxed
at the 15th assembly of the Ethnological
Musea in Buenos Aires in October 1986.
When museologists asked Glenbow director
Duncan Cameron what was going on, Came-
ron blew op. “The intended exchange of
views,” the official newdetter of the meet-
ing reads. *“was soon marked by [the Glen-
bow directors] insulting and insinuating
remarks. . . . His uncompromising stand
barred every discussion. The Director then
|eft tbe meeting abruptly.” _

The assembly passed a resolution saying,
*Museums engaged in activities relating to
living ethnic groups should, wherever pos-
sible, consult with the appropriate members
of those groups, and such museums should
awid using ethnic materials i any way which
might be detrimental and/or offensive to such
groups.”

Museum directors started pulling out of
The Spirit Sings, one by one Felix Valk,
director of the Museum voor Volkenkunde,
Rotterdam, wrote the Glenbow saying tbat
exhibition risked being “regarded as a kind
of cover-up, a “ice fagade hiding the real
world of today’s native peoples.”

Twenty-three museums pulled out
altogether. Harrison and Cameron say the
boycott had no effect — they had mote than
90 lenders. But the boycott denied them the

rich collection Of the Fifth Thule Expedition
from the National Museum of Denmark and
that of the Roald Amundsen expedition from
the University of Odo. James Smith, cura-
tor at the New York Museum of the A&-
can Indian. says he was asked for 84 items,
‘‘some of them very important,’’ and he lent
none.

Steve Home. generd manager of the
Edmonton Journal, sSaw the show and wrote,
“Tt is as though the Berlin Olympics had pot
on adisplay of Jewish religious objects to
celebrate the diversity and pluralism of Ger-
ma’ culture." Keith Spicer, editor of the
Oftawa Cilizen, Said, "*Curators often miss
the irony aboriginals see in their work: they
are not mainly fostering live art. but show-
casing refics — pinning dead butterflies under
glass.”" A native woman named Rebecca Bel-
more sat for an afternoon behind a picture
frame in a Thunder Bay shopping mall with
asign saying. “The Spirit Sings, sponsored
by Shell Canada, Artifact #671B 1988."

One of the astonishing gspects of the book
iS its creators apparent obliviousness to the
controversv. Harrison’s introduction includes
this remarkable, if awkward, sentence:
“Only when we choose to parade images of
Indiansi” @ attempt tO portray something
unique about being Canadian are native peo-
ples given significant recognition.”’ Her State-
ment exactly sums up why people are
protesting against the snow.

The book is full of photographs of artefacts
that don’t appear in the show because of the
boycott, and it includes as supporters and
contributors every museum and ethnologist
who polled out inpmtest. No editor’s note
was added before press time, no errata sheet
dipped in.

Both Harrison and Cameron write about
fulfilling tbek *‘social responsibiity,” and that
they hope “to initiate a dialogue
with... Canada's native peoples” but the
photographs and text bear no apparent relz-
tion t0 any living people. The pictures and
descriptions of exotic clothing, tools, and art-
work tell of a past, not ofa present or futare.

And in perhaps the most ironic passage of
the book, Harrison writes that the native
peoples of Canada were saved from genocide
only through the signing of treaties and the
granting of reserves. As artefacts began
arriving in Calgary for the show, and as the
hook was going to press. the Lubicon Lake
Cree band still had no reserve, and one-third
of them were on medication for tuberculosis
— adisease that has preceded the demise
of aboriginal peoples the world over.

“This book is dedicated to the native peo-
ple who created the magnificent
objects. . included in the exhibition,” the
last paragraph Of the book reads, in final tes-
timony to the curators” incomprehension, ““Tt
istheir spirit which continues to sing among
the native peoples of Canada today.” O
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PROSPERO'S DAUGHTER
by Constonce Beresford-Howe
PROSPBRO' S DAUGHTER is awise

and touehing story about life and art,

about reality and illusion, and about
the wry great dangers inherent in
confusing the two. Constance Beres-
ford-Howe i s the admired author of

sewn novels, anong which are: THE

BOOK OF EVE, A POPULATION OF
ONE, THE MARRIAGE BED and
NIGHT STUDIES.
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§19.95 cloth g

LOVE IN THE TEMPERATE ZONE
by L.R. Wright

A new novel by the award-winning
author of THE SUSPECT. Thisisa
delightful story of a divoreee and a
widower trying to relearn the foigot-
ten rules of couriship while their
parents, friends and children are
either breaking everyrule or making
the rules as they go along.
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Discover the Sights
THE VICTORY OF
GERALDINE GULL
by Joan Clark

The struggle for survival among a
community of Swampy Cree on the
shore of Hudson Bay provides first-
time novelist, Joan Clark with a
theme for this compassionate and
complex “oval. THE VICTORY OF
GERALDINE GULL isa blend of
biblieal symbolism and native myth
and legend offering amessage of
hope and dignity.

THE PRINCE OF STARS

by Ian Dennis

A colomful tapestry of adventure,
mystery, romance and fantasy. THE,
PRINCE OF STARS Is an action
packed epic of exotic Arabia at the
the of The Thousand and One
Nights. lan Dennis' first book BAG-
DAD was hailed by the Toronto Stan
as '“irresistable’ .
|
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The art of
conversation

‘The blundering, homespun, know-nothing

Canadian persona that some of our older

wrilers enjoyed projecting in interviews is,
thank heaven, a thing of the past’

By George Woodcock

CANADIAN WRITERS AT WORK:
INTERVIEWS WITH GEOFF
HANCOCK

Oxford Universily Press, 312 pages, $29.95 paper

S0 TO SPEAK: INTERVIEWS
WITH CANADIAN WRITERS
edited by Peter O'Brien,

Viliceele, 31 pags, $16.00 baper

READING THROUGH Geoff Hancock's volume of

interviews, Canadian Weiters ai Vork, 1
expenemed alternating defight and doubt. How
interesting all these revelations are! But who

IS conning Whom? And then, opening the last
interview but one, I came to the words of Mar-
garet Atwood: all that I had been thinking was
encapsulated there. “Interviews,” She says in
response {0 Hancock's first question, “‘are an
art formin themselves. As such, they re fic-
tional and d. The illusion that Whet
you're getting IS the straight truth from the
writer and accurate in every detail is false. .

Any memory of what you did at the moment
Of writing iS {ust that, a memory. - Like all
memoaries, it's usualy a revision, not the
unadulterated experience itself.... Let's just
state at the beginning that mtemews as the

truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the
lruth are suspect. 1hey’re fictions.”

True enough! AS an ardent Proustian, |
recognize the shaping pnm- of memory. As
awriter of autobiography, | recognize how far
apart, in tbe end. the arranged account of
one’s life stands from the real chaos of exis-
tence. And the main difference between
autobiography and INnterview IS that between
monologue and dialogue. What we get from
both — even if that i& not what we are seek-
ing — iSa fictional arrangement Of actuality.
Which. in spite of Peggy Atwood, iS truth of
its own lond, even if it is not wholly literal. And,
provided that we relate interviews to the actual
writings of the authors imwived, aS another
kind of fterary Crestion. we Can gain a great
deal from reading tbem.

ConsSidered in this way, inferviews have been
among the important document 5 of Canadian
literature over the lﬁast 15 years; they have
given our writers, Who before the late 1950s
were a distinctly neglected and submerged
fraction of the commmmnity, a means to express
themselves beyond the confines of their work
and to project in public the persona of the cre-
ator as well as that of the creation — the fic-
tional character or the poetic voice.

Already there have been 2 number of nota-
ble volumes of this kind: Graeme Gibson’s
Eleven Canadian Novelists in 1973, Donald
Cameron's Jderviews with Canadian Novelists
in 1675, and Alan Twige’s For Opesers in 1981.
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THE ENTHUBIAMS OF
DOBERTSON DAVIES
edited by Judith Slelton Grant
The first collection of the best of
Davies newspaper end magazine
articles |S now available in frade
paperback. |ncluded are sketches of
famous people, book reviews, end
essays on reading, writing end
conversation.

514.96 Trnde paper

by Robin Skelton

In this light-hearted memoir Skelton
recounts meetings end run-ins with
Robert Graves, Eara Pound, Siegfried
Sassoon, Thomas Kinsella, Earle Bir-
ney, Dorothy Livesay end many
others. Poet, playwright, eritic end
raconteur, Skelton is one of Canada's
best end most prolific men of letters.
$26.96 cloth
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MACMILLAN ANTHOLOGY 1
edited by John Metcalf and
Leon Rooke

This exeiting, vibrant end controver-
slal collection of writingin Canada,
includes new works by Sinelair Ross,
John Newlove end Jay Scott, as well
es the best of Canada's new young
writers, Keath Fraser end Diane
Schoemperlen. Also appearin n the
ANTHOLOGY is a profile of

Gallant by Janice Kulyk Keefer end 8
review of the 1087 publications.
$14.86 Trade paper
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‘The bestselling author of 7he Sunne
in Splendour returns with another rich
historical narrative: the divine right
«of Rings' conflict between Henry [l
.and Simon de Montford.

“Fenman takes up where she left off
inHere Be Dragons producing another
Jut historical novel with lots of in-
aigue. drama, finely crgfted cameos,
and sweeping panoramas. .. admirably
well-researched and will keep many
raders steadily moving, treating them
te some spiendid period detail, ”
—Kirkus Reviews

o
A4

50,000 print
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$27.95 cloth

Fitzhenry & Whiteside
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Geoff Hancock's Canadian Writers at Work fol-
lows the example of Gibson and Cameron by
sticking to fiction writers, though he includes

story-tellers as well as novelists, The other col-

lection I am reviewing, So fo Speak, follows
Twigg's example by recognizing that verse
writers can be just aS interestingly voluble as
prose writers, and its editor, Peter O’ Brien.

has included a number of poets. The inter-
views he reproduces were conducted by vari-
ous people, but all were included in Rebicon,
one Of our best recently founded little maga-
zines. Geoff Hancock's appeared initially in The
Canadian Fiction Magazine, Which he has
edited With great skill and discrimination for
well over-a decade.

If we are prepared to suspect what writers
say about themselves and their work as much
as in these metafictional days we are automat-
ically suspicious of the narrator in a novel, what
can we expect to gain from reading such inter-
views? How can they interest us if we are
bound to distrust them as revelations of the
creative process?

Theymnhterestuspredselymthevg
Atwood suggests. asanart form. Consider
in this way they become fascinating, for they
reveal the SOMELiMES evasive, sometimes
exuberant, sometimes intensely charming,
sometimes  unexpectedly  thoughtfil, some-
times expectedly dull everyday personae of
writers most of us know mainly through their
work.

Here the fact that what one reads are dia-
logues rather than monologues becomes
important, and so does the skill of the inter-
viewer and the kind of rapport he or she estab-
fishes with the writer being interviewed. Geoff
Hancock is not only a skilled interviewer, he
iS also a warm and ing personality, and
there are SOMe oceasions When the chemis-
try of minds coming together produces amaz-
ing results. His interview with Mavis Gallant
— humorous, sophisticated, immensely intel-
ligent and far-ranging — is a masterpiece of
conversation ON both Sides. Sc, In aless efful-
gent way, are his talks with Jane Rule and Alice
Munro, He draws from Josef Skvorecky not
only a splendid Statement of the thoughts of
awriter in self-exile from Eastem Bumps but
also a fine justification Of realism a5 A viable

trend in modern fiction.
It was interesting to see the overtap between
Hancock’s and O’ Brien's collections. Five

writers were comnton to the two collections
- Atwood, Skvorecky, Gallant, Leon Rooke,
and Jack Hodgins — and this may say some-
thing about the way Literary fashion has moved
at the end of the 1980s. The rest of Hancock’s
interview subjects are already firly well estab-
lished — Rule, Mumro, Robert Kroetsch, Clark
Blaise and Bharati Mukhexjee — While, with
the exception of Rudy Wiebe, the others in
Peter O'Brien's S0 10 Speak are lesser known
but interesting writers, most of them poets.
If quality is anything to go by, we should in the
near future be hearing a good deal more about
Roo Borson, Peter Van Toorn, Nicole Bros-

sard, Chistopher Dewdney, and Erin Mourg.
These interviews are really the collection’s
strength. .

For SO o Speak dOES lose IN comparison
With Canadian Weilers at Work, because there
are several interviewers of varying levels of
skill. This especially afiects the quality of inter-
views with the established Writers, though all
IS not logt, for at times a diffarent Interviewer
and different circumstances Dring out other
aspects of the writer. Mavis Gallant, for exam-
ple, who was so expansive and genial in her
beloved Paris where Geoff Hancock inter-
viewed her, becomes withdraem and gloomy
almost testy when interviewed during her
period as writer-in-residence at the Univer-
sity of Toronto, where she found bath the com-
pany and the surroundings uncongenial. Leon
Rooke, an the other hand, adopts a much more
jesting persona With Peter O’ Brien than with
Hancock, and this seems truer to his work.

Mavis Gallant, who was
expansive and genial in her
beloved Paris, became
withdrawn and gloomy,
almost testy, when she was
interviewed in Toronto

With some of the younger, newer writers,
the less professional style of the So to Speak
interviews seems to work admirably in bring-
ing out their thoughts and natures, I found
those with Roo Borson, Peter Van Toorn, and
Christopher Dewdney so illuminating I N an
intellectual way that [ immediately took down
their books and read them more attentively
than [ had at first. What impressed me was
the broad thoughtfulness, the sensitivity to
environment, and the restless though
unpretentions eruditfion Of these newer poets.
The blunder@, homespun. know-nothing
Canadian persona that some of our older
writers enjoyed projecting iN interviews IS,
thank heaven, a thing of the past. Writers now
are anxious to show that their art cannot be
defended by the creator’s pretence Of jgnor-
ance and uncouthness iN a world Where
knowledge is expanding in such extraordinary
ways.

And so, even granting that interviews are no
more to be taken literally than any other kind
of fiction, and that the processes of writing are
not so rationally explicable as many writers like
to pretend, these interviews are fscinating and
immensely valuable for the informal views they
give us of creative MINS at work, OF writers
making their public images. ASin their writ-
ten works, so in these interviews — the way
novelists and POELS speak IS always as impor-
tant as what they say, and perhaps more
revealing. [1
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Now you

See me
By L M. Owen

THE SILENT GAME:
THE REAL WORLD OF
IMAGINARY SPIES

by David Stafford.

Lester & Onpen Dy , 233 A
§14g5 M’PM(ISBNM%EEIQ 0%%

As LoNG AS there has bee’
organized warfare there have
necessarily bee” spies, but untii
the 20th century espionage
wasn't & organized profession;
spies were often gentleman
amateurs, carrying on what
Kipling called “'the Great Game''
as a bit of a lark — from Alfred
the Great using his musical talent
to gain admission to the enemy
camp as a strolling harper to
Robert Baden-Powell hiking
through the Balkans as a butter-
fly collector, trout fisherman, or
landscape painter.

When we read about the activi-
ties of reallife spies today. as in
Job"” Sawatsky's For Service Ren-
dered, they seem to have &’
wenregl quality, as if they happen
in aborderland between fact and
fantasy. David Stafford, in this
survey of spy fiction, shows that
thereis areason for this: the fie-
tion came first, the profession
begs’ as a result of it, and the
professionat spies were and are
devoted readers of the genre.
When the CIA proposed to assas-
sinate Castro by offering him an
exploding ciger, they had got the
idea from an 1899 book by the
founder of the spy novel, William
Le Queux.

I've “ever read Le Queux,
and, judging from Stafford’s
account of his novels, ‘that’s
something to be grateful for. But
he had a huge following, espe-
cially after he changed the prin-
cipal enemy in his books from
France to Germany. When the
British government in 1909
formed the Secret Service
Bureau it was in direct response
to goods of letters from Le
Queux’s readers, panicking about
the German menace.

Yet Le Queux's heroes
remained gentleman amateurs

like Duckworth Drew, a pipe
smoking bachelor who from time
to time leaves his comfortable
Bloomshury flat to go to the Con-
tinent on secret missions for the
Foreign Office. Out of this tradi-
tion came Richard Hanmay and
many others. And there remains
a touch of it even among tbe
professionals of John le Carré’s
Circus and Anthony Price's
Department of Intelligence
Research and Development.
George Smiley, though perhaps
not quite a gentleman, is essen-
tislly ascholar; a good deal of the
time he is either actually or
ostensibly resigned or retired. |”
The Spy Who Came In from the
Cold, Leamas istoid that Smiley
has retired, and anyway disap-
proves ‘of the proposed opera-
tion. It takes au attentive reader
to detect that in truth Smiley has
devised and is running the whole
thing.
Then there's David Audley,
the quirkv and difficult hero of the
novels of Anthony Price — a
writer to whom Stafford. to my
regret, gives only two sentences-.
Audley, like Smiley, has a lifelong
rival in the KGB. In For the Geod
of the State (1986} this antagonist,
Panin, has a rendezvous with
Audley in a lonely spot on
Exmoor. They have a long con-
versation, and in this exchange
Audley encapsulates the English
spy tradition:

“You are clever. David. But
you are an amatenr."’ ]

“No. . You'vestll got it
bloody-wrong, Nikelai — the
word is ‘Gentleman’ not
“Amateurt™’

Le Queunx let it be understood
that in the intervals of writing his
40-odd novels ha himself went on
glamorous secret missions. This
was quite untrue, But the batch
of spy writers who followed on
tbe heels of Le Queux and his
contemporary E. Phillips Oppen-
heim, besides being readers of
their books, were either in or
closely linked with the inteli-
gence services during the war
with Germany that Le Queux and
Oppenheim had predicted: John
Buchan, A. E. W. Mason, Com-
pton Mackenzie — who was later

prosecuted under the Official
Secrets Act — and Somerset
Maughsm — who was compelled
to suppress parts of his Ashen-
den. What remained became
standard reading for new recruits
to the SIS.) Just at the end of the
war Valentine Williams, a former
war correspondent and Guards
officer, started a hugely success-
ful seriesof novels featuring avil-
lainous and repulsive German spy
known as Clubfoot. Among his
ardent readers was the boy Kim
Philby == whose nickname, of
course, was taken from Kipling's
boy spy.

And se on it goes, with art
imitating life and life retaliating by
imitating art right back. Former
spies write books, active spies
read them attentively. | find it
amusing that when The Spy Who
Came In from the Cold was pub-
lished to a chorus of praise there
were two voices that raised
strong objections to it. The dis-
senting critics were Kim Philby
of the KGB and Richard Helms
of the CIA. O

No harp
Mmusic

By Brian Fawcett

GYPSY GUITAR:

ONE HUNDRED POEMS
oF ROVANCEAND
BETRAYAL

by David McFadden,

Talonbooks, 112 . $10.95
paper (ISBN O 232 9.

DAVID MCFADDEN has always
been a man more interested in
earthly dragons than in the
interpretation of heavenly logic.
In his introduction to Gypsy Gui-
tar, he remarks that the music of
any half-drunk gypsy guitarist is
**mare likely to make your hair
stand on end than a host of
heavenly harpists.” And trueto
his word, the cne hundred poems
of romance and betrayal that fol-
low offer up absolutely no harp
music. Instead, he has gathered
together a' astonishing array of
the dragons of earthly love —a
backbiting, treacherous, ungedly
troupe — and has made them sing
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to his unique andwildly inventive
accompaniment.

The patron dragon of this book
is Baudelaire, anumber of whose
poems McFadden *‘translates’’
through tbe wolume. The mate to
this dragon is the absent lover to
whom many of the poems are
addressed. No doubt she is areal
person. but the closest
McFaddep comes to describing
her is as his litter-mate. Those
who are interested in gossip will
speculate about her identity.
They will be missing the point and
wasting their time.

Lesser dragons abound. D. H.
Lawrence makes an appearance,
as do Susan Musgrave, a “ umber
of Japanese haiku artists,
McFadden’s parents, a large
number of friends and acquain-~
tances, several additional lovers
(to throw the gossips off the
trail), and a selection of wild and
domestic animals, including some
recurring elephants. There were
quite a few of those. actually.

In *““Elephants,”” M cFadden
tells of & encounter with &
elephant at the Granby Zoo:

. when I held oist 2 handful
of nuts to the bull elephant he

took only half, then slowly
backed up so his mate could
have the remainder. The eyes
of these sad spiritual lovers iS
leg chains checked to see if 1
understood and appreciated
their little gesture Of kindnesgs
and love, and I felt I'd been
blessed by the Pope. . And
people who live in the vidnity of
the Granby Zoo wWhen you get

to know them will shyly confide
in you that |ate at night after

they tucn Off the television they
i in bed listening to and feel-
ing the earth and sky quivering
and murmuring with the mam-

moth heartbreaking hour-long
orgasms of the elephanis.

I record this passage not to say
that it is the book’s best, but that
there are at least several hundred
“lore — not necessarlly about
elephants either — that contain a
similar but unique intensity of
perception.

Everything McFadden writes
is first and finally unpredictable
and interesting. from his recent
novel, Canadian Sunsei, to his
bizarTe pronouncements on coin-
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cidence to the notes he leaves on
his door. Everything he writesis
a trip into a | universe, a
trip that Is invariably both
amusing and disturbing at the
same time.

Unti now, his best books have
been the Trigs books, which
recount his summer vacations
around Lake Huron and Lake
Erie, and can tell you more about
covert subtleties of family vio-
lence than a school of psy-
chiatrists could in six months. His
Art of Darkness from several
years ago shouldn’t be missed
either, along with his various cal-
laborations with London, Ontario,
artist Greg Curnce. But Gypsy
Guitay tops them all,

It's a hefty volume, not at all
the flimsy fare of most volumes
of Canadian verse. You ean read
it 50 poems at a time (as I did the
first time through) and be trans-
ported into McFadden’s parallel
universe. or you can savour the
poems one by one. Most
readers, | suspect, will do both.
It is an eminently entertaining and
readable book, even though
McFadden never concedes an

we're all used to being in.

Gypsy Guitar is David
McFadden's best book to date.
It should be ashoo-in for next
year's Governor General’'s
Award and soy other prizes we
can offer this marvellous
writer. O

Cush-cush

and casuarina
By Brent Ledger

PROUD EMPIRES
by Austin Clarke,

Viking (Penguin), 224 "
o

(ISEN 0 670 81756 2).

AUSTIN CLARKE has run for
mayor of Toronto, been an
adviser to a Barbadian prime
minister, worked as a culturzt
attaché to the Barbadian embassy
in Washington, and was unti
recently a censor for the Ontario
Film Review Board, so it's not
perhaps surprising that his
newest novel, Proud Empires,
ghould sketch the sticky web of

Nor even that he should do it
with such cutting delicacy. Clarke
has written 10 other books, one
of which, The Prime Minister,
studied politics and corruption in
a west Indian nation.

Perhaps all that’s remarkable.
really, is his ability to turn a tired
fictional formula into something
cool and glittering sod strange.
Set in Barbados and cast in the
form of anovel of adolescence.
Proud Empires follows the
growth of astudent named Boy
from the age of 13 into early
adulthood. But while the struc-
ture is familiar the content is not,
and it makes for an engrossing
read. Partly this is a matter of
setting. For areader sitting in
Toronto in March, a Caribbean
island covered in casuarina trees
and cush-cush grass is so inher-
ently fascinating place. But
mostly it's amatter of taste and
imagination. Clarke avoids the
usual clichés of adolescent fiction,
particularly the sexual rite of pas-
sage, opting instead for a gradual
expansion of Boy's politica cons-
CiouSness.

Boy is atop student a the best
college in Barbados, but his real

education doesn’t begin until a
national election draws nigh, and
the corrupt governing party tot-

ters on the edge of self-

destruction. At first his view is
limited to the tailor's shop and the
back room of the rum shop where
the “big men” of the village
gather to exchange gossip and
whispers of preferment. He
watches as the ignorant tailor, a
political innocent named Seabert,

discourses on what he calls the
philosophy of the common man —
Engiish *‘commonism.”” And ha
watches as the men heed the
|r|nBI|ed threat of the policeman"s
club.

But as the election beats up
and tensions increase, Boy's
horizons begin t0 expand and
petty village rivalries give way to
larger concerns. He watches as
the Prims minister feigns grief at
a politica fimeral, And he watches
as his uncle, the owner of a plan-
tation, SItS In a restaurant and
orders one of the perquisites of
his position, a steak dripping in
blood.

And that perhaps is the biggest
failing of the book, for that's all
Boy does: be watches. Although
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he's the nominal focus of the
book. he seldom speaks. Even
“|ore puzzling: for great impor-
tant Stretches of the novel Boy
simply isn't there, and it's
““dear just who the observer is.
He's a cipher at the centre of a
book otherwise tilled with
memorable characters: his own
proud mother, Sarge the brutal
policeman, and Seabert the fool-
Ish tailor.

The sketchiness of Boy's
character and the novel’ s shifti
point of view mb the book of pas-
sion. | the story doesn't affect
Boy, whg should the reader care?
And yet that is probably, in part,
what Clarke intended. The die-
tance between author and sub-
ject, hero and events, is no
accident but the result of careful
calculation. Girded in clinica
detachment, Clarke dissects
desire and violence alike with a
deft, surgieal touch designed to
amuse admiration, Not passion.

By and large, he succeeds.
Some of the set pieces =- nota
bly Boy’s journey to meet bis
uncle and a ride in the expensive
car of the idand's leading lawyer
— are models of small-scale
drama, and tbe prose, always
terse. dry, and witty, snaps tight
as awhip throughout. But it's the
dialogue, with its distinctive
“Bga’” rhythm and pronuncia-
tion, that brings Clarke' s charac-
ters to life and gives the book its
special stamp. SharB, colourful
and pungent, It resembles (oddly
enough) the quirky dialogue of
Ronald Firbank, another master
of colloquial speech. whom other-
wise Clarke does not at all
resemble.

From the rather tentative note
on which Proud Empires ends,
one assumes Clarke intends a
sequel — sooner, perhaps, rather
than Kiter, sirce the book, though
new to Canada, was published
two years ago in England. If so,
it should find a r audience,

primed for more of Clarke's
sharp writing and observant
cynicism, &

Events in the
atmosphere

By Bruce Whiteman

PERMUGENESIS: A
RECOMBINANT TEXT
by Christopher Dewiney,

Nightuood, 43 pages, $7.95 paper
NEhteood, %8 bt &7

COMING TO JAKARTA:
A POEM ABOUT
TERROR

by Peter Dale Scott,
MeClelland & Slewarl, 160 pages,

$12.85 paper
(ISBN 6”?;10 8012 3).
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SINCE 1974, Chris Dewdney has
been working on along poem i”
prose entitled A Natural Hislory
of Southwestern Ontario. The first
book, which was rejected by a
number of Canadian publishers
before being accepted by Geoff
Young's The Figures Pressin
Berkeley, Califormia, appeared in
1978 as Spring Trances in the
Control Emerald Night. Book
two, The Cenozoic ASylum, was
published in Liverpool in 1993.
Permygenesis is book three of
this poetic project.

A favourite party game of the
Surrealists was the
cadavre exquis, a kind of grand
collaborative drawing in which
each participant in tuma con-
tributed to &’ evolving image
without seeing the previous parts
of the whole. The result would
naturally be a surptising compo-
site of discontinuous pieces.

Dewrdney has created tbe third
hook of his long work in a some-
what analogous fashicn from the
texts of books two and three,
though he alone is responsible for
the result. words, phrases, and
images from the two exsting
texts have been recombined (in
a process parallel {0 a geneticist’s
work on DNA) to produce Per-
mugenesis, whose title one might
gloss as “‘creative reworking."’

The hook is a kind of collage,
then, and anyone familiar with the
earlier parts of the work will find
manv familiar thines recontextu-
alized.

‘The language of the poem, like
its formal procedure. iS reminis-
cent of surrealism (I think of Max
Ernst especially, who also knew
something about natural history).
The opening paragraph is charac-
teristic:

There is a second order of dark-
ness and lens of distance. Brick
walls radiating tangible heat at
night flowering in {Ne inky strata
of far storms. Limestone cor-
ridors of Stone the miniature
Jungle ofa rainless summer day
in hOt August. The fingers on
vacant F.M. patios at night

P;gmard brain coral. Sun spot-
ted from a starry pasture.

The whole text is permeated
with a hothouse eroticism (and |
use the word hothouse without
derogation); the natural world of
insects, plants, and atmospheric
events is heavy with copulative
energy and presented on atime
scale that telescopes all of evo-
[ution into a radiant present.
**The source a distant thunder in
a weird remote control music of
tbe stars. raining intrusions of
stone within sky.”

One has to give in to the mar-
vellous sexual power of Permu-
genesis’s language and not worry
t00 much over the ideational con-
tent of sentences like ““The kody
alarge yellow ochre terraced rea-
gent command, a reconstruction
of the word” or “Staggered
grace the distant |ow fountams of
synthetic envelopes.” The
book’s magic works best if, as
readers, we accept Dewdney’s
contention in book one that “We
an? strangers here (nocturnal) in
the fiction of (absolute) eur own
hearts.” o

It is difficult to imagine a poem
more dissimilar to Permugenesis
than Peter Dale Scott's Coming
to Jakarla. Scott’s is a book-
length autobiographical medita-
tion on the politics of violence. It
is “lore than alitle reminiscent
of botb Pound and Williams, the
latter in its formal pattern (pseu-
dotriadic Stanzas) and the former
in its alusiveness (it is replete
with Citations that areidentified
in tbe right-hand margin, and a
bibli ggraphy.is provided). The
political materid focuses on U.S.
Involvement in Indonesia (hence
the title), but that particular epi-
sode in American imperid history
ismade & emblem for the larger
view in which political manipula-
tion, vielence, and economic
solipsism. so to speak. are seen
to warp the lives of all of us.
Interwoven with this aspect of
the poem are details from Scott’s
own life (he is F. R. Scott’s son),
for be is too wise simply to write
an objective indictment. As be
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puts it in section three:

To have learnt from lervor
lo see oneself
as part of the enemy
can be a reassurance
whalgver it is
arises within us
and in the closing lines of the
book:

let there be the conrage
not just lo have seen

batl o ease inlo the world
the unreal
breathing within us

Scott manages with remarka-
ble deftness to integrate the
world Of international political vio-
lence with his telling of the
growth of 2 pOet’S mind. a use
Wordsworth's phrase intention-
ally, as Scott's memories of his
childhood have a kind of Words-
worthian aura about them.) This
isso despite the opening image
in the poem of the three desksin
Scott’s office at which the vari-
ous parts of hislife take place
(reading Virgil, investigating polit-
ical wrongdoings, and writing
poetry). &' image Of fragmenta-
tion in the poet’ s life that the
book itsdlf belies. It is Virgil's
descent into the underworld that
Scott chooses t? mer?ﬁon. an

ropricte image for the voyage
ﬁlag p(Eem takes through theg-
temporary world of political
assassination, totalitarian govern-
ments, secret police machina
tions, and so on. This is materid
that English-language poetry
rarely deals with, and though it
has the potentia to become a
catalogue in which the poetry
itself gets forgotten, Scott sue-
ceeds remarkably in holding it
together by placing himsalf, ulti-
mately, at the centre. Coning fo
Jakarna records one man’s life set
in the context of realpolitik. It is
hard to think of another work like
it by a Canadian poet. Q

(zalactic drift

By Bert Cowan

TESSERACTS

edited by Phyllis Gotlieb and
Douglas Barbour,

Press Porcépic, 296 pages, $9.95
paper (ISBN 0 83878 270 5).

IT IS RIGHT that this anthol ogy
shoud include a story t‘)g/ the win-
ner of the Arthur C. Clarke
Award for best science fiction in-
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1987 — none other than Mar-
garet Atwood for The Hand-
sagid's Tale. Her story in this
collection — '“Freeforall’’ — S
not in my view the best, but it
may be the most representative
of what is happening both in
Canadian science fiction (or
science fantasy) and in the genre
at large.

In a literary field that is still so
controversial,srardon tbe
reviewer’s orientation may be in
order. Science fiction has
changed alot since | became so
addict, a good 80 years ago, of
what was then abrash literary
youngster (though with some
respectable ancestors) to be
found at its best in Hugo Gerns-
back’s Amazing Stories. It Seems
in retrospect to have been con-
cerned mainly With space flight
and associated bug-eyed mon-
sters. time travel (not very
subtly). and scientific gimmickry,
often about the fourth dimension
of space. An imagindive story
that | ean recall was titled “ John
Jones's Dollar” (author’'s name
forgotten, but no doubt retrieva-
ble). It was an exposition of what
could happen to one dollar. left
undisturbed on deposit at com-
pound interest for decades and
maybe centuries. Possibly there
was something wrong with the
analysis, and probably only an
economist could explain what. but
it was impressive.

MY diction has become
gtr)eat y attenuated. in step with
tbe vast expansion and conse-
quent dilution of the genre, but
one facet hasimproved over the

ears. SF has become more
uman. if often in opaque ways.

Atwood's story Is certainly
human; like much of the best i
the field, it extrapolates from cur-
rent situations into the future. in
this case the fature Of sexual dis-
eases like AIDS and herpes and

haps of others yet unknown,
t is always best in this kind of
story not te explain too much.
Thus, rubber body stockings and
turkey basters are mentioned
only in passing and without elabo-
ration. Certair venues are aso
put to good use, one of them an
unnamed theme park north of
Toronto. The ending is as chill-
ing as they come.

Asfor the result of this collec-

tion, it’s a mixture of excellent,
0od, passable, and some that |
ound quite unreadable. One mer-
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cifully short example of the last
istitled “4179.” with the subti-
tle “ The Mkuro Cartha’s Report
from Marduccia and Rahorus
from the Files of Alyeric and
Fone.”’ It has characters with
such names as Dogon and Janu,
and nouns iike kranalk: and tinga
and vargand. . . But why goon?

William Gibson's contribution,
“The Winter Market.” with
glimpses of Vancouver a century
or so in thefuture, iS a fascinat-
infg look &t the possibility of a kind
Of human surviva in a computer
and what this might cost. Kathryn
A. Sinclair's “Raindance’
demongtrates that you may not
need to dance only for rain. This
one, too, is chilling.

Two or three stories are about
the end of the world, or some
interim st\:z?e on the way there.
Andrew Weiner's “Distant Sig-
nals’ holds out the hope, or
threat, that there may be a future
for today’ s trashy television
programmes |ong after the ter-
restrial reruns are over.

There are some examples of
poetry, which — like most SF
poetry-is best passed by with
eyes averted.

The fiedld is one in which
individuals' tastes can vary so
widely that there may be no point
in seizing on one story in this
volume as the best; but for me
itis“Ashland. Kentucky.” by
Terence M. Green. Definitely
not science fiction, thougb it does
play with time, it is afantasy, at
once charming and unsettling,
and somethin?agwore — aghost
story. That kind oOf writing iS
becoming so much alost art that
this story alone is worth the price
of the book. O

Networking

By D. French

TURN UP THE
CONTRAST:

CBC TELEVISION
DRAMA SINCE 1952
by Mary Jane Miller,

UBF Press, 438 pages, $34.95

cloth
(ISBN 0 7748 0278 2).

IN HER ANALYSIS of CBC produc-
tions from 1952 to 1984, Mary
Jane Miir defines as drama “a
story in process’ and includes
“'both the predictable ‘black hat-
white hat' formula action-

adventure show sod the most
complex, intelectually challeng-
ing and aesthetically beautiful
‘single’ television film."” In short,
everything on tbe box but the
“‘ephemera Of SpOrts and news.”

A major difficulty with a project
of this kind is that before VCRs
came into widespread use in the
'80s, all television was ephem-
era. Even tbe CBC — and this
isthe book’s most poignant note
-has lost whole chaptersof its,
and Canadd's, history. At least a
quarter of Turn Up the Contrast
is devoted to synopses and brief
sketches of programmes, deli-
vered by Miller, a professor of
dramatic literature at Brock
University, in a breezy. conver-
sational style as readable asiit is
subjective. Her quick judgements
are sure to provoke debate of the
kind tbat “This How Has Seven
Days’ raised in the House of
commons. (Were We ever sO
innocent acountry? Arewe still?)

From its beginning, the CBC
refused to develop a”star” class
of performers. Ostensibly. this
was to prevent the commen-
surate salary demands, but one
sugpects a Canadian modesty at
work, combined with a suspicious
resentment of tall poppies. The
policy may have led to the suc-
cess of programmes such as
“Wojeck," in which the dominant
focus wasallowed to be the script
lather than the personality. Miller
contends that this isthe CBC's
great strength, that it ““antholo-
gizes'’ even the continuing ser-
ies, creating a reflective and
reflexive process for examining
regions and issues— in effect, a
aational theatre.

By contrast, Miller presents
the gruelling American schedule
as one reason ‘‘stars must ride
the wave with characters based
on their most comfortable perso-
nae.” Yet Miller notes tbat
Bruno Gemssi in *“The Beach-
combers’ does play a role
aoproximating that of an Ameri-
ca’ star: “If you don't like his
particular acting presence, you
don't like the series” (Familiar-
ity with that presence creates a
fascinated dishelief as one exa-
mines the reproduced still of
Gemssi as Peer Gynt or reads a
textual reference to his Hamlet.)

“The Beachcombers’ re-
ceives more attention than any
other CBC effort. Miller devotes
18 pages to its mythology, from
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coming-of-age theme episodes to

ing motifs. More interest-
ing isits Inception, described by
Miller in what one hopesisa
parody Of L.A.-speak: “From
this generd framework came a
‘treatment’ . . . aconcept is
expected to be “fresh’ (but recog-
nimble). have the potential for
many story lines, and be geared
to aspecific demographic cross-
section. ..." She concludes that
“it is the most successful televi-
sion series ever madein Canada’
and “it's a good face to present
to the world.”

On reading that Miller watched
40 ““Beachcombers’ episodes in
10 days, one wonders if she sue-
cumbed to what psychologists call
“reaction formation.”” Maybe
Gemssi does a good lunch?

Personalities. or a kind of
Celebrity Pursuit, are a large part
of the book’s interest for the
nonacademic. Why, one
wonders. is Barbara Hamilton a
“brilliant comedienne” but
Rosemary Radcliffe a *“delightful
comic actor!’ Ancduvhy doestbe
exquisitely expressive Fii Reid
get no adjectives at all? Why is
It mentioned that John Vernon
achieved less than Stardom in the
U.S. after leaving "*Wojeck,”
while N0 note of censure taints a
reference to Al Waxman’s work
on “Cagney and Lacey''?

Turn Up the Conirast is the
first of three planned books: the
second and third are to be inter-
views with CBC persomnel and
accounts of decison-mating and
theinfluence of technology. That
may explain the exclusion from
this volume of the supporting
arguments some observations
demand.

For example, it is to tbe CBC's
credit that *‘Take 30°" was deve-
loped at a time when afternoon
viewers were assumed to be
“only housewives'; such afar-
sighted concept is surely more
important than the network's
failure to produce a soap opera.

Miller’s theory that Canadian
series television is most success-
fol when it plays against itS own
formula is interesting. and prob-
ably true, but not supported if
‘‘Sidestreets’” S perceived as
more enjoyable for being more
“realistic” than ‘‘Harry-O,"
considering the latter’s droll self-
consciousness. Close-up shots
deserve more attention than a
dismissal as “‘standardized
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vocabulary,'” especially since
they have allowed 2 cult of per-
sonality to supersede the neces-
sity for quality scripts.

questioning channel-
done during

claime who commexcials
can

programme, should he aware that

one sometimeshas  tolookther
Obsesson ergtica
Televison viewers, i.e. every-
one, will findimportant i SSUES in
Turn Up the Contrast; t b
informed consumer gets the beet
value, any product.

verb of it, the mind as it makes
(poizin). Thus these two books
are delightful in the sheer activity
©f their poetic sensibilities. They
am well worth reading simply
betanse the writers value formal

the b 0 0 k risk sgauge mind-language per-

marred by editorial loppiness.
Verbal tics such as “time frame”
and “‘in point of fact'’ are merely
irritating.
solecisms, including a drama
inducing its audience to “‘feel
badly,” and fwe references to
“Toronto’s alternate theatres.”
When lanpuageis care-
less, a reader may be forgiven for
 suspecting wit, if intended,in
Cosmopolitann of
“swinging singles magazine."”
Fhe number of errata two
erzors on page 244 alone, and in
the indexing — is inexcusable in
areference work. Corrections
should be made before the book
is released inan affordable form
to reach an audience |arger than
university fim studies depari-
ments. O -

From aleph
to Merz

By Fred Wah

THE MERZBOOK:
KURT SCHWITTERS
POEMS .

by Calin Morton

Quarry Press, 85 pages,

ABRAHAM

by Colin Browne

Brick Books, 80 , $7.50
(ISBN 0 919526 33 5). bater

NOTICE THEISBNS. But these &0
books of peetry share something
besdes a numerica coincidence
and their authors fixst names.
Both collections are powerful
illustrations of the range of
intellect that occasionally <till
operates jn poetry. They docu-
ment how the poem can still
embody tbe ezt of knowing, the

ception. and incur the extent of
current POELIC composition.
The Merzbook is. accord& to

are thithe jacket blurb, “an innovative,

narrative poem loosdy based on
the life and art of the renowned
modem German collage arti<t,
Kurt Schwitters.”” The book
includes aSchwitters chronology
and the poems are presented in
chronological order. But it is not
necessary to know much about
Schwitters in order to read this
book. (Morton points out that
Schwitters's own “noves and
plays subvert the very notion of
anyone's ‘lifestory.””") Morton
s0 successfully proprioceives
Schwitters’s “ 1" in these poems
that the reader not only leamns
about the German artist’'s
involvement in Dada and his and
his soon’ s flight from his Nazi
homeland, but, more meaning-
fully, his apprehension of an artis-
tic world.

| n his appropriation of Schwit-
ters's Voice (and athers), Morton
dramatizes the history and aes-
thetics that swrounded Schwit-
ters. we learn, for exampte, of
the “Bii of Men":

And in an insiant

what had spun in my head for

days

resolved.

““I call them all merzbilden.

Merz, nol schmerz, is the core of

my arl.”

we hear Schwitters picking up
scraps of garbage for his collages,
railing against bis detractors,
soulfully solaquizing his *‘Merz-
ing’’ of his house (“‘The
Cathedral of Erotic Misery™ is
quite a beautifully crafted lyric
poem). And the book is full of the
particulars of image-building.
from a scene ona beach to *'an
€gg cup steaming in the sun.”

This voicing seems most
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accessible in its CBC-poetic-
narrative Style (selections won
third prize in the CBC literary
competition), but the book is
more than that. The poems are
accompanied by several Schwit-
ters collages to help ground all
the talk about art. Perhaps most
outstanding. however, are Mor-
ton's adaptations of severa Of
Schwitters's sound poems and
his translation of ‘‘Anna Bloom."
These rescnate with the range of
play and colowr of the originals.
Colin Browne's Abreham d SO
plays off a persona. But the bii
lical Abraham is used here in
some vast plot of the mind as a
device through which a narrative
poetic process posits and Works
out the right questions and mayhe
the right answers. Browne seeks
to reconstruct his own, 2 family,
story through the principle Of
known particulars. That is, he
moves from concretion to concre-
tion and the connections get the
mind 1nto shape, into narrative —
join the dots. What iS intriguing
about the way Browne does this
is how. becalse it isan oblique
process after au. bis poetry
becomes such a solid track for the

ml%ﬂ'mﬁon’s fragmentations.
€ estrangement of the con-
nections in the book is dightly
mollified by the glo . There
tbe reader can see eariy on the
large poetic propositions Browne
has chosen to work with. For
example, there is the aleph on the
cover, whichbegins astructural
run actualized in thealphabetized
titles of the poems, the semitic
field and hierarchy of names out
of Babel, and language as
imprinted root Of consciousness,
to be written, written over,
crossed out, even. Such ry
can be heavy going but de‘ightful
in its demands on the intellect.
The scatter of allusion n the book
is primarily Canadian-European,
an alphabetting of childhood, the
Second World War, the father.
boy scouts, cameras, and other
“dots.” “Jerusdem” getsto
Tzuhatem on Vancouver lsland:
Moumnt Tauhalem from porch: no
rabbil’s foot. Wanting
sublimily. What's grand
looms loseryized, summons nuke.
Though the matrix of image
and language is based on a com-
positional stance of negative capa-
bility, some oOf the strongest
poems work keenly on amusic.
There's lots of thythm in the line.

LY L T

The ear gets tone led through
some of the difievlties the mind
encounters. “Trees & adj.,
noises’ noises sequaciously
reproduced | then cranked.
Hoofs. whoops. the like. Local
‘colour’. I"

The skill and intense ardour of
the mind at work in both of these
books is ddlightful. The least one
can learn from poetry that makes
sweet music of the intelligence is
that we can still measure, have
measure. [0

Scales of
grandeur

By Ray Filip
COLLECTED POEMS

by Ralph Gustafson,

Sono Nis Press, 1ol. 1, 213 pages,
smsc'fom (ISBN 0 919203 77 9);
Tol. 2, 249 pages, $16.95 cloth
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RALPH GUSTAFSON'S Collecied
Poems consist of two handsome
volumes, a life’s work dedicated
to the immensity Of a moment,
The Gustafson “moment” can be
equally attuned to Haydn or hum-
mingbirds, the sea or the key of
C. The “all”” can take place ia
Samarkand or on Mount Revel-
stoke, at William Shakespeare's
grave or waiting for forsythias to
blossom in March.

Volume 1 covers 30 years of
growth from Fiigh! hrfo Darkness
(1944) tO Fire On Stone (1974).
The early Gustafson plays the
reluctant romantic in Lyrics
Unyomantic, or the Wordsworth
of Lake Massawippiin “Rebus?

Dafjodils stiff against the
amorous wind,

Fooling the bee wilh swee!
illusion —

God! haw the damp earth smefls

And Marchwind slaps the cheek
with cold.

British influences interweave
with his Swedish roots.

“From Sweden” sounds
reminiscent Of the 19th-century
visicnary poet Gustaf Friding:

Far is summer from these snows.

The earth of any need

Is distant now.

Still be thy striving. It is night.

Across the smow a man goes
kome —

Whase window burns ils simplz
light.
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Pioneer Cooking in Ontario
Recipesfrom Ohwtario Historical Sites

Mustrations by C. W. Jefferys

The original comfort food. Experience the
hearty. wholesome fare of our pioneer ancestors.
Savour the Hetch Potch or Bubble and Squeak.
Sample the Syflabub; nibble a Snickerdoodle.
Then wash it dl down with a Rum Scrub. An
entertaining look at our culinary past with over
90 original recipes updated for the modern
kitchen. 54.95. coflbound. 1-55021-015-7
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Welcome to America,
M. Sherlock Holmes
Victorian America meets
Arthur Conan Dayle

by Christopher Redmond
“Topofihe line and an absolute
must for any collector.”’

(Globe and Mail)

Anaccount of Doyle’s 1894
lecture tour of America, including
Toronto, told with Redmond*s
usnal style and wil.

ISBN 0-88924-184-8

235p. $19.95pe.

The Lettersof , / ! iy

Rialcolm Lowry |/ [
H ¥ I A

and { { :

Gerald Noxon, ( \;,'
1240-1852 A
PAUL TIESSEN, ED.

WITH NANCY STROBEL

The letters, cards, and other
messages in this correspondence ofier

afr introduction to a certain
$27.95
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EFUMAN SCIENCES

Their Contribution to
Society and Future
Research Needs

edited by 'rll'ha contributors examir:ie the rola of the
y uman sciences in modem socisly and
gfeh:d:%’éﬁblgzlgnd discuss the social. economic, and cultur-

al contributions of continued scholarly
research for Canada’s insfitutional and
cultural advancement.

$24.95 paper

=<z] The University of Alberta Press
141 Athabasea Hall, Edmonton. Albarta, T6G 2E8
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“Canadian” Lowry.

Shaman’s Ground con-
9 tinues the storyof Lily
B&ﬁaﬁmam S Fairchild begun in St
virus Dance, carrying
Gﬁeﬁm@ her often tumultuous life
into the 20th century,
ﬂ through triumph and
o tragedy.
512.95
TaRE 279 pp. paperback
DON GUTTERIDGE
STILL AVAILABLE:

S1. Virus Dance  §11.95

DRUMLIN Books
114 Victoria Strest
Londen, Ontario. Canada
NBGA 2B5

Fatc-Back & WMolasses

Edited by Ivan Jesparson

A classic in any company!

Fal-Back & Molasses is a hame-spun collection of traditional Wewfoundiand and
Labrador recipes, pleasantly gamished with drawings, anecdoles and other lidbits
that are of the essence of Iradilional Newloundiand cutture A collector’s ilem,
conversalion piece, and first-rate guide to the old down-home coalang for which
Newfoundland 1§ famous. $6.95

Stlfl going strong after 15 years!
Nearly 100,000 Sold!
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Gustafson developed a more
native sense of neaclassicism
with the publication of Rivers
Asaong Rocks and Rocky Moun-
{aiss Poesns (1960). His language
begins to reflect Canadian études
and quietude inventively. His
concemns with harmony between
the temporal and the etemnal 3/so
find expression in tighter tones
such as “Dr. Johnson Kiiks
Bishop Berkeleys Shin”: “This
planet postulates its pun:/God's
becomaing. The moment’'s made.”

In “Quebec Winterscene,” ho
uses commas, dashes, enjamb-
ments, and a deliberate blank
space to suggest fragmented soli-
tudes, breaks in continuity
between major end minor events,
postal delivery and deliverance,
suspense and resolution built into
the minutest details of the
landscape:

At cight, night now pitch, the
lrain,

Haltcd for wailcacks at the
swung

Laalcrn — the far horizonlals

A saoment,

a history happening

The hills — alengside, pants,
sonstrons,

Pistons poised.

Then pulls pasi.

Ralph Gustafson renders to a
czesura the things that are a
caesura's, and to God the things
that are God's. “In the Y ukon”
emolovs the technique to achieve
a contrapuntal tension between
death and renewal, descending
and ascending, the past end the
flashing instant:

E: Eurapz, you can't morve
withou! going down inle
kistory.

Heye, ail is a beginning.

I saw a salvion fuwp,

Again and again, against e
cuervent,

The tisibercd hills a background,
wooded grecn

Unpushed through; the sabnon
jusaped, silver,

Such idyllic didectics would be
mere metaphysical mush were
the author not political as welt.
Thesze And Variations For
Sousuding Bross deals with sockl
discord, written by a man turn-
ing 60. not 20. Gustafson’'s
outrage is subdued, ornamented
vrith musicat terms such as “'Noc-
turne: Prague 1968," “Fantasia
on Four Deaths.” ‘‘Ricercare:
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And Stl These Deaths Are
QOurs,”” “Aubade Quebec
1970.” and “Coda: | think of AU
Soft Limbs.” but since Gustaf-
son's forte iS being there, these
poems _T_lil/ﬁ.er from safe distlgncps.
with a or newspaper-clippin
fedl to them — though his%%ar%
isinthe r\i/%ht place. “The Ol
Moscow Woman,” from Soviet
Poems, pr moresyn-s
first-hand account:

The street will alieays be derly,

Mankind is imparfect.

Polities and bad manners

Leave kis delrilus

on the perfect peace. . . No
ralter the lebowr.

Snow and denth come.

Do they not?

And el this woman sweeps,

For a few kopeks,

Lentils for her soup,

And is happy.

Gustafson’s senior years con-
tinue to be prolific and golden.
Verse composed within the past
decade, behveen 1977 and 1965,
appears in Volume 2. (Selections
from his most recent book,
Winter Prophecies, are not
included.) “Wednesday a North
Hatley" iS a virtuoso piece. Mid-
week. Gustafson observes the
capricious balance between
nature and survival, order and
chaos, the silent and the tensile.

The grosbeak
Fights for seeds, the squirrel
Walks his slender wire.
There i3 a viclory;
The heart endures, the house
Achieves its warmth and where
He needs lo, man in weollen
Mitis, in muffler, wilkoul
A deathwisk, northern,
walks . . . Chance is againsi
hiim.
But soffly the snow falls.
Touch wood.

Québécais poets refer 10 such
states as “‘mysficisme aléatoire."’’
It happens in English too. Expert
in the field, Gustafson conducts
us through tie euphonious glory
of the finite and the infinite in
“Country Walking." “The Son
in the Garden,” “Snow, White
Birches, Bach,” or “ The Celour
of the Crystal Day.” Hisisa
Snowy and sunny gravity. His eye
for the finer points of aesthetics
can see divine fire still alive on the
stone of Chartres, or discern
earthly evil in “Aspect of a Cut
Peach™:

Rolten weather in Onlario raised
the rarily of that peach, The
skin peeled

Back like a nonpreshyterian

Dpleasure, ]
What of the cry'of children that

runs off
The guilty blade of silver?
Heaven is doomed
Here. Only in paradise are
peaches .
aPrized purely and is pith
succulent.

Wallace Stevens appears
repeatedly, Ghost notes, “Rondo
in Triads’ resembles Stevens's
“Thirteen Ways of Looking at a
Blackbird" with lines such as.
**Cézanne’s apples. Who cares
whether/They are sweet or sour?
| love? Appleness.”'

Gustafson's confessiona love
poems *‘Rustico Beach” and
“The Alcove’ have been
excluded from this collection for
some reason. Love is certainly
the grand feeling behind the suite
of emotions with which he digni-
fies creation in all respects. Read-
ing Ralph Gustafson is similar to
watching agoldsmith at work, the
poem as process, Craft, exact.
art. life, fullness, being, beauty.
moments. mastered. O

Songs and
soundings
By Susan Glickman

PLUMMETS AND
OTHER PARTIALITIES
by Ralph Gustafson

Sono Nis, $16.95 paper

(ISBN 0 919203 53 1).
WINTER PROPHECIES
by Ralph Gustafson,

McClelland & Stewart, $9.95 paper
(ISBN 0 7710 3707 4).

EVER SINCE his retirement from
Bishop’s University is 1977,
Ralph Gustafson has been
astoundingly productive. issuing
at least abook a year and revis-
ing yet again his Penguin anthol-
ogy of Canadian poetry. The
most complete volume of his
short stories, The Vivid Aér, was

published in 1980; this past year
we got his Collscted Poems from
Sono Nis, aswell as his selected
essays in Plummefs and Olher
Partialities, from the same press.
There have aso been two
volumes of new work: something
mysterious called Manipulations
on Greek Themes, which | have
yet to see, and the graceful
Winter Prophecies. .

In his “Preambl€”’ to Plum-
mels and Other Partialities,
Gustafson states that “the
urgency Of the need to bring
poetry back from deconstruction
to verbal form and music deter-
mined the selection” of the
essays included. This sets one up
to expect a work of literary the
ory oOr criticism, something that
would be very welcome from a
craftsman like Gustafson. Afas,
except for some incidental com-
ments in the collected prefaces to
the Pelican/Penguin anthologies,
and in the essays on Liszt and
Wagner, nothing here remotely
approaches analysis. | nstead.
Childe Ralph rides forth heroically
to defend those beleaguered
vestals, Civility and Grace, from
the encroaching powers of dark-
ness. (These powers keep
changing their names and faces,
| gather that Deconstruction iS
simply the current guise of the
old enemy.) This book is a
‘Defence of Poetry’” in the time-
honoured terms of liberal
humanism.

The book is tripartite, sonata
form if you will, with the theme
given in the minor key in part
one. “On Poetry,” modulating
into a major key and a happier
tempo in ths middlesection, “On
Music.” and returning more
%ietly, softened by nodtdgia in
the last section. * On Circum-
stance.” Although the lagt,
frankly autobiographical, section
will probably prove the most use-
ful for literary historians, the mid-
de section provides the best and
the most inferesting writing. |f
only the publisher had seen it to
publish a whole book of Gustaf-
son's music criticism! In it, the
author’s erudition serves the
subject under discussion rather
than the subject doing the dis-
co&g. His enthusiasm is con-
tagious and his knowledge useful.
Not so the first section, which
provides u_PIifti ng sermons ON
poetry as “ The saving Grace,”
“A Mora Procedure,” **Wit-
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ness,”” and “The Necessary
Art” One grows weary of
exhortations sprinkled with
generous quotations fmm the
author’s own poetry.

Winler Prophecies, the latest
collection of that author’s poetry,
is a fine book. As the title sug-
gests, it is written from the
stance of age and dignity, a
f or w IGustafson
preparedduring much of his writ-
ing life and one that well becomes
then. Gone are most of

(sorry,|

deftness instead are and
as w e | ¢ o nsunlightaos
snow. The familiar Gustafson
touchstones = Liszt at the Villa
d'Este, Italian painting and
architecture. cathedrals, topical
politics, flowers, and Quebec
landscape —all these are still
here. But the elegiac tone of the
whole renders the high modernist
hish-handedness appropriate; this
man has earned the right now to
make these associations. Here,
for example, is the delightful “ On
the Island of Torcello," where a
mellow patina of irony softens the
erudition, and humanizes it.
Although such geniality is
uncharacteristic of Gust&on’s
oeuvre as awhole. it is typical of
much of what is best.

Evcivthing 13 cating
ercrithing:

It is ol sufftcient.

Fire pilings o the wharf

OF the lagopn are crusted
ori

BTicre the waters wash — rich

Groun, cager Jor the sof

Edible woad — tastings

OFf soft wasd; the doge,

Foscari, sct at lable,

Dyinna of indigestion

At the age of 84 —

And a cappuccino cosis

Three thousand lire

At Hary's restaurant

Oa the island of Torcelle

Where the greedy in mosaics

O the west wall of the
cathcdral

Beil in coppor pols

While Mary o5 Der loes

The other cud blesses

The teurists drinking cokes

Unider the sioulding where
Gabriel

Blaws his windy blast.

I am definitcly not up to iE:
I order a fonr-minute egg
In Italan al the Osteria
At Poute del Diavolo

And et four eges.
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This poem is in the book’s last
section, entitled **Appogiatura,”
amusical term meaning tbat
grace note played just above or
below the primary note « in this
case. a playful turning aside from
the “serious’ themes expressed
in the book’s earlier sections.
These are “Poems for the
Times” (meditations on violence,
themselves too often tortured
and obscure), "*Twelve Land-
scapes” (earlier published as a
chapbook by Shaw Street Press,
the best of theseisthe only one
that isn't alandscape: the exqui-
site love lyric, “Late Febru-
ary'"), and the title section,
containing the title poem,
“Winter Prophecies.” This third
section is the mogt domestic and
versonal of the group, and is the
emotional centre of the book.

Quite a year for Ralph Gustaf-
son. Now how about a selection
of eritical essays? U

Her side of
the story

By Myrna Kostash

QUEBEC WOMEN:

A HISTORY
the Clio Collective: .
e et Tietos
ean
Stoddart; trgndated by Roger
Gannon and Rosalind Gill,
The Women's Press. 396 dages,

19.95
{ISBNC% 101 7).

THE CONTEMPORARY women's
movement has achieved this
murch: that history written only

“from the point of view of upper-

class white males in battle and
parliament will ot do. Thisis his-
tory, and feminist historians, such
as the Clio Collective of Montreal
(Micheline Dumont, Michéle
Jean, Marie Lavigne, Jennifer
Stoddart), write to remind us that
the "*collective history of a whole
population” entails a much
broader project: the reconstrue-
tion of the lives of often nameless

people by inquiring into the facts
of everyday life.

In the case of women, this
means research into housework,
marriage, childbii, and popular
culture. Whatis women's work?
How do women give hirth? How
do they practise contraception?
What is the effect of matrimonial
property laws? What is the mes-

sage Of women's ines?
Thbe Clio Collective ﬁ posed
and answered these questions
(among many others) as they
relate to the women of Quebec.
Here |s fascinating material about
household technology, sexual
relations, girls’ education, con-
vent life, factory work in the long
spd’ of Quebec's history since
white settlement in 1617. The
revisionist nature of this project
iS obvious within the fixst 30
ages. The cult of the saintly
Mohawk, Kateri Tekakwitha, for
example, Can now be see” asthe
“‘exaltation Of a mythic virginity
designed to weaken the
resistance of Indians to Christian
morality."” And tbe heroic adven-
tore of Madeleine de Verchéres
(ﬁhe who held the Iroquoisoff at
the fort) is now to be enderstood
as the uneritical endorsement of
““law’ concepts of courage.
Because the exploitation of
women at the hands of me” and
their institutions is har dly con-
fined to one, society, there is
much in the history of Quebec
women that echoes universal
femala experience, Maternity, for
example. |” 18th-century Que-
bec, the death rate for women
aged 30 to 40 was higher than
that for men of the same age
group because chifdhirth was so
often fatal to tbe weman. Women
were almost constantly pregnant,
areflection not only of the tE)au
city of information about birth
control (nfanticide \was employed
at least as often as coitus inter-
ruptus to limit family size) but
also of high infant mortality rates.
Marie-Anne Barbel, for instance,
bore 14 children between 1724
and 1741, only three of whom
survived her. By 1940, however,
the average Quebec family had
three children. And by the 1960s
the women of Quebec, like
women in all industrialized soci-
eties, were the beneficiaries Of
structural changesin education
and the workplace tbat made
large families less attractive and
employment outside the home
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feasble if not imperative:
Everywhere in Christendom
women have suffered the hostil-
ity of the Church to their sexual
function and expression (a

church-sponsored marriage

preparation course in the 1940s
advised husbands that awoman
“may not seek or have her hus-
band seek excitement for her if
she has not experienced it” duz-
ing coitus) and have endured the
double whammy of state inter-
vention into sexual relations —
the distvibution Of birth control
information, for example, became
illegal in1892 — a process cul-
minating in what the authors refer
to as **bio-power’’: the control
and exploitation of the female
body by means of the profession-
alization Of hygiene, childbirth,
breastieeding and SO on.

That women everywhere have
also been ingenious in subverting
such control is revealed in the
delightful note that, in its 1901
catalogue, Eaton’s announced the
“Every Woman Marvel Whirling
Spiy)” — a vaginal hygiene
product that was also, inciden-
tally, a contraceptive. And it is
probable that, as far back as the
18th century. women made their
own menstrual tampons.

Everywhere under capitalism
womeb have wor ked outside the
home: in 1825, 27 per cent of
Montreal’s work force was
female (more than half as domes-
tic servants. in conditions of ter-
rible vulnerability to economic
exploitation and sexual abuse).
And everywhere they have
struck back at employers who
have refused fair wages and safe
working conditions: the first
important strike in the textile
industry was led by 500 women
at the Hudon mills just outside
Montreal in 1880. Expressions of
solidarity from male workers and
male-dominated unions were not
always forthcoming, however,
and unions routinely negotiated
lower wages for women warkers.
Women were considered unrelia-
ble unionigts, and no wonder: at
the end of the work day they did
not huery off to union meetings
but home, to begin another work

day.

h& h-vaunted technological
innovations were dow to appear
in the home or were out of reach
of working-class families. A coal-
fired stove required five and a half
bows of maintenance a day com-
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pared to the expensive gas
stove's one hour and 40 minutes.
The transformation of women
from rural producers into urban
consumers (and, by extension,
into housewives, economically
dependent on a man’s wage) was
another changeexperienced by
Quebec women, and women
throughout the industrialized
world, at the turn of the century.

But Quebec is also a specific
society and in Quebec Women we
read of the lives Of nuns. for
example — by 1900, one woman
in 100 over the age of 21 took
final vows in Quebec — and how,
in the long term, their strategy
of an aternative female life freed
of sexual and material obligation
deflected them from the struggle
for higher education and employ-
ment for women. We learn of the
grip on girls' education of the
Church and thedomestic science
course; it was not until 1908 that
girls had access to classical eol-
leges (and through them to the
universities) and only after 1961
that girls’ colleges were subsi-
dized, although the state had
bee; subsidizing boys' colleges

1922

The agricultural crisis that

receded the rebellion of 1837
orced farmers to change their
diet and farm women to invent
recipes for buckwheat and lentils
in eEla(:e of wheat = the
celebrated pea soup dates from
this Period. As for the uprising
itself, although women did not
suffer military assault, hundreds
lost homes and possessions to
the British torch and wereleft
destitute by the death or
imprisonment of their husbands.

The intersection of communal
and women's interestsis a leit-
motiv of the development of
feminism in Quebec. Upheld as
guardians of the language and the
faith, Catholic francophone
women Were tom between their
desire for social equality and their

rights of the father! It wasn’t until
1975, when, according to the
anthors, Quebec feminists began
t O define their own political
strategy independently of claims
from unions, political parties and
indépendantisie groups, that
feminism in Quebec tagk on the
character of North American
feminism in general: aUtonomMOUS.
{The notoricus Front de libéra-
tion des femmes, which had
denounced nation liberation
projects that did nut include
women's liberation, was bom and
died within a few months after the
October Crisis.)

Thisisavery attractive book,
beautifully laid out and larded with
entertaining anecdotes, minibiog-
raphies and contemporary docu-
ments; as wel, each section
concludes with a bibliography of
further reading. written with the
synthesized voice of the four
members of the Collective. it
avoids the polyphony of the
anthology (the all too typical text
in Canadian women's studies).
Like the anthology, unfor-
tunately. while long on analysis,
it is short on theory of women’s
history in the New World.
Nevertheless. it may profitably
and enjoyably be read by all who
want to know what was going on
back at the ranch while Champlain
fiddled and Hochelaga burned. O

Tom and
Mike

By Jack MacLeod

religious and nationalist beliefs.
Women who worked outside the
home were the targets of hostil-

ity from the nationalist camp: a
threat to the modd of the tradi-
tional Quebec family, such
women were accused of desert-
ing their families and of selfishly
sacrificing the interests of the
nation to their own needs. Emi-
nent jurists declared the “baby
bonus’ cheque unconstitutional
on the grounds that it Limited the
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A-PUBLIC PURPOSE
by Tom Kent,

MeGill-Queen's Universily Press,
446 , 329.95 cloth

(ISEN 0 7735 9649 7).

“OTTAWA MEN were practical.
They knew that Victorian family
virtues could not have flourished
without some occasional discreet
prostitution.”” A Public Purbose
contains many wry cracks like
that. Tom Kent Is a staunch
defender of old-fashioned politi-
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cal rationality. His memoirs are
not only “‘must reading”’ for polit-
ical buffs but they are aso
absarbing, frenchant, fascinating,
and offer more flashes of insight
than any recent comparable baok.

Kent worked with Lester B.
Pearson as his right-hand man
and principal policy adviser-
speechwriter from 1958 to 1965.
I-rl]e was the tllg;(m insider f during
the 'S ears of 0
siti(?r?r'% Diefmgaka an ti)'oé
surge back to power. “The cen-
tral fagt,” he writes, of the
Liberd mme-back ... was not
to regroup. reorganize and, some
lime later, determine policies.
The main lines of policy came
first.”

The book is not witty or grace-
ful, and Kent is not entirely an
easy man to love. Intensely par-
tisan and no strangerto vanity,
he was a strong advocate of
medicare without much good ta

about the CCF’s pioneering
achievements in Saskatchewan,
and went out of his way to con-
test a parliamentary Seat against
Tommy Douglas in B.C. in 1963.
Many parts of his account are
self-centred and self-serving, and
some will smile at his portrayal of
himself as a “radical.”

However, he builds a detailed,
compelling case for the central-
ity of policy. Unlike John Turner's
surly and divided present-day
party of drift, the Grits 0f 1958-63
knew where they were headed
and told the electorate what a
Liberal government would do.
Policy interested and excited
people, attracted workers and
candidates, generated campaign
funds, and sparked participation.
Carefully predetermined pro-
grammes also led to very con-
Siderable accomplishments.
Despite stumbling and scandals,
the Pearson government deli-
vered. “In a democracy,” says
Kent, “prime ministers and their
principal associates are not enti-
tled to the lwxury of learning on
the job. They should come to
office on the strength of having
told the electorate what they am
to achieve”

And achieve they did, in live
short years: national medicare, a
pension plan, the flag, regional
development schemes, and
numerous initiatives of “co-
operative federalism” or diplo-
matic federalism ¢in contrast to
the confrontational Style of

LRV TR

T_rudeau). It's not an unimpres-

sive record.

“It was all done, thanks,
essentially, t0 one man: not L. B.
Pearson, but Walter Gordon.”
Gordon’s many admirerers will
take great joy in this book, and
find it an artful counterbalance to
Pickersgili’s The Road Back and
Pearson’s own charming
Mempirs. Gordon is shown as a
gentleman of honour and coavic-
tion and grace.

It was a peculiar and base
characteristic of Pearson that he
was, a crirgial limes, disloyal to
his friends. This disloyalty.
whether.caused by weakness or
by dithering or by an excessively
diplomatic groping for tbe smooth
way out, broke Gordon's politi-
cal career, killed the “great
hearted” Favreau, and turned
the gutsy Judy LaMarsh to bitter
resentment. The book is
extremely revealing of Pearson,
and might have been titled Mike
and Me Of not Me and Miké). The
Pearson that emerges is complex
and by no means a hero to his
intellectud valet.

Pearson’s reputation for weak-
ness was a reflection of his unsuc-
cessful parliamentary jousts with
Diefenbaker, but Mike could be
stubborn and prickly, very cons-
cious of making kis mark on his-
tory. There was the genialy
diplomatic Pearson, the chuckling
self-deprecating Pearson, but
aso, “...contrary to a wide
spread impression. Mike could at
times be unscrupulous, witb his
friends mere than his enemies.”
Kent recalls: “In style he had a
disarming modesty . . . but under-
neath the pride was strong. He
bated being bested by Diien-
baker, as he often was. and fail-
ing, as heoften did, to impress
an audience or to put his views
across on television.”" OF again:

The charm was indeed strong,
One could become frustrated
and angry, but he was so
reasonably willing to listen, to
join in criticism of himself or at
least m half-recognition of a
regrettable error, that it was
difficult to be angry for [ong...
Vorking with Mike Pearson was
rather like the kind of love affair
in which affection seems to be
mMaintained, for 2 time, by quar-
relling and making up.

A Public Purpose is a fine book,
and a valuable one. O
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Forest
and town
By David Homel

NIGHTS BELOW
STATION STREET

by David Adams Richards,
MeClolland & Stewart, 284 pages,
S22.50 cloth

{sBN 0 /710 7460 31.

IN THE FIRST two pagesa of David
Adams Richards’s Nights belotw
Station Slreel, we are treated to
the prospect of a giftless
Christmas, a baitle with the bot-
tle, falling asleep with a tit
Cigarette, and a grey mill town
divided by a hatf-frozen river. We
know we are in for some good
old-lime naturalism, as if Emile
Zola had come to New Brunswick
in the early 1979s. A kind of dis-
malist view of factory-town life,
where if anything can possibly go
wrong, it will. In this case, “dis-
mal” Isreserved for the charac-
ters' lives = not the author’s
writing.

Richards knows his mill town
exceedingly well, and those who
inhabit it and the way they speak;
he knows too the weods just out-
Side it that, presumably, stand for
freedom from it. In this world he
has set the Walsh family and their
friends, members of the under-
class lumpenproletariat. Joe
Walsh, the father, i5 a bear of a
man whose past boots of drink-
ing have ruined his health and
ability tO work. His harassed
wife. Rita, looks after neighbour
children and at times her husband
too. Her daughter, Adele, the
fruit of a rapid union with another
man before her marriage to Joe,
is an adolescent with a sharp
tongue and nowhere to go, con-
tinually insecure, as well she
might be, about her family’s
imagein town. Her boyfriend,
Ralphie, provides occasional
solace, and it seams for awhile
he might offer away out. In the
end, however, he gets her preg-
nant. Meanwhile, her younger
sister, Mily, is tieing fed Ritalin
for hyperactivity. The Walsh
family friends fall into the “with
friends like that, who needs ene-
mies?"’ category. They squabble
and make up, they insinuate and
start rumours and are anything
but helpful when it comes to Joe
Walsh's battle with the booze.
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Joe's attempts to stay sober
form the emotional centre of the
book, even ifat the beginning we
are asked to identify more with
Adel€ s struggles within a family
in disarray. Whether tha author
has intended it or not, Joe Walsh
takes over. As he leaves acohol
behind, he discovers that it is the
socid glue without which his
world cannot function. If you are
on the wagon, and do not drink,
you cannot have the friends you
bad befourje. Even as tfhose friends
congratulate you Tor staying
sober, they are underhandedly
urging you to drink, because it'S
no fun having someone sober
around. AS a drunk, Joe mined
his hack carrying a truck engine
across a yard: be went walking
barefoot in January and stepped
on a broken bottle. Sober, he
begins to understand and simplify
his endeavour |
hostile to his small society and
misunderstoad by his wife.

Joe Walsh is not the hem of
Nights below Station Sireet; if any-
one or anything is. it is the neigh-
bourhood, the town, and the
wasted nights lived out there.
The book develop through jux-
taposed portraits: the family,
then each of the family members,
then the friends and their inter-
ackons. That method can become
irritating at points: just as we are
warming up to Joe' s struggles,
symbolized by his constant back
pain and fight for sobriety. the
focus rapidly switches to another
figure in the community. Some-
times the juxtapositions are infor-
mative; sometimes they are not.
At one point a Russian freighter
is stuck in the harbour, and an
encounter between Myrrha, a
Walsh family friend, and a Rus-
sian officer IS deseribed, but the
effect does not go further than
that of 2 vignette. The same goes
for the episode of Joe at Alco-
holics Anenymous. Ths author is
treading on potentially significant
ground, but the juxtaposition
technique he uses means he must
quickly abandon it. In the end,
Richards is true to his title: he is
recounting the nights of a street,
one by one.

Richards writes in very simple,
spare prose. Applied to Joe's
quest to simplify bis existence,
the style is af)pro riate. When
Richards writes. “'This business
of not drinking was horrible,”’ the
baldnéss of the statement sur-

prises, then moves us. The
scenes of understated jealousy
(Rita can of a certain
alcohol-baaed sodial life, whereas
Joe cannot) are equally effective.
Little by little, tbe novel shapes
up as a story of a man trying to
|eave behind the only world he
knows in a confused sort of
fashion, and. the people in that
world who will not let him do it.
And perhaps in the end, Joe tri-
umphs, for the book’s last scene
is set in a smowstorm, in the
woods, which is Joe Walsh's ele-
ment. O

By Sh_eelgg;h(‘nnwav
BELONGING:

A BOOK FOR

THE QUESTIONING
CATHOLIC TODAY

by Lucinda Vardey,

Lester & Orpen Dennys, 248 pages,

(ISBN 0-88619-151-3).
ALWAYS ON SUNDAY
by Tom Harpur,

Ozford Universily Press,

180 , $9.95
GSHN 18 sas s, |

LUCINDA VARDEY'S Belonging 18
subtitled A Book for the Question-
ing Gatholic Today. The tide and
subtitle are apt for a Cathelic who
has explored ways of coming to
terms with Catholicism in a
changing world: Vardey raises all
the thorny issues — the ban on
contraception, abortion, women
priests. premarital sex, and the
intolerance of homosexuality. She
picks these questions out of the
dirty laundry and holds them up
for discussion. The voices
emerging from the laundromat
relate the experiences and feel-
ings of many other Catholjcs from
all walks of life and from around
the world, as well as her own.

These questions are not new.
They have echoed through the
past 20 years for Catholics who
hope to balance their deep desire

to belong with their doubts about
a Church increasingly entrenched
in the status quo of patriarchy and
monarchy. Rome and its princes
are as solid as the rack of Gibral-
tar. They refuse to badge. But
gtill the questions continue to be
asked, wistfully perhaps, since
the passage of time has reduced
their momentum and many
Catholics have become refugees,
renouncing the struggle and leav-
ing the Church to seek dignity
and justice elsewhere.

It is easy to be Catholic when
one decides, finally, to obey, and
obedienceis essential to heing a
good Catholic. So said Pope Jobs
Paul I when he spoke to the
American people in 1987. How
then does the guestioning
Catholic still survive? “| believe
that one has to define one's per-
sonal faith and then try to fit that
definition into tbe institution,
instead of trying to adopt a
preconceived image of what tbe
Church percelves as a good prac-
ticing Catholic — or, alterna-
tively, leaving the Church
altogether.” Sorry, Ms. Vardey,
that’s not the way Rome sees it.
Still, Vardey iS pursuing *‘a sort
of Cathalir excellancs, " wihich
she is not finding in the old rigid
Church. L ater in tha book she
claims that most Catholics she
has spoken with feel that in
observing tbe basic mies of
Christianity they must come to
terms with the old ways of iradi-
tion, and even that the discipline
and authority are essential. Ths
reader is confused. But, in all fair-
ness, confusion iS inevitable,

A8 tbe questions are carefully
explored — with one notable
exception Vardey has done little
to explain the disillusionment of
feminists with the catholic
Church. She sprinkles words like
sexism and palricrchy here and
there but the issues are not ade-
quately explored. The only refer-
ence to feminism is in relation to
abortion and awoman’sright to
choose. Vardey sums up
feminism as a movement con-
cerned with self-development and
self-sufficiency and chides that
there iS a fine lne between self-
sufficiency and selfishress! There
isne chapter devoted to the
questions of feminists, as one
might expect. Instead, approxi-
mately one and a half pages are
devoted to this pivota issue,
which many feminists believe wil
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finally bring the Catholic Church
to its knees. The only viable way
of coming to terms with the patri-
archal oppression of the Church
for must questioning women is to
walk out and exchange **belong-
ing'* fur dignity and justice. It's
a pity Vardey ignared that option,

Tom Harpur’s Afways 072 sun-
& is apotpowrd of issues, which
he explores with deftness and, in
many cases, insight. This book
came out of a need to convey to
ordinary people spiritual reafities
in terms they could understand.
It is a compilation of the best of
Harpur's columns that have
appeared in the Toronto Skar over
the past three years.

The essays cover a broad spec-
trum. They include a discussion
of faith, bias in the Bible, the
redemption of churches, con-
Sumerism, in the Roman
Catholic Church, AIPS and the
communion cup, and naturally,
the explosive question of the role
of women in the church. The
reader js anyious to see what he
has to say about whether
organized religion can redeem
itself from irrelevancy and a
general lack of vitality in relation

to its flock. He dismisses the
Bible-thumpers: they are not the
answer, We are relieved. He calls
for *‘outreach’’ to respond to the
spiritual hunger of people today,
for the letting go of religious
differences in the spirit of
ecumenism, and for more
meaningful sermons and satisfy-
ing experiences at tbe temple,
church, or synagogué. The argu-
ment that through such actions
refigion “light heal the divisions
in society is plausible on the au--
face. but loges force when oue
considers that it is organized
religion that creates a ciimate of
discrimination and alienation in
society, Although there are laws
in society to prevent discrimina-
tiu” against minorities, organized
religion actively perpetuates such
discrimination and gets away with
it in the name of God and the
Bible. Discrimination against
women is an example: Harpur
appears to have some insiiht into
women'’s battle fur equality and
dignity in organized religion, but
his thoughts on male divorce-
payment defaulters are disap-
pointing. Many of them have
bee” treated unjustly by the

courts, he says. If he talked to
any woman who is a single par-
ent living on welfare about that
issue he might gain more insight;
if he looked at the statistics on the
feminization of poverty he might
be shocked. And Harpur lauds
the movement of some orgranized
religons towards inclusive |an-
guage, but throughout his book
he refers to God I the Generic
He. O

Enter the
players
By John Gilbert

ENGLISH CANADIAN
THEATRE

by Eugene Benson and

L. W. Conolly,

Oxford Universily Press. 134 pages
$9.95 paper (ISBN 0 19 5405838).

THIS NEAT little book appears in
the new “Perspectives on Cana-
dian Culture” series. The format
is clearly dictated by the series:
little more than a hundred pages
lung, it nonetheless has large
ambitions: to be “the first single

study te draw the various discov-
eries and insights of [recent]
scholarship into a single compre-
hensive survey” and *‘to com-
bine dramatic criticism and
theatre history in such a way as
to provide the reader with a”
evaluation of Canadian dramatic
literature in English as it emerged
..} within the context of perfor-
mance.”” This is a tall order.
which tbe book’s highly qualified
authors make a good stab at ful-
filling, but which remains some-
what unmet in the end.

The authors of the book have
traced the events and achieve-
ments of Canadian theatre along
broad *‘political” lines. The three
parts of the survey relate
English-Canadian theatre’s slow
emancipation from the hold of cul-
tural colorialism, its struggle for
an identity, and its final emer-
gence into the Elysian fields of
self-determination.

Part one. “Colonialism
Theatre in Canada,” tells us how
in spite of a rich and vigorous
indigenous drama the steady
encroachment of foreign invaders
kept Canada in thrall. This took
the form of *‘occupation” theatre
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The literary event of the year from the
Pulitzer Prize-winner of Ironweed.

Quinn’s book is the narration by Daniel
Quinn, orphan, of his adventure-ridden quest
for true love and the answer to the elusive
riddle of his own fate. The plot is magical
and William Kennedy’s language brilliant in

this mesmerizing tale.

$22.95 A Viking U.S. Book
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Muriel Spark’s delectable, funny and stylish
new novel perfectly evokes London in the
'50’s, and in particular the world of the
vanished Kensington bedsltters. It also takes
a sly and immensely entertaining dig at
*“._+ the publishing scene. Concise, elegant and

'i"‘:: ironic, it is classic Muriel Spark.

+1' $22.95 A Viking Canada Book
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and drama: plays imported and
performed (sometimes written)
by British garrisons in the Mari-
times, Ontario and the west.
Both the work and the ideas were
imported from London, with
occasional local forays into satire
either political or personal.

Even at tbis early stage,
theatrical activity in Canadawas
bedevilled by difficulties that are
not uncommon in our own time:
fervent moral eamestness on the
part of audiences, which had an
inhibiting effect on the repertoire,
and the invasion of forefgn profes-
stonals, especially American, who
were here to *‘coin money.”
“Plus ¢ca change. . . ,"” the
authors seem to be telling us. as
we continue to combat the same
bogeymen in our times.

Play-writing activity, while sug-
gesting the growth of indigenous
dramswas, with the exception of
comedy and farce, largely prolix
and unplayable.

Audiences too, after thelr early
rambunctious ~ even violent —
response to theatre, seem to
have undergone a progressive
taming at the hands of middle-
class morality.

Part two, on tbe emerging
Canadian theatrical identity, gives
much useful information about the
growth of tbe “little theatre
movement'’ and the crucial role
of the Dominion Drama Festival
in providing some cohesion to the
disparate efforts of early heroes
such as Herman Voaden, John
Coulter, and Robertson Davies.
But as the authors point out,
much of the activity remained
theatrically conservative and mid-
dle class. A fascinating but frus-
tratingly brief section IS devoted
to the Worked Theatre and the
upsurge of political theatre in the
*30s: plays dealing with immedi-
ate political issues (Eight Men
Speak. for example, m-authored
by four writers and dealing with
tbe imprisonment of eight Cana-
dian Communists) and influenced
by Brechtian anti-illusionist tech-
niques. one wonders where the
political theatre has disappeared
to in our own time.

" ==

Part three, which deals with
the growth and development of
Canadian professional theatre,
proves to be something of a tour
de force in combining information
and at least some attempt at brief
analyses of the work of major
Canadian playwrights like Her -
bert, Ryga. Reaney, Freeman,
Walker, and French. Inevitably it
becomes something of a compen-
dium of names, titles, and
theatres, and not much depth is
reached. How could it be
otherwise?

This brief survey. then.
remains in tbe end exactly that.
Extremely useful as a quick
source Of information and as an
introduction. it seeks to do too
much. Its political subtext, while
rightly denouncing “‘colonization”
and tbe failure of the Stratford
and Shaw Festivals to foster
Canadian drama. for example,
also lapses into kberal nationalism
and clichéd assessments (why is
the adjective “ strident” so often
applied to Marxist drama, like
Fennario’s Joe Beef?) that seem
at times to be pat-t of the very
Canadian self-denial the authors
complain about. O

Screen time
By Gerald Pratley

CANADIAN FILM
by David Clandfield

Oxford Universily Press, 136 pages,
sfgspapﬂ( N 195405 81 ).

IT CANNOT BE argued that tbis
slim yet comprehensive paper-
back on Canadian films by David
Clandfield is of great value to the
small library of works on tbe his-
tory of our cinema. It conveya the
impression that it was written by
someone who has no great
interest in Canadian fim history,
little enthusiasm for it, and not
much first-hand knowledge of it
either.

This could be explained in part
by two factors:. first, the book is
written as a survey, and like most
of such, tendsto be rather dry;
and second, the subject is viewed
from an academic point of view —
detached, didactic, sometimes
ponderous.

Throughout, it SeemMs. motion
pictures are not to be enjoyed
along with an understanding of
their form and substance; they

A LITERARY HERITAGE

pioneers, he was also a lawyer and
judge, with outspoken political
views. These |etters reveal much
about the legal and political man as
well as the literary figure.

$40.00

[
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TUNIVERSTITY

The Letters of Thomas Coming this fall in a new edition
Chandler Haliburton Rockbound

Richard A. Davies Frank Parker Day

Creator of Sam Slick, the Yankee First published in 1923 and reissued
pediar, Haliburton was one of in 1973, Rockbound isthe classic
Canada’s best known literary novel of Nova Scotia's Sooth Shore.

‘It stands out boldly from the mass
of Canadian writing of its time,
and is far more deserving of a
permanent place in our Literature

than are most of our early “classics’.

Harold Horwood,
Journal Of Canadian Fiction.

$10.95
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E.J. Pratt:
Complete Poems

PARTS | AND I

Edited by Sandra Djwa and

R.G. Moyles

This eritical edition isfully anno-
tated and arranged chronologically.
It contains every known Poem of
Pratt’s, including some previously
unpublished, as weil as his only
known verse drama, SOMe miscel-
laneous ephemera, and a complete
hibliography of Pratt’s writing
prepared by Lila Laakso.

2-volume set; $75.00
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are there to be analysed,
dissected, interpreted. and done
to death. Their life is systemati-
cally draimed from them under the
relentless demands of struc-
turalist polemics, empiricalism,
feminism, constructivism, acti-
vism, and more. Not that these
elements, fortunately, are carried
to the extremesthat prevail in
must academic books on film.

As asurvey, it is also written
from within the walls of the class-
room. T he author seldom steﬂs
outside, and his kmowledge of the
real world of filmmaking IS obvi-
oudy limited. This means that
while bis facts may at times be
correct, the interpretation of
them is mideading.

One example of this is his
description of the British govern-
ment pl &ing “a quota on foreign
films.”* The quota |aw was nut a
restriction as such on foreign
films, but a requirement that Brit-
ish cinemas show an annua par-
centage of British Empire films.
When the production of Canadian
films made to help fill the quota
(by American companies here)
came to an end, he says the mak-
ing of such films had ““hindered
the development of the Canadizn
film mdustry and culture,” which,
in view of the absence of any sig-
nificant filmmaking before quota
films, was hardly |ikely. Clandfield
IS inclined {0 generalize over
other areasin which ke isrein-
terprating previously written his-
tori

r1e8.

The book deals separately with
amost every kind of filmmaking,
from tbe ts to Grierson to
television docudramas, with the
feature-length films and the
experimentalists in between.
Trying to put them all into
separate compartments creates
problems, as the author admits,
but en the whole he has brought
it off without the seams coming

dpart.
pAs the author is an associate
professor in the Department of
French a New College, Univer-
sity of Toronto, it iS not surpris-
ing that the emphasis is placed on
the cinema of Quebec. While the
importance of Quebec films and
their supetiority over most of our
E fimsis not to be
denied, it is obvious tha he has
seen them many times over, with
tbe result that he tends to read
the deepest meanings into them.
Palitically, his sympathies

Bl T

appear tolie entirely with Que-
bec, and those English-language
films that are major achievements
not receive the same depth of
analysis.Here a nthere,
authorpermits a quick flash of his
personality to appear. We could
have dune with more.

It is to film students, in the
book will
withen reserve
in some of its parts, it will be a
boon to them, laying out as it
does an encouraging and fairly
complete review, In bath critical
and historical texms, of what has
been achieved i this country in
spite of the difficulties, past and
present, that have made the cre-
ation of an indigenous art and bus-
iness enterprise so frustratingly
and painfully hard. O

e Do
he wings of

the dove

By Norman Snider

LIFTING THE SHADOW
OF WAR

b'ﬂlPierre Elliott Trudeau,
edited by C. David Crenna,

Hurtig, 150 pages, $24.95 cloth
300 9).

0 88830

THE MOST passionately awaited
book en both the political and
literary scenes in this country is
one that in all Ekebhood will never
appear — namely, thememoits
of Pierre Trudeau. After all, as
well as holding the imefight as the
dominant figure in Canadian
politics fur the past juarter-
century, Trudeau has lung been
advertised as tbat rarest of
figures: the intellectual in politics.
One can only regret that the first-
person accounts of his govern-
ments will be limited to those of
Jean Chrétien, Gérard Pelletier,
Keith Davey, and miscellaneous
lesser lights, entertaining though
they may be. At this point,
Trudeau may understandably feel
that he owes posterity exactly
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nothing: still, he has missed an
opportunity to bequeath a human
record of the higher politics that
miaht have rivalled those of
Ulysses Grant, Henry Adams. or
André Malraux.

In the meantime, Lifing the
Shadow of War is not so much a
dramatic return to the printed
page by the impassioned essayist
of Cite Libré as a documentary
record of some of the interna-
tional political batiles of 2 man of
action. In his foreword, Trudeau
himself warns that this collection
of “old prose” -interviews and
speeches, mainly concerring his
peace initiative of 1983 -is nut
the sort of writing that ‘'leaps out
at you from the page,’’ but may
constitute a “‘useful reference to
scholars.”’ Dry as that sounds,
Lifting the Shadow of War is a
book of profound importance.

As Trudean points out, invoca-
tions of the nuclear threat to the
human race have become so com-
monplace as to be boring.
Nonetheless, in the early 1980s,
he ,oercei ved that the renewed
Cold War condueted hv Ronald
Reagan and the successive geri-
atrics who shuttled back and forth
from their hospital beds to the
Kremlin was making that unin-
teresting apocalypse much more
likely to take place. Canadians
who take an interest in the issue
of plaretary survival — not nearly
asinteresting atopic as real-
estate values or gourmet cook-
ery, I know — can glean many
pertinent lessons, some fairly dis-
turbing, from this book.

Thé speeches and interviews in
Lifting the Shadow of War do not
contain a heady play of ideas;
they are, however, thework of
an exceptionally thoughtful poli-
tician. Although Trudeau’ s initia-
tive was dismissed a the time as
acynical electoral ploy to draw
attention away from tbe coun-
try’s economic problems result-
ing from the 19814982
recession, his statements on tbe
prevention of thermonuclear dis-
aster are impressive in the
balance they strike between real-
ism and optimism — a balance
rare in a debate that is under-
standably tinged with hysteria on
both sides.

Trudeau is no garden-variety
antinuke activist; he threads a
very practical way through the
maddening complexities of the
nuclear arms issue, Although he

oI

has removed the nuclear capac-,
ity of the Canadian NATO troops
I N Europe, Trudeau consents to
testing the cruise missile, in the
interests of living up to Canada’s
responsibilities to the alliance.
Repelled by the Reaganite
rhetoric of “survivability” and
‘““first strike scenarios,” he
nonetheless declares the policy of
unilateral disarmament “suici-
dal.” If thbe nuclear threat isto
be removed, he realizes that it
will be accomplished not in the
theatre Of stveet demonstrations
but in the councils of state.
Typically, Trudeau seeks to
convince in his speeches not
through bam-burning rhetoric but
through the power of his logic,
insight, and historical perspec-
tive. (8till, his oratorical skills are
considerable; as an interview
subject hais a kind Of spontane-
ous dramatist who invents dia-
logue as he goes.) AU the same,
there was a definite €lement Of
the quixotic in Trudeau's peace
initiative; the reaction, in
Washington especidly. was one
of “cynica amusement” or
“amused tolerance." Thist;goe
of response testifies most dik
turbingly to the waning influence
that a middle power such as
Canada can have in a world domi-
nated by twin superpowers.
Trudeau's peace initiaive was
clearly prophetic of the lessening
of Cold War tensions begun by
the new Soviet leader, Mikhail
Gorbachev, Coming from a Cana-
dian prime minister, similar
proposals had little effect.
What is singular about
Trudeau' s statements and cum-
munications is that they
represent a quality seldom found
in international politics; in a
universe Of discourse where the
empty pleties of bad faith prevail,
they preserve an ironic and scep-
tical sensibility. For that reason
alone, one can only exhort

Trudeau to face up to the

challenge of |eaving a personal
record of his public life. O
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Where the
truth lies -

TIRIE PRESSURE
by Spider Robinson

Acir Seience Ficlion, The Bevkeley
Publishing Group, 216 pages,
$22.95 clolh

(ISEN 0 411 80932 4).

SPIDER ROBINSON'S Time Pres-
sure |S & counterculture novel in
atime warp. The first-person
narrator, Sam Meade, isa|1&-
gee from the city, living a solitary
esistence on the North Mountain
of Nova Scotia in 1973 when be
happens, one winter’s evening,
to witness the arrival in a blue
bobble of a gorgeous naked
female time-traveller caled
Rachel. The fact that Sam, asan
avid reader of SF, is folly aware
of the hazards of time travel
allows Robinson to toy with his
readers expectations.

Sam's ready acceptance of a
time-traveller as bis guest (and
soon his lover) is explaned partly
by his hippie tolerance and parily
by his familiatity with science fic-
tion — there are references to
the work of SF writers from
Arthur C. Clarke to Poul
Anderson and Samuel Delany.
But does the narrator — or
Robinson — really care whether
we believe the story? I’ a
cavalier prologue to the novel that
harks back to S0 ancient precur-
sor Of science ficton, Lucian's
Trnize History, Robinson writes,
“| guarantee that every word of
this story is alie”

The appalling risks of changing
the course of history that are
always created by time travel
allowr Robinson t0 place the whole
future of the human race in the
balance when Sam wronghead-
edly decides he has to kill Rachel.
By the time Sam’ s best friend
(from Suntise, the neighbouring
vepetarian hippie comnmune) has
shot himdead, sod k emerges
from hisown blue bobble just ta
time t0 hear the shot, we are not
at all surprised to find him attend-
ing his own funera. And why the’
bak & his robbing his own grave
" order to salvage a superlative

air of Frye boots? These are
jterary salami tactics — dice
after fine dlice — and they work.

Robinson asks us to *“keep liv-
ing as though it matters —
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because it does."” And if you've
ever wondered where all the hjp-
pies went, he'll tell you: they just
changed their appearance, spread
out over the planet, and have
steadily beg”’ dismantling pen-
ple's defensive intolerance Of
anything new or different. This
Utopian view of a ' 60s paradise
not lost — the novel ends with the
hippies all living “ happily ever
after’” — insists finally, in an epi-
logue, on its own veracity: “I
guarantee that every word OF this
story is the truth.”

Robinson, a past wimer of
Hugo and Nebula awards, uses
tbe conventions of SF inteliigently
and entertainingly. Still. enlight-
ened as heis on almost every
other subject. Robinsen is oddly
blinkered When it comes to
women. HiS female characters
intuition, their great tits, and their
awesome SKills a message,
lovemaking, cooking. and child-
rearing eclipse their other attrib-
utes and abilities. Perhaps Robin-
s0” -should add some women
writers to his otherwise exten-
sive reading in the genre: Ursula
K. LeGuin, Joanna Ross, Marge
Piercy, and James Tiptree, Jr..
would do for astart. O
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By Reg Whitaker

JUSTICE DELAYED:
NAZI WAR CRIMINALS
IN CANADA

by David Matas with Susan
Charendoff,
$21.95

Summerhill, 275 pages, $21.
cloth (ISBN 0 920197 42 6).

IN THE SPRING of 1987 the report
Of the Deschénes Commission of
Inquiry on war Criminals was
finally released in Ottawa. The
repart was a waste of ime and
money: overweight and over-
priced, it provided few answers
to the questions troubling Cana-
dians about the mass murderers
who may have found have’ on
our Shores.
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Those interested in how Nazi
war criminals Slipped into Canada
over the past four decades and
what should be done about the
situation would be advised to
leave Deschénes on the shelf and
turn tO Jfustice Delayed. David
Matas, a Wiipeg immigration
lawyer who acted as counsel for
the Leegue of Human Rights of
B’nai B'rith to the commuission,
has written (with the assistance
of Susan Charendeff) the best in-
troduction to the subject yet
available. He examines the issue
from alegal and ethical point of
view, sketehes in some historical
background, describes the
polities that swirled arcund the
commission’singuiries, and
assesses its findings and the
government’s response.

It is not an edifying tale, from
anyone's point of view. The
crimes in question are appalling,
defining the very frontiers of
human evil. The indifference, or
worse. of official Ottawa over the
years to sereening out such
criminals is a poor reflection in-
deed upon the political and
bureaucratic conscience. Y et the
commission “ever addressed the
question of why suspected war
criminals were alowed entry,
contenting itself with recom-
mending mopping-up operations
long after the fact. Some of the
answers lay in d excellent
historical study done for the com-
mission by Alti Rodal, which was
never officially released. Finally
declassified in censored form in
response t0 Access to Informa-
tion requests, the Rodal report
informs the early chapters of
Juestice Delayed.

When tie official inquiry finally
did get under way in early 1965,
after 40 years of inaction and
obstruction, a new and highly
volatile factor was added to the
political mix. Suggestions were
made that SOome war criminals
might be collaborators from coun-
tries oceupied by the Nazis (an
eminently reasonable proposition
based on the facts of history). A
“umber of organizations repre-
senting ethnic communities from
Eastern Europe took this as con-
stituting & attack on thefr com-
munities. When the possibility
was raised Of gathering evidence
from the Soviet Union or other
East-bloc nations, shrill voices
were rai sed suggesting that this
was nothing |ess than a KGB-
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inspired plot — despite the fact
that Reagan’s America had
gathered such evidence and even
deported some individuals to face
trial in the Soviet bloc. Ancient
tensions between Jews and
Ulkrainfans were once again aired,
to everyone's discomfort.

Obsessive anti-communism
was amajor reason wby war
criminals found it easy to get into
the country, Since the security
officials were too busy hunting
Reds to pay much attention to
Nazis. Now in the |ate 1980s,
anti-communism was again being
invoked as an excuse to continue
inaction. Matas deals reasonably
and rationally with these issues.
Sometimes he seems to be bend-
ing over backward, as with his
treatment of the Jewish-Ukrainian
controversy. Not wishing to
exacerbate the conflict that grew
up around the commission, Matas
may have pulled his punches
regarding some of theextreme
expressions of opposition to tbe
inquiry.

As alawyer, Matas is at his
best presenting reascned legal
opinions on tbe various thorny
questions surrounding prosecu-
lion for crimes committed long
ago: extradition, revocation Of
citizenship, Criteria for accepting
evidence, retroactivity. and S0
on. Non-lawyers may ecea-
sionally find these arguments
heavy going, but tbey are worth
the reader’ s attention. Matas
himself comes down On the Side
of prosecutions |” Canada. By
early 1966, only asingle charge
has been laid, against a Hungarian
collaborator.

Beneath the lawyer’ s careful
hand there is a burning sense of
justice unfulfilled. The memory of
the vietims of Nazi genocide
demands that those responsible
be brought to court. The in-
terests of humanity demand that
such erimes not be seen to go un-
punished, as a lesson to the
future. Against these claims, so
ably presented by Matas, pet
burezucratic excuses and seli-
interested ethnic attacks seem
mea’ and narrow indeed. O
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 FIRST NOVELS

Adlrift

These three new novels seem #nsure
of what they want to be

By Douglas Hill

BRYAN MOON'S Seeds (Oberon,
160 pages, paper), presents a
slight puzzle to the reviewer. The
front cover callsthe book “Part
One of The Grapefruit Tree, A
Novel in Four Parts"; the pub-
lisher's press release callsit a
“first novel, . . . the first part of
a quartet of novels.”” Make up your
mind, Oberon. At the risk of
offending everyone connected with
the venture, I'll discuss Sgeds now,
and deal with the whole project
when it’s finished (the remaining
three parts are promizsed for 1988).
The novel is set in the small
town of union. in grain elevator
country. There, some 20 years
ago, 12-year-old Jonathan Coming
spends the summer with his
maternal grandparents. The spring
just previous, in “the city”
marked what Jonathan calls *‘the
beginning of the end of my inno-
cence”’; Grandfather Caldwell and
a few of the more unusual inhahi-
tants of UNI ON complete the boy's
initiation into adult experience.
Each of the book’s half-dozen
episodes is narrated retrospec-
tivaly; an adult Jonathan interprets
the events of that long-ago sum-
reer, dravs conclusions, speculates
about the mysteries that con-
fronted the child. This distance,
consistently maintained, gives the
novel its ironic flavour and allows
Moon to present carefully detailed

scenes that are often extremely
funny. It also sets up the book’s
themes, which have to do with the
ways we create the past, and pro-
vide ourselves with memories, by
telling stories. This s au territory
a Canadian reader has Vvisited
before, and Seeds is on the edge
of being a bit too sugary-sweet, but
jts humour and the sharpness of
ItS insights save It from triteness.

Moon's writing is polished,
though some of his dialogue is
pretty stiff. (There are a few
typographical errors — let us hope
that's what they are — that an edi-
tor should have caught) The
grandfather, 2 windy eccentric who
does routines and talks nonstop,
is a memorable character, and
Jopathan himself s generally
appealing. _

My main reservation about
Seeds iS that there isn't alot to
it; not much happens. What's
there is Pleasant enough, but |
wish I could be a trifle more
enthusiastic about three more
volumes of the same.

The Restoration: The R&m-
aim ¥ears, by Keith Henderson
(DC Books, 200 pages, $12.95),
iS also a civilized, literate novel,
and also not exactly gripping, not
exactly earth-shaking. The year is
1980, the Place is Montreal. the
action iS pelitics on the eve of
Lévesone's referendum. Hender-
son's hem. Gilbert Rollins,
**pushing thirty, $380 in the bank
and waiting on the Canada coon-
til for the next instalment,” baa
moved back to his native Montreal
from Toronto to work on his Ph.D.
thesis, SO architectural history of
the city. What he really wants to
do is find some meaning for his
life, *‘get involved'’ satisfyingly
with something, with anything.

Gilbert is quickly enneshed i
the political and emotional snarls
of his family and friends, and dis-
covers rather more meaning than
he needs. Henderson is adept at
satirizing ideologues of every per-
suasion, domestic or public. Vari-

ous young radicals are fools,
bureaucrats are crooks, Giis
family are Bunkeresque bigots.
The skewering is often savagely
funny, though at times heavy-
handed. There’s a conspiracy plot
to hold everything together, but
It'S creaky; there are SOMe slow
stretches N the action, chiefly
when talkiness obstructs the flow
of the action.

Henderson writes gracefully,
except for some gluey dialogue,
and gets off some Imes that should
draw chuckles. The Resforation is
intelligent and firmly opinionated,
a civilized novel of ideas. There's
apotentially rich subject here,
which the story does justice to,
but it doesn’t do much more than
that. Like Seeds, this iS a compe-
tent and reasonably attractive
book, but it doesn’t seem to me
a very important one.

That's pretty much my reaction
to Max Layton's Some Kind of
paper). The novel has plenty of
energy, but it [0ses its focus hum
timeto time, seems unsure of
what it wants to be, and in the end
falls to realize its ambitions.

The story takes place in a Van-

couver |Sland logging camp
perhaps 10 years ago. Graham
Walker, 33, has dropped out of a
couple of careers, seen his mar-
riage dissolve, and generally |ost
hack of himself, He hopes a spell
of hard work in the woods will
give him direction, allow him to
make a fresh start. He becomes
involved with bis eo-workers and
their problems, stumbles into a
criminal plot, finds a reserve of
honour and heroism, survives but
just barely.

Layton i good with the surfaces
of this rugged world; he makes
sure the reader doesn't miss soy
details of the back-breaking and

rous work, and he doesn’t
hold back on the profanity or the
violence either. His attempts at
socia comment, however, are per-
functory, and his philosophizing
fairly shallow. The narrative voice
iS uncertain; the prose, all short,
choppy Sentences. is often quite
laboured; the production Of the
book itsdlf is sloppy. Seme Kind of
Herp doesn't, despite ik preten-
sions, rise much above the level of
the comic book. There's a better
novel in this material than the one
Layton has written. [

DEATH |
PRAGUIE

N

Josef Skvorecky

John Reeves

“The claustropbobia of tbe closed circle of
suspects symbolizes. the larger
claustropbobia of a society where crime

can be patriotism and patriotism can be crime.
A thrilling and unusual novel from one of
Canada’s most unusual crime writers.”

“Jobn Reeves bas written a gripping and
enteriaining book...a cracking good tale.”
Peter C. Newman

$19.95




LETTERS

NOT QUITE THAT
ANCIENT

ALTHOUGH Mark Czarnecki
quoted me correctly in bis artiele
“The Inputting of Wisdom,"’ I'm
not entirely happy with the con-
text in which my deathless words
were revived. Czameckd divided
writers into Ancients and
Modems accordingto whether he
thinks they consider computers
asource of inspiraton or not, and
quoted me immediately after
introducing the Ancient category.

As a writer who most often
uses computers to compose, and
is now working on a book about
bow computers cax help writers.
| fedl a bit anachronistic among
the “"Ancients.”’ For the sake of
clarification: I feel that word-
processing technology isa tool
that can make the writer — after
overcoming the initial “‘learning
hump™ of struggling with often
badly written documentation and
imperfect programs = more
productive. Those who invest the
time and expense to get the
equipment and learn a program

generally find tbey can spend
more time on writing and less on
“secretarial” tasks like retyping,
indicating revisions, proofing, etc.

Computers can't make one a
better writer; hence my remark
about Yeats vs. computer-
generated poetry. 1do, however.
anticipate  that talented
experimental writers will find new
ways to combine writing with
typographica effects and other
computer-assisted forms like
graphics and music.

This was written using clumsy
old Wordstar via a networked
TeleVideo terminal and an Epson
printer. So does that make me an
Ancient Modern, or a Cybernetic
Antique?

John Qughton
Kentville, N.S.

ROLL OVER PUCCINI

IWASAPPALLED by Bert Cowan's
inane review of John Murrell's
Farther West and New World in
your March issue. Cowan wor-
ries which genre he can dot the
plays into, congratulates himself
for noticing a couple of references
to Puccini, mistakenly chides the
playwright for his use of '‘livid"",

The Baest in
Chifildlzen’s Batestainment
oa Video,

SONGS + GAMES
FOR TODDLERS

SHARON, LOIS & BRAM

@%h&?ﬁ! -
\HM@W@

Featuring Kathatina Smilhrim Feituring Robert Munsch

4 .aur.'n M jig,gfﬂ iy -

ow finally an alternative to animated cartoons.
A human feeling of warmth from music can be
felt through this collection of live performance
video tapes. Children can be exposed to some of
the finest performers In Canada today.

Retailing for uader $15.00
Contact YWhitman Golden,

Cambridge, Ontarlo, N1R 5X2
. (519) 623-3580 or (416) 456-0635.
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and puzzles over Murrell's
expressive use of punctuation,
consistently avoiding any temp-
tation to interpret and evaluate
the subject, style, success and
meaning of the work.

Puccini, or open. may be the
key to understanding these find
plays: Bert Cowan isn't.

— Nigel Hunt
Toronto

Bert Cowan replies:
ITHINK the translation of Mr.
Hunt's somewhat intemperate
outburst most be that bis opinion
of. in his words. ‘“‘these fine
plays’ is higher than he per-
celves mine to be. He may be
right, although | suspect that they
received kinder treatment from
me than they would from many
other critical readers.

| stand by my review, and my
objection to the word “livid”.
which may properly be applied to
a bruise. but hardly to a burn.
Also, | did not “*puzzle over”
Murrell's punctuation; | merely
expressed astonishment at its
pointless exuberance. which
could scarcely influence the deliv-
ery of any actor worthy of his
craft.

POLLS APART

AFTER READING Bob Blackburm's
farewell column encouraging
readers to object to improper
usage of English (March. 1988),
| fedl inspired to do just that.
The source of my complaint is
the same issue of Beoks in
Canada. The review of C.E.S.
Franks's The Parliament of
Canada claim that conducting
elections with single transferable
voting “would at least ensure
that each constituency would be
represented by the least
unwanted of its candidates.”
To put it kindly, thig isa huge
overstatement. It is quite possi-
ble for a candidate to win a seat
under single transferable voting
while being the mosé unwanted.
Inan extreme case, a candidate
in a particular riding could win 51
per cent of first and second
preferences. be completely
despised by 49 per cent of
voters. and still beat severa can-
didates who would each be
acceptable to perhaps 90 per cent
of the electorate. |Is this riding
won by the “least unwanted” 2!
(The writer might have bad the
approval voting system in mind.)

e m AT T N iy e R n mmm—

Thi s mistake would be irritat-
ing from anyone reviewing a book
about polities.

But there is no excuse at all
when the error is made by some-
one who should be particularly
alert to this sort of detail. The
guilty author in this case. |.M.
Owen, is your magazine' s new
columnist on English usage.

This only underlines Bob
Blackburn’s concern about
declining standards.

Christopher Page
Port Moody, B.C.
I. M. Qwen replies:
$0 FAR AS this is a point Of usage
— rather than an explanation of
the Vander Zalm government —
| supposeit turns on the mean-
ing of ““want"’ in an electoral con-
text. Ithink it's legitimate to use
it to mean the voter's preference
as expressed on the ballot. The
other candidates Christopher
Page postulates may well be
acceptable to 90 per cent of the
electorate. but if the 90 per cent
don’t vote for, them, who's to
know?

PROSPERO'S BOOK

MR. WAYNE GRADY'S generous
appreciation of Dany Laferrigre’s
novel (March. 1988) concludes
with a search for the author's
intellectual godfathers. Thus |
find mysdlf included in the com-
pany of Pierre Valligres, Jacques
Renaud ., and even James
Badwin.

1 would like to decline the role
Mr. Grady is eager to have me
perform. My 1974 book referred
to in his review, Caliban Without
Prospero, is a cnilical study of
themes in Black American and
Quebec literatures. Mr. Lafer-
rigre’s novel isa fanfasy on inter-
racial liaisonsin Montreal.

T he only connection 1 can
therefore perceive between Mr.
Laferrigre’s book and mine is
drawn from their authors’
accidental bktb on the same
island.

Max Dorsinville
Montreal

FREEDOM OF SPEECH

HEAR. HKAR for Ray Filip’s
rejoinder to blinkered critics.

| may not agree with every-
thing he says, but | could die

laughing whenever be defends his
right to say it.

Colin Morton

Ottawa
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THE FOLLOWING Canadian boaks
have been received by Books
cam?& in recent weeks. Inclu--

sionr in this list does not preclude
a review in a future issue:

Affaira of State, by Doris Anderson, Doubledsy.
ani Hlslnrlc. I:y Marht, Crech Howse

B:ul Muna'. lﬂr Al M Kabal, Seal.

Conndian Veluntory
ﬂl“' n.l:les ani um Third World, by Tim
Brodhead et al., The North Sooth Instirue

Buildin: the Educationnl Seates Cunuda
l‘m-.lt. IBSG-'IB'I'I. by Bruce Curtia, The

Bl.l“dllll‘ Hﬂﬂ- th, br Gordon Pape,
Pren 10 4 R

Bluh \-orkers ond Boases: Lopgging ln
Northemn Onladn 1900-1989 by Ian

Radforth, U
‘The Cults, Elom Malterre, Seal,
Clmll:nd.. of Yacab

S S
Cumnealam
Thg Childin 'l'.Im.e. by Jan McEwan, Lester &
i '3,
Con?plmq of Brothers, by Mick Lowe,

Crlil:i& War, by Patrick Jsmes, McGil-Queens
Univer: ity Presa.
m.a?ll"_'.el 's Game, by George V. Higgia,

E-l!nll b; Ste hen A. Caswell, g:
Esgays e Hiltory of Cangdian
e r.m_g. edited by Wendy Mitchinson and
Jenice Dickin McGinnla, M

Ethol Wilsan: Siorles, Essays, Letters.
edmdb_vl):md Stouch, UBC

Every World os_Problematie: A
!I-;cmhllsil., Sociclogy, by Dorothy E. Smith,
N ress.
Extracensory Deceplion, by H Gordon,
Macmillan. % Homy

'.l'he Future of Scclal Welkire Systems in
da :md the United Kln%:m. ediu:d
by Shifey B. Sewurd,
PRuearch on Public Policy.
Gunner Jingo's .Iubﬂee Il_v ‘Thomas Bland
Strans, Universi of Alberta Press.
The Invasion of Conoda 1812-18!3 by
Fiorra Berton, Pengnin
Jns-l n Simple Phurmacist: The Story ul’
fler, Builder of the Shn
Ilruq. art ire, by Frank &S.
Knocling on Bm:l: Door: IIE
Pcn.p«ctlves on the Political Eono
Freer Trade with the United suIm,“ ul

by Albn M. Moslove and Stanle:
Inctitate for Research on Public

Weber and

Linguilstics, l.llun.n-Almgl d L
Translation, by Henry Schog I}
Al’hllil of-JSenlih k l;rhl..lgc G“ o
pfe ogep uber agpe,
translal m:g;
Mm TlllPot to Hﬂmhl.lw % D
-
Gugler, 1l nmud' by Leamard ~d o

Medical Ethies, Humun ~Cholces: A
Christion Perspect by John

!hm erald
Mir.lmel B SIWFM%:;- mrprl.le, by Audrey
Mull lli1||le Sﬁlml"l'he Kinder Side, z Lyn
Music Dlnetory Olnmll 'BB. edited by Ted

ic
Pﬁvnll:nﬂou. Tactics and Technl ues,
edited by Michael A. Walker, The
Institate.
Re on1: of t?feBn !;Iﬂllll‘llll;l:;l 'l'lln;
eve e Rural
L

ﬂﬁglmlmﬁeini Your Beat I?Js&gu and

se'.l‘n.fl an Clnld Abuce, by Kevin Marvon,
Runnin I.nlllnhsnlly by Michael Ondaatje,

Selected D : Parts of an Aulobio-
eraphy, by p. michol, Black Mg Press,
ﬂlamnsﬁmmthluhﬂumm
Slmn the Flame: The Official

E ve Book of the Olymple Torch
el
Small 2 Irish Catholics and Irish
Frotestants, 1818-1922, by Donild Harman
cGI-Quean's.

Aenson,
The Softwood I.umber Dispute & Canada-
H’.is. Trade in Nau Resources,by

ichael
Spirlt and Ancestor, by Bill Holm, Douglas &

Te Jounwﬁum!nd:m&ma:kmd
by- 'l‘nby Klodawsli Flam,

Edward S. ’ The North Amar!u.n
Indlan, h{vﬂ Gidley, s & Mcl
ent Awqr otl:u' st

Classified rates: $8 per line (ap-

prox. 30 characters to the line).
Deadline: first of the month for
igsues dated follpwing month.
Address: Baoks In Canada Cles-
sified, 386 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto MSA 3X9. Phone: (416)
363-5428.

AVIATION BOOKS by Don
McVicar. For Free catalogue and
newslettar write: Ad Astra Baoks,
Box 2087, Dorval, Que. H3S 3K7.

A BQOI{ SERVICE for day care
centres and nursery schools, Chil-
dren’s books and E.C.E. books.
For mere information call Rainbow
Boolis (416) 223-5217,

TOBY: Her Journey from Lodz to
Samarkand (and beyond). by Taby
Klodavyskl flam. Fascinating Wwil
saga of escape fmm Warsawr and
long Journey to Canlral Asia. $7.50
+ 906 postage/handling. Mail
orders promptly fllled. Available
fmm Childe Thursday Press, 29
Sussex Ave., Toronto, Ont.
M55 1J8 (416) 970.2544.

WORD PROCESSING & Type-
setiing done. Reasonable rates,
fast service, Manuscripts fo mall-
ing lists. Call Avant Garde Word
Procaessing (416) 691-7988.

THE MARGARET LAURENCE
WRITER-IN-RESIDENCE  FEL-
LOWSHIP This Fellowship wil
support annually a pmmising
Canadian writer In the early stages
of hig or her caraer, who will lake
up residence in one of Trent
Unlverslty's colleges. The Fellow
ship will provide the writer's living
expenses and a modest hono-
rarlum, Details about the terms of
reference and the selection
process are available on request.
If you wish to donate towards the
establishment of the Fellowship,
please make cheques payable to
the Margaret Laurence Fellowship,
Trent University. All donations am
lax deductible. Recelpts will be
mailed. Mail chequesto: The Mar-
garet Laurence Fellowship, Trent
University, Psterborough, Ont.,
Ganada K8J 7B8.
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CanWit no. 129 By Phil Surguy

WHAT A LIFE!

My father was the soul of hospitality,

IN1911, E. V. Lucas and George Morrow used hardly 500
words to write an exhaustive autobiography of an upper-class
gentleman. They did it by supplementing their prose with pic-
tures clipped from a department store catalogue. The upshot
was a minor comic classic called What a Lifel, which was first
published by Metheen and reissued last year by Collins,
The sample page reproduced here is eloquent testimony to
the trite but currently &acted truth that one picture is worth
6,000 processed words. So this month we are asking you to
get out your scissors and paste and contrive a simple, one-
page collage that, with a very brief text. forms a passage from
the autobiography of a well-known Canadian literary lady or
gent. You are, of course, free to filch illustrations from sources
other than department store catalogues. Send entries to Can-
Wit No. 129, Baeks in Canada, 366 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto M5A 3X9. The prize is $25. Deadline, August 1.

RESULTS OF CANWIT No. 127

THERE WERE NO results of CanWit no. 127. We received not
one letter in response to our call for snippets of prose that might
help filt in the gaps in Canada’s official literary history. The con-
triver of no. 127 has lapsed into a funk from which ha shows
no signs of emerging.

May 1988, BOOXS IN CANADA
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When properly filled in, the letters in the box form a quotation
from a Canadian book. Find the |etters by solving the clues
below and writing the answers in the numbered spaces pro-
vided. Then transfer the |etters from the spaces to the appro-
priate squares in the box. The first letters of each answered

. Cite o —

Sail nearer the —_——— — —
wind % W% W 8

Iroquois communal __ __

N
O
P . 0
clue form the name of tbe author and tbe title of the book. Q ‘é“'e““::w " = n e W L
(Solutlon-n@(tmonth.). . 3";35. ga: + H MW T W w2
The solution to Acrostic No. 14 appears below. R. “In Search of —_———— —
Mysell" anthor W 218 & S0 128
S. T f monast; — e
ype o Y T wEETT
Literary journalist T. Herbaceous plant — —— e — e
andrl?i?t'olrianm S R & s gmn%mhade B 4 95 125 148 208 %
B ac:;:m:ttmms WM N B @ 78 1 U. Peculiar ® W
responsibility V. Science-fiction
C. N.JW.T. district S theme 55 214 107 01 168 40 5 117
152 & 195 90 209 16 6 2% W. Toronto City Hall
D. Hamiton's —— — e — architect 2 B 8 6 6@ 16
Wynne Stadiom B o1m oA X. Knighted music
E. Required - R T WS conductor 2 wds. 188 153 34 12 133 41 171 208 10
. Oppositi e e e — =5 e e 7 85w
F qgsﬁm%,_ 70 184 165 2N 54 2 716 68 129 Y. Winnipeg inter- -
o section: 3 wds. . 06 197 128 114 M 155 78 7
G. Equivocal o —— e — ® % W 150 183
206 114 219 16 6 191 13 Z. 19th-century CPP
H. Buoymcy, bighmess __ __ . — " contractar " W T2 W ¥ @ 18 16 1% 81
of weight 16 51 15 1 207 68 AA. Striped bass
I. Tremblay work: e e —— — — — & 8 @ W & W 15 21
3 wds. 58 67 161 28 17 4 17 29 18 BB. Cherked isted
o W W W w items: 2 wds. T MW T B W @ B
J. Adupt TEWEEAE
K. Ash o SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 14
- pogestos pro - B R E E R R W Granted there might be missiles exploding out there, or trouble
(hygh. wd.) o of some kind ar a chemical leak, but it had to be gane by now
8 155 @0 208 and how on earth could anybody object, ever, to the inhabi-
L. Basketball move: e e e e —— tants of Parkview joining each other for some card games or
2 wis. 353 159 80 10 183 213 131 B movies or something.
M. Exalted T Paulette Jiles, The Late Great Human Road Show, Talonbooks
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Books in Canada, Canada’ s national award-winning book review
magazine comes to you nine times a year. Each issue is crammed
with book reviews, author profiles, interviews, columns, and
interesting features on the world of books in Canada.

Subscribe now and SAVE 15% on the newsstand price.

A year's subscription to Beoks in Canada costs $1500 and
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New Art Books from the National Gallery

Degas

**A spectacular contron-

tation with the arist™ i«

the way art historian

Richard Kendall recentl

described the massive

Degas exhibition now

showing at the Grand

f‘? Palais in Paris and open-

ing at Quawa’s new

- National Gallery June

. 16. Fresh fromthe pub-

" Ylishers for the Ouawa

opening is a full-colour

catalogue ol some

*1730 photographs ol the

MW ) work of thix great French

artist. Organized juinth

by the National Gallery of Canada. the Muiropolitan

Museum of Art, New York, and thr Réunion des Musfes

nationaux, Paris. the exhibition is the work uf ateamni

curators (and authors of the boek) headed v Canadian

scholar and former director of the National Gallery. Jeun
Sutherland Boggs.

G630 pp. $89.95 . ew (ISBN n-83884-381-2) Frewh ediion
(ISBN 2-711B-2-116-3)

[ e -

Canadian Art
Emily Carr's great spirit

bird, in her watercolour
|| Cumshewa  (cover).
trumpets the appearance:
of this long-awaited first.
volume in the Nationall
Gallery’s four-volume:
Gatalogue of its collec-
tion of Canadian an —-
some 6,700 pieces in all. .
Volume 1 covers worksi
by artists grouped!
alphabetically A tw F.
Each entry staris with
a concise, freshly
researched biography of
the artist. Works are
illustrated by high-quality black-and-rhitr photsgraphs..
with tides in English and French, date of exet ution, inscrip--
tions, dimensions. and the provenance of the picce. Thiss
is an essential reference tool for every library. Ciencratl
aditars: Charles C. Hill and Pierre B. Landm..

425 pp. §74.95 cl. (JSBN 0-88884-535-t, 155N (H6-4972h) Feern b eshiiiem
{ISBN 0-88884-546-4. ISSN 0820-4973H

Retail: Available at your local bookstore

Dcgas Pastels
Eelgar Pegas was one of
the most innuvative
arnsts of mudern times,
and his pasrel **cuisine ™,
as same oritics described
his « omplex technique in
this medium. resulted in | .
duzzling and expressive i
images. Graphic arts ;
vonservators Anne F. |
Maheux and  Peter
Zepers made a detailed
sudy of Degas’s pastels
and Maheux has pre-
pared this report of their
lindings. Degas Pastels
ronuains 43 photographs,
hall in full colour The text abounds in descrptions of how
Degas built up laver after laver ol coloar, ased a secret ix-
ative formmla (s1ill unknewn), stunped the pasiel with a
blunt instrument. burnished the surfine. even (aeeording
1t Renoird put a board over the work and jumped on it
1o lorce the colour o the paper

U oppe 519.95 pa UISBN 0-BHBEE 700 Toonel eciten (ISBN
- HHHRI-S IR0

Rideau Chapel

*One of the most
beautiful chapcels in the

land.”” wrate an

-l
anonymous sister ol the
order of Grey Nuns of
the Cross in Ornawa in
L 1887, and provided rhe

Narional Gallery with
the title ot this book un
the  preservarion  and
recent installation in the
Gallery ol the interior of

B BLY

2N i.'lf_-_l-,'-: N

ol her vonvent chapel. The
uii -|_._L]I-l ';": ANl storv of the Lth-hour
i “_ﬂ_‘lu rescue from demnlition

ol this architeciaral
mastersork. by Cana-
dian arc i -priest Georges Bowilon, s 1ald wirth verve
by Laval Universiny an hisworan Lue Noppen., Beauutully
dlustried, the baok contamns cight jull-colour plates and
mmore than 60 other  photographs and  architectural
trawmus

P2 ppe $1595 pa oot GISRN -HB8EE-IR e Dremh eddionn
EISEN O HHRRY . 3491,

Whalesale: The Canadian Book Marketing Group
Limited. 78 Sullivan Street, Toranto MAT 1C1

Inquiries: National Gallery of Canada. Publications Division, Ottawa KIN 9N4
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