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The matter
of England

Perhaps cultural amnesia, whereby the name
‘Hasmlet” is more evocative of a television ad for cigars
than of Shakespearean tragedy, is that “true international
style common to all industrial democracies”
alluded to by Northrop Frye

LIVING IN ENGLAND, even the plushly pros-
perous south, is a depressing, disturbing
experience. With “loadsamoney” the rally-
ing cry of the day, much of what's best
about Britain seems to have vanished or
been hideously mutated, Salisbury Cathe-
dral is losing its spire to acid rain; Here-
ford Cathedral is having to flog the Mappa
Mundi in order to subsidize its operating
costs, The right-wing gutter press moulds
public opinion with an egregious contempt
for truth. The unbearably congested
streets of London stink with leaded petrol
fumes; drastically underfunded, the Tube
is an increasingly perilous mode of travel.
Patients from mental hospitals, discharged
into non-existent “communities” as an eco-
nomy measure, shelter in doorways, & la
Mayhew; on your way to performances at
the National Theatre you are guardnteed to
run into teen-age beggars whose dole
money has been cut off, but for whom no
more than temporary “work-schemes”
exist. Prince Charles has taken an hoar of

prime time telly to deplore the shoddy, -

ugly. alienating state of much recent
British architecture, and the pernicious
power of developers and magnates (among
them the Bronfmans) over the cityscape.
The National Health Service is collapsing
for lack of adequate finding, while private
medicine hecomes more and more attrac-

tive — to those who can afford it. Universi- |

ties — even Oxbridge — are losing some
of their best faculty to the U.S. as funds are
cut and vacancies frozen.

That British society is becoming increas-
ingly undemocratic, thanks to an “elected
dictatorship™ supported by less than half
the popular vote, is not just the conviction
of the present opposition parties, but also
of many of Britain’s leading writers. Martin
Amis, Julian Barpes, John Berger, Mar-
garat Drabble, John Fowles, Antonia Fras-
er, Germaine Greer, Michael Holroyd,
David Lodge, lan McEwan, Harold Pinter,
Salman Rushdie, Marina Warner, and Fay
Weldon are among the signatories of Char-
ter 88, “united in one opinion only, that
British society stands in need of a constitu-
tion which protects individual rights and
the institutions of a modern and pluralist
democracy.” The denial of a suspect’s right

|
§
§

to silence, and the changing of the Official
Secrets Act to make it a criminal offence
for civil servanis to release classified infor-
mation even in the public interest, are two
of the most dramatic. instances of the
Thatcher government’s attempt, not mere-
Iy to change the laws of the land, but to put
itself above them. Among the other free-
doms the present government has eroded
are “the universal rights to habeas corpus,
to peaceful assembly . . . to freedom of ex-
pression, to membership In a trade union,
to local government, to freedom of move-
ment . . . .” "By taking these rights from
some,” the Charter argues, “the govern-
ment puts them at risk for all.”

“Do writers in England . . . sit down
each day agonizing over how best they can
manifest Britishness?” wondered John
Metcalf in a recent issue of Books in Cana-
dg. The answer is yes, if to manifest
Britishness is fo explore, in Seamus
Heaney's words, “not just the matter of
Engiand, but what is the matter with Eng-
land.” Margaret Drahble’s The Radiant
Way and Ian McEwan's The Child in Time
_are two complementary explorations of this

second “matter,” And David Lodge's Nice
Work, short-listed for the 1988 Booker
Prize, presents a postmodern version of
the “Two Englands™ polarity, in which the
north-south economic divide is comple-
mented by the impasse between industry
and academe, a situation that tales on spe-
cial significance in the light of the present

government's plan to shiit the burden of - -

nancing higher education from the shoal-
ders of the State to those of Business. In
the theatre, plays such as David Hare's The
Secret Rapture and Alan Ayckbourn's
Henrceferward have been critically ac-
claimed for having “tackied head-on the
ethos of our preseat government and

asked vital questions about the Condition -

of Britain.” And Harold Pinter's succinctly
stonning play, Mouatain Language —
about the brutal treatment of political pris-
oners in a very English jail — can be seen

- as an objective correlative to the fears and

anxieties that underfie Charter 88,

Two writers have eloquently “agonized”
in newsprint over socio-political develop-
ments that are having an appreciable effect
on Britain's literary culture. In a recent
issue of The Guardian, Margaret Drabble
argues that those who oppose the radical
restructuring of contemporary Britain need
not be seen as “traitors and enemies.”

It hds become in some way unpatriofic to

suggest that we do not live in the best of

all posaible couniries. The Government

and its supporters seem to believe that if
we bave enough money in our purse,

that ought to satisfy us, and that it is

somehow graceless and tactless of those .
above the poverty line to keep on refer-

ring to those below it.

Drabble deplores the new Britain envis-
aged by those whose stated aim is to eradi-
cate sacialism, and laments the changes
being brought about by market forces in
the field of communications:
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We can say goodbye to the BBC and
decades of fine public broadcasting, we
can say goodbye to the World Service
which so well deserves its reputation and
its name, we can bid farewell to the chal-
lenging investigative documentaries of
Granada. We had our hour of British
glory and let i go.

Philip Norman, in another Guardian arti-
cle, “Faking the Present,” describes the
19595 as Britain's “Age of Parody.”

First . . . there is se{fparody — the offi-
cially sanctioned drive to earn money
from tourists by presenting ourselves in
every possible ridiculous historical
cliché and stereotype. Then there is par-
ody as escapism, the device of a people
increasingly unsure about their own
place in the world and afraid of the pre-
sent, let alone their future,

The result is the metamorphosis of Britain
into Fantasy Island, a world of leisure and
lifestyle characterized “by relentless substi-
tution of the cosmetic for the material, the
superfluous for the desperately needful, and
by almost maniacal expenditure on' what is
not advertising so much as adsturbation.™

The Americanization of Britain is a topic _

for discussion in public affairs journals and
in those few newspapers not under the con-
trol of Rupert Murdoch and his ilk, Sharing
a language with the United States, Britain,
like Canada, is particularly vuinerable to
“cultural” invasion from the fand of Rambe
and Dynasty. Once the television industry
becomes deregulated. British viewers can
expect to drown in the dreck to which
North American viewers have long been in-
ured. The publishing industry is in the pro-
cess of being “megatized,” and while this
leads o enormous advances for a handful
ol established writers, it makes it less and

less likely that alternative or aull‘.henlically )

avant-garde voices will be heard, A recent
debate about the condition of poetry in
Britain struck a familiar, Canadian chord.
“The truth is that British small-press poet-
ry publishing rests on the work of a dedi-
cated band of voluntary workers who peri-
odically burn out under their selfimposed
burden,” observes Graham Mort, a poet
and small-press editor. Commenting on the
niggardliness of Arts Council contributions
to the writing and publishing of poetry, he
concludes that a hypocritical British arts
establishment celebrates poetry “as one of
our most important artistic traditions,” but
seems content to let it starve in the street.
One could, of course, simply point to the
Faber and Faber list while muttering saxve
gui peud. Yet as another Grardian reader
points out, even canonical writers are in
trouble:

In the centenary year of Eliot's birth it is
worth mentioning that in my own fairly
well-educated office of a hundred souls,
only four people other than myself had
ever heard of T. S. Eliot, and three of
these knew him as the lyricist of Cats.
Others fared less well. Yeats, that plucky
young lad who won a stage in the Tour
de France; Philip Larkin, a comic strip
character. . . .

Grimmer and Grimmer. Perhaps such
cultural amnesia, or designer ignorance,
whereby the name “Hamlet” is more evoca-
tive of a television ad for cigars than of
Shakespearean tragedy, is that true “inter-
national style common to all industrial
democracies” to which Frye alluded in The
Modern Century. If so, then long live the
kind of “nationalism” that is currently en-
gaging some of Britain’s finest writers.

— JANICE KULYK KEEFER

Looking back

IN HER EARLY play Canadian Gethie, Joanna
MeClelland Glass wrote of constricted lives
in a small prairie town in the 1950s. Near
the end, two of the characters talk about
Canada’s new, mobile society. “Well, it
might be easier, making your mistakes and
leaving them behind. In the old days we
just piled ’em up in one place and
scratched a living off the top,” says one.
The other replies, *Don’t you think you do
that whether you move or not?

Glass knows a lot about moving on with-
out leaving things behind. She left her
home in Saskatchewan in 1957 on an Alber-
ta Arts Council scholarship to study acting
at Pasadena Playhouse, but a year later she
decided that Hollywood was not for her.
She made plans to go to Toronto, but was
sidetracked in New York, married a Yale
graduate student in physics, and lived in
New Haven, Detroit, Washington, D.C.,
and Berkeley. Divorced since 1976, she
spent 13 years in Connecticut, raising her
three children. Yet her latest play,
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Yesteryear, which had its premiere in
Toronto in January, returns once again to
the familiar Glass territory of small-town
Saskatchewan in the 1940s and 'S0s, the
setting of what she calls her “four prairie
plays.” And in real life, the 52-year-old play-
wright, novelist, and screenplay writer has
moved back to Canada.

But her return isn't the completion of a
circle: for ene thing, Toronto, she says, is a
world away from the Western Canada she
grew up in. And she’is not sure how long
she'll stay.

Glass came to Toronto in 1987 for the
CentreStage production of her last play,
Pley Memory, and stayed to write
Yesteryear for Bill Glassco. She is im-
pressed with the Canada Council, which
enables theatres to produce shows that
would be stillborn in the competitive com-
mercial theatre world of New York, and
she is delighted by the Canadian actors —
including R. H. Thomson, Kate Trotter,

Fiona Reid, 2nd Charmion King -— who,

TR L e e P Y.

made up the cast for her first Canadian pre- -
miere in 11 years. Preparations for her
American productions, on- Broadway and
off, sometimes involved bringing out maps
of Saskatchewan and convincing the actors
that adding “eh” to the end of every sen-
tence wasn'’t the only guarantee of Canadi-
an content.

Not all of Glass's work for the theatre
has been set in small-town Saskatchewan:
American Modern, a one-act play written in
1972 explored urban angst south of the
49th parallel and Te Grandmother’s House
We Go (1980) involved an American matri-
arch and her dependent family. But the
very popular Artichoke is set on the Canadi-
an prairies. It was eventually taken serious-
Iy by American producers, but at first, ac-
cording to Glass, they would “just open a
manuscript and see Saskatchewan and
close it.”

Artichoke was produced off Broadway in
1975; and in 1984 Play Memory was direct-
ed on Broadway by Hal Prince. It is a dark
vision of the deterioration of a prairie to-
bacco salesman turned alcoholic, and was
based on her father, who turned his back
on society after being fired for improperly
using gas coupens during World War II to
keep himself and his colleagues in busi-
ness. With many disturbing scenes drawn
directly from real life, Glass travelled deep
into painful territory.

“In Yesieryear,” Glass says, “I'm looking

back with rose-coloured glasses. I wanted
to write the flip side of Play Memory. There
is a great deal of pain and suffering in this
play, but I have flipped it around and taken
a whimsical view.” Set in 1948, it tells the
story of David McTavish, a decidedly id-
iosyncratic house painter who has lived in
the back room of a hardware store for 15
years — ever since the day he caught his
fiancée in an amerous clutch with a visiting
goalie, and horsewhipped her out of town.
During one of the regular gatherings of the
town’s leading Hghts in the hardware store,
he [earns that he has won the Irish Sweep-
stakes. He decides to buy the local whore-
house and move in; part of the sales agree-
ment is that all the prostitutes get
pensions. (Emma, the madam, describes
her function as “being in public service.”)
‘Then his former love returns to town.
. The play ends happily, with second
chances handed out liberally. “Many of the
little stories in Yesieryear came from my fa-
ther's memories of those small towns.
When my dad would rdll in on Friday
night, we'd feel very citified hearing these
stories about the whorehouse and the pen-
sions and the guy in the back room of the
hardware. 1 wanted in the play to simply
write these people as they were,” says
Glass, “without any kind of judgement.”

Yesteryear provides the most upbeat con-
clusion to life in Glass’s dramatized
Saskatchewan to date, with its concluding
affirmation of the possibility of reconcilia-
tion and fresh starts after years of absence.
“Do I believe in second chances? 1 believe
in hanging in there, and stamina, and per-
sistence,” Glass says. “And I suppose [ be-
lieve in second chances.” -

— ANN JANSEN
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Likely stories

THE WRITTEN WORD

Did Bukharin support the plight of
the peasants? Sometimes history is rewritlen
by mistake

By 1. M. Owen

LIKELY: The offer will likely be accepted.
This use of Ifkely as an adverb exactly syn-
onymous with probably is hecoming so
common that it might almost be regarded
as regular. Indeed, in my editorial work 1
have often let it pass, feeling that to correct
it would make me seem excessively fussy

and oldfashioned — which of course I'm |

not. But now I've decided to harden my
heart. The sentence above became The
offer is likely fo be accepted. No more Mr.
Nice Guy.

The point is that the -ly ending makes
the word logk likke an adverb, but it's nor-
mally an adjective. Idiomatic English uses
it a= an adverb only when it has a qualify-
ing word preceding it: most likely, quite
Itkely, very Lkely, There’s no obvious rea-
son for this; it's just the way the language
has developed. The OED says that the ad-
verbial use of likely by itself is “rare except
Se. or dial.” Fowler (1926) goes further,
saying that it is #ever used “in educated
speech or writing,” but then he adds tenta-
tively, “American usage, however, may be
different.” Gowers (1965) expands on this:
“in Scotland and Ireland it is common in
speech and in U.S. may be found in print.”
But before we decide that as red-blooded
North Americans we should reject the rule,
is-at‘s llisten to the American Heritage Usape

nel:

Likely, as an adverh, is preferably preced-
ed by a qualifying word such as guife,
rery, or maost; He will very likely arrive on
Friday. The new government quite likely
will be wnore receptive to change. Without
qualifiers, the preceding examples are
both unacceptable to more than 70% of
the Usage Panel,

Incidentally, I'd like the second example
better if it ran will quite likely be, but that's
another story. See Fowler's Mudern English
{sage (either edition) under “Position of
Adverbs,” section 4.

FORMER: Some weeks ago, I'm told, there
was a reference in the Toronto Siar to a
Jormacr inunigrant from France. Is this pos-
gible? Some of us are natives, some are im-
migrants. There's no way of changing from
one category to the other — except heing
born again, I suppose. My informant also
told me that she had seen, in another
place. the phrase originally born in
Saeskatchewoen.

Here's a frequent journalistic use of for-
mcr that irritates me: He enlered the cabinet

C e e v = ——— gz
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of former prime minister Fierre Trudean in
1972, Pierre Trudeau wasn’t a former
prime minister in 1972,

NEAR MISS: Larcy MacDonald of Ottawa
wrote to the Globe and Masl in January:

It seems to me that the Globe is start-
ing to wander in that Alice-in-Wonder-
land world of euphemisms when it talks
of a nearnnss of two passenger planes at
Pearson International Airport.

Would it not be more correct to say
near-collision? :

‘The Globe and Mail never commenis on
its Leiters to the Editor, so perhaps I may
answer MacDonald here. This is preferable
to sending my answer to the paper. I've
sworn off writing to the Globe and Mail,
since its copy-editing is likely to make it ap-
pear that I've used expressions that would
shame me if a reader of this colamh saw

em,

The Globe set the letter in a box, which I
take to imply approval. Yet MacDonald is
surely wrong. What happened at the air-
port was nearly a collision, but it wasn't
one; it was in iact a siss, but a sear one.
Therefore, a near miss. By the way, I see
no need for a hyphen in the phrase.

MacDonald's fetter ends:

During the Second World War, we
didn’t say, “Hey! that was a near-mjss!
We did say, "That was bloody close!”

Certainly. But I think an official commu-
niqué mentoning the incident would have
said near miss.

The use of zear ip combinations to mean

- “almaost,” as recommended by MacDonald,

js ranked as obsolete in the OED and the
most recent citation is from 1625 — near-
isle for “peninsula.” I admit, though, that it
has lately been revived in journalese with
combinations like near-riot and nearcrisis.
It would be nice to make it obsolete again;
failing that, let's reserve the hyphen for
this use to distinguish it from phrases like
near miss, in which sear has its basic
meaning of “close.”

SAY WHAT YOU MEAN: Bubkharin is back in
Javor because he opposed Stalin and support-
ed the plight of the peasanis (Jeffrey Simp-
son in the Globe and Mail). This is rewrit-
ing history with a vengeance. Until now it
has been generally believed that it was
$Stalin who caused the peasants' plight, and
that Bukharin was against it.

G T S, P ol ATt e SO R X

“Just glancing over the chapter
headings makes me want to shut
the door, put the telephone on hold
and settle down for a good
Stimulating read.”

Doirs Anderson

Celebrating
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By and About Women
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This anthology of writing by contem-
porary Canadian women examines a
variety of female experiences across
time and across this land. 10B selec-
tions by over 100 contributors, from
both established writers and newcomers
to the art.

Greta Hofmann Nemiroff, author of
WOMEN AND MEN, is well known in the
field of feminist studies, and is asso-
ciated with Dawson College in Montreal.

$35.00
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Publishers of Fonk & YWagnalls (/
Canudian College Dictionany
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RUIN THE

SACRED TRUTHS.
Poetry and Belief from the
Bible to the Present -

HAroLD Broom
In his first book in five years, Harold Bloom sur-
vevs with majestic view the literature of the West
from the Old Testament to Samuel Beckett.
“Perhaps [his] mostaccessible book, and proba-
bly his most enduring: a bounty of coy surprises
and typical leaps of brilliance.
—Kirkus Reviews

Harvard University Press
79 Garden Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts 02138

Red Farth

Revolution in a Sichuan Village
Stephen Endicott

Axuthor of the bestselling
REBEL OUT OF CHINA

“This is an exccllent case study of @ West China
village . . , Stephen Endicott has been 1 a unigue
position to investigate, reveal, record and sum up
the impact of the Chinese Revolution on rural
Sichuan.” —William Hinton.

§18.95 (paper),1-55021-049-1

MG Press Limited (416) 583-6284
260 Richmond St. W., Sta. 401, Toronto, ON M5Y 1W5

Author of

Ain't I « Womeom: ‘
Black Women & Feminism

bell hook writes about the
meaning of feminist
consciousness, overcoming
male- and while-supremacy,
and intimate relationships,
exploring the point where the
private and public meet.

$12.95 pb.. $29,95 cl.

DENWEETENSSINGS

THE LAW OF NATION_S

AND THE NEw WORLD

L.C. Green and Olive P. Dickason

grounds did Europeans dalm rights of "discovery”
over lands in thé New World that were obviously occupled?
‘The ideology of European coloniol expansion Is examined
from the two very different paints of view of alawyerand a
historian.

On what

$30.00 cloth
The University of Alberta Press
141 Athabasca Hall, Edmonton, Alberta T6G 2E8

THEATRUM

The Theatre Magazine

One subscription gives you:
*Five new Canadian
plays a year !
plus...
*In-depth articles written [or the
practitioner and the academic * Na-
tional coverage of theatre produc-

book reviews *Canadian theatre history fMashbacks *Current {:

theatre news and information *Reports and analysis on govern-

ment issucs "Intemational coverage ... and much, much more!

Subscriptio price: (5 Issues) $18. Institutions $14. Individuals
'&)DAY )

Subscribe
THEATRUM
P.C. Box 638, Station "C", Toronto, Ontarioc  M6] 351

tions *Festival reports *Theatre |

| gies to build choice back into the lives of
! children forced onto the sireet.

DEAD END
Homeless Teenagers:

A Multi-Service Approach
Margaret Michaud
0-920490-81-6 137 pgpb $14.95

Michaud explodes the myth that street kids
control their own fate. She outlines strate-
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JUSTICE
by Beverley Daurio

Moanstoue Press, 77 pages. 37.95 paper
\J

THE RANGE OF ideas Beverley
Daurio explores in this collec-
tion of “fictions and prose
poems” may strike some read-
ers as rather narrow. For oth-
ers, the territory of human rela-
tionships and an underlying
arcument for options to conven-
tional man/woman love would
be sufficient material for a book
many times larger than this
one. Ellen in “A Touch of Harry
in the Night" sees only twa al-
ternatives to “life with Harry™
the solitude of her freshly paint-
ed fiar overlooking Kensington
Market or a renewed jaunt
through the meat-market of ro-
mantically intriguing hut unsat-
isfactory sexual epcounters.
Alfie, a character in two sketch-
s, is permitted more — a brief
glimpse at options to reiation-
ships with David and Sean. Her
most compelling alternative is
the secret "sense of herself,”
wonderfully described by Dau-
rio as "a pure clear beil in a
storm of siren voices.” Daurio’s
concern for what one character
calls the “pureness of self.,”
some sense of personal autono-
my and integrity, coalesces in
the tragedy of options “not
faken.”

What rescues us from unnec-
essary gloom is the vivid beauty
and precision of Beverley Dau-
rio’s writing, especially in “Sis-
ter and Brather,” the best of the
14 pieces. Daurio has a capacity
for making powerfully descrip-
tive, acute ohservations. She ap-
peals to all the senses. She ap-
proaches her material with an
even-handed commitment to
ideas and — what is perhaps
monre important — with curiosi-
ty about the misgivings we all
occasjonally feel as creatures
drawn together by our mutual
vilnerahility.  — DAVID KOSUB

ATMOSPHERES
APOLLINAIRE

by Mark Frutkin

Th.: Prrceple-3 Qrill, 183 pages,

312 05 paper LISBN 0 83984 120 9)
THIS BOOK attempts to be not so
much a biography as an innova-
tive fiction of Apollinaire and
his times. It seems to recognize

AT

the extent to which a writer
emerges out of a enltural and
social matrix. Through a col-
Tage of literary quotations, pho-
tographs, and snippets of
scenes from film, Frutkin at-
tempts to distill the essence of
Paris, the café scene, the histor-
ical moment, the man, A., Apol-
linaire, artist, his life within the
contexl of his times and that
monumental city, which drew
genius to its centre. What
amazes me is that a period so
interesting and the life of a writ-
er very much to be admired
could produce such a dufl book.

“Pémerveille” {, marvel) was
Apollinaire's slogan, Such a
view perhaps is difficult to con-
vey in a mode that is so dis-
tanced and fractured. This ob-
jective handling of the materials
of the story does not, unfortu-
nately, save it from being often
sentimental and clichéd. I found
the dramatic scenes flat (2 lot of
jumping up and down.from
chairs) and the dialogue wood-
en. How and why the poet
changed his name, a scene be-
tween A. and his mother, gives
us dialogue with the punch and
verisimilitude of “Leave it to
Beaver” (not Pinter):

“And what is wrong with
Wilhelm-Apollonaris de
Kostrowitzky?"

"Nothing, but, weli, it's the
kids at school. [ want to have
a French name.”

The scene is all surface and
not interesting in its texture.
One mystery, however, is
cleared up; why Apollinaire had
such bad luck with women. Be-
cause even the language of
Frutkin's A. is often vapid and
imprecise, not “beautiful” as de-
scribed. Here’s the dialogue
from a choice love scene: “Im-
mediately, he regained his foot-
ing and covered his embarrass-
ment with beautiful words; ‘My
father was 2 sphinx, my mother
the pight” " This strains too
much to be romantic in its dic-
tion, and moreover it seems
purely rhetorical; after all, the
sphinx is female, is it not? (But
who's to blame, A. or F.2)

What's wrong with this book?
Is it the incompatible mix of
postmodern techaique and cloy-

ing, sentimental Janguage? Is it

the cursory treatment of the
ideas and artistic figures of the
time? It's difficult for me to de-
cide which I find more irritat-
ing. Apollinaire named the
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movements “cubism”™ and “sur-
reafism” but we get no sense of
the thinking behind his intellec-
tual invention. Instead, we get
unlikely descriptions (surface,
not depth) and slapstick, okay,
but pretentious slapstick?: "A
round lemon tart stuck to her
derriére like a cubist version of
the sun.”

Hemingway's c¢rap-detector
would come in handy here and
in other scenes Tike the one in
which Pable Picasso is de-
scribed in this hackneyed and
awkward manner: “The artist
was gazing with such intensity
it was a wonder the object of his
vision did not burst into
flames.” Oh, yeah, and when
these major thinking artists
aren’t jumping up ard down in
chairs, they're staring a lot.
Snooz2222z22222E7 TR TILZZIZIC,

— MARY DI MICHELE
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SKIN and LIARS

by Dennis Foon .

Playwrights Canada, 112 pages, $11.
4 88754 4 .

BOTH OF these plays for young
audtences by the award-winning
playwright Dennis Foon avoid
suggesting simple solutions to
compiex contemporary prob-
lems. In Skin, a fluid series of
vigneties that tangle and twist
like strands of DNA, we are
faced with the overwhelming
confusion of immigrant youth
as they attempt to assimilate
without losing their sense of
self. Simply and honestly, Foon
portrays the brutal ignorance of
the prejudice that assaults im-
migrant characters. And while
separating the victims from the
survivors, Foon resists examin-
ing how and why bigotry
spreads. Assuming its ugly exis-
tence, he moves instead to the
more relevant issue of how it af-
fects young people — as vic-
tims, perpetrators, and sur-
vivors.

In Liars, Foon quickly makes
the point that alcoholism and
drug use cross socio-economic

and age barriers with insidious
ease. He then focuses on their
effects, particularly on teen-
aged family members. This too
is 2 play that offers no false pre-
tence of salvation.

Both Skin and Liars show us
people pushed to the edge of
the abyss, making choices and
living by their actions. Foon's
injections of theatricality
{masks, dummies, even a frag-
ment of a Japanese tea ceremo-
ny) never intrude on or inter-
rupt the fast-paced rhythm of
the plays: on the contrary, they
intensify the themes with the
impact of the slap of a hand
across a startled face. And ina
repertoire of plays for young

. people that are all too often re-

ally plays for young people’s
parents, it's refreshing to find
two pieces that are neither con-
descending nor preachy.

— JUDITH RUDAKOFF

WORDS IN PLAY
by Allan Stratton
Coach Honse Press, 214 pages, $13.95

paper (ISBN 0 88310 329 1)
ALLAN STRATTON is one of our
more successful writers for the
theatre, both critically and pop-
ularly. His Rexy! won him
Chalmers, Dora Mavor Moore
and Canadian Authors Associa-
tion awards and Nurse jane
Goes lo Hazwaii, the first play in
this selection, has had “over
200 productions from Alaska to
New York.”

Nurse Jane is a successful
and entertaining confusion of
Harlequin romance with tradi-
tiornal farce. The other two
plays included here, Joggers and
The 101 Miracles of Hope
Chance, are also comic in in-
tent. Joggers, z nightmare, con-
fronts the audience with a grim
sexual fairy tale mitigated by
comic effects achieved through
a contrast of melodramatic and
horrific elements. Hope Chaxnce,
subtitled “a fable,” is a modern-
day miracle play with satire the
source of its laughter.

Stratton has felt it necessary
if “embarrassing” to use his in-
troduction to these plays as an
apologia for comedy and for his
own wark as serious literary
husiness. * 'Even’ Nurse fane, a
farce, is primarily verbal, chock-
a-block with comic references
to Joseph Conrad, Dostoievsky,
Shakespeare and others.” He
goes to the effort of pointing
out that "Redemption, celebra-
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tion, laughter and joy: this is
the iriumph of comedy” and
“Unhappy childhoods, loneli-
ness, suicide, alienation . . .
desperate people” are his sub-
ject matter.

He raises aesthetic expecta-
tions but the diction, repartee,
and characters that serve Nurse
Jane so well appear more often
in Joggers and Hope Chance as
clumsy or sentimental. Strat-
ton’s achievement then is not as
admirable or as interesting as

his intent.
— DANIEL DAVID MOSES

THE PAST

I

DICTIONARY OF
CANADIAN
BIOGRAPHY YVOLUME
VII 1836-1850

edited by Francegs G. Halpenny
Liversity of ﬂﬂnula Press, 1088;035.
| 570 olod (JSBN 0 8020 3452 7) |

THE VOLUMES of The Dictionary
of Canadian Biegraphy (11 of
which have appeared since
1969) have been highly ac-
claimed by both scholarly and
general reviewers. It is warm
praise simply to call volume VII,
which covers figures who died
between 1336 and 1850, more of
the same.

Historians have long appreci-
ated the power of these vol-
umes ta lift shadows and raise
veils from mysterious railway
pramoters, nuns, and tribal
leaders who fall beneath the
ranks of the shining greats but
nonetheless merit mention
here. Academics and more gen-
eral readers, too, wander
through less purpasefully for
the pleasure of milling in a by-
gone crowd, hearing what mat-
tered to the middling survey-
ors, preachers, and silversmiths
of long ago.

It is noteworthy that the vol-
umes up through VII reflect the
initial dominance of western far
and eastern fisheries in our
economy. Over half the 538
subjects of volume VII made
their careers in regions outside
Ontario and Quebec. Here is re-
dress for the centralist bias in
much of our historical writing.

Women. unfortunately, are
less well served, representing
only four per cent of the entries.
One wonders whether the crite-
ria for inclusion are too much
directed towards male activi-
ties, Although past political doc-
uments seldom  mention
wonen, there are many female
diaries and letter collections for

V11, and the history of private
life is an increasingly accepted
part of the historical field. More
notice might have been taken
too, of the founders, patrons,
and matrons {and perhaps the
inmates!) of the charities, or-
phanages, and magdaiens
which proliferated after 1830.
Where is Lucy Hedge (died
1838), who pioneered Canada’s
Sunday school movement? And
where are the founders of Mon-
treal's Ladies’ Benevolent Asso-
ciation (established 1815 who
went door-to-door to discover
needy immigrants, and helped
lay the groundwork for both the
Protestant Orphanage and the
General Hospital?

Let us hope that the 20th-cen-
tury volumes, which will soon
begin to appear, will correct
this shortcoming while main-
taining the many virtues of this
splendid project.  —JAN NOEL’

BILLY BISHOP:
CANADIAN HERO
by Dan NcCaffery

| James Lorimer, 225 pages, $24.95 cloth
ISBN 1 55028 095 3}

BILLY BISHOP's status as a First
World War hero rests on two
claims; that he shot down 72
enemy aircraft and that he
strafed a German aerodrome,
single-handed; the latter exploit
earned him the Victoria Cross.
Both these assertions have
been contested since the war
ended. Dan McCaffery sets out
to vindicate Bishop as Canada’s
ace of aces.

He gives the arguments both
for and against the truth of the
legend a thorough going over,
but his admiration for his sub-
ject gets the better of his prose:
“Bishop was about to nail an op-
ponent when a second Albatros
got behind him and stitched his
Niewport's fuselage with a
stream of Jead. Before the Ger-
man could deliver the death
blow, Jack Scott streaked out of

nowhere, sending the Hun-

down in flames.” Metaphorical-
fy rich, yes, but one wonders
whether this is history, mock-
journalism, or just a comic book
without pictures. The use of the
term Hun for “German” stains
McCaffery’s writing through-
out.

This is too bad because Bish-
op is an intriguing figure, Not
only was his experience unique,
to say the least, but the media’s
creation and glorification of the
image of “Bishop, the lone war-
rior flying above the clouds in a
litle open cockpit biplane with

wind,” while Europe extermi-
nated itself below him, is a
stunt almost equal to his reputa-
tion as a pilot. But by confining
himself to finding out whether
Bishop “nailed” all those
“Huns” or not, McCaffery offers
a disturbingly naive and blood-
thirsty way to recall the Great
War. — WARD MCBURNEY

THE LYNCH MOB
by Charles Lynck

THE LAST DANCE:
MURDER IN CANADA
by Neil Boyd

Preatice-Hall Carada, 286 pages,

IT WOULD be a mistake — in
fact, it teas a mistake — to ex-
pect in this colourfully titled
volume an exposition of intrigu-
ing murders in the fictional En-
glish style. It is, rather, a socio-
logical treatise, complete with
statistics, graphs, and chapter-
end notes about murderers and
victims alike who are, for the
most part, materially disadvan-
faged and mentally limited. It is
sombre and depressing read-
ing; and yet it does bring to-
gether a wealth of information
about Canadian murders of the
past century or so, and about
the legal steps toward and away
from capital punishment by
which their perpetrators were
dealt with.

Almost the only case consid-
ered at any length is that of
Wilbert Coffin, the Quebec
guide and prospector who was
hanged in 1956 for the killing in
the bush near Gaspé nearly

. three years earlier of three

American hunters. It is a fasci-
nating case, if only because
there was and remains so much
doubt about Coffin's guilt,

Other colourful cases — no-
tably those of Peter Demeter
and Colin Thatcher — are
touched upon so lightly that
they are almost brushed off.
Perhaps Boyd feels that they
have already been sufficiently
analysed elsewhere. Thatcher,
for instance, is dealt with in
seven lines.

Both Demeter and Thatcher
were, and are, powerful men. It
is tempting to wonder whether
it may be out of simple pru-
dence that they get off so light-
ly in this book. Demeter in par
ticular may be thought to have
shown a remarkable ability to
reach out from his prison cell 2
long, vengeful arm; and mur-
der, after all. is not only of the
past and of the present, but of

the period covered by volume  scarf flapping rakishly in the the future. — BERT COWAN
G BODKS I1) CANADA, March 1969
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Key Porter, 197 pages, $19.95 cloth
13 1

CHARLES LYNCH, in seeking to
hang his seemingly endless
anecdotes about our post-war
prime ministers upon some
structure, adopts the device of
ranking them in terms of what
he regards as their effective-
ness (St. Laurent first, Joe
Clark last). It is a successful de-
vice in that it challenges the
reader to play that same parlour
game, but it is a somewhat thin

.| scaffolding for his relentless

outpouring of generally good-
humoured tales about our re-
cent prime ministers.

Some of the anecdotes are
first-hand, drawing upon
Lynch's 52 years as journalist;
others are reworkings of famil-
tar subjects. Almost all are re-
counted with verve and charity.
If that is what one seeks, then
Lynch on Mackenzie King’s
perceptive dog, Diefenbaker’s
ravings, or Mulroney's surplus
shoes will not disappoint. He is
generous in his laughter at the
faibles of our prime ministers,
certainly more generous than
his journalistic colleagues
whom he knows only too well.

Canadians wiil search their
media columas and channels
in vain for favourable reports
on governments and prime
ministers of any stripe. Each
prime minister gets the treat-
ment, regardless of affilia-
tion. There's the buildup on
the way to the office, and
then there's the teardown.

Lynch, let it be said, does
rather better than that in The
Lynch Meb. .

There are random asides of a
more serious character: the
evolving role of the Supreme
Court or the deplorable impact
of public opinion poils during
elections. After the umpteenth
anectdote, one longs for Lynch
to' expand upon such a passing
observation as “polisters have
cheapened the whole political
pracess. . . . They have disen-
chanted the populace and re-
duced elections to [a] mockery.
. . . We shall need to await an-
other and very different book
from Lynch for expansions of
this and other important in-
sights. In the meantime, Lynch,
in offering his anecdotes about
our prime ministers, has helped
us to laugh a little at ourselves
— and for that his readers

should be grateful.
ould be gra ~ ROY MACLAREN
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Nanabush in the city

| Tomson Highway writes in English,

but he dreams in Cree, and his plays combine
his knowledge of Indian reality in this country with
classical structure and artistic language

OMSON HIGHWAY was botn in a

tent, in the middle of a snowbank

on his father's trap-line, on a re-
mote island on Maria Lake in northern
Manitoba. The second youngest of 12
children, he spoke only Cree until, at the
age of six — at the behest of the govern-
ment — he was sent away to a Catholic
boarding school in The Pas. He returned
to his home only in the summer months,
‘Two years ago, The Rez Sisters, his play
about life on the “rez” (reservation), won
the Dora Mavor Moore Award for the
best new play of the year, and was
runner-up for the Floyd S. Chalmers
Arxrard for Best Canadiae Play. One of
two plays invited to represent Canada at
the Edinburgh Festival, it earned extrav-
agant praise.

In the words of one critic, the Native
Earth Performing Arts Company {which
presented The Rez Sisters) was “a group
on the threshold of developing a very in-
dividual national theatre™ another re-
viewer lauded the “skilled and inventive
ensemble players”; and a third cailed the
play a "bundie of fresh, strong percep-
tions rooted in the commonplace, built
on affection and eliciting it.”

Tomson Highway is Native Earth’s
artistic director, and was busy with re-
hearsals for the group's latest produc-
tion (Tie Sage, The Dancer, and The
Fool) when [ visited him in his Toronto
home just east of the downtown core. It
was a rainy winter morning, the kind of
weather that means everyone you know
is recovering from the flu. As we sat over
our cups of coffee in a blue-and-white
farmhouse-style kitchen, his soft voice
barely disturbed the sounds of dripping
water outside the windows. A white cat
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came in, and curled up at his feet.

His mind was on a film offer for The
Rez Sisters that his agent was working
on. He seemed to be thinking aloud, de-
bating his choice between two interested
production compasnies, one with lots of
money, the other with less -— but with a
reputation for doing quality work. “My
choice is whether I want to make money
or a beautiful film. I wish there were
more people who did things because
they loved them.”

Tomson Highway is doing something
he loves — no question about that. But
it's been a long road from the Brochet
Reserve, where he spent his early years
in what he has called “an exquisitely
beautiful nomadic lifestyle,” trapping in
winter, fishing in summer. A measure of
the distance he's come is the fact that
his two eldest siblings never aitended
school, and to this day speak Cree and
Chipewyan, but no English. Learning to
exist, let alone succeed, in the white
man's system was an exceptional feat.

*The Department of Indian Affairs had -

an iron grip on treaty Indians,” he re-
calls. “We were wards of the Crown. The
band councils were elected, but the
chiefs were answerable to the depart-
ment. In the early "50s, Indian children
between six and 16 were forced fo. go to/
schools where they were ‘missionized’
by the Roman Catholics. It was an ali-out
policy of assimilation. The intent was to
turn Indian kids into white Lkids. A lot of
the kids got treated badly, it was terri-
ble. Girls had their heads shaved. There
was child abuse, there was sexual
abuse.”

It isn’t a time he wants to dwell on. He
says merely. “It was a dark landscape.
When the stories come out, people will
be shocked. A lot of my colleagues from
those days are dead, by suicide, by alco-
hol-related violence that they levelled at
each other. Very few of us made it
through.” But he did well, going to high
school in Winnipeg, and then studying
music at the University of Manitoba and
eventually collecting honours degrees in
music and English from the University
of Western Ontario. “T was in a privi-
leged position. I was a smartass. I always
had the highest marks — the teacher’s
pet. I learned everything to a T, got my
two unijversity degrees. I was a role
model, I played the game. Now I'm
gaing back to tell the story.”

While at boarding school he had
learned to play the piano. “Piano lessons
were my throughline to sanity, 1 was
hanging. on to that.” A young professor
of music, newly arrived from England,
became the Churchill High School stu-
dent’s piano teacher. I was one step
away from Main Street,” Tomson re-
members, referring to the city's notori-
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ous downtown strip. “William Aide [now
of the University of Toronto Faculty of
Music] was my teacher; he noticed, and
took me under his wing. He was like a
father to me.” Highway studied music
for two years at the University of Manito-
ba. When Aide went on sabbatical to
England, he took his student with him to
study concert piano.

London inr the early '70s was Tomson
Highway’s artistic coming of age. “I was
lucky. I got whisked off my feet, and was
entertained royally. I really experienced
things from the inside. These were the
days of glitter rock — David Bowie ~—
and artists like David Hockney. I met all
sorts of musicians and artists, film-mak-
ers, and actors. Every night I went to see
a film, a concert, a play, an opera, or a
ballet — often two in a evening. Seven
nights a week sometimes. 1 saw Joan
Sutherland, Leontyne Price, Rubenstein,
Jacqueline du Pré. The world’s best.
Something inside me said, ‘I'm going to
be like that” "

Another year at Manitoba, and then,
with his mentor, a year at Western, and
Tomson Highway was faced with a
choice between music and the needs of
Indian people on°the streets. “I asked
myself, what can I do with classical
music 2nd the Indian people?” Chopin
lost. At 23, the young graduate went to
work helping with childeen’s recreation
programs, prison inmates, Indians facing
the courts. One group he worked for,
the Ontario Organization of Indian
Friendship Centres, was. formed in 1959
to assist native people who had moved to
the cities, a pattern that began in the
1950s. “The immediate impact on them
was shock, and the result was the classic
image of the Indian drunk on the street,”
says Tomson.

During seven hard years he learned to
cope within organizations that, in
essence, had to become un-Indian to

exist. “In order to be eligible for govern-’

ment grants,” he explains, “to satisfy the
Ministry of Consumer and Commercial
Relations' definition of a corporation, In-

. dian people, who had governed them-

selves in a hereditary system based on
community consensus, had to adopt the
elective system and form boards of di-
rectors, with presidents, vice-presidents,
secrelaries, and so on. Whereas the Indi-
an system — of politics, of theology — is
a circle, a never-ending circle, the elec-
tive system, the European system, is a
straight line, what I call the Genesis to
Revelations line: progress, progress,
progress, from point A to point B, until
the apocalypse comes. As a result, the
circle was shattered, and got stretched
open"to a straight line. The impact, psy-
chologically and spiritually, was devas-
tating.”

Being “buffeted about™ within this
emerging system for seven years, privy
to internal hatreds, jealousies, and
power struggles, became yet another
rite of passage for Tomson Highway.
The gratifying part was that he came
into contact with so many people across
the province: kids, old people, street
drunks. “I fell in love with them madly.
To this day I can go to any town in this
province, any reserve, and [ walk into a
home and it’s my home. The friendship,
the emotional support is immense.”

At 30, he decided it was ime to make
it all connect. "So I started writing plays,
where I put together my knowledge of
Indian reality in this country with classi-
cal structure, artistic language. It
amounted to applying sonata form to the
spiritual and mental situation of a street
drunk, say, at the corner of Queen and
Bathurst. As an Indian person in this
country, you are aware, like it or not,
that that is the first and only way most
white people see Indians. If's an indict-
ment. That’s our national image. In fact,
the average white Canadian has seen
that visual more frequently than they've
seen a beaver. Te my mind, you might
as well put an Indian drunk on the Cana-
dian nickel.” ;

Angry but not bitter, Tomson High-

way set to work. The primary challenge °

was to produce works in English that
were the equal of or better than those
produced by native speakers. Not fluent
in English until his mid-teens, Tomson
says he still dgeams in Cree, all his sto-
ries come to him in Cree. The ethos of
the Cree language — quite unlike En-
glish — forms the basis of his plays.
How is the language different? “Well,
first of &l it’s hilarious. The central fig-
ure in our mythology is a clown, a Trick-
ster, who stands at the centre of our
dream life, as opposed to the Eurcpean
context where the central figure is an ag-
onized mdividual. European mythology
says we are here to suffer; our mytholo-
gy says we're here to have a good time.
The language that grew out of that
mythology is hilarious. When you talk
Cree, you laugh, constantly.

“And secondly, it's very visceral. You
talk quite openly about the functions of
the body, which in English are taboo.
The Trickster was a very sensual charac-
ter — making love, eating — all those
bodily. functions, he celebrated them, he
lived for them. The Trickster's most fre-
quent conversational partner was his
anus; In Epgiish the immediate impulse
is to censor that, but in Cree it makes
perfect sense.

“The third distinction is that there is
no gender given to words, By that sys-
tem of thought the mythological Trick-
ster is neither exclusively male nor
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exclusively female; or is both simultane-
ously. In the European languages you
must always deal with the male-female-
neuter hierarchy. God is male, irretriev-
ably. Suppose Jesus Christ had been a
woman? What an outrageous notion. But
the Cree figure was never made flesh.
* He is strictly a figure of the imagination.
No one has ever seen him.” .

No one, perhaps, except the audiences
across the country who've enjoyed The
Rez Sisters (a new production opens at
Montreal's Centaur Theatre this month);
he leaps and dances around the stage,
visible only to those characters in the
play, like Marie-Adele, who are about to
die. The piay, based on Tomson’s moth-
er and her seven sisters, was work-
shopped at the De-bajeb-mu4jig Theatre
Company, West Bay, Manitoulin Island,
and appeared at the Native Canadian
Centre of Toronto in late November,
1986. An immediate hit, it tells the sto-
ries of seven women, siblings and in-
laws, who dream of leaving their reserve
to make it to the Biggest Bingo in the
Warld, being held in Toronto. The only
“male” onstage is the Trickster,
Nanabush (played by Tomson’s brother,
René, a professional dancer) disguised
as a seagull, a nighthawk, and finally the
Bingo Master himself.

The play is a raucous mix of the comic
and the tragic, a true reflection of what
Tomson Highway has seen in his life-
time. The efiect is something like the
“magical” theatre Tomson observed in
the plays of James Reaney. While attend-
ing workshops with Reaney at Western,
he had been impressed with the way

mythology was superimposed on the

evenis in the characters’ lives, particular-
ly in The Donnellys, a trilogy that deals
with an Irish Protestant family in Ontario
in the 1800s, whose feud with znother
family led to violence, torture, and mur-
der. In these plays “man and the gods in-
teract,” he recalls. “By means of poetic
metaphor, Reaney transformed Mr. and
Mrs. Donnelly into Father Sky and
Mother Earth, the seven sons become
the stars, the daughter the moon. I'll
never forget it”

James Reaney vividly remembers the
young student who supplied him with
the Cree terms he needed for Wacousta,
a play that used conversational Cree for
a lacrosse game — something that had
never been done before. “He was clever,
literary, an awfully nice guy doing hon-
ours English,” he recalls, “and I woke up
one day and realized he had a play on in
Toronto.” Reaney loved The Rez Sisters,
which he calls “a wild mix of things,
fupny and sad at the same time, It moves
from ordinary life on the reserve to God
as a dancer — what a knockout concept.
The play mixes myth and documentary,
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and it drops the realism that Canadian
theatre tends to get saddled with. I
found it utterly fascinating.”

Reaney's reactions were echoed
across the country and in Edinburgh, as
The Rez Sisters gave audiences a picture
of Indian life they didn’t expect. Cather-
ine Lockerbie, one of the critics, called
the play “a célebration: a great, sassy,
comic pulsing celebration of down to
earth womanly life.” Next on Tomson's
agenda is the flip-side of the sisters, a
play exclusively about men -— some of
the sister’s ‘men, as well as some new
names and faces — called Dry Lips
Oughta Move to Kapuskasing, slated to
open at Toronto's Theatre Passe Mu-
raille in April. This time around the
game is hockey, and Nanabush assumes
female shapes. In fact, Tomson Highway
has a whole Rez cycle in mind, a total of
seven plays dealing with different as-
pects of reserve life. The next one after
Dry Lips will be a musical, featuring a
band headed by one of the indomitable
Rez sisters, the “Indian biker chick,”
Emily Dictionary.

Something exciting is happening here.
Tomson Highway is part of the first gen-
eration of university-educated Indians:
articulate not only in Cree but in En-
glish. He s fired by the “astopishing re-
alization” that, contrary to what he was
told, his Janguage, his culture, his histo-
ry are not third rate but first rate, “Leg-
end has it that the shamans, who pre-
dicted the arrival of the white man and
the near-destruction of the Indian peo-
ple, also foretold the resurgence of the
native people seven lifetimes after
Columbus. We are that seventh genera-
tion.”

Last summer Tomsen found himself
on a panel at the Vancouver Authors’
Festival with two West-Coast “anglo”
playwrights. “Someone in the audience
asked us about our roots,” he recalls.
“My geographical roots are in northern
Manitoba, but I also have spiritual roots,
which are powerful. The anglos ques-
tioned themselves, but they couldn't find
a solid mythology, Whereas with us it's
passionate, electric.”

He gestures to an empty chair behind
the kitchen table, a deep biue director’s
chair. “Because there's an Indian in this
room, the Trickster is here. He’s an ex-
tension of my spirit. For all intents and
purposes he’s sitting here.” I turn and
look at the chair, which seems a little
less empty than it was a minute ago.
“But if I were to leave this room he'd be
gone too. There'd be no Indian spirit in
this kitchen.” Just then the phone rang,
as if on cue, breaking the spell. Tomson
Highway got up to answer it. Qutside the
windows the grey Toronfo cityscape
looked everi duller than usual.
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determine the play

“John Krizanc’s play is literate,
intricate, astonishing and boldly,
unabashedly theatrical . .. it
glints with subtle perceptions,
illuminations, snappy dialogue

woven seamlessly into a
gorgeous tapestry that becomes a
net of allurement . . . TAMARA
is magnifico, history-making, the
theatrical event of the year.
Maybe of many years.”

—Polly Warfield, Drama-Logue

TAMARA has been produced in

John Krizanc's most recent play

The choices
you make

you read!

JOHN KRIZANC
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. . [ts brilliant varied strands are

Q

Toronto, Mexico Cily, New York
and is the longest running play
-ever in Los Angeles.

o

4

Prague, won The 1987
Governor General’s award.
o]

In Bookstores this Spring

o

$24.95 (paperback)

' Stoddart
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NEW REFERENCES FROM

CAMBRIDGE...

THE CAMBRIDGE GUIDE TO LITERATURE
IN ENGLISH -

Ian Ousby, Editor
Foreword by Margavet Atwood

“The outcome of the Oxford-Cambridge boat race is a matter of suspense each year, but when each
of the venerable English universities is pitted against Canadian literature, it is no contest.
Cambridge wins by a country kilometer. . . Obviously the guide is intended to take its place on the
shelf of invaluable reference works:' e

— Toronto Globe and Mail |4

“The Cambridge Guide to Literature in English, although a
comprehensive, authoritative, and up-to-date reference
book is also a testament to the amazing range and

vitality of the English language itself” ;
— Margaret Atwood, from the Foreword }:

$53.50 hardcover

THE CAMBRIDGE GUIDE

TO WORLD THEATER
Martin Banham, Editor

This new, illustrated, single-volume reference
emphasizes international theater and performance in its
broadest sense. A- to-Z entries provide clear and concise
information on traditions, theories, companies,
playwrights, practitioners, venues and events. More
than 300 photographs and drawings supplement the text
to make this the ideal resource for theatergoers, general
readers, students and professionals. )

$66.95 hardcover

At bookstores or order from

CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY PRESS = 3

22 East 57th Streetr, New York, WY 10022,

Call Collect: 416-972-0288 « Cambridge ISBIN Prefix 0-521.
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WORK IN PROGRESS

Inquest

‘She thinks that's where she lives . . . In her dreams.
Not even last night’s dreams. Sometimes, the dreams she thinks
she lives in are ten years old — or twenty’

" Author’s note
THIS IS the opening scene of 2
play in progress; Inquest is the
working title. The play is set in the
late 1960s and takes place in Ot-

tawa. It deals with memory, anda .

double crisis: a diplomat is being
investigated for homosexual activi-

ties while in a foreign posting; and |-

his wife, who has Alzheimer’s dis-
ease, is becoming more and more
disoriented. Is anyone’s memory
valid in the light of what we need
to remember and need to forget,
choose to remember and choose
to forget in a time of crisis? And
what if we can’t remember — or at
least, not as others would have us
recall the past? Whom does mem-
ory serve? Ourselves, or others?
—T.F.

Cast
Harry Raymond:
Canadian Ambassador to Moscow
Marian Raymond: his wife
Diana Marsden: their daughter
Norman Michaelson;
Prime Minister of Canada
Juliet Michaelson: his wife
Mahavolitch and Jackman:
RCMP intelligence officers

By Timothy Findley

ACT ONE

Autumn. Late afternoon. Downstage,
there is a garden. A sense of order over-
run by time. The place has not been lived
in for two years. A sunroom juis out inio
the garden at an angle. There are many
windows, Double doors lead to a series of
wide steps and the steps lead down onlo
the lawn, Upstage, an exit leads from the
sunroom io the rest of the house via a
short staircase. Wicker chairs, a setlee,-
and tables are all pushed to one side and
covered with an inadequale dust sheet.
The stage is emply.

Juuer {0f) How lovely! The trees. . .
I'd forgotten. -

Duana  {Of) 1 can't believe you'd ever
give itup.

Juuer  (Of) T can't believe it either.
And the garden! Oh, Norman — what
fools we were,

DiaNA  (Of) Do we have to go in
through the house? Can’t we go this
way? Tl we
NorMmaN (Of) Idon’t see why not.
Diana Marsden enters the garden.

Diana Oh, my goodness. . . Wonderful!

Norman Michaelson enlers — pausing io
let the others pass before im.

NorMAN You care for that, Diana?

Diana  Yes. Oh, yes. Daddy? Do come.
The viewl

Juliet Michaelson enters — followed by
Harry Raymond.

JUUET There you go, Harry. Diana
wants to show you the river.

Harry crosses to Diana. Juiiet lets him
Dbass, hanging back near Norman.

Diana  Don't look till you get here,
father. Don't. There, How about that!

AT L TITTE R AT TS

HARRY Yes. ..

Diana Nothing anyv-vhere beats the
view up the Gatineau. Not in October,

Juuer (Taking Norman's arm) We
were appallingly happy here. Simply ap-
pallingly happy. Werent we,
Norrie. . . . Of all the houses everywhere
— in all our lives, we were never, never
better off than here.

NorMan True enough, I guess.

Mahavoliteh and Jackman enfer. Both
wear raincoals and both are carrying.

hand luggage.

I'm afraid you lads will have to take that

in through the front.
MaHavorLmcl  Yessir.
Mahavolilch and fackman prepare to exil.

NorMAN Once you're inside, you might
come down and unlock that door. (Sun-
reom) Where's Mrs. Raymond?

Ma#AvOLITCH Can't say, sir. We
thought she’d come round with you.

NorRMAN No. No. Harry?

Harry Yes, Norman.. . . Whatisit?
JuLET Where’s Marian? .
Harry Idon’t know. Didn't she. . .7
DiaNA  (breaks away: calling) Mother?
NORMAN She can't have gone far,

Mahavolitch and Jackman starl to set
down the luggage.

No. No. Don't do that. Just get on with
your business. We'll find Mrs. Raymond.

M and J (fagether) Yessir.
They exit — with luggage.

Diana  She was with us, I swear. (Call-

ing) Mother?
Diana exits.
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HARRY Where can she possibly-have
gone?

Juuer
Harry

JULIET
her.

Juliet exits.
Harry I'm sorry, Norman.

NorMaAN She'll turn up. (He looks
around the garden) You know — it’s
quite true: we were happier here than
anywhere else we've ever lived, me and
Juliet. And we've certainly had our share
of cities. Athens, Moscow, London. . .

Mahavelitch and Jackman appear in the
suniroom and unlock the doors — afler
which, they begin to arrange the furniture,
removing the dust sheets, etc. Norman
looks at the river.

Funny, isn't it, given the past, to say we
were happiest in Ottawa, of all places.
But, dear God, those hills, that river. . ..
And, of course, our children were born
here. (Looks ai Harry) Diana was born
... where was it? Japan?

Harry That's right.
NorMAN Wonderful, isn't it — the
ridiculous stuff a person remembers.

Harry Yes. Next thing you know, you'll
remember where yox were born.

NormaiN (Laughs — then sobers.) I'm
sorry. That was completely thoughtless,

Harry Yes, it was. Bui I forgive you.
{He smiles)

NorMaN (Alse smiling) That's very big
of you. -

Harry Well — I guess I'd better get
used to forgiving you. [ dare say, ovér

the next few days, I'm going to have to
do 1ot of forgiving. Aren't I.

Diana/JuLier  (Of) Mother . . . ? Mar-
jan. .. ?
Pause

NorMAN Have you talked with her?
About why you might be here, I mean?

Harry No. But she’s made — or she's
making — her guesses. You know that
nothing official has been said: only that
T've been called home “on special duty.”
And she’s not a fool, Norman, Neither
am L

Normax No.

Harry crosses to the edge and looks at the
view.

Harry We all know what “special duty”
means.

NoRMAN  (making light of if) Do we?

Not to worry.
Marian?
No. Let me. Diana and [ will find

12 BOOKS I GAUADA, Liarch 1989
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Harry Oh, for Christ's sake: stop being
so goddamned diplomatic. Take off your
bloody white gloves! In the double-
double-double-talk of our beloved Exter-
nal Affairs, when an ambassador is
called home on “special duty” — we all
know perfectly well it means he's under
investigation.

NormaN Yes. Well. We'll talk about
that tomorrow.

Offstage, a dog begins to bark in the dis-
tance.

Harry At whose instigation, Norman?
At whose instigation was I brought
home?' (Norman does not answer.) Was it
yours?

NorMAN I'm only a servant, Harry. A
servant — like you.

Harry Like Hell. you are. You're the
bloody PM.

NormaN Yes. But when it comes to
matters like these, the bloody PM is still
just a servant.

Harry Whose, then? Whose servant?

NorMaN. (lighis cigi:reue) Circum-
stance. The servant of circumstance . . .

HARRY What circumstance this time?
NORMAN We'll talk about it tomorrow.
Harry But. ..

NORMAN Tomorrow. (Beaf) Today, rest.
That's a hell of a journey you've just
made. Moscow to here: non-stop.

JuLiET/DIaNa  (OfH Marian . . . ?
Mother., . . ? :

Harry (giving in) Yes. I'm tived.
Juuer (O Yoo-hoo! Marian . . . ?

NormAN What about this, Harry? Dis-
appearing like this: is this par for the
course?

Harry Par for the . . . . You think we
keep score? Marian, 3, disease, 4? She'’s
ill. I¢’s a sickness.

NorMaN I'm sorry.

Harry The worst part is, it has no pat-
tern: no design. Sometimes, we don’t
even know when she's in it. She doesn’t
know. And there’s nothing — there’s no
medication. All Ican dois . . . watch.

NorMAN I'm sorry. I am. (Beaf) Look,
you must have an A-l case of jet-lag.
Let's just celebrate the fact you're here.
‘Why don't we go find a drink?

Norman starts toward house.

Harry Yes. (Takes a step: stops) You
know, the funny thing is — she forgets
where she is, but she remembers all her
dreams,

NormMAN Dreams?

HARRY Yes. She thinks that's where
she lives . . . In her dreams. (Wails:
leughs) Not even last night’s dreams.
Sometimes, the dreams she thinks she
lives in are ten years old — or twenty.

They start up steps, Harry hanging back.

1I:TORMAN She'll turn up. They'll find
€r.

HARRY She mustn’t be harmed here,
Norman. No harm.

Norman and Harvy join Mahkavoliteh and

Jackman in the sunroom. Norman saysa

few words o them and then leads Harry
up the siairiay into the body of the house.

Diana/JuLET (Of) Mother. . . ? Mar-
fan. . . ? Marian...? Mother. . . ?

Pause. The dog barks. ’

Marian Raymond enters. She looks &4t the

view -— perhaps the sound of the dog at-
tracts her altention — nothing more.
Diana enters. :

MariaN Where have you been, Diana?
I've been looking for you everywhere,

DiaNa I'm sorry.

MARIAN Are you alone? I thought I
heard Juliet.

DiaNa  You did. She's. . .

Marian Al the leaves are turning red.
Winter’'s coming. Not my favourite.
Maybe the reason they've brought us

" back is to give your father a posting in

the tropics. You think? Perhaps?

DiaNa I don’t know, mother. Every-

thing happened so quickly. I got a

*phone call: “Come te Mirabel / Your par-

f:,ts are arriving.” That's really all 1
OW.

Marian (Merely saving if) Liar. . .
Still at some distance, the dog barks.
Diana [It's true, mother. I don’t know

- anything . . .

Marian waves her hand for silence.
Diang listens.

It's only some dog. Down by the river.
{Beat) All I know is, you're here and I'm
glad you're here.

Manrian You're glad. Yes. (Bea.t) Is he
lost? The dog. Do you think he’s lost? Or
in trouble. Which? Look — there's Juliet.

JuKet enters.

Somebody's lost their dog. Is it yours?
Were you looking? Is that where you've
been 2ll this time? Have you seen this?
{The house) Window-wonderland! Maybe
it's their dog that's lost. Whoever lived
herelast . . .
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Diana T don't really think so, mother.
The house has been empty a very long
time. This is where you're going to be
staying — you and father — until they
telt you what's going to happen next.’
Marian I hope what happens next is
Cairo — or MexXico. Anywhere but
whaisdisface . . ,

Diaxa  You've been to Cairo, mother.
You and father were posted there in
1958.

MariaN (as if Diana had not spoken)
Did you ever have to suffer the wonders
of what'sitsface, Juliet?

JuueT What's-its...? Where?
Duava  Moscow.

Mariay What makes you so certain I
meant Moscow? (Turzing) Have you,
Juliet?

Juuer What?

MARIAN  Been there?
Juuer Where?

Maran  Moscow.
JuLier Yes. Wewere. . .

Marian  Let me tell you, it was not de-
lightful. . .. X wasnot, . . delightful.

Juuer That was our last posting.
MariaNn  Where?

JULIET What's-isface. (She smiles ot
Marian — but there is absolulely no re-
sponse.) Moscow.

Maman Muscovites are pigs. . .

JULIET Just before Norrie hecame
Prime Minister.

MariAN  Swine.

JULIET Yes — well. We rather enjoyed
it there. I think it's one of the most beau-
tiful embassies we have. All those fire-
places! The smell of woodsmoke —
beech and birch and apple wood . . .
That lovely view of the river. Not unlike
here. Except, of course, bigger. Older.
Slightly more . . .

Marian Russian? (Gives a dazzling
sinile. It vanishes af once.) We haven't
been to India. Or Mexico . . Maybe
they'll give us Mexico. You think?

Duiana  Mayhe there won't be a posting
at all. Maybe they'll let you rest for a
while.

MarisN  Rest? Not here, pray God. We
wouldn’t want that.

Duana I think daddy looks tired. Don't
you, Juliet?

MariaN  We will not rest here. (Listens)
Oh, that poor dog .
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National Library  Bibliothéque nationale
of Canada du Canada

The National Library of Canada Is a federal Institution
located in Ottawa, whose maln role Is to acquire, preserve
and promote the published heritage of Canada for all
Canadians, both now and In the years to come. The most
comprehensive collection of Canadiana in the world —
books, periodicals, sound recordings and other materials —
can be found at the National Library.

As a major cultural insfitution, the National Library of
Canada suslgins and shares in Canadian creativity, imparts
knowledge and information, and recognizes the need to
link past, present and futurg. The multicultural and multi-
faceted naturk of the Canedian mosalc is reflected in the
collecions of the Library, and in some of the special ser-
vices it provides to promote'them.

For further information on the National Library servicas and

collections, contact: External Relaflons, National Library of Canada, -
395 Wellington Streat, Ottawa, Canada K1A ON4.
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Juuer Well — it isn’t something for us
to decide, anyway: whether you rest
here or in Mexico or Timbuctoo . . ..
That's what I always loved most about
External: someone else makes all your
decisions. The only thing you have to do
is catch the right 'plane.

Normas: comes down into the sunroon
cerrying a drink. He has removed his fop-
coat. Mahavolitch and Jackman have fin-
ished setting the furniture in place. What-
ever conversation they have with Normasn
is not heard Hirough the glass windows
but their talk is obviously about their in-
vestigation of Harry Raymond. Walches
are looked ai: schedules are discussed.

Mamiay  Youknow — I swear I've been
in this garden before. (She walks down-
stage)

Juuer You have.

Mariany  That view. The river. . .

Juuier You used to visit us here when
Diana was a baby. After you came back .
from Japan.

Mariak There was a swing over
there...

JuLier That's right

Mariax Hanging from that tree . . .
JuLer ‘That's right.

Diaka What tree?

MaxiaN And I used to swing . . . way
out over the edge. . .

Diava  What tree? Where?

| Andthe |
|winneris...;

The winner
of the $5,000
W.H. Smith /Books in
Canada First Novel
Award will be
announced in the
Aprll issue of Books
in Canada. -

See page 37 for...
the names of the six
books short-listed for
the award, and this

year's judges.
Don't forget to get
é;v of the Aptll iestie.
Ifyou don't already subscribe,
subscribe now and use the

handy postage-paid order form
Inserted between the covers.
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Juer Wecutitdown. . .
MariAN And the viewwas. .-.
DiaNa Isn't that funny. . .
MariaN Electrifying . . .

DiaNa Idon’t remember any tree.

MariaN  Wonderful! You could swing
right iato the sky.

Diana Why did you cut it down?

Juuier It was old, I guess. I don’t re-
member.

MARIAN Dangerous and marvellous! I
used to have dreams about letting go.
Just letting go and sailing out over that
ravine., . . .. ..... Kerplop!

Diana laughs.
With you in my lap.
Diana Me?

MaRIAN Yes. Baby Diana — in her
swaddling clothes.

DiaNa But only in your dream . . .

MaraN Don't be afraid. Mummy was
always with you. I never let go of you.
Not for an instant.

Diana Well — thank yvou. Did we . . .
land?

MARIAN But, of course.

Diana Hmph. In my dreams — when
I'm falling, I never land.

Marian Well — in my dreams, I do.
JuLier Rerplop.

Diana Are we killed?

MariaN  Killed?

Diana  'When we land — are we killed?

MariaN Well, of course we are. You
don't think you could fall that distance
and not be killed, do you?

DiaNna No. I suppose not. Except in
dreams, things are different.

MariaN How? Different?

DisNA  The rules are different, mother.
You don't land. You don't die. The rules
are. . .

MariaN  Not in my dreams.’

DiaNA But it only ever was a dream,
wasn't it.

MariaN What?

DiaNna  You on the swing. Me on your
lap. Kerplop.

Marian No. The tree was right there.
Don't tell me you don't remember?

Diana No.Idon't
MariaN Teli her, Juliet . . . how we

used to sail out over that ravine. She
doesn't believe me.

Juuer AllTremember is the tree.
MAaRIAN  (dispassionate) Liar.

Juuer And the swing, of course. T re-
member the swing.

Norman comes to the doors of the sun-
room and opens them.

NorMaN How would you ladies like to
come in and have a drink — take a look
around?

Mahavolitch and Jackman exit into the
house.

. Juuer Good idea. It's getting cold.

Juliet makes for the steps — but Marian
and Diana hang back.

Is the inside still as lovely as it was?

Norman A little barren, perhaps. Noth-
ing on the walls. Missing furniture. But
we can rectify all that.

The dog barks in the ravine.

Marian Maybe he’s found our bones,
Diana — yours and mine. Hidden all
these years beneath the leaves.

Marian smiles at Diana and heads jor the
steps. Harry enters the sunroom from the
house — earrying a iray with bottles and
glasses on il.

Harry One thing about a safe house —
they always have the best liquor.

NorMan Yes. And plenty of it.

Marian has been on the instant of passing
through the doors to the sunroom. Now,
she stops in her tracks.

MariaN  Safe house? Did Harry say . . .
safe house? v

No one answers: Pause.
Who were those men? Harry?

Harry pours a drink for Juliet and hands
it lo her.

Norman? Who were they? Juliet?

. Juliet abnost speaks — but Norman stops
her.

Were they police? Policemen? Were
they.. . ?

No one answers.

Is that why we're here? Safe house?
Policemen?

She looks at Harry. .
So. . .they've caught you. At last.

Hold. .
The lights fade — except on Marian, who
suddenly turns and sils on the steps.

I'd sell my soul for 2 cigarette.
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A perfectionist
~ of fleeling

Aurélie can make you cry because she knows how to console
as well . . . She can take the public in her arms because she’s
Jree of me now, as her creator. I'm touched, and moved,
that people give themselves over to my theatre’

ARIE LABERGE is one of Que-
bec’s most popular play-
wrights, whose stage has al-
ways been the darker side of family
power relations: incest, family violence,
anorexia, and the break-up of that com-
munity. She has written 18 plays, 10 of
which have been published in book form
by Montreal’s VLB Editeur. Laberge

won the 1981 Governor General's Award.

for theatré with her play C'élai? avant lz
guerre a lAnse 8 Gilles. Laberge is equal-
ly at home performing, having played in
Chekhov, Brecht, and three of her own
works. .

BIC: Last night you won anolher prize,
Eyropean one this time. What was 7
Laberge: It gamered me honour only,

I'm afraid. The prize is called the = |

“Chevalier des arts et des lettres de 1a
France.” The French government gave it
to me for my contribution to the French-
language arts community. A complicated
name for a prize, but very pleasant to re-
ceive.

BiC: Your plays have been successful in

FParis, especielly Lhomme gris.

Laberge: That's right. 1 think LTomme
gris was responsible for winning me this
prize. Even though the jury was ac-
quainted with Oublier, they know
L'homine gris was translated into five lan-
guages, and that it played 200 times in
Paris. .

BiC: Does that prove that a pigy writlen
in joual can succeed in France?
Laberge: The language is not really
joual; it's more like guébécois French.
But remember that, when my plays are
done by French actors, they are adapted
for European French syntax, which re-

PHOTOGRAFH BY DAVID HOUEL

By David Homel

places the original guébécois speech, I
write in québécois to touch a French au-
dience. But the guébécois language
doesn't have the same emotional effect
on a French audience. A French audi-
ence will consider a Quebec play in
québécois as folklore or exoticism, and
they'll laugh, which is not Wwhat I'm after.
— - - - .

B

So I adapt. I have a colleague who works
with me, Jacques de Decker, a Belgian
writer and journalist.

BiC: People think of you as a perfection-
ist; how does a perfectionist work in an
art form that is collective by nature?
Laberge: 1 don't think that being a per-
fectionist keeps you from working with

«~Bag: 48
-

_Maﬁa Laberge
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other people. It just means that you
make life a litle more difficult for vour
co-workers. You have to be a perfection-
ist if you respect yourself and your art.
After all, life is short!

BiC: What I'm gelting at is the relation
between your text and what ends up get-
ting played on stage. The current produc-
tion of Aurélie, ma soeur gt the Place des
Aris is a very literal staging of the text, if
seems to me. Of course, this time you di-
recied il. Bul in other cases, have you
been happy with the productions of your
Hlays?

Laberge: If a play is strong, well written,
normally an actor should feel what the
director wants him to feel. When there is
a concordance of feeling between the
stage designer and the actor and the
lighting man, the director should simply
try to crystallize and elicit each person's
creative feelings. Last night, everyone in
the production had the same sense of
Aurélie, ma- soeur, and that's what you
felt on stage. The director has to be care-
ful that thé meaning doesn’t start to slip
away or change during a production.
Take Aurélie, ma soeur..the character of
La Chatte could be played in a harder, or
know-it-afl kind of way, but I think that
there are plenty of-indications in the text
that the character is still full of hope, and
that she hasn’t been spoiled by life. As
the director, that's the way I wanted her
played. I wanted the balancing force of
love — parental or otherwise — to shine
through, the kind of love that's not pos-
sessive, Of course, I've never seen Au-
rélie directed by anyone else.

BiC: Last night, about halfieay through
the play, I heard one of the audience
menibers start to cry. How does that make
you feel?

Laberge: I heard it too. It was just when -

Aurélie says, “I miss my sister so much
that, sometimes, it’s as though [ never
had a childhood myself.” When I heard
that person in the audience cry, I
thought, My God, she must miss someone
Jjust as badly too! That person’s tears
were liberating, I think. Aurélie is the
type of character who can make you cry
because she knows how to console as
well. It's a lot less frightening to cry
when you know that someone can con-
sole you. Those tears will do that person
good in the end. Aurélie can take the
public in her arms, because she’s free of
me now as her creator. I am touched,
and moved, that people give themselves
over to my theatre, that they actually let
themselves go that way. Because letting
yourself goris a rare gift.

BiC: Your theatre is very emotional, espe-
cially compared o other playwrights, Your
theatre 15 less one of spectacle, compared
to Robert Lepage or Carbone 14.
Laberge: But Carbone i4 provides a

very emotional experience too.
BiC: True. But their emotion is sot based
on the text, the way yours is.
Laberge: There, you're right; emotion
never springs forth from the text, with
either Lepage or Carbone 14. It comes
from another type of equation.
BiC: That'’s what sels you apart as a more
traditional playwright: your effects are al-
ways based on words, on the fext.
Laberge: That's the way I am! It doesn’t
bother me any more, though there was a
time when it did.
BiC: Why? Did you want ta be more
“modern™?
Laberge: Of course I did! It was sad
being nothing more than a poor little
emotional playwright, who could only
pull off a dramatic situation when the
characters were exposed in their total
humanity, their suffering and abandon-
ment, their power and impotence. I re-
member I ence wrote a play where [
wanted to be intelligent and nothing
else. No emotions, no identity crises on
stage. Just because you can make an au-
dience cry doesn’t mean you've reached
the summum of your art. Seeing and ac-
cepting your limits is no fun at alll Atone
point for me, emotions were a limii.
BiC: And now?
Laberge: Now [ know I don’t have ai
enormous talent; T just have the talent I
have, and I've got to work with it. I guess
you could call that growing up . . . . But
that won't keep me from trying to deep-
en it, perhaps by working from the dark
side, the other side.
BiC: The family is always ﬂze dramatic
heart of your plays. And your families al-
ways seem 1o be in critical condition.
Laberge: I don’t know too many families
that aren't in that condition! Being in
critical condition is practically implied
by the word “family.”
BiC: A family can be in critical but stable
condition.
Laberge: And that's often the case with
my families. In Avec Ihiver qui s'en vient,
the condition had remained stable
throughout an entire lifetime.-Thirty
vears of failed relationships came fo a
climax during that one evening at the
theatre, 30 years of life as a couple.
BiC: If you postulate that the family is the
building block of society, that it stands for
soctely, what does that say about life in
our particular province?
Eaberge: Of course, in the microcosm
of the family, the way I describe it, there
is necessarily a kind of copy, a model, of
what happens in our society. Human be-
ings don’t change very much hetwéen
what they are in a relationship, or m a
family setting, and how they are in soci-
ety, The same feelings of responsibility
and awareness are at work. You can’t
achieve lucidity in a relationship without
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achieving it in your point of view toward
seciefy. The opposite is true too. I prefer
to show the human heart in its manifes-
tations in day-to-day life, rather thanona
giant, social scale. That’s because the
political dimension is a little dry, when
left to itself, . . . Pve always wondered
why people, both men and women, get
Involved in politics. What motivates
them? 1 know why I do what I do; the re-
wards of my life are immediately accessi-
ble. The life I live is very gratifying. Peo-
ple tell me secrets they would never tell
anyvone else, even people I don't know.
But men and women in politics are the
most dubious sort. Would you trust
them, would you tell your darkest secret
to a pelitician? No, of course not. But
there is something human about them
once you get them in their family set-
ting. That's the only way I could write
about them.

BiC: Let me go a little further into the so-
cial aspecl. Your dramatic moment is al-
ways the one when people suddenly find
that they're fed up. . .

Laberge: They are breaking-point dra-
mas.

BiC: Breaking points that remind us of a
time when Quebec was collectively going
through ils own big breaking point, after
the prande noirceur and Duplessis’s
reign.

Laberge: A weariness that began to turn
agpressive, you could say. At the same
time, I'm not sure you could link my the-
atre directly to a political dimension.
Look at me: I was born in 1950, I don’t
have an enormous knowledge of the
past, but my feeling is that Quebec has
always had an attitude of struggle. It's al-
ways an alternation of struggle and fear
— and fear won the Referendum. But as
sooft as our struggles begin to fade or
lessen, we pick them up again. That
keeps us young. We struggle but we're
afraid at the same time. In this dialectic
is a frenetic search for who we are, and
for the right to live the way we are. It's
the fundamental struggle of ail human
beings, and I think that's what makes
Quebec interesting as a place to live. [
constantly feel the threat of the angli-
cization of Quebec. I feel that threat, but
it helps create our strength too, because
it shows us how French we are.

BiC: With the sign-langrage issue, we've
coiae fute a lisne when the impulse fo
Jight has returaed.

Laberge: And it's about time! Not only
is it legitimate, it’s essential. And it's an
essential part of the vitality of Canada .
too, not just Quebec. The English Cana-
dians are part of this struggle, whether
they know it— or like it — or not. That's
why they are afraid of losing Quebec.
With the free trade issue, English Cana-
dians will have to go through the same

LT

fears for identity that we've been experi-
encing all along. -

BiC: Quebec helped give us free trade on
election night.

Laberge: Yes, but I'm talking about En-
glish Canadians’ difficulty in determin-
ing their personality over and above that
of the United States.

BiC: Let me ash you an inevitable ques-
tion, given the nature of your theatre:
what are the sources of your material?
YWhen I saw you in the thealre with your
mother, walching a play about a most un-
usyal qud irregular family situalion, I
wondered what the good lady might hove
been thinking.

Laberge: I don’t think she was worried,
gince what [ write about is totally differ-
ent from what really happened to me, in
my family. After my first play, people
asked me, “Was that the way it was in
your family?” And I answered, “No, I'm
not teiling my story, I'm telling a story.”
My family understands what I write;
they know it’s not about them. I write fic-
tion. My sources are my own, what I
feel. My way of feeling is more important

than the events that might have inspired

those feelings. | don't write autobiogra-
phy. My family doesn’t feel that they are
being exposed to public view; that’s sim-
ply not the case,

BiC: Incest has become a dominant
theme in your work, including in Aurélie,
the play currently being staged. It’s a
theme thal’s grown in visibilily lately, on
our side of Canada too.

Laberge: If you look at incest, you see
that it’s essentially an abuse of power —
an abuse of power in the family that
plays on the emotions. It's also a total de-
nial of the individual’s being. It's a very
powerful source — which is why the
Greek tragedy-writers fastened on it. It's
difficult for the human being to dissoci-
ate emotion, and sexuality, and sensuali-
ty, and feelings of love and loyalty. When
Aurélie talks about ignorance, you un-
derstand that escaping from ignorance is
a long process. Even though sexuality in
our society is spread all over the place in
some ways, its real essence is kept hid-
den: its power, and its power relations.
You can crush it or keep it down or re-
press it, but if's always there. Incest for
me is linked to anorexia, like in Lhomme
gris; it's the same relation. The stomach
of the anorexic feels hunger, it wants
food, but the need for control is greater;

"the same thing can be done with a per-

son’s sexuality. Had I personally suf-
fered from incest, ! would probably be
discussing it frofa a single, constant
point of view, which is not the way I
write. But can [ really claim not to have
suffered from incest? Perhaps I don’t
even kpow the truth. I once met some-
one who had been drinking, who was
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drunk, and she said to me, “My father
made love to me.” The next morning
when she was sober, when I asked her
about it, she was totally incapable of re-
membering it — it was a completely re-
pressed memory. When you think about
what that implies, it's a little disturbing.

BiC: You were brought up in the country,

weren't you?

Laberge: I'm a country girl, but my
country has since turned into the city.
When 1 was a girl there were cows in the
field in front of my house, and a forest. 1
spent the first 12 years of my life there,
in L'Ancienne Lorette. It's become a sub-
urb of uebec City since then, though in
the old days the city felt like a long way
away, especially since we didn't have a
car. From the attic window — all us
daughters slept in the same room — I
could see the lights of Quebec City glit-
tering at night. I always remember that
when I'm in Paris or any other big city at
night; I think how far I've come to be in-
side a ¢ity. I'm a country girl who's be-
cume a city woman. I need the country
to relax. or write in, but I could never
live full time there.

BiC: Is it iny imagination, or are there @
lot of solariums in your work?

Laberge: There's a summer kitchen in
L'Aise 6 Gilles, and there’s a solarium in
Aunvélie. The solarium is an addition to
the house, but it’s not quite the house,
because you're almost outside. In
Lhomme gris, everything takes place in a
motel room, it's very claustrophobic, and
dangerous too. The more you go out-
side, the more you can sense the ouf-
side, the better the chances for the spirit
10 escape, to take wing, to have contact
with the outside world. The solarium is
the image of epenness, while retaining a
sense of protection. Unfortunately, 1
don't have one in town, and besides, I've
never had one in my life!

BiC: OF all your plays, has L'homme gris
lad the inost staging?

Laberge: Yes, because it's been translat-
ed the most.

BiC: Why that play in particular?
Laberge: That's a question I absolutely
can't answer. I've speculated plenty, but
I've never found the answer, Why s that
play so attractive? Perhaps 1 can offer an
answer. One day, a woman, a professor,
told me, “There has never been a Greek
myth where a daughter killed her fa-
ther.” I think that, socially, Liomme gris
has been popular because society is
ready to accept that a daughter can raise
her hand against her father. Fundamen-
tally, the vision of woman in sociely has
chznged. A woman can do that without
her action being seen as something fool-
ish or insane or absurd. It's a sign of
changing times. That was this woman's
opinion; perhaps she's right.
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BiC: L'homme gris was translafed into
English too, and played in Toronto.

Laberge: Yes. It was called Night. Hard
to find a title . . . and the production

" was not good. Very bad, in fact.

BiC: What happened?

Laberge: It was just very bad direction.
BiC: What didn't they understand?
Laberge: The fundamental relationship
of the play. They didn’t see the daugh-
ter, For them, the daughter was simply a
wall-on, a spear—camer ‘That made the
entire meaning .of the play disappear.
The man did his monologue, and the
daughter just stood there like a walk-on.
Whereas the theatsicality of the play is
in the relation between the two. When a
director wants to do L%omme gris [pub-
lished by Methuen of England, Rina
Fraticelli, translator] and he tells me that
you need a very good actor to play the
father and an adequate actress to play
the daughter, I always tell him that the
opposite is true. It takes a really great
actress to play the daughter, and a good
enough actor for the male role. If you
don’t know that, you're going to screw
up the whole thing.

BiC: Still, there's enough stage direction
that should indicate the subtlely of the
daughter's acling in the play.

Laberge: Yes, but the directions appar-
ently don't tell some people enough
about the daughter’s internal workings.
I've seen a lot of stagings of L'homme
gris. I don't go any more, it hurts too
much. Most of the time directors under-
stand half, or maybe a quarter of what
makes the.daughter tick. In France, the
daughter was portrayed as someone psy-
chologically messed up, someone half
spaced out on medication, whose under-
standing was deadened, who practically
didn't listen to her father. But if she
doesn't listen to her father, there's no
more play — it’s finished.

" BiC: Was that the problem in the Toronto

production?

Laberge: That wasa't the case in Toron-
to. First of all, they didn't have enough
time to rehearse, only two weeks. Two
weeks isn't enough to rehearse one of
my plays — or anybody's play, in fact.
Just because there’s only one speaking
part doesn’t make it any easier. Even if
you work eight hours a day, that doesn’t
solve the problem. First of all, when
there are only two actors on stage, you
can't work eight hours a day. You keep
taking things out of the actor without

ever puiting anything back in. Re- .

hearsals are for replenishing, not just for
emptying yourself, then saying we'll
start over again tomorrow. The theatre
is more complex than that. You don’t
just keep going over the text until it's
right. . .. AllI can hope is that the text

is strong enough so that something will

come through. Most of the time that’s
what happens.

BiC: Was La Guerre a I'Anse i Gilles
ever played in English?

Laberge: It was read in Toronto, and in
Montreal at the Playwrights' Workshop,
and at the Ubu Repertory in New York
Good things happen at the Ubu. During
the reading of Lhomnie gris theré, there
were two psychiatrists in the hall, and a
woman who had been arorexic. The psy-
chiatrist came up to speak with me, and
the woman was standing nearby, and
she said, “Why did the danghter do that?
‘Why did you have her kill her father?” I
asked her, “What bothers you about it?"
“] was an anorexic for ten years, and I
understand everything you're saying in
your play,” the woman answered me.
“But now the girl is going to go to
prison. They're going to lock her up, and
that's awful.” T told her, “No, she won't
go to prison. They'll analyse her father'’s
blood and see how much alcohol it con-
tained, and they'll look at her record
from the psychiatric hospital that she’s
just left, and how all her dreams spoke
of incest, and they'll understand that,
very likely, her father intended to assault
her sexually, and she defended herself”
That seemed to comfort this woman, and
she said, “Oh, in that case, it’s all right.”
Then the psychiatrist said to me, “Your
play could not have ended any other
way. The daughter would have died had

she not tried to liberate herself that -

way.” Then the woman said, “Yes, I
know you're right, but I was so afraid
they were going to lock her up.” It was
Jjust incredible having a reaction like
that! They believed in that character of
mine. In reality, ] had no control over
that character any more, or over the way
the play ended, and ¥ certainly was not
aiming for a violent end to it. _

BiC: What are you working on now?
Laberge: I'm going off to Paris tomor-
row, to give some talks and read Aurélie
in a theatre in Paris. There are big plans
for Aurélie in Paris for next year. I'm
about to start work on a new play that's
been inside my head for the last couple
of years, and that I'm about to write. I'm
going to shut down the phone and start
working. I'm nervous, and excited too,
and afraid, all at the same time. I'm also
doing a screenplay for a TV film, which a
producer is looking at. I'd like to do
something in that medium.

BiC: Any other plans for the future?
Laberge: I'd like to get back on stage.
Acting is the most direct relation with
people. You can write, or direct, or try to
transmit your thoughts some other way,
but being on stage is the best way to find

out about the quality of a play. Whenyou -

act, you're talking directly to the public.
It's really the place to be. [
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[t’s & Vintage Year!

Vintage Celebrates 35 Years
of Paperback Excellence.

Vintage is celebrating its 35th anniversary ina whole new way —
a great new look, a dynamic new approach, and new friends
in Canada! This spring, Canadian Vintage Paperbacks round out
the Vintage collection with Janice Kulyk Keefer's Constellations
and John Hawkes’ Whistlejacket.

Celebrate the best fiction and literary non-fiction from classics
to contemporary. Welcome to 1989 — a Vintage year.

bﬂﬂszf—'”: ¢
f—’q% \ R v : L
-\ R
; 95 - 0
may i Jol¥ 623
—e VINTAGE§F CRIME
VI NTAUGE i
CONTEMPORARIES Maltese Falcon Woman in the Dark
Bad Behaviour Mama Day Dasbiell Hammelt Dashiell Hammett
Mary Galiskitl Glorfa Naylor July - $9.95 July - $9.95
May — 59.95 April - $11.50 The Postman
Where I'm Calling From Three By Cain Always Rings Twice
Raymond Carver James M. Cain James M. Cain
June — $12.50 May — $13.95 May - $9.95
‘\ Video Night in Katmandu =
'\(‘.- Pico Iyer —_— L
e —— J““e-slS-gs . INTERNATIONAL '
' The Drowned The Story of a2 . O
and the Saved Shipwrecked Sailor .
In Bolivia : Primo Lers Gabriel Garcia Marquez
VINTAGE Eric Lawlor April - §12.50 - March — $9.95 o
DEFARTURES July - $11.50 Eolita ob
" ' Viadimir Nabokor -
March - $11.50
ALSO IN PAPERBACK THIS SPRING.
T (RIS S P e
COETH 10 HISTORIC. j e A i -
9 P D et s
éy 01'(_!11;3110 . ) zsl;“:[;mnmr. . <
! k Childrealn 4 | NP
T i S s | e
116K TR hONEY i ﬂ . l Wairs I e
H'URTGME March 512.95 i ’ F April 812.95 C e o0 May s12.95 )

1285 Asrowood Drive, Mississauga, Ontaro L4W 189 (416) 624-0672 ﬁ N

Random House of Canhada @ E




- N,

An opinion
for every occasion

Readers uninteresied in Shaw’s hobbyhorses may be
tempted to skip. But those who do will miss the full richness
of what Yeats called ‘the sewing-machine that smiles’

By Mavor Moore

BERNARD SHAW: THE SEARCH
FORLOVEVOL. 1
by Michacl Holroyd

Chatta & Windes (Raidom Housc), 456 pages, $32.00
cluth (ISBN 0 ;011 3332 &)

ALL AUTOBIOGRAPHIES,” wrote George
Bernard Shaw (1.856-1950). “are lies.” As
usual, however, he made an exception of
his ovn case: "Everything about me that is
of the smallest public interest has been
told, and very well told, by myself.” Unable
to match the elusive Shakespeare in
anonymity. as in so much else, he set out
to achieve the opposite: 2 persona so pub-
lic. and a body of writing so permeated by
that persona. that posterity would be kept
as basy finding Shaw among a million lies
as Eim-apolaling Shakespeare from twenty
truths.

And the strategy worked. The Shake-
speare industry today is rivalled in size and
prowth only by the Shaw industry. There
are Shaw Societies all over the globe, Shaw
festivals (Canada’s among the best
known). musical adaptations, films and
world seminars, Battalions of graduate stu-
dents, in every modern language, vie for

Shavian hooks on which to hang their the-
ses. Books and learned journals flutter off
the university presses, and (dearer to his
ghost) those of commercial publishers, di-
gesting and excogitating and growing by
what they feed on.

Shaw wrote no single autobiography.
Having talked about himself in many
books, he declined to cover the subject in
one — especially since it might give the lie
to the stories already in print. “I find I can’t
go over my autobiographical stuff again,”
he told Frank Harris in a characteristically
transparent alibi, “not only from lack of
time, but from loathing.” The idea of a mor-
alizing prophet with a loathsome past so at-
tracted hagiographers that long before he
died the chronicles began to appear, some
of them partly fabricated by the subject.

Much of the ground has been well tilled
since. But there has not until now been a
comprehensive biography comparing es-
tablished facts, and. other contemporary
versions of the truth, with the malarkey
GBS circulated during his long lifetime —
more often to win converts, women, and
notoriety than to record the past.

The accomplished Victorian scholar
Michael Holroyd has undertaken to fill this
gap, and we now have the first volume of
his long-awaited three-part biography, cov-
ering the 42 vears from George (“Sonny™)
Shaw's insignificart birth in Dublin to the
celebrated G. Bernard Shaw’s marriage in
London to Charlotte Payne-Townshend in
1898. Holroyd collates fact and fiction
meticulously, and wraps the collation in a
skeptical and sparkling prose that rivals
the master’s own.

The book contains everything you may
want to know about Shaw, and possibly
more than you ever wanted to know about
the motley cast, meek and mighty, who
crogsed his path and ended up in dramatic
aspic. “Stella, Stella,” wrote his pen pal
Ellen Terry to Mrs. .Patrick Campbell, the
first Eliza Doolittle, “shut your ears tight
against this blarneying Irish liar and actor
. - . He will fill his fountain-pen with your
heart’s blood and sell your most sacred
emotions on the stage.”

But not all of Shaw's family, friends, and
quondam hosts are as fascinating as these

two life forces, or as worthy of study as the
socialist Beatrice Webb, who confided to
her diary that Shaw's defects “come largely
from the flippant and worthless self-com-
placency brought about by the worship of
rather second-rate women.” Holroyd
demonstrates that Shaw, in his search for
love, pursued a larger number of these
than has been acknowledged.

The affairs, often simultanéous, acquit
him of the frequent imputation of sexless-
ness or impotence. They also demonstrate
his remarkable talent for projection: the
personaljty with which he endows each
lady is nearly always more appealing than
she is. But mainly they demonstrate that
the intellectual /voluptuary syndrome — cf.
Arthur Miller/Marilyn Monroe — is uni-
versal, and that GBS, like others before
and after him, saw no conffict of interest in
the use of his critical and professional clout
to further his conquests. Of greater psy-
chological interest is Holroyd's detailed
analysis of Shaw's lifelong predilection for
playing ménage d frois with his married
friends — as the poet Marchbanks does in
that carefully muted sex-play, Candida.

The above quotations from Ellen Terry's
letter and Beatrice Webb's diary illustrate
two of the gold mines available to chroni-
clers of the Victoriar era. The first half of
Shaw's long life coincided with the zenith
of letter-writing, the anral calm before the
storm of telephony. It was also an age, now
retired by television, when most literate
women and many men aightly wrote up
their diaries as a matter of course. Both
letters and diaries, moreover, provided pu-
ritans (whether from choice or necessity)
with an admired means of sublimation: ani-
mal urges distilled into human eloquence,
and revenge into literary satisfaction. Shaw
was one of the great letter-writers in a
world of great letter-writers, and they at-
tracted each other's correspondence. He
also kept a diary.

But the biographer blessed with this em-
barrassment of riches also faces the intimi-
dating range of G. Bernard Shaw’s curricu-
lum vifae. So, it must be said, does the
reader of a biography of G. Bernard Shaw.
Holroyd covers the full range like a cool
polymath. Is the reader ready to follow?

In addition to theatre and his plays
(which Holroyd anatomizes with wit and
brevity), Shaw’s interest and influence ex-
tended to politics, econemics, local govern-
ment, religion, military affairs, boxing,
musie, the visual arts, dance, shorthand,
publishing, typography, phonetics, linguis-
tics, medicine, public health, food., hous-
ing, the press, the occult, industry, labour,
the death penalty, female suffrage, ancient
and medieval history, German philosophy,
and Irish anything.

That's the short list; he had an opinion
for every occasion. The economist James
Mavor {my maternal grandfather, whose
name Shaw stole for Candida’s husband
James Mavor Morell) wrote: “GBS, who
dislikes everything Scots and has never
been in Scotland, finds his medel for stan-
dard English in Sir Johnston Forbes-
Roberison, who is an Aberdonian. This is
not due to perverse humor, but to rare per-
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spicacity.” Mavor called Shaw's grasp of -

economics “amusing and superfictal.”

But if Shaw was not equally expert in all
of the above subjects, who is? Authorities
in each specialty did (and still do) object
that he uttered arrant nonsense, but they
were never able to do it in concert — as
Shaw very well knew. His technique before
audiences and readers was to go around
the clock, punching out one target after an-
other, always passing on to the next (on
the laugh) before the previous victim and
his supporters could gather their wits.
Those unable to follow the successive sub-
jects had the coasolation of laughter, and
occasionally of learning.

This is the case here. Readers uninter-
ested in some of his hobbyhorses, or un-
equipped to criticize either Shaw’s premis-
es or Holroyd's judgement in each case,
may be tempted to skip. If they do, they
will miss the full richness of the phe-
nomenon Yeats called “the sewing-ma-
chine that smiles.” But getting the whole

roan in is hard. In pursuit of a special inter
est that crosses decades, Holroyd resorts
to ganging history by subject rather than
chronology. Keeping track of one thread
we race forward in time and back again.
‘This can be confusing, although the alier-
native, in light of the number of threads in-
volved, might be worse.

Just as explaining a joke, no matter how
well, is inevitably less satisfactory than the
joke itself, Holroyd’s superbly crafted com-
mentary is sometimes upstaged by his quo-
tations from GBS's own writings, What we
get is an extended Holroyd setting for the
selected gems of Shaw, which is unfair to
both: the subject has a licence for ambigul-
ty and lies, while the biographer is bound
by precision and truth. But Holroyd has
pinned and mounted his exotic specimen
with loving care. GBS’s great discovery, he
says, is “the device of pretending to be
what he was — but with a comic exaggera-
tion that prompted disbelief.” That will do
nicely until Volume II. I

St. George and
the Turkish Knight

Our most radical political theatre may have
died because it was too successful

By Alan Filewod

A PUBLIC NUISANCE: A
HISTORY OF THE MUMMERS
TROUPE

by Chris Brookes

Lustitnty of Social and Econowic Research, Memorial
Unikvcrsily, 249 pages, 519.95 paper

(ISBN 0 9191656 59 8)

THE HISTORY of the Mummers Troupe is
one of the most important that can be told
of the alternative theatre movement that
transformed Canadian theatre in the 1970s.

It's a story that has much to tell us about

the difficulties of creating political art in
Canada, about the censorship implicit in
our fundicg patterns, about the ways in
which theatre can be a useful and produc-
tive political tool for oppressed communi-
ties, and about the often overlooked but
fruitful theatrical traditions of working-
class Canadians.

For the 10 years of its kfe (1972 to 1982),
the Mummers troupe pioneered the princi-
ples of what is today called “popular the-
atre,” the application of theatre as‘a politi-
cal instrument 'by oppressed or
marginalized communities, The troupe’s
vork bears comparison with such Ameri-
can companies as Bread & Puppet and the
San Francisco Mime Troupe, and the
British group 7:8%. And in some ways, the
legacy of the Mummers may be greater
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than those of its more celebrated cousins.
Its brand of cocky, raw collective creations
became a fixture of the St. John's theatre
scene (which is stilt centred in the Mum-
mers’ old home ia the LSPU Hall on Victo-
ria St.). Perhaps more importantly, the
Mummers' interventions in community
struggles inspired adult educators in Africa
to similar work, and this in turn has
spawned the current widespread promo-
tion of popular theatre as a form of commu-
nity animation by development agencies.
For most Canadians who recognize the
name, the Mummers' reputation rests on
the handful of shows that toured the main-
land, particularly the 1978 They Club Seals,
Don’t They?, an angry satire on the anti-
sealing media circus (a metaphor that gave
the show its theatrical form) that was one
of the most controversial plays in Canadian
history. In Newfoundland the Mummers
are remembered first of all for their revival
of the traditional Christmas mummers'
play, in which for the first time in genera-
tions St. George and the Turkish Knight
replayed their ancient ritual battle in living-
rooms and bars acrass the province. And
the troupe is remembered in St. John's —
not always fondly — for its extraordinarily
bitter internal struggles, which eventually
involved the city’s arts community. The
embers of that conilict stiil smoulder 10
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years later, and Chris Brookes’s memoir of
the theatre he founded will certainly in-
flame them.

Brookes was one of the most talented of
the generation of directors who came of
age in the late 1960s and left an indelible
imprint on the subsequent development of
theatre in Canada. He is also a gifted writ-
et, and in A Public Nuisance he reflects on
the history of the Mummers with the un-
compromising analysis, provocative radi-
calism, and easy style that later made him
a first-rate journalist on CBC's “Sunday
Morning.” This account is an immensely
lively testament to a remarkable experi-
ment, and a valuable reflection, honest to a
fault, on the contradictions of a political
theatre that could never get its internal pol-
itics straight. Even so, Brookes cannot sup-
press the mischievous streak that so irritat-
ed those who came iato conflict with him.
At the end of his narrative he appends a list
of facetious skilltesting questions that are
guaranteed to raise a.few blood-pressure
readings.

Like many of the Canadian alternative
theatres of the 1970s, the Mummers began
as a collective. Unlike most of them, the
troupe saw collective creation not just as a
means of developing an indigenous Canadi-
an theatre but also as the organizing princi-
ple of the theatre of its community. In On-
tario, companies like Theatre Passe
Muraille declared their apposition to the
institutionalized colonialism of the regional
theatres that in the early 1970s still
sneered at Canadian plays. In Newfound-
land, however, there was no institustional
theatre, and for a while it appeared that the
Mpmmers would enshrine the principles of

political radicalism and collective creation .

as the basis of a regional theatre in the
fullest sense of the term. That project ran
afoul of the Canada Council, which as early
as 1973, after the Mummers had satirized
federal cabinet ministers in its first com-
munity documentary Gros Mourn (created
in collaboration with fishing communities
slated for relocation to make room for Gros
Morne park), rebuked Brookes for carica-
turing real people; this, he was told,
amounted to “political not artistic” theatre.
The Canada Council under successive
heads of the theatre section tried in vain to
force the Mummers to conform to standard
administrative principles while trying to re-
spect the troupe’s political mandate.
Brookes responded that those principles
made his mandate impossible.

Ironically, the Council was also the
troupe’s most loyal patron in the absence
of provincial funding. One of the sorriest
episodes of the recent Canadian theatre
{about which Brookes is more generous
than 1 would have expected) had to do with
the hostility of Newfoundiand's Director of
Cultural Affairs (at the time the province
had no arm'slength arts council), who en-
couraged the schism that destroyed the
troupe — and whose enmity was forever
assured by a mysterious cream pie in his
face at a2 Toronto gala. ‘The splinter group
of actors blamed the schism on Brookes's
betrayal of the company’s collective and so-
cialist mandate; 10 years later, that faction,
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now called Rising Tide Theatre, is the resi-
dent company in the provincially controlied
Arts and Culture Centre, vhere it performs
an undistinguished season of mainstream

In its day the Mummers Troupe created
a new kind of political performance in
Canada by putting the company at the ser-
vice of community action agencies — a
principle that has been adopted since with
more durability by Catalyst Theatre in Ed-
monton. Rejecting what he called Theatre
Pasce Muraille’s “bring them back alive”
approach in such community documen-
taries as The Farin Show, Brookes insisted
that the theatre must work with the groups
that create the agenda and structures of
political change. -

To that end, the Mummers worked with
unions in the mining tovwns of Buchans and
St. Lawrence; with Oxfam for a show on
the Third-World economics of the inshore
fisheny ic Whal's That Got Te Do With The
Price of Fish?; with the Community Plan-
ning Association of Canada in a show on
urban renewal; with Native groups in
Labrador, and, in a reversal that says some-
thing abont governmental cynicism, with
the provincial government in They Club
Seals, Da:a't They?.

Becavse of that insistence, the plays of
the Mummers Troupe were designed to re-
flect the performance values of the specific
target audience. In the year that I spent
with the troupe I had the chance to see
geveral of the shows in their double incar-

AN AN

pations in Newfoundland and on tour in
mainland Canada. It was clear to me that
what was effective and true when played to
an audience involved in the issue became
something very different when transported
elsewhere. I first met the Mummers in
1974 when Brookes took the troupe to cre-
ate a people’s history of the strike-torn
mining town of Buchans. 1 will never forget
the thrill and the raw political power of
Compeny Town when it played in Buchans
and in mining towns in Atlantic Canada,
nor vill I forget the frustration when it was
dismissed in Toronto as a worthy but
inartistic imitation of Theatre Passe Mu-
raille. The inability of mainland critics to
appreciate that the Mummers' plays
emerged out of different cultural priorities
had severe implications on the company’s
profile to funding bodies. The principle
that commuaity art must take its aesthetic
standards from its audience is probably the
second most important iesson to be
learned from Brookes's memoir.

‘The mast important lesson is that, as
Brookes puts it pithily, as the twig is bent,
so the tree will grow. The tragic irony of
the Mummers Troupe is that Brookes was
unable to establish a structure that could
survive independently of his creative lead-
ership. He founded the troupe under the
legal fiction of a non-profit corporation
called Resource Foundation of the Arts,
and proceeded to ignore the obligations
that status brought. It was the 1970s; the
game was to find ways fo use the system
against itself. But the system retaliated
when the Mummers acquired the LSPU
Hall and the arts community in St. John's
woke up to the fact that Brookes controlled
what was legally a public foundation. In the
wake of the ensuing battles Brookes found
himself the proprietor of a privately owned
company, while the LSPU Hall, renamed
the Resource Centre of the Arts, became a
truly public foundation that is still the
mainstay of the Newfoundland theatre. Dis-
fllusioned, Brookes hit off to Nicaragua for
a new life as a journalist, leaving the com-
pany in the hands of Rhonda Payne, who
valiantly kept it alive for two final seasons.

In the United States, Bread & Puppet
and the San Francisco Mime Troupe still
muddle on; in Britain, 7:84 is losing ground
to Thatcherism. Cynics might argue that
the survival of these companies attests to
their ultimate ineffectiveness. In Canada,
for reagons this memoir so clearly reveals, -
our most radical political theatre may have
died because it was too successful. O

THE KINKAJOU
by Trevor Ferguson

The critically acchimed author
of High Water Chents and

Onyx John. brings us a surprising
novel of mystery and imagination
where things are seldom what
they seem.
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VOICES ON THE BRINK
by Tom Marshall

In this novel of murder and
madnpess, forces are set in mobtion
that eventually tear four friends
apart in the tourist tovn of
jagara Falls during the 1950s.

P4

Macmillan of Canada

AT THE HOUSE
ON PINE STREET

by Shaun Herron

Herron writes with an Irishmans
impislr sense of humour in this
entertainment on the themes of
love, life and the alterlife. Featur
ed is a trans-Atkntic ménage-i-
trois that is suddenly compressed
into one household.
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No wings, yet

THE REZ SISTERS

by Tomson Highway

Fifth Housc, 118 pages, $9.95 paper
{ISBN @ 920079 44 X} |
TOMSON HIGHWAY'S The Rex Sis-
iers takes us from the Wasay-
. chigan Hill Indian Reserve on
Manitoulin Island to the
World’'s Biggest Bingo in
Toronto. It's a free-wheeling,
unforgettable journey in terrific
company, the Rez sisters, all of
them full of energy and honesty
and dreams and life.

There is Pelajia Patchnose,
who wants paved roads “so peo-
ple will stop fighting and screw-
ing around and Nanabush will
conie back to us because he'll
have paved roads to dance on.™
There’s Annie Cook, who wants
to o to Toronto to go to all the
record stores, listen to all the
five bands “and drink beer qui-
etly, not noisy and crazy like
here.” There’s Philomena
Moosebait, who wants only a
toilet "big and wide and very
white.” And there's Marie-Adele
Starblanket who has cancer and
who counts her 14 children on
the posts of her white picket
fence: “Simon, Andrew,
Matthew, Janie, Nicky, Ricky,
Ben, Mark, Ron, Don, John,
Tom, Pete, and Rosemarie.”
Marie-Adele longs for an island,
“the most beautiful, incredible
island in the whole goddamn
world” for her 12 Starblanket
boys and two Starblanket girls.
In 2ll, there are seven vital, re-
markable woinen; and we also
meet Nanabush, the trickdter,
disguised as a seagull, a dis-
turbing spirit whom only Marje-
Adele and the mentally disabled
girl. Zhaboonigan Peterson, can
see.

ZHABOONIGAN

Don't fly away. Don't go. I
saw you before. There, there.
It was a. Screwdriver. They
put a screwdriver inside me.
Here. Remember. Ever lots
of blood. The two white boys,
Left me in the bush. Alone. It
was cold. . . . Ever nice
white bird you .
Wasaychigan Hill is “plain,
dusty, boring . . . old Wasy™
where the “old man has'to go

the hundred miles to Espanola.

just to get a job" and the “boys
. . . Gone ta Toronte. Only
place educated Indian boys can
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find decent jobs these days.” It

is alsc a world full of poetry and
spirits, “where on certain nights
at the biago . . . you can see
Bingo Betty's ghost, fike a mist,
hovering in the air over the
bingo tables, playing bingo like

it's never been played before,”

and where Nanabush courts

Marie-Adele, dancing with her,

hf:gging' her fo fly away with
im.

Marie-Adele tells him she has
no wings “ . . Yet.” Besides,
she is going to Toronto. For
tests. And to play the biggest
Bingo in the world with her five
sisters.

It is.when the women start
out for Toronto, driving
through the night, that the
story becomes most haunting.
While the others stop to change
a tire blown out on the pitch-
dark midnight highway, Marie-
Adele nieets the Night Hawk,
the dark side of Nanabush. He
reminds her that she’s dying
and she's terrified. She talks
about her husband, Eugene:

1 I could be really mad, just
raging man just wanna tear
his eyes out with my nails
when he walks in the door
and my whole body goes
“klekek™. .

She talks about “the curve of
his back, his breath on my
neck, Adele, ki-sa-gee-ee-fin ao-
ma, making love, always in Indi-
an, only. When we still could. 1
can’t even have him inside me
anymore. It's still growing
there. The cancer.”

“Pelajia,” she explains in
Cree, “Een-pay-seck-see-yan.
Pelajia, I'm scared to death.”

The six women continue to-
gether toward Tordnto as Pela-
jia tries to comfort Marie-Adele.

You know, one time, I knew
this couple where one of
them was dying and the other
one was angry at her for
dying. And she was mad be-
cause he was gonna be there
when she wasn'’t and she had
so much-left to do. . .

We have seen the sisters rag-
ing at each other in a remark-
able sequence, a riot of every
conceivable insult. Now, when

they're gentlest with each
other, when their journey has
taken them simply and directly
1o the heart of the matter, the
stage erupts again. Nanabush,
in disguise as the Bingo Mas-
ter, lets everyone in the audi-
ence play one warm-up game on
the bingo cards included with
each program,

Whoever wins this warm-up
game, it isn't the Rez sisters.
Then the biggest bingo In the
world is called, for the big pot
they all want, (“A HALF MIL-
LION smackeroos! If you play
the game right”). They da ev-
erything they can to win.
Philomena plays 27 cards. But
when they realize it isn’t going
to work, they storm the stage,
complaining that the game is
unfair. If's a wonderful moment
of theatre, as the Bingo Master
changes to the Night Hawk and
waltzes away with Marie-Adele.

The Rez sisters return to the
reserve without Marie-Adele.
Although the play's final se-
quence seems empty without
her, perhaps we are feeling the
same loss the characters feel.
After all, for two hours we have
been part of an extraordi-
nary, exuberant, life-affirming
family. OO

Questions
of honour
By John Gilhert

TWO PLAYS: LITTLE
BLOOD BROTHER and
BACKSTREETS

by Vittorio Rossi

eration, and change, through
be_ilng transplanted to Canadian
soil.

The two plays published here
have this in common: unlike,
say, Harold Pinter’s plays,
which reveal a lurking violence
beneath a surface of common-
place and convention, Rossi's
betray a disarming tenderness
beneath a violence of language
and posture.

Both plays begin in the after-
math of an act of violence. In
Liitle Blood Brother there has
been a fight in a bar after a
hockey game. Backsireeis be-
gins after a funeral for a boy
who has died from a drug over-
dose. Both events trigger reper-
cussions in the tight world of
Italian male culture. In both
plays the characters are three
young men. In both plays a
question of honour and, in
some sense, the bankruptcy of
that honour is confronted with
humour and violence and anger
through a dialogue that is as
colourful and picturesque as°it
is indirect. The difference be-
tween surface and subtext is
strikingly stark.

Little Blood- Brother offers us -
the dilemma of a “macho” cul-
ture faced with the specire of
homosexuality: the three pro-
tagonists, Ifalians from Ville
Emard in Montreal, live in a
world of drug and money deals,
hockey games, and Saturday
night “meat markets.” Deuce
has been “hit on” in the show-
ers by a male cousin of Rocco's
and a fight has ensued. Deuce
in Rocco’s eyes has always been
sexually suspect anyway and it -
takes Frank, Deuce’s cousin, to
calm things down and see be-

Nu-Age Edilions, 115 pages, $9.95 paper
(ISBN O 92i833 16 4) |

ONE OF THE spin-offs of Cana-
da's inevitably multicultural fu-
fure may well be a dramatic lit-
erature that exploits the
cultural myths and behaviour
patterns of the Old World while
examining their specific muta-
tions In the New. If so, Vittorio
Rossi, whose plays have atiract-
ed considerable praise and at-
tention in Quebec, is one of the
forerunners of a happy future.
Resolutely Halian in flavour, the
plays nevertheless explore the
new Canadian avenues for their
Itafianism. Italians playing
hockey, Italians engaged in a
specifically North American
youth culture — these are the
mediations for cultural attitudes
that they inherit from their eth-
nic past, but which undergo lib-
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vond the imperatives of male
honour o a sweeter sense of
humanity, however awkwardly
it is expressed. In the last line
of the play the trio celebrates a
return to harmony and compas-
sion over the ritual consump-
tion of a “medium pizza all
dressed.”

Backstreets takes place in the
heat of summer by the local
swimming pool. Moose and Ani-
mal lament the death of a
friend, Tony. Tony, recently re-
turned from a rehab centre,
died suddenly after a day of
drinking and, they suspect,
doing coke. Their desultory and
round-about discussion leads to
suspicions that Nero, the third
character in the play, who
shows up later, is the pusher
who brought about the death.
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Again it's 2 world of drugs,
prostitution and crime that we
are exposed to. Animal’s girl-
friend is probably a whore; for
Nero “a deal's a deal” and the
possibility of its leading to a
friend's death and the disgrace
and shame of a whole family
seems to be 2 secondary con-
gideration.

In this curious infantile world
of male vanity, and vioJent
horseplay in the bright sunlight
(the characters repeatedly prap-
ple and cuff each other) there
emerges a darker world of ex-
ploitation, illegal commerce,
and death, born of the shiftless
lives of the protagonists. What
Rossl sugpests so successfully
in both plays is not the sensa-
tional miliex of high crime but
the almost unconscious drift
into criminality through futility
and lack of choice in a closed
culture. But once again, as in
Litile Blood Brother, Backstreels
ends on a note of hope and ide-
alism. Moose and Animal head
for the refreshing and renewing
waters of the pool armed with a
rose for Betty, the dubious ¢b-
ject of Animal’s love, While they
head out on their modest ro-
mantic quest, Nero, the pusher,
drops to his knees to salvage
the cocaine he has spilt during
the preceding altercation: the
contrast is redeeming.

What makes these plays by a
young playwright so promising
is their obliqueness. The vie-
lence has already happened;
Rossi’s wonderful dialogue cir-
cles vividly and humorgusly
around the central drama focus-
ing in the end on a fancy pizza
or a single rose, modest sym-
bols of a more humane world of
fraternity and community which
might one day replace the
harsher world of male-bonding
and organized crime. B

The stronger
By Ann Jansen _____

ENDANGERED
SPECIES: FOUR PLAYS
by blarparet Hollingsworth

Acdt One Press, 104 pages, $10.50 paper
(ISBN 0 2593639 0 I)

TWO OF THESE four short plays
by Margaret Hollingsworth
have significant characters who
spend most of their time silent.

LI T e BRI o T

Both are men. As Hollings-
worth explains in her short in-
troduction, she is interested in
the ways in which women have
been marpinalized:

The men are all muoch
more secure in their
worlds, and in order to
keep that security they use
words as weapons, they in-
timidate by silence, domi-
nate by withholding knowl-
edge and mete out small
rewards when they feel
they have been earned.

‘The opener in the volume,
The House That Jack Built, is
deceptively simple. Jack and his
wife, Jenny, sit thrm\gh the play
on rocking chairs,'a brilliant
stroke that sets them prema-
turely in their places; the set is
otherwise empty except for a
large screen across which flash
slides of a diminishing forest.
Jack is determined to buijld a
housé for his wife, but she be-
comes increasingly disdriented
in the move from lively down-
town Toronto to a muddy sub-
urb-in-the-making. The house is
being built over a swamp, and
the displaced wildlife becomes
central to Jenny's ineffectual
protests, Jack maintains that
“There’s no other way when
you come right down to it";
Jenny is unconvinced, and terri-
fied by the consequences of her
desire to restore the natural
{dis)order.

It's Only Hot for Two Months
in Kapuskasing is intended as a
companion play to The House
thal Jack Built, under the title
Endangered Species. The obvi-
ous link is that both plays con-
tain characters who have
moved from Northern Ontario
to the city; the more subtle con-
nection lies in the disposses-
sion of the female characters.
The two women in the claustro-
phebic Vancouver apartment of
the second play have iwo levels
of comtunication, with “Inner
Voice” statements reflecting
their fears and angers; the Man
speaks little and late. The Visi-
tor has arrived at a late-night
raoment of crisis, but she is un-
able to discern the abuse in this
relationship: the Man's silence
may be as layered with false-
hood as are his lover Gerry's ac-
cusations of betrayal. The air
thickens and the tension grows
until even physical escape
doesn't prevent the Visitor from
being infected with the imbal-
ance in these lives — by the
end there’s something in her
voice tog.

‘The concern with art and cre-
ativity — Gerry is a potter, the

e

ORDER OUR

FREE CATRLOGUE
OF CANRDIAN
PLAYS

SUBSCRIBE TD
CanPlay, COR
BI-MONTHLY WEWS
MAGAZINE

8 YORE STREET, §TH FLOOR, TORONTO,
ONTARIO, CRNADR, M5] 1R2, 416-947-0201

Subscriptions; $15.00
Institutions: $22.00
Students:. $12.00
Thaeeira Higtory In Canada
Qradunto Centra for the Study of Drama

- Koffler Studant Contra, University of Toronto

Theatre History in Canada/
Histoire du Theatre au
Canada

A lively, illustrated journal published twice
gearlg focussing on all aspects of the history of
oth English and French language theatre in
Canada from its earliest years to the present. In
addition 10 book reviews, the journal publishes
articles on a broed range of topics including
resident and touring com- . :
Eames, individuals vwho T STk 1
ave contributed to theatre S -
craft and criticlsm,
anaiyses of plays and per-
formance calendars, and
studies of the social as
vell as artistie conditions
affacting the theatre.
THInC/HTauC is the
official Journal for the
Assoclation for Canadian
Theatro History/I"Association
d'histelre du
théatre au Canada.

214 College St. Toronto, Ontarlo LIST 229

I T AT R TR T, TR TR A TN T e

Liarch 1889, BOOKS IN CANADR 27



http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Margaret+Hollingsworth

e ——— e A f— ¥R T P T

Man a poet — in this play
blooms into a central issue in
the next, Poppyeock. The title
comes from a pronouncement
by Ezra Pound that poetry of
the 20th century would move
against poppycock, would be
“austere, direct, free from emo-
tional slither.” The play, which
grew out of Hollingsworth's in-
volvement with clowning work-
shops, uses one actor to present
Pound, Pable Picasse, and
Adolf Hitler. Interacticg with
these men are the less famous
women who relied on them:
Hilda Doolittle, Dora Maar, and
Winifred Wagner. Poppyeock is
about women whe have been, to
some extent. created by men:
as the title suggests,
Hollingsworth shows us the
parts of their lives that have
been defined as unnecessary, as
poppycock. She doesn't revise
history and wresé power from
the men, but shows the multi-
faceted personalities that lie be-
hind these named and pos-
sessed women. In doing so,
Hollingsworth displays a bril-
liant control of speech patterns
that support the implications of
all that is said and shown on
stage, which also has a physical
richness that stems from the
drama's roots in clowning.

The patterning of threes in
Poppycock is followed by a quar-
tet structure in Prim and Duchk,
Mawmag and Frank, with four
characters in four rooms, within
a play divided into movements
labelled Feet, Hands, Body,
Head. The four characters, in-
cluding the mostly silent Frank,
who, despite his wordlessness,
is constantly ordering and shap-
ing the household, spin about
until the energy and anxiety lev-
els start to compete in chore-
ographed mayhem. At one
point, the mother talks of no
Ionger tap-dancing: “S'like the
parts of my body they don't feel
each other no more . . . . My
toes see, my toes they don’
touch . . . see . . . they don't
wanna touch . . .” Nothing
seems to touch.in the play, nel-
ther characters nor body parts,
but Hotlingsworth hits her
mark in a telling exploration of
pover and personality, of the
parts that can’t make up a
whole.

Hollingsworth'’s characters,
and her audiences, have no
easy task in environments
where a misstep could prove
fatal. Eudanfered Species pre-
sents struggles for survival in
an assortment of wildernesses;
the plays are complex, challeng-
ing, and highly rewarding.
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THE EAST END PLAYS
by George F. Walker

Playwrights Canada, 330 pages, $16.95°
paper (ISBN 0 83754 464 9

NOTHING SACRED
by Georgle F. Walker
Coach House Press, 112 pages, $10.85

IN MANY WAYS, Gina Mae Saba-
tini is the character who pro-
vides the key to understanding
survival, the primary objective
of the quirky inhabitants of
George F. Walker’s remarkable
East End trilogy: Criminals in
Lave, Betler Living and Beauii-
Jful Ciby.

*T want a throbbing, connect-
ing, living creative neighbour-
hood,” she declares. In her
working-class neighbourhood,
those who wantonly give them-
selves to the raw basics of life
and embrace its “Life Force,”
Gina Mae’s "simple, ugly truth,”
may yet survive.

In a world in which every-
thing is relative (as William pro-
claims in Criminals In Love and
Nora echoes in Betler Living),
survival is as easy as breathing
in. And then remembering to
breathe out. It is a society in

which nothing can be assumed.

Destiny, the paranormal, and
even ‘witcheraft are debunked,
while the minutiae of daily exis-
tence (oranges and bananas?)
are imbued with almost magical
properties. Mundane and empty
ceremonies are elevated to the
level of ritual: the handshakes
in Beagutiful City and the
peremptory kisses in Criminals
in Looe hecome oaths sworn to
seal pacts of mythic proportion,
Sibyls and soothsayers, wise
men and hely fools are translat-
ed into a drunken priest, a dis-
count-store cashier, an alco-
holic bum, a psychic
subterranean builder and a
plethora of ne'er-do-well small-
time crooks."

And what of the traditional
anchors of contemporary soci-
ety — home; love, and mom? In
Walker's East End Toronto,
home is more a war zone than a

haven, love functions largely as
a weapon, and mom . . . well,
mom varies from cosmic com-
municator to karmic castrator.
The cardipal rule in all three
plays of Walker’s East End trilo-
gy is abundantly clear: if you
sever yourself irom the “Life
Force” (the collective uncon-
scious, the microcosm, the bal-
ance of yin and yang, the moth-
er ship, whatever you waat to
call it) part of you dies.
Whethet you retreat to the arti-
ficial mall-world of Beautiful
Cily's Raft Family, or- Nora and
Tom/Tim’s mole-world sanctu-
ary in Bestter Living, the result is
the same: you isolate yourself
and you wither away. And dying
isn’t really the primary issue;
it’s the slow leaking out of the
Life Force that is thé unforgiv-
able waste. -

In The East End trilogy as
well as in Walker's other recent-
ly published playscript, the
award-winning Nothing Sacred,
the glorious orchestration of
ideas and words reads as well
as it plays. Walker’s characiers,
from the ferociously ardent to
the timidly uncertain, are gen-
uine, memorable, and always in
some way recognizable. Even
when they are based on the
characters who populate Tur-
genev’s novel of 19th-century
Russia, Fathers and Sons.

In Nothing Sacred, a comedy
filled with serfs and nihilists,
class barriers and even a duel,
Walker is surprisingly success-
ful in synthesizing the contem-
porary and the archaic. One suf-
fers nary a twinge when
Bazarov goes off to “pick at
things” in the estate kitchen.
Nor does one flinch when the
dandified Pavel's anachronistic
nail polish is the topic of discus-
sion. It all seems perfectly ac-
ceptable and removed from any
restrictions of time or place.

There is no denying a curious
spiritual relationship between
Russian Arkady and Torontoni-
ab Junior Dawson. Piotr and
William. Whether the plays are
set in Walker's own era and in
his own backyard, or in some
exotic locale in a far-off time,
the folks that populate Walker's
neighbourhoods have the
power to connect to each other
and to us.

A note to the buyer: though
the Coach House Press, with
Nothing Sacred, goes Play-
wrights Canada one better with
a display of photographs from
the premiere preduction, the
typeface and layout of East End
Plays make that volume far easi-
ertoread. OO

The roar of the
greasepaint

By Richard Paul
Enowles )

'WILLIAM HUTT: A
THEATRE PORTRAYXT
by Kelth Garebian

|Mosaic Press, 366 pages, $14.95 paper
(ISBIV 0 99362 401 6) ]
KEITH GAREBIAN’s “theatre por-
trait” of William Huit is the sort
of theatre book that gives the-
atre books a bad name. As one
of the first full-length biogra-
phies ever written about a Cana-
dian actor, and as the biography
of an undeniably major figure in
Canadian theatre, the book
should be of major importance.
Unfortunately, Garebian passes
up the opportunity to coatribute
to our understanding of a life in
the Canadian theatre, and with
it the chance to analyse the art
and craft of a major Canadian
actor, in favour of the both
mundane and pretentious
clichés, name-droppings and
pop psychologizings expected
in popular books about “stars.”
In fact, Garebian seems to be
more interested in establishing
Hutt's status as a star than in
documenting his life, career, or
craft.

Introducing his book as a
“portrait rather than a full-
fledged biography,” the author
sets out “to determine what has
made Hutt the kind of actor he
is today,” confident that “the
actor is the man,” and that
“William Hutt is the sum of all
his roles, which are but pieces
of himself.” Garebian then de-
scribes Hutt's life and career
chronologically in 21 short and

eccentrically chosen chapters.-

The book’s first three chapters
deal with Huit's first 30 years
before turning in its middle sec-
tion to what the author calls the
“Swelling Act” of Huit's devel-
oping professional career. Awk-
-wardly juxtaposing descriptive
accounts of Huit's career with
cursory {and often trite) com-
mentary on his personal life,
Garebian follows the actor from
his early days with the Canadi-
an Repertory Theatre through
the first years of the Stratford
Festival and the Canadian Flay-
ers, to his life and work in Eng-
land from 1959 to 1961 and on
Broadway in the mid-'60s. The
last third of the book, which in-
cludes far too brief accounts of
all of Huit's most important per-
formances, takes us through
the Jean Gascdn and Robin
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Phillips years at Stratford to
Hutt's subsequent work in Van-
couver, London (Ontario),
Stratford, Toronto and else-
where in the 1980s, much of it
with Phillips.

Garebian's book testifies to
the importance of Hutt's career,
and occasionally provides in-
sight into his acting, as when
Biaine Parker points to the im-
portance of Huit's superb emo-
tional memory and recall, or
11.:_11en Robin Phillips analyses

is
emotions, Too often, however,
Garebian is stdetracked by his
weakness for bad anecdotes
and trivial adjectives. The avail-
ability of anecdotes (some of
them not even involving Hutt)
seems to provide the selection
principle for the book: any pro-
duction around which back-
stage stories exist about Noel
Coward, the Queen Mother, or
Tyrone Guthrie's bathing
trunks merits a chapter, while
many of Hult’s most significant
performances are passed over
with litfle descriptive detail and
virtually no analysis.

And the language' We hear of

“one fateful weekend in Jan-
uary™ of Hutt’s sister-In-law, “a
shy, pink rose™; and of soldiers
at z brothel “all ready to try
their carnal fortune with the
crones.” People “perish,”
“opine,” and have “stirrings
within"; and they are gratuitous-
ly “lissome,” “dapper,” or “de-
mure.” While on one happy oc-
casion “six hundred guests
merrily cavorted to lute and
lyre,” on another, alas, “for-
tune’s fickle wheel played its
wry game.” Writing like this is
simply not acceptable in works
of literary or dramatic crificism,
including Garebian’s. Why is it
tolerated in books about the
theatre?

Garebian’s portrait is also
problematic in its point of view.
In spite of his declared unwill-
ingness to write a hagiography,
the author can't seem to detach
himself sufficiently from his
subject’s views of the theatre to
produce a genuinely objective
account. Much of the book is
based on interviews with Hutt
and his friends, and what
strength it has often derives
from the insights of a Timothy
Findley or the selfanalysis of
Hutt, But little of the historical
materjal based on recent inter-
views is placed in any critical or
analytical context, and a discon-
certing amount of it is intro-
duced by ambiguous phrases
such as, “Hutt thought that, , . .*
Did Hutt's opinion remain con-

ower to withhold™ great

stant for decades until he was
interviewed by Garebian? Does
he remember now with com-
plete accuracy what he thought
as a young man? Or is Garebian
cheating?

In any case, Hutt emerges
from the book as a rather
pompous and seli-possessed
man and highly skilled artist
whose genius is intuitive and
whose strength is neither ana-
Iytical nor evaluative. Is it, per-
haps, the natural sympathy of a
biographer for his subject that

has produced the pomposity of -

language and absence of analy-
sis in Garebian’s portrait of
Hutt?

Ultimately William Hutl: A
Theatre Portraif begs to be
measured against its own con-
clusion. Garebian there approy-
ingly quotes Robin Phillips's
claim that “when history is writ-
ten [Hutt] will go down as the
first big Canadian actor. Every-
thing he does should be written
down.” Garebian goes on to
lament that “most of [Hutt's)
greatest performances have not
been preserved with adequate
concern for posterity.” Why
then does Garebian himself fail
to document those perfor-
mances rather than consistently
and infuriatingly blame the ab-

- sence of such documentation

and recognition on what he
sees as the failure of the Cana-
dian “masses” to recognize its
“stars.” (Describing Huit's ten-
dency te announce to maiire
d’s, “my name is William Hatt,
and [ would like a table here,”
for example, Garebian finds
that “this admirable authority
was a bit misplaced in Canada,
where the admiring public can
recognize only hockey or film
stars.”) Garebian over the years
has shown himself to be one of
the country’s most competent
reviewers of classical theatre,
particularly in his seasonal ret-
rospectives of the Shaw and
Stratford Festivals in the Jour-
nal of Canadian Studies, Cana-
dign Forum, and elsewhere.
Hutt is undoubtedly one of our
very best classical actors. The
combination should -have result-
ed in a better book. O
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Narrative
geography

By Paul Dutton

THE RADIANT
INVENTORY

by Christopher Dewdney

M cCleltand & Stewert, 108 pages, $9.95

CHRISTOPHER DEWDNEY has,
aver 17 years and some 1{ or so
books, fashioned a body of
work that is original, challeng-
ing, witty, stylistically versatile,
and remarkably cohesive. His
early work was based on the
theory that ontology recapitu-
lates geology, as he mined a
vein of paleontological imagery,
riddled with fossils character-
ized as concrete memory, rife
with sugpestions of the past
alive in the preseit, the whole
serving as a pavadigm of the
human mind, of the uncon-
gcious and consciousness. In
Alter Sublime and The Immacu-
late Perception, he moved to-
wards a more clearly stated
parallel between geologic phe-
nomena and the structure of the
human brain, between the strat-
ified layers of rock that underlie
our present physical environ-
ment and the evolutionary phys-
iology that comprises contem-
porary neurostructure and
consciousness.

The Radiant Invenfory, his
most recent offering, is of a
piece with his earlier books.
The expected elements of word-
play (both whimsical and
earnest), reverence for nature,
exhilarating leaps of imagina-
tion, and sometimes demanding
diction are brought to bear on
such themes (now familiar to
his readers) as the nature of
‘consciousness, the unity and si-
multaneity of past and present,
dreams, natural history, memo-
ry, religion, technology, and the
relation of self to self and to
other. These elements and
themes are worked with in lyric
verse, prose sl1:0!:;115, aphorisms,
surrealistic short fictions, “pata-
physical” probes, archly cap-
tioned photos and collages, and
a new series of “Log Entries™
prose fragments with poetic
correlates (or disjunclives), ear
lier types of which appeared in
A Palaeozoic Geology of London,
Ontario, Fovea Centralis, and
Aiter Sublime.

Lest all this sound like terri-
bly heavy,going (which it can
be at times), it should be re-

-~ membered that Dewdney also

has a light touch. He is, after
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all, the raan who came up with
the idea that “The future is sim-
ply amnesia in reverse.” And
his explications of sometimes
brain-bending scientific or tech-
nological concepts are often
necessary lead-ins to wry and
adroitly turned punch lines.
While he's techno-sophisticat-
ed, he's also slang hip, and will
use both facilities for humorous
effect, as he does often in this
book. When he hits his stride
with a comic notion, there’s
noae can beat him, as witness
his instructional entry, “Knowl-
edge of Neurophysiology as De-
fence against Attack,” which
blends hilarious concept and
finely tuned phrasing to memo-
rable effect.

Because I'm a hopeless tech-
no-peasant, T have no way of
gauging the accuracy of Dewd-
ney's use of the terminology of
physics, neurochemistry, and
the natural sciences. l.can
sense, however, that the lan-
guage is used appropriately,
probably precisely, often poehi-
cally (both in the sense of
image and of rhythmic eupho-
ny), and always to remarkable
effect. You'd have to be deaf to
all dimensions of paetry to miss
the transcendent beauty of
mood and mentation in “Elora
Gorge,” the prose-poem se-
quence that concludes The Re-
diant inventory; its rhapsodic
tone is ballasted with a sprin-
kling of technically specific
terms. This moving and unro-
manticized paean to nature
{Dewdney, in an earlier book,
called nature “the divine tech-
nology™) includes such striking
instances -of imagery and dic-
tion as this: “At midnight, on
the eve of the midsummer sol-
stice, the gorge is filled with
fireflies. Pointillist image of liv-

" ing stars beneath the milky

way.” When he’s not yocking it
up (“Cool hands, luke heart”)
or genuflecting in para-religious

awe at nature’s majesty (“Elora ~

Gorge” includes the phrase
“Stations of the Gorge,” a play
on the Catholic devotional exer-
cise of “Stations of the Cross™),
Dewdney is either teasing with
“pataphysics” (the science of
passible solutions to impossible
problems; a blend of hard re-
search and soft logic, rendering
startlingly convincing results)
or lyrically evoking the large
and small epiphanies of day-to-
day existence: celebrating a
love, eulogizing his father, med-
itating on November, or reflect-
ing on trains (“A train is a state
of things in transit, / a cartesian
living-room passing through / a
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narrative geography™).

I mentioned the cohesive
character of Dewdney's work.
Ax with all things that are uni
fied, the whole can be dis-
corned from the parts. The Ra-
diant Inventery provides a
representative cross-section of
his rany¥e of styles and concerns
and is sufficient wnoto itself. It
can be read for the gems of bril-
liance it contains. as well as for
the impressive setting afforded
those gems. But it also marks a
significant point in his overall
vork and it will be most reward-
ine to those who read it in the
context of what has gone
befure. O

The last
lbee‘lt h@pe

THE STRUGGLE FOR
DEMOCRACY

by Patrick Watson and Benjamin
Barher

Laster & Onpen Deunys, 298 pages,
S39.95 clotl (ISBN 83619 176 9)
DEMOCRACY, Winston Churchill
once said, is the worst of sys-
lems, except for all the others.
And surely this is so. So power-
ful is the democratic ideal that
even the East Europeans call
their dictatorships “democratic
republics” and North Vietnam,
all the while it was invading its
neighbours, was still the Demo-
cratic Republic of Vietnam.
Democracy — the name if not
always the practice — has a
world-wide application.

But Canadians, like most of
those who live in the West, tend
w take democracy for granted.
We accept our freedoms as a
given, and many of us don't
even bother to exercise our
phit to vote. In ordinary times,
we tolerate those who de-
nounce our relatively benign
pulitical masters, but in a crisis,
we expecl the gecurity services
to act with ruthlessness to pro-
teCt 1R

Patrick Watson has achieved
a deserved reputation as a
thoughtful television man of let-
ters, and he, al least, recog-
nized that democracy was
sotnething precious and too Jit-
tle understood. How could
Canadians, he asks in his pref
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ace; have cheered their govern-
ment when it imposed the War
Measures Act in 1970 and used
its sweeping powers to arrest
over 450 men and women and
hold them without charges or
bail? “This casual disowning of
freedom . . . troubled me deep-
ly." That was the origin of this
book and the 10-part television
series that mirrors it (and that
'E. currently beilng shown on

The Struggle for Democracy is
a handsome boolk, lavishly illus-
trated with colour and black-
and-white photographs, paint-
ings, and drawings. There are
wide margins stuffed with inter-
esting quotes or excerpts, and
the level of the prose is suitable
for a bright Grade 11 student.
In fact, the book looks not un-
like an up-scale text book, with
only the sample questions at
the end of each’ chapter being
omitted. In other words, this
book is ideally suited to the
usual television viewer who will
watch it around the world.

The book is also not unlike a
TV show. There are carefully se-
lected illustrative scenes, set in
an Indian village, for example,
or an African towaship. There is
some speculative futurology to
halance the historical and philo-
sophical passages that have to
be included, and there are quick
cuts from country to country. It
is all a bit helter-skelter in a
book, though it works very well
on the small screen.

Inevitably, when the range
being covered is so broad, er-
rors creep in. There are dubi-
ous “facts” about the British
sinking of the Argentinian

cruiser Belgrano in the Falk-

lands War and about the Mag-
inot Line and the fall of France
in 1940. That is to be expected.
But more serious, Watson's text
cites the Libyan leader, Muam-
mar Qaddafi, as criticizing
democracy for its political par-
ties’ destructive self-interest, for
the domination of one class
over another, for the misleading
and arbitrary character of
plebiscites. “Most Westerners
see these as minor defects,”
Watson says, a little bit piously,
to which the only possible re-
sponse from anyone who lived
through our November 21 elec-
tion is “Oh, yeah?”

Still, this is often a tough-
minded book. Watson can be
brutally critical of the Roman
Catholic church and its baleful
influence in Ireland, he can at-
tack Israel’s brutal decupation
of the West Bank, and he car
be bluntly critical of the Aus-

tralian treatment of aborigines.
The cant and hypocrisy of our
democracy does not escape the
lash. And Watson is also un-
afraid to ask if democracy is
necessarily the best form of
goveérnment for Africa or Asia
where older forms of govern-
ment may better meet the peo-
ple’s needs.

‘Textbookish it is, glossy it
may be, but The Struggle for
Democracy nonetheless is a use-
ful primer for Canadians to pon-
der. We have just seen Canadi-
an corporations buy themselves
an election victory, and thus far
there has been scarcely a whim-
per of protest. Is this to be the
form of Canadian democracy
for the 2ist century? A book
like this, if it forces people to
think from whence they came
and whither they are going,
could have a salufary effect. O

Four quartets

Steddart, 273 pages, $14.95 paper
(ISBN 0 7737 5208 &)

THIS BOOK marks the beginning
of the second half of The New
Age series — the seventh part
of Hugh Hood's 12-volume
chronicle of 20th-century Cana-
dian society and culture. When
the series is completed — in
1999, according to Hood — it
will establish itg author as one
of the immortals. That, at least,
is the way Hood sees it, His
confidence in the absolute
rightness of what he is doing is

.matched only by his extrava-

gant ambition.

I'm not guite sure why, but
I'm rooting for him. Even for
Hood's most devaoted readers,
though, keeping the faith is be-
coming more and more diffi-
cult. Like its two most recent
predecessors, The Scenic Art
and The Motor Boys in Oftawa,
Tony's Book is a frustratingly
uneven, almost schizophrenic
novel, by turns comic and
pedantic, engaging and selfin-
volved. Hood's main problem in
Tony’s Book, though, is a famil-
iar one: he is too preoccupied
with working out the elaborate
assumptions of the previous
volumes. As a result, his latest
novel suffers the fate of most lit-
erary sequels — it doesn't stand
on its own.

On the other hand — there is
always the other hand in
Hood's fiction — Tonys Book,
for all its missing links, intricate
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allusions, and inside jokes, is a
triumph of structure over con-
tent. Divided into four equal
sections, it employs four differ-
ent characters to tell a decep-
tively dark iale of failed love
and family betrayal.

It's the overlapping percep-
tions of this lively quartet, their
range of gossip and opinionrs
abodt each other, their in-

" evitable digressions, that man-

age to kegp the story interest-
ing. M it Goderich, the
narrator of the series, is back
and so is his wife, Edie. The
narrative begins, however, with
two characters who have had
only cameo roles in the series
so far: Tony Goderich, Matt's
brother and the black sheep of
the family, and Linnet, Tony’s
lover.

Linnet leads off. Hood's nov-
els are not kmown for their fast:
stasts and this one is no excep-
tion. Linnet spends far too
much time telling us more than
we need to know aboat her
childhood in wartime London.
But the momentum picks up
when she meets Tony and falls
in love with him at first sight.
They seem like the ideal cou-
ple, at least from Linnét's point
of view. She is a blonde
bombshell and an aspiring ac-
tress; he Is a successful play-
wright. Linnet expects they will
get married, but her part of the
narration stops abruptly as their
relationship ends and Tony re-
turns to Canada to attend his fa-
ther's funeral.

Enter Tony. Picking up the
narrative where Linnet leaves
off, he reveals the one impor-
tant fact she was unaware of: he
is in love with his brother's
wife. “I desired (Mati's) girl as
soon as [ laid eyes on her, with
an extra twist of the knife be-
cause she was his." That, it be-
comes clear, is the main reason

"Tony left Canada. When he

sees Edie au his father’s grave-
side, he realizes the same old
trouble has started again. But
this time he has no intention of
running away from it.
Meanwhile, the object of
Tony’s desire, Edie, has had
her fill.of marriage to Matt, Her
parration is full of rationaliza-
tions and excuses meant o ex-
plain why, after 20 years, she is
breaking the closest connection
of her life. Although she is un-
able to come up with a good ex-
planation for her decision to run
off with Tony, she does manage
to convince herself that Mait
will hardly notice she is gone.
Tony's Book takes The New
Age series, which has been pro-
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ceeding decade by decade, into
the 1970s. In the context of the
time, Edie’s decision to leave
Matt iz commonplace:

That was the way these
things went in the mid-70s
when walking out on your
marriage from one hour to
the next was the nation’s
most popular and fashionable
form of entertainment. . . .
Marriages were coming apart
like shoe-boxes set adrift in
the open sea.

But in the context of Hood's
series it is a shattering act.
From Matt’s perspective, it is
not just his marriage that has
been destroyed, it is his meticu-
lously ordered vision of life:
“YVhat Tony and Edie did to me
was as bad as murder; they
might just as well have Teft me
for dead.”

On the first page of the fourth
and final section of the novel
Matt says, "I don't think I'll ever
be the same man that 1 was.”
This is quite an admission for
him; it is alse something of an
overstatement. Despite what
has happened, he is, of course,
precisely the same person he
was. Critics of The New Age
have invariably made Matt

Goderich the main target of
their scorn, often with good rea-
son. Prudent, stuffy, moderate
in the extreme, Matt can be pre-
tentious, long-winded and, as in
Tony’s Book, maddeningly pas-
sive.

But for all his shortcomings
— perhaps because of them —
Matt is, in the end, a likable
character. He is also the perfect
alter ego for Hood. Like Matt,
Hood is able to see meaning in
the most trivial and tedious
things. It is this attention to de-
tal, this faith in mundane mira-
cles, that makes the excesses of
his fiction pardonable. Edie's
grudging praise for Matt could
just as easily apply to the author
of The New Age series: "When'
he bores you — and oh God he
can bore you — he always
knows that he's doing it an't.i he

gets your forgiveness. . . .” O

—

Capital
offences
By Stan Persky

WRONG END OF THE
RAINBOW: THE
COLLAPSE OF FREE
ENTERPRISE IN
CANADA

by Eric Kierans and Walter Stewart
Collins, 232 pages, $26.95 cloth

USBN 0 00 217834 6)

WHEN THE Gilletie Canada razor
blade company announced —
less than 72 hours after last
November's bitter federal elec-
tion on free trade — that it was
shutting down operations and
putting 600 employees out of
work, two of the least surprised
people in the country were Eric
Kierans and Walter Stewart.
They're the co-authors of Wrong
End of the Rainbow: The Col-
lapse of Free Enterprise in Cana-
de, a biting liitle tract that deals
with exacily such nasty bits of
business as the disposal of the
disposable razor plant.

‘The sordid fiscal details of
the Gillette case are fascinating
and deserve a moment's atten-
tion. Gillette Canada was a debt-

free, productive, and profitable
multinational branch plant that
vielded a profit of about §10
million annually oo the 200 mil-
fion blades it produced. Howev
er, its American parent, Gillette
Co. of Boston, was fighting off
takeover bids. -

Desperate for cash, Gillette
senior ordered Gillette junior to
buy Oral-B Labs, a U1.S.-based
toothbrush  manufacturer
owned by Gillette of Boston.
The Canadian branch plant obe-
dienfly borrowed $269 million
from the bank, and one Gillette
subsidiary became the owner of -
another Gilleite subsidiary,
leaving head office with a tem-
perary chunk of cash in hand to
fight off unwanted advances. As
for Gillette Canada, it now had
an interest bill of $22 million,
which accounted for most of the
branch plant’s 1987 loss of $30
million.

A year and one Free Trade
Agreement later, Gilleite of
Boston {now out of danger) de-
creed that its Massachusetis
plant, producing two billion
blades at 65 per cent capacity,
wouldn’t have any trouble
grinding out an additional 200
million blades for the Canadian
market. In the delightiul world

The University of Calgary Press

presents

The Canadian Archival Inventory Series

THE JOANNA i4. GLASS PAPERS

This work on Joanna M. Glass was compiled by Jean M. Moore and Jean F. Tener and is No.
8 in the Series. The publication begins with Diane Bessal’s biographlcal and critical
exposition of Glass and her works, which forms an excellent introduction to the subject.
flext is the archival introduction, which outlines the plan and methodolegy adopted in the
Serles and concludes with nectes on the acquisition and arrangement of the papers. The
inventory is similarly arranged; it begins with a correspondence ({about 85 parcent of the
total number of entries) and blographical series (scrapbooks, photographs) which is
followed by literary genres (plays, novels, short stories and essays), and concludes with
a sound cassette serles of radio broadcast tapes. Appended to the volume are A to Z
lists of letters; and an index. The four access points of the lnventory together greatly
facilitate its use and usefulness,

316 pap/6x9/paper/$18 + P&H
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of big business, such manoeu-
vres are delicately described as
a “restructuring program to
eliminate excess capacity.” Fur-
ther, thanks to the F.T.A,, the
10 per cent tariff on imported
shaving gear would gradually
disappear. Goodbye, 600 Cana-
dian jobs.

Kierans and Stewart recite a
litany of similar examples in ar-
pguing the thesis that “some-
thing has gone seriously wrong
with the workings of Canadian
capitalism.” It's evolved, they
say, into a system thats “self-
ish, sly, and mean-spirited.”

Kierans, whose colourful and
varied career includes stints as
a stock exchange president,
cabinet minister, economics
prof, and businessman (as well
as inheritor of former finaance
minister Walter Gordon’s man-
tle as keeper of the nationalist
economic conscience) and
Stewart, a veteran political jour-
nalist, claim that contemporary
corporate dominance is not
really capitalism at all, “but the
perversion.” The erstwhile re-
formers even conjure up a vi-
sion of a nation of medium-size
capitalists without monopolistic
lust in their hearts.

Between the accusation and
the dream, the authors provide
a brisk thumbnail sketch of the
rise of corporations as'well as
an overview of the problems of
capitalism and the Canadian
economy. There's even room
for a trenchant critique of the
free trade “chimera.”

It is in these historical chap-
ters that Kierans and Stewart
give their version of a sorry tale
we've become familiar with ever
since George Grant's Lament
for a Nation (1965) and Kari
Levitt's Silent Surrender (1970).
It's a saga of foreign domina-
tion, underindustrialization and
heedless export of natural re-
sources. The eerie thing about
this tapestry of Canadian en-
trepreneurial {imidity and loss
of economic sovereignty is that
it just doesn't seem to grip the
popular imagination. It's not
clear that the present recitation
of the story will have a more
lasting impact than previous el
forts.

Even less clear are the
prospects for the modest reme-
dies Kierans and Stewart advo-
cate. Their 10-step reform pack-
age starts with a proposal for
restoration of shareholder
povrer by forcing corporations
to abolish non-voting shares
and fully distribute each year's
earpings (currenily, about 75
per cent of profits are “retained”

32 BODKS iN CATIADA, L2rch 1982

D omEr e e g e T NS S T g T ——

in company vaults). Then,
there’s 10 be a rejigging of the
tax system to prompt compa-
nies (o use resources more pru-
dently, to stop wasteful
takeover exercises, and to pay a
fairer share of returns to the
public purse. Finally, Kierans
and Stewart call for Swedish-
style control of capital in'a bid
to shore up our economic inde-
pendence.

Whether or not these specific
reforms really make sense is
beyond the competence of inno-
cent bystanders to determine.
However, a great deal — too

much — seems to hang on the

authors’ insistence that there is
something, whether in theory
or in Golden Age fact, called
“capitalism” that is essentially
distinct from the contemporary
version of it which Kierans and
Stewart dismiss as a perversion
they call “corporatism.”

On this crucial score, 1 found
their argument fundamentally
unpersuasive. It's not that I'm
surreptitiously hauling out a
brief for an alternative to the au-
thors' trust in capitalism re-
formed, such as socialism of
one stripe or another. Far from
it. It's simply that the crux of
their case is that what's before
our eyes isn't really capitalism.
If that contention falls, then the
rest collapses like a house of
cards. In my reading, Kierans

-and Stewart’s central claim just

doesn’t stand.

Even if we believed in the co-
gency of their reform scheme,
there's still the political issue of
how any of this can be brought
to pass. Kierans and Stewart
recognize that this is a problem
and devote their concluding
chapter to the relationship of
the political to the economic.
While the historical portions of
the book are wittily informative,
the hortatory parts are com-
posed in a rather tract-like
style.

Everything Kierans and
Stewart say about the need to
give pre-eminence to the comr
mon good aver economic greed
is perfectly tue and worth say-
ing. The prablem is that much
of this comes off as a haif-time
pep talk to a team that’s being
clobbered. Or worse, the coach-
es seem to be talking to an
empty locker room, while the
players have gone off to sign lu-
crative advertising endorse-
ment contracts. [1

Island in
the sun

A SMALL PLACE
by Jamnica Kincaid

Farrar, Straus and Giroux {Collins),
81 pages, $19.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 374 266 387)
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ANTIGUA, an island in the East-
ern Caribbean approximately 30
miles north of Guadeloupe, is
12 miles long and nine miles
wide. The birthplace of the writ-
er Jamaica Kincaid, it is, indeed,
a smalt place. But this small
place has evoked from Kincaid
a searing essay of pain and
protest. And you, me — we, the
reader — are brought along by
Kincaid as vicim, accused, wit-
ness, for she makes it clear that
we are participant and perpetra-
tor and observer all wrapped up
in one complex package.
Kincaid declares her inten-
tion from the start. She speaks
directly to You, her rage con-
trolled by language finely bal-
anced on a knife edge. And this
rage is impossible to deflect: As
you get vour first view of the
decay, “you needn’t let that
slightly funny feeling you have
from time to time about ex-
ploitation, oppression, domina-
tion develop into full-fledged
unease, discomfort; you could
ruin your holiday.” You squirm
a little, hoping the discomfort is
only momentary. But Kincaid
does not let go: “The thing you
have always suspected about
yourself- the minute you be-
come a tourist is true; A tourist
is an ugly human being.” Your
reaction to this frontal assault s
to say, no, this is not me. I do
not, by an airplane flight, be-
come monstrous; my aims are
innocent: some sun, some sand,
the relaxation of a gentle intoxi-
cation. But now Kincaid’s got
you where she wanis you, she
the embodiment of the ghosts
of Christmas past, present and

future, You the recalcitrant

Scrooge.

The island she shows you is
one melting into a physical and
moral collapse. The school
buildings resemble latrines; lo-
cals avoid the island hospital;
the library, damaged in a 1974
earthquake, remains unrepaired
mere than a decade later. Drug
smugglers, politicians, and their
mistresses, creatures of west-
ern civilization, are clever and
safely blatant in the ways of
self-enrichment. But all this is
not a corruption unto itself: it is

linked, intimatel!(, to the out-
side.

Her rage flares in a bitter
litany of historical injustice,

- slashing bitterly at the British

and their colonialism: “You
came. You took things that
were not yours . . . . You mur-
dered people. You imprisoned
people. You robbed people.”
She brands Horatio Nelson “an
English maritime criminal,”
points out that Barclay's Bank
was established with slave-trade
money, spits out the bilious his-
tory of discrimination against
black Antiguans, surging inex-
otably to the painful coaclusion:
You have unmade me totally.

And from there the bitter
question: Is independent An-
tigua, in its economic anemia,
its physical decay, its political
corruption, “a worse place than -
what it was when it was domi-
nated by the bad-minded En-
glish and all the bad-minded
things they brought with
them?” The answer is self-evi-
dent: A criminal past cannet
help but create a criminal pre-
sent, with even the future mort-
gaged to the servility of
tourism, to You.

Make no bones about it
Whether you agree with Kin-
caid"s views or not — and the
picture she draws, personal, in-
exorable and undeniable is still
only part of the post-colonial
story — A Small Place is a sad,
searing, unsettling book,
painful to read in its brutal and
direct challenge to our mind-
less comfort. And in this, itis a
vital work. E]

Father

tween-thelines, 144 pages, $12.95

DURING THE PAST 15 years,
Joyce Nelson has established
herself as the most astute cul-
tural critic in Canada.

Whether eviscerating the am-
bitions of the international
tourist industry, for CBC's
“Ideas,” or disclosing the possi-

TR e T T T L T T L T R IR R


http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Jamaica+Kincaid
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Joyce+Nelson

" o

PR FENORLP. LIt v N LI LR S e

ble shov~biz source of the free-
trade negotiations, for Fuse
magazine, she has questioned
the assumptions of our day-to-
day activities, the neufrality of
which we often take for grant-
ed. As a regular writer for This
Magazine, Nelson has asked us
to contemplate the full ecologi-
cal ramifications of our willing-
pess to sell, for a fast buck, our
fresh-vrater supplies to the
desert belt of the United States;
and she has examined the
ideological implications of an
image of Mickey Mouse, that
tireless world traveller, posed
for a publicity photograph in
front of the Great Wall of China,
that ancient immovable symbaol
of a timeless frontier.

Roland Barthes, the Freach
cultural critic, and I F. Stone,
the American media analyst,
are her mentors. While she
does do original research, Nel-
son's primary material is not far
to seek: she looks at what is
about and puts things fogether.
Like Barthes, she is aware of
the ideological implications of
the most innocent activities;
like Stone, she remembers
things and so can document
contradictions.

In a society that truly valued
the importance of independent
thought, she would be famous.
In a society that truly feared in-
dependent thought, she would
be silenced. In Canada (while
she is slowly building up a fol-
lowing larpely among aca-
demics) she is generally ig-
nored.

Last year she produced The
Perfect dMachine — a book that
explored the parallel develop-
ment of two sinister industries
— American television and the
American bomb. This year she
offers us The Colonized Eye—a
hook that rethinks the role that
John Grierson has played in
film in this country. Nelson ex-
amines not only Grierson’s
work at the National Film
Board during the war but also
his film policies for the future.

Nelson's book is as unsettling
as it is intellizent. The popular
view of Grierson is that he was
a great British patriarch who
had the ear of important politi-
cal players and, because of his
interest in the workers, seemed
a Tittle left of centre. Not so, ar-
gues Nelson. Grierson had the
ear of important political play-
ers because he knew how to
keep the workers in their place.
Give them g little dignity on the
screen and then tell them what
to do.

Grierson was also a well-
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known internationalist. This
Nelson confirms; what she clari-
fies, however, is that Canada
was to have no determining role
in the constitution of the new
international order that was to
emerge after the war. That
would be the responsibility of
established industrial nations
like the United States, Great
Britain and perhaps, eventually,
the Soviet Union.

For instance, in their film-
making during the war, the
British units were encouraged
to acquire their own footage.
The Brits produced images of
themselves on the screen. At
the NFB, on the other hand,
with very few exceptions, Cana-
da specialized in compilation
films, In this way, under Grier
son’s direction, we were en-
couraged to think of ourselves
as part of a larger, global opera-
tion within which we could be
proud to play our tiny part. It is
no wonder that even now, there
is still 2 degree of self-con-
sclousness in creating images
of ourselves for our own film
and television screens.

This puritanical prohibition of
the indigenously visual was fur-
ther compounded by two other
decisions directly made by Gri-
erson. During the war, Grierson
established a number of rural
circuits throughout Canada that
were designed to take film into
communities that lacked movie
theatres. Since an uninterrupt-
ed diet of “Canada Carries On"
and “The World in Action” films
was considered too heavy foran
evening's entertainment, a few
cartoons were generally includ-
ed. Although some of these car-
toons were made by Norman
MecLaren and his team at the
Film Board, most of them were
supplied by Grierson's old
friend Walt Disney, some of
those even paid for by the Na-
tional Film Board.

Similarly, towards the end of
the war, Grierson's recommen-
dation for the future was that
Canadians should stay out of
fiction, that in essence the
grand American entertainment
machine shouid not be chal-
lenged. Then as now, Nelson
explains, Canadian production

would be restricted to news and
information — the least mythol-
ogizing of all cultural activities;
while the Americans would con-
tinue, through their entertain-
ment programs, to colonize our
national imagination with their
own mythologizing fictionat cre-
ations. Hollywood would help to
hold in place Canada's position
within the growing international
system, And so it has.

The Colonized Eye makes for
eye-opening reading, but Nel-
son writes with such a strong
sense of urgency, that, ar-
guably, there is something a bit
specious about it by the end.
For instance, by cross-cutting
John Grierson on his first trip to
the United States on a Rocke-
feller Foundation grant, with
Mackenzie King a decade earli-
er going to work for the Rocke-
feller family, Nelson implies a
conspiracy. And while there
may well have been a growing
collusion between American
multinational corporations and
the socially concerned intelli-
gentsia of Europe, Nelson has
not actually established this in
her book.

A sense of narrative conspira-

cy. however, finally doesn’t
trouble me, It is the way that
Nelson writes; her book reads
like a thriller. One cannot put it
down. And if Nelson is a bit
harsh on Grierson the man (as
she partially acknowledges),
nevertheless she documents
with great force and freshness
the manipulations of power be-
tween government and busi-
ness that take place behind
closed doors. O

Monster
theatre

JACK

by Chris Scott

Macmitlan, 272 pages, §21.95 cloth
N 9928

JACK 1S a novel that imagines
that Thdmas Neill Cream — a
Montreal doctor who moved to
London and was hanged for poi-
soning young women — was
not only a poisoner but also
Jack the Ripper. In the novel,
Cream has an advanced case of
syphilis that causes him to hal-
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lucinate the presence of anoth-
er man — Bell-Smith — whom
only he can see, and with whom
he occasionally “merges™ it is
this Bell-Smith, he sometimes
imagines, who does the killings;
or else it is Bell-Smith who eggs
him on to do them — the issue
is left vague.

The killings are graphically
presented; the psychopathology
is extreme. Or is it psy-
chopathology? The Ripper in
this novel is not only insane, he
is insane in a way that makes
his motives beyond the reach of
understanding. The real con-
nection, 1 think, is not to insani-
ty — there is none of that terri-
fying and pity-inducing
comprehension that marks
reading about true insanity —
but to the dream. What occurs
in the novel is everywhere
dreamlike: a singular event, the
killing and disembowelling of a
London whore, is presented
again and again with no real
context provided for it, just as
such things happen in dreams;

and also as in dreams, it is pre- -

sented each time with a litile rit-
ual signal that initiates the
event: the Ripper saying to the
woman, “I have to pass the
exam.”

Much of the novel is in the
present tense {“She’s opening
her mouth to scream when he
catches her by the scruff of the
neck™ and this contributes to
the dreamlike atmosphere. Be-
yond that, there is a portentous-
ness to everything, just as there
is in dreams: as the Ripper
walks up and down the London
streets, everything signifies, ev-
erything seems to mean some-
thing, .

This dreaminess causes the
story to exist in a2 moral and
psychological vacuum. The
reader cannot compare it with
anything in his experience (ex-
cept the unreal and empty expe-
rience of nightmares), and so
he isn't moved to any wider un-
derstanding of human extremi-
ty. The dream atmosphere
heightens the grisliness of the
events described (as in horror

stories) but it doesn'’t flluminate *
them (as in, say, The Death of

the Defective). This well-written
book shares with horror novels
and the creepier kind of murder
mystery a Monster Chiller Hor-
ror Theatre atmosphere com-
pounded of portentousness,
bloody events, and a present-
tense parration that is like a
beating drum in the way it
keeps the reader moving from
one page to the next without
stopping to think.
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CHILDREN'S BOOKS

Sunny side up

A writers’ manual offers

tips on hatching new plots

By Linda Granfield

DURING THE long months you
will have to spend wrestling
with [your] book, you will have
many moments, days, weeks,
when vou will loathe the thing."”
Many a writer can attest to the
veracity of Jean Little’s state-
ment; some writers may add
that “loathe” isn’t a strong
enough word! Little’s very posi-
tive and informative essay.
“How ] Do It,” is one of 35 arti-
cles included by David Booth in
Writers on Writing: Guide to
Writing and Hlustrating Chil-
dren's Books (Overlea House,
192 pages, $11.95). The editor
suggests that the book will help
the writer in his “understanding
of the proress,” and strengthen
his “will to publish for chil-
dren.” Only a truly dedicated
first-time author or illustrator
will continue his attempt to
burst into the children’s market
after reading some of the bare-
faced truths about the industry
included in this hook.
Children's picture-books
(from the point of view of both
writing and illustrating), novels
and stories for juvenile and
young adult readers, and poetry
for children are covered in de-
tail by authors obviously cho-
sen to write about their special-
ties. Some of the articles are
better written than others; fine
illustrators, for example, are not
always fine writers. Some of the
pieces suffer from a surfeit of
anecdotal material. Eric Wil-
son's “Developing a Series”
leaves a reader still wondering
how it’s actually done, and
Claire Mackay's plece on the
selection of names provides
laughter and information, While
Meguido Zola quotes a multi-
tude of other authors who have
written about biography, Va-
lerie Hussey sticks to the point
of the exercise and details the
author-publisher relationship,
leaving few questions unan-
swered. Book reviewing, pro-
motion, and the roles of agent,
librarian, and bookseller are
highlighted by Writers on Wril-

tion other than biography.

This season, a flurty of firsl-
time novelists (who might or
might not have benefited from
such a guidebook) offers a2 won-
derful array of talents to be
watched in the future.

Much is made of teen-aged
writers. Gordon Korman was
launched in style by Scholastic
in the 1970s: 17-year-old Nicole
Luijken is the house's current
young writer. Her first novel,
Unlocking the Daors (Scho-
lastic, 144 pages, $3.95), was
written when she was only 14.
Like Korman, Nicole Luiken,
according to promotional mate-
rials, writes “profusely.” Unfor-
tunately, she does not write pro-
Yessionally — yet.

There's lots of promise in
Luiken's novel, the story of 16-
year-old Mercedes Sable who is
terrorized by a villainous ghost,
Vivian. The concept of a ghost
who cannot move into rooms
added on to the house since her
death is a fine one and Luiken
uses it well and energetically.
But the book reads like a cre-
ative-writing assignment or
a mediocre television-movie
seript. The book needs more
developed characterizations,
fewer confusing scenes, and
less reliance on descriptive
words. There's nothing here
that more writing experience
and a darn good edit wouldn't
help. )
While young readers who
enjoy anticipation will relish
Luiken’s imaginative qualities,
those who love a good laugh
will delight in Jim McGugan's
Project Egg (Nelson, 110
pages $3.95), a funny book
about a school project in family
education classes. The children
are given eggs to carry around
with them and care for — frag-
ile, raw eggs to be protected
from all possible danger of
cracking or breakage — to
teach them about parenthood
and the fragility of an infant.
‘This concept is enough to make
one smirk. When coupled with

Randolf Dorksbury, a grade
six student, doesn't take the
project too seriously. Neither
does anyone else in the c¢lass.

The eggs are named Baby-

Yolkum, Omeletta, Benedict,
and Soufflé, and the studenis
quickly become attached to
their “thildren.” Randolf heads
toward a parent-of-the-year
award. There's plenty of hu-
mour to keep sixth-grade read-
ers chuckling in recognition of
classroom types and situations.
Here and there, the transitiona
are awkward and scenes are
played too long. Some of the se-
rious reasons for taking care of
the eggs get lost. Project Egg is
part of the Nelson Novel series,
aimed at the reluctant reader
who needs help moving from
picture books to novels. It is un-
fortunate that the books in this
series, created for schaols, are
available only through special
order. McGugan is a promising
humeorist whose work might
well interest a trade publisher.

‘The Gage Jean Pac novels are
another series that promotes
juvenile fiction, this time for the
mass market and classrooms.
Unlike the Nelson Novels, the
Jean Pac hooks are written for
the young reader who has a bet-
ter command of language and
the sensibilities to understand a
more complicated text. For
many of the Jean Pac authors
the books are their first publica-
tions for children. Such is the
case for Sylvia McNicoll and
Constance Horne.

At first glance, the cover of
McNicoll's Blueberries and
Whipped Cream (Gage, 109
pages, $5.30) is off-putting. The
blurb on the back talks about
cancer, alcoholism, unexplained
sibling anger and new-found
love — what a Yoad of misery
and angst! The pastel cover,
through both design and type-
face, suggests a teen romance.
Pleasant surprises, however,
await the reader who doesn't
judge by the covers.

Fifteen-year-old Christina
Dzuba is confused, and under-
standably so. Her mother is
dying of cancer, the rest of the
family is suffering in various
ways. What might seem gratu-
itous in the plot is saved by Mc-
Nicell's development of recur-
ring motifs; the author
understands the use of images
to reinforce characters and
themes and she also knows
how to construct a sub-plot. As
with any first novel, there are

fzg. An unfortunate omission, McGugan’s zany characters and  rough areas. The father's drink-
however, given the growth in  observations, egg-sitting is a  ing problem is too quickly and
the fleld, is children’s non-fic-  hysterical ramp. unacceptably resolved: he is
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otherwise a well-drawn charac-
ter. Christina’s one angry out-
burst directed towards her fa-
ther is both awlward and out of
character. The title’s connec-
tion to the plot is tenuous:
stronger, more appropriate im-
ages appear in the book. Yet
McNicholl succeeds in making
her reader cry and laugh at the
proper moments and handles
sensitive topics with a light
touch.

Both the text and the superb
cover design of Constance
Horne's Nykola and Granny
(Gage, 169 pages, $5.30)
promise much and deliver
more. Here is a first novel with
everything: strong plot, realis-
tic, sympathetic characters,
conflict, humour, and literary
style. It is a celebration of the
immigrant’s determination to
begin a new, better life; it is not
a portrait of immigrants as su-
perhuman heroes of a new land.
Indeed, in every aspect of their
story, they are quite human.

It is 1900, and young Nykola
Ganczer, too ill to travel, is left
behind by his family when they
leave the Ukraine for Canada.
His father sends money later so
that Nykola and his young
uncle can follow them, but the
army grabs Uncle Stefan and
another relative hoards the
money. It appears that 1Q-year-
okl Nykola will never be with
his family again. However,
Granny wants the boy to go to
Canada. Obviously he cannot
go alone, and so, after stealing
the transit money and packing a
handful of Ukrainian earth to be
buried with her in the new land,
Granny begins the journey with
her grandson. After difficulties
with con men and unscrupulous
landladies, and various other
close calls, they are reunited
with their family in Canada.

Horpe avoids producing
stereotypes. Her characters are
interesting people whose lives
seem real to the reader. The
love between Granny and Nykoe-
1a and the desperate action they
must take provide a well-bal-
anced story. The history is not
intrusive and the story’s resolu-
tion ‘is satisfying. In Writers on
TWriling, in her essay on histori-
cal fiction, Barbara Smucker
comnments: “One learns to write
by writing and one learns to be
a better writer by reading the
works of good writers.” Anyone
thinking of becoming a chil-
dren’s writer would do well to
read Constance Horne's first
book and believe that authors'
and readers' dreams can come
true.




Ocean and sky

“The sun was out then and it looked like
somebody had thrown dimes inlo the sea’

By Douglas Hill

IT WAS a first-novel year remdrk-
able for diversity; this final
gathering from 1988 offers a
typical assortment. From fanta-
sy to mystery, from Praitie girl-
hood to RMaritime lighthouse-
keeping, there's a genre,
setting, subject, or character for
every reader.

Linda Ghan's A Gift of Sky
{(Western Producer Prairie
Books, 183 pages, $22.95 cloth)
is the latest entry in the grow-
ing-up-ethnic-in-the-West
sweepstakes, and it’s better
than most. Ghan's heroine, Sara
Schiller, is born into a family of
Jewish-Canadian farmers in
Saskatchewan in 1911. The
novel follows her through child-
hood and adolescence to Regi-
na Normal School then back to
her first teaching job in the
small community where she
was reared. The unpleasant ex-
periences — the worst of which
derive from racial hatred -— are
offset by the accomplishments
and rewards of an essentially in-
spiring experiment in brother-
hood and cultural identity.

The most engaging parts of
this episodic book, those recall-
ing Sara's high school and
teaching vears, work well be-
cause of their humour, their
light touch. They're free of the
stereotyped characters and
sticky-sweet chunks of wisdom
that turn up elsewhere, There,
the level of insight is “Little
House on the Prairies” or “The
Waltons!, someone’s twanging
your heartstrings, not deliver-
ing insights. Ghan's style is
likewise susceptible to breathi-
ness, affectation, and cloying
lyricism. For example: “And
then Nora was gone. Really
gone. Not huddling in her coat
crying, not walking with me be-
side the dead slough, not paint-
ing me a lipstick mouth, not
lying naked and still on the
snow. I was glad. I was glad she
could never know, never koow
that there had been nothing to
run away to. Nothing at all.” |
was glad the whole book wasn't
written like this. Really glad.

From farther west comes
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Helen jameson's Ten Dollars
and a Dream {Polestar, 244
pages, $12.95 paper). Jameson
and her husband homesteaded
in the foothills of the Alberta
Roackies in the 1930s; the aovel
sets out the adventures of Kate
and Eric Morgan and their-baby
in the same locale, same era.
Kate is ano extremely attractive
narrator, with an abhility Lo
speak simply, without exaggera-
tion, of a young couple’s de-
manding struggle, the determf-
nation and mutual respect
needed to succeed, and the
sweet joys of small victories.
There are no surprises here,
but this is a pleasurable, whole-
some, often touching account.
On any list of unpretentious,
charming memoir-novels, Jame:
son’s book would rank high.
Don’t: A Woman's Word,
by Elly Danica (gynergy books,
96 pages, 512.85 paper} is also,
the reader is warned, autobio-
graphical. A first-person narra-
tive by a survivor of incest and
violent sexual abuse, it's filled
with almost unspeakable hor-
rors. It's to Danica's credit that

she cax speak, but her story is |

so shocking and personat [ have
trouble evaluating it as fiction;
novels about the Holocaust af-
fect me similarly. In technique,
Don’t is minimalist. The book
proceeds by short prose para-

graphs, a dozen or two per |

chapter, composed of short sen-
tences; the narrator runs events
and feelings back and forth
through her mind, moving to-
wards angry clarity. The subject
of the novel is extremely
painful; the style, though at mo-
ments irritatingly reductive,
serves its purposes adequately.
Mizzly Fitch: The Light,
the Sea, the Storm, by Mur-
ray Pura (Simon & Pierre, 135
pages, $14.50 paper), tells a
grim tale of death and denial
along Nova Scotia’s South
Shore. As a hoy, Caleb (later
Mizzly) Fitch fishes with his fa-
ther and brothers on the Grand
Banks; he survives the ship-
wreck on Sable Island that kills
the others. Subsequently cast
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out by his mother {who in her
grief tries to kill him), he be-
comes at 18 (the year is 1928)
keeper of a lighthouse just off
Lunenburg. When the light is
destroyed by a violent storm 30
years later, he returns to his
home island and eventually
takes over a light there.

‘These are the bare bones on
which Pura hangs the rhetoric
of a battle between one man
and the God he believes is both
tricky and vengeful. Melville's
Ahab piled his rage against an
0ld Testament God upon Moby
Dick’s hump; Fitch obsessively
finds that same angry God's de-
ceit in the sea’s calm, His
killing hand in the storm. In
modern Bction, the neurctic ex-
cesses of fundamentalist Chris-
tianity (Protestant or Catholic)
gone off the rails have been the
property of writers from Que-
bec or the American South.
Mizzly Fitch is rather like As I
Lay Dying in a dory.

Pura does a fairly good job
with the challenge of Mizzly's
first-person voice. The dialect
and speech chythms are consis-
tent, though now and then they
come through more faintly than
at others. Every so ofien there's
a bit too much homely philoso-

phizing for my taste, and Pura
doesn’t quite have the how of
trawling, as they say around
here. But there's a lovely feel-
ing for light and weather and
water in the novel, and some

.memorable language. By the

time Pura has his hero observe,
halfway through the book, that
“the sun was out then and it
looked like somebody had
thrown dimes into the sea,”
readers have long been aware
of Mizzly's gift of phrase and
image.

I'll admit at the tep I'm no
great fan of fantasy. So [ ap-
proached The Well of Time,
by Tom Henighan (Collins, 394
pages, $24.95 cloth}, in less
than high spirits. With a few se-
rious reservations, I'd call it a
moderately successful explo-
ration of the genre's possibili-
ties. Set around 1000 A.D. in
North America, the novel tells
of a young Viking woman’s
quest to Iceland te find a sacred
elixir that will save her people
from destruction at the hands of
the Grey Folk, a particularly
scary species of the undead.
The heroine, Ingrid, finds love
and betrayal, but triumphs at
last over the forces of darkness
{primarily male} through| tap-
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the award-winning play by
Tomson Highway

%...one of the most
touching, exuberant,
cleverly crafted and
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ping into “the power of the
mother.”

Henighan’s knowledge of his-
tory and myth gives his story,

for most of its length, a com-~

pelling atmosphere. He's good,
too, at picturing the otherness
of the sorcerer’s world, though
this can (and does here) lead to
a lot of explanatory writing, 2
lot of begats. Usually the narra-
tive prose is powerful, if un-
remittingly intense; at times
Henighan slips into a kind of
singsong rhythm. Sentence
after sentence has the layered
look: “These things she knew,
and could endure — and even
challenge, for she was deter-
mined to face out the old man,
who was the embodiment of a
god, and defeat/him.” The last
third of the novel runs out of
steam somewhat; characteriza-
tion, description, psychology all
seem to go slack. The Well of
Time has some good things in
it, but its weaknesses prevent it
from making the impact it
might. .
Jason Schoonover's The
Banglkok Collection (Seal, 443
pages, $24.95 cloth) is also a
genre novel, this time of the
high-stakes thriller variety. The
narrator-hero, Lee Rivers, is a
collector of East Asian art and
archealogical objects for muse-
ums, galleries, and connois-
seurs; he's been known to bend
laws to accomplish his ends. He
becomes involved in a plot to
get a stolen Buddhist relic of
immense significance into the

" right hands. Before we're

through, the KGB and the CIA,
kalf a dozen other national intel-
ligence services, extremist
groups from most of the world's
major religions, not to mention.
all of Rivers's larger-than-life
friends,-are into it, and bodies
are collecting in heaps.

The novel has its problems.
There's too much detail at the
giart and a dreadfully slow ex-
planation and coda that goes on
for 50 pages after the book
should properly have ended.
‘The voice Schoonover chooses
for Rivers is show-off crude,
somewhere between Cheech
and Chong and vintage Richard

. Pryor. The sex is hot and

graphic, the story is as implan-
gible as anything vou could
imagine (and still you'll guess
what's coming next), but every-
thing manages to be good fun
anyway. | resisted this one at
first, then got sucked in for
more hours than I care to
admit, then was bored and
grumpy at the finish.

The Tasmanian Tiger, by

Jane Barker Wright (Polestar,
155 pages, $12.95 paper), is 2
tightly worked novel in what we
might call the nec-Atwoodian
manner. Her unhappy couple,
Joe and Anna (there must in-
deed be life after Surfacing)
have moved from Vancouver to
Tasmanija in the early 1970s
where he, a zoologist, will
search for a supposedly extinct
tiger and she, formerly a televi-
sion personality, will have a
baby. Anna, the central charac-
ter, is quickly befriended by a
trio of forceful women: Betty, a
writer who narrates part of the
story, Sylvia, an eccentric free
spirit, and Sylvia's teen-aged
davghter Paula, a dancer. Men
play fairly minor ard fairly
stereotypical roles in the
drama. Anna has her baby;

Sylvia's baby dies mysterjously, -

and Sylvia is blamed; Anna’s
marriage rapidly begins to
crumble. The novel ends, witha
kind of reprise, in Vancouver at
the close of the 1980s.

Wright develops her subject,
the permutations and conse-
quences of motherhood, stylish-
Iy, and creates a tense mood of
anxiety and foreboding. Her
prose is spare, carefully pruned,
epigrammuatic; less, here, is def-
initely more. There are good
lines aplenty: “Raising children
is like cleaning your teeth. You
never quite do it properly.”
Short chapters, quick cuts,
flagshbacks and flashforwards —
the book seems calculated to
push the reader around, keep
him or her slightly off-balance,
thimbing back and forth to
check connections, implica-
tions, clues (and occasional in-
consistencies). The novel is a
trifle over-designed; often I felt
Wright was more concerned
with word structures and sound
effects than meaning. But on
balance, the intellectual energy
of The Tessmanian Tiger keeps
it from being merely an exer-
cise in stylistic ingenuity, and
gives it a solid underpinning of
‘thought-provoking substance.

The final three instaliments
of Bryan Moon’s four-part
novel, The Grapefruit Tres,
have arrived; we reviewed Part
One, Seeds, last May. The new
books, The Western Kingdom,
U/nion Day, and Heryvesi
(Oberon, each $25.95 cloth,
$12.95 paper) continue the ad-
ventures of young Jonathan
Corning, his grandfather Cald-
well, and his friends during a
Prairie summer in the small
town of Union tvo decades aga.
There is fine writing here,
though it verges at times on the
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precious; for me there isn't
enough substance to justify it
all. Not much more occurs in
these three volumes than in the
first, which 1 thought spun outa
thin tale excessively, repetitive-
ly. Look at it as a potential
book-buyer: 528 pages total,
$103.80 cloth, $51.80.paper; for
that money I don't want a grape-
fruit tree, [ want an orchard.

To conclude on a familiar
note of disappointment.
Nazneen Sadiq's Ice Bangles
{Lorimer, 192 pages, $24.95
cloth, $14.95 paper) is an inter-
esting novel that, with firmer
editorial control, might have
been first-rate. Sadig’s account
of the experiences of Naila
Siraj, who comes to Toronto
fromn Pakistan as a young bride
in 1964, is intelligent and lively,
with numerous insights into
such matters as immigration,
assimilation, and racism. Naila
is a forceful, good-humoured
woman, who strugeles hard for
everything she earns: she has
three children (the first severe-
Iy hafidicapped and institution-
glized); she loves, respects, and
argues with her husband
{whom the author treats fairly);
she becomes a successful jour-
nalist, works at her poetry, and
as the novel ends is trying to
publish her own first novel.
Naila’s significant victory is to
force new roots into Canadian
soil, not lament the old ones;
this is one very determined,
clear-eyed New Canadian.

There is much to like in Jce
Baiuples, obviously, so it's irritat-
ing that the novel is full of flaws
that should have been correct-
ed somewhere along the line.
For one thing, the book’s ener-
gies are scattered, not concen-
trated; the narrative line isn't fo-
cused tightly enough. The
prose is too often cluttered with
adjectives and tags, there's

some stodgy dialogue, there are -

far too many esrors in punctua-
tien, mechanics, word choice
{what, for example, does “the
silent ferocity of a Pompano
bull” mean? — could we be aim-
ing at “Pamplona” here?). And
the editors who let such
clunkers as “for the first time
she felt there had been an ex
change of sorts which had
taken place” or “it was the last
time she ever spoke o her
brother again™ remain on the
page should be sentenced to
teach Remedial for a year. I had
begun to hope we were through
with shoddy productions such
as this; Nazneen Sadig deserves
nittch, much better, and so does
the reader. ®
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" The short list

THE YEAR 1988 was a remark-
able one for Canadian first novw-
elists, in number, accomplish-
ment, and range. The six books
in competition for the W, H.
Smith/Books in Canada First
Novel Award are A Casual Bru-
tality (Macmillan), by Neil Bis-
soondath; The Viclory of Geral-
dine Gull (Macmillan), by Joan
Clark; Electrical Storms (Ran-
dom House), by David Homel;
Consteliations (Random House),
by Janice Kulyk Keefer; jau-
uary, February, June or fuly
{Breakwater), by Helen Fogwill
Porter; and A Man of Liftle
Faith (McClelland & Stewart)
by Rick Salutin. _
i

Nail Bissoondath

Neil Bissoondath immigrated
to Canada from Trinidad in
1973, and earned a degree in
French from York University.
He comes from a literary farnily
— V. §. Naipaul and the late
Shiva Naipaul are his uncies. In
1985, Bissoondath published a
collection of short fiction, Dig-
ging up the Mountains, which
met with critical acclaim. A Ca-
sual Brutality is the story of Raj
Ramsingh, a Toronto doctor
who returns to his native island
of Casaquemada in the
Caribbean, and is drawn into a
society torn by racial strife and
corruption.’

The Viclory of Geraldine Gull,
the.story of a remarkable Ojib-
wa woman, was written by Joan
Clark while she was living in
Winisk, a Cree village on Hud-
son Bay. Clark grew up in the
Maritimes, has Jived in Ottawa
and Edmonton, and now resides
in St. John's, Newfoundland,
with her husband and three
children. She is the author of
six books for children, and
From a Thin High Wire, a col-
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Joan Clark

lection of short fiction.

David Homel is a freelance
writer and award-winning trans-
lator who lives in Montreal with
his wife and two children. He
was born in Chicago and lived
in Europe for a period of time
before moving to Toronto in
1975. He has worked extensive-
ly in film and television, and
won the 1984 Bronze Medal at

David Home!
the Hemisfilm Festival for “Vi-
sions,” a 13-part documentary
on Canadian art and artists that
he wrote for TV Ontario. His
novel, Electrical Storms, is told
from the point of view of Vinnie
Rabb, a feenager growing up in
a working-class suburb of
Chicago in the late 1960s.
Janice Kulyk Keefer was born
in Toronto and educated at the
University of Toronte and Sus-
sex University in England. She
is the author of two collections
of short fiction (The Paris-
Napoli Express and Transfigura-
tions), a book of poetry (White
of the Lesser Angels), and critical
work (Under Eastern Eyes; A
Critical Reading of Maritime

Fiction). She was twice the win-
ner of the CBC Literary Compe-
tition in the category of short
fiction, and her poetry was
awarded the third prize in last
year'’s competition. Kulyk
Keefer currently is spending a
year in 'England with her hus-
band and two children. Her
novel, Constellations, is set in
the small Nova Scotian town of
Spruce Harbour and examines

Janice Kulyk Keefer

the relationships between a
small group of people whose
lives are transformed by the ar-
rival of a stranger in their
midst.

Helen Fogwill Porter was
born and raised on the south
side of St. John's, Newfound-
land, which is the setting for
January, February, June or July,

her novel about the coming of
oo et St

i
i .
Helen Foguil Porter

age of a young girl, Heather

« Novak. Since 1962, Porter has
been writing full time; her es-
says, fiction, and poetry have
appeared in numerous Canadi-
an magazines, including Safur-
day Night and Atlantic Insight.
She continues to make her
home in St. John's.
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Rick Salutin
Rick Salutin is a journalist
and playwright who lives in
Toronto. He has won Chalmers
awards for two of his plays —
1887: The Farmers' Revolit
and Les Canadiens. He is also
an editor and columnist of This

LETTERS

MATA HARI

CAROLYN SMARTS criticism of
my book, Mata Hari's Lost
Words, struck me as exemplary
of a review written with an
agenda, a set of criteria which
may have little connection with
the book’s objectives, but by
which the book is measured
and found wanting. Specifically,
Ms, Smart thought that I should
have taken the poems “beyond
the dead-end idea of victimiza-
tion and into the realm of the
empowering.” I sympathize
with the movement to empower
historical women, but think that
truth should not be overlooked
in the process, I stuck to the
facts as far as possible in inter-
preting Mata Hari's life, and the
fact that she was convicted and
executed on flimsy evidence
and had her own version of the
story locked up for 100 years
make it hard to view her end as
anything but a victimization,
Like most of us, Mata Hari was
both victor and victim, empow-
ered and oppressed, during her
life, and the poems represent
her as such. Does.a woman who
says “with my beauty and these
teachings/ I hold a superior
hand in any game?” sound like
a true victim?

Ms, Smart also argues that [
shouldn’t have tried to write
from a woman’s point of view,
and supports this by praising
one poem "written partially
from a man’s point of view.” |
expected to fail in some ways at
the difficult task of writing from
the other sex's point of view,
but, for the record, that particu-
lar poem is clearly presented as
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Magazire, which he helped
found in 1973. He has won two
National Magazine Awards for
his journalism, and a collection
of his essays, Marginal Notes:
Challenges to the Main-
stream, was published in 1984,
A Man of Little Faith tells the
story of Oskar, a Jew who es-
capes from Nazi Germany and
emigrates to Canada.

The judges for this year's
competition are Nigel Berris-
ford, the vice president and
book marketing directur of W,
H. Smith; the short-story writer
Elisabeth Harvor; Jack McClel-
land, an author’s agent and for-
mer publisher; and Leon Rooke,
a critic and novelist. The prize
for the competition is $5,000;
the winner will be announced in
the April issue of Books in
Canada. E1

Mata Hari's parody of a certain
male point of view. So, if it suc-
ceeds, it is as 2 womans yiew of
a man’s view. And I dok{ agree
that my confession of inability
to understand the source of my
fascination with Mata Hari is an
example of “muddy thinking.”
It's an example of an obsession,
which seldom has a clearly ex-
plicable source; was Joyce
guilty of muddy thinking be-
cause he never told us why he
was so obsessed with Dublin?
John Oughton
‘Toronto

SEALING WAX

DOUGLAS HILL, who reviewed
my novel, Black Light, in the
December issue of Books in
Canada, was unnecessarily un-
kind in beginning his review ar-
ticle with an insult to New-
foundland writers. My main
complaint, however, is that he
greatly misrepresented my
work,

He not only made factual er-
rors but wrongly identified
racism as the theme of the
novel. At a literal level, the book
presents an interweaving of two
themes — the search for re-
spectability and for identity. In
moving from one society or
class to another of superior
standing, one has to come to
terms with the issue of who one
is. In the novel the two quests
are linked in that the encounter
with obstacles posed — often in
subtle ways — by racism
prompts Khan eventually to re-
examine his conception of who
he is. But the real theme of the
novel is the ubiquity of human

blindness, particularly that gen-
erated by irrationality, and even
Khan comes “close to substitut-
ing one blindness for another.”

Many of Hill's specific com-
ments are quite puzzling. He
finds the prose “slow-moving,”
but the most frequent reaction 1
have had from readers in the
real world, both within and out-
side Newfoundland, is: “Once 1
started the book I couldn’t put it
down.” No ireny in the novel? A
truly incredible remark! Surely
it is ironic that such highly edu-
cated people as academics dis-
play a persistent irrationality, or
that Khan leaves a colonial soci-
ety that is racist and ends up in
another which again makes him
a victim of racism. Regarding
the matter of colonialism, the
parallels between Trinidad and
Newfoundland assume the form
not only of economic privilege
and intellectual arrogance but
also of cultural penetration. I
think Hill wrong in saying the
author fails to achieve “dis-
tancg™: virtually all the charac-
ters have flaws (though gener-
ally they also possess
redeeming cqualities), and both
black and white are guilty of
limited vision. I am indeed dis-
appointed that your reviewer ig-
nores most of the complexities
and subtieties of the novel —
the growth shown by charac-
ters, the irony, the symbolism,
the imagery, and the seduction
of the reader until close to the
very end to perceive the world
the way Khan does — and then
claims that the work does not
transmute into art!

It is normal for a first novel to
have flaws. The new writer typi-
cally hopes the reviewers will
read his/her work carefully and
provide eritiques helpful to both
reader and author. From this
perspective, Hill's commentary
is woefully deficient.

Ishmael J. Baksh
5t. John's

1 FIND the opening sentence of
Douglas Hill's December “First
Novels” column singularly of-
fensive, Such would-be witty re-

. matks as “To begin, a pair from

Newfoundland, where writing
novels seems to have replaced
chasing seals as a supplemen-
tary occupation” sugpgests more
of twit that of wit,

If all you kaow of Newfound-
land is that we used ¢o have a
seal hunt, then may 1 make so
bold as to suggest that a book-
review column is not the place
to expose your ignorance?

Douglas Cuff
St. John's, Nfld.

Douglas Hill replies
(from Newfoundland):

UNTIL THE RECENT ban on seal-
ing, many Newfoundlanders
added to their family income by
going to the Ice in the spring of
the year. In 1988 five first nov-
els {of a Canadian total of 45)
were written in or set in New-
foundland. These facts led me
to try a modest, perhaps not
wildly funny joke. It was not an
insult to anybody, and should
not be construed as one,

WHERE HE'S
COMING FROM

1 RECEIVED the November issue
of Books in Canada late, so 1
hope you have room for a belat-
ed addition to what I expect will
be a number of angry responses
to John Metcalf's “What is a
Canadian Literature?”

Metcalf essentially argues
against a “Canadian tradition”
in literature, and attacks partic-
ularly Sam Solecki’s essay in
The Bumper Book for suggest-
ing that there is such a thing.
“Culture has been international
for centuries,” raves Metcalf,
and haven't we all hoped some-
times that it could be? No more
messing around with current
events, local customs, and the
peculiarities of-a time, a place, a
language. What's good enough
for Westminster ought to be
good enough for New Westmin-
ster. “I read literature as litera-
ture,” says Metcalf. “T wouldn't
read a book of Brazilian stories
to see what it was like to be
Brazilian; P'd-read it to see what
pleasures of the form good
Brazilian practitioners could
giveme.”

I understand the distinction
that Metcalf is making in that
statement, but I don’t read that
way. Neither do the Canadian
readers who have insisted on
enjoying authors such as Alice
Munro (whom Metcalf ad-
mires) for their “sociology, his-
tory, (and) anthropology™ as
well as for their “international”
style.

Neither our literature nor our
reading Is as simple as Metcalf
might wish, and he is fortunate
in that. I enjoyed his General
Ludd, though the parvater-hero,
Jim Wells “from Vancouvet,”
sounds throughout the novel as
if he just got off the boat from
Britain. That needed to be ex
plained, just as Metcalf himself
should, as Solecki argues in The
Bumper Book, say where he's

coming from.
Mike Matthews
Nanaimo, B.C.
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THE FOLLOWING Canadian
books have been received by
Books in Canada in recent
veeks. Inclusion in this list
does not preclude a review or
notice in a future issue.

Aflier Natve Cloims?, by Frank Cassidy
and Hurmmn Dale, Institute for Besearc)
0 Fublic Policy/Qolichan,

Art Historyz Itz Use and Abuse, by W.
StaAlli e Johnzon, Uof T.

A.i? Fnr\i'\lg and My House, by Sinclair

i 14

ARS.

At the House on Pine Street, by Shann
Hezrren, Macmillun.

Bl Danr o the Kondike, by Joan Wer.
By ran Mill-,

Ballaoa Race Myxiery and Other Stories,
by Joan Wesir, Ourhen

Balthazur and Other Poems, by D. G.
Joarie, Cosch House

I!ugqrjr_:lnﬂ Ay Father, by Clande Llman,
Laidin

Buginning Azain: Further Adventures of
a Leialist Family, by Mary Beacock
Fry.r, Bundum.

A Bird In the House, by Margare1 Lau-
renee, M S,

The Book of Grey Oul: Svlected Wildlife
Storics, vdited By E E. Reynnlde, Macmll-

lin

The Baok of the Heart. by Loy Ching-
Yuon, tranckted by Travbor Carolan and
Bulla Chen, Henen Press.

Porroisud Black: A Labrador Fantasy, by
Ell.n Bryun Obod, Mustrated by Jan Mo~
FaTi- A, Breabwater. .

Bourgmunt: Explorer of the Missouri,
16931725, by Fronk Norall, U of Alber

.
Brolien English. by David Thompsen,
wllins,
The Brunddand Challenge and the Cost
of Inaction. vdited by Alex Davidzon and
Michz. 1 Duner, The Tayal Society of Cana-

d4.

A Buddha Numcd Baudelaire, by Ron
Snith, Suto Nis.

r» Runt, Sell: A Sle;;-ll}'\-SWp Guide to
ahing a Fortune In Conadian Real
state, by [iond] Needleman, Collins.
=Canada: The Statce of the Federatlon
JORT-88, vditd by Peter M. Luslle and
Pon s L. Wates, Qui-en’s Instimute of Inter-

i mnicibal Bebions.

Canudtun-imcricun Free Trade: The Se-
que], vdikd by A K Rizgs and Tom Velk, «
In-Titute Jor Ruurch on Publle Policy.

v Breton Lives, edited by Ronzid Ca-
plan, Preatyabr,

Cathedralw of Sciences The Development
of Calonial Natural History Moseums
Durin:t the Late Nineteunth Century,
by S un Shia t-Pyenson, MeGill-Queen's.

Celchrating Conadlan \Yomen: Prose
and Puctry 5} and About Women, cdit-
% d\b_-;-. Gn ‘1!.1 [nimiann Nemiroff, Fitzhenry
LR vy LS (TS

The Cuntralization-Deventralization Co-
nupdrum. by Polue Aucain and Herman
Baixis, In-tilute Inr Re=varch on Fablic

Prlicy

A Cltv in the Mokinge Progress, People
& Puril- In \.'imxﬁn ‘Torenta, by Fred-
vich H. Armstreng. Dundumn

Cnbtage Crazy, by Paul Kropp. Schalastic.

Cronacurrunta, I_ﬂ.\hﬁon ronk, Overlea

Dear Gladya: The Survival Papera, by
Dan 1 5hop, lnr.r.rCndty Baole, .

Dicfnhaler'a World. by H. Basil Robin-
won, U T.

Dlversions, by Svymonr Mayne, Noove

D!Llu-hl-:; r:'[‘n:-l; . for
sen by Jrm 'a Stoge: es
Children nm?g\'nung Fish, by Al
Finre . fllustrated by Pam Hall, Breakowas

[

The Edpe of Benleh, by David Elfiolt,
B alnaater,

Electinn, by Geratd Cuplan, Michael Kirby.
and Hueh Siral, Frentice-Hall

Eh:gil}' Climbay, by L. M. Alintgomery. M &

E;nily aof New Moon, by Lo A Mont-
romusy, M s,
EI‘I_:-“}"H Quest, by L AL Monigomery, B &

Ex Purimeter, by Tom Konyves. Caitlin.
Frunky Can. by Gurard Thevenet, Breatova-

r

Frost In the Mortar, by Frank Manley,
Noowo Ma-heen.

Giving Birch iy Just the Beglnnin]g:
Wonnn Speak about Mothering by Ju-
dith Lurmu r Crav.ley, Bank Project.

Gold Liixwers of 1929, by Donglas Fetlier-

W el e e emempe e W
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Ting. Macmillan.

Governlng Bodies, by Laurle Block, Tum-
stone Press. .

Heroes, Bums and Ordmmznllem Pra-
filez in Canadian Bageball, by Dan

Turner, Dol ?
High Crimes, by Willlam Deverell, Seal.
Hlstory of Greece, by ll-__lernmn Bengston

translated by Edmund F. Bloedow, U of Ol

Lwa.

Humen Rights and the Protection of
Eefugees under Enternational Law, edil-
ed by Alan E. Nash. Canadian Human
Righis Foundation.

The Hundred Old Names, by David Hel-

wigr. Oberon.

I 1 Had a Camul, by Colleen Archer «f al.
Mayapple.

Inner Visions, Outer Voices: An Anthol-

of, Cupe Bretun Poctry, ediled by
C Wirren, University Comge of Cape
reton.

The Insiders: Power, Money and Secrets
in Ottaws1, by John Sawatsky, M & S,

Ishbel and the Empire: A Blography of

‘li.udy Aberdeen, by Derls Freach, Dun-

um.

Jeremy Smith. by David Burneti, Dundurn.

Kenji and the Cricket, %Mele Wiseman,
fllusirated by Shizuye Takashima, Porcu-
pine’s Quill.

The Kinkajous, by Trevor Ferguson, Macmil-

an,
“The Lifs of a River. by Andy Russell, M &

S,

Like a Child of the Earih, by Jovelte
Marchesaanlt, translated by Yvonne AL
Klein, Talonbooks.

Literature ond Commitment: A Com-
monwealth Perspective, ediled by
Govind Narain Sharma, TSAR.

The Loved and the Lost, by Morley
Callaghan. Macmillan.

Machine Sex and Other Stories, by Can-

das Jape Dorgcy. Porcepic Books,

Making Your ﬁonu‘ &cnw. by Henry B.
Zimmer, Collins.

The Men of the Last Fromtier, by Grey
Orwd, Macmillun.

Mergters, Corporate Concentration and
Pawer in Canada, edited by R. S, Kle-
memi ¢ al, Institute for Rescarch on Public

Policy. .
M{mnu. by Bill Schermbrucker, Talon-

ooks.

Mirrons on Unceriain Mornings, by Grant
ohneton, Talonboolis.

More Advice fom the Back Doctor. by

MHnmillonﬂall.#I&S.w A Blakesl
useum em, a akeslee,
Overlea ¥ ¥

v

Needles, by VWillizm Devercll, Seal,

Nlﬁﬂﬁaﬁng Control: A Study of News
urces, by L V. Erickson ef al, U of T.

Nightmare Mountain, by Myra Paperny,

Overlea.
N%el(iddlar; ]g;s:de t%n 'r':‘ll'\lldkgf
Hm%e 3, by Myna Kos! 3
oﬁﬁi" Wildlife, by DM-TWI:r. Basion
Afills.
Ottawa River Canals and the Defence of
British North America, by Robert

et, Uol T.
o‘llj-onf!?“ in Moscow. by Robert A. D. Ford,

Patterns of the Post lnlerpreﬂl;ﬁ On-
mrio's History, cdited by Roger Hall &f ol
Dundurn- .

The Penguin Guide 1o Conada, by Steve
Vealy ef of, Panguin,

Political Economy of ment n At-
lantic Canade. ediled by Masidul Alam
Choudhury, University College of Cope

Breton.
Political Wives: Wifestyles of the Rich
und Infamonzs, by Suzan L ME&ES.
Politica of Nova Scotia: Volume Two
1896-1988, by J. Murray Beck, Four

East.
Private Property. by Margarct Sweatman,

Tumstone.

mond Williams on Television, edited
Alom O'Cannar, between the lines.

Rites, by Brenda Riches, Porcuplne's Quill
Rodeo Rescue, by Mary Blakeslee. Overlea
Sensc of Senson, by David Manlcom, Por-

ic.
Seﬁm of the Marsh, by Frederick Fhilip
Grove, M & 5. _
The Sllent CI}y. by Elisabeth Vonrarburg,
ranslated by Jane Bri Il'ily Porceple.
Sogghﬂvun. Child of the Beothul, by
n

Gale, illwstrated by Shawn Stefiler,
Brealwate

Subdivislon, rson and Dick
Guorge. Botton

Street of Three Directions, by Vuncy
Kasper, Overlea.

Su-c:susl for Success, by Peter G- Hanson,
ns.

Tales of an Empty Cabin, by Grey Owl,
iis san =y Cebe by Gy

acmillan.
Talking Back: Thinking Femlnist, Think-
;Ing lack, by hell hooks, between the

nes,

The. Theory and History of Ocean
Boundary-Maoking, by-Douglas M. John-

ﬁm'nmm mi?y"k"im Ve, M &8
i nguel,

Tight Shores: Halku & Other Short

yemns. by Jef Seflingra. Hamilton Halku.

'l‘rne:nﬁ the Paths: Reading & \‘L"rll.lm;
tho Iaﬂy{ology. edited by Row Akl
Line/Talonbooks.

The Ultimate RRSP Book. by David In-

Prentice-Hall, -

grant. L

Under God"s Beard, by Claude Paradox,
Noovo Masheen.

Understanding the Free Trade Agree-
ment. edile: Donald M. McRae and
Debra P. Stegter,, Instilute lor Revearch on

Publlc 3

The Vexed Question: Denominational
Education in a Secular Age, edlied by
Willlam A. McKim, Bre: A

The Violent Years of Mogpfe MacDonald,
by Maggie MacDonald and Allan Gould,

n’fn Waterllly Plekers, by Barbara Schoit.

rnstone .
What We Have, by bill bisseit, Taloobooks.
Where the Rivers Meet, by Don Sawyer,

Pemmican.

Who Do You Think You Are?, by Alice
Munro, Macmillan.

Wild Geese, by Martha Ostenso, M & S.

Wilderness Man: The Strange Story of Grey
Omd, by Lovat Dicksor, Macmillan.

Winter of tho Black Weaset, by Tom -
Dawe, illustrated by Anne MacLeod,

Breakwaler.

The Wire In Fences, by Siephen Brockwell,
Baumulr. -

Yes, Mama. by Helen Ferrester. Collins.

By Barry Baldwin

to, Ontario M5A 3X9.

CanWit No. 136

WE HAVE HAD many snappily tted books on Canadian politi-
cians, but so far ne movles. It is time that competitors rectified
this by providing up to six eyecatching titles for film biogra-
living or dead (e.g., Brian Mul-
roney—The Greatest Tory Ever Sold). The prize is $25, and
the deadline is March 25. Entries should be sent to CanWit
no. 136, Books in Canada, 366 Adelaide St. E., Ste. 432, Toron-

phies of any Canadian leader,

" RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 134

OUR REQUEST for extracts from the secret diaries of political
spouses bronght us many sensational revelations about the
private lives of such public men as John Turner, Robert
Bourassa, and John Crosbie. The winner is Alec McEwen of
Ottawa, for the following two diary entries:

‘Well, John has done it again! He told me he had taken

up classical dancing because it would improve his fancy
footwork during Question Period. Yet even he can see .
that wearing a leotard is just too ridiculous for a politi-

cal heavyweight like him. But when I objected to his
tutu, all he could say was, “Jane, a skirt's more comfort-
able: it's better adapted to the ballroom, so to speak.”
Besides, he thinks a “too-too™ will suit his role as princi-

pal soloist in that new production about the loss of our
railway, The Newfie Bullet Ballel.

Mon Dieul I do wish Robert would stop humming that
old tune, “Laughing on the outside, crying on the in-
gide.” Just last night he said to me, “Andrée, I was
never much good at sports, but when it comes to lin-
guacrobatics | havethe perfect backilip.” It makes me
50 mad; one of my companies was all set {o become the
sole manufacturer of outdoor signs, and now Robert
has ruined everything. Can’t he understand that the
business of Québec is my business? But he insists the
only thing that matters in politics is winning, o matter
what the judges say. Why, he even claims that in the
. streets his supporters keep chanting, “Won, oh, won.”

making a contribution.”

SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 17

« .. I really wondered whether anything I did made any differ-
ence at all. The call to politics makes you open to the pursuit of
power. You ask “How can I gain®™ The call to the priesthood is to
service. You ask “How can T give?” As a priest, you know you are

Sean O'Sullivan, Botls My Houses, Key Porter Books
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‘When properly filled in, the letters in the box form a quotation from a Canadian book. Find the letters by solving the clues

below and writing the answers in the numbered.spaces provided. Then iransfer the letters from the spaces to the appro-
priate squares in the box. The first letters of each answered clue form the name of the author and the title of the book. (So-

lution next month.) .
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~ Books in

Fill in the coupon below, send it

Canada, Canada’s national award-winning book review
magazine comes to you nine times a year. Each issue is crammed
with book reviews, author profiles, interviews, columns, and
interesting features on the world of books in Canada.

Subscribe now and SAVE 15% on the newsstand price.

A year’s subscription to Books in Canada costs $1500 and
guarantees that each and every issue will be delivered fo your door.

1ssue of Books in Canada to you.

to us and we'll rush the next

YES

Start my subscription to Books in
Canada immediately.

Name__

Address

Cheque enclosed
Bilime
SUESCRIPTION PRICE:
Individuals SIS
Institutions 320
OUTSIDE CANADA:

Individuals S1R
Isiatataoms §23

366 Adelnade St. Easl. Suste 432
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Start my subscription to Books in
Canada immediately.
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_ Billme
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE:
Indiv iduals $15
Institutions 520
OUTSIDE CANADA:

Indis iduals 518
Instimutnons $2 %
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SPEING 7989

1949

by David French
Newfoundlenders struggle to
decide whether or not they
should join Canada, echoing
the free rade debate.

088922-266-5; Drama:$9.95
peper.

The Happiest Man in the
World and Other Stories

by David Arnason

The Happiest Man in the
World 1akes a hilarious, yet
compassionate look at the
new male consciousness
taking shape in a post-
feminist world.

(088922-269-X;Ficion:

Mother of the Grass

by Jovette Marchesssault
translated by Yvonne Klein
A remarkably visionary ac-
count of the growth of a
major Quebec feminist
artist's creative self.

088922-267-3;Ficion;
$11.95 paper.

The Burden of Office

or Agamemnon and Other
Losers

by Joseph Tussman

Lucid observations on classi-
cal paradigms of political life
from a civil liberiarian’s

point of view make The Bur-
den of Office both a work of
literatre and philosophy.

MOTHER
OF THE GRASS

Jovelte Man.hessaull

$11.95 paper. 088922-265-7;Issues;$10.95
paper.
- FE-L e
i TR DIRANMA N RRINT
ALBERTINEIN FIVETIMES CRUEL TEARS THE IMPROMPTU OF OUTREMONT THE REAL WORLD?
‘Tremhiny KanMichell Miche] Tremblay Michal Trembley
FOR EASTER DAMNEE MANON, SACREE SANDRA JACOR'S WAKE REMEMBER ME
Davld Watmongh Miche] Tremblay Michael Cook Miche] Tremblay
BALCONYVILLE DURER'S ANGEL JITTERS (revy SAGA OF THEWET HENS
Davld Fennerio Maris-Clpire Blais David French Jovenc Marchasspult
BATTERING RAM THE BCSTASY OF RITA JOE LA DUCHESSE DE LANGEAIS & OTHER | SAINTE-CARMEN OF THE MAIN
David Freermin George Rysa PLAYS Michel Tremblay
BETHUNE znmscss nsrncm-:ss Michel Tremblay SAINTE MARIE AMONG THE HURONS
Rod Langley Michel Trombl LES BELLES SOEURS James W. Nichol
BILLY BISHOP GOESTO WAR ESKER MIKE& IS WIFE, AGILUK Micke] Tremblay SALT-WATER MOON
Jam Gray with Brlc Peterson Hemschel Hardin LES CANADIENS David Fresich
BOILER ROOM SUITE THE EXECUTION ick Salutin SEVEN HUURS TO SUNDOWN
Rex Deverell Mariz-Claire Blais LISTENTO THE WIND Geargs Rygn
Bomoun,u,nomoun {rev) FACTORY LAB ANTIIOLOGY Tarnes Raarey SPRATT
Miche] Tremblny Connic Briseenden LOCAL nox MAKES GOOD Joo Wiesenfeld
nunmn CHILD & OTHER PLAYS THE mm:uns‘mms‘rv Jahn Gray SQRIEUX-DE-DIEU
am Skopard Dealse I MAGGI.E& PIERRE Belty Lambert
c.tN YOUSEE ME YET? nl-‘rzr.n MILES OF BROKEN GLASS Linda Griffith 'rma EEFLAYS
Findley Tom A MIRROR OF OUR DREAMS Eric Niea!
CANADIAN DRAMA & THECRIT1 § THEFIGHTING DAYS Joyes Doalinte with 2 Barnich TILN & OTIHER PLAYS,
LW, Comlly Wendy Lill MODERN CANADIAN PLAYS (rev} Micheel Cook
CAPTIVES OF THEFACELESS Fommm YOURS MARIE-LOU Jery Wasserman TWO PLAYS
DRLMMER Miche] Tremblay 1949 Geprge Woadcock
Ryga GOODNIGHT DISGRACE Davld Preach WAITING FOR THE PARADE
COLOURS IN THE DARK Michse! Mercer Nn'r!uNG'ro LOSE Jobn Murrell
Jomes Reanny GREAT WAVYE OF CIVILIZATION David Feonaric WALSH tmr)
THE CON MAN Hersche] Hardin ON THE JOB Sharen Pyl
KenMichell HOSANNA Davld Fennario YOU'RE GONNA BE ALRIGHT JAMIE
CRABDANCE Michel Tramblay PLOUGHMEN OF THE GLACIER ROY
Beverloy Simons Geonpt Ryzn Davld Proeman
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