A NATIONAL REVIEW OF BOOKS

HER LIFEENTIRE . .2 o0

Margaret Atwood’s
Cats Eye

reviewed hy
Douglas Glover

WINNERS

of the Canada
India Village Aid
Poetry Contest

The Mennonite
poets and nw‘gﬁﬁt;s
of Ganada’s prairies:
a survey by E. F Dyck

I st

An intervievl with Gary Ross

]
And reviews of new hooks by

Matt Cohen, Thomas York, Merna Summers,
and David Suzuki and Peter Knudtson




ILISTEN FOR QOUR EXCIMTING RADIO ADS
ON STATIONS ACROSS CANADAS

IT WAS CRAZY. IT WAS NUTS.
IT WAS THE ADVENTURE OF
A LIFETIME.

When Don and Dana Starkell left Winnipegin a
specially-crafted 21 foot, three-seater canoe on the
morning of June1, 1980, they had no idea of the
dangers that lay ahead.

Two years and 12,000 miles later. father and son had
each paddled nearly 20 million strokes. dept on
beaches, in jungles and in fields, dined on tapir, shark.
and hegps of roasted ants. They had been shot at. taken
for spies, and set upon by pirates. At the same time.
they had set a Guinness world record for the thrilliig
1\c/oyage of discovery that they -and you - will never

orget.

The compelling story of their hair-raising journey is
.1 NOW avalable in a convenient mass market edition.
43+ complete with 16 pages of black-and-white photographs
and illustrative maps. 320 pp.

f' 07710-8241-X $5.95

“ONE OF THE FINEST REAL-LIFE ADVENTURE
BOOKS OF OUR TIME.” -The Gazette

“Readers fed they are. . PARTICIPATING IN EVERY
GRINDING, ENDLESS PADDLE STROKE.”
-The Globe and Mait

“A highly readable account of AN INCREDIBLE
VOYAGE."-The Vaneouver Sun
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mer syndicated book columnist and CBG radio
revlewar. Joan Barfaol's latest book is Duet for
Three (Macmillan). Toronto artist David Bolduc's
dravings appear throughout this Issue. Wark by
Toronto poet Barhara Carey Wi appear in an
anthology of postty, Poeis“88, 1o be published at
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Toronto freelance writer Brian Fawcelt's
Cambodia: A Book for People Whe Find Television
TOO Sipw, is soon ta be published in the U.S. by
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Goddard |s a Montreal freefance wrlter. Wayne
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iustrated History of Canada (Lester & Orpen
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Mala Hari's Lost Words, a poelry gollection, vras
racently published by Rageseed Press. | M. Owar
Is aregular contributor to these pages. Sherla
Posesorskl Isa freelance writer living in Nevr York
Barbara Wade Rose Is the San Franclsco corre-
spandent for Macfaan’s magazine. Ruperl
Schleder revlews British and Commonwealth liter-
ature In these pages. Norman Sigurdson isa
Toronto freelance reviewer. Hancy Wigston Is a
freelance wwriter and reviewer in Toronto.

COVER PHOTOGRAPH BY
Paul Drensteln

Eca' 5m Canagnis pubshed nina bmes a year, vith lhe asswstance of the Canada Cauncil and the Onfano Ats Counal, by he
€2n35.3n Rews & of Boo's Lio.. 366 Adelade Streat East, Suta 432, Toronlo, Onl. MS5A 2X0. Telephons: {d16) 363-5426. SUBSCRIP-
OIS Inav.dudl rata n Canada one year $18, hvo years 528; lbranas and Insbiutions: one year $20. tvo years 538. For de!wary oul-
r deCanzda. poryear adddonat $3 cudface mal, $11 armal 1o U.8.A.. 515 aimad 1o alhes couniries. Plzass diree] subscnplon

Irqu %3 1 3 Criculanon Departmen). Back gues availabla on microfilm from: McLaran Bl ishing, P.O. Box 572, Staton F,
Torcnto, Ont, 123V 2119 Indexed m the Canad-an Perlod.cal Indax. Mamber of the CPPA. Matenal is commissioned on the understand-
ingthutboth parves ara baund iy the tenms of the standard PYAC condract. The editors cannot ba ke'd responsibla los imsohaited
m¥indl SceanaClass Mal— Reg-siralan No 2593, Cantants 7 1988. Typesalbng by Colour Syslems Incorporated. ISSN 0045-2564

EDITOR: Doris Gowan

ADVISORY EDITOR: Brian Faweett

COPY EDITOR: Afison Reid

EDITORIAL ASSISTANT: Ward McBurmey
GENERAL MANAGER: Susan Tragr
CIRCULATION MANAGER: Susan Aikosbi
CIRCULATION ASSISTANT: Tracy Shepherd

Maltheson
ADVERTISING SALES MANAGER: Beth Brudar
CONSULTANTS Linga Cravriay: Robert Farrally,
Jack Jensen; Maﬁ Lt foms
CONTRIBUTING EDITORS: K. G. Probert
'Prairies); Eleanor Wachial; Shirley Knight
rris; Paul Wilson; Ray Filip (Quebet,

October 1986, BOQKS 1l CARADA 1




o) f’r?l.f
':’\_dr
ANIATIVERTIS!

JKINEV

WS

ING]. "F[;*’ZF?]T

% Endangered Species ¢

David Waltner-Toews
“.breadth of conscience
welded to an expert craft”
-Pier Giorgio Di Cicco

s+ . %1 .| Thefourth collection of
ol | peetry by a Mennonite
S | veterinarian.

c-99901-1261; $8.95pb

Turnstone Press

Distributed by University of Toronto Press.
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A\ 9 Ronald Caldwell Harris. a character in fn
|t @ the Skin 0f a Lion. and the real Toronto
: X ) Commissioner of Metro Works from 1912 m

1915, built this ‘essential temple” of pale
brick, marble. and copper. The architect

Ondaatje is at the mike, his back to the lake. Dows on the ~ Pomphrey. modelledits entrance on a
beach, waves are crashing. We strain to hear the lush, smoky Sgyﬁnffnﬁe;“&g;“ﬁ;uﬁgg,ﬁ:ﬁmﬁ‘;;
voice, dry and subtle in its wit .... Later, we drive home bisofmovies” ke side of
bleachers: people stunned by a tow through
the pumps and gears of the building (they
MY FRENDs and | are walking around the R We have come to hear. Michael Ondaaje ~ opened doorways onto waterfalls’). or sizing
c. Harris Water Filtration Plant in the far east  bring his words home. Visual Arts Ontario  UP the artin-architecture installations featured
end of Toronto. It is August 18th, dusk;aquar  has invited him to read outside in the length-  on the grounds. A few members of the audi-
ter moon is becoming more visible- chang:  ening shadow of the filtration plant that fig-  ence are trying out the odd concrete lawn-
ing from wax:paper to bone. ures so prominently in his new novel. chairs designed by Montreal architect
Jacques Rousseau. From a distance. they look
— 7| like chunks of a giant egg carton thrown
about the lawn.
i When we sit dawn. the lake and the wind-
brushed grey-purple sky are before us and
! above us, meetly along one tan-pink smog
line. Between here and the horizon. sailboats
are jostling near each other. ready to head
back in. Below us. tunnels and pipes and &+
ters must run (“This madl scheme by
Commissioner Harris to collect lake water
3300 yards out in the lake".

This reading is part of Water-Works. an
exhibition representing 18 international
artists and architects on the subject of water
and design, The sponsors have set a reading
post and microphone below us where the
slope levels then dmps again to the shore of
Lake Ontario. The womlam whodinlrduces the
novelist that people around here call In
. : the Skin WLIOH ‘%ﬁg book.” And no wonder
. : we love it so. Our childhood and education
' . brought us to know the streets of New York

Che . and London, England. better than our own,
RS | and so how goed it is to hear “After bathing
e gt ) ' under the pipes they walked up Bathurst
Sl : Street to Queen . . . After a Geer they would
continue up Bathurst to the Oak Leaf Steam

Baths, . . "

So far the novel has won for Ondaatje the
1987 Toronto Book Award. this year's first
annual Trillium Beok Award. and a nomina-
tion for the recent Ritz Paris Hemingway
prize. People tend to discuss it as i it were a
first novel, as if Ondaatie had finally broken
through, accomplished “the big form.” But we
should not forget Coming Through Slaughier,
the chicory-blue and wine-red pastiche about
the legendary jazz player, Buddy Bolden. Nor
shoutd we forget the structure of The Collected
Works of Billy the Kid, or the family and cudtur-
al anecdotes of Running in the Famim The
structure and style and concerns of this new
work continue and coalesce the structures
and styles of those earlier books. The texture
and pacing are the same.

1 read Jn ihe Skin of a Lion the way I have
always read Ondaatje’s prose: slowly, in small
units, as if it were poetry — which it is By
telling in musical prose the working history.of
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Michael Ondaatje
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the spot we are sitting in, of Toronto in the
205 and '30s, Ondaatje has caused us to look
again at the ignored structures around us. By
hew many anonymous bands have they been
built? How does the practical beauty of this
water works compare to the gilded preten-
sions of Casa Loma? Each day, as| trundle in
the subway over the Bloor Sireet viaduct |
look out through the steel girders and imag-
ine the nun on page 31 falling. . .

_ But now Ondaatje is at the mike no chat-
ting, a straightforward, sonorous reading, a
fumble for glasses as it darkens. First he
reads a shert prose piece about the filtration
plant he faces. Then he goes back to earlier
work, and reads what begins as a factual.
humorous report of Bessie Smith singing in
Massey Hall. downtown. By the second set,
though, Bessie is levitating beside the piane.
And I am watching a strange grey hearse cin
de into the parking |ot below me.

Nesxt, we are told about the life and death of
Fats Waller. He liked women who owned
Elanosg he died sitting in a car Down on the

each the waves keep crashing. and a tan
hound runs full out and back and ferth along
the surf. Ondzatje’s back is ta the lake; he
can't see the dog, But as if sensing the dose
ness of one of his favourite subjects, he now
rheadsdof how a hunterdwou d shave hhi_s

ounds ev ring and spray-paint their
names on thﬂ gpd% ickens 1. Dickens 2).
This way, other hunters will'be too disgusted
to steal them.

_ Beside me, my friend nurses her baby: This
is like listening to the humble confidence and
mastery of a jazz performer — a picker, not an
entertainer

“I can't hear anything but waves,” says the
poet at the end of his piece about the dogs. It
Is dark enough now to read about freflies,
luna moths, lamplight: “The last of the sum
mer’s fireflies had died somewhere in the
folds of one of his handkerchiefs.”

Somewhere in “the book™ it says: “Only the
best art can order the chaotic tumble of
events.” And only prose of this quality could
hold our attention as the waves get louder in
the darkness. We strain te hear the lush.
smoky voice, dry and subtlein itswit, a hick-
ster’s voice telling only the truth in the dark-
ness. Security lights come on, pushing our
shadows downhill toward the podium. One of
the installations a bamboo construction by
the Japanese group Team Zoo, keeps filling
with water and tipping to gong a cymbal.

Only our clapping at the end can silence the
waves a mioment

We go home a little more enthusiastic for
here — this place as en with sweat as
any — sweat that has at last been honoured.
We drive home along streets whose names
sound musical for the first time.

In my kitchen, | run a glass of tap water
Now that I know where it comes from. it
tastes better. I drink a toast to Ondaalje's riffs,
a toast to the mechanisms of clarity.

— PHIL HALL

The poet’s work

Across the street, kids were breaking the windows
of a block of abandoned shops, one of them the former
campaign office of an unsuccessful right-wing politician,
another called, cryptically, The Third World.
It all got into the revisions

FOR MOST of the 20 years I've lived in Vancou-
ver I've called myself a poet and T've talked,
played, anc fought with close to a thousand
ather noets of varving seriotusness and skill If
that sounds like the preamble to yet another
joke about the over-abundance of poets in
Canada, you can relax that's not quite what
this is al about. I'm concerned with |ust one of
the thousand — the only ene I've met, during
those 20 years, who works at his craft day in
and day out. .

I'm not talking about myseif. 1 certainl
haven't done that, not with poetry. While |
wrote verse, | operated (as most poets seem
to) on the principle that not having to work
very hard a my craft was the chief employ-
ment benefit of being a poet It'was the labora-
tory, in'T. S. Eliot’ sphrase, that heldthe fasci-
nation for me, which isto say, T enjoyed hang-
ingr around, compiling the data for poetry, but
| thought composition was a mystical activiy.
| had to be shown. by another %oet, that poet-
ry requires habitua daily labour, like any
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other productive activity, and that the poet’s
work is no easier than that of any other arti-
san.

The poet who taught me this was Norm
Sibum. Fer more than a decade now, Sibum
has lived on Commercial Drive, driven taxi
one or two days a week to make ends meet,
and worked on his poetry. He works every
day — reading while on shift or in the after-
noons, and working on his poems the rest of
thetimeina to-and-fro weave from a
siring of cafés to his apartment — revising,
writing new lines, and retyping.

He's working on a single volume of poems.
Sections of it have been released as ch
books: Small Commerce (Caitlin Press, 1!
and Asmong Other Howls in the Storm (Pulp
Press, 1982) come to mind. More recently,
Sibum has allowed Canadian literature’s own
Rasputin, William Hoffer, to letterpress two
more chapbooks, One is a 10-poem section
from Sibum’ s master manuseript, the other
eight more poems. They're avallable under

the informative tiles of Ton Poems and Eight
Poems. both for the |udicrous price of $75.
Both are elegantly printed. but unless you're a
print fetish& they’re not quite worth the
admission price lgight Poents was also pub
lished in a tie edition with a more --
able price tag of$15.

Now Oberen has_published a 72-page col-
lection, Café Poems. Its the |argest chunk of
Sibum poetry yet published, and for that, |
suppose, we should be grateful. The book
design, though, is terrible: the cover uses a
reasonably interesting painting by Janet
Moore (an abstract nude with rather large
and off-centre breasts) but no book title or
author’s name. The jacket copy on the back
isn't much more informative. It reads like the
copy the Coach House Press used to runin
the 1970s when they were trying to convince
themselves that Fred Wah and Daphne Mar-
latt represented authentic West Coast con-
sciousness. No mailing address for the press
issupplied — so if you want this book | guess
you're at the mercy of the CTA sofiware or a
bookseller smart enough to track down
Oberon (P've heard that can be tricky). But
the price of chapbools and the design and dis-
tribution skills of Oberon are not what this is
?bcg:)t either (although both are templing sub-
jects). .

At any given time, Sibum’s big book -his
still untitled work-In-progress — consists of
between 50 and 90 paszes of verse, always in
exact proportion to- die current state of his
understanding of his street, and the poetic
measure of itS economy; it reflects, tao, his
obedience to the instructions of an acceedug
ly demanding Muse. I’ ve known hi personal-
ly for much of the time he’s been working on
it, but only in the past four or five years have I
been close to his work, to hi obscure fideli
ties, and to his rigorous methods of composi-
tion.

| could go the usual mute from here, and
write about hi personal eccentricities, his
background as an exile and drafi-dedger, his
early life as a U.S. Army brat, or about his in-

securities at having so small an audience. But
to discuss him that way would be to ignore
the essential truth about him: that hi per-
somality and his private identity are secondary
to his commitment o his Muse and to the
demands of his craft.

His untitled volume is nota/et Great Poetry.
Dennis L ee, who recognized the depth and
seriousness of Sibum'’ s undertaking, rejected
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versions Of poems from the book for inclusion
in theMeClelland and Stewart anthology of
Canadian poets of the 1970s and '80s. Lee
rejected the poems with all the agonized
moral contortions one expects of an intelli-
ﬁﬁ“t man thrusting his foot dewn his own
roat, having been trained, in the bizarre
commercial fcs of Canlit, tO recognize
superior publication value only in the narrow-
ly concelved and executed confessional
poems of people like Roo Barson, Roo DiCic-
co. Rao di M:clE ele, and (for that matted me.
But by thetimethe rgjection landed in
E%““s lap, the versians of the poems Lee
rejected had been revised eight or nine
times and most had been %ushed out of the
compositional frame of the boolt.

Sibum's €90 Was stung, but he couldn’t
quite remember which versions he' d sent to
Lee. I've seen as many as 30 revisions of a sin-
1tgle Sibum poem, and each time, the poem s

urned end over end. pulled apart. re-
researched, vaitten out by hand. corrected
amain, and then retyped. FOr the revision of
three or four poems he was working on at the
same time, I've watched him ransack a good
portion of Roman literature, looking for the
exact words of a casual line in Virgil, because
It caled into question some aspect of his
working structure: something that the Muse
whispered. ) .

In one recent revision it was a conversation
between St. Augustine and his mother, about
imaginine the vOIce of God without to
the singing of birds and the soughing of the
breeze along the |eaf fips of the boulevard
trees. For that he read a large portion of the
canon Of medieval theology, while across the
street from the seconddloor tenement window
that alow him to write and watch the street
at the same time kids were breaking windows
on the block of abandoned shops awaitin
redevel opr;}ggt. (%ne of the mgg% \lNggh the ol
campaign office Of an unsucce! ight-wing
poliician, Another was cal|ed, cryptically, The
Third World. |t all got into the revisions

Watching Sibum’s book progress is at once
heartbreaking and uplifting. The uplifting part
is easy to locate! his research methods alone
provide a striking contrast to the illusions
many POELS harbour about their importance to
this particular human civilization. He risks his
entire understandi ng with every line. and
when that understanding fails, be quietly
BICkS up the lenﬁ-aglnents and goes

ack to wotk, undeterred. Ha'is never content
merely to surround and colonize the small
zones of consciousness that have come to sig-
nal contemporary poetry. Each line he writes
reminds us that there iSno cultural rainbow to
catch us, no government program that will
enable our halfassed musings to alter the con-
diions of the world we livein. .

When Sihum's complete book is published
-~ at some point in the coming decade it will
surely reach 100 pages or more and a ]
that Will satisfy Sibum and his Muse — it will
not be as slick as any of a halfdozen volumes
of verse that are published each year in this
country. But in a different and older sense of
poetry, it might turn out to be as large as
Rillee’s Duino Elegies or William Carlos
Williame’s Deser? Musie or Findar's Odes. Aod
that is the only measure of a poet's work that
mutters. --BRIAN FAWCETT

A dark and powerful first novel
about the failure of a decent manto
come. to terms with the mora disin-
tegration of the Caribbean idand of
his birth.

Global acclaim for

DIGGING UP THE
MOUNTAINS:

“A remarkable sureness Of touch...
a seriousness that doesn’t preclude
high spirits and virtuosity.”

-New York Times

"Bissoondath recreates alien
cultures and entersinto alien
characters with imagination and
convictions.'
- South-

The Third World Magazine

“He has engaged his art to the
dangerous forces that sway the
world.”

- Washington Post

The eagerly-awaited fina *
volume of the bestselling
Comish Trilogy,

THE LYRE OF
ORPHEUS

by Robertson Davies

“Davies stands out as
internationally important
and undoubted Nobel
material.”

- Anthony Burgess

"One of the most |earned,
aniising and otherwise
accomplished novelisis of
our time and. as | shall urge,
of a#r century.”

-John Kenneth Galbraith
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$22.95

MMacmilllan of Canada
"Boks bound to be read"
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Love in the
Blended
Family

Falling in Love with a
Package Deal

Angela Neumann Clubb

A personal and highly
entertaining look al
step-family relationship, with realistic advice on
developing more honesty, trust and love within
the blended family. $12.95, paper, 1-55021-023-8

MG Press Limited (416) 593-6284
280 Richmond St. W.. Ste. 401, Toronto, ON M5V 1W5

The Demilitarized Society:
Disarmament
and Conversion

by Seymour Melman

The Demilitarized Society is a “mad map” to disarma-
ment. In it the author includes the urgent grounds,
strategic plan. and legal framework for economic conver-
sion in advanced industrial societies — East and West. His
design ensures the jobs of those mow employed in miliary
production and administration.

144 pages. 59.95 paper.

¥

Harvest House Ltd. Publishers
1200 Awwater Ave.. Suile # |
Montreal, Canada H3Z 1X4
(514) 932-0666

L)) URRAL

Octavio Paz

TFranslated by
Margaret Sayers Peden

“[Paz’s] Sor Juana is an intellecrual landmark —a
superb interpretation of the life and work Of the first
preat Latin American poet and the richest porerait we
have of the intellectual life of the viceroyalty of New
Spin.” — Carlos Fuentes

Bellmap 0.67482105-x

Harvard UnNiversity Press
7 Garden Street. Cambridge. MA 02138

| Islamdls im Trust

“ social history
| ofthe BC.
Gulf Islands

$9.95
220 pp.,
illustrated.
Softcover

>

BB

g
ichan boolksy#

&0l

Explore the mystique of sland living
discover the need to protect this unigue
Canadian Heritage

THE
TASMANIAN TIGER

JARE BARKER WRIGHT

a multi-layered novel about motherhood,
mystery &murder

Two writers you’ll remembe

r... 1o novels you won't forget!
SHMAND A

1% Y DREAM
HAZEL JAMESON

a novel of courage and dignity in Alberta
during the 1930s

Represented by Stanton & MacDougall
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Legal aid
A lawyer’s advice furned a noncommittal factual statement

into one that, to anybedy capable of reading a dictionary,
was potentially libellous

By I. M. Owen

JOURNALISTIC MANNERISMS: In William
French’s survey in the Globe and Mail of
forthcoming books for fall | read about aelor
Weilia:n Hutt, singer Gordon Lightfoot, pianist
Oscar Peterson, and opera star Stratas.
Now, I'm certain that in conversation French
never talks about publisher Roy Megarry or
cditor-in-chief Noriman Webster. If you use a
phrase in writing that you wouldn't USE in
speech it gives your style a” artificial, uncon-
vineing air. If he’ll give up this usage I'll
promise “ever to speak ¢r write of reviewer
Bill Freaeh. But then | wouldn’t anyway.

I'd like to be able to say that I have never
yet heard this phrase spoke” out loud, but
that would be a lie. | hear it daily on CBC
music ?rograms. in gontexts that render it
peculiarly superfluous: the Montreal Symphony
undcr the direction of conduclor Charles Duloil,
or Becllioven’s Piano Sonata no. 7 s D nrinor,
Mayed by pianist Glenn Goutd. (I should men-
tion that | don’t think Bob Kerr, the best of
classical disc jockeys, ever does this) What
bothers me is that a generation of listeners is
growing up to whom it may sound natural.

Another highly artificial journalistic usage,
which probably started with Time and is
much loved by Maclean’s, is to introduce a
quotation from somebody with Said se-andss.
lo one article in the issue of Maclean that
arrived as | was writing that last senfence |
find it tolling like & bell all through: Said
Alberta Lideral Senator Daniel Hays: * 7 think
v« - Added Reih Robinson: “Botl sides .. .”
Said Represeatalive Samucl Gibbons: .. .
Added Representative Philip Crane: Said
Lafalce: ... SSaialiberal House | eader Herd
Gray. . . SaykStopit.

PERCEIVE/PERCEPTION: On the back cover of
the January/February issue. a’ advertiser
stated in large type: In business, perceplion is
sealfly. SO what else is new? One of the many
losing battles | fight almost daily is against the
very recent “se of pesception to mean opinion.
probably mistake”.

It was becavse of a perceived threat om the
backsiretch that Hawley decided to send Regal
Classic qfler the leaders a lot earlier than he
had infeaded . . . Hawley smistakenly thought
... (Tom Slater in the Toronto Stgr). The
meanings given for perceive in Collins are:

1. to become aware of (something) through
the senses. esp. the sight; recognize or
observe, 2. (tr; may iake a clause as object)
to come fa comprehend; grasp.

Clearly you can't hecome aware of some-
thing that isn't there; and if you comprehend
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something, it's true. But the new meaning has
gained a smalt foothold in the second edition
of Collins (1986) under perceplion:

4. way of perceiving; awareness or con-
sclousness; view: advertising qffects tkc eiis-
fomer’s perceplion of a product.

Which is a” excellent capsule description of
tbe way the new meaning developed.
Curiously, in the Collins CO.%UILD English
Language Dictionary (1987) the meaning has
disappeared again. That's encouraging, since
this dictionary is based on computer analysis
of actual contemporary texts.

A" article for a weekly paper said that a cer-
tain executive was perceived by many people to
be an ineffictent manager. Thinking this a bit
rough on tbe ma’. | advised changing per-
ceived . . . Iv be to regarded . . . as. But it
turned out that that was what the writer had

written in the first place; she had.ch it
on the insistence of the paper's lawyer. Thus,
legal advice NA turned a noncommittal factu-

al statement into one that to anybody capable
of reading a dictionary was potentially libel-
loos A lagge part of a lawver's function is the
precise interpretation of words; so all | can say
is, Whither civilization?

You may object that we already “so see in
much this way. Yes, though we always use it
with @8, which makes some dt . Words
do tend to weaken their meanings as time gdes
by, and I suggest that perceive came into com-
moo use assee weakened, to make it clear that

the object of the verb was to be understood as ,

red. Are we now going to have to find yet
another word to perform this function?

A headline-writer for the Globe ard Mail
has introduced a pew twist: Parple selup iltper-
ceived but essential, report finds. In case you
want to know what this means, the report (to
the Canadian Bar Association) says that
“boliticians are reacting to public perceptions
that an based on infgrmation that presenfs a
distoried corvectional reality" 'The lawyer who
wrote that presents a distorted verbal reality.

HARK, HARK BACK. H(E)ARKEN: In an image
that harkened back to slasery, Jackson declared
... (Marci McDonald in Meclean’s). | have
seen the quaint phrase harken bock several
fimes in manuscripts lately. Seelag it in print
prompted me to wonder about the origin of
the actual phrase, hark back. As should have
bee” obvious it's a foxhunting expression.
When a fox is sighted. the ery to-hounds and
riders is ‘Hark! Away!” Hence. when the
hounds lose the scent and retrace thell steps
to pick it up again they are said to hark back.
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Of course hark and hearken are really tbe
same word. starting lii in Old English as
heoreian, to listen. Incidentally, the OED says
that siarken, the preferred American spelling,
is older and bettor than kearken and really
ought to be preferred by us all. The ¢ was
introduced by mistaken association with kear.
Hearing and listening aren’t the same thing,
as every teacher knows.

NUMBER: It's very easy to make nonsense of a
sentence by mixing plurals and singulars, and
judging by the number of examples that came
my way during last summer's heat wave the
ﬁ'eql.;&necy of the phenomenon may increase
with enhouse effect. Here are three of
many: Nearly three-quariers of a million siu-
denis will be going to e universily in Canada
this year. / The provinces are to some exent sef-
arate kingdoms, with their own cabivet and leg-
islature. / |t proved that he. not they, were
responsible. The first two are easily dealt with.
Extreme overcrowding on that unnamed cam-
pus can be averted by changing a umiversily to
tniversities, and in the second example we can
revive the federat system by making it cfi-
nels and legislatures or, better, each with ik
own cabinet and legislature. The thii example
is trickier and more interesting. The plural
were got in. of course. because of the proximi-
ty of they. If you simply substitute was the
resulting sentence, It proved thet be, nat tkq,
was responsible, is perfectly correct and utt
intolerable. It trips the reader up. Recast — I
proved that be was responsible, not tkq — and
all'swell; you have combined clarity and grace
with mere correciness, O

Dear Bill

The Correspondence of
William Arthur Deacon

Edited by John Lennox
and Micheéle Lacombe

T'he dean of Canadian book
critics from 1920 to 1960,
Deacon exchanged letters with
a wide rang” of writers and
thinkers. Collected here are
letters to and [rom the likes of
E.J. Pratt, Laura Goodman
Salverson, Hugh MacLennan,
A.R.M. Lower, (:.:abriellc Roy,
J.S. Woodsworth, Grey Owl,
and Peter Newman.

$37.50
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by Nicolc Brossard

translated by Marlene Wildeman,
Tin Wansze s Prss, 163 pages, 510.95
Fape ¥ (ISBN 61 35851 123 8)

AN AERIAL LETTER, writes Quebec
feminist writer Nicole Brossard, is
“what Lecomwes of me (through
the written word) when an emo-
tivn slowly sets 1o work. opening
nue to forms of existence other
than those | have known through
the: aneedates of political. cultural.
sextial, ur sensual mares.” The 12
theoretival and critical feminist
essgys, poem and fiction frag-
nmients enllected in Brossard's The
Arvigl Letler are hw aeral letters
to like-minded readers,

Each theurefical “test” tas Bros-
sard chouses tu call them) is ae-
cutpanied by an illustrating
poem or fiction fragment. At the
heart of all the texts is Brossard's
challenge: to patriarchal reality =
in its manifestations in language
and sexuad and social politics She
challenges its authority in her the-
oretical reflections on language,
creativity, leshian fiction and eriti-
cism, and in her rejection of the
linear logival and grammatical
structures of “patriarchal” prose
in favour of spiralling, repetitious
sintax and lvoser grammatical
construetions = to the end of re-
nuving the “screen which stands
in the way of women’s energy.
identity, and creativity.” As well.
all the texts are, she writes, per-
srmal “tours of myself on the turn-
ing platform. Mine: visceral.
cerebral”

There is much that is challeng-
ing, demanding, intriguing, exas-
perating, and haffling in her wit-
inga. Her tests range from elo-
guent, pungent. axiomatic, acces-
sible meditations like the follow
in: “In writing, | can foil all the
lavs of nature and | can trans-
press all rules.... | know that to
wTite is to bring one’s self into
keing” tn opaque. obscure para-
graphs built with grey slabs of
abstraction. such as ‘1 am dis-
placed by several lines and this
recomposes all around me the
episnde thus begun, thus begun,
l-ts looze, spreads out, enlarging
my fields of vision."

All her texts are animated by
her missionary fervour: her
preaching, alas. is largely ad-
dressed to the already converted.
Although much of what Brossard
has to say is thought-provoking,
one reads The Acrial Letter fre-
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quently feeling excluded from the

texts by Brossard's rhetorical

strategies and narrgw focus.
—SHERIE POSESORSKI

|

SPENCE + LILA

by Bobbie Ann Mason

Herper & Rerw (Fitzhenry & Whileside),
163 pages, $17.95 cloth

{ISBN 06 015 3111)

ENS

ter and she demonstrates full
respect.

These are not people who dis
cuss their feelings = partly
because they can’t, As Lila says,
she ‘married into a family that
never knew what to say” Partly,
though? it's because they know
the limits of words and the pow-
ers of unspoken passions. “At
times there is ho way on earth
[Spence] can say what he
feels....Real love requires some-
thing else, something deeper. And

THISIS a book that leaves a reader
smiling: not for its humour,
although it has that, but with
warmth. This is a brief book
stuffed to bursting with tender
detail, vet not for a moment is it
sentimental the way some novels
of family feeling drown in their
own syrup. This is aplain book,
and lii its people. it's fine,

This is d family facing aging
end the approach of death.

ence and Lila, the married cou-
ple of the title, Kentucky farmers,
are joined by their grown children
= daughters Cat and Nancy, son
Lee = as Lila undergoes breast
cancer surgery and then a further
operation to prevent more of the
tiny strokes she has been expert
encing.

Lila. surrounded in hospital by
complex and bewildering medical
procedures, and Spence, pacing
aut his terrar with farm jobs and
bargain hunts for things like wind-
shield-washer fluid, think of each
other. and their thoughts slip
between the “resent and recollec-
tions of their history together.
They are tart-tongued and teasing
with each other. and also entirely
tender

These are people smart city
folk might call “salt of th]t;mel;rtﬂ,”
in patronizing tones, implying that
wh%e being salty is all very well.
such types don't, when it comes
down to it, know much. Bobbie
An” Mason, however. knows bet-

sometimes a feeling just goes
without saying.”

This is a book about many
things: what is satisfying. what
gives lives meaning. how people
take care of each other. What it
feels like is some fine people all
beund up together in speechless
love. ~JOAN BARFOOT

LUNA
by Sharon Butala

Fifth House, 294 pages, $12.95 paprr
{ISBN 0 920079 36 9)

HUMAN BONES
by Ally McKay
Oberon, 128 pages, $12.95 paper

{IBSN 0 88750 718 3

THE HUMAN BONES of the title
story are the remains of 43year-
old Violet: we're told this at the
beginning, as a hook to draw us
in. Violet is in Florida with her
husband. Pete. friend Les, and
Less second wife. the too-young
Amy. They're trying to decide If
they should buy a condo. It's
Amy who points out that Violet's
eyelids are baggy - this from a
woman who can only remember
one television commercial, and
that for Kraft cottage cheese
(does Kraft make cottage
cheese?).

The story skips along from
one superficial note to another
until. offstage, it reaches the ulti-
mate consumption: of Violet.
Readers are forgiven for specu-
lating that the crocodile escaped
from a Lacoste shirt.

But the other stories have
strength, if not depth, and pre-
sent their women as able to
develop the resources they need
to overcome unemployment, de-
sertion. er a death in the family.

A few passages of dialogue
strain to propel the story-line
and read as too formal. or false.
‘Is it absolutely necessary for
you to work? " and “What was it
about the city that got you down.
Lydia? call too much attention
to themselves to serve as transi
tional devices

Higman Bones is Ally McKay%
first collection of stories.

- D. FRENCH

AWRITER wishing Lo portray a way
of life unfamiliar 1o most readers
is often satisfied to draw on the
form and techniques of the realis-
tic novel that others have already
shown (v work. Luna, Butala's
fourth book of fiction, is a novel of
life on a prairie ranch, and it suc-
ceeds pretty well in fulfilling its
pictorial requirements. Butala lets
the reader see the grasshopper
swarms, feel the cold of a cattle
drive at 30 below, sympathize with
the unending work and financial
worry.

More particularly, Luna is
about the womien who live on
ranches. It is also a feminist work
which. inthis novel. is not quite
the same thing. Selena is the cen-
tral figure (although the narrative
nips in and out of other women’s
minds with some awkwardness),
a wife and mother who not only
feeds and clothes the family and
“ids in the ranching but. witli the
other wives. must help maintain
the fragile sense of community.
Butala is strongest when painfing
group scenes of fowl suppers and
anniversary celebrations where
women make mountains of
mashed potatoes. keep an eye on
the children, dance with thelrhus-
bands, and tie rumours of the
latest farm bankruptcy.

The novel’s individual charac-
ters are only partially successful,
inclunding Selena, whose thoughts
and emotions are at times leaden
and overly predictable and follow
a path too obviously meant to
reveal to us bia of the past: the
author wants us to know. At the
same time, Selena’s loving
ambivalence towards her hus-
band’s cowboy masculinity and
her fear for her sister who has
fled for the big city of Saskatoon
are sensitive and real.

The danger of this kind of real-
istic novel is a certain mechanistic
guality, and while it is pleasurable
reading, Lina suffers from a lack
of spontaneity and emotional
depth. The problem is made
worse by the feminist patina that
springs not from the novel's soul.
but from the author’s external
intellectual apparatus. That femi-
nism has created a’ unconvincing
matdarch in Aunt Rhea who tells
a ridiculous feminist reworking of
Genesis. ridiculous because
implausible. We need feminist cri-
tiques but Butala has done herself

U e e
B R I T e

Sl TN _



http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Nicole+Brossard
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Sharon+Butala
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Ally+McKay
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Bobbie+Mason

B e il L S St RARFUTIC i TG P S STY,] U g

an injustice by dropping them into
her novel. The story of Selena and
the other women's difficult lives

general public, AIDS is a disease
of homosexuals and drug addicts,
two groups on the margins of

would have been feminist enough.  society. There has always been
—CARYFAGAN fear and ignorance of gays: the
growth of AIDS, also feared and
often misunderstood, has
_ increased hostility: This book pro-
SOCIETY bl motes greater understanding by
’ ¥ "pug.ilanSabhur;]an facﬁ; not onl
" on ut also en mnse:ma{
Jinv: A LIFE WITH AIDS ity. — BARBARA CAREY
by June Callwpod
Lester & Oppen Dennys, 288 pages,
8195 paper (ISBN0 89619 224 2)
IN 1935, only a handful of articles .
about AIDS (Acauired Immune HUNQEOB%&II%\TGDOM.
e o peading “Doamanologe | THE 1080s
under the unologic
Diseases in the Canadian |hby Stephen Hmdelman
Periodical Index. By 1937. two | Collins, 256 pages, 526.95 clotl:
and a halfl pages of the index — | ASBNG 002177528}

more than 200 items — were
devoted to the topic. Nowadays
the disease is constantly in the
news and there are books galore
giving us “the facts” on how it's
transmitted and its devastating
effects on the body's immuae sys-
tem. |n a clinfeal sense, We' re get-
ting educated about AIDS. But
what do tbe frightening statistics
— for example. the World Health
Organization’s estimate that 100
million people could be infected
with the AIDS virus by 1991 —
really mean, in human terms?
June Callwood's Jive: A Life with
AIDS, while being informative,
focuses on this neglected issue.

Jim St. James was a good-look-
ing, popular member of Toronto's
gay community whose acting
career was just taking off when he
was diagnosed as having AIDS
four yearsago. (He' s still dive
today, defying the odds that the
virus is usually fatal within two
years.of diagnosis.) This book
describes St James's physical and
psychological strugples with the
disease. as well as the conflict
betwreen his homosexuality and
his religious convictions (he's a
Jehovah's Witness), which comes
to a head as aresult of his condi-
lion.

In part, this is a grim story;
only Calivrood's erisp, restrained
prose keepsit from veering into
sheer pathos. especialy toward
the latter part of the book, when
St James's frfends are dying one
by one, in agony. But it’'S also an
account of dignity and spiritual
strepgth, of AIDS sufferers de&
ing the “victim® mentality and eop-
ing positively with their illness =
a putsy attitude summed up in S,
James' sovn declaration, “I've got
AIDS but it hasn'tgot me.”

The value of Jim: A Life with
AIDS goes beyond its demystifiea-
tion of the deadly virus knowm as
“the plague of the 80s. To the

ARECENT bestseller, The Rise and
Fall of Great Powers, illustrated
the cyclical nature of imperial
power. Few of us will doubt that
Great Britain (or “formerly-great
Britain” as its tors sneering-
ly call if) is a perfect exampleof a
great power that has passed its
peak and is now on g steady and
inexorable decline.

But even though it has deterio-
rating cities, chronic unemploy-
ment, and now one of the lowest
standards of living in Western
Europe, Stephen Handelman, the
Toronte Star's former chief
European correspondent, was
surprised to find that in a
on happiness published in 1935 it
was shown that the people of
England, Scotland, Wales, and
Ireland were the happiest in the
world. In this book he sets out to
find the source of that contented-
ress. He clams that Britain.
reached rock bottom in the 1970s
and early 805 and is now in the
throes of a “renaissance.”

The evidence of this_renais-
sance, however, is fairly trivial.
The British, he says, enjoy home
postal delivery twice a day, but he
ignores their abysmal telephone
service. He marvels at the cre-
ative energies of their television
and movie industries, hut ignores
the fact that 2 large portion of the
audience is just killing time
because they have no jobs to go
to. He even finds some reassur-
ance in the dismal political war in
the Falklands, which “restored a
sense of pational pride.”

Too often Handelman cannot
élse!ﬁgthe forest m];(a); the trees, sin-

ing out parti enirepreneurs
who have struck it rich but nut
telling the stories of middle-aged
steelworkers whose mills have
closed fot good, or of their 30-
yqj:rb-old sons who have never had
ajob.

' —NORMAN SIGURDSON
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THE BOX CLOSET
by Mary Meigs

Talonbaaks, 223 pages, $11.95 pajer ,
(ISBN 0 83922 253 3)

THIS IS an intensely persona
book. both attractive and repellent
in roughly equal measure.
Ogtensibly its title derives from
the attic room in the Washington,
D.C. home of author Mary
Meigs's parents that, after her
muther’s death, was found to con-
tain the hundreds of family |etters
and diaries on which this hook is
based. More significantly, thoug?h.
“hox closet” is al so ametaphor for
the circumscribed world that
Meigs's “upper class’ parents
were obliged to inhabit.

Some portions of the book
reflect thisworld just as Margaret
Wister and Edward Meigs saw it
during their 1903-1910 courtship
and 30-year marriage, Yet unfortu-
nately it is Meigs hersdlf, their
rebel daughter, who really domi-
nates The Box Closet. Loving one
moment and lecturing the next
she subjects her parents’ private
selves and gpinions to what is. in
effect, one long, relentless review.
Although some of Meigs's judge
ments seem justified (“Anti-
Semitism was part of their shared
inheritance, along with &l the
other pregjudices of their class™,
others appear “pen to question
(“But how can two people ever
stay together except Ey declaring
truces that silence their eloquent
inner sense of themsdves?').

+ In the end, The Box Closet turns
out to be a portrait of twe people
painted not as a faithful likeness
but as a reflection of its author’s
own view of her subjects. ‘The
words of a letter that survives are
alive and emit the energy of a liv-
ing person,” writes Meigs. If she
had been able to |et those “alive”
letters tell their own story, The
Bax Closet would have been a bet-
fer book. - PAT BARCLAY

THE PAST

SOME DESPERATE
GLORY: THE WORLD
WARIDIARYOFA
BRITISH OFFICER,
1917

by Edwin Campion Vaughan

Henry Holt (Beaverbooks), 232 pages,

§22.50 dloth (IBSN 8050 06710) |
KEEPING A DI ARY during the
First World War was a serious
military offence. The reason was
simple. Captured diaries were
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gajnstakingly scrutinized by
oth sides for evidence of
enemy morale, locations. and
impending attacks.

Like hundreds of soldiers on
both sides, Edwin Vaughan
ignored orders. From January 4.
1917. when he set out as araw
subaltern to join his battalion of
the Royal Warwickshires until
August 23, when he found him-
st one of 15 survivors among
the 90 mea of his company who
had attacked at Passchendaele,
Vaughan kept a detailed and
sometimes eloquent account of
al that befel him, from the
fatherly rebukes by brother offi-
cers to the horrible sensation of
a near-drowning in the Flanders
mud.

If German intelligence officers
had studied the diary they
might have found seme scraps
of useful information. They
would have taken heart at
Vaughan's amost unconscious
revelaions of his ignorance and
incompetence as an officer.
Exceptiond only in being a
devout Catholic. Vaughan was
all too typical of the young. edu-
cated Englishmen who accepted
a commission and its privileges
as the right of their class,

acked his Palgrave's Golden

asury with hi kit and went
off to lead the labouring classes
to victory. For Vaughan, the
undoubted horrors of war were
mitigated by a soldier servant
who carried his valise and
cooked his mesdls. the certainty
ofa dugout in the trenches and a
limitless supply of whisky to set-
tle his nerves. Men in the ranks
had no such fortune.

The fascination of Seme
Desperate Glory is not s0 much
the fresh description of the old
miseries of war; it isthe evolu-
tion of a calow prig into a
mature human being. The aloof
barbarians who are his fellow
officers and the oafish slackers
he commards evolve into com-
rades as VVaughan himself comes
to share the survivor skills of a
trench soldier.

Achieving maturity meant sur-
viving the terrible odds.
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Vaughan lived through not only
Passchendacle but the war Part
of his growing op. unfortunately,
was zbanduning his diary. When
he died in 1831 - afler a doctor
mistakenly administered co-
caine instead of novocaine — rel
alives hid the journal in horror
at its revelations of overindul-
gence in liguor. With the war
naw 7l years in the past. how
many other such treasures will
still be discovered?

= DESMOND MORTON

POETRY

ENTERTAINING
ANGELS
by Eliznbeth Brewster

Qberon, 118 pages, $9.95 paper
(ISEN 088750 710 7)

TORONTO OF OLD
by Henry Scadding

Iueirdvrn Press, $00 pages, $19.95
Juper (ISEN 1 55002027 7)

HENRY SCADIING had no preten-
siems as a formal historian when
he assembled. in 1873, hi recol-
lections of Toronte before its
incorporation as acity in1834: the
Simepe-founded and Strachan-
ruled garrison. church. and gov-
ernment town that struggled out
of mod. war, and several fires to
topple hills. fill ravines. and
spread wut in all directions, But
hecause Scadding “identified with
Toronto frem boyhood, to him the
long, straight ways of the place
novhere presented barren. mo-
notunous vistas” (He's speaking
of himzelf in the third person.) To
any:me familiar with the city that
asvertionis ag-Scadding himself
suspected, “visionary.”

‘Toronto of Old” succeeds in
rendering a city rich with histod-
cal interest. This is due first to
Scadding’s thorough, charitable,
and immense memory. But the
buols impact also depends on
there being a presentday Toronto
in the mind of the reader. whose
imagination is taxed in the ex-
tremne tu conjure a paralle] viston
of the cifv Scadding’s contempo-
raries continually demolished and
rebuilt (sound familiar?),

Scadding was rector of the
Church of the Holy Trinity (his
home and charge are now em
braced by the walls of the Eat™”
Centre), progressive in his views,
and 2 keen amateur naturalist
Thase last two virtue” make his
kwvimr perambulation up the Don
Valley painful reading now: the
complete destruction of the once
incredibly fertile ecosystem of the
fiver had clearly begun, though to
Scadding’s 19|1Y|-century mind it
was all “divinely intended and
legitimate™ improvement, In this
way Scadding’s book is full of indk
cations of how Toronto was to
become itself- required reading
for all who have settled beneath
the shadwy of the CN Tower.

— WARD McBURNEY
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THERE ARE two poems in Eliza-
hetb Brewster's new collection
that I will go back to often; and
the title sequence, 2 summer jour-
nal concerned with a sister’s can-
cer, is so disarming in its ctisle-of
the-usual atmosphere. that | let
fall my pickiness, and totally

“Letter To T. S. Eliot” and

“Uncles” both lit? away from the
general small-talk of this book,
and reveal themselves as the
small-talk of a giantess,

There are interesting poems
here ahout H.D,, Dorothy Words-
worth, Bliss Carman, and the
Duchess of Windsor and some
humorous poems about tbe writ-
ing of poetry and fiction. All of
these are informative and enter-
taining, but sparkless.

I find many of these poems too
methodical. too close, perhaps, to
their initial journal entries.

1 tike to know my poets in their
poems, but | also expect the fin-
ished works to posh past “Awake
before five / this morning in early
June / Can't go back to sleep, so
7 make myself hot strong tea” —
past au that, to revelation. Many of
these poems are content to go no
further.

Here are hv” examples of what
I mean by “methodical.”

In ‘Tools” the last lines read:
“or merely plercing ears and cut-
ting / with delicate precision / the
small necessary jewels / to place
in holes.” Look how the last line
ruins the tension and beauty of
“the small necessary jewels" by
extending the poem one explana-
tion too far:

Similarly, the first line of To
The Women Of Greenham
Common” is: ‘Women of
Greenham Common.” Sorely, the
first line should go, or a new title
is in order. .

These gripes aside, it is obvious
that Brewster is one of aur best
technicians of the casual line
(with her I'd group Joan Finnigan,
Howard White. Bronwen
Wallace). Her poems are best
defined by what she sees in Mary
Pralt’s paintings:

trifles placed
to advantage .
in a clearlight
all at a point
|of repose in which there is still
ove
—PHILHALL
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THE NIGHTMARE
ALPHABET
by sean o huigin

Black Moss, 62 pages, 59.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88752 165 2)

THIS NEW BOOK by sean o huigin

lays with the traumas of learn-
ing and development. Maturing
can be as much fun, and as haz:
ardous, as an adult trying to
snugele back into the baby seat
of memory.

The nightmare alphabet forms
part three of the long poem “the
story.” This book deals with the
anatomy of words in relation to
bodies of knowledge. interior
and exterior worlds. signifier
and signified. O huigin’s abece-
darian is a boy. The male con-
text does not really ruin the uni-
versality of the text. The work is
not deconstructive. It rebuilds
with 26 “id blocks. Women
should also find this book enter-
taining,

In o huigin’s bad dream. the
symbiosis between life and let-
ters begins in the womb, with
the letter A

The A begins

it caerls up

neatly in a gentle
shape and turns

to ahs

it rolls and

saftens

laying sound upon
the surface of

the speechless brain.

Onward to B. where, phoneti-
cally and pictographically, a
minihistory of barbarism and
civilization begins to take shape.

The A now
queickly lokes @
knife edge
slicing off a
hump of B to
feare if small
and cowering
beneath the
mouniain

Onward. all the way to XYZ:

The D is dumb
at first
disgraced by
stiterings
and lacking in
coherence when
il tries to
sound
Jrustrated by
ils closed off
shape

which seems fo
keepits
meanings in.

Or

an 0

Jor absence
and for
averflowing
an O for
oclopus
and ovaries.

Or
the Q
stands
oldest of
the letters
and it
needs a
cane.

Or

and chains
of tiy
X5

make a formidable barricade. .

The boy reaches puberty and
“envisages himself united In one
body. pictures standing amid
the storm of swirling symbols.”
Growth forces him towards
“maybe selfdestruction. maybe
liberty.” Communicating his
confusion to a messed-up world
may lead to regression of mad-
ness “picture this. a young boy
naked. curled inside a padded
room. chatterbabbling no” stop
to the walls.” ,

We can all compile our own
list. in alphabetical order. of
intellectuals who are emotional
cripples. 0 huigin toys with the
verbal and visual toss-ups of
ideation inherent in the English
language to stimulate imaging.
‘picture all the possibilities. pic-
ture all the levels.’ The night-
marealphabet does not decode
those unresolved fears that gowr
ern sleep; it lightly enhances the
wonder.

Did the Phoenicians start this
way?

—RAYFILIP
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Her liffe entire

Cat’s Eye, Margaret Atwood’s seventh novel, presents
an artist at mid-career. 1U’s dense, intricate, and superb:
a summation of what she knows about art and people.
It's also a vision of Toronto as Hell

ARGARET ATWOOD'S public image
Pwﬁ[ is huge. She'sanicon and a tar-
LR, get; sne'sthe blank sheet every-
one gets to write on. She's the face on the
construction-site wall that everyone gets to
deface — moustache, halo, horns, the
works.

When Elaine Ridey, the acclaimed
Canadian painter-heroine of Atwood's new
novel. Cats Eye, comes upon a defaced
poster of herself on a Toronto street corner,
she thinks:

| have achieved, finaly. aface that a
moustache can be drawn on. a face that
attracts moustaches. A public face, a face
worth defacing. Thii is anaccomplish-
nment.

This is vintage Ahvood. dry, deadpan.
and deadly. She writes jokes with as many
barhs as a sea urchin. But Risley is not
Anvood — or is she? Risley and Ahvood are
the same age. They share an entomologist
father, parents from Nova Scofiz, and child-
hood summers spent in the northern
Ontario woods Atwoed oves to play hide-
and-seek at theplace where autobiography
and fiction meet, always ensuring there isa
back door oPen for quick escapes. The
front matter for Cat's Eye contains the fol-
lowing disclaimer:

This is awork of fiction. Although its
formisthat of an autobiography it s not
(13118

Cat’s Bye is Atwood's seventh novel. It is
dense. intricate, and superb. as thematically
diverse and complex as anything she has
written. |t is what you mi%?; expect from a
writer at mid-career, mid-life:a portrait of
the artist, a summation of what she knows
about art and people. It is aso an

TOGRAPH BY PALL ORENSTEIN

By Douglas Glover

Atwoodian Under the Volcano, a vision of
Toronto as Hell.

On one level (in Ahvood novels, it is
aways necessary to specify levels). Cat’s
Eye isabout the fife of Elaine Risey, artist,
painter of neorealist works pleasantly remi-
niscent of Jack Chambers and a raft of
other Canadian painters {Atwood gives a

list). Risley's life splitsinto two parts; up to
age nine. and after age nine. Thi$ is
because. for this novel at least Ahvood has
adopted the psychological truism that our
personalities are more or less set by the
time we are five (or six, or nine). ‘Get me
out of this.” thinks amiddle-aged Ridey.
|ate in the novel. ‘I'm locked in. | don't want

-
e

Margaret ARvood
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to be nine years 0ld forever.” _

What happens to Risley up to SQ€ nine iS

ruesome. Her earliet memories are

enic, her family wandering happily like

nomads through northern Ontario, Jeep
ing in tents, searching for the insects that
feed her father's research. When sheis
eight, however, the Risleys move t0
Toronto, to an unfinished house near one Cf
the many ravines that cut through the city's
geography. To her new schoolmates, little
Elaineisa %mn:nhve a freak.

Three friends. Carol. Grace, and
Cordelia (variously assocfated in the novel's
image pattern with the three muses or the
three witches in Macbeth), take it upon
themselves to socialize her. to teach her
their language (“twin sets” and “pin curls®),
games (cutiing up Eaton’s catalogues for
scrapbooks), proprieties (girls dont Climb
ladders for fear of showing their under
pants) sad religion (Grace Smeath’s
cinched and, pious fami]y invites Rislev to
their church).

_ But the groject soon reveals itself as
insidious. as something like the childish
reign Of terror in Golding’s Lord of the Flies.
Cordelia, especially, torments Risley, humil-
iating her. tripping her up over words
(words like bugger and kike), forcing her to
submit to trials, even a Mock burial. Risley
begins to eat herself (chewing her fingers,
her hair, tearing the skin off her feef); she
has fainfing spells. “Cordelia,” She thinks,
“vou have made me fed | was nothing”
At nine, she suffers a nervous Dreak-
down — or mystical vision — when
Cordelia forces Ner to descend into a ravine
haunted by “bad men® (unseen child
‘molesters) and polluted Dy the runoff from
a nearby cemetery (atoms of dissolved
dead people). Fainting With terror, Risley
falls through the thin creek ice, then sees
the Viin Mary (variously through the
book Our Lady of Perpetua Help, Our
Lady of Perpetual Hell, the Virgin of Lost
Thil, sad so on) wearing a blue robe,
with her red heart clutched to her breast,
floating dewn fmm an anclent, rotting foot-
bridge to comfort her.

This is the climax of the first half of Cat'’s
Eye. Following Atwood’s psychological
paradigm, Risley represses everything —
‘|’ ve forgotten things, I've forgotten that
I've forgotten them . . . . I've forpottan zil
the bad things that happened.”

A few days later, she returns to school,
but the whole tone of her world has altered.
She remains friends with Cordelia, bat her
friendship iS distant and cynical. She devel-
ops a"“mean mouth,” a razor-sharp wit With
which to flay her playmates. Her secret, the
past she has forgotien, gives her an edge.
She and Cordelia bade places, the torment-
ed becoming the tormentor. Years later,
when Cordelid calls her from an asylum
where She has been |ocked up for attempt-
ed suicide, Risley refuses to help
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Risley's first painting instructor calls her
an “unfinished woman.”

Yo can draw objects very well. But as
vel vou cannot draw life . . . Both are
neeeseary. Dirt and soul . . . There must
D prwsston,

Of cuurse, NE'S wrong; he' S telling Risky
this to get her in bed (which he does).
Risley's ubjects are her passion and her Sal-
vation. V{/hen objects from her childhood
— u silver toaster. a wringer washing
machine, acat's-eye marble. three girls,
Grace Smeath’s mother stretched on a
couch. the Holy Virgin on abridge— come
unbidden to her canvases, she thinks:

| ners that these things must be 0
ries, DUE they 336 not ﬁave_the guin of
memores . . . They arrive detached
from any context; they are sm%y there
in isulatien .. 1 have no IMage of
s+ 1N relation tO them. They are suf
fu-td with anxiety. The amxiety 1S in the
thinys themselves.

un the surface (in Atwood novels it is'
alvyvs necessary to specify, etc.). Risky
remains very Much a mirror Of her genera-
Gun: emotinnally aloof yet ambitious. she
deciiles t0 be @ painter, has affairs, marries
ansther painter, bears a child, flirts with the
woplent's movement, separates. and
escapes Lo Vancouver. Her relationship with
her Girst husband, Jon is one ofthe delights
of this DOOK harrowing, comic, good-heart-
ed und gy — note especially the way Jon
flits trom fad to fad only to end up making
sl movies 1N HoIIKwood while Risky
stubboraly sticks to her own “reactionary”
azendzand  becomes a preat artist. .

But fisley's redl life, the life of her emo-
tioms, the [ife of the luminous. grotesque,
mythic creatures of her childhood, has
gone- underground, only to reappear in her
pictures. The drama of the second half of
Cuts Eye climaxes when Risky attends the
first retrospective show of her work All the
images of Ii1er childhood are there. hung in
a Toronto gallery appropriately named
Versions: her paintings are like stations of
the: cross, her past recapitulated in her art.
Anil the |ast painti o?l all, the keystone
and culmination of her oeuvre, a picture
call-d Unificd Ficld Theory. is Risley’s child-
houd ViSON — RISkK in the ravine, the
Vinvin loating above the bridge

Cat’s Ey 1S Risley's Progress. the jour-
ney of her soul; when she visits the ravine
the day after her retrospective. she is
cured. The locus of her breakdown iS no
lonyer Charged or mythic.

There was no voice. No one came walk-
im¢ oo air down from the bridge, there
wus 1o lady in a dark cloak . . . The
biidue 2 only a bridge, the river a river,

the sky asky....
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Risley has hedled the sift, banished the
ambiguity of language, rediscovered her
self (Or selves- the |0st Cordelia, the child
Elaine, Grace . . ) in the univacal meaning
of things.

ALTHOUGH Cat’s Eye iS nOt autobiography, in
a sense Atwood S teaching her readers
how 1o read ker. Al Atwood's novels are
alike in this: they contain h|%h|y comfplex
patterns Of images. Usually the title of the
novel is hinged o its dominant pattern —
in The Edible Wontan, Marian’s anorexda, in
Sur_ﬁm‘ng, the marrator diving into a lake to
look for Indian petroglyphs, in Life Before
Man, Lesje’s dinosaur fantasies, in Bodily
Harm Cancer, surgery, torture.

The passion, joy, and craft that Ahvood
pours Into these patterns reminds me of
something the fictional poet John' Shade
SayS IN Viadimir Nabokov's novel Pale Fire:

| feel | understand Existence Or at |east a

minute part of My existence only
through MYy art ui terms OF combinalorial
delight.

Or it reminds me of the American experi-
mental novelist John Hawkes who once
wrote:

Structure -verbal and psychological
coherence — iSstill my largest concern
as awriter. Related Or corresponding
event, recurring image and recurrin
action, these constitute the essential SU
stance O meaningful OENSty Of writing.

But Ahvood is no experimentalist; her
novels are reactionary, i.e., conventionaly
redistic in the same Sense that in Caf's Bye
Rislev calls her paintings “reactionary.”
Risley’s paintings are representational; she
uses traditional techniques like underpaint-
ing and concentrations of egg tempera to
give them a luminous flatness.” Atwood's
originality iS very much Risley's origindity
— they both produce startling effects by a
somewhet daring juxtaposition Of experi-
mental (image at_ternsg and traditional
(plot, character) devices. .

Atwood's mass-audience apped derives
from a reading of her novels &s convention-
d narratives, as good stories, with meaning-
ful characters and contemporary themes.
Her audience (and her critics) see her vari-
ously as a feminist Boadicea, a flag-draped
nationaigt, or a yuppie bard. The experi-
mental side of Atwood, her selfconscious
manipulation Of images, her attention to lan-

* guage, makes her critics (and mass audi-
ence) uncomfortable. It seems somehow
too Intellectua, too caquIath. Hence,
Atwood's Other reputation as the [ce Queen
of Canadian Literature, €.g., (from reviews
of her previous books) *. . I found myself
in awe of the stylistic grace and precision of
this cold pastoral and yet . . .” “In fact it's
astonishing what a funny, entertaining
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book she has written without any of that
warmth. When this icejam breaks, what an
even more astonishing book she will write’
“Margaret Atwood’s new novel is a depar
ture, quite different from its predecessors,
though immediately recognizable as com-
ing from the sarne mind, by the grace of its
style, the penetration of its wit, and the
emotional chill that pervadesii”

I'm sure Ahvood can live with herself as
Ice Queen, though it must be irritating to
be so underestimated. Reflecting on her
former teacher Northrop Frye, Atwood
once wrote hOW reassuring it was to turn to

his essay

on Emily Dickinson, which presefts her
“either as a White Goddess, despite her
manner Of dressing. “or as afeeble nev-
rotic, DUt as a skilled professional who
kaew exaclly what she was doing.

| emphasize those last 10 words because |
suspect thisis precisely how Atwood would
prefer to be known hersalf. If you assume
she kmews what she's doing, if you assume
Atwaod's great art isin herart, then a new
way Of reading her reveals itself.

You reread Cat's Eyg with aslight squint
so that instead of reading the story of
Elaine Risley, you watch for the images that
repeat. Y ou reread with a pencil in your
hand. reading backwards and forwards so
that you begin to notice that a blue cat's-eye
marble appears on page 396 and on pages
61, 95, 139, 140, 143, 153, etc. This should
be fun; think of it as a game of golf. Atwood
drives off the tee on page 61 and then walks
down to page 95 and hits a three iron ahead
to 139, then chips te 140, and so on until
she holes the ball (fage) on 396.

Patterns emerge. 0" page 396, Risley
finds the cat's-eye marble inside a red purse
inside asteamer trunk full of family memo-
rabilia, (This novel. Risley’s retrospective,
you might say, is a steamer frunk full of
family memorabilia,) You by to Eod all the
red purses (the tee for red purses is on 53).
You notice that Ahvood repeatedly assoc-
ates red purses with hearts. Then, on 405,
you read this description of that keystone
painting, Unified Field Theory:

She is the Virgin of Lost Things. Between
her hands, ot the level of the heart, she
holds a glass object an oversized cat’s eve
marble, with a bluecentre.

Feverishly, you flip the pages until you
come to where Risley 100ks at the cat'seye
marble in the purse and sees her “life
entire.” Which means that Risley, the
painter. has painted the Virgin of Lost
Things (lost as in Risley’s memories) hold-
ing Risley’s life to her heart, and suddenly
this shiver of combinatorial delight begins
to travel down the back of your neck

But the cat's-eye marble complex is only
an instance of eye imagery that tees off on
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page 2 when Cordelia, Risley’s childhood
tormentor and alter ego, rolls her “grey-
green eyes. opaque and glinting.” There's a
radio with “a single green eye” like a ca’s
eye marble and a veritable swamp of
pickled ogg/es, heads like eyes, not to
mention dead turtles with hearts like eyes.

At a certain point the golf-game analogy
will break down. Sometimes Atwood’s
image patterns seem like nuclear chain
reactions, one atom splits another, which
splits two others, which split four others
Thisis how she manages to create such
complexity — jyxtapositions and associa-
tions mount geometrically. (Atwood her self
likesto play with theidea of language as
disease — words are contagious, images
metastasize.) One image (cat's-eye marble)
hits another (radio with a green eye),

rwhich hits another (signals from space),
which hits another (time, curved space,
strings of light. the universe), which hits
another (ajar of cat's-eye marbles that
Risley describes as a “Jar of light™).

The image ramifies, transforms. dips
(slippage is one of the words that post-
Saussureans like {0 use). The cat'seye mar-
ble becomes &' image of the universe of
modern physics as much asit is an image
of Risley’s entire life. It is an image of every-
thing, or everything isinfected with cat's
eye marbleness. So that in Unifted Field
Theory. the painting, the Virgin of Last
Things holding the cat’s-eye marble to her
heart is described as

awoman dressed in black, with a black

hood or vell ing her hair. Here and

there on the black of her dress or cloak

there are pinpoints of light. The sky

behingd her is the sky after sunset; at the

top of it isthe lower half of the moo”.
Her face is partly in shadow.

The Virgin of Logt Things is the Universe,
the night sky, or themoon (that ambiguous
“Her" is awonderful touch) — the Virgin
Mary becomes the fema e lunar geddess,
the mother of all things.

But that's not al = hold on to your hats.

Flip the pages again, You'll ind Cordelia's
face described as “a blurred reflection of
the moon™ and her name translated as
‘Heart of the moon.” Risky's childhood
enemy is both the lost and the Vii of
Lost Things! . .
Cat'’s Eye spirals in on itself, or implodes.
It becomes SO selfreferential that it begins
to feel like the dilemma of the Cretan bar
ber who said, ‘1 am lying.” It becomes a
logically impossible novel. @' anfinovel, a
novel, to paraphrase Nabokov, that proves
the impossibility of novels.

At this point it becomes something Iike
pure art.

WRITING a novel at thii level of self-con-

sciousness is a highly risky business. What
is at risk. for Ahvood. is her novel’'s
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verisimilitude, its quality of appearing to be
real, the very quality that attracts her mass
au .

Atwood's solution to this problem is
ingpiid. Al her sensitive female narrators
are neurofic (usually they are more or less
cured by the end of the book). Its @ axiom
of modem psychology that neuroses occur
when a person cannot face certain travmat-
ic events and emotions. The traumatic
events and emotions are hidden id the
unconscious only to reappear in symbolic
forms. Meaning occurs at the point where
the plane of language meets the plane iof
the unconscious. As Risley says, “A lot of
my paintings thep began'in my confusion
ahout words.”

Atwood’s characters live in a fetishized
universe. Neurotic symbols obey dream
laws — laws of association and jintaposi-
lion-which arejust the same as aesthetic
laws. Ahvood manipul ates the fetishized
universe of her narrators as though it were
apoem. On one level
always efc), it is psychoanalysis; on anoth-
er, she is creating art. But the art is safely
cocooned inside the framework of psycho-
logical realism. When Risley goes out on
the streets of Taronto she carefully disguis-
€s herselfas a “non-artist.”

To ask what this all means only ratifies a
ridiculously reductive impulse. No doubt
some critic will want to nail it down, nail
image patterns to themes. Someone will
say Cat’s Eye is about the psychic healing
power of art. Someone else will say it is
Ahvood's leap into religion, that she has
finally, at 48, come to terms with her own
mortality and God (and, as one would
expect with-Atwood, God is a woman). Still
anoflier will say she has some
notion about Zen and modern physics, that
we are all one with the universe,

But you could pull a dozen themes out of
Cat’s Eye and not exhaudt it (and not be

e to the book — like the blind men with

ir marvellous €lephant).

Ridley calls her painting Unified Field
Theory, she gets the physics from her sci-
entist brother. She doesn't really thiok
physics; she thinks images. So you don’t
get any help from Risley. But the novel’s
references to field, language as an entity,
and to secret or encoded messages are
clues to a complex theory of language.
Words (people, the world) exist in seléref
erential fields of meaning; they are mes-
sages on a chain of messages.

As a writer, when she is actually siting at
her desk composing. Ahvood knows that
there is no meaning. that meaning only
happens When you put two things together
Perhaps the truth of the matter Is that
Ahvood means simply to say that the world
is ineffably complex but that it isnot a sym-
bol, that it refers to itsdlf, that the novel Isa
book (and not @’ autobiography), the
bridge a bridge, the sky a sky. O
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CONTEST WINNERS

Poems tor the wells of India

The Canadian Poetry Contest was launched in the fall of 1987
o provide finds that would be used by Canada India Village
Aid i its program of building dams and digging wells to help
ceranfcr the serious drought conditions that had arisen in north-
western India in recent years. By the confest deadline of April
15, 19388, the continuing vitalily of the verse-writing tradition
in Caaada hed been reaffirmed: 1,255 poels had entered no
Jewer than 3.223 poems. They came from all the provinces and
botly territurics. They came from Canadians abroad as far away
as Brazil, and from foreign poets who were welcome because of
the international nature of the appeal. They came from Enown
aird waliown, from younger and older poels. And they earned

exnough snoney through entry fees for CIVA to build three sillage
dams and help deepen several dry wells.

The judges who chose the six prize-winning poems were them-
selves poets — Margaret Atwood, Al Purdy, and George
Woodcock; they were notably assisied by an advisory esd read-
ing committee consisting of poets George Bowering and George
McWhirter, of W, H. New, editor of Canadian Literature, and
Ingeborg Woodcock. The winners, whose peems are published
below, were celebrated in Toronio at a Harbourfront occasion
on September 13. AN anthelogy of tkc 51 best poems from the
contest, The Dry Wells of India, will be issued by Harbour

Publishing in spring 1939.

-GEORGE WOODCOCK

A man who surprises the goddess bathing, naked
lo full blush. head and shoulders haughty above
fier scurrying handmaidens, who stumbles

upen her by accident, inan idle moment
asyou or | upon the full, clear moon
uver the mountain’'s white shoulder
driving, SoOme January afternoon

the mundane highway. Such a man

in shift

from man of action to ma” the actor

in her drama, in transition, on the cusp
unaccountable, inarticulate, awkward
within strident grace

dies at the hands of his companions

dies inthe teeth of his training, his prized hounds, dies
her death as image of his desire —wild, elusive
specimen, Slhouette )

ona high ridge, leapt

out “ | range. out of bounds

of idleness, subile art .
of intention at rest, of the huntress. He dies

in the noise of his nafne, his friends shouting
“Actavon, Actaeon...” wondering

at his absence. missing

the thrill of the kill.

And “Actaeon,” in tone

innocent, excited
echoes today in its exile (unchosen, undeserved
and not bad luck exaetly) echoes

because he cannot answer, strains to
thryugh his muzzle, soft lips. thick tongue
of the herbivore, makes sounds

except to accident, the hickes

FIRST PRIZEWINNER

Actaeon

not animal, not human
and cannot and dies

in a body made exquisitely
for life, a trophy, a transport

for hisname, lapsed quickly

on the lips of his companions (rever
comprehending) on my tips now

ironic, uncertain, changed as he

who saw her

saw through the guise of modesty and boyish
enthusiasm, her bright body, wet

as any mortal’s, saw

through no effort or virtue or fault
of his own, his eyes a deer’s eyes

darkening, widening, feminine. startled
who otherwise would be unknown to us
- ,.—-—-—-.-.,_;_‘\

John Pass
Madeita Park, B.C.
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Life in the late hours

I fished around insice the bodies
of good dead men. and could find nothing
but my own fear, my own disappointment”

After snidnight in the Gross anaiomy lab,
cramming

God forbids the middle ear;

you are here to explore only the larger stations,
refusing to see them as they onee saw themselves.
Women. Men. In formalin.

On cool metal tables, catch their deaths. ..
Tables so short you might never guess their purpose,
blindfolded. But then, many come from India.
Infant skeletons a major export.

Their organs pulled out for inspection

then put back in their cases. How many

might still play well inside other bodies?

Though after midnight these dead get up,

to play tennis

the Prosects against the Dissects;

at first the Prosects always lose

— their cut muscles flapping from their bones,
but gradually. .. gradually. . . il

the Dissects start losing a muscle here. a nerve there,
pectoralis major, then minor,

so if you catch the game late enough in the term
it's a toss-up

whe wins.

Scratching with his scissors for Fallopian tubes

Searching for life in the late hours,

the rest of the class gone home for the good deep,
leaving behind their pure white suits

inapile

On the particular day they did the face

he came down with something.

and had to miss the lesson:

Something in his ownbedy knew that theTipless grins
would forever make watering the specimens

more difficult Like a game of mime,

vaarm Water trickling through a punched-out spout:
pretends he's watering plants; his mind

dousing their heads with humour. Vegetables.

Eacl of welve rementber

throbbing in the now empty

thoracic cage. Andi f  a cage,

for what variety of bird

that must sing sweetly in love

yet eat it way through meat

for the final ,

And what degree of animal

must the skull contain.

Twelve well-preserved women and men going bad
their thin beams up in stirrups

aunisex clinic. full of tampon-remover jokes,
whores in the wrong hands. ..

By meruing the skylight buys back tie room
for the living. .

| return to my favourite body, his face
behind the flat green drape.

1%
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While his mask was still attached
ke wore a long thin reed of a2 moustache
waxed up at the ends

and was nicknamed the Colond.
With not a single extra ounce of fat
-must have had cancer.

Yet heisthe colond still, my colond
and acquiescing cadaver;

and when he willed hi husk

to teach me, he too

had wanted to rise and meet

the basic science.

Through the silent shroud:

A tear for what we are, and must be,
might still be squeezing through
the tiny twisted cands

even while the two of us

explore —

Ron Charach
Toronto

Narrative changes

| nthe old story, sheis able. She can move.
inconspicuously in a reomful of dancers whose steps
are happy. She is everything ordinary and young.

Only the shoes are left, insensible. Visitors arrive
wearing street clothes, never having spent one day in
distracted isolation. When it all weat wrong.

she would remember a day tilled with rain. or wind.
Unimportant differences. An afternoon of new distance
This was not her idea of the scenic mute. Celling squares,

blood-count. 1t all adds up to flowered immobility.
A carload of the strictly common, ditched in a country
without maps. After driving to anight of local colour,

nothing strange to tell. Autumn across the hillsides,
pastures of hison, the harvest hayride offer typical
testimony. Asawoman of character, she enters each dark

with its morphine sense of motion, plotting
impossibilities. Intensive Care: draw the curtain.
She stages a comeback Tubes for every orifice,

dripping, draining, maintain the body’s balance in its
perimeter of bedside apparatus. The walls blossom
with Get-Wel| graffitt. Her feet remember their history,

thrusting back to the dance-hall. The crystal globe
spins its splintered light Memory |odged innerve-code
breaks loose like a headless hen. When she wakes

alone. the day is bruised, icebound. The floor
does not go unnoticed; poppies fall on it,
and a deepy silence. Even In good weather thisis

dangerous How much of travel is prior arrangement?

A movement toward beds you will make. Name on
the telegram

delivered in the dream you plan to have.

J. Delayne Barber
Davis, California
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The death of
the violin

. . . iD.our house came after four years.
She had practised — and not practised —
long enough to (finally) make music.

She had entertained my father and mother,
and | had been proud of the songs

she had coaxed from those harsh strings.
She was, however, not staying with it.

e could no longer continue with
reminders. because reminders would be
nagging. and we wanted discipline

on her part: we wanted her to bring her will

into play.

November is a hard month to give up anything,
especidly if you have held it

four years. watched it grow in your arms,
until you knew just how

to make the music leap.

My own father's violin hangs on the wall
and | remember when he played,
touching the strings, jabbing

at the notes until the instrument

became a fiddle, and around him

guitars and accordions

tilled up the family with their talk.

Once. when she played,

his violin played back,

reverberating on the wall: just once

there was that calling note. Then silence,
Filled up now with rain,

with arguments about who's supporting whom
through this decision — they last their time
and fade. but stay, fill the air

and are cast back slowly into the pit

of all old family fights,

v/here the world gets drained off to

vhen it lurches and

can't move gently into change

and someone’ s disclaiming all reason

and another’s volume rises to the shriek.’

Dale Zieroth
North Vancouver, B.C.

The listening perch
I

A( the edge of a pine cleareut, a horned owl shii his weight
from claw to claw on #snag birch

He hears the shrew creep under theearth, hears the vole
sted up toward moonlight

Wlfalen the vole rubs topseil, the oWl stiffens his spine, wings
e,
tal feathers flip

The owl sweeps toward the pulse, his clawed leg jams the
tunnel,
flinches once

TR LTI L AR T T TN TR

ILLUSTRATIONS BY DAVID BOLDUC

Wings beating a tense hover, he draws the small life to his
clips the nerve from the skull

Il
My father is a child blowing a duck call through the night

Squawks, chortles sprawl in wind behind the muffier
His father's Stetson brushes the roof of the Ford

The back seat has melons, strawberries. crates of peaches
The trunk reeks of salted pelts, white mink. raccoon

An owl shatters the windshield. hits the boy in the chest
avole flops into his father's lap

Dawn at Lake Saling, they cut the bird for catfish bait
Ablack Lab swims after the boat, down clings to his muzzle

1)1
Smell of formaldehyde
| stand on achair, peer down into awoman's belly

My father jokes with his German nurse Helga, | keep hearing
Bach
stream from his hands, a fugue | play

In the dark, feeling for sounds
| dgn’t understand the jokes or the ovaries but | laugh

The knife clips them out
He tells the story of hunting teal off the coast of Cameron

The woman looks dead but her breasts heave

Mudboat stuck on a sandbar, tornado snaking over the Gulf,
pluming the marsh up and down in a waterspout

H% prayed under a shrimp barrel when the eye sucked his
reath
Hours practising knots, not touching

October 1938, BODKS [ CANADA 17
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When bodies lie still and won't get up. it's hard to believe
Helga nods/o ditfe with every joke and | keep tapping

Bach on my fingertips

“l’
This muon brings a scent of erange rind

It hovers. this groan of atrunk dried by lightning

My lover reads a history of cure rates in Bedlam

| hammer chords, keep my heart dive

Hr sneaks up behind me. his hands flinch
My lueer, a Sweet lie on the tongue

Orange rinds float on the pond and there is no metaphor
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The |leaves are |ocked in resin

as though in amuseum for extinct trees.

Above them our mother sits, crosslegged

on a satin cloud, surrounded

by a crowd of women. She's talking

to us through a loudspeaker,

She' s saying, have you killed her yet,

the impostor. the new wife? Have you learned
how to torture your father?

Fighting the drone of a plane
that writes a message in the sticky
blue-seamed sky over the Hudson.

mother talks louder,

her dead mother joins her and then

her only son. alone

among all those women.

Crack of tree rings. hushed impact on ground cover

A tapestry

Backs to the miniature pear-trees
in the medieval herbal garden.
my sister and | goof around,
teen-aged. The pears muscular

as green Uteri. unpicked.

untasted.

Penguin Bools

Canada Limited

Kerry Johanssen
lowa City, Iowa

It's for him | let go

on the stone wall

of my sister’s hand, climbing up

warmed by September,

past the comfrey and gold of pleasure
St. John's wort and fennel seed,

and the nuns building gigantic nests.

like storks,

beside the tombs of the crusaders.

A VICTIM MUST
BE FOUND

Howard Engel

Benny Cooperman, “‘the
guintessential Canadian
Sleuth”, is back in his
sixth case.

Some vauable paintings
are missing and Benny
cooperman Immerses him-
self in the artworld to track
them down. But before he
gets very far his client ends
up dead.

viking Canada $22.95

Jan Conn
Toronto

TEARS OF
THE MOON

Gary Ross

A new novel from the
author of the bestselling
Stung.

Owen Wesley has been
convicted of the murder of
his wife. But what is the
startling truth about her
death? And what is the
harrowing secret that
imprisons Owen Wedley in
the past?

Viking Canada $24.95
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ESSAY

The true colours
of plain speech

Traditionally, Mennonites are known jor literal readings of the Bible,
an aversion to killing, and a peasant-agrarian style of life.
But lately poets and novelists of the Canadian prairies have been
coming up with some startling new kinds of plain speaking

Reging, ayoung poet and a professiond
actress are running on the spot Both
jogeers are panfing before they slow down;
their breathing becomes less frenzied but
remains heavy. A red light glow suddenly
through the glass windows across the
room — and the man rel eases a chant of
obecenities, all of the four-letter kind. pune-
tuated by gasps that are tbe redl thing. The
woman replies in measured tones with
vagudly German-sounding. nurturing
words, undercut by her own breathiness,
words as obscene in their ownway as the
man's. The diaogue continues until the
poet Victor Jerrett Enns, signal s the techni-
cian in the booth and the red light goes off
In Winnipeg, aﬁoung woman with two
children pursues her career with elan —
sbe is a graduate student in Englishand a
poet; her hushand is an artist who drives
cab and bus to help tbe family survive. Di
Brand’s first collection of poems has been
critically acclaimed across Canada

E.' A EASEMENT recording studio in

& cchat de i want in this my confradictory
st treacherous false heant of hearls
i want you passionale steed sword & bridle
pleariing hero still bo caryy me away
with your longing capture mie in
yotr Aaming
cfc il all knowing ves in spiie of everything
tie wonien the teacups the wine
sitting togcther
Trcie In this room speaking onr
independence
ok7 new vision what & want is the
old promises
all the franics swepk away Cinderella ristng
Jonin e ashes glessy eved her emply face
Tcr transpaveaf shoes

Enns and Brandt belong tb a tiny

By E. F. Dyck
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Victor Jerreti Enns

Qctober 1988, BOOKS I CANADA 19




T 1 meme arramceds W o

I Willian
| Deverel

Deverell is back! The
bestselling author of Needles,
High Crimps and Mecca (he
was described by the Toronto
Star as a "national treasure™),
has scored again with this tense
hard-hitting thriller, set in the
gritty, no-holds-barred world of
mck music.

"ir. Deverell writesin a
way that rivetsthe reader
to the page!” - Winnipeg
Free Press

"Deverell is a great
soryteller” - Globe and
Mail

"Deverell's |ean-mean
style gives off sparks.” =
Publishers Weekly

$24.95 cloth
Q-1110-2661-1

-
e

RMeClelland & Stewart
The Canadian Publishers

Where good books
are always in.
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Canadian minority, an ethnic group distin-
guished traditionally by its literal readings
of the Bible, its aversion to killing, and a
peasantagrarian style of life. They are Men-
nonites, the Z& h-century descendants of
the followers of a defrocked Dutch-Catholic
priest named Menno Simons who became
an Anabaptist in 1536. This group includes
established writers like the novelist Rudy
‘Wiehe, the historian Flank |-1. Epp, the lit
erary critic Magdalene Redekop, short-
story writer Sandra Birdsell. and poet
Patrick Friesen — t0 mention only a few of
the most obvious names. Winnipegisin
danger of becoming the Mennonite literary
capital of Canada: Turnstone Press has
become Canada s leading publisher of
Mennonite writers (15 titles since 1976); a
Journal of Mennonite Studies Was begun in
1988 at the University of Winnipeg; Low
German plays have been performed in the
Winnipeg area for years: and a popular
musical comedy group, Heischraitje &
Willa Honig (Locusts & \Wild Honey) has
produced at |east one album of songs, both
old and original, sung In Low German.

If the Mennonites are an efimic group,
then their writing iS ethuic writing — and
what that is is only dowly reveding itsdlf or
being invented. Isit atacet of Canadian
postmodernism? An aspect of regional liter-
ature? A manifestation of our vertical-
mosaic-not-melting-pot  identity? Or a barely
distinguishable subset of “immigrant litera-
ture™? The editors of a specia issue of
Canedian Ethnic Studies (“Ethnicity and
Canadian Literature”) remark in their intro-
duction that one of our current interestsis
“ethnic genealogy™; they suggest that eth-
nic literature belongs to the near-genre of
immigrant literature. with its themes of
“*adlienation, loneliness, and the existential
quest for identity,” and ik realistic and natu-
ralistic modes Mennonite crifics are them-
selves uncertain about “Mennonite fiction™
In the periodical Mennonite Images \Victor
Doerksen argues that “the Mennonite
imagination” hasbeen lacked into ik own
language and a narrow notion of Cheistian
fiction in the past, but that “recent
Mennonite literature has been so different
as to raise the question whether it can still
be considered Mennonite at al.” In the

" same issue. Peter Pauls argues that a

search for identity is a recurring theme in
Mennonite poetry written |0 bath German
and in English in tbls century.

The same old problem, of eourse, used
to be raked about “ Canadian literature.”
and there's something comforting about its
sheer obstinacy and durability: |s “ethnic
writing" a thing? IS it the “real” thing? That
Mennonite writing is a good deal like other
writing is the appropriate place to begi, for
ancestor hunting is endemic to Canadian
literature, indeed. to the human plight, and
there iS nO reason to be surprised that
Mennonite writing shares this concern.

Stll, it's the species not the genus we're
after, and Mennonite writing does have par-
ticular characteristics. TO establish these
characteristics, we might begin with the
notion of Mennenite and simply define

Mennonite Writing as writing done by

Mennonites. But whét “1s it to be a
Mennonite?

Di Brar

From a contemporary perspective.
Mennonites as a group exhibit one major
characteristic -a unique peasant ideclogy.
No doubt there are those who will be
enraged by this observation. but | think it is
an accurate and histotically valid descrip-
tion of the group — and 1 add that the peas-
ant is as admirabl e as anyone and a-whole
lot closer to most of us than the aristocrat.
A peasant is “one who lives in the country
and works on the land, either as a small
farmer or a labourer” (CED); the High
German equivalent i s Bauer, and a recent
Mennonite Low German dictionary glosses
Buea as “builder, farmer, ploneer, peasant”
The economic, geographical, and religious
history of the Mennonites, moreover, over-
whelmingly demonstrates that Mennonites
are |ower class and agrarian, that they have
thekind of value System generally associat-
ed with such groups, and that one of the
unique ingredients of their particular ideol-
ogy is Anabaptism. But the strongest and
clearest example of Mennonite ideology is
found in their language — for as
Wittgenstein Said, to know a language is to
know aworld.

The Mennonite |anguage is plawtdietsch.
In a detailed study of ik origins, develop
ment, and present state, Reuben Epp points
out that plant (platt in High German).
which refers to the flat lowiands of north-
ern Germany and Holland, also signifies
“clear or understandable,” as in plain-speak-
ing (Journal of Mennonite Studies 5, 1987).
‘When Menno Simons began ing and
writing heresy in the 16th century. he
rejected the High Latin of tbe Church, and
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used the Low German of the pecple around
hkn. In doing so he defined linguistically
what it has meant ever since to be a
Mennonite; to accept the ideology of plain
speech. The seriousness with which
Mennoniteshave held to this belief may be
measured by their migrations from Europe
m the steppes of the Ukraine, from the
Ukraine M the praities of North America,
from North America to the plains of Sooth
America. Each migration was undertaken
m preserve the language and its ideology.

The peasant ideology encoded in plaut
diclsch has had and continues to have enor-
mous consequences for Mennonite art in
any form but especialy in writing.
Mennonites as a group take their ideology
serioudly, which is m say that they adopt a
rhetorical stance while denying that the
stance is rhetorical (it's the God-given
troth. they say). To be a Mennonite literary
artist under such conditions might seem
impossible but for the fact that there have
indeed been such creatures. In fact, critic
Harry Loewen's term “Mennonite Literary
artist” is only a paradox. not a contradic-
tion, and its resolution by individual writers
has been effected on traditional grounds,
Eiitferé vriters like Fitz Senn and Arnold
Dyck (who wrote In both High and Low
German) more or less satisfactorily re-
solved it; it continues m haunt, fruitfully,
EnglishHanguage writers like Rudy Wiebe
and Patrick Friesen; and, more recently, it
informs the work of a bevy of new
Mennonite writers,

Patrick Frigsen
To be aMennonite literary artist, then, is
to exploit the rhetoric of a peasant ideology
encoded in acommon dialect and taken
serfously by Mennonites as a whole Plain
speech, too, has its rhetoric; the absence of
named or recognized figures of speech is
the presence of sodar unnamed and unrec-
ognizable figures; and in the name of their
own language, Mennonites actually identify
the very figure of their rhetoric: plaut
dictsch is plain speech,
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That this insight has not been lost on
Mennonite fiction writers has long been
apparent. Arnold Dyck (1889-1970) created
the low-comic characters “Koop” (a buf
foon) and “Bua” (a rustic) in the '30s, and
they have delighted and instructed
Mennonite readers of Low German ever
since. More recently, Rudy Wiebe has
returned to the issue of Mennonite ethnici-

ty- (with which he made a name for himself-

in his 1962 novel, Peace Shall Destroy Many)
by publishing My Levely Enemy (1983).
Wiebe's earlier-exploitation of the rhetoric
of plain speaking Was confrontational and
serious. The central character of the later
book, James Dycek, a professor of history
and long-winded armchair philosopher who
has clearly traded one rhetoric for another,
recovers plain speech and ethnicity
through the idealized sexual ministrations
of an idealized wife and an idealized mis-
tress. James is hiih English for facob, as
Jaschis its Low German equivalent, and Dr.
Dyck could use a good dash of low satire
rather than his creator’s empathy with his
rampant Sexual fantasies. The book is most
persuasive in a20-page section dealing with
the death of James's mother, a wonderfully
realized character, where the rhetoric of
lain talk is so well contrived that it
mes utterly and authentically serious.
Armin Wiehe's “Yasch® (The Salvation of
Yasch Siemens) is both the vehicle and object
of his author’s saire: "I should have clawed
out from there fast, | guess, maybe to
Mexico or Thompson even,” says Y asch,
revealing in his tortured syntax (a fiteral
trandation from plawtdietsch, idioms and all)
what happens when peasant ideology is
ﬁraﬂed onm North American greed and
el ped along by chokecherry wine. good
old-fashioned [ust. and death. Y aschSie-
mens and James Dyck are therefore two
vary different figures revealing the complex-
ities of the rhetoric of plain speech. Yasch,
who disdains the “high” and lives by the
“low,” speaks naturally in the most ornate

language:

And then Qata is climbing under my blanket
and she is covering me with her acres and
the crop is so big that I almost can't breathe
and there is so much to disk and to plow and
to seed and it seems Tike it will never be fin-
ished and the wild mustard keeps growing
behind the plow and a cow bone gets stuck
in the harrow and two ¢rows are eating the
seed behind the drill. . .

James, who fancies himself well beyond
such rugticity (reveating in this fancy his
proximity to rudticity). records his mating
with mistress Gillian — on a buffalo rub
bing-stone in the middle of the prairie:

Wehave to get down quickly, back into the
warm hollow of earth against the rubbing
stone; the length Of it NO Jonger than we
need lylng down. Mare'sails fray into the
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sl above us, flaring out quickly, whipped
by some stratospheric wind and then we
muould «urselves together, trembling as
rently, fually we know we have given our-
selves over to this relentless rush into
space. The mind knows only what lies near
the heart. Such awesome presence sur-
ruunds us, we have to close our eyes.

Bath. in other words, use the same fopos,
the same place of invention, for words with
which to create experience — the land
itself and its keepers. be they Mennonite
farnters or Plains Indians. Both show that
socalled plain Speech is dressed in its own
arpaments and celours, homespun or
romantic.

Twuo other fiction writers are much less
mvertly Mennonite than the two Wiebes.
Indeed. but for the facts of biography and
srenealogy one might not recognize them
as ethnic writers at all. Sandra Birdsell's

sevond collection of short stories, Ladies of

the Huwse (19848). deals with characters who
are Mennonites, true, but this is accidental
and NOt essential to the stories ‘ The Bride
Doll” is the eldest daughter of a
Paraguayan-Mennonite immigrant to
Arassiz; her groom is a mentaly retarded
young man who lives with his bachelor
uncle. “Niagara Falls’ is Elizabeth
Zacharias’s ambiguous emancipation from
a husband who is slowly dying of a stroke.
The subject is woman first, ethnicity sec-

und. a neat commentary on the version of’

plain speech practised by Mennonites, for
that version places woman second.
Birdsell's rhetoric ismatriarchal, even femi-
nist: malefemale relationships are treated
in adeflationary way, and theonly hopeful
relationships are those between mothers
and daughters. |n“Keepsakes,” Mika, who

first appeared in her earlier volume, Night

Trarcllers (1982), returns to her memories

of growing up in a Russian village and rais-:

ing afamily in Agassiz, *I had one who ate
dirt.” she remembers, ‘| had one who

haled water,” and one who came home one-

day and cut off her hair for no reason at all.

As the memories mingle with the present :
reality Of a mags visit by her daughtersand .
their children, bae childhood memory rises:
sharply from all the others. a “strange
frightening story about the woman they -

buried alive™
Mika continues to tell the story, her voice
yrathering strength, rising up in the kitchen
along vith the smoky-sweet smell of ham,
conked cabbage. Heat radiates from the
granddaughter’s body as she sets the toma-
to juice down on the table. She will inter-
rupt, Mika thinks, ask about food and when
is it time for eating. But she is-surprised
when this one lingers, stands in the door-
vay fiddling with the strings of an apron
danyrlingy, from a hook, stands there listen-

nen

Lois Braun, in A Stoxe Watermelon
(1936), is, perhaps even less “* Mennonite”
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than Birdsell. A number of Braun’s stories
contain ethnic traces, but her rhetoric is not
of the plain speech variety or its obverse.
Braun's realism pushes into the mythic and
verges on the fantastic; her style is classi-
cally middle, clear without being low, and
therefore resists easy labels. The latent
homosexuality of Ben and Julian is deliv-
ered with careful economy when Ben and
his friend ‘Julie’ talk (“The Maltese
Mistress’). In “The No-Place Bar and
Grill:’ Braun brings a bizarre array of char-
acters to lifein a tight cirdle of the human
condition, and the story ends (almost)
where it began:

Truman Leonard flies afone through the
sunsets. Rita tends the bar! her gold
bracelet and gold ballet shoe jangles and
clicks on tbe countertop. Artie has run off
to be a dancer. in California this time.
where he can sleep outside in winter, and
every Monday morning the girl named
Buri“picks up eight bottles of rum in an

arm?/ jeep. On urdg/ nights, Welder-
Fiddier Bob plays his fiddle and flirts with
the women while Truman and Rita waltz on
the wooden dance foor of the No Place Bar
and Grill. t

If Mennonite fiction writers’ struggles to
liberate themselves from the ideology of
plain speech by Zﬂoloiti ng its rhetoric have
nearly succeeded, thesame can be sald of
Mennonite poets. In his latest and best
book, Flicker and Hawk (1987), Patrick
Friesen, the preeminentMennonite poet of
the prairies. no longer foundersin his
attempts to escape pure seriousness.
Friesen iS an accomplished goet, and he
presents us with a narrator whose problem
Is fundamentally ideologicak: “1 want some-
thing other than rhetoric or ritual maybe /
a gesture.” This nerrator’s desire to escape
rhetoric and return to plain.speech is the
canonical desire of the |apsed Mennonite; it
is a desire to return fo a simpler and less
self.conscious state: and it i paralleled hy
the same narrator’s desire to experience
the true love of his ideal of woman (“noth-
ing in the mirror™). It is not always clear on
which side - rhetoric or ideology —
Friesen stands. Does he think the narrator
is a fool? Or does he think the narrator isa
serious fool? In other words, is Friesen
being serious or rhetorical when he alows
the narrator to use the word “fool”? M
own guessiis that Friesen wants it bo
ways but that remnants of plain speech ide-
ology prevent him from admitting the para-

dox of homo seriosus/rhetoricus in himself

— 0 far. For a Mennonite to escape the
law of the excluded middle is not easy.

One such escape may well be through
myth, and that is the path Victor Jerrett
Enns has explored in Correct in this Culture
(1985, In a diction as clean as a Mennonite.

boy’'s hands before supper, Enns refashions
the timeless tale of our fall from innocence
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into experience (“Mother Tongue’). The
world evoked is Everyone's — not because
the poems are mere generalities (they are
in fact grounded in the Mennonite migrato-
ry experience). but because the poems
symbolic values range among those that
have endured. What we |ove well remains,
the rest is indeed dross; and what Enns
loves best of dl islanguage. For him, the
fall into experience Is a recurring fall into
language, and his Ssequence transforms an
ethnic group’s flight from a national oppres-
sor into an individual's flight from an ethnic
oppressor into every writer's search for his
own tongue. In Enns's poems, historical
lime curls upon itself

For sheer toughness, Di Brandt's Qua-
tions I Asked My Mother (1987), difficult as
they are, cannot match the questions she
raises about the ideol og{/lof plain speech.
Brandt's challenge to the Mennonite way is
dii she will speak in public and betray
her heritage. A far greater danger than her
boldness, hcowever, is her argument It is
informed as well as passionate, it employs
both plain talk and ornate figuration, it
praises and dispraises in the &ame(reriod,
and it shamelessly desires what it despises,
unafraid to use this admission to persuade
others mor e timorous. These are the fapoi
of the poem | quoted at the beginning of
this article, a poem that is quite smply the
best in a strong first collection worthy of
the Wife of Bath herself “let me tell you
what if’s like/ having God for afather &
Jesus / for alover on this old mother /
earth.”

Audrey Poetker’s | Sing for My Deed in
German (1986), unusual as it is for a
Mennonite female poet, will evole a fecling
of déd s in anyone but the reader captive
of the Very ideology the book confronts.
Where Brandt’s rhetoric enrages and
engages the attention fully. Poetker’s
aggressive sexual talk undermines itself,
and only thegoems celebrating death are
persuasve. Similarly, MauriceMierau's
grandiather poems (Grain, Summer 1998
look back to an earlier prairie poetic rather
than ahead. But Mierau’s cycle, “The
Martyrdom Method” breaks new ground:
the Mennonite imagination iS so fixated on
the traumatic Russian experience that
overlooks its European roots, an oversight
Mierau begins to redress in a style reminis-
cent of Victor Jerrett Eons'

Today, Mennonite fiction and poetry
stand ready to assume the full rhetorical
riches of their plastdfelsch origins. A proper
orthography for this language has now
been developed. and English-Low German
dictionaries are at hand. It is not too much
to assume that someone will do for
Mennonite poetry what Armin Wiebe did
for prose: when that happens, Mennonite
literature will escape at last from plain-
speech ideology — by using its chains to
fashion freedom. O
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INTERVIEW

The past as prison

‘You can deny life’s mysteriousness — just put blinders on
and Qo through it — o7 yow cqn embrace it’

/7' N ARY ROSS WAS BORN in Toronto in
1948. After studying Canadian lit
\ erature a the University of
Toronto, he decided he wanted to live
abroad whenever possible: he spent two
years in England. ayear in the south of
France. and now has an apartment in
Venice where he does a good deal of his
writing. He worked as senior editor at
TWeekend magazine in the late 1970s, where
he earned a reputation for being one of the
toughest and most perceptive editorsin
the business. and from 1980 to 1987 was
senior editor at Saturday Night under its.
former editor, Robert Fulford. Ross's first
novel. Always Tip the Dealer, was pub-
lished by McClelland & Stewart in 1981; in
1987 he wrote Stung, a biography of the
embezzler Brian Molony that was named
best nonfiction book of the year by the
Crime Writers of Canada. Tears of the
Moon. his latest novel, is published by
Penguin Eooks in Canada and Viking
Eooks in the US. Boss is a partner in the
new publishing company, Macfarlane,
Walter & Ross. and livesin Toronto, when
heisn't writingin Venice or visiting his par-
entsin White Rock, B.C.

Books in Canada; This is your third book,

aad all of them investigate the criminal
miid, 10 some extent. Crime and gambling

we ceatral to Always Tip the Dealer; Stung

is a aonfiction account of Brian Molony, the

assistaint Dank manager who embezzled mik

liiis of dollars from \We Canadian Bmperial

Bauk of Commerce In order 10 pay his gam-
bling debts; and row Tears of the Moon fs

acirally written from the point of siew of a

Ditsoner, Orwen Wesley, who's been convicted
of mrdering his wife, Angela, and Who keeps
a Lind of prison journal. What is ii about
ciiminals that attracts you?

Gary Ross: Prisons fascinate me, partly
because of their effect on the people in
them. but &l so for their metaphorical possi-
bilities, which iS what I'm exploring in this
book. The prison becomes the manifesta-
tion of Owen’'sinner life. One' s life, |

By Wayne Grady
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believe, is on€e's active creation, and Owen
has managed to invent a life of remorse and
guilt and frustration and anger and unre-
solved relations with various people. A life
of constriction.

BiC: Even before he finds /d&in prison,
Ross: Yes. In a sense, his life is a figurative
movement toward greater and greater con-
griction, and suddenly there he is, literally
constricted, saying | don’t understand why
I'm here, convicted of murdering someone
Iloved. I didn't doit, it's a false conviction.
Eventually he'sin solitary confinement.
which is constriction increased to the point
of immohility. He's in a little cdl, the worst
cell in the worst place on earth, an old, ang-
quated, awful prison

BIC: There a thnes in most people’s lives, |
think. wiien solitary confinement would not
be the worst of all places to be. Bt you want
to be able to control it, Isuppose,

Ross That's it. That's the secret Y ou have
to choose it. Or at least, redize that you
have chosen it by the way you've lived your
life. While he isin the hole. Owen realizes
that, whether you know it or not, every
thought, every action. is a de&ration of
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intent. a message from the past to the
future: what you' re going to be. who you're
going to be. where you're going to g, what
you're gaing to do. If you know it you take
control of i1t In his delirium, he thinks of
the barriers behveen him and where he
wants to be. and he goes through them.
The doors of his cell. the electronic gate at
the end of the corridor, the prison grounds,
the unauthorized zone. the 20Hfoot walls,
the coils of razor wire at the top of the
walls. the guard towers — that what's
behveen him and where he wants to be.
And no on€e' s going to put him there but
himself, That's the fulerum of the book.

But prisons are also interesting bemuse
they’re such pressurized environments.
They are tightly controlled places and yet
an;%ing can happen in them. People act in
very raw, basic ways. and thats a com-
peling environment from a novelist’'s point
of view
BiC: How did you research the prison? The
language in the book seems to me to make
use af authentic jargon — keeplock, regula-
tion issue, hacks — but ix a very casual,
Jemiliar way The prisoners drink a home-
brew called pruno, for instance, but you
never Stop the sarrative to explain whai
prung s, At times | wondered whether you'd
actually come into possession Of e real pris-
oner’s journal.

Ross: Well, that' s flattering, but ne, it' San
invention. | have spent a good dedl of time
in many prisons in Canada and the US.
When | travel, | often visit prisons. When |
was driving across upstate New York, for
example, | ended up in Attica, and went to
tbe prison there. | said to them, “Tm do

a book. Will you show me around?” An
they did. When | was at Satrerday Night |
was going {0 write a story about Kingston
Penitentiary. | never did the story, but | did
do alot of research for it And of course the
whole. thing was refreshed when | was
researching Stung, because Brian Molony
was just getting out of prison when | first
got involved with his story. | spent a great
ded of time in the Kingston area, at the
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prisons he'd been in— Joyceville and Bath,
specifically — absorbing the places talking
to people whe'd been inside with him. cor-
rectional staff and so on.

BiC: I Tears of the Moon, i prison is the
imctaphor fir selFimprisonment, what's
Ouwens crime? Lack of selfknowledge?

Ross: Yes, Own's larger seli<leception is
that it's all happening t0 him, that he's in no
way the agent of his own life, that what hap
pens ta him is because of his absent father,
or his being fired by his boss. His transfor-
mation involves coming to the exact oppo-
site way of seeing his life — and | thiik
Ron. the prison psychiatrist, isthe catalyst
for that. | wrote the therapﬁ material by
paying a friend of mine. a therapist to act
theparl of a prison psychiatrist. | explained
the premise of the book to him, and I went
to visit him every week He would be Ron,
and I would be Owen. and we stayed in
character for the entire hour, and | taped
the sessions. Now, almost none of what's in
the book is a direct transeription of those
tapes. but it was a wry helpful exercise
because | was able to study the types of
questions he asked, and the neutrality he
maintained, to chart Owen’'s progress
toward selfrealization.

I some ways thii isanovel about thera-
py. because what therapy does is help you
to take control of yoursdlf, let you realize
that you are where you are because of the

way Yyou think, the things you've done. At.
39. I'm beginning to see that one's whole
life is a construction, a construction of one's
will, orle's imaginatien, one s desire, one's
energy — that the more of those things you
put out. the more you steer yourself and
create yourself. Ron expresses this to
Owen at one point by saylpg he doesn’t
mean to discount the effects of things like
racism, abuse. poverty, and so on. But how
do you sort out the people who make their
way through life from fhose who are at the
mercy of life? It is a question of will, of ¢re-
ating your life in a very literal existential

way.

BiC: The title refers t0 @ Kind of peari; Owen
gives Angela a string of pearls and they
become a recurring theme throughout the
book Owen i ke a pearl — a thick shell
formed around a central immperfeciion,

Ross; Well, the way the book got itstitleis
this: I d begun writing it without knowing
what its title was, and happened to see a
program on television about pear| divers off
Sti Lanka. The commentary mentioned
that their word for pearl trandated as “tears
of the moon.” and recounted themyth in
which the earth and the moon were once
one. the” were separated, but always circle
in sight of one another, never able to get
closer, held in place by some gravitational
force and so “ever able to bresk free from
one another. Pearls are the moon’s tears

that have fallen to Earth. And that seemed
to me the dynamic between Angela and
Owen. It also connected with the imagery
of what apearl is the way beauty is created
out of something that is the opposite of
beautiful, something insidious and repul-
sive.

BiC: Yo mentioned that thisisa novel
about therapy How did you mean that?

Ross: Owen achieves his selfknowledge
with help. He has the sustenance of his
brother, who visits him without fail. That's a
very important thing t0 someone In Prison;
| thii of the debate now about moving the
old Laval prison up to Port Cartier in north-
em Quebec, amode] prison in terms, of
facilities but 850 kilometres from Montredl.
| suspect most prisoners would prefer to he
in ahell-hole close to their families. Owen's
also sustained by his relationship with Val,
another inmate. who simply accents him.
And his breakthrough is p& p& d by his
sessions with Ron. Ron helps him enor-
mougly. Owen a one point asks why Ron is
not out helping ulcerous executives or
sedated housewives. Why does he drive
through chose gates every day and listen to
prisoners? Ron says if's what he does bet,
and hespaid to do it it'sajob. But he also
says he’s interested in conscientizing, if

that's a word, those forces that make us do
what we do, and make us think we'redoing
something else.
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BJC: Which is also what a novelist iS inlerest-
cd .
Ross: Yes. | suppose it iS The other thing
that Ron says IS that it Seems to him that
life iS infinitely mysterious, and that this
mysterjousness iS what causes SO much
ain and anguish. And you can either deny
ife's MySteriousness, pretend it isn't theré,
fall into & kind of unmysterious life -just
put blinders on and go through it — or you
can embrace it
BiC: Bat 455t that what therapy & against?
Isitt the goal of therapy fo demystify life?
Ross: In a sense, But to (o that IS to open
yourself {0 |larger mysteries. You never get
to perfect self-understanding, you never
completely break out. But the process of
trying is very important, and that's what
Ron wants Ovn to do.
BiC: How long did it take you fo write Tears
of the Moon? .
Ross: A long time. Six years. | Sarted it
right after Aleays Tip the Dealer and was
nearly finished It when | was_approached
by the lawyer representing Moleny.
Molony was then about to get out of prison,
and had decided that he wanted his story
told. A great many misperceptions had
vn Up around him — for example, that
e had a couple of million dollars Stashed
away — he was about to have a child and
was beginning to consider the longterm
implications of what he had done. Penguin
was going to bring Tears of e Maen out
Tast year, but decided to set it back a year to
take advantage of whatever SUCCeSS Stung
might have. And I'm glad they did, because
it gave me a chance to make some changes
tO Tears after working on Steng and learn
ing more fully what prison is all about.
BiC: Did you think of Tears as a book abou!
transition. and then decide o plan itin a
Drison, Or did you set oat to write a prison
sovel ;t‘hat developed into a novel abont fran-
sitioit?
Ross: | sat down and Started writing and
wanted to see what came out, is more like
it | had a vague. broad sense of plot When |
Started, but that wasit. | had the family
background, Own's relaionship with his
father, who Was a UNiON erganizer, and with
his brother, and with Angela, and how that
fit in. It just happened that the present
tense of ‘the novel is in prison. It.alse
seemed to me to have a dramatic possibili
— prison is a highly charged, irration
place. and S0 you can never tell what's com-
ing. Ifs not like an advertising office, Which
iS where Own works before Angela dies.
BiC: Stung i nonfiction and Tears & fiction.
Did you learn anything from writing one that
helped vou With the other?
Ross: | tried to wrife Stwng as if it were a
novel, That iS, | tried to exploit the dramatic
possibilities at every turn, and there were
Iots of them. | wantéd it to be very read-
able, to en?age the reader with the narra-
tive flow. | Tound it infinitely easier to write
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nonfiction than fiction. easier to tailor
research than to invent line after line. fvou
?o out and do the work, talk to everybody,
ape everybogy, and get al the documenta-
tion, then the Story and the characters are
there On your desk. You just have to line
them all up. and decide what should and
shouldn't be there. . _
Having written fiction helped in the wit-
ing of Steng, hecause | was aware of how to
structure things dramatically, how to
exploit dramatic possibility, On"the other
hand, working on Steng taught me some
thing about fietion. What | intend to do.in
my fiction now Is to do even more intensive
research. | researched prisons, | re-
searched, in my own life, therapy, in order
t0 write Tears of the Moon.
BiC: One of the things | liked about Stung
Was its attention to &tail. Molony didn't just
Tight a cigarelte, he lit a Marlboro; he didn’t
Just ass a match, ke used a book of maiches
from a certain motel outside of Atlantic City;
he didn't just turn on a redie, he turned on
WCOW and listened t0 Waylon Jennings.
ANd this kind of detail has carried over inio

Tears.

Rosa: Verisimilitude versus research, yes,
In the case of fietion, "M working_on a new
novel now — it’s roughly half written —
about two kids who grow up together. are
best pals. One becomes a cop and the other
becomes a criminal. The reason P'm held
up writing iSthat | got to the point where
the guy becomes a cop. and | didn’t realy
know enough about what it's like to be a
cop to carry on confidently. Working on
Stung, | got to be close t0 a number of
policemen, who were .verg/l very helpful to
me, and who let me right into their lives,
and | suddenly realized this is how you cre-
ate a cop. You research copdom before you
Sit down to invent it. That was the |esson
from nonfiction that | think | can bring to
fiction.

BiC: And now you're working on a screen-

blay of Stung, .

Ross. Yes. Ted Kotcheff iS supposed to
dii the film, and has been engaﬁed to
work with me on the screenplay. My own
emotional investment Was in the writing of
the book, so I'm looking at writing the
screenplay as a paid educational experi-
ence. If T hit the jackpot — that is, if the film
ever gets made — wonderful. Meanwhile.
I’m learning what that world is all about
The idea is to stick as closaly as possible to
what actually happened, so I'm writing the
screenplay by condensgg or smplitying
certain things that | had the leisure to
explain in the book But I'm dlicking to the
story. New, who knows how many in-
tions”the screenplay will go through? Brian
Molony may end up being Tom Cruise with
a cocaine habit driving a white Corvette.
But as I'm writing, | See the red Brian
Molony. SO far, it's been a pleasant and
imstructive exercise. 00
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My little chickadee

Louise de Kiriline Lawrence writes of e web
within the web, the interdependence of all living things’

By Pat Barclay
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[ ENOW OF no occupation so fulfilling as that of
being awatcher.” wrote L ouise de Kiriline
Lawrence in 1976. “The present is dominated
by the natural stage and all the senses are
focussed upon the amazing events that are
constantly taking place. Yet when | finaly
catch up with her in a North Bay. Ontario,
hospital, after a 1,100-kilometre drive and
countless phone calls, this watcher par excel-
feitee is convalescing from about with the
summer heat and is fast asleep, All I can see is
apair of white-socked feet and a cap of snow
white hair above a face that looks, in repose.
too sentle to belong to such a very strong [ady.

A 84, Louise de Kiriline Lawrence is quite
possibly the most remarkable woman in
Canada Certainly she is a remarkable nature
vaiter, This spring Natural Heritage Press,
which owns the rights to Lawrence’s many
books and magazine articles, reissued the
first of her “watcher- books, The Loghouse
Nest 1174 pages, $12.95 paper). Strikingly
illustrated with black-and-white drawings by
Thoreau MacDonald, it describes a year In
the life of abl aqk-pap&ed chickadee. Though
Lawrence wrote it in 1945, The Loghouse Nest
has not dated. because it is unigue. Read In
conjunction with To HWhom the Wilderness
Speats, the collection of nature pieces that
Lawrence published in 1981, it will persuade
even the congenital cymic that its author can
actually understand and interpret the lan-
guage of birds.

Lavrence named her blackcapped chicka-
gheel;'l"'eet." after the sound he made to signify

ello™

| fell in love with Peet the moment he curled
his firm little claws around my finger. . ..
That elfin grip was like a handclasp of
friendship from another world. . It

opened the gates {0 an yndiscovered world,
the fascination and grace of which | had
never dreamed.

Asthe reader meetsPeet’s companions and
shares int his griefs and joys, he or she can be
forgivep for wondering whether Mrs.
Lawrence just might be making some of it op.
The solid body of scientific information con-
tained in To Whom the Wilderness Speaks,
however. soon dispels any doubts. On one
occasion, for example. beginning a 3:00 a.m.,
the author spent 14 hours recording the
songs of a red-eved vireo (there were 22,197
of them) and then announces that the perfor-
mance of the bird was remarkablel No wonder
Lawrence has won so many distingunished
awards, from tbe John Burroughs Memorial
Medal in 1969 (the first Canadian among 44
winners) to an honorary Doctor of Letters de-
gree from Laurentian University.

Whether she is writing for tbe generd or
the more specialized reader, a strong veln of
ﬂﬂlOSOIOhiCd vlllissdom runs tr;rlough al

wrence's work. Speaking to a North B
audience in 1970. she remal}ﬁed: ¥

‘The web within tbe web, the interdepen-
dence of every living thing upon the other
and upon the whole of tbe environment.
these, I believe, are the outstanding reali-
ties They form the integrated script accord-
ing to which the drama of life is enacted. ev-
denced alike in the blurred wingbeat of a
humming bird, in the weed at my dootstep.

Lawrence built her “doorstep” on a1Q-acre
plot at Pimisi Bay, about 49 kilometres east of
North Bay, Ontario. There she and her sec-
,ond husband, Len, lived for-nearly 50 years, in
the compact cabin that Peet the chickadee
knew as “the loghouse nest.” It's an idvlhic set-
u‘ng among tall white pines, small gardens,
and ghimpses of the bay between the trees. At
a discreet distance stands the “guest eabin”
where favoured visitors were accommodated.
Another cabin held the huge quantities of
birdseed with which Louise attracted her
feathered wisitors. Outside every window
there’s a feeding station and often a birdbath.
When | visit the place, in August, it's like
entering another world. | admire the
Lawrences' beautiful home. browse through
Louise' s library, wander the well-kept baiFs,
and all tbe while | can feel theghosts of simall
biis watching from tbe trees. Of the real
thing, there's not a peep. Where is everybody?

. Waiting for another visit from Louise, prob-
ably. Though she and Len now live in a North
Bay haspital, Louise still makes the short trip
to Pimisi Bay whenever she gets the chance.

North Bay Nugget reporter Cindy Nuttall, who
accompanied Lawrence on a recent visit,
breca“ird s that ‘sﬂhen weI r:am'ueTh i;l off the trail, the

s started to singl i
when she was themn.gShe 5&)5% oAt setetr? %fg
she said to them, 'l am here! T am here?"

In The Loghouse Nest, Lawrence explains
that she *learned [Peet's] language. . and
soon we could hold long conversations with
each other.” This accomplished woman alsp
speaks Swedish, Danish. Russian. French.
and English. “Learning other languages
opens up your perceptions and understand-
ing," she says simply. Born a Swedish aristo-
crat in . She became a Red Cross nurse
and married Gleb Kirilin, a White Russian
army officer, in 1917. “Their tragic |ove story,
which they acted out against the backdrop of
the Russian Revolution. is poignantly teld in
Another Winter, Anather Spring (1977 repub-
lished 1987). After Kirilin's desth. Louise
came to Canada as district nurse for
Nipissing, Ontario, travelling by dogsled in
winter and being placed in charge of the
Dionne quintuplets ady Dr. Dafoe in 1934, That
experience persuaded her it was time to
teturn to her first love, the appreciation of
nature that she had learned from her fathér;
socn after that, she began to write.

Louise de Kiriline Lawrence iS content. “1
am very satisfied with my life” shetold a
reporter in 1986. “It has been a marvellous life
in so many ways.” Her words recall these of
the Old Pine in whose branches Peet finds
shelter in The Laghouse Nest: "When my time
comgs i shall fall without regret. Until then |
stand.” O
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Cold

comforts
By D. French

K

LIVING ON WATER
by Matt Cohen
Viriryr (Feaguin), 240 pages, 82295
elotl (ISBN 0 670 82167 5)
THE TITLE o S New
collection, Livizg on Water, is an
apt one. The characters in the
nine stories are definitely not on
the Champagne Cruise: their
mean slices of life are served up
vith a chilling indifference. Even
the liquor ii unreliable, although
heroin is presented as pre-
dictably lethal,

In “lives of the Mind Slaves”
Norman is feeling the encum-
brances of age. He's 32 (32) and
his six-year-old Ph.D. has
become anonransferable ticket
on the academic gypsy caravan.
A move to Vancouver. the discow
ery of baskethall, and the picked-
up pieces of a relationship with
Elisabeth lead hi to define his
malaise as *something in my
blood hasgone to sleep”

The story has its own soporific
chronicle of an eadier escapade.
tracing the overly familiar affair
with a student, her pregnancy and
abortion. (And why do so many
priters repeat this story? Do they
think the behaviour is remark-
able? Attractive®y When Norman's
oceanic, nearfatal moment is al-
must immediately experienced as
research for @ publication to guar-
antee him a tenured position. the
wit of the moment is cold comfort
to a dulled appetite,

Cairo adds ng flavour to
“*Remember Me to London": the
foreign location serves only to iso-
late Janis and her upset tummy,
making ha easy prey for Mark. a
married American with abusive
tendencies Mark is allowed his
infidelities, since a car accident
and plastic surgery left his wife
beautiful but alcoholic (not to be
canfused with the wife left beauti-
fuf but neurasthenic after plastic
surgery following a car accident
in Marilyn French's The' Bleeding
Heart ). Mark is able to convince
Janis it is her destiny to be a vic-
tim. but it's another woman who
suggesls that tranquillizers are a
good way to blunt the passivity,
which is presented as irrevocable.

Options lack generosity in
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these stories; choices are made
behveen lesser bads. ‘Racial
Memories” searches far living
space between the seeds of ant-
Semitism and the over-ripe
response of & sien lettered NAZL
JEW KILLER. Transcendence is not
on the menu.gnd moments of
passion contain their own end-
ings The “collapsed predigy” of
“The Zeidman Effect” does get a
second chance at greainess after
years of mediocrity, yet his vision
of the future suggests a warmed-
over version of the past, the stale-
ness of survival,

In Cohen’s fictive world. just to
survive is no small potatoes. The
most exuberant act of growth is

the multiplication of cancer cells..

Levkenia s (datedly) referred to
as a cancer in “If You have to
Talk,” and the “white knights” Of
the over-productive blood are
cleverly paired with'the ‘white
nights” of insomnia David runs
for his health and the positive
action is described in a negative
reverse — “exercise kills toxins”
~-- with the toxins accepted as a
given. A" equally casual accord is
given to aseriptwriter with
leukemia, whose producer is
named Yvan Youngblood. Life is
random, and only the very narrow
range of possibilities allows coin-
cidence.

Paolo. in “The Romantic.” suf-
fers from bovarysme, the longing
to be a participant in a colossal
romance. The promise of his early
life fades. however, and it is as a
semi-alcoholic journalist that he
tastes the bitter fruits of squalid
affairs, his heart diseased in more
than the organic sense. His story
is told by Dr. Weinstein, whose
own romantic impulse is summed
up in the equation fp kiss and be
kissed is o exist. It's a meagre
recipe for survival. lip service to
hunger being satisfied and no
more. Only the quest for passion
is passionate; the bovarysme be-
comes allconsuming. Perhaps not
surprisingly. this is the point
where the heroin comes into the
picture.

I” the title story. “Living on
Water,” the marriage of Maurice
and Eleanor runs hot and cold
with a fluid clarity.

For all their stringy toughness,
the stories are very well done.
Cohen is in control. }f his personal
vision is relentlessly grim, his
method of presentation is mea-
sured and exact: the reader is not

manipulated into depression. but
convinced of its validity as a
response.

And yet. one wonder6 at this
use of autherial privilege. The
focus on life’s aridity and disen-
chantment, especially so far
removed from the real horrors in
the environment of pollution and
politics. begins to seem a bit
smug, perhaps even condescend-
ing. (What's a good wine for the
middle class? “T don’t know how
to be happy.) By limiting the rich.
ness of his characters’ lives.
Cohen alsp limits the flavour of
the stories: the palate doesn’t dis-
criminate between bitter herbs.

It's not necessary to provide
first-class seats for the passage
the characters make through
their (and our) lives, but it would
be nice, once in a while, to let
someone get 2 free ride on a pink
duck.(1

Liberace and
our prime
minister

By Christopher Moore

THE OXFORD BOOK
OF CANADIAN
POLITICAL
ANECDOTES

edited by J. T. McLeod
Oxford, 352 pages, $24.95 cloth

(ISBN 19 54065672}

EDITOR Jack McLeod tells us he
omitted two anecdotes for every
one included in The Oxford Book
of Canadian Politieal Anecdotes
— just to avoid having a “tome” of
800 pages. This seems a” odd
stricture on a book that aspires to
be a standard reference. Colom-
bo's Canadian Quoiations, surely
the model for works of this kind.
has 800 pages and is all the more
authoritative for them. Tome us
no 'lite” tomes, Oxford.

The 260 pages that publisher
and editor allow themselves are
filled with good and funny and
often bizarrely revealing stories.
There are wonderful tales from
the golden ddys of high Victorian
Ottawa, frequent]y involving some
statesman "with a quart of wine
visibly concealed abbut his per-
son:’ The stories are almost as
good and rather more pointed as
we move towards the present:

anecdotes of Mulroney are consis-
tently hostile. Tirner ones mostly
dull. AU are nicely arranged and
concisely introduced, and the edi-
tor chooses his sotrces skilfuily:
Creighton but also Peter Waite.
Richard but also Sandra Gwyn,
Hansard but also 2 whole series of
antecedent anecdotariuns.

There is much to delight here,
enough laugh-out-loud and “just
let me read you this” stories to
make even Simon Reisman mel
low — at least until he and his ego
discover that neither of them
rated a mention. But while what's
here is good. the book is haunted
by all those anecdotes in the 540
missing

There’s an anecdote to capture
Trudeau's cool hauteur as be
describes MPs as ‘nobodies fifty
yards from Parliament Hill.”
(Oddly, it is told as if discreditable
to Trudeau. though surely the
only flawin his definition was the
50yard rule.) But now that the
nobodies must apologize when
they vate no-confidence in their
own leader, what we need is an
anecdote to explain those mind-
less hockey-arena extravaganzas
where leaders are chosen for
them That one might end, “Well,
Elmer and | are voting for Turner
because he looks like a winner.”

We get C. D. Howe's famous
‘What’s a million?” But as tax
“reform” gets ever further from
the Carter Commission'’s dictum,
we really need someone fromy the
Business Council on National
Issues suavely to explain why a
dollar isnt-a dbllar and is getting
less so.

We discover that when the
United Farmers of Ontario took
power. their slogan really was
‘stable government.” If's nice to
know a party with the initials UFQ
once ruled Ontario-but where's
the anecdate to explain what plan-
et Sinclair Stevens comes from?

Space limitations permit few
nods to provincial and local polit
cal styles or minorities. Amor de
Cosmos makes it. but Peter
Lougheed doesn't. We find out
how women became persons. but
there’9 not a single anecdote to
suqgest that native people
(Crowloot? Dan George? Harold
Cardinal?) exist in Canadian politi-
cal lifé. Lord Dufferin gives a very
confused account of the last spike.
but there’s nothing from the
manic Van Horpe — or from
Pierre Berton! National politics
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dominate, and in Ottawa the peck-
ing order is strict. Some of the
brightest Parliamentary repartee
involves twro MPs called Charlton
and Lafortune, but good stories of
nobodiesi” and OUL of Parliament
ave inevitably crowded out by sto-
ries about the bjg names and their
“lore colourful aspects: the bib”-
lous John A. the crystalballing
Mackenzie King, John Crosbie.

One story has Lester Pearson
being self-depreciating about a
hotel marquee that read “WEL-
COME LIBERACE and Our Prime
Minjster.” This collection has the
same wobble of confidence. The
preface confesses disarmi nﬂly
that no Canadian wit can match a
Churchill or aKennedy. 1" fact
the Churchill and Kennedy exam-
ples given are trite and tired, like-
Iy to impress mostly those who
believe that only foreigners have
enough star quality to become
anecdotes. Oxford’s slim Cana-
dian anecdates, modesily leaving
out most of its favourite stories
sometimes seems weorld classin
the way of a Toronto real-estate
promotion. that is. aspiring to
polite imitation of how they do
things in London or New Yor

John Crosbie would doubtless
€qy that if there were 2 need for
this book, Lenden or New York
vould have done it for us anyway.
Btét the’ lthe ﬁrge Olf' IEietlerati
and encyclopedists is unlikely to
read it. He doesn't even read NIS
own legislation.

Now there's ar anecdote for the
second. enlarged, edition. O

Where the

OF J.D. SALINGER
by Tan Hamilton

Raudvrz Honse, 222 pages, $24.95 clotl
(ISBN 0 394 53468 9)

IAN HAMILTON Imew he was tak-
log a sleuth’s job when he decid-

to wmite a book about the life
and work of American novelist
J.D. Salinger, author of the bril-
Tiant, audacious classic, The Catch-
erin the Rye.

For more than 20 years
Salinger has lived as a hermit in
Cornish, New Hampshire, about a
three-and-a-half-hour drive south-
east of Montreal. refusing all
interviews, ducking all photogra-
phers, and locking up everything
he writes. His contempt for aca-
demics. publishers. and literary
critics is legendary, and there was
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no reason for Hamilton to think
Salinger would welcome a full-
length biography. Or was there?

Hamilton notified Salinger, who
wrote back saying he had already
suffered sO many intrusions on
his privacy that he could endure
no more of them. but he didn't
Suppose he ceuld stop Hamilton
from writing the book.

Hamilton studied the letter
carefully. |t was as frigidly imper-
sonal as it could;be,” he says. “and
somewhat too composed, too
pleased with its own polish for me
to accept it as a direct ery from
the heart.” He showed it to one or
two of his more sardonic literary
friends, who interpreted the letter
as, "Please go ahead.” Hamilton
was keen to do so, observing that
Salinger “was famous for not
wanting to be famous,” and fair
game for biography provided
rules of propriety and good taste
were observed.

oot of decency, Hamilton decid-
ed not to bother Salinger’s ex-
wife. children. or sister, and

icked 1965 as the cutoff date for

is research: the year Salinger
withdrew from public life. But
another side of Hamilton was
eager to probe, a Side he acknowl]:
edges in the form of a separate
character in the book, one split
from Hamilton's personality,
much as Salinger’s characters
seem to be from his.

The biographer and his
sleuthing alter ego visited
Sdinger’s former neighbour
hoods and schoolsto dig up old
acquaintances, letters, and writ-
ings, bringing all the information
to bear on Salinger's development
as a writer. A well-crafted narra-
tive pulls the reader along, and
while the book is tasteful and
scholarly, it also offers much infi-
mate detail on the life of one of
the most original American writ-
ers of the century,

His father; Splomon, wag, 2 welk
to-do meat-and-cheese importer in
New York who umeclecr his so”
to become a meat-and-cheese im-
f)orter as well, and young Jerry's
ack of interest in the business
became the focus of father-son
tensions, His mother had been an
actress, an atiractive and gracious
woman. The Caicher in tie Rye is
dedicated solely to her

One of the most surprising
chapters tells about Salinger land-
ing on Utah Beach as a soldier in
the D-Day invasion of the Second
World War, He marched all the
way to Paris, entering through the
Porte dTtalie and ending up at the
Ritz Hotel where he met Ernest
Hemingway. Within a few months
Salinger was in a hospital suffer-
ing some kind of breakdown.
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from which he emerged married
t(t'a%f. Frenchwoman on the medical
8!

Hamilton, who is British, estal-
ligtlllledsk;)i & repugation i 'tr:y Al?erica
with a 500-page biography of poet
Robert Lowell, published in 1982,
Ee says his mter&ert] in rS]alirlger

egan at age 17, when he came
across The Caicher in the Ryein a
used book store in Darlington,
Country Durham. sod bought #
on the strength of its outlandish
opening sentence. The book
taught him “that literature can
Jor you, not just to you,” he
says. “It seemed to be ‘my book’.”
He discovered later he was per-
haps the one-millionth adolescent
to skulk around pretending to be
Holden Caulfield, the novel's nar
rafor/anti-hero, since the book
appeared 1" 1931.

Holden continued to fascinate
Hamilton the mature scholar and
critic, as did characters from
Salinger's other published works.
which include Nine Stories,
Franny and Zoogy, and Raisz High
the Roof Beam, Carpenters and
Seymour: As Mtroduckion. But
during the conrse of research, the
biographer’s infatuation with the
author seems gradually to have
diminished. ‘%ﬁ;forever gener-
ous and unjudgemental, Hamilton
leaves the imy fon that J. D.
Salinger would not be a pleasant
ﬁerson to know. any more than

olden Caulfield would.

Salinger sued Hamilton over
quotations from early letters, fore-
ing Hamilton to make changes
that delayed publication of the
book. The lawstit brought Salin-
ger a dew of publicity aswell,
almost guaranteeing the biogra-
phy’s success. [+
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The Big
Easy

By Kenneth McGoogan

BT

DESIRELESS: A NOVEL

OF NEW ORLEANS
by Thomas York

Viking (Penguin), 292 pages, $17.95
clotls (ISBN 0 670 81940 9)

IN 1988, when | was hanging out in
San Francisco’s Haight-Ashbury
district knowing better than to
trust anyone over 30. an aging

FrTe.

et from Nw Orieans (a would-

guru who was all of 34), told
me about the Seventeen Scale
he' d devised to measure writers.
Only the greatest writers and
poets, he declared, the ones who
had “realiged Duality™ and expert
enced rebirth. could hope to
become Seventeens. They were
True Artists.

Most writers were Sixes.
Sevens, Eights, or Nines. And it
wasn't simply a matter of craft. A
Nine could be as skilled 2 word-
smith as a Seventeen. but because
he hadn’t reconciled the Opﬁo
sites in al their guises. he
couldn’t say anything profound.
Ten was the turning point. A
superb craftaman could become a
Nine, but he couldn’t get into
those double digits unless hereak
ized Duadlity

Degstreless: A Novel of New Or-
leans by the late, great Thomas
York. recently brought the
Seventeen Scde back to me lo all
its psychedelic splendour. Y ork,
who died last January in a car
accident, was never destined to
become a famous novelist — a
celebrated Nine. His six novels
are complex and demanding, rich
in language, allusion and ideas,
but not even Trapper (1981), that
monumental novel of the North,
is marerichly rewarding. more
profoundly spiritual, than Desire-
less. This Isan enigmatic tantaliz
iogly suggestive wark, whiih cele-
brates the crazy, metaphysica
dance of Yin and Yang, Eros and
Agape. Christ and the Devil, and
insists on the centrality of rebirth:
to be saved. the hem must die
and be born again.

York, an earthy yet erudite
man, wrote his doctoral thesis on
Malcolm Lowry. And Desireless: A
Nogel 0, Orleans recalls
Lowry’'s masterpiece Under #he
Voleano, not oaly in theme, but
aso in texture and story-line.
James Antoine Girard isthe 33
year-old scion of a Deep South
plantation family. Plagued by “a
vague sense of an appointment,
pending or missed.” Girard, who
has already failed in one attempt
at suicide, has come home to New
Orleans to die: “Having died once,
and after that the treatment ﬂat
the state nuthouse). his only
desire this time around was to die
desireless,”

Directionless, tractioniess, de-
bauched. Girard drifis around a
steamy New Orleans redolent of
his problematic past. A" old.
acquaintance pays him to recruit
an exgirkfriend named Valerie —
once Miss Black New Orleans.
now down and nearly out — for a
snufffitm.

The novel safely in motion,
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York flashes bock to Girard's
childhood, showing us how it
gave rise to an unhappy adoles-
cence and adespairing adulthood.
As a boy, Girard watched his faith-
|ess. domineering mother drive
his father to divorce, bankruptcy,
and sujctde. He has new for&-
en or forpotten and his own life,
he believes, has bee” dominated
and controlled by three fierce
viragos — the mother he both
loves and hates: his older sister.
onee a beauty queen, now aUS.
senator: rod hls beaotiful wife,
Lee Anne, a prancing Southern
belle not unlike his mother.

As a college student, a football
player on the road to stardom,
Girard rebelled by entering the
“Bir Sleep.” spending 16 hours a
day in bed — every day. When
that failed to drive away the
wumen, he tried alcohol, promis-
cuity, and finaly suicide. His
mother had him put away in a
mental hospital, assigned a sadis-
tic guard to “take care of him.”
until he escaped. Now. inexplica-
b!,);. hesback. ...

ork uses language like a poet,
and bas an exceptional ear for dia-
logue, Here's Valerieafer Girard,
reiumed, suggests that she's*a
black hele" he fell into and isstill
climbing out of: ‘Hogwash! You
been in so many, Kou done got
confused. Your black hole weren't
me. Maybe it were th' river. or
maybe your own mind. I'm th
only thing nurmal ever happened
to you, and where did it get me?
I'mth’ one in the hole’ — she
held up both hands to cal the
kitchen to witness _ “th' same
black hole | wasiin.”

The atmospheric effects. the
evocations of New Orleans. ore
stunning. Here's the city as
Girard sees it; “Cesspool, sump
hole. miasmal swamp that it was,
everyone in New Orleans ate oys-
tersand drank bourbon and
stayed up all night and in rut the
year round. Eve’ tbe roaches and
rats frew bigger here, repro-
duced more eften. .. ‘The Big
Easy,” they called it asuppumm;f
[esion, an open sore, & river, turg
and darkc. And he had come back,
not to resist it, but to flow with it
down the river of regret, through
the delta of desire, to the gulf of
oblivion, why not? He felt himself
being sucked dry and drained.
nerveless and juiceless, a bone
without marrow, astone. . *

On one level, Desireless can be
$#cn as treating the battle of the
sexes and coming up with some
decidedly unfashionable perspec-
tives: Girard ends up murdering a
mother Srure, on another, deep
er level, Besreless is a metaphysi-
cal dllegory (York was, after dll. a
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United Church minister - if an
exceptionally ““likely one.)
Girard is a Christ figure — 33 and
ready to dii — whose search for
salvation has a curiously Buddhist
cast, |’ the end. Girard finds life
in death, dying desireless in the
district of Desire — and how’s
that for enigma?

It's tempting to see this novel as
eerily prophetic — as a final testa-
ment, alast message of hope from
a man who in this life had com-
pleted his work This much can
be said dtb certainky: York was
well into those double digits: A
Seventeen. O

Being and
nothingness

B Barfoot

FASTYNGANGE
by Tim Wynne-Jones

Lester & Orpen Dennys, 288 pages,
$15.95 paper (ISBN 0 83619 160 2)

IN Fasivngange we have a woman
with a mysterioudy disastrous
domestic history, who leaves
behind (or does she?) her home
city of Toronto for a trip to
Somerset England. There sheis
draw” to a tumbledown castle
called Fastyngange, whose only
inhabitant is a nameless nothing
-a deep. dark, lempting, talking
hole with a consciousness all its
own, if not much conscience

Or perhaps the hole isn’t quite
me castle’s sole occupant, There
appear eventually ghosts as well,
or If not exactly ghosts, manifesta-
tions of those who lived during
the ages of the castle’s history,
and who plunged down the shaft
to not-quite-nstant deaths. They
menace the visitor. Alexis, in fear
she will steal it from them. Whiih
of course she intends to do, for —
after learning that her troubled
ex-husband once hod an encoun-
terwith thii very bole=— it occurs
to her that it might be the very
thing to cure him,

Festyngange is a ghost story for
grown-ups. s alsoa love story of
sorts, as the main (human) char-
acter, Alexis, absorbs all sorts of
horrors with theaim of restoring
and coring her ex-husband (or
herself). And Fastyngange may
also top a particularly grown-up
terror: is there a line between san-
ity and madness, and can you be

solutely sure at any moment

which side of it you're on? Do you
really know that what you hear
and see is what's being said by
whoever you're looking a?

The novel's plot, of which there
isa good deal, would sound even
more foolish than most plots do

when they're synopsized. if only
berause there's such a lot of to-
ing and fro-ing that may not really

be happening. Then there' sthe
sizeable cast, and the fact that in
Fastyngange nothing is what it
seems. Since that is the author’s
intention — the blurring of time
and space and the barriers
between animate and inanimate
are among the book’ s more capti-
vating elements — response to

Fastyngange probably depends
more on a reader’s own taste than

is the case for a _good deal of
fiction.

| should corfess, at this point,
that my own faste-does not nor-
mally run to the fabulous and ter-
tifying -—— but I can be lured. I was
reminded, reading Fastyngange, of
times when | have been. With
John Fowles and, say, The Magus,
when | was willing to follow all the
tortuous twists of time and plot
and character only wondering,
sometimes in irritation. what
mind game Fowles was going to
try on next. Or Doris Lessing and,
say. The Four-Gated Cify, with her
explorations of madness/sanily
and iny willingnessto dive into
the matter right along with her.

I resist Fast;:gm:ge, however. I
am not absorbed, willingly or un-
willingly. | become ¢ranky about it
and, worse, bored It seems self.
consciously obscure. needlessly,
heavily mystifying in some places
and blushingly obvious in others.
The writing, with its unfantastic
words and rhythms and eccasion
al preciousness, doesn’t seem m
reflect in style the book's fantastic
stor:

Y.

On the other hood. there are
delightful exchanges between the
wonderfully articulate, sardonic.
ironic, dangerous hole and other
characters, especially the drunk
who curls up beside the hole inan
aley to listen m the story. The
self-described “forgettery,” the
place where people toss their
memories and their lives, the
thing, or nething, that speaks to
people's ‘loneliness and their

dienation.” the hole is not only
the narrator of this tal&. but awen-
derful character, )

Nearing the ‘end. one thinks,
well. itll be interesting m see how
all thisisresolved. And it does
conclude. although in what
strikes me as a disappointingly
20th-century, psychotherapeutic
sort of way, so that what wonder
there is disappearsdown the hole
(Which, Toronto residents take
note, is now apparently situated i
an alley just off Queen Street)
What T can't decide is whether my
sense of tedium is the fault of
Faslyngange, myself, or an unfor-
tunate unchemical reaction be-
tween t he two, True fantasy fans
may well be spellbound O

Death in the
garden

By Rupert Schieder

CAPTIVITY CAPTIVE
by Rodney Hall

Farrar, Strauss, Giroux,
214 pages, $23.50 cloth

tISBN 374 118 §92)

OPENING wrTH the police invest-
gation of a deathbed confession.
Captivity Captive seems to be
heading for the erime fiction shelf.
Conforming m the rules of that
genre. the narrator keeps the
reader waiting until the |ast chap-
ters to learn the truth about the
murderers and their motives. In
the meantime, however, Rodney
Hall has involved the reader in
other, diverse. far more complex
concerns. Diversity and complex-
ity are not surprising in a work by
this 55-vear-old Australian.
Rodney Hall has been a profes-
sional actor. performing musician,
writer of music-dramas for radio,
film critic. university teacher, and
travelling lecturer in foreign
affairs. Since 1962 he has had 26
books published in Australia and
abroad. including 11 collections of
poetry, two biographies, art criti-
cism. a study of social services
and the Abongines, and four now
els. Hi thii novel, Just Relations,
won Australia’s top literary prize,
the Miles Franklin Award. for
1982. Recently he has beg” in
Canada as the recipient of the
Canada-Australia Prize for 1986.
The relatively few pages of his
fourth novel, Captivity Captive,
are packed with evidence of these
diverse and complex concerns.
Rodney Hall combines the histori-
cal, the legendary, and mythic
with his fertile imagination and
invention. Appended to the novel
are historical notes giving tbe
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sparse details vf his three
=OUTCes: a monument 1N @ ceme-
tery in southern Queendand to
the three Victims of a horrible
rozedy perpetated. . on Decernr
ber 26th, 1898." the headlines in
the: Toowwpsitba Chronide the fol:
loving day, and 21977 book on
the sl “unsolved mystery”

The novel includes references
to the history of the Australia’
continent: the “blacks,” as the
first-persen narrator cals the
ancient Keori people. the immi-
uwativn, here chiefly from Ireland,
the settlers’ shift from Tasmania
north inte Queensland, the clear
ing of the thick bosh and the con
tact with the Aborigines. the
hanzine of Ned Kel I?/, the return
ol the “exploited” colonia troops
from the First World War up to
the rise uf the “faceless, new men”
of the 513,

In the final sentences of the
appended note. Hall says, “AU dse
ismy invention. ... The character
of the persons involved. their
physical appearance, the setting,
conversations, motives. and con-
fessions are fictitious.” And it is
thraugh Hall's wide-ranging
invention. his fertile imagination,
and his “robing. penetrating
imsizht into human nature, partic-
ularly inits bleakest. blackest
azpects, that the three victims and
thr rest of their family come to
crercise, during the relatively
brief yeading time, an obsessive
pover aver the reader.

The navrator, Pat Murphy.
assumes the role of family “histe-
ian,” “to celebrate- — significant,
ominous verh — “our little world.”
The legendary aspects of this
warld are indicated by the sign
posted at the entry by the narra-
tor's grandfather: ise. It is.
hawever, a savage paradise,
presided over by Pa and Mum.
two pdants, thenrelves “victims of
an unwanted, unnatural fertility.”
They wield their praver over their
16} sons and daughters, Mum hy
b “mulish vbstruction™ and Pa
by hir “menacing rage” and “crip-
pling [Lterally violence." Even if
the word deained did not appear.
the resemblance to certain south
eon ULS, writers would he inescap-
abke, The captivity of those who
cannnt escape the jealous tyranny
and doninating, perverted love of
these parrots ends in double
incest. The resultant murders
shatter the suffocating power of
the presiding giants of this
“labyrinth.” this* ise.”

Rudoey Hall thepoet is evident
from the first page of the novel.
with the image of the crow flap-
Fing in the eyes of the lﬂng con-
esyin to the last. with the analo-
gy between the narrator and St

Patrick. He is evident, too. in the
relation implied between the
blood sacrifice of the Aborigihes
and the incest and ensuing mur-
ders, and in the compression of
the form and .the density of the
sth(le. There are passages in
which the language becomes too
self-conscious, drawing attention
to itself by its startling ingenuity.
I” other passages Rodney Hall the
thinker intrudes, loading the cen-
tral characters with aweight or
significance that they cannet sup
port. Hall needs the larger scope
and the larger cast of his more
successful thii novel. just Rela-
lions. There his eccentric, gro-
tesque figures, who bring to mind
those of Jack Hedgins, come
(somewhat) nearer 1o being able
to accomplish Hall's ambitious —
often t0” ambitious — purposes.
Here, depending on the resources
of the first-person narrator, Hall

has tried to compress too much,
virtually a paradigm of Australias

seftlement and growth. into about
one-third of the space of that pre-
vious novel. O

Divertimenti

Byl M. Owen - i
SINS FOR FATHER
KNOX

by Josef Skvorecky

translated by

Kaca Polackova Henley
Lester & Qrpen Dennys, 288 pages,
$14.95 paper

(ISBN 0 88619 195 5)

IF YOU ADMIRE Josef Skvorecky,
as | do, you'll of course want to
read this book. It's a sequel to The
Mournfid Demeanour of Lieulen-
ant Boruvka, and if you admire
that book — as I don't very much
—you'll' probebly e pleased with
this one. )

The short story is usualy an
unsatisfactory form for detective
fiction. (G.K. Chesterton's Father
Brown stories are an exception:
Conan Doyl€e's Sherlock Holmes
stories, | maintain against the
world. are not.) 'Ple overrid’n;fr
necessity of setfing T0rth the plo
dearly, Complete with all the pec-
essary ClUES, leaves lile MOM in
“short story for the elaboration of
character and atmosphere that
marks distinguished detective
novels and distinguished short
stories; the story isreduced to a
puzzle and not much more. K it's
well conceived. that can be fun,
but it barely makes it &s literature.

In Sins for Father Knoz, Skvor-
ecky makes the best of this by
openly presenfing his 10 stories
as games. The title refers to
Monsignor Ronald Knox, the

el e e
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notable Oxford figure and man
about literature who in 1929
issued 10 commandments for
detective writers. Thus there are
two challenges to the reader in
each story: identity the criminal.
and determine which of the Knox
commandments has been broken.
Near the end of each story,
Skvorecky pauses to address the
reader directly, announcing that
all the clues are now in and we
should be able to solve the pmb
lem for ourselves. And in an
appendix he gives 10 “ab-solu-
tions,” pointing out the sinsin all
the stories.

The Mournful Demcanonr of
Licujenant Boruvke struck me as
amusing but slight; this book is
perhaps a little more amusing, but
eve’ dighter. And to” much of
the amusement comes from a gig.
gly, Peeping-Tom approach to sex
that exactly suits the adolescent’
Danny in The Swell Season, hut
not the middle-aged Lieutenant
Boruvka or Eve Adam, the over-
35 nightclub singer who appears
in the first story as a prisoner
whom Boruvka believes to have
been wrongly convicted of mur-
der. and in the rest as a gifted
amateur detective,

Unlike the earlier hook. this
one was written after Skvorecky

left Czechodovakia. which is per-
haps why eight of the stories =
all but the first and last — take
place in other countries. Eve
Adam goes on an international
tour that takes her to Sweden.
Italy. New York City, upstate New
York. San Francisco, and the
Queen Elizabeth on the return
voyage from New York. &s isthe
the way with fictiona detectives,
she is fated to stumble on a crime
wherever she is.

Lieutenant Boruvka and Eve
Adam share a quality common to
the great detectives of fictionand
lacking in the Watsons and the
Scotland Y ard bunglers. not to
mention Lord Peter Wimsey: a
firm grasp of the obvious Here let
me record my disagreement with
Alberto Manguel, who last in
these pages objected to the first
story Iin The Moursifid Demean-
our of Liewlenant Boruvka on the
ground that the solution was too
obvious. In fact it turns on essen-
tally the same point as three of
the most famous stories in the
genre. Poe' s “The Purloined
Letter,” Conan Doyle’s “Silver
Blaze,” and Chesterton’s ‘The
Invisible Man™ the fact that stares
all the characters in the face but
only one of them sees. And
Skvorecky gives dtisidea an extra
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vomic twist by making the entire
story consist of the efficient Ser-
geant Malel's voluble explanation
of the evidence he has laboriously
gathered. while Boruvka keeps
trying ta interject the obvious
poiat that renders all the
seryeant’s hard work  superfluous.
The Mourufid Demeasiour of
Licuteansit Boruvka had three
L siene of them very
goud al writing English prose,
The least bad was Kaca Polackova
Henley, wha has done the whole
of this book. Again her work is
adequate. but it still reads like a
translation. which is especially
troublesome when the characters
are supposed to be native English-
speakers speaking English. | trust
next volume will be done by
Paul Wilson.d

Desperate
remedies

_vu. dra vwade Rose
1.{ THE SLEEP ROOM

by Anne Collins

L Avr & Orpen Dennss. 320 pages,
S16 005 pap. r (ISBN 0 85619 198 X)

ALOTOF press ink has gone
towsards covering the seemingly
endless cause of the “mad move-
ment.” the ex-patients of the Allan
Memorial Institute in Montreal
who discovered that their 1950s
electroshock treatment, induced
insulin comas. and sensory depri
vutinn therapy were paid for the
by the US Central Itelligence
Arency. Since they filed the case
in 1980, the nine plaintiffs have
received no satisfaction either
from the CIA or the Canadian
government, which seems more
intent on appeasing the American
auvernment than protecting 1ts
ovn oitixens.

Anne Collins. who chronicled
the great Canadian abortion de-
but; in The Big Epasion, has
pured over transcripts and inter
virwed several of those patients
—as well es the wit-e of the dotter
who “treated” them — to put
wgether fu the Sleep Room, her

32 BOOES I CANRGA, Oclobier 1988
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account of the sad story behind
the lawsuit At midcentury, Mont-
real’s Allan Memorial Institute
was at the forefront of Canadian
psychiatric practice, considering
menital illness as a disorder to be
treated rather than a madness to
be feared. Its first director was
Scottish-born Ewen Cameron.
once part of the psychiatric team
that judged whether Rudolf Hess
was fit to stand trial at Nurem-
berg. Cameron’s first act et the
Allan was to unlock the doors and
send many of tbe inmates home
after treatment, convinced that a
hospital fur the mentally ill should
allow them to function as much as
possible in ordinarv society. His
colleagues caught ui hi enthusi
asm and believed in his methods,
And as those methods developed,
none of them believed in ques-
tioning “the Chief,” as

was called, unfil it was foo late for
his patients.

Intent on carving out a Nobel
Prize-winning discovery in the
treatment of schizophrenia,
Cameron decided that porifons of
patients’ tape-recorded conversa-
tions with staff psychiatrists —
mostly those that contained reve-
Iations of some kind — should be
played back te them. Not once,
not twice, but endlessly. The
woman on whom he first tried the
treatment had & violent break-
down. Cameron’s reaction was “|
did not think that the playback
was completely responsible for
tbii but there was no doubt, to
my mind, that it was largely
responsible. | now began to expe-
rience that pleasant anticipatory
feeling of having got my hands on
something that dld something.”
He called it “psychic driving.”
What he had discovered. of
course, was rudimentary brain-

Cameron refined his technique
by instructing his staff to play the
repeated revelations to patients
during a chemically induced sleep
that sometimes lasted as long as
30 days In almost all cases, the
patients resisted the message et
first — it might be as mild as
“your parents love you” = but
after six or seven days began pas-
sively to accept it Smell wonder
that after Cameron published his
findings in the Ameriean Journal
of Psychiairy in 1936 he was
approached by a Colonel James
Monroe of the New York-based.
Society for the Investigation of
Human Ecology. Was Dr.
Cameron irggrets“ted in some
grant money from his mysterious
foundation? He certainly was. And
that is how the CIA came to fund
the brainwashing of so many
unwitiing Canadians in the cold-

mind

Strange t” say, I” the Sleep
Room makes the CIA connection
seem of little importance. The
true horror of the story lies in
whet the psychiatric profession in
its infancy was willing to do to the
trusting in the name “I treatment
Peggy Edwards. now the senior
outpatient nurse in the psychiatry
department at Sunnybrook
Hospital in Toronto and a former
ward nurse for Dr. Cameron, says
of these days. “We were sort of
imbued with the spirit. We had
this sense of privilege . . . that he
was on the verge of a discovery
and that we were going to be
there with him. So when he start-
ed things like his LSD experi-
ments, his psychic driving = we
all just accepted it. When one
looks back et it naw it's Kind of
horrifying.” More chilling still was
that eron’s tactics were large
ly accepted by his professional
collzagues, and Collins ably chro-
nicles the sort of medical machis-
mo that led this t0 be so.

When he realized that he was
wrong, Cameron was professional
enough to admit it-if only t“))ro-
fessionally. In February 1963, four
years before his death from a
heart attack, Cameron told the
American Psychopathological
Association in New York City that
he had found psychic driving to
be a hlind alley. The patients upon
whom it had been practised were
left depressed. uncomprehending,
incontinent, the wreckage on a
beach when the tide has gone out
It is indeed small wonder, as
Collins concludes, that many of
them are suing the CIA, because
Cameron himself is no longer
alive to answer to them. O

war race to conquer the human

Those new

blue genes

By Norman Sigu;-dsgn

GENETHICS: THE
ETHICS OF
ENGINEERING LIFE
by David Suzuli and

Peter Knudtson

Stoddart, 384 pages, §28.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 7737 2152 5)
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IT IS NOW a cliché to say that the
scientist has become tie priest of
our modern age. but there is a

od deal of truth in that percep-
tion. Just s the majority of peaple
in the medieval world did not
bother themselves with niceties of
theological debate, trusting in-
stead that the priests were look-
ing out for their best interests vis-

EL

a-vis the cosmic forces that con-
trolled their destinies, we today
place our trust in science. Yet few
of us ever take the time to work
out for ourselves exactly what it is
that these mysterious men and
women in white lab coats should
be doing on our behalf.

Nearly every one among us has
some sort of opinion on the gov-
ernment’s Tatest taxation policy or
the latest court ruling in a cele-
brated case, no matter how igno-
rant we are of economics or
jurisprudence. Inevitably though
we allow sensitive decisions on
scientific priorities to be made
with little or no public debate,
blithely putting our faith in the
modern meaxim, “¥ it can be done,
let's do it” Only when things
wrong — acid rain or holes in the
ozone layer — do we take nolice,
and then turn again to the scien-
tists to repair the damage.

Genefiiics (the title is a “recom-
binant” one. splicing together
genetics end ethics) is then a
timely and important book that
strives to tight this wrong, offer-
ing the layman a” opporiunity to
reach informed conclusions on
what the limits ought to be for the
burgeoning science of genetics.
This is a guide, es tbe authors say,
“to help mdividuals through the
uncharted, ‘often treacherous
waters of genetics and morals.”

The authors, David Suzuki,

Canada's foremost popularizer of
science, and Vancouver-based sci-
ence writer David Knudtson,
show that the time t” make the
decisions dn how the fruits of a
new technology should be uilized
is when that technology is I its
relative infancy. The new field of
genetic engineering has the

, potential,to change not only. how

'we live our lives, but w0 we are.
Now id the time fur soclety to
decide' what ethical limits should
be placed on research and expert-
mentation using this powerful
new tool. In short, itisuptous to
impose our own moral world-view
on our priests.

I I T R N,
- nCTIRRT 3
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in the form of ten “genethic princi-
ples™ that should guide us to-
wards a moral consensus on
where we want work on genetics
to proceed. The first of these prin-
ciples is the moat basic: To grasp
many of the difficult ethical issues
arising from modern genetics,
ome must first understand the
nature of genes == their origins,
their role in the hereditary pro-
vess of cells and the possibility of
controlling them.”

For most of ys that is more easi-
lv eatd than done. The first thind
al the book is a primer on genet
its — DNA RNA, chromosomes,
meiosis. mitosis, the works. This
purtion of the book may prove
heavy going for many readers.
partly since the authors have
striven not to talk down or over-
simplily, and partly because the
prose is plodding and uninspired.
This does not read like Lewis
Thomas or Carl Sagan. but like
the introductory biology text
most of ug skimmed in college,
viiich is why we are so ignorant
abomt sefence in the first plage!

By the end of the first five cha
ters the persisteat reader shoul
be able, if not to grasp fully all the
intricacies of “the dance of the
chrumosomes,™ at least to get the
gist of things. Each of the follow-
ins eizht chapters explores a par-
ticular issue in genetics, and pro-
pounds another genetic principle,
illustrated in “moral fables.” The
authors generously allow that
those who find the first five chap
ters too ‘technically demanding”
may skip ahead and wade straight
into the murky depths of these
mrrl quasmires,

Most of the genethic principle3
invalve a refutation of the fallacy
that if something is technically
pessible it should be attempted.
Biolowzrical warfare. for example
("2 misapplication of genetics™. is
morally unacceptable. as is the
‘tinkering with human germ
cells” that can affect heredity in
unlnown %ﬁ' Research, say the
authors, should be limited to work
on “somatic cells” that are not
passed on to future generations.
The authors also warp us to be on
guard not only against intentional
manipulation of genetic mole-
cules hut also that it is our duty to
“minimize environmentally in-

duced damage to our DNA”" from
radiation and pollution.

The authors’ final genethic prin-
ciple takes a bow to the latest
intellectual fad, New Age holism.
We must look for answers to our
moral questions regarding the
new genetics not to western sck-
ence or Western philosophy but
to “rich, eross~cuitural that
embrace other ways of knowing”
These include “the ancient writ-
ings of Buddhist and Hindu schok
ars, the sacred texis of Islam and
the world-views of American In-
dian peoples.” Conspicaous by its
absence is any mention of the
ancient writings or sacred texts of
Jewish or Christian traditions.
Perhaps our new priests, even
while embracing the New Age,
do not like to be reminded of
their so recently vanquished
predecessors. O

Northern
horizon
By M. T. Kelly

“THE ORDERS OF THE
DREAMED”: GEORGE
NELSON ON CREE
AND NORTHERN
OJIBWAY RELIGION
AND MYTH, 1823

edited by Jemmifer S. H. Brown
and Robert Beightman
University of Manitoba Press, 256 pages,
$24.95 cloth (JSBN 0 88755 139 4)

NINETEENTH-CENTURY fur trader
George Nelson presents a mod-

em reader witha living pleture of
an ancient horeal worl& the spiri-
tual universe of the sub-Arctic.
This was a world as alien from
Nelson’s world as a Martian's (as
it is from qur awn). Yet no matter
how confused Nelson’s’ writing
gets, he is able to make us feel the
redlity of what he describes, from
the_tensile strength in the
saplings Indians used in shaking-
tent ceremonies — the spirits
rezlly did seem to twist the trees
- to the outrage and fear of
someone convinced he is

bewitched. Nekop makes us
believe in. or at least share his
doubts about, native religion.

Here is a winter world of extreme
and geinding weather, so unlike
the green summer wilderness of
canoe trips, cottages, and much of
the Canadian imagination. In The
Ovrders of the Dreamed a reader
senses the low sky, the cold. the
stones that speak, and. the
“gloomy reglons” of the North lit
by flashes of supernatural light-
nmng.

Nelson’s 1823 letter to hi
father describing Indian religion
isn't literature, like Samuel
Hearne's classic A Voyage From
Priuce of Waless Fort {r Hudsons
Bay to #he Northern Ocean, 1769,
1770, 1771, 1772, but it wasn’t
intended to be. Hearne walked
3,000 mileg across the barrens,
then took his journal and re-
worked it into a book Nelson’s
document was dashed off, and it
shows. In spite of the division of
the text into paragraphs and sub.
jects by editors Jennifer Brown
and Robert Brightman, Nelson's
writing feels rushed, confiused, as
if he had so much to tell that he
kept forgetting where he was in
his narrative. This is a reflection
of hoth his persenality and his ¢l
cumstances: he was isolated thou-
sands of miles from his home,
surrounded by an ocean of land
and an alien people, constantly
worried not only about having
enough paper but alsp about get-
dog enough to eat, his periods of
intense activity intersperged-iwith
monotony. Yet in spite ofhis hand-
Icaps and his own prejudice, sex-
ism. and feelings of cultural supe-
tiority, Nelson is as open as a man
of his time could be. Brown and
Brightman have handled the
issue of Nelson’s ethnocentricity
with  tact and scrupulousness. The
Orders of the Dreamed contains an
essay “ On the Ethics of Publish-
ing Historical Documents” by
Emma LaRecque, who comes
from a Plains-Cree Métis commu-
nity in northeastern Alberta, a
community that was still. in the
18508 and 1960s, living and recit-
ing many of the myths Nelson dis-
cusses. There isalsoa personal
response to Nelson in a fine essay
by Stan Cuthand.

Nelson’s feeling for native peo-
ple apd for his environment is
intense, so intense that we can
lose his insight in the flow of his
writing. But if we are attentive he
gives us a great deal. In
“Conjuring at Lac la Ronge,
December 1819," Nelson de-
scribes an environment of uncan-
ny quiet in which the marvellous
is never far away. Here the winter
sky may “change au of a sudden
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and there will fall a very smart
shower of snow attended with a —~
terrible gust of wind.” As Nelson
reports, “the weather was then so
beautiful and destitute of all the
usual signs of bad weather” ihat it

is clear “dreamers” or “the
dreamed” (gpirit helpers) are at ~
work.

Nelson’s document continues
in that vein: we get caught in the
onrush of his prose, of his confie
gion and compassion, his disdain
for native people, and bis insight.
His writing inspires awe, fatigue,
wonder, and a primordial fear that
can be as stark as the environ-
ment the myths reflect. Here is a
mental world that was the product
of 2 landscape and élimdre that
affects us stll, whether we like it
or not The Orders of the Dreamed
is & valuable and important docu-
ment; it is also haunting. O

Stuck

on him

By Nancy Wigston
NORA: A BIOGRAPHY
OF NORA JOYCE

hy Brenda Maddox

Hamish Hamiltor (Penguin), 589
Jages, $35.00 cloth
(ISBN 0 241 12385 2)

CAMILLE: THE LIFE OF
CAMILLE CLAUDEL,
RODIN’S MUSE AND
MISTRESS

by Reine-Marie Paris

transiated by Liliane Emery Tuck
Henry Holt ﬂjlo% (Bearerbooks), 258

bages, $4295
(ISEN 0 8050 0582 X)

NORA BARNACLE ran off to the
continent with James Joyce in
1994. remaining with him, mis-
tress and wife, until his death in
1941. Nom'’s role in anchoring the
genius of her peripatetic lover/
husband (they finally married in
London in 1931) was erucial to his
stability; he was well aware of his
dependence on tbis “tough, umpol
ished, rootless provincial girl ... a
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Cathulic girl without a Cathelic
conscicnce” — as Brenda
Maddox describes her in this inci-
sive hiopraphy. Yet Nora Joyee
hus suffered from unremitting
had prss, especially from those
who knew her only as an
-appendugte to her genius hus-
bund. The culture groupies who
hovered around the author of
Uh.scs in the final decades of his
life were dismissive of the former
chambermaid from Galway, mis-
casting her as a near-liiterate who
cared only for the income her
hushund's buoks would generate.

True. she would boast that she
couldnt finish Liysses — but nef
ther could countless others, Yeats
among them. She knew much of
Joyee's poetry by heart, had the
standard education for a
child of her era (she left school at
12, and spoke two or three lan-
mua-ses besides English with vary-
ing degrees of skill. And, mbre
important, Nora Joyce stood like
the calm point at the heart of the
chaos — emotional and financial
— that swept around her husband
as lonyr as he lived.

In her introduction, Maddox
tells us she began her book Lildng
INura and finished it in awe of her.
The result’is a worthy testament
to her subject: meticulously

researched and beautifuily writ
ten, Maddox's book delivers both
a sensitive understanding of the
central characters in the Joyce
family drama and an intelligent
reading of Joycean fiction. Life
and work were for Joyce insepara-
ble: after all, here was a man who
stated that “imagination is memo-
ry"” And if his own memory didn’t
deliver the goods, his wife’s
would. More than mere baliast for
his soaring mind, Nora Joyce pro-
vided her husband with the living
incarnation of the Ireland that he
wrote about from his positipn of
gilence, exile, and cunning.

This red-haired, lowevoiced, tall,
witty, and resolute woman, who
took in washing when times were
bad and stayed with her husband
at Europe’s grand hotels when the
money was good, emerges as the
soul behind her husband's art and

life. “Jim,” on the other hand (as’

only she had the privilege of
addressing him), emerges as an
unbelievable mooch, a chronic
drunk with — to put it politely —
a pronounced cloacal obsession.
A petty domestic tyrant with the
malignant selfabsorption of true
genius, Joyce yet had the sense to
love someone who could give as
good as she got. The charms of
their story — and there are many
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— stem from the evident love
they had for each other, to which
countless scenes from ordinary
life — parties, dinners, celebra-
tions, singing, and conversation
— bear eloquent witness.

Like those who really knew
Nora, we are left with the image
of a gregarious, generous, intell-
gent woman, who weathered the
upheavals of two world wars and
life with James Joyce. (The two
Joyce children were not so sirong;
loved rather than reared by their
parents, Giorgio was a hopeless
dipsomaniac and Lucia schizo-
phrenic.) The pdsition of muse/
lover to artist-genius is always
prickly, often thankless. The
woman's thoughts, language, her
very being are fodder for the
man's work: some, like Frieda
Lawrence, survived this treat-
ment: others, like Zelda Fitz-
gerald, did not. Nora Barnacle
Joyce survived, and with style.

Not so tough, or so lucky, was
Camille Claudel, mistress of
French sculptor Auguste Rodin. A
sculptor herselfl — and Rodin's
student — Camille had a relation-
ship of 15 years with her mentor,
during which his own work was
revitalized. She produced master-
works of her own, which are law-
ishly illystrated in this atiractively
produced book, written by Reine-
Marie Paris and translated by
Liliane Emery Tuck.

A few days after her father's
death in 1913 her brother, the
poet and playwright Paul Claudel,
arranged for Camille's forcible

o > -removal from the Paris studio

where she was living in squalor,

=5 obsessed with the belief that

Rodin and his agents were copy-
ing her work and making millions
from her ideas. She spent the next
30 vears in an institution for the
insane, confined forever to the
provinces, her artistic achieve-
ments virtually forgotten.

Camille's biographer, herself
the granddaughter of Paul
Claudel, charges that Rodin was
the catalyst for, if not the culprit
behind, Camille’s tragedy. This
seems unarguable, since their
alliance provided her with an
enirée into the world of success
from which she was excluded by
her ensuing bitterness and mental
instability after the break with
Rodin.

But the question of Rodin's
responsibility finally remains
vague; we can't assign the blame
for insanity to romantic failure
alene. (Interestingly, a similar sit-
uation occurred with Lucia Joyce,
who fantasized a romance with
Samuel Beckett, her father's
young admirer; for a time the
Joyces blamed Beckett's rejection
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for their daughter’s collapse.) The
|etters between Rodin and Claudel
are missing, and Camille had few
confidantes, so it's hard to know
exactly what occurred between
them. There were rumours of
children, of abortions, but Paris is
unable to provide the facts, which
doesn’t prevent her from senti-
mental speculation. “The question
of children must be at least
viewed as an added wound in
poor Camille’s side,” she writes,
and concludes that “her maternal
instincts were cruelly thwarted,”
when there is no real evidence.

Paris's fondness for purplish
prose, combined with the lack of
hard data, is frustrating, but some
facts emerge: Rodin cared for
Claudel and sincerely tried to pro-
mote her stock with the powerful
critics of the day. The fierce
resentment of Rodin’s success,
which Camille developed to the
point of obsession, seems rocted
in professional rather than emo-
tional jealousy. After she broke
with his style and developed an
“interior” approach 1o sculpture,
she had many admirers among
her peers but few if any patrons,
Poor and isolated, she went mad.

There is much documentation
of the sad years of Claudel's incar-
ceration. She was seldom visited
by her family, and never by her
mother: Camille's situation was
pitiful indeed. Her pleas to be
allowed to leave went unan-
swered, although she was ade-
quately cared for; after Rodin’s
death, her mother became the
object of her persecution fan-
tasies, Camille Claudel was senior
to Nora Joyce by 20 years, but
opportunities for women had
scarcely improved in that time.
That the Irish rebel endured and
the French rebel did not cannot
be glibly explained. Perhaps Nora
Joyce was simply, like Mally
Bloom (for whom she served asa
maodel), one of those women whao,
in Brenda Maddox's words, “use
their strength to bear their fate,
not to shape it." O
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STONE BLIND LOVE
hy Parry Callachan
Evili (Shddave). 118 pages, $11.95
jrati 7 (ISBN 0 920423 81 9)
INHN CAGE WRITES that proverbs
should be examined with skepti-
rism and their opposites rein-
foreed; so that instead of“a rolling
stone gatbers no Moss,” we have
“he doesn't let the grass grow
under his feet.” Cage’s variation
on the expression is not a simole
inversion, but rather an extension
v the meaning of the salyi ng by
deconstructing the allegory
implied. so that “stone’ and
“moss” are reveaed as “he” (or
man? and “grass.” | begin are-
view of Barry Callaghan's new
collection of poetry thus because 1
believe that, in this book, Calla-
han istrying to do somethin
similar with the conventions o
love and death, with myth and
mimesis. Not to deconstruct, bat
rather to add more layers. to
make that rolling stone gather
mass, to allow the grass to grow
under our feet,

In the notes at the back of the
hugk, Callaghan describes where
and how these poems began: in
1937, as hewas looking at the old
sinne walls of Jerusalem and then,
back in Canada, when he was on
his way to the races listening to
Tom Waits: “His song went one
way. mine another. Such israc-
iy,

Song has no typography; these
prems do. The poems have a
“louk.” Their tines vary in length
and number but conform in
shape. There is always a sense of
structure, Of the constructed, in
the poems, and thisstructure isin
jrenic contrast to the images of
froementation that riddle the
buik, The disintegration of the
world seems sexually induced:
“the muon lay cracked open/ on
the floor/ aspot of blood in the
yull.™ Stone does not signify im-
raertality, as one might expect;
inslead we read how “No stoneis
static. or perpetua,” how stone
weirs a “crown of earth” )

Callaghan is playing against
conventional associations with
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stone. In “Sesephus the Stone
King’ he merges the existential
with the Judeo-Christian, the stuff
of savation with arcades and

drugs. humour and terror:

“What's terrifying is the gods will
come aggin,/ and the nares, too.”
This poem is written in street lan-
guage rich with nuance and dou-
ble entendre: “It's all up hill from

here on in™ says the King of
crack, merging in that word asso-
ciations with cocaine, Christ, the
female sexual part, and the origi
nal sexua fissure quoted earlier
from “The Sleepwalker." The exis-
tential crisis that Camus charted
in his essay "The Myth of Sisy-
phus” is just another black joke
played out by a drug dealer.

The language play is skilful.
Such play often complements the
images of fragmentation: “a st of
severed notes,/ roe of the Dark-
town Queen/ row row your boat
gently,” breaking down semantic
structures of syntax, foreground-
ing instead the sounds of words.
‘This language play may be dark
— he rhymes “sun” with “cosy
oblivion” ~= or ironic = ‘Our
world is dew;” hesaid,/ “and here
comes the sun.” (Echoes of the
Beatles tune in the last line Smply
underscore that irony. ‘Here
comes the sun, little darling/ and
it'sall right” — as transcribed
from my memory) .

‘The strength of this book isin
its complex and layered word-play
and imagery, in its balancing of

e steeped in both civiliza-
tion and tbe Skeet Its weakness
lies |n its dramatic representation
of the mother. ‘Somewhere
There's Music” works well, and
not only because | usually hear
thls song song in the femal e vpice
of Ells Fitzgerald. but because the
mother’s |lines are convincing:
“You couldn'’t See into him,/ you
just got this/lustre™ captures
beautifully awoman’s sense of
attraction and frustration with the
impencirable male, certainly as
altractive, as €lusive, as the mer-
maids were for Prufrock. That
men are mysterious to women is
an acute observation froma male
poet (Callaghan seems to be
using music in much the same
way as a filnrmaker uses a sound-
track of popular songs, that is. not
as literary echo so much as a

framing device.)

Everything | have noted sp far
reveals the intelligence of the
author. How the poems fail is by
excessive artifice. At times the
language labours but the poem

remans murky, gasoline in the
water; it doesn’t catch fire. For
example. *“Window |n the Water,”

G-. == an otherwise lovely lyric. 1s

marred. not clearly redlized. It's a
mistake to “pen the poem with
the line “Alone with herself” (it's
hard to be aone with anyone else
there) and then have her address
the son without so rmuch as a stan-
za break. At timesthe voiceis
obscured. At imes the musicis so
loud you can't hear the dialogue.
“Hollow In The Heart" has to”
much language and imagery from
Tem Waits Iyrics to be convincing
as the voice of the mother. The
image of confetti in the hair
belongs to the man who puts his
clarinet under the bed in Waits's
“Tang’ Till They're Sore” (the
musician father also leaves his
igsllfaug:ﬂent under t)he bed inblthe
a an poems.) My problem
may be that I know the songs, and
the images seem misplaced. |
hear the soundtrack. Moreover
the line “In the land of the blind/
the one-eyed/ man is king” is also
used t[)iy Waits and not distin-
guished by italics in the mother’s
speech. So the typo ‘his’ instead
of ker in the third line of Calla-
ghan's poem is not surprising.
The gender of the voice is as
wrong in this poem as it was right
in “Somewhere There's Music.” It
is not clear who is speaking; the
voice seems recorded over. It
strikes me as inauthentic. | hear a
lot of gravel in her voice. | hear
echoes from Waits's album
Raindogs throughout the collec-
tion. Yes. the mother spikes her
jasmine tea with gin but. in

“Hollow in the Heart,” the poem
itself seems to” much snder tha
influence. |t' s not echoes.1 hear
then, it'secholalia. Q

Winter’s tales

By Brent Ledger

BATTLE

by Merna Summers

Douglas & Melniyre, 196 pages, $12.95
paper (ISBN 8§88 945 906}
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FORAWRITER, the publicafion of a
“selected stories” isusually the
first step on the road to literary

— - —

interment, if not outright apotheo-
sis, 50 it's sort Of funay, and very

Canadian. to see a writer like
Merna summers -prai sewor'iﬁl
but not prolific or especially well-
known — hitting the shelves with
her selected stories.

Surmmers is neither young nor
aneophyte; she’'s 55 and her first
story was published 15 years ago
— but she hasn't exactly written 2
great deal. Her first collection of
stories. The Skating Party,
appeared in 1974, her second and
most recent Calling Home, in
1982. AU told tbe two books con-
tain 12 stories. Nine of the 12, and
al but one from her first book.
make a return appearance in
North of the Batffe. The question, |
suppose. is why, and the answer is
probably marketing.

Douglas & Mclntyre have
tricked out the book with some
dramatic cover art — a painting
by Anne Savage — a spiffy
design. and the latest shades of
pink and green — tbe calours of
upscale shopping malsin the late
1980s. And why not if it helps
move a few books? The two earlier
books are out of print Summers's
stories are very, very fine, and she
deserves a wider audience.

At least one of the stories, The
Skating Party.” has the Weigm,_
tbe fed and the impact of ac|
sic With its clever structure sad
its pointed ironies, it seems bound
to twrn up in innumerable antholo-
gies. A tale of fate, free will, and
the ruthless natore of passion, it's
told by awoman looking back at
her 15-year-old self (it's also a
strange tale of innocence lost). As
ateenager she was puzzled by her
Uncle Nathan who never married.
One summer day he tells her why.
Years before, he fell in love with a
beautiful young woman, only to
find she was married. He tried to
be sensible and marry her equally
beautifuf sister, but found that
love refused to bend to reason.
His discovery came at a skating
party held on a small lake, when
both his fiancée and the woman *
he loved fel through the ice.
Nathan triad to save them botb
but could only grab hold of one.
‘The decision to save one and not
the other haunts him for tie rest
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of hislife. but it's Summens's point
that it really wasn't a decision. He
had no choice. Fate and passion
ruled the moment.

It's a shacking conclusion, and
one that in its emotional impact is
typical of Summers's work. She
vrites tough. clear-eyed stories
about power and the rotten things
people do to each other in the
pame of ega, instinct and sur-
vival, With few exceptions she
eschews flashy technique for
clear prone and an emotional
impact that hasnothing to do with
titillating, trendy, or oulré materi-
al. There's passion but no sex in
these stories. the violence is most-
ly emotional. and the backdrops
won't send fudith Krantz scurry-
m%or dternativelocations.

ost of the stories are set in
rural Alberta, in the small fictional
town of Willow Bunch. some-
vhere north of the Battle River.
about 150 kilometres east of
Edmonton (Summers grew up in
the area, in Mannville, Alberta.)
The activn is confined to the
19203 and "40s (though very little
of that fabled wartime glamour
seeps through), and it invariably
takes place within the bosom of a
large but unexceptional family.
Odd methers, pars of sisters or
brothers, and scores of bachelor

uncles constantly recur in these

Summers works wonders with
her humdrum material, creating
miniature portraits in pain, loss,
and injustice. In “Bachelors” she
takes the case of twa bachelor
brothers who have lived together
all their lives — one's 63, the
ather §5 -and reveals the cold
kernel of loneliness at the core of
the relationship. The brothers
have sparred for years, josﬂm%iqr
supremacy (one owns their
house. the other the land) but
when one tries to push the other
too hard, his brother leaves.
putting "his sibling in tbe unenvi-
able position of deciding betwaen

ower and love. the home he

oves and the brother he needs.
The way in which Summers me-
thodically reveas the one broth-
er's passive manipulation and the
other’s fainﬁxl self-deception is a
model of dramatic exposition.

But for all her narrative ability
it's Summers’s characters that
make these stories. Whether it’s
the mother who deserts her chil-
dren in “The Blizzard” or the
woman wounded by gossip in
“Portulaca,” Summers s charac-
fers are real and their predica-
ments painful, giving Summers’s
stories an almost navelistic size,
weight and resonance Certainly
tbe penultimate story. ‘Calling
Home,” has enough interesting
characters to 1l a novel. Sum-
mers resolves the central conflict
neat(lfénenough but leaves one
wondering — happily — what
became of the alcohelic sister, the
coldhearted brother, and the lady
who leved funeras. The cover
blurb says Summers is writing a
novel. I'm not surprised.

‘There is onl
clunker in tbis collection, “Ronnie
So Long At the Fair,” a story s0
bad that it seems to have been
written by another author. Some
of the other stories have their
problems, notably dragged-out
endings, but these are minor com-
pared to the riches Summers
offers. These stories are the rea
McCoy — grilty, tough, and very,
very moving. deserve all the
clever packaging — and repack-
aging—theycanget. QO

Sixteen to
the bar

By Ray Filip

SWINGING IN
PARADISE: THE STORY
OF JAZZ |, MONTREAL
By John Gilmors

Véhicute Press, 322 pages, $§16.95 paper

{ISBN 0 919890 87 3)

THIS IS a hallelujah of a book that
recaptures the tempo of the fimes
when nightclubs and “blind pigs”
were stacked on top of each other,
and the city boomed with boogie
and booze and barbiturates and
barbotte and brothels, and sleep
did not exist as long as there was
one last customer listening, or

one outright one last impaired dancer swaying,

or one rhore saxophone crying to
be heard.

After five years of research,
Gilmore has compiled a nostalgic
study that leaves you searching
for superlatives. He traces the
rools of jazz in Montreal back to
Harry Thomas. awhite pianist at
the Regent theatre who-accompa-
nied the silent movies. Thomas
has recorded “ Delirious Rag” (@
tune cowritten with Montrealer
Willie Eckstein) in New York for
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the Vietor Talking Machine Com-
pany. Three months later on
February 27, 1917. in the same
Victor studio, five white boys from
New Orleans known as the Orig-
inal Dixieland Jazz Band recorded
“Livery Stable Blues.” Their whin-
nying trumpets heralded the jazz
craze as the 78 1pm disc sold over
a million copies.

The black beginnings of “jass”
in Montrea go back to 1697. The
first “negro cabaret.” the
Recreation Key Club. opened its
door on St es Street just
south of 1. Antoine near the CPR
and Gnnd Trunk Railway.
Montreal became the centre for
hiring and training porters. The
men needed a place to spend their
money after hours. So by the
19202, the “ sporti n?” nightlife.
bolstered b\{)bl acks from Harlem
escaping Prohibition. grew
around Windsor station.

Music and alcohel flowed, con-
ducted by government regula-
tions. Jazz pioneers such as Slap
Rags White and Millard Thomas
moved up to Quebec from
Chicago. Racism was |ess brutal
in Canada. and the lucre was
divine. Employment could be
found on the three ferries that
crossed the St. Lawrence as well
asin the customary dance hall”,
vaudeville theatres, and night-
clubs.

The roost popular black jazz
Bandleader in Montreal during
the 1930s hailed from Niagara
Falls. Myron Sutton and the
Canadian Ambassadors often
played in the Ontario bush for
miners and lumberjacks who
“never saw coloured people
before” 1” Sudbury, Sutton was
shovm a rope that he could pull if
tbr miners started fighting. The
rope “lowered a chain-link sereen
down in front of the stage to pro-
tect the musicians from flying
¢chairs and bottles.”

Montreal was the birth* of
such world-class talents as
Maynard Ferguson (the horn on
the soundtrack to Rocky), and
Oscar Peterson. Peters’” loved to
show off his fast sisteen-tothe-bar
demon runs so much so that bls
friends nicknamed him the
Brown Bomber of Boogie-
Woozie.

We read about the Johnny
Holmes Orchestra packing Vie-
tori” Hall every weekend with 800
people lining up for hours to get
inand %ltterbug. Steep Wade's
death from heroin addiction.
Charlie Porker at the Chez Paree,
puitarist Nelson Symonds and the
fdl of the Black Bottom, the “B-
flat suits’ of big band musicians
and how the boss at the El Moroc-
co bad installed a railing to hide

their many-colourad socks, which

ofien did not match the oe an Eve and
er foot.
Strippers were | ess demanding. d |am
"‘&i(;u Ia‘t[ak H%r]l Fm Nocturne,” a}nd 1‘3 John ©
when e off my top you play onn fon
‘Night Train.”’ Pianﬁst Maury e 'fgh
Kaye, gon of asymﬁgue choir- | LHE JESSE JAMES
master. reminisces about working POEMS
in gangster-controlled clubs. by Paulette Jiles
Polestar, 96 pages, $10.95 paper
The town was generating (ISBN 0 919591 21 3}
money |ike aprinting machine. :
It was very healthy in terms O
economy, commerce. | don't SERPENT ' RITE:
know about spiritually or mor (A READ GLOSS)
aly. but who cares? Everybody by Betsy Warland
was happy and everybody was | Coacl House, 128 pages, $10.95 paper
making alot of bread. and (ISBN 088910 346 I)
nobody u.-.-;\?1 h::ihﬁng' Th(la ﬁﬂ;}es
vias a very healthy time |o the
ity BIASED ANALOGIES
by Shaunt Basmajian
The Drapeau-Pax Plante clamp | Anihes, 56 pages, $7.95 paper
downs on vice eventually put &’ | ISBN 0920758 03.X)
end to 40 years of C-notes from  THREE NEW BOOKSS by Canadian
heaven. Television and taped poets offer very different writing
music dedlt the death blow to live  styles and gender identifications.

“entertainment factories.” |1” the
*60s, jazz became paliticized.
Groups such as Llnfonie granted
interviews standing on their
heads in yoga postures and
prophesied that the band “would
grow to 333333,333 members in
thirty-three years — at which
time they’d perform in a huge
crater in the Nevada desert.”
Instead. the herd broke up form
ing a smaller ensemble called Jazz
libre: equated with Québec libre,
since the musicians operated
from @’ artists commune at Ste.
Anne de |la Rochelle in the
Eastern Townships where they
cocreated freeform pieces and a
manifesto proclaiming tbe farm
they had rented for one dollar a
year as“Le Petit Quéhec ibre.”

The whole story of sinful
syncopation in Montreal is illus-
trated with memorabilia such as
sheet music of two compositions
by Jean-Baptiste Lafreniére: the
first known ragtime pianist in
Montred; ar a 1936 promotional
flyer of Duke Ellington and his
band playing a New Year's Eve
concert at the Forum for the gen-
eral admission price of $1.50.

Memories, and good books, are
made of this. O

Paulette Jiles. who took home
three awards including the
Governor General’s for her last
collection, examines the careers
of Frank and Jesse James from
their points of view. Feminist poet
and editor Betsy Warland tries to
forge a new Ian%:?e and mythol-
gﬁfﬂrwomen. Toronto poet

unt Basmajian writes in the
voice of a streetawise and dightly
jaded ‘ethnic” malein Biased
Analogies.

The Jesse James Poems is a col-
lage of poems, photographs, court
transcripts, newspaper clippi
advertisements, and Wanted
posters of the James era.
Although Jiles is a native of
Missouri (asl were the Jameses)
and thuscanplead a special affint-
ty with her subjects, any such
Canadian book about American
outlaws is going to be compared
with Michael Ondaatie’s brilliant
experiment, The Colfected YWorks of
Billy the Kid. And even the award-
winning Jiles, despite her sure
technique and occasiondly inspir-
ing leaps of imagination, suffers
by that comparisos.

Her Frank and Jesse James are
intriguing characters, but some-
how they lack the stink of gun-

wder and blood that Ordaatje’s

illy exudes. Jiles writes best
when she works with imagery
from nature, with metaphysical
ideas, and with the internal voice
of a character contemplating fate.
Transmitting the actual emotions
of a killer seems too much of a
stretch for her, however.

Despite my reservations about
the book’s limits, it can be recom-
mended for the energy of its lan-
guage, its perception and wonder,

WY T TR AT YT L A

and ik wonderfud design and art-
work by Jim Brennan, If it reads
more like her previous book
Célestial Navigatton than a thor-
oughly convincing take on the
James gang's life and times;, it stll
offers &' exciting ride.

Betsy Warland’'s Serpent
(Worite bears the subtitled warn-
ing “A Reader’s Gloss’ Like Jiles,
Warland uses collage; but here
the elements she pastes together
with her own poetry are quota-
tions from many different texts:
those by other feminists, medical
descriptions of sex. conception
and birth, dictionary definitions
and word derivations, psychologi-
cal theories, comparisons of the
urges men feel towar ds making
love and malding war.

Warland’s ear for puns and allu-
sions and her techniques of ex-
ploding concealed meanings in
words by adding hyphens and
brackets, as in her title's (W)site,
keep her assemblage moving.
Frank scenes of leshian love add
some juice to ponderings on the
source of the word lfforis. Start-
ing with Eve and Adam Warland
cverturns the myths that define
the traditional male and femae
roles; in fact, each segment of her
book is called a “turn.” Some-
where she refers to a “man-made
manologue.” This collection is a
womarnologue, a river of tanguage
that entertains and incites argu-
ment while cleaving determinedly
to the feminine (h)ank{h). Male
readers may feel ignored.and con-
demoed by her wards; but at |east
she gives something interesting
with which to argue oragree.

One advantage of tbe collaging
technique isthat itslevels create
depth. The reader can move
around. read with different inten-
sities. get a different impression
on returning to the same text.
Shaunt Basmajian’s Biased
Analogies could “se a bit more
depth. Basmajian writes from his
own persona. in a basicaly ver-
nacular tone. about the large and
small issues affecting him. He
sticks to lower-case, short-lined
poems that avoid any pyrotechni-
cal displays. _

Consequently, the poemsin this
collection seem honest and unpre-
tentious, grounded in tbe guts of
dally living, but a bit predictable
The best poems here go straight
to the point, skewer it with a sim-
ple metaphor or statement. and

et off the page quickly. Some of
the others wander a hit, or lie
there flatly. At times they're like
meeting a street person who
pours out his life story to you in
15 minutes; you respect his expe-
rience, but ean't help wishing for
more poetic inventiveness. O
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FIRST NOVELS

Oskar

Rick Salutin’s first novel is an important
book with a richly various plot and
masterful writing tkrougk end tkrougk
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AICHAEL HOFFMAN'S Ice
(Vantage, 124 pages. $15.95
clothy, is a short novel with litle
to recommend it. Hoffman's story
of Robert Jurdan, a man at odds
vwith the world — among other
antizacial acts, he Kills his baby
dawhter to stop her crying — is
shallow and unappealing: it's
rather like a medioere made-for-
TV movie that provides some
aclion and some issues hut
doesn't really do anything with
them. Hoffman dumps his charae-
ters’ personalities on the reader,
with fitde insight into background
or motivation. The prose is stff,
the dialngue is unlikely. the strue-
fure is ramshackle. An altogether
unrewarding hook

The Basks of Rome. by
Caroline Lieweilyn (Collins, 311
pages, X22.95 cloth). serves its
audience better. This is a speci-
men of the romantic thrller, and it
petforms its task of entertainment
quite competently. The plot cen-
tres on a young Canadian woman.
an apprentice art conservator
numed Kate Roy. who becomes
tangled in a conspiracy involving

35 BOGIS N CANRDA, Qctober 1848

By Doughs Hill

1.
i
Rick Salutin
political terrorism, international
finance, art forgery, and a secret
Masonic order There is romanee,
too; bath an American journalist
and an Italian aristocrat attend to
Rate's considerable charms. For a
killer, it has a bit too much talk
and explanation, and events
threaten to become more than
slightly improbable, hut on the
whole Llewellyn has her chosen
genre down pat. The Masks of
Rome is good clean fun, which, I
assume, is what it intends to be.
From Rome to about as far
Vest as a Canadian can get — the
Pacific side of Vancouver Island.
The Watery Part of the World,
by Gladys Hindmarch (Douglas
& Melntyre, 144 pages, $1099), is
the story of Jan Henderson. a
young Vancouver woman who
ships out as messgid for a week-
leng voyage on a coastal boat car-
rying freight and passengers to
the isolated ports hehveen Clo-
oose and Zeballas. Jan has some
experience of the sea, and of men
(an ex-lover is part of the crew);
she seems rather unprepared
emotionally for her role, rather

=1
)
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selfpitying and depressive, a bit of
a loser. But the life and events she
describes are vivid,

Hindmarch is practised in short
fiction: her novel is aseries of
linked stories or episodes, all in
San’s first-person voice. The
author has chosen to blend dja-
logue, description, and stream-of-
consciousness together into para-

ph units. and the device usual-

serveswell o record the blur of
sounds and sights, the ripe rich-
ness of the land. and the swirling
power of the sea (Ifs not bard to
follow, though occasionally a difi-
gent reader may spend time
unravelling the speakers in a para-
graph only to discover nothing
much is going on therein.)
Sometimes the prose becomesa
bit self-consciously breathy, but
on the whiole Hindmarch's brand
of impressionism is effective,

The novel certainly presents a
fully realized world. Shipboard
routines and emergencies, male-
female encounters, booze and
tobacco. the exotic locale —all
these surfaces hold a reader’s
attention. But there isn't alot of
inner life to The Watery Part of the
World. At its core, not enough
happens: long on experiential
detail and sensation, the novel is
somewhat short on illumination
or insight, short on significance.

Rick Salutin’s A Man of Litte
Faith (McClelland & Stewart, 206
pages, $24.95 cloth) is a novel of
uncommon power and passion.
This is the histery cd Oskar, who
caught the legendary last train
out of Nazi Germany before the
darkest night of history fell: there
is enough narrative energy here
to propel several books and
enough provocative thinking to
start a dozen arguments. Salutin
tells a fine story; he also provides
a framewark for questions about
betief-and doubt, spirituality and
secularization. and the dreams
and ironies of contemporary
Diaspora Jewry. If this weren't
enough. he also manages a relent-
lessly funny/serious analysis of
the shortcomings and accom-
plishments of Canadian culture.

Oskar, when tve meet him, is in
charge of a religlous school at a
prominent Reform temple on
Toronto’s Bathurst Street. He's a
loner (his family all died in the
camps) on a lifetime quest for
friendship and brotherhood. His
identity, the narrator tells us. “lies
less in who he is than who he
refuses to be.” Though he’s a sur-
vivar of the Holocaust he will not
let that label define him. Throngh
Oskafs angry confrontation with
his fate, in battles both humorous
and tragic, aluun niters au me
ironies and paradoxes of being a
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Jew in postwar Canada. The char-
acter he creates. the man who
“still thinks a preper human life is
committed,” even if he isn’t sure
what to commit it to. is a novelistic
triumph. full of contradictions,
anxieties. lusts, love. and sympa-

thy,

Ml'he novel's episodic structure
charts Oskar’s.progress from the
early 1960s on. with flashbacks to
his childhood and adelescence in
Germany before the war. He
arrives in Canada in 1940, lands in
‘Toronto after a time of internment
in Quebec. meets & prospering
real-estate developer who gets
hi a teaching job at the Fillar of
Fire Temple Oskar's energy and
originality soon take him to the
tap of his pmfession: along the
way he develops a reputation for
iconoclasm and downright crazi-
ness that makes his life seem, to
observers, a series of comic turns
and mythic incarnations Salutin's
odyssey of Oskar, which covers
the ground from Israel in the
1930s to the American student
revolts of the 1960s and well
beyond, is effective for both its
personal insights and its historical
sweep. .

The narrator who rehearses the
story and comments upon‘it is
one of QOskar's former students.
His voice is firmly detached, gelf-
consciously analytic and objective,

at times dogmatic. only infre-,

uently Tﬁreachy, often extremely
nay. lhe novel's dialogue posk
tively sparkles’ if's sharp and pol
ished, and there’s not a word out
of place The character of this nar-
rator is most of the time,
but when he puts in an eccasional
appeanlllnce. 1r}e’s as judgemental
about himself (and as unsgann g)
as he is about Qskar and Oskar's
normally small. sometimes sud-
denly expanded world. If the book
is part fictional biography, part
meditation on history, it's also a
delightful memoir of its marrator
and of growing up Jewishin '50s
Toronto.

The significance of Oskar lies in
his understanding of how we deal
with what we cannot escape —
“the refusal of our past to be histo-
ry, and of history to pase.” Salutin
is profoundly sensitive to the ex-
perience of modem Jewishness
and tbe complex questions itraises.
This is an important book, with a
richly various plot and masterful
writing through and through, To
the handful of contemporary writ-
ers Who have combined intuitions
about North American Jewish
cultural and political issues with
compelling narrative skills —
Bernard Malamnud, Philip Roth.

. Morgeca Kichifer, fort Stafters —

add Rick Salutin. 01
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OUR NATIVE LAND

APPLAUSE for John Goddard
(“Forget Not My World,” May)
for recording the nonsense of
Insensitive patriots “celebrating”
this country’s native heritage
during the Olympics. With wit-
ing like Goddard's, more people
may have their eyes opened and
finally demand justice for native
Canadians, the real patriots who
have loved the land longer and
more deeply than any of ud

J. Finley

Calgary
ROMAN RUINS

IN The Written Word (April).
. 14, Owen claimsEnglish IS not
2 Germanic Janguage, and that
without Latin grammar we
“throw out” almost everything
written in English since
medieval times. .

QOwen presents no evidence:
both claims are false, In its basic
sentence pattern and in its most-
used words, such as |, is, mas,
snthey, father, life, death, world,

LETTERS

sea, house, bread, English
remains Germanic. .

When schools began teaching
English morethan four cen-
turjes ago now, teachers rewrote
Latin grammar slightly to use it
for English, apparently without
bothering to ask wheéther that
grammar describes English
accurately or hell—f)s nyone * Se
or understand English intelli-
gently; it doesn’'t ™

Why not? Witk Latin, we need
to classify words' by their end-
ings English has few such end-
ings; those few often prove
ambiguous. Instead. English
depends on its basiC subject-verb-
object sentence pattern: Latin
grammar ignores such patterns.
As a result. Latin orammar mis-
represents English and confuses
sudents, as Solomon Barrett.
Jr.. discovered as early as 1823
and Charles Carpenter Fries did
by 1952: see Fries's book The
Structure of English.

Instead of trying to describe
English asa degenerate Latin,
which it has never been. why
not use an accurate grammar

which shows how to understand

the possibilities of English, and

so ask and answer connected

sats of usefully specific ques-
tions?

Robert lan Scott

Saskatoon

L M. Owen replies:

I didn’t claim that English was
not a Germanic language; | said
it was, Nor did | sayit was a
degenerate Latin, or any other
kind of Latin. | merely pointed
out the obvious higtarical rea-
sons for the very large Romance
glement in Middle and Modern
English; to my mind tie blend-
Ing of Germanic and Romance
elements is what makes English
the strong, subtle. and eloquent
!angu?ge It is. Whether |’ m right
that for 400 years English
schools taught Latin grammar
and not English. or R |. Scott is
right that they taught an English
grammar based on Latin, jt
comes {0 the SAme thing: this IS
the grammar that mogt writers
of English have used.

A_Mem@ﬁ’abﬂ@ Gift of Time

sl

Word order has nothing to do
with the case. Of eoxrge in highly
inflected langy li Latin —
or Old Enalish — meaning is
not dependent on word order,
and of cowrse in languages that
have lost many of their inflec-
tions lii Modern English ~— ar
French — it’sthe word order
that tells us which noun is the
subject of a sentence and which
is the object

It isn't clear to me what the
opponents of “prescriptive Latin-
ate grammar” wish to substitute
for it. The story | told in my
April column suggests that the
answer is ‘Nothing.” A few days
after this letter arrived. | was
talking to a distinguished writer
who taught English in a
Saskatoon school."When the
authorities discovered he had
been telling wis pupils about
nouns and verbs. subjects, predi-
cates., and objects, he was told te
dop it at once.

m NOt an expert in linguis-
tics. Are there really any major

mmatical differ ences among
the Indo-European languages?

THE CANADIAN

AT gy POSTMODERN
_Dram: t:cphgr&yr‘aﬁ@wﬁw@ A Study in Contemporary
| tE Sth:diition of thig, Canadian Fiction
! ggx.traordmary wall cal@gf;ﬁ:;;_ Linda Hutcheon

: T#jvia that will amaze and

4

By

: ' ontartairuyoy. throughoyt. .5 . .
k- i u?gﬁ%an 'ﬂﬁfﬁﬂﬂuﬁr g The Canadian Postmodern
N lﬁﬁﬁ o & examines the theory and
. - !|=§'_- =.-1*-Eill l!.
L { :: 2=

practice of postmodernism
as seen through both
contemporary cultural
theory and the writings of
Audrey Thomas, Michael
Ondaatje, Robert Kroktsch,
Timothy Findley, Margaret
Atwood, Jack Hodgins,
Arithavan Herk, Leonard
Cohen, Susan Swan, Clark
Blaise, George Bowering,
Chris Scott, and others.
Paperbound $16.95
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The month-al-alglance format includes photogra%hs ranging From a majestic
Newfoundland iceberg to the pounding waves at Victoria's waterfront.

For each day of the year — a weather stary marking the anniversary of a
significanttmeteoroxgicahbvent that may have ta ken place a year or a cen-
tury ago | Contains space For jotting down appointments.

Weather Flashes, the magazine section, recounts the best and worst of
{Canadian weather. Included are a weather-wise quiz! a gardener's corner.
and infermation on the potential Impact of the greenhouse effect on Canada.
(Cat. No. EN56-66-1989E 29.25 (Shipping and handling extra)

Available From associated bookstores or by mail From the
ICanadian Government Pubgshing Centre, Ottawa. Canada K1A OS9
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Canada el Services Canata
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CanWit mo. 132

By Barry Baldwin

SINCE William Shatner is Canadian, it’s hiih timeCaptain Kirk
wast allowed to timewarp bock to his native |and in the 20th
century.

0. title and seenario, please, for Star Trek 6, e.g. Spock af the
Aré.-tzzg Maximum 150 words, deadline October 25. The prize
is §25.

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 130

OUR REQUEST for epigrammatic verse about Canadian literary
ﬁersonal ities brought dewn a deluge of atrocious verse (we're

appy toreport). Alex McEwen of Ottawa wins a Books it
Cenada sweatshirt for the following entry:

bill bissett thinks jts no disgrace

to write his verse in lower case

Or evn langwidj to dbase

in orthegraphic Steeplechase

yet readers caught in his embrace
may find his Style quite commonplace

Honourable mentions:

Tea tie foe fun

I smell the blood of 2 Canadiun

Bred in the Bones of a Whopping Tale
Robertson Davies burns his mail.

— D. Burnlees, Hepworth, Ont

The west coast harbours Bill Kinsella
That very well-known writing felia

Those baseball novels-it's S0 groovy —
Will soon be Shoeless Joe, the Movie.

He tells tales too of red man Silos
Ermineskin Who's no more guileless
Than Frank Fencepest, hiswild side kick:
The two of them are tough to trick.

He also writes of big Mod Etfa

Who weighs same as a string quartetta;
Siting in her chair treetrunk,
Shell"cure you if yeu're feeling punk.

Like Louis Coyote's pickup hock
Kinsella’s brain'is never stock.
Basebdl, Indians. are hi text —
Whatever will he think of next?

-Lois Grant, Calgary

SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 16

The Old Man. , . was looking at the cupola. the prisms of
colors made by the stained-glass windows representing the
evangelists. Angel heads.. . were smiling in the gilding.
Peace flowed from their eyes and ran down the walls to
adorn the solitude of the Old Man on his knees.

Victor-Lévy Beaulieu, The Grandfatiers (Harvest House)
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THE FOLLOWING Canadian
books have been received by
Books in Canada in recent
weeks. Inclusion in this list does
not preclude a review in a future
issue:

All In the Same Boat, by Fiona MeCall and Paul
Howard, b & S.

Angeln’s Alrplane, by Robert Munsch, Shustrated
by Michae] Martchenko, Annlck Press.

The Annc of Green Gables Coolibook, by Kate
Macdonald, illusirated by Barbara DI Lella,

Seal.
Attention Deflclt Dinorders Hypecactivity
Revisited, by H. Moghadam, Detsellp

Aurorat A History in Pictures, by W. John
Melntyve, Boston Mills,

Autonomy and Schoollng, by Eamonn Callan,
McGil-Queen's.

The Bald Eagle, by Jon M. Gerrard and Gary R
Bortolatil, Western Producer Pratrie Books.

Baumgartoer’s Bombay, by Anlia Dezal, Lesler

James R. Christle, Seal

Beyond the Sorface: Photographs by Irma
Elbich, Fireily Books. :

The Blble and the Church, edited by A J.
Ditseck et al, Kizdred Press.

Plack Light. by Ishmael Baksh, Jesperson Press

Bless Me Too, My Father, by Katle Funk
Wiebe, Herald Press.

Blue Send, Blue Moon, by Mark Abley,
Cormorant Booka.

The Callists Myth from Ovid to Atwood, by
Kathleen Wall, McGllEQueen’s. .

Canada’s Nntional Avinton Museum, by K. M.
Molson, Nallonal Avisdon Museum.

Canadn, NATO and the Bomb: The Western

AI.Ihnﬁ:'In Crisis, by Tom Keating and Larry-

Pralt, Hurlig.

Colonin] Identities: Canada from 1760 to
1815, by Bruce G. Wilsan, Natlanal Archives
of Canada. .

Contact Prints, by Philip Krelner, Seal

Comnerstones: Raral Churches of Southern
Ontario, by John Delholee, illustrated by
Catherine Delhalss, Bosion Mills.

Could You Mslt:p Joscphine?, by Siephane

Tin, Tu

Daniel, by Beuce Rice, Cormoramt Books.

December Six/The Halifax Solution: An
Alternative to Nuclear War, by Lesley
Cheyoe, Pollersfield Press.

Education Measurcment and Evaloation: A
Laboratory nnd Exercise Manunl. by
Clandio Violato and Anthopy E. Marini,
Detselig Enterprisex.

Em of Emancipation: Bridsh Gevernment of

gelnnd. 1812-1830, by Brian Jenkins,
o i .

Fat Chance, by Donpa Steinbergt, Eden Press.

'lhaﬁne Art of Muorder. iy Anthony Quogan,

ns.

& Whiteslde Book of Quobrdons,
edited by Robert L. Fiizhency. Fitzhepry &
Whiteside,

Free Trade ond Lthe New Righe Agenda, by
John W, Warnock, New Star Booka,

Frcedom, Democracy, and Economic
Welfare: P, ogs of an Internatonal
Symposium, edited by Michaul A Walker,
Fraser Instilute.

Frm H:IE:M':dhuﬂGl;::m“ ll;;

roney mment,
Claire Hoy. Seal.

Frozen In Thoe: Unlocking tho Secrets of the
Franklin Expedition. by Owen Bealtic and
John Gelger, Western Producer Pralrle Baaks.

Gifts of War: Poema and Photographs by
Larzy Towell, Coach Honse.

The Giernin is bKe & FOCE AN ANMDODEY of
Filipino Poctry. edlied by Robert Majzels,
Cormurant Bools.

Habitable Plancts; Poems New and Selccted,
by Patrick White. Cormorant Bocks.

Holy Gmall Across (he Adantic: The Secret
History of Cnnadian Dlscovery and
mml{om by Michael Bradley, Hounslow

The Human Sciences: Their Contribution to
Society and Future Research Needs, edited
by Baha AbuLabzn and Brendan Gall Rule, U ol

Alberia Presa

1 Have to Sce Thisl, by Bichard Thompson, Mns-
trated by Bugenle Fernundes, Annick Prasa

Infected Christanity: A Study of Modern
Racism, by Alan Dandes. McGl-Queen's.

Jock, by Chris Seoft, Macmiltan,

RECEIVED

Jeffers" Skull, by Garry Radison, Cormarant
Books.

John Glasseo's Richer World: Memoirs of
Montparnasse. by Philip Kokotatlo, ECTV

Press.
Julie's Tree, by Mary Calhoun, Fitzhenry &
Whiteside.

Kootenay Journal: Nomber One, ediled by
Donna Macdopald, Polestor.

Land of the Midnight San: A History of the
Yuokon, by Ken 5. Contes and William R

Morrison, Hurtig, .
Libra, by Doa Dellllo, Lester & Orpen Deanys.
“The Luck of the Scoltish, by Gordon Maln,

Eekind Lights Co.

Mary Belle Barclayi Founder of Canadian

Hoatelling, by Evelyn Edgeller, Detsellz

Enterprises.
The Memalrs of General Jean V. Allard, UBC
Press.

Micmac Legends of Prince Edward Taland, by
John Joe Sark; illustrated by Michael Francts
and George Paul, Rigweed Press.

Middle Powers in the International Systems
No. I, The Middle Powers and ihe General
Interesat, by Bernard Wood. North-South
Instivte.

Money ood Time-Saing Household Hints, by
The LeaderPost Carzser Foundalson, Centxe.
The Mother's Bool: Practical Ideas for
Parenting, by Lenore Andres and Pat Van Nes,

Kindred Press.

dred
My Famlly Vacation, by Dayal Kxur Khalsa,
Tundra,
A New Kind of War. by Anthony Price,
Moamillan.

Nothing Sacred, by George K Walker, Coach
House.

On Trial, by Jack Balten, Mocmihn

Peter Pan: The Complete Play, by ). M. Banle,
Tundra.

Petor Pan: The Complete Book, by J. M.
Barrie, Tustrated by Susan Hudson, Tumidra

Promises to Come. by Jim Heneghan, Overlea

‘The Purdy-Woodcoch Letters. edited by George
Galt, ECW Press.

Seal Is Loat, by Priscilla Galloway, ustrated by
Karen Patlon, Anmick Presa

Shadow In Hawihorn Bay. by Janet Luon,

Penguin.

Siher Highway: A Celchmtion of the Trans-
Canada Highway by Wiest Ratoushl, Fitchenry
& Whiteslde.

Si%“wn and the Snowflakes. by Gillir Tibo,

pda

Slips from Grace: Poema, by Hope Andenion,
Coach House.

Soclnl Sclentists and Polltics In Canada, by
Steven Brooks and Akin G. Gagnon, McGTl-
Queen's.

Strained Relations: Canadian Parties and
Yoters, by Joseph Wearlng. M &5

Sulkies, Silks, Cups & Seucers: A
Retrospective of the Charlottetown Diriving
Park, by Charles Duerden, Ragwesd Preva.

Sweetly Sings the Donkey, by Vera Cleaver,
Fitzhenry & Whilesida, .

A Tungled Web. by L M. Monigomery, Seal

A Taste of Blochkberries, by Dori2 Bucbanan
Smith, Fitzhenry & Whiteslde.

Teddy Rabbit, by Kathy Stinson, illusirated by
Stephane Poulia, Annlck Press,

The Weather Factory: A Pictorial History of
Medicine Har, by David C. Jones &f al,
\Western Producer Prairie Books.

To My Fother’s Villoge: The Last Days and
Drawings of William Kurelck, Tindra

To Samarkond and Back, by Roma Gelblum-

Books.

Bross, Cormomnt

Trade Unions and the New [ndustrinlisation
of the Third World, edited by Roger Southall,
U of Ottawa Press.

“The Way We Were, by Kea Bell, U of T Presa,

‘The Wizard of the Pines and other Magical

Words In Play: Three Comedies. by Allan
Stratton, Coach House.

The Warld ot War, The Church ar Peace, by
Jon Bonk, Kindred Presa.
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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
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FALL READING

0
GREnARLG

OF SUCH SMALL
DIFFERENCES

by Joanne Greenberg

“Greenberg has defineated impres-
sively the Intense, highly locussed
world of the deaf and blind, spelied
out the cruelties to which they're vul-
nerable, and given a langy approxi-
mation of their pungent, abbreviated,
signed diction. Landmark fiction. .. .”
Kirlwrs Reviews.

5% x 8, 228 pages, $26.95

FUNIK AND WAGNALL'S
CANADIAN COLLEGE
DICTIONARY

New and updated edition, 1988
edited by Walter 5. Avis, Royal Miii-
tary College, Ringston
Over 158,000 up-o-date entries and
nearty 200,000 definitions with more
Canadian words than eny other col
lege dictionary. Includes latest Cana-
dlan census figures, Canadian colleges
and universities, the Canadian Charter
of Rights, and much, much more. “a
highly recommended title for home,
school, or Ibrary.” — John E. Dutton,
Director, Calgary Public Library
T4 x 10, 1590 pages

$19.95 paper, $29.95 cloth

POLAR BEARS

by lan Stiriing
photographs by Dan Guravich
Polar bear Jife and lore by the lead-
ing Canadian polar bear expert and

isor of the Canadian Wildlife
Service Polar Bear Project. Accompa-
nied by 291 full colour pholographs.
6 x 9, 300 pages, $49.95

An &Em{ﬁupar?mﬂ
INGRID 5EW/

LITERARY OUTLAW

The life and times of William
S. Burroughs
by Ted Morgun

This major biography ol Burroughs by
Pulitzer-prize winning journalist and
biographer (FDR], is the story of a true
rebel, a man who lived his [ife, inside
and outside of the law, 1o i1s fulles!
Morgan has wrillen an engrossing
porirait of the American avani-garde
literary world, and one its high priests.
6 % 9, 704 pages. photographs. index.
$36.00

SILVER HIGHWAY

by Wes Rataushi

From Lhe magnifivence ol Horseshoe
Bay. B.C. to the wild and beautiiul
scenery of Newfoundland, Siver High-
way caplures in words and piclures
the magic and beauty of life along
North Amerlca’s longest highway
15 cily cross Canada tour, Doubleday
Book Club Selection

9 x 12, 160 pages. full colour through-
out, $49.95

AMERICAN STORY

by Jacques Godbout
transiated by Yves Saint-Prerre

The ficticious diary of a Quebecois
sociologist and nationalist militani
conllned in a Berkley jail. “Combining
intellectual and political reflection
wilh the suspense of a delective novel
.. can be read with deligit.” — Le
Monde
5% x 734, 161 pages
81195 paper

DISCOVERING GREAT
MUSIC

A new listener’s guide 1o the top
classical composers and lheir
masterworks on CD, LP and tapes
br Roy Hemnmung (program
producer-script urder for the Neur
Yurk Phitharmoni radiot

Features an infroduction to classical
music. biugraphies of 75 composers
with recommendations for two each
of the besl perlormances of 1heir
waorks. a who's who of 150 major per-
lormers and their bes! recorded per-
lormances, plus a comprehensive
glossary

BYa x U3 .120 payes, 526.95

FITZHENRY AND
WHITESIDE FIRESIDE
BOOKS OF CANADIAN
CHRISTIVIAS

ethiedd by Poirich Croan

"Bile-sized lales and anecdotes on a
Christmnas theme, starting with the
first Canadian Christmas carol twrillen
Ly Falher Jean de Brébery in the lan-
guage of lhe Huron Indians crca
1635}, and Iravelipg through lo a
Christmas dinner menu published by
Chatefarme magazine in 1340 and
beyond There is a nice old-fashioned
look W the hook [wach excerpl is
embellished by an appropriale wood-
vul) and a Dickensian cosiness in the
nelection ™

— Montreal Guozette

wx M), 224 pages §24.95

Fllzhenrw & Whlteqlde

Publisher of the Harper Atlas of World History

DIANA

an intimate portrail
by Ingrd Seward

The privale moments and palace
insights of Diana, Pnincess of Wales by
the editor of Mayesh magazine.
First serial rights \0 Redbook, Cos-
mopolian and McCalls

6 » Y, 256 pages. 95 colour phulo-
graphs. $24.95

by Peter Straub

“His most gnpping. most hallucinaling
Ihriller lo date

— Publishers Weekly

250,000 first prmt run, Bouk ol the
Month Club Featured Alternate
% = 9%, 576 pges, §26.95

TRACKS

by Loume Erdrich

A richly charactered novel of the
Native Americans’ struggle 1o
preserve identity and land in the teeth
ul the white man's encroaching “civili-
zalion.” rich. agile.  striking. . " —
slarred review, Kirkus Reviews
100400 priml run, a selection of the
Book of the Month Club

S% « 3. 240 pages, 526.95

THE HAPPY WARRIOR

Political Memoirs
hy Donald ¢ MacDonald

This nu-holds-barred autobingraphy of
the man The Turenio Son called “the
best premier that ¢ nlariv never had”
s a fascinaling portrail of the Onlario
NDP and CCF

6 x 4, 352 pages, $24.95
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